Minerva Gets Pierced by
Love
by George LaCas
Her hand on the pill bottle, thought of endless sleep lulling her,
Minerva one night had a change of plans, for Mr. Wright knocked on
her door in the form of a potbellied perv with a Vaseline mustache.
Through the open door she could see his Corvette was ruby red. She
tried to see through his greasy sunglasses and waited to hear what
he wanted.
“Feel like a date?” he asked her.
“Well,” she said, hiding the pill bottle behind her back. Her cat hid
under the TV and watched all that transpired. “I don't see why not,”
she said.
So she jumped in his car and away they went to the Adult
Superstore, and to show his good intentions Mr. Wright treated
Minerva to dinner and a movie. He swung into the McDonald's drivethru and ordered two cheeseburgers while Minerva watched trailers
on his sticky laptop.
Browsing arm-in-arm down the lanes of the Superstore, Minerva fell
in love with Mr. Wright and he with her. She bought him a thick
rubbery ring with suckers on it like something cut from an octopus.
He bought her a piercing, a bright golden hoop for her hood. She
thanked him with tears in her eyes. He smoothed down his mustache
and smiled.
He kept his sunglasses on all through that motel-room night, as if
anticipating the white-hot dawn that would pour through the
Available online at «http://fictionaut.com/stories/george-lacas/minerva-getspierced-by-love»
Copyright © 2010 George LaCas. All rights reserved.

curtains next morning. When morning came he was snoring, and the
sunlight lay upon Minerva's buttocks in bright curves. She twisted
round with new flexibility and watched her white body in the mirror.
The light on her ass looked like a smile.
She wondered what her cat would do for breakfast, for she wouldn't
be there to fix him Vienna sausages with jam. But as she fell asleep
against her fiancée's pot belly she remembered she had left her
front door open, in the haste of her flight. At some point her cat
would realize he was free.
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