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SYNOPSIS

Book 1 of 3 - A medical diagnosis forces 22-year-old Derrick to give up his promising MMA career. With his bills mounting and his resume lacking, Derrick will take just about any job that comes his way. But when Derrick gets hired to be a roadie for the alt-country trio Dirt Road Debutantes, he never could have imagined the torrid sexual adventure that lay ahead of him.

Mrs. Conner is the leader of the band, a sultry milf with a body made for pleasure and a taste for younger men. Her daughter Bluebell is a bombshell redhead with a high drive and lewd desires. And then there is innocent, young Nevaeh. The prettiest girl Derrick has ever laid eyes on, Nevaeh promised her late father that she would give her innocence to a man only after marriage.

But when youthful lust overwhelms Nevaeh and drives the 18-year-old to Derrick’s bed, he knows exactly how to satisfy her needs while keeping her pledge intact. After all, every promise has a loophole and Derrick knows how to fulfill all of Nevaeh's carnal desires. As Bluebell and Mrs. Conner demand their turn with Derrick, the ex-MMA fighter will have to summon all his physical talents to satisfy his growing harem of eager and willing women.

DIRT ROAD DEBUTANTES is a slice-of-life harem adventure series. It contains unconventional relationships and graphic scenes. 18+ only.


DIRT ROAD DEBUTANTES




A Harem Adventure, Book 1


Chapter 1

“The Universe will provide.”

“There’s an abnormality in your cervical vertebrae. One prolonged twist the wrong way and you’ll end up paralyzed from the neck down.”

“What does that mean for my career?” I asked.

My doctor sighed. “I’m sorry, Derrick, but it means that your MMA career is over. No commission will let you step into the cage with this precondition. You’ll never fight professionally again.”

Doc was not someone who minced words. I appreciated that. If you’re going to get terrible news, it’s best to get it straight. No sugar-coating.

“You’re absolutely sure?” I asked.

“I am,” he replied. “Get a second opinion, of course. With something this important, you should be certain of your situation.”

A week later, another doctor examined me and confirmed the diagnosis. She pointed out the abnormality on the X-ray and explained the catastrophic outcome of torquing it the wrong way.

The reality was undeniable. My MMA career was done.

“You can still box or do kickboxing,” she said. “The danger is not from sharp blows, but from the force applied by all those crazy chokes you MMA guys do.”

I nodded my head and pretended to take her suggestion to heart. In truth, boxing and kickboxing were not real options for me. My strengths were in my wrestling and my BJJ, not striking. My Muay Thai was okay, but not near good enough for pure boxing or kickboxing.

“You could also be a stuntman or an actor,” the doctor continued, gently patting my shoulder. “Ever considered that? You’ve certainly got the looks for it.”

I gave her a weak smile. She was in her mid-forties and looked good for her age. Her hand slid down my arm, caressing my bicep. She was standing so close to me that the swell of her breast was brushing my shoulder. I noted the wedding ring on her finger. She saw me looking at it and gave me a grin. It didn’t seem to be an issue for her.

Normally, a flirty doctor would have been a lot of fun to banter with. If I were in a better frame of mind, I would have asked for her number. She definitely seemed up for some fun. At that moment, though, I couldn't muster any enthusiasm for my usual skirt-chasing, even with an attractive older woman like her.

“Thanks for your time, Doc,” I said. “I’ve got a lot to think about.”

The next few weeks dragged by in a long and ugly slog. I had to cancel an upcoming bout and let my camp know I would not be fighting anymore. My training buddies were sympathetic and let me know they would be there for me. I thanked them and asked them all to keep an eye out for any job openings they could hook me up with.

Getting some income was my immediate challenge. My sponsors were gone and my small savings account was dwindling fast. I had enough for rent on my small apartment for one more month. Not much to spare after that. Electricity? Gasoline for my truck? Groceries? Not even close to enough.

What are you going to do now? Them bills be piling up, bro. Gas tank is almost on E. And the fridge is emptier than a politician’s heart. You gotta start earning, Derrick.

The hard truth was that I was unprepared for this situation. I’d been training since I was a kid and went pro as soon as I turned 18. MMA was my entire life. It was the only thing I ever really cared about.

That was all over, now. For the first time, my life would not revolve around training for a fight. I would have to leave that dream behind.

Even worse, I would have to get an actual non-MMA job.

“Stay level and keep focused,” I told myself, repeating a saying that my BJJ trainer used to drill into my head.

One of the main things jiu-jitsu taught me was to stay calm no matter how bad my situation was. When some dude had you locked up in a submission on the mat, panicking wouldn’t help you find the counter. You just needed to bear down, think it through, and fight for the escape.

The first thing I needed was an accurate and honest assessment of my situation. I needed to make money. How would I do that? By getting a job. So what kind of job could I get?

A mental rundown of my qualifications was not encouraging. I had a high school diploma, a BJJ purple belt, and a good work ethic. I knew basic computer stuff, mostly from gaming, but not much more. Spreadsheets and databases and HTML? No fucking clue. Hell, I still used two fingers when typing on a keyboard.

So a desk job seemed unlikely for me. Sitting still for long periods of time wasn’t part of my skill set, anyway. Manual labor without training paid shitty and would grind me down after a while, just like it did to my dad before he got a union job. Union apprenticeships were awesome but took a long time to get accepted.

I could always join the military, but my dad did a stint with the Army and always discouraged me from going that route. After hearing his stories and seeing the way they handled his VA disability claim, enlisting held little appeal for me.

So what were my options?

I was 22 years old and in excellent physical shape. At 6’3” and a muscular 220 pounds, I knew I was a pretty intimidating guy. I was no model, but my jet-black hair and blue eyes had always drawn the ladies’ attention. That would help in a service job like bartending, but was useless in most other fields. Employment-wise, I didn’t have many applicable skills to offer.

What is your plan, bro? How do you find the counter for this shitty situation?

“The Universe will provide,” I said.

I didn't really believe that, but it felt good to say it out loud. A bunch of dudes I rolled with believed in “manifesting” good things by “speaking them into existence.” Some of them also believed in a flat earth, so I took their opinions with a huge grain of salt. Still, it couldn't hurt to give it a try.

“I am attracting an awesome job,” I mumbled.

As I sat on my couch, alone in my shitty apartment, I felt pretty foolish. I was glad no one could see me talking to myself.

“I am attracting an awesome job,” I said more loudly. “I am attracting an awesome job!”

Hope you’re listening, Universe.

I waited for a bolt of lightning or something, but nothing happened. With a tired sigh, I sank into my couch and closed my eyes. I’d had a bunch of sleepless nights and I was exhausted. A nap would help refresh my mind. Maybe after some rest, I’d have a clearer idea of what to do.

A couple of hours later, I woke up groggy and confused. The sunlight had faded and it was getting dark outside. I grabbed my phone to see what time it was.

My notifications showed a text message I’d missed. It was from Victor, one of my training buddies.

“Yo I here your looking for a job so like call this number and tell them your my friend cuz they might have a gig for you”

I called the number and spoke to a woman. She described what she was looking for. I seemed to fit the bill.

An hour later, I was out the door and headed down the freeway, praying I had enough gas to make it to the edge of town.


Chapter 2

“Kindly oblige me.”

The address the woman had given me was down a dirt road that wound about 100 yards into the backwoods. My truck’s fuel needle was scraping E as I pulled into the driveway of a large manufactured home. It sat on about 5 acres of cleared land backed up to the woods with a shallow creek edging the east side of the property. A barn sat near the creek. Birds were chirping and honey bees buzzed through the warm air. In the bright summer sunlight, the place seemed peaceful and homey.

There was a minivan in the driveway parked next to a white cargo van. I parked behind the cargo van. As directed by the woman on the phone, I beeped my horn three times.

I got out of my truck and waited. I expected someone to come out of the house. Instead, a door on the barn opened and a woman emerged. She waved at me as she approached. Coming across the field, I was able to get a good long look at her.

Damn. Now that’s a woman.

She stood about 5’7” and looked to weigh around 140 pounds. I clocked her at 38 or 39 years old, though she appeared much younger. Her long reddish-blonde hair was tied in a loose ponytail that was slung over one shoulder. She wore a man’s dress shirt tied in a knot at her sternum, a sports bra beneath. She was a very attractive woman, what my buddies would have called a “thicc and tasty dish.”

She fit the description. Her tits were huge, her overflowing cleavage jiggling with each step she took. Her midriff was bare, showing off her flat belly and narrow waist. Yoga pants clung like a second skin over her wide hips and big, firm ass. Her thighs were thick, her legs sculpted and muscular. Everything about her was curvy and plush.

Now that’s a body that was built for fucking.

The face that went along with the body was also highly attractive. Full lips, high cheekbones, and green eyes coolly checking me out. She carried herself with a boldness that spoke to her self-confidence. This mature woman knew she was hot as hell and she had no qualms about showing off, especially for an appreciative guy like me.

Like most young men, I had a thing for milfs. This lady was kinda the epitome of the hot, older woman that lots of young dudes fantasized about. I made sure to keep my gaze locked on her eyes, fighting the impulse to stare at her massive rack.

“Hi. You must be Derrick.”

“Yes, ma’am. It’s nice to meet you.”

“Mrs. Conner, if you please. Never liked being called, ma’am.”

Her voice was husky and melodious. When she spoke, I noticed a gap between her front teeth. It made her look even younger than she seemed.

“Mrs. Conner. Thanks for having me.”

We shook hands. She had a surprisingly firm grip. Her eyes went up and down my body, lingering over my crotch. She did not try to disguise her interest. I appreciated such forwardness, though I wasn’t sure where this was leading to. She was almost old enough to be my mother. I’d banged a few older women, but never one with such a big age gap. Perhaps Mrs. Conner was just particularly forward with examining potential hires? I decided it was best not to read too much into the look she was giving me.

“So the job is pretty basic,” Mrs. Connor said, her eyes fastened on mine. “Drive that panel van to our gigs. Help load and unload our stuff. Provide basic security when we’re out and about. Hours are irregular and you have to be flexible. Are you flexible, Derrick?”

“Flexible enough to get the job done.”

“I believe you. Flexibility is an underrated talent in a man, don’t you think?”

The naughty gleam in her eye made my dick tingle. I nodded and cleared my throat, trying to keep my expression neutral and professional.

“Pays $150 a night, plus a share of our tips,” she continued. “Does that sound doable to you?”

“It does, Mrs. Conner.”

“Excellent. You look capable enough. You’re a big, sturdy kid. And I’m told you’re a boxer.”

“Professional MMA fighter,” I corrected her. “For the last four years. I’m retired, now.”

“Well, bless your heart. What was your record?”

“8 and 2, with 6 finishes,” I said proudly.

“That sounds quite impressive. Why’d you quit?”

“Health reasons.”

“Anything that would limit you physically?” she asked.

“Not at all,” I replied. “I’m fit and ready.”

“So I can see. Victor has vouched for your character. He’s an old family friend and I trust him, so I guess I trust you as well.”

“I’ll do my best to be trustworthy, Mrs. Conner.”

“I will hold you to that.”

“When would you want me to start?” I asked.

“How about right now?” she said. “We’ve got a gig tonight down in Laesterville. Me and the girls are just finishing practice. After supper, we’ll head out.”

I grinned. “That sounds grand, Mrs. Conner.”

“You can wait inside while we finish up. Follow me.”

She led me to her house. As I trailed behind her, I couldn’t help but ogle her big ass. I daydreamed about what it would feel like to grab those wide hips as I fucked her from behind, pulling open her cheeks to get to that sweet milf pussy clearly outlined in those tight yoga pants.

Settle down, son. She’s your employer, not some random woman you can perv on. You haven’t fucked a girl in several months, but you need to keep your mind focused. This is business.

I again put on my most professional demeanor as Mrs. Conner let me into her home. The smell of freshly baked cookies hung in the air.

“You can wait here. Lasagna’s baking. Be a sweetheart and turn off the oven when the timer dings.”

“I will do that. I can set the table, too, if you like.”

Mrs. Conner laughed. “The day I let some man set my table is the day I swim with the frogs!”

I didn’t know what the hell that meant, but it seemed to amuse Mrs. Conner.

“Me and the girls will be back in about 20 minutes,” she continued. “We’ll eat and be on the road by four o’clock.”

“Understood.”

“Before I go, there is one more thing.”

“What can I do for you, Mrs. Conner?” I asked.

“I need you to strip off your clothes for me.”

I grinned at her, waiting for the punchline. She gazed back at me, a small smile creasing her full lips. It took me a while before I realized no punchline was coming.

“Uh, are you being serious?”

“Very much so,” she replied. “I need you to strip to your underwear and let me take a look at your body.”

“Why?”

“I have to make sure you’re a man of good character, Derrick. One of the surest ways of doing that is checking out your tattoos.”

“Well, Mrs. Conner, you can rest easy. I only have this one tattoo on my forearm. It’s the logo of my Brazilian Jiu-Jitsu team. No other ink on my body, I assure you.”

“I’m sure you’re right,” she replied, “but I’m afraid I have to see for myself. The last gentleman who worked for us was hiding all kinds of nasty prison tattoos under his shirt. Unsavory tattoos, if you follow my meaning. He ended up stealing a bunch of our earnings. I’m determined to never let that happen again.”

“Is this really necessary, though?”

“It is if you want this job. Kindly oblige me.”

Despite the weird request, Mrs. Conner was being very cordial and friendly. She stood a few feet away from me, her arms crossed, her expression playful.

“Okay,” I said with a shrug. “I will oblige you.”

I stripped off my shirt and set it on one of the dining chairs next to me. Mrs. Conner was watching me closely. I thought she might be satisfied with my shirt off, but the look on her face told me she meant what she said about stripping to my underwear.

“I’m just glad I didn’t decide to go commando today,” I joked as I unbuttoned my pants.

“No trouble if you did,” she said. “I’m 38 years old and divorced after 20 years of marriage. I’ve seen it all before, sweetie.”

Her teasing voice set me somewhat at ease as I tugged my pants down, letting them slump around my ankles. My arms held out for balance, I did an awkward sort of pirouette for Mrs. Conner, letting her see that the tattoo on my forearm was the only one I had. Her eyes swept over my body. Mrs. Conner was openly staring at my bulge again. I felt awkward and aroused all at the same time.

“Well, you were right about having no tattoos,” Mrs. Conner said softly. “Thank you for that honesty.”

“My pleasure,” I replied as I pulled my pants back up.

“There now. That wasn’t so difficult, was it?”

“No, indeed.”

“Nothing to be ashamed about with a body like that, sweetie.”

“Thank you for saying so.”

“Now stay put and mind the lasagna. Back in a jiffy!”

I stood there with my shirt in my hand, watching as Mrs. Conner walked out the front door. The sight of her ass was even more tempting after the little intimate encounter we just went through. The way she’d looked at me left no doubt that she liked what she saw. Maybe the perks of this job would include more than just splitting tips. Splitting that fat ass with my cock would be a nice bonus.

Don’t get ahead of yourself, bro. Lots of older women like flaunting and flirting. Doesn’t mean she actually wants your dick.

“Well, it doesn’t hurt to imagine stuff,” I told myself.

I inhaled deeply. The smell of lasagna made my mouth water. I put on my shirt and sat down at the dining room table. A glance at my phone showed it was 3 in the afternoon.

My first gig as a retired fighter had gotten off to an interesting start.


Chapter 3

“Can you handle all this sugar?”

The timer chimed and I went to turn off the oven. Through the kitchen window, I could see Mrs. Conner returning. Two girls were walking with her.

“Well, hello there,” I muttered to myself.

Even from a distance, I could tell the other two women were just as hot as Mrs. Conner. One was short and slim with chestnut brown hair that she had tied up in pigtails. She wore a bright yellow sundress that hung loosely on her slight frame. The sun was behind her and shining through the dress’s thin fabric, revealing the outline of her nubile body. Her small breasts were nicely framed in the low-cut front of her sundress.

The other girl was taller and had long red hair flowing over her shoulders. Where the brunette was slim and petite, the redhead was absolutely stacked. Her big tits jiggled in the wife beater undershirt she wore, with no evidence of a bra anywhere to be seen. A pair of Daisy Duke jeans shorts cut high to the crotch showed off her thick thighs and round ass. Battered cowboy boots and a trucker’s cap set at a jaunty angle completed the ensemble. With her curves on full display, this redhead looked like she had stepped straight off the pages of a girlie calendar.

The three women were giggling as they approached the house. I wondered if Mrs. Conner was filling them in on who I was. I sauntered back to the dining table and stood waiting, ready to present myself to the people I would be working for tonight and hopefully, more nights to come. I needed the money and wanted everything to go smoothly. Despite how hot my employers were, I knew I had to be focused on the job ahead.

I straightened up and put on a pleasant smile as the trio came inside the house. Up close, the two girls with Mrs. Conner looked even younger than I had expected.

“Here he is,” Mrs. Conner said, waving at me. “Derrick, this is my daughter, Bluebell. Bluebell, this is Derrick. He’s going to be our new roadie.”

I immediately saw the resemblance. Bluebell had the same red hair and bright green eyes as her mother. Same snub nose and full lips, too. A spray of freckles across her nose made Bluebell look even more like a calendar girl.

“Finally,” Bluebell said. “If I have to drive that damned panel van one more time, I just might end up shooting someone. Nice to meet you, Derrick.”

“It’s very nice to meet you, Bluebell. That’s a pretty name.”

Bluebell shrugged. “Mama gave it to me. I had no say in the matter.”

“It’s because when you were a baby, you were prettier than a bluebell,” Mrs. Conner said. “Now you’re just a grumpy teen.”

“You’d be grumpy too if you were dating my Cal. He’s on my last nerve right now.”

“Oh, shush. You two are always fighting. I think you like to argue.”

“He wants to go fishing this weekend with his buddy Bert. I keep telling him that boy is no good! But does he listen? No! That Cal is more stubborn than a dumb-ass mule!”

As mother and daughter verbally sparred, the slim brunette sidled up to me.

“I’m Nevaeh,” she said, offering her hand.

“Nice to meet you, Nevaeh.”

The two of us shook hands, holding on for longer than necessary as we looked each other over. I felt a jolt of electricity running up my spine as I gazed down at Nevaeh smiling at me. She was easily the prettiest girl I’d ever seen in real life. With her bright blue eyes and wide mouth, she looked like a literal angel. I felt as if I could stare at her beautiful face all day and just lose track of time.

“Nevaeh is my daughter from another mother,” Mrs. Conner said, snapping me out of my trance. “She’s been living with us for years now.”

“Home is where the heart is,” Nevaeh said sweetly. “Auntie Lilly always says so.”

“I most certainly do,” Mrs. Conner said.

“Don’t you think so, Derrick?” Nevaeh asked.

“Um, yeah?” I offered, trying to be agreeable.

“Okay, enough now,” Bluebell said, rolling her eyes at Nevaeh. “You can make goo-goo eyes at the new guy after we eat. I’m starving. Derrick is too, I reckon.”

“Well, I know I can satisfy his hunger,” Mrs. Conner smirked. “I can also feed him some food as well.”

“God, gross! Act your age, Mama!”

Mrs. Conner laughed and slapped my shoulder.

“So this is us!” she declared. “Me on bass, Bluebell on banjo and guitar, and Nevaeh playing the fiddle. And all three of us singing our hearts out. Together, we are…”

“The Dirt Road Debutantes!” all three said in unison, Nevaeh enthusiastically, Mrs. Conner proudly, Bluebell reluctantly.

I clapped appreciatively as Nevaeh and Mrs. Conner gave a little bow. Their sense of fun was infectious.

Bluebell busied herself with getting the lasagna out of the oven and onto the table. I’d been living on protein shakes and protein bars for the last few days, the only food I still had left at my place. The smell when Bluebell peeled back the aluminum foil was heavenly.

“You can eat carbs, I assume?” Bluebell asked me.

“I’m not cutting weight anymore, so I guess I can,” I replied.

“You must burn off all those calories working out,” Nevaeh giggled. “Lots of hours at the gym! With your muscles, I bet you practically live there.”

“I’m exercising at home these days,” I said. “Gyms are expensive and money’s tight, at the moment.”

“I work out at home, too,” Nevaeh said. “Because I can’t drive. I’m 18 and Bluebell is 19. She has her license but I still don’t have my license because I get nervous and the people at the DMV are mean. Auntie Lilly says I shouldn’t mind them, but they make me so nervous. So I do yoga every day here at home on my little yoga mat. Have you done yoga, Derrick? I could show you some.”

“Um, some guys I roll with do yoga. I never tried it, though.”

“Ooh, it’s so good! It builds strength and flexibility and you can do it wherever you are without any kind of special equipment. There are so many videos online and other things that—“

“Nevaeh, let the man breathe,” Mrs. Conner said, cutting off the brunette’s excited chatter.

Chastened, Nevaeh gave me a shy grin and went to fetch a pitcher of iced lemon water.

To tell the truth, I was enjoying Nevaeh’s attention. Not only was this girl really pretty, but she also exuded an innocence and enthusiasm that was very refreshing.

Being surrounded by three women felt nice. I spent most of my time wrestling with sweaty men and beating the crap out of each other. Being around so much femininity was a pleasant change of pace. That they were all incredibly sexy made things even more stimulating.

“Anything I can do to help y’all?” I asked as the three women bustled about, setting the table and preparing big bowls of salad and plates of garlic bread.

“Just sit there and stay out of the way, sweetie!” Mrs. Conner said. “You can save your strength for tonight.”

I did as I was told. While she set out the plates, Nevaeh kept sneaking glances at me. The other two noticed, Mrs. Conner amused at her while Bluebell seemed exasperated.

Of the three, Bluebell seemed the most skeptical about me. I wasn’t sure what her deal was, but I hoped we could get on better terms. It would make working with Dirt Road Debutantes a lot easier if we all got along.

Besides, Bluebell had a smoldering sort of sex appeal that I found very attractive. Her body was a sight to behold and her face a thing of beauty. Bluebell had mentioned her boyfriend and I’d be respectful, of course, but it was always fun to have some sexual tension with a girl as hot as Bluebell.

Mrs. Conner and her girls joined me at the table. The lasagna was cut and plated, the salad tossed and served, the garlic bread passed around. I noticed Nevaeh took only salad and bread, no lasagna.

“Are you a vegetarian?” I asked her.

Nevaeh shook her head. “I don’t like to eat hot food before I sing. Keeps my voice limber.”

“Not me,“ Bluebell said, as she served herself a sizeable portion of steaming lasagna. “A little lemon water cools everything right down. It’s those greens I avoid. Scratch up your vocal cords with all that roughage.”

“We all have our little pre-show rituals,” Mrs. Conner said. “You’ll find out all about them as we get on.”

As I dug into the lasagna, I glanced around the table at the women surrounding me. All kinds of interesting thoughts were buzzing through my head. I did my best to tamp them down. This gig was too important for me to get distracted.

“This lasagna is delicious, Mrs. Conner. You’re an excellent cook.”

Mrs. Conner and Nevaeh burst into laughter.

“We’ll let Costco know you love it,” Bluebell smirked. “That’s where she got it.”

“Well, I do love Costco,” I said lamely. “I don’t have a membership right now. My parents did. You know, when I lived with them years ago.”

My voice trailed off. An awkward silence fell over us until the three women started giggling at my embarrassment. Under the table, Nevaeh gave my thigh a comforting pat. Her hand lingered for a bit, long enough to make my cock twitch. The brunette had her face turned away from me and I could not read her expression.

I got startled again when someone tapped my foot under the table with theirs. I looked up to see Mrs. Conner grinning at me. She gave me a playful wink.

“I’m just glad you’re enjoying it, Derrick,” Mrs. Conner said.

“I am. Thank you.”

I could feel myself blushing. I concentrated on my food, eating slowly and methodically. In no time at all, I cleaned my plate off. Mrs. Conner immediately served me a second helping.

“Eat up, sweetie,” she said.

“I don’t want to trouble you.”

“Nonsense. There’s plenty more. Besides, I’ve never left a man unsatisfied in my life. I don’t intend to start now.”

Bluebell sighed theatrically while Nevaeh giggled at Mrs. Conner’s teasing. I accepted the food gratefully, enjoying the extra spice Mrs. Conner was dishing out. She probably just had a playful nature, but the flirting was a delight.

“Save space for dessert!” Mrs. Conner said. “Apple pie.”

“Also from Costco,” said Bluebell.

“Looking forward to it,” I said.

“Can you handle all this sugar?” Bluebell asked.

“Of course he can,” Mrs. Conner said. “I’m sure that Derrick is very skilled at burning off calories. Whether he’s training for a fight… or engaging in other sweaty, strenuous activities. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

“Uh…”

Mrs. Conner gave me a lewd wink as her daughter mimed gagging herself. Nevaeh smiled uncertainly, unsure of the joke.

The three women were all very different. It was going to take time to get to know them all. One thing was abundantly clear, though. I’d need to be on my toes to handle this lively trio of personalities.

I was looking forward to the challenge.


Chapter 4

“What the hell are you doing here?”

Buddy’s Club was a rough-looking establishment on the outskirts of Laesterville. It was at the end of a small strip mall, alongside a 24-hour laundry and a shady-looking mattress store. A few vehicles were parked in the front lot, but the place was mostly empty. It was only 4:40 PM, so maybe it was too early for crowds.

Mrs. Conner let Bluebell out of the minivan near the entrance to Buddy’s Club, then swung around to the backside of the building. I followed her into the small lot and parked beside her.

I was helping Nevaeh and Mrs. Connor unload their instruments when the club’s back door swung open and Bluebell came out. A grizzled old man was with her.

“Everything’s like we left it,” Bluebell told her mother. “Nothing disturbed.”

“That’s good to hear,” said Mrs. Conner.

“You know I run a tight ship, Lilly,” said the old man. “I guaranteed your equipment would be in order, didn’t I?”

“You certainly did, Buddy. And I thank you. But if you want to keep having live music here, you’re going to have to invest in your own PA system. You can’t rely on bands to provide for you.”

“Well, I need to figure things out first,” Buddy said. “Cost-wise and whatnot. If this is going to be a regular feature, then I guess you may be right.”

“You know I am, sweetie.”

“Who’s this?” Buddy asked, pointing at me.

“That’s Derrick. Our new roadie. And security.”

“Security?” Buddy scoffed. “What do you need security for? It’s just a bunch of college kids who come to see your girls. I can handle any trouble in my establishment.”

“I know you can, Buddy. Security is just an added benefit with Derrick. He’s mostly here to help us load and unload our stuff.”

“Well, he looks strong enough. Hope he’s not as shifty as your last man. That jailbird was trouble from the start.”

“Percy fooled us all,” Mrs. Conner sighed.

“Not me,” Buddy said. “I had that knucklehead pegged from the start.”

“He’s long gone and good riddance,” Mrs. Conner said. “Now, me and the girls need to get ready before the show. Did you clean out the back room like I asked?”

“Of course I did.”

“And the bathroom?”

Buddy scratched his chin. “Well… a bit.”

Mrs. Conner shook her head. “We’ll take care of it, Buddy. But this is the last time!”

“Appreciate it,” he mumbled. “I guess I’ll leave you to it.”

The old man went back inside the club. Bluebell propped a cinder block against the door to keep it open.

“Grab the milk crate and folding table, Derrick. I don’t like leaving that stuff in the van.”

I did as Mrs. Conner asked. The milk crate was filled with CDs that they were going to autograph and sell after the show. I wondered aloud how many people still had CD players.

“It’s just a souvenir, like our shirts,” Bluebell explained. “Everyone gets our music online.”

I followed the trio into the club. The dressing room was small but looked clean. Mirrors with light bulbs around them were arranged on one wall. A comfy sofa and chairs were set nearby.

As the women started settling in, I went back to the van and got the boxes of T-shirts and posters that they would sell after their show.

“Set it down over there,” Mrs. Conner directed me, pointing to a corner of the dressing room. “We need to change and get ready. Why don’t you get the sandwich board set up out front? After that, you can wait in the van or the club until we’re ready to play. We go on at 7. Keep your phone on you at all times. We’ll text you about 15 minutes before the show.”

“Understood,” I said.

Mrs. Conner’s entire demeanor was very different now. An hour ago, she had been teasing me and making all kinds of sexual jokes. Now that we were at the club, Mrs. Conner had put on her game face and was running things very efficiently.

Nevaeh gave me a little wave as I left the dressing room. I still couldn’t get over how pretty she was. When she smiled, it was like a 100-watt light bulb turning on in a dim room. Her personality was also incredibly sweet. Her innocent exuberance was adorable. I wondered if she had a boyfriend. If so, he was a lucky guy.

I went to the van and pulled out the sandwich board. Both sides of the A-frame had posters for Dirt Road Debutantes. I paused as I looked over the three women in their outfits— denim shorts, halter tops, and cowboy boots, with lots of ass and cleavage on display.

The visual appeal of Dirt Road Debutantes was pretty obvious. I was curious about what their music sounded like.

“I hope they don’t suck,” I muttered to myself.

Thoughts of crappy country music ran through my head as I locked up the van. I carried the sandwich board around to the front of the club and set it up near the entrance. The parking lot was still fairly empty. I checked the time. It was 5:30 PM, an hour and a half until show time.

The lasagna I’d eaten had gotten things moving in my gut. I went into Buddy’s Club, looking for the bathroom.

The inside was larger than I expected. It seemed like a blue-collar kind of place. A bar on one side with tables set up through the open main section. Maybe six or seven people were at the bar, about the same seated at the tables. At the rear was a small stage. Speakers and mike stands were already set up. I could make out the “DRD” stenciled on the sides of the equipment.

I figured I’d eventually learn what all that gear was and what it did. Moving it and setting it up was going to be part of my job. The sooner I understood it, the better.

I headed into the bathroom and did my business. When I came out, I saw Buddy was stacking chairs and moving tables from the main area.

“Can I help?” I asked him.

“You surely can,” he replied. “My bartender usually does this with me, but she’s coming in late today.”

The two of us set about clearing the floor of tables and chairs, stacking them against the walls in orderly rows. Some customers, mostly older men, paid their tabs and left.

“Looks like your regulars don’t like live music,” I said.

“Mostly a younger crowd comes to see the Debutantes,” Buddy informed me. “Old timers don’t like their kind of music. They like ogling sexy girls, of course, and the Debs are plenty sexy. But not enough for a $20 cover charge.”

We cleared the main area as the last of the old timers paid up and left. Buddy waved as they went out the door.

“Gotta move with the times, I guess,” he said. “Catering to old men won’t pay the bills any longer. College kids are keeping this place going.”

“Change is good, though.”

“I reckon so,” Buddy said. “I even stop serving alcohol so the kiddies can come dance. All ages, you see. Never thought my bar would be serving Cokes to teenagers.”

“I’m surprised young people are into the Debutantes. Country music is not real big on campus. Or so I hear.”

“You’ve never listened to the Debs?” Buddy asked me.

“Haven’t had the time, yet. I just signed on to work with them today.”

“Well, the Debs play a different kind of music. ‘Alternative’ is what they call it. Young folks seem to be fans of it.”

“And you?” I asked. “Are you a fan?”

Buddy shrugged. “I’m a fan of making money and paying the bills. And ogling pretty girls, of course.”

“I understand.”

“Can I get you a drink?” Buddy asked. “Seems like you earned a swallow for helping me move things.”

“I don’t drink alcohol, but some sparkling water would suit me.”

“Good man,” Buddy said, appreciatively. “Staying sober on the job is an admirable thing.”

I leaned against the bar as Buddy poured me a tall glass of sparkling water.

“The last guy was always trying to bum drinks off the club,” Buddy grumbled. “I finally had to tell Amy to stop comping the bastard.”

“I’d already figured that out on my own,” said a female voice from behind me.

I turned around to find myself looking at a familiar face.

“Amalia?”

The slim brunette cocked an eyebrow at me. It had been a couple of years since I‘d spoken with her. The quizzical look on her face told me she was just as surprised by my presence.

I could understand her reaction. The last time I saw Amalia, she’d been lying in her bed, sweaty and naked and freshly fucked, her body still quaking from her orgasms, thick ropes of my cum dripping down her heaving chest.

“Hi, Derrick,” Amalia said. “What the hell are you doing here?”


Chapter 5

“Glad to know I’m special.”

Amalia propped herself up against the bar, waiting for my reply.

“I’m working with Dirt Road Debutantes,” I said, jerking my thumb towards the stage.

Amalia nodded. “Figured you weren’t here for the booze.”

“Never touch the stuff.”

“I know. Mr. Clean Living.”

“I try.”

Amalia was my friend Pablo’s younger sister. She was 22, the same as me, though she looked much younger. Amalia stood 5’4” and was very slim. She was wearing a tight tank top that showed off her toned arms and chest. With her A-cup boobs, Amalia never wore a bra. Her big, dark nipples strained against the thin fabric of her shirt.

My eyes reflexively dropped to take in her nips. I had fond memories of enjoying them and the rest of Amalia’s slender body. Amalia saw me looking, her face twitching with amusement at my attention.

“You grew your hair out,” she said, brushing a stray hair behind my ear. “You look good.”

“Thanks,” I said, enjoying her touch against my face. “You as well.”

Amalia placed her hand on my arm and squeezed it.

“So, Pablo told me about your neck thing. I was sorry to hear about that. You doing okay?”

“I’m doing well,” I said. “Thanks for asking.”

Amalia smiled at me. She had the same black hair and light brown eyes as Pablo. A small rose was pinned in her thick tresses.

“You two catch up,” Buddy said. “I’m going to check on the Debs. Don’t forget to prep the bar for the show, Amy.”

“I will, Buddy.”

“Make sure the liquor is locked up tight.”

“I gotcha.”

Buddy left us alone at the bar. An awkward silence fell between me and Amalia.

“You go by Amy now?” I asked.

“Easier to pronounce,” she said with a shrug.

“I always like Amalia,” I said. “Really pretty name.”

Amalia cocked an eyebrow at me. I cleared my throat.

“So you work here?”

“Bartender,” she confirmed.

“Nice.”

I looked away, trying to think up something more to say. Amalia let out a sigh and put her hand on my arm again. This time, she didn’t let go.

“This is weird,” she said, “so I guess I’ll just ask.”

“Ask what?”

“Why you stopped seeing me?” she replied.

Crap. Here we go. You knew she was going to ask, dude.

Two years ago, I’d hooked up with Amalia after a fight I lost. I was angry and sad and disappointed in myself. Amalia had been a comfort. I’d seen her around, but never really talked with her. She’d apparently noticed me for a while, though. She saw me hurting and gave me some emotional support.

For Amalia, emotional support meant sex.

We fucked for the first time in the bathroom at my BJJ dojo. She was hot, fast, and savage. I remember slamming her from behind as she was bent over the toilet. We went so hard that the lid over the tank almost crashed to the floor.

Fucking her tight pussy was amazing, but when Amalia pulled my cock out and leveled it against her asshole, I knew she was a special girl.

“Fuck my ass!” she had begged me. “Please fuck it, Ricky.”

I needed no more encouragement as I eagerly thrust into her tight ring. I’d never ass fucked a girl before. It felt different from her pussy, tight at the entrance and pillowy soft inside. The way her sphincter clamped down and gripped my dick was like nothing I’d ever felt before. I loved watching my cock disappear into her asshole. From the moans and thrashing coming from Amalia, she obviously loved getting ass fucked, too. Her hand was a blur between her legs as she worked her clit to a huge, shuddering orgasm.

I kept fucking her ass as Amalia whimpered with pleasure. When I was close, I pulled out and tugged off the condom. Amalia eagerly scrambled to face me, her eyes looking up at me as I unloaded on her face and neck, Amalia loving the way my hot cum spurted all over her. It was an amazing finish to amazing sex with an amazing girl.

Over the next few weeks, I would learn that Amalia loved sex as much as I loved winning fights. In the end, though, I decided to stop seeing her. I let her know by text, which was a crappy thing to do.

Now it was time to face the music.

“Amalia… I just thought it would be better if we stopped seeing each other,” I said lamely.

“Why, though? We spent three weeks fucking like crazy. And then suddenly, you go cold? I’m not trying to get all up in your face and I know it was a couple of years ago, but I always wondered why.”

Amalia waited for my reply. Her face was open and earnest. I decided I owed her the truth.

“It was because of Pablo,” I said reluctantly. “He was my training partner. I rolled with him every day. Dating you made things awkward between us.”

“So you chose my brother over me?”

I nodded. “Yeah. You were awesome, Amalia. Really awesome. But I couldn’t have friction with my main BJJ partner. My career was on the line, so I made a business decision. I should have been more open with you. Sorry about that.”

Amalia chewed her lower lip as she listened. After a bit, she nodded and gave my arm another squeeze.

“Okay,” she said. “I appreciate the honesty. I suspected as much, but just wanted confirmation. Now I know, I won’t have to wonder anymore.”

“I never wanted to be inconsiderate. I apologize if I was.”

Amalia leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.

“Apology accepted,” she whispered. “And thanks for the good time. It was an amazing three weeks.”

“Yes, it was,” I agreed.

We stared into each other’s eyes. For a moment, I thought we might start kissing. Instead, she pulled away from me.

“So, I need to prep the bar for tonight,” she said, patting my shoulder. “I’ll let you get back to your job, Ricky.”

“You’re still the only one who calls me Ricky,” I laughed.

“Glad to know I’m special.”

We held eye contact for a second before she looked away, a small grin on her face. I felt a hitch in my chest as I looked at her.

Amalia went behind the bar while I finished my water and set the empty glass down. I could feel her watching me leave as I walked out of the club entrance,

Outside, the sun was setting and the air was getting cooler. It was 5:30. I ran a hand over my face, taken aback at seeing Amalia again.

She still looks gorgeous.

More memories of fucking Amalia flooded back into my head. She’d been a hellion, aggressive and daring from the first time we did it in that bathroom. We’d spent one entire weekend doing nothing but screwing, Amalia loving how ferociously I used all her holes. She was one of the best girls I’d ever been with. Giving her up for my career had been hard.

That was two years ago, though, and I was no longer a pro fighter. Training with Pablo was no longer an issue for me. Nothing was holding me back from seeing Amalia again.

I wondered if Amalia was thinking the same thing. There had been a spark between us just now. We both felt it. Who knows where it could lead?

“Amy,” I said, trying out her new name. “Naw, not going to do it. Amalia. Sweet, sexy little Amalia. I need to get your number before this night is done.”

Chuckling to myself, I headed back to the van to wait for Mrs. Conner’s text.


Chapter 6

“You do your job and we’ll do ours.”

I was sitting on the back bumper of the van, watching the sun setting over the fields behind the club. The summer air was cooling and a few bats were already swooping through the sky.

Cars had been steadily filling the front parking lot for the last hour. I’d peeked around the corner to see loads of folks streaming into Buddy’s Club. Like Buddy had mentioned, most of them seemed like college kids. I’d expected a more traditional sort of audience for a country band, but maybe the “alternative” nature of DRD’s music attracted a different kind of fan.

I checked my phone and saw it was 6:30. Mrs. Conner said she would message me 15 minutes before show time. I set my phone down on the bumper and stretched my back. I’d never been good at waiting. Deciding to get my blood flowing, I did some high knees around the van, then got down on the asphalt and did a few push-ups.

I was running through some lunges when the back door of the club swung open. Bluebell propped the brick against the door and headed towards me.

“Hey, Bluebell.”

“You doing alright out here?” she asked.

“I’m good.”

Bluebell was dressed in booty shorts and a football jersey from the local University. The jersey must have been a child’s size, the fabric stretched tightly over her ample chest. Tied in a knot at her sternum, the jersey showed off Bluebell's flat stomach and the glittering stud that pierced her belly button. Her booty shorts and cowboy boots made the entire outfit even more eye-catching.

“I like the outfit,” I said. “I didn’t know you were a fan.”

“I don’t give a shit about college football,” she said. “It’s just a costume to give our fans some eye candy.”

“It looks good, all the same.”

Bluebell nodded, casually dismissing my compliment. She seemed like a girl who was used to being complimented by men. With her curvy body and pretty face, I figured Bluebell drew male attention wherever she went.

“So, Ma will fill you in on what she wants from you tonight,” Bluebell said. “It’s mostly just standing in the back and watching the crowd for any drunks or guys who want to get handsy with us. Our fans usually don’t get rowdy, but stuff can happen. We’ll signal you if we want someone handled.”

“At least they aren’t serving alcohol tonight,” I said.

“Yeah, but people drink before they come, so it’s still something to be aware of.”

“I gotcha.”

“I also wanted to ask you to keep an eye out for a specific person.”

“Okay.”

“He’s a fat guy with kinda long, stringy hair and a bushy goatee. Looks about 30 or 35 years old, and usually wears a leather vest. Been to a couple of our shows. We call him Greasy. He’s never done anything bad, but the way he looks at us is creepy. Especially with Nevaeh. He just stares at her like she’s a piece of meat.”

“Fat guy with stringy hair and a goatee,” I said. “I’ll be on the lookout for him.”

“Thank you. And speaking of Nevaeh…”

“Yeah?”

Bluebell cleared her throat. She kicked the asphalt with her heel, her head lowered in thought.

“She’s a little smitten by you,” Bluebell sighed. “She keeps talking about how nice and handsome you are, how you look like a TV actor or something.”

“I’m flattered.”

The idea that Nevaeh was crushing on me was really exciting. Any guy would enjoy having a girl as pretty as Nevaeh showing interest in him.

Bluebell didn’t look pleased, though. She seemed concerned, maybe even a little upset.

“I know you just started and this is your first night with us,” she said quietly. “One thing you should know is that Nevaeh is a different kind of girl. Her mother died giving birth to her. She lived alone with her father for most of her life and didn’t interact much with other people growing up. We were neighbors and I was her only friend. She was home-schooled and her father had some strict beliefs that he instilled in her. It made her have a different way of interacting with the world.”

“Okay.”

“What I’m trying to say is that Nevaeh is naive in a lot of ways. Innocent, you know? We’re like sisters and I care for her a lot. I look out for her and make sure she’s okay. I’ve done so since we were little and especially after her father passed and she moved in with us. Ma does too, of course.”

“Okay,” I said again, unsure of where this was going. “Is there something I can do to help?”

“Just be aware of her personality,” Bluebell said. “And, just to put it bluntly… don’t take advantage of her trusting nature, okay? Guys have tried to use her before. That’s not going to happen while I’m around.”

A surge of anger rose inside me. I did not like what Bluebell was implying.

“I’ve never taken advantage of any woman,” I said in a controlled tone. “I certainly don’t intend to do so now.”

“That’s good,” Bluebell replied, her eyes flashing. “We keep everything professional and this will all work out. You do your job and we’ll do ours.”

“Understood.”

“Ma’s waiting for us. We better go in and meet with her.”

“Lead the way,” I said.

“Maybe wipe off your cheek, first?”

“What?” I asked, baffled.

“You’ve got lipstick on your cheek,” Bluebell said with a frown. “You might want to clean it off.”

I swiped my palm over the spot where Amalia had kissed me. A faint smear of her red lipstick was on my hand. Using the van’s window as a mirror, I wiped off the rest from my cheek.

“Thank you,” Bluebell said. “Let’s head in. Close the door behind you, please.”

I followed Bluebell, pushing away the cinder block and closing the back door behind me. I felt irritated and embarrassed by the way Bluebell was interacting with me. She wasn’t hostile or anything, but she certainly wasn’t being friendly either. I felt like her warning was uncalled for. I didn’t know if she was just like that or if there was something about me in particular that made her so standoffish.

Inside the dressing room, Mrs. Conner was finishing her makeup while Nevaeh was warming up her voice. Mrs. Conner was wearing denim overalls with one strap unbuckled over her shoulder. The lacy bra she wore underneath emphasized her huge tits, her boobs pressed together to show off her deep cleavage.

That’s a lot of woman squeezed into those tight overalls. Bet she looks amazing when the clothes come off. Fantasy milf, for sure.

Mrs. Conner hadn’t discussed her marital status with me, but I’d noticed that she didn’t wear a wedding ring. She had also not mentioned her husband, if she still had one. Was she single and available? Or was some lucky guy enjoying that voluptuous body? My curiosity was in overdrive as I took in Mrs. Conner’s firm curves.

“Ready, Derrick?” Nevaeh asked. “It sounds like a big crowd out there!”

The slim brunette grinned at me. Unlike the other two women, Nevaeh wore a simple white dress that hung loosely over her petite frame. With short sleeves and a modest neckline, the hem of the dress fell past Nevaeh’s knees. I was surprised that she was wearing something so conservative compared to Mrs. Conner and Bluebell.

“Did Bluebell go over your job tonight?” Mrs. Conner asked.

“Mainly. I’ll stand in the back and keep an eye on the crowd. Y’all will signal me if someone is being a pest.”

“Right. And don’t hide back there or anything. Let the audience see you so they are aware of your presence.”

“Deterrence is better than violence,” Nevaeh said. “Father always said so.”

“Exactly. Maybe you could roll your shirt sleeves up, sweetie? Show off those muscles?”

“No problem,” I said.

“Good! Then I think we’re all set to rock the house!”

“Group hug!” Nevaeh said. “We can’t go on stage without a group hug.”

I stepped back, giving the three women space. I didn’t expect to be included in any group hug, so it surprised me when Nevaeh waved me in to join them.

“Don’t just stand there, Derrick! Come here!”

Mrs. Conner was smiling warmly at me while Bluebell kept her expression carefully neutral. Nevaeh was waiting expectantly.

“Don’t keep us waiting,” Mrs. Conner said.

Still a little bashful, I joined the three women in the middle of the dressing room. Nevaeh pulled me close while Mrs. Conner put her arm around my waist and snuggled up to me.

The four of us rested our heads together. I breathed in the clean smell of these three women, feeling the warmth of their bodies around me.

“Dirt Road Debutantes!” Nevaeh cheered.

“Dirt Road Debutantes!” Mrs. Conner and Bluebell replied.

“Dirt Road Debutantes,” I said, a grin spreading over my face.


Chapter 7

“We’re the real deal and we always deliver.”

A few songs into their set, I realized why Dirt Road Debutantes had such a young following. Despite their traditional acoustic instruments, DDR’s music was edgy and fun and very youthful. It had a deliberately old-timey sound, but with a knowing and ironic edge.

Their set list included self-aware titles like “Backseat Ballbuster”, “What Else You Use that Mouth For, Boy?”, “Community College Tramp”, and their most popular song, “Buckstomp” which, as far as I could tell, was about a girl who loves pegging her boyfriend with a huge strap-on dildo.

Their lyrics were funny, cutting, and occasionally obscene. Mrs. Conner on the big bass was the musical backbone. Bluebell on banjo and guitar was amazing, her voice full-on rock and roll with a twang. Nevaeh, singing and playing her fiddle, was ethereal and gorgeous. You couldn’t take your eyes off this tiny girl with the big voice and her raucous fiddle. Dirt Road Debutantes were cool and fun as hell to listen to. I was relieved that my fears about shitty country music were unfounded.

The Debs visual appeal went without saying, of course. All three women were super hot and they all flaunted it every minute they were on stage. Mrs. Conner, the thicc and sexy milf. Bluebell, the country calendar girl with big tits and bubble butt on full display.

And then there was Nevaeh. She had the voice of an angel and a face to match. When the lights came on for their set, I immediately recognized her sexual appeal. The plain white dress I thought was modest and conservative turned out to be virtually transparent in the stage lights. Wearing the skimpiest bra and thong beneath her gauzy dress, Nevaeh was like a fairy tale nymphet draped in a fine mist as she sang and played her fiddle.

Standing behind the stage, I got to see the reaction of the audience as this trio of gorgeous women flirted with the crowd throughout their performance. At first, the guys in the audience didn’t know quite where to look, their eyes darting between the three women before eventually fastening on the one that most appealed to them. The women in the audience danced and clapped along with the music, having a great time. Several of them were also openly eyeing up the Debs, their lust plain to see.

I kept my eyes on the audience, but occasionally I would steal a glance towards the bar where Amalia was serving sodas and mocktails. She saw me looking and gave me a wave and a thumbs-up as if to say I was doing a good job.

The show lasted about an hour. The Debs finished strong with an a cappella version of “Buckstomp” that had the audience singing along and stomping their feet. The three women took their bows to raucous applause.

“We’ll be back out to sign CDs and posters,” Mrs. Conner reminded them. “Shirts and other merch as well. Y’all come get some, okay? We got bills to pay!”

I followed the Debs back to the dressing room. They were sweaty and in high spirits, their faces flushed with triumph as they put their instruments away.

“What a fantastic audience!” Mrs. Conner said.

“Biggest one yet!” Bluebell said, clapping her hands.

“They knew all our songs,” Nevaeh said, her face glowing. “They sang along every time.”

“And clapped along, out of time!” Mrs. Conner laughed. “Threw me off, damn it.”

“What did you think, Derrick?” Nevaeh asked me. “First time at our show for you?”

“First time hearing your music at all,” I replied. “You guys were amazing. Truly. I can see why so many people showed up tonight.”

“Our last show had only half the audience,” Bluebell marveled. “Word must be getting around.”

“And why not?” said Mrs. Conner. “We’re the real deal and we always deliver. Didn’t we deliver tonight, sweetie?”

“You did, Mrs. Conner.”

“Damn straight.”

“Should I go and set up the merch table?” I asked.

“Yes, and thank you,” said Mrs. Conner. “Tell them we’ll be out in 15 minutes or so.”

“Understood.”

I grabbed the folding table and the box of CDs and headed back into the club. Most of the audience had left, but there was still a good-sized crowd remaining. They milled about the club, watching as I set up the table.

“The Debs will be out in 15 minutes or so,” I told the folks standing near me.

“Where’s Percy?” a girl asked. “Is he backstage?”

I figured it wasn’t my place to discuss employment issues with these fans. If Mrs. Conner wanted to say something about her former roadie, that was up to her.

“I’m not sure where Percy is,” I said. “It’s only me tonight.”

“And who are you?”

“Derrick. I was just hired on.”

The girl looked me over. She was in her early 20s. Two other girls stood near her. They were whispering with each other and giggling, the two of them eyeing me up.

“Auntie Lilly hired you, didn’t she? I can see why. She certainly has a type.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that. These girls seemed to know the Debs personally, or maybe they were some kind of fan club? It was still my first night and I had a lot to learn.

“Pardon me,” I said. “I need to get more stuff out.”

“Take your time, Derrick.”

The girls giggled some more as I left. Shaking my head, I went back into the dressing room to fetch the shirts and display racks.

Mrs. Conner and Bluebell were touching up their makeup. Nevaeh was in a corner, packing away her white dress. She was wearing nothing but her skimpy underwear, her lithe body pale and lovely even in the harsh fluorescent lighting of the dressing room.

I made an effort to keep my eyes averted as I gathered the box of shirts and the display racks. As I made my way to the door, I felt a hand on my shoulder.

“Many people out there?”

Nevaeh looked up at me with a mischievous grin on her face. I forced myself to hold her gaze and not look down at her nearly naked body.

“Pretty good-sized crowd,” I said, keeping my voice casual. “Some girls were asking about you. Seemed like they know you.”

“That’s probably our cousins,” Bluebell said. “Bleached blonde hair? Smoky eye makeup?”

“Uh, yeah? I guess so. They asked for Auntie Lilly.”

“That’s them,” Mrs. Conner said. “They try to come to all of our shows.”

“Bet they flirted with you,” Bluebell chuckled. “Them girls have roving eyes for new talent.”

New talent? I wondered. Is that what they call guys now?

“Do me a favor, Derrick?” Nevaeh asked. “Can you give me a hand with my dress?”

“Of course.”

I waited awkwardly as Nevaeh went and fetched a dress from the hangers at the back of the dressing room. Nevaeh slipped it over her head as she walked back to me. There were a series of buttons on the back. Nevaeh turned her back to me and scooped her hair away from her neck.

I did up the buttons on the dress, pulling the edges together with both hands since the dress was fairly tight. My fingertips brushed the bare skin on her back and Nevaeh gave a little shiver. Her skin was warm and slightly damp.

As I buttoned the dress, I could see both Mrs. Conner and Bluebell watching me in the mirrors. It did not escape me that Nevaeh could have asked one of the other women to do up her buttons. Asking me to do it was a bold move by the pretty little brunette.

I wondered what the other two were thinking. Were they amused? Or maybe concerned? Bluebell had made her thoughts clear. Mrs. Conner was much more playful, but she was still the mother hen for the group. She was observing me closely as I helped with Nevaeh’s dress. I made sure to be as professional as possible.

“Thank you,” Nevaeh said after I finished the last button.

“You’re very welcome. You look really nice.”

Nevaeh did a little twirl, her dress swirling around her legs. I noticed she was barefoot now. The gold rings on her toes were eye-catching and sexy. When Nevaeh smiled at me, her eyes sparkled and her cheeks dimpled. Once again, I was struck by how beautiful this 18-year-old girl was.

“I, uh, better get going.”

With Bluebell’s warning still fresh in my mind, I cleared my throat and refocused on the task at hand. Grabbing the rack and shirt box, I headed back into the club.


Chapter 8

“I’m glad Auntie Lilly hired you.”

The crowd gathered around the Debs was mostly female. A few bashful guys stood near the folding table, asking for pictures with Mrs. Conner and Bluebell and Nevaeh. The Debs enthusiastically posed for shot after shot, vamping it up with lots of sexy and ironic poses. The ladies were doing brisk business selling their merch. Everyone looked like they were having a great time.

“That went well,” Amalia said.

I was leaning against the bar. Amalia slid a glass of sparkling water to me.

“Appreciate it,” I said, taking the drink.

“Dirt Road Debutantes are making a name for themselves, aren’t they? I really like their music.”

“Tonight was my first time hearing them,” I admitted. “Excellent stuff. I was worried it would be like that shit I hear on the radio sometimes. Pop country, or whatever it’s called.”

“Surprised me as well,” said Amalia. “I ended up buying their album online. ‘Buckstomp’ makes me laugh every time I hear it.”

“I can understand why,” I chuckled. “Quite a little ballad, that one is.”

“Walking funny, because my honey, done me sooooo goooood,” Amalia sang, the two of us laughing together. “Album notes say Bluebell writes all their lyrics. She’s quite a wordsmith.”

“I didn’t know that.”

Bluebell was posing for a photo with a star-struck fan. It impressed me that she was the lyricist for DRD. Off stage, she came across as introverted and wary despite her bombshell looks. Knowing she wrote all those clever and funny song lyrics made me see her in a different light.

“Help me reset the tables?” Amalia asked.

“Sure.”

The two of us fetched the tables and chairs stacked along the walls. We set them up in the main space, putting the club back the way it was.

“We schedule these shows to finish before 9 at night, or else state laws kick in,” Amalia explained. “Still charge the same for a soda as we do for alcohol. That’s where Buddy makes his money. Regulars know to come back when we’re done with the kiddies.”

She was right. An older crowd was coming back into the venue already. The vibe of the place had changed pretty dramatically.

“I’ll start serving alcohol again at nine,” Amalia told me as we set up the last table. “Any underage folks still here will have to clear out. State law.”

“I’ll let Mrs. Conner know. I think we’re heading out soon.”

“Okay. Well. It was good seeing you again, Ricky. Seriously.”

I grinned at my former fuck buddy. She cocked an eyebrow at me, a gesture I knew well.

“Same,” I said. “We should stay in touch. Why don’t you give me your number?”

“My number? It’s the same. You know, like it was two years ago? When we were screwing?”

Amalia’s tone and expression let me know she was feeling naughty. A rush of excitement went through me, blood rushing to my dick.

“I’ll be back tomorrow,” I said. “We should hang out. Catch up.”

“Catch up on what?” she asked with a sly smile.

I let my eyes play over her lean body. Her nipples jutted through her shirt. I remembered how hard they got when she was excited, how wet her pussy got when Amalia was ready to fuck.

“Whatever,” I said. “We can figure it out.”

Amalia was letting her eyes roam over my body. The tip of her tongue poked out of the corner of her mouth, another familiar sign that Amalia was feeling horny.

“I’d love that, Ricky. Problem is, I’d have to ask my boyfriend first.”

Shit!

“You have a boyfriend?” I asked.

“Yep.”

“I guess I’m not surprised.”

“Two years is a long time.”

I sighed. “Yes, it is.”

Amalia gave me a playful punch to the arm.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Ricky. You did a good job tonight.”

Amalia went back to tending the bar. My dick was still throbbing, but my mind was filled with regret. Two years had passed. Me and Amalia were done. I’d made a choice and would have to live with it.

Taking a deep breath, I headed to the folding table where the Debs were finishing their last few merch sales.

“You can start loading the shirts and display rack into the van, sweetie,” Mrs. Conner told me. “We’re just about ready to hit the road.”

“Gotcha.”

I picked up the rack and hoisted the box of shirts onto my shoulder.

“I’ll come with you,” Nevaeh chimed in.

“You don’t have to,” I told her. “I’ll be right back.”

“Many hands make light work,” she said cheerfully. “I could use some fresh air.”

Nevaeh picked up the CDs and tucked them under her arm. Mrs. Conner and Bluebell were busy talking to the three girls I met earlier. They kept throwing glances my way. I wondered if they were talking about me.

Feeling a little anxious, I headed toward the back of the club. Nevaeh followed behind me as I went out the back door and into the lot.

“That was an awesome show,” I told her. “You guys look like you were having such a great time.”

“I love performing with Bluebell and Auntie Lilly,” she said. “We enjoy making music and just having fun.”

“It shows.”

“So… do you know the bartender?” Nevaeh asked as I unlocked the van.

“Amalia? Yeah. Her brother Pablo was my training partner. I’ve known her for a few years now.”

“Did you… were you guys dating?”

The hesitant way Nevaeh asked the question was kind of adorable. I reminded myself she was only 18. According to Bluebell, she was also quite naive. Despite her looks and the sexy way she performed on stage, Nevaeh was still just a teenager.

“It’s just, I saw you two talking and it seemed like you guys knew each other, so I was curious,” Nevaeh said in a rush. “She’s really pretty and nice and I think you guys are the same age so…”

Nevaeh’s voice trailed off and she shifted uncomfortably beside me. I took the CDs from her and put them in the van.

“We saw each other for a few weeks,” I said, choosing my words carefully. “That was two years ago, though. She’s got a boyfriend now.”

“Oh. Okay. So you’re just, like, friends?”

“Just friends,” I confirmed.

“Are you, like, seeing someone right now? Dating, I mean?”

“Not seeing anyone,” I said. “Haven’t dated in a while, in fact. I was always too busy with my training.”

Nevaeh nodded nonchalantly, but I could see her fighting to suppress a smile. She helped me load the racks and shirts into the van.

“What about you?” I asked.

“Me?”

“Yeah. Are you dating anyone?”

“No!” she giggled.

“Too busy with the Debs?”

“Kinda, but not really. I mean, Bluebell has a boyfriend. And Auntie Lilly dates, too. Guys have asked for my number and stuff, but I always turn them down.”

“So, like a personal choice not to date?”

“More like a promise, I guess. To my father before he passed.”

“Promise?” I asked.

“Yes. I pledged to Father that I would give my virginity to my husband on our wedding night. No one else.”

I blinked in surprise, not sure what to say. That was a damn personal thing to tell me. I wasn’t expecting Nevaeh to blurt out such private information.

“Uh, wow. That’s a big promise.”

Nevaeh nodded, her expression serious and earnest.

“Lots of boys freak out when I tell them that,” she said. “I know most won’t want to go out with me once they know I’m keeping my virginity for my special man. Rather than make them upset, I just don’t date at all.”

“I see.”

“You think it’s stupid, don’t you?”

“Not at all,” I said. “That’s actually really cool. I admire your resolve.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” I said. “My own dad ran away when I was a kid. I never knew him or had any connection with him. It was hard growing up without a father figure in my life. I wish I had as strong a bond with my dad as you did with yours. Keeping your promise is like honoring his memory and keeping him alive, in a way. I think that’s awesome.”

Nevaeh looked away and didn’t say anything for a while. I got worried that I had upset her or said something wrong. When she finally turned back to me, her eyes were glistening.

“That was nice of you to say,” she murmured. “A lot of guys wouldn’t understand. They just want me to… you know.”

“I know,” I said. “It’s just the way us guys are.”

“You seem different. I felt it the moment I saw you. After all the trouble we had with Percy, you were like a breath of fresh air. My inner voice told me you were special.”

Inner voice? What the heck?

“Uh, thanks. I’m enjoying working with you guys.”

“I’m glad Auntie Lilly hired you,” she said quietly. “I’d like to get to know you better. Is that okay, Derrick?”

“It sounds good to me, Nevaeh.”

Nevaeh wrapped me in a tight hug. I was surprised at how strong she was. I hugged her back, breathing in the clean smell of her and enjoying the warmth of her body against mine. I kept waiting for her to let go, but she clung to me for a long time, her head nestled against my chest.

“We better head back in,” she whispered, finally releasing her hold on me. “Auntie Lilly will be wondering what’s keeping us.”

“Yeah, for sure.”

“I’m so glad we talked.”

Before I could respond, Nevaeh planted a kiss on my cheek. Giggling, she ran back into the club.

I stood where I was, trying to make sense of what had just happened. From Nevaeh revealing such private details about herself to the sudden kiss she gave me, I was thrown off kilter.

“What a night,” I muttered to myself.

I locked up the van. Overhead, the stars were glittering in a cloudless sky. A quarter moon hung palely over the horizon.

Shaking my head, I headed back into Buddy’s Club to finish packing up for the night.


Chapter 9

“I want to try it my way.”

I lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling and replaying the events of last night in my mind. From that first text my buddy Victor sent me to meeting Mrs. Conner and the Debs and having dinner with them, then going to Buddy’s Club and watching their fantastic performance. The drive back to the house had given me time to wonder if every night with DRD was going to be as entertaining as this one.

Mostly, I kept thinking about Amalia’s unexpected appearance and how much I regretted ghosting her two years ago. Back then, she could have easily contacted me through Pablo, but she didn’t. She chose not to chase me or try to change my mind. Amalia just let me go and moved on. She had her pride. I respected her for that.

Like Amalia said, two years was a long time. The sparks between us were still there, though. We both could feel it. It would be fun to see her again tonight.

The other thing I kept going over was the strange interaction with Nevaeh in the parking lot. I knew she was crushing on me hard, but it still felt weird that she would tell me about her virginity and her promise to her father. We’d just met. Was she like this with every guy she liked?

Nevaeh was such a sweet girl that her behavior just seemed a little eccentric. The hug had been so tight and had gone on so long that it almost became awkward. And the kiss had been another unexpected moment. Her being a beautiful girl surely impacted my assessment of her. If Nevaeh wasn’t so damned pretty, would I have been more wary?

Sunlight seeped around the edges of my window curtains. I set my thoughts aside and rolled out of bed. It was past nine already and I wanted to get in a workout before tonight’s gig with Dirt Road Debutantes. I may not have been a pro fighter anymore, but I wasn’t about to let myself go soft.

I was stretching my hamstrings when there was a knock on my door. It was my landlord.

“Just wanted to remind you about the fumigation and mold treatment starting tomorrow,” he told me.

“Uh, what?”

“Didn’t you get the letter I sent last week?” he asked.

“I’ve been kind of busy lately. Fill me in?”

My landlord sighed and shook his head. He leaned against my doorframe and scratched his chin. He was a nice older man who had always treated me well. I could tell he was exasperated with me, though.

“I need to do a pest fumigation and mold abatement on this section of the building,” he said. “You and two other units on the east side need to vacate for a week while the contractors are here. I will deduct the week from your rent. I put all this in a letter I slipped under your door. You didn’t read it?”

“No. Sorry. Like I said, I was kinda wrapped up in other things.”

“I’m glad I stopped by, then. They will be here tomorrow at eight in the morning. You need to be out by seven so I can do a check of all the units to make sure no pets or anything got left behind. Can you do that?”

“Seems like I don’t have a choice. Thanks for coming over and reminding me. I wish I had paid closer attention to my mail.”

“You got a place to go?”

“Oh yeah, no worries. I’ll be out by seven like you asked.”

In fact, I didn’t have a place to go, especially on such short notice. As I continued with my workout, I ran through a mental list of friends and training buddies I could crash with. Most either had families or were still living with their parents. The list of possibilities was pretty slim.

“Goddamn this fucking sucks,” I grumbled.

After a quick shower, I packed my clothes and some other things I’d need for a week. I’d been putting off doing the laundry, so most of my clothes were worn and stinky. I’d need to visit a laundromat wherever I ended up staying.

“Let’s face it, you know how this is going to go,” I muttered to myself.

Reluctantly, I threw my sleeping bag and my air mattress in with the rest of my stuff. Sleeping in the back of my truck beneath the stars? It was romantic and sweet when you were camping. When you had no other option, it just plain sucked. I’d done it before and was not looking forward to living out of my vehicle again.

My spirits rose a bit as I headed to the Deb’s place. Mrs. Conner had texted to make sure I’d be there for dinner. A hot meal in the company of hot women was always a good thing.

“Meatloaf and grated cauliflower with cobbler for dessert, don’t be late.”

Tonight was DRD’s last show at Buddy’s Club. I would be packing their sound equipment up and hauling it back to their barn. It was going to be a busy night.

As I pulled into the front of Mrs. Conner’s house, I saw Nevaeh leaning against the van. It seemed like she had been waiting for me.

Nevaeh was barefoot and wearing a loose sundress. From a distance, the petite brunette almost looked like a little girl playing dress up with her mother’s clothes. It was only when she got closer that it became very obvious that she was no child. I inhaled sharply, struck again by her good looks.

“Hey, Derrick!” she said brightly, leaning into my open window.

“Hi, Nevaeh. I hope I’m not too early.”

“A little bit, but that’s a good thing. I wanted to talk to you about something.”

Nevaeh’s face was so close to mine that I could smell the apricot-scented shampoo she used. Her breath was warm and smelled of mint. Her smile revealed her perfect white teeth.

“How can I help?” I asked.

“This truck is stick drive, right?”

“Yes, it is.”

“I’ve always wanted to learn to drive stick. Father said it was something that would be an asset to me. Will you give me lessons?”

“I’d love to,” I said. “But if you’re just learning to drive, you might want to start with automatic. It’s much easier.”

“That’s what Auntie Lilly told me. You guys are probably correct, but I want to try it. Do it the right way, you know? You can show me how to work that stick. I’m an excellent student and eager to learn. The first time is always the hardest and everything afterward will be easy in comparison. And I promise not to wreck your truck too much. You game?”

The teasing look on Nevaeh’s face kinda told me she was interested in more than just driving lessons. I was getting better at recognizing when Nevaeh was being mischievous. Despite everyone treating her like a naive young girl, Nevaeh had a playfully sly side to her personality.

“I’m game,” I told her, enjoying the bright smile that lit up her face. “Let me know when and where.”

“Awesome! It will be so much fun. Come on, let’s tell Auntie Lilly and Bluebell!”

She hauled open my door and playfully dragged me out of the truck. I obliged her, stepping out into the warm summer sunshine.

“What’s all that?” she asked, pointing to my laundry and sleeping bag resting on the passenger seat.

“Just some stuff I need.”

“You plan on going camping?”

“Kind of.”

I was surprised when Nevaeh took my hand in hers and began walking me toward the house.

“Me and Bluebell used to camp behind the barn when we were little,” she said. “We used to tell each other scary stories.”

“That sounds like fun,” I said.

“Bluebell was the best at making up stories! She used to scare me so bad!”

I was enjoying holding Nevaeh’s hand as we walked. It suddenly struck me that, though I’d had plenty of sex with Amalia, we’d never held hands like this when we were hooking up. In fact, I couldn’t recall any girl I’d held hands with, even the ones I’d fucked. It was such a simple and innocent pleasure, one made even sweeter with someone like Nevaeh.

Careful, Derrick. You don’t want to be catching feels for this girl. You work for her and Bluebell and especially Mrs. Conner. Stay focused and stay professional.

Being professional meant keeping some distance from the people you worked for. That was hard with a girl like Nevaeh, though. Her personality drew you in. As we walked, she swung our hands back and forth, skipping like a little kid. I couldn’t help but join her. Hand in hand, we skipped into the house, giggling like happy children.


Chapter 10

“Some kinds of loneliness can’t be cured by friends or family.”

“You’ll sleep in our barn!” Mrs. Conner said.

“No, that’s not necessary,” I protested. “I wasn’t trying to ask for that. Seriously, I’ll figure something out.”

“Sweetie, I already figured it out for you. We have a comfy sofa in the barn. You’ll stay there until your apartment is ready. Problem solved.”

I hesitated, not wanting to seem desperate for assistance. It was embarrassing to be accepting help from people I just met, especially since I worked for them. At the same time, it was kind of the perfect solution to my situation.

“Are you sure I wouldn’t be imposing?”

“If you were, I’d say so,” Mrs. Conner said. “I’m not exactly shy, in case you hadn’t noticed. Now accept my offer and thank me for my hospitality like a proper gentleman.”

I took a deep breath. The three women were looking at me expectantly, waiting for my answer.

“Thank you, Mrs. Conner. I’m grateful for your hospitality.”

“You’re very welcome, Derrick. Would you like another piece of cobbler?”

My plate was scraped clean. Getting hot meals that didn’t come in a takeout box was something I could get used to.

“Couldn’t eat another bite,” I said, patting my belly. “It was delicious. Thank you.”

“It was homemade,” Nevaeh assured me. “I helped her bake it.”

“Almost as good as Costco,” Bluebell teased. “Right, Derrick?”

Bluebell was being a little more friendly to me, which I appreciated. I’d discovered that she was very perceptive about the people around her. When she’d noticed me being quiet and somewhat distracted at dinner, Bluebell had asked if something was wrong.

Reluctantly, I’d told the Debs about my apartment being fumigated and not having a place to stay. I expected some sympathy, not an offer to crash in their barn.

“We keep an old fridge stocked with water and snacks for practice,” Mrs. Conner said. “With your sleeping bag, you should be snug as a bug in there.”

“A roof over my head is all I need.”

“You’ll have to use the pissing stump!” Nevaeh laughed.

I raised an eyebrow as the three women giggled together.

“There’s no toilet out there,” Bluebell explained. “There’s an old cottonwood stump behind the barn. Daddy would use the stump as a urinal when he needed to go.”

“Such a man thing,” Mrs. Conner said. “Always gotta aim at something. You can use the toilet in here for number 2. Otherwise, it’s the pissing stump for you.”

“I understand,” I said.

“Been a minute since anyone used the stump,” Bluebell said. “Seven years ago? When Daddy ran off?”

An awkward silence fell over the table.

“Well, at least it doesn’t reek of pee anymore,” Mrs. Conner said.

“It will after Derrick uses it!” Nevaeh said.

Her giggle broke the tension and the Debs relaxed again. I didn’t know the story behind Mr. Conner or why he “ran off”, but I figured it was a touchy subject from the way Bluebell and her mother reacted.

“We’ll also get that laundry done tomorrow,” Mrs. Conner said.

“I can do it,” I said. “You’ve done so much already. I don’t want to trouble you.”

“No trouble,” Mrs. Conner said. “I don’t want you messing with my washing machine and dryer. Now, if y’all are done eating, we need to head out to Buddy’s Club.”

Fifteen minutes later, we were on the road. Nevaeh chose to ride in the van with me. As we drove, she told me all about how she and Bluebell would go camping behind the barn.

“Back then, it was still a working barn. We’d make a fire and have a tent and everything. We’d stay far away from the stump, of course. It really did reek something awful back then. Auntie Lilly would bring us cookies and cocoa in a big thermos. We’d sit around the fire and sing hymns and pop songs. It was so much fun!”

“It must have been nice to have Bluebell living so close to you all those years.”

“It was more than nice,” Nevaeh said. “She was my only friend. Her and Auntie Lilly were almost the only people I was allowed to spend time with.”

“Your father was pretty strict, wasn’t he?”

“He had strong ideas about right and wrong.”

We drove in silence, Nevaeh staring out the window, watching the scenery roll by. Her window was down and warm air rushed over her face, blowing through her thick brown curls. It was like a scene out of a country music video.

Goddamn. She’s the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen.

“What about you?” Nevaeh asked, breaking the silence. “Did you have many friends growing up?”

“Some, but mostly I was on my own,” I said. “My dad abandoned us when I was little. My mom spent most of her life busting ass to keep a roof over our heads. I had to take care of myself. I focused mainly on my training.”

“It can be lonely, can’t it?”

The soft, almost melancholy tone of Nevaeh’s voice made me think she was talking about herself as much as me. I could see her point. We both had dealt with loneliness growing up.

“You’ve got Bluebell and Mrs. Conner,” I said. “You three seem so close.”

“We are. But some kinds of loneliness can’t be cured by friends or family. You know what I mean, don’t you?”

Nevaeh was looking at me with those big blue eyes of hers. A faint smile was on her full lips.

“I do know what you mean,” I said.

“I bet you’ve had lots of girls. Am I right?”

“I’ve had my share.”

“Like Amy the bartender?”

“We dated for a few weeks.”

“Want to tell me more?” she asked.

“No. I don’t think I do.”

“You’re good at keeping secrets?”

“I’m good at being discreet.”

“A gentleman never kisses and tells?”

“I’m no gentleman,” I laughed. “But I try to do the right thing as much as possible.”

“Hmm.”

I pulled off the road and drove into the parking lot behind Buddy’s Club. Bluebell had already propped open the back door. She and Mrs. Conner were waiting for us near their minivan.

“What took so long?” Mrs. Conner asked. “We’ve been here almost ten minutes already.”

“Sorry. We got cut off at that stoplight, then got stuck behind a semi going up that hill.”

“Thought you two might have run off to Mexico or something!” Bluebell joked.

“No. I was just interrogating Derrick about his love life.”

“Ooh, any juicy bits?” Mrs. Conner said.

“He wouldn’t say,” Nevaeh laughed.

“Well, that’s a good thing,” Mrs. Conner said. “Men bragging about the notches on their bedposts is tiresome and sad. Always appreciate a discreet man.”

I carried the CDs and T-shirts into the dressing room. I was getting more familiar with how things worked and what was expected of me. I went and fetched the T-shirt rack. As I reentered the dressing room, the Debs fell silent. I realized all three women were watching me. It was apparent they had been discussing me while I was outside.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Fine,” said Nevaeh.

“Fine,” echoed Bluebell.

“Don’t mind us,” Mrs. Conner said. “We gossip more than a sewing circle. Why don’t you go help Buddy clear the main floor? Afterward, you can wait in the van like last time.”

“Gotcha.”

Mrs. Conner gave me a wink as I headed into the club.


Chapter 11

“Hijo de puta!”

Buddy was shutting down the bar when I entered the club. The old timers were grumpily paying their tab and clearing out. A few gave me the stink eye as I crossed the main floor. They sure didn’t appreciate getting kicked out of their favorite watering hole so some kids could watch a show.

“Right on time,” Buddy said. “I appreciate a punctual man. I’ll be with you in a bit.”

“No biggie,” I replied. “I can shift the tables by myself.”

I went and began clearing the tables and chairs from the main floor and stacking them against the wall. The tables were kinda heavy and it took longer working by myself, but nothing unmanageable. I soon had the space cleared and ready for the Debs.

“Have a drink, you’ve earned it.”

Buddy slid a glass across the bar to me. It was sparkling water with a wedge of lemon, the same as I had the day before. I gulped it down and let out a long, satisfied belch that made Buddy chuckle.

“Amy was supposed to be here twenty minutes ago,” Buddy said. “She’s not usually late.”

“She’s usually an early bird, actually.”

“You know her pretty well, don’t you?”

I shrugged. “We go back a bit. I’m gonna use your toilet, if that’s okay.”

“That’s what it’s there for.”

I headed into the bathroom and took a crap. It was good to get my business done here at Buddy’s so I wouldn’t have to use Mrs. Conner’s bathroom. The less I imposed on her generosity, the better I felt about accepting it.

After I washed up, I headed back out to the van to wait for Mrs. Conner to text me. It had been a hot day and it was finally cooling. I settled down on the shady side of the van, sitting at the side door and checking my phone. I was hoping for some leads on other jobs, but opportunities were scarce.

“Might have to apply at Steady Eddy’s Pizza,” I mumbled.

I’d worked there for a while after high school. It had been a shitty job, but it was one I knew I could get again with little hassle. The thought of going back filled me with anxiety, but the need to pay my bills was even greater. Eddy did weekends himself, so at least I would be free to keep working for the Debs.

I was scrolling through my messages when I heard a squealing of tires and an engine revving. An older Toyota SUV pulled into the back lot, coming to a screeching halt beside Mrs. Conner’s minivan.

Wondering what was going on, I came around the van and looked into the parked 4Runner. A woman was hunched over, her head resting against the steering wheel, her chest heaving. She was obviously in distress.

Concerned, I approach the driver’s side window. As I got closer, I recognized the woman’s thick black hair and petite frame.

“Amalia?” I said.

She was sobbing pretty hard and didn’t hear me, so I tapped on the window with my knuckle. She looked up at me, her startled eyes red, her face wet with tears.

“Amalia, are you okay?”

She held up a finger to me, the universal sign for “Give me a second.”

Amalia collected herself, taking deep breaths and patting her sleeve against her face. I turned away to give her some privacy. A quick check of my phone showed it was 5:30, still an hour and a half until show time.

The door opened behind me and Amalia stepped out of her SUV.

“Amalia, what’s wrong?” I asked. “Is there something—?”

Before I could finish my sentence, Amalia pressed herself against me, wrapping me in a tight hug and burying her face in my chest.

“Hey, girl. It’s okay. I’m right here.”

I stroked her hair and held her gently in my arms. I could feel her shaking, her breath hitching in quick sobs. I waited, giving Amalia time to work through whatever she was feeling.

Gradually, Amalia relaxed and her breathing steadied. With a last squeeze, she let go of me and stepped back.

“Thanks,” she whispered. “I needed that.”

I waited as Amalia dabbed at her eyes and took in some deep breaths. When she finally looked up at me, a sad little smile was on her face.

“I must look like shit, huh?”

“You look fine. Wrung out, but fine.”

“Wrung out? Yeah, that fits. I’m all wrung out.”

“Want to tell me what’s wrong?”

Amalia shrugged. “I got fucked over by Miguel.”

“Who’s Miguel?”

She gave a short, bitter laugh. “My boyfriend. My ex-boyfriend, now. I just found out he’s been cheating on me for like three months.”

“Oh, damn. That’s awful.”

“The worse part about it? He was cheating with my best friend. That piece of fucking shit. Hijo de puta!”

I knew Amalia well enough to know that when she started cursing in Spanish, shit was about to go sideways.

“I’m sorry to hear that, Amalia. You don’t deserve to be treated that way.”

“I know that, stupid!” she shouted, slapping my chest.

Her sudden outburst surprised both of us. After a second, we both started laughing. Amalia dissolved into slightly hysterical giggles, her breath wheezing as she tried to regain control.

“Sorry, Ricky!” she panted, taking hold of my arm. “I’m just too crazy right now!”

I held her hand as Amalia composed herself. After laughing so hard, a lot of the tension had left her. It was good to drain away intense emotions either through tears or laughter. Amalia had done both. Now she seemed much calmer.

“Feeling better?” I asked.

“Yeah, a little. I’m just tired, you know? This came out of nowhere.”

“How’d you find out?”

“He sent me pictures by accident, thinking I was my best friend.”

“Pictures? Like dick pics?”

“Like fuck pics,” Amalia snarled. “Miguel and her screwing in his bedroom. While he was wearing the necklace I just got him. In one shot, you could even see my picture on his nightstand. That cheating bitch!”

“Goddamn, what a pig.”

“Him and her both!”

“Exactly.”

“How can people be so shitty?”

“I don’t know. What I do know is that you can handle this, Amalia. It hurts now, but finding out is the best thing for you. You can move on.”

“I already told him we’re done. He’s blowing up my phone trying to get me back, but it won’t happen. That pendejo is dead to me.”

“Good.”

“I just wish…”

“Wish?”

Amalia held up her finger again, a sly gleam in her eyes. She reached into her 4Runner and got her purse. She rummaged around inside it, looking for something.

“I knew I had some!” she shouted.

“What?” I asked, baffled.

Amalia triumphantly pulled two condom packets from her purse. She waved them in front of my face.

“These!”

“Rubbers? I don’t get it.”

Amalia grinned at me. The tip of her tongue poked out the corner of her mouth. My heart started racing as she came close to me.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me right now, Ricky!”


Chapter 12

“I know what I want.”

“Whoa, hold up, Amalia. You’re not thinking straight.”

I stepped back from the petite Latina, putting my hands on her shoulders to keep some distance between us. She was badly shook. There was no way I was going to take advantage of her when she was like this.

But Amalia wasn’t having any of my hesitation. She slipped into my arms again, looking up at me with those big brown eyes I knew so well.

“I’m thinking fine,” she said. “Never been clearer.”

“Look, this has been an enormous shock for you. I get it. You should take some time for yourself, Amalia. Get your mind right.”

“My mind is right. I know what I want. You want it as well. Ricky, I’ve seen the way you looked at me. Tell me you don’t want to fuck me again.”

“Of course I do,” I said. “But not like this.”

“I’m not some little girl you have to protect. Not like that singer who’s always making eyes at you.”

“Amalia…”

“Is that chiquita the one you want, Ricky? Little Miss Blue Eyes?”

“Of course not. Nevaeh is part of the band. I work for her.”

"Little girl has a crush on you so badly,” Amalia laughed. “It’s so corny.”

She took my hand and slipped it under her shirt. Her small breast nestled into my palm. I felt her hard nipple beneath my fingers.

“I’m a grown woman,” she purred. “I know what I want.”

I could feel my resolve beginning to crumble. Amalia moaned softly and bit her lip as I rubbed slow circles around her nipple with my thumb. Her hand trailed down my chest and to my crotch. She massaged my stiffening cock through my pants.

“There you are,” she chuckled. “You’re saying all these words to me, Ricky, but your body is telling me the truth.”

“You really want to have sex?”

“I want you to fuck me. And I want you to take pictures. A picture of me sucking that big cock of yours. A picture of you balls-deep in my ass. And a picture of your cum all over my face. Then I’m going to send those pictures to that pendejo to let him see what he’s never gonna get again. That’s what I want.”

“Goddamn, that’s fucking brutal. You’re a bad bitch, Amalia.”

Amalia shrugged. “Miguel knew we hooked up before. He was always insecure about you because you were a pro-fighter. He used to ask stupid shit about you all the time. Of all people, seeing your cock inside me will be the most cruel. It is what he deserves, believe me.”

“I believe you.”

“Good,” she said, taking me by the hand. “So, you got this nice, big van? We can screw inside it.”

I stopped her.

“The van belongs to Dirt Road Debutantes, not me. It’s my work vehicle. I can’t use it for that.”

“You serious?” she asked.

“It wouldn’t be appropriate.”

“Fine. We’ll use the storage room inside. It’s cluttered, but it will do. Wait here. I’ll go open the back door.”

Amalia trotted off towards the front entrance. I ran my hand through my hair, still stunned at what was happening. A few hours ago, I was sick with worry about where I was going to spend the night. Now, I had a place to stay and I was about to screw my old fuck buddy again.

Life comes at you fast, bro.

“No shit,” I mumbled.

I went and stood at the back door, checking my phone to make sure Mrs. Conner hadn’t messaged me. I still had almost an hour to go before show time.

The back door unlatched and swung open. Amalia waved me in, a grin on her face.

“Buddy is busy tending bar. I told him I had a sick stomach and needed time to use the bathroom. It’s slow, so he won’t miss me for a while.”

Amalia led me down a short hallway. The dressing room was on the other side of the building. I could faintly hear Nevaeh warming up her voice.

We stopped in front of a battered door. Amalia pulled a keyring from her pants pocket and unlocked it.

“Buddy never comes back here,” Amalia said. “We got it to ourselves.”

I looked around the storage space. Cardboard boxes were stacked on chairs along the wall. Some mops and a bucket stood in one corner. An old ceiling lamp cast weak light down over the space.

“Close the door, but don’t latch it,” Amalia told me.

I pulled the door closed, leaving it ajar. When I turned around, I saw that Amalia had pulled her shirt off.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” I said appreciatively.

Amalia put her hands behind her head and arched her back as I ran my fingers over her erect nipples. Big and dark, they were like licorice gumdrops waiting to be tasted.

“You always liked my tiny titties, didn’t you?”

“Always,” I said.

Amalia exhaled sharply as I bent over and took her nipple in my mouth, sucking on her hard, puckered flesh.

“Just like I remembered,” I said.

“You should never have ghosted me, dummy.”

“I don’t know what I was thinking.”

I raised my head and leaned in to kiss Amalia, but she turned her face away.

“I’m not ready for kissing,” she said. “I don’t want intimacy or romance, not right now. Ricky, I just want you to fuck me. Okay?”

“I gotcha,” I said.

Amalia kissed my hand and got on her knees. I ran my hands through her thick hair as she unbuckled my belt and opened my pants.

“Wiggle your hips, baby.”

I wiggled my hips as she pulled my pants and underwear down. My hard cock bobbed obscenely as I kicked my pants to the side and pulled off my shirt.

Amalia ran her hands over my chest, playfully flicking my nipples. She smoothed her palms down my thighs as she leaned in, letting her hot breath wash over my rigid tool.

“There’s that beautiful cock. I’ve missed it.”

“Missed you, too.”

“You’re dripping already,” she teased, her finger dabbing at the precum glistening in my slit.

“You always get me so fucking hard, Amalia.”

“I know.”

I drew in a long, shuddering breath as Amalia’s wet tongue licked across my swollen cockhead.

“Mmm,” she sighed. “I always loved the taste of you.”

Amalia took my shaft with one hand and cradled my balls with the other. She swirled her tongue over my cockhead before taking me into her warm, wet mouth.

“Fuck, that feels amazing, Amalia.”

Amalia grunted her reply, taking my cock to the back of her throat before pulling back. Her hand stroked my shaft while she massaged my swollen sack, her head bobbing steadily, her eyes looking up at mine.

It was all so familiar. She hadn’t changed since we last hooked up. Amalia was an expert cocksucker who knew what I liked. The way she worked my throbbing tool felt like we’d never been apart.

Amalia handed me her phone.

“Picture,” she mumbled, struggling to form words with her mouth full.

She stared up at me as I took a few shots of her sucking my cock. She took the phone from me and set it aside, then started sucking again.

I took her by the back of her head and began thrusting down her throat. After a few initial gags, I was soon using her mouth as my personal cock sleeve. Amalia liked it rough and I was more than happy to oblige her. It had been a while since I’d been with a girl who enjoyed getting such a hard face fucking.

The wet guck-guck-guck sounds of her gurgling mouth mingled with my own heavy breathing as I pounded into Amalia’s face. The temptation to shoot my load down the Latina’s greedy throat was hard to resist. Amalia loved swallowing my load, she loved the taste of my cum, but I knew she didn’t want that, not this time.

“You better get those pants off if you want me in your cunt,” I growled at her.

Amalia pulled off my cock and got to her feet. She put her hands behind her head and stuck out her chest, silently urging me to suck her nipples as I undid her pants. I took a condom from her pocket as I unzipped her jeans.

“Wait,” she said.

“What?”

“You don’t have to wear that rubber.”

“You sure?”

“Are you?”

I looked over my gorgeous fuck buddy. The desire on her face was overwhelming. I felt the same way. The chance to raw dog such a hot piece of ass was too tempting to refuse.

I tossed the condom on the floor. Amalia nodded, the tip of her tongue poking out of the corner of her mouth.

“Turn around,” I ordered her.

She gave me her back. I roughly jerked down her pants and panties. Putting my palm on her back, I bent her over one of the chairs.

“You’re fucking dripping,” I teased.

“You’re not the only one who gets wet when they’re—“

Her words turned into a strangled gasp as I thrust my cock into her wet pussy. No gentleness, no letting her get used to my size.

I knew how Amalia liked it.

Gripping her hips with both hands, I started slamming into the Latina’s tight fuckhole, pounding her as hard and fast as I could. The sharp, meaty slap of my crotch whacking her round ass mingled with the wet sloshing of her cunt getting smashed.

“Oh fuuuuucckk!” she moaned, her hand gripping the chair so tightly that her knuckles were turning white.

The tight grip of Amalia’s pussy drove me wild. She was so wet that I could feel her juices trickling down my balls. I reached over and grabbed a fistful of her thick hair, pulling her head back as I hammered her from behind.

“Oh, Ricky! Fuck me, baby! FUCK ME HARD!”

“Take that fucking cock,” I panted. “Take. Every. Fucking. Inch.”

“I’m gonna cum!”

“Cum for me, baby. Let it go.”

“OH RICKY!” she groaned as she crashed into her orgasm.

I rode Amalia’s bucking hips, riding her like a cowboy on a bronco. I pressed my thumb to her asshole, loving the way it clenched again and again as she climaxed.

“Fuck my ass!” she suddenly demanded. “Fuck my ass right now!”

I spat on my fingers and dug them into Amalia’s asshole. She let out a little scream as I sank in up to my knuckles, greasing her up with more spit and pulling her open.

Amalia whimpered in pain as I gaped her asshole with my thumbs. With a jerk of my hips, I pulled out of her cunt and leveled my cockhead against her twitching ring.

“You sure you want this?”

“Shut up and fuck my ass!” she snarled.

I couldn’t help but grin at the desperate urgency in her voice. She knew what she wanted.

A single hard thrust and I was balls deep in Amalia’s ass. She let out another strangled scream, her sphincter clenching wildly around my girth.

As she moaned in pain, Amalia handed me her phone again. I took several close-up pictures of my cock buried in her ass. She took the phone back and set it down. That was my cue to start pounding.

Amalia screamed again as I hammered her ass. I could feel her loosening up with each thrust, her pain quickly giving way to the pleasure of getting anally fucked. Amalia loved backdoor sex, she was the first girl I met who demanded it so enthusiastically. A girl like her was a genuine treasure.

“Fuck that ass, Ricky! Fuck it, fuck it!”

Amalia’s grunts were animalistic and greedy. She was past the pain and fully into the pleasure. She rocked her ass back to meet my thrusts, looking over her shoulder at me with wild, staring eyes.

I smacked her ass cheeks hard, making her tan skin go red. Amalia reached back and pulled her cheeks apart, doing whatever she could to get every inch of my dick inside her.

A sudden clatter behind me made me turn my head toward the door. It was still ajar, but I couldn’t see anything amiss. I figured a box must have shifted or something.

Turning back to the beautiful girl in front of me, I grabbed her hips and started jackhammering her asshole with my thick cock.

Sweat streamed down my face as I got closer and closer to cumming. I could feel the tension building up in my balls, ready to explode. Filling up Amalia’s guts with my load would have been so nice, but she wanted something different. Despite everything, this whole thing was about her.

I pulled my cock out of her stretched asshole. It came out with a wet plop, her gaped hole still twitching.

“Turn around!” I ordered her. “Get on your knees!”

Amalia got on her knees in front of me, her face tilted up, her eyes closed, her lips parted in anticipation.

Seeing her like that pushed me over the edge. The pleasure surging in my balls exploded out of me. With a loud groan, I shot a thick rope of hot cum across the Latina’s pretty face. Another followed and then another, pearly white jizz splashing across Amalia’s cheeks and lips. Her tongue snaked out, licking my sperm. I pulled down her chin and shot more cum into her mouth, filling it with creamy spunk.

“That’s a good slut,” I told her. “Take that load, slut.”

My knees shook with the pleasure of such a hard release. I flicked the last drops of cum onto Amalia’s face. She was coated with jizz. It was a fucking amazing sight to see.

“Hold still,” I told her. “Keep your eyes closed.”

Taking her phone, I took several shots of Amalia wearing my load.

“You look so fucking hot right now,” I told her as I gave back her phone. “Tell that bitch Miguel that I send my best regards.”


Chapter 13

“De nada.”

Buddy’s Club was shaking to the rafters as Dirt Road Debutantes tore through their set. The crowd was even bigger than the night before, a heaving mass of youthful bodies packed tight across the main floor, whooping and hollering along with the music. The Debs responded to their raucous energy with a fervor that was a sight to behold. All three women were flushed with joy as they performed, their faces alight while their sweaty bodies enticed.

The energy was flowing through me as well. My body was still thrumming with sexual fulfillment after ass fucking Amalia. Blasting a hot load all over her face had left me drained and blissed out. Feeling amazingly energized, I stood to the side of the stage, watching for trouble and making myself visible. Everyone was behaving and there were no hassles.

As the crowd sang along to “Buckstomp”, I saw Amalia dancing behind the bar. She waved at me and blew me a kiss. I couldn’t help but grin. My old fuck buddy had been just as sexually voracious as I remembered her to be. Despite the revenge play Amalia ran tonight, I knew her well enough to know that she wanted more than just some raunchy photos. It was obvious she was starving for cock. While she’d made it clear that we weren’t dating, just fucking, Amalia would get with me again real soon, guaranteed. The certainty that I would screw her again made me shiver with anticipation.

She’s one of the best you’ve ever had, bro. This time, don’t let her get away.

The Debs finished their set with a rousing flourish and took their bows to thunderous applause.

“You guys are so amazing!” Mrs. Conner shouted. “Thank you so much! We’ll be back out to sign merch in a few minutes. Y’all come get some, okay? We got bills to pay!”

I followed the Debs back into the dressing room, carrying Bluebell’s banjo for her. The three women were amped up and thrumming with excitement.

“Sweet Jesus, what a great crowd!” Mrs. Conner laughed. “That was the most people we’ve ever drawn!”

“Word of mouth is on fire for us,” Bluebell said, glancing at her phone. “People are posting pictures and videos of us. Wow! Tons of views and comments!”

“I saw a lot of faces that were here the last two shows,” Nevaeh said.

“Me, too,” I said. “There were a bunch of folks I recognized from last night.”

Nevaeh smiled at me, then quickly looked away. She had been acting oddly all night, not holding my gaze, keeping her distance. It almost felt like she was uncomfortable being around me.

It was puzzling, but I didn’t have time to worry about it right now. I grabbed the folding table and the box of CDs.

“I’ll go set up the merch table,” I told Mrs. Conner.

“Put some chairs on either side,” she said. “Make a barrier. It got a little too crowded last night. Tell them we’ll be out in fifteen minutes.”

“Gotcha.”

I headed back into the club. A sizeable crowd was milling about, waiting for the Debs to come out.

“Fifteen minutes!” I called out. “Cash or debit. Please form a line, folks. Thanks!”

I set up the table and used some chairs to make a kind of gateway to control how many people could get to the main merch area.

“Need a hand, Derrick?”

I looked up to see the three girls from last night standing nearby. Bluebell had let me know they were their cousins who came to every show.

“I’m good,” I said. “Enjoy the show?”

“Always.”

“Nice. Please excuse me, ladies.”

I went back to the dressing room. Mrs. Conner was putting away her bass and Nevaeh must have been in the bathroom. A quick glance showed me Bluebell changing into a fresh shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra and, in the mirror she was facing, I caught a glimpse of her big breasts and dark red nipples. Bluebell saw me looking and made eye contact with me in the mirror. She did not try to cover herself.

What the hell? She knew I was coming back to get the shirts and rack. Is Bluebell doing this on purpose?

Hastily fixing my gaze on the floor, I busied myself with the shirts and display rack. I hurried back to the stage and set things up. The image of Bluebell topless, unashamedly displaying her tits, stuck in my mind. Of the three Debs, she had always been the least friendly toward me. Why would she show off for me like that?

“Just an accident,” I rationalized. “Or maybe some weird power play. Don’t overthink it.”

The crowd had formed themselves into a loose line in front of the merch table. I noticed there were a lot more men than last night. I understood why. A big part of the Dirt Road Debutantes’ appeal was their sexy visuals.

“Could you guys keep an eye on the merch?” I asked the cousins. “I’m going back to the dressing room for a bit.”

“Of course, Derrick.”

“Thanks.”

The cousins giggled as I trotted off. I could feel them watching me. Mrs. Conner must have filled them in on me. The girls looked to be slightly older than Bluebell and Nevaeh. Like them, the cousins were very pretty girls. As I was quickly learning, one of the perks of working for DRD was being surrounded by a lot of hot chicks.

Not that I was looking for action, of course. Shitting where you eat, writing checks with company ink, etc. Being professional meant avoiding any entanglements, no matter how attractive these women were.

Besides, I already had Amalia. She was more than enough for one guy to handle.

All the Debs were fully clothed when I returned. That was both a relief and a disappointment. Bluebell regarded me coolly, her blue eyes holding mine as I stepped into the room. The image of her naked tits flashed through my head again, but I quickly pushed them aside.

“There’s a bunch of people in line,” I said. “About twice as many as last night.”

“Excellent,” said Mrs. Conner. “We make as much off merch as we do the gate. Helps get our brand out there as well.”

Mrs. Conner handed me a mobile phone with a card reader attached to the bottom. Back at her house, she had run me through how to use the reader and app to make purchases. It was simple. I’d be ringing up the merch sales tonight.

“Your cousins are out there,” I said. “They’re watching the table for me.”

“Flirting with you as well?” Bluebell asked.

“Uh, maybe a little.”

As I left the dressing room, I saw Nevaeh looking at me. She was frowning again, her face troubled. I reminded myself to check in with Nevaeh when I got the chance. Maybe there was something I could help her with?

The cousins had stacked a couple more chairs while I was gone, expanding the barrier. They circulated among the crowd, chatting with everyone they encountered.

At the merch table, Amalia was setting up some bottles of water.

“Thanks for that,” I said.

“De nada.”

I sat in a chair and set the mobile card reader on the table. Mrs. Conner would bring the cash box for those who wanted to pay that way. As I tapped on the screen to bring up the card app, Amalia leaned close to me and whispered in my ear.

“Hey, Ricky?”

“Yeah?”

“Guess what.”

“What?”

“I can still taste your cum on my lips.”

Amalia’s breathy chuckle made my spine tingle. Her hand trailed across my back as she walked away. I could feel my dick throbbing as I watched her return to the bar, her hips swaying with each step, her thick black hair gleaming against her tanned skin.


Chapter 14

“Tall, jacked, and modest?”

After the CDs, the shirts turned out to be the best sellers. I was ringing them up by the bunch, guys and girls shelling out for Dirt Road Debutantes merch.

“Nevaeh designed the DRD logo,” Hanna told me. “She’s always been real good at drawing.”

Hanna was one of Bluebell’s cousins, the one with bleached blonde hair and “smoky eye makeup”, whatever that meant. She had taken it upon herself to assist me with the sales. Considering the number of people lining up, her help was very much appreciated.

“It’s a sharp design,” I said. “Very clean and bold.”

“Bluebell has a tattoo of it.”

“Really? That’s cool as hell. I’ll have to ask her to show it to me.”

“That might be kinda iffy,” Hanna snickered. “Her tattoo is in kind of a personal area.”

“Oh.”

“Maybe you’ll get to see it if Bluebell takes a shine to you,” Hanna said. “You’re not her type, but she might surprise you.”

She had surprised me, alright. The image of Bluebell standing in front of her dressing mirror, unabashedly showing off her big tits, rose up in my mind. Her dark red nipples looked amazing against her pale skin, like two ripe cherries on mounds of vanilla ice cream. Tasty.

It suddenly dawned on me that her nipples had been erect when I saw them. Maybe the rush of performing had gotten her blood flowing?

Or maybe she was excited by something else?

Whatever it was, it probably wasn’t me. I had an impression that Bluebell did not like me. Maybe she was just really comfortable with nudity and my being in the dressing room was no big deal? Honestly, there could be a bunch of different reasons. Why she chose to go topless was a mystery I didn’t need to dwell on.

Behind me, Mrs. Conner, Bluebell, and Nevaeh were posing for pictures and signing shirts. Their laughter and friendly banter with their fans had been a lot of fun to listen to. DRD was building a strong fan base one interaction at a time. It was a strategy that meshed well with their outgoing personalities.

As I rang up another order, I heard Nevaeh say something odd. My ears perked up. Her words were friendly, but the tone of her voice was edged with panic.

I turned around to see what was going on. Nevaeh was standing off to the side, looking up at a guy looming over her. Nevaeh was smiling, but her eyes were darting. She was clearly not comfortable.

As I stood up from my chair, I noticed the guy had a hold of Nevaeh’s wrist. That was a red line. Putting your hands on the DRD girls was not allowed.

Bluebell and Mrs. Conner had noticed the situation at the same time as me. Both women went towards Nevaeh, but I got in front of them and kind of pushed them back. If there was going to be trouble, I didn’t want them getting tangled up in any physical altercation.

“Hey, buddy. Let her go.”

I stepped between the guy and Nevaeh. He was maybe six feet tall and had the soft body of a college boy studying business or some shit. The reek of gin wafted from his labored breathing. His face was flushed red, his eyes watery.

The drunk guy took a look at me and gave me a sneer.

“Mind your business, bitch. I’m just tryna get a kiss from this girl.”

“She doesn’t want to kiss you,” I said calmly. “Now let her go.”

“Or what, bitch?”

Instead of answering, I grabbed his wrist and gave it a hard twist. Using both hands, I slapped an Aikido joint lock on him. It was a technique favored by cops, one that never would have worked on an MMA fighter. Hell, even a BJJ white belt would have shaken it off. But some drunk frat boy? The wrist lock quickly sent the dude to his knees.

“OW! Jesus fuck!”

After applying a little more torque to send a message, I released the drunk guy’s wrist with a little shove that sent him onto his ass. He sat on the floor, glaring up at me with bewilderment, cradling his wrist against his chest.

“Call it a night, buddy,” I said, keeping my voice low and pleasant. “You can walk out of here with no further issues. Or we can escalate into something ugly. Your choice.”

I could see the fire die out in the guy’s eyes. He’d obviously drunk a lot of alcohol before coming here. Dude was blitzed, but that was no excuse for touching Nevaeh like that.

He seemed to realize he’d screwed up. His shoulders slumped and he stared at the ground, unable to look me in the eye.

“Take my hand.”

I held out my hand to him. I figured there was no point in further humiliating him. The threat was over and this guy was already regretting his bullshit.

He looked at my outstretched hand for a few seconds, then gave a shrug and took it. I hauled him to his feet.

“Good decision,” I said as I dusted off his clothing and straightened his shirt. “Everyone just wants a nice time, right?”

With a last glare at Nevaeh, the guy slapped my hands off and stumbled towards the front door. I let him leave, happy that he’d gone away without causing too much trouble.

As he got to the front door, I noticed Buddy standing behind the bar, watching the drunk guy exit. Leaning against Buddy’s hip was a double-barreled shotgun. It seemed like an overreaction, but Buddy was prepared for any confrontation the drunk guy might have offered. I was glad to have some backup and relieved it hadn’t been necessary.

“You okay?” I asked Nevaeh.

“Yeah,” she replied in a shaky voice. “Thanks, Derrick.”

The petite brunette rubbed her wrist where the drunk had held her, her eyes still wide and darting. The encounter had left her more shaken than I expected.

Mrs. Conner and Bluebell rushed in to check on her. As they comforted Nevaeh, I scanned the room to make sure no one else was going to try something. The nods from the men and the grateful smiles from the women let me know I had done things correctly.

You’re a fighter, not a trained security guard. You handled that as well as you could.

“Good job,” Hanna said, a smirk playing across her full lips. “Auntie Lilly made the right choice in hiring you. Percy was pretty, but he never could have done what you just did.”

“I didn’t do much,” I said. “He was just a drunk kid.”

“You protected Nevaeh. That’s all that matters.”

Hanna placed her hand on my arm and gave it a comforting squeeze.

“That’s some hard muscles you got there, Derrick. Tall, jacked, and modest? Where did Auntie Lilly ever find someone like you?”

I gave a rueful laugh, shaking off Hanna’s teasing. She was a playful girl. I expected she was a lot of fun to be around.

“Alright, y’all!” Mrs. Conner called out. “The trash has removed itself. Back to business!”

A relieved chuckle sounded through the crowd as people went back to ordering shirts and taking pictures with the Debs. Nevaeh still seemed a little shaken, but she had gone back into fan-service mode, smiling and chatting with the crowd.

While Nevaeh and Bluebell carried on, Mrs. Conner took a moment to pull me to the side.

“Is Nevaeh alright?” I asked.

“She’ll be fine. How are you?”

“Me? I’m good. He was just a drunk kid. No big deal.”

“Thank you for doing that,” she said. “I know you just hired on, but that kind of effort is very appreciated. I’m grateful to you.”

“I’m happy to help, Mrs. Conner.”

“You can stop that, by the way.”

“Stop?” I asked, puzzled.

“Calling me Mrs. Conner. You can call me Auntie Lilly, like everyone else.”

“I’ll do that, Auntie Lilly.”

“Now give me a hug, Derrick.”

Auntie Lilly wrapped me in a tight hug, her voluptuous body pressed against mine. Her huge boobs flattened against my chest as she stroked my back, the clean smell of her shampoo mingling with the scent of her warm skin.

Holding this sexy milf in my arms, I was uncomfortably aware of how aroused I was getting. Auntie Lilly seemed to sense it as well. She gave me a kiss on the cheek. Before she let me go, she squeezed my butt cheek hard enough to make me flinch.

“I’ve been wanting to do that for a while,” she laughed. “I do love a strong man with a great ass.”

Still laughing, Auntie Lilly rejoined the other Debs. Hanna tapped my shoulder and handed me the card reader.

“Battery is getting low,” she said. “Might want to do all the debit buyers while I do the cash.

“Uh, okay.”

“Looks like Auntie Lilly has taken a shine to you,” Hanna said. “She was never this way with Percy. He was pretty, but Auntie Lilly has always preferred more manly men like you. Anyway, she’ll probably try to fuck you.”

My eyes widened. Hanna giggled.

“I’m kidding,” she said.

“You had me going.”

“It was a joke. Mostly.”

“Mostly?”

Hanna shrugged. “With Auntie Lilly, anything can happen.”


Chapter 15

“We can dispense with false modesty.”

“How are you settling in?” Bluebell asked.

“I’m good,” I replied. “This is a really nice barn. Seriously nice. I was expecting dirt floors and hay on the ground. This is like one of those country retreats you see on YouTube.”

“Daddy fixed it up good,” she said, gesturing at the interior. “After our last horse died, Daddy decided he was done with livestock. He cleaned all this out and made it into a studio for us. We recorded our album in here.”

“He did a great job,” I said, admiringly.

The interior of the barn was remarkable. The stalls had been removed and skylights installed in the high ceiling, the stars overhead faintly visible through the glass. Stained wood panels and flooring gave the barn a clean and rustic feeling. One section of the barn had been walled off into a large recording booth. Instruments and chairs filled the middle of the barn.

I was in the back of the barn where they had set up an oversized leather sofa, some comfy beanbag chairs, and an old fridge. I’d spread my sleeping bag on the sofa and brought in my backpack of toiletries. Even without a bathroom, I was happy to spend a week here rather than sleeping in the back of my truck.

“You did real good with loading up our equipment tonight,” Bluebell said. “Our next gig has an in-house system, so we’ll unload our stuff into the barn tomorrow morning. No use driving around with it if we don’t need it.”

“Gotcha.”

Bluebell looked around the barn, a wry expression on her face. I could see the warm feelings she had for the place.

“You find the light switches?” she asked.

“I did. Interior and exterior. I found the outside water spigot and garden hose on the corner as well.”

“You see the pissing stump?”

“I did indeed,” I laughed. “Bigger than I thought it was going to be.”

“That’s what she said,” Bluebell joked. “But, yeah. It was a huge cottonwood that Daddy cut down. He climbed the damned thing and used a chainsaw to take it apart piece by piece. I was scared to death he was going to break his neck.”

“I can imagine.”

Bluebell handed me a plastic grocery bag she’d brought with her from the house.

“These are some sandwiches I made for you,” she said. “In case you get hungry tonight.”

“Thank you, I appreciate it. I’m grateful for everything. It was very kind of y’all to let me stay here.”

Bluebell shrugged. “Mom’s a softie, always taking in strays. And you earned your keep tonight handling that jerk.”

“It wasn’t a big deal. He was just a drunk frat boy.”

“He was an asshole and I’m glad you were there to take care of him.”

“Happy to be of service.”

“Anyway, it’s been a long day and we all need to get to bed. Fridge has drinks. There are extra pillows over by the bean bags. Mom says you’ll shower tomorrow after breakfast?”

“If that’s okay?”

“Of course. We eat around 8 in the morning. Anything else?”

I hesitated. I knew I had to address what had happened earlier. Couldn’t let something like that just linger. Better to get it dealt with as soon as possible.

“Uh, about this evening. Back at Buddy’s Club? When I came into the dressing room?”

“Yeah?”

“I didn’t mean to stare at you, Bluebell. When you were, uh, changing your top. It was an accident. I hope I didn’t cause any offense.”

“No offense at all,” Bluebell replied. “And it wasn’t an accident. I knew you were coming back and I knew you were going to look. I reckon if you’re going to be working so closely with the three of us, we can dispense with false modesty. Me and Mom and Nevaeh do what we need to do without worrying about a man being around. You’ll have to get used to that if this thing is going to work.”

“I understand.”

“Good. So, what did you think?”

“Think?”

“My boobs. What did you think of them?”

I held my tongue, not knowing if this was a test or even some kind of trap. Bluebell waited for my answer, her chin lifted expectantly. All sorts of diplomatic replies ran through my head, but Bluebell struck me as someone who valued unfiltered honesty.

“I think your boobs are amazing,” I said.

“I think so, too.”

“Your boyfriend Cal is a lucky guy.”

“Yes, he is. Though he doesn’t seem to know it. Well, it’s getting late. Call if you need anything. Good night!”

“Good night,” I said. “And thanks again for the sandwiches.”

Bluebell gave me a nod, then headed out of the barn. She gave me a little wave at the entrance, then closed the big entry doors behind her.

I shook my head, not sure what to make of the curvy redhead. She ran hot and cold at times, but was always straightforward and honest. Along with being very talented and attractive, Bluebell seemed to me to be the most complicated personality of DRD.

Just be glad she wasn’t mad about you staring at her tits. Not that she was trying to hide them.

I didn’t buy Bluebell’s explanation. Displaying her tits for me seemed like an extreme thing to get past “false modesty”. Still, it wasn’t my place to question her motives. Besides it being a woman’s prerogative, Bluebell was also my employer.

And it was a marvelous view, too. That girl has been blessed with an impressive rack. Like mother, like daughter. This job certainly has some unique perks.

I grabbed a ginger ale from the fridge and settled down on the sofa. The sandwiches were two PB&Js and two peanut butter and banana. I ate them as I scrolled through my phone, checking my messages.

My landlord had sent me an update on the fumigation. The process had started and he’d let me know if there were any problems.

There was a text from Victor, my friend who had referred me to Mrs. Conner. He wanted to know if everything was going well with DRD. I replied with a quick note of thanks.

Eddy from Steady Eddy’s Pizza texted that he could start me at my old job next week. He was paying $2 over minimum for eight hours M-Th, six on Friday. It was better than what I made the last time, but still not ideal.

My eyes widened when I saw the last message was from Amalia. It was just the wink emoji followed by three pictures: Amalia sucking my dick, my dick buried in Amalia’s ass, Amalia’s face and mouth splattered with my cum.

Looking at those pictures made me get aroused all over again. I texted her back, asking when we could get together. Her reply was immediate.

“I’ll be in touch.”

I figured that was good enough for now. Knowing Amalia, it was only a matter of time before we hooked up.

“That girl sure loves to fuck,” I muttered to myself.

Still grinning, I drifted off to sleep, my phone resting on my chest.

It was a little after one in the morning when I heard a soft tapping at the barn’s rear door.

“What the hell?”

Still groggy, I rolled off the sofa and went to the door. Unlike the big doors up front, the small back door was locked with a deadbolt.

The knock came again, louder and more urgent.

“Hello?” I asked, leaning close to the door frame.

“It’s me!”

Frowning, I slid back the deadbolt and opened the door. I blinked in surprise, startled to see Nevaeh standing in the dark.

“Can I come in?” she asked.


Chapter 16

“I’m gonna keep my promise.”

“Is everything okay?” I asked as I closed the door behind Nevaeh. “What’s going on?”

Nevaeh stood near the sofa, her arms wrapped around her petite body. She was wearing an oversized T-shirt that came down to her mid-thighs. Her legs were bare, unlaced sneakers on her feet. Nevaeh’s hair was loose and disheveled, hanging over her shoulders in a lush tangle. The shirt she was wearing had a unicorn and rainbows on it, like something a kid would wear. As I glanced at the shirt’s design, I suddenly noticed Nevaeh’s hard nipples poking through the thin cotton fabric. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Was she wearing panties? I couldn’t tell.

Realizing that I was ogling this 18-year-old girl, I forced myself to look her in the eyes. Her expression was anxious, her lips tightly pressed together as if she were holding in some bad news. I could feel my own anxiety rising. Had something happened at the house? Was there trouble I needed to deal with?

“Nevaeh?” I asked again, coming to stand near the girl. “Tell me what’s going on.”

“Derrick. I… I’m…”

Nevaeh looked away, unable to hold my gaze. She was trembling.

“Is this about the drunk guy?” I asked.

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “You handled that so well. But… but that’s not why I came.”

“Whatever it is, you can tell me,” I said. “I want to help if I can. But I need to know what’s happening.”

Nevaeh looked up at me with wet eyes.

“I’m so sorry,” she whispered.

“Sorry? About what?”

“It’s hard to say. It’s so embarrassing.”

“Tell me, Nevaeh.”

She took a deep, steadying breath.

“I watched you,” she said. “At Buddy’s. You and the bartender.”

It took me a moment to realize what Nevaeh was talking about, then relief washed through me. No one was hurt, there was no emergency I needed to deal with. There was only… this. Whatever this was.

“Okay,” I said slowly. “So you watched me and Amalia?”

Nevaeh nodded. “I went to the van to get a hairbrush I left in there. I noticed you weren’t around and the van was locked. When I came back to the club, I saw the door down the hall was slightly open. There were shadows and movement so I… I went to see if you were there.”

Still clutching herself tightly, Nevaeh shifted awkwardly in front of me. She looked at the floor as a deep red flush crept up the pale skin of her neck.

“I peeped on you,” she said, her voice quivering. “I watched you two making love.”

The earnest look on Nevaeh’s face and her using a phrase like “making love” almost made me burst out laughing. Instead, I just nodded and tried to keep my expression serious. This was a comical confession, but it was obviously something that was a big deal for Nevaeh.

I reminded myself of what Bluebell had told me about the girl. Nevaeh had a sheltered childhood and was naive in a lot of ways. This peeping thing seemed to be eating her up inside. It explained her odd behavior towards me tonight. Maybe the best thing to do was to let her unburden herself, however weird it might seem.

“Okay,” I said. “So you watched us. That’s, uh, unexpected. But thank you for telling me.”

“I’m so sorry I did it,” she said. “I invaded your privacy and I regret it. It was so wrong. I knew I couldn’t sleep until I came over and apologized.”

“Well, apology accepted,” I said, smiling. “You are forgiven, Nevaeh. We’re good, okay? We don’t have to talk about this ever again. Now you can go back and have a good night’s sleep.”

I thought that would end this strange encounter, but Nevaeh only shook her head and kept her eyes on the ground.

“There’s something else,” she said.

“Okay.”

Nevaeh took in a deep breath. She licked her lips and recrossed her arms. Once again, my eyes were drawn to her nipples. They seemed even more erect than before.

“I touched myself,” she said in a strangled voice.

“What?”

“Seeing her using her mouth on you got me worked up something crazy,” Nevaeh said. “When you were behind her and she was moaning and you were grabbing her hair… I couldn’t help myself. I put my hand down my pants and touched myself.”

“Wow. Uh, okay.”

I was at a loss for words. Nevaeh was staring at me again, waiting for some kind of reply. I had no idea what to say, though.

“I got so worked up that I accidentally banged my shoulder against the door,” Nevaeh continued. “You heard and turned to look, so I ran away.”

I remembered the clattering that briefly interrupted us as I was fucking Amalia’s ass. The moment had slipped my mind until Nevaeh brought it up. The image of Nevaeh jogging down the hallway, pants undone and her fingers wet, made me want to laugh out loud. The pained expression on Nevaeh’s face kept me in check.

“I understand,” I said. “That was… inappropriate, Nevaeh. I’m glad you let me know. Like I said, all is forgiven. Maybe we both can forget it ever happened?”

Again, Nevaeh shook her head.

“That’s the problem,” she said. “I can’t forget it. I keep seeing it in my mind. I close my eyes and all I see is you and her.”

“I hear you,” I said. “I just don’t understand why you’re so upset.”

“I’m not upset,” Nevaeh whispered. “I’m envious.”

Before I could register what was happening, Nevaeh wrapped her arms around me and pressed her face against my chest. The slim brunette clung to me with a strength that caught me off guard. With our height difference, my crotch was pressed tightly against Nevaeh’s stomach. I could feel my dick swelling as she held me.

“Nevaeh,” I said. “What are you doing?”

Her hands stroked my back and drifted down to my ass. I was wearing boxers and a T-shirt. Nevaeh slipped her hands under my shirt to caress the skin of my back. Her small fingers played along my spine, making me sigh. In a few moments, my cock was fully erect and throbbing. Nevaeh could feel it against her belly. She ground herself against my erection, her face nuzzling my chest.

“You’re so muscular,” she said. “Your body is so strong and hard.”

She tilted her face up to mine. Her big blue eyes glittered in the dim light. I knew she wanted me to kiss her, but I held back. Worries about my job and workplace entanglements rattled through my head. Plus, Nevaeh was just so damned young. An 18-year-old virgin, one who’d never dated. Had she even kissed a guy before?

“What do you want from me, Nevaeh?”

“Isn’t it obvious? I want what you gave to that bartender. I’m a grown woman. I have needs, a woman’s needs. I want to be touched by a man, I want to feel that. My body aches for it, Derrick.”

“What about your promise to your father?”

“I’m gonna keep my promise,” she said quietly. “I’m going to stay a virgin. But there’s stuff we can do together anyways, right? Ways to please each other without doing that one thing?”

I understood what she was asking of me. I was more than willing to give her what she wanted, but I needed to hear it from her.

“You want to make love while keeping your virginity?” I asked.

“Yes. Can you do that? Do you know how?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I do.”


Chapter 17

“Did I do good?”

Looking down at this gorgeous young girl in my arms, her face tilted up to mine, her blue eyes full of desire, I struggled to contain the lust surging through me. Physically, she was like Amalia in many ways. Mentally? Emotionally? The two couldn’t have been more different.

With Amalia, I’d already be plowing her throat and digging my fingers into her wet cunt, getting ready to slam her holes until she begged for my cum.

Nevaeh was a whole different story. As I ran my fingers through her thick hair, I knew this 18-year-old girl wanted me to guide her into pleasures she’d never experienced before, while also trusting me to keep her virginity intact. It was a weird responsibility for me, one that mingled with the overwhelming urge to plunder her innocent young body. It was a confusing mixture of feelings.

She’s a grown woman. She’s laid out her boundaries and expressed her needs. You can play within those lines, bro.

With a grin, I kissed Nevaeh, our mouths meeting in a gentle press that quickly grew more frenzied. Nevaeh was standing on her tiptoes and I was leaning over her. Her lips parted and she drew me into her mouth, our tongues meeting and caressing as she ran her fingers through my hair.

I scooped Nevaeh up into my arms. She was so light and small, her body so warm. Still kissing her, I carried her to the sofa and laid her down on my sleeping bag.

She smiled shyly as I sat on the edge of the sofa. Her oversized shirt had ridden up her legs, revealing the plain cotton panties she was wearing.

I brushed a few strands of hair from her face. Nevaeh took my thumb into her mouth and sucked on it, her cheeks hollowing as her eyes locked on mine.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmured.

Nevaeh blushed at my compliment. She took my finger from her mouth and guided my hand under her shirt. I cupped her small breast, stroking her hard nipple.

“I’ve wanted you since I first saw you,” Nevaeh said.

Her hand reached out and stroked my cock through my boxers. I was tent-poling my underwear. Nevaeh traced her fingers along my shaft.

“That feels nice. Have you ever seen a man’s cock before, in real life?”

She shook her head.

“So just in porn?” I asked.

“I’ve never watched pornography,” Nevaeh said. “Daddy said it was evil, even though I knew he kept some magazines in his shed.”

Again, I was at a loss for words. In this day and age, how many adults had never seen porn?

“I have read some of Auntie Lilly’s romance novels,” she said. “They get very steamy.”

I had to keep myself from laughing. When Nevaeh performed on stage, she was so sexually alluring. I couldn’t believe how innocent she truly was. Nevaeh was unique in so many ways.

Her fingers were playing with the elastic waistband of my boxers, trying to get inside. I stood and sat Nevaeh up on the sofa. I positioned myself in front of her, my jutting cock at her face level.

“Pull my shorts down,” I told her.

Her hands shaking, Nevaeh hooked her thumbs into my boxers and tugged them down to my ankles. My cock sprang out, bobbing in front of her as I stepped out of my underwear.

“Oh, wow,” she gasped. “It’s bigger than I thought. How do girls fit that inside them?”

“They manage,” I chuckled. “You can touch it.”

Nevaeh tentatively ran her finger up and down my shaft, tracing the veins bulging there. Precum glistened in my slit, oozing across my cockhead.

“Did you orgasm?” she asked. “Is that semen?”

“It’s just precum. Natural lube, kinda. Taste it.”

Nevaeh swiped her finger through my precum and dabbed it on her tongue.

“Doesn’t taste like much of anything,” she said.

I scooped some precum off my tip and smeared it over Nevaeh’s full lips, making them glisten.

“You look amazing like that,” I said.

Guiding her by the wrists, I had Nevaeh wrap my cock in both her hands, one atop the other, so that my tip stuck out from her fists.

“Lick my cock, Nevaeh. Lick the tip like you lick a lollipop.”

The slim brunette leaned forward and slowly dragged her tongue across my swollen cockhead.

“That’s a good girl,” I said. “Nice and slow. Get it wet then take it in your mouth and suck on it.”

Nevaeh slipped my dripping cockhead into her mouth, her pretty blue eyes locked on mine. I stroked her hair and urged her on as she sucked me, praising her for taking me deeper, letting her know what a good girl she was for sucking my big dick so nicely.

My breathing got heavier and a light sweat started on my brow. Nevaeh looked so fucking hot as she sucked me, her beautiful face so focused on me, her wet mouth and eager tongue sending waves of pleasure radiating through my belly.

The urge to start face fucking her mouth was hard to resist, but I kept it down to gentle thrusts that Nevaeh’s virgin throat could handle. She gagged a few times on my length, her mouth already stretched by my girth. Tears trickled from the corners of her eyes, but she kept on sucking and taking me deeper.

“Lick my balls,” I told her.

I pulled my cock out of her mouth and held it up, offering my sack to Nevaeh. She hesitated, not sure what to do, so I pushed my groin forward, resting my balls on her chin. Nevaeh started licking them like an eager little puppy, taking each testicle into her mouth and gently rolling it around with her tongue.

“Fuck, that feels so good. You’re doing such a good job, Nevaeh.”

The teenager’s eyes lit up at my praise. She’d grown up with a loving and dominant father. Now she craved firm guidance to put her at ease so she could explore her erotic desires. She wanted to please her man.

She wanted to be a good girl.

I put my cock back into Nevaeh’s mouth and took her head in my hands. I began rocking back and forth, plunging my cock in and out of her sucking mouth. The wet squelching sounds of her blowjob mixed with her panting and my grunts of pleasure.

“That’s right, good girl. Suck that cock. You love it, don’t you? Love that hard cock in your mouth?”

Nevaeh nodded, her beautiful face contorted as she suckled my rigid tool. I could feel the pleasure building in my guts, the urge to bust down her throat growing more urgent by the second. Getting sucked off by this eager teenager was pushing me to the edge. I knew I couldn’t last much longer.

With a groan, I pulled out of Nevaeh’s mouth. Long strands of saliva dripped from my cock, more spit and precum drooling down Nevaeh’s chin. I swiped my cock across her face, slapping her lips with my shaft.

“Why did you stop?” she asked. “Am I doing okay?”

“You’re doing so good, Nevaeh. Too good, actually. That sweet little mouth of yours was made to suck cock. But I don’t want to finish so fast. Not yet.”

“Okay.”

“Take off your clothes for me.”

I stroked my dick as Nevaeh pulled off her shirt and tugged off her panties. Naked, she wrapped her arms around herself.

“No,” I said. “Don’t hide. Stand up. Show me.”

Nevaeh stood and shyly uncrossed her arms. I took in her small breasts and hard, dark nipples. The girl’s flat belly angled down to her crotch. Her mound was covered in wispy black curls speckled with drops of her pussy juices.

I ran my hands over her tits, then up and down her slim torso. Nevaeh shivered as I played with her pubic hair, her eyes narrowing with pleasure.

Taking her by the hips, I turned her around in a slow pirouette. Her round ass jutted out and I couldn’t resist slapping my dick against her cheeks.

“Beautiful ass,” I told her. “I’m going to have so much fun pounding it.”

I gave her ass a playful slap. Nevaeh let out a startled yelp, then started giggling. I guided Nevaeh back to the sofa and laid her down on her back.

“Spread your legs for me, good girl.”

The brunette parted her thighs, showing me the wet slit between her legs. My pretty girl was already dripping, her cunt juices glistening on her delicate lips.

The knowledge that I was the first man to get between this girl’s legs was intoxicating. It wasn’t every day that I got to play with virgin teen pussy. There’d be no penetrating that tight fuckhole, not today. But there was so much that we could do besides that one thing.

“Oh, lord!” Nevaeh gasped as I licked her inner thigh.

I grinned as I kissed her twitching thigh, licking and taking my time as I worked down to her pussy. Nevaeh’s hands were on my head, stroking my hair. I looked up at her, enjoying the frenzied look in her eyes as I planted a light kiss on her swollen clit.

“Derrick…”

She inhaled sharply as I licked between her lips, tonguing out her entrance before returning to her clit. She tasted sweet and clean, as any young virgin would. I took her nub into my mouth and gently ran my tongue across it.

“Oh… shit!” she moaned.

Again, I almost laughed out loud. I’d never heard Nevaeh curse before. Auntie Lilly and Bluebell did, but never innocent little Nevaeh. It felt good to hear her being naughty.

“You like that?”

“Yes!” she gasped.

I tongued Nevaeh’s pussy, paying attention to the way her body responded, adjusting to the things she liked. Amalia had taught me a lot about how to eat pussy. I used those lessons now with my good girl, Nevaeh. She writhed in pleasure as I pressed my thumb against her asshole. I kept it there, enjoying the way her tight ring clenched against my thumb as I ate out her pussy.

I soon had Nevaeh squirming and clutching my hair, her moans loud and animalistic as I drove her to her orgasm.

“Fuck!” she groaned, her breath hitching in sharp, ragged bursts.

I clung to the girl’s hips as she bucked hard against my face, steadily tonguing her clit as she climaxed. Her back arched and her eyes rolled back in her head, the cords of her neck straining as she came again and again. I lapped her juices, loving the taste of her sweet teen cunt.

As the last spasms washed through her body, I pulled Nevaeh upright.

“Get on top of me,” I growled.

I switched places with her, lying on the sofa while positioning Nevaeh, getting her to straddle me. My rigid cock was lying flat on my crotch. I guided Nevaeh’s hips and lowered her wet pussy on top of my cock.

“Grind on that dick,” I said.

Nevaeh quickly understood what I wanted. Planting her hands on my chest, she began sliding her pussy up and down my shaft, her hips thrusting in a sensual rhythm. She looked at me through half-lidded eyes, her hair swaying across her face as she rode my cock, her nipples rock hard as I reached up to play with them.

I wanted nothing more than to lift Nevaeh’s hips and sink my cock into her virgin cunt, but this was almost as good. Nevaeh grunted with effort as she slid her pussy up and down my cock, riding me wildly.

As she got closer to her second orgasm, I could feel my nut ready to bust. Nevaeh’s warm slit sloshing wetly across my shaft felt amazing. I twined my hands in hers so she could get better leverage to grind hard on me.

“I’m cumming!” she moaned, her head thrown back and her eyes squeezed shut.

“Cum for me, Nevaeh,” I urged her. “Cum on that fat cock!”

My words tipped her over the edge. Nevaeh’s body shuddered as she climaxed. My body responded to her ecstasy. As the brunette teen ground her pussy against me, I shot hot cum over my belly, grunting with pleasure as I unloaded beneath Nevaeh’s grinding pussy.

With a last spasm shaking her whole body, Nevaeh collapsed on top of me. I held her tightly, both of us drained and sweaty. Nevaeh nuzzled my neck, her hot breath washing over me as I stroked her hair, enjoying the weight of her on me, the press of her body against mine, the sticky wetness of my cum plastered between our bellies.

“That was so nice,” Nevaeh panted. “I never thought it would feel so much better than touching myself. Oh lord, I liked it so much!”

She kissed me frantically, her eyes wide open. I chuckled at her surprise and eagerness.

“Did I do good?” she asked.

“You did amazing.”

“I’m still a virgin?”

I nodded. “Your promise to your father is intact and unbroken.”

I stroked Nevaeh’s back and cupped her ass. Nevaeh sighed with pleasure as I slipped my fingers between her cheeks and slowly rubbed her clenched ring.

“Next time, I’m going to pound your sweet little ass,” I promised her.

“I’d like that,” she giggled. “I want you inside me.”

We lay together in contentment, basking in the afterglow pulsing through our exhausted bodies.

This day had been quite an adventure. Just a few hours earlier, I was plowing the ass of my old fuck buddy, Amalia. Now I’d just gotten my cock ridden by innocent virginal teen Nevaeh, the prettiest girl I’d ever met.

Working for Dirt Road Debutantes had turned out to be a wild ride. And we had only just gotten started.


Chapter 18

“Git ‘er done, cowboy.”

“Would you like more eggs and bacon, sweetie?”

“Yes, Mrs. Conner.”

The curvy milf slapped my hand with a wooden spoon.

“You’ll get nothing if you keep calling me Mrs. Conner.”

“Sorry, Auntie Lilly,” I said. “I’d love more bacon and eggs.”

Auntie Lilly piled more scrambled eggs and thick slices of smoked bacon onto my plate. She was wearing a loose tank top without a bra. When she leaned over to serve me, I couldn’t help but notice her huge tits swaying heavily beneath the thin cotton of her shirt. Knowing Bluebell and Nevaeh were watching me, I made an effort not to peek at Auntie Lilly’s gorgeous rack.

“You really put it away,” Nevaeh said. “I’d forgotten how much a man eats.”

The four of us were seated around the dining room table having breakfast. I’d worked my way through hash browns, eggs, bacon, and a stack of pancakes. Auntie Lilly sure knew how to lay out a good spread.

“It’s almost as if he worked up an appetite,” Bluebell said with a sly grin. “You do anything strenuous last night, Derrick?”

Bluebell and Nevaeh snickered and exchanged glances. I got the feeling that my tryst with Nevaeh had been discussed between the two close friends.

“Uh, just happy to get a home-cooked meal, I guess. I’m very grateful, Auntie Lilly.”

“It’s been a minute since I had to cook so much food,” Auntie Lilly said. “Feels good to have a man around the house again.”

“Speaking of which,” Bluebell said. “If you’re not doing anything else today, Derrick, I could use your help with some chores around the place.”

“Absolutely,” I said. “Whatever you need, I’m up for it.”

“So I’ve heard,” Bluebell said, sharing another knowing glance with Nevaeh.

“Alright you two, that’s enough,” warned Auntie Lilly, though she was also grinning. “Go on and get dressed, Nevaeh. I want to get to the DMV before it gets too crowded.”

“Once I have my permit, I’ll be ready to learn stick!” Nevaeh said. “Don’t forget you promised to teach me, Derrick.”

“I won’t,” I said. “It’s learning on hard mode, though.”

“Hard mode seems to be your specialty,” Bluebell smirked.

I shoveled more food into my mouth as the two girls giggled. Even Auntie Lilly seemed amused.

Half an hour later, Bluebell and I were standing together outside a shed behind the barn.

“Did you use it?” she asked, gesturing at the pissing stump.

“I did. It’s a good pissing stump, all things considered.”

Bluebell nodded, stroking her chin like a good old boy. She was wearing booty shorts and a man’s shirt tied in a knot at her sternum. Like her mother, Bluebell seemed to prefer going bra-less when she was at home.

Or maybe just when she’s with you?

Looking at Bluebell, the memory of this young redhead boldly showing me her tits the night before ran through my mind. From her cocked eyebrow and her crooked smile, Bluebell must have sensed what I was thinking. We stood in silence, eyeing each other up.

“So what exactly do you need me to do?” I asked, trying to break the tension.

“There’s a bunch of old tools and whatnots inside. I need you to bring it all out and then sweep out the dust. Mama wants to redo the inside for her garden stuff.”

The shed was fairly large, but didn’t seem too daunting. It was in good shape and had a metal roof, so the inside was probably well protected.

“Sounds simple.”

“It’s not,” Bluebell said with a mischievous gleam in her eye. “There’s a whole mess of spiders inside. Big, black spiders just hanging there. Like the whole shed is just covered with their webs. Mama’s been wanting to clean it out for months now, but the three of us girls are too scared. I took one look inside and noped the fuck out of there.”

“Well, I’m your man then. I’ve never been scared of spiders.”

“You sure? You’re not just acting tough?”

“I’m sure,” I said, laughing.

“You can say if you’re scared. You don’t have to try to impress me.”

“I’m not trying to impress you, I’m just not scared of spiders,” I said. “But I do take precautions.”

I jogged back to the barn. A few minutes later, I came back to the shed. I’d put on a hoodie and cap. I’d also tied a bandanna around my lower face. With the hood up, I was pretty well covered.

“You look like you’re about to rob a bank,” Bluebell teased.

“Just armoring up to whip some arachnid ass for m’lady.”

“Please. Good thing you covered up that neckbeard with that kerchief.”

Bluebell handed me a pair of work gloves.

“My daddy’s gloves,” she said.

“I’m honored.”

“Don’t be,” she drawled. “I’ll be at the house doing your laundry. Let me know if you pee your britches in there.”

“You’ll be the first to know, darling.”

Bluebell snorted. “You truly hold yourself in high regard, don’t you?”

“I just know what I can do.”

“Well, then… git ‘er done, cowboy.”

With a flip of her red hair, Bluebell headed back to the house. I watched her go, enjoying the sight of her ass tightly packed into her booty shorts.

She knows you’re watching. She’s showing off again.

It was hard to get a read on Bluebell. Her intelligence was clear and her sassy nature was much like her mother’s. Bluebell’s attitude towards me ran hot and cold, though. Unlike Nevaeh’s open and guileless nature, I could never quite figure out what was going on in Bluebell’s head.

Tugging on her father’s work gloves, I headed into the shed. A quick look around confirmed Bluebell’s warning— the place was infested with creepy spiders. Grabbing a broom, I set to work clearing the place out.

A couple of hours later, I was done. The old tools were neatly stacked outside. The inside of the shed was swept clean and all the spiders were driven out, smashed by my broom, or squashed beneath my sneakers.

Hot, sweaty, and grossed out, I headed back to the house for a shower. I could almost feel the cool spray washing all the dust and perspiration from my body. I’d worked up such a lather that I could feel sweat dripping down my ass crack. A shower would be most appreciated.

I was a good 10 yards from the house when the front door burst open and Bluebell came charging outside.

“Stop right there!” she shouted. “Don’t come any closer!”

I stopped in my tracks, worried that something had happened while I was working.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“Take off your clothes!”

“What?”

“I said, Take off your clothes! You need to give them a good shake. I don’t want you bringing any damned spiders inside this house!”

“Are you serious?”

She put her hands on her wide hips. “Does it look like I’m joking?”

Shaking my head, I began stripping off my clothing.

“You know, you’re the second Conner woman to demand I strip for them.”

“We’re pushy that way, I reckon. Shake that hoodie! And the shirt!”

Bare-chested, I shook my hoodie and shirt vigorously.

“See?” I said. “Not a thing—“

“There, goddamn it! I knew it!”

Bluebell pointed at the ground in front of me. A fat black spider skittered across the dirt.

“I guess I missed that one,” I admitted.

“Don’t just stand there! Stomp it!”

“It’s headed away from the house,” I noted. “Probably more scared of us than we are of them.”

“Don’t you speak for me, Derrick! I’m plenty scared. Now stomp it!”

I stepped on the spider, feeling it crunch beneath my shoe.

“Now your pants!” Bluebell called out.

At this point, I knew better than to argue. I stripped off my shoes and then pulled down my pants.

“I assume I can keep my boxers on?” I said as I shook my pants out.

“As long as you look inside and make sure no creepy crawlies are making a nest down there.

I made a show of inspecting my crotch and ass. When I looked up, Bluebell quickly hid a smile.

She’s enjoying this.

“I declare that I am spider free!” I shouted.

“Alright, stop being so dramatic. Now come inside and get your shower.”


Chapter 19

“We share everything.”

The shower stall was big and had two showerheads. I stood under the dual streams, just enjoying the feel of the water washing over me. Looking down, I noticed a small black spider on the floor of the shower stall that I somehow must have missed when I shook out my clothes. I quickly waffle-stomped it down the drain on the stall floor.

I had my usual body wash, but I’d forgotten to bring shampoo. I was using stuff from the toiletry basket hung from a hook. The shampoo scent was the same as I smelled on Nevaeh when we hooked up the night before. It was a pleasant reminder of how the teen’s thick hair smelled as she lustfully slurped on my cock. Last night had been amazing. The memory of her warm, virgin cunt made my dick ache and swell.

I was rubbing shampoo into my hair when I heard a knock on the bathroom door.

“I brought fresh towels!” Bluebell called over the noise of the shower.

“Okay, thanks!”

My eyes were closed as I rinsed the shampoo off, so I jumped when I felt a hand on my shoulder.

“Jesus!” I exclaimed.

“Nope. Just me.”

I cleared the lather from my eyes and stared in astonishment. Bluebell had joined me in the shower stall.

“What are you doing?” I asked, bewildered.

“What does it look like? Taking a shower.”

I watched open-mouthed as the curvy redhead ran her hands up and down her torso, cupping her big titties and playing with her pink nipples, her eyes locked on mine. I drank in the sight of her wet, naked body, my cock immediately stiffening as I took in the fiery red bush covering her mound. I’d never been with a real redhead before. Seeing her coppery pubic hair against the pale skin of her pussy made my cock throb.

“Nevaeh told me you had a big cock,” Bluebell said appreciatively. “She’s certainly not an expert on dicks, but she was right about yours. Oh my, Derrick. You’ve got a nice tool sticking out down there.”

Bluebell’s teasing words made me even more aroused. I could feel my pulse beating in my stiff dick.

“Nevaeh knows you’re doing this?” I asked.

“Of course. Why do you think I stayed home when she and mama went out?”

“And Nevaeh is okay with it?”

“We share everything. Besides, you’re not her boyfriend or anything.”

Bluebell winked at me and turned around. She bent over, popping her butt out so that the water washed over her big ass cheeks. I let out a sigh of appreciation at the beautiful rear that this redhead was offering up to me.

“I thought you had a boyfriend?” I said.

“I do. Which is why I will not fuck you. Not yet, at least. I’m not a cheater. I’m going to break up with Cal when I see him next week. Until then…”

Her voice trailed off as she turned to face me.

“Until then… what?” I asked.

“Until then, this is the best I can do.”

With a wicked grin, Bluebell reached between her legs and began stroking her clit.

“Don’t leave me all on my lonesome, cowboy,” Bluebell whispered. “That big dick of yours needs some release. Show me how you work it.”

Bluebell licked her lips as I took my cock in hand and began pumping it. She lifted her leg and rested it on the edge of the stall, giving me a clearer view of her pussy.

“This is nice, but it’s not enough,” I told her. “Next week, after you kick your boyfriend to the curb, I’m gonna fuck you.”

“Ooh, is that a promise?”

“All. Night. Long.”

Bluebell chuckled, working her clit even faster. As the steam rose around us, I imagined what it would feel like to bury my cock in Bluebell’s dripping cunt. The look in her eye told me she was thinking the same thing.

Standing in the shower with this beautiful young redhead, I could hardly believe how crazy shit had gotten for me. But as wild as the last few days had been, working for the Dirt Road Debutantes was about to get even crazier.


Coming Soon

In the second book of DIRT ROAD DEBUTANTES, Derrick’s erotic adventure heats up as he goes even deeper with the women of DRD. As Nevaeh sheds her innocence and greedily takes in everything Derick has to offer, Bluebell seeks her own pleasures with Derrick’s capable talents. As he struggles to satisfy both women, Derrick must also deal with his lusty ex, Amalia. She’s offering him both a new job and her own nubile body.

Things get even more complicated when Mrs. Conner makes her move on young Derrick. Old enough to be his mother, this kinky milf has erotic desires that only a young stud like Derrick can fulfill.

As he builds the harem of his dreams, will Derrick stick with the sexy trio of DRD or strike out on his own with sultry Amalia?
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