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      IT WAS AFTER SEVEN when Haley got off work at The Deviled Crab. She tossed her apron and visor and tucked her tip money into her shorts. Seventy bucks—not bad for a Friday night slinging beer and hush puppies.

      Her Brat was parked in the graveled lot behind the Crab, and she wasn’t surprised at all when it didn’t start. This happened weekly—hell, twice a week, sometimes more. “Fuck me,” she said, hitting the steering wheel. She tried again, but the engine wouldn’t turn over. It just gave out a couple of whines, low and slow, and then didn’t make any sound at all.

      She looked out over the lake. It wasn’t dark yet, and there were still plenty of boats out there. She watched as one slowly pulled in at the Deviled Crab’s dock and tied up. She could see at least six people moving about the craft. A shirtless guy, tan from head to toe, hopped over the railing and ran up the dock swinging a pail by the handle. Minutes later she watched him return, his bucket now weighed down with ice and cans of beer.

      One day, she thought, I’ll be living it up on the lake instead of serving deep-fried shit to rednecks who grab my ass.

      Haley watched two girls on the boat lift the bucket of brew into the bow cockpit. Both wore bikinis and had long hair put up in wet ponytails that stuck to their necks. They each extended an arm and helped the beer runner hoist himself back on board. Then the beer runner kissed one of them, his hands diving into the back of her two-piece. The girl didn’t seem to mind this at all. In fact she kept kissing him, while the other girl went immediately for a beer.

      And one day, Haley thought, I’ll have a better way to get around than this piece of shit Subaru. It won’t be a boat, but …

      A knock at her window broke her reverie. It was Angus. She rolled down the window, thankful not for the first time that her old car didn’t have power windows.

      “Won’t start?” said Angus. He had his hands on the roof and was leaning his head inside the car. He smelled like sweat and fried clams. But then, so did Haley.

      “Yeah. Again,” she said.

      “It’s that battery. Hang on. We’ll get you a jump.” Angus pulled his Jeep over nose-to-nose with Haley’s car and left it running. “Pull the hood,” he said. Haley couldn’t see him behind the raised hood, but she knew he was attaching jumper cables. They’d been through this before. “Okay, try her again.”

      Haley turned the ignition and the Brat started up immediately. Angus lowered her hood and let it slam shut, packed away his jumper cables, and was back at her window. “How old is this thing, anyway?”

      “I think it’s a ninety, maybe ninety-one?” she said.

      “Jesus. Thing’s got almost a decade on you.”

      “I’m eighteen, Angus.” She was aware that he was hanging in the window and staring down the front of her shirt. She didn’t mind. Angus was a cook and sometime maintenance man at the Crab. He was older, close to her father’s age, and married. But he was handsome, if a little overweight, and she figured a little peek down her shirt was the least she could afford the nice man who always helped her start her car. Besides, he was harmless.

      “You see there, on your dash? Car this old, all them little indicator lights’ll be burned out. So you gotta watch the upkeep because there’s nothin’ to tell you you’re low on oil or got a weak battery,” said Angus, leaning further into the car than necessary and pointing above the steering wheel.

      “Thank you, Angus.” She rubbed a tube of pink gloss across her dry lips and gave him a shiny smile.

      “Don’t your daddy look after his little girl’s engine? I know I would if you were mine. I’d be worried sick you’d break down somewhere, and maybe some fella’d come along not as nice as me.”

      “No, not really.”

      “Well, you need a battery. You got a brother. Can’t he help you out?”

      Haley laughed, which gave her an opportunity to clutch the top of her shirt to her chest. “Who, Brody? He’s my stepbrother, and no he doesn’t know anything about cars, either. Besides, I won’t be driving this much longer.”

      “How’s that?”

      “Daddy’s gonna give me his Harley,” said Haley proudly.

      Angus lowered himself to a squat and looked at her levelly. “Girl, do you mean to tell me Clyde Holcomb’s gonna let you ride a motorcycle?”

      “Yep. That’s what he said. As soon as I turn eighteen, he’d give it to me. He promised. Well, if I could pass the road test. But I already did that.”

      “I didn’t even know Clyde rode, let alone had his own bike. Why in God’s name would he give it away? A ride like that?”

      “It’s his eyes. He can’t see well enough to ride anymore. Couldn’t pass his last test.”

      Angus shook his head. “Damn shame. What’s he, sixty?”

      “He’s fifty-seven last February. Mom says he probably won’t even be able to drive the truck by the time he’s sixty.”

      Angus chuckled with sympathy. “I hate to hear it. But that’ll be a sight, you pulling in here on a Harley. Clyde must have lost his mind along with his eyes.” He stood and patted the roof of the old Subaru. “Alright then, you drive safe. And tell your Daddy Angus says hello.”

      Haley thanked him again and pulled out of the lot.
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        * * *

      

      She was pulling into the dirt drive at the end of Rattling Road in ten minutes. The Holcomb’s doublewide home was several hundred feet off the main road and separated from it by a heavy growth of old pines that hid it completely. The Brat lurched its way over the deeply rutted and washed out drive. As she came around the last curve, she saw four other vehicles parked in the grass away from the house: two pickups, some unidentifiable jalopy that seemed to have been put together from spare parts, and a shiny new Sentra she’d never seen before.

      She parked just inside the clearing so she wouldn’t block anyone in and have to come out and move her car later. The two pickups and the jalopy were her Daddy’s friends, here for poker night. But she had never seen the Sentra before, and she felt a pang of envy. Someone around here had a new car.

      She entered the garage through the side door, and there it was: Her Daddy’s Harley Davidson Softail. Gleaming chrome. Burgundy upholstery. Sexy as hell. She’d already driven it several times and loved the thrumming it created between her legs as she cruised down Rattling Road with the wind in her face. And it was to be hers—Daddy had promised. She had turned eighteen the previous Friday and had gone to the DMV and taken the exam for her permit. She had passed both the written and the road test. She only had to lay the bike down once, and the examiner said that was no big deal. He had congratulated her, shook her Daddy’s hand, and told her the permit would be mailed and should arrive in seven to ten days.

      This was day seven.

      She walked around the bike and ran her hand over the leather. It was stippled, rough, like the face of a man who hadn’t shaved since yesterday. She picked up the helmet that was perched on the back and tried it on. It was pink. She had bought it with her own money months ago, the day after Daddy had told her the bike would be hers. She let the chinstraps dangle and pulled down the visor and imagined herself cruising up to Longleaf Perch, high above town. She’d take the long way, the winding two-lane that went up the side of the mountain and gave a view of the valley and the lake. She’d have lunch up there—a packed sandwich, maybe Momma’s chicken salad, and a can of Pepsi. She’d wear her swimsuit under her jeans and leather jacket, and maybe after that she’d ride all the way back down to the lake. She’d park by the old pier, on the other side of the Crab, and strut down to the water in her two-piece. The boys could stare and the girls could seethe. They might have a boat, but this foxy lady had a bike.

      “Haley!”

      She spun around, startled. The helmet’s visor darkened her vision in the tiny garage, but she recognized her stepbrother’s voice. “What do you want?” she yelled back, flipping up the visor.

      “Dad needs you. Get in here.” Brody disappeared back into the kitchen. Haley followed, calling after him.

      “Hey, who’s car is that? The new one?” Stepping into the kitchen, she saw the answer.

      Wesley stood at the counter, spreading peanut butter over a slice of whole wheat. His back was to her, but Haley would recognize the set of those shoulders, that silky brown hair, and that dish of a butt anywhere. “Hi, Wesley,” she muttered.

      “Hey,” he said without turning around. Which was fine by Haley, who just stared at his blue-jeaned ass. There was a hole the size of a quarter above his back pocket through which she could see plaid boxers.

      “Haley, that you?” her Daddy called from the other room.

      “Be right there,” she yelled back. She turned to Brody. “What does he want?”

      “Beer for the guys, I guess. He’s not having a good night,” said Brody, pawing into a bag of barbecue chips.

      Haley lowered her voice. “What do you mean, not a good night?”

      “At cards. He’s losing. Wesley says he probably can’t even see his hand.”

      “Why can’t you take them beer?”

      “I don’t know. He’s been asking for you. You were supposed to be home, like, an hour ago.”

      “I had to stay over. And then the car wouldn’t start.”

      “You sure about that?”

      “Yes, dickhead.”

      “You sure you weren’t sucking some guy’s cock in the stockroom?” Brody reached over and dropped a potato chip down the front of Haley’s shirt. Before she could react, he pressed his hand between her breasts and rumpled the front of her shirt, creating crumbs of salt and fried potato that fell down to her waist and into her bra.

      “Brody, you fucking asshole!” she yelled.

      Her Daddy called again from the other room. There was nothing wrong with the man’s hearing.

      Wesley spun around just as Haley was pulling down the front of her shirt to assess the mess. It was a deep V-neck, and yanking it down exposed the tops of her ample breasts down to her beige bra. Her tits were covered in broken bits of potato chip.

      Brody laughed, sounding like a mule. Wesley took a bite of his sandwich and harrumphed right along with him, leaning back on the counter and chewing as he laughed. Haley couldn’t understand why Wesley chose to spend time around her shitwad stepbrother. He and Brody couldn’t be more different. Brody was scrawny, with thin arms and a mild case of acne on his cheeks even though he was twenty years old. He had no job and spent all his time playing video games and surfing porn on his Chromebook. Wesley, on the other hand, was built like a cornerback. He had been on the homecoming court in Haley’s freshman year, which is when she’d first noticed him. Tanned from his outdoor job painting boats down at the marina, where he usually went shirtless, Haley knew him as the obsession of most of the girls who worked at the Crab.

      Including herself, truth be told. And now he was laughing at her. God, it was humiliating.

      She pulled up her shirt and tried not to cry. Not sure what to say, she turned to Wesley. “So, you got a new car?”

      “Yeah,” said Wesley, pulling the crust from his sandwich and handing it to Brody, who crammed it in his mouth. “Got a sweet deal. And it’s got a killer stereo. Me and Brody are gonna drive out to the Cannonburg side of the lake tomorrow. Swim.”

      Haley waited to hear You wanna come? But after several seconds of silence, she knew it wouldn’t. Fine. They could go by themselves. Why would she want to spend the day around fucking Brody, anyway? They’d just be smoking pot out there all day.

      “You still driving that Brat?” asked Wesley.

      “She is still driving that piece of shit,” answered Brody. “But she thinks she’s gonna be driving Dad’s Harley starting next week.”

      “No shit?” said Wesley, eyes widening, his mouth seizing in mid chew.

      “I am gonna be riding it next week, Brody,” said Haley, punching her stepbrother in the chest. “Dad promised.” He reeled back into the counter, feigning injury.

      Their father’s voice boomed from the next room: “Haley, for God’s sake!”

      “Brody, why does he need me in there? Those guys are gross.”

      “Don’t know. Maybe it’s a girl’s job. Aren’t you a professional at, like, serving beer?” said Brody. “Your Mom usually takes care of the food on poker nights.”

      “Where is my Mom, anyway?”

      “She had to work late, too. She called. Home at ten, she said.”

      Wesley finished his sandwich and added his opinion. “He probably wants you in there to show a little T and A. Distract the other players.”

      Had that come out of Brody’s mouth, she would’ve punched him again. But coming from Wesley, she blushed. She couldn’t stop herself from smiling. “You think so?”

      “Oh, I know so,” said Wesley. Something about the way he was looking at her gave her hope. Hope that maybe he didn’t think she was a dweeb like Brody. She fought off her grin by looking at her stepbrother.

      “I’ll deal with you later,” she said.

      “You can deal with this later,” said Brody. He grabbed his crotch and rocked his hips forward. One of his many juvenile habits. Haley ignored him and went to the fridge. Inside, she found two cases of Pabst. One was completely empty, just taking up space on the shelf. The other had two or three missing.

      “How many of them are in there?” she asked.

      “Well, let’s see,” said Brody. “There’s Tom Kite, Butch Rainier … and Haskell from the Exxon station.”

      “And Daddy,” Haley added.

      “Right. So that makes … nine?” Brody was on a roll.

      “And he’s not having a good night?”

      “Oh, I’d say not,” said Wesley.

      “Hmm. No more beer for him, then,” said Haley. She took three beers from the fridge and walked toward the accordion door that separated the kitchen from the little parlor where her Daddy held his Friday night poker games. She heard Wesley’s voice call out from behind her.

      “Shake that thing.”

      She shook it. And she hoped he liked it. Brody could go fuck himself.

      She slid the accordion door open.
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        * * *

      

      “There she is!” If her Daddy was losing at cards, nothing in his voice gave it away. But if he was, Haley would do whatever she could to turn things around. She shook her ass at work while serving beer. She could darn well do it here. With her Daddy’s eyesight, he probably wouldn’t even notice.

      “Haley. Lookin’ good, girl.” That was Butch. Butch was Daddy’s friend from the plant. Younger than Daddy, Butch was still old enough to actually be Haley’s father. He was trim, had a thin mustache which came down over his top lip, and wore a red ball cap that he never seemed to take off.

      “One for you, Mr. Kite,” said Haley, setting a can of beer on the table.

      “Oh, call me Tom, baby,” said Tom Kite with a smile.

      “Okay. As long as you call me baby,” said Haley. All four of the men, including her Daddy, laughed at that. Tom Kite was older than Butch, but still way younger than Haley’s Daddy. Haley figured he was in his mid forties. He owned a boat slip down by the lake and let Clyde Holcomb take out his little motorboat to go fishing for perch or bream or whatever the lake could offer up. Haley wasn’t sure what he did for a living, but whatever it was kept him in shape. He was thin and muscular, dressed in a flannel shirt and corduroys. He had kind of a big nose, Haley thought, but was handsome in his own way.

      Haley set one of the beers in front of Butch, who thanked her, and then walked around to the fourth man at the table. A man she hadn’t seen before. “And this one’s for you, Mr. …?”

      “I’m Haskell,” said the man, not looking up from his cards. “You gonna bet, Clyde?”

      “Oh, yes,” said Clyde Holcomb. He threw three blue chips onto the pile at the center of the table. “Honey, this is Mr. Grant. Mr. Grant does engine and body work down at Murray’s Exxon, the one across from the Hardee’s.”

      “Is that so?” Haley said. She leaned on the table with one arm and propped her other arm on her hip. “Well, I have an old Subaru that might need Mr. Grant’s attention.”

      “Don’t block the cards, please,” said Haskell Grant. The man was older than anyone else in the room except for her Daddy. He wasn’t black, but his skin was a color that made Haley suspect he might be a mixed race. His lips were prominent, his eyebrows bushy. He had black hair that was going gray at the temples, and he was heavy. He wore suspenders that stretched out over a plain green t-shirt dotted with grease stains. Was that oil?

      “Sorry,” said Haley, stepping aside. She walked over behind her Daddy.

      Clyde Holcomb was not a man in his prime. Though he’d once been a logger, then a welder, he had to give up both when he started to lose his vision. That had been a couple of years ago. Now he was trying to get a scrap metal business going. Which Haley suspected was the reason for inviting this new guy into his poker game. People were always leaving their junked cars and boats at Murray’s Exxon. Or if they couldn’t pay, old Murray would keep repaired merchandise.

      “Last card,” said Butch, who was dealing this hand. He turned over a three of diamonds.

      “Shit,” muttered Clyde. Haley was standing behind him and looked down at his hand. He had a couple of diamonds, but nothing consecutive. In fact, when added to what was on the table, he didn’t have much at all except a pair of queens.

      “Alright, boys, whatcha got?” said Tom. “Three of a kind here.” He laid his cards down.

      “I’ve got two pair,” said Butch.

      Haskell laid his cards on the table. “Full house. Clyde?”

      Haley’s father tossed his cards on the table. “Nothing,” he said. “A big, fat nothing.”

      “That’s not true,” piped in Haley, picking up the cards and setting them down neatly. “You have a pair of—”

      “Hey, none of that,” said Haskell. The sharpness in his tone got everyone’s attention. He had put his hand out on the table and was extending a fat finger toward Haley. “No helping daddy out. That’s not right.”

      “I’m sorry,” said Haley. Something in the man’s face frightened her. He looked like a bull that was scraping one leg on the ground.

      “Hey, take it easy, Haskell,” said Butch. “We’re just having fun here.”

      “That’s right, but we’re also playing for money,” said Haskell. Haley looked at the pile of chips in the middle of the table. There were reds, blues, and blacks. And there were a lot of them. Haskell curled his arms around the pile and pulled it all toward him, then began neatly adding them by color onto the piles at his side. “She can be in the room. She’s mighty pretty to look at. But no standing behind Clyde.”

      “I’m sorry,” Haley repeated. “It’s just … I’m not sure he can see his hand.” Haskell’s only response was to drain his can of beer. “I don’t really even know all the rules.”

      “Next hand. Ante up,” said Butch. He gathered all the cards from the table.

      Clyde turned his head around and looked up at his daughter. “Honey, why don’t you get Haskell another beer?”

      “Okay, but I need to shower first,” said Haley. “I’ll just be a few minutes. And when I come back, Daddy, I’m bringing your glasses.”

      “They’re on the dresser on my side of the bed.” He turned back around and picked up his cards as Butch dealt them. Haley took stock of his pile of chips. He had a good pile of reds, a somewhat smaller number of greens, very few blues, and just a single black chip. She didn’t know what each color represented, but looking around the table it was easy to see that her Daddy had fewer chips than anyone else. And Haskell had the most, by a mile.

      “Anyone else want another beer?” Haley asked. All the men nodded, including her Daddy. But Haley had no intention of bringing him one. “Okay, back in a few,” she said, heading for the door.

      “Sweetie,” Clyde called after her. “When you come back, bring some of those nuts.”
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        * * *

      

      Haley headed for the bathroom, moving fast.

      The bathroom she was forced to share with Brody was directly across from her room and down the hall from her stepbrother’s. She closed the door and fiddled with the lock. She turned it, even though she knew it didn’t work most of the time.

      She started the shower, slid out of her shorts, and pulled her shirt over her head. The orangey bits of potato chip that didn’t stick to the inside of her shirt were smeared across her tits, falling down into her cleavage. Fucking Brody. She pulled down her bra, twisted it around so that the clasps were in the front, and unhooked it. There was food debris in the D-sized cups. Haley tossed the bra into the laundry basket and brushed salty bits from her nipples. She stepped out of her panties, dropped those in the basket, and got into the shower.

      She intended to be quick, but she couldn’t escape the thought that Wesley was just down the hall. She washed hurriedly, only rinsing her hair, hoping that was enough to get the smell of fried food out. She soaped down her chest, and as she did so she imagined they were Wesley’s hands sliding across her big boobs. She pinched her nipples and a little shiver ran down her legs along with the water.

      Oh, Wesley … do you want me?

      The men could wait a few extra minutes for their next beers. She continued massaging one nipple as her other hand moved between her legs. She shivered again as she touched her clit. She could see Wesley leaning in, bringing his mouth to hers … kissing her …

      What do you want me to do, Wesley?

      She put two fingers inside herself and again thought of them as Wesley’s. It couldn’t be his dick, because that would be so much bigger, would be touching her in a place fingers couldn’t reach. But he wanted to touch her pussy, and she would let him. His naked body was up against hers, pressing her tits flat, her stiff nips sliding along his solid chest. She reached down below and found—

      Wesley … let me suck it …

      Her fingers pumped in and out of her pussy as the water ran down her body and down the drain. She had fucked a couple of guys, and knew well enough how to get herself off. And she’d given lots of blowjobs. All the girls at the Crab gave blowjobs. It was just what you did when you liked a guy but didn’t want to fuck him. No big deal. It made a guy happy, and he’d go away.

      But Wesley. She’d give it all up for Wesley. She’d bend over and let him take her from behind - something she’d never done before. She might even try letting him put it in her ass. If he wanted. That was something she had definitely not done before. But her friend Lucy at the Crab swore by it. That’s all her and her boyfriend did, she’d told Haley one night after closing. She said it was the best thing ever. And on top of that, you don’t have to worry about getting pregnant, she’d added.

      Her fingers were a poor substitute for a hard dick, but Haley was determined to come. She added a second hand, using it to rub her clit while her fingers fucked her pussy. She imagined getting out of the shower and going down the hall in nothing but a towel … finding Wesley in Brody’s room … closing the door behind her … dropping the towel … All of it could really happen if it wasn’t for fucking Brody, her dumbass step—

      The sound of the bathroom door bursting open snapped Haley back to reality. “Haley, what are you doing?”

      “Fuck! What the fuck, Brody?” Haley pulled her fingers away from her privates and shut off the water. God, she hoped he couldn’t see through the shower curtain. Had she been moaning?

      “It sounds like you’re dying in there.” Brody tore the shower curtain aside.

      “Brody, you fucking pervert! A little privacy?” Haley crossed her arms over her breasts, which did a poor job of covering them. They kept sliding around over her wet boobs and exposing her nipples. And of course her efforts did nothing to conceal her bush, which was still dripping from the shower.

      “Damn, Haley. You are stacked. Let me take a pic,” said Brody.

      When Haley saw his phone in his hand she abandoned any effort to cover herself and reached out for it. “Fuck no, asshole. Put that away,” she yelled, grabbing for his phone with both hands. Brody just laughed as her tits bounced crazily in front of him.

      “Aw, come on. Just one,” he said. Haley noticed that the bathroom door was wide open. If Wesley should walk by and see her like this, naked and fighting with her fucking stepbrother, her boobs flopping around like underinflated balloons, it would be the ultimate humiliation.

      “No, Brody. Put that goddamn phone down. Give me the fucking thing.” She kept reaching for it. Brody was clearly enjoying the spectacle.

      “Just your tits, then. Come on, I’ll show it to Wes and your face won’t be in it. We can see what he thinks when he doesn’t know it’s you.” She must have paused, or revealed something in her face, because Brody smiled liked he’d just come to the good part in someone’s secret diary. “I knew it! I knew you liked him. You wanna fuck him, don’t you?”

      Haley grabbed a towel and wrapped it around herself. “Just get out, Brody, for fuck’s sake.” She pushed him toward the door. He stood his ground, and as she got closer to him it became impossible not to notice the erection he was sporting under his shorts. “Oh, my God, Brody. Please just go jerk off.”

      “What?” said Brody, pretending to be confused by her sudden change in demeanor from anger to disgust. But he knew, and he did start to back away. It was no secret to Haley that her stepbrother, despite his pestering and constant teasing, had something of a crush on her. And yes, she had let him take a picture of her once. It had been a dare. Just from the waist up, and wearing a bra. But her face had been in that picture, and she learned never to trust him. That picture had made the rounds. People at work had seen it. Angus had been the one to tell her about it. It was one of the most embarrassing moments of her life, but Angus had been cool about it and warned her never to let anyone take photos like that. A piece of advice she’d taken to heart.

      She decided to turn the tables on her stepbrother.

      “Brody,” she said coolly, “Why did you come in here?”

      “What do you mean?” he said. He was calmer now, his excitement having subsided.

      Haley bent over and plucked her phone from the pocket of her shorts, which were in the middle of the floor. She switched on the camera and pointed it at Brody. “Let’s see it, Brody.”

      “What?” He looked at her like she was crazy. “See what?”

      “Your dick, Brody. Take it out. I want a picture,” she said.

      “What the fuck for?” He took a step back toward the bathroom door.

      “I don’t know, Brody. I guess I just like dicks. Don’t you wanna show it to me? Come on.” Still holding her phone in one hand, she mockingly reached for his crotch.

      Brody took another step back.

      “What’s the matter, Brody?” she teased. “Afraid it isn’t big enough? Come on, let’s see it. I can show Lucy at work. You remember her—”

      “Shut the fuck up.”

      “She won’t know it’s you. We can find out what she thinks.”

      “You’ve lost your mind, Haley.” He had pocketed his phone and had his hand on the doorknob.

      “How about this? You close that door, drop your undies, let me take a pic, and I’ll suck it.”

      “Haley, you—what did you say?” Brody was nearly trembling.

      “You heard me. I’ll suck it. Right here, right now. It’ll only cost you a little dick pic.” Haley could feel herself gaining control. She put on a pouty face. Brody had backed completely out into the hallway. “What’s the matter? Just one pic and I’ll blow you.”

      “Shut up. You will not.” Brody looked down the hall in both directions. Was he checking to see if they were alone? Was he actually considering it?

      “Try me. You have had a blowjob before, right? I mean, it won’t be your first time or anything?”

      “What do you mean? Of course I’ve had one. I’m almost twenty-one.” Haley was sure he was lying. She had never even seen Brody with a girl before. She pressed toward him with her phone.

      “Well, then you know how great they are. Why not get one now? Come on, just one little dick pic of your little dick—”

      “Fuck you,” he shouted. “You’re a fucking big whore.” And he stormed off.

      Haley breathed a sigh of relief. If he had actually pulled it out and shut the bathroom door, she wasn’t sure what she would’ve done. But as things turned out, he’d gotten a dose of his own medicine. She felt sure he’d be back here in the bathroom thirty seconds after she was out, beating his meat. But now maybe he’d be off her case for a while.

      She set her phone on the counter and picked up the rest of her clothes. Since she hadn’t thought to bring clean clothes into the bathroom with her, she’d have to cross the hall in nothing but the towel. Which was usually no big deal. But with all those men in the house, not to mention Wesley wandering around, and Brody with the mood she’d put him in—

      He was still there. Brody. Waiting for her in the hall.

      “Change your mind?” she asked, gripping the towel tightly at the top of her chest.

      “Listen, you need to get in there,” Brody said. And something in his tone was very different. He was almost somber. As if the episode in the bathroom had never happened.

      “Get in where?”

      “The poker game. Dad needs you. He’s losing. Bad.”

      “I’m getting there, Brody.”

      “You need to get there faster. That’s what I came in there to tell you.” She noticed that Brody was no longer looking her in the eye. “That’s why I came into the bathroom.”

      “Okay. Well they won’t thirst to death in there, and I don’t know how I can help—”

      “He bet the bike, Haley.” Brody was looking at her now, right at her.

      “Come again?” she said.

      “Dad. He bet the bike. The Harley.”

      Haley froze. Her heart leaped into her throat. He wouldn’t. Not her Daddy. He knew what that bike meant to her. There’s no way he would risk that.

      Would he?

      “Thanks. I’m going,” she said, and dove into her room. Turning to shut the door, she found her way blocked by her stepbrother. He was still standing there, moping at the door. He rubbed at the back of his neck with one hand.

      “I’m sorry about the bathroom thing.”

      She smiled at him. “It’s okay.”

      “And you’re only a little whore.”

      They laughed together. It actually felt somewhat normal.
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        * * *

      

      She got dressed quickly. A clean bra and panties, jean cutoffs with hanging ragged threads, and a hot pink tank top. She didn’t bother with shoes. Just headed back to the poker table.

      Daddy and his friends didn’t always play for money, though it seemed that had been the case more and more lately. And Daddy usually at least broke even. Or at least that’s what he told Mom. How could he have put the motorcycle on the table? Why would that even be necessary? It had to be worth ten grand easy … maybe twelve. How could Daddy be into those guys for that kind of money? They were his friends.

      It had to have something to do with the new man in the room. Haskell Grant. She’d gotten a bad vibe from him from the get-go. He barely looked her in the eye, except to chastise her. If he had his hooks in her Daddy, she had to get in there and put a stop to it. If Daddy really had bet the Harley, and he lost, that man would hold him to it. Her motorcycle would be parted out or, worse, resold. And instead of getting to enjoy it herself, Haley would be treated to the spectacle of a stranger riding it around town.

      Passing through the kitchen, she remembered the beer. She noticed that more had already disappeared from the open case of Pabst, but suspected Brody and Wesley had gotten into them. She grabbed four, set them on the counter, and took a breath.

      The beers were cold. And she was thirsty.

      She cracked open a can and took a deep swig. Then another. She didn’t particularly care for the taste of beer, but it was cold. And it relaxed her. She finished the can and crumpled it and tossed it into the wastebasket. She grabbed an open can of beer nuts from the cabinet, picked up the beers, and headed for the poker game.

      As soon as she slid back the accordion door, she knew it was bad. Daddy was in his chair, his hands in his lap and his head drooping toward the table.

      “Well, lookie here,” said Butch with a smile. “I’ll take one of those, if you please.” Butch eyed her up and down as she handed him the beer. She knew her shorts were cut high, and that her tank top revealed her bra straps, but Butch had never looked at her in quite this way before. Which didn’t really make her uneasy so much as surprise her. She was used to men staring at her. It went with her job. But Butch was Daddy’s friend. She’d known him since she was a little girl.

      “Might wanna give Clyde one of those,” said Haskell from the other side of the table. “He probably needs it.” Haskell was looking at her, too.

      “I think Daddy’s had enough,” she said. She put a beer in front of Haskell. Setting it next to his pile of chips, she noticed it was much bigger than before. She let her eyes circle around the table. Haskell still had more chips than anyone else in the room. Tom Kite had the second largest pile, including quite a few black ones. Even Butch had gained since she’d last been in the room. He was still looking at her, spinning a black chip from finger to finger in one hand.

      “Just give me a damn beer, girl,” said her Daddy. Against her better judgment, she set one on the table in front of him. Right next a blue poker chip. One. The only one he had.

      “So, how’s the game going?” she asked. She did her best to smile.

      “Game’s over, honey,” said Tom. Haley maintained her smile and looked over at Tom Kite. He was staring at her, too, in much the same way as Butch.

      “What do you mean?” she said. “It’s only eight-thirty.”

      “We have a big winner,” said Butch.

      “And a big loser,” said Haskell.

      She knew he was referring to her Daddy, who had cracked open his beer and had already downed most of it. She felt a twinge of anger rising within her. Anger at this man, this guest in her Daddy’s house, referring to his host as a loser. It wasn’t good manners. Why did he have to be such an asshole? She decided she was going to ask him exactly that, in those words, and turned to him.

      And froze.

      Haskell had one elbow planted on the table and was spinning a keyring around one finger. Haley recognized it. The plain metal keyring had a small blue bottle-opener attached. And a single key.

      It was the key to her Daddy’s motorcycle.

      Her motorcycle.

      She watched it spin around Haskell’s finger. The fat fucker was still smiling.

      Haley was not.

      “Daddy—”

      “Don’t,” said Clyde. He drained his can of beer.

      “That was going to be mine,” she said. She tried not to whimper. She didn’t want to sound whiny in front of her Daddy and his friends. “What happened?”

      “I’m sorry, Haley,” said Clyde. He fiddled with the empty can in his hands. “I was down to where I owed them all. And I was gonna call it. End the game. These guys said I could owe them.” He gestured to Butch and Tom. Then he pointed across the table at Haskell, who was still spinning the key. “But then this guy—”

      “I told him if he had anything of enough value to cover what he owed everyone, he could put it on the table,” said Haskell. His voice was rough and grainy. “And if one of us didn’t win it all, well … we could sell it and divvy out the proceeds if it came to that.”

      “And did it? Come to that?” she asked.

      “Look,” said Tom, turning to Haskell. “He only owes me two grand. I can wait on that. Give him a chance to win it back next week.”

      “Same here,” said Butch. “He owes me less than that. I can wait.”

      “Hey,” said Haskell. “That’s between you guys and Mr. Holcomb here.” Haley watched in horror as he stopped spinning the key, grasped it in his oversized palm, and reached down below the table, tucking it into his pocket. “But he owes me five. Closer to six. That bike is worth ten, but I can probably get at least nine for it in a quick sale.”

      “Sale?” said Haley. Her throat tightened. She suddenly found herself unable to swallow.

      “Yeah,” said Haskell. “I can probably offload it before the weekend’s out.” There was a silence after that. Haley struggled to find something to say. Anything that could talk this man out of selling her motorcycle.

      “Too bad about that last hand,” said Tom.

      “What happened?” she asked.

      “Once your pa here tossed that key on the table, he went all or nothing,” said Butch. “I was going for a straight, but ended up with two pair, sixes high.”

      “Which didn’t beat my two pair with kings,” said Tom.

      “Unfortunately, Mr. Grant here had—”

      “Three of a kind,” said Haskell. He was sitting back in his chair and gesturing to the cards that were still laid out in front of him. Haley saw the pair of twos in front of him, then looked at the board cards over near Butch. There was another two there, along with an ace and a seven. All three were clubs.

      “And Daddy,” she said. “What did you have?”

      “He had nothing,” said Haskell.

      “Nothing?” she said. “At all?”

      “I was going for a flush,” her Daddy said quietly, without looking up. “Thought I was going to get it, too.” Haley picked up his cards, which were face-down in front of him. He had a three of clubs and a queen of diamonds. With the three clubs on the board, that made four.

      “Doesn’t he have a small flush?” she said.

      “A what?” said Tom.

      “Where did you learn to play cards,” said Haskell with a belly laugh.

      Her Daddy had not only bet her motorcycle and lost it. He had lost it to a short stack of twos. Twos, for God’s sake. And now this man was laughing at her. It was almost more than she could take.

      She looked back down at her Daddy’s cards and couldn’t understand his rationale for going for a flush. It didn’t make any sense. Why couldn’t he have bluffed? Maybe he could have stared down the fat man across the table, shaken his confidence. Maybe he could’ve gotten Haskell to fold.

      She looked down at her father. The man looked beaten. Embarrassed. He was getting old, and his vision was failing him. And she knew, he just didn’t have the capacity for bluffing. For conning someone. He was a simple man and a straight-shooter. It was one of the things she loved about him.

      He had put something she loved on the line, something that meant the world to her. And he had lost. She didn’t know if she felt more sorry for him or for herself. It was almost more than she could bear.

      She had to do something, so she answered Haskell’s question.

      “I learned cards at work,” she said. Everyone’s eyes turned to her face.

      “At the Deviled Crab?” said Butch.

      “Yep. They play in the back, after closing some nights.” She looked at Haskell, who didn’t say a word. He was glaring at her. Daring her.

      “Why don’t I sit in? Give me a chance to win back the Harley.”

      “With what?” asked Tom. “What will you stake with?”

      “Haley, for Pete’s sake,” began her Daddy. “Please don’t.”

      “Hush, Daddy.” She looked around at the men. “I’ve got seventy bucks to start.”

      “And if you lose more than that?” said Haskell. He was looking at her darkly, his eyes narrowed and his jaw set.

      “Well … we’ll get creative.” As she said it, she twisted her hips back and forth in a quick, flirty motion and smiled. It wasn’t something she thought about or planned. She just did it. She didn’t know why. But all the eyes in the room lighted up.

      Except for her Daddy’s. She was still standing behind him, her hands on his shoulders, and he couldn’t see her.

      “But first, anyone want another beer?” she asked.
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        * * *

      

      In the kitchen, she grabbed another handful of beers. Taking a deep breath, she opened another for herself and took a swallow. It calmed her, and she found she was starting to like the taste. She downed the rest of the can in four big gulps.

      “You’re not supposed to be drinking that.” It was Wesley. He was standing in the hallway at the edge of the kitchen. He didn’t have a shirt on.

      “You gonna tell on me?” she asked.

      “Absolutely not,” he said. He leaned against the wall. The light fell on him from the hallway fixture and almost turned him into a silhouette. A beautifully shaped shadow. “So, you just gonna serve beers all night? Nothing better to do?”

      “No. I’m playing,” she said. I’d rather be doing something with you, she thought. But I have to get my motorcycle back.

      “Playing what? Poker? Are you serious?”

      “As a heart attack.”

      Wesley moved into the kitchen and walked over to her. “You be careful in there,” he said. “Don’t bet anything you aren’t prepared to lose. That’s rule number one.”

      He was standing so close to her, Haley could smell his breath. Her eyes fixed on his lips. “Okay. What’s rule number two?” she asked.

      Wesley paused, seemed to think for a moment. “I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t really play poker.”
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        * * *

      

      Haley sat between her Daddy and Tom Kite. She started small, and actually won the first hand. She took five from everyone, and her seventy dollars became eighty-five.

      “Hey, you do know cards,” said Butch, dealing the next hand.

      Emboldened by winning, Haley bet bigger the next time. She raised on Butch’s bet, which got matched by Haskell and Tom. Her Daddy wasn’t playing. She thought she’d pull a full house, but Tom ended up beating her with a straight. She lost almost half of her cash.

      “How long do you plan to play?” asked her Daddy. “It’s a long way from fifty dollars to five thousand.”

      “It’s closer to six,” said Haskell. “And she only has forty now.”

      Things went downhill quickly from there.

      She was sure she had the next hand. She was holding a pair of aces, and there was another one on the table. She bet everything she had. Tom folded, and so did Butch. But Haskell stayed in and called.

      Butch turned over the last card. It wasn’t an ace. It was a king, now sitting along with a joker and queen. When Haskell laid down his cards, he had a nine and a ten. Straight.

      She was out of money.

      “Well, I guess that’s that. You tried, honey—”

      Haley cut her father off. “Not yet. That’s not it.”

      “What do you mean,” said Butch. “You got a private stash?” Haskell was glowering at her from across the table. Tom Kite was quiet, but she caught him looking at her out of the corner of her eye. Her Daddy had a confused look on his face. She was determined to do whatever it took to win back her Harley. She gathered her resolve.

      “How about this?” she said. “We’ll bet clothing. I win this next hand, I’ll have some money back. But if I lose—”

      “You’ll take off your shirt,” said Haskell.

      The room got very quiet.

      Haley swallowed. “Yes. Exactly.”

      “Haley,” said her Daddy. “I can’t let you—”

      “Hush, Daddy. You bet my motorcycle. And lost. I know what I’m doing,” she whispered.

      “And what if you lose another round after that one?” said Haskell. “What then?”

      “Well,” said Haley. “We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.” Haley looked around the table, taking time to look at each man individually. “Everyone in?”

      “Hell, I’m in,” said Tom.

      Butch blushed a little, then said, “Okay. Me, too.”

      Haley looked at Haskell. “Deal,” he said. “Give me the cards.”

      “Daddy, let me sit there.” Clyde got up and found an old barstool at the edge of the room where he could sit and watch. Haskell cut the deck as Haley pulled up to the table in the chair her father had just vacated. He dealt each player two cards, burned one, then sat the remaining deck on the board and turned over three.

      “You first, Tom,” said Haskell, picking up his two cards.

      “I’m in for fifty,” said Tom, tossing in a chip.

      “But I only have forty,” said Haley.

      Tom looked at her with something like an apology on his face. “Fifty’s the smallest chip,” he explained.

      “Here,” said Butch extending a chip across the table to Haley. “Give me your cash and I’ll give you a chip. I’ll spot you the ten for now.” Haley accepted and tossed her chip onto the table. Butch threw in for fifty, and then Haskell burned a card and turned over another on the board.

      Haskell raised the edge of his two down cards for the first time. After a brief peek, he lowered them and said, “Well, since the lady doesn’t have any more chips, I reckon we’ll all just call on this round.”

      That seemed to suit everyone fine. They went around for formality, giving everyone the chance to call or fold. Then Haskell turned over another card and they repeated the process. “Okay,” he said. “Tom, you were the only one to bet. Let’s see ‘em.”

      Tom turned over his cards. “I’ve got two pair,” he said.

      “And the lady?” said Haskell, looking at Haley.

      Haley turned over her two cards, a smile on her face. “I’ve got a flush. All five.” And she did, with two hearts in front of her and three more on the board.

      “Well, I’m out,” said Butch. “Just a pair of kings.”

      All eyes turned to Haskell, who was grinning and staring at Haley. He took his time turning over his cards. He left them right in front of himself, and Tom leaned in to examine his hand. “He’s got … looks like …”

      Haley held her breath. Over by the window, Clyde rubbed his forehead.

      “Looks like three sixes to me,” said Tom.

      It took a second for it to dawn on Haley. “I won?”

      “Yeah,” said Butch. “You sure did. Good job.”

      Haley squealed and did a little dance in her chair. Her Daddy stopped pacing long enough to give her a handclap gesture. From his side of the table, even Haskell was grinning at her. “Still a long way to go,” he said.
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        * * *

      

      Haley continued to win more than she lost for the next several hands. In less than thirty minutes, she was up three hundred dollars. “And I’m paying you back. Count on it,” she said to Butch with a laugh.

      “I know you’re good for it, honey,” said Butch.

      It came Haley’s turn to deal. After giving everyone their cards and turning over three more on the board, she looked at her cards and threw in for fifty. “I’m in,” she said with a confident smile.

      When the betting came around to Haskell, he raised another fifty, making the pot a hundred dollars. Tom saw the raise, and the betting was back to Haley. She glanced at the board, and the jack and ten of hearts looked back at her.

      Haley knew she held the needed king and queen, facedown in front of her. All she’d need from the next two cards was a nine or ace of hearts and she’d have at least a straight flush. Or if she got really lucky, maybe a royal flush.

      She looked at the clock on the wall above Haskell’s head. It was twenty past nine. If she didn’t start betting big, it would take her until morning to win the motorcycle back.

      “I’ll see that fifty and raise another hundred,” she said.

      Everyone looked at her. Everyone except Haskell, who had enough black chips that a couple hundred wouldn’t even phase him.

      “Okay. Well, I’m out,” said Butch.

      Haskell looked around the table, and then his eyes settled on Haley.

      “I’ll see that,” he said.

      Tom started to back away from the table. “Well, that’s too rich for—”

      “Hold on, hold on,” said Haskell. “I ain’t quite done. I’ll see that and raise another hundred.” He tossed two more chips into the pot.

      “And I fold,” said Tom.

      “And you?” Haskell said. “You gonna fold, too?”

      Haley thought about her chances. She could cover the three hundred.

      “Nope. I’ll see it,” she said, tossing in her last chip. She turned over another card.

      It was a heart. But it wasn’t the nine or the ace. It was a five.

      Shit.

      But she still had a chance. With her pocket cards, she already had a flush. And the river might give her that nine or ace yet. “Betting’s to you, Mr. Grant,” she said.

      “Yes. Yes, it is,” said Haskell. “And I raise another hundred.” He threw his chips in.

      Haley swallowed and wished for another beer. She looked over at her Daddy, who was watching her closely. She thought she saw him shaking his head at her, but might have just imaged it. She decided to play as if he wasn’t in the room.

      “Alright,” she said, looking at Haskell with as much confidence as she could muster. “I’ll see it.”

      “Honey,” said Tom. “You know what that means.”

      “Yeah. I know,” she said.

      “She’s a big girl. She can handle herself,” said Haskell. Haley wasn’t sure if he was mocking her. “Now turn over that card.”

      Haley reached for the pile and turned over the last card.

      It was a heart again. But it was a three, not the ace or ten. Which left her with a flush of hearts.

      She looked across the table at her opponent, careful to keep a light smile on her face. She couldn’t get a read on him. He looked confident, but then he had been the confident one the whole night. He’d also been the one winning the whole night. Maybe that was the trick. To be a confidence man.

      Or woman, in her case. She decided to give it a try.

      “I want to raise,” she said. Her Daddy coughed and took a seat in the chair by the window. Everyone else was quiet.

      “Uh-huh. And what exactly are you going to raise there, girl?” said Haskell. He drummed his fingers on his cards.

      Haley thought it over. It was either the bra or her shorts. But she didn’t think it would come to that, anyway. The idea here was to project confidence. To get him to fold.

      “I’ll lose my shirt and shorts if you have the winning hand.” She kept the smile up as she said this, looking directly over at Haskell.

      “Jesus, girl, if you lose what are you going to bet the next round?” said her Daddy from his place by the window.

      “You be quiet there, Clyde,” said Haskell, his gaze still locked on Haley.

      “So, are you in?” Haley said.

      “Oh, yeah. I’m in. All the way,” he replied.

      Damn.

      “You raised. Let’s see those cards,” said Haskell.

      Haley turned over her cards. Butch and Tom both looked at them, but Haskell didn’t move.

      “Looks like she’s got a flush over here. King high,” said Butch. “What do you got, Haskell?”

      Haskell turned over his cards without looking at them. But Haley already knew she was sunk.

      “Haskell’s got the straight,” said Tom. Haley looked down at Haskell’s cards. Turned out he was holding the nine of hearts. And the eight, too.

      Haley looked around the room. All eyes were on her. Her Daddy moved away from the window. “I’m going for another beer,” he said. “Anyone else?”

      “Why yes, Clyde. I’d love one,” said Haskell, never taking his eyes off Haley. Clyde left the room and slid the accordion shut behind him. “I’d also love that shirt you have on, Haley Holcomb. And those shorts.” He leaned forward and extended his hand as if he expected someone to slap him five.

      She stood up. Fuck it, she thought. I want that bike back.

      She crossed her arms in front of her, grabbed the bottom of her tank top, and lifted it up over her head. Her bra was large and covered a lot, but she had plenty of pale cleavage showing. Her tits were big and swayed in the cups as she tossed the tank top across the table at Haskell. It landed on top of his chips.

      She closed her eyes and unbuttoned her shorts. They were tight, and she had to shimmy her ass back and forth repeatedly as she pressed down with both hands at her waist. Her panties were an old cotton pair, a pastel green, and she accidentally caught them with her thumbs as she was pushing down her cutoff shorts. With her shorts down around her thighs, she quickly grabbed the elastic waistband and pulled the panties back up, then gave the shorts a final push. They fell to the floor, and she stepped out of them.

      She could feel the eyes around the room burning into her. But it didn’t make her uncomfortable. She had never been in such a state of undress in front of more than one guy before, and even those were just a few occasions with old boyfriends. But it gave her a sense of empowerment to know that, in a way, she had some level of control over these men. She imagined there was probably more than one stiff dick in the room, right at this moment, and that made her smile.

      “What are you smiling for?” said Haskell.

      Suddenly, she wasn’t anymore. “Nothing,” she said. There was something different about the way Haskell was looking at her now. He still looked mean, but in a less hateful way. He looked like a man who liked what he was seeing and wanted to have it.

      “Why don’t you bring those here,” he said. Haley couldn’t help but notice that both Tom and Butch hand their hands in their laps. She imagined their hard-ons were killing them.

      “Bring what here?” Haley said.

      “Those fucking shorts,” said Haskell. His use of the word fucking seemed to charge the atmosphere in the room. Tom swallowed audibly. Butch reached around for everyone’s cards and started straightening the deck. “They’re mine now. Just like this is.” He picked her tank top up from his pile of chips. “You gave me this, but I won the shorts, too. So … if you please.”

      The shorts were on the floor behind her. Haley turned around and bent over to pick them up. She did this slowly, fully aware that her panties were buried in the crack of her ass. Someone behind her muttered Jesus Christ—she wasn’t sure who. She knew she was exposing her bare butt almost completely to three of her Daddy’s friends, but that didn’t seem to matter. All that mattered was her motorcycle. She wanted it more than anything.

      She stood back up slowly, turned around, and walked toward Haskell. She passed behind Tom, who swiveled his head to watch the nearly naked eighteen-year-old pass within six inches of his face.

      Haskell just sat there with his arms crossed until she reached him. His eyes were locked on hers as he put out a hand to accept the shorts. She gave them to him, and he grabbed the fabric. But she didn’t let go of them. Not right away.

      They looked at each other, the hefty mechanic in his mid fifties and the eighteen-year-old in her bra and panties. Each had something the other wanted, and each was thinking of how to get it.

      “Ready for the next hand?” said Butch. Everyone ignored him.

      Haskell suddenly reached up with his other arm and grabbed Haley firmly by the wrist. She didn’t try to pull away, knowing it wouldn’t be possible. Besides, she wasn’t afraid.

      He looked up at her and sat forward in his chair. She watched his eyes travel from the dark area visible through her thin panties, up to where her breasts heaved above her bra, then up to her face. He shifted his gaze for just a moment over to the side of the room, to where the accordion door was still hanging open, then brought his eyes back to meet hers.

      Then he actually smiled, warmly, for the first time since she’d met him.

      “While your Daddy’s out of the room,” he said, “let me just say I’m right sorry. Sorry he didn’t think more of you than to wager that nice motorcycle. And I’m sorry he lost it.”

      “Me too,” said Haley, quietly.

      “But, lose it he did. And I can see you’re a might motivated to get ‘er back.”

      “Yes,” she whispered. “I am.” Haley could hear the other two men in the room busying themselves with chips, cards, and beer nuts. Acting as if nothing unusual was happening.

      “Look, you ain’t gonna win six-thousand dollars. Not even if we play until morning.” Haskell set her shorts on the table and put his hand on her leg, next to her knee. He ran it slowly up her bare skin to her naked hip, just below her panties. The skin of his palms was rough, almost like sandpaper. “What if there was a way to end this game right now, with you getting your motorcycle. Would you be interested in that?”

      “Haskell, for God’s sake,” said Butch from behind her, in a hushed voice. “That’s Clyde’s little girl.”

      “She doesn’t look so little to me,” said Haskell, not looking away from Haley. “Strikes me as a woman who knows what she wants, and knows how to get it. Not a little girl at all. Are you, Haley?” His hand slid back and his fingers dug firmly into the flesh of her exposed ass.

      “No. I’m not a little girl,” said Haley. Five minutes ago she would never have dreamed it possible, but feeling this man’s strength as he held her wrist and handled her backside, she couldn’t help feeling aroused. This was no boy putting tentative hands on her, like the ones from high school who didn’t know what they were doing. This wasn’t even a young man like Wesley, handsome and experienced as he surely was, trying to sweet talk his way into some pussy. This was a man who knew exactly what he wanted, knew exactly what to say, and would know exactly what to do.

      And judging by the erection she now saw rising behind his work pants, she knew exactly what he wanted.

      She closed her eyes and pictured herself riding the Harley Softail up the side of the mountain, her hair hanging out from the helmet and blowing behind her, her body warmed by a leather biker jacket. She could see herself riding past the lake, leaving the rich boys and their bikini-clad girlfriends behind, their spoiled lives drowned out by the noise of her engine, their very faces a blur as she sped by them.

      “So, we have an agreement,” said Haskell. It wasn’t a question.

      “Yeah,” she said. Opening her eyes, she saw Haskell was now slowly massaging his own crotch. His pants were loose, baggy, and he was gripping himself in such a way that the fabric took on the shape of his erection. It poked at the seam until she thought it might burst through.

      “Good,” he said. “One other thing. Tom and Butch here … well, your Daddy owes them, too. Way I see it, that motorcycle is partly theirs. So, if you want it back, you’re gonna have to settle three debts. That okay by you, fellas?”

      “Absolutely,” said Tom immediately. Haley found it funny that his gentlemanly concern for her had begun to fizzle about the time her clothes started coming off, and with a straightforward invitation for sex it had vanished altogether. Had it been a pretense all along?

      “Absolutely not,” said Butch. “Haskell, this isn’t right. I’ve known this girl since she was born.”

      “Don’t worry, Butch,” said Haskell. “We won’t tell the missus if you won’t.”

      “But what about Clyde?”

      At this, Haley turned around and saw Butch squirming in his seat, his hands in his lap. She knew he was trying to keep his cock under control, and was probably losing the battle. There are three men in this room, and they’re all looking at me, they’re all hard, and they can’t help it. The thought made her feel lightheaded with excitement. “Don’t worry about Daddy,” she said to him.

      “Yeah, Butch,” echoed Haskell. “Listen to the lady. Don’t worry about Clyde.”

      “Clyde, where have you been?” said Butch.

      Haley looked up and saw her Daddy standing in the doorway holding four more beers. He squinted, like he couldn’t quite make out what was going on in the room.

      “I was in the bathroom,” said Clyde, not moving an inch from where he stood. “Haley … what are you doing there?”

      Haley looked over her shoulder at her Daddy. She loved the man. Always would. But he had lost her motorcycle. And she was going to by God get it back.

      She reached behind herself and unhooked her bra. She pulled the straps from her shoulders and let it fall to the ground. “I’m getting my motorcycle back, Daddy,” she said.

      “Haley … don’t,” said Clyde. He seemed to sway on his feet, either from too much beer or from the full realization of what was about to happen to his daughter in his parlor.

      “Clyde, this was not my idea,” said Butch. “I don’t want anything to—”

      “Butch,” said Tom. Butch whirled around to face him. “Maybe Clyde should just leave the room.”

      “Tom, you can’t tell me that you’re … okay with this.”

      “Why not?” said Tom. “She is.”

      Haskell now had both hands on Haley’s breasts, enveloping them roughly from either side, pressing them tightly together. Her nipples were stiff and fat, springing up from wide pink areolae. “Daddy, you should just go,” she said.

      Clyde looked down at the floor. He looked like a man who might be peering back through time, searching for the events that brought him to this situation, trying to string them together in a way that made sense.

      Unable to find any meaningful answers, he just turned around to leave.

      “Oh, Clyde,” said Haskell. Haley’s Daddy turned back around, but didn’t look up. “Leave the beers, please.” Then he pulled Haley to him and closed his mouth around one of her nipples, pulling it tight between his lips. Haley buried his hands in his thinning hair, and a sound escaped her that no father should ever hear his daughter make.

      “Oh,” said Clyde. Butch got up from his seat and took the beers from his friend and tried to hurry him out of the room. When Clyde was gone, he turned around to face the others.

      “Butch, you’re welcome to go with him,” said Haskell “Though if I was this lady here … hell, I might feel a bit insulted.” He then wrapped his mouth around her other nipple and flicked it with his tongue.

      Butch set the beers on the table. Across from him, on the other side of the table, stood Haley, facing away from him. Her head was thrown back and her chest arched out as Haskell sucked and licked at it. Butch watched as Haley allowed Haskell to slide her panties down. The big man then grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled it apart, and Butch found himself staring at the dark pink bud of Haley’s asshole, barely eight feet away.

      Butch turned and walked to the doorway. He paused there a moment, perhaps considering that the best thing he could do—the right thing to do—was to go and try to give some comfort to his friend. Besides, he was a married man.

      Butch reached for the handle of the accordion door … and slid it closed.

      He went back to his seat at the table and cracked open a beer.

      Haley was still staring down at the bulge in Haskell’s pants, and she watched as he tried to use one hand to open them. He was a heavy man, with a paunch that hung over his waistline, and he struggled with it, working blindly, with his face buried between Haley’s breasts. She held them together for him, pressing her boobs tight on both sides of his face as his tongue ran between them. She could see the little bald spot on top of the man’s head, could smell the fruity pomade in his hair. Her nipples ached, and she twisted her torso to guide one back into his mouth. He closed his teeth around it and nibbled gently, and Haley moaned.

      Fuckin’ hell, she heard someone say behind her.

      Haskell had switched to using two hands to loosen his pants, but being bent forward in his chair he was still losing the battle with his belly. Haley pushed his head away from her chest. “Sit back,” she said. He complied wordlessly, with a wry smile.

      Haley dropped to her knees and, as Haskell sat back, easily loosened the button at the top of his pants. The zipper sprang halfway down, his erection tenting out the pants even further. It seemed impossibly large, and there was no way for her to work the big man’s pants around it as long as he was seated. She pulled the flaps of his fly apart, revealing his tight blue briefs bulging with an erection that continued down the leg of his pants.

      “You ever had a really big man, darlin’?” he said.

      “No,” she said. Which was true, so far as she knew. She had seen her share of hard dicks, some of which were a challenge for her mouth or her hand. But the only two guys she’d ever fucked had been modestly endowed. And those had been great experiences, at the time. Of course, she’d had nothing to compare it to. Those early boyfriends had been tender and intense lovers who gave her everything they had, and she’d eaten up the attention. And according to her girlfriends, a guy’s size wasn’t important. What mattered was how he used it, whether he knew what he was doing.

      As Haley reached her fingers behind the tight waistband of the older man’s briefs, she felt tingles of excitement in her belly. Her tits rose and fell as her breathing accelerated. The tips of her fingers touched Haskell’s cock, and she slowly slid them along its length until it disappeared.

      “I think she’s getting eager, boys,” said Haskell. “Here, let me help you.” He reached a hand down in front of her, lifted one of his haunches off the chair, and used a thumb to pull his pants and briefs to one side. Haley could hear tiny elastic bands snapping as he stretched them beyond their limit, until finally his member sprang free.

      It popped up and smacked the side of her face. She inhaled sharply with the shock as it stayed, sticky and warm, along her cheek. She was staring into the abyss of the man’s naval, deep and hairy, and the smell of him reminded her, strangely, of Angus.

      She turned her head and placed her open lips around the side of the thick shaft, and Haskell made a little mmmm sound. The taste of his dick made her mouth wet and hungry, and she worked her way upward until her lips hit the thick ridge at the head. She closed her eyes and went back and forth, slowly, several times, until her spit was running down his cock.

      “You’d like that in your tight little snatch, wouldn’t you, girl?” said Haskell.

      “Yes,” said Haley, her lips still brushing his dick. She reached down between her legs and found her pussy was ready for it. She was wet and empty, and his filthy talk was getting her hot in a way she’d never thought was possible.

      Behind her, Haley heard the sound of a beer being popped open.

      Haskell grabbed his shaft and moved it to the front of her face. She sat back and got a good look at it. She had never seen one so big. Or maybe she’d just never been this close to one this big. It was white as an eggshell, with two dark veins traversing one side, and topped with a burgundy head that mushroomed out all the way around.

      She took the head in her mouth and worked her tongue all around it. The taste of cock infected all her senses, and she took it deeper. Her own sounds, as she began sucking him, were the only thing she could hear. She relaxed her mouth and went down on him until she could feel his bulging head at the entrance to her throat, then tightened her lips, laid her tongue against his shaft, and slowly withdrew.

      “Oooooh,” said Haskell. “That is so fucking good. You boys are gonna love this.”

      She continued to suck him, slowly, not wanting to stop but not wanting him to come, either. If that happened, she might not get fucked. And she wanted to feel this dick inside her.

      “This table look sturdy?” said Haskell. Haley heard someone—she thought it was Tom—say something that sounded like plenty, and then Haskell’s big hands were under her arms. He guided her up, her mouth coming off his dick with a final smacking noise, until they were both standing. She felt his stiff member, wet from her mouth, poking at her thigh and was nearly breathless at the thought of it being so close to her sopping pussy.

      She knew the table was sturdy. Her Daddy had built it himself. Unable to cut a rounded edge, he’d made it square, and lined the top with green felt. She reached behind her, laid her palms on the surface, and hoisted herself up until her ass was perched at the edge. She heard the sound of poker chips being cleared away behind her, and she laid back along one edge of the table, her breasts flattening against her chest and sagging slightly outward.

      She saw Tom and Butch on either side. Butch was still sitting there, to her right, one elbow on the table, leaning his forehead into his hand like a man with a headache.

      Tom was on her side of the table, standing. At some point over the last few minutes he’d taken his pants off, and now he was standing there with his stiff dick in his hand.

      She felt Haskell’s hands on her ankles. He raised them to the edge of the table, where he set her heels down. He spaced them far apart so that her pussy was spread wide, the damp lips gaping open and ready for entry.

      “You’re gonna have to move that hand, girl,” said Haskell. Haley hadn’t even been aware that she was rubbing her clit. She brought both her hands up to her chest and pulled her breasts together.

      “Fuck me,” she whispered.

      “What’s that?” said Haskell. She could feel his stiffness at her entrance, teasing her. “I didn’t hear you, baby.”

      “Fuck me,” she said again, a little louder. She closed her eyes and thumbed her nipples and waited, her body crying out to be penetrated.

      Then she felt it. She gasped as she felt a firmness penetrating her, parting her damp folds. She let out a soft moan, made little whimpering sounds, and thrust her hips upward in frustration. There was no way the huge cock she had just been sucking on was all inside of her. And that’s what she wanted—all of it.

      She felt the firmness inside of her curl up and push from behind her clit, and she knew it was only fingers. They twisted, went back and forth, exploring her. She felt a thumb brush across her clit. But all this just intensified her need to be filled.

      “Please,” she moaned.

      “Please what?”

      “Please fuck me.”

      “What is it you want, girl?”

      “I want your big cock.”

      “Yeah? Where do you want it?”

      “Inside me. In my pussy. Fuck my pussy with that big cock.”

      “Say please.”

      Haley writhed on the table. She heard Butch’s voice: “For Christ’s sake, Haskell.”

      But she said please. Loud. Almost a cry.

      And then he was inside her. She felt like she was being split apart as his thick member drove open her wet folds and made its way slowly up her passage. Everything else seemed to disappear as the big man began to fuck her. She was not at her house. She was not lying back on her Daddy’s poker table. Her brother and his hot friend were not down the hall.

      “Damn, look at that smile on her face,” said Haskell. His big hands were gripping her thighs, holding her open as he slid his cock in and out of her. She felt his belly slapping at her mound as he began ramming it all the way in. She raised her arms above her head and laid them flat on the table, her hands dangling off the far side. She heard poker chips hit the floor as the table began to vibrate from the sex.

      “God damn,” said Butch’s voice. “You gotta quiet down. The whole world’s gonna hear.” But Haley was unaware of the noise she was making, of the cries of pleasure escaping her as the big man’s big cock drilled deeply into her, over and over.

      “Tom, you ought to be able to quiet her down,” said Haskell.

      Haley knew exactly what he meant. She turned her head to the side, her cheek flat against the table, and there was Tom. He took a step forward and rubbed the head of his dick along her lips. He was stroking himself, his hand bumping her face as he guided his erection to her mouth. She parted her lips and gave him relief.

      Tom was nowhere near the size of the big man who was fucking her, and as he thrust his cock in and out of her mouth she could feel his balls smacking her lips. She could already taste the sticky moisture gathering at the tip of his dick, left trailing along her tongue as he moved his erection back and forth through her lips, and that taste spawned a craving she could feel throughout her body.

      Haskell was still pounding into her. She could almost feel her body changing as she was fucked, like her insides had permanently shifted to accommodate the big man’s hard length. She could feel her tits shaking from his thrusts, and she struggled to breathe through her nose as Tom continued to fuck her face.

      She heard Tom moaning, and she heard Butch trying to shush him up. But Tom’s groans only increased: Oh my God … Oh my fuckin’ God … shit … shit …

      Tom came, emptying himself into her waiting mouth in three huge spurts. His cum was warm and thick, and she tried not to gag as it leaked down the back of her throat before she could swallow.

      The man at her face moaned softly: Oh … ah … oh, God … He pulled his dick from her mouth and stroked his last few drops out onto her cheek and lips as Haley swallowed his load. She had tasted cum before, but never while getting fucked, and the cock in her pussy somehow made her want more.

      She turned her head to the other side. Butch was still sitting there, but now he was looking at her. He sipped his beer.

      “Don’t you want me?” she said to him, cum running down her cheek.

      “Honey, I just can’t …” Butch began. But he wasn’t looking her in the eye. He was staring at her chest. He seemed hypnotized by her nipples, which were hard, pointing at the ceiling, bouncing back and forth as Haskell fucked her.

      “Oh, shit … I’m gonna fucking come,” said Haskell.

      Haley reached an arm toward Butch. “Please, Butch,” she said.

      Butch set his beer down and slid back from the table. “Damn it,” he said. “God damn it.” He got up, and Haley smiled at the sound of his zipper as he came around the table behind her.

      She turned her head back to the other side and saw Tom stepping back into his corduroys. Then Butch stepped in front of him, his pants down to his thighs, pushing his hard cock toward her mouth. She opened her lips for him, and he placed the head of his prick inside her, somewhat tentatively, and didn’t move. She tightened her lips around him, scooting her head to the side and letting her mouth close around the underside of his stiff, spongy ridge.

      “Fuck, girl,” said Haskell, wrapping an arm around one of her legs and driving himself deep. “Here it comes. Here I fucking come.”

      Butch still wasn’t moving. Haley slid her face back and forth along the table, doing her best to taste his dick, to take in its full length. He was bigger than Tom, thicker, but still nowhere near the size of the big man fucking her.

      Haley felt her legs being pressed back as Haskell leaned into her. She could feel his warm sac smacking her ass and knew she was getting every inch of him as he pounded his last few thrusts slow and deep. She sucked furiously at Butch’s dick.

      Haskell let out a high-pitched sound she would never have imagined such a big man could make: “Oooooooooohhhh, that is it. There it is … There it is …” And then she could feel his hot seed spraying over the walls of her pussy. He continued to pump into her, shooting more with every thrust, and she felt his warm cum spreading deep inside her. His thrusts became clumsy, sloppy from the added wetness of his load. And when he finally pulled himself completely out of her, she felt the spunk trickling out of her pussy.

      “Jesus, girl,” Haskell said. “Holy fuck.” He rubbed the still-hard head of his dick against her clit, driving Haley wild. Her pussy suddenly felt empty, like it could never be filled again.

      She opened her eyes and looked up at the man whose cock was in her mouth. Butch’s eyes were closed, as if he was concentrating. He still wasn’t moving, and Haley continued sliding her face across the felt to suck him.

      “What’s the matter, Butch,” said Haskell. “You afraid of her?” She heard the big man laugh.

      “I don’t think … I don’t think I can come,” said Butch.

      Haskell laughed again, and then his tone changed. “You two stay the fuck outta here,” he said. “At least until we’re done.” Haley thought she heard the accordion door open and close.

      “Jesus,” said Butch. “Those boys are gonna tell her momma.”

      “And what’s her momma gonna do?” said Haskell. “You weren’t worried about that two weeks ago.”

      Two weeks ago?

      Haley took Butch’s cock from her mouth and held it in her hand. She was gently rubbing at her clit, and her wandering fingers could feel the thick sperm on the outside of her pussy. A question had formed in her mind. Something she wanted to know. But as she watched Haskell move around to the side of the table, his softening dick still hanging massively, cum still dripping from the tip, the thought evaporated, swallowed by her need to be fucked some more.

      “Fuck me, Butch,” she said. She caught Butch’s eyes. “Please … just fuck me.” Butch looked back and forth from her to Haskell, as if unsure of what to do. But his cock was at full attention in her hand, and she knew what he needed.

      She needed it, too. Badly.

      “Well, go on, Butch,” said Haskell. “Nothing wrong with sloppy seconds. Didn’t bother you the last time.” The big man laughed and pulled his pants up to meet his belly.

      The last time?

      “Fuck it,” said Butch. His cock fell from Haley’s hand as he moved down between her legs. Her put his hands on her knees, and then she felt him slide into her.

      Her body seemed to wake up as his hard member penetrated her cum-soaked pussy. It glided back and forth, hitting every nerve and sending little tingles out to her arms and legs.

      “There ya go, Butch,” said Haskell. “Fuck that sweet little pussy.”

      She curled her toes in the air as Butch fucked her. He was different from big Haskell, but still better than anything she’d had before tonight. He drove into her with a young man’s eagerness, fucked her like a man in a hurry, with a week’s worth of backed-up frustration that needed to be released.

      She grabbed her breasts and pinched both of her nipples as she cried out: Ohhhhhhhh, yes … ohhhhh, fuck me, fuck me, Butch … fuck my pussy …

      She felt it rising with her, the pleasure reaching a height at which it would overflow into orgasm. The tension in her body built to the breaking point as Butch fucked her. She arched her back and pushed her hips toward him as they both fucked toward release.

      “Atta boy, Butch,” said Haskell.

      Butch came first. He let out a sharp cry and bucked his hips, and she felt his cum splashing into her. She felt four hot bursts, and then another. He rocked his body against hers, and she felt the strength in the man’s arms as he gripped her calves.

      And then she was coming.

      Her body vibrated, and she let out a soft scream, her eyes closed, her mouth open. She was aware of nothing but the fullness inside of her. The throbbing dick, the warmth of the two loads in her pussy. It was like nothing she had ever felt, and she didn’t want it to end.

      “Well, I’m sure Clyde heard that,” said Haskell.

      Haley opened her eyes, still coming down from her orgasm. The world was blurry, her breathing heavy. Everything was racing away from her. She was aware of Butch pulling out of her, and then Haskell’s big face filled her vision.

      “You are one sweet girl, Haley Holcomb,” he said. He held the motorcycle key up and dangled it above her eyes. “Just like your momma. You sure as hell earned this.” He dropped the key onto her chest. It landed between her tits.

      Haley smiled.

      And then she did pass out.
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        * * *

      

      She opened her eyes. For a moment, she wasn’t sure how long she had been out. But she knew it couldn’t have been long. She could still hear the three men in the room, buttoning pants, straightening themselves, and making their way out the door. She stared at the ceiling, watching a fan rotate directly above the table, until they were gone.

      She raised her chin to her chest and looked down at herself. The key to her motorcycle was there, between her breasts. Someone had also thrown a handful of poker chips all over her naked body.

      She reached down between her legs. She was a mess. But as she touched herself, her memory of everything that had just happened came clearly into her mind. She rubbed at her pussy with all four fingers, making big circles. A relaxed kind of arousal came back to her.

      She’d had no idea she could feel so good, had no idea what she’d been missing, what her body was capable of.

      She reached blindly for the motorcycle key, grabbed it by its keychain, and held it up to her face.

      It had been worth it.

      She wondered what she was going to say to her Daddy. What was he going to think? Would he tell Momma? He’d better not make a big deal out of this. If he did, she would just have to point out that it was he who lost the motorcycle. Someone had to do something to get it back.

      She palmed her key and smiled, thinking she’d earned her motorcycle and been made into a woman, all in one night.

      She heard the door behind her, and the rustling of footsteps. She didn’t want her Daddy to see her like this, and she crossed her arms over her chest. It was the only modesty she could afford herself at the moment.

      She heard her stepbrother’s voice: “Just … wait here, Dad.” Then there was the sound of the accordion sliding shut, and the little click of a lock.

      Brody’s face swam into view. He spoke softly. “God damn, Haley. What the fuck happened?”

      She was still covering her breasts, and she pressed her legs together. “Brody, please get the hell out of here,” she said.

      “Hey,” said another voice.

      Wesley.

      She turned her head and saw him standing there in a t-shirt that was more holes than shirt, smiling at her. God, he was handsome. She could see his brown chest through the ripped shirt. If Brody wasn’t here, she’d attack him right now.

      “We gotta get you outta here,” said Brody. “Your Mom just called. Dad answered, but she’s on the way home.” But Haley could see he had his hand inside his pants, playing with himself. She turned back to Wesley and saw he was doing the same.

      She removed her arms from her breasts. Her nipples stiffened again as she watched Wesley’s hand working inside his sweatpants. “Doesn’t look like you’re in too big of a hurry,” she said.

      “You want a couple more?” said Wesley. “We can be quick.”

      We?

      The prospect of fucking Wesley was one she couldn’t turn away from. But Brody? No way. She reached for the bulge in Wesley’s pants, and caressed it with her hand. “I ain’t fucking my stepbrother,” she said.

      “Come on, Haley,” Brody said. Haley ignored him and yanked down the front of Wesley’s sweats. His erection came bounding out. It was as thick as the big man’s, though nowhere near as long, and she wanted it. She wanted to feel that pleasure again. She wanted Wesley inside her.

      “Fuck you, Brody. Get the fuck out,” she panted as she wrapped a hand around Wesley’s dick.

      She propped herself up on her elbows and craned her neck toward Wesley. She smiled at him and teased, extending her tongue and wiggling it near his prick.

      “Ohhhhh, yeah,” said Wesley, teasing her back by bouncing the head of his cock off her tongue. She tilted her head back and let Wesley rub his shaft all over her face. “You want it, don’t you, Haley?”

      “Fuck, yes,” she said.

      “You want me to fuck you, Haley?”

      “Yes, Wesley.”

      Wesley plugged his dick in her mouth and Haley sucked him noisily. Wesley moaned.

      “Fucking bitch,” said Brody. “At least give me some quick head.”

      Haley tore her mouth off Wesley long enough to say, “Go jerk off, Brody,” and then turned back to Wesley’s cock.

      “Watch this, Brody,” said Wesley. He pushed his sweatpants down to the floor and stepped out of them, took his cock in his hand, and mounted the table. Haley brimmed with excitement. This is it. He’s going to fuck me! But Wesley swung one leg over her head, straddled her neck, sat up on his knees and lowered his balls onto her face.

      The scent of Wesley’s sac filled her nostrils and drove her wild with desire. With the thick base of his hard member laying up against her nose, she opened her mouth and tasted his balls, sucking in the loose skin between them and running her tongue down his scrotum.

      “You’re fucking killing me, Wes,” said Brody.

      But Wesley was concentrating on Haley. “That’s right, suck those balls … pull ‘em both in your mouth.” Haley opened her mouth as wide as she could and Wesley lowered his hips, cramming his entire sac into her mouth. She sucked his balls playfully, relishing the taste.

      Wesley raised his hips until his nuts came out of her mouth with a wet slurping sound. She saw him looking over at Brody. “This is called teabagging,” he said, and lowered his balls back down. She felt tiny hairs tickling her lips. She took a breath and then pulled him back fully into her mouth. After a few seconds, he pulled them out again, making Haley whine with frustration. She extended her tongue up to the wrinkled pink flesh and licked the underside of one ball, then the other, until he put them both back in her mouth.

      “Fuck, that feels wild,” he said. He began stroking his raging cock, back and forth a half-inch from Haley’s eyes. God, she wanted that cock inside her. “Maybe someday you’ll get a girl to do this, Bro.” He ground his hips slowly above her, moaning with pleasure as he worked his nut sac around in her mouth.

      Haley heard Brody curse, but she wasn’t concerned with him. She was unable to swallow, and saliva spilled from the corners of her mouth and ran down her cheeks and chin. She would do this as long as Wesley wanted. She just hoped he wouldn’t come before he fucked her.

      Wesley looked down at her. “I had no idea you were such a freak,” he said. Neither did I … before tonight, she thought. “I bet you’d eat my ass if I told you to.” Haley nodded as best she could. It was true. If this stud took his balls out of her mouth and slid forward just a few inches, she’d stick her tongue right up his hot little hole. No fucking doubt about it.

      “God damn,” said Brody. “Can we just get out of here and get her some clothes before my Dad has a stroke?”

      “Just hang on a second, Brody,” said Wesley. He looked back down into Haley’s eyes. “I’m gonna fuck you.” Oh, yes … please please. “But while I do, you’re gonna suck Brody off.”

      Unable to speak, Haley crinkled her brow. Suck her stepbrother’s cock? She hated the thought of giving the asshole the satisfaction. She’d have to go the rest of her life looking at his knowing little smiles. And what if he wanted it again, expected it again at some point? What if he liked it so much, he would never leave her alone?

      Worse yet, what if she liked it?

      She did love cock. And she’d learned tonight that two was better than one.

      Realizing she was in no position to negotiate if she wanted Wesley, she just nodded her head.

      Wesley reared up, pulling his soaking balls out of her mouth, his cock rising like a stone pillar between them. Trails of her slobber dripped onto her face. “Let me hear you say it, Haley.”

      She cleared her throat, swallowed, and said, “Yes, I’ll give Brody head.”

      “Until he comes?”

      “Yes, until he comes.”

      “And you’ll swallow his load?”

      “Yes.”

      “Good girl. Now turn over.” Wesley hopped off the table.

      Haley turned on her side and got up on her hands and knees. She was aching to have Wesley’s cock inside her, and was thrilled that he wanted to fuck her from behind.

      In front of her, Brody had shed his pants. She watched his skinny white ass move excitedly about the room. He moved a stool over next to the table and stood on it, bringing his waist to the level of her face, and she got her first good look at his dick.

      He was bigger than she had expected, but still small. His thin shaft tapered to an elongated head that looked like a swollen berry, and his tight balls looked like peach pits. He shook his cock anxiously in her face.

      But where was Wesley. Why wasn’t he inside her, fucking her with that big, beautiful dick?

      “What’s the matter?” said Brody.

      “Uh,” muttered Wesley from behind her. “I ain’t fucking that.” Haley’s heart sank.

      “What do you mean?”

      “Her pussy’s full of spunk. I ain’t sticking my cock in there. No way.”

      “Aw dude, come on,” whined Brody. “You have to. Haley, you’re still gonna suck me, right?”

      Haley hung her head toward the table and simmered with frustration and mild embarrassment. She was so hot with anticipation, waiting for Wesley to take her, she felt she might go crazy if he didn’t put his cock in her. Her mind whirled, looking for a way.

      She looked behind her. Then she reached back with one hand and pulled one ass cheek away from the other.

      “Then fuck my ass,” she said, looking Wesley directly in the eye.

      He grinned back at her. “You serious?”

      “Fuck me up the ass. Do it,” she said without skipping a beat.

      “Okay,” he said. She turned back to Brody’s waiting dick and felt a finger slide across her anus, sending a little tingle up her spine that thrilled her. One way or another, she was going to have Wesley.

      “You get her ready,” said Wesley.

      “What? What do you mean?” Brody was impatiently stroking himself in her face.

      “I mean, she’s dry. Get back here and get her ready for me. Lick her ass or something.”

      A soft knock came at the accordion door, and Haley heard her Daddy’s voice. “Haley … you okay in there?” he asked softly. “Your Momma’s gonna be here any minute.”

      “Just a few minutes, Daddy,” she yelled back. “I’ll be right out.”

      “Those boys better be behaving in there,” he said.

      Everyone was quiet until they heard his footsteps moving away.

      “Brody, now or never man,” said Wesley. “You want your cock sucked or what?”

      That seemed to be all the prodding he needed. Brody hopped down from the stool and moved quickly behind Haley, who lowered her breasts to the tabletop and pushed her ass into the air.

      She immediately felt a warm tongue in her asshole. It worked it’s way up and down at first, then started circling her rear entrance in quick, wet revolutions. It was incredible, like nothing she had ever felt. She reached back with both hands and pulled her ass cheeks widely apart. “Oh, fuck that feels good,” she said. “Eat my fucking asshole. God damn, Brody … I’ll suck your cock anytime you do this.”

      As he heard this, Brody sunk in deeper. She could hear his lips sucking at her hole, and felt his tongue pushing at the tight entrance, trying to snake its way inside.

      “All right, move. That’s enough,” said Wesley. “Jesus, you act like you’ve never eaten a woman’s ass before. Oh … well …”

      Brody persisted dining at her crack. She heard slurping noises as he resumed licking her up and down. As her stepbrother’s tongue darted into her ass, she quivered. She could feel herself loosening up. She was ready.

      “I wanna suck your dick now, Brody,” she said. And he was back in front of her and up on the stool in an instant, poking her in the nose with his stiff prick. She opened her mouth for him, and he buried his entire length in her face in one thrust. She was able to take it easily, and worked her tongue along the bottom of his thin, hard shaft.

      Then she felt a burning pressure at her backside as Wesley pressed the head of his cock into her still-tight back door. It felt like she was on fire, and she grunted around the cock in her mouth, instinctively trying to shift her hips away.

      Brody came almost immediately. With a yelping noise, he grabbed both sides of his stepsister’s head and shoved his dick forward until his balls hit her bottom lip. Haley felt the hot seed spewing into her mouth as he continued to cry out—

      Ooooooohhhhh, fuuuuuuuuck … Oh my Goooooooooood …

      As her mouth was filled with cum, Hailey felt Wesley’s strong arms wrap around her waist, holding her in place as he guided himself deeper into her ass. The pain was gone now. Once his thick shaft had worked its way into her, she was able to take him as deep as he could go.

      Brody backed his dick out and shoved it forward two, three more times. She couldn’t believe how much the little guy was coming, but with every thrust he blasted another shot of thick semen into the back of her mouth. She tried to swallow as her mouth filled with the warm sauce, but it came spilling out of her bottom lip, running down her chin and dripping onto the edge of her Daddy’s card table.

      But then she was numbed to the sensations in her mouth and face as Wesley buried his full length in her ass. She felt a pressure inside her body, almost at her very core, that she had never dreamed was possible. It was like being split in half. Then the feeling withdrew, softened, became less overwhelming …

      And the next second it was back again as Wesley plunged his cock in deeper than before. She could feel his swinging balls bounce wetly off her pussy as he started to fuck her intently.

      Brody pulled his dick from her mouth and nearly fell backward off the stool before righting himself. He was still groaning and crying out, stroking himself with three fingers. Incredibly, he shot two more blasts of jizz which struck Haley warmly on the bridge of her nose and upper lip. She lowered her head and gulped down the mess in her mouth and was finally able to breathe. When she looked back up, she saw her stepbrother gently coaxing the last few dribbles of spunk from himself. The cum gathered at the head of his pecker until there was enough to fall heavily to the floor. Brody stood there, balls empty, eyes closed, swaying like he might pass out.

      “Fucking tight ass,” Wesley said. “… Feels. So. Fucking. Good …” With each word, he bored his erect manhood into Haley’s asshole. She cried out with the sensation—it was like a pain so intense that it became pleasure and you just wanted it more and more. She thought she would explode.

      “Oh, God … Wesley … fuck my … ass … Fuck my ass.” It was impossible that her cries were not heard throughout the house, but it was equally impossible for her to care as Wesley continued to plow into her.

      “I’m gonna come … gonna come,” groaned Wesley.

      “Yes, yes,” Haley cried. “Do it. Come in my ass … shoot it up my fucking ass.”

      Wesley actually seemed to slow down for a moment … and then with one final thrust buried every inch of himself in Haley for the last time.

      Haley could feel the cum being pumped into her, almost at her very center. Could feel the throbbing head of his cock as it pulsated inside her, shooting warm seed into her guts. Her chest heaved and her tits quaked beneath her as her body absorbed it, felt it spread around and warm her from within.

      And with that feeling of inner warmth, Haley collapsed on the card table.
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        * * *

      

      A whispered voice: “Hey, wake up. Wake up.”

      Haley opened her eyes to see her stepbrother’s face. Blurry at first, she focused until she could make out his features. “Wesley …” she mumbled.

      “He went home,” said Brody softly. She could see him clearly now. He had dressed himself. She sat up on the card table and swung her legs over the edge. A red poker chip was stuck between her tits, and she knocked it away. Realizing she was still naked, she put her hands over her breasts before becoming aware how silly that was.

      “Why are we whispering?” she said.

      “Your Mom’s home,” said Brody. “Here. Put these on.” He handed her a clean blue t-shirt that was way too big, clearly one of his own, and a pair of men’s briefs. The shirt had a breast pocket.

      “So what’s going on?” she said, pulling on the shirt. She was glad it was a man’s size; it was extra long for her frame and fell halfway to her knees.

      “She and Dad are fighting,” said Brody.

      “About what?”

      “Well. I don’t know. I heard Dad say something—” He hesitated and looked away.

      “What did he say, Brody?”

      Brody swallowed, seemed to gather himself. “He said to your Mom, something like Haley’s a whore just like her Momma.”

      This hurt Haley. It hurt her that her Daddy was disappointed in her, and that he talked to her Momma that way.

      “Why would he say that? About her?” she asked, still whispering. She could hear shouts from the other room.

      “Well, Wesley said …” Brody sucked his bottom lip between his teeth.

      “Wesley said what?”

      “Wesley said those guys, Daddy’s friends—Tom, Butch, and that other guy—”

      “Haskell,” she said. Saying the name gave her a vision of the big man’s monstrous cock. She pulled her knees together, realizing she still had the man’s cum inside her, and shook the vision away.

      “Yeah, him. Well, a couple of weeks ago they were all here playing. Nobody else was here except your Mom. And … well …”

      “And? What?”

      Brody stood up straight and looked his stepsister in the face. “Apparently Dad was losing pretty bad that night, too. So then—”

      “Oh, oh, oh. Shut up,” said Haley, closing her eyes and raising a hand toward him. “I think I get it.”

      Haley felt terrible for her Daddy. No man should have to see his wife and his daughter both gang-fucked in the space of two weeks.

      In his own parlor.

      By his friends.

      “So how did that happen, with Momma?” she asked.

      “I’m not sure. Wesley thinks Dad might’ve put up the title to the house.”

      Haley shook her head. That made sense. “We’ve gotta work together, Brody. Daddy is just going to have to stop playing cards.”

      “Yeah. Yeah, I’m with you,” he said.

      “Next time, it’ll be you bent over this table, with Haskell assfucking you,” she said. Brody’s jaw fell to his chest. His face turned green. He tried to speak but could only stammer.

      Haley laughed. “I’m just kidding you, Bro. Pretty sure they wouldn’t do that.” Brody exhaled with relief and kneeled over, running his hands through his hair. “You dumbass.”

      Brody looked up at her from his bent stance, and then they were both laughing.

      They heard the outer door to the house slam, followed by a silence.

      “Hey, come here,” said Haley. She leaned back against the card table and took her stepbrother by the hand, pulling him to her. He approached cautiously, as if he didn’t entirely trust her. “Did you like that?” she said. “What I did for you?”

      “You mean suck—”

      “Shh.” She put a finger over his lips and drew his face near hers. “Yes, that’s what I mean.”

      “Well … yeah, of course,” he said.

      “I liked it, too.”

      “Really?” He looked at her sideways.

      She had thought about it. Brody was not such a bad guy. After all that had happened tonight, he was the one who came in here to take care of her. He was on her side. And he wasn’t all that bad looking, either. If they had to live together, they might as well have a little fun now and then. Besides, the poor guy obviously needed an outlet.

      “Really,” she said to him. “Your cum … was good.” Now she was the one feeling shy. “It tasted the best.”

      He snickered. She was sure no woman had ever talked to him like this before. “You mean that?”

      She did, and she told him so. “You just need to work on your control. I’m gonna help you with that. So let’s make a deal.”

      “What kind of deal?”

      Hailey pulled him closer. She wrapped her arms around the back of his neck. Their noses were touching as she whispered: “Whenever you want head, I’ll do it … if you eat my ass like you did tonight.”

      The two step-siblings leaned their foreheads together, not quite looking each other in the eye. “You’ll really do that? For me?” he asked.

      “Yes. If you hold up your end.”

      “So … all I have to do is—”

      She slapped him playfully on the cheek. “Chow down on my ass. And don’t even try to act like you didn’t love it, because I felt you stick your tongue up my ass, you perv.”

      “Haley, shhhh. For God’s sake.”

      “Well,” she said more quietly. “Am I wrong?”

      “No, you’re not.”

      “Then we have a deal?”

      “Yeah, we do.”

      “Brody?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Kiss me.”

      Brody trembled as he leaned into her face. Clearly, this is not how he had expected the night to end. But then, neither had Haley. He kissed her lightly, and his tongue whisked across her lips.

      “Ugh,” he said, backing away.

      “What the fuck?”

      He was making the face of someone who’d just drank milk and suspected it might be spoiled. “You taste … you taste like cock,” he said.

      She threw back her head and laughed at him. “Yeah,” she said. “I bet I do.” Then she weaved a hand through his hair and yanked his head back toward her. “I taste like your sweet little dick.” And she kissed him again, pushing her tongue unrelentingly into his mouth. His eyes bulged out and he seemed to be frozen in place. But eventually, as he acclimated to the taste, her started kissing her back.

      It was Haley who pulled away, slowly, letting him suck her lip as she withdrew. She slid off the table, put her hands together at the top of his chest, and looked up at him. “You see?” she said. “Your dick does taste good.”

      “Ha ha,” he said. But she could see he was grinning. Brody was shy for a man his age. Maybe she’d be able to help him with that. “So … Haley …”

      “Ask me anything.”

      “What you did tonight … I mean … Why’d you do it?”

      Haley reached behind her for the object she knew was still lying on the card table. She dangled the motorcycle key between their faces. “For this,” she said.

      “Yeah, I get that. But, did you … enjoy it? All of them?”

      “Would you ask my Momma that?” she said sharply.

      “No. God, no. I didn’t mean—”

      “I don’t plan to talk to her about it, either. Never ask a lady her secrets,” she admonished him. Though Haley thought she knew the answer, for her Momma as well as herself.

      “What I mean, Haley … is—”

      “Spit it out, Brody. I want to get out of this room.”

      “I guess I want to know, was this a one-time thing? I mean, would you do it again?”

      Haley put her hands behind her back, crossed her fingers, and looked her stepbrother directly in the eye.

      “No.”
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        * * *

      

      
        
        ONE WEEK LATER

      

      

      

      Hailey pulled up at the Deviled Crab on her Harley-Davidson. She slowed as she rode across the gravel lot, and then walked the bike up to the service entrance at the back and chained it under the eave. It was only nine AM on a day she wasn’t scheduled to work. But at this hour on a Friday, she thought Angus might be here alone.

      She doffed her pink helmet, slung it over the handlebar, unzipped the leather jacket she’d bought earlier in the week, and went in through the back.

      She found Angus chopping vegetables in the kitchen, prepping for salads later in the day. The silly man actually had on a chef’s hat.

      “Hey, it’s the biker queen,” he said. “And I dig those boots. You look terrific.” He laid his knife down on the countertop.

      “Thanks,” she said, giving him her best smile. He was adorable in his white apron and chef getup. In fact, he had always been adorable. She had just never noticed.

      “What are you doing here so early?”

      “Just out for a ride,” she lied.

      “You enjoying that bike, aren’t you?”

      “Oh yes.” She moved close to him, and he leaned back against the counter. “What time do you get off?”

      “I hope by six, but maybe seven at the latest. If we’re busy.”

      Haley shook her jacket, revealing the low-cut blouse underneath. Angus cleared his throat. “Actually, I’m here because my Daddy’s looking for poker players.”

      “Clyde wants me to come play? I thought he had a regular crew.”

      “He does. He did.” Haley licked her lips. “The thing is, Angus, Daddy’s got a bit of a gambling problem, playing for money. And so those guys won’t be coming back. Momma and me, we made sure of that.”

      She took another step toward him. He was tall, and the paunch of his little belly behind the apron kept her from getting any closer.

      “You know, Angus, I never thanked you properly for all the times you helped me with that old car,” she said.

      Angus shifted against the table. There was something about an older man. Haley didn’t know what it was. Only that she’d developed an itch for it. “Oh, nothing to it,” he said. “Always … glad to help.” Haley could tell he was trying to avoid glancing down the front of her blouse.

      “So you’ll come? Tonight?”

      “Tonight?”

      “Yeah. After you get off work. My poor Daddy really needs some new friends.” She put on her best pouty face. She reached slowly for the older man’s crotch, wondering if he would jump when he felt her hand on his dick.

      The door clattered open behind them, and Haley put both her hands behind her back. Jay Jay came strolling into the kitchen. Tall, thin, and always well groomed, Jay Jay was a Harley man himself. Though he rarely rode it to the Crab, which he owned.

      “Hey, sweet wheels out there,” said Jay Jay. “That you, Hailey?”

      “Yep. That’s me,” she said with a grin.

      “How’s it going this morning, Angus?”

      “Great. The veg’s all ready, and the delivery came early this morning,” said Angus.

      “Fantastic. I’ll be in the office until we open.” And with that, Jay Jay moved through the kitchen and out toward the dining area, trailing a scent of cheap shaving gel that tantalized Haley’s imagination.

      “So, tonight? After I get off?” said Angus, now that they were alone again.

      She turned away from the door through which Jay Jay had left the room, and looked back up at Angus. “Yeah. Whenever you can get there. I’ll be waiting.”

      “Okay,” he said. “And I don’t need to bring any money?”

      “Nope. No money.”

      “Well, then what are we going to play for?” he asked.

      Angus’s eyes followed Haley’s hand as it went down the front of her blouse. She slid her fingers along the top of one breast, reached inside her bra, and produced a single red poker chip. She help it up in front of him and slowly placed it into his mouth. Angus closed his teeth on the plastic.

      “Chips,” she said. And she turned to leave.

      As she reached the door, she turned back to Angus. He was still standing there with the chip in his mouth. “Oh, and Angus, try and see if you can get Jay Jay to come, too.”
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        * * *
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        HOLLY HOLD ON TIGHT 2: A HOTWIFE FINALE

      

      

      

      Crossing the line was only the beginning …

      

      Ever since he encouraged his wife to give in to temptation, Julian’s had one regret: He didn’t see it with his own eyes. With nothing to go on but the scraps Holly throws him—details that seem to change slightly with every telling—he’s left in a state of wonder. Literally. When he turns to the one person who might understand his new obsession, Julian gets a crash course in the breathtaking potential of his fantasy. But is he ready to see Holly like that?

      

      Ever since Holly let her hands wander over her strapping young specimen of a patient, she’s had only one regret: Not going nearly far enough. Now it’s her mind that won’t stop wandering. As lust permeates her fitful dreams, she worries if she’s blown her shot with Lance. But is someone else wise to her unlikely secret? When she reaches out for answers, Holly finds that her desires run even deeper than she knew. And, as it turns out, there’s more than one way to skin a cat.

      

      It’s not easy, for either of them, surrendering to something this forbidden. Especially not for a nurse, mom, and wife with a great life built around structure, temperance, and sacrifice. This couple has a lot to hold on to. Can Julian take the heat if Holly lets it all go?

      

      Simmering secrets will keep you holding on to find out!

      
        
        * * *

      

      

      
        
        HOLLY HOLD ON TIGHT: A HOTWIFE NOVEL

      

      

      

      Dark desires. Dirty impulses. They’re not part of Holly’s normal workday, and not part of her and Julian’s happy and very normal marriage. Until now …

      

      When Holly takes on a new home health client as a last-minute favor, temptation is the last thing she expects. But Lance is hardly a typical patient. Young and built, the new arrival to town is in perfect health. An on-the-job crush injury has left the construction foreman with two temporarily useless hands. That's a unique frustration for a guy on his own, and when Holly sees just how big Lance's frustration is, a sudden craving has her contemplating a few treatments that aren't exactly in the nursing manual.

      

      Good thing she’s a professional. Phew!

      

      Julian knows he’s a lucky man. Works at home. Beautiful wife who still has an incredible body beneath those shapeless scrubs she wears. When Holly, who’s so fastidious about all things—including sex—becomes insatiable in the bedroom, he knows something's up. As her forbidden thoughts about her good-looking patient and his predicament become clear, the couple’s sex life takes off, and Julian’s idea of having his own “naughty nurse” becomes all-consuming.

      

      Is it just a fantasy? Don’t all patients need followup? As Holly struggles to keep it professional, Julian encourages her to let go of her inhibitions and take Lance’s treatment into her own hands. What’s the harm? She works hard. She’s a great mom. She deserves to misbehave a little … right?

      

      But Julian had better get a grip of his own. If Holly lets go of that scrupulous nature that’s gotten her so far in life, there’s no telling where she'll stop.

      

      Holly Hold On Tight is a 62,000 word hotwife awakening with a scorching finale. M/F

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        CUCKOLD DELIVERANCE

      

      

      

      On a porch above a country store sits a strange boy with a banjo. When he begins to play, the tune will be familiar. The story that follows, however, is different.

      

      When Bobby spots Carrie Ann flirting with two handsome, strapping good old boys inside the store on the first night of their camping trip, he sees an opportunity to explore their long-shared fantasy.

      

      But they’re in the backwoods of eastern Tennessee, along the treacherous Coosawatee River. Bobby’s coworkers tell him he doesn’t seem like the camping type. It’s true Bobby hasn’t been to the river since he was a child, but ever since Carrie Ann began to tease him about the “mountain men” she expects to encounter, his fuse is lit.

      

      Besides, this is no movie, and these are enlightened times. Mountain men are no longer unwashed, brutal hillbillies … are they?

      

      As his humiliations pile up, Bobby may find his wife’s fantasy is like the wild Coosawatee itself — Once you’re in it, you go where the water carries you and try to avoid the rocks.

      

      Cuckold Deliverance is a 142,000 word odyssey into the dark core of a married couple’s fantasy, an explicit story of pride, love, lust, courage and ultimately survival that will make you squeal.

      

      Warning: FM, MFM, FMM, MM, MMM

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        THE CUCKOLD WHO CAME IN FROM THE COLD (Part One)

      

      

      

      In the clandestine world of spies and lies, nothing has a higher value than trust — Just like in the world of marriage.

      

      Ray Fillion is on the front lines of the intelligence trade. His wife Chloe is a technical analyst—sexy, smart, capable, devoted to supporting her husband from behind the scenes. As Ray and his partner, the alluring and lethal Olivia, try to turn a handsome foreign diplomat into an informant, Chloe is watching … listening. She sees and hears in vivid detail how an operative can deploy her talents to ensnare a target.

      

      Now Chloe doesn’t want to work behind the scenes anymore. She tells Ray she wants to go out in the field where she can be most effective. But Ray knows what that can mean. He’s seen Olivia ply her skills—up close—and he fears Chloe’s ambition will lead to her corruption.

      

      Keeping Chloe on the sidelines is only part of Ray’s dilemma. He's racing to stay ahead of a secret that is stalking him from his past, visions that he doesn’t understand. Something out there seems to be hunting him. Something that wants to break him, crush him … humiliate him. 

      

      When the agents look into an illicit immigration scheme they glimpse a swirling darkness that may obscure the recent murders of several fellow agents. Can Ray elude what’s behind him and unravel the mystery in front of him before his past snatches away his sanity? Before Olivia teaches Chloe all the tradecraft she knows?

      

      As reality blurs and loyalties are called into question, Ray may stand to lose more than his life. His manhood is at risk. Perhaps even his soul.

      

      Get undercover in the first installment of this dark and highly erotic novel of intrigue.

      

      Part I — 50,000 words. MF, hints of MM, open ending

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        THE CUCKOLD AND THE DEEP BLUE SEA

      

      

      

      “The ocean swallows the bones … “

      

      From the first time Will Cullen hears the phrase, he can’t get it out of his head. On a Caribbean cruise with a wife he is unable to satisfy, Will notices the wandering eyes of other men coveting Tabby’s body … and gets an idea. 

      

      “The ocean swallows the bones …” Does it mean that the ocean is a place to drown your secrets? Will definitely has some of those. As he comes to terms with the truth behind his failing marriage, he reasons it might be possible to facilitate one passionate evening for Tabby while keeping his own hands clean … and his secrets safe. 

      

      But on the open sea, everyone is both predator and prey. As Will takes a new friend into his confidence and sets his course, he may have to face the ultimate truth about himself: What kind of man he is, and where exactly that puts him on the food chain. 

      

      Because there’s someone on board who’s interested in more than a tropical tryst. Someone looking not just for a beautiful woman, but a beautiful woman on the arm of a weak man. Such men are what he lives for. Such men deserve to watch as their women are taken away. Such men are due for soul-crushing debasement. 

      

      If Will lets his wife fall into the arms of such a monster, the reckoning is going to be fast … vicious …

      

      Brutal. 

      

      Can Will weather the storm? Are there blue skies on the other side? Or are some trenches in the blue sea too dark and deep to ever escape? 

      

      Set sail in this short novel (47,000 words) of humiliation on the high seas. 

      

      Warning: Contains FF, FFM, and MM scenes.

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        SKI LODGE MÉNAGE—First Time FFM, Wife's Best Friend

      

      

      

      Never assume your wife wouldn’t have a threesome with another woman under the right circumstances. Never assume the other woman can’t be her best friend. (Quick! — Who are you thinking about right now?) 

      

      When Ben’s wife invites her jilted best friend along on the couple’s ski trip, Cate is determined not to be a third wheel. When the trio find themselves trapped in an enclosed ski lift, high above the snowpack, Cate tells her friends to just pretend she’s invisible. It’s cold up there! Gotta generate heat somehow. 

      

      Liz knows Cate is sex-deprived and lonely. It’s the main reason she invited her on the trip—to have some fun and forget her woes. In the ski lift, she notices Cate watching … and she notices her husband looking at Cate. 

      

      When they finally make it back to the lodge, each awakened to the possibilities for warming up after a long day on the slopes, will Liz and Cate put their friendship aside and give in to what they all really want?

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        DADDY LOST ME AT POKER

      

      

      

      When eighteen-year-old Haley becomes the stakes at her Daddy’s poker game, will she be able to cover all the bets? Daddy’s deep in the red to all the older men at the table … 

      

      Haley’s Daddy has promised her his motorcycle. When she finds out he’s using her beloved Harley to cover his bets, she changes into a tank top and cutoff jeans and makes her mind up to do anything necessary to make sure Daddy doesn’t lose her bike … Which might mean letting Daddy’s friends take turns with her on the poker table. 

      

      Haley’s stepbrother, Brody, has another game in mind. The dork can’t keep his hands to himself. But Haley has designs on Brody’s hot friend who’s spending the night. 

      

      A girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do when Daddy has a gambling problem. 

      

      What will her mother say!

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        DRENCHING JESSIE

      

      

      

      There are five rooms dedicated to a woman’s erotic pleasure at The Packhouse. The farther down this hidden hallway you go, the closer you get to total abandon. And if getting drenched by multiple men is what you happen to want? The room at the end of the hall is where it can happen.

      

      Jessie is nineteen and doesn’t have much of a social life since her breakup with Henly a few months ago. And her heartbreak is compounded with frustration when she meets her ex’s hot friend, Carter. 

      

      Her mother has noticed her depression. Her Aunt Paige even says Jessie’s complexion has gone to hell and tells her niece, with a wink, that she knows a good facial treatment. 

      

      Jess is a little uncomfortable when her own mother and aunt invite her to go with them to the Packhouse for a girls’ night out. And when she finds out what goes on behind the scenes, she’s shocked … at first … 

      

      But Jess is a grown woman, they insist, and deserves to have her needs met. She ought to be able to have a little fun—the kind of fun available in Room One at The Packhouse. 

      

      But when Jessie finds out the secret everyone’s been holding back, Room One may not be enough for her. 

      

      How far will Jessie go?

      
        
        * * *

      

        

      
        SNOWBALLING MY CUCKOLD—A HOTWIFE GIVES BACK

      

      

      

      Trudy likes her husband to clean up after himself. And Darren doesn’t mind sharing a hot snowball. But if he wants to share his hotwife, will she expect him to clean up after another man? 

      

      Darren has indulged his wife’s little kink until it’s become his own. After all, there’s nothing he likes more than giving her what she wants. 

      

      When Trudy’s friend Shelly gets in the way of a much-needed promotion, they face a choice: Trudy can stay true to Darren, stay in her dead-end job, and let Shelly play the part of the hotwife … or she can give the strapping new boss something Shelly won’t. 

      

      Or at least that’s what Trudy tells Darren. And as things heat up, the couple are both asking themselves the same question: Are we doing this because we have to? Or are we doing it because we want to? 

      

      Watching your wife with another man is one thing. But will she taste the same? How far will Trudy go? And will her husband follow her? 

      

      This sloppy tale of backroom trysts, cell phone videos, sticky kisses, and shared snowballs moves to a salty conclusion that’s shocking, sweet, and good to the last hot drop.
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