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Camgirl Harem: Part 1

“Don’t you walk away from me, bitch! I’m still talking to you!”.

“I don’t want to hear anything you have to say!” There was a brief pause. “Let go of me, you asshole!”

I grabbed the pizza box from the front seat, slammed my truck door, and headed for the voices, which were coming from the parking lot around the corner of my building. I missed the good old days when you could beat the shit out of a guy who abused a woman in public. Now you were more likely to get arrested for it—or shot. A little voice in the back of my head kept telling me to walk away, but that wasn’t how I’d been raised. You didn’t treat women like that, not and get away with it. But I had no doubt that I was about to get myself into a whole lot of trouble.

The shouting grew louder as I turned the corner of the building. Despite the crappy lighting of the apartment building I could make out a young woman, her back to me, standing at the entrance to the stairwell. I groaned when I got a better look. Of course she was a redhead. What else? Damn it. Redhead is my kryptonite. A rather depressing number of very poor life choices had resulted from that.

Some little prick in skinny jeans and a gray hoodie was standing on the stairs, and he made another grab for the girl. “You’re not going anywhere. Not until you talk to me!”

The redhead danced back a step out of his reach. “Nope! I dumped your ass, Ethan. That means I don’t have to listen to your crap anymore.”

They were so wrapped up in their own drama that neither of them noticed my approach. I slid around the douchebag, pasted a smile on my face, and then wrapped one arm possessively around the redhead’s trim waist and kissed her behind the ear.

“Hey, sweetheart. Sorry I’m late. I figured I’d grab us a pizza on the way home.”

Her head whipped around, sending dark copper curls flying. Wide, green eyes stared at me in panic for a moment before she figured it out, and then she gave me a grateful smile.

“You should have texted.”

I shrugged. “My bad. Had my head wrapped up in work shit.”

I turned my attention to the douchebag, who was staring at me with his mouth open in shock. Or maybe he was just a mouth breather. He seemed like the type. He was in his early twenties, about five-foot-ten, and was probably used to intimidating the types of guys he hung out with. I wasn’t one of them, though.

“I’m Parker Lamont,” I told him. “What’s the problem?”

Ethan the Douchebag’s eyes narrowed at my arm around the girl’s waist and he sputtered indignantly. “I’m her boyfriend, asshole.”

I shook my head firmly. “No, I’m her boyfriend. You are just an unfortunate lapse in judgment which has been rectified. Now, before another of those lapses happens I suggest you get the fuck out of here.”

He gave me his best Tough Guy stare. I had a couple of inches and a good thirty pounds on him, and none of it was fat. I could almost hear the hamster wheel squeaking inside of his head as he reckoned up the odds and came to the realization they weren’t in his favor. Ethan was fine bullying a smaller woman, but he decided he didn’t want any part of me.

“What the fuck ever,” he muttered, then edged his way around us and stalked off.

When he was out of earshot, the redhead smiled at me again. “Thanks. He wasn’t going to hurt me, though.”

Dear god, the girl was gorgeous. Take your breath away beautiful, with an elfin face and enormous green eyes that would have been right at home on an anime character. I got lost when my eyes landed on the plush bow of her lips, and it took an effort to get my brain back in gear.

“You never know with a little twat like that. He gets his masculinity threatened, he might lash out.”

“Maybe.”

She glanced down to where my arm was still curled around her waist. Regretfully, I let her go. She was a very pleasant armful in a black, off the shoulder t-shirt and a short, turquoise miniskirt that emphasized the swell of her hips and showed off her long, toned legs. Around five-three, please-God-let-her-be-twenty, slender but with great tits and an ass that had to take hours of Pilates every day. Gold-flecked green eyes sparkled with mischief in a face so sweet and innocent that she was going to get carded into her thirties. Damn. I felt every one of my thirty-eight years weighing me down as I looked at her, but I couldn’t let her just walk away.

“I’ll walk you to your door, just in case your ex is still hanging around.”

For a second it looked like she was going to argue, but then she grinned impishly and snatched my hand to twine our fingers together. “Such a polite, thoughtful boyfriend. Where the hell did I find you?”

“Next building over.”

She half-pulled me up the stairs to the third floor, where she stopped in front of a door flanked by two huge elephant ears in ceramic planters. “This is me. I’m Zoey, by the way.”

She put her hands on my shoulders, lifted up on her toes, and pressed her lips to mine. Her tongue teased playfully along my lips before she settled back onto her heels.

“Thanks again.” She turned to unlock the door, stepped inside, then paused with her head tilted as though in confusion. “Aren’t you coming?”

I lifted an eyebrow, more than a little stunned at both the kiss and the invitation.

One side of her mouth quirked up. “Well, you are my boyfriend. And you brought pizza.”

Before I could think of a response to that she grabbed my arm and dragged me inside. As soon as the door closed behind me, she kicked off her sandals. Deft fingers claimed the pizza box, which she set on the coffee table.

“I’ll get plates,” she announced as she headed into the small kitchen. “Want something to drink?”

“Water’s fine.”

She returned with plates, napkins, and bottled waters then settled beside me on the couch, close enough that our shoulders brushed. While we picked out slices, I could see her studying me out of the corner of her eye. Once she’d settled back with her pizza, she gave me a long, measuring look.

“So, do you make a habit of rescuing damsels in distress?”

“Nope. I just hate shitheads who bully their women.”

Zoey heaved a dramatic sigh. “Ethan is pretty. He’s also insecure, immature, and totally self-absorbed. Not one of my finer moments, I’m afraid.”

“We’ve all been there.”

“I haven’t seen you around before.”

“I moved in about six months ago, and I don’t get out much. I work from home.”

Her face took on an odd expression. “Me, too.”

With a smirk Zoey stuffed a big bite of pizza in her mouth and grabbed the remote from the coffee table. The show she turned on wasn’t one I recognized, but I didn’t care. Lips still tingling from our brief kiss, I was more than happy to consume my pizza on the gorgeous redhead’s couch while she watched whatever the hell she wanted and I watched her. My eyes kept snagging on her long, slender legs, which she had propped up on her coffee table.

Every time I caught myself looking and forced my gaze back to the TV, I mentally berated myself. She was too young for me to even think about messing with. Absolutely gorgeous and sexy as sin, but way too damned young. For all I knew she was still a teenager, and every stray erotic thought left me feeling guilty. Way too damned young. I chanted it on a loop in my head like a mantra.

When the show ended and she was flipping through the guide looking for another one, she tucked her feet beneath her and turned towards me. “What do you do, Parker?”

“Graphics design and web programming, mostly.”

“It’s nice they let you work from home.”

“I’m a contractor. Run my own business. I got spoiled during Covid and decided I was never going back to a commute and nine-to-five if I could help it. Things were tight for a while because it took time to build a solid client base, but I’ve never regretted it. Well, the extra taxes suck, but it’s still worth it.”

“I feel ya. Are you from here?”

I shook my head. “I’m from a little town in east Texas. Went to Texas Tech, then moved to Austin for my first job. I moved here six years ago when I got sick of the insane cost of living and traffic there.”

“Girlfriend?” she asked teasingly, raising one perfectly manicured eyebrow.

“None at the moment.” None for quite a while in fact, but I wasn’t about to admit that to her. “What about you?”

She gave me a look that oozed innocence. “I’ve never had a girlfriend.”

“Good to know,” I chuckled. “Where are you from?”

“I’ve pretty much lived here my whole life. Grew up in Plano, went to UT-Dallas. Lived in Irving for a year after I graduated then moved here.”

Relief washed through me. If she’d graduated from college, she was older than I’d thought. At least she could probably buy her own beer. Not that she wasn’t still way too damned young, but at least I felt a little less guilty about the filthy thoughts I was having.

“You didn’t want to go away and try something different?”

She gave a careless shrug. “Not really. I’ve got family and friends here, and it’s comfortable. I enjoy going on trips and stuff, but this is home.”

“Yeah, I get that.”

Honestly, I was kind of jealous. We’d moved around a fair bit when I was a kid, which made it hard to make and keep friends, and I’d never settled anywhere long enough as an adult for it to feel like home. About the time I started getting comfortable, it was time to find a new job or apartment. That tends to happen a lot if you work in tech. About the only way to get a decent raise or move up is to switch jobs.

“What about you? Any family here?” she asked.

“No. My parents moved to Arizona after I left for college, and my grandparents have been gone for a while.”

“Any brothers or sisters?”

“I have an older brother in Louisiana. He works on oil rigs. Spends his down time hanging out in the riverboat casinos gambling and chasing skirts.”

Zoey rolled her eyes. “Sounds like a real keeper.”

I laughed because she wasn’t wrong. “He’s not a bad guy, really. He just doesn’t like committing. Not to jobs, not to places, not to women. There’s always something new and shiny around the corner to lure him away.”

She let out a snort and sank back into the couch. “Pretty sure I dated him,” she muttered.

We kept up the conversation through a couple more shows, although Zoey avoided any serious topics from then on. I felt a pang of disappointment as I realized it probably signaled the end of any real interest on her part, but I pushed it away with a mental shrug. Given the age gap between us, it would be silly to expect anything else. Which was probably for the best. While she was mouth-wateringly gorgeous, it wasn’t like we’d have anything in common. You couldn’t build a relationship solely on pizza and sex, right?

Not that I wouldn’t have been willing to give it a shot if Zoey had been interested.

After a couple of hours, the pizza long since devoured, she turned off the TV. “I’m not trying to kick you out—okay, that’s exactly what I’m doing. But I’ve got things to do tomorrow, early.”

I stood up and stretched. “No problem. I should really get some more work done before I call it a night.”

“Thanks for the pizza. And everything. Oh, give me your phone.”

Quickly she found my messaging app and sent herself a text. She handed the phone back with a tiny grin. When I looked down, I saw a long row of hearts on the screen.

Zoey led me to the door and opened it, but before I could step outside she plastered herself against me. Her arms went around my neck and her mouth landed hungrily on mine. There was nothing at all playful about this kiss. This one was demanding, eager, the kind of kiss that usually ends up with clothes scattered all over the place afterwards.

I pulled her closer, my hands gripping her hips before sliding around to cup her perfect ass and hold her body firmly against mine. That felt way too damned good, and kissing her was life-altering. Our tongues twined together for what felt like hours before Zoey pulled away with a little sigh.

“See you around, Parker,” she said, and then the door closed .

I had absolutely no expectation of ever hearing from her again. Whatever impulse had driven her to kiss me, I was just too old for her. Zoey was hot enough that she could have anyone she wanted. Why in the hell would she be interested in someone my age? That text had been nothing but a way to ease me out, and she probably had my number blocked before I made it downstairs. The night would be a pleasant memory for me, but that was it.

I should have known better. She was a redhead, after all.

I went back to my place, completely bemused by the lovely redhead. I had no idea what to make of her. In the end, I didn’t even try. What was the point in it when I’d probably never see her again? I was almost too shocked to pick up when my phone dinged with a text the next afternoon and I saw it was from Zoey.

Hey, Parker!

Hey. How are things?

Good! Can I borrow those big muscles of yours for a few?

I’ve got some boxes I could use help with

I should have said I was busy. I had no interest in being a beta orbiter she only called whenever she needed shit done. There was that kiss, though, and she was a redhead. Damn it.

Be right there

I found her standing beside her car, which was parked near the stairwell to her apartment. The interior and trunk were crammed full of large boxes. Zoey smiled brightly when she saw me coming. Today she wearing a dark blue spaghetti strap crop top that exposed her flat stomach with a tiny pair of denim shorts. She was showing so much skin that just looking at her was spiking my blood pressure. And that wasn’t the only thing spiking.

“You’re the best, Parker. I could have carried them myself, but it would have taken forever.”

We both grabbed a box, and I followed her upstairs. The boxes were bulky rather than heavy, so I was able to enjoy the view. The sway of her perfect ass on the steps above me while wearing those tight, little shorts made the whole thing worth it. I kind of wished there were more boxes for us to carry.

Inside her apartment she led me to a room I hadn’t seen last time. It was a bedroom, but there was something odd about it. It didn’t really look lived in. There was a low double bed with a sea-foam green comforter and a couple of pillows in frilly, teal covers. An overstuffed lounge chair upholstered in almost the same shade of green rested against one wall, with a much darker green, velvet club chair pushed next to it. The only real decoration was a huge stuffed teddy bear sitting in one corner. It appeared brand new, rather than something Zoey might have kept from her childhood. Did she have a little girl who lived with her dad or something?

“Just put it down anywhere,” she told me.

It took us three more trips to get everything upstairs. When we were done, Zoey collapsed on the couch and wiped her forehead.

“Thanks. It’s quieter on the third floor, but when you have to carry stuff up it can be a real pain in the ass.”

“No problem. What is all of that stuff, anyway?”

“Lights, mostly. And some new props.”

“Props? Like for videos or something?”

“Yeah.”

“Were you an AV major?”

Zoey laughed merrily. “Hardly. I got my degree in education. Figured out too late that teaching is really not my thing.”

She’d said before that she worked from home but hadn’t elaborated. Was she doing instructional videos? I’d seen an expensive, high-end laptop on the desk in the spare room. Maybe she was one of the gamer girls who played and reviewed games for a living? I started to ask, but she’d been so shy of volunteering information that I decided to leave it alone. If she wanted me to know, she’d tell me.

“Have you had lunch yet?” she asked.

“Lunch?”

“Comes between breakfast and dinner. You do eat lunch, right?”

“Of course. And no, I haven’t yet.”

She hopped up from the couch and held out a hand. “Come on, then. I’ll buy you lunch.”

“You don’t have to do that.”

“Parker,” she sighed, rolling her eyes, “you just carried a bunch of boxes up two flights of stairs for me. After you let me mooch your pizza last night. After you ran off my asshole ex-boyfriend.”

“Well, when you put it that way.”

I took her hand and let her pull me to my feet. Zoey took the opportunity to plant a quick kiss on my cheek and curl one arm around my waist.

“Besides, wouldn’t you rather have lunch with me than eat alone in your apartment?”

“Yeah, I think I’d have to pick lunch with you.”

“Good answer. Come on.”

She insisted on driving, and we ended up at a hole in the wall deli that probably should have been condemned decades ago. Zoey caught my skeptical look and grinned.

“My friends and I used to come here all the time when I was in college because it’s cheap. I keep coming back because it’s good. Trust me.”

It looked a lot better inside than it did outside. Booths lined the walls, the red padded seats and red and white checkered tables worn but cozy. Half a dozen battered pool tables filled the space towards the rear of the dining area along with several dart boards. I could see this being a very popular spot with the college kids.

Zoey took my arm and led me to the counter where an older woman, sixtyish with silver-streaked dark hair and sharp blue eyes, was typing on her phone.

“Hi, Marge,” Zoey said.

“Hello, Zoey. Who’s your friend?”

“This is Parker, my knight in shining armor.”

“That so?” Those blue eyes raked me over, unimpressed. “Well, at least he’s better than the last one.”

Zoey laughed “Ethan? Parker ran him off for good. For which I will be forever grateful,” she said while squeezing my arm and batting her eyes at me.

The older woman snorted. “Every dark cloud has a silver lining, I guess.”

I probably should have been offended, but I was fighting not to laugh. Marge was a kick in the pants.

“What can I get you two?”

Zoey’s eyes roved over the menu on the wall. “I’d like the lunch special with the California club and French onion soup.”

“Got it. What about you, Sir Galahad?”

“The Italian sausage sub looks good.”

“It is. Drinks?”

Zoey pursed her lips. “Do you still have that hefeweizen on tap?”

“Sure do.”

She looked at me for approval. “It’s from a local brewery, and it’s really good.”

“Sounds good to me,” I told her.

“Then two of those, and the house chips, please.”

When Marge rang the order up, Zoey pulled out her ATM card. The older woman shot me a reproving glare as Zoey paid, but I just shrugged and kept my mouth shut. She was going to think what she was going to think, no matter what I said.

“I’ll have it right out,” Marge told us.

“Thanks!” Zoey said.

She drew me to a booth in the corner, where she surprised me by sitting beside me instead of on the other side. The heat of her thigh pressed against mine sent a strong pulse of desire surging through me. Fuck. I’d been single way too long. Or maybe it was just Zoey. The girl could tempt a saint—which I most definitely was not.

After a couple of minutes I decided it was all her. She was chattering about her visits here with friends during their starving college student days, and I kept getting lost in those wide, green eyes. Every time she smiled my heart gave a little jump at how damned beautiful she was. It shocked the hell out of me, because I’d thought I was too old to be rocked this hard by a woman. In a way it was kind of nice, but going loopy over someone over fifteen years younger was bound to end badly. For me, at least.

“You went to Texas Tech, right?”

“Yeah.” I was more than a little surprised that she’d remembered.

“Did you major in computer science?”

“Math, actually. But I had to learn a good bit of programming along the way and kind of fell into software after I graduated. It was interesting and the money was decent, so I stuck with it.”

“That’s really lucky. It’s funny how many people spend years getting a degree then end up doing something completely different.”

“True. So, you didn’t like working with kids?”

She shook her head. “The kids were fine. It was teaching I didn’t like. I could do it; I just didn’t enjoy it. By the time Thanksgiving rolled around I was dreading going to work every morning. I stuck it out for the rest of the year then handed in my resignation as soon as school let out for the summer.”

I was on the verge of asking what she was doing now when Marge appeared with our food. “Here you go,” she said, sliding the plates and drinks in front of us. “Enjoy.”

“Thanks, Marge!”

Both the sandwich and beer were delicious, and the chips were freshly made and still hot. I was going to be coming back here whether Marge approved of me or not. Zoey swallowed a bite of her sandwich and cocked an eyebrow.

“It’s good, huh?”

“You were right. I admit it.”

Her eyes locked onto mine as she gave me a lopsided smile. “Just shows that you shouldn’t judge a book by its cover.”

I had a feeling she wasn’t just talking about the deli. “Noted. And I guess since she served you alcohol, you’re old enough to drink.”

Zoey bumped my shoulder with hers. “Don’t start. I’m twenty-three.”

“Seriously?”

“Do you want to see my driver’s license?”

“No, I believe you. I just thought you were younger.”

“Everybody does,” she sighed. “I’ve actually been accused of using a fake ID before. Embarrassing.”

“I’ll bet.”

“My friends all say I’ll be glad of it when I’m older and look young for my age.” She looked at me, eyes narrowed. “You weren’t worried about coming to lunch with me because I was too young, were you?”

“Maybe a little,” I admitted.

“How young did you think I was?”

“I’d rather not say.”

She laughed. “Poor Parker. Did you think you’d gotten mixed up with jailbait?”

“Not that young.” Just awfully damned close to it.

“And how old are you?”

“Thirty-eight.”

Zoey’s eyes went wide. “Holy crap. You’re old enough to be my—” She burst out laughing. “Omigod, the look on your face. I’m teasing you, Parker. Sorry, that wasn’t very nice.”

I gave her a rueful smile. “Makes us even for me thinking you were jailbait.”

“I really don’t care about you being older, you know. You’re just about the first decent single guy I’ve met in forever.”

“That’s hard to believe. I’m not anything special.”

Zoey gave a tiny snort. “Really? I’ll bet I’ve got just a little more experience with guys than you do.”

“I can’t argue with that.”

“Let me tell you, there are a hell of a lot more of them out there like Ethan than like you.”

I shrugged, embarrassed. “I just try to be decent to people.”

“And most of them don’t bother. You probably know more about me after a couple of hours than Ethan bothered finding out in two months. He didn’t care enough to ask and didn’t listen to what I told him. Where did I go to school?”

“UT Dallas.”

“And where did I grow up?”

“Here.”

“See? You actually paid attention. You treat me like a person, not just a walking, talking Fleshlight.”

“I’m just a normal guy, Zoey.”

“Ha! You try dating men for a while, and you’ll change your mind in a hurry.”

“Yeah, no. I think I’ll stick with women, thanks.”

“Men don’t do it for you, huh?”

“Nope.”

She tilted her head and fixed me with those big, green eyes. “What does?”

“Sexy redheads,” I admitted.

That got a laugh. “Very good answer. How’s your sandwich?”

“Amazing. It might be the best deli sandwich I’ve ever had, and I got spoiled with all the great restaurants in Austin. The beer is outstanding, too.”

“Maybe we can come back again sometime.”

“I’d like that.”

Marge chose that moment to pop up again. “You kids need anything else?”

“I think we’re about done.”

The older woman bent close to Zoey, whispering even though she obviously meant for me to overhear. “Next time you let him pay. You’re too pretty to have to buy lunch for deadbeats. And he’s not pretty enough to have you as his sugar momma.”

As she stalked off towards the counter, I couldn’t hold in my laughter any longer. “I like her. She’s snark in human form.”

“She really is. Don’t worry, you’ll grow on her.”

“I’m not so sure about that.”

“And she’s wrong, you know.”

“About what?”

“You are pretty,” she said, nearly blinding me with her grin. “Let’s go. I’m sure you need to get back to work, and I’ve got to get my new equipment set up.”

I dropped a twenty on the table as Zoey turned away. It was as much for Marge’s protectiveness of Zoey as it was for the service. I figure she earned it and then some.

Afterwards I tried to put the whole thing out of my head. I knew better, knew I was setting myself up for disappointment if I kept thinking about Zoey. The girl could have her pick of men. Whatever this thing was between us couldn’t possibly go anywhere, and I’d be a fool to believe anything else. I’d be better off if she just forgot about me. I’d almost managed to convince myself of that when she barged back into my life three days later.

The insistent dinging of my phone dragged me out of an exhausted sleep after staying up until stupid o’clock in the morning working. I was being paid extra to hit a near-impossible deadline when the company originally hired by my client had dropped the ball one too many times. The money was great, but the hours were rough. I was going to get it done, though, and I knew these guys would never balk at my rates again.

I groaned and rolled over. Who the fuck was texting me at—I looked blearily at the clock on my nightstand—seven-thirty in the fucking morning? I fumbled for my phone, which slipped out of my fingers and clattered onto the floor. Damn it. It mocked me with another ding. I rolled to the edge of the bed and felt around but couldn’t find the damned thing. It must have gone under the bed.

Cursing, I threw off the covers and slid out of bed. I had to get down on my hands and knees to find it, which didn’t improve my mood at all. Whoever the hell was texting me was about to get a piece of my mind. And not one of the good pieces, either.

But when my eyes focused on the screen, my anger evaporated. Zoey? Had she butt-dialed me? Can you even do that with a text? I scanned the messages.

Hey, Parker!

Sorry to text you like this

Help a girl out?

My car won’t start

Parker?

Hey, are you awake?

Oh shit. Forgot it was so early

Sorry!!!

That was followed by a long string of sad emojis. I took a deep breath and texted her back.

Hey Zoey

I’m so sorry. Did I wake you up?

It’s fine. I’ll be down in a minute.

You don’t have to

I really didn’t think about it being so early

I’m so so sorry!!!!!

Might as well. I’m up now

God, I am SO SO SO sorry

I dragged on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt that looked reasonably clean and wriggled into my sneakers. The sun was bright enough to make me squint when I stepped outside. A steady stream of cars moved through the parking lot as people headed out on their morning commute. Ha. Suck it, wagies. And why the hell was I up? Oh, right. Hot redhead. At least I had a good reason.

I spotted her shiny, red Nissan Altima with its hood up on Zoey’s side of the building and took a moment to appreciate the sight of my favorite redhead bent over as she peered at something inside the engine compartment. Okay, that was definitely worth getting out of bed for. Her tight body was shown off to perfection by a pair of dark grey yoga pants and a hot pink tank top that left her midriff bare, and her hair up in its high ponytail shone like burnished copper in the sunlight. It was just a miracle there wasn’t a pileup of wrecked cars behind her.

She must have heard me coming, because she looked over her shoulder and hit me with a smile more dazzling than the morning sun. “Thank you so much, Parker. You’re a life saver.”

“No worries. What’s wrong with it?”

“It won’t do anything when I try to start it.”

“Probably the battery. Hang on a sec. I’ve got jumper cables in my truck.”

The smile came back. “Of course you do.”

I pulled up in the spot beside hers and popped my hood. It only took a few seconds to hook the cables to the batteries.

“Should I try to start it?” Zoey asked.

“Give it a few minutes to build up a charge.”

Her gaze dropped to her feet. “I really appreciate this. I tend to forget other people have schedules since I’m doing the work-from-home thing.”

“I get it. Where are you off to so early, anyway?”

“The gym. I would have caught a ride with my friends, but I was running late. I owe you big time for this.”

“Maybe you can take me to lunch again.”

Zoey sighed and shook her head. “At this rate I’m going to have to up my game to dinner.”

I laughed. “Okay, let’s give it a try.”

“What?”

“The car. See if it will start now.”

She scampered around and climbed inside. “Nothing,” she said glumly. “Nothing at all. Does it need longer?”

“I don’t think it will help. Looks like your battery is shot.”

“Damn. Is that hard to fix?”

I unhooked the jumper cables and closed the hoods. “Nah. Want a ride to the gym?”

From the look she gave me you would have thought I’d just offered to buy her a new car or something. “Really? I can get an Uber.”

“Hop in.”

She gave me directions to a gym for women only a couple of miles from our apartments. As I pulled out of the complex, I tried to keep from drooling over her long legs and her perfect tits pushing against the thin fabric of her shirt. I swear, she got hotter every single time I saw her.

“Need me to pick you up when you’re done?”

“I’ll get a ride with my friends. Thanks, though.”

“If you’ll leave me your keys, I can have a new battery in it by the time you get back.”

She stared at me, eyes wide. “Parker, no. You don’t have to do that. It’s too much.”

I shrugged. “It’s not a big deal. Won’t take more than half an hour.” And most of that would probably be spent standing in line at the auto parts store.

“I don’t know,” she said, her mouth pursing into a cute little moue. “I think I’ve imposed on you enough for one day.”

“Look. You’ll have to call someone to tow it to a shop. Then they’ll do the exact same thing I’m going to do, except they’ll charge you out the ass for it. And they’ll probably keep your car all day. Then you’ll have to get a ride there when it’s done.”

“You really are the best.”

“I really am,” I replied with a grin as we pulled up in front of the gym. “I’ll text you my apartment number. Come by and pick up your keys when you’re done here. If I have any problems, I’ll let you know.”

“Thank you, Parker.”

She gave me a quick peck on the cheek then darted inside. I sat there watching until she was out of sight. The view was just so good that I couldn’t tear myself away, and I refused to feel even a little guilty about it. Damn, she was one smoking hot woman.

Even so, I was having serious second thoughts on the drive back to the apartments. What the hell was I doing? While Zoey was gorgeous, she wasn’t my girlfriend and she wasn’t my responsibility. Being a good neighbor only goes so far, and the way things were going I’d be on call any time she needed rescuing. I’d been there before, and it sucked.

But since I’d already promised, I wouldn’t back out on her. Sure enough, half an hour later the new battery was in the car, which started right up with a low purr. Sexy car for a sexy woman. I was willing to bet she looked damned good in it. Of course, Zoey would look good in a piece of crap beater from the 70s.

Satisfied, I went back to my apartment, showered, and dove back into work. With an early start and a little luck, I hoped to get it done a little bit ahead of the deadline. I got so wrapped up that the sound of the doorbell startled me, and it took a couple of seconds to remember who it must be.

Zoey had let her hair down and was still a little flushed and sweaty from her workout. She looked so damned good I wanted to take a bite out of her. A big bite. Maybe two or three.

“Is it fixed?” she asked as I motioned her inside.

“Yep.” I handed her the key and receipt. “Hang on to that in case the new battery goes bad. It’s got a five-year warranty, so they’ll replace it.”

She shook her head in wonder, making her copper curls dance. “You really are something, Parker. Not just anyone would do that for a woman he barely knows.”

I blushed, remembering my thoughts on the drive home. “It really wasn’t a big deal.”

“Yeah, it really was.”

My phone picked that moment to ring, and I winced as I saw the caller ID. Mom. I thought about ignoring her, but she’d just keep calling and calling and calling until I picked up.

“Hang on. It’s my mom.”

“Awwww.”

I rolled my eyes at her as I answered. “Hi, Mom.”

“Oh, you are still alive. I thought you’d died in front of your computer. I guess you just forgot my number.”

“No, Mom,” I sighed. “I’ve just been really busy. I’ve got a new client with a short deadline.”

“I don’t know why you quit that job in Austin. You didn’t work so hard then. And you actually met people since you weren’t sitting alone in your apartment all day every day.”

“I’m much happier now, thanks.”

“How do you plan on ever meeting some nice girl and giving me grandchildren if you never leave your apartment?”

And she wondered why I never called. My gaze flickered to Zoey, who caught my eye and silently mouthed Bathroom.

I pointed. “Around the corner. Second door on the left.”

“What?” Mom asked.

“Nothing.”

“Who were you talking to?”

“No one.”

“You were obviously talking to someone. Parker, do you have a girl there?”

“Mom,” I growled.

“Parker,” she growled back in the exact same tone. “You do have a girl there. Did she spend the night? Is it serious? When can I meet her?”

“Holy shit, Mom.”

“Language!”

“No, she did not spend the night. I just changed the battery in her car.”

“Why did you do that? You’re not a mechanic.”

“Because apparently I’m a really nice guy.”

“And because she’s pretty,” Mom muttered.

Hard to argue with that one. Zoey came back from the bathroom, and I found myself grinning.

“Yes, she’s pretty. Very pretty.”

Zoey’s eyes widened and it was her turn to blush, which was completely adorable. I winked at her before turning my attention back to my phone.

“Look, Mom, I need to go. I’ll call you back later in the week. Promise.”

“I’ll believe that when it happens. Which it probably won’t.”

“Love you, Mom. Bye.”

“Love you. I’ll be waiting on that call. And my grandchildren.”

“Goodbye!”

I ended the call before she could get in another comment. Zoey laughed at my aggrieved sigh.

“She sounds just like my mom. Did she pull the grandchildren bit on you?”

“Every damned time. No matter how old you are, it’s always the same.”

She touched my arm. “You really are a sweet guy.”

“I’m just the guy she’s constantly hounding about grandkids. I told you about my brother. She wrote him off years ago, so I get The Call at least once a week because her biological clock is ticking.”

Zoey laughed evilly at that. “Oh, you are so screwed. She knows you had a woman in your apartment, and you told her I was pretty.”

“Damn it,” I grumbled as I realized she was right. “She is never going to let this go.”

Her smile changed to something almost shy. “Tell her you have a girlfriend.”

“I can’t lie to my mom.”

“Oh, like you’ve never lied to her before. Besides, who says it’s a lie?”

“But I don’t…”

Zoey was in my arms before I could finish, her soft lips brushing against mine. “I think my luck in boyfriends is finally changing.”

“But…”

“Unless you don’t want me to be your girlfriend.”

“I didn’t say that.” Because I wasn’t stupid or crazy.

“Good.”

She kissed me again, another one of those long, bone-melting kisses where you expect the clothes to just explode off both of you somewhere in the middle. I was about to pass out from lack of air when she finally pulled away.

“So, boyfriend, if you’ll give me your info, I’ll Zelle you the money for the battery.

“Okay,” I think I said. My brain was still reeling from that kiss. “I’ll text it to you.”

“That works. Looks like you were working when I came in. I’ll leave you to it, because I need to get home, shower, and get to work myself. But I’ll be in touch soon—boyfriend.”

I caught her exultant grin before she disappeared through the door and left me gaping in her wake. What the hell had just happened?

Boyfriend. Holy shit.

I was still having trouble believing it when she called the next day. “Zoey?”

“Hi, Parker,” her voice sang out. “How’s my best boyfriend ever?”

I laughed at that. “Fine. Any more run-ins with your previous one?”

“I’m pretty sure you scared him off for good. Actually, I called to ask you for a favor.”

Silly me, I didn’t even consider saying no. “Okay.”

There was a long pause. “I need you to be my boyfriend in public for a couple of hours.”

“In public?”

“It’s just a casual get-together with some friends from my last job.”

The red alert claxon from Star Trek began wailing in my head. “Mm-hm,” I said noncommittally.

Her voice turned contrite. “Look, I know this is really new and we haven’t even been out on a real date yet, and I’m sort of throwing you into the deep end here. But see, my friends are great and I love them, but they are the world’s worst busybodies. Every time we meet up, they insist on trying to set me up. And the guys they pick are always just so... Ugh. Anyway, if you go with me I can enjoy myself without all the pressure. Added bonus—we get to spend some time together.”

I gave the phone a dubious frown—like she could see it. “Aren’t you worried they’re going to think I’m too old for you?”

“Trust me, it will be fine. Nobody’s going to care. And I promise we won’t stay long. Come on, it will be fun!”

I wasn’t so sure about that, but considering it was Zoey I wasn’t going to rule it out, either. And I discovered I had very little resistance to the sexy redhead’s pleading. Shocking, I know.

“All right.”

“Great! Pick me up at my apartment tonight at eight.”

I tried to put it out of my mind and focus on work, but it was pointless. All I could think about was holding Zoey in my arms and kissing her again. And maybe just a teensy bit more than that. None of that helped me make any progress on my checklists.

It was eight o’clock sharp when I showed up at her apartment, and Zoey answered the door at the first knock wearing a forest green knit mini dress that clung to her curves like a second skin. A pair of three-inch heels made her toned legs look about a mile long and brought the top of her head up to my chin. Her eyes lit up in amusement at my stunned expression.

“You like it?” she asked, giving a little twirl to show off.

Like it? My cock went from zero to sixty in about half a second. The things that dress did to her tits and ass should have been illegal.

“You look incredible.”

“I do, don’t I?” She swept her eyes over me in a critical gaze. “You clean up pretty well yourself. Not bad at all for an old guy.”

I gave her a mock frown. “You want that carriage downstairs to turn back into a pumpkin?”

She laughed merrily and tucked her arm into mine. “Come on, Prince Charming. I can’t wait to show you off. My friends are going to die.”

The gathering was at a newer sports bar fifteen minutes from our apartments. I hadn’t been to any kind of bar in almost a decade, and this one was full of twenty-somethings. I felt out of place and not at all thrilled to be there. Still, hot redhead makes for one hell of a convincing argument.

Zoey made straight for a small group of about a dozen people in the back corner. Most of them were women, and they were all about her age. Elementary school teachers, I guessed. They didn’t look jaded enough for middle school and weren’t drinking enough for high school.

“Zoey! You came! And you brought someone!”

Three of the women piled onto her in a group hug while the others looked on with huge grins. There was a quick babble of greetings from around the table, and everyone scooted around to make room for the two of us.

“This is my boyfriend, Parker,” Zoey announced, keeping a possessive grip on my arm.

That was followed by the biggest pile of whoppers I have ever heard in my life. I listened in awe as she filled them in on how we met, our first date, and what I was like. I kept my mouth firmly shut through this, other than to offer monosyllabic agreements to whatever she was saying. There was no way I’d ever be able to keep all of this bullshit straight, and the whole time Zoey stayed plastered to my side as though she had no intention of ever letting me go again. It had me hard as steel, and I wondered if this erection would ever go away. I might need a special coffin. Still, there were much worse ways to spend a Friday night.

Her friends ate it all up, obviously thrilled for her. If any of them gave a damn about the age difference between us they didn’t let it show. Once the Zoey Show was over, I sipped my margarita and relaxed enough to carry on friendly conversation. To my surprise, I actually ended up enjoying myself.

After a couple of hours Zoey leaned close and gave me a deep, lingering kiss. “We should probably be going. Parker is our designated driver, and if he has another margarita we’re going to have to call an Uber.”

We said our goodbyes and escaped without too many objections from her friends. Once we were safely in my truck, Zoey sank back into her seat with a sigh of relief.

“They’re nice,” I said.

“They are,” she agreed. “And you were perfect.”

“I mostly just sat there with my mouth shut. Except for when you had your tongue in it.”

Zoey giggled and poked my shoulder. “Like I said—perfect!”

She waited until we were on the road, then unbuckled her seat belt and bent over the console. My hands jerked against the wheel when she unfastened my pants and her hand curled around my shaft. I was still rock hard.

“What the hell, Zoey?” I blurted as I swerved back into our lane.

“Good boyfriends deserve to be rewarded.”

She freed me from my boxers so my cock jutted towards her face and then licked her lips. “Mm. I’ve been thinking about this all evening.”

Her hand jerked me slowly a few times before her mouth slid over my head and she swirled her tongue around it in slow circles. When she swooped down to take my whole length, I bit my lip and moaned. I’d been erect for the best part of two hours now, and I was about ready to pop.

Zoey bobbed her head up and down, one slim hand stroking the shaft which was slippery with a mix of saliva and precum. Her sexy little moans vibrated through my dick, and I glanced over to see her other hand working furiously between her legs. Fuck. Difficult though it was, I managed to keep both hands on the wheel and my focus on the road so we didn’t end up wrapped around a lamppost or something. That staved off my orgasm for a bit longer, but between her hot, little mouth and soft tongue the tension between my legs built steadily until I couldn’t hold it off anymore.

“Zoey, I’m about to come.”

That just made her slurp and suck harder, and the hand buried between her legs made wet sounds as she pushed me towards the edge.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned.

My hips strained up off the seat as cum boiled up out of me and filled her throat. Zoey clamped her lips around my shaft and worked her tongue, licking and swallowing until there wasn’t any left. With my cock still buried in her mouth, she shook and moaned against me. Her other hand continued to work under her dress, and the smell of her sex filled the car. Finally, her moans subsided and she sat back up, wiping her mouth.

“That was so fucking hot,” she breathed.

“You are something else.”

“It was the least I could do. You really were the perfect boyfriend tonight.”

“You didn’t have to, you know.”

She reached over and patted my cheek softly. “I know. You didn’t expect anything because you’re a good guy. That’s what made it so much fun!”

When we pulled up in front of her apartment she hopped out. “I’d ask you up, but I need to get some work done. I’ll talk to you soon, though!”

“I’ll walk you upstairs, at least.”

“So sweet. I’ll be fine, though. Good night!”

“Good night.”

After that, Zoey was a constant if low-key presence in my life. She sent several texts a day, usually silly selfies or funny pictures or videos she found online, and it was rare that I didn’t get at least a brief phone call in the evenings. Her personality was every bit as cute as the adorable package it came in, and she brightened up days that I hadn’t realized were so dull until she came along. I found myself looking forward to the next brief contact more than was probably wise, but I couldn’t seem to help myself.

Late on Friday afternoon, the week after our pretend date, I was still hard at work when my phone dinged.

Hey boyfriend!

Hey yourself. How’s your Friday going?

Good!

Come over!

I frowned at my computer. I’d planned to work for a while longer. Since I always had as much work as I wanted to do, I usually went at it until late and put in more hours on the weekend and then banked the cash. I’d gotten out of the habit of doing much of anything else except a few hours of gaming to wind down. Work, or hot redhead? Gee, let me think…

Give me 15 minutes to get to a stopping place

Yay!

That was followed by a grinning emoji and a heart. What was she up to now? I hadn’t seen her in a week. I wasn’t sure exactly what to make of the sudden invitation.

I finished the block of code I was working on, made sure everything was saved, and changed into a pair of shorts and a t-shirt that didn’t look like I’d rescued it from a dumpster. I could stand to get some new clothes. That was something I hadn’t bothered with since I started working from home, but even before then I hadn’t seen much point. The jobs I’d worked in Austin had all been on the extreme side of casual, to the point where a couple of our DBAs had regularly come in wearing pajamas. We never dealt with customers and there were no women working with us, so nobody gave a shit. I did at least make a habit of showering and shaving every morning, because I never knew when a client was going to drag me onto a video call.

When Zoey answered her door, I was struck as always by just how damned gorgeous she was. She was barefoot, didn’t have any makeup on, and was wearing gray leggings with a tight, white t-shirt that emphasized her tits and narrow waist while setting off the brilliant copper of her hair. When she saw me, her eyes lit up and she flashed me a brilliant smile.

“You made it! I thought I was going to have to come pry you away from your computer with a crowbar.”

“I’m not that bad,” I grumbled as I went inside. Only almost. “So, what’s up?”

“Absolutely nothing.” She pushed me down on the couch and her expression turned serious. “I realized earlier this week that I haven’t treated you very well. Every time I’ve called you, I’ve needed something, and I don’t want you to think that’s who I am. Tonight I just wanted us to spend some time together, so I ordered us pizza and figured we could chill here and watch TV or something. If that’s okay.”

“Fine with me.”

When was the last time I’d done that? Especially with a girl as beautiful as Zoey?

“Want a drink? I’ve got water, beer, or some vodka and rum if you’re feeling adventurous.”

“I’d love a beer.” She came back with two ice-cold bottles of Harp. “Good stuff.”

“I like beer, but it has to be good beer. I can’t stand the cheap crap.”

“Same. What’s your favorite?”

“Right now? Probably Belgian ale. There’s a local brewery that makes a truly amazing tripel. I’d be drinking that, but I need some pizza in me before I have that much alcohol.”

“Good plan,” I agreed, although I could see tipsy Zoey being a lot of fun.

We had just enough time to decide on a movie before the doorbell rang. Zoey hopped up to answer it, and I had to fight not to burst into laughter at the poor teenage delivery guy. The redhead left him tongue-tied and looking stunned as though he’d been smacked in the head with a baseball bat. I just hoped he didn’t trip over his tongue while he was going back down the stairs.

It made me appreciate the evening even more, though I still had no idea what her interest in me was really about, or why she kept teasing me about being her boyfriend. I didn’t possess nearly enough hubris to believe this smoke show twenty-three-year-old had the slightest romantic interest in me. There was no upside to it that I could see for her. I was too old, and while I made decent money, I was far from rich. And I’d yet to meet a woman who got fluttery over a self-employed coder.

Zoey set the pizza on the coffee table, and then got us both plates from the kitchen. “Dig in.”

I thoroughly enjoyed the pizza, movie, and company. While I’d expected her to go for a chick flick, it turned out that Zoey was more into action movies. We’d agreed on Sicario, since it looked good and neither of us had seen it. By the time the credits rolled, we were both on our second beer and had put a hefty dent in the pizza.

Zoey frowned and snorted. “Well, Kate was just useless.”

I laughed. “Yeah. But she was a cop shoved into a war, a fish out of water. They dumped her into something she wasn’t trained for or mentally equipped to handle. So, it’s hard to blame her.”

“Maybe so, but I think she should have learned faster. It was still a good movie, though.”

“I agree. It was really well done.”

Her green eyes met mine and then flickered away. “Do you need to go back to work?”

“Nope. I cleared my schedule for you.”

“Good.” She slid across the couch and snuggled up against me with a sigh. “Mmm. This is nice.”

I put an arm around her slender shoulders and pulled her closer. “I agree. What should we watch next?”

“How about something not quite so dark.”

We flipped around for a while until Zoey grabbed my arm. “Oh! This one!”

I blinked down at her. “Seriously?”

“Yes! I love movies like this.”

“Cocaine Bear,” I said in bemusement.

“Hey, it’s based on a true story! Probably won’t be as good as Zombeavers, but we have to see it.”

“Do we? I have to say, of all the things I might have imagined you liking this was not anywhere on my list.”

“Having second thoughts?” Zoey asked with a raised eyebrow.

“No. It’s just an unexpected turn.”

She gave me a saucy grin. “I don’t want to be too predictable. You’d get bored with me.”

I’d get bored with breathing first. “Yeah, I don’t see that happening.”

“Aww. Just don’t tell anybody.”

“Don’t worry. Your deep, dark secret is safe with me.”

Her face took on an odd expression. “Good to know.”

I had to admit that it wasn’t actually terrible. While it wasn’t The Fellowship of the Ring, it wasn’t trying to be. And after more pizza and a couple of tripels with Zoey snuggled against me, I was in a highly forgiving mood.

When it ended, Zoey pushed herself up and shut off the TV. Slender fingers plucked the plate from my hand and set it down beside the pizza box, and then she landed on my lap. Her arms curved around my neck, and she kissed me. Her mouth was hot and hungry, and her tongue twisted against mine with a passion that very quickly had my cock stiffening in my shorts.

I knew better. It was a mistake to screw around with someone so young, no matter how hot she was or how much I wanted her. I should have tried to stop her, but, well—redhead. What I actually did was bury my fingers in that mass of red curls and tilt her head so I could taste every corner of her mouth.

Zoey wrapped her long legs around my waist and pressed her firm breasts against my chest. While I explored her mouth with my tongue, I ran my hands down her side to cup her round but incredibly firm ass. When I squeezed it, she moaned against my tongue and ground her hips against my pulsing hard-on.

Gasping for breath, she leaned back. Her fingers tugged at the hem of my t-shirt and stripped it off over my head. Fingertips left trails of fire along my skin as she traced them along my abs.

“Nice,” she murmured.

“One of the reasons I moved here was the gym.” Working from home, I had plenty of time to use it while most people were at their day jobs.

In the spirit of fairness, Zoey whipped off her own shirt and bra. My breath caught at the sight of all that pale, flawless skin, and the creaminess of her tits made my mouth water. They were high and rounded, a little big for her slender frame but utterly perfect. Mesmerized, I bent and fastened my mouth on one stiff, coral nipple.

Zoey’s breath hissed through her teeth, and she arched her back as though to present herself to me. Her hips rolled on my lap, grinding even harder against my erection as I sucked and licked the gumdrop between my lips.

“Fuck,” she growled. “These have to come off.”

Without getting up from my lap, she wriggled out of her leggings. My mind went to some very filthy places as I realized how limber she was. It went even further into the gutter as my hands roamed over her long, silky legs and my fingers clutched her ass through the white lace panties which matched the bra she’d discarded earlier.

She scooted closer and pressed the heat of her core against my swollen rod. “Aren’t you a little overdressed? Up!”

She slid off my lap and pushed me up from the couch with her dainty feet. Eager fingers unfastened my shorts and pulled them down over my hips, and she grinned up at me with wide, sparkling eyes as she saw my erection bulging in my boxers. “You brought me a present!”

I gasped as Zoey yanked my boxers off and popped the head between her pink lips while looking up at me with those wide, innocent green eyes. Holy shit. One small hand gripped the base of my shaft while she worked her mouth around me, then she withdrew and licked every inch of me with her warm, pink tongue. All the while, her eyes stayed locked on mine.

With one last, lingering stroke she let me go and rose to her feet to strip off her panties. I half expected her to be shaved smooth, but she’d left a small patch of dark copper curls at the apex of her glistening, pink slit. I was dying to get my tongue in there, but she pressed me back onto the couch and crawled on top of me with her legs straddling my hips.

She wiggled back a little, took my cock firmly in one hand, and lowered herself until the head pressed into her entrance. Her pussy was drenched, but she was so tight that she still had to go slowly. A little grunt parted her lips when the head popped in and her walls stretched, but she kept on, working me inside of her until her ass was pressed down against my hips.

“Oh, god, that’s so nice,” she sighed.

It was more than nice. Her snug, little tunnel was a liquid glove gripping my cock. I could have stayed buried to my balls in her wet heat forever. My hands went to her ass, clamping down on her firm flesh to hold her against me, to make it last. God. I hadn’t been in a pussy like this since I was a teenager.

Any remaining rational thought fled when Zoey began moving on my shaft. She rode me, slowly at first as she got used to having me inside of her, and then faster until she was bucking up and down on me in a frenzy. I held onto her amazing ass and watched enthralled as Zoey took my cock. She was just so fucking beautiful, her copper hair flying around, her back arched to thrust out the candy-pink nipples on the snowy mounds of her tits, toned thighs flexing as she bounced.

She was getting wetter by the second, the musky tang of her sex a heavy perfume in the air. My crotch was soaked with the juices leaking out from around my erection, and her ass squished against me each time she came down. The low little cries coming from her throat warned that she was already getting close.

Zoey wasn’t the only one, either. The grip of her slick walls on my cock ignited every nerve until I was drowning in pleasure. I closed my eyes and tried to even out my breathing, but my balls were already prickling and tightening. My eyes popped open. Shit. I wasn’t wearing a condom.

“Zoey. Zoey!”

“What?”

“I’m not wearing a condom.”

“I’m on the pill,” she panted.

“But...”

Fuck it. If the gorgeous redhead wanted me to cum inside of her, I wasn’t about to argue. Probably another one of those poor life choices, but just then I couldn’t be bothered to care. Pressure swelled low in my groin, rose to a peak. My hands clamped down hard on her ass. I wasn’t going to be able to hold off much longer.

Zoey gave a sharp little cry. “Oh, fuck,” she gasped, then slammed her ass down on me while her pussy flooded and her walls fluttered.

Her whole body shaking, she fell forward and wrapped her arms around me while she continued rocking her hips. Little cries followed every wave of the orgasm searing through her, and with each one her little hole squeezed me more tightly.

My cock strained and pulsed, then I erupted inside of her with a grunt. It seemed to go on forever, felt like I shot gallons of hot cum into her depths. I gasped for air, my breath hot against her ear, and still she was trembling with the aftershocks of her own release.

Suddenly, she pushed herself up. “Shit!”

She bolted from the room and quickly returned wearing a blue silk robe and carrying two hand towels. One of them landed on my chest.

“Don’t let it get on the couch! I’m still paying for it.”

Squeezing her towel between her legs under the robe, she collapsed on the couch beside me and watched while I cleaned myself off. Her pink tongue flickered over her lips as I stroked the towel along my still-hard shaft.

“Don’t feel pressured to put that away. Get comfy. Do you.”

I stared pointedly at her robe then bent and pulled my boxers back on. With a smirk, Zoey stuffed a big bite of pizza in her mouth and grabbed the remote from the coffee table before snuggling back against me. I fought back a groan when she clicked on Sharktopus vs. Whalewolf, but it was hard to dredge up any real dismay. I’d just had mind-blowing sex with an insanely hot, young redhead. I had absolutely nothing to complain about. After swallowing half of my beer, I leaned over and snagged another piece of pizza. Had to keep my strength up.

Later, around midnight, Zoey turned off the television and pressed herself against me as though she wanted to burrow under my skin. “I don’t want this to be just a fling,” she whispered. “I really want you to be my boyfriend. I want it to last.”

Kryptonite. “I want that, too.” God, did I want it to last. She was everything I’d ever dreamed of. I just had a hard time believing it was real.

“Stay with me tonight?”

I pretended to think it over “Well, I do have a lot of work.”

Zoey opened her robe to reveal her perfect tits and slowly twirled her long fingers around one rosy nipple while watching me coyly from under her thick eyelashes.

“I’ll dump the client. Got an extra toothbrush?”

Even first thing in the morning—with no makeup, her curls mussed from sleep and sex, and wearing an old pair of boxers and a faded t-shirt—Zoey was stunning. We slept in, and then showered together when we finally dragged ourselves out of bed. That ended up being a lot more involved than we’d planned, as well as a lot more fun.

Neither of us seemed to be in any hurry for me to leave. Had she really meant it when she said she wanted this to last? It was getting harder by the minute to convince myself that it was all in my head. Gorgeous as she was, Zoey was easy to be around. We were oddly comfortable together for knowing each other for such a short time.

“Want breakfast?” she asked.

“Just toast is fine. I’m not a big breakfast person.”

“Me, either. I usually just eat some fruit on the way to the gym.”

Once we had our simple meals in hand, we took them to the living room.

“Got plans for the day?” I asked her.

She smiled softly. “I canceled everything in case you wanted to stick around. You?”

Any thoughts of work promptly fled. “I’d love to spend the day with you.” I meant it. There was no place I’d rather be.

We cuddled together under a throw and Zoey turned on the TV. “What do you want to watch?”

“I don’t watch much of anything, except podcasts on tech and history that would probably bore you to death. Whatever you like is fine.”

She raised a sculpted eyebrow. “Remember what I made you watch last night. Are you sure you don’t want to change your answer?”

I thought about it for all of half a second then grinned at her. “Nope.” I was pleasantly surprised when I recognized Mystery Science Theater 3000. “I haven’t watched this in years.”

“They’ve got a streaming channel that shows nothing but the old episodes. I usually leave it running in the background when I’m doing other things.”

Why not? It wasn’t like I really cared what was on when I was snuggled up next to a sexy redhead, anyway. So we watched a couple of episodes of that, did some kissing, and accompanied that with a fair amount of playful groping. I knew just how I wanted to spend my Saturdays from now on.

Zoey sat up and stretched. “I’m getting hungry. Ready for some lunch?”

“I could eat.”

“I think I’ve got everything to make sandwiches. I hope.”

I laughed. “Your pantry sounds like mine. I usually just throw a frozen burrito or something in the microwave.”

Her face twisted in a look of disgust. “We’re going to have to work on your eating habits.” She pulled me down for a lingering kiss. “I want to keep you around for a long, long, long time. I just need to go grocery shopping, which I usually do on Saturday morning.”

“Ah. And now I feel guilty.”

She gave me another kiss. “I’d much rather be doing this.”

Our lips parted and she hopped up and danced into the kitchen. I watched her with wonder as she bounced around, humming to herself. I could not be this lucky. I was a coder pushing forty. Shit like this did not happen to me. I blinked and sat up straight.

“Are you making bacon?”

“Yeah. For the sandwiches.”

“Is it too soon to ask you to marry me?”

She glanced up at me with a tiny smile. “You can try it and see what happens.” The smile turned into a wicked grin. “But you might want to consider the implications if I say yes and then hold you to it.”

“You’re making bacon for lunch. I could do a lot worse.”

“Possibly,” she laughed. “But maybe give it another week or so to get to know me better before popping the question.”

She brought in a tray with artfully arranged club sandwiches, which had been built in thick layers then cut into pieces small enough to be easily eaten. They looked and smelled delicious. How was I supposed to go back to frozen burritos and pizza rolls after this?

“Wow.”

Zoey rolled her eyes. “They’re just club sandwiches. It’s not anything special.”

I held up a hand. “Quiet. I’m trying to think of how to word my proposal.”

She threw a chip at me with an amused snort. “Eat your lunch.”

Once we’d finished eating, I insisted on cleaning up and put everything in the dishwasher. Zoey’s eyes followed me like a cat watching a mouse.

“I’m definitely keeping you. My friends are going to be so jealous.”

“Of me?” Coder pushing forty. Not likely.

“You have no idea. They’re dying to meet you already. Not the ones you met at the bar, my other ones. You’re the first guy I’ve been serious about since they’ve known me.”

“That’s somewhat terrifying,” I said as I sat back down on the couch.

“The part where I’m serious about you, or the part where my friends want to meet you?”

“Your friends. Being serious about me just makes me question your sanity.”

She sprawled over my lap and grinned up at me. “I won’t say I’m not crazy, but I’m pretty sure you’re the smartest decision I’ve ever made.”

I ran my fingers slowly through her glorious, copper curls, and Zoey closed her eyes and purred. “We can be crazy together.”

She let out a deep, contented sigh then opened her eyes and looked up at me. “I’m not keeping you from anything, am I?”

“Are you trying to get rid of me?”

“No! But I’m self-employed, too, and I do understand deadlines. So if you need to go...”

“I am right where I want to be, doing exactly what I want to do.”

“Doing exactly what you want to do?” she teased.

“Well, I could maybe think of one or two other things.”

“Only one or two?” she asked with a reproving cluck of her tongue. “Sweetie, we’re going to have to work on your imagination.”

My imagination didn’t need any help when it came to dreaming up things I’d like to do with Zoey. They ranged from the improbable all the way to things that were quite possibly illegal in this state. On the other hand, it might be interesting to see what she had in mind.

“I’m always willing to learn new things.”

Her lips curved in a playful smirk. “You can teach an old dog new tricks.”

I groaned. “Age joke. I’ve been waiting for you to drop that one.”

“Have you? I’ve been waiting for days for a chance to slip it in somewhere.”

“Well, now that it’s out of the way, how about we go test out that imagination of yours? I’m curious to see what you come up with.”

Zoey practically levitated off the couch and grabbed my hand. “I hope you’ve been keeping up with your cardio.”

We both needed a nap afterwards. While I didn’t actually learn anything new, I did learn that I needed to put a lot more work into my cardio routine. I also decided that waking up next to Zoey twice in the same day made it quite possibly the best Saturday ever.

“Mmm,” she murmured sleepily beside me. “I need more Saturdays like this.”

“I’ll clear my calendar.”

“Would you?”

I leaned over and brushed my lips across hers. “What do you think?”

“I think you’re a very smart man who would rather spend time with a hot redhead than alone in his apartment.”

“Yeah, you had me at redhead.”

She grinned at me. “It’s like a superpower. Don’t worry, though. I promise to only use my powers for good.”

I let my eyes roam over her luscious curves, taking my time about it. “Oh, don’t do that. Not on my account.”

Zoey giggled. “God, I wish I’d met you sooner. I’m having a great time with you, and you make fun of my movies a lot less than my friends.”

“Keep doing what you did earlier, and you can watch whatever you want.”

Her face took on a thoughtful look. “So that’s the secret. I can’t really do that to my friends, though. They don’t have the right equipment.”

“I guess you’ll just have to watch all those movies with me.”

“Poor you.”

I sighed. “I’ll survive it somehow.”

She poked me in the ribs then rolled over so she was draped over my chest and looking down at me. “Lunch was a long time ago, and I worked up an appetite.”

I slid my arms around her and pulled her closer. “I guess it’s my turn to feed you. How about we go out for dinner?”

Her eyes brightened hopefully. “Out? Like a date?”

“Exactly like a date. I would love to take you out on a date, Zoey.”

“I can’t believe you’re real,” she sighed.

I blinked at her. She couldn’t believe I was real? Was it Opposite Day?

“Because I want to take you on a date?”

“Well, that’s not the only reason.”

“Zoey, why in the hell would any guy with a pulse not want to take you on a date?’

She shrugged. “Don’t ask me to explain men, Parker.”

“Well, screw them. We’re going on a date. And this will just be the first one. I promise there will be more.”

Her lips nuzzled into my neck. “I am so keeping you.”

“Maybe let’s get through our first date before you shoot for forever,” I said, stroking her hair.

“Oh, don’t think you can throw the race now, mister. You’re stuck with me. So where are we going?”

“Depends on what you’d prefer. Upscale? Casual? Whatever you want, I’ll make it happen.”

“Casual,” she said without thinking. “We can dress up and show off later. For right now, I just want to enjoy being with you without any pressure. Okay?”

“Sounds good to me. But when you decide you want a big, production date, let me know.”

“I don’t need you to take me on expensive dates; I just want you to pay attention and act like I matter. And you’re doing a great job of that so far.”

“That’s easy. Not paying attention to you would be hard.”

“You’d be surprised.”

I shook my head, unable to fathom it. “I don’t understand how that’s even possible. You walk into a room and dayum.”

“I wish it was that simple. But like I said that night I met you, I think my luck in boyfriends is finally changing.”

“Speaking of changing, we should shower and do that.”

Her green eyes narrowed. “Shower alone, Parker. We get in there together and we’re going to be ordering pizza again.”

“I’ll go home, shower and change, then meet you back here.”

“Sounds good. I promise I won’t take long. I’m low maintenance.” She gave me a tiny grin. “Well, at least when it comes to dating. Outside of that, no promises.”

“Fair enough. I’ll be back soon.”

Despite what she said, I took my time at home. There was no point in being a dick and rushing her just because she said I could. Besides, I had to figure out exactly what Zoey meant by casual. I finally decided she meant exactly what she said. She’d never tried to play word guessing games with me before, so I trusted her not to now. I had a feeling that it was Zoey’s idea of a test to see how well I knew her.

I opted for a newer pair of jeans with a dark burgundy button-down shirt. That was ‘date casual’ to me, at least. I just hoped I hadn’t screwed up. Once I was dressed, I gave it another ten minutes before going back to Zoey’s apartment.

“Come in,” she called when I knocked.

When she came out of the bathroom a minute later, she had on a pair of black skinny jeans, a teal cami that made her green eyes glow, and flat sandals. She was wearing just a touch of makeup and had her lovely, copper hair in a high ponytail. When she took in my outfit, she smiled warmly.

“Perfect. I’m all ready.”

She took my hand , linked our fingers, and led me through the door. I was already getting addicted to the feeling of her slim hand in mine.

“Anywhere special you’d like to go?” I asked.

“Surprise me.”

“Ah, another test.”

She batted her big, green eyes at me. “Why, Parker! Would I do that to you?”

“Yes, but I don’t blame you.”

“I tell you what,” she said, giving my hand a squeeze. “If you mess up I’ll make sure you get an extra credit assignment. But I already know you won’t mess up.”

I opened the passenger door of my truck and handed her up into the seat. As I walked around to the driver’s side, I considered where to take her. Someplace casual, and the girl liked to eat. I’d already seen how she put away pizza. While she might eat a soup and salad, she was going to want something more substantial—especially when we’d spent half the day going at it like a pair of rabbits. I knew the perfect place.

When I pulled into the parking lot of my favorite steakhouse, she smiled. “You didn’t mess up.”

“I had a feeling.”

It was where I went to treat myself whenever I finished a project. While it wasn’t anything fancy to look at, their steaks were better than you could get at any of the chains.

“I’m a Texas girl. I like my steaks and barbecue.”

“Barbecue, huh? One of these days, assuming you keep me around, I’ll take you on a road trip to Black’s in Lockhart for the best in Texas. If you’re really good, we can stop on the way at Slovacek’s for kolaches.”

She considered that and nodded. “Okay, you can start working on that proposal now.”

I opened the door for her and followed her inside. I hadn’t thought about it being Saturday, so the place was already pretty busy.

“It’ll be about twenty minutes,” the hostess told us.

“Can we wait at the bar?”

“Sure.”

I found a spot with two open seats and helped Zoey onto hers. “Two Franconia weizens,” I told the bartender.

She frowned at me then gave Zoey a penetrating look, and the redhead sighed and pulled her ID out of her purse. The bartender scrutinized both it and Zoey carefully for a minute before handing it back.

I leaned over and whispered in her ear. “What’s worse? Thinking that you’re too young to drink, or thinking that I’m a creepy old guy bringing jailbait to her bar?”

Zoey sputtered a surprised laugh, which she smothered with her hands as the bartender returned with our beer. “You have a point. Oh, this is nice!”

“It’s from a local brewery in McKinney. I usually keep some of their dunkel in the fridge along with a six pack of Real Ale Quadrupel when I can find it.”

She took a long sip. “Are you about done with that proposal, yet? Because I’m pretty sure I’m in love.”

“I’ll try to have it finished by the time they bring the steaks to the table.”

When our table was ready, I ordered spinach and cheese stuffed mushrooms as an appetizer with the bone-in ribeye. Zoey got a smaller ribeye for herself. She was appropriately impressed with the food.

“This is really good. And as long as all our weekends go like this, I don’t mind the calories.”

Over dinner I found out more about her. She had an older brother and sister—significantly older. She’d been an accident, and there was a twelve year gap between them and her. Her parents were retired and had moved to a place near Canyon Lake the year she graduated from college. Most of her family still lived nearby, though. She also entertained me with some horror stories about guys she’d dated before. There wasn’t so much as a hint of awkwardness between us all evening. Anyone who saw us would have guessed we’d been together for months, not days. It was like we both realized that we’d found what we’d been looking for, recognized that we were both ready to stick around, and let all our walls down.

I smiled to myself when Zoey tucked herself under my arm on the way back to my truck. “Want to catch a movie or something?”

“Not tonight. After that meal I’m ready to go home and get out of these jeans.”

“What a coincidence! I’m ready to get you out of those jeans, too!”

She laughed and butted me with her shoulder. “You’re a bad man, Parker.”

“That’s part of what you love about me.”

“Well, yeah.”

Back at the apartment, Zoey stripped out of her jeans as soon as we got inside. “Better,” she said, heaving a sigh of relief.

“I completely agree. You don’t have to stop there, you know.”

She gave me a sultry smile. “You can take yours off, too. Unless you need to go home.”

I walked over and wrapped my arms around her. “I’d rather stay. I’m not anywhere near ready to leave you, yet.”

“Good! I’ll be right back.”

She came out of her bedroom a couple of minutes later wearing an over-sized t-shirt over her panties. “You’re overdressed,” she pointed out. When I kicked off my shoes and stripped down to my boxers, Zoey frowned at my shirt. “I think I’ve got something that will fit you.”

I changed into the t-shirt she brought, which was much more comfortable, then we snuggled onto the couch. Rather than turning on the TV, Zoey brought her face to mine and we shared a long, deep kiss. There was a perplexed look on her face when she pulled away some time later.

“Why is this so easy with you? It feels like we’ve been together for months.”

“I know exactly what you mean.”

She settled against me with a sigh. “Parker, I really like you.”

“I like you, too.” More than anybody in years. Or ever.

“I mean, I really like you. More than anybody since I started college. And I meant what I said about wanting this to last.” Her voice trailed off.

My stomach clenched. “Uh, oh. I sense a but coming. Is this where you tell me you’re not ready for a serious relationship and you hope we can be friends?”

A small, sad smile crept onto her lips. “No. But I’m afraid you’re not going to want to stay.”

“Zoey, I haven’t seen a single thing to make me want to bail on you.”

“But I haven’t told you everything about me.”

I did the smart thing and kept my mouth shut, waiting for her to spit it out in her own time. But unless she was a serial killer or something, I wasn’t going anywhere. Zoey watched me with a worried look on her face, but after a minute she apparently reached some kind of decision and took a deep breath.

“I’m a camgirl,” she blurted out, looking away from me.
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