Lady Retrograde

By: Vespertina Miranda
     The clock in the nearby Gothic-style church chimed the hour as Brianna Baccarelli walked up the stairs to her apartment. She stopped for a second, listening to the distant chimes, and resumed her climb only after the twelfth and final chime. It’s midnight, she thought to herself, so that would make it officially June 24, 2002. This date was significant to her, but she could not remember why exactly. She had just gotten back from a hot date with her boyfriend of two years, Ben Fine, so she had better things to think about. Even though he seemed to be keeping the surprise a secret behind his stoic tongue, she could tell it would not be long before he popped the question. Just the thought of it put her on a natural high, and made her start to hum “I Feel Pretty” as she skipped up the stairs and walked down the hallway to her apartment door. 

     Brianna presently stopped at the cream-colored door marked 646, and inserted a key into the lock. When the door was opened, she was greeted by her old, but cheerful pug named Pixie. She stroked Pixie’s chubby body, and slid her patent leather pumps off by the door, and with a dreamy sigh, fell backwards onto her living room sofa. She began to reflect upon all the ways her life was perfect. She was one step away from being the editor-in-chief at the New Haven Register, she had a great guy who was about to propose to her, and best of all, she felt she was absolutely gorgeous. She never could have pulled this off if she was still her old self.

     She decided to change out of her clothes and into something more comfortable. Reluctantly hoisting herself off of the comfortable couch, she went into her bedroom and undressed before her body-length mirror. She took off her little black dress and pantyhose instantaneously, and stood there admiring herself in the mirror. 

     Brianna had what her grandmother called “the beautiful height”, standing at five feet and four inches tall. She had long, dark brown hair which she had professionally streaked with red every six to eight weeks, as recommended by her hairdresser. Her facial features were very refined and sleek, adding to her sensual allure. Her eyes were large and brown, like two velvety almonds which shone in the creamy pale sea of her face. Her lips were full and soft, like two sweet rose petals concealing her teeth, which were as perfect as a string of pearls when she smiled. Brianna also had what she thought was a killer figure. She was very svelte, with perfectly proportioned curves that made her darling Ben go wild. Like everything else about her, this was very unlike her old self. 

     Suddenly, a wave of exhaustion came over her, and she decided that it would be better if she went to sleep, instead of staying up to watch David Letterman interview some random celebrities on his show. She used to love watching Jay Leno, but only her old self cared much for what she now considered an old, fat man. She turned her back to the mirror, and removed her tiny B cup bra, and slid a slinky chemise over her head. She slowly sashayed over to her bed, and slipped inside her soft covers. After she switched the lamp on her nightstand off, she laid her head down on her pillow and fell fast asleep. She did not bother saying a prayer before she fell asleep; that would have been far too much like her old self.

~

     The year was 1992. It was a time when even though many people felt like the world was going to Hell in a hooker’s purse, there was still much innocence all around them that they chose to overlook. George Bush Sr. was still president, and the whole Clinton scandal was not to take place for a few more years. Kurt Cobain and his band were growing more and more famous, soon to reach the peak of their fame, and Kurt’s horrible suicide/supposed murder was far away. 

     Lastly, children were not as complicated as they are today. The Internet, as we know it today, was still in its embryonic form. Therefore, there were no kids who sat in front of the computer with glazed eyes 24/7. Sure, there were the lazy kids who watched TV in the same manner, but none of them were spoiled on things such as cell phones, I Pods, etc. Of course, there were some kids who got everything they wanted, but even the majority of those kids were more tolerable than some of the modern jaded ones. The kids then still had some idea of how to keep occupied in low-tech ways, and nobody was better at this than the seventeen year old Brianna. 

     Brianna loved books, especially mysteries and fantastic epics. She read frequently throughout the day, even at the expense of not making many friends. She did not care much for friends, since it was so much easier to just open up a book and get intimately involved with all of the characters that lay within the pages. It was also very easy to just pop a tape into her cassette player in her room or car, and daydream that she was making out with Kurt Cobain or shouting her lungs out at a Husker Du concert. Lastly, she knew that there were very few people who actually would want to be friends with her, due to her 38J cup bust. Even though in the great scheme of things, it really was not such a big deal; however, in Seymour High School, lots of things were a big deal.

     The boys were split down the middle between trying to jump her bones and gagging at her massive bosom. The girls were likewise torn between turning green from their eyes down to their mosquito bite boobs, and thanking their lucky stars that they were not her. Brianna did not care either way, because truthfully, she liked her breasts. She figured that having a pair of gigantic cantaloupes on her chest was better than having nothing more than slightly puffy nipples, like most of her peers. She was not even disproportionate either, because she had decent hips to even out the whole goddess effect. Even though her mother chafed at the bit every time that she had to specially order a new bra for Brianna via her aunt in England, it did not perturb her. As long as she had her favorite book rest and could not see her feet when she stood up, she was happy. Therefore, she ignored all of the giggling, pointing, and gawking from her peers, and minded only her schoolwork and her books. 

     Everything in her life went smoothly for Brianna, until life added a little twist. One day as she was returning from her part time job at Rena’s Ultra Boutique, a gaudy little lingerie shop in the middle of town, her car stalled. Her blood ran cold for a few minutes. She loved her car because it was like a sculpture of her personality made out of metal and paint. It was a vintage Volkswagen Beetle, painted shocking pink with an airbrushed Jessica Rabbit on the front hood. She had gotten it as a seventeenth birthday present courtesy of her eccentric Uncle Lucien. He acquired the car itself from a friend, and then personalized it for Brianna in his airbrush/tattoo shop. It was her favorite birthday present ever, and that was one of the reasons that she was scared when it stalled so suddenly. She sighed in resignation, and simply pulled over to the side of the road. This was a very awkward place to stall. She was teetering on the side of the biggest hill in all of Seymour, on a road that was extremely narrow. If anybody came by in their car and was not careful, her favorite Buggy could take a nasty tumble down the hill. However, she had no choice. She had to find a payphone and call her mother immediately. Thankfully, she realized after only a few seconds that John’s Deli, a little snack shop/convenience store run by some friendly Koreans, and was only a 5 minute walk away. They had a pay phone right by the front door. Feeling a little better now, she got out of her car, locked it, and walked down to John’s Deli, grasping the rosary in her purse in hopes that the car would be there when she got back.

     When Brianna got home, her mother arranged with a local auto repair shop called Aldo’s to have her car towed and worked on. Ron Aldo, the affable owner, decided that her car should be running beautifully by Tuesday. This meant only one thing to Brianna: she would have to take the bus to school on Monday. The mere thought of this made her stomach seize up in horror. When she turned seventeen last June and got her car, she was thrilled that she would no longer have to ride the bus. The bus brought back horrible memories of the times when her peers would shout insults at the back of her head, throw pencils at her head, and all sorts of immature teasing. Even though her bus driver Trudy would yell at the kids who did it, Brianna preferred to just avoid trouble in general. She sighed, and thought to herself, “It’s only one day, it shouldn’t be too bad.” With this thought in mind, she went about the rest of her weekend peacefully. 

     Before she knew what happened, Monday morning rolled around. She awoke to the ear-splitting sound of her alarm clock announcing the arrival of 5:30 A.M. She was startled at first, and attempted to silence it with a slap on the Snooze button. However, she overshot and ended up rolling ass-over-tit out of bed, and landing flat on her boobs. She was unharmed, but she was now rolled in a semi-cocoon of covers and blankets. Pixie, then a puppy, landed on Brianna’s back and was snorting indignantly having been awoken from her peaceful sleep on the other side of the bed. Pixie was thoroughly grumpy at that point, so she jumped off her mistress’s back and scampered away. Brianna was in as pleasant a mood as her pug, and reluctantly picked herself up and turned her infernal alarm clock off. She was barely able to hobble sleepily into the bathroom and get herself washed up, but she managed to do so out of habit. She returned to her bedroom and began dressing. She rummaged through her underwear drawer for a clean pair of panties, but to her chagrin she only found a pair of “period” panties. She slid those on, and proceeded to look for a clean bra. She did happen to find a nice one made of pink lace, and decided to wear that one. She slowly came alive from the staccato snapping of each hook-and-eye closure. She secured the straps on her shoulders, feeling the familiar feeling of her breasts being hoisted up. She glanced at her clock, and the blood red numbers glared back at her, saying that it was 6:00. She began to hurry, because even though she had forty-five minutes, Trudy always came early. She scrambled to yank on a pair of her cleanest jeans, and pull a Nirvana t-shirt over her head (back then, the Nirvana t-shirts were actually bought at concerts and not in the mall). She then grabbed her backpack, and rummaged through her purse for lunch money, black eyeliner, and a scrunchie. She was able to make it into the kitchen at 6:15, and scribble down a note for her dad to take Pixie out before he went to work. She grabbed a bagel with cream cheese from the fridge before she left, and left the house at 6:20. 

     Brianna ate her bagel at the bus stop, trying to ignore the thugs who were there smoking their cigarettes and talking about what moronic stuff they did over the weekend, and the girly girls who were caking on their makeup. When they saw Brianna coming, they adjusted their tiny breasts in their overly padded bras, as if they were somehow superior to her huge mammaries. As expected, Trudy came at 6:30, and a blast of heat hit them when the bus’s door slammed open. It was only a little cool this morning, but Trudy never cared. As long as it was not spring, Trudy didn’t want her kids to freeze. The wanna-be gangsters squashed their cigarettes with their feet, and the skanky girls put their compacts back into their purses. As usual, they all piled into the bus before Brianna got a chance to pick her backpack up, so that they could all get the seats upfront and in back. Brianna climbed the three steps and greeted Trudy as she got in. Trudy gave her a big smile, and put her hand on her arm for a second to stop her. Trudy was a big woman. She had to weigh over 300 lbs. and was jolly like Santa. She had short, golden curls, and long, red fingernails that she got manicured weekly. Brianna loved Trudy, because she was so motherly to the kids on her bus, and respected the kids who actually didn’t cause trouble.  

     “Hi there, sweetie, how are you?”

     “I’m doing alright, Trudy, except that my car is in the shop right now,” Brianna replied.

     “Well, hun, I’m glad that you decided to come and see your dear old Trudy, unlike all the other seniors,” Trudy said, rolling her eyes.

     “Anytime, Trude,” Brianna said, smiling back at her.

     She took her seat in the middle of the bus, and took Something Wicked This Way Comes by Ray Bradbury out of her backpack. She paged through the book, until she found the first chapter.

     The school day went by slowly, and slow was not good for Brianna. She had what seemed like a plethora of tests throughout the day, and she had only studied for one or two of them. She tried winging it as best as she could through the others, but she knew that she would be hearing from her teachers about how she botched them up. Balled up pieces of paper and spitballs seemed to be magnetically drawn to her head, and she had to try more than once to block out the crude, sexual comments that the jocks whispered among themselves about her. Lunch was the worst, because all she tried to do was to eat lunch alone, but more than one of the school’s wise-asses tried to come up behind her and cop a feel. She bit her bottom lip, trying to quell the wonderful feelings that erupted in her nether regions as they poked and lightly grabbed at her breasts as they went by. Nevertheless, she kept her face transfixed on her book, and tried to block them out. She waited patiently in her 7th period study hall in the library, and her heart sent up a silent prayer when she heard the dismissal bell ring. 

     Brianna almost ran to her bus, and could not stand to even look at any of the other people. She sat down in her regular spot, and resumed reading. She looked up for a second as the bus started up, jolting and rumbling like some ancient beast awoken from hibernation. Trudy gave a lever a mighty yank with her jiggly arm, and the door slammed shut. Suddenly, Trudy smiled and gave the lever another powerful yank, and sent the bus door flying open. 

     “Hey, Joey, this must be my lucky day! Sweet Jesus, two of my favorite seniors on the bus in one day!” Trudy bellowed. 

     Brianna stared at the boy who was literally leaping on the bus. He was pretty tall, about 5 feet 11 probably. He had shaggy dark brown hair that lightly grazed his upper back. He had nice muscle tone though, and his arms were quite sexy in Brianna’s opinion. His skin was olive colored, just like hers, and his eyes had the same exotic flair. However, he had a huge nose, which Brianna thankfully had not inherited from her family. She had a thing for big noses though, and blushed as he walked up the aisle, holding his backpack up high like a shield, so as not to hit anyone. Before she knew what was happening, he was standing next to her seat, motioning for her to scoot inwards. She picked up her backpack and plopped it on her lap. She was in total shock and awe. In the three years that she had ridden on the bus, no boy had wanted to sit next to her. There were a few incidents where a shy, gorpy freshman girl sat next to her out of fear, but other than that, she sat alone. She was now thoroughly interested in this angelic boy, and glanced at him out of her peripheral vision. He was wearing an Ozzy t-shirt, and seemed to be listening to Black Sabbath on his Walkman. He had a silver crucifix around his neck, so she guessed that he probably was Catholic, like herself. She was positive now that he looked like an exotic version of Alice Cooper, at least in profile. The thing that amazed her the most was that this guy was sitting next to her. Of all the slutty, prettier girls on the bus, he preferred sitting next to her. Is he even real, or is my high estrogen level effecting my brain? she wondered. 

     Suddenly, the beautiful boy next to her smirked, and said, “Hi.”

     Brianna turned at least five shades of pink and red. She had not realized that she had been completely staring at him, but gathered up enough courage to reply.

     “Hi,” she replied, talking barely above a whisper. 

     “How goes? You look spooked.”

     “Oh no, I’m not, I’m just not used to having anyone sit next to me.”

     “Really? That’s a shame.”

     “Um…thanks.”

     “No problem,” he said, and glanced at what she was reading. “That’s a good book; one of my favorites of all time.”

     “Wow, mine too…”

     And with that, the best conversation of Brianna’s life started. 

     Time seemed to fly, as Brianna and Joey chatted about music, books, and life in general. He told her that his last name was Roccotti, and that he was never able to make it to the bus after school, and until his junior year he had always taken the late bus. Coincidentally, his car had stalled too, and was at Aldo’s as well. She also found out that he played the electric guitar, and had a garage band with some of his buddies who went to Emmett O’Brien, a nearby technical high school.

     “I would have gone to Emmett too, but my mom said that my gift of writing was too precious too waste on learning how to be a car mechanic,” he said.

     “Oh really, you’re good at writing?” she replied in wide-eyed amusement. 

     “Yeah, it comes naturally to me.”

     “Same here.”

     Their wonderful chat was suddenly interrupted by the bus approaching the first bus stop. 

     “Oh dear,” Brianna interrupted. “My bus stop is coming up.”

     “Where is it?” Joey asked.

     “The one on the corner of Colony and Oriole.”

     “Oh, yeah, that one is coming up soon. Okay, well, I live on Colony Street extension, in the brown house, if you want to stop by later. My band and I will be practicing.”

     “Okay, sure, I’ll come,” Brianna replied, with a smile.

     The bus jerked as Trudy braked at the first stop, and flung open the door. A group of kids got off, and some of the remaining ones rearranged themselves. Brianna glanced behind her, and butterflies flew in her stomach as her worst tormenter, Bart Connelly, sat behind her. He was one of those delinquents who should have graduated five years previously, but was still stuck back in sophomore year. Brianna turned around as fast as she could, so that she couldn’t look at the beady little eyes or the acne pitted mug Bart had. She stopped ignoring him, however, when she felt her bra strap snap. She screamed in pain, and grasped her tit as it fell out of the cup. Joey shot up and stared the nasty screwball square in the face.

     “What the hell did you do that for, you fuck face?” he hollered.

     “It ain’t right that that fat cow slut has bigger tits than my girl. All she does is shoving those things around in guys’ faces, like someone would actually screw her. They’d probably die from ‘em before…”

     Bart never got to finish his insult, because Joey punched him in the mouth and threw him from his seat, so that he could start kicking the living crap out of him, while reciting a string of cuss words. 

     Trudy slammed the door closed, and shouted, “I’m not going anywhere unless someone tells me what the hell is going on!”

      Joey stopped fighting Bart, and only held the idiot down by the neck with his foot. Brianna meekly got up and went to Trudy. She was weeping softly and still clutching her right breast. When Trudy saw her, she immediately melted. 

     “Aww, sweetie, what happened to you?”

     Brianna remembered all the other times that Trudy helped her when she was bullied as a little girl, and she started crying the same way and said, “Oh, Trudy, it was horrible. Bart snapped my bra strap and it really hurt. Joey started beating him up because he started calling me all this bad stuff. Please don’t be mad at him, he was only trying to protect me.”

     Trudy knew that it must have been bad, since Brianna was badly shook up. She knew that she would have to report both of them, but she would make sure that Joey would not be punished for his gallant act. 

     “It’s okay, sweetheart, Joey won’t get in trouble because he did the right thing. Go back to your seat now, I’ll take care of Bart,” she replied. 

     Brianna went back to her seat and tried to calm her sobs. 

     The fire in Trudy’s eyes turned as she grew stern, and said, “Bart, get up. You can walk home from here.”

     Joey let the bastardly boy go and Bart got up. He gave Joey a dirty look, but then grimaced at Trudy. 

     “I sure as hell am not walkin’ to my house. Why, it’s all the hell way up on Moss…”

     “I don’t care if your house in the depths of hell, boy!” Trudy screamed. “All I know is that I don’t want you on my bus.”

     Bart fumed as he trudged down to the front of the bus and gave Trudy some of his gangster thug glares as he got off. 

     “And don’t think you won’t hear about this from your administrator!” Trudy yelled at his back, and slammed the door behind him. 

     All of the kids on the bus were silent during that ordeal, but now they either were chatting noisily about it, ignoring everything, or giving Joey a “thumbs up”.

      Joey plopped down next to Brianna again and she whispered, “Thanks” in his ear. 

     He smiled at her, and replied, “Eh, that bastard had it coming. I wasn’t going to let him insult you like that. You deserve better than that.”

     They braced themselves as the bus strained and grunted as it crawled its way up the monstrosity known as Colony Street. 

     “Well, I’ll be seeing you later then, right?” Joey asked.

     “Yeah, you will,” she replied.

     “Good, if anything comes up, call me,” he said as she scribbled his number down on a scrap of paper.

     Brianna took it, and stuffed it in her pocket. “Thanks again, I really appreciate what you did.”

     Joey returned the smile and gave her a short wave goodbye as he got up and let her pass by him as she slid off the seat. As she approached the stairs, Trudy gave her a big smile and winked at her. 

     “Bye, sweetie, hope to see you soon.”

     “Later, Trudy.”

     Brianna spent the rest of the afternoon as if she was in a dream. She did her chores while wistfully staring off into space, and felt like she was walking on clouds when she took Pixie for a walk. Pixie’s cute little trot made her giggle even more than usual, but Joey was the real reason for her ecstasy. When she was done with her chores, she lay on her bed and thought about him even more. She thought how nice he was to her, and that she would be able to go and see him and his band tonight. Brianna had called her mother at work earlier to tell her everything, and her mother approved wholeheartedly of Joey, and said she could go as long as she came home before eleven. She did not even seem to mind that Brianna’s bra was now useless and she would have to contact her sister about getting a replacement. Brianna agreed with her mother that she should go over Joey’s after dinner. 

     After dinner, Brianna was a little nervous as she walked around the corner and up the slight hill at Colony Street Extension. She finally saw Joey’s big brown house, and heard music coming from his garage. She walked down the long driveway, and before she knew what was going on, Joey was at his front door, beckoning her to come. She hurried up and when she ascended his front stairs, he opened the door for her. She walked in and Joey closed it after her. He seemed to be as tickled pink as she was.

     “Glad you could come, we were just about to get started,” he said, smiling at her.

     “Hey, Joe, want some Cheese Puffs?” a voice from the kitchen called. 

     “Sure, man, my mom just got some yesterday,” Joe called back. 

     He turned back to Brianna and rolled his eyes. “That’s my friend Travis,” he explained. “He and his girlfriend love to pig out, since my parents buy so much food.”

     “Ah, I can relate,” Brianna giggled.

     Joey raised his eyebrow and smirked, just as Travis, a tall and rotund boy with a huge metal bowl full of garish orange cheese puffs and a 2 liter bottle of Coke, shuffled in.  

     “Hey, Joe, aren’t you…” Travis started to say, and then realized that Brianna was right there. He looked from her, to her boobs, then to Travis, and back to her boobs before stuttering, “Hey, uh….er…who’s the chick?” 

     Brianna knew that Travis was gawking at her tits, but for some reason she did not mind the attention. There was something different about this doughy-faced boy, just like there was something different about Joey. Travis’s gawking seemed to be more out of curiosity than lust, which was a welcome change. 

      Joey decided to introduce them to break the silence. “This is Brianna. I met her on the bus today. She’s the girl I told you about, who Bart the Fart was picking on. I literally saved her life,” he joked.

     Travis was able to peel his gaze away from her breasts to give off a hearty laugh that made his pot belly jiggle. “Yeah, that dumbass needed it. He thinks he’s hot shit just because that crab-infested skank Shelley calls herself his girlfriend.” 

     “Yeah, well, let’s go back to the basement now. The others are waiting for us,” Joey said.

     “Yeah, my girlfriend Crystal has PMS and she’s craving these cheese puffs,” Travis informed them as they descended the basement stairs.

     “Leave it to Travis to say that when he just meets someone,” Joey muttered to Brianna.

     When they reached the basement, a thin blonde girl in a pink tank top and ripped jeans came bounding towards Travis. She bear hugged him and snatched the cheese puffs.

     “Thank you so much, baby. Mmm…I love these things.”

     Travis grinned back at her and replied, “Anything for you, Crystal.”

     Joey approached her and said, “Hey, Crystal, meet Brianna, the girl I told you about.”

     Crystal looked up from the cheese puffs and jumped up, “Hey, Brianna! I heard about what happened to you, and I feel so bad for you.” Crystal immediately grabbed her and gave her a hug. Brianna couldn’t help but giggle at the sweet, child-like girl.  

     Crystal broke the hug and looked back at her smiling. “So, anywho, I hope that we can be the best of friends!” she giggled.

     Brianna chuckled and shrugged, “Why not?”

     Suddenly, Joey tapped her on the shoulder. “Hey, Brie, I almost forgot to introduce you to my other friend and his girlfriend. They’re outside smoking, so I guess we have to go to them.” 

     “Okay, sure,” Brianna replied and followed him out through the basement.

     His other friends were standing on the other side of the garage, smoking and chatting. Joey walked up to them and said, “Hey, guys, Brianna’s here. I want you to meet her.”

     A blonde, curly-haired boy and his redheaded girlfriend put out their cigarettes, and greeted Brianna. Joey introduced the boy as Craig and the girl as Lilly. They both were nice to her, except that Craig was really quiet and serious. Lilly was quiet as well, but Brianna could sense a bit of envy coming from her when she glanced at her breasts. They all walked back inside, since it was getting cold outside. They spent the rest of the evening chatting, eating junk, food, and having fun. The boys eventually did get around to practicing, and the girls sat and listened. Brianna really liked Joey’s band, because it was similar to bands like Nirvana and Pearl Jam, but it still was unique. Everything started to wrap up around ten, and Joey’s friends decided to leave.

     After everyone left, Brianna and Joey sat together and surfed through the channels. Even though she had only known him for a day, she felt like they had been together since childhood. He was the best boy she had ever met, and his friends overall were nice as well. There was, however, something that was on her mind that he decided to ask him.

     “Joey, can I ask you something?”

     “Shoot.”

     “Am I your girlfriend now?”

     “Do you want to be?” he asked, sounding pleased, but not surprised.

     “Yes, I really do,” she replied.

     “Then you are, babe,” he said, and with that he turned and kissed her on the lips. 

     Fire shot through Brianna’s veins and every nerve in her body tingled: this was her first kiss.

     The months passed, and before Brianna knew it, it was June. She and Joey were having a spectacular relationship. Brianna finally knew how it felt to walk down the sidewalk with a boy holding her hand. She no longer had to eat lunch alone and worry about crude comments or some bastard trying to cop a feel. Most of all, she knew how it felt to be in love. Her parents became more lenient with the time she spent at Joey’s house, especially after they met him and spent time with him. She became close with his friends, especially with Crystal, who always made her smile. Brianna reflected on all of these things, one night while she was reclining on Joey’s couch, and he was trying to figure out how to play Blue Oyster Cult’s “Don’t Fear the Reaper” on his guitar.

     “Don’t fear the reaper. Take my hand…” he muttered under his breath. 

     He frowned, unable to figure out one bothersome chord, and turned his guitar off. He laid it down and sauntered over to the couch. He gently tucked Brianna’s legs to the side, so that she was curled up in a fetal position, and sat next to her. Brianna repositioned herself so that she could lay her head on Joey’s shoulder while he flipped through the channels. 

     “Eh, nothing good on,” he grunted and switched the TV off. 

     “Who needs the boob tube when I have you,” he joked and lifted her chin up so that he could kiss her.

     Brianna giggled, and then realized that this was the first time he ever brought up her breasts. She felt flattered though, since she knew that he thought about them, even if he did not talk openly about them. She looked down at her lovely rack and smiled.

     “Yup, I’ve got enough to go around,” she agreed. 

     “Well, these babies aren’t going to go around. I like them too much,” he said and kissed her.

     “Oh, really?” Brianna asked.

     Joey did not reply, but started kissing his way down her neck. Brianna got scared and jerked away from him. He realized that he had made a bit of a blunder and blushed.

     “Are you okay, baby? I was just…”

     “I know what you were going to do, and it’s wrong. I’m too young to lose my virginity,” she said coolly.

     Joey sighed. “I know what you mean. I’m Catholic too, yunno.”

     “Then you should know that we can only do that after marriage.”

     “Brianna, I know that, but still, it feels right. You’re the only one who I’ve ever felt this way about.”

     Brianna stared at him aghast, “Joseph Isaac Roccotti, you mean to tell me you’re a virgin too? How can that be, you’re so handsome and sweet that I’m sure many girls would have slept with you.”

     Joey gazed back at her with the most sincere countenance she had ever seen on a boy. “Brianna Maria Estella Baccarelli, listen to me. I have had girlfriends before, but I never loved any as much as I love you, and none of them were virgins. Personally, I feel that if I was to ever lose my virginity before marriage, I would only want to do so with someone I love dearly, and I believe that two virgins deflowering each other out of love is not a wicked thing.”

     Tears came to Brianna’s eyes. It was the most beautiful thing she had ever heard anyone say to her. With those words, she knew that Joey loved her not for her beauty or her breasts, but for herself. She felt so blessed to have him, that she knew she should be appreciative of his kindness, and she whispered, “Amen to that” in his ear. He smiled at her, and began to cry himself. He kissed her passionately and Brianna returned it with equal vigor. He began to kiss her neck, and slid his hands under her shirt. He massaged her soft mammaries for a bit, letting the bountiful flesh flow through his fingers. Brianna could already feel her nether regions tingling. She removed her shirt and continued kissing him, while he reached around and found the bra closure on her back. He began to unhook it, and as he unhooked the last clasp, he could feel the bra slide down as the tit flesh was freed. Brianna slowly slid her bra off, while Joey watched in anticipation as more and more of her breasts were revealed. When she flung her bra aside, he stared as they moved with her. Suddenly, he could no longer restrain himself. He hurriedly lay her down, causing her boobs to flop up and slap her chin, and began sucking on her left breast. At first, he did not even care if he was sucking on the soft pink areola, all he wanted was to feel her soft tits surrounding him. He eventually found the pert nipple and vigorously sucked on it. He squeezed the other one, and was thrilled when he heard moans of pleasure coming from his beloved. He stopped sucking on her breasts, and removed the rest of their clothes. He stared at her nude form for a while, taking in all of her beautiful body, from her glistening huge breasts to her milky white thighs.

     “Don’t stop now,” Brianna urged him, gasping for breath.

     “I’ve only begun, babe,” he whispered huskily.

     He proceeded to make passionate love to her. Brianna loved every part of it, especially the undivided attention he gave to her breasts. She had never loved them so much as she did then, watching them bounce uncontrollably and glide against her lover’s sweaty chest. When it was over, he rolled off of her, and they both looked at each other and smiled. 

     “That was so beautiful,” she whispered to him.

     “It was,” he agreed. “I really liked these too.” 

     She giggled as he grabbed her breasts and squashed them together, making a seemingly endless crevasse of cleavage. He let go of them and they flopped to the sides of her chest.

     Brianna glanced at the clock, and saw that it was about 11:30. 

     “Baby, I wish I could stay longer, but mom told me to be home around 11:30. My cousin Vinny is visiting, and she wants me to see him when he arrives.”

     Joey nodded, “Go right ahead, babe, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

     She dressed herself, and kissed him goodbye. As she walked out of the house and into the warm night, she sensed there was something weird in the air, like the excess ozone before a storm.

     Brianna arrived home and heard laugher as she walked inside. Her mother came rushing up to greet her with a hug, and said, “Sweetie, your cousin’s here. Blech, you’re all sweaty, dear. You should take a shower after you say hi to Vinny.”

     Brianna almost fainted from that close call, but remained calm as she followed her mother into the living room. Her father, a jovial chubby man with a thick black beard was slapping his thigh at a joke her cousin had just told. Vinny was a tall, suave young man of about 28, with refined features such as his tanned olive skin and delicate black facial hair. He had on a black pinstriped suit with a light pink shirt underneath and a gaudy purple satin tie. He owned a nightclub in New Haven and was always a flashy dresser to live up to his reputation. He looked up and beamed when Brianna entered the room, and stood up to give her a hug.

     “Brie, baby, how are you?” he fondly inquired as her lightly embraced her.

     “Um…I’m alright, Vinny, and yourself?”

     “Oh, I just thought that I’d stop by for a little while, maybe stay the night, since your birthday and graduation are coming up, and after all, you’re my favorite cousin,” he said, patting her on the shoulder. “Now, dear, you should listen to your mother and go take a shower. Then we can have some coffee and chat.”

     Brianna smiled back at her cousin, and walked into the bathroom. She stripped off her moist shirt, her grimy jeans, and her bra and panties, which still had a strong aroma of sex and teenage pheromones. She stepped into the shower, and sighed as the cool, sweet water cascaded over her curves and saturated her luxurious hair. She picked up a bottle of jasmine-scented shampoo, and massaged a palm-sized blob into her hair. She grabbed a bar of soap, and gently lathered up her arms, moving to her breasts and stomach. She rinsed herself after a few minutes, and then smoothed a generous amount of conditioner into her hair. 

     She was just about to rinse the conditioner off when her mother walked into the bathroom, and said, “Sweetheart, I bought this new shower gel for you, I’ll just leave it in the shower for you…”
     Brianna opened her eyes to see why her mother was silent, and saw her mother standing there with the shower curtain open, staring at her breasts. Her mouth hung open, and  she covered her mouth with her hands, dropping the shampoo bottle at her feet. Brianna looked down to see what she was staring at, and turned beet red: there were love tattoos all over her breasts, and a small stream of blood was running down her thigh. She turned around and tried to hide under the steady stream of water, as if it could wash the shame off of her.

     “Mom, please…” she stammered, before her mother leapt at her, grabbing her arm and dragging her out of the shower. 

     Brianna screamed and tried to break free, but her mother clung to her arm with brute strength. She stumbled multiple times, each time with her mother dragging her along, not caring about how much Brianna cried from the pain of the rug scraping across her bare flesh. When they reached the living room, she flung her on the floor at her stunned father’s feet. She proceeded to kick her in the stomach, swearing at her and calling her a whore and a disgrace, until Vinny jumped up and shoved her away, then crouched down to shield the poor girl from her crazed mother. Her father stood up, and held her mother back until she stopped shrieking and trying to lunge at Brianna. 

     “Marie, what in Hell is going on?” he thundered at his wife.

     “Gus, that little whore is covered with love tattoos and blood. She fucked that boy tonight, I know it. She’s probably knocked up now with his bastard, and I’ll rip the damn thing out of her if she is!” she managed to say through her teeth.
     “You won’t lay a hand on her, you’ve already hurt her enough, bitch!” Vinny screamed back at her.

     “A bitch, am I? I’ve raised this girl to be better than trash, and she goes and acts like a friggin’ prostitute. You know what? I’ve had it! Those ridiculous excuses for tits are gonna get hacked off if it’s the last thing I do, and if she’s pregnant, she won’t be having the kid either. Now let me go!”

     She ripped herself free of her husband’s grip, and stomped off into the kitchen to go drown her sorrows in a bottle of gin. Her father stared at Brianna as she reached her hand out, crying and pleading for his help, then just shook his head and walked away. Brianna bawled and sobbed, while Vinny whispered comforting words to her. He helped her up off the floor and brought her into her room. He laid Brianna on her bed, and gasped when he saw how bad her rug burn was. He laid a towel under her head so that her hair would not saturate the pillow, and went into the bathroom to get some salve and more towels. When he returned, he draped a towel over her bare chest and her groin, and started to apply salve to her burns. Brianna continued to sob, but her breaths were slower and calmer now that she was away from her mother. Pixie, who had been hiding in her closet all this time, came out and jumped up on her bed. She whimpered, and licked Brianna’s hand. Brianna managed a weak smile, but it soon faded.
     He decided to break the awkward silence and said, “What happened out there wasn’t your fault, Brie. I’ve never seen Aunt Marie act like that; I really don’t know what’s gotten into her. Maybe it’s menopause or something. Still, you don’t deserve that.”

     Brianna opened her mouth in vain a few times, then managed to croak, “What’s going to happen to me?”

     Vinny sighed and thought for a few minutes before answering. “I really don’t know, sweetheart. Normally, I would say that you’re turning eighteen and therefore your parents can go fuck themselves, but your parents are the ones paying for your college education, so you’re going to have to do what they say for a while longer. As for you being pregnant, I really doubt you are, but if you want to check, I’ll go out and buy a test for you now. I really hope Aunt Marie’s shitty plastic surgery threat blows over, because that’s way too harsh, and you can’t trust those scumbags. Believe me when I say that, because some of the girls at my club have been royally screwed over by those greedy bastards. They charge too much for one thing, and as far as I know, your parents don’t have that kind of money. If she insists though, then hey, just listen to her. You never know, your body could change back or the doctor might say you’re too young.  As for your boyfriend,” he paused to wipe his forehead and think for a while. “I don’t know what to tell you when it comes to relationships. What I do know is that keeping secrets is not the way to go about it. Don’t ever tell anyone in our family this, but deep down, I think I’m gay…”

     “What!?” Brianna interrupted. She sat up and didn’t seem to mind that one of the towels just slid off of her breasts. “How could you be gay? I thought you were the king of ladies’ men or something.”

     Vinny chuckled and said, “My dear, I would have to be gay in order to sit here and apply salve to a topless beauty like yourself.”

     Brianna looked down and winced, covering herself up again. However, looking at her breasts reminded her of Joey and her mother’s cruel threat, and tears welled up in her eyes again.
     “Oh, sweetheart, it’s going to be alright,” he said as he hugged her. “If you are really meant to be with your boyfriend, then someday, maybe not anytime soon, you will be able to be with him again.”

     Brianna said nothing. She rested her head on Vinny’s shoulder and stared blankly into space as tears streamed down her face. She felt dead inside.

     Brianna’s mother ended up getting her way, and was able to contact a surgeon who would operate on Brianna, no questions asked and for dirt cheap. She could have cared less whether he was certified or even trustworthy; all she wanted was to feel like a woman again. Ever since Brianna had outgrown her, she felt insignificant. Before her own mother had passed away, she told Marie that she was sick in the head for being jealous of her own daughter. What did the old bat know about feeling insignificant? She had a huge pair of M cups for all of her adult life, and did not seem to mind that Marie could only grow to a D cup. 

     Then again, Marie thought, why would any woman in her right mind want to be that huge?
     In her own mind, she was in the right. She could not be stopped now, because her husband was far too loyal and henpecked to stand in her way, and the foolish whore she raised loved her and therefore would obey her unconditionally.

     Marie toasted the empty gin bottle with her glass of rum. She was brilliant and in control; what more could a woman ask for in life?

     Two weeks later, Brianna sat in a cold, grey waiting room. Her eyes were swollen again from crying, and she could not bear to think of what was coming next. Vinny bought her the pregnancy tests like he promised. The results were negative, so at least she did not have an abortion to look forward to as well. That thought was of little comfort to her, so she let her mind wander. She graduated on June 24th, which was last night, and was able to sneak behind some bushes and see Joey for the last time. She recalled their meeting and conversation verbatim:

     When he saw her, he ran up to her and embraced her, kissing her hard, as if he wanted to take a piece of her with him. Tears streamed down her face, and she reluctantly broke the bond, and looked at him. 

     “Joey, I have horrible news. My mom found…”

     “Yes, Crystal told me the whole story. I’m so sorry, baby. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I just…”

     “I know you didn’t mean for any of this to happen,” she interrupted. “It’s not our fault, it’s my mom. I have to do what she says until I’m free from her and can see you on my own, without having to sneak behind her back or anything.”

     A vein twitched in his temple as his jaw tightened. “I aught to strangle that bitch right now and make the world a better place for it.”

     “No, Joey! You shouldn’t say that stuff. We can live apart for a little while, and when the time is right, we can find each other again!”
     Tears stained Joey’s face now, and he kissed her again, this time with gusto. She kissed along with him, and there they stood, kissing and crying in their last moment of bliss.

     Brianna thought of this kiss even as the waif of a nurse, with leathery skin and a ratchet face led her into a room where she stripped and donned a hospital gown. The memory of the kiss clouded her eyes as the evil, obese and very sleazy surgeon injected her with anesthesia. As her world faded to blackness, she still thought of that kiss.

     “She’s out now,” Dr. Goldberg said to the nurse. “Let’s get to work.”

     Brianna’s breasts lay exposed on the operating table, their flesh already donning a cadaverous hue in the dim operating room light. He licked his lips and leered at her, his thin red lips parting into an evil grin as the scalpel made the first cut, murdering Brianna’s old self.

     Brianna shot up in bed, her skin soaked from the sweat of fear and her hair tangled around her head. She gasped for breath, and then burst out into hysterical tears as she was flooded with all of those memories from her adolescence. The intense love, the bitter hatred, and the realization of who she had become were too overwhelming. She bawled for hours, even when Pixie came into the room and whimpered at her bedside she still wept. She had abandoned the only man she ever truly loved, allowed herself to be abused, and became this shell of who she once was. What was there to show for her life now? She tried to dismiss all of these feelings, but the memories of Joey and herself walking together, hanging out with their friends, and making the sweetest love imaginable were burned into her brain. 

     She fumbled for the phone, and furiously dialed Ben’s number. It rang a couple times, then finally it was answered.
     “Hello?” a sultry woman’s voice inquired.

     “Who the hell is calling at this time of night?” she heard Ben complain in the background.

     She heard some shuffling as he grabbed the phone from the mysterious woman and grumbled into the receiver a few obscenities.

     “Hello there, baby cakes, it’s Brie,” Brianna said, trying not to sound too sarcastic.

     “What the fuck do you want at this hour?”

     “Oh dear, I think your mother might take umbrage if she knew how her son talks to his girlfriend. Right now, Ben baby, I’m wondering who exactly that lady is? I highly doubt she’s your sister or even a cousin, and she surely…”

     She was answered by the hum of the dial tone. 

     Brianna hung the phone up, and thought, “Now isn’t this just peachy?”

     She was going crazy over here, Ben was cheating on her, and it was only 4 A.M. She sighed, and as soon as she closed her eyes, the memories rushed back to her. She felt very strange all of a sudden. She felt warmer and softer inside, a way she had not felt for a long time. She switched on the light, knowing something was up. As she walked to the bathroom, she noticed that her chemise felt unnaturally tight on her, like a sausage skin. This was strange, because that particular one always was a little loose on her. 

     Brianna closed the bathroom door, and almost fainted when she saw herself in the mirror. Her tiny, butchered breasts were now huge, soft globes, which had completely spilled out of her nightgown and rested on her midriff. She lifted one up to see the spot where the huge, jagged scars were, and to her amazement, they rubbed off like dead skin as she touched them. She quickly slid the chemise off, and watched as her body morphed itself into its old form. Not only had her breasts shed their scars, but they were even growing past her original size. She slid her hands down her legs, and backwards until she found her butt. Her hard, muscular rear transcended all of her years at the gym, and expanded into a softer, cushier shape. She looked back at her reflection, and saw that her breasts were now huge. She touched them again, and they were amazingly sensitive, which they hadn’t been for years. When they seemed to stop, she ran and got her tape measure. She quickly slipped it over her bust, underneath her massive tit flesh, and above them as well. She had to hold on to the sink so she could not pass out. She was a 38P.
     Brianna sat down on her bed and thought. She had to leave Ben, because he proved himself to be a dirty bastard. She could not return to work this way, because the people at the New Haven Register were all snobs and would look down upon her for being different. Most of all, she had to set things right. She had to tell her mother how she really felt, she had to thank Vinny for all of his help, and find Joey. She had to ask Joey to take her back if it was the last thing she ever did.

     Brianna managed to sleep through the rest of the night peacefully, especially now that she had her old body back. She was happy that the next day was Saturday, because then she did not have to deal with the work issue just yet. She looked through her closet, and threw all of her skinny little pants and shirts and B cup bras into trash bags so that she could donate all of that crap to the Goodwill. She reached up and pulled a box from the top shelf in her closet, and found some of her old clothes that she kept on hand. She slid her old, large panties on and relished how they caressed her reborn curves. She stepped into her old jeans and smiled as the fabric stretched across her butt. She was overjoyed when she put an old sports’ bra that she wore in gym glass a long time ago on, and her breasts stretched it and noticeably spilled out of the top and sides. She would definitely buy new bras later, but this would be fine for now. She pulled her old Nirvana t-shirt on, and looked at herself in the mirror. Kurt Cobain himself would have agreed that the band name never looked as perfect as it did at that moment, stretched across Brianna’s heaving bosom.
     Brianna got into her new, boring car with Pixie, and drove to Seymour, where her uncle still resided at his auto shop. He gladly traded the new car in for her old VW Bug, which he never let anyone drive but himself, and it was exactly the same as when she left it years ago.

     “Brie, my dear, I always knew there would be a day when you’d need it,” he confided with his quirky grin.

     “Thanks, Uncle Lucien, you’re the best,” she said as she drove away.

     Brianna drove along towards the center of town, and after a few minutes she said, “Pixie, I think we need some music to set the mood.”

     She pulled over at a commuter parking lot, and popped open the glove compartment, and was pleased to see that her cassettes were in the same order that she left them. She found the compilation tape that she made from songs off the radio, and popped it into the spiffed up stereo her uncle installed. She cranked the volume when “Barracuda” by Heart sounded over the speakers.

     Before too long, she pulled up in front of the white soapbox-style abode she hated with a passion now, and gave the door a saccharinely sweet Avon lady knock. She heard some shuffling, and her mother opened the door after a few minutes. She looked groggily at her, and managed to grumble out a greeting and, “Brie? Hey, honey. What are you…”. Her mother’s eyes narrowed and she grabbed Brianna’s arm and dragged her inside. Brianna saw the fire flash in her mother’s eyes; the same fire from the night she was dragged like a rag doll from the shower. It was different now, because Brianna felt no fear towards this woman.
     “What are those?” she hissed.

     “My breasts, mom,” Brianna replied with equal spite in her voice. “The same breasts you had butchered long ago, but now they’ve recovered.”

     “Implants, I bet,” she rasped and chuckled, lighting a cigarette.

     “Um…no,” Brianna muttered through gritted teeth. She lifted her shirt and bra up enough to show the scarless bottoms of her breasts. 

     “See? No scars, I’ve healed, momma,” she pointed out, while covering herself up again. “I’ve healed from the pain you put me through.”

     Marie leapt forward and slapped her, “I put you through no pain, you ungrateful slut! I helped you become normal so that you could have a life and not be considered a freak by everyone!”

     Rage coursed through Brianna’s veins, and she grabbed her mother by the jaw and slammed her against the wall, pinning her down with her knee. “I’ll tell you this once, mother, and never again. I loved you then, and I still do, but you’ve been downright nasty to me. You separated me from the man who God put on Earth to be mine, and you tore me away from the woman I was meant to be. You left me as a mere shell of myself, and for that I forgive you, but you’ll be damned lucky if God is so generous.”
     To her amazement, the woman’s staunch, weathered face crumpled and she burst into tears. She shrunk away from her daughter’s grasp and bawled her eyes out. She buried her face in her hands, and howled with the guilt of betrayal. “What have I done? My poor baby…what have I done?” 

     Brianna stared down at her mother, but could not comfort her. Marie Baccarelli would have to make peace with her conscience on her own. She sensed something in the air, and walked through the house until she discovered some smoke wafting from her parents’ room. She found her father passed out on the bed with a bottle of Captain Morgan rum in his right hand. She sighed and shuddered, trying not to cry from the sight. Her father had always been the quiet one, the one who kept his feelings bottled inside. However, now that he lay here like this, she couldn’t help but see that he radiated guilt. Guilt was no doubt due to not standing up for her more often and allowing her to be happy. She looked next to the bed and saw the small, metal pipe laying on their nightstand. She knew instantly that it was her mother’s and it was full of crack. She snorted in disgust and walked back into the living room and dug through her purse until she found a business card. 
     “Here, mom, I always knew I should keep a few of these on hand. It looks like you’ve succeeded in messing yourself up royally, so I think you owe it to yourself to undo the damage,” she explained, placing the card at her feet. “It’s a rehab center, and if you still have some brain cells left in your head, you’ll call that number. Bye, mom. This visit helped me realize a lot of stuff.”

     Brianna walked out the door and gently closed it behind her. Marie sobbed quietly, and picked up the card and held it close to her aged bosom. Her baby girl cared more about her than she could ever imagine.

     Brianna got into her car and as she started the car up, she realized that she was low on gas. She cursed under her breath, and petted Pixie who was sleeping in the passenger’s side seat. She decided that she should go get gas at Falbo’s, just to see if she ran into any old friends of hers. She started the Bug up again, and the stereo played “Come as You Are” by Nirvana as she drove away.
     When Brianna got to the gas station, she turned the engine off, adjusted the volume, and rolled her window down to greet the teenage boy who ran up and asked how much gas she wanted. Brianna told him, and he immediately obliged, trying not to be obvious about examining her bodacious rack. She settled back in her seat as she listened to the current song playing, which was “Heaven is a Place on Earth”. 
     Suddenly, Brianna heard the low twang of an electric guitar playing, “Don’t Fear the Reaper”.  She leapt out of her car, telling the boy that she would be back in a minute. She followed the sound of the music, racing to the side of the building. Her heart pounded in her throat and her breasts slapped at her chin as she traced the path of a thick orange extension cord. 

     “Don’t fear the reaper…Take my hand, don’t dear the reaper…ah shit!” she heard a familiar, but huskier voice swear. 

     She finally reached the side of the building, and saw Joey standing there. He was as beautiful as she remembered him, except now he had thinner hair, a bit more of a gut, his skin was baked to a deep golden hue, and he had grown a goatee and a faint mustache.

     “Joey!” Brianna cried out to him.

     He looked up, a little surprised to hear a woman calling his name. He stared blankly at her for a few seconds, and then recognition and a smile spread across his face.
     “Brie!” he joyously roared, dropping his guitar and racing into her outstretched arms. He gathered her up into a huge embrace, swept her off her feet, and kissed her passionately. He put her down, and stared into her eyes. Tears poured down his face, down the contours of his cheekbone and the curve of his Cupid’s bow. 

     “I thought I’d lost you forever,” he said, his voice cracking. “Oh dear God, baby, did I ever miss you!”

     He kissed her again, this time with mucho more gusto. Little did they realize that just about every employee stopped what they were doing and stood there in aghast silence. In the ten years that Joey Roccotti worked there, they had never seen him kiss a woman. They knew he wasn’t gay because they saw him cast longing looks at some busty or chubby chicks every now and then, but they never saw him with even much as a lady friend. Now there he stood, kissing this beautiful woman with undeniable ecstasy. 

     “Well, we all knew it would happen someday,” one old mechanic whispered to a younger one.

      “It’s about time; the only thing I thought he got excited over anymore is a beer bottle,” the younger guy responded.

     “Well, it’s a damn beautiful thing, my boy. Someday if you’re lucky, you’ll find a broad who’ll love you that much.”

     And with that, the old man clapped. The younger man joined in, and soon the whole staff was outside, giving the happy couple a standing ovation. The female cashier clapped while tears ran down her face.

     Brianna and Joey ignored the stares and applause while they kissed, but as soon as they let go, they walked over to everyone. Joey introduced her to all of his co-workers, and his boss let him go half an hour early so that the two lovers could make up for lost time. 

     Joey got into Brianna’s car and asked, “So, what do we do now?”

     Brianna grinned at him and slid her hand onto his knee, “Well, both of us have someone to thank.”

     Brianna rolled her windows down as she drove through the gorgeous city of New Haven. She inhaled deeply as she drove through the plethora of sounds and smells emanating from the various restaurants and local color. 

     “I like New Haven a lot too, babe,” Joey interjected, as if he was reading her thoughts. “Some would argue that it’s a concrete jungle, an urban wasteland, and shit like that, but I get good vibes from it. It’s a cool place.”

     “Yup, and we’re looking for one cool cat in particular to thank,” Brianna replied.

     Brianna parked outside of a yellow brick apartment building and Joey followed her, making sure that all of the doors were locked. They opened the door and walked up a couple flights of stairs until they reached the top floor. They followed the hallway down to the last door, apartment number 8D. Brianna knocked lightly, and her heart skipped a beat when she heard a familiar voice call, “Hold on a second!”. She heard some shuffling and then heard the bolts unlocking. The door opened, and standing in the doorway was her Cousin Vinny, still handsome as ever, but with more years showing on his face. He squinted at the couple for a moment, then it dawned on him who the couple was. 

     “Brie, baby!” he exclaimed, extending his arms out to embrace her.

     “Vinny, it looks like everything you told me at seventeen was right. This lovely guy here is Joey, my high school sweetheart, and it looks like we were meant for each other after all. I just wanted to thank you for all of your help.”
      “Well now, this calls for a celebration! Jorge, Carmen, dears, we have company! Do put something resembling clothing on, and make some tea! Rose, preferably.”
     “Um…Vinny, who are Javier and Carmen?” Brianna asked.

     “Oh, they’re my boyfriend and girlfriend,” he explained, pointing to a beautiful young man and woman in the kitchen. “They’re twins, you see, and I fell in love with both of them, so I couldn’t make up my mind which one to date. They decided that I should just date both of them to make things easier.”

     “So you’re not…the way you told me you were…before?”

     “No, no, my dear. I decided that being gay was too discriminatory, since there are so many beautiful women out there, so I decided to have my cake and eat it too!” he answered with a wink.

     “Makes you glad that we’re soul mates, eh?” Joey whispered into her ear.

     Brianna giggled. She agreed, yet she could not help but admire her cousin’s eccentricities. After all, how could she not admire the man who encouraged her to follow her heart, no matter what?

Epilogue
     Brianna and Joey married each other a year later. They decided to keep with the June 24th sequence, since this day held such a profound significance for them. It was a big, lovely ceremony with a little over one hundred people in attendance. Brianna and Joey contacted their old friends, so Crystal ended up being the Matron of Honor (she had married Travis a few months earlier), and Lilly and Carmen were her bride’s maids. Joey chose Travis as his Best Man, and Craig and his newer friend Phil (the younger mechanic from Falbo’s) were his groomsmen. Vinny was chosen to read a poem and a Bible verse at the beginning of the ceremony, which he did with a reverent, but dramatic flair. Brianna’s mother and father managed to attend the wedding, escorted by a few social workers from their rehab center. Joey’s parents, who were quiet types, did not enjoy being in the spotlight that much, but were so happy that their son was marrying lovely Brianna that they forgot their shyness and thoroughly enjoyed the day. A few other people from Falbo’s attended, but the rest of the crowd was family members. Everyone behaved well, probably because of the boundless joy emanating from the bride and groom. 
     Soon after this, Brianna and Joey cleared out their apartments and moved up to Glastonbury, Connecticut, in order to make a fresh start while not abandoning their past completely. They bought a nice old Victorian house there and rearranged their lives. Brianna left her job at the New Haven Register (now affectionately dubbed “The New Haven Crapister” by morning radio DJ’s), mainly because the catty women there snubbed her because of her newly expanded bosom. She really did not care though, and through her determination and talent, she obtained a good position at the Hartford Courant, where the people were far less discriminatory. Brianna also learned that Joey had been obtained a degree in Music, so she inspired him to start giving guitar lessons as well as working at a new auto shop. 

     The both loved children, so it was only natural that soon their love started bearing fruit. Their first child was a girl, whom they named Johanna Claire (a combination of their names and Joey’s mother’s name). Johanna was a beautiful girl with her father’s straight black hair, but with her mother’s pretty eyes and face. She was born with loads of mischief and spunk as well. She was her daddy’s girl to a tee, but she inherited her mother’s aptitude for words, and could read well from the age of two. A couple years later, Brianna gave birth to Zita Rose, who was named after her grandmother. Zita was a quiet, but extraordinarily sweet little girl. She had dark brown hair and her father’s lovely hazel eyes.  She loved music, was always willing to help her mother and father, and was always wise beyond her years. Brianna and Joey’s third (and probably last) child was Joel Travis (Joey wanted Travis be his son’s middle name badly, so Brianna acquiesced). Joel was their most remarkable child, because he came into the world on June 24, 2006.

     A few weeks after Joel was born, Brianna and Joey sat in the attic of their home, which they made their sanctuary. It was 9 P.M., so all of their children were in bed, except for the baby, who had an insatiable appetite for breast milk, and wanted to be nursed constantly. Brianna sat at a table, with her legs crossed so that she could cradle her son while he nursed and she painted her nails a vibrant metallic red-pink hue. Joey sat on the couch a few feet away and strummed on his guitar. 
     “Don’t fear the Reaper/Come on, baby/ Don’t fear the reaper,” he sang, this time without hesitation or mistakes.

     He finished the song and laid his guitar down next to him. He cracked his knuckles, which was his sign that he felt accomplished. He looked over his shoulder and smiled. Brianna sat there, calm and topless, with their son attached to her right breast and the left one hanging off her lap. She seemed to grow more and more with each pregnancy, and now she was a whopping 38V. She bought custom made bras regularly, and went topless whenever she was alone with Joey or nursing. Her breasts did not bother her at all, and if anything, Joey felt they made her feel happy, feminine, and young, mostly due to the stares she would get from much younger males. He didn’t mind the attention she received, because he saw a lot of himself in those boys, and hoped that maybe someday they would find the love of their lives as well. Also, he thought that a woman as beautiful as Brianna deserved attention. He lavished her with loving attention regularly, as he did then. He took in all of the aspects of her breasts, from the top of her cleavage to the curve of each breast as it gracefully cascaded down past her navel, and finally to her dark nipples, which were moist with her sweet milk. She was a goddess. The same goddess he met that day on the bus over a decade ago, the same goddess that he went through Hell and back with, and the same goddess that he made an eternal vow to a few years ago. She would always be his goddess, his angel, and his everything.

     Brianna could sense that her husband was admiring her, so she glanced up and smiled at him.          

     “That was excellent, love,” she said.     

     Joey grinned back at her. He lifted himself off the couch, and walked over to her. He slid his hands onto her shoulders and down her arms.

     “What color’s that?” he asked.

     “It’s called Love at First Sight,” she answered. “It’s my favorite color ever, so you better wait for it to dry before you start mauling me, or else it’ll smudge and I’ll have to have this big, strong son of ours beat you up.” 

     Joey burst out laughing and reached down to stroke the soft crown of Joel’s head. 

     “Yep, he’s a good boy.”

     “By the way,” Brianna interrupted. “You always used to struggle with ‘Don’t Fear the Reaper”, and now you’ve got it. Perseverance is a beautiful thing.”

     “Yup, babe, without perseverance we wouldn’t have much,” he agreed.

     He turned her head towards him and began to passionately kiss her. He stroked her breasts lightly, but decided to embrace her and feel them squish against his chest. If it was up to either of them, the moment would have lasted forever.
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