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Fresh Cut Grass

I

“Why did you bring me here?”

John wasn’t complaining.  At that point, he would have followed her anywhere.  He’d been on a few blind dates before.  Most of them ended lousy.  Which wasn’t to say they weren’t nice girls.  There just wasn’t chemistry.  Not like tonight.  Not like with Holly.

“I read once that a scent is the fastest memory trigger.   Sometimes a certain smell can cause déjà vu.  For me at least.  Ever happen to you?”

She had a sparkle in her eyes that was driving him wild.  Every word she said made him want to get closer to her.

“I’m not sure I follow.”

She bit her bottom lip and looked up for a moment.

“Okay, well.  When I was a little girl, my grandma used to have one of those big freezers in the garage.  Know the ones I mean?  Well, I guess she kept a lot of popsicles and ice cream and sweet stuff in there.  Anyways, one summer, I guess when I was in middle school, I was at a friend’s house and I went to their garage to get something from their freezer.  I don’t know, probably a frozen pizza or something, and when I opened the door—“

“Now I get it.”

“Right.  It was like being transplanted back to Grandma’s house for a second.  The freezer smell, the garage stink.  It all came together and for that moment I was five again.  But I didn’t know why at first, so it was just this eerie sense of—“

They finished the sentence together and laughed for a second.  John was still half laughing when he asked again.

“So, yeah, what are we doing in this AutoZone at one in the morning?”

It amazed her how after all that he still hadn’t figured it out.  He was cute alright.  He had a nice body, knew how to laugh at the right times, but it seems he got short changed in the IQ line.

They were standing in aisle five of the store, air fresheners.  This wasn’t just any auto parts store.  It was one of those super stores that insist on giving you more choices than anyone would ever need.  The place was lit up like Christmas.  Halogen lighting everything, making everything look super real.  And no one was in the store but the two of them and the old woman at the register thirty yards away.   In aisle five, you could find almost any smell you wanted, everything from Alpine forest to Zanzibar mist.  They stood in the dead center of the aisle, fifteen feet of dangling scented cardboard in either direction, and this guy still couldn’t figure it out.

“I want to play a game,” she said.

He grinned a half dumb, half expectant smile.

Holly lowered her voice. She took a step forward.  One of her feet crossed over the other and she started to bend her knees in a half curtsy.

“I’ve had a really good time with you tonight, John.  I want you to know that.”

John stared back.  After a moment he said “Me, too.”

What he wanted to tell her was that it was the best date of his life.  That he was having a blast.  That he wanted to see her everyday.  But John wasn’t about to blow this.  He kept his cool.

Holly lowered her head and chuckled.  “This may sound crazy, but—“a brief pause, she lifts her eyes back up, “I want to smell you.  Oh god, that sounds crazy.  I’m sorry.  It’s just—I want something to trigger this memory, and—“

“Sure,” he said.

She grabbed onto his shirt and pulled herself to him.  She buried herself into the shirt and started inhaling, rubbing her forehead against his chest.  She stood on her toes, balancing herself with her palms against him and ran her nose against his neck, slowly sniffing towards his ear.  

“You can smell me, if you want,” she said.

He started with the top of her head, running his face through her hair and down towards her neck.  They both sniffed and rubbed cheeks for almost a minute before their lips met.

She pushed him away, forcefully, but not abruptly.

“Not so fast, big boy,” she said with obvious authority, but not with anger, “we still have a game to play.”

John blushed a bit.  He really didn’t want to screw this up.  She’s not only gorgeous, he thought, but she smells sexy, too.

Holly grabbed an air freshener.  

“Let’s see, ‘New Car’, a classic,” she puts the air freshener up to her nose and takes a deep whiff.

‘Because, Holly Anne, not every daddy can afford a new car,’ he replied shortly.

‘But why can’t our car just have this smell, daddy?’

‘I don’t know, honey.  Because not every car can be new, I guess.’

‘But if Uncle Robert—‘

‘Holly Anne, that’s enough.’


“Sounds like your old man was kind of hard on you,” was the only response John could think of.


“Yeah, well.  Dads, right?  Figure out the game yet?”


“Yeah, just say what I think of?”


“What you remember, first thing.  And no cheating.  You have to respond within 5 seconds or it’s not a real memory.”


“Why are we doing this?”


His lack of imagination was really beginning to wear thin.


“On a first date you rarely get to know someone past the first impression.  You just find out some boring basic facts that barely separate us from anybody else in our social background.  This is a way to dig deeper.  To really get a look at each other,” she grabs another freshener and hands it to him, “show me this part of your life.”


He looks at the freshener and reads ‘fresh roasted coffee’.  He inhales.


‘Are you sure we can do this?’ Johnny asked.


‘Don’t be stupid, it’s not illegal or anything.’


Teddy was always doing stuff like this.  If he wanted a snack he’d just get one.  If he saw something he wanted at the store, he’d just take it.


‘It’s just coffee, Johnny,’ Teddy looked at him, daring him.


Johnny took a sip and dropped the cup, spilling coffee everywhere.


‘That’s hot!’


“Rebels without causes, huh?” Holly said.


“I was nine.  It sucked.  While I was cleaning up my mom came in,”


Holly couldn’t help but laugh.  “You must have been terrified.  You pick one out for me,”


He looked over and grabbed one.  He read the label to her: Pina Colada.  She takes it and smells.


‘Holly, go get grandma’s drink from the table,’ asked her grandmother.


Holly Anne went to the kitchen and picked up the glass of milk.  She took a sip.  This was even better than milk, sweeter.  She drank some more.  It tasted kind of fruity.  She drank some more while she carried it into the TV den.


‘This milk is really good, Gramma.’


“Did you get drunk?”


“I threw up about ten seconds later,” it was her turn to blush.


They spent about forty-five minutes playing the game.  Each time one would pick the other a smell, say it out loud, and then give it to the other.  John started to loosen up and Holly began to think that maybe John was alright.  A little boring, but at least he could keep up.


“Okay, Okay.  Last one, it’s getting late,” Holly said, “we should share this one, compare them,”


She looked around and grabbed a bright green freshener.


“Fresh cut grass.  You go first,”


‘Nice work, John,’ Mr. Reese said while he handed him the ten dollar bill.


John was sick of lawns, but it was worth it.  This lawn was the last one of the summer and he had earned just enough for the car.


“Is that the same car outside?”


“She’s held up well,”


“Let’s go for a ride,”


“Take your turn first,”


It was the smoothest thing he said all night, they both knew it.


He handed the freshener to her.  She held it under her nose, took a sniff and smiled.


“Hey, no cheating,” he said after a few moments had passed.


“Its embarrassing,” she laughed, “it reminds me of my first time,”


He barked out a laugh of his own.


“What, the soccer field after school?”


“Close, it was the park, I was cutting class.  Anyway,”


He was going to press for more details when they were both startled by the cashier standing at the end of the aisle. 


“If you aren’t going to buy something, you need to leave,”


Holly brightened up and smiled at the old woman, “Actually we just found the one we were looking for, thanks,”


She let him pay for the air freshener and they went for a drive.

II


The bright green cardboard dangled in front of the A/C, filling the car with the smell of a mowed lawn.  They had been driving around for awhile when she finally said “Hey, pull over.”


John was relieved.  He was about to call it a night and offer to take her home.  She pointed out a dark shadowy tree.  


“Right there is perfect,”


He pulled in under the tree.  It was almost pitch black.  She lit a joint which made the whole car glow orange and then just her face a pale yellow.  She exhaled. 


“Turn up the A/C.  It’s hot as hell in here,” she said.


“I don’t want to speak too soon, Holly, but this is probably the best date I’ve had in years,”


He made it as far as the word ‘probably’ before she kissed him.  His heart jumped out of his chest.  It wasn’t a romantic kiss; it wasn’t tender, like he planned it to be, maybe at her door, right after saying good night.  It was a first base kiss, no doubt.  They did this for some time and after some time he put his hand on her knee and moved it up her leg.


She pulled away.


“No.  Don’t do that,”


John was terrified.  He looked away.  She grabbed his jaw, firmly, and kissed him again.  She moved her mouth down to his neck, and started kissing him there.  She writhed a bit and rubbed her breasts against his chest.  She inhaled deeply.


Holly didn’t care if her parents grounded her for life.  There was no way she was sitting in that school another minute.  Besides, on a beautiful day like today, it was a crime not to go to the park to smoke a joint.


She was straddling him.  She put his hands back on her thighs and he moved them up to her ass.  John felt relieved.  She was wearing a thong under the skirt so he was getting a full handful.  She felt him get harder.


“Do these seats go all the way back?”


John pulled a lever and they were horizontal to each other.  They kissed and rolled over so he was on top of her.


He started to pull down her panties.


“Stop it. No.”


He smiled back at her, he knew the game.  He pulled them down a little further. 


She slapped his hand, hard.  


“Fucking no!”


The slap hurt, and his smile vanished.


“Okay, okay.  I’m sorry,”


She pulled her panties back up.   He started to get off of her.  She grabbed him by the shirt and pulled him back down.  She unbuttoned the top button.


“Cut it out.  This isn’t fair,” John said.


She shushed him and continued to unbutton his shirt.  One of her legs slowly rubbed against the other.  She inhaled.


So she headed straight for the park.  She didn’t care if it was obvious she was skipping school.  She didn’t care about anything but finding a good place to light up.  That tree over there would do just fine.  Nice place in the shade.  The grass rubbed her butt under the skirt.  It felt pretty good.  Maybe the uniform didn’t totally suck after all.  And it smelled good, too. Just mowed that morning, probably.  She laughed, ‘having some grass on the grass,’ she thought.


This time Holly pulled the panties off herself.  She rubbed his bare chest.  She put one hand around his neck and pulled him close.  She bit his earlobe.


“You are really sexy, y’know,” she whispered.


He ran his hand all the way up her leg and began to rub her.  She sighed and made low grunts.  She closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip.


John began to relax again.  He felt a natural rhythm between their bodies and began to let it take over.


Her eyes bolted open.  She stared at his face.  His eyes were closed and he looked like he was chanting to himself or something.


“What the hell are you doing?” she yelled into his face.  His eyes opened like he had been startled awake.


“What?” he asked.  He was still rubbing her.


She grabbed his hand and moved it. 


“You have some nerve,” she growled at him.


“What is this?”  John was getting upset.  He wondered seriously if the girl was off her medication.


She continued to growl she grabbed at his shaft.  She growled while she tugged it.  She growled while she grabbed his butt which she had to admit was in great shape.  She growled while she sniffed.


She took a deep drag off the joint and held in the smoke.


‘Can I get a drag?”


She coughed.


‘I didn’t mean to scare you,”


She continued to cough the smoke out. She looked up.


He was dirty, but he had nice teeth.  For some reason she noticed that.  He had short hair, a stubbly face, and was kind of skinny.


‘That is one sexy outfit,’


She knew where this was going and started to get up.


‘Where you going?’ he asked, pushing her back down.  She yelled out and struggled, but he was stronger than he looked.


‘Nice spot to smoke out.  Private.’


“No, please don’t” she cried.


“Just shut up,” John said.  He’d had enough.


“No, I mean it no,” Holly began to cry.


“This is bullshit,” John said, and entered her.


Holly screamed.  The A/C blew the smell through the car.


He cut open her panties with a knife and started raping her.  He was pulling her hair.  She struggled for awhile, but then stopped.  He was rubbing her tits with one hand.  And she started to feel herself getting close. 


A small smile crossed her face and she inhaled as deep as she could.

 She looked up at him.  She wanted to see her first lover.  He looked down at her.


“I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry.  You’re beautiful,”


“What?”


This wasn’t right.


“You are so beautiful.  Oh God.  I’m sorry,”

John looked down at her, tears in his eyes.  He had pulled out.

“No!  Don’t stop! Jesus Christ, I was almost there!”


“I hate myself.  I don’t know what’s wrong with me!”


He collapsed on top of her, sobbing.  Holly did not comfort him.  She just lay under him, trying not to let the smell sink in, trying not to let it taint her memory. 


