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Synopsis

Book 2 of 3 - Derrick’s erotic adventures heat up as he goes even deeper with the women of DIRT ROAD DEBUTANTES. As Nevaeh sheds her innocence and greedily takes Derrick into her bed, Bluebell seeks her share of Derrick’s sexual talents. While he struggles to satisfy both women, Derrick must also deal with a deranged stalker, a jealous boyfriend, and a vicious assault. The temptations of Derrick’s ex-FWB, the sultry Amalia, also get hotter. A wild child who likes it hard and fast, Amalia offers Derrick both a new job and the pleasures of her nubile body.

Amidst all this sexual chaos, things get even more complicated when Lilly Conner makes her move on young Derrick. Old enough to be his mother, this kinky milf has lewd 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 DDR or strike out on his own with lusty Amalia by his side?




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


DIRT ROAD DEBUTANTES




A Harem Adventure, Book 2


Chapter 1

“Amy’s up for the challenge. How about you?”




“Thanks for coming,” Buddy said. “Drink?”

“My usual,” I joked.

“Day drinking is the first sign,” said Amalia, lightly punching my arm.

The two of us settled down at the bar as Buddy poured two glasses of sparkling water for us. It was noon and Buddy’s Club was empty.

“So, how are things out at the Conner place?” Buddy asked. “I heard you’re staying with Lilly and her girls.”

“I’m in their barn,” I explained. “Just until my apartment gets fumigated. They were kind enough to let me crash there.”

“Is that all you’re doing there?” Amalia asked.

It had been a few days since I took Nevaeh to bed. I’d also jerked off in the shower with Bluebell, unloading on her flat belly and watching as my cum dripped down into her coppery pubic hair. The memory made my dick throb.

Of course, I’d kept all that to myself. A gentleman never kisses and tells. As I’d told Nevaeh, I was no gentleman, but I did try to do the right thing.

But Amalia knew me well enough to sense something was going on. She had been questioning me about my role with the Debutantes since the day I fucked her ass in the storage room of Buddy’s Club. She asked about the women of DRD, but I’d reminded her several times that, at her insistence, the two of us were not dating, only hooking up.

“I’ve cleaned out a shed for them and done other chores,” I said. “I’m also teaching Nevaeh how to drive manual.”

“What does that little chiquita know about handling a stick?” Amalia scoffed.

Buddy chuckled and shook his head. He knew Amalia pretty well. Like me, he probably found her feisty nature to be endearing.

“So what can I do for you, Buddy?” I asked, shifting the subject.

“Want to talk to you about working here,” Buddy said. “I like the way you handle yourself. We could use a man like you around.”

“Not sure that’s a good idea,” I said. “I’m an MMA fighter, or at least I used to be. I’m not a bodyguard or security. Not trained in that stuff, don’t know anything about de-escalation and liability and all that shit. Working as a bouncer is not a good fit.”

“He doesn’t want you to be a bouncer,” Amalia said. “Tell him, Buddy.”

The old man scratched the back of his head, looking uncomfortable. He seemed embarrassed about what he was going to say.

“So… things are changing,” he sighed. “Old-timers are dwindling and there ain’t many new customers to replace them. Buddy’s Club has been sinking for a while now. Something’s gotta change.”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked.

“College kids!” Amalia said.

“Yeah. College kids. Or young people, at least. The tech corridor has brought in a lot of new people and the University is coming back to in-person learning. There’s a growing demand for entertainment options. Nightclubs and discos and whatnot.”

“Discos!” Amalia giggled. “You’re so old, Buddy.”

“Whatever,” Buddy said, laughing along with Amalia. “The opposite of what I got going here is what I mean. Anyway, after seeing the crowds the Debs drew and talking with Amy here, I’m going to be making Buddy’s Club more youth-friendly.”

“Local craft beers, live entertainment, dancing,” Amalia said. “Cocktails too, of course. The dive bar aesthetic is all the rage right now. A little work on this place and Buddy’s Club will be serving a whole new clientele.”

“That’s the idea,” Buddy said. “We’ll be making the transition over the rest of the summer, getting ready for the Fall semester.”

“That sounds like a real good plan,” I said. “Change is good.”

“You can be part of it,” Amalia said.

“How?” I asked.

“Like I said, I like the way you handle yourself,” Buddy said. “Along with the changes to the club, I’m going to bring in fresh faces to run the place. More youthful faces, you know? Folks the new clientele can relate to.”

“That’s you, Ricky. You’re perfect for it.”

“Amy’s been talking you up,” Buddy said. “She’s got a point. You’re young, fit, and good-looking. Guys respect you and girls wanna date you. You’ve got an easy demeanor that puts folks at ease. You can handle unruly assholes and the ladies swoon over your muscles and blue eyes. I’ve seen the way they flirted with you after the Debs’ show.”

“Okay, let’s not exaggerate Ricky’s sex appeal,” Amalia laughed. “He’s already pretty full of himself.”

“No, no, keep going!” I teased.

“Not trying to blow smoke up your ass,” Buddy said. “But I need a reliable frontman to go along with this cutie behind the bar. Amy’s up for the challenge. How about you?”

“I don’t know anything about working at a bar. I don’t know how to mix a martini and shit. Hell, I don’t even drink alcohol.”

“You not drinking is a good thing,” Buddy said.

“I’ll teach you everything you need to know,” Amalia said. “Unless you’re scared to take lessons from a female.”

“What kind of time frame are you looking at?” I asked.

“We’re just starting to make the transition,” Buddy said. “It’s going to happen over a couple of months. You’ll work here on weeknights to get up to speed. On weekends, you can still work for Dirt Road Debutantes.”

“Or you can drop them and just work here,” Amalia said with a saucy toss of her hair. “No pressure or anything.”

I thought it over. Buddy seemed to be offering me a chance to get in at the ground level of something that might be special. I’d be helping to bring a new business endeavor to fruition. I’d done nothing like that before. Even if it failed, it would be a great experience to put on my resume.

Plus, you’d get to spend more time with Amalia. There’s a reason she talked you up, bro. A taste of that cock has got her remembering the good times you had together.

“Oh, and I forgot the best part!” Buddy said. “You can have my upstairs apartment.”

“Apartment?” I asked.

“I’ve lived over this club for the last 18 years. My knees are creaky and I’m getting tired of going up and down those damned stairs. Got me a condo near the lake, all one level.”

“Buddy says you can stay in his apartment as part of your job,” Amalia said.

“It’s not much, but it’s livable,” Buddy said. “You won’t make much at first, so having a rent-free place can compensate for the low pay. Also, I like having someone watching over the club when no one’s around. I’ve been seeing more and more shady characters on the streets lately.”

“Can I show him the apartment?” Amalia asked. “That might help him decide.”

“Sure,” Buddy said. “Door’s unlocked. Most of my stuff is still up there, but I’ll be cleared out in a month or so.”

“Come on, Ricky. Let me show you upstairs.”

I got to my feet, trailing behind Amalia. Buddy rapped his knuckles loudly against the bar.

“Do me a favor, guys?” he said.

“Yeah?” Amalia said.

“Don’t fool around in my apartment. I know how you kids are. The last thing this old man needs is his apartment reeking of sex.”

Amalia blew a raspberry with her lips. Taking me by the hand, she guided me towards the club’s back.


Chapter 2

“Nobody’s watching.”




The upstairs apartment was surprisingly spacious, with a main area, a bedroom, and a huge bathroom.

“Buddy converted an industrial kitchen into that bathroom,” Amalia explained. “The water pressure in the shower is insane.”

“How would you know?”

“I’ve cleaned up in here a few times,” she said with a shrug. “Drunks vomit on you, drinks get splashed, and sometimes I get messy when I screw Buddy.”

“So that’s how you got the job?”

“And how I kept it,” she teased. “Old man can lay some serious pipe, bro.”

“I wonder if he can still get it up?”

“Who knows?” Amalia said. “He’s never brought a lady friend around. Lost his wife a decade ago. I think he’s not interested in finding a replacement.”

We stood in Buddy’s living quarters, not saying much. I felt awkward being in another man’s space like that. It felt too intimate, like I was an intruder.

“He keeps thing spick and span,” I noted, taking in the tidy and spartan interior. “Everything is clean, too. I expected an old bachelor like him would live in a lot of clutter.”

“Buddy told me he was in the Army. Some habits just never leave you, I guess.”

“He likes his shotguns, that’s for sure.”

I gestured at the pump-action shotgun leaning in a corner next to Buddy’s bed.

“That’s one of the reasons he’s offering you the job,” Amalia said quietly.

“What do you mean?”

“Buddy’s old,” Amalia sighed. “The other night with the drunk kid, he reached for the shotgun he keeps under the bar.”

“I noticed,” I said. “Kind of an overreaction.”

“Buddy thought so, too. It actually kind of shook him up, Ricky. He used to be able to handle guys like that with ease, from what he’s told me. But now that he’s old and his strength is gone, he feels more dependent on the shotgun. And that doesn’t sit well with him.”

It was a troubling thought, one that I could identify with. Being physically capable was my whole deal. Losing that would be hard to bear.

“Come on, let me show you the garden.”

“You’re shitting me. There’s a garden?”

Amalia led me out a side door. We stepped out onto the roof of the building. A small patio table with a big sun umbrella was set up near the door. Several potted plants surrounded the table. It was a nice setup.

“Very cool,” I said approvingly. “I can picture Buddy sitting out here with coffee and enjoying the mornings.”

“Picture yourself out here, Ricky.”

“I’m starting to, Amalia.”

I looked around the roof. The surrounding buildings were the same height except for a building under construction a few blocks away. It looked deserted and I wondered if the funding for construction had dried up.

“It’s weird how you can’t see this place from the ground level,” I said, shading my eyes and looking across the roof towards the back parking lot. “I guess it’s in the middle of the roof, so the angle… holy shit, Amalia! What the hell are you doing?”

While I was looking away, Amalia had stripped out of her clothes. She leaned against the patio table completely naked, a wicked grin on her face.

“You heard what Buddy said,” she laughed. “No screwing in his apartment. He never said anything about the garden.”

I was speechless as the lithe Latina came to me and pulled me into a deep kiss, her hands tugging at my pants.

“Dang, hold up!” I said, pulling away. “We’re out in the open!”

My head was on a swivel, scanning the neighboring buildings. Amalia just laughed and opened the front of my pants.

“Relax! Nobody’s watching. We can do whatever we want.”

“Amalia, wait.”

“Damn, Ricky! Why you always arguing when I’m trying to fuck you?”

“Because you always catch me by surprise! I think you get off on jumping me like this!”

“Yeah,” she laughed. “You’re probably right.”

Any further objections evaporated as the brunette kneeled and took my cock into her hot, wet mouth.

“Oh, shit,” I murmured as Amalia worked my cock with her tongue, slurping the head.

“There,” she said. “Hard as a rock already.”

I couldn’t help but stiffen under Amalia’s expert cock sucking. I ran my fingers through her thick, black hair as she took me down her throat. Her hair was hot from the sun, her scalp damp with sweat. Overhead, the sun hung in a hazy summer sky. Sweat began trickling down the back of my neck.

Taking Amalia by the back of her head, I began face fucking her. She gurgled and choked on my cock, her eyes staring up at me as tears streamed down her face. This tiny girl loved it rough.

“You’re incredible,” I told her.

Amalia pulled off my dick, ropes of saliva drooling down her chin. She got on her knees in one of the chairs, her ass offered up to me.

Without hesitation, I took hold of her hips and thrust my dripping cock into her tight snatch. Amalia clung to the armrests of the chair as I pounded her, using the patio chair like a rocking horse to ram her on and off my cock.

Amalia arched her back and moaned wildly as I fucked her. She squealed with pleasure as I pressed my thumb against her asshole. With one hand, she reached between her legs and thrummed her clit as I slammed her.

When she started to swear in Spanish, I knew Amalia was about to cum. I kept at the same pace, knowing how she liked it.

“Fuck!” she groaned as she climaxed hard, throwing her ass back into me in sharp, hard thrusts. I let her impale herself on my cock at her own rhythm, loving the way her whole body spasmed as she orgasmed.

“Fuck fuck fuck,” she snarled, getting herself off again and again on my dick.

My orgasm was building. As Amalia slowed, I pulled my cock out of her pussy and turned the girl in her chair. She eagerly opened her mouth, ready to receive my load. I slid into her mouth and pushed to the back of her throat, groaning as I unloaded my cum into her.

Amalia swallowed my cum, her throat working hard to gulp it down as she massaged my balls to get out every last spurt. I knotted my fists in her hair, unloading myself into her until I was completely drained.

“God damn!” I shouted, my whole body thrumming with release.

Amalia wiped a few stray drops of cum from her face and licked it off her fingers. The two of us grinned at each other, both of us admiring the other’s enthusiasm for fucking.

“We can do this every day if you work here,” Amalia said, her voice still rough from the throat fucking I’d just given her.

“I’d probably die if we fucked like this every day,” I laughed.

“What a way to go!” she teased.

A faint whistle and laughter made both of us turn our heads. A few blocks away, in the building under construction, two guys were standing at one window. They were waving and cheering at us.

“I guess someone was watching after all,” Amalia said, waving at our unexpected audience.

Shaking my head, I grabbed her clothes and escorted her back inside Buddy’s apartment.

“Let me show you that water pressure,” Amalia said as she led me to the bathroom. “We both could use a rinse-off.”


Chapter 3

“Follow me, cowboy.”




The Debs were working on a new song together. I sat in a corner of the barn, listening and watching as the three women collaborated. Auntie Lilly had already come up with the bass line while Bluebell ran lyrics alongside her banjo work. Nevaeh hummed along, singing and tapping her fiddle, letting her sweet voice sound out the overall mood they were working for.

“Sweetie, you ain’t man enough for it.

So I’m gonna just sit here on it.

Keep it only, only for me.

Cuz sweetie, this honey pot ain’t free.”

Seeing Nevaeh dreamily singing about her honey pot while remembering her promise to her father was fascinating. She was such a contrast, a gorgeous young woman who seemed so sensual and enticing on stage while being so innocent and naive off-stage. Nevaeh was no child, of course. At 18 years old, she was a woman who had needs that I was happy to satisfy. Staying within the boundaries she made for herself had not been difficult. There were a lot of ways to please a woman without taking her virginity.

The old poophole-loophole? That’s some serious fine print, lawyer-like shit, bro.

I chuckled, remembering a few girls who were known for keeping their “purity” while eagerly sucking dick and taking cocks up their asses. I’d always just laughed at girls like that, thinking they were not taking the spirit of their “purity” pledge real serious. Wearing those purity rings while getting anally fucked seemed a little silly, you know?

But now? After meeting Nevaeh? Who was I to judge how they lived their lives? Nevaeh’s promise to stay a virgin until marriage was very important to her and to the memory of her father. How she balanced that promise with her need for sexual pleasure was her own business, wasn’t it? I didn’t have a right to judge her or belittle her decisions, especially since I was benefiting from them.

Besides, I hadn’t taken advantage of Nevaeh’s tight little loophole yet. She said she wanted it, but I knew it was better to go slow. Nevaeh was worth taking my time with. A nasty experience could throw her off anal for good.

I grinned to myself, thinking about Nevaeh naked and sweaty as she rode me, her wet pussy sliding up and down my hard cock. I couldn’t slip it into her pussy, but that backdoor action was definitely on the menu. Sweet little Nevaeh wanted me inside her. I was eager to give her what she desired.

Nevaeh saw me smiling at her and gave me a little wave. I waved back.

Bluebell was smirking at me, almost as if she could read my lewd thoughts. She was a complicated one, for sure. Smart as hell and wary of outsiders, she’d warmed to me only after I’d proved my worth. Like Nevaeh, Bluebell took her promises seriously. In her case, Bluebell had promised herself that she would never cheat on any of her boyfriends. It’s why she wouldn’t let me touch her in the shower.

“But once I break up with Cal, then we’ll see.”

I’d stood in that shower, watching my cum dripping down her belly, and wondered aloud about her definition of “cheating”.

“Did I ever touch you?” she asked. “Did we ever fuck?”

“No.”

“Then I can honestly say that I never touched another man while I was dating Cal.”

“Still seems like a stretch,” I teased her.

“Once I end it with Cal, you can stretch me with that big thing between your legs, cowboy. Unless my moral judgment is too lax for a high and mighty soul like yourself.”

“Not one bit,” I’d laughed.

It still boggled my mind that Nevaeh was fine with Bluebell and me hooking up. I knew they were close friends, but that seemed beyond the pale. Not that I was going to question it, of course. I was just happy to be shared by two such attractive girls.

Don’t forget the milf, bro. Them titties would slap the stupid out of you if she ever rode your cock.

Auntie Lilly was indeed a fine piece of milf ass. She’d been the first Deb I’d met and still delighted in sexually teasing me. Her groping my ass had confirmed she liked what I had. Her niece Hanna had all but confirmed that Mrs. Conner had a taste for young cock. Was that why Mr. Conner ran off? I could only speculate.

I knew I couldn’t get greedy, but those wide hips and firm ass made the 39-year-old a tempting target for my lust. Every young man wanted an older woman. It remained to be seen what, if anything, Auntie Lilly would ask of me beyond my duties as a roadie.

The day was hot and I was sweating, despite the breeze blowing through the open barn doors. The Debs were also perspiring, their damp clothes sticking to their bodies.

“That’s enough for today!” Auntie Lilly called out. “We’ll lay down the track tomorrow. It’s too damn hot to go on.”

The Debs wiped their brows and set their instruments aside.

“You ladies want a drink?” I called out, tapping the old fridge beside me.

“Grab some fizzies and meet us at the pond!” Nevaeh said. “I’m going dipping!”

The slim brunette giggled as she trotted out of the barn.

Fizzies were Nevaeh’s nickname for cans of sparkling water. Dipping probably meant she was going to soak her feet in the pond that their creek fed into. Nevaeh had told me about cooling her feet in the pond before. I could imagine it would feel nice on a hot day like today.

“You and Bluebell head out to the pond as well,” Auntie Lilly said. “I’ll make some sandwiches back at the house. I’ll pour some sun tea and slice up that watermelon I got, too. Y’all come back in an hour or so.”

A box of fizzies under my arm, I followed Bluebell toward the east side of the property.

“The creek is the border between our land and the Jensen’s land,” Bluebell explained. “The pond is on their property but old man Jensen has let us use it since we were little girls.”

“That’s nice of him.”

“Nice man, but a huge pervert. Mama always told me to watch out for that one. She was right. He used to own these big binoculars, the kind you get at the military surplus store. Caught him peeping at us from his porch. Pervy old man”

I laughed at Bluebell’s matter-of-fact description of her neighbor. She was wearing her usual booty shorts and loose top with no bra, her tits swaying freely as she walked.

Bluebell caught me eyeing her rack. She scoffed and shook her head.

“Why do guys always want to peek at boobs?” she asked. “You already seen mine in the shower.”

I shrugged. “Guys enjoy looking, no matter how many times they seen ‘em before.”

“You’re probably going to stare at my ass as I step over this fence rail, aren’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am. Reckon I will.”

Bluebell chuckled and took her time climbing over the low fence at the edge of the property. She was showing off again, something she enjoyed doing. I didn’t complain. Like she said, I’d already seen her naked, but ogling her big ass in those skin-tight shorts was still a pleasure.

“Follow me, cowboy. Pond is just around these bushes.”

I could hear water splashing. I was looking forward to soaking my feet in cool waters. As I rounded the bushes, I saw Bluebell standing with her hands on her hips, laughing.

The pond was bigger than I expected, its perimeter edged with tall reeds. Cottonwoods towering overhead provided shade over the deep-looking waters.

I saw Nevaeh swimming near the bank. She waved and stood up in the shallows, water pouring down her bare torso.

My eyes widened in surprise. My sweet little virgin was completely naked.

“Come on in!” she shouted. “The water’s fine!”


Chapter 4

“Show him what you learned.”




“No need to be shy, Derrick,” Bluebell said. “You’ve seen the both of us nekkid. Dive in. We come here all the time in summer. The pond is refreshing as fuck on a day like today!”

I turned to see Bluebell had already pulled off her top, her big tits swaying in the warm sunshine. She carefully hung her top on some bushes, right next to where Nevaeh had hung her dress and panties. She tugged down her shorts in a fluid motion, stepping out of them while grinning at me. I couldn’t take my eyes off her red pubic hair. Seeing it against the pale skin of her tan line made me instantly hard.

“Don’t be embarrassed if you got a boner,” she laughed, eyeing the bulge in my pants. “We both have seen that, too.”

With a smirk, Bluebell waded into the pond. She and Nevaeh splashed each other with water, laughing like little girls.

You heard her, bro. Dive in.

The girls were watching me. Seeing them together in the water, their naked bodies gleaming in the light, my cock ached even harder. Bluebell was right, there was no need to be embarrassed with these two beauties.

I set the box of fizzies on the ground, keeping it in the shade. I pulled off my shirt and hung it in some branches. With a shrug, I pulled off my pants, my hard cock bobbing in the open air.

“Woo hoo!” Bluebell cheered, whistling at me. “Look at that dick, Nevaeh! He’s harder than the cottonwood trees around here!”

Nevaeh’s giggles made me grin. She was so wholesome in such a sexy way. It drove me nuts.

I strode to the pond and waded in. Mud squelched under my feet. The water was warm but got colder the deeper I went.

“Hi, Derrick,” Nevaeh said.

She came to me and wrapped her arms around me. We kissed deeply, our tongues caressing. I reveled in the feel of her body pressed to mine, her hard nipples against my sternum as I pulled her tight against me.

Bluebell impishly splashed the two of us with water, making Nevaeh squeal.

“Come on, you two. We’re supposed to be cooling off, not heating up!”

Bluebell dived into the deeper water, kicking her feet to splash Nevaeh and me. Nevaeh dived after her, her slim body flashing palely through the clear water.

Taking a deep breath, I plunged after them. The water was much cooler in the middle of the pond. It felt great to submerge myself, all the grit and sweat of the day washing off.

The center of the pond was deep enough that I had to tip-toe to keep the water at my neck level. Both Nevaeh and Bluebell were treading water near me.

“Bluebell taught me to swim here,” Nevaeh said. “We used to come here every day when we were kids.”

“We kept our bathing suits on back then,” Bluebell laughed. “Old man Jensen was always sitting with his binoculars over there.”

I looked at where Bluebell was pointing. Through the cottonwoods, I could just make out a small house about 100 yards away.

“Mr. Jensen was always nice,” Nevaeh scolded Bluebell. “He let us swim in his pond and watched over us to make sure nothing happened.”

“Oh, Nevaeh,” Bluebell sighed, rolling her eyes. “He watched us because old man Jensen was a huge perv.”

“I don’t believe that!”

“You always think the best of people,” Bluebell said. “That’s why I have to watch over you.”

Nevaeh snorted and swam toward me.

“Keep me floating?” she asked me.

Nevaeh floated on her back in front of me. I put my arms under her, supporting her weight. She closed her eyes and sighed, one arm draped around my shoulders, the other arm lazily swishing through the water, smiling happily as the water lapped around her. I kissed Nevaeh softly on her neck, enjoying the view of her slim body, her small breasts, the dark patch of pubic hair glistening wetly between her legs.

Bluebell came near, treading water in front of us. She grinned at me, the gap between her front teeth so much like her mother’s. It was a beautiful moment, the three of us naked in the cool waters of the pond on a hot summer day.

“You going to show him what you learned?” Bluebell asked.

Nevaeh’s eyes snapped open.

“I want to,” she said. “Do you want to watch?”

“Of course,” Bluebell said.

“What are you guys talking about?”

Instead of answering, Nevaeh squirmed out of my arms and began swimming back to the bank. Bluebell swam past me, following her friend. Digging my toes into the muddy bottom, I waded after them.

The two girls climbed out of the pond and were huddled together by the bushes, whispering into each other’s ears and giggling. I came out of the pond and approached them, curious about what they were discussing.

“I should have brought a towel,” I said. “I didn’t know we were going for a swim.”

“We dry fast in the sun,” Bluebell said, a wicked grin on her face. “Right there work for you, Nevaeh?”

“That’s perfect.”

I looked at the patch of soft grass that Bluebell was pointing to. Nevaeh twisted her wet hair into a ponytail and slung it over her shoulder.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Stand there,” Bluebell said.

I went and stood on the patch of grass. It was soft beneath my muddy feet. Speckled sunlight filtered through the trees above us. Bluebell was right, the warm air was already drying my skin.

Nevaeh came to the grassy patch and got down on her knees in front of me. She looked up at me with her big blue eyes, the tip of her tongue tracing her full lips.

“I’ve been watching videos,” she told me. “To get some tips. For oral pleasure.”

“You’ve been watching porn?”

She slapped my thighs. “Not porn, silly!”

“There are instructional videos on YouTube,” Bluebell chuckled. “Nevaeh’s been trying things on my dildo every night”

“You suck on her dildo?” I asked the brunette.

“We share everything,” Nevaeh said. “So, do you want to see what I’ve learned?”

I glanced at Bluebell. She was staying to watch. She wasn’t going anywhere. She stood a few feet away, cupping her boobs in her hands, her thumbs absently stroking her red nipples.

“Sure,” I said in a shaky voice. “Show me.”

“Put your hands behind your back.”

I clasped my hands behind my back, jutting my hips out towards the kneeling girl. Nevaeh ran her hands up and down my lower belly.

“Lordy, I do love your abs,” Nevaeh said. “I love men with muscles.”

I sighed as Nevaeh leaned forward and nuzzled my stiffening cock. She kissed it lightly, going up and down my shaft while her hands cupped my balls. I quickly became hard, my throbbing cock jutting straight ahead.

As Nevaeh started licking my cockhead, I was startled to see Bluebell kneeling behind Nevaeh. Her green eyes locked on mine and with a smile on her lips, Bluebell began sucking on Nevaeh’s ear as her hands cupped and played with the girl’s dark nipples.

“You two…?” I whispered.

“I gave Nevaeh her first climax,” Bluebell said. “Didn’t I?”

Nevaeh nodded, murmuring as she lightly suckled on my cockhead.

“Show him,” Bluebell urged, stroking Nevaeh’s tits. “Show him what you learned.”

Nevaeh took me into her mouth, sinking down until I pressed the back of her throat. She pulled back slowly, her tongue working the underside of my shaft until she got to my frenulum. She worked that sensitive area with the tip of her tongue, making me groan.

I reached out to take Nevaeh’s head in my hands, but Bluebell slapped them away.

“Keep them behind your back, cowboy,” Bluebell scolded. “Nevaeh’s got to practice without you guiding her.”

I put my hand behind my back, gripping my wrist tightly as Nevaeh worked my cock with her mouth. She’d certainly learned some new tricks. Soon, she had me thrusting forward and groaning, close to busting in her greedy little mouth.

“Make him cum!” Bluebell urged her friend, her eyes looking up at me as she pinched Nevaeh’s nipples, her other hand between Nevaeh’s ass cheeks, vigorously rubbing the girl’s anus.

Nevaeh moaned as she worked my cock, her hands moving in tandem with her mouth up and down until I was straining for release.

“I’m gonna cum!” I warned her.

Nevaeh sped up her efforts, driving me over the edge. With a snarl, I busted into her mouth, spewing my hot load as the brunette slurped and swallowed my load, her hand milking my balls.

“Fuck!” I groaned as Nevaeh sucked me dry.

As the last spurt spilled over Nevaeh’s lips, Bluebell turned her friend's face toward hers. I watched as the two girls kissed, swapping my cum between them, savoring my jizz like it was the sweetest treat.

“Goddamn,” I muttered. “You two are something else.”

Their mouths smeared with my creamy sperm, the two girls smiled up at me.

I’d never seen a more beautiful sight in my life.


Chapter 5

“Share the load, right?”




The Debs were singing “Community College Tramp” when I saw him. Fat guy in his thirties with stringy hair and a bushy goatee. He wasn’t wearing the leather vest that Bluebell had mentioned, but there was no mistaking him.

Greasy.

That was what the girls called him. I could see why. The dude looked gross. It wasn’t just his appearance, it was the way he held himself so still while his eyes were flat and unblinking, almost dead looking.

The crowd at the casino was older and better dressed than the audience at Buddy’s Club had been. They were a pretty sedate bunch, swaying and snapping their fingers instead of getting rowdy. In such a mild crowd, a guy like Greasy stood out. He didn’t fit in. His vibe was all wrong.

Bluebell must have noticed him at the same time as me. She shot me a look from the stage. I gave her a quick nod, letting her know I was keeping an eye on our unpleasant guest.

One thing Bluebell had been right about was the way Greasy stared at Nevaeh. It was a creepy stare, like he wanted to eat her. Bluebell had mentioned DRD’s website getting a bunch of threatening messages from an anonymous hater. She suspected it might be Greasy. Bluebell couldn’t be sure, of course, but the messages always came after shows that Greasy showed up at.

I felt a sick anger welling up in the pit of my belly as I watched him. Nevaeh was so young and naive. Guys like Greasy were always hunting for prey like her.

Don’t go making up scenarios in your head, bro. Bluebell said Greasy did nothing wrong, just creeped them out. She also has no proof he’s the one sending those messages. Stop getting all hyped up for war just because you’re fooling around with Nevaeh.

I took in a deep breath and tried to control my feelings. It was not a good thing to be so emotional about Nevaeh. My job was to make sure she stayed safe. I couldn’t do that if I was so amped up.

Greasy must have felt my eyes on him. He stared at me and I stared back. A moment passed between us, a moment of recognition where Greasy must have realized that I was paying him special attention, that I knew who he was. That was good. A guy like him should know that he wasn’t being sly. A guy like him should know I was aware and ready.

Frowning, Greasy lowered his eyes and shuffled toward the back of the room, disappearing into the shadows by the entrance. I lost sight of him but wasn’t too concerned. He was heading away from the Debs. That was all I wanted. No confrontation, just him staying clear of the girls.

Nevaeh kept singing, completely unaware of what had just happened. Bluebell had noticed, however. She was smart and she was very observant. She gave me another nod, letting me know she saw Greasy retreating.

Seeing Bluebell and Nevaeh performing together, I couldn’t help but savor the memory of the two of them naked and on their knees, swapping my cum between their mouths while smiling up at me. Goddamn, that was the hottest thing that had ever happened to me. It was one of those core memories I always heard about, the ones that stick with you for the rest of your life.

With an effort, I refocused my attention on the crowd. They were fairly non-threatening, but there were a couple of guys who looked like they might cause trouble. Alcohol, loud music, and sexy girls flaunting themselves onstage always led to some knuckleheads misbehaving.

This was my second show at the casino and I’d had to approach a few dudes. Casino management had insisted I wear a blazer to look “appropriately dressed”, but I knew I was still an intimidating figure. Usually, just seeing me was enough to get rowdy guys to behave. A few times, I’d had to say a few words. Overall, though, handling the casino crowd was a peaceful night at the office.

Dancing at the front of the crowd were Hanna and Marcy, two cousins of Bluebell. Hanna blew me a kiss, her blonde hair done up in a high ponytail. She had her usual “smoky eyes” look, which Bluebell told me referred to the dark eye makeup she had on. Hanna was a fun gal, slightly older than Bluebell and Nevaeh, with a dry wit I appreciated. I knew Marcy less well. The brunette had eyed me up and giggled a lot when we ran into each other at Buddy’s and the casino. Otherwise, we’d not exchanged a single word of conversation.

It struck me how different my lifestyle was now from just a couple of weeks earlier. Like a fight, life could switch so quickly, momentum shifting from one direction to another with a single unanticipated move. It was like a fighter cruising to an easy win, then suddenly getting cracked from a punch he never saw coming and suddenly everything was changed.

Gotta roll with the flow, as Victor used to say. We used to make fun of my crazy Brazilian friend, but maybe he was right all along.

The casino crowd wasn’t energizing the Debs like at Buddy’s Club, but the three women gave their best effort and performed beautifully. Their enthusiasm raised the energy level enough so that their finale of “Buckstomp” got the crowd to stamp their feet and sing along with the chorus.

“Thank you for coming!” Auntie Lilly called out. “Us girls will be signing merch and doing photos in the conference room next door. Y’all come buy some stuff, you hear? We got bills to pay!”

The three left to loud applause, the crowd totally won over to the Debs. Instead of following them to the back, I went onstage and started turning off the microphones and powering down the equipment as Auntie Lilly had shown me. The Debs were heading back to their dressing room to change clothes. I’d already set up the merch in the adjoining conference room and just needed to open it for the customers.

“You saw him, didn’t you?”

I looked up to see Hanna and Marcy standing on the edge of the stage. The two sisters were wearing dressier clothes, more in tune with the older casino crowd.

“Greasy?” I asked. “Yeah, I saw him.”

“Marcy said she spotted him before the show started,” Hanna said. ”Lurking like a creep.”

“But he saw you mad dogging him and that bitch scurried away like a cockroach!” Marcy laughed.

I blinked in surprise, startled to hear Marcy’s voice for the first time. Like the other Conner women, Marcy was very curvy. Her thicc ass and big tits were tightly wrapped in the little black dress she was wearing. Despite her womanly figure, Marcy had the childish voice of a 12-year-old.

“I just let him know I was watching him,” I said. “Last I saw, he was heading for the exit. No big deal, it’s all good.”

“Will you beat him up if he creeps on Nevaeh again?” Marcy asked breathlessly.

I realized the busty brunette was tipsy, if not outright drunk. Alcohol seemed to have given her the courage to talk to me. Her deep cleavage was flushed bright red and she was grinning at me with a hungry look in her eyes.

I glanced at Hanna. She rolled her eyes, obviously exasperated by her sister’s behavior.

“I should head for the conference room,” I said. “Gotta get the merch ready.”

“We’ll come, too!” Marcy said, sliding her arm into mine. “We’re here to help you, Derrick. Share the load, right?”

Hearing this girl talk about sharing the load instantly brought back the memory of Nevaeh and Bluebell sharing my cum. I couldn’t help but grin.

“See?” Marcy said to Hanna. “I told you, girl. He’s happy for our help.”

With a shrug, Hanna took my other arm. With the two sexy sisters on either side of me, I made my way to the conference room. Heads turned as we passed by the crowd. I could understand why. Having Hanna and Marcy draped all over me was definitely making my dick tingle.

A threesome with two sisters, bro? You seriously contemplating such madness?

I was contemplating a lot of things. Images ran through my overexcited brain like a bunch of mental porno gifs. Marcy’s jiggling cleavage and drunk giggles were turning me on, as was her equally hot sister sensually stroking my forearm. Having the two of them sharing my dick was exciting to imagine, especially after Nevaeh and Bluebell’s performance at the pond. After years spent grappling with sweaty, aggressive dudes, rolling around with hot chicks was a welcome change of pace.

My fighting days were behind me, but fresh adventures were coming my way. Life with Dirt Road Debutantes kept getting better and better.

I was excited to see where it would take me next.

I was ready to roll with the flow.


Chapter 6

“We handle stuff on our own.”




“Oh, sweet lord, I’m gonna cum again!”

I gripped Nevaeh’s hips tighter as I sucked on her clit, stroking strong and steady on her hard button as the lithe brunette ground her pussy against my mouth. Her hands were tangled in my hair, gripping my head tightly as she climaxed for the third time.

Over these last two weeks, I’d come to know exactly how Nevaeh liked her pussy to be eaten. Making her orgasm was simple and fun, especially since her virgin cunt was so sweet. Nevaeh also loved her asshole getting licked and a finger pressed against it as I lapped her clit. I would have loved to penetrate her wet fuckhole, but licking her clit until she lost her mind was almost as good.

“Derrick, oh Derrick!” she groaned, her feet drumming against the floor of the van as waves of pleasure rolled through her small body.

Nevaeh’s phone vibrated, but she ignored it, too lost in her pleasure to pay it any attention. When Nevaeh orgasmed, she orgasmed hard.

I kept licking as she moaned my name over and over again. We were parked in the back of a deserted parking lot so there was no need to stay quiet. Bluebell and Auntie Lilly had taken the minivan back to their house. When Nevaeh said she wanted to ride with me in the van, both women knew exactly what their young friend wanted. Bluebell had been exasperated while Auntie Lilly snickered at Nevaeh’s eagerness. The older woman knew what was going on and didn’t seem concerned. In fact, she seemed a little envious.

“Don’t take too long, you two!” Auntie Lily had scolded as she and Bluebell had gotten into their minivan.

Nevaeh was panting hard and grinding against me, no sign of wanting to stop in how she was groaning. The way a woman could cum so many times in a row had always fascinated me. Like Amalia, when Nevaeh got on a roll, she just went on and on like the bunny in the old Duracell commercial. I mentally thanked Amalia again for teaching me how to be a good pussy eater.

Nevaeh’s phone buzzed again.

“You want to check that?” I asked, looking up from between her legs, my face wet with her juices.

“No! Keep going, please! Please!”

I bent back to her pussy and began licking again. Nevaeh was working herself into another frenzy. I could feel her asshole clenching against my thumb.

Suddenly, Nevaeh’s phone rang.

“Dang it!” she cried out in frustration.

Nevaeh angrily grabbed her phone and slid her thumb across the screen.

“Auntie?” she said, her breathing still heavy. “What’s going on?”

Nevaeh listened intently, her face growing strained.

“Oh my god. That’s crazy! Okay. Okay. Yes, we’ll head home right now. Meet at the gas station, okay? Please don’t get out of the minivan until we get there. And keep your doors locked!”

“What’s wrong?” I asked as Nevaeh set her phone down.

“Someone was at the house,” she said, her eyes wide. “They nailed a dead rat to the front door.”

“Holy shit.”

“They also left some kind of note.”

“Note? Saying what?”

“GET RID OF HIM.”

“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” I wondered.

“I think… I think it was Greasy. After you stared him down, I think maybe Greasy got mad and wanted to send us a message? Maybe?”

Son of a bitch!

I did the mental math in my head. Greasy had spotted me watching him and left about halfway through the show. Add in the time with the after-show, the merch meet-and-greet, and loading up the van… he would have had lots of time to find and kill a rat, then drive out to the house and leave his little gift.

“Did Auntie Lilly call the cops?” I asked.

“No, she won’t do that.”

“What? Why not? This is clearly a threat to—“

“The sheriff is an old boyfriend of hers,” Nevaeh said. “They parted on bad terms. He still holds a grudge against her and has harassed her for years. She won’t never go to him for help.”

“Oh my god,” I sighed. “Small town country bumpkin bullshit. What the fuck? What kind of man acts like that?”

“It’s just the way it is,” Nevaeh said. “Like Bluebell always says, We handle stuff on our own. Please, we need to get back as fast as we can, Derrick.”

Anxiety mixed with anger rose inside me. Nevaeh and I dressed quickly. Nevaeh texted on her phone as I pulled onto the road and headed back to the house.

We drove in silence. Nevaeh stayed on her phone, texting back and forth with Bluebell and filling me in on the details. 45 minutes later, I pulled into the parking lot of the gas station. The minivan was parked at the edge of the lot. I pulled in beside it.

Bluebell rolled her window down. I leaned out of the van’s window. The night was still warm and the smell of gasoline hung in the air.

“You two okay?” I asked.

“We’re fine,” Bluebell said.

Her voice was calm, but the strain in her eyes was apparent. Nevaeh climbed out of the van and jogged around to the minivan. Auntie Lilly and Bluebell got out and the three women shared a hug.

Auntie Lilly came to the van and leaned against the door, looking at me with a stern expression.

“How can I help?” I asked.

“Can you make sure it’s safe to return?” Auntie Lilly asked. “Maybe check the house and property for us?”

“I absolutely can do that.”

“Thanks, sweetie.”

Auntie Lilly handed me her house keys.

“You wouldn’t happen to have a camera setup at the house?” I asked. “Like one of those doorbell things?”

Auntie Lilly shook her head. “Never felt like we needed that stuff. After tonight, it’s the first thing we’ll get.”

“And no cops? You sure about that?”

“No cops,” she confirmed. “We’re in an unincorporated part of the county. That means the Sheriff’s office. Sheriff Kyler doesn’t like me.”

“Nevaeh told me. Sounds like some dumbass grudge.”

“Sheriff Kyler is indeed a dumbass. Don’t know what I ever saw in him.”

I took a deep breath. “Okay. Y’all stay here. I’ll call you once I’ve checked things out.”

Auntie Lilly patted my shoulder. “Thank you, Derrick. Be careful.”

I gave her a reassuring nod. Nevaeh and Bluebell stood behind her, their arms intertwined. They watched as I put the van into gear and headed out of the parking lot.

All kinds of thoughts went through my head as I drove to the house. I figured Greasy was long gone from the property and that there were no worries about encountering anyone there. Still, it made sense for me to check it out before the ladies came back. Having me secure the premises would give them some peace of mind.

As I pulled down the dirt driveway, I considered grabbing a weapon, just in case. There was a spare mike stand that I could unscrew the pole from to use as a club.

Really? A club? You never trained with that metal pole, bro. You never even tried basic escrima with Pablo. You really want to carry that thing with you?

It was a good point. What the hell did I know about using a weapon? With that pole, I’d be just as prepared for a fight as any other dude.

On the other hand, I had years of training in unarmed combat. Hell, they had even paid me good money to fight other dudes in cages. If someone was lurking at the house, I’d be better off dealing with him using my MMA training. Plus, there might be liability issues with using a weapon. Scheming bitches like Greasy always seemed good at using the courts to back them up, especially in a shithole county like this one. I wouldn’t be surprised if Greasy was the son of some local politician.

“Mike stand stays in the van,” I told myself.

I pulled up to the house. In the glare of my headlights, I could see a large rat nailed to the front door of the house. GET RID OF HIM had been sloppily spray-painted below the rat.

“Here we go,” I mumbled.

Leaving the headlights on, I shut off the engine. The sudden quiet was eerie.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped out of the van.


Chapter 7

“I wish you could stay here all the time.”




The first thing I realized was that I did not have a flashlight. That was something to remind Auntie Lilly to get for both the van and their minivan. Being prepared was always a good idea.

Camera doorbell, maybe some motion-activated floodlights. Lots of things could make this place safer. Three females living alone in a rural area are vulnerable.

I took out my phone and turned on the camera flashlight. It was a cheap phone, but the light it put out was bright enough.

Instead of going to the front door, I circled around the house. I checked all the windows and doors. They were all locked and secure.

Back at the front of the house, I decided to snap a few pictures of the rat before taking it down. Auntie Lilly might not want to involve the sheriffs, but it would be good to have some photos in case she ever needed evidence for a restraining order or something.

As I trained my phone’s light on the front door, I got a shock. The rat nailed to the door was not a rat at all.

It was a kitten.

“Fucking hell!” I hissed, recoiling.

The hairs on the back of my neck rose and I could feel my stomach churning. I felt like the stakes had been raised to something ugly, something scary. Nailing a rat to the door was bad enough, but a kitten? It took a real sick fuck to do something like that.

I hurriedly took some pictures, knowing I had to record this shit. I checked the door to see if anyone had broken in, but it was still firmly locked. It seemed Greasy had just wanted to leave his little message, not invade their home.

I went back to the van and grabbed some work gloves and a claw hammer out of the tool chest in back. I also put a plastic bag in my pants pocket. It was a grocery store bag that had once carried some chips and a couple of energy drinks. Tonight, it would become a shroud.

Stop being so goddamn morbid, dude.

I was just trying to lighten up the situation in my mind. Joking around had always been my way of handling mental stress. Bluebell and her cousin Hanna had the same dry humor.

They also have the same big tits and fat asses, just like Auntie Lilly. Marcy as well. Those Conner women tend to be packed and stacked.

It occurred to me that they weren’t actually “Conner women” since Conner was Auntie Lilly’s married name. I’d have to inquire about her maiden name when I got the chance.

I knew my mind was running through these random thoughts in an effort to relax a bit. The brutality of the kitten was stressing me out. The only way to deal with it was to deal with it.

With a deep breath, I went back to the front door. I pried off the nail and dropped the furry body into the bag, trying not to grimace at how small and light it was. Twisting the bag handles into a knot, I went back to the van and set it beside the toolbox. I reckoned I could bury it tomorrow. There was no need for the ladies to see it, especially not Nevaeh.

I returned to the house and unlocked the front door. I went through the place, turning on all the lights and making sure each room was empty. Bluebell’s room was neat and orderly and full of books. Nevaeh’s bedroom was cluttered and crowded with stuffed animals, posters of unicorns adorning her walls.

Auntie Lilly’s master bedroom was elegantly furnished and smelled of her perfume. A vibrator and a big anal plug were laid out on her nightstand next to a big four-poster bed. I felt uncomfortable invading her private space like that, but seeing her sex toys did make me smile.

Everything inside was undisturbed, as I expected. Greasy just wanted to send a message and he’d certainly achieved his aims.

I went back outside and called Auntie Lilly.

“You can come back now,” I told her. “Everything’s secure.”

“Did you take down the rat?” she asked.

“It’s in a bag in the van,” I said, figuring it would be better to tell her about the kitten face-to-face.

Ten minutes later, the minivan pulled onto the dirt road. I watched as it made its way down to the driveway, its headlights carving through the darkness.

Auntie Lilly parked in her usual spot and the three women emerged from the minivan. They looked shaken but were all putting on brave faces.

Auntie Lilly gave me a big hug.

“Thank you, sweetie. I don’t know what we would have done without you.”

Bluebell and Nevaeh also gave me tight hugs, thanking me profusely. It made me feel proud to have provided these ladies with security and comfort. I was used to watching out for myself. Having others depend on me was an unfamiliar experience. I liked it.

“Son of a bitch,” Auntie Lilly growled as she looked over her vandalized door. “Sick bastard!”

“We can get some paint tomorrow,” Bluebell said, holding her mother’s shoulder.

“And some of those cameras that Derrick mentioned,” Nevaeh said, her small hand twined in mine. “He can install it, too. He’s good with tools.”

“Bastard!” Auntie Lilly growled again.

The three of us followed her into the house.

“I’m going to brew up some coffee,” Auntie Lilly said. “Bluebell, could you get that pie out of the fridge? I think we all could use some sugar right about now.”

An hour later, I was back at the barn. My belly was full of pie and coffee. It had been a long, eventful day and I was ready for bed. The house was locked up tight, the women inside trying their best to feel safe in their own home. I stripped to my underwear and lay on the sofa. Tomorrow would be a busy day getting the security stuff for the house.

A final check of my phone gave me an unwelcome surprise. My landlord had sent a message saying that the fumigators had found even more black mold and that the state had ruled my apartment “unfit for human habitation”. I would not be allowed to return as scheduled. My landlord had no idea how long it would take to fix the situation.

“Fucking great,” I groaned.

So I would be homeless for the foreseeable future. At least the women of DRD seemed happy to have me here. The barn was better than sleeping in the back of my truck.

I had just drifted to sleep when a knocking at the back door woke me. It was Nevaeh.

“Can I stay with you tonight?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said. “We can share the couch. It’s a tight space, though.”

“I’m tiny. We can fit. But first, I want to thank you.”

“No need. I’m just happy to have been here when Greasy—“

“Not for that,” Nevaeh laughed. “I want to thank you for making me cum so good tonight. I want to repay the favor.”

I sighed contentedly as the 18-year-old girl got on her knees and pulled down my shorts. She suckled my cock as I stroked her hair, and her wet tongue worked my head with a skill that surprised me. From her first clumsy attempt to now, Nevaeh had upped her dick sucking game tremendously. She worked my balls and stroked my shaft, never breaking eye contact with me. That beautiful face never failed to make my cock throb.

“Ready?” I asked her.

Nevaeh nodded. With a grunt, I unloaded into her wet mouth, loving how eagerly she swallowed my load, not a drop of cum escaping her full lips.

“Mmm,” she moaned as I filled her belly with my sperm.

Drained and satisfied, I lifted the brunette from her knees and took her to the couch. We lay together on our sides, spooning each other on the wide leather couch.

“Auntie Lilly was just saying how nice it was to have a man on the property,” Nevaeh whispered. “I wish you could stay here all the time.”

“Maybe I will,” I said.

“Really?”

“Yeah. We’ll see how it goes.”

Nevaeh pulled my arms tighter around her, placing my hand on her small breast.

“I feel safe when I’m in your arms,” she said.

I kissed the back of her head. The two of us fell asleep as the night deepened around us.


Chapter 8

“Must be the pretty bartender that makes it worth it.”




“That is total bullshit!”

Amalia glared at me across the bar. It was early evening and Buddy’s Club was just starting to fill with regulars. I was doing a shift at Buddy’s to get a feel for working for the club. Amalia was taking some time to show me her bartending skills. I was sipping on a mocktail she had whipped up for me. It was delicious. Watching Amalia mix it had been a treat.

But Amalia wasn’t interested in mixology at the moment.

“So, let me get this straight. You live in their freaking barn and provide security for their place? And how much are they paying you for this?”

“$150 a night plus tips—“

“Not the weekend gigs,” Amalia interrupted. “How much are they paying you to stay there?”

“Nothing. I mean, I get a place to live rent-free.”

“A barn.”

“A nice barn.”

“Still a barn. What else?”

“Auntie Lilly feeds me. She’s a damn good cook.”

“So meals and a place to crash? Do you work for them or are you just couch surfing? And now they got you installing a security system? They are using you, pendejo. Free labor!”

“I like my situation.”

Amalia said nothing, just scowled at me from behind the bar. My eyes drifted down to her chest, taking in her big nipples poking through the thin material of her tank top. Amalia certainly knew how to turn heads with her slim body. Dressing like she did, I had no doubt her tips were very good.

Usually, me eyeing up her tits amused my old fuck buddy. She noticed me doing it, but she didn’t crack a smile. Instead, her eyes narrowed as she leaned across the bar.

“You’re screwing them!” she spat. “Which one? The little chiquita? Or that redhead with the big tetas?”

“Amalia, stop.”

“Both? You fucking both?”

“I can’t talk to you when you’re like this.”

“Ah, I see. You’re fucking the old lady. I should have known. I’ve seen the way that bitch looks at you. She’s old enough to be your mother! Disgusting!”

Amalia’s lips twitched, betraying the smile she was trying to hold back. That’s when I realized she was fucking with me… mostly.

“My place is condemned, Amalia,” I said with a shrug. “This is a good thing for me.”

“For now.”

“’Now is the only thing that matters, cowboy.’”

It was a quote from DRD’s song, “Backseat Ballbuster”, a song I knew Amalia was fond of. She shook her head and turned away, unable to hide the grin on her face.

“You have to stop thinking with your dick, Ricky.”

“It’s never let me down before.”

“Just remember the offer Buddy made,” she said. “This club could be a good thing. Something with a future for you.”

“I have been keeping it in mind,” I said. “I’m here, aren’t I?”

Amalia gave me a rueful nod. I relaxed, knowing she’d been teasing me all along.

“Ready for another mocktail?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “This one tastes like the fanciest soda I ever had. How much you charge for it?”

“$12.”

“Bullshit.”

“Why? You think it’s not worth it?”

“I mean, it’s a good drink,” I laughed. “But not $12 good. People really pay that?”

“Plus tip.”

“Amazing,” I marveled. “Must be the pretty bartender that makes it worth it.”

“Stick with me,” she said. “I’ll teach you all my tricks.”

“I look forward to learning, darling. And Amalia?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m not screwing Nevaeh. Or Bluebell. Or Auntie Lilly.”

“Okay,” she said.

“I’m screwing all three!”

The slap she gave my arm was hard but good-natured. Once again, I saw her tongue poking out of the corner of her mouth. That let me know we were going to be fucking later tonight.

“Drink your drink, cowboy,” Amalia laughed.

It was Tuesday and business was slow. Buddy was off tonight so it was just Amalia and me tending the bar. Between pulling beers for the regulars, Amalia showed me how she ran the bar and kept things orderly.

“When it comes to cocktails, I know the basics. Anything unfamiliar or exotic, I look up on this tablet. It gives me the recipe for any drink you can imagine.”

“Nice.”

“The younger crowd Buddy is aiming for likes both high-quality stuff and also cheap booze to get drunk. With this tablet, we can serve both.”

“And craft beers?”

“Buddy is trying to source local breweries right now. He’s working hard to make this place something nice. He’s thinking of wines, but I’m trying to convince him that’s a dead end. Fancy wine is for fancy people. This place needs young people who want to party. That’s what Buddy is aiming for.”

“You think he’s going to succeed?” I asked.

Amalia shrugged. “He’s going to do his best, but the man is getting up there in years. He’s leaning heavily on me, but he needs more help. It’s hard to find dependable people nowadays. A good employee is like gold, he always says.”

The more Amalia talked about Buddy’s vision for the place, the more I could visualize how it might turn out. Buddy was right about making the change. From what I could see of the old timers in the place, there was no future for the club if it didn’t try something new.

Around 8 o’clock, two familiar faces made an appearance.

“Howdy, ladies,” I said with a grin. “Auntie Lilly send you to check up on me?”

Hanna and Marcy giggled and seated themselves at the bar. The two sisters looked like they had just got off work. They were still wearing their office clothes.

“Bluebell mentioned you were working here tonight,” Hanna said. “We had to work overtime, so we thought we’d stop by and say, Hello. So… hello!”

“We heard about the rat,” Marcy said. “Awful!”

“It was ugly,” I admitted.

“What can I get you ladies?” Amalia asked.

Hanna and Marcy went quiet, their eyes scanning over the petite Latina. They’d obviously been told about my dating history with Amalia. I had to suppress a smile at the way they were checking her out.

Amalia seemed well aware of their scrutiny. She smiled blandly, maintaining her most professional demeanor.

“Gin and tonics for both of us,” Hanna said. “Bombay Sapphire.”

“Coming right up.”

As Amalia poured the drinks, Hanna drummed her fingernails on the bar. Her sister raised an eyebrow at me.

“I never paid her any mind during the shows,” Marcy whispered to her sister. “She’s really pretty.”

“Huh,” Hanna grunted, her eyes skeptical.

“Anyway, it’s so nice that you were around when all that happened, Derrick!” Marcy said to me. “Nevaeh told us what a relief it was to have you there. That bitch Greasy needs to be bitch-slapped hard!”

“He needs to be in jail,” I said. “Auntie Lilly won’t go to the sheriff, though.”

“He’d just laugh at her,” Hanna said. “Useless prick won’t lift a finger to help Auntie Lilly or anyone else at that house.”

“What’s his problem?” I asked. “Nevaeh said they dated, but that it ended badly? What’s the story?”

Hanna shook her head. “Not for me to tell. Let’s just say Sheriff Kyler is the last person who should be wearing a lawman’s badge.”

“Here are your drinks,” Amalia said, placing two glasses on the bar in front of Bluebell’s cousins.

“Thank you,” both girls said together.

I watched as the three women exchanged frosty smiles. I knew that Hanna and Marcy would share their thoughts with Bluebell and Nevaeh. As for Amalia, she was bound to have a few questions for me later tonight. I didn’t mind. I was already anticipating hooking up with my little fuck buddy once we closed down the club. A few questions about Hanna and Marcy seemed like a small price to pay for hot sex with Amalia.

“What the fuck!?”

Amalia’s shout startled me out of my sexual thoughts. Her voice was distressed and angry. I turned to see what she was looking at.

Two guys had just walked into the club. One was Latino, the other was a blonde dude. The Latino guy was holding a cardboard box in his arms. He was also staring daggers at me.

“Look at this shit,” the Latino guy sneered. “Motherfucker!”

“What do you want, Miguel?” Amalia demanded.

I looked over Amalia’s cheating ex-boyfriend. He was thin and fit, dressed in a nice blazer and jeans. The dude was handsome in a fashion model sort of way. I could see why Amalia might have been attracted to him.

Miguel came up to the bar. He was doing his best to mad-dog me. It wasn’t working. If anything, I felt myself getting calmer, like I always did when I got into the cage for a fight.

“I came to give you back your stuff,” Miguel said, never taking his eyes off me. “Now I find you with this bitch?”

I stood up from the barstool and turned to face the two men. The last thing I wanted was to get jumped from behind while I was sitting down.

The blonde dude looked apprehensive as he took in my size and build. He seemed like a friend who had just come with his buddy to drop off the box. Blondie didn’t look like he wanted to get involved in any shit. I mentally dismissed him for the moment.

Miguel was another story. I recognized the wide eyes and the flaring nostrils. Dude looked like he was psyching himself up to make a move.

“Leave the box and get out,” Amalia said quietly. “Don’t try anything stupid, Miguel.”

“You’re the stupid one, cunt!” Miguel shouted.

“That’s enough,” I said. “Time for you to leave.”

“No. I don’t think I will.”

Miguel dropped the box. It thumped at his feet and tipped over. Some CDs and jewelry spilled out.

“Derrick?” Hanna asked in a shaky voice.

The two sisters were ashen, watching the scene unfold with both fear and excitement on their faces.

“It’s okay,” I told them.

“Naw, dog,” Miguel growled. “You send those pictures and think it’s okay? It’s not fucking okay at all, bitch!”

Miguel’s fists were clenched. A quick glance at his friend showed me the dude did not want to fight, but also that he would back up Miguel in a scrap.

Two-on-one, bro? Gonna have to be ruthless.

“Last chance,” I said. “What’s it going to be?”

He thought it over. I could see the moment when he made his decision. I got even calmer, a rising serenity in my gut that I had not felt in a long time.

“Okay,” I whispered.

With a snarl, Miguel came at me.


Chapter 9

“‘Master’, if ya feeling nasty.”




This dude has some training.

It was my first thought as Miguel swung at me. Instead of the wild, sloppy punches most untrained guys threw, Miguel shot out a stiff jab followed by a straight right. His form was suitable, his technique crisp. He was at a level guys got to when they took some lessons at their fitness clubs, maybe even sparred a bit. The guy must have been confident in his training to take a shot at me.

It wasn’t enough, though. He was about to find that out.

I ducked under his punches and shot into his waist, wrapping my arms around his torso. Pivoting fast, I took Miguel’s back and slapped on a standing rear naked choke. He struggled hard, stomping on my feet and reaching back to gouge my eyes, but it was useless. He was quickly learning that a few boxing lessons at his club didn’t mean shit against a professional MMA fighter.

Retired fighter. Don’t get cocky, bro.

It was a good mental warning. There were lots of videos out there of MMA guys getting wrecked by a sucker punch, an unseen weapon… or their opponent’s friends.

“You jump in and I swear I’ll break both your arms!” I snarled at Blondie.

I meant it, too. Choking out an angry ex-boyfriend was one thing. I could handle him without doing any permanent damage.

But getting jumped by a second guy? That was a whole different thing. The stakes got a lot higher, a lot more serious. If Miguel’s buddy tried it, I would not hesitate to take his arms home with me.

My sincerity must have been apparent. Miguel’s friend had his fists clenched, but his eyes were darting. He looked at me choking his friend out and he looked around at all the other people in the bar witnessing this whole confrontation. The situation was dangerous and he must have decided he wasn’t going to make it worse.

His hands held up in surrender, Blondie took a step back.

Satisfied, I clamped down the pressure on Miguel’s neck. His struggles were growing weaker. I held the choke until his body suddenly relaxed and I knew he had gone out.

I gently laid Miguel down on the floor, turning him on his side in the recovery position. It wasn’t really necessary, a blood choke was harmless and resolved itself fairly quickly, but I didn’t want to take any chances. Maybe Miguel had a heart issue or something? You never knew what conditions people had inside them.

Believe me, I would know.

“It’s okay folks,” I said to the other customers. “He’ll be fine in a few moments.”

I was happy to see that no one was recording me with their mobiles. I was grateful that most of the customers were older. A younger crowd would have been filming this shit for YouTube.

“You might want to help your boy,” I said to Miguel’s friend.

Cautiously, Blondie kneeled beside Miguel, who was already waking up. Blondie flinched when Amalia came and stood next to him, screaming obscenities in Spanish down at the groggy Miguel.

A few customers started laughing at the comical scene. I felt a lot of the tension leave the room.

“Good job, partner!” an older man shouted out.

Several others loudly agreed. The old timers were already turning back to their drinks, figuring the show was over.

Miguel was getting to his feet. His friend was helping him stand while keeping a wary eye on me.

“Take him home,” I told Blondie. “If you two come back, I’m just gonna assume you want a fight. I’ll lay into both of you for real. Understand?”

“Yeah, dude. Chill. I’m taking Miguel home right now.”

Miguel’s consciousness had returned enough that he could walk on his own. His friend guided him out of the bar. I watched the two of them exit.

“Oh my god! That was amazing!”

Marcy had come up beside me. She was shaking and her eyes were glistening. A flush was creeping up her neck and she kept licking her lips. She looked incredibly turned on.

“Great job, Derrick,” Hanna said, squeezing my arm. “You handled that so well.”

“You should have kicked that pendejo in the head,” Amalia snarled.

“Do you really mean that?” I asked her.

Amalia sighed and shrugged. “No, not really. I’m glad you didn’t hurt him.”

Her response did not surprise me. Amalia was hard on the outside, but a big softie on the inside.

“Question now is whether your ex is the type of guy to come back with more friends or a gun,” I said.

“Miguel’s not like that,” Amalia scoffed. “I’m surprised he even tried to fight you. He knows you were a pro.”

“Men do stupid shit for women all the time,” Hanna said. “But what was he saying about pictures? Something you sent him?”

I shrugged. “Who knows what a guy like that is mad about?”

Hanna looked from me to Amalia and back again. She was an observant girl, much like her cousin Bluebell. Hanna could tell there was more to the story between Miguel and Amalia and me.

“I wish Bluebell and Nevaeh had been here,” Marcy said excitedly. “Derrick was like an action movie hero!”

The busty brunette was still wound up over the tussle. I’d seen girls like her before, girls who got sexually aroused by physical fights. You saw them at events all the time. They got off on seeing two guys beating the crap out of each other. The way she was looking at me, I knew Marcy was mine for the asking if I wanted. With her big tits and fat ass, she would be an enjoyable ride.

That voice, though. It honestly made her sound like a hyperactive 5th grader. Imagining the sounds she would make while getting fucked made me want to laugh out loud.

“Let’s get back to tending bar,” Amalia said. “I still got a lot to show you, Ricky.”

“Ricky?” Hanna and Marcy said in surprise.

“That’s what Amalia calls me,” I said.

“So, can we call you Ricky?” Marcy asked.

“You don’t know me well enough for that,” I joked.

“So, what should we call you?” Hanna asked.

“Derrick is fine,” I said. “‘Sir’ also works. ‘Master’, if ya feeling nasty.”

Amalia rolled her eyes while the two sisters giggled.

“Looks like table 4 needs a refill,” Amalia said. “Why don’t you go see if them boys want another pitcher?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I served table 4 and all the other tables while Amalia and the sisters chatted at the bar. They seemed to be getting to know each other better. The customers were all appreciative and things were going well, but I kept an eye on the front door. Despite what Amalia had said, I was still concerned that Miguel was not done with me yet.

It turned out I was right. Miguel was not going to let things stand between us. But it wasn’t he and his friend that walked through the front door of Buddy’s Club.

It was the Sheriffs.


Chapter 10

“It may not be my house, but it’s still my home.”




“He called the Sheriff?" Nevaeh gasped. “Oh my Lord!”

“Better than grabbing a gun or something,” I said. “Still a bitch move, especially since he started it. I explained what happened and why I choked Miguel out when I could have hurt him instead. Amalia and Bluebell’s cousins also had their say, plus the other customers backed me up. Sheriffs decided it was mutual combat, which is legal in this state. Amalia gave them a complimentary mocktail before they left. Seemed like decent fellas.”

Nevaeh shook her head in disdain.

“That Miguel sounds like a coward. A man should take his whippin’ like a man. That’s what Father always said.”

“Your father sounds like a wise person.”

“He was.”

Nevaeh leaned against me, her hand clasping mine. We were sitting in my truck, parked at the back of an empty mall parking lot. I’d just finished giving Nevaeh her driving lesson. She’d made good progress learning to drive stick.

“Father used to take me to this mall back when I was a little girl,” Nevaeh said, gesturing at the mostly abandoned building across the lot from us. “I used to love the Chinese food in the food court. Father would always get us egg rolls to share. They were so yummy.”

“That sounds like a nice memory.”

“Nice memories are all I have left of him.”

We held each other in silence, the two of us lost in our thoughts.

“Actually, that’s not true,” Nevaeh said. “There is something more than just memories. Can I show you?”

“Sure.”

“You drive, I’ll tell you where to go.”

I took the wheel and we hit the road. Nevaeh had me stop at a shop to buy some sandwiches and drinks.

“You planning on having a picnic?” I asked.

“Something like that.”

Nevaeh guided me to a dirt road near the Conner place. We went down a narrow path that was rutted and overgrown. After a hundred yards or so, we emerged into a clearing. An older house stood beneath a few large cottonwood trees. The yard and driveway were overgrown with tall grass. The house itself looked to be uninhabited.

“What is this place?” I asked.

“My old house,” Nevaeh answered. “This is where I grew up. After Father died, the bank took it back.”

“Damn. I’m sorry to hear that.”

“I was sad to leave and so grateful Bluebell took me in.”

“Who lives here now?”

“No one, as far as I can tell. Somebody bought it at auction, but I’ve never seen anyone move in.”

“You check up on this place?” I asked.

“I walk out here from Auntie Lilly’s all the time,” she replied. “I hate they took it away from me, then just left it to sit here. Empty. Just empty.”

I wasn’t sure if Nevaeh was talking about the house or herself. Maybe both. I could hear the emotion in her voice.

“Can we take a look around?” I asked.

Nevaeh took a deep, steadying breath. She smiled at me.

“Thought you’d never ask!”

Nevaeh planted a kiss on my cheek. Giggling, she got out of the truck and started skipping toward the house. She was such an affectionate girl, so sweet and almost childlike. Her beauty was breathtaking, angelic. It was an intoxicating combination.

And she loves sex. Christ, she cums more than any girl I’ve been with. When she finally experiences having a dick in her pussy, that girl is going to be insatiable.

I got out of the truck and followed Nevaeh. She was standing beneath one of the cottonwoods.

“There used to be a tire swing here,” Nevaeh said, pointing at a branch that had a hank of rope still tied around it. “The auction people cut it down, I don’t know why. Me and Nevaeh used to swing on it for hours.”

I imagined the girls as young kids, the two of them laughing and swinging together in the cottonwood’s shade. It was a pleasant image.

“Father used to keep all the cars he was working on out here, too. Two Fords and an Oldsmobile. He had a Cougar XR-7 that he loved. The bank took all of them away, too.”

I could easily picture three or four old cars parked around the cottonwood tree. Nevaeh’s father probably used the tree as a winch to lift engines out of cars. I’d seen lots of folks do it that way out in the countryside. If the bank took them, they must have been worth something.

“Want to see my bedroom?” Nevaeh asked.

“Sure.”

Nevaeh led me around to the back of the house. I thought she was going to have me look through one of the windows. Instead, she climbed onto the back deck and began jiggling the sliding glass door.

“Hey, you sure you should be doing that?” I asked.

“I do it all the time,” she said. “This door has always been loose.”

True to her word, the sliding glass door slid open.

“There’s no cameras or anything?”

“Nope!” she said. “Everything is the same as when they kicked me out. Except now there is no electricity.”

The house did look virtually abandoned. Judging by the state of the yard, no one was paying much attention to Nevaeh’s old house.

“Come on, Derrick. You’re not a scaredy cat, are you?”

Nevaeh went into the house. With a mental shrug, I climbed onto the deck and followed her in.

I expected the inside of the house to be dusty and neglected. Instead, it was quite tidy. The floors were clean and the air smelled fresh.

“This was Father’s bedroom,” Nevaeh said. “I wasn’t allowed in here, but it’s okay now. It’s just an empty room. Come see my old bedroom.”

“This place seems pretty well tended,” I said as I followed Nevaeh down the hallway. “Somebody must be visiting to clean it. There’s not even any cobwebs.”

“Somebody does come to clean. Me.”

Nevaeh led me into a small bedroom. A broom leaned in one corner.

“I come every week to clean the place out,” Nevaeh said softly. “It may not be my house, but it’s still my home. Somebody needs to take care of it.”

The thought of Nevaeh coming out to clean her childhood home made my heart ache. She really was the sweetest girl. Despite her being so naive, she was one of the warmest and most caring people I’d ever met. A gorgeous girl with a loving personality like Nevaeh’s was a rare combination. Whoever ended up marrying her would be a very lucky man.

“This is where I grew up,” she said wistfully. “See these notches on the door frame? That’s Father measuring my height. Every year on my birthday, he would put another notch on. I never grew much, though! I hit 5’2” at 15 and that was it!”

“You had a nice view,” I said, looking out her window.

“Yes. That was one reason I loved this room so much.”

Nevaeh joined me at the window. It looked out over a field that sloped down to a wide creek. A huge willow tree hung over the creek, its branches shading the slow-moving water.

“It looks like a postcard,” I said.

“Me and Nevaeh used to spend all summer underneath that tree. We’d picnic and have high tea in the shade. We’d also wade in the creek and go looking for crawdads. The creek feeds into the Jensen pond.”

“Sounds like you two had a lot of fun back there.”

“It’s my favorite place in the world,” Nevaeh said. “I just wish it was still mine.”

I put my arm around the slim brunette. She leaned her head against me as the two of us looked out her window. I noted that the glass was clear. Nevaeh must have been wiping the windows clean as well.

I kissed the top of her head. She smiled up at me, her beautiful face awash in the summer sunlight.

“Let’s go to the creek,” she said.

We made our way out of the house through the front door. Nevaeh made sure the sliding door and front entry were secure. Her care for the place was quite moving.

Taking my hand, Nevaeh led me to the willow tree. The shade beneath its branches was cool and comforting. The creek was shallow this time of the year, but the flowing water still made a soothing babble.

“It’s beautiful here,” I said.

“If you look through those trees, you can just make out Auntie Lilly’s house.”

“Yes. I see it.”

We listened to the insects whirring over the creek. Sunlight filtered through the branches above us, dappling us with summer sunshine.

“Derrick?”

“Yes?”

“I’m so glad I met you.”

Nevaeh stood on her tiptoes to kiss me. I bent down to embrace her, our mouths gently seeking each other’s. We kissed in the cool shade, our tongues caressing.

“Wait here,” Nevaeh said. “I’ll be right back.”

Nevaeh broke from my arms and trotted back to the truck. She returned a few minutes later with the sandwiches and drinks we’d bought. She also had the old blanket I kept on my truck’s bench seat.

“So we are having a picnic?” I asked as I helped her spread the blanket on the ground. “Because I am starving.”

“Eventually.”

“Eventually?”

“First, I need you to do something for me,” Nevaeh said, a mischievous grin on her pretty face.

“Sure. What do you need, Nevaeh?”

“I need you to fuck my ass, Derrick. Can you do that?”

I blinked in surprise. Hearing sweet young Nevaeh talking like that was a shock. It also was a huge turn-on.

“Yes,” I said. “I can do that.”


Chapter 11

“Please go slow, Derrick.”




I’d never been naked in the outdoors before, much less had sex. Now, for the second time in less than a week, I was naked and erect in the open air, gazing down at the prettiest girl I’d ever seen.

The way she looked in the sunshine, her dark hair loosely falling down her back, her dark nipples and black pubic hair contrasting with her pale skin— it was like looking at those paintings you saw in history books, the masterpieces by Da Vinci or Michelangelo or whoever. A forest nymph or angel or something like that. A vision. Beauty. Wonder.

“You always stare at me so much,” Nevaeh said.

“You’re so beautiful. I love looking at you.”

“And I love the way you look at me,” she giggled. “It makes me shiver.”

“I can’t help it.”

“Looks like you can’t help a lot of things,” she replied, a sly grin on her lips.

Nevaeh ran a finger along the shaft of my hard cock, playfully teasing the swollen head with her fingers. She went down on her knees and took me into her wet mouth. I stroked her hair as she sucked me, my eyes narrowing with pleasure as she worked my rigid tool. I sighed with pleasure as I looked down at her.

My beautiful little girl had become such an excellent cocksucker.

I had to pull her off my dick after just a few minutes, her oral skills driving me dangerously close to the edge of cumming. I pulled her into a deep kiss before laying her down on the blanket. She opened her legs for me and I got between them.

“I can’t get enough of you, Derrick. Dear lord, I think about you all the time.”

I kissed her, letting my body rest lightly on her petite frame. Her hard nipples brushed my chest, her breathing growing faster as I kissed her neck and licked her ears the way I knew she loved. As I’d become more familiar with Nevaeh’s body, I’d learned what she liked, what made her wet, what made her cum.

Nevaeh sighed deeply as I kissed her sternum and took her nipples into my mouth. She ran her fingers through my hair as I kissed down her flat belly and licked her jutting hip bones. I took my time, kissing her inner thighs and letting her pleasure build.

I could feel the sunlight on my back as I lapped at Nevaeh’s glistening pussy. The 18-year-old beauty was wet and ready, her taste sweet beneath my probing tongue. As I worked her hard clit, I ran my thumb in slow circles around her anus, knowing how much it drove her crazy to be touched like that. Her moans let me know she loved what I was doing.

It wasn’t long before Nevaeh was cumming, her pussy pulsating with the waves of pleasure rolling through her. Once she started, Nevaeh would chain two or three orgasms together, her small body shaking wildly as her climax hit again and again.

As Nevaeh writhed beneath my mouth, I wet my pinky in her juices and slid it into her asshole. Nevaeh gasped, her ring instantly clamping down on my finger. I gently probed her hole, sliding in and out while still sucking on her clit.

“Oh, Derrick! Oh, sweet lord!”

“Tell me if you need to stop.”

I grabbed the bottle of lube that Nevaeh had stowed in her purse. I lubed up my index finger. Nevaeh’s back arched and she groaned loudly as I pushed my finger into her back door. I gently stroked in and out of her, letting the teenager get used to the feeling of being anally fingered.

When I felt her ring finally relax and loosen, I added my middle finger into Nevaeh’s quivering asshole.

“Oh, god!” she whimpered.

I stroked and stretched her sphincter, knowing she’d have to be primed before she could take a cock with my girth. Amalia loved the pain that came when I penetrated her ass. She loved getting violently stretched and filled. But Nevaeh had never been ass fucked before. She needed gentle handling.

“Derrick,” she moaned. “God, that feels so good.”

Slowly, Nevaeh began to grind her ass against my hand. Her fists were gripping the blanket tightly, her body rigid, her groans of pain turning into gasps of pleasure. I could sense the change in her.

My sweet girl was ready for my cock.

“Roll over, baby,” I said.

I helped Nevaeh get on her knees, her face down on the blanket, her ass offered up to me. Nevaeh looked back at me with wide eyes. Sweat glistened across her forehead and trickled down the small of her back. Her whole body was quivering, finally ready to take the ass fucking she had come begging for.

“Go slow,” she whispered. “Please go slow, Derrick.”

I lubed up my cock and positioned myself behind Nevaeh. I ran my hand over her ass, loving the firm curve of her butt. Nevaeh sighed as I swiped my cockhead across her pussy.

I knew that with one hard thrust, I could be balls-deep in Nevaeh’s virgin cunt. She’d made her promise and she trusted me to honor that. Her commitment was admirable, and her bond with her father was something to be respected.

Besides, her asshole was wet and tight and ready for fucking.

With a last check on my sweet girl, I leveled my cockhead against her anus and firmly pushed into her slick depths.

The teen let out a strangled cry as her ring stretched to accommodate me. I went slow, just like she asked me, letting Nevaeh get used to my size. I rubbed her lower back as she panted heavily, her body straining as I pushed into her.

“You feel amazing,” I told her. “So tight and wet. I love it, Nevaeh. I love being inside you.”

Nevaeh grunted a wordless response, my encouraging words feeding her need for strong guidance and approval. I let my cock rest in her ass, breathing in the warm air and enjoying having sex with such a beautiful girl in such a beautiful setting.

Slowly, Nevaeh began rocking her ass back into me, pushing my cock deep into her, then pulling away until I almost popped out. She continued these long, slow, deep strokes as I held my ground, letting the inexperienced teenager find her rhythm and pleasure. Her pleasure built as she took me deeper and faster.

“Fuck me,” Nevaeh moaned. “Fuck my ass, Derrick.”

Hearing her talking dirty made me even more aroused than I already was. I gripped her hips and started thrusting into her ass, loving the way my girl was rubbing her clit, giving herself even more pleasure as I pounded her ass.

The slap of my groin against her ass cheeks mingled with the sounds of the creek and the whir of insects in the air. I spread Nevaeh’s cheeks wider as I sped up my thrusts.

Suddenly, Nevaeh sucked in a huge breath and went silent, her whole body rigid as she climaxed, her hand frantically thrumming between her legs as her asshole gripped my cock like a vise.

She’s cumming so hard!

Amalia had told me how intense her orgasms were when we were doing anal. It looked like Nevaeh was experiencing the same rush that my old fuck buddy had described. It was amazing to watch Nevaeh lost in so much sexual pleasure.

“Fuck!” she gasped, her breath exploding out of her small body.

Nevaeh rammed her ass back into me, spearing herself on my rigid cock. She was frantic now, swept up in the moment, lost in the new pleasures sizzling through her.

I fucked Nevaeh’s ass hard and fast, enjoying her moans as she worked her clit, savoring the feeling of her tight hole gripping my cock. The pleasure built and built until I was ready to finish inside my sweet girl.

“I’m cumming!” I warned her.

My words drove Nevaeh to go even harder, slamming into me as I hit my climax. With a guttural moan, I blasted my load deep into her ass, gouts of sperm shooting out of me, painting her insides with hot, milky cum.

Nevaeh’s asshole clenched me tight as I filled her up. The moment seemed to stretch on and on until every drop of cum had been drained from my aching balls.

Completely spent, I pulled out of Nevaeh’s ass. My cock came out with a wet plop. Cum and lube poured out of Nevaeh’s gaped asshole. It was a beautiful thing to see her well-used hole drooling my sperm.

I gave the girl’s butt an affectionate slap as I rolled off of her. I lay on the blanket and stared up into the branches above as I struggled to catch my breath.

Nevaeh came and snuggled into my chest, her lips kissing my neck as her hand stroked my exhausted cock.

“Thank you,” she whispered into my ear. “That was so lovely, Derrick. Thank you.”

“I’m glad you liked it.”

“I liked it a lot. I want to do it again. I don’t know if I can do it every time we get together, though. It’s so intense!”

“We’ll do it whenever you like.”

“I can’t believe how much you make me cum,” she sighed.

“You’re a special girl.”

We held each other in the dappled shade, our sweaty bodies cooling in the warm breeze. I could feel my heartbeat slowing as the rising bliss of sexual satisfaction washed through me.

I was almost dozing when Nevaeh propped herself onto her elbows and looked at me. Her blue eyes were so startling up close.

“Bluebell wanted to be with us today,” she said. “But I wanted you to myself when we did this.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. I can be a greedy girl. Especially about you, Derrick. I don’t mind sharing, just not all the time. Besides, she’s still dealing with Cal.”

“Bluebell still hasn’t broken up with her boyfriend?”

“He keeps avoiding her,” Nevaeh laughed. “He knows she won’t break up with him until she’s face-to-face. So he’s staying away, hoping he can change her mind by phone and text.”

“Bluebell doesn’t seem like the kind of girl who would be swayed like that.”

“She’s not. She has her morals and she knows her worth.”

“I don’t doubt that for a second.”

Nevaeh grinned and playfully kissed the tip of my nose. Her hand gave my balls a gentle squeeze.

“She’s been grumbling about wanting to fuck you, but not being able to until she deals with Cal.”

I shook my head, remembering how the redhead showered with me, how we masturbated together, how she swapped my cum with Nevaeh.

“You and Bluebell have some peculiar ideas,” I said.

“We’re peculiar girls,” she admitted. “But worth the effort, don’t you think?”

“Yes. Worth the effort, for sure.”

Nevaeh giggled and kissed me again. We lay together beneath the willow tree as the sun arced across the cloudless sky.


Chapter 12

“I won’t be made a fool of anymore.”




“How did you come up with this idea?” I asked.

“Something daddy used to do,” Bluebell said. “He used to go hunting on his friend’s land. They’d install these camera trap things to see what was out there in the woods. Made me think we could do the same at the entrance to our road. Anyone coming onto the property has to come down that road.”

I nodded, impressed at Bluebell’s cleverness. She was smart in all sorts of ways. Clever lyrics, sharp observations, and now a smart way to secure the house.

The two of us made our way down the aisle of the sporting goods store. The place was vast. All sorts of gear was on offer, from football shoes and hockey sticks to camping gear and firearms. I’d never really been in a place like this before, but Bluebell seemed to know exactly what she was looking for.

“Field cameras! There we go.”

She led me to a display of several different kinds of outdoor cameras. Her idea was to set one of these things near the entrance to the dirt road, hiding it in a way so that someone driving or walking down the road wouldn’t see the camera. She could then check to see what the camera recorded. Hunters and other folks who wanted to see what kind of wildlife was passing by on their property used it. Using it to keep a watchful eye for human intruders was a sharp idea.

“4k, motion activated, night vision, 32GB memory card? Nice.”

As Bluebell handled the boxes and read off the specs, I noticed a lot of heads swiveling as guys walked past us.

I could understand why. Bluebell was dressed in her usual booty shorts and a wife beater top, her long red hair held up in a high ponytail. It was a simple outfit, comfortable and homey. It also happened to highlight and show off Bluebell’s big tits and wide ass. Combined with her “tiny waist and fuck-me face” (a lyric from “Community College Tramp”), Bluebell was certainly causing a lot of dudes to do a double take when they passed by.

As hot as Bluebell looked now, I knew she was even hotter when she was naked. Like her mother, Bluebell had a body that was built for fucking.

Not that you’ve done any of that with her. Just like Nevaeh, Bluebell has some crazy rules about sex that she insists on following. Naked in the shower with me? Cool. Let me shoot ropes across her belly? No problem. Swapping my cum with Nevaeh? Go for it.

Me actually touching her? Not until she broke up with her boyfriend, Cal. And she would only do that in person, face-to-face.

Laid out like that, Bluebell’s sexual rules seemed insane. Yet it was how she chose to live her life. It was rare to find anyone who had a moral code that they stuck to, no matter how inconvenient. I might not agree with Bluebell’s ideas, but just like Nevaeh, I could respect her integrity.

“This is the one,” Bluebell said, holding out one of the more expensive field cameras. “All the features, long battery life, and a good mounting strap. We’re set.”

“Cool. We can set it up as soon as we get back.”

“I just hope we catch Greasy on camera,” Bluebell said. “What kind of sicko nails a rat to our door? I mean, I hate rats, but still! Creepy neckbeard.”

Bluebell snorted derisively. Something on my face must have shown my discomfort. Bluebell, being so perceptive, immediately picked up on it.

“What?” she asked. “Why are you looking like that?”

“It’s nothing,” I lied.

“Come on, Derrick. Over this last month, I’ve gotten to know you pretty well. You are not great at hiding your emotions. Just like you’re not great at pretending not to stare at my tits. So fess up. What’s wrong?”

“I just, uh… can’t figure out why Greasy acted like that.”

“No, that’s not it,” Bluebell said. “You’re hiding something. What is it? What are you not telling me?”

“Nothing. For real.”

Bluebell put her hands on her hips and glared at me. It made her look even sexier. A middle-aged guy got so distracted staring at her that he almost ran his shopping cart into his irritated wife.

She’s got you figured out, bro. No use hiding shit from her.

Bluebell was waiting expectantly. I knew I couldn’t keep the ugliness from her. She knew I was holding something back.

“Okay,” I said with a sigh. “It’s about the rat.”

“What about it?”

“Like… it wasn’t a rat. It was dark and I know you guys didn’t get a good look at it. I thought it was a rat, too. But when I went to take pictures of it, I saw it was not a rat.”

“Goddamn it, Derrick, just tell me what the fuck it was!”

“It was a kitten.”

The color drained from Bluebell’s face. She stood frozen, her lips compressed into a thin line.

“Show me,” she said.

“Seriously?”

The look on her face convinced me she meant what she said. Reluctantly, I pulled out my phone and scrolled to the pictures I took that night.

I handed my phone to Bluebell. She stared at the photos, saying nothing. Then she handed my phone back.

“Okay,” she said, her voice steely. “Just need a couple more things.”

I followed Bluebell to the back of the store where the guns were kept. She walked up to the counter and planted herself near the register.

“Help you?” said the older gentleman manning the till.

“Two of those boxes of 50,” she said, pointing to the shelf behind him.

“The .357 Magnum?”

Bluebell shook her head. “The 38 Special, 148-grain wadcutters.”

He got two boxes of ammo and set them on the counter.

“Target shooting?” he asked.

“Yep. And self-defense.”

The old man cocked an eyebrow. “Wadcutters? That’s old school.”

“Daddy liked it tried and true,” Bluebell said.

The old man nodded, looking at Bluebell with newfound respect.

“Your father was a wise man,” he said.

“Yes, he was.”

Back in my truck, I asked Bluebell why she bought the bullets.

“Because any man that would nail a kitten to our door is someone who needs to be put down.”

The steel in her voice let me know Bluebell wasn’t messing around. Seeing the ice-cold look in her green eyes in her was startling. If Greasy came back to the house, I had no doubt Bluebell would shoot him. The laws of our state would favor her in court. Bluebell seemed well aware of this fact.

“Why 100 though?” I asked.

“I haven’t shot in a while. Need to practice. Daddy said to practice with what you use.”

“What the hell is a wadcutter? Sounds like a sex toy.”

Bluebell smirked at me. “You ain’t never shot a pistol?” she asked.

I flexed my biceps. “With these guns, I don’t need guns.”

Bluebell giggled. It was good to break the tension. When Bluebell smiled, her entire face lit up. She was a beautiful girl who just happened to have the body of a porn star.

“How about this?” she said. “I’ll teach you to shoot if you show me that choke you did on that Miguel guy.”

“Your cousins told you about that?”

Bluebell rolled her eyes. “What do you think?”

I laughed. “Okay, it’s a deal. I’ll show you how to do the choke. You show me how to use your gun.”

“Deal. I gotta warn you, though. My pistol has a bright pink grip. Hope that doesn’t threaten your manhood.”

“You know I’ve got a big dick, Bluebell. Nothing threatens my manhood.”

Bluebell slapped my shoulder. “Arrogant bastard!”

Her laughter was husky and loud, like a guy’s laugh. I loved to hear it. It was easy to joke around with Bluebell. She was like one of my buddies at the BJJ dojo… except she was a sultry redhead with amazing tits.

Bluebell’s phone buzzed and she pulled it from her purse. Her laughter dissolved as she read the text she’d gotten.

“Coward ass bitch!” she swore.

“What?”

“Cal,” she said with disgust. “He still won’t meet me. Says I need to ‘rethink things before doing anything rash’. What a jerk! He’s just scared to see me because he knows I will break up with him.”

“Seems like he’s exploiting your dating rules,” I said. “Stringing you along with your own moral code. And you’re letting him get away with it. Just saying.”

Bluebell was silent for a long time. I worried I had upset her. I sat waiting for her to respond.

“Pull over there,” she said, pointing to the edge of the parking lot.

“Why?”

“It’s more private.”

“Private? Private for what?”

“Private so I can suck your dick.”

I grinned. “Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

“Why?”

“You’re right,” she said quietly. “I am letting Cal string me along. He’s playing with me and I’m letting him. I won’t do that anymore. I won’t abandon my rules completely because I still have to look at myself in the mirror every day. But I won’t be made a fool of anymore. If Cal wants to exploit my rules, then those rules are going to have to change. Or at least bend a little.”

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

I started up the truck and pulled into a spot at the edge of the parking lot.

“Keep an eye out,” Bluebell told me.

I watched the parking lot around us as Bluebell undid my pants and pulled out my cock. I was already semi-erect.

“Goddamn. You get hard fast.”

“You’re a sexy girl. And you’re right. I am constantly staring at your tits.”

“Tell me something I don’t know,” she laughed.

I inhaled sharply as she took me into her mouth.

“Holy fuck,” I groaned as she skillfully worked my cock. “Goddamn, girl. You suck like a fucking pro.”

“I’ve wanted your dick for weeks now,” she said. “Got all jealous of Nevaeh having so much fun with it. Heard you enjoyed her poophole-loophole?”

“Her rules, not mine.”

I grunted and pressed my head back into my headrest as Bluebell slurped my rigid tool. The redhead really was an excellent cocksucker. After a few minutes, I was ready to unload in her hot, wet mouth.

“I’m gonna cum,” I told her.

She went faster, taking me to the back of her throat with no hint of gagging. I twisted my fist in her hair and forced her head down as I pumped my cum down her greedy throat.

“Swallow that,” I growled. “Every drop.”

Bluebell eagerly obeyed, gulping down my spurting seed until I’d emptied myself inside her. She took the time to kiss and nuzzle my cock as I let the satisfaction wash through me.

“That was fucking good head,” I told her.

“More where that came from,” she said. “Once I finish with Cal, I’m getting that fat cock in my pussy. Then you can make me cum.”

“I owe you one.”

“You owe me more than one, but it will be a good start. Now let’s hit the road, Derrick. We’ve got a camera to install.”


Chapter 13

“You’re gonna forget all about those silly bitches.”




“Sparkling water with lemon or cherries?” Amalia asked.

“Cherries,” I said. “Want a little sweetness today.”

“I bet you do.”

As Amalia poured my drink, I came around the bar and stood behind her, putting my arms around her tiny waist. She sighed as I nuzzled her neck.

“I’ve been wanting to fuck you on this bar,” I told her. “You think it’s strong enough to hold us?”

“We can find out,” she purred. “But not right now. I need to show you something first.”

“I love when you show me things,” I said, sliding my hands under her shirt and caressing her jutting nipples.

“Not that,” she giggled. “Something else. Something important.”

Amalia slipped out of my grasp and turned to face me. Her face was flushed and there was a mischievous grin on her lips. It was an hour before Buddy’s Club opened and the two of us were alone in the place.

Amalia had asked me to stop by early for a surprise. I thought that surprise was going to be sex, but she had something else in mind.

“Drink your drink and then follow me,” she said.

“Yes, ma’am.”

I downed the water and let out a belch. Wiping my lips, I swatted Amalia’s ass as she led me out from behind the bar.

“We haven’t done anal in a while,” I told her, staring at her backside as we walked. “You up for it?”

“Ricky, I swear you like buttfucking me more than fucking my pussy,” she teased. “Hanging out with those dirt road hillbillies makes you want to ride my dirt road?”

“You like it just as much as me. Stop pretending, girl.”

“Yeah, well… you’re not the one that’s walking funny afterward.”

“Worth it, though. Right?”

I swatted her ass again, making her yelp.

“Where the hell are you taking me?” I asked.

Amalia was unlocking a side door. It opened to reveal another door, which Amalia also unlocked.

“Through here,” Amalia said.

We went through the doorway and emerged into the mattress store next door.

“What the hell?” I said.

The store had been stripped. All the mattresses and displays were gone, jumbled junk strewn about the floor. It looked like someone had cleaned out the place in a hurry.

“Found it like this a week ago,” Amalia explained. “They were behind on rent for like 4 months. Buddy finally told them he couldn’t extend them any longer. So they bailed.”

“This place is big,” I said, looking over the empty store. “They had a lot of stuff in here, too. How’d they move out so fast?”

“Motivated people get shit done,” Amalia said. “Especially when money is on the line. Buddy figures they’re gonna set up somewhere else. The whole mattress thing was probably just a front, anyway.”

“Seriously?”

“Probably,” Amalia shrugged. “They never seemed to actually sell any shit.”

“Damn.”

“So, what do you think?”

“Think?” I asked. “About what?”

“This place. Can you see the possibilities?”

I looked around the empty space, wondering what Amalia was getting at.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I admitted. “Is Buddy thinking of renting this space out to someone?”

“Not renting it out, expand into it!” Amalia said excitedly. “He wants to turn it into an event hall.”

“Huh.”

I thought it over. The idea seemed to make sense. If Buddy were committed to putting on more live music, using this space would be a logical move. It was bigger and would hold more people. More people meant more money. Most importantly, it was separate from the bar, so Buddy wouldn’t have the hassle of juggling all-ages audiences with his liquor license.

“I can see it,” I said slowly. “It would take a lot of work to turn it into a dance club.”

“Yes, it would. Buddy knows that. He’s asking me to help him with the remodel, the licensing, and all the other stuff.”

“I can’t think of a better person to do it. You’ll kick ass getting stuff done, Amalia. I know it.”

“True. But I still could use some help. Buddy keeps asking about you. He thinks you’d be an excellent addition to his team.”

“I know nothing about this shit, Amalia. I’m a retired MMA fighter.”

“Exactly!” she shouted.

“Exactly… what?” I asked.

“You are a fighter. You know all the clubs and dojos around here. That’s so important for what Buddy wants to do.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Fights, Ricky! Buddy wants to hold fights in this space. MMA fights, kickboxing, maybe even grappling matches. He wants to build a cage and have fight nights!”

I took a deep breath. It was an exciting thought. Looking around the empty store, I could see the possibilities. With a cage in the center of the space, there looked to be room for maybe 500 people in the audience. For local or even regional matchups, I could see this place easily selling out.

“So? Do you think it could work?”

Instead of answering Amalia, I began to walk around the store’s perimeter, trying to get a feel for the place. The more I saw, the more excited I got.

At the back of the store were the employees’ bathroom and storage area. I went in and looked around. With a little work, it could easily become a backstage area for the fighters. It would be cramped, but local and regional MMA fighters were used to smaller venues. It was part of being an up-and-coming MMA fighter to start in places like this.

“So?” Amalia asked again, trailing behind me.

“They left some mattresses in here,” I said, pointing to some mattresses still wrapped in plastic that were leaning against a wall. “Buddy could sell those to get a little money back.”

“Forget the mattresses, Ricky. I want to know if this place will work for fight nights.”

“I think it would,” I said. “I think it would work really well, actually.”

Amalia clapped her hands. “I knew it!”

“It’s going to take a lot of work.”

“Buddy knows that. He also knows you could be an important part of this. If you want it. What’s holding you back?”

“I’ve got a job,” I said. “I’ve made commitments.”

“You’re not talking about those dirt road hillbillies, are you?”

I shrugged, not sure what to say.

“You can’t be serious, Ricky. You’re a roadie for a small band that’s playing the fucking casino circuit. And now they got you living out there in their goddamn barn, giving them free labor. You set up some camera in the trees yesterday, for fuck’s sake! Dios mio, they are using you!”

“We’re using each other.”

Amalia exhaled sharply. Her eyes narrowed and she crossed her arms. I knew that look very well.

“The sex is that good?” she snarled. “You don’t want to give up little Miss Blue Eyes? Or that big titty redhead? Is that why you’re being so dense?”

“They’ve been good to me.”

“Bitch, I’ve been good to you! I fuck you every time we meet. In my mouth, in my pussy, in my goddamn ass! And I make you drinks and even get you a job offer! I’m looking out for you better than those hillbillies!”

“Amalia, chill. You’re asking me to make a big decision. I will not be rushed. You know me well enough. You know I do what I think is right. Snapping at me won’t change my mind. I decide, no one else. You understand?”

Amalia didn’t reply, just glared at me. I held her gaze, waiting for her to calm down. She had flashes of temper and could get crazy, but I knew inside she was a level-headed person with a kind heart.

I waited, breathing slowly, not saying a word. The seconds ticked by, but Amalia wasn’t calming down.

With a toss of her long black hair, Amalia went to the mattresses against the wall. She pulled one down and dropped it on the floor.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Since screwing those girls is soooo important to you, I figure I need to show you what you would get working here. Maybe it will clear your mind enough to make you see reason.”

Amalia quickly stripped off her clothes and stood naked by the mattress. Her hands were on her hips, her chin raised defiantly.

“Come here,” she said with a bright grin. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard, Ricky. You’re gonna forget all about those silly bitches.”


Chapter 14

“No promises.”




It was all so familiar. The sounds of guys hitting the heavy bags, the smell of sweat and Vaseline, the humid air generated from so many overheated bodies. The dojo never changed.

“Look who’s here,” said a familiar voice. “Motherfucker!”

Pablo strode towards me. He was dripping with sweat, his rash guard clinging to his muscular body. He was scowling at me.

“Sup, Pablo?” I said.

“Sup? That’s what you ask me? Sup?”

Pablo clenched his fists as he leaned into me. His body odor was very familiar from years of rolling together on the mats.

“You got some nerve showing up here, bro.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Why? Because you’re fucking my sister! That’s why, bitch.”

“Amalia’s an adult. She can do what she likes.”

I held Pablo’s gaze as he mean-mugged me. It only took a few seconds before he broke out into a big grin. I grinned back, happy to see my old friend again. His resemblance to his sister was unmistakable, both in their looks and their personalities.

“Yeah, she is an adult, isn’t she?” Pablo laughed. “Shit. They grow up so fast.”

Pablo clapped me on the shoulder. He gripped my biceps.

“Soft,” he said. “Flabby muscles. You get weak, bro?”

“Never.”

“You still train?”

“Cardio and weights.”

“No sparring?” Pablo asked.

“Not in a while,” I admitted.

“Let’s roll, then. I been working on some stuff I want to show you.”

I shook my head. “Naw, Pablo. I didn’t come to train. I need to speak with Victor. Do you know where he’s at?”

“Out.”

“Out? Just out?”

“You know how Victor is. The crazy Brazilian exists in his own universe, bro. What you need to talk to him about?”

“Just some business opportunities.”

Pablo snorted. “You not here trying to sell some of that MLM crap, are you? Supplements or some shit?”

“Hell, no!” I laughed.

“Good. We already had Chad trying to sell people jars of powdered peanut butter. You can buy that shit at Costco for like half the price!”

“Well, I ain’t here to sell peanut butter or anything else. I just need to talk to Victor.”

“He’s gonna be back in like an hour. You wanna leave a message or something?”

I sighed. “I’ll wait.”

“Okay. So come roll with me, then. Unless retirement had made you a little bitch?”

I couldn’t let that slide. My friend was making fun of me, but I knew his heart was in the right place.

“I didn’t bring a rash guard,” I said.

“I got an extra shirt you can use. You can use one of my board shorts. Should fit, though the crotch will be way baggy on you, bro.”

“Your sister has no complaints.”

“You fucking bitch,” Pablo laughed.

Rolling with Pablo was always a hard workout. Dude had a heavy top game and was slick as shit from his back. I tapped again and again, my skills rusty after just a month off from regular training.

“Soft!” Pablo laughed as I tapped to a simple arm bar.

I eventually got back into the flow, chaining submissions together like I used to. Pablo raised his level to match mine. Soon we were rolling like we used to, each pushing the other to the limit.

Or so I thought. It was as I was fighting off a rear naked choke that I suddenly realized Pablo was holding back on me. He’d passed up an easy opportunity to choke me. I pretended to make the same mistake to see if I was imagining things, but Pablo again turned down the chance to tap me out.

“Hey, are you going easy on me?” I demanded.

“The fuck you talking about?”

“I gave you the choke twice and you didn’t take it. What the hell are you doing, Pablo?”

Pablo unhooked his legs from around me and sat up. He wiped the sweat from his face as he sat cross-legged on the mat.

“You retired because of your neck, right? I just didn’t want to hurt you.”

“That’s bullshit, Pablo. You know how we roll. I don’t need you nerfing shit on my account.”

“Okay, but what about your neck?”

“My neck is fine!”

“Is it?” Pablo asked. “You sure, bro?”

I was about to snap off an angry reply, but the words died in my mouth. Pablo was looking at me with honest concern.

He was right. My neck was an issue. It’s why I could no longer be an MMA pro. Denying it was denying the obvious. I wasn’t fooling anyone but myself.

“Yeah,” I said slowly. “I mean, my neck does have an issue. You’re right about that.”

“Okay. No biggie. Doesn’t mean you can’t train. We just rule out chokes and focus on everything else. It’s like when we rule out leg locks. Too risky to do that shit with some guys. We’ll just do the same with your neck, Derrick.”

I nodded. “Yeah. Yeah, that sounds like a plan.”

We went back to our training. Pablo avoided my neck except for light attacks. As we rolled, I gradually came to accept that this was going to be my new normal. BJJ without chokes was better than no BJJ at all.

The only thing that made me sad was I knew I’d never advance past my current purple belt. Victor did promotions based on max performance. Not being able to defend chokes, one of the most critical techniques in BJJ, meant I couldn’t fully master the art. That meant staying a purple belt forever.

I was still thinking about my situation when I heard another familiar voice.

“No ignore that guard pass! Half guard is for pussies!”

Victor was standing over us, glowering down at me as I tried to move from half-guard to side control. Pablo wasn’t making it easy.

“Victor,” I said. “I need to talk to you!”

“First pass to side control. Then we talk.”

I knew better than to argue. Victor was a great BJJ black belt and an even better teacher. I knew I’d have to squirm out of Pablo’s leg hook before Victor would talk to me.

It took almost a full minute of struggle before I finally passed to side control on Pablo. Victor shook his head, still not pleased.

“You used strength, not technique,” he scolded me. “Leverage and skill better than big muscle moves, Derrick. You know this.”

“I know.”

I shook Pablo’s hand and got to my feet. He slapped my butt, just like I slapped his sister’s ass. My buddy knew how to get on my nerves. It’s how I knew we were friends.

“Let’s talk in my office,” Victor said.

I followed Victor into his small office at the back of the dojo. We sat at his desk. Victor tossed me a bottle of water and a towel to wipe myself off.

“How’s working for the Debs going?” he asked.

“Great. Thanks for referring me to them. It’s been a cool experience. I’m grateful.”

“Good, good,” he said. “Mrs. Conner, she a good woman.”

“Yes, she is.”

“So what you wanna talk about?”

I gulped down some water and then explained what Buddy’s plan was. Victor listened carefully.

“Pro fights not gonna work there,” he said.

I felt my heart drop. Victor saw my expression and rapped his knuckles against his desk.

“I’m not saying no fights,” he clarified. “I’m saying it be better to do amateur fights. Easier to get a license from the gaming commission for amateur fights. Pro fights is too crazy.”

“Yeah. You’re right. I should have remembered that.”

“Commission in this state is dog shit! Avoid them as much as possible.”

“But… you think amateur fights could draw an audience?”

“Hell, yes. So many new guys and girls want to train, but they don’t want to be professional. We do some exhibition matches here, there was so many people, bro. They was outside looking in through the windows!”

“Damn. That’s good to hear.”

“This guy, Buddy? He a good man?”

“I think so,” I said. “He knows nothing about MMA, though.”

“That why he using you? Because you were a fighter?”

“Yeah. I know you and the other dojos. I just don’t know if this is something they would be interested in.”

Victor stroked his chin. “The other dojos and clubs in the area been talking about doing more amateur matches. If they all sign on, this maybe could work. You say he also wants to do some kickboxing?”

“He mentioned that.”

“So he wants to go with the cage or the ring?”

“What do you mean?”

Victor rolled his eyes. “Derrick, you were a fighter, right? You know kickboxing has to be in a ring, right? Amateur MMA can be in a ring, too. Cage or ring, either works for amateur MMA. But kickboxing and boxing? Must be in a ring.”

“This a commission rule?”

“Who else? Dirty fuckers protecting their turf. Boxing still ruled by those old men, so they keep it separate from MMA with bullshit rules like that.”

I sighed. “See? That’s why I needed to talk with you, Victor. You and the other dojos know more about this stuff. I’m gonna need to work closely with y’all if this is going to happen. Can you help me?”

Victor didn’t answer. He stared at the wall, lost in thought. I waited as he mulled over his answer.

“I gonna make some calls,” he said. “Let some people know about your friend, Buddy. We’ll plant some seeds. Maybe something gonna grow.”

“Thanks, Victor. That means a lot to me.”

“No promises, though.”

“No promises. I understand.”

“Okay. Good. Now let’s go back to the mats.”

“Uh, why?”

“Because I gonna show you how to pass to side control the right way. What you showed me out there? No good, bro. You wear a purple belt from me. You gotta be better than that.”

I took another swig of water and stood up. From the way Victor was looking at me, I knew I was about to get another hard workout.


Chapter 15

“We’ve been waiting for you, Derrick.”




The hot water washing over me was an enormous relief. My body was aching in ways I hadn’t felt in a long time. Victor had put me through hell on the mat. I’d enjoyed the physical challenge, but getting schooled by my BJJ instructor was a reminder of what I had lost when the defect was found in my neck. I could train and spar all I wanted, but I would never be a pro fighter again. It was a sobering lesson in how much my life had changed.

I groaned as I stretched out a kink in my lower back, enjoying the hot water beating against my muscles. The two-headed shower in Auntie Lilly’s bathroom was really nice to use, especially after a day like today. Sex with Amalia and then some grappling had worn me out.

Pablo was right. I was getting soft.

I stayed in the shower until the hot water eventually ran out. The bathroom was dense with steam as I took some ibuprofen out of the medicine cabinet and swallowed them down. I still had not gotten my toiletries from my apartment and had to use Auntie Lilly’s shampoo. I was glad she went for a more neutral scent instead of something perfumed.

Drying myself as best as I could in the foggy bathroom, I wiped the mirror and examined myself. Was I getting tubby? I’d neglected my usual workouts over the last few weeks. I couldn’t let myself go just because my MMA career was over. I wrapped a towel around my waist as I mentally started figuring out a daily schedule to get proper exercise.

I was preoccupied with where I could do my weight training as I stepped into Auntie Lilly’s bedroom. It took me a moment to realize Auntie Lilly was sitting on the edge of the bed, watching me with a smirk.

“Oh, hi!” I sputtered. “I didn’t know you were in here.”

“Just laid out some fresh clothes for you,” she said, gesturing towards a pair of sweatpants and a T-shirt folded beside her.

“Thank you. That’s so nice of you. I was just going to put my old clothes back on.”

“I figured,” she said, still smirking at me.

I stood in front of Auntie Lilly, not knowing what to do next. She was making no move to leave me alone in the bedroom, just sitting on the bed watching me. I noticed she was wearing her usual yoga pants and a plain white T-shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her huge tits strained at the thin cotton of her shirt, her nipples and big areolas visible through the fabric.

I tore my eyes away from the older woman’s chest. She had noticed me staring, her smirk growing more pronounced. She leaned back, propping herself on her arms. Her shirt pulled even tighter across her tits. Her legs were slightly parted, her pussy clearly outlined in her skin-tight pants.

“Uh, I need to get changed,” I said.

“I know.”

I figured she wanted me to change in the bathroom. I reached down to take the clothes beside Auntie Lilly. She put her hand on them, blocking me.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“You can change here,” she said.

“Here? In front of you?”

“Sure.”

“Uh, is this some kind of joke?”

“No joke,” she laughed. “I want you to take off that towel for me, Derrick.”

“Why?”

“I want to see your cock.”

I swallowed hard. Just hearing those words come from Auntie Lilly’s mouth made my dick start to throb.

“Nevaeh and Bluebell have said you’re packing a nice one,” she continued, her eyes glittering with mischief. “I just want to see for myself.”

“You’re serious about this?”

“I am,” she said. “Please oblige me. Besides, I know you want to.”

She was right. The thought of this sexy milf eyeing up my cock was a huge turn-on. Her pretty face and outrageous body had been my first introduction to Dirt Road Debutantes. I hadn’t stopped admiring her since.

“I’m happy to oblige you, Auntie Lilly.”

With a sharp tug, I pulled the towel from around my waist. Auntie Lilly held my gaze, still smirking. She let her eyes drift down my body, finally coming to rest on my half-swollen cock.

“Good goddamn,” she sighed. “You are blessed, Derrick. I can see why Nevaeh and Bluebell are so excited about you.”

“Is it my sparkling personality?” I teased.

“That, too.”

Auntie Lilly’s tongue slowly swiped across her lips as she gazed at my dick. My heart started thumping when she got to her feet and stepped towards me.

This is it, bro. You’re about to bang this sexy milf.

Auntie Lilly read my expression and chuckled. She leaned close to me, close enough so that I could feel her breath against my ear.

“Get dressed, sweetie. There’s some food on the kitchen table you can take back to the barn. Have a good night.”

Auntie Lilly kissed my cheek. She gave me a last smile before heading out of the bedroom. I watched her go, enjoying the sight of her big ass, my dick still tingling with excitement.

Alone in the bedroom, I took my time getting dressed. I was still processing what the hell just happened and what it might turn into.

I stepped out of the bedroom to find the living room empty. Auntie Lilly was in the laundry room. I could hear her humming as she folded clothes.

A grocery bag of food was sitting on the kitchen table, just as Auntie Lilly had promised. Nevaeh and Bluebell were not at home. I wondered what those two were up to at this time of night.

A quick look into the grocery bag showed an insulated bowl of chili, freshly baked cornbread, and a salad. I was going to be eating well tonight.

“Thanks for the food!” I called out as I headed for the front door.

“Thanks for showing me your cock!” Auntie Lilly called back, her voice crackling with amusement.

The night air was warm and humid as I stepped out of the house. I took in a deep breath, savoring the smells of the countryside. I was getting used to living out here. Maybe I was a country boy at heart after all?

It was almost full dark as I made my way to the barn. A low moon cast pale light across the property. I listened to the sound of frogs croaking all around me in the deepening night.

I was looking forward to eating and then getting a good night’s sleep. Frantic, aggressive sex with Amalia in the mattress store, followed by a hard workout at my old dojo had exhausted me. I was ready to crash on the old sofa inside the barn.

Instead, my eyes widened with surprise as I stepped into the barn and found Nevaeh and Bluebell sitting on the sofa. Both were completely naked.

“Took you long enough,” Bluebell teased.

Nevaeh grinned at me. “We’ve been waiting for you, Derrick.”


Chapter 16

“Make it dance.”




“Look at his face,” Nevaeh laughed. “Derrick, you better close that mouth before a fly gets in!”

“I love it when he looks confused,” Bluebell said. “Which is quite often, to be honest.”

I took in the two girls sitting together, Bluebell’s arm draped over Nevaeh’s shoulder. I was mesmerized by the sight of Bluebell’s hand on Nevaeh’s small breast, her fingers lazily caressing the brunette’s dark nipple.

“Looks like Mama gave him some chili,” Bluebell noted. “You should know that I baked the cornbread from scratch. No mixes.”

“And I made the salad!” Nevaeh chimed in.

Faced with two gorgeous girls naked and playing with each other’s bodies, food was the last thing on my mind. I set the grocery sack on the floor and cleared my throat.

“Is this what I think it is?” I asked.

“We’re not mind readers, Derrick,” Bluebell teased. “What exactly do you think this is?”

“Every dude’s fantasy,” I said.

Both girls giggled at my response. I could feel my dick getting hard. My blood was surging, my pulse loud in my ears.

“I’ve heard guys like it when girls make out,” Bluebell said.

“I’ve heard that, too!”

Nevaeh and Bluebell kissed deeply, their hands roaming over each other’s bodies. I took in a sharp breath, my dick straining inside my pants. I’d thought I was exhausted and ready for bed, but my cock was telling me otherwise.

“Like that?” Bluebell asked.

“Fuck yes.”

“Then come join us, baby.”

Nevaeh and Bluebell scooted apart, creating a space between them.

I took a step towards the sofa but stopped when Bluebell held up a finger.

“Clothes off,” she chuckled. “Give us a show.”

I raised an eyebrow, wondering if I should tell her I just stripped for her mother. Knowing the Conner women, Bluebell probably wouldn’t be surprised.

Fuck it, bro. Just tell her.

“This is the second time I’ll be stripping tonight,” I said as I pulled off my shirt.

“Who else?” Nevaeh asked. “Was it that bartender?”

“No, it was Auntie Lilly.” I kicked off my shoes. “Just now as I got out of the shower.”

“Why did you strip for her?” Nevaeh asked.

“She wanted to see this.”

I tugged down my pants and stepped out of them. My cock jutted out, fully engorged. My cockhead was flushed red, swollen with anticipation.

“I figured. She’s heard us talking about you so much. Mama probably wanted a gander at that thing.”

As I’d expected, Bluebell was not at all surprised by her mother’s request. Nevaeh seemed a bit scandalized, a blush rising across her face.

“Wiggle your hips, baby. Make it dance.”

Bluebell was clearly having fun watching me strip. I did a little shimmy that made my hard cock bounce and sway.

“Ooh, wow!” Nevaeh sighed.

“Are you just watching?” I asked Bluebell. “Or are you finally giving up that pussy?”

“You have a way with words,” Bluebell said dryly.

“Well?”

Bluebell shrugged. “Cal refused to meet with me again. Says he won’t see me until I agree to give him another chance. I did my best to stick with my rules, but he made that impossible. So, to answer your question, Yes. Yes, I am ‘giving up that pussy’ tonight.”

“Fuck yeah,” I said. “Good girl.”

“So don’t just stand there,” Nevaeh said, patting the sofa. “Come join us.”

I went and sank down into the space between the two girls. The sofa creaked as I put my arms around Nevaeh and Bluebell. They snuggled up against me. It felt amazing to have two women pressing their bodies to mine, our bare skin warm against each other.

Nevaeh tilted her head up for a kiss. Our mouths met and she greedily drew my tongue into hers. At the same time, Bluebell was kissing my neck, her fingers stroking my chest.

“God, I love your muscles,” Bluebell said. “So big and hard… just like this.”

I drew in a breath as Bluebell took hold of my throbbing cock. She turned my head from Nevaeh and pulled me into a kiss. I enjoyed how she thrust her tongue into my mouth, sexually aggressive as I knew she would be.

Nevaeh joined Bluebell in stroking my cock, the two girls working my shaft and balls. Precum oozed from my slit. Nevaeh twirled her finger through the clear liquid.

“Bluebell,” she whispered.

Bluebell released from my mouth and turned towards her friend. Nevaeh smeared my precum over Bluebell’s full lips, making them glossy. The two girls kissed, smearing my precum over their mouths while I watched and stroked their hair.

“Fuck, that’s a beautiful sight,” I said.

The girls kissed my neck and chest, working their way down to my groin. They slid off the couch and got on the floor. I opened my legs wide and Nevaeh got between them, Bluebell leaning in from the side.

“You’re dripping,” Nevaeh said.

“He’s so excited,” Bluebell told her.

“How could I not be?”

Bluebell scooped some precum off my cockhead and fed it to Nevaeh.

“Mmm,” Nevaeh sighed.

Bluebell angled my cock towards her. Those beautiful green eyes of hers looking up at me, the redhead took me into her mouth, her wet tongue swirling around my cockhead. As she sucked me, Nevaeh licked up and down my shaft before moving lower and licking my ballsack.

“Goddamn,” I muttered, lost in the pleasure of having two gorgeous girls lovingly worshiping my cock with their eager mouths. “You two practice this or something?”

Their giggles made me think maybe they had been practicing together. Who knew what girls did when they got together? A lot of things about female desire still baffled me. I only knew that a hot girl who enjoyed fucking was a treasure to be cherished.

As tired as I was, it still didn’t take long before I could feel myself getting ready to bust. I knew the girls didn’t want that. However tired I might be, there was no way in hell I would disappoint Nevaeh and Bluebell.

“Let me get into that pussy,” I told Bluebell.

“Thought you’d never ask,” she replied. “You look tired. Just lay back and let us do the work, baby.”

I reclined on the sofa, my head pillowed on the armrest. Bluebell swung her leg over me, straddling me as she reached between her legs and positioned my cock against her entry.

“I’ve been wanting this for so long,” she muttered.

I grunted with pleasure as the redhead lowered herself onto me, my cock sliding deep into her tight, wet fuckhole. The sight of her fiery red pubic hair made everything more erotic. Something about it just drove me crazy. I wondered if Auntie Lilly had the same thick bush, if her pussy looked as delicious as her daughter’s.

Bluebell was not a bouncer like Amalia. Instead, she took me balls deep and ground on me, working her hips back and forth, rubbing her clit against my groin as she speared herself on my cock.

“Oh god, you’re so fucking big,” she groaned, her head thrown back and her eyes squeezed shut. “Fuck fuck fuck!”

I was loving the sight of Bluebell’s massive tits clapping together as she rode me faster and faster. I reached out to cup them, but Nevaeh suddenly blocked my hands. She climbed onto my face, facing her friend. Slowly, the 18-year-old girl lowered her dripping virgin cunt onto my open mouth.

“Lick me, Derrick,” she urged me. “Make me cum, please.”

Nevaeh and Bluebell kissed frantically as they used my body for their pleasure. I took Nevaeh’s ass in my hands and nuzzled her slit, tonguing her the way I knew she loved. My cock buried deep in Bluebell and my mouth slurping on Nevaeh’s hard clit, I closed my eyes and let myself drown in the feel and smell and taste of sweet young pussy.

“I’m gonna cum,” Bluebell groaned.

I could feel her pussy fluttering as the redhead rode my cock faster and faster. Her moans of pleasure mixed with Nevaeh’s high-pitched grunts as she got closer to her climax. I licked my thumb and pressed it against Nevaeh’s asshole, knowing how that always pushed her over the edge.

The sofa creaked wildly as the two girls writhed together, both cumming hard as they kissed, their moans rising along with the wet sloshing sounds of their pussies getting worked over by my mouth and cock.

Nevaeh’s anus clenched again and again against my thumb while Bluebell’s cunt opened and spasmed around my cock. The girls crashed through their orgasms together, waves of pleasure rushing through them until both went limp with post-climax bliss.

I wasn’t finished, though. Not yet.

I slid my head out from between Nevaeh’s twitching thighs and sat up. My face was slick with spit and Nevaeh’s juices. Bluebell grinned at me through half-closed eyes, still shaking from cumming so hard. I kissed her gently before shifting her off my dick.

“Give me your ass,” I told Nevaeh.

She instantly obeyed like the good little girl she was. Climbing onto the sofa, she clung to the backrest as she popped her ass out for me.

Positioning myself between the brunette’s legs, I pulled her ass cheeks open and leveled my cock against her tight ring.

Her muffled shriek as I plunged into her ass was a mixture of pain and pleasure. I slapped her ass hard, keeping my cock still to give Nevaeh a second to get adjusted to my size, then began thrusting in and out of her tight hole.

“Fuck, that’s so hot!” Bluebell said.

I began hammering Nevaeh’s ass, lost in the feel of her clenching around me, plunging into her sodden depths. She was sobbing as I fucked her ass, her hand between her legs a blur as she thrummed her clit.

Taking a fistful of her thick black hair, I pulled Nevaeh’s head backward. Her back bent and her hips rose and the view of this girl, this beautiful young woman, groaning like an animal as I fucked her ass, drove me to the tipping point.

Grunting loudly, I emptied myself into Nevaeh, flooding her ass with my cum, pumping it deep into her guts until I was utterly drained.

“That was amazing,” Bluebell whispered as I pulled out of Nevaeh’s ass.

My chest heaving and my body sheeted in sweat, I fell back onto the sofa. A silly grin was plastered on my face. That grin evaporated when I saw Bluebell get between Nevaeh’s legs.

“Damn,” I mumbled, shocked at what I was seeing.

Her eyes locked on mine, Bluebell bent her head to Nevaeh’s ass and lovingly began eating my cum out of Nevaeh’s gaped asshole. The slim brunette moaned with pleasure, her anus flexing as she pushed my seed out so her friend could eagerly lap it up. A glob of creamy sperm dribbled down Nevaeh’s thigh and Bluebell quickly caught it with her tongue, swallowing it down with a smile.

“You girls are something else,” I said. “Goddamn!”

Nevaeh and Bluebell giggled, their laughter the perfect finishing touch to a night I’d long remember.


Chapter 17

“Say yes, Derrick!”




Buddy was standing in front of the mattress store, smoking a cigar in the shade of the store’s awning. He waved at me as I pulled my truck up and parked.

“Afternoon!” he greeted me. “Thanks for coming.”

“Hey, Buddy. What’s with the crutch?”

Buddy was leaning heavily on a metal crutch, the kind with a brace that went around the forearm.

“Back is acting up,” Buddy said with a grimace. “Old injury from the military. I messed the sciatic nerve up something awful. Gets bad sometimes and I have to use this thing.”

“Ever try chiropractic? I’ve heard that—“

“Fuck those fraudsters!” Buddy sneered. “Had one of those quacks make things worse. By god, I’d love to smack his rat face sideways.”

I couldn’t help but grin at his rant. Buddy was a salty dude. You could still see the soldier beneath the old man’s exterior.

“Anyway, I didn’t call you over to complain about my back. I want to show you something.”

Buddy tossed the wet cigar butt aside and hobbled to the mattress store. I held the door open for him, then followed the old man inside.

“You’ve started the remodel,” I said, looking around in surprise.

They had cleared the store of all the mattress stuff, the wall stripped bare of the posters and props that had been left behind. The tiles of the lowered ceiling had been removed, revealing the metal frame and high ceiling that had been hidden. The place felt bigger than before, more open and expansive.

“Who’d you get to do this?” I asked.

“Amy helped, but it was mostly me. That’s why I’m on this crutch.”

“Damn, Buddy. You should not be doing this kind of work at your age.”

“I know, damn it! Amy called me a stubborn old fool. She was right!”

Buddy’s warm laughter echoed through the empty store. Despite his age and infirmity, he seemed happy with his handiwork. He’d done a hell of a lot of work on the place. I hoped I would be as spry as Buddy when I was his age.

“Next time, call me. I’ll be happy to help, Buddy. I don’t know anything about construction, but I’ll do what I can.”

Buddy nodded. “That’s why I asked you here today, Derrick. You’ve got the kind of attitude and work ethic I’m looking for. I could use a man like you to help me with this project.”

“I don’t know, Buddy. Like I said, I don’t know anything about this kind of work.”

“You’re strong and willing to learn. That’s the main thing. Plus, you’re dependable. Amy swears up and down about your character.”

“Amalia’s a good friend.”

“Damn right. That girl has a good head on her shoulders. Fiery little vixen, too. As I’m sure you know.”

Buddy’s knowing wink made me chuckle. Amalia was the kind of girl who left an impression on everyone she met. There was a lot of personality packed into that petite brunette.

“She’s lively,” I said.

“That’s why I’m so sure she’s the right gal to lead this transition,” Buddy said. “Strong and tough, but with a big heart. She says you’re the same. I need people like you two. Your connections with all the fighters around here are also something I need.”

“Did you check the commission website I showed you?”

“Did more than that,” Buddy said. “Spoke to one of the Board members. An old friend of mine. She gave me the lowdown on everything I need to do. Also filled me in on the politics around fight promotions.”

“There’s always politics.”

“You got that right!”

“So, did you decide on a cage or a ring?” I asked.

“Ring. Means we can do MMA and kickboxing.”

“Amateur MMA. Pro MMA still has to be in a cage.”

“That’s right,” Buddy sighed. “Fucking politics.”

“Fucking politics,” I agreed.

“So, what do you think? This is an excellent opportunity for a young man like you. Want to get in on the action?”

“Hell yes. Like you said, it’s a great opportunity. My days as a pro-MMA fighter may be over, but I can still stay in the fight game.”

“Good choice,” Buddy said, clapping me on the shoulder. “Amy said you were ambitious. That’s an essential quality for any man.”

“What kind of timeline are you looking at?” I asked.

“Got some contractors lined up to do the structural stuff and electrics. Put in applications for building permits and such. Paid for expedited consideration, so we should be good to go real soon. Once things get rolling, shit will happen fast. I’ll need you and Amy to be all in on this thing with me. No hesitations and full commitment.”

“We can do that,” I assured him.

“You okay taking direction from Amy?” Buddy asked. “Because she’s gonna be in charge with me. That’s non-negotiable.”

“I’m 100% good with working under Amalia,” I said. “I respect her as much as you do.”

“Then we agree. You’re part of the team.”

We shook hands. The old man’s grip was still firm, his eyes still bright. I got a good feeling about the job I’d signed up for.

“Until those permits come in, you can keep working with Amy and learning how the club runs. I hear you make a mean gimlet.”

“I think I’m better at just pouring beers,” I laughed.

“Well, Amy says otherwise. You talk to her about her plans for the interior of the club. Be good to get your input.”

“Will do.”

“One more thing,” Buddy said, his tone suddenly serious. “Once we get rolling, I’m going to need you working here full time. That means the weekends, as well. I know you got a job with Lilly and her girls. I can see the appeal of working for those three ladies, believe me. But you’re going to have to make a choice about your future. There are only so many hours in a day. You see what I’m getting at?”

“I understand. I’ll… I’ll make it work. You have my word, Buddy.”

“I appreciate that. Now come to the bar. We’ll seal the deal with a cold drink.”

I followed Buddy through the side doors that led back into his club. My mind was whirling with all the possibilities Buddy had laid out. From remodeling to getting a fight promotion going to learning how to run a bar, there was so much work to be done.

For the first time since I retired from MMA, I could see myself having an actual, honest-to-god career.

“Look what the cat dragged in!”

Amalia’s teasing voice made me smile. Seeing her slim figure behind the bar was always a pleasant sight.

“Sparkling water and a Bud Light,” Amalia said, setting the drinks on the bar.

“Thanks, darling,” Buddy said.

“You are welcome. I know what you boys like.”

Amalia’s saucy wink was aimed at both me and Buddy. For the old man, it was flirtatious fun. For me, it was a promise of sex later tonight. One benefit of working at Buddy’s Club was being close to Amalia. With her, the excitement got better after the club’s doors were closed.

Speaking of doors, I heard the front doors of the club open and the sharp click of high heels on the club’s wooden floor.

“Are we late?”

I jerked my head around at the sound of a familiar, high-pitched voice.

“What the hell?” I muttered.

Marcy and Hanna giggled as they walked up to the bar. I blinked in surprise at the sight of Bluebell’s cousins all dolled up in short skirts and tight shirts.

“Hey, Derrick!” Marcy said in her childlike voice.

“What are you two doing here?” I asked.

“They work here,” Amalia said.

“What? Why?”

“I needed more staff,” Buddy said. “These two lovely ladies were looking for a part-time job. It was meant to be.”

“Everyone has a side hustle these days,” Hanna said.

“Like I said, we’re trying to draw a younger crowd,” Buddy chuckled. “Hanna and Marcy here add some spice to the place.”

“We got the female eye candy covered,” Amalia said. “Now we just need some hot guys to balance things out. Know anyone who fits that description, Hanna?”

“I think I do,” Hanna laughed.

“They mean you, Derrick!” Marcy shouted.

Amalia and Hanna rolled their eyes and laughed at Marcy’s enthusiasm. The three women did make an appealing sight. Hanna and Marcy were Conner women and had the Conner physique— big tits, tiny waist, and wide asses perfect for some hard smashing. Add in Amalia’s dark beauty and you had a potent trio.

“So, you coming to work with us?” Amalia asked, the tip of her tongue poking out of the corner of her mouth.

“We’d love to have you,” Hanna said.

“Say yes, Derrick!” Marcy urged.

I looked over these three sexy women. I was already screwing Amalia. Were Hanna and Marcy also part of the benefits package at Buddy’s Club? From the way they were looking at me, the answer seemed to be clear.

I took in a deep breath.

I’d never fucked two sisters before.

But there was a first time for everything.


Chapter 18

“Monster.”




“Walking funny, because my honey, done me sooooo goooood!”

The crowd sang along with Nevaeh and Bluebell, clapping and cheering at the raunchy chorus of “Buckstomp”. Both girls looked thrilled and energized. Auntie Lilly on bass was smiling contentedly, grooving to the high-energy vibe.

It was a great show. The crowd had sung along to all their songs, whooping at their favorite lyrics and laughing at the girl’s banter in between.

I wasn’t surprised at the reaction. The club was trendy and near the University campus. The audience was a mix of college kids and local hipsters. They were exactly the kind of people who were drawn to the alt-country style of Dirt Road Debutantes.

While the three women were giving their all and having a blast, my mood was more subdued. I’d made the decision that I would leave the Debs to go work with Buddy on his rebranding and new promotion. The opportunity was too good to pass up. As much fun as it was to work for DRD, Buddy was offering me an actual career. I had not told the Debs yet, but would have to do so soon. I wanted to give them plenty of time to find my replacement.

You really giving up on them, bro? I mean, look at those hotties! You just banged both Nevaeh and Bluebell, not to mention Auntie Lilly’s keen interest in your cock. Guys dream of being in your situation.

That was certainly true. Along with the fun of being DRD’s roadie, the sexual adventures with Nevaeh and Bluebell were powerful enticements to stay. Living rent-free and having my meals and laundry provided was such a sweet living situation. And Auntie Lilly was definitely interested in what I had to offer her.

But what was a sweet position now was not a secure position for the future. My MMA career was over. I needed to plan for the long term.

Besides, Amalia was still happy to be my fuck buddy. And now that Hanna and Marcy were working at the club, the possibilities for after-hours fun had suddenly increased.

Nevaeh is still the prettiest and sweetest girl you’ve ever known. And Bluebell is smart as hell, with a body that won’t quit. And Auntie Lilly? Milf heaven.

I sighed to myself and took a moment to look around and drink in the energy surrounding me. Watching Nevaeh sing and play her fiddle, Bluebell strumming her banjo, Auntie Lilly slapping her big bass— I was going to miss those women and the crazy fun atmosphere that they always brought with them.

But as I looked over the happy crowd, my good mood suddenly evaporated. Standing at the back of the club was a familiar figure.

Greasy.

“Motherfucker,” I growled.

A sudden hitch in Nevaeh’s voice made me turn back to the stage. Nevaeh had seen Greasy as well. She looked scared. Bluebell had noticed her friend’s mood change. Bluebell scanned the crowd, scowling when she spotted Greasy lurking in the shadows.

Seeing the girls’ so upset made my stomach churn. The image of the kitten nailed to their door flashed through my head, rage rising inside me.

I had to deal with that fucker. Once and for all.

The club had its own security. Two beefy guys were flanking the stage, so I knew the Debs were safe. That freed me to do what I needed to do.

I left my position behind the stage and headed for the side exit. I trotted outside and circled around to the entrance of the club. As I entered the club, I nodded my head at the doorkeeper. I stayed near the front door, looking for my target.

“Gotcha,” I mumbled to myself as I caught sight of Greasy a few feet away.

Sliding up behind him, I gripped him by the back of his leather vest and twisted it in my grip. It was a technique we used in BJJ, controlling an opponent by the collar of his gi.

Greasy let out a surprised yelp as I hauled him away from the crowd and into a small alcove by the door. The doorkeeper saw what was going on. He positioned himself in front of us, keeping Greasy and me hidden from the rest of the crowd.

“You fucking bitch!” I snarled. “You got some balls showing up here!”

“What are you doing?” Greasy protested, his voice surprisingly high-pitched. “Let me go!”

“Let you go? After what you did? You piece of shit! I should break you in half!”

“I’m just here to watch the show!”

“Liar! We know you did it!”

“I didn’t do anything! I swear!”

“Bullshit!” I screamed in his face. “You been stalking the girls, showing up at all their gigs! You’ve been sending them all those nasty messages online! And you nailed that kitten to their door!”

“Kitten? What kitten? What are you talking about? Who hurt a little kitten?”

“You did, you fuck! We know it was you!”

“I didn’t!” he shouted. “I’m a good person! Every night, I pray to Jesus. Every night, I wash my face and brush my teeth. I do my chores every day! I’m good!”

Even in the dim light, I could see the tears streaming down Greasy’s face. The way he was talking was so… off. He didn’t seem high on drugs or like he was putting on an act. He seemed genuinely afraid.

Doubt crept into me. The Debs were certain it was Greasy who had done all those bad things to them. What if they were wrong? What if I was manhandling an innocent person?

The more I looked at Greasy, the more I felt bad for him. There was something different about the guy. Did he have some sort of mental condition that made him act so strange?

My hesitation caused me to relax for a moment. It was all Greasy needed. With a strength that caught me off-guard, he knocked my hands off him and rushed out of the alcove. The doorkeeper tried to stop him, but Greasy pushed him aside and charged through the club’s entry.

I ran outside just in time to see Greasy sprinting down the street. He was fat and slow and I could have easily caught him, but when he looked back over his shoulder, I saw the wild panic in his eyes. Again, I was struck by how Greasy didn’t seem like the vicious creep I’d built him up to be. If anything, he seemed like a scared little kid inside a grown man’s body.

It was almost comical watching him go, his clothes flapping around his flabby body, his white sneakers flashing in the streetlight. Instead of running him down, I shouted after the retreating figure.

“Don’t come around again! Last warning, motherfucker!”

I watched until Greasy turned a corner and disappeared into the night.

“You good?” the doorkeeper asked me.

“Yeah. Thanks for covering me, dude.”

“No problem. Working the door, you meet all kinds of weirdos.”

I shook the doorkeeper’s hand, then headed back to the side entry. I slipped back into the club, resuming my position behind the stage.

The rest of the show went smoothly. The Debs did an encore of their acappella version of “Buckstomp” and the crowd bellowed their approval. As the trio left the stage, the applause was deafening.

I met the Debs in the dressing room. All three women were flushed and sweaty, exhilarated by the show they’d just put on.

“Lordy, what a crowd!” Auntie Lilly shouted, wiping the perspiration from her face.

“They sang with us for every song,” Nevaeh laughed. “So amazing!”

Bluebell was not sharing their enthusiasm. She pulled me aside and leaned close.

“Did you get him?” she asked.

I nodded. “I grabbed him and let him know not to come around again. He ran away, but I think he got the message.”

“Thank goodness,” Bluebell said. “When I saw him back there, I almost threw up. Monster.”

I wanted to voice my doubts about Greasy, but decided to wait until we were back at the house. It would be better to discuss the matter with all three women.

“I’m going to get the merch and table,” I told Auntie Lilly.

“Need some help?” Nevaeh asked.

“No, I got it. Y’all stay here and get ready to meet your fans.”

I left the women to change and refresh themselves. I headed out the side door and down an alley where I had parked the panel van. Judging by the crowd reactions, merch sales were going to be brisk tonight.

As I was reaching into the back of the van for a box of shirts, I felt a prickle on the back of my neck.

Someone was behind me.

Before I could turn, a cloth sack was pulled over my head. I frantically grabbed at the sack to pull it off, but there was some kind of drawstring that had been pulled tight around my neck, nearly choking me.

As I struggled to pull the sack off, a vicious blow to my back sent me to my knees. Pain rushed through me as someone kicked me in the ribs. I grabbed the foot and felt a heavy leather boot in my grip. I tried to bring the kicker down to the ground, but a punch to my face made my head spin. Blinded and battered, I desperately tried to pull the sack off my face.

A kick to my head sent me sprawling. Another kick to my ribs knocked the breath out of me. More punches and kicks rained down on me. I couldn’t do anything to defend myself.

A final kick to the head and everything went sideways. I felt like I was slipping in and out of consciousness. I must have blacked out for a moment because when I came to, the beating had stopped.

Groaning with pain, I worked my fingers under the choking drawstring and finally pulled the cloth bag from my head.

“Ah, fuck,” I moaned, shielding my eyes from the sudden bright light.

The Debs van had been set on fire. Flames engulfed the vehicle.

I crawled across the pavement, trying to get away from the burning van. The heat was intense.

As I dragged myself over the asphalt, I could hear sirens in the distance.

I hoped they were heading my way.


Chapter 19

“Am I as good as you imagined?”




I dreamed I was fighting an opponent in the cage while wearing a blindfold. I was raging at how unfair it was, but the crowd didn’t care. They roared with joy every time I threw a blind punch and caught a leg kick in return. Every movement was in slow motion, like I was underwater. It was an enraging dream, one that I emerged from slowly, bit by bit.

As I gradually woke up, my fists unclenched and my body relaxed. I took in my surroundings. The firm bed beneath me. The luxurious high thread count sheets covering me. The warm morning sunlight streaming through the open window. The smell of dew and wet grass scenting the air.

Auntie Lilly’s bedroom had become familiar to me over the last two days. After they released me from the hospital, Auntie Lilly insisted I recuperate in her bed. Despite my protests, she settled me into her bedroom. I was too battered to resist and, honestly, sleeping in her big bed with its expensive mattress was truly a comfort for me.

The cops had interviewed me and taken my statement. I couldn’t give them many details because of the sack over my head, but I hoped there was security camera footage. I knew the venue had a camera mounted where the van had been parked. Unfortunately, I later was told that the camera had been broken for years, kept up there just for show. There was no footage of the attack.

“We’ll let you know if we find anything,” the cops had told me. Their tone seemed to suggest they weren’t very optimistic.

I grimaced as I recalled the attack. I ran my hand over my body, testing the places where I had been hit. I hurt like hell, but the damage could have been worse. I had badly bruised ribs, a mild concussion, and a cut on the back of my head that required a couple of stitches.

As I said, it could have been worse. I’d gotten battered pretty severely in one of my losses a year ago, taken apart by an NCAA wrestling champ with a mean top game and vicious ground-and-pound. This was not as bad, but the humiliation of being helpless to fight back is what made it hurt so much more.

“When I catch you,” I muttered to myself, imagining the things I would do to the shitbag that jumped me.

A knock on the door interrupted my vengeance fantasies.

“Good morning,” Auntie Lilly greeted me as she came into the bedroom.

“Morning,” I replied.

“Ready for breakfast? I’ve got bacon and eggs and waffles ready to go.”

“That sounds amazing, thanks. And, uh, you look amazing, too.”

Auntie Lilly was wearing a silk kimono I’d never seen before. It was tiny, barely covering her crotch while the open front showed off her massive cleavage.

“Oh, this? I found it in Bluebell’s closet. I must have left it there a while ago.”

She did a little twirl for me. The hem of her kimono rode up a bit, exposing the bottom of her big ass. I swallowed hard when I realized she wasn’t wearing any panties.

“You like?” she asked.

“Yeah. It’s really nice.”

“Thought you’d enjoy it.”

She ran her hands over her body, smoothing down the kimono. The front popped open for a moment and I caught a glimpse of her pink areolas. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

Auntie Lilly was watching me closely, enjoying my reaction to her showing off her curvy body. I certainly was enjoying her performance.

“Why don’t you go do your business in the bathroom while I make the bed?” she said with a smirk. “We’ll get your massage done and then I’ll get your breakfast ready.”

“Sounds good.”

I gingerly crawled out of bed and went into the bathroom. I used the toilet and washed my face. I was wearing boxers and a shirt. I took them off to examine my body. The bruises on my ribs were an ugly purple and yellow, but the pain was fading. I took some ibuprofen and brushed my teeth. With a towel wrapped around my waist, I went back into the bedroom.

Auntie Lilly had made the bed. She’d spread a towel over it, one of those big beach towels you laid on the sand. She patted the mattress.

“Get comfy,” she said.

I climbed onto the bed and lay on my stomach. I positioned the towel so it covered my ass. I took in a deep breath and closed my eyes in anticipation.

I hadn’t known that Auntie Lilly was a licensed massage therapist. The massage she gave me yesterday proved she was an expert at soothing sore muscles and relieving bruised flesh.

“I want to do some deep tissue work on you. What do you think?”

“I think that would be wonderful, Auntie Lilly.”

“Just Lilly, sweetie. When we’re alone, I’m just Lilly.”

“Okay. Thank you, Lilly.”

“I don’t think we need this towel, do we?”

I did not object as Lilly removed the towel, leaving me completely naked. The woman had already gotten a good look at my cock. There was no need for false modesty around her.

What did surprise me was Lilly getting onto the bed and straddling me. She had massaged me from the side yesterday.

“I get better leverage like this,” she explained. “You don’t mind, do you?”

“Not at all.”

She gave my butt a playful slap. “Good boy. I’ll have you feeling right as rain in a jiffy.”

I listened as Lilly took her bottle of oil and rubbed it into her hands. I sighed gratefully as she placed her palms on the small of my back.

“Just relax, sweetie. Let me do all the work.”

I let myself sink into the strong caress of Lilly’s hands as she expertly worked the muscles of my back. Her fingers were strong from plucking that big double bass. She found the knots in my muscles and kneaded them loose. The relief was extraordinary.

“That feels amazing,” I sighed as she rubbed oil into my bruised side.

“You deserve all the comfort I can give you,” Lilly said. “After what you’ve been through, it’s the least I can do.”

The musky scent of the oil and the warm caress of her hands on my back made me drowsy with pleasure. Feeling the weight of Lilly on the back of my thighs was comforting and arousing, all at the same time. I knew her uncovered pussy was just a few inches above my legs. It made me grin to know she had chosen her outfit to please me.

“Did Bluebell and Nevaeh eat yet?” I asked. “I don’t want to hold them up.”

“They ate while you were still snoozing, sweetie. They went out to look at some used vans to replace our old one. Then they are stopping to do some shopping to replace what was in the van. They should be home by late afternoon. Until then, it’s just you and me.”

The thought of being alone in the house with Lilly made me smile. She was such a warm and fun personality. She was also extremely fuckable, a milf lover’s fantasy woman.

Lilly had flirted with me from the first day we met. Showing her my cock had just confirmed this mature beauty was interested in more than just my good humor or sparkling wit.

I let out a long sigh as Lilly began kneading my glutes. Her firm hands dug into my ass cheeks in a way that was intensely relaxing.

“Does that feel good?” she asked.

“Hell yes.”

“I’m so glad you like it. Some men get weird about having their butts massaged. Especially when I go a little deeper.”

“Fuck!” I gasped as Lilly rubbed her oily finger around the rim of my asshole.

“You like?” she whispered.

I didn’t answer at first. I’d never had a woman touch my anus like that. Lilly knew what she was doing, that was for sure. The way her finger stroked my clenched ring was sending waves of pleasure sizzling through my groin.

“Are you getting hard, sweetie?” she asked.

“Jesus, you know I am, Lilly.”

Still stroking my asshole, Lilly’s other hand began rubbing the back of my ballsack. The pleasure intensified, making me squirm.

“Roll over,” she said. “Let me relax you the way I know you want.”

She didn’t have to ask twice. I rolled onto my back, looking up at the gorgeous milf still straddling my legs.

“Oh, Derrick. It’s even nicer when it’s hard.”

Lily took my rigid cock in her oily hands and lightly stroked it. I bucked my hips, trying to thrust into her grip.

“No, no,” she chided me. “None of that. You need to relax and not over-exert yourself. Doctor’s orders. Let me do the work, sweetie.”

I did as she asked, relaxing my body and surrendering to her knowing touch. She smiled at me as she worked my cock, gripping me more firmly as she stroked me.

“A good orgasm is the best relaxant, don’t you think?” she purred. “No need for pills or shots when I can just massage all the cum out of your beautiful balls.”

The way she worked on my dick showed Lilly’s expertise in handling a hard cock. I had no doubt this sexy milf had gotten plenty of practice giving men the release they craved.

There was only one thing missing.

“Lilly?”

“Yes?”

“Take off that robe.”

It was delightful to hear this mature woman giggle like a schoolgirl. With a wicked grin, she undid the robe and pulled it off with a single tug.

I sighed as I finally got to see her plush body on full display. Her huge tits swayed heavily as she moved, thick red nipples and pink areolas that were exactly like Bluebell’s. Unlike her daughter, Lilly kept her pussy bare. I enjoyed seeing the slit between her thick thighs hovering just an inch above my legs.

“You’ve been wanting to see me naked for a long time, haven’t you?”

“Fuck yes. Since the day we met.”

She rubbed her tits, lifting one to her lips and licking her nipple.

“Am I as good as you imagined?” she teased.

“Better. Bring those titties here, Mrs. Conner. Let me get a taste.”

Lilly laughed aloud at me calling her Mrs. Conner. She climbed up my body and let her swaying tits brush across my face. I took their heavy weight in my hands, kneading them as I suckled on her hard nipples.

“Oh, that feels so nice,” she sighed.

A sudden twinge in my bruised ribs made me groan in pain.

“Okay, enough of that,” Lilly said. “You’ll have plenty of time to play with the girls when you’re healed up.”

Lilly pushed me back down on the pillow. She leaned in and kissed me hard, our tongues wrestling wetly. She slid down my body, her tits dragging across my torso as she returned to straddling my legs.

“Now I want you to relax and just enjoy the ride,” Lilly said. “I’ll get that cum out of you and then the two of us can rinse off in the shower. And after that, I’ll feed you a hearty breakfast. How does that sound?”

“That sounds amazing. Thank you.”

“My pleasure,” she said. “I just love having a man in the house again. Especially since I learned that you’re thinking of moving out and going to Buddy’s place.”

“Uh, I mean…”

Lilly playfully patted my balls.

“Hush. We can talk about that later. For now, just cum for me, sweetie.”

I relaxed into the pleasure of Lilly’s hands, feeling the slow build of my orgasm tightening in my balls. There was a lot on my mind— leaving the Debs and going to work for Buddy, getting the permits for the promotion while matchmaking fights, and learning how to run a bar.

There was also the fucker who attacked me and how I’d get my revenge. The Debs all seemed to think it was Greasy who jumped me, but I had my doubts. There were a lot of questions I had to answer. Once I got those answers, though, I was going to bring some serious violence to whoever put that damned sack over my head.

And then there were the Debs themselves. Nevaeh, the sweetest and prettiest girl I’d ever met. Bluebell, a redheaded cumslut with brains and a taste for kinky sex. Add to all that this amazing milf stroking my cock and promising me more to come. Could I leave them for a job at Buddy’s?

Buddy is offering you a career and Amalia is offering you her body, bro. Plus, Hanna and Marcy seem to be jonesing for your dick. There are so many possibilities for you over there. You can’t be a roadie all your life, no matter how good the fucking is with Dirt Road Debutantes.

I closed my eyes and exhaled softly. There were so many things to think over, so many angles to ponder.

But not now.

“Feed me that cum, sweetie,” Lilly urged as she kissed my throbbing cockhead. “Let me taste it.”

Smiling with contentment, I obliged the cockhungry milf, giving her my load, filling her greedy mouth, loving the way she swallowed my sperm.

As sexual bliss washed through me, I closed my eyes and shook my head. This intense pleasure would eventually pass. When it did, I knew I had some hard decisions to make.


Coming Soon

In the third and final book of Dirt Road Debutantes, Derrick will have to decide if he stays with the Debs or seizes the opportunity at Buddy’s Club. As he struggles to choose, Derrick must also investigate who attacked him and why. While he searches for his assailant, Derrick will get tangled even deeper in the lives of sweet Nevaeh, lusty Bluebell, and the kinky Lilly Conner.

But all is not as it seems. Dark secrets will be revealed and tempting new partners will offer themselves up to Derrick as he continues to assemble his harem of gorgeous women eager to satisfy his every erotic desire!
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