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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


I’m back from my short vacation, which was the first time I’ve left the house for more than a few hours since March. A little camping and never hurt anyone, but it felt weird not writing for two days in a row. I’d put something on paper every day since the beginning of June until then. That’s over a hundred days straight. 

But now I’m rested and ready to keep pounding this series out. Part three is already underway as I type this, and I really want to get it out this week as well. With part one having come out on the tenth, this should be yet another series started and finished within the space of thirty days. 

I might take a few more days off after wrapping this series up to do the usual fall yard work. It could also be because I have no idea what the next project is even going to be. But until then, I’m committed to getting this series finished on time.


HAREM BEAT 2

The worst part about moving yourself into an RV, is that you’re driving a house crammed on a bus chassis. Thirty-five feet of rolling steel and furniture isn’t the most maneuverable thing, and it should scare everyone that most of these are driven by old men, who could stroke out at any moment on the interstate. In fact, the husband of the woman I’d bought it from for a steal had done exactly that, at their home.

But do you know what does make driving one hundreds of miles a day a lot more tolerable?

Road head.

With my seat pushed back and cruise control taking over, it was hard to keep Mila from walking up the front to say ‘good morning’ in her own special way.

I was enjoying the way her tongue danced as smoothly as the rest of her, somewhere along our detour outside of Peoria on I-74. That’s when I saw the cloud of dust maybe a few hundred feet ahead.

“Holy shit!” Grabbing the wheel with one hand and bracing Mila with the other, I smashed the brakes and prayed that I’d get hulking beast stopped in time.

A Suburban with hardly any damage kept going, but a little Toyota had gotten the worst of it. Scribbling the license plate number of the SUV on the window with a dry-erase marker, I pulled off to the side.

Mila scrambled up to her feet and braced herself against the dash. “What happened?”

“A wreck.” Lifting the parking brake, I looked at the tiny, white car sticking out of the ditch. As the first vehicle on the scene, it was on us to stop.

Mila started for the door, but I grabbed her shoulder. “We don’t know how bad it is. I’ll check it out while you call 911.”

The dust was still floating around as I got closer. Nobody was moving, as far as I could tell. But with the windows tinted that dark, I wouldn’t be able to see a damn thing.

Rounding the back end, I could already tell the car was totaled. Crumpled from front bumper to the back doors, I was fearing the worst.

Each handle I tried didn’t budge. But someone had to be inside.

Pulling the little flip knife out of my pocket, I aimed the glass-breaker at the rear driver’s side window and shattered the whole thing. “Hey, everyone alright?”

A cough from the driver’s seat made me bump my head against the ceiling. A woman’s voice asked, “What happened?”

“It’s alright, but there was an accident. Are you hurt?”

She sputtered again and waited a few seconds. “I don’t think I am.”

“Great.” I pulled myself out and gave Mila a thumbs-up. Ducking back in, I laid out the situation. “Cops are on the way. Do you think you can get back to this window for me? Your doors all kinds of fucked.”

I was breathing easier, knowing I wasn’t babysitting a dead body or critical injury. Whoever she was, at least the girl was able to get herself out of the front.

Waiting until she got close, I stuck a hand through the window. But she only handed me a backpack. “First my boyfriend kicks me out of our apartment, and now this… Fucking great, huh?”

Grabbing one of the straps, I slung it around my back. “Sorry to hear it. Where were you headed?”

“Some festival. ‘Illinois Dreamery,’ I think they’re calling it this year.”

“Would you believe I’m headed to the same thing?” I rolled my eyes before looking back at the camper. A few cars rolled past, just slow enough to rubberneck.

“So then you’re cool with hiding that for me? I don’t want the state police digging through my things.” She crawled out of the window. Rattled and still confused, but not a bad looking brunette all the same.

I weighed my options. I wasn’t that big on the ‘party drug’ scene anymore, but I also wasn’t a fucking narc. “Well, you’re cooling off in my RV until the cops show up, so I guess it’s coming too.”

She adjusted the pair of dark sunglasses that had miraculously stayed on her head. “Name’s Zoey. And thanks.”

Mila was already standing in front of the steps from the door. “They’ll have a car here in a few minutes.”

I handed the bag to her. “Good. Hide this. She’s headed where we’re going.”

The way Mila grinned should have warned me. But I wasn’t sure what all the light and my music did, exactly.


After the cops left and her car got towed away on a flatbed, I wasn’t ready to hit the road again, just yet. Zoey was a good three hours’ drive from home. Or what she used to call that.

I paced around the cramped living area. “So your boyfriend gave you the boot, and you packed your car up for some wild party out in the woods, on a lark. How many times have I heard that one before?”

Mila brought her a can of soda out the fridge and kinda turned my way. “There’s no reason she can’t camp with us. We didn’t even know we headed there until a few days ago.”

One of the DJ’s had backed out, and through the grapevine, I heard about another opportunity to get my name out there. Dreamery just happened to be not far out of our way, and there was extra time to kill.

But that didn’t mean I had to like it. “Do you have any way back home? Like, a rental car policy on your insurance or someone who can pick you up?”

Zoey cradled her drink in both hands between her thighs. “Not really. I mean, my parents live in Oregon, and everything I own, I had in my trunk.” Which was already piled inside the RV.

Lovely… I wasn’t keen on having another person tagging along. The royalties from what tracks I’d put out weren’t drawing that much money, and my what I had left in my savings barely covered the gas for this barge.

Mila sat in the chair next to Zoey. “I can help cover her. If she doesn’t have any place to go, or any way to get there, she’s just lucky we pulled up.”

I wanted to stroke out like old man Harris did, before his wife sold his pride and joy to me. “Well, if we do bring you along, I can’t go out of my way to taxi you anywhere. This thing gets like five miles to the gallon on the interstate.”

Like I’d already agreed to it, Mila perked up. “So that’s decided! You’re coming with us.” Before I could get a word in edgewise, Mila was already pulling Zoey by the arm. “You already know where the bathroom is, and I think these seats fold out into a bed.”

The fucking could sleep eight, between the queen-sized bed in the back, the same fold-out seats and another set across from it, as well as the bunk over the windshield. But that didn’t mean I had to like it.

As little as Zoey had packed, I knew that she was the kind to bum off everyone. And I didn’t want to adopt her, if that was the case.


I didn’t care much for spending the night in a state park, but there was no getting into Dreamery until noon the next morning. Plus, I had water tanks to fill, and plenty of groceries and supplies to stock up on. But I also had make one thing clear with Mila.

Poking at some of the firewood I’d bought at a gas station, I let her settle down into one of the fold-out chairs. Sure that Zoey was inside, I cracked my first beer of the night.

“I don’t know how you drink that.” She eyed my can of Keystone and held up her glass of white wine. “It doesn’t even taste good.”

“But it’s five-point-nine. It gets the job done, without costing much.”

She leaned back and took a sip. The bottom of her glass hit the little table off one of the arms. “If you say so.”

Not that I needed any liquid courage to say what I’d been thinking. “So about her...”

“I knew something was bugging you. What’s the harm in letting Zoey tag along?”

“For one, we don’t even fucking know her. I don’t mind helping people, but this is too much.”

Mila crossed her legs in those shorts that almost qualified as a thong. “Why? She doesn’t have anywhere to go, and she needs to head the same way we’re going.”

I didn’t want to be an asshole, but I’d dealt with Zoey’s kind before. “Maybe this isn’t the nicest way to put it, but we’ve taken in a sparkle-pony.”

One more sip passed through her mouth. “Tell me what that even means, oh wise hippie.”

“She had a tent, a sleeping bag, and a backpack full of weed and ecstasy. But you know what she didn’t have? A single drop of water or so much as a pack of ramen noodles”

“And you didn’t dump hundreds of gallons of water out of your tank at the first campground?”

I wanted to sigh. “That’s not the point. If you can’t take care of yourself, and nobody else is feeling generous, you’re setting up for a bad time.”

Mila leaned forward. “She’s going through some stuff. Cut the girl a little slack.”

“You say that, but people like her realize you’ll give an inch, and they’ll run with that line for miles.” The fire started dying down, and I wasn’t willing to keep talking if Mila wanted to stand up for her pet project. “Zoey can tag along until she starts being a problem. Do we have a deal?”

Half of Mila’s glass disappeared down her throat in one gulp. “Fine. Just don’t be an asshole about having her around.”

The plaque hanging opposite the door in my RV did read ‘Drop your fucking drama outside,’ after all. “I’ll come to you if she gets out of hand. Consider her your adopted puppy.”


The next morning wasn’t anything special. Or at least, not at first. I was fixing the usual scrambled eggs and bacon, with plenty of dill and black pepper.

Mila hadn’t even rolled over when I got up, but Zoey tossed in the bunk just behind the windshield.

Maybe I was being a dick, but I turned the eye under that bacon higher than usual. If she was crashing in my digs, her ass couldn’t complain about the grease popping and the layer of smoke hovering at her level.

It finally came to a head as I let the pig belly crisp harder than usual. “Do you fucking mind?”

Fighting the urge to grin, I looked at the bloodshot eyes staring back at me. “If you’re hungry, it’s time to wake up.” It’s not like it was still dark enough that I had to turn any lights on.

Zoey shambled her way out of the sleeping bag and stepped down the ladder. At least she had a nice ass, barely covered with black silk. “Do you always wake up this early?”

I didn’t even look her way after she had both feet on the floor. “The campground wants us out by ten. I wouldn’t wake up before noon, if it was up to me.”

“That’s fair.” Zoey strolled her way behind me. “But why do I get the feeling that you don’t want me here?”

Nobody could say I did, but I wasn’t that much of an asshole. “Let’s say I don’t, but that’d only be because you didn’t even pack food or water for a three or four day trip.”

“Have you considered that I’d stop at a grocery store before rolling in?”

My cheeks blushed on their own. “You’ve got a point. Sorry if I came across as a hard-ass, but new people at these sorts of things tend to bum.” Which veterans called ‘sparkle-ponies.’

“I didn’t even get two-hundred miles away from Indy. Maybe you’ve got a point. Or maybe you’re just being a prick.”

A chin rested on my shoulder as I tonged the bacon around. What the fuck?

Zoey almost sang in my ear. “So let’s start over, from the beginning. What can I do around here to help you out?”

I wanted to tell her, ‘pay your own way.’ But if Zoey’s story was true, there’s no way she could have. Swallowing my pride and stirring the eggs, I asked, “You know how to hook an RV’s septic line to a dump tank? Not many campgrounds have one at this price, and I’m taking advantage.”

She backed away. “Really? I sleep in an open bed for one night, and you want me to help unload sewage?”

“If you’re staying here for more than a couple of nights, it’s not like any of it won’t be yours.” I started moving bacon on top of a paper towel. “Eat up!”


We rolled into Dreamery a few minutes before the gate closed. I hated that, because I always tried to have the basics taken care of before dark. You know… Getting the generator running, finalizing the parking situation for my behemoth with the neighboring camps, and stretching a little with a walk around.

But no, we had to wait around Peoria for Zoey to collect her payment for that totaled car.

At least I got her to help with the fucking sewage tank. Even if it was a job I could handle by myself.

Signing our waivers that stated ‘if we overdose, it’s on us,’ I scanned the volunteer table for anyone I knew. And sure enough, there was Debutante. Ever the boy scout.

His eyes lit up as I strolled over. “You stalking me or something, Reed?”

I pointed at Mila. “Maybe she is.”

Then he caught the third wheel straggling behind us. “That other girl with you, too?”

“Seems that way.”

Mila frogged me in the arm. “She was headed here too, and we pulled up first after her accident.”

Debutante shook his head, letting the hair past his shoulders fly in every direction. “Lucky motherfucker.”

I rolled my eyes and leaned close to him. “You can have her...”

Another punch at my arm hurt more than the last. Mila leaned against my shoulder and asked, “So, what’s the deal here? Is it like the last thing, or should I expect something different?”

He looked me in the eyes. “Your first time here too?”

“Yup.”

Debutante looked at Mila again, barely keeping his eyes off her tits. “It’s new to all of us. I don’t think this shindig’s been going for more than a couple of years, anyway.”

“So how’s the scene? Do I need to keep all my shit locked up, or is this something I should bother coming back to?”

He shrugged. “Hell if I know. I just got in this morning. The day job wants me back after next week, so I figured I’d cram one more tip in.”

At least the other vehicles pulling up looked decent. It’s when you’ve got ten hippies crammed in an ancient station wagon that you have to look out.


Walking around with Mila and Zoey just before midnight, the place was still jumping for a Thursday night. We’d run into a few people I knew, albeit not very well. Still, it’s nice to have faces you can put names to around.

A sound camp at the far end of the property had their lasers going, sending bright dots dancing through the trees. I let Mila go off and do own thing, which was dancing her ass off among the crowd.

Zoey followed me to their bar like a puppy. Then the tender asked, “You both have cups?”

Freed drinks were always nice. I unhooked the carabiner holding mine to my belt and pulled off my backpack. I brought out another metal mug and handed it to Zoey. “It’s yours now.”

She looked at me like I’d just farted as I slid my cup across the plywood. “Whatever’s good.”

Zoey eased her crosswise glance a little. “Same.”

I watched Mila steal all the attention as the drinks poured behind me. Then I nudged Zoey just under the ribs. “Listen, I’m sorry if it seems like I’m being hard on you.”

The bartender cut in before she could answer. “Two everclear cosmos.”

Jesus. These people wanted everyone smashed. I turned around and grabbed the handle. “Thanks!”

But Zoey kept shooting glances at me until she had her first sip in. Her entire head shook. “This stuff’s flammable...”

“As all good drinks should be. Get about halfway through it, and the rest goes down like water.”

Zoey shivered her head a bit less, trying to keep up with my second gulp. “You’re right, but I’m still working on getting used to it.”

“Don’t go too hard on your first night. There’s still Friday and Saturday.”

The 190-proof social lubrication was already working its magic on her. “You mentioned that you run a sound camp yourself. Any plans to set it up here?”

“Maybe.” I leaned against one of the metal poles holding the shade structure up. “But this is more of a distraction for me. If anything, I’ll play some music during the day.”

She was already looking at me like a normal human. “I never really thanked you for all this. Can we kinda start things over between us?”

I pulled my backpack around on one shoulder and dug through one of the front pockets. Pulling out the pack of cigarettes I kept around for when I drink, I offered one to Zoey.

“Should I take that as a yes?” But she waved it away.”

“If you want to. I’m fine with it if you are.” I cupped one hand over the lighter. “So, you still want to tag along until we start heading away from where you’re going?”

Her entire body relaxed as she leaned against me and the same pole. “Do I have a choice? It beats hitchhiking across most of the country.”

It’s not like a little, brunette thing like her would have any trouble getting guys to pull over. “Well, you’re safer riding with us, anyway. That’s what stopped me from just leaving you in the lurch.”

Zoey handed me her cup. “Give me a minute.”

I watched her tie the front of her black t-shirt in a knot, just under her tits. The rest of the night was just tossing back a few more drinks and gawking as those two enjoyed the hell out of themselves.


I let everything go easy until Saturday morning. Debutante had offered to help me set up the minimum of my booth and do a small grilling marathon about lunch-time. With some light music going outside, he was helping me form some burger patties in the kitchenette.

Slapping one more ball of ground cow flat, I heard him ask, “So are you picking up a new straggler at every event now?”

“Don’t go thinking I want this RV crammed full of people. Zoey needed our help, and Mila’s got her own way to convince me.”

“This new girl’s an absolute dime, herself. Maybe she doesn’t have raging D-cups, but she’s not bad to look at.” He wasn’t wrong. When those two wandered toward the small lake down the hill, I wasn’t the only one staring at their lack of bikini tops.

“She had enough MDMA and weed on her to get the whole place rolling balls. Maybe she kinda gets what happens here, or maybe she was looking to sell it to pay her way to Oregon.”

Debutante laid out one of his own patties. “From what I’ve seen, she’d get away with it here. Dreamery’s not hard-assed about selling things, even if outright vendors are banned.”

“I haven’t noticed her pushing any of it. It really makes me wonder if that backstory she gave us is true.”

He shrugged and started washing his hands. “Who knows. It’s probably better not to ask.”

“I won’t be speeding through Nebraska, that’s for sure.” With thirty pucks of meat, we had plenty to draw a crowd. “It’d be my ass getting charged for possession with intent to distribute, just because I’d own the vehicle it’s in.”

“Fair enough.” Debutante pulled the cheese and veggies out of my fridge, knowing the camper as well as I did. “I’ll take all this stuff out for you.”

I waited until he was outside and pulled the curtain on the door. Everything about climbing into the front bunk and digging through Zoey’s stuff felt wrong. But I hadn’t had a chance to see how much I was risking my own ass by dragging her with us.

Unzipping the pack, I dug through a few sets of clothes before I got to what I was after. Maybe a few ounces of weed, a pipe, and a pile of brightly colored pills.

She wasn’t lying. That much would land my ass in an Omaha jail, if not a state prison.

I couldn’t get past the thumbprint lock on her phone, either. But she had enough photos in an album to tell me that she wasn’t just out for a quick buck or to rip off an ex. The girl was running from something.

But the only question left was, how in the hell did a girl like Zoey get hold of this shit?


After a lively barbecue-type atmosphere, I didn’t have my mind on whatever Zoey had gotten herself into. That is, until she showed up with Mila again.

With bare tits hanging out and water still dripping off their skin, I tried playing it off. Queuing up a few more songs, I handed them a couple of my own plates. “If you’re hungry, eat up.”

Neither of them acted like I’d tipped my hand. If anything, they wanted to stuff themselves before the real party night started.

Debutante eased up to me as I finished lining up tracks. “You sure you don’t want me to take the third wheel off your hands?”

Under any other circumstance, Zoey would have been fair game for him. “Easy, Tiger.” I pulled the headphones off my head. “You live about a hundred miles in opposite direction that she’s headed.”

He grinned like always. “Can you blame me for trying?”

Both of us watched them slap a meal together, not minding that every guy kept eyes locked on their chests.

Then Mila curled a finger at me.

I tapped Debutante on the shoulder. “Duty calls.”

Both of them were halfway through their burgers when I got there. “Maybe I’ll join the swim if you do one tomorrow.”

Mila swallowed and sat her plate down. Feeling those bare tits against my chest sent my heart racing.

“What’s this about?”

Her mouth was practically in my ear. “Do you know fucking horny I am right now?”

My hand slid down her back. “Right to the point. I like that.”

Almost tearing the ground up as I pulled her to the door, I shot Debutante a thumbs-up. “Wanna hold down the fort, buddy?”

He grinned like a possum. “Lucky bastard!”

But Mila caught Zoey’s hand at the last second.

Trying to hold back, Zoey fought to keep her plate in her other hand. “What the hell?”

I almost stopped in my tracks. “Yeah. What the fuck are you doing?”

Mila started dragging both of us. “I thought of something that’ll sort you two out.”

Has she completely lost it? But I went along. All the way until Mila sat my other laptop on the dining table.

Zoey sat beside her and tried to keep eating. “What’s this all about?”

But Mila started barking orders. “Where’s that light?”

“Stowed in the closet. Don’t tell me that you want the full sound camp running tonight.”

All that blonde hair draped over her breasts as she clicked around for something. “Trust me on this one and get it out.”

My eyes rolled, which I’m sure Mila caught. But I scooted my way out of the booth anyway. The fuck is she on about?

Digging through the cleaning supplies and cables, I grabbed Andy’s mystery light and the power box I kept it isolated on. Because I can’t go frying all the rest of my shit if it pops one of those old screw-type fuses.

I sat it on the table and reached over to plug it in. “If you want to learn how to DJ, I could just teach you. The help would be kinda nice, too.”

But Mila just grabbed the housing and turned it at Zoey. “Alright, just sit there and listen.” She clicked one last time and had my track playing. “Reed, I want you to watch how she reacts.”

Zoey’s face and breasts flashed in the pulses of light.

I wish I could like this chick enough to fuck her. Because for all I knew, Mila would be down for it.

Then I caught it.

Zoey’s eyes focused on me and her expression went downright pleasant.

She’s pretty cute after dropping the resting-bitch-face. I wanted to keep staring at her. Besides, aren’t we supposed to be acting like that first twenty-four hours never happened?

Her lips turned up at the corners. Then I caught the blush in her cheeks.

It wasn’t until the last couple of seconds that I felt my own face warming up. What was I even mad at her about?

Mila flipped the switch as the final note stuck in my head. “Now, why don’t you two kiss and make up?”

“Wait… What?” I shook my head and rubbed at my eyes. The fog in my vision I didn’t know I had started clearing. “The hell was this about?”

That’s when Zoey almost dove over the table at me. Grabbing the collar of my shirt, the girl acted like I was pure pheromones.

Scrambling my way out of the booth, I wanted to give in and let it happen, but not like this. Backing toward the door, I asked, “Seriously? What did you do?”

Mila snatched at Zoey’s bikini bottom before our ‘guest’ could stand up and chase after me. “The same thing that you did to me. Remember what I said about the song and the light?”

For all I knew, that strobe only made people drop their inhibitions, and the beat in that song was just catchy as hell. “I can believe it, after going through it myself. But do you care to explain?”

Zoey settled down and my pulse fell back to a semi-healthy rate.

Then Mila closed the laptop. “I was sunning by the lake when it dawned on me. I mean, I thought you were kinda cute, but why did I get that horny when both hit?”

“So you think it was both?”

I already knew Mila wasn’t as dumb as you’d expect a girl who looks like her to be. Pulling Zoey back down and cradling her pet, she smirked harder than I liked. “It’s obvious that you didn’t do it on purpose. I can tell by the way you’ve been acting.”

This all seemed like pure science-fiction. But even I felt what the combination does to a person. “I can’t deny what it does. Please tell me you’ve got an idea of how it works, though.”

“How would I? You’re the sound and lighting guy.”


Zoey and Mila had stayed in the camper when I trooped back out to check on Debutante, finish serving the free lunch, and start putting that minimal set of my gear away.

Closing the latches on my last tote bin, I reached for the cooler next to it. I grabbed a beer and handed it off to my buddy. “I owe you at least a few more for this. Hit me up if you need one.”

But with the music stopped, he kept pausing around the back of the camper. I knew why, too. He glanced at me and asked, “Sounds like your blonde’s already claimed the new girl.”

Trying to ignore it, I wiped my soaked, freezing hand off on my jeans. “You’d never believe how it happened.”

He cracked the beer and kept smiling. “Try me. The best stories are always hard to explain.”

There was no harm in telling him. If he thought I’d lost my mind after that, I could always play dumb and claim I’d taken something earlier. “So Mila played one of my tracks and made us watch the weird I pulled out of that dumpster. After that, Zoey was trying to rip my clothes off. And I wasn’t feeling like myself, either.”

Debutante sipped the beer and leaned against the pull-out section for the master bedroom. “From what I can hear right now, it sounds like it worked.”

I didn’t know what to ask him, so I went with both options. “How did it happen, and what the fuck do I do about it?”

He shrugged. “You’re the expert on these things.”

“That’s what Mila said.” I pulled my keys out and locked the outside storage hatch. “I’ve already been smoothing things over with Zoey, but it’s like she turned into the world’s horniest freak out of nowhere.”

“But you didn’t?”

“I’m out here instead of joining the fun. Not that it wasn’t tempting.” The racket coming from inside was already giving me a paralyzing case of blue balls, though.


Deep into ‘party night,’ I was all but following Zoey and Mila. Flitting between sound camps, it didn’t take long to figure out what had happened.

The blush all over them, way too much fun being had, and those dilated pupils… I’ll let you put two and two together.

Seeing them get lost in a dancing crowd of fools, at least I was at an acquaintance’s camp. I wandered of to the bar, knowing I had to stay mostly sober. But it wouldn’t stop me from getting another free drink.

It was Lemon’s camp, but he wasn’t handling the music. As it turns out, he’d been teaching girlfriend to run the booth, and she wasn’t doing a bad job.

He leaned over the tabletop covered in plexiglass. “So what’s calling your name tonight, Reed?”

“Babysitting duties.” I tried looking for Mila and Zoey, but they were already lost, even if they were both dressed in not very much of the brightest damn red. “Something strong enough, but not quite rocket fuel.”

He took my cup and dug under the bar.

Knowing I wasn’t about to find them, I looked at the random shit Lemon had stuck under the clear plastic. Dumb articles and memes, mostly.

The steel of the mug pushed against my arm. “Doogan Dew. It’ll help you keep up with them.”

Which meant it was whatever citrus soda he’d found cheap, and plenty of vodka. “So you noticed my friends.”

“Who hasn’t?” He splashed another dram of vodka in my drink. “Keep those two at your camp when it’s running, and you’ll always have a crowd.”

“Especially if one of them hands out MDMA like it’s candy. Not that I like the idea one bit.”

He was already leaning closer. “Keep plenty of water stations out for people, and it’ll probably turn out fine.”

‘Probably fine’ wasn’t a chance I was willing to take. “I’d rather people take their own and handle themselves. I can’t be mother-hen to hundreds of people, with or without DJing.” Sometimes, people get hold of a bad batch, overheat, and fucking croak. It’s rare, but people don’t spring back from dying very well.

Lemon gave me a wink. “I guess you’d better go find those two, then.” But he grabbed my sleeve before I could run off. “Hand me your CamelBack. I’m sure they’ll need the water.”

Deep-hippies like him looked out for their friends. Letting the guy refill the bladder, I scanned over the crowd again.

When Lemon finally came back, I lit my second cigarette for the weekend. “Appreciated. You showing up to anything else this year?”

“Maybe the home festival, but I’ve heard you’re headed west.” Since Lemon hailed from Pennsylvania, I sure as shit wasn’t about to see him anytime soon.

“Yeah, trying to get my name out.”

“Whoever leaves first needs to swing by the other’s camp tomorrow.”

Edging away from the bar, I looked back at him and gave a thumb’s-up.

For a reason I couldn’t put words to, I knew something was wrong.

Finally at the other side of the crowd, I caught a flash of bright red. Then I saw the heart-shaped, rose-tinted glasses Zoey had put on.

Thank fuck… If they’d drifted to another camp, I could have wandered the whole property until dawn before finding them. I stepped faster and pulled the straw of my CamelBack out.

But what I saw dropped my stomach past my nuts. At the edge of the party, Mila was trying to dance Zoey back into the chaos. Why she was doing it had me drawing a whole quarter of that cigarette in one drag.

It was one of those guys we always had to look out for. Trying to grind close to Zoey, he was smooth as sandpaper about it. And neck-beardy as you’d expect.

Marching up and beating the sad sack of humanity into the ground wasn’t about to do me any favors.

But Zoey was handling it like a champ, trying to ease herself away from him without causing a scene.

I stood a few layers of people away from them and just watched. Not that I liked it, but there was no point in stomping his ass until he pushed everything too far.

Mila pulled Zoey back into the safety of the writhing, dancing mass of bodies.

Breathing a little easier, I kept puffing away on my cigarette and faded back to the edge of the crowd.

Then I heard it.

Zoey’s voice almost pierced the air. “Will you back the fuck off?”

Shit… Here we go…

The people around them stopped every movement, leaving the guy standing there, mid-pump of his hips. It’s not like they had to guess who’d pushed his luck.

But the guy wasn’t ready to let it go, because calling a handsy motherfucker out is the ultimate crime, to a handsy motherfucker. “What, I’m not good enough for you or something?”

Zoey saw me, looking panicked as hell.

Then Mila stepped in, jamming a knee between his thighs.

I tried not to laugh. But I failed horribly at it.

A few people in the crowd rushed in, coddling Zoey as she rested her hands on her knees. I was about to let Mila handle Mr. Grabby before I heard the end of the party ring out.

With one pop of hand against face, every head jerked around. But it wasn’t Mila’s.

Trenchcoat McVirgin took one step toward Mila. “Try that again, bitch! I’ll slap harder next time!”

Fuck! Parting my way through the crowd, I was ready to tie the long hair on his head to the short hair on his ass and kick him down the gravel road between camps. All the way off the property.

I got up to him, standing in front of Mila.

He tried smirking at me before taking a nervous step forward. “So what’re you gonna do? Arrest me?”

Feigning an understanding look, I said, “She’s picky, and thinks you’re beneath her. I get that.”

Almost shitting himself at finding an ally, he took another pace closer. “Stuck up bitch needs to learn her place!”

But Mila wasn’t wrong.

I draped one arm over his shoulder. “Buddy, you don’t know the half of it.”

He relaxed and tried to giggle. Which was my opening.

Chucking my other arm back, I rammed a fist under his chest and felt the layer of jelly crush around my hand. Trying to drive the sucker-punch as far through the inside of his rib cage as I could, I’d been in enough fights to know that it’s all about the follow-through.

Whoever this joke was, he keeled over and stammered away. Trying to yell, all he could get out was a sad wheeze and cough.

Drawing close again, I made sure only he could hear me, loud and clear. “If I ever see you pull shit like that again, I’m breaking your jerk-off arm.”

Nobody ran to his aid as I turned Mila’s way. They were all too busy making sure she was alright.

Meanwhile, the jackass dry-heaved after stumbling away from the crowd.


Before the camp was even in sight, I’d already puffed through two cigarettes more. Zoey hung back with Mila until I’d calmed down enough to check on her again.

Flicking off the cherry and stomping it out, I halted mid-step and turned around. “Still okay?”

They were snickering together like nothing had even happened. But Mila craned her head forward. “Yeah, I think that creep got the worst of it.”

I hadn’t planned on slugging through a solar plexus that night, but I couldn’t stop feeling great about it. He had earned it, after all. “If you wanna keep the party going, it’s not even one yet. Where to next?”

Zoey whispered something in Mila’s ear, who answered her back with a hand blocking her mouth.

“Well?”

Mila pulled the heart-shaped lenses down to the end of her nose. “Camp’s fine with us.”

They were still rolling hard, steaming the extra moisture off their skin in the cool air. “Pit stop?”

Zoey tried shooing me forward. “We’ll see. Just go.”

Rounding the last bend, their laughter kept getting louder. With all the endorphins rushing through their systems, it shouldn’t have surprised me that the events fifteen minutes before weren’t bothering them. In their heads at the time, everything was awesome.

I was about to pull yet another cigarette out, but just hearing them like that put me in a better place. They’re happy, and I’m still pissed. I kinda wish I’d have joined their high, but I still wanted to make sure Mila was truly okay.

You kinda need a sober person for that.


Zoey never pulled her arms from around Mila’s waist as I checked the slapped face in the bathroom mirror. The faint outline of a chubby hand was still there, but it didn’t bother her at all.

Running some cold water over a washcloth, I wiped down her left cheek. “I don’t think it’ll even swell.”

Mila twisted a curl of blonde between two fingers. “It’s fine. You don’t have to spoil me.”

In my view, hitting a woman was one the few things that should be forbidden. “He’d have done worse if he had either of you alone.”

Zoey hugged even tighter on Mila from behind. “You’re right, he does look out for us.”

Not for you, exactly. But I wouldn’t have done any less if she’d caught the slap. I’d even kicked a few pushy customers out of Randy Andy’s in my time there, before the bouncers could get to them.

But Mila held my hand up to her cheek until the water seeped into her hair. “Keep it there. It feels great.”

Anything would in her condition. But I didn’t mind indulging her for a moment. “So, back to the fun?” About the time they’d start winding down, I’d already planned on getting rip-roaring-drunk. Driving with a raging hangover be damned.

Mila pressed on the back of my hand a little more. “What’s the rush? I probably need a shower anyway.”

Zoey squeezed on Mila’s abs again. “Now that you mention it...”

I knew where this was going. “Do I even need to bother waiting around for you two, or should I get back out there?”

Mila pulled my hand down to one of her barely covered tits. “You should stay.” That look in her eyes, dilated as they were, said it all.

“Make it a cold shower. I can feel the heat radiating off you two.”


I waited until the giggling and moaning stopped before pulling myself away from the laptop.

The sliding door opened behind me.

Before I even knew what was going on, they piled into the other side of the dining booth with nothing more than a towel and a smile.

Still red in the face, I looked at both of them. “If only the neckbeard could see us now.”

Mila let her towel unwrap first. Both tits almost hit the table. “I wish he would.”

I mean, I was used to Mila getting randy at the drop of a hat. But Zoey wasn’t more than a second behind her.

The pressure in my veins shot up as the other towel unraveled. Zoey leaned forward until she had both elbows down, cradling her face with each hand. “You didn’t just take up for her. The dork was after me, first.”

Closing my laptop, I was about to try running for the door. I wasn’t the kind of creep who’d take advantage of them with all those feel-good chemicals pulsing through their brains.

But a pair of legs shot out, clamping around mine. Since she was on the outside, it had be Zoey’s calves. “Hold up...”

I still wanted out. If she really wanted to thank me, she could buy a few gallons of gas at our next stop. “I don’t expect either of you to pay me back.”

Mila reached over and grabbed then of my sleeve. “But we have to.”

The door was barely ten feet away, but it may as well have been ten miles.

Zoey scooted her way out first. Grabbing my shoulders, every ounce of her pushed my back against the table.

Mila was right behind her, disappearing behind her friend.

I didn’t know what she was up to until I felt my zipper slide down. “What the hell are you two doing?”

Zoey already got the drill, in the wrongest way possible. “You’re sober, so you can consent, right?”

Bracing myself with a grip on each side of the table, I didn’t mind seeing how it would play out. Zoey finished getting my pants and boxers down to mid-thigh with a heavy jerk.

Tempting me with steamy breath against my shaft, it didn’t take her long to turn the chub into a hulking erection. She teased at my sack, careful not to get too rough. Or maybe just dragging out the fun.

Her lips slid around the head. Then, bold as the color her outfit, Zoey sank her head like an anchor.

Gentle as she was, I was straining to hold back, ready to drown in that feeling.

Then I felt the vibrations deep in her throat. Mila had gotten in on it, somehow.

But that wasn’t anything I had control over. The flow of spit over my cock and the way she played around with her tongue had me staring through at the red glow from my closed eyelids. Our little hitchhiker really was talented, in her own way.

Feeling that hot mouth never back me more than halfway out had my own facing turning pink. If anything, the lush tease along my shaft started wresting control out of my clenched hands.

The wet feeling stirred around until I had to pull my head off the laminate. Like the air had thinned, the barrier keeping me from just busting loose in her started thinning out.

One more coaxing, gradual slide of her tongue along the bottom tickled out.

Zoey was already whimpering, grabbing the base of my dick even harder as Mila kept doing that mystery thing on the other end of Zoey’s body.

I didn’t even have a chance to catch my breath before she stood up. Barely grazing her fingers down my length, Zoey was smiling when I looked at her.

Still wearing those damn glasses, she made way for Mila. “She gets the first round. I need thank both of you for what you did tonight, after all.”

Each of them bent over and snatched one of my wrists from the edges of the table. Pulling me up, they overturned any illusions I had about getting rode into the sunrise.

Mila whipped herself around me, backing her ass into the right-hand booth. Hungry for it and demanding I go with her, she rested on her side and pushed her ass out of the edge.

Dizzy from getting up so fast, I had enough sense left to taunt her ass. The primal slap echoed through living area.

She put her right leg up. “It’s fine, she’s safe.” Because of course she knew that I’d ask.

I snatched her ankle out of mid-air and tucked it under my arm. One quick pull left Mila’s ass barely hanging off the side verge of the bench.

Daring me to go with it, the shine on her cunt flashed almost as much as the glitter she’d powdered herself with again.

My legs and back arched enough to aim for the goal. Wrapped together, if she wanted to crook her other knee and force me in, there wouldn’t have been a damn thing I could do to fight back.

The first inch of my cock dipped through.

Mila turned her head my way, shameless and ready for her part of the reward. “Don’t even think about stopping until I tap for mercy...”

Goddamn.

She let out another whisper. “But she gets the prize.”

Easing the rest of the way through, feeling the total immersion of my dick in her stripped my patience away again. I’d only been fucking Mila for a week, but I knew full and well that there was no way she’d fit more in.

Fully mounted and shoved to my deepest, I had Mila at her most vulnerable. Both tits shook as I tried crashing more than I could, driving her an inch or two up the cushions.

Something down deep in myself commanded my body to draw back. Tender walls slid around my cock.

Mila tried rolling herself in place, wiggling her hips just enough to drop my mouth open.

A painful amount of energy surged through every limb. The warm, coppery taste of adrenaline coated my tongue.

Clashing against the back of her raised thigh, Mila twisted at the waist and hugged around her breasts. “Fuck!”

My shaft throbbed for another trip. Bucking away and charging each muscle, I wasn’t ready to feel Zoey wrap her arms around my neck from behind.

“That’s it… Show me what I’m in for.”

I twisted around, trying to get every bit of my length crushing against Mila’s walls. Rigid as steel and absolutely hungry for it, the beat of her pulse nudged one side of my dick a couple of times a second.

Zoey skimmed her fingertips down my chest. “Even when you and I couldn’t stand each other, she always bragged about you.”

Mila wailed hard enough to let it echo from the back of the camper. It was telling enough, but that squeeze in her passage drove the point home.

The skin on my neck tensed. Driving to her core again, I shoved in like Mila was famished, and only a devastating fuck could drag her away from the edge of death.

Her leg pressed around my waist eased up. Dropping it next to the other, Mila hugged both knees against her tits.

Pulling out, I surveyed the damage. That cunt was dripping and ready. But I also had a chance to sneak all the way up her ass.

As much as I wanted to, I couldn’t. Zoey still had her turn coming up. Feeling those soaked folds trying slipping in with my dick, I had both knees on the end the seat. A single, unrelenting spear of my length had Mila curling into herself.

She cried out, lubed up on the inside so I didn’t even have to push. Just fall.

Her toes curled, some of them pulling the hair on my leg.

It was soothing, in the oddest way possible. Digging my way through her again, I knew Mila’s spots well enough to force a violent twitch out of her.

The aroma of her getting sexed up filled my nose. As each part of the girl blushed harder, I had to slap my hand against the side of her ass in front of me.

She’d already dug in. Mila’s arms went red from all the pressure they held against her legs. One more dig, complete with a rooting motion, turned her into an absolute wreck. “Oh my God!”

It was the kind of thing that’d send me flying toward home plate. But she wasn’t the only one I had to deal with. If only life could have stayed that simple.

Zoey’s hands tickled at my ribs again. “Don’t forget how this is supposed to play out.”

Another rush through Mila’s slit had me pressing down on her thigh with both palms. Fucking really?

But I felt the twinge against my shaft. Another beating thrust jarred Mila to hell and back. The only saving throw I had left was reaching down to thumb her clit.

Those Cadillac legs busted through the of hold Mila’s arms. She reached for my waist and curled those knees around me as I kept batting away at her little feller in the pink canoe.

I expected another round of screamed words, but she was already too far gone. Shivering her jaw and red all over, Mila probably wasn’t even thinking in words.

My ass rocked forward. Giving Mila that bit of zig-zag and pushing my thumb in a suicide rush…

She came like a parade rushing through the town square at interstate speeds.

Pulling out, I left Mila a shaking wreck.

But no sooner than I felt the draft on my cock, Zoey was pushing herself in front of me. Fully nude, she propped on knee on the outside edge of the table and jutted her ass at me. “Don’t worry, I come easier than she does.”

I stared back at her, then down at the trim line of cunt held out at the perfect level. “That’s a lot to promise.”

Zoey edged a little closer. “Why don’t you see for yourself?”

Watching her ass push up at me, this little demon had gone angelic. And a bald slit like that had always been my weakness.

Grabbing the foot dangling off the surface, I squeezed her heel tight. One jolt made a pitched moan rattle my ear drums.

Her folds clenched around me before I could get all the way in. But it wasn’t enough. As soon I hit her limit, Zoey let out this ragged scream as she slammed her hands down.

Everything clicked into place. I was ready to tear out, just to fly into her again.

But her ass backed up at the same time, daring me to fuck her into oblivion. If she was that willing, who was I to turn her down?

I let go of her foot and snatched both of her arms behind the elbows. Merging into her again, I felt her thigh hit the edge of the table. Another push shot her head down.

Cramming deep, I felt some of her history. That recent ex hadn’t gotten any in a while.

Zoey tried fighting back a little, pushing her rear at me again. “Deeper, you fucking idiot!”

I slid my grip down to her wrists and held them against the small of Zoey’s back. Clamping them under my thumbs, I kept hold of her waist and pulled her against me.

Another cry shot through the room.

Like everything clicked at once, I only had one thing I cared about: Railing her to the point of blacking out.

But she kept daring me with another shove her ass.

I was more than willing. Crushing against Zoey and holding both arms behind her back, every strand of dark brunette shocked around.

Every ounce of rage shot through my hips, time and time again until I had her belting out a continuous whine. But I didn’t even care that she was wetter than a glass of water. Zoey needed to learn her place.

My knuckles popped as I gripped even harder. Whipping myself against her again, I held deep and asked, “Don’t tell me that this is what you wanted.”

Breathless, she still managed to look back and gasp, “I already told you...” A hint of a smile crept over her lips. “Deeper… Asshole.”

Ready to plow in, I got what she was trying to play. I let go of each wrist and swatted a clear handprint against her ass. “Why don’t you show me how badly you want it?”

Zoey caught her breath for a second. She pulled her arms around and slammed both fists against the laminate. “Fine!” She whipped herself around before I got done taking a step back.

I tried judging what she’d do next, but I couldn’t have imagined how psycho she’d gotten. Or maybe Zoey had been like that, all along.

She flipped around in an instant, draping one leg over my hips and pulling myself back into her.

Before I knew what had happened, I was back inside her. Grabbing each bun resting on the side of the table, pressing forward was the most natural thing in the world.

Zoey bent her neck back. “That’s the spot.” Each of her fingers dug against my skin. “Do it!”

The mound of her cunt took me in until I felt the heat rush against my lowest part of my waist.  Even that tiny bump of her clit rubbed against me.

I didn’t I was sweating until then. As the first line slid down my my temple, I pulled against Zoey’s ass.

Hate-fucking had never been my thing, but I wanted her to pay for everything she’d put me through. Crushing through, the outright shriek tearing from her mouth had my ear ringing for days.

Then I felt hands rub up and down my chest from behind. Mila’s voice cooed, “Just go ahead and come in her. Jesus...”

My sanity was about to snap like a twig. That little hint worked its way through my brain until I felt the shiver roil up from from below.

Zoey kept forcing herself against me. Wriggling and tightening on all sides of her cunt, the extra anger from each slam just made her go at it with more energy.

I was about to pull out when I felt the last nail plunge in. Fuck!

Hotter than a self-cleaning oven, that pussy wasn’t about to let me go. Each muscle in my back cramped as I slung forward one last time.

Then Zoey absolutely lost it.

Something wet flowed around my dick and trickled down my balls. Then I felt it cool halfway down the inside of my thighs.

She was coming.

And I’d tipped over the razor’s edge. My jaw trembled and every part of me lit on fire.  I tried keeping hold of the table’s rounded edge.

As if Zoey knew it, she cried out one last command. “Come in it!”

My brain unraveled like a cheap rug. It felt too good, like finishing inside this new chick was something I was supposed to do.

Backing her ass into me, Zoey curled her bent leg around the small of my back. A quick pant shot out of her before she gasped, “Just like that...”

Everything I had went into bucking my hips against her. The strain of grasping the table’s corners sent an ache up my forearms.

Then I felt it. All at once, the room went dark and I felt the sudden emptiness between my ass and my balls. That load was on its way.

Zoey’s cunt eased for the barest fraction of a second.

Pushing the last bit through, my lungs emptied like I’d been slugged in the chest. The shock ran down the sides of my dick, and I knew it was happening, whether I liked it or not.

Each shot ripped more energy out of me than the last. I couldn’t tell what was going on, but somehow, I knew…

Mila was grinning like a fool somewhere, within feet of us.

Feeling the last spurt write a check my body couldn’t cash, my chin dropped onto Zoey’s shoulder.

A hand rustled the hair on the back of my head.

I didn’t know which one of them it was. But I didn’t care, either.

Then I heard Mila’s voice next to my ear. “See? I knew you two would get along.”

As Zoey stopped wailing and fell right into the shiver phase, I knew this whole thing wasn’t my idea.

But I didn’t really care, either.


We were just getting into Colorado when I felt the problem start. Going up the initial foothills, the motor tried stalling out on me. The first one with a decent grade made it a struggle.

Between the thinner air and never having the engine torn down, I should have known better. Our next destination wasn’t gonna happen in time unless I had some work done. Checking my bank account at the first pull-off, I knew it was bad.

Still in the driver’s seat, I wondered if we’d even make it to the next event. Which would actually pay, assuming I got there on-time. That money was vital to getting through what I’d started calling my ‘Rocky Mountain Tour.’

After doing so many festivals, I had friends all over the country, and one had gone full granola. Chicken Wing didn’t have much going for him, which led to his shacking up at a commune about fifty miles away. But the man did know engines.

I looked up the patch of land he was laid-over on and tapped it into my phone’s GPS. “Change of plans. If we don’t fix this stutter, we’re trapped east of the Continental Divide.”

Before Mila and Zoey could come running, he’d already texted me back.

Come on in, buddy!

Now, Mila and Zoey kinda knew hippies by this point. But the commune bunch? They were a whole different breed.

I held up one hand and tapped my answer with the other. I have two guests. That OK?

Zoey opened up first. “So, is the motor about to blow up or something?”

My phone dinged with his response as I asnwered her. “Hell if I know. That’s why we’re making a detour.”

Mila dropped herself in the other front seat and crossed her legs. “What kind of detour.”

I wish I had a real answer. “One of my friends around here can fix whatever problem we’re having. Just… Be ready for some culture shock.”

Zoey bumped the rear of my seat with a knee or something. “They’re not hillbillies or something, are they?”

The honest answer would have been as comforting as a visit to an amateur proctologist. “Not exactly. You know the people we met a few days ago? Crank the differences between yourself and them to eleven.”

I’d told Mila about a few of these friends. “You mean the people who live in converted buses, right?”

“Close enough.” And years of shacking up in those had given Chicken Wing plenty of experience digging under the hoods of RV’s and plenty other things. “He’s probably our only choice right now.”

Because hell if I was about to bum money off her.

But my pride was about to get shot through the heart. If I’d have known that was coming, I would asked her for a loan.
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She felt warmer than all the people who pretended to care. “Gideon, you’re pushing too hard.” Given how Mel was fresh out of college, my bookkeepers chucked an unholy fit when I demanded she get a salary. But out of all of them, Mel kept me going when nobody else could. “See? You’re coughing up blood!”

I wasn’t ready to get rough. With her anyway. “I’m fine!”

By the time I was on both feet again, Sasha barged her way in. “Boss, we’ve got a problem.” She always had carried herself like the manager of the world, even if she was even more petite than Mel.

I kinda wish the chemo hadn’t worked. “What now?”

“That supplement company you promoted. They’re trying to sue the hell out of us.”

I wasn’t shocked. I’d believed them, at first. But when their horse-shit treatments turned out not to hold a candle to so much just drinking a glass of water before bed, they get a little touchy. Especially when you publicly call them out on it.

“Try to be a better man, and the scumbags swarm like flies.” Staggering to my feet, I pretended that I wasn’t on my final leg. Not that it made me any better than said scumbags. I had a lot to make up for in my life.

The roar of several thousand started to die down. My pounding headache eased about the same time. I pointed at Sasha, still bracing myself with one hand against the wall. “Make sure everyone keeps their mouths shut on social media. In fact, change the passwords on the accounts.” My mid-level staffers were a bit too invested in me for their own good. And mine.

Mel pushed under one of my shoulders as she helped me stagger toward my dressing room. Most of the way there, she ducked me into a corner. She looked up, hardly reaching my chin with the top of her head. “Are you sure you’re fine?”

I always had been, even when I was staring down the barrel of my own mortality. “Yeah. I already told you, it’s nothing.”

“You’re lying...” Tears welled up against her bottom eyelids. “What’s the point in helping so many people if you can’t even help yourself?”

***

“I’ll give you that much credit, Gideon.” Because even with all the chances I had, I never did cheat on Kait. And she knew it. “Now tell me, how’s the new program coming along?”

Mel was putting the finishing touches on it, and now Sasha had to figure out how to market the damn thing. “The book’s flying off the shelves and I’m supposed to start booking another tour. That is, after I take it easy for a while.” The publisher wasn’t happy about that demand.

“Keep pushing like you have been, and you’ll drop dead by forty.”

I knew it was true. “Only fifty milligrams of the uppers now, too. Got my pulse rate under a hundred for the first time in years.”

“You should be off those things completely.” I could tell she was rolling her eyes or resting her cheek on a fist. “If they don’t make you stroke out, they’re at least taking years off your life.”

“And get all this shit done, how?”

Kait was getting to that limit of frustration I knew not to cross with her. “You won’t get any of it done if you’re dead. You see? That’s what I’ve always hated about what you do.”

“At least I’m trying to give people something that actually works now.”

“’A guaranteed way to reprogram yourself, to be the absolute best example of who you have the potential to be.’ I still think it’s whatever comes out of the south end of a north-facing cow.”

That brought a little smirk out of me. “So you’ve read it.”

“I’ve skimmed.” She took that usual pause before trying to get away. “Listen, I’ve got a deadline coming up. Can we talk about it tomorrow?”

***

My bullshit seminar voice was about an octave lower than my normal tone, and it still hurt from the last tour to keep it up for long.

But I finally got to the end. “That’s why I’m asking you to be that peak self. What do you have to lose?” The cadence of the whole thing went over like a limerick, but with its own kind of rhythm.

I looked at Sasha first. But her expression was blank as a clean slate.

“That bad, huh?”

Still no reaction.

So I looked over at Mel. “I think you did a great job.”

Also nothing. Like a tiny hourglass symbol was rotating above her head.

“Hey, are you even hearing me?” I waved a hand in front of her face. “Anyone home?”

It had to be a prank.

“That’s enough with the silent treatment. Tell me what you thought.”

Not a damn thing, apparently. Good or bad.

I tried shaking Mel’s shoulders. “There’s no way both of you had aneurysms at the same time.”

My fingers snapped an inch from her face. But even that didn’t get a reaction.

“Yo, come on! Talk!”

Some kind of life drifted back into her brown eyes. She repeated one of the lines from the spiel. “Serve with all of your body, mind, and soul. That is the definition of perfection...”

Then Sasha repeated it from the other side of the room.

“It was a great choice of words, but we could trim it a little.”

Mel shook her head. “No, it’s exactly what it has to be.” The way she said it, like a demand, set me on edge.

“Fine, I’ll sleep on it.” Standing and facing her, it was time to signal their exit.

She didn’t get up like I expected. “My whole life, I never saw it this clearly.”

***

Mel, having a good four inches on Sasha, craned her neck down and went into it like they were both several wine coolers of enthusiasm past the brink. And we hadn’t brought any alcohol, other than a flask of whiskey in my tackle box.

Maybe it explained the red faces and dropped shoulder straps. But I had to know for sure. “Stop wrapping tongues for a minute and tell me exactly what’s going on.”

They kept going for a moment before pressing the sides of their heads together. Without a hint of that blush from earlier, Mel took my brain behind the barn and shot it like Ol’ Yeller. “We figured out what you think our peak selves should be. Why wouldn’t we act on it?”

“Lezzing it up isn’t what I meant.” Nice as it was to see. “You’re both working harder than I am now, which I appreciate more than you can imagine. But what makes both of you think this is anything close to what I wanted?”

Sasha put a hand on one of Mel’s tits and squeezed. “We can just tell. I don’t know how to explain it, but both of us felt it. Especially in that second reading.”

“You’re so far off the mark right now, I—”

A socked foot glanced over my lap, finding the erection. Then Mel raised her brows. “I don’t think we are. Words can’t hide everything.”

Great, my psych major knows I’d fuck her at the drop of a hat. “You’re barking up the wrong tree. I’d drop from a heart attack thanks to the amphetamines before I’d come.”

She was acting like a girl ten times sluttier than her usual self. “We never said you had to do the heavy lifting.”

Sasha barely reached me with her own toes and grinned even harder. But I would have expected that from her. Something about the girl told me she’d been in more laps than cloth napkin.

They’ve either lost it, or this joke’s going too far. “If you two have something going on, I don’t mind. But you’re not helping get the new program going with this.”

Both of them curled a finger at me. So maybe it wasn’t a joke.

Kait would absolutely murder me. Because the divorce hadn’t sunk into my head yet. “We’ve got work to do. You’ve got your own room. Save it for in there.”

***

My eyes adjusted to the light, kinda. Looking up at a face you’d expect from a sex-crazed nymphomaniac, the crush of pussy and Mel’s hand playing with my tip stole my breath away.

Sasha dropped her hands on each side of my head. Crushing the pillow down, her hair tickled against my face. “It’s not harassment if we do it to you, right?”

“That’s not how it works, and you know it.”

Those folds pressed even harder. “Oh well. Guess you’d better fire us after we’re done with you.”
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