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Synopsis

Book 3 of 3 - In the third and final book of Dirt Road Debutantes, Derrick will finally have to decide if he stays with the Debs or seizes the opportunity at Buddy’s Club with his old FWB, Amalia. 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 build his harem of gorgeous women eager to satisfy his every erotic desire!

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 3


Chapter 1

“He’s not man enough to do something crazy.”




Sleeping in Lilly’s bed was a treat. Not only was her mattress super comfortable and her sheets luxurious, but the bed itself was enormous. At 6’3” tall, I often had to deal with my feet hanging over the edge of some beds. Lilly’s four-poster bed was so spacious, I could just stretch out in any direction. It was like sleeping on a big cloud. Recovering from the beating I’d taken was a lot easier when I got to sleep so comfortably.

Another benefit was Lilly herself. Never shy about her sexual attraction to me, this sexy milf had used our morning massage session to give me the best handjob I’d ever gotten. Seeing this mature woman with her outrageous tits and wide ass straddling my legs as she stroked my oiled-up cock and eagerly swallowed my cum? Yeah, it was a great way to start the day. The huge breakfast Lilly served me helped to fill me up after she had so expertly drained me.

Another benefit of resting here was time. Lying in that comfy bed, relaxing after getting my balls emptied by Lilly, I had lots of time to look into the one thing that was eating me up inside.

Who the fuck jumped me?

I kept going over that night outside the venue when some shitbag coward put a bag over my head before attacking me. Every ache and every bruise reminded me of the need to catch and hurt the bitch that did this to me. I was not going to let this shit slide.

With so much time on my hands, I borrowed Lilly’s laptop, fired up my browser, and started making some calls. I was persistent and I was lucky. Eventually, I got a hold of someone who knew someone who knew where Greasy worked and what his first name was.

Harold. His name was fucking Harold. He worked at a supermarket less than 15 miles from where I was lounging in Lilly’s big four-poster bed.

Armed with that info, I went for a drive to the supermarket. Parking at the far edge of the lot, I popped another ibuprofen and settled down in the passenger seat of my truck, my eyes fixed on the supermarket’s entrance.

It didn’t take long to spot him. Dressed in a red apron and wearing a matching cap, Harold came out and collected the stray shopping carts before pushing the stacked carts from the corral back to the store. He did it every hour, on the hour. He was diligent. He worked hard. Several times, I watched as he helped load up groceries for elderly people. He even held up traffic for a disabled man who was using an electric wheelchair. It made a strong impression.

Harold seemed like a good person.

It fit with his online profile as well. With his first name and place of work, it had been easy to find his full name and social media. Not that he had much presence, just a couple of accounts that had barely any traffic.

What I learned about Harold was that he was 32 and lived with his elderly mother. That he loved working at the supermarket. That he loved Jesus and loved volunteering at church. That the leather vest he wore had belonged to his father, who died when Harold was a teen.

It also seemed pretty clear that Harold might have certain deficits when it came to his mind. I was no doctor, but the way he wrote and his living situation suggested Harold might have been disabled in some way. Just reading his few posts, I’d learned that Harold did not like surprises. He was very much a creature of habit and routine.

I also learned that he was a huge fan of Dirt Road Debutantes. They were his favorite band and he always enjoyed seeing them when he could save enough money to go to their shows.

He especially loved watching Nevaeh, who looked like his little sister. She had died with his father, the two of them killed by a drunk driver. Harold wrote that he prayed for their souls every night before he went to bed.

So that was who Greasy turned out to be. Not exactly the profile of a violent stalker.

There was also no way in hell that Harold was the guy that jumped me. Not only was his character totally wrong for such an attack, but the guy was simply too soft and timid to have pulled it off.

I’d already had my doubts. I remembered the white sneakers Harold had been wearing when he ran away from me earlier that night. When I was being kicked, I managed to grab the attacker’s foot for a moment. Whoever it was had been wearing heavy leather boots, something like Timberlands or Wolverines.

Maybe Harold had changed from his sneakers into work boots to stomp me, but I doubted it.

My attacker had also been fucking smart about how he jumped me, sneaking up from behind like some goddamn ninja and using that bag on me. He’d also known how to throw a punch and some kicks. After years of training, I could tell when an opponent knew how to strike. There was a big difference between an educated blow and some sloppy crap dished out by an untrained piece of shit.

Not to mention that he’d also planned in advance the burning of the van. Preparing a Molotov cocktail and then using it was not a spur-of-the-moment thing. He’d also aimed for the van’s tire, the correct place to hit if you wanted to set a vehicle ablaze.

Harold simply was not capable of that sneak attack. He didn’t have the character and he didn’t have the strength. But if not him, then who?

The answer seemed blindingly obvious. Who did I know that had a grudge against me? Someone who would relish an opportunity to fuck me up? Someone who had enough training to hurt me?

Miguel.

Of course, it was him. I was certain that Amalia’s ex-boyfriend was still seething about getting choked out by me. He’d been mad enough to sic the sheriffs on me that night. After they declined to do anything, wouldn’t Miguel feel like he needed to make his own justice?

He’s not man enough to do something crazy, Amalia had assured me several times after I choked Miguel out. Maybe she was wrong about her ex?

It made sense. Miguel plotting his revenge, waiting for a moment when I was vulnerable, then burning the van out of pure spite. I’d only met him briefly, but that bastard seemed like the type to scheme up such a bullshit attack. Pretty boys like him always felt entitled to get their way.

That still didn’t explain the dead kitten or the threatening messages online. Miguel had nothing to do with the Debs. He couldn’t be the one who did that stuff.

I sighed and rubbed my eyes. Things had just gotten way more complicated. It looked like I was dealing with more than one asshole. There was the kitten guy and then there was the sneak attack guy. They were not the same person. Miguel was a likely suspect for the attack. I’d be dealing with that punk real soon.

As for the Deb’s stalker? I still had no goddamn clue.

The one thing I did know was that Harold was not involved in the attack. Maybe he did the other stuff, but I also doubted that very strongly. Nothing about him seemed violent or sick. Just the opposite, really.

At the disabled parking spots, Harold was helping another elderly woman load her groceries. I felt bad about grabbing him that night. People make assumptions all the time, especially about folks who were different. Harold might have issues, but he was not a bad person. He didn’t deserve that kind of treatment.

I’d seen enough. I started up my truck and pulled onto the road. I had a lot to think about as I drove back to Lilly’s house.


Chapter 2

“Being simple doesn’t mean he’s good.”




Back at the barn, I did a light workout that was mostly stretching and some cardio. I was still taking it easy per doctor’s orders, but getting exercise was essential for me to recover. Some cardio had left me sweaty and tired, but feeling clear-headed. I went out behind the barn, stripped, and rinsed off with the garden hose. The water was warm and the afternoon sun was hot. I stood in the sunlight and let the air dry me off before heading back into the barn to get dressed.

There was a message on my phone from Lilly.

Next time you want to get naked and wash off, stand farther to the side of the barn so I can watch. Stop teasing me, naughty boy!

I chuckled and sent back a laughing emoji.

Lunch is ready, she replied. Come get you some.

My stomach was growling. A good meal would be a nice way to finish my workout.

I walked across the field, enjoying the summer day. There were several other messages on my phone from Victor and the various dojos I’d contacted. Things were coming together with Buddy’s idea of having amateur MMA bouts and kickboxing. There was a well-known muay thai training center in the neighboring county that had expressed interest in doing some traditional events alongside our MMA bouts.

The plan to start working full-time at Buddy’s was still on for me. An opportunity to start a career as both an event manager and fight promoter was too good to pass up. Lilly had mentioned my leaving, but we had not discussed it yet.

As I came up the driveway, I saw the minivan was still gone. Bluebell and Nevaeh must have still been out.

“You hungry?” Lilly called out as I entered the house.

“Very,” I replied.

The delicious smell of roasting chicken hung in the air. Lilly was in the kitchen, putting the finishing touches on a plate.

“Set down at the table, sweetie. Everything is ready.”

I took a seat at the dining table as Lilly brought the food to me. She was wearing her usual outfit of yoga pants and a shirt tied at her midriff. Now that I had seen her naked, her clothes made Lilly look even more enticing.

“Here you are,” she said as she set the plate in front of me.

I took the moment to run my hand over Lilly’s big ass, squeezing her cheek and running a finger between her legs.

“You’re very presumptuous!” Lilly said, playfully swatting my hand away. “Groping your employer? How dare you?”

“Kinda hard to resist knowing what you’ve got inside those tights,” I replied. “Can’t stop thinking about how you swallowed my load so good.”

“Well, focus on swallowing your lunch, sweetie. Before it gets cold.”

I gave the sexy milf a playful swat on her ass that made her giggle. Lilly took a seat next to me, a glass of lemonade in her hands.

Lunch was two roasted chicken breasts coated in herbs and served with a heap of steamed broccoli and summer squash. It was a healthy meal that I knew would be delicious. Lilly was a fantastic cook.

“Where’re the girls?” I asked as I dug in.

“They found a replacement van! They’re bringing it home today.”

“Wow. That was fast.”

“I know. I was thinking we’d have to rent something for our next gig at that hotel ballroom. It’s a two-hour drive. A rental van would be uncomfortable for you. Bluebell said this van they found is nearly new and well-equipped. You know how she likes things that are well-equipped, don’t you?”

The nudge she gave my foot under the table just accented Lilly’s playful banter. The woman loved to tease me about sex. And after what she did to me this morning, I knew she was not playing around about screwing me. Seemed like just a matter of time before I was balls-deep in Mrs. Lilly Conner’s pussy.

“Like mother, like daughter,” I said.

That earned me a playful slap on my forearm. I grinned at her and continued to chew my food.

“So, are you really thinking of leaving us to go work at Buddy’s?” Lilly asked.

I took a deep breath. “He’s offering me a great opportunity. I don’t think I can pass it up.”

“I understand. When do you need to leave?”

“Not for a while. I can still work for you for another month or so. Long enough to find someone to replace me.”

“I don’t know about replacing you,” she said softly. “We’ve all grown quite fond of you, Derrick.”

“I know. I feel the same way. It’s a hard choice, Lilly. Seriously.”

“Well, you do what you need to do. We’ve still got some time. Who knows? Maybe you’ll change your mind?”

“Anything is possible,” I said, trying to be encouraging.

“So where did you head off to this morning?” Lilly asked, quickly changing the subject.

“Grocery store. I found out where Greasy works, so I went to check him out.”

“Oh, lordy!” Lilly said. “Did you confront him?”

I shook my head. “No. I just observed for a few hours. Watched him collecting carts and helping old people load their groceries.”

“Hmm. Well, some people are good at pretending to be good, I guess.”

“That’s true. I just don’t think Harold is one of them.”

“Harold?”

“That’s Greasy’s name. Harold. I found his social media. Guy’s 32. Lives with his mother. Goes to church, loves Jesus.”

“Lots of psychos say they love Jesus.”

“I suppose. I think it’s real for Harold, though. He seems like he has some mental disability. Or maybe some emotional issues. A deficit of some sort.”

“Being simple doesn’t mean he’s good, though.”

I shrugged. “He’s not the guy who attacked me, that’s for sure. Too weak, too timid. Plus, he was wearing sneakers that night. The guy who kicked me was wearing heavy boots.”

I ate in silence, letting Lilly process what I was telling her.

“So he didn’t attack you? But that doesn’t mean he didn’t nail the kitten to the door, right? Or wrote all those scary messages? It just means someone else beat you up?”

“That’s right. I think we’re dealing with two different people. And I don’t think Harold was involved with the kitten thing.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Just a feeling, I guess.” I sighed and set down my fork. “His social media page talked about how much he adores the Debs. He also talks about how much he enjoys watching Nevaeh. Because she looks like his sister. His dead sister.”

“Oh, god.”

“I looked at her picture. Sweet kid. She resembled Nevaeh.”

“But… but doesn’t that make him more likely to have stalked her? Some weird psychological thing?”

“Maybe. But I don’t think so. I think he just loves watching you gals play. And he stares at Nevaeh because she reminds him of the sibling he lost. Honestly, Lilly, I think he’s harmless. I feel bad for scaring him that night.”

Lilly sipped her lemonade and said nothing. I resumed eating, savoring the meal Lilly had prepared. She really was a talented cook.

“Okay then,” she said slowly. “Let’s say this Harold is not the person we thought he was. That puts us back to square one with the stalking.”

“Yeah. I’m afraid so. Hell, even the online messages and the kitten thing could be unrelated. The Internet is full of assholes and trolls, especially for attractive women.”

“But then, who attacked you? If not Greasy, then who?”

I swallowed and took a sip of my water. Lilly stared at me, curious about my reaction.

“So, I might have an answer,” I said. “Did Bluebell tell you about Miguel? The guy I choked out at Buddy’s Club?”

“The bartender’s boyfriend? You think he attacked you?”

“Can’t think of anyone else. It makes sense that Miguel would want to jump me. Revenge for being humiliated at the bar.”

“And revenge for you fucking his girlfriend?” Lilly asked.

“Yes,” I admitted. “That too.”

“Lordy, lordy,” she sighed.

“I want you to know how sorry I am about this, Lilly. Having my personal life affect you and the Debs that way, burning your van and all. I regret that happening.”

“Oh, sweetie. I’m just glad you weren’t seriously hurt.”

“Thank you. I’ll make it right, I swear.”

Lilly patted my arm. “Just focus on your healing. That’s all that matters. You can figure things out when you’re healthy.”

“Thing is, I don’t have any proof it was Miguel, only a strong suspicion. Nothing solid I can take to the cops.”

Lilly waved her hand dismissively. “Forget them. They’ve already moved on from this. Cops have never done a damn thing for me in my life.”

I cleared my throat. “What’s the deal with you and the county Sheriff? If you don’t mind my asking.”

“Sheriff Kyler?” Lily snorted with contempt. “He’s a weasel, that’s all. A vicious little weasel with a big ego and a tiny dick. Bastard!”

“Why does he have such a grudge against you?”

Lilly chuckled bitterly. “We were dating out of high school. I was the first girl he ever stuck his thing into. Made him think he owned me. Well, one day he walked in on me screwing someone else.”

“Another boyfriend?”

“No. His sister.”

My face must have registered my surprise. Lilly laughed out loud.

“You’re kidding,” I sputtered.

“Nope. Caught me with his sister’s face buried between my thighs. Made him rage something awful, the idiot. Blamed me for corrupting his innocent little sister. What a joke! The way she ate my pussy so good, there was no way in hell she hadn’t done it before!”

“Damn.”

“Anyway, Sheriff Kyler still hates me for turning his little sister into a lesbian. Got even worse when she ran off to Seattle to marry another woman. Been years, but that stupid man wouldn’t piss on me if I were on fire. The feeling is very mutual.”

“Alright, then. No going to the cops.”

“No going to the cops,” Lilly confirmed. ”We handle stuff on our own.”

I speared a piece of broccoli and chewed on it slowly. I’d have to handle the Miguel situation by myself. It would be easy to just go and beat the living hell out of him, but I knew that wasn’t the right way to handle things. I’d already roughed up Harold, a guy who didn’t deserve it. I couldn’t make the same mistake with Miguel. Suspicion wasn’t good enough. I needed proof.


Chapter 3

“I’ve already gotten my wish.”




”Camera is back there.”

“Gosh, I never would have seen it,” Nevaeh said.

“That’s the goal. Keep it hidden from whoever might creep up in here.”

I left the dirt road and made my way into the tree line. I’d strapped the camera to a branch hidden in the dense kudzu. I took out the SD card and put it in my pocket. I placed a blank SD card in the slot and closed up the camera latch. A quick beep told me everything was set.

“Wave for the camera, Nevaeh,” I called out.

The slim brunette waved at the hidden camera and did some silly poses. I grinned as I watched her. Her childlike enthusiasm was very endearing. I felt a swell of emotion seeing her so happy.

Careful, bro. Don’t go catching feels for this girl. You’re going to be moving on soon.

“I know,” I mumbled to myself.

It was late afternoon and the shadows were growing long. I rejoined Nevaeh on the road.

“The indicator showed the camera had been activated a bunch of times,” I told her. “The camera is aimed away from the mailbox, but it would still capture Lilly going to get the mail.”

“It’s terrible having a roadside mailbox. So many mail thefts nowadays. It’s all the meth around these parts.”

“Drugs are a problem everywhere, even out here,” I agreed. “I know the UPS guy has come down the drive several times. It’ll be interesting to see if anything else shows up.”

I turned to go back to the house, but Nevaeh had other ideas. She took my hand and tugged me in the opposite direction.

“What are you doing?” I asked her.

“Let’s go visit my house,” she said. “We can look at the pictures later.”

The smile on her beautiful face was too much to resist. I let her lead me down the road, swinging our hands like elementary school kids as we walked.

Nevaeh started singing.

“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 honeypot ain’t free.”

I laughed and squeezed her hand as she repeated the chorus, her voice so sweet and clear.

“That song is going to be a hit,” I told her. “Maybe the breakthrough song for Dirt Road Debutantes.”

“We’re going to debut it at the hotel ballroom. Bluebell wants to try it live a few times to tweak things.”

“I’m sure the crowd will eat it up. It’s sexy and funny, especially the way you sing it. Your voice is like an angel’s.”

Blushing, Nevaeh kissed me on the cheek, then ran ahead of me to the house. By the time I got there, she had gone through the back and opened the front door. The sight of her waiting for me outside her childhood house tugged at my heartstrings. It almost felt like I was coming home to her.

Seriously, bro, you are getting way too attached to this girl!

I dismissed these doubts. I knew what I was doing with Nevaeh. I was in control of my emotions. Sure, I might be growing over-fond of her, but so what? She was kind and she was gentle and she was fun. Her innocence and her beauty were irresistible. Why not enjoy her while I could?

“I won’t fall for this girl,” I muttered to myself.

“What did you say?”

“Nothing. Just… thinking about your new song.”

Nevaeh started singing again as she pulled me into the house. We went around opening windows to air the place out. I swept while Nevaeh dusted. The place was already clean from Nevaeh’s previous visits, so it didn’t take long. We shut the windows and locked the doors after we finished.

Outside, the sun was getting low over the horizon. Nevaeh reached under the back deck and produced a cardboard box.

“Set this up after the last time,” she told me.

We went down to the creek. Nevaeh opened the box and got out a blanket. She spread it on the ground beneath the willow tree. She handed me some cans of fizzies to cool in the creek’s waters.

Nevaeh was reclining on the blanket when I got back. I lay down beside her. She took my hand and the two of us looked up at the sky, searching for the first evening star.

“There,” I said, pointing above us. “Make a wish.”

“I’ve already gotten my wish,” she said.

Nevaeh kissed my hand and rolled on top of me. I loved the way she settled her weight on me, her slim body so light. We kissed, our tongues exploring.

It only took a few moments for us to get naked. In the cooling summer air, I got on top of Nevaeh, resting on my elbows to keep from crushing her.

I kissed her neck and worked my way down her chest. Nevaeh groaned as I took her nipples in my mouth, licking them hard the way she liked.

“Mmm, Derrick. That’s so nice.”

I kissed her sternum and playfully tongued her belly button, making Nevaeh giggle and squirm. She opened her legs wide for me, her pussy already wet. I kissed her mound, rubbing my face in her coarse pubic hair, breathing in the musky tang from her virgin cunt.

Nevaeh expelled a sharp gasp as I took a long, slow taste of her pussy. She was so clean and sweet. Her hands stroked my head as I kissed her clit, taking my time with it, knowing how sensitive she was there. I’d eaten her out so many times now that I knew how she would respond to my tongue probing her entrance, then swirling around her hard button.

Nevaeh’s harsh breathing and twitching thighs signaled her orgasms. I kept at the steady pace that she loved, working her through one and then another climax, my mouth filling with her juices as she thrashed in ecstasy, her asshole clenching again and again beneath my thumb.

After her second time, I could sense Nevaeh pulling away from my touch. The 18-year-old could only take so much before her body was overloaded with sexual pleasure. She’d be ready for more soon enough, but for now it was time to give her pussy a rest and put her beautiful mouth to good use.

“Up you go,” I said as I pulled her upright and slid my hard cock into her mouth.

Nevaeh eagerly got to work on my rigid tool, her tongue dancing in new ways as her hands massaged my balls.

“Damn, girl! Where’d you learn to do that?”

Nevaeh responded with a grunt and a smile, then sucked my dick even harder than before. I began face-fucking her gently, using her mouth like a lover, not being as rough as I would with Bluebell or, especially, Amalia. Every girl was different, every girl needed her own style of fucking. It took time to figure each one out and give them what they wanted.

I was getting close to busting in Nevaeh’s wet mouth. It would be so nice to unload down her throat. Nevaeh loved swallowing my cum. She may not have been as big a cumslut as Bluebell, but my sweet girl still savored my hot load flooding her mouth and filling her belly.

“I’m gonna bust,” I told her, letting Nevaeh get ready to receive my load.

It shocked me when she pulled off my cock, ropes of saliva dripping down her chin as she looked up at me.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” she gasped, catching her breath. “It’s just…”

Her voice trailed off, her eyes blinking as she struggled to find the words to say to me. I stroked her face and smiled down at her. Seeing her on her knees like that always drove me wild. She looked so innocent and so erotic, all at the same time.

“What’s going on?” I asked gently.

“It’s just… if you want, you can put it inside me.”

“Anal? You want me to fuck your ass?”

Nevaeh shook her head. “No. I mean yes, I like it when you do that. But I mean… you can put it in my vagina if you want.”

I frowned, stunned by what she was saying.

“Do you want me to take your virginity?” I asked.

“Yes,” she whispered.


Chapter 4

“Am I enough for you?”




Something was not right. Nevaeh’s face was usually lit up with playful joy when we screwed, not the hesitant and almost fearful look she wore now.

Nevaeh had made a promise to her late father that she would only give her virginity to her husband. It was a vow she was determined to keep, not only for her own integrity, but to honor her father’s memory as well. Why was she wanting to give that up?

“Nevaeh, what’s going on with you?” I asked. “I don’t understand what you’re saying.”

“You can have it if you like,” she whispered. “I’m not holding it precious no more. I want you to do it.”

Despite her words, Nevaeh’s demeanor was saying the opposite. This was no moment of passion for her. She wasn’t losing control of her lust and asking me to fuck her pussy. This was something else entirely.

I sat down beside the girl and took her hands in mine. She turned her face away as if she didn’t want me to look at her. I took her by the chin and gently turned her towards me.

Tears were running down her lovely face.

“Nevaeh,” I murmured in surprise. “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t want to lose you, Derrick!”

The girl collapsed into my embrace, her small body wracked with sobs. I stroked her hair and soothed her as best I could, baffled about what had come over her.

“Alright, it’s okay,” I said. “Let it out, girl.”

Nevaeh’s sobs eventually tapered off. I held her close, kissing the top of her head.

“Is this about me going to work for Buddy?” I asked.

She nodded, her head still pressed against my chest.

“Me working for him doesn’t mean I can’t see you anymore,” I said. “It just means I might not be able to see you as much as we do now.”

Nevaeh sniffled. “That’s not true.”

“It is true.”

Nevaeh slapped my chest. She pulled away and glared at me, her eyes red and watery.

“It is not true and you know it,” she said. “Working at Buddy’s will take all of your time. Plus, you’ll be surrounded by all kinds of girls, including that bartender. If you leave, you’re leaving for good.”

“It won’t be like that.”

Even as I said the words, though, I knew she was right. Buddy’s plans were big and he wanted me to take on a leading role with Amalia. Once things got rolling, making time to see Nevaeh would be almost impossible.

She was also right about Amalia. Working in close proximity with my former fuck buddy? Spending hours and hours with a gorgeous girl who was more than willing to have sex at any time, any place? That would be more than enough for any man.

I didn’t know what to say that might give Nevaeh some comfort. She may have been 18 and fresh out of high school, but the girl was not stupid.

Nevaeh must have sensed my true feelings. She took my hand in hers and held it to her chest.

“I know we haven’t known each other for very long,” Nevaeh said. “And I know you have other girls you’re seeing. I just want you to know that I have a lot of feelings for you, Derrick. Strong feelings.”

“Nevaeh…”

“No, please just let me talk. I need to get this out before I lose my nerve and chicken out. Will you just listen, Derrick? Please?”

I nodded.

“I know I’m just 18. And I know you probably just think of me as a little girl, one who is crushing on the first guy she did anything sexual with. Maybe that’s true. Maybe I don’t know how to handle a relationship with a man, especially a man like you. All I do know is that I can’t stop thinking about you. That I want to be with you all the time.”

Nevaeh kissed my hand and pressed it to her cheek.

“You told me how good I’m getting at sucking dick,” she said. “Do you know why? Because I practice every night. I watch instructional videos online and I practice on a cucumber and I imagine it’s you I‘ve got in my mouth. And it’s not because I want to be good at sucking dick, it’s because I want to be good at sucking your dick, Derrick.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but Nevaeh pressed her finger to my lips to quiet me.

“You are strong and brave and kind,” she said. “You make me feel safe when you’re around. And you make my body ache when you touch me. Your face and body… it’s like you stepped out of the cover of one of my romance novels. And I know about the other girls you sleep with. Bluebell is my best friend and like a sister to me. I don’t begrudge her time with you. And that pretty bartender I saw you with. I still think about watching the two of you making love.”

Nevaeh kissed my shoulder.

“Has Auntie Lilly done anything with you, yet?” she asked softly.

I didn’t see the point in lying. Nevaeh was baring her soul to me. The least I could do was tell her the truth.

“Yes. Lilly and I have done things.”

Nevaeh nodded, unsurprised. “I knew she would eventually. She’s always teasing about how much she wants you. She’s a mature and experienced woman. She knows so much more than me. And she can do things I can’t. Bluebell, too. And the bartender and every other damned girl you know.”

Nevaeh’s small frame hitched as she took in a shaky breath. She was holding onto my hand so tightly, her knuckles were turning white. In the fading sunlight, she looked even more childlike and frail.

As I looked into her wide blue eyes, it dawned on me why she had made her strange offer.

“Is that why you asked me to take your virginity?” I asked her. “Because of what I’m doing with the other girls?”

Nevaeh bit her lip and reluctantly nodded.

“They give you their whole bodies. I can’t. I don’t want to lose you. I’ll… I’ll do anything to keep you with me, Derrick. I’ll do anything to make you happy with me.”

“Dang, Nevaeh. My god.”

I pulled her close to me and held her tight. She trembled in my embrace. She was so vulnerable. I felt a powerful need to protect this young girl, to care for her and watch over her.

“I’m happy with you just the way you are,” I assured her. “I have nothing but respect for you and your promise to your father, Nevaeh. I couldn’t stand to be the reason you broke your promise.”

“Even if Bluebell and Auntie Lilly and that bartender are all giving it away?”

“I enjoy all of them for what they are. None of them are you. You and your promise make you special.”

“You mean that?”

“I do. I admire your integrity. And I admire you as a person.”

“Am I enough for you? Even without that one thing?”

“You’re enough, Nevaeh. More than enough.”

She sighed and snuggled close to me. We held each other, not saying a word, just enjoying the feel of our bodies entwined.

I kissed Nevaeh’s chin.

“Besides, you’re the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen,” I laughed. “Every time I see that face of yours, I have to pinch myself to see if I’m dreaming!”

I booped her nose. That brought a giggle from Nevaeh. I could feel her relaxing in my arms.

“I’ll pinch you,” she laughed. “I’ll pinch you real good!”

Her hand was on my cock, working it in long, firm strokes. Nevaeh pushed me onto my back and straddled me. As I cupped her small breasts, my sweet girl began grinding her pussy up and down my cock. Her slit was so warm and wet, I got hard in no time.

“That feels amazing,” I told her, loving the way she always lit up at my compliments.

“I love feeling you against me,” she said. “So big and warm and hard.”

Nevaeh’s hips worked faster and faster, her breath growing ragged from exertion and pleasure. She stared down at me with a wild look in her eyes, a mixture of lust and joy that made my cock throb even harder. The pressure building in my guts kept rising as Nevaeh ground her pussy harder and faster against me.

“I’m cumming,” I warned her.

Nevaeh took that as a sign to go even faster, pushing me hard into my orgasm. Thick ropes of cum spurted from my cock, painting my belly and chest.

“Nevaeh,” I groaned as I emptied my balls.

Still smiling down at me, Nevaeh swung her leg over and lay down beside me. I ran my fingers through her thick black hair, the sweat on our bodies cooling in the evening air.

As Nevaeh licked the cum from my body and swallowed my warm seed, I looked up into the darkening sky and wondered if I had let things go too far.

Was I falling for this 18-year-old girl?

Was I in love with Nevaeh?


Chapter 5

“Bless his heart.”




“And there I go again,” Lilly chuckled.

Auntie Lilly was standing behind me, Bluebell and Nevaeh sitting on either side of me. We were all huddled around Lilly’s laptop, watching the video clips captured by the field camera.

The first few videos had all been of Lilly passing by on her way to get the mail. She waved at the hidden camera every time.

“Watch this,” Lilly said as the fifth clip played.

On her way back from the mailbox, Lilly stopped in front of the camera. With a mischievous grin on her face, the 39-year-old milf lifted her shirt and flashed her huge tits for the camera.

The girls groaned in exasperation as Lilly’s rumbling laughter filled the room.

“Damn it, Mama. You knew we were going to all be watching this! Especially Derrick! Shame on you!”

“If you got it, flaunt it,” Lily replied, smacking her daughter’s back. “Anyway, I don’t hear Derrick complaining. Any complaints, sweetie?”

“Not a one,” I said.

“Good. Because this is just the start.”

True to her word, every other clip of Lilly getting the mail had her lifting her shirt, mooning the camera, or flashing her pussy. It made all of us laugh, even if her mother’s antics embarrassed Bluebell.

Auntie Lilly began massaging my shoulders as we continued through the clips. Bluebell was pressed against my left side while Nevaeh was on my right, her hand resting lightly on my thigh. It felt good to be so close to so much feminine beauty. I was going to miss this when I went to work for Buddy.

You always got Amalia and those two sisters, bro. Banging them would be sweet compensation for losing these three.

I glanced at Nevaeh. Her lovely face was still flushed from the sex we’d had at her place. I also took in the warmth and scent of Bluebell and Lilly. As usual, my mind was running through all kinds of scenarios. It was hard not to fantasize when you were literally surrounded by three hot women who had all gotten you off and swallowed your cum.

I tried to concentrate on the task at hand. Knowing if anyone was coming onto the property was important, especially now that we didn’t have any solid suspects. Harold could still possibly have done the kitten thing, but I had mostly dismissed the possibility from my mind.

I refocused on the laptop screen as the clips played. There was Lilly getting the mail, the UPS guys dropping off some packages, a delivery guy arriving with some pizzas.

I was briefly excited when an unfamiliar pickup truck pulled in. It quickly backed out and went in the opposite direction, just some driver pulling a U-turn to go back down the road.

The girls got excited when the camera got a night shot of a deer sauntering through the brush.

“She’s so small,” Nevaeh said. “She must be young.”

“That’s probably the deer that’s been eating my roses,” Lilly grumbled. “Cute little thing. Hope some hunter makes her into jerky.”

“Auntie Lilly, don’t say such things!” Nevaeh protested.

“Yeah, Mama. The hunters around here shoot at any damn thing like maniacs. Better that doe gets hit by a car as God intended.”

Mother and daughter laughed as Nevaeh snorted in disgust. I tried to hold my laughter in, knowing how sensitive Nevaeh could be. It was one of her most endearing traits.

The next clip played and an unfamiliar figure appeared on the screen.

“Who is that?” I said.

“Oh, that’s just old man Jensen,” Bluebell said dismissively. “He sometimes comes down the road a bit while walking his dog.”

The elderly man was indeed walking with a chubby Labrador on a leash. The dog was sniffing the bushes, looking for a place to lift its leg.

“He’s the one who owns the pond, right?” I asked.

“Yes, that’s him,” Bluebell said. “Pervy old man.”

“He’s not,” Nevaeh protested.

“Well, pervy or not, Mr. Jensen has always been a good neighbor,” Auntie Lilly said. “I’m just glad to see him out and about. I’d heard he had some health issues recently.”

“Well, he don’t look real good,” Bluebell observed.

She was right. The elderly man looked frail and a little confused, as if he wasn’t sure why he’d come down this road. It was only when his dog started heading back to the main road that Jensen seemed to snap out of his mental fog.

“Bless his heart,” Lilly muttered as the old man shuffled out of the camera frame.

A few more videos of Lilly flashing the camera and another UPS delivery. That was it. That was all the camera had caught.

“So, nothing real promising,” I said as I popped the SD card out of the laptop’s USB adapter. “Aside from the sexy show from Auntie Lilly, there’s not much to see.”

“Maybe that’s a good thing,” Nevaeh said. “Maybe whoever did that awful thing has given up and gone away.”

“I’m still finding the same horrible messages on our board, though,” Bluebell said.

“Messages and the kitten may not be related,” I said. “Can’t link those things on just an assumption.”

“I know, I know,” Bluebell said. “Internet is full of assholes. It just makes me feel safer thinking it’s one sicko doing all this instead of a bunch of them.”

“Have you done anything with this Miguel fella?” Bluebell asked.

“Working on it,” I replied.

“Well, I think we’ve all had our fill of playing detective for one night,” Auntie Lilly said. “Casserole is ready and it’s time we had our supper.”

“We laid down a rough track for ‘Honeypot’ yesterday,” Bluebell told me. “You can take a listen to it after we eat. Give us your opinion.”

“I’d like that.”

“Bluebell thinks we should debut it at the ballroom this weekend,” Nevaeh said. “I’m so excited.

It felt so cozy and homey sitting there as the three women bustled around me getting the table ready for our meal. Auntie Lilly, Bluebell, and especially my sweet girl, Nevaeh— I felt so much for all of them. After taking care of myself for so long, it felt so good to be part of their family.

Could I really leave all this behind?


Chapter 6

“Now I’m ready to perform.”




The hotel had seen better days. Situated at the edge of town, the place had been made obsolete when the new convention center opened on the other side of the highway. These days, the hotel mostly catered to business travelers and contractors looking for someplace affordable and clean. There were still parts that reminded folks that the hotel had once been more upscale, but mostly the hotel had settled into being a modest afterthought overlooking the highway.

The one part of the hotel that was thriving was its ballroom. A large space with good acoustics, its bread and butter were nostalgia bands from the 80s, comedians whose stars had faded, and the occasional novelty act like a magician or some other off-beat shit.

But what was energizing the ballroom were all the new bands they were hosting. Someone in management must have sensed the opportunity to draw a younger crowd by putting on shows by local bands and up-and-coming artists. While the convention crowd stayed away, college kids and hipsters from the surrounding area came to see the shows. Against all odds, the hotel ballroom was becoming a trendy venue.

It was a perfect place for Dirt Road Debutantes to play. The crowd was exactly the kind of people who would get into their music and lift their profile online. Auntie Lilly had been trying to get DRD to play the ballroom for a while. Tonight, it was finally happening.

It was an hour before the show and the Debs were in their dressing room, relaxing and getting prepped. I was in the new van, scrolling through my phone messages. It was as nice as Bluebell had said, a definite upgrade from the old van. I leaned back in the swiveling passenger seat, my feet resting on the dashboard. It had been a week since the attack and my body was almost fully recovered.

I’d parked the van on the lower level of the hotel’s underground parking garage. There was ample street parking above, so the parking garage didn’t get much traffic. It was quiet and dark, very relaxing. The 5G kind of sucked, though.

The messages on my phone were mostly from Buddy and Amalia. They filled me in on the permitting process and some estimates from contractors about remodeling both the bar and the space next door. Buddy wasn’t kidding about having friends in the local government. He’d paid for expedited service and he was getting it. Things were progressing fast.

Amalia sent pictures of the work being done in the bar. New, more hip decor was being installed. The transformation of Buddy’s Club from a place for geezers to a hot spot for young people had begun.

Amalia also sent pictures of Buddy’s upstairs apartment. Everything was being boxed up and the place soon would be ready for me to move in. My old apartment was still unfit for human habitation. I’d have to collect the rest of my stuff from the storage locker my landlord had provided.

Can’t wait to help you move in, Amalia texted. We’re going to get busy, Ricky. Every night.

I knew my old fuck buddy wasn’t talking about just working overtime, though there would be plenty of that. Amalia was just as excited to get me over there as I was. Our sexual encounters were always an adventure. I knew she also wanted to separate me from the Debs. Despite her being clear that we were just fucking, not dating, Amalia had a possessive streak a mile wide.

I was sending her a reply when the side door of the van slid open.

“There you are!” Auntie Lilly said brightly.

“Everything okay?” I asked, straightening up in my seat. “I didn’t get a message or anything. Is there anything you need?”

“Nope. Just wanted to check up on you. How do you like the new van?”

“It’s excellent,” I said. “Bluebell did a great job finding this thing. Low mileage and good amenities. A real upgrade from what you had.”

Auntie Lilly had taken a seat on the floor beside me. She was dressed in her stage costume, a frilly top that showed off her cleavage, and a very short skirt that accented her wide ass very nicely. Auntie Lilly’s exposed midriff was flat and hard, the product of all the exercise she did back at the house.

Lilly caught me eyeing her up and patted my knee.

“You never stop looking, do you?” she laughed.

“Can you blame me?”

“Bluebell, Nevaeh, and that pretty bartender. They not keeping you entertained?”

“That’s the thing about sex with hot women,” I joked. “The more you get, the more you want.”

“You sound like my husband,” Auntie Lilly said, shaking her head. “He could have steak at home any time he wanted, but he always wanted cheap burgers on the road.”

It took me a second to get what she was saying.

“Is that why he left?” I asked.

“My, my. You’re very curious about my personal life, aren’t you? First the Sheriff, now my husband?”

“I’m just asking,” I shrugged. “Up to you if you want to tell. I’m just enjoying the view, to be honest.”

Lilly smirked as she smoothed down the ruffled front of her top, showing off even more of her deep cleavage. She was not wearing a bra and her tits looked glorious wrapped in the gauzy fabric.

“Well, first of all, he didn’t leave me. I kicked him out. And second, it was not just because he was cheating on me with other women. You may have noticed I’m not the jealous type. Hell, I would have asked him to bring home a hottie so we could share her.”

“So why then?”

Lilly sighed. “I found out he had a second family in the Philippines. Girl was just 18 and had already birthed two children from him. Yeah, do the math on that.”

“Goddamn.”

“Anyways, he had a boy and a girl. Cutest things, really. I told him he should go care for them, that me and Bluebell would be fine without him. Bastard didn’t put up much of an argument. Guess he’d been planning on leaving me anyway. So he packed his bags and flew to the Philippines and I haven’t heard from him since. Still sends Bluebell Christmas and birthday cards, so at least he hasn’t completely abandoned his daughter.”

“Damn, Lilly. I’m sorry to hear that.”

“Well, it was seven years ago and we’re all doing good, so fuck him, right?”

“Right!” I agreed.

“Mind you, he knew how to satisfy a lady. His dick is the only thing I miss about him. We used to screw before every performance. It would relax both of us.”

“You guys performed together?”

“We did. Nothing as big as the Debs, just small gigs. I loved being on stage with him. He could sing so nice. So I guess I miss his voice as well as his dick.”

“Well, not to be presumptuous, but I’m always here for you, Lilly Conner.”

“You can sing?” she teased.

“Couldn’t carry a tune to save my life. I’m talking about the other thing.”

Lilly chuckled, her hand resting on my thigh.

“I know, sweetie. Massaging you was a good excuse to get my hands on your body. I know what you have to offer. It’s why I came out here.”

“Oh?”

“This is a big show. I perform best when I’m relaxed. I’m hoping you can do that for me tonight.”

“Relax you? Like your husband used to?”

Lilly nodded. “You’re bigger than him, so I’m hoping it’s even better. It’s why I brought this.”

She produced a buttplug. It was a fancy one, the base of it covered by a big, shiny crystal.

“I don’t know what you have in mind,” I told Lily. “But I’m game if you are.”

“That’s what Bluebell says. A hard man is good to find, I always say.”

Snickering to herself, Lilly got between my legs and undid my pants. She pulled out my cock and sucked it into her mouth. I gripped the armrests and inhaled sharply. Lilly’s dick sucking skills were formidable. It wasn’t long before I was rock hard and throbbing.

“No time for foreplay,” Lilly said.

She got up from the van’s floor and draped herself over the driver’s seat. Flipping up her tiny skirt, the experienced milf pulled down her panties and offered her wet cunt to me.

“Hurry, sweetie. I got a show to do.”

I didn’t need any more encouragement. Lilly Conner was starving for cock and not shy about showing it. I loved women who were blunt and playful when it came to fucking. Amalia and Lilly may have been completely different women, but they had a lot in common.

Positioning myself behind her, I took a hold of her thick ass and pulled her cheeks apart. Leveling my cockhead against her entrance, I shoved into her dripping snatch in a single hard thrust.

“Fuck,” she moaned. “That’s a big cock!”

“You’re goddamn right it is,” I laughed.

Lilly laughed with me, her giggles quickly turning to moans as I slammed her from behind. This mature woman was built for hard fucking and that’s exactly what I gave her, pounding her hard and loving the meaty slap of her big ass against my groin.

Lilly rocked back to meet me, her hand working her clit in sync with my thrusts. I could feel her pussy fluttering around my cock as I rammed into her.

“You cumming already?” I teased. “Dirty girl. How long’s it been since you had some good dick in you? You’re fucking loving it, aren’t you?”

Lilly responded with moans of pleasure as she crashed through her orgasm. I could feel my own starting to build.

“I’m going to cum, dirty girl. Where do you want it?”

“My ass,” she gasped. “Fill me up, sweetie.”

I pulled my dick from her cunt and pressed against her tight ring. My cock was glistening with her pussy juices, making it slick enough for what was to come.

Gripping the milf’s hips for leverage, I pushed past her resistance and sank into her twitching ass.

Lilly gave a muffled scream as her asshole was stretched out and violated. Instead of pulling away, she pushed back into me.

“Deeper, deeper,” she grunted. “Unload in my guts, sweetie.”

I went balls-deep, sheathing myself completely in her ass. Lilly moaned in pain and pleasure as I pumped my cum into her ass, filling her up with my seed the way she had begged me to. Her asshole clenched again and again as I unloaded inside her, squeezing my cock until I was drained.

My exhausted dick slid out of Lilly’s gaped asshole as I stepped back. Lilly handed me the buttplug she had shown me earlier.

“Plug it in,” she urged me.

I pushed the buttplug into her asshole, fascinated by how her ring tightened around it so firmly. The crystal end looked so pretty glittering between her pillowy ass cheeks.

Lilly pulled up her panties and flipped down her skirt. She turned to me with a contented smile, a few stray strands of hair dangling over her flushed face.

“Thank you, sweetie,” she sighed. “Now I’m ready to perform.”


Chapter 7

“Good things to come, gentlemen.”




The Debs performance at the ballroom was a triumph. The enthusiasm of the crowd, the energy of the girls performing, the reviews and viral clips that flooded the net— all of it combined to impress the ballroom’s main booker.

“You gals are welcome back anytime,” he’d assured them.

I’d spent the performance in my usual spot backstage. Nothing had gone amiss and I’d been able to enjoy the performance along with everyone else in the ballroom. “Honeypot”, DRD’s new song, went over well with the crowd. The audience reaction confirmed my belief that it would be their breakout hit.

Making the show even sweeter was my knowledge of Auntie Lilly’s special treat for herself. Watching her perform so smoothly, her sexuality and sass on full display, was exciting as hell. Knowing her ass was plugged and full of my cum as she performed in front of all those people? Something I would never forget.

The Debs had been busy all week tweaking “Honeypot” and laying down the final mix in the barn. I’d spent the week at Buddy’s, helping to go over the layout of the fight venue.

Things were proceeding quickly. The lowered ceiling had been removed and the overhead space was completely revealed. Buddy had brought in a contractor who was experienced in installing the lighting rigs and frames we’d need to illuminate the ring. A separate contractor was handling the bulk of the remodel, including turning the staff rooms in back into changing rooms for the fighters.

Now it was Friday night. Buddy and I were showing the space to the trainers and MMA teams I was hoping to have take part in our first fight nights.

“We’re going to have the ring here,” I said, pointing to the cleared-out area in the center of the space. “It will be a straight walk out from the dressing rooms. We’ll have four separate spaces back there to keep the fighters apart and give them so room to warm up.”

“Still gonna be cramped,” Victor said.

“I been in worse,” said Sanklai. “You look like you had some trouble.”

I touched my bruised face. “Nothing important. Just a little dustup.”

“We heard you got jumped,” Victor said. “Bag over your head? Shit, bro.”

Sanklai grunted in disgust. “Military used to snatch people like that from my village. ‘Bagging’, we call it. Bad soldiers do such things.”

Sanklai was the head of the best muay thai gym in the area. I was pleased that he’d shown up tonight to look over Buddy’s plans. If we got him to participate, that would draw in kickboxers from all over the state. Amateur MMA was an uncertain draw, but the fast striking action of kickboxing always did well with audiences.

Along with Sanklai and Victor, six other trainers had shown up. Amalia’s brother Pablo was also here, lending me moral support and talking up the possibilities once the venue was ready to host.

“I’ve talked to the state commission,” Buddy informed the group. “Looks like we’ll be all set as far as that goes. Do y’all think you can draw an audience to fill this space?”

“How many it gonna hold?” Victor asked.

“500,” I said.

Sanklai snorted. “We fill it up easy. No problem.”

“No problem,” Victor echoed. “You gonna sell beer?”

“My liquor license allows beer, but not spirits in this space,” Buddy grumbled. “Another dumbshit law. Fucking politics.”

The trainers murmured in agreement. They seemed impressed by Buddy’s character. The fight game was full of fakes and con men. Every one of these clubs had probably been burned by promoters before. I was hoping Buddy’s demeanor and my history with them as a fighter would smooth the way ahead.

“So, what do you guys think?” I asked.

The men all seemed satisfied by what they were seeing. They seemed to be waiting for Victor and Sanklai to give their verdicts.

“This look good,” Victor said. “We can do work here.”

Sanklai scratched his chin. “Promising, but gonna need to see the finished space before can commit. But so far, so good.”

I felt a surge of relief at hearing those words from Victor and Sanklai. Without the cooperation of those two, finding fighters to come out here would have been difficult.

“Glad to hear it,” Buddy said gruffly. “I trust we can all work together to make this a success. Derrick here is gonna be my point man on this endeavor. Y’all can coordinate with him. Good things to come, gentlemen.”

I looked the trainers in the eyes and tried to project a sense of confidence and competence. They were all older than me. I knew I’d need to earn their respect with my actions, not my words.

“Before you gentlemen leave, why don’t we go next door for a drink?” I said. “We’ve got a full bar with excellent drinks for you. All on the house, of course.”

“Don’t drink alcohol,” Sanklai said with a frown.

“Neither do I,” I said cheerfully. “Our head bartender, Amalia, makes a mean mocktail, though. I’ll get one with you.”

I led the group through the side door and into Buddy’s Club.

It was early evening, but the place was already buzzing with activity. The jazzed-up decor and new offerings at the bar had drawn in a lot of traffic from the nearby University. Local hipsters had also come to check out the new digs. Having three beauties like Amalia, Hanna, and Marcy working here also attracted a younger clientele. Bluebell’s cousins were wearing skimpy outfits that showed off their curvy bodies. Appreciative stares followed them wherever they went. Amalia was her usual vibrant self. Buddy had also hired some young guys to handle the grunt work behind the scenes.

It was a startling transformation. Buddy’s Club was a whole new place. A much younger crowd had replaced the old regulars. Buddy seemed a little sad at the change, but he was determined to make the new approach a success.

“What can I get you gentlemen?” Amalia asked as the trainers clustered around the bar.

As they gave her their orders, I could see the trainers eyeing up my old fuck buddy. Amalia knew how to flirt and show off all her assets. Seeing her working her charms on these men was like watching a magician working his magic. I knew how she did it, but it was still impressive as hell.

“Of course, all the people who train with you gentlemen are welcome in Buddy’s Club,” I said. “We’re hoping you make this a place to hang out with your crew both before and after the fight nights.”

The idea seemed to go over well with the trainers. Seeing so many people having fun in the bar had boosted their appreciation of what the venue had to offer.

I lifted my mocktail and held it aloft.

“Gentlemen. Here’s to a prosperous and entertaining future!”

I clinked glasses with Victor and Sanklai. Amalia gave me a wink as I sipped her drink. She was feeling the same way I was.

This was the start of something good.


Chapter 8

“In the flesh.”




It was 10 PM and Buddy’s Club was thronging with customers. Most of the trainers had gone home, but Pablo and a couple of other guys had invited their teammates to come check out the bar. A bunch of MMA dudes had rolled in and were making their presence known. Their physiques and demeanors caught the attention of the female customers and some males as well.

“You keep bringing in your buddies and this place is going to get a reputation,” Amalia said to me. “Girls will come prowling.”

“They can join the guys constantly hitting on you and the sisters,” I pointed out. “Hanna and Marcy seem to encourage all the attention.”

“They’re encouraging the tips,” Amalia laughed. “But they do like the attention too.”

The two of us were behind the bar. We watched the crowd filling up the remodeled club, a good mixture of young people and some older folks enjoying the vibe.

Buddy came back from serving a table. He had a bar towel thrown over one shoulder and was wearing trendier clothes that Amalia had picked out. With a new haircut that Amalia had given him, Buddy looked like a real dapper gentleman. He joined us behind the bar.

“So, what do you two think?” Buddy asked.

“I think this place is doing amazing,” I said. “You and Amalia got every detail right.”

“These towels are hot sellers,” Buddy said. “I should never have doubted you, Amy.”

It was Amalia who had ordered these cool-looking hand towels printed with Buddy’s face and logo on them. She’d insisted everyone wear it over their shoulders when they worked the bar. I’d been as skeptical as Buddy about the towels, figuring they were a silly gimmick. We’d both changed our minds when we saw how many towels were being sold as souvenirs.

“Going to print up some shirts and shot glasses and pint glasses,” Amalia said. “Working on the website merch as well.”

“Amy is dragging my sorry ass into the Internet age,” Buddy chuckled.

“Can’t think of anyone better,” I said.

It was impossible not to see Amalia in a new light after all that she had done with the reinvention of Buddy’s Club. I always knew that she was smart and driven, but I’d never expected this kind of savvy out of her. She was just 22, the same age as me, yet she had proved herself to be a formidable organizer. She’d set herself to the task and worked her ass off. Now, her vision for what Buddy’s Club could be was coming true. It was really impressive.

Seeing Amalia accomplish so much had lit a fire under my ass. I knew I needed to be just as smart and just as driven as her with getting the fight nights going. Buddy was handling most of the contractor stuff, but he was relying on me to make the fights happen. I’d made a good start on that tonight, but there was so much more to be done.

Buddy startled me from my thoughts by clapping me on the shoulder.

“Good to have you here,” he told me. “Looking forward to seeing you around on weekends. I’ll be completely moved out in a couple of weeks. Then the upstairs apartment will be all yours. You are moving in, right?”

“Of course he is!” Amalia said brightly. “His old apartment is condemned and he’s living in a freaking barn right now.”

“It’s a nice barn,” I protested.

“And pleasant company out there at the Conner place, eh?” Buddy laughed.

“Ricky’s not dumb enough to trade his career for some hillbilly pussy,” Amalia said. “Right, Ricky? You’re not that stupid, are you?”

“I mean… I am pretty stupid. At least when it comes to pussy. Hillbilly or not.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Amalia said. “Try to think with your big head, not your little one.”

“It’s not that little,” I teased.

“It’s not that smart, either!”

Amalia gave my butt a swat and then went down the bar to serve some customers. Buddy nudged me with his elbow.

“She’s really something, isn’t she?”

“Definitely something,” I agreed.

“I wish I had a girlfriend like her.”

“She’s not my girlfriend,” I said.

“Really? Could have fooled me.”

“We’re just friends.”

Buddy shook his head. “I’ve seen the way she looks at you. I’ve heard the way she talks about you. If you think you’re ‘just friends’, then you really are stupid.”

Chuckling to himself, Buddy left the bar to go mingle with the customers.

I watched as Amalia joked and flirted with some customers. Was Buddy right? Did she have deeper feelings for me than I suspected? And how did I feel about her?

She’s one of a kind, bro. Gorgeous, sassy, smart, and highly motivated to succeed. She fucks like a savage and has a vision for herself and her future. She doesn’t tolerate fools, though. You man enough to handle her?

The truth was, I did have feelings for Amalia. Not just lust, but I cared for her as a person. Her rough exterior hid a soft and warm interior. Amalia had an internal strength that was deeply attractive to me. More importantly, I’d grown to respect her drive and ambition. We were pretending to be simple fuck-buddies, but there was so much more between us. I could see our relationship deepening into something bigger, something serious.

But what about Nevaeh? I had the same feelings for her, just in different ways. Her innocence was a stark contrast to Amalia’s worldliness. Yet despite them being opposites, I knew I cared for both girls. Not to mention Bluebell and Lilly. They were more than just hookups to me.

Screwing four women and getting attached to all of them? That’s a recipe for disaster, bro. Good thing you’re choosing to go with Amalia. That is your choice, right?

I’d set things in motion, that was for sure. Leaving the barn, giving up touring with Dirt Road Debutantes, moving into Buddy’s old place, and working as a fight promoter? Yeah, it seemed like I had made my choice. It was the right choice. Hell, it was the only choice.

So why did I feel so unsure about it?

A hand clasping my forearm interrupted my thoughts. I turned to find a very attractive middle-aged woman standing at the bar.

“So you didn’t become a stuntman,” she said with a grin. “Looks like this new job suits you, though. You’re certainly looking… healthy.”

She licked her full lips, one hand on my forearm, the other lazily trailing across the swell of her breast. The blonde was wearing a low-cut top, the pale skin of her cleavage dewy and lightly freckled. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her heavy breasts jiggled with every move she made.

I stared at her pretty face, trying to remember where I knew her from. Blonde hair, blue eyes, full lips painted bright red. I’d met her before. Who was she?

She must have seen me struggling. Taking my hand in hers, she gently ran her fingers across my wrist.

“How’s the neck?” she asked.

Recognition hit me like a ton of bricks. Hearing those words snapped everything into place.

She was the doctor who had confirmed my neck issue when I sought a second opinion. The flirty doctor who had caressed my muscles at her exam, just like she was caressing me now.

“Doc?” I asked. “It’s you, right?”

She nodded. “In the flesh.”


Chapter 9

“You’re a grown-ass man, Ricky.”




“I didn’t recognize you without the glasses and white coat,” I said.

“Or the wedding ring?” she replied, wiggling her left hand at me. “I saw you looking at it last time. Now it’s all gone! I’m single and ready to mingle!”

“Divorced and ready to fuck, more likely!” giggled her friend, another attractive blonde who looked to be about the same age as the doctor.

“You too, girl!”

The two friends high-fived and laughed loudly, drawing looks from the other customers. This pair were not shy about getting attention. The clothes they were wearing made that very obvious.

“What a delightful surprise to see you here, Derrick. I wondered what you were going to do after our appointment.”

“Had to figure some things out, Doc. Kind of life-changing stuff.”

“What kind of life-changing stuff?” her friend asked. “What happened?”

“You know I can’t answer that,” the doctor said. “Patient confidentiality. I guard Derrick’s bodily secrets. I keep them close. I keep them safe.”

She winked at me and blew me a kiss. If this doctor wasn’t a cougar on the prowl, then she was doing a damn good impression of one. She and her friend were looking for a good time tonight.

“You don’t even remember my name, do you?” she asked.

“I have to admit, I don’t.”

“It’s okay. Your mind was on other things. Besides, I don’t go by my married name anymore, so it doesn’t even matter.”

“So what should I call you, Dr…?”

“Evie. Call me Evie, Derrick.”

“Rhymes with ‘easy’,” her friend teased.

“Easy Evie,” I said with a grin. “And who is your lovely friend?”

“Karen. And doesn’t she just hate her name now?”

“Kara,” said the woman, shrugging. “I always like Kara better, anyway.”

“So, what can I get you ladies to drink?” I asked.

“Diet colas for both of us,” Evie said. “We need to be clearheaded tonight.”

“But put a lemon wedge or something so it looks like a drink,” Kara said. “We don’t want to look like lamers.”

Lamers? That was some Gen X lingo. A timely reminder that these two women were of another generation.

So what, bro? They’re two hot chicks looking for a good time. That’s what Buddy’s Club provides, right? A good time?

“If you’re interested in some really cool mocktails, my friend Amalia can make you something awesome,” I said.

“We’re good with diet colas, Derrick. Especially if you’re pouring them.”

“You got it,” I told them.

The pair scanned the bar as I poured their drinks. I could tell they were impressed by the amount of fit young men in the crowd. The MMA guys had noticed them as well. I figured if these two were truly serious about getting laid tonight, there would be a wealth of choices for them.

“Looks like we picked a good night to check this place out,” Kara said appreciatively.

“How’d you hear about us?” I asked, curious to know why they’d chosen to come to Buddy’s.

“A few girls at the office mentioned seeing Dirt Road Debutantes here. Said the place was changing. Not too many cool spots on this side of the city, so we thought we’d check it out.”

“They also mentioned a very attractive bartender,” Evie said. “Never expected to see you, Derrick. But very glad to meet again. Cheers.”

She raised her glass to me and smiled. The way she squeezed her arms together made her cleavage pop. I took in the swell of her full tits, not bothering to hide my interest. Easy Evie was flaunting what she had. Why should I pretend not to notice?

Kara and Evie left the bar to mingle near the dart boards. Several guys quickly approached them. Watching the push and pull of flirting between these mature women and the young dudes around them was very entertaining.

“Who are those two?” Amalia asked me. “Seems like they know you.”

“See the blonde with the big tits?” I chuckled. “She’s a doctor. Like a real medical doctor. She confirmed my neck issue.”

“Doctor? Makes sense. She must have money because those fuck-me stilettos she’s wearing are Jimmy Choo. Expensive, just like her boobs.”

“Her boobs?” I asked.

“Yeah. Those tits aren’t real. You know that, right?”

“What? They’re not? How can you tell?”

“I’m a girl and I have eyes, pendejo.”

“Well, she fooled me,” I admitted.

Amalia snorted. “And no bra with that top? She is trying too hard. You can be a doctor and a hoe-bag at the same time, I guess.”

“It is a free country.”

“Bitch couldn’t keep her hands off you,” Amalia said. “Even now, she keeps looking back at you.”

I shrugged. “As her patient, she cares about my health.”

“More like she cares about your dick,” Amalia scoffed. “Shameless. She’s old enough to be your mama.”

“Women age like fine wine.”

“That one is aging more like milk,” Amalia sneered. “Botox, lip fillers, and tummy tuck. And that’s just the start.”

“Damn, Amalia. Sounds like you’re jealous.”

“Of her? Please. It’s just pathetic that young guys go after skanks like her.”

“She’s hot. I can see the appeal.”

“Like I said, that’s because you think with your little head more than your big head.”

“And like I said, it’s not so little. As you well know, Amalia.”

“You aren’t the only man in this world with a big dick, Ricky. It doesn’t make you special.”

“It makes me special enough to make you cum. Many times, so you’re all like, ‘Ay, Papi! Eso fue increible!’”

The slim Latina gave my ass a sharp slap.

“Arrogant prick! Well, if you want to stick your dick in that blonde skank, be my guest.”

“I will, since we’re not dating. We’re not dating, right?”

Amalia bit her lip. “No. We are not dating.”

“Because if we were dating, I wouldn’t go after Doctor Hoe-bag. So if we are more than just fuck buddies, maybe you should say so right now.”

I don’t know why I was pushing Amalia so hard. We had a good thing going, a relationship that would only deepen once I moved into the apartment above the bar. We’d be working so closely together that it seemed inevitable we’d become more than just FWBs.

I just wanted more clarity from Amalia. She was a huge part of the change I was making in my life. I needed more than just sex with her to know where the two of us stood.

Amalia seemed to be wrestling with her feelings, too. Fucking had always been a casual sport for her. She was good at it and so was I. Together, we just fit. She knew I was screwing all the Debs. I’d never tried to hide that. Amalia had not attempted to rein me in or control me. She said she wanted us to be fuck buddies, not lovers.

Did she mean it?

After a long pause, Amalia gave a dismissive shrug. “You’re a grown-ass man, Ricky. You make your own decisions.”

Amalia left to serve some customers. I appreciated her honest answer. Sure, Amalia might have strong feelings for me. But she wasn’t trying to lay a claim to me or my life. She expected the same from me. We were both adults. We were both free.

Easy Evie wants some dick, bro. She’s looking at you the same way a fat kid looks at an ice cream cone. You’ve never fucked a doctor before. Here’s your chance.

Evie returned to the bar for more drinks. When I handed her the glasses, it did not surprise me when the blonde laid her hands on my wrist and leaned close. I could smell her perfume, a sweet and musky scent. It smelled expensive, like the rest of her.

“When do you get off, Derrick?” she asked.

I looked over Evie’s smiling face. She wasn’t playing games or acting out a part. She meant it.

“No need to wait,” I said to her. “Go through that door in the back. I’ll come find you. We’ll do it right now.”

Evie’s eyes lit up. “Sounds delicious. Let me go tell Kara what’s happening.”

“Invite her too, if you want.”

“Hell no! I want you all to myself. And don’t worry. I’ve seen your medical records. We won’t need condoms.”

“You remember my STI tests?” I scoffed. “Seriously?”

Evie cocked an eyebrow at me.

“I am your doctor, Derrick,” she said. “Safety and good hygiene are my professional duty. Especially when getting fucked by a hot patient.”


Chapter 10

“I can be your good girl.”




“I’m taking a break,” I told Buddy. “Can you help at the bar while I’m gone?”

“Sure,” he said. “I’ll hold things down with Amalia.”

“Thanks, Buddy.”

I poured a couple more beers and mixed some drinks as Buddy talked with Amalia. Evie had gone through the back door a few minutes ago. Her friend Kara was flirting with two guys I knew from a nearby BJJ team. She shot me curious looks from across the bar.

I served the drinks and wiped down the bar before finally setting my towel down and heading for the back. I took my time. There was no rush. Making Evie wait a bit would just increase her anticipation.

Amalia didn’t spare me a glance as I passed by her. She was playing it cool. I respected that, just like I respected her.

Evie was waiting for me in the hallway. Her eyes lit up when I came through the door.

“Thought you might have changed your mind,” she said.

From the tone of her voice, Evie wasn’t kidding. I could see the uncertainty in her eyes as I approached her. In the harsh fluorescent light, I could see her age showing more clearly than in the dim light of the bar.

“Not a chance,” I said with a grin, setting her at ease. “Follow me.”

I offered her my hand. She took it, giggling like a kid as I led her to the dressing room. It wasn’t being used tonight and would provide the perfect place for a hookup. Nevaeh and I had used it several times since I started working at Buddy’s Club.

“What a convenient spot,” Evie said as I closed the door behind us. “Even has a comfy sofa.”

Now that we were alone, the doctor’s confidence seemed to retreat a little. She seemed more uncertain, more awkward than before. Maybe the reality of hooking up with a virtual stranger, one young enough to be her son, was sinking in for Evie.

It dawned on me that despite the age difference and her being my doctor, Evie was looking for me to take the lead. She wanted to experience something wild. She wanted to be swept off her feet.

I was more than happy to provide what she needed.

I pushed her back against the wall and pinned her there, kissing her hard. She responded eagerly, parting her lips and sucking on my tongue as I probed her mouth.

Just as she was rising to the passion of our kiss, I pushed away from her and stood back. Her bewildered eyes sought me out as she reached for me, but I pushed her hands down.

“Take off your top,” I ordered her. “Show me those tits.”

Evie bit her lip shyly as she undid the two buttons holding her shirt closed. Her tits spilled out as she removed her top and placed it on the chair beside her.

“Those are some nice tits, Doctor. Play with them. Make those nipples hard for me.”

“You enjoy giving me orders?” she teased. “I’m the older woman. I should be teaching you, young man. After all, I am a physician.”

“Right now you’re a cougar in heat who needs a good fucking,” I replied with a grin. “So do what I tell you. If you’re a good girl, I’ll let you taste my dick.”

“I can be your good girl.”

“Then show me.”

Evie cupped her heavy breasts and massaged her nipples with her thumbs. She had small nipples, pale and coral pink. They hardened nicely beneath her touch.

“Good girl,” I said encouragingly. “Now slip off that skirt and show me your cunt.”

Evie flinched at the harsh word cunt, but then immediately sighed and smiled. I made a note to use that word as much as possible with her.

“Leave those hooker shoes on,” I told her. “I’m gonna fuck you in those Jimmy Choo stilettos.”

Evie tugged down her skirt and stepped out of it. Her pussy was bare and smooth. A small gold ring pierced her clit.

“No panties,” I observed. “You came ready.”

I could feel my dick swelling in my pants. The good doctor had a toned and fit body to go along with her huge rack. Sure, there was some cellulite on her thighs and a few stretch marks here and there. Auntie Lilly had similar signs of aging. It didn’t bother me at all. In fact, it excited me. Those things just reminded me that I was screwing a mature woman who was old enough to be my mother. That taboo feeling made everything more exciting.

I grabbed a cushion and dropped it at my feet.

“Come suck my dick, doctor.”

The blonde eagerly got down on her knees in front of me. I stroked her hair as she undid my belt and tugged down my jeans.

“Oh, wow,” she sighed as my cock sprung out. “You’re so big.”

“Stop talking and put it in your mouth.”

Evie bent her head and started sucking. I quickly realized that she wasn’t very good at giving head. That surprised me. She was in her forties and had been married. She certainly was enthusiastic about sucking my dick and was making a good effort. How could she be so bad at it? Nevaeh was way better than Evie, and Nevaeh was a goddamn virgin.

These thoughts ran through my mind as I tried to guide the doctor with my hands and words. After a few minutes, though, I’d had enough.

“Get up,” I said, lifting her to her feet. “My turn.”

I laid her down on the sofa and got between her legs. She groaned as I began tonguing her wet pussy.

“Oh god,” she whimpered. “That feels so fucking good. It’s been so long since I had that.”

“Hubby wouldn’t go down on you?”

“No. He hated to.”

“Poor girl. Shame to let such a sweet cunt go to waste.”

I went hard and fast at her clit, flicking her clit ring, keeping her legs apart with my forearms as I fingered her pussy and played with her asshole. She was already primed and excited and quickly reached her climax.

“I’m cumming,” she groaned.

I rode out her bucking hips and swallowed her juices as the doctor pulled my head into her twitching cunt.

“Put that big cock in me,” she begged. “Fuck me, Derrick!”

Evie sucked in a hard breath as I leveled my cock against her fuckhole and thrust into her. She was wet and tight and it felt so good to bury myself inside her warm pussy. There was no point in starting slow. Her legs wrapped tightly around me as I slam-fucked her into the sofa.

The doctor’s eyes rolled back in her head and she started gurgling wetly as she orgasmed again. She was so lost in pleasure, I could feel her nails digging into my back. I shrugged her hands off me and stood up. Handling her like a rag doll, I flipped Evie over, straddled her ass, and rammed my cock back into her pussy.

Easy Evie squirmed and thrashed like a fish out of water beneath me as I prone-boned her hard and fast. I grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back as I pounded her, making her meaty ass cheeks bounce and clap.

“Smash my cunt!” she growled, her voice wild and animalistic. “Smash it, Derrick! Smash my fucking cunt!”

Her words dissolved into meaningless babble. I rode her fiercely, my breath ragged as my orgasm built. When I felt that hard pressure twisting in my guts, I pulled out of the doctor’s cunt and rolled her over.

“Open that mouth,” I ordered her. “Open!”

Evie opened wide. I stared down into her gaping mouth, loving the way her throat was so wet and jittery. Her hot breath washed over my throbbing cock as I aimed my cockhead into her mouth and shot thick ropes of cum down her throat.

“Fuck yeah. Swallow that shit, girl. Take it all down. Every fucking drop.”

Evie did as she was told, struggling to swallow my creamy load. I wiped the globs of cum that had splattered her lips and let her suck my fingers clean.

“Good girl,” I said as I slapped my cock against her lips. “You enjoy getting fucked?”

She nodded. “It’s been so long. My husband wouldn’t touch me the last few years of our marriage.”

“Well then, your husband was a useless fool, wasn’t he?”

“Yeah,” Evie laughed. “He was fucking useless.”

“It’s good you’re making up for lost time,” I said. “Your cunt is sweet and tight and those tits are tremendous.”

I gave her breasts a playful slap. Evie giggled and rolled away from me. I slapped her ass hard.

“I’m going back to work,” I told her as I pulled up my jeans. “Get dressed and close the door when you leave.”

“I will.”

“Now thank me for fucking you, Doctor.”

“Thank you for fucking me, Derrick.”

“Good girl.”

I left her naked and happy on the sofa as I headed back to the front of the club.

“You look a little sweaty,” Buddy chuckled as I took my place behind the bar.

“Hot summer night,” I replied.

“I bet!”

Buddy left me to my duties and went back to mingling with the customers. Amalia came over and reached for a bottle of gin behind me.

“I can smell her perfume on you,” she said. “Suits you.”

“She does smell nice.”

“And she looks happy,” Nevaeh said as Evie came sauntering back into the club. “She’s going to tell her friend all about it now. Probably the most exciting thing that’s happened to her in years.”

Evie went back to her friend. She and Kara began whispering to each other, both throwing knowing glances back at me.

“Congrats on making Doctor Hoe-bag a happy customer,” Amalia said.

“I did my best. Hopefully, she tells her friends that there are hot guys here. Buddy’s Club could become a hunting ground for cougars on the prowl. That would boost business, for real.”

Amalia snorted scornfully and shook her head.

“By the way,” she said. “I got a call from my cousin.”

“Cousin?”

“Yeah, the one who knows Miguel. He said that on the night you got attacked, Miguel was with his buddies playing video games. He couldn’t have been the guy who jumped you.”

I was shocked. “He’s absolutely sure about that?”

“100% sure. There’s no way Miguel attacked you, Derrick.”

I felt sick. I had been so certain it was Miguel. Now I was back to square one.

“Goddamn it,” I hissed, my fists clenched in frustration.

“Sorry, babe.”

Amalia patted my back softly. Her touch was comforting, but I barely felt it. My mind was jumbled up and confused. I wanted to beat the shit out of someone.

I just didn’t know who.


Chapter 11

“Never too late to choose what you really want.”




I glided through the cool water, marveling at the sunlight scintillating all around me. I kicked off the muddy bottom and broke through the surface, sucking in a deep breath and treading water in the center of the pond.

“Woo-hoo!” I bellowed. “Water feels amazing!”

Nevaeh and Bluebell were cooling off at the shallow end. All three of us were naked. It was late afternoon and we were enjoying a break after a day of doing chores around the property.

“Sandwiches and fizzies up here!” Auntie Lilly called from the muddy bank. She pointed to a picnic basket that she left by our clothes.

“Come and join us!” I yelled.

“I’m too old for that shit!” Lilly laughed. “I’m gonna have a cool shower at home.”

She waved and left us, heading back to her house. I watched her go, enjoying the sight of her ass jiggling in her booty shorts.

“He’s staring at your butt, Mama!” Bluebell shouted.

“I know, sweetie!” she called back, giving a little shimmy as she walked.

“Snitch!” I yelled at Bluebell.

I swam back to the girls and playfully splashed them. They squealed with laughter and splashed me back. I surrendered to their attack and let the two wrap me in their arms. I kissed Nevaeh and then Bluebell, pulling our bodies together tightly, luxuriating in the feel of their wet skin against mine.

The three of us swam across the pond and chased each other under the water. I carried one and then the other on my shoulders, the three of us wrestling together and splashing each other. The sun filtered through the leaves, our laughter echoed through the trees.

We eventually climbed onto the banks and spread our towels and lay down in the shade. Nevaeh and Bluebell were on either side of me, the two letting the summer air dry their bodies. I propped myself up on my elbows and enjoyed the sight of my two girls, their bodies so different, but each alluring in their own special way.

“So it wasn’t Miguel?” Bluebell asked, stretching out her curvy body next to me. “You’re absolutely sure about that?”

“Yeah, I’m sure. I checked in with Amalia’s cousin and he confirmed Miguel spent the entire night playing video games.”

“But how could he be sure about that? People can be wrong.”

“Not Amalia’s cousin. He knew because he was with Miguel. His roommate is Miguel’s best friend. Direct knowledge from him, not hearsay.”

“Dang,” Nevaeh said. “So if not Miguel, then who?”

“That’s what I can’t figure out,” I admitted. “The online messages, the kitten thing, and my attack— I thought they were all done by Greasy. Then I thought for sure it was Miguel who jumped me. Now? No clue. Three different people could do all three things. Or maybe someone we never considered or don’t even know.”

“What about Sheriff Kyler?” Bluebell asked. “I always wondered how far he would take his grudge against Mama.”

“Could be, but seems like a long shot,” I said. “Even in a shithole county like this one, going that far would be risky for a Sheriff. They still have to face elections and Sheriff Kyler won his last one by just a few dozen votes.”

“Could your father be doing any of this?” Nevaeh asked Bluebell. “I know he’s overseas, but maybe he came back?”

Bluebell shook her head. “He’s still in the Philippines. He sends me messages and pictures. Just got some two days ago. Maybe he could do the online threats, but I don’t see why he would. He and Mama don’t get along, but he still tries to stay close to me.”

The three of us lay in silence for a while, lost in thought. Around us, the chirping of birds and the whir of dragonflies skimming the water filled the air.

“I did wonder about the guy who worked for you before me,” I said. “He was an ex-con and stole from you guys, right? Maybe he had some obsession with you?”

Both girls started laughing.

“What? What’s so funny?” I asked.

“Percy wouldn’t do any of that,” Nevaeh assured me. “He was not capable of it.”

“Don’t bother worrying about him,” Bluebell said with a chuckle. “He’s not involved.”

“Want to explain why?”

“Just trust us,” Bluebell said. “None of this is on Percy.”

There seemed to be a story there, but I decided not to pursue it. The way the girls were reacting made it seem pretty obvious that Percy was not a serious suspect.

“I’m all out of ideas,” I admitted. “Everything has gone to a dead end. The more I try to solve this thing, the more frustrated I get. I wrack my brains but get nowhere. It weighs on me.”

“Poor baby,” Bluebell teased. “You need to relax and clear your mind. I think we can help with that. Right, Nevaeh?”

“Yes. I think we can help Derrick relax.”

Bluebell rolled over and kissed my hipbones, her tongue wet and rough against my skin. She winked up at me before taking my cock into her mouth.

“That feels amazing,” I said.

Nevaeh cut off my words with her mouth, hovering over me and kissing me hard, our tongues wrestling as I cupped her small breasts.

It wasn’t long before Bluebell’s sucking had me rock hard. She swung her leg over me and slowly lowered herself onto my rigid tool.

“Fuck, I love your cock,” she growled as she took me into her pussy.

Nevaeh joined her best friend in straddling me, the two girls facing each other and kissing as Nevaeh ground her pussy into my face. I clasped her ass cheeks and pulled them apart, rubbing her asshole as I tongued out her wet slit.

The three of us grunted and heaved together, our bodies working as one. The girls moaned into each other’s mouths as they climaxed, the wet squelching of my cock in Bluebell’s pussy mingling with the wet slurping of my mouth as I ate Nevaeh’s virgin cunt.

With Nevaeh’s sweet juices dripping down my face, I bucked my hips and exploded into Bluebell’s pussy, flooding her fuckhole with spurt after spurt of hot cum. She ground her pussy back and forth, working my cock until my balls were drained.

The two girls climbed off and collapsed on top of me. We held each other in the fading summer sunlight, our sweaty skin and heaving bodies entwined.

“You two are fucking amazing,” I gasped.

“So why don’t you stay?” Bluebell asked. “Fuck that bar and fuck that bartender. Stay here with us, Derrick.”

“Stay with us,” Nevaeh echoed. “Please, Derrick.”

I’d already decided to work full-time at Buddy’s Club. There was nothing more to be said. And yet there was still doubt in my heart. Lying there by the pond, holding these two gorgeous girls, knowing a kinky milf was waiting at the house for us to join her? How could I leave all this behind?

“He’s thinking it over,” Nevaeh said. “I can see it in his eyes.”

“It’s not too late to change your mind,” Bluebell said. “Never too late to choose what you really want.”

“You know what I really want?” I whispered.

“What?” Nevaeh asked.

I kissed the brunette’s cheek. “I want… another swim in the pond.”

Laughing wildly, I got up and ran to the pond. I dove into the cool waters and submerged myself, looking up at the light above me. Everything was so quiet and peaceful beneath the surface. Everything was so calm.

When I emerged from the water, I found Nevaeh and Bluebell had joined me. We splashed each other, washing the sweat and spit and pussy juices and cum from our bodies.

I was kissing Nevaeh while fondling one of Bluebell’s big tits when we heard a distant siren approaching.

“What’s going on?” Nevaeh asked.

We looked across the pond to where the Jensen house was. The three of us watched as an ambulance pulled into the driveway. Its siren was off, but its lights were still on. A couple of EMTs hurriedly emerged from the ambulance and headed for the front door.

“We better tell Mama,” Bluebell said. “She’s known old man Jensen for decades.”

We waded out of the pond and hurriedly put our clothes on.

“Oh no,” Nevaeh said.

An EMT had come out of the house. She opened the back of the ambulance and started pulling out the stretcher.

“Let’s go,” Bluebell said. “Come on.”

The three of us began jogging back to the house.


Chapter 12

“Get rid of him!”




I stood at the edge of the driveway. Nevaeh and Bluebell were next to me. Near the ambulance, Auntie Lilly was on the phone with old man Jensen’s grandson.

“It’s a fall,” Lilly said. “In the kitchen. Yes. Yes. They’re taking him to County General Hospital. I will. Under the planter, if I can’t find the keys inside. Yes, I understand. Okay. I will. I’m so sorry about this. Of course. You’re welcome. Just focus on his health. I’ll hold things down until you get here. Yes, they are bringing him out now. Check-in with me when you can.”

Auntie Lilly ended the call just as the EMTs brought out old man Jensen on the stretcher. He didn’t seem to be in pain, but his eyes were unfocused and he looked confused.

“His grandson informed us you would be caring for the animals,” one of the EMTs said to Lilly. “Will you secure things here?”

“Yes, we have it all arranged. His grandson lives a couple of hundred miles away. He will be here tomorrow.”

“Understood.”

Lilly leaned over old man Jensen.

“Mr. Jensen?” she said loudly. “I’m going to take care of your dogs, okay? I’ll lock up your house, too. Don’t worry about anything, okay? Your grandson will be here tomorrow.”

“Get rid of him,” the old man wheezed.

Auntie Lilly frowned. Her neighbor was not in his right mind. She tried again to reach him.

“Your grandson will be here tomorrow,” she repeated.

“Get rid of him!”

Auntie Lilly stepped back, not wanting to agitate the old man unnecessarily. The EMTs loaded him into the ambulance. I helped to guide them as they backed out of the narrow driveway. After doing a 3-point turn, the ambulance headed back to the main road.

“I hope he’s going to be okay,” Nevaeh said.

“He’s a tough old coot,” Auntie Lilly said. “His mind’s been fading lately, though.”

“We all saw him wandering down our driveway,” Bluebell said. “Not sure old man Jensen is all there anymore.”

“His grandson didn’t seem very surprised by the fall,” Auntie Lilly remarked. “Said his grandfather was too stubborn to move into a senior living community. Seems like this was a long time coming.”

“What can we do to help?” Nevaeh asked.

“Mainly care for Jensen’s dogs until his grandson can get here. I’ll make sure to feed them and take them for a walk before locking them in the house tonight. I’ll come get them again tomorrow morning.”

“Poor man,” Bluebell said. “We can get his dogs fed and watered right now. Also go through the house and make sure all the faucets are closed and the stove is off.”

“Good idea,” Auntie Lilly said. “Derrick? Can you go and make sure the workshop out back is secure? Mr. Jensen keeps a lot of expensive tools in there. With so many meth heads running around, his grandson wanted to make sure that everything was locked up.”

“No problem,” I said.

The three women headed into the house. I circled around and saw a large detached workshop at the far end of the property. The field between was overgrown and neglected. It made me think old man Jensen could no longer maintain his property by himself.

“Should have sold up and moved into a nice little condo,” I muttered to myself. “Buddy could have given him some tips on that.”

As I crossed the field, I saw other signs of neglect— sagging fencing, a pile of uncut firewood, an axe rusting on a tree stump, some overturned patio furniture heaped by a pile of brush.

It was a shame to see the property looking this way. You could tell that at one time, Jensen had taken good care of the place. Bluebell might have thought he was pervy, but Auntie Lilly had shared several stories of Jensen’s gruff kindness over the years.

Now it seemed age had leveled a once capable man. It was sad seeing him on the field camera footage looking so confused, then seeing him frail and even more confused on the stretcher.

There is a lesson there, bro. All of us are in a race with time and time always wins.

Like the rest of the property, the workshop looked like it had seen better times. I tried the sliding doors up front and found them locked. The door on the side was also secure.

At the rear of the workshop, I tested the windows and hatch leading to the crawlspace. All secure. The workshop was locked up tight. In fact, it looked like old man Jensen didn’t use the workshop much at all.

Behind the workshop was a small shed. It was one of those plastic ones you get at the hardware store. The front door was partially open.

A shed like that was probably used for pesticides or fuel cans, stuff you wanted to keep separate from the main workshop. Nothing too valuable since the shed was flimsy, but I figured it would be best to close the shed up as much as possible.

As I approached the door, a cat peeked out from the shed.

“Hey kitty,” I whispered. “Pss pss pss.”

The cat hesitated, then came over and rubbed against my legs. I bent over and stroked her, feeling the rumble of her purring as she nuzzled my fingers.

“What are you doing in there?” I asked. “Chasing mice?”

I stepped to the door and pulled it open. It surprised me when the cat rushed back into the shed. One look inside told me why.

“Wow, mama. You been busy, haven’t you?”

Inside the shed, nestled among old gas cans and some hand tools, were four kittens. They looked to be about 4 weeks old. A nest of old towels and clean rags made a cozy corner for them. Mama cat put herself protectively between me and her kittens.

“Looks like old man Jensen was taking care of you,” I said, noting the dishes of food and water inside the shed. “I guess he wasn’t so confused as I…”

My voice trailed off. A sudden thought hit me like a punch in the guts. I pulled out my mobile and opened the photos app. My hands were shaking as I scrolled through the pictures.

“Son of a bitch,” I muttered.

The kittens in the shed looked exactly like the one that was nailed to Auntie Lilly’s front door. Same coloring, same coat pattern. I did the math in my head and the number of weeks fit.

It was too much of a coincidence to dismiss.

“Mr. Jensen, what the fuck did you do?”


Chapter 13

“Just a sad old man who lost control of his mind.”




“So it was Mr. Jensen who did that awful thing?” Nevaeh asked.

“I think so,” I said.

Me and the Debs were sitting around the dining table at Auntie Lilly’s house. We’d eaten a meal of fried chicken with garlic mashed potatoes and corn on the cob drenched in butter. The food was delicious, but none of us had eaten much.

“Couldn’t someone have taken one kitten from the shed and then come over to our front door?” Bluebell asked.

“Seems pretty farfetched,” I replied. “Some person who knew about the kittens went over to Mr. Jensen’s property and snatched one, then came back to this property and did the rest? I mean, it’s possible. Just very unlikely.”

“I simply can’t believe Mr. Jensen would do such a thing,” Nevaeh said.

“There was what he said to Auntie Lilly,” I pointed out. “Get rid of him.”

“The same thing that was painted on our front door,” Bluebell said.

I nodded. “He wasn’t talking about his grandson. He was talking about me.”

“Why would he hate you, though?” Nevaeh wondered. “He never even met you.”

“Bluebell said that old man Jensen would watch you two swim in his pond, right? He’s been doing that for years. So maybe he formed some kind of attachment to you. An attachment that got more warped in his mind as he became more demented.”

“And then he saw the three of us at the pond,” Bluebell said. “You, me, and Nevaeh. And he didn’t like the things he saw us doing to each other.”

“So he tried to get rid of me,” I said.

“But killing a kitten?” Nevaeh said in disbelief. “He may have been a perv, but even he wasn’t cruel enough to do that!”

“I looked at the pictures,” Auntie Lilly said quietly. “Mr. Jensen wouldn’t have harmed an animal, but the kitten looked like a newborn. It could have been stillborn. Or maybe it just died of some kind of defect.”

A silence fell over the table. I sipped my lemonade and tried to think of any other possibilities, something I might have missed. I couldn’t come up with anything that explained things better.

“What do you think, Mama?” Bluebell asked quietly. “Was it old man Jensen?”

Auntie Lilly didn’t respond for a long time. When she did, her eyes were glistening.

“Yes,” she said. “I think so. I visited him a few times over the last year or so. He was… fading. Just dimming, like a candle burning its last wax. It was a horrible thing to see.”

Auntie Lilly wiped her eyes. “The worst part was his personality changing. The more confused he got, the meaner he became. I stopped going over there because it was too hard to see him like that. The things he was saying at the end…”

Her voice trailed off. Bluebell and Nevaeh took her hand to comfort her.

“Yes,” Auntie Lilly said again. “Yes, I think it was Mr. Jensen who nailed that poor kitten to our front door and wrote that message. But I also think it wasn’t Mr. Jensen, not really. Old man Jensen was long gone by then.”

Auntie Lilly dried her eyes with a napkin and gave us a sad smile. Her daughter patted her hand.

“Well, at least we can relax now,” Bluebell said. “There’s not some crazy psycho out there about to hunt us down. Just a sad old man who lost control of his mind.”

“I do feel safer knowing that,” Nevaeh said. “It’s awful that happened to Mr. Jensen, but it is a relief to realize our worst fears weren’t true. I had so many nightmares!”

“Still have those threatening messages,” Auntie Lilly pointed out. “And the attack on Derrick and our van getting torched?”

“Those messages could be coming from anywhere,” Bluebell said. “Brazil? Germany? Maybe Korea? Who knows? It’s probably just some troll with a VPN and a grudge.”

“As for the attack, I still think it was directed at me,” I said. “It was too planned out, too personal. I don’t think you gals were the target. Just a feeling I have. I’ll keep looking for answers. I promise you that.”

Bluebell and Nevaeh began clearing the table and setting the dishes to soak. Auntie Lilly stared out the window, lost in thought.

“I don’t know about y’all, but I am ready for some dessert,” Bluebell said brightly. “We got cobbler and watermelon and fancy French coffee.”

We ate our desserts in a subdued mood, not really saying much. It was Bluebell who lightened the atmosphere.

“I’ve got some awesome news,” she said. “I wanted to tell y’all earlier, but then all this craziness happened. Have y’all been online recently?”

Both Nevaeh and Auntie Lilly shook their heads.

“Check your socials,” Bluebell urged them. “But first, go see the numbers on our streaming channel.”

We all took out our phones and did as Bluebell asked. My eyes widened when I saw the numbers for Dirt Road Debutantes’ newest upload.

“Oh, lordy!” Nevaeh gasped. “30 thousand views!”

“In less than 12 hours,” Bluebell confirmed. “Not bad for an audio file!”

That morning, the Debs had uploaded their newest song “Honeypot” to various online platforms. Scrolling through those apps, it quickly became apparent that the song was finding an audience.

“These play-through numbers are amazing,” Auntie Lilly said. “We’ve never had a song open this big before.”

“I knew this was going to be your breakout hit,” I said. “That song is for real.”

“I got even more news,” Bluebell said with a grin. “104.9 KYZY has invited us to their morning show for a performance and interview.”

“Wow!” Nevaeh said, clapping her hands in excitement. “We’re finally gonna make it on KYZY! We’ve been listening to them since we were kids.”

“Hell yes,” Bluebell laughed. “I figure we can treat them to an acoustic version of ‘Honeypot’ if y’all agree.”

“I think that would be terrific,” Auntie Lilly said.

“Me, too!” Nevaeh agreed.

“We’ve got a week to rehearse,” Bluebell said. “We’re scheduled to go on air next weekend.”

“That’s when Derrick moves out,” Nevaeh said.

The room fell silent. I looked at the three women looking at me. Bluebell was frowning. Lilly seemed resigned. But it was Nevaeh who broke my heart. It looked like she was just barely holding back a tidal wave of emotion.

It hurt my heart to see my sweet girl so sad. I took her hand and gave it a squeeze.

“I’ll be an hour’s drive away,” I said, trying to be comforting. “You’re good at driving stick now. Once you get your license, you can come visit me anytime you want.”

Nevaeh gave me a weak smile. She was trying to be brave. I could tell she was struggling not to cry. I understood her feelings because I shared them. Nevaeh was the sweetest girl I’d ever known. Moving away from her would hurt so badly.

“We should all get some rest,” Auntie Lilly said. “We’re all worn out. It’s been a long and tiring day.”

Despite what she said, Auntie Lilly stayed seated. So did Bluebell and so did Nevaeh. Even with these three gorgeous women gathered around me, I was already feeling lonely.


Chapter 14

“I just want you to be happy.”




“Pound that pussy! Ram it, baby! Ram it hard!”

Amalia’s words gurgled into a strangled gasp as I choked her with both hands. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her body spasmed as she orgasmed.

We were in Buddy’s empty apartment. The air mattress we were using was threatening to give out. That wasn’t a surprise. The mattress had been designed for sleeping, not the wild fucking Amalia and I had been putting it through for the last hour.

Amalia rumbled through her orgasm, gasping for air, her face turning red with exertion. My own climax was roaring through me. I let go of her neck and Amalia drew in a huge, ragged breath.

“You ready for my load, slut?” I sneered at her.

Amalia replied with a snarl and a glob of spit in my face. I slapped her face hard, then slapped her again. Amalia loved the rough play. She moaned and grabbed my hand, sucking hard on my thumb.

“Feed my cunt!” she moaned. “Feed it your cum, Ricky!”

My sexy Latina fuck buddy knew exactly how to push me over the edge. Throwing my head back and growling loudly, I sheathed my cock in her slick fuckhole. As she moaned my name, I fed her pussy the hot seed it was starving for.

“Good slut!” I grunted. “Take that load. Take it all!”

I spurted hot cum into her until I was finally drained. I lay down on top of Amalia, covering her small frame with my sweaty body, letting my full weight rest on her, knowing how she loved to be smothered under a hot sweaty man, my cock still buried inside her, my cum leaking out of her stretched cunt hole.

“Every night,” she whispered breathlessly. “We’re going to do this every night from now on, Ricky. Take your vitamins and get your sleep because I’m going to work you out every fucking night.”

Coming from Amalia, I knew those were not empty words. She was a small girl with a huge sexual appetite. The two of us were a perfect match. We both loved to fuck and we both were good at it.

“Careful what you ask for, Amalia. I don’t want to wear you out.”

“I can handle whatever you got,” she promised. “You know I can.”

We kissed deeply. Eventually, I rolled off Amalia and lifted her off the deflating mattress. Throwing the petite girl over my shoulder, I slapped her ass as I carried her into the bathroom.

The water pressure in the shower was as strong as Amalia had said it was. The two of us stood beneath its powerful spray, holding each other and kissing as the hot water pelted us, washing away the sweat and saliva, the pussy juices and the globs of cum from our bodies.

We kissed hard, holding each other tightly. Amalia’s head tilted back as I leaned over her.

“I could stay like this forever,” she sighed.

“Me, too.”

We soaped and lathered each other’s bodies, laughing as we played with the suds. Rinsed and clean, we stepped out of the shower, dripping onto the tiled floor.

Amalia took a towel and began drying me off. I stood still for her, my arms raised, feeling like a king as this gorgeous girl pampered my body.

“Watch what you’re doing down there,” I warned her as she patted my cock with the towel. “Play with it too much and I’ll have to fuck you again.”

“Is that a threat or a promise?” she teased.

“Both.”

Amalia gave my ass a hard slap. She loved smacking my ass.

“Go get dressed,” she said. “I’ll be out in a few minutes. If your dick is hard again, I’ll deal with it like I always do.”

“Is that a threat or a promise?” I asked playfully.

“Both.”

I left the bathroom and stood in the sunlight washing in through the main windows. The door was open and warm summer air was flowing through the apartment. I could feel my skin prickling as I dried off in the sunlight.

Buddy had taken most of his furnishings to his new condo. Amalia had helped me move my few possessions to the empty apartment. My old landlord had been kind enough to keep my stuff in storage until I could come and get it. I’d wished him good luck with the black mold. He didn’t seem hopeful the issue would be resolved any time soon.

Amalia emerged from the bathroom with her wet hair neatly brushed. It surprised her to see me still naked, sitting on the air mattress.

“What’s up?” she asked. “Are we still going to the furniture store to pick up that bed you ordered?”

“For sure,” I said. “But first I want to watch this.”

I held up my mobile phone. I was watching a live stream from 104.9 KYZY. Auntie Lilly, Bluebell, and Nevaeh were all sitting around a table in the studio. The host was interviewing them about their music.

Amalia came and sat beside me. I held the phone so we both could watch.

“We started making music when the girls were in Junior High School,” Auntie Lilly was saying. “At first we did it for fun, just singing the songs we heard right here on Kizzee Radio.”

“Then Bluebell started writing songs,” Nevaeh said, looking proudly at her best friend.

My heart ached fiercely to see Nevaeh. I’d moved out of their barn while they were away at the studio. We hadn’t said a proper goodbye yet and I was already missing her.

The Debs went on to discuss how they chose their name, their first recordings in the barn, and how they started performing at local spaces like Buddy’s Club.

“They mentioned us!” I cheered. “Let’s go, Dirt Road Debutantes!”

The host mentioned that their latest song had gone viral after a girl in Oakland danced to it on the Wirkool app. Hundreds of other users had done “The Honeypot challenge”.

“I can’t believe it took off like it did,” Bluebell said. “It’s amazing to see so many people enjoying our music.”

The host invited the Debs to share their new song with their listeners and viewers online. Nevaeh waved and smiled at the camera. I couldn’t help but wave back.

The Debs performed a slower, sexier version of “Honeypot” for the show. It was a fantastic performance, musically and visually.

“That video is going to be their calling card,” I said. “Once they put it online, their audience is going to explode.”

“You really care for them, don’t you?” Amalia asked softly.

“Yeah. The Debs took me in when I had nowhere else to go. They’re special to me.”

“Especially Little Miss Blue Eyes, right? Your face lights up every time you look at her.”

“Nevaeh means a lot to me,” I admitted.

“I noticed.”

“Don’t be like that,” I said. “You knew what I was doing with those three. I never tried to hide it. It was you who insisted we were not dating, just fucking.”

“I know.”

“Hell, I’m sure you’ve been with other guys since you broke up with Cal, right? I’ve never tried to stop you.”

Amalia let out a deep sigh. “I haven’t screwed anyone but you, Ricky. You’re enough for me.”

“Oh,” I muttered.

I didn’t know what to say. I had assumed Amalia had been playing the field as much as I was. It surprised me that she had only been with me.

“I care about you,” Amalia said softly. “I really do. And I know you have feelings for me.”

“I do,” I admitted.

“I just want you to be happy,” Amalia told me. “I know how much Dirt Road Debutantes means to you, Ricky. Which is why I had Buddy invite them to perform here at the bar again.”

“What? Really?”

“Really. They’re coming two weeks from today. I’ve also invited local press and critics to attend. Got a bunch of local influencers to come too, just had to promise them free booze.”

“That’s so awesome, Amalia! I don’t know what to say.”

“Just say, Thank you.”

“Thank you, Amalia. Sincerely.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, kissing me on the cheek. “Now let’s get dressed. We have some furniture to pick up.”


Chapter 15

“You know what I need.”




“Welcome back, ladies!”

The three women of Dirt Road Debutantes rushed to me across the dressing room of Buddy’s Club. I swept up Auntie Lilly in a tight hug, laughing when she gave my ass her usual squeeze. She released me into the arms of Bluebell, who kissed my cheek while embracing me.

“I miss your dick so badly,” she whispered in my ear.

“I miss your pussy,” I whispered back.

Nevaeh waited patiently for her turn. When I saw her smiling at me, I felt my heart lurch in my chest.

“Hi, Nevaeh,” I said.

“Hi, Derrick.”

We hugged each other, our bodies fitting together so perfectly despite our size difference. Nevaeh buried her face in my chest as I stroked her hair, loving the smell of her, loving the warmth of her petite frame wrapped in my arms.

It had been two weeks since I had last seen the Debs. We messaged each other, but our schedules were too crazy for us to get together. Dirt Road Debutantes were getting a lot of attention for “Honeypot” as well as the #HoneypotChallenge on Wirkool. The Debs were in demand for interviews, especially after their live performance video started getting thousands of views online.

As for me, I was busy arranging our first fight night. The space next door was far from finished, but I was arranging a small event involving several amateur MMA fights and a 6-woman grappling tournament. It would serve as a test run for our future fight nights. I’d had some trouble locating a ring with 5 ropes instead of 4. Boxing used 4 ropes, MMA did better with 5.

Amalia had been an incredible help, but it was mostly me making arrangements while Buddy secured the necessary permits. Finding a paramedic team to stand by for medical emergencies was the most vexing obstacle, one that had me running in circles for 2 days.

After so much stress, it was a pleasure to see the Debs again. Two weeks away from the women of DRD had not dulled my feelings for them. If anything, being apart had sharpened my sadness at not being around them, especially when it came to Nevaeh.

But now it was performance night and Dirt Road Debutantes were the hottest ticket in town. A long line of people snaked around the block wanting to see the show. We had several influencers and media hanging out in the bar. It was going to be a great night for the gals.

Most importantly, I finally got to see these three beautiful women again. Hugging each one made me realize just how much I missed them. Holding Nevaeh in my arms, I didn’t want to let her go. She felt the same way.

“It’s so good to see you, Nevaeh,” I murmured into her ear.

“The house is not the same without you,” she replied.

Nevaeh kissed me hard and I kissed her back. When we finally released one another, both Auntie Lilly and Bluebell were watching closely, their eyes shining.

I cleared my throat and smiled at them. “So, huge congrats on your success. My god, y’all are killing it out there!”

“It’s been a crazy two weeks,” Bluebell said.

“About to get even crazier,” I said. “There’s so many media and influencers out there. This is a huge night for y’all. You deserve every bit of it.”

“I’m nervous,” Nevaeh said, still holding onto my hand.

“You guys will be great,” I assured them. “I made sure your equipment is all set up just the way you like. And… I also have a surprise for you.”

I opened the dressing room door and waved down the hall. I watched the faces of the gals as my guest peeked in the dressing room door.

“Ladies, let me introduce you to Harold,” I said.

Greasy shyly entered the dressing room. The women of DRD looked stunned to see him. Greasy had cut his hair and groomed himself well. With the stylish clothes Amalia had picked out for him, Greasy looked like a new man.

“Nice to meet you,” Harold said.

He went and shook the hands of all three women, making only fleeting eye contact with each one.

“Harold works here most evenings,” I said. “He cleans and washes glasses and makes sure everything is tidy. He’s become indispensable. Honestly, Harold is our MVP.”

Harold blushed furiously, but I could tell he loved being complimented. I wasn’t exaggerating. His work ethic and reliability were outstanding. In a couple of weeks, Harold had quickly become a vital part of the team at Buddy’s Club.

“Have a great show,” Harold said bashfully, before rushing out of the dressing room.

“So you went through with it?” Bluebell marveled. 
“You really hired him to work here?”

“Like I messaged you, I couldn’t stand the way I mistreated Harold. The more I thought about it, the worse I felt. Hiring him is not charity or a guilty conscience. He’s one of our best workers.”

“I’m glad you gave him a chance,” Nevaeh said. “We can misjudge a person out of ignorance. I’m happy you made amends. I will try to, as well. Harold seems like a lovely person.”

“He is,” I confirmed.

“How are Hanna and Marcy doing?” Auntie Lilly asked.

“Well enough that they quit their office jobs to work here full time,” I laughed. “With the money they’re making, they’ve already paid off their car loans.”

“I’m sure our cousins are also loving all the attention they’re getting,” Bluebell noted dryly. “Have they taken you to bed yet?”

“Hanna and Marcy are valued employees at Buddy’s Club,” I deadpanned. “I would not compromise our working relationship that way.”

“Uh-huh,” Bluebell chuckled. “So not yet, then.”

“Not yet,” I confirmed.

“Matter of time with those two,” Auntie Lilly said. “Hanna always goes on and on about how handsome you are.”

“And Marcy likes the manly types like you, Derrick,” Bluebell said. “My cousin is dumber than a box of hair, but she knows what she wants.”

Nevaeh wasn’t saying a word, just holding my hand and staring up at me.

“How are you doing?” she finally asked. “Are you okay?”

I nodded. “I’m settling in real good. I miss you, Nevaeh. I miss all of you.”

All four of us were getting emotional. I decided to leave before it got overwhelming. I kissed Nevaeh on the cheek and gave her hand a last squeeze.

“It’s an hour before showtime,” I said. “Message me if you need anything.”

“Just like old times,” Auntie Lilly said.

I gave them a smile and an encouraging nod then stepped out of the dressing room. Leaving the Debs was harder than I thought it was going to be. Shaking my head to clear it of all the emotional clutter, I went back to the bar to do a final equipment check before the show started.

I was testing the mikes when my phone buzzed. It was a message from Auntie Lilly. I couldn’t help but grin when I read it.

I went out to the back of the club. Lilly was waiting in the van. I climbed it and shut the door behind me.

“You know what I need, Derrick. Gimme it.”

Lilly was on her hands and knees, bare ass offered up to me. I unbuttoned my pants and tugged them down. I was already semi-hard and seeing Lilly pulling her fat ass cheeks apart for me got me fully erect. There was a tube of lube on the floor.

“I’m already lubed up,” Lilly told me. “Just shove that fat dick inside me, sweetie.”

I did as she requested. I slathered lube on my cock until it was dripping. Leveling my cockhead against her tight ring, I thrust into her ass with a single hard jab.

“Ow, god! Fuck, I missed that big cock! Goddamn!”

Face down and ass up, Lilly thrummed her clit as I pounded her ass. This woman’s need for anal before a show was such a trip. Looking at her whole body quivering with pleasure as I fucked her ass was a delight. The way she begged me to go deeper and harder filled me with a furious energy.

Lilly was the fantasy milf that every young guy dreamed of. Even after all this time, I still had to pinch myself whenever I smashed this gorgeous mature woman. Her moans as she orgasmed sounded so desperate and animalistic. I loved making her cum so hard.

“I’m gonna bust,” I told her.

“Deep as you can, sweetie,” she begged. “Fill me up.”

I flooded her ass with my hot load. Lilly’s asshole clenched tight on my dick as I pumped my cum into her guts.

When I was done, Lilly reached back and handed me a butt plug. This one had a small chain of pretty jewels dangling off the end.

I pulled my cock out of Lilly’s gaped asshole and inserted the plug. Lilly’s ring clamped down on the plug as I wiped the excess lube and a few drops of cum from her cheeks with a paper towel.

“Your all set,” I told her, giving her wide ass a hard smack.

“Thank you, Derrick. Whew! I’m ready to sing my heart out!”

Lilly gave me a loving kiss on the cheek. She tugged down her skirt and crawled out of the van. I watched her going back into the club, amused and aroused by the knowledge that my creamy load was plugged up tight in her ass.

“Lilly, you are some kind of woman,” I mumbled.

Locking up the van was a familiar ritual. I paused for a moment outside the club, remembering the first time I’d brought the Debs to this place. It seemed so long ago. So much had happened since.

A few months ago, you were still a professional MMA fighter, dude. Life comes at you fast. Gotta flow with the roll.

Summer was coming to a close. One chapter of my life was ending and a new one was starting.

What came next was up to me.


Chapter 16

“Come join us.”




“We’ll have the ring here, off center of the primary space,” I said, pointing out the tape that had been laid down on the floor.

I was showing the venue to Victor and a couple of other BJJ team leaders. The former mattress store was still a long way from hosting our fight nights, but we’d made good progress in remodeling it.

“It will be an excellent test run for all of us,” I continued. “We get to learn how to use the space and you guys get to have your students get some real fight experience.”

“How many people can you hold?” asked one of the team leaders.

“We can only allow 200 spectators under the permit we secured from the gaming commission,” I told him.

“We gonna fill that up so fast,” Victor grumbled. “Gonna have to turn people away.”

“I know,” I said. “But this is just a test run. We’re keeping it small.”

I showed them where we would set up folding chairs for the audience and how we would control the front entry. I explained that we’d have some EMTs on site and how the insurance would work. Last, I showed where the temporary changing rooms would be and how we’d set them up.

“So, what do you gentlemen think?” I asked.

“Is good,” Victor said. “You making fast progress.”

The other team leaders agreed. They were taking this whole thing seriously. More importantly, they were taking me seriously. I was enjoying the feeling of responsibility that Buddy had entrusted me with.

We shook hands and I led Victor and the others outside. It was noon and the parking lot was empty.

Victor stayed behind for a few minutes. We discussed a few details about the trial fight night. Nodding, he put his hand on my shoulder.

“You doing good, Derrick. You should come train with us again. You never gonna get your brown belt if you don’t train.”

I frowned. “How can I advance if I can’t practice choke defense?”

“That’s no problem. We work around it.”

“You mean it?” I asked hopefully.

“I give out the belts. I make the rules.”

He clapped my back and went to his car. I waved as Victor drove off. The thought that I wasn’t forever stuck as a BJJ purple belt hit me hard. I’d given up any thought of advancing. Now Victor had said there was a way for me to go on.

Maybe even get the black belt one day, bro. Imagine Victor strapping that around your waist.

I grinned like a maniac as I imagined earning my black belt. It would be one of the highest honors I could imagine.

My phone buzzing interrupted my BJJ fantasies. It was a message from Amalia.

“I saw them drive off, you done???”

“Yeah”

“Good I’m in your bed and have a surprise so come get it”

I slipped my phone into my pocket and headed for my apartment. Living above Buddy’s Club had so many advantages, the biggest of which was Amalia. After the successful performance by Dirt Road Debutantes the other night, I sincerely thanked her for getting the whole thing organized. I appreciated that Amalia had put aside her feelings of jealousy for the Debs. She truly was living up to the “buddy” part of being fuck buddies.

“Hope you’re ready to get busy!” I called out as I walked into the apartment. “You got me all worked up with that message you—“

My words evaporated in my mouth. Sitting on my bed were Amalia and Bluebell. Both were naked.

“Surprise!” Amalia said.

“Surprise!” Bluebell echoed.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, my mouth agape.

“What do you think?” Bluebell laughed. “Waiting for you to come and fuck us!”

“Did you arrange this?” I asked Amalia.

She nodded. “At the Debutantes show. We figured we could put aside our differences and be friends.”

“Yeah,” Bluebell giggled. “Friends.”

My heart started racing as Amalia and Bluebell kissed, their hands roaming over each other’s bodies.

“What are you waiting for?” Amalia asked. “Come join us.”

I shook my head, smiling. “I want to watch for a while.”

“Guys always want to watch,” Bluebell teased. “At least take off your clothes.”

“You Conner women love ordering me to strip,” I said.

I quickly took off my clothes. My cock bobbed obscenely in front of me. The two girls eyed it up appreciatively.

“He gets hard so fast,” Amalia said. “It always surprises me.”

“And his loads are so huge,” Bluebell replied. “He’s fitting to drown me with cum sometimes.”

“Hey, I’m right here,” I laughed.

“Fine,” Amalia said. “We’ll put on a show for you, Ricky.”

Amalia gently pushed Bluebell onto the bed. I stood at the edge, watching as Amalia licked and kissed Bluebell’s luscious tits, tonguing her red nipples until they were hard and jutting.

The two girls stared intensely into my eyes as they played with each other. My dick was throbbing with lust. Bluebell was right. Guys loved to watch two hot chicks having sex. Especially when those chicks were hungry for cock as well.

Bluebell moaned as Amalia got between her thighs and began eating out her cunt. Amalia’s oral skills were just as good on a woman as they were for my dick. She quickly had Bluebell squirming with pleasure.

It was too much to just watch. I got on the bed and turned Bluebell’s head towards me.

“Open up,” I told her.

Bluebell gobbled my cock into her mouth, sucking hard on my head. Her moans of pleasure mixed with the wet sounds of her sucking as I played with her big titties, pinching her nipples the way she liked them played with.

Amalia was working Bluebell over, driving her crazy. The redhead finally had to turn away from my cock as she crashed into her orgasm, breathlessly thrashing as Amalia ate her out.

“Oh my god, oh my fuck!” Bluebell moaned.

When Bluebell had finished cumming, I patted her face and slapped my cock against her lips.

“Your turn, Amalia,” I said.

Amalia switched places with Bluebell.

“Oh, wow!” Amalia laughed as Bluebell began licking her pussy. “This girl knows what she is doing!”

“Shut your mouth, slut,” I said.

“Why don’t you shut it for me?” she teased.

I obliged by ramming my cock down the Latina’s throat, going all the way to the hilt, loving the throat bulge as my cock choked her.

“Damn,” Bluebell murmured, watching as I slapped Amalia’s face while violently throat fucking her.

“She loves it rough, don’t you, slut?”

Amalia gurgled her agreement, tears rolling down her cheek as she gagged on my cock. I alternated between face slapping and twisting her nipples as I fucked her beautiful face. Between me and Bluebell, Amalia was soon having full-body spasms as her orgasm rolled through her petite body.

“You got more orgasms inside you, don’t you, Amalia? You’re not done yet, are you, slut?”

Amalia shook her head, grinning wickedly up at me.

“Lay back down,” I told Bluebell.

Bluebell lay down on the bed, her face slick and shiny from Amalia’s pussy. I took my place between her thighs, hooking her legs over my shoulders.

“Ride her face while I fuck her,” I told Amalia.

Amalia climbed onto Bluebell’s face just as I thrust into the redhead’s wet pussy.

“Oh, fuck!” Bluebell cried out. “I missed that big cock!”

Amalia settled her pussy on Bluebell’s face as I started thrusting in and out of Bluebell in long, deep strokes. I leaned forward and kissed Amalia, staring into her dark eyes as I fucked Bluebell.

We quickly found our rhythm. Bluebell moaned as I pounded her pussy, while Amalia moaned as Bluebell ate her cunt. My grunts increased as I went faster and faster, loving the wet smack of my hips slamming into Bluebell’s groin, the wet squelching of my cock as it pistoned in and out of Bluebell’s tight fuckhole.

“I’m going to bust,” I told them. “Get on your knees.”

I pulled out of Bluebell’s pussy and the two girls scrambled onto their knees in front of me. They looked up with their mouths wide open, like two baby birds waiting to be fed.

Seeing them like that jolted me over the edge. Aiming my cock down, I shot my cum across their lovely faces, painting them with my hot seed. They closed their eyes and smiled as rope after rope of cum splashed over their foreheads and cheeks, dripping down into their eager mouths.

“Kiss,” I grunted. “Share that load.”

The two girls happily complied, kissing and swapping my cum as I stroked both their heads. I swiped my finger down their faces, pushing my cum into their mouths, making sure they swallowed every sticky glob.

Drained and satisfied, I lay down on the bed. The two girls joined me, the three of us laying in a tangled heap of sweaty bodies, Amalia and Bluebell nuzzling their sticky faces against my chest.

“That was so fucking good,” Bluebell laughed. “Holy shit!”

“Your pussy is so fresh, girl,” Amalia complimented Bluebell.

“Your’s too!” Bluebell laughed.

We lay panting and cuddling for a long time, just catching our breaths. It felt amazing to be holding these two women in my arms. I only wished my sweet girl could have been here, too.

“Where is Nevaeh?” I asked.

“Getting her license with Mama,” Bluebell replied. “Today was the only day she could schedule an appointment with DMV.”

“She learned to drive stick?” Amalia asked.

“Yeah, but she’s testing with Mama’s minivan, which is automatic. Easier for her.”

“I hope she passes,” I said. “She worked so hard to learn.”

“You’re an excellent teacher,” Bluebell said.

Bluebell kissed my cheek and ran her fingers through my wet hair. She gently touched the place where I had gotten stitches.

“Does it hurt?” she asked.

“Not anymore. I’m all healed up. I just wish I knew who did it. I owe that fucker.”

“Maybe it was just a random thing, after all?” Amalia asked.

“No, couldn’t be,” I replied. “Everything was too planned out. Especially the bag.”

“That was such a horrible thing,” Bluebell said. “Who uses those kinds of dirty tricks?”

I shrugged. “No clue. I mentioned it to Sanklai. He said that back in his old country, the military used to capture terrorists using the bag trick. It was a special forces and counter-terrorism technique. Maybe the guy who attacked me was military, but it—“

I stopped talking, surprised by Bluebell suddenly going stiff in my arms. I looked down at her. Her eyes were wide and staring.

“What?” I asked. “What’s wrong, Bluebell?”

She swallowed hard and shook her head. Bluebell sat up, her arms clasped under her heavy breasts. Her eyes darted as she nervously licked her lips.

“Bluebell?” I asked.

“I think… I think I know who attacked you,” she whispered.


Chapter 17

“I’ve got to hear this.”




“You’ve got a black eye,” Auntie Lilly said.

“Yeah. Turns out Bluebell’s old boyfriend has a good overhand right.”

“Tell me everything.”

I took Auntie Lilly’s elbow and led her outside the apartment. We sat down in the outdoor chairs, surrounded by the potted plants that formed Buddy’s garden. It was 10 AM and the air was still cool on the roof of the building.

“So, what happened last night?” Auntie Lilly asked.

“It’s been a crazy few days,” I said. “I should start from the beginning.”

“Okay.”

I took a deep breath and ran a hand through my hair. Auntie Lilly saw my scraped-up knuckles and the welts on my forearms but said nothing.

“First, though, I want you to know that I asked Bluebell not to tell you about all this until I’d taken care of things,” I told her. “I didn’t want to worry you or Nevaeh if it turned out this was a dead end. Bluebell was just doing what I asked, so please don’t be upset with her.”

“I’m not upset at all, just desperate to know what’s going on.”

I took a moment to collect my thoughts. Auntie Lilly waited patiently, the breeze rustling her red hair.

“So, Bluebell said she suspected it was her ex-boyfriend Cal that attacked me,” I said. “It was me mentioning military guys using the bag trick that tipped her off. Bluebell said that Cal was kicked out of the military with a bad conduct discharge. You knew that, right?”

Auntie Lilly nodded. “Stealing a car is stupid. Being in the military and stealing a car is even more stupid. Being in the military and stealing the car of your commanding officer is beyond stupidity.”

“Exactly. Apparently, our good ol’ boy Cal was in some kind of anti-terrorist squad before he got court-martialed. The bag thing was one technique he would have been very familiar with.”

“That seems a little thin as far as evidence goes,” Auntie Lilly said skeptically.

“You’re right. I thought the same. So I had Bluebell do a little digging to see if she could find out anything more. Well, we got our answer pretty quick. Bluebell got a hold of a mutual friend who hangs out with Cal. Seems Cal has been openly bragging about beating up an MMA fighter. Talking about how tough he is and making out like he’s a badass super soldier.”

“Lordy.”

“Bluebell confirmed it with another person she knew. No doubt. It was definitely Cal that jumped me.”

“Why, though?”

I shrugged. “He didn’t want to break up with your daughter. Guess he blamed me for taking her from him. I never even met the guy, but he decided to hurt me. Burning your van was his way of hurting Bluebell and the Debs.”

“Son of a bitch. What a pathetic specimen!”

“He planned it out pretty good,” I said grudgingly. “I gotta give him props for that.”

Auntie Lilly took my hand. “I’m so sorry you got mixed up in this, Derrick. Bluebell didn’t mean for you to get in the middle of her and her shitty boyfriend.”

“I know. These kinds of things happen. Besides, it was worth it. Working for y’all was worth it.”

Auntie Lilly beamed at me. I could see so much of Bluebell in her. From the red hair to the green eyes and the gap between her front teeth. Even her body was the same, just a little thicker around the waist and, of course, her boobs were even bigger than Bluebell’s. Thoughts of taking this gorgeous milf to bed filled my head. Maybe after I had finished filling her in, I could take some time to fill her up.

“I know that look,” Lilly chuckled. “You never stop, do you?”

“Never. Especially for you.”

“We’ve got all morning to play,” she laughed. “First, tell me the rest of the story.”

“Okay. So, the most difficult thing was finding a packet of meth.”

“Meth!? What the hell, Derrick?”

“It was just part of the plan I came up with.”

“Oh, I’ve got to hear this,” Lilly declared.

I grinned at her enthusiasm. I was enjoying telling her the story of how I dealt with Cal.

“Anyway, I found out what shift Cal was working at the mall,” I said. “With his bad conduct discharge, being a security guard at a half-empty mall was the best job that bitch could find. Turns out he just started working the overnight shift, getting off at 7 in the morning. Being the polite man that I am, I decided to visit him after work. I knew his car from pictures Bluebell gave me. I picked a day and then made my move.”

“What did you do?” Lilly asked.

“Same as he did to me. I jumped him. Normally, I’d give a man a fair chance. Not with this guy. Not after what he did to me.”

“Did you… did you hurt him?”

I nodded. “Knocked him out. Kicked him a few times. Then made sure to break both his arms. He’ll have to ask his mommy to wipe his ass for the next few months.”

“My god,” Lilly whispered. “But he’ll go to the police, won’t he? He’ll get you in trouble!”

“I don’t think so. I was wearing a mask and hoodie, so he never got a good look at me. I also made sure to disguise my training and look sloppy while I was beating him, just in case there was a security camera recording. That’s how I got the black eye. Irritates the shit out of me that I had to swing so wild.”

“But what about the meth?” Lilly asked. “Why did you need that?”

I grinned at her. “Because I wanted it to look like a random mugging by a druggie. After I broke his arms, I took Cal’s wallet and ‘accidentally’ dropped a packet of meth near him. To the cops, it would have looked like just another assault by a meth head looking for a fix.”

Auntie Lilly stared at me, her chest rising and falling as she breathed heavily. I enjoyed the view of her cleavage heaving with each breath.

“My god, Derrick. I don’t know whether to be proud of you or deathly afraid of what you did. That’s some psycho-level plotting on your end!”

“Just setting things right,” I said. “Fucker deserved every bit of it.”

“Yes. I suppose he did.”

I squeezed her hand. “Anyway, that’s my story. Let’s talk about something nicer. How have you and the girls been?”

“Busy with all this new attention for ‘Honeypot’. Just yesterday, the local TV channel asked us to do a video interview for their morning show. I told the reporter I’d been watching her for the last 20 years. Can you imagine? My, my. It’s been a wild ride.”

“I bet it has.”

“Nevaeh misses you something awful,” Lilly said quietly. “That girl is just pining away.”

“I miss her, too.”

“I know you do. You two got so close, so quickly.”

“I never met anyone like her before,” I said.

“She is unique. Sometimes I think she fell from heaven. She’s such an angel.”

“I’m seeing her tomorrow.”

“It’s all she can talk about. She just glows when she mentions your name. She really cares for you, Derrick.”

“I know.”

“She’s such a treasure,” Lilly sighed. “Whoever marries that girl will be a very lucky man. He’ll be blessed for life with her by his side.”

She stared at me, her eyes conveying her meaning. I knew what Auntie Lilly was saying was true. I’d been having similar thoughts for a while now. I wasn’t ready to wade into those deep waters, though. Thinking of Nevaeh that way scared me a bit.

We sat in silence for a while, just gazing at each other in the early morning sunshine. It felt good to be with Lilly again. Her presence always energized me.

I had a lot to think about, but it could wait for a bit. Right now, all I could focus on was the beautiful milf sitting across from me.

“Mrs. Conner?” I asked.

“Yes, sweetie?”

“Seeing as you came all the way out here, would you enjoy going back inside and getting fucked by me?”

She giggled, her rich laughter filling my ears.

“I’d enjoy that very much, young man.”

I stood and took Lilly’s hand and helped her stand up. Slipping an arm around her waist, I led her back into the apartment.


Chapter 18

“Always.”




Nevaeh clung to me tightly, her head buried in my chest. I breathed in the warm scent of her hair as I rested my cheek against her head.

“I missed you so much,” Nevaeh murmured.

“I know.”

The two of us were standing outside Nevaeh’s childhood home. It was 10 in the morning and the sunlight was slanting through the cottonwood trees.

“Auntie Lilly told me and Bluebell what happened,” Nevaeh said. “I can’t believe you did that to Cal.”

“Do you think I went too far?”

“No! He deserved a thrashing! I was just so surprised that you were capable of such a thing. Planning it out and then hurting him. You’re not scary like that when you’re around me.”

I tilted Nevaeh’s face up to mine.

“I only act that way when I have to,” I assured her. “It’s not something I wanted to do. I didn’t enjoy it. Well, not too much, at least.”

Nevaeh responded to my grin with a hesitant smile. My heart ached to see her smiling up at me. I realized how much I had missed being with her, of holding her in my arms.

“You don’t ever have to be scared of me,” I told her.

“I’m never scared when you’re around.”

We kissed deeply, savoring our time together as our tongues danced and swirled.

“Come on,” I said, kissing her forehead. “Let’s get the cleaning done. I got some surprises for you today.”

Nevaeh clapped her hands with delight. “Yay! I love surprises!”

As Nevaeh opened the house for us, I brought in a mop in a bucket and a duffel bag.

“We’re giving this place its final scrub down before summer ends,” I told her.

I took a wireless speaker from the duffel and got out my phone. The music of Dirt Road Debutantes filled the house as Nevaeh and I set to work cleaning it. Our laughter mingled with the music and the swish of the broom, the sloshing of the mop, and the squeaking of washcloths as we wiped down every surface we could.

When “Backseat Ballbuster” came on, we danced like go-go dancers, bumping our butts together as we pranced up and down the hallway.

When “Buckstomp” played, we linked arms and improvised a jig, laughing hysterically as we tried not to trip over each other’s feet.

And when the slowed-down, live version of “Honeypot” started up, I wrapped Nevaeh in my arms and the two of us slowly danced through the empty living room.

We cleaned the dust out of that house and filled it with raucous joy. By the time we had finished, Nevaeh and I were sweaty, grimy, and slightly delirious.

“Last one to the creek is a rotten egg!” Nevaeh yelled, sprinting off the back deck.

I trotted behind her, laughing as she kept turning her head back to see if I was gaining on her. At the last moment, I picked her up and twirled her around in a giant circle, going around and around until she begged me to stop.

Dizzy and giggling, we stripped our clothes off and waded into the creek. The water was slow-moving and cooler than the pond. We splashed each other playfully before holding hands as we kneeled in the clear stream.

I smoothed down Nevaeh’s wet hair and kissed her full lips.

“Have I ever told you that you are the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen?” I asked her.

“Many times. And I never get tired of hearing it.”

“Sing for me.”

Nevaeh sang an old-timey hymn as I held her in my arms. Listening to her angelic voice as we stood in the creek made me feel like we were the only two people in the whole world.

“Why are you laughing?” Nevaeh asked me.

“I just realized something,” I replied. “Something important.”

“What?”

“I’ll tell you later. Stay here. I’ll be right back.”

I kissed Nevaeh and then waded out of the creek. Still naked, I jogged back to my truck and took out the basket I’d packed that morning. My arms full, I made my way back to the creek.

“Just stay there a bit longer,” I told Nevaeh.

I laid out some beach towels on the ground beneath the willow tree. It was our favorite spot on the property. I set out the bag of food and chilled drinks in the shade. Satisfied, I went back into the creek.

“That looks so nice,” Nevaeh said. “I love when we have a picnic out here.”

Nevaeh squealed as I picked her up in my arms and carried her out of the creek and gently laid her down on the beach towel. Taking another towel and getting behind her, I began to dry her hair.

Nevaeh sighed and relaxed back into me, closing her eyes and humming softly as I wiped her down. With a cheeky grin, she reached back and felt my cock.

“Getting hard already,” she laughed. “I love how you’re always ready.”

“It’s easy when you’re with me.”

Nevaeh turned around and lay on her belly. I sighed as she took my cock into her mouth and began working it skillfully with her tongue. It was my turn to close my eyes and enjoy the pleasures being given. It made me smile to remember how eager but clumsy Nevaeh had been the first time she sucked my cock. Now, she was an expert.

“That feels amazing, Nevaeh. God, you’ve gotten so good at that.”

“I love it,” she said, smiling up at me. “I missed having you in my mouth. I missed the taste of your seed.”

As she bobbed up and down on my tool, I ran my fingers through her damp hair. Nevaeh locked her eyes on me, giving me the eye contact I loved when she sucked me. She slowed, then paused as I looked down at her.

“What’s going on?” she asked. “You look like you’ve got something on your mind, Derrick.”

I swallowed hard and took a deep breath. I’d made my decision, but I was still anxious about going through with it. Nevaeh could see me struggling with something. She got to her knees and placed a hand on my cheek.

“Derrick, what’s wrong?”

I shook my head. “Nothing is wrong. Nothing at all. I’m just… really happy right now.”

“So am I. We’re both happy. Right?”

“Yeah,” I said. “But there’s something that can make me even happier.”

“What?”

“Let me fuck you.”

Nevaeh looked confused. “Of course, you can fuck me. My ass is yours whenever you want. You know that.”

“No, Nevaeh. I want to fuck you properly. Like we’ve never done before.”

For a moment, Nevaeh’s face grew sad. She took a breath and gave me a brave smile.

“You can fuck me,” she whispered. “I made the offer before, and you declined. But my mind hasn’t changed. I’m willing to give you my virginity, Derrick.”

“Even if it breaks your promise to your father?”

“Yes. Even if it breaks my promise. I gave him my word that I would give my virginity only to my husband. But if it’s so important to you, I will do what you want. I hope… I hope Father would understand why I didn’t wait for my husband.”

Nevaeh’s head was lowered, her eyes on the ground. I took her chin and tilted her face up to mine.

“What about your future husband?” I asked.

“Future husband?”

“It’s not breaking your promise if you give your virginity to your husband just a little early, right?”

Nevaeh frowned, confused at what I was asking. Slowly, the realization rose inside her. Her eyes widened and her fingers dug into my forearm. She looked full of hope and scared out of her mind, all at the same time.

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying?” Nevaeh whispered.

I smiled. “Yes. I’ve never met anyone like you, Nevaeh. Being apart from you is something I can’t imagine. I love you.”

Nevaeh’s breath hitched. Tears welled in her beautiful blue eyes.

“I love you, too, Derrick. From the first time I saw you, I loved you.”

I kissed her forehead. “So… do you want this?”

She nodded. “More than anything in my life.”

As she stared into my eyes, I gently lay Nevaeh down and lowered myself on top of her.

“Don’t cry,” I said as I wiped the tears from her cheek.

“Tears of joy,” she said. “I’m so happy, Derrick.”

“Me, too.”

Our lips pressed together and our breaths mingling as one, I settled my cockhead against Nevaeh’s entry.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Always,” she replied.

I slid into my future wife, holding her as she took me all the way in. Beneath the willow tree by the creek, our bodies dappled in summer sunlight, I made love to my sweet girl.


Epilogue

One Year Later




“Samantha is perfect,” Nevaeh said. “She just looks like a Samantha to me. What do you think?”

My wife was staring at the pictures the hospital had given us from her 12-week pregnancy dating scan.

“Samantha is a beautiful name,” I said. “And it works out perfectly since I like the name Samson if he’s a boy. Either way, our kid will be a Sam.”

Nevaeh sighed and traced her finger along the picture.

“Hi, Sam,” she whispered. “We will see you in February, darling.”

It was a warm afternoon in late summer. We were driving out of the city, my new SUV carrying the both of us in comfort down the highway. We were headed to Auntie Lilly’s house to show her and Bluebell the ultrasound pictures.

At least, that’s what Nevaeh thought.

I tapped my phone and turned up the radio dial. Music from Dirt Road Debutantes’ second album filled the SUV. Nevaeh sang along with each song, knowing how much I loved to hear her voice.

“I need to pee again,” Nevaeh said. “They had me drink so much water before the scan!”

“I can pull over at the gas station.”

“The one we met Auntie Lilly and Bluebell at on that awful night? I’ve avoided that place since then. Too many bad memories. Plus, their gas is always so much more than our regular gas station. Anyway, it’s not urgent. I’ll wait to use Auntie Lilly’s bathroom.”

I nodded and said nothing, keeping a straight face. Inside, I was getting more excited by the moment.

A few minutes later, we were approaching the turnoff to Auntie Lilly’s place. Hiding a grin, I drove on past it.

“Derrick? What are you doing?”

“Damn, my mind must have been wandering,” I lied. “I’ll just pull into your old road.”

I turned down the dirt road that led to Nevaeh’s childhood home. Instead of backing up onto the road and reversing course, I went down the road towards the house.

“Derrick?”

I gave my wife a wink and a smile. By now, she knew that something was up.

“You planning on a picnic?” she teased. “It’s been a while since we had one.”

“Not a picnic. Something even better.”

We rounded a corner and pulled into the driveway of the house.

“What in the world?” Nevaeh said.

Cars surrounded the house. Balloons were tied to the front door and strings of lights were strung through the cottonwood trees. Standing outside was a small crowd of people. A BBQ was fired up in the yard, the smell of savory meats filling the air.

As we pulled into the driveway, the crowd saw us approaching. They started cheering and clapping their hands.

“Did they all come to see my ultrasound pictures?” Nevaeh asked in wonder.

“Something like that,” I laughed. “Come on. Let’s not keep our guests waiting.”

“But… but what are they doing here? Why aren’t we at Auntie Lilly’s place, Derrick?”

“Only one way to find out.”

I kissed her cheek. With a mischievous grin, I got out of the truck and came around to open the door for her. Arm in arm, we approached the waiting crowd.

“About time you two got here!” Auntie Lilly called out as she came to us.

“We’ve been setting things up all afternoon!” Bluebell said.

The two women wrapped Nevaeh and me in a warm group hug. The four of us held each other tightly, enjoying the closeness we shared. Nevaeh had moved into my apartment after we got married, but I still made time to see the rest of the Debs. We’d often visit each other’s places and enjoy each other’s company.

Nothing had changed about our relationships except that we’d become even more devoted to each other. I still enjoyed fucking Lilly and Bluebell whenever I could. On weekends when they were not performing, Nevaeh and Bluebell often arranged get-togethers when I could service both of them together, just like we did before I married my sweet girl.

“What’s going on, Auntie Lilly?” Nevaeh asked. “Why are y’all here?”

Lilly cocked an eyebrow at me. “You haven’t told her?”

“Not yet,” I replied. “I wanted to have all of our family and friends here first.”

One of our dearest friends emerged from the crowd.

“Congratulations, you two!” Amalia said, leaning in to kiss Nevaeh’s cheek and then mine. “I’m so happy you guys made all this happen. Like I told you, you deserve to live your dream.”

Amalia had told us that just two nights ago after joining me and Nevaeh in bed for a late-night fuck session. It had become a regular thing for us as Amalia and my wife had become close friends. Living over Buddy’s Club meant they spent a lot of time together. Nevaeh enjoyed the embarrassing stories Amalia would tell about my life before I met the Debs. Having two women giggling over my past was a humbling experience.

“Congrats, son.”

Buddy offered his hand and we shook. The old man’s grip was still firm. Since moving out to his new condo, Buddy had been visiting the bar less and less, confident that Amalia and I were taking good care of his establishment.

Next to greet us were Amalia’s brother Pablo and my BJJ trainer, Victor. Sanklai, the Muay Thai Master, was also there along with several other trainers. Our test fight night had been a good learning experience, aside from some minor screw-ups. Our first actual fight night was a rousing success. More were scheduled with even better fighters coming to our fight cards. Matchmaking and fight promoting was how I spent most of my time when I wasn’t tending bar at Buddy’s. It surprised me to find I had a natural talent for the fight game. Amalia’s keen insights had helped tremendously.

“Hi. Congratulations. Thrilled for you.”

Harold shook my hand and shyly hugged Nevaeh. He’d come a long way since we knew him as Greasy. For the last two months, Harold had been in charge of the bar’s logistics and maintenance. He kept everything in back running smoothly so that the party out front could keep rolling. He also did the same for our fight nights. Lots of fighters had mentioned how diligent and helpful Harold was. Harold took pride in his work at Buddy’s club.

“Non-alcoholic beverages for our favorite people!”

Hanna and Marcy brought us two tall glasses topped with lemon slices and cherries. They were wearing their new uniforms from Buddy’s, matching mini-skirts and tank tops that showed off their luscious curves. As Bluebell had predicted, the two had double-teamed me several times since coming to work at Buddy’s. I’d never had sex with them individually, only as a pair. It was a strange dynamic between those two. I didn’t ask questions about it, just enjoyed the benefits of their eccentric relationship.

I cleared my throat and tapped my glass.

“Thanks for coming, everyone!” I said. “Today is a special day. Not only did we get our pregnancy scan done, but I closed on a deal that I’ve been working on in secret for several months now. It took some digging to find the owners of this house. It took even more effort to negotiate a deal with them.”

I turned to my wife and took hold of her hand.

“Nevaeh, I bought this place for us. This is your home, again.”

For a moment, Nevaeh’s face went blank with shock. Then tears welled in her eyes as she was overwhelmed with emotion. Sobbing, she fell into my arms as the crowd cheered for us.

“Oh my lord,” Nevaeh gasped. “I can’t believe it.”

“Believe it,” I said. “I made it happen for us. We’re gonna raise our Sam right here where you grew up. I can’t think of a better place in the world than right here.”

“I also bought old man Jenkins’ property,” Auntie Lilly said. “It took a while because of his death, but his grandson was the sweetest young man. Counting Derrick and Nevaeh’s property, we have this entire area to ourselves. 50 acres with a creek and a pond. It will be the home base of Dirt Road Debutantes!”

The crowd shouted their approval and congratulations. Nevaeh hugged me tighter, her eyes still streaming.

Holding my wife and looking out over this loving crowd, I felt like I’d finally left my past as an MMA fighter behind and embraced my true identity. With Nevaeh and our child, plus Lilly, Bluebell, Amalia, and the Conner sisters, I knew our little tribe was now complete. Most importantly, I realized that what we shared was something more than just a sexual bond.

These women were not just my harem.

They were my family.

I raised my glass. “To family!”

“To family!” they responded.

There beneath the cottonwood trees, amidst dappled sunlight and warm breezes, my wife in my arms and my lovers and friends surrounding us, I knew I had finally made the life I had always wanted.

I’d rolled with the flow and come out a winner.

What more could a man ask for?
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