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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Technically, I finished this story Saturday night, sometime around half past ten. On time for my goal of by the end of the week, but not out for the weekend like I’d hoped. Doing an edit pass and Amazon’s quirks about publishing on Saturday or Sunday will keep this from going live until Tuesday or Wednesday. Which I guess has already come or gone, since you’re reading this. 

Now that I'm working on part four, it's time to start thinking about my next series already. The vague idea's there, but I'm not completely sold on the details. I do think it will end up being a bit longer than the usual stories, though. I'm not spilling the beans yet, but there's gonna be a lot to unpack. 

That said, I've still got this one to finish. Thankfully, Harem Beat is still on track to get finished in the next week or two.


HAREM BEAT 3

We pulled up to the gate for Grange Town shortly after dark. Which amounted to a wall of junk on some hinges, complete with a few strings of LED’s. Someone opened it up, which meant Chicken Wing had let everyone know, as promised.

But passing the goat pens and ramshackle gardens, even the bouncing headlights told us this place was cobbled together no better than the entrance. Mila and Zoey were practically staring through the windshield as I steered our land-barge through the winding, gravel road.

An amber light started bouncing in my field of vision. Starting up the hill, I knew the communal buildings were just ahead.

Mila got nervous first. “So they believe in electricity, but why do all the buildings look like they’re lit with lanterns or candles?”

“Probably because they are.” I’d heard about the place from Chicken Wing in our few conversations over the past few years. “This RV probably has the only indoor plumbing for a couple of miles in any direction.”

After making Zoey help me clean the systems out, she was already getting nervous. “No way! Who wants to live like this?”

“The way most people lived just a century ago would make your head explode.”

“So, did they just go in the yard or something?”

“Kinda.” But I wasn’t about to explain the concept of an outhouse to her.

“Gross!”

Slowing down as we pulled alongside the brightest structure, I barked out a final warning. “Don’t judge them, and they won’t judge you. Got it?”

Zoey leaned over my shoulder from behind, with her face right next to mine. “So don’t say a word, is what you’re saying.”

“You learn fast.” I set the parking brake and killed the sputtering motor. “I’m not gonna tell both of you to keep your mouths shut, but act like everything’s normal while you’re here.”


Chicken Wing guided us through the old bus he’d called home for the past couple of years. “It’s not much, but we only have to do work we volunteer for, and everyone’s chilled out all the time.”

I noticed how much longer and scragglier his beard had gotten. Not to mention, the ratty, braided ponytail that had started to reach his ass.

But I had to act excited. “Sounds great. What’s the angle on bringing money into this place?”

He was almost too excited. “Lots of things! Some of us live here during the summer to make pottery. Come back in a few months, and we’ll be full of cross-country ski-instructors our leader helps book.”

I had no plans on being in Colorado by the first hint of snow. “As long as it works out...”

Chicken Wing opened a drawer that fought against him. “So, all three of you smoke?”

He was already packing the bowl before I could cut him off. “Actually, I need a favor.”

Turning around with that ‘more for me’ look, Chicken Wing had his ass on the nearby futon quicker than his lighter could flick. “Name it, brother.”

“I’ve got motor problems, and I can’t afford an RV garage right now. Care to take a look for me?”

Despite how much of a bum he’d always been, Wing was one of the most generous people I’d ever met. “I can’t spot you for the parts, but the labor’s on the house.” Which trailed off into his first hit of many.


Tucked into a grove of pines, our first morning at Grange Town opened up with what sounded like hundreds of birds screaming by the windows. It seemed like a good enough excuse to chuck them into the deep end.

I barely managed to climb over Zoey before standing at the foot of the bed. “Up! I’m not cooking this morning!”

Both of them rubbed their eyes and gave me a sideways glance. Zoey rolled out, but Mila wasn’t having it.

“Reed, do I even want to go out there?” She did hate vegetarian food, and that’s exactly what would be on the menu.

“You hate dealing with food, and I need to borrow your car to make a parts run. Come on if you wanna eat.”

“But it’s my car!”

“And I’ve been towing it and feeding you since Delaware. What’s your point?”

Mila huffed, but she’d never tried to duck out of pulling her weight. “If I get sick, you’re paying the hospital bill.” Compared to what a legit mechanic would ask, that’d still be a bargain.

“Don’t say anything to offend anyone, and act like everything here is perfectly normal. They’ll probably ask you to help out somewhere, though.” Maybe weaving hemp necklaces, or working in a garden, if someone really thought well of them.

Zoey was already shaking like a chihuahua trying to shit peach seeds. “So… We do whatever they say?”

“Consent’s everything here. If you don’t want to, they won’t force it. Just don’t let them think we’re taking advantage of them, alright?”

Mila was already walking past me, but I could tell by her body language that she wasn’t sold on it.

I booped the rear of her shoulder with a finger at the last second. “You don’t seem convinced.”

She didn’t even turn around. Still walking toward the front, she asked, “And what if we’ve stumbled into a cult?”

“If they were, they wouldn’t put up with Chicken Wing for week.” Because how useful could a guy who smoked a bale of weed a month even be? “And he’s been here for a couple of years already.”


With those two out of my hair, I was busy keeping Chicken Wing’s hair from getting caught in all the belts and pulleys.

He kept digging under the hood until he delivered the bad news. “I don’t know for sure, man. It could be a blown gasket, clogged injectors, or just bad gas. It’s hard to tell unless I tag along for a few tanks.”

That made me nervous.

But Chicken Wing jabbed me in the arm. “Not that I’m leaving here. How long’s it been since you’ve had a tune-up?”

At least since I’d bought the fucking thing. “If I buy the parts, how much are you willing to get done in a couple of days?”

“As much as I can.” He dove back in and jiggled some other part. “No charge for a brother-from-another-mother, of course.”

Which made me feel a little guilty. “I’ll owe you something for it. Just ask.”

He was already lost to his talent, sticking a hand out. “Half-inch socket.”

No sooner than I’d given it to him, I heard some gravel shift a little. I looked behind me and saw who I could only assume was one of the locals.

Barely standing with the top of her headband at the level of my chin, at least the tiny, blue-eyed blonde was cute. “Uh, Chick?”

He didn’t even stop monkeying around. “What’s up?”

“Bean told me that you needed a helper until lunch.” As I tried not to eye her down, she dug one sandal into the road again. “What can I do?”

After just seconds of looking at her, I was smitten. The girl looked like she had no business being there, despite dressing like you’d expect for the place.

Chicken Wing still didn’t pull himself away from the engine. “You can start by telling Bean that I’m spending at least a day under this thing. If he doesn’t like it, tough shit. I owe this guy, even if Bean doesn’t.”

Leather soles barely tapped away.

Now I felt really bad. “If it’s a problem, we can help out around here to cover you.”

“Are you kidding? I fix every vehicle around here. Without me, this place would be screwed.”

I trusted the guy, but nobody starts a community without an ego to go along with it. “Don’t put your own balls in the salad-shooter for my sake.”

“Bean knows he needs me. He won’t say shit.” Wing reached his hand back again. “Pliers.”

Almost out of tools in my kit after handing everything to him, I tapped Chicken Wing on the neck. “I’d better go check on those two. You good for ten minutes?”

“So long as you’re still running for parts, go for it.”


I hadn’t even got to the central building. But I heard Zoey’s voice, loud and clear. “Oh God!”

That wasn’t good. I spun gravel as I started running toward the barn I thought I heard it come from.

A calmer voice took over. “It’s fertilizer. Where do you think food comes from? The grocery store?”

“But...” Zoey gasped in a way you couldn’t mistake for anyone else. “That?”

I heard Mila sigh from too far away. “Do you think farmers just shove pills in the ground or something?”

Giving myself a minute, I finished laughing my ass off. Then I walked around the corner of the building and saw Zoey and Mila standing with another one of the hippies in front of a compost pile. “It doesn’t stink, so it’s gotta be goat shit.”

Zoey ran for me in those frayed, khaki shorts and flip-flops as best she could, bouncing those perky tits under her shirt. “Can you believe they want me to handle shit?”

“You got over helping me empty the blackwater tank on the camper. It’s not like you have to touch it, anyway.”

She nearly bowled me over and hugged around my neck. “But it’s gross!”

The girl they were with rolled her eyes at me. “She could always help out in the kitchen or the pottery studio.”

I smiled back as well as I could. “Those might be more her speed.” Then I looked at Mila. “You good?”

“My grandparents had a dairy farm, so it doesn’t bother me. Just make sure there’s hot water for a shower when I get done.” Never needy, and not a leech, as always.

That’s what I liked about her. “Sounds good. Your keys in the usual spot? Chicken Wing already has a parts list for me, but I’ll have to go all the way to Denver.”

Whoever that other chick was, she motioned her head toward where I’d parked. “You should probably take Aria with you. She grew up there, and I don’t think she knows a wrench from a hammer.”

“You mean that girl Bean sent to help Wing?”

“One and the same.”

My day just kept getting better. “Alright. If anyone needs anything else while I’m there, I don’t mind running for it.”

She pointed at Zoey, who’d finally let go of the death-grip on my neck. “You, go the big building up the hill and ask for Bean. He’s probably got a shopping list. Then take it to your friend there before he leaves.”

I patted her on that tight ass. “Better get to it. I’m leaving as soon as this other girl comes back.” Even if someone in flip-flops was the worst option for a ‘runner’ you could imagine.


Even though it’s one of the biggest cities in America, Denver doesn’t seem that built up. Pulling away from the first RV dealership with almost every part I needed, I hadn’t even caught sight of a building over four stories yet. Even in the distance.

My GPS yelled about a turn I’d need to make as Aria stayed just as quiet as she had the whole drive up here.

But I was about to crack. She was too cute not to flirt with. “They told me that you grew up here. Know of anything fun to kill some time later?”

“I always hated this place. The sooner we get everything and leave, the better.”

What a ringing endorsement… “Or hell, even a good place to eat? I’m starving.”

That got her ears to perk up. “It’s been too long since I’ve just had a good steak.”

“Tofu and beans aren’t cutting it, huh? Name the place, and we’ll go. My treat.”

Aria grinned harder than I expected her to. “That’s great, because I haven’t touched cash in over a year.”

My own list of parts still needed another stop, and the commune wanted us to make a few more after that. By the time that’d all get done, my stomach would be roaring. “Any ideas on where?”

“A few.”

But I had to cut her off. “With a check under eighty bucks for both of us. I’m not swimming in cash right now, and these parts aren’t cheap.”

Now it was a full-on smile as she crossed her legs. “There’s a little place called McClosky’s not far off our way back.”

Weaving over to the next turning lane, I felt better about myself already. “I probably need to get some meat for those two while we’re here. I can’t rule out Mila tearing one of those goats apart with her teeth if we don’t.” Because the girl was just about a carnivore, and had the toned, dangerous curves to prove it.


McClosky’s wasn’t the fanciest place I’d been in, but between us, we’d overshot that eighty dollar limit by more than half. And Aria, dressed like she was straight out of central casting as the token hippie chick, made our waiter cock an eyebrow.

But she was more than halfway through that sixteen ounce ribeye, with no signs of slowing down.

I didn’t mind the cost, because my own steak was pretty damned good. Definitely worth buying the cheap, off-brand soda for the next month or two.

Swallowing a chunk of cow, I wiped my mouth. Aria kept knifing her way through as I asked, “Promise not to tell Mila about this? She’d have the skin on my ass tanned for not bringing her with us.”

Aria was already cutting her next bite up as she answered, “For giving me the first meat I’ve had in a year, I’ll do anything you ask.”

Really… But I knew what she was getting at. “Not a word about this. I’ll even slip a few packs of jerky or something your way.”

She looked too happy as the next chunk passed through her lips, savoring what her body had to been craving like an addict for a rock of crack.

“So what’s it like, you know, living in a place like that?”

Aria chewed quickly and gulped it down. “It’s alright, but I can’t say I love everything about it.”

“As in?”

“Nobody wants for anything, but after the euphoria of it all wears off, it’s boring as hell. Drum circles and meditation aren’t my idea of a good time.”

I reached for one of those rye rolls and a slab of butter. “Grange Town’s that crunchy-granola, huh?”

Aria leaned my way a little. “Yeah. They crow on and on about never judging everyone, but they’re just as bad as my Bible-thumping parents when it comes to holding things against everyone else.”

That’s part of dealing with hippies. They have high ideals, and think the only possible answer is their own. “It’s like they’re holding you captive.”

“But where would I go, and with what money?”

Something made me like this kid. And not just because I wanted to fuck her. “Where’s home?”

Aria tilted her head a little. “Colorado Springs. Alabama’s outpost in The Rockies.”

That explained a lot about her family. “So if not there, what other places would you want to go?”

She picked up her knife again. “I haven’t thought about it. Getting out of there at all is as far as I’ve hoped.”

“You’d better start thinking, then. I’ve got extra bunk space in the camper.” Because Mila can’t be the only one with her own pet-project.

Aria gazed back for a couple of seconds until she realized what I was offering. “Wait, you’re inviting me to go with you?”

My head barely nodded. “Yep. We’re headed west as soon as Chicken Wing patches my engine up. It’s your decision.”

Like she didn’t know what to say, Aria barely sipped at her tea for a little extra time to process it all.

I got back my steak. “Think it over. I’m not asking you to decide right now. But you will have to in the next day or two.”

She flushed red enough in the face to tell me something. And not just that she was weighing her options.

But for the rest of the supply and parts run, she was open with me like we’d known each other for years.


Halfway through the next afternoon, I heard someone beating on the camper’s door, even through my headphones. Closing my mixing session and the laptop itself, I wandered over.

“Reed!” It was Wing. “Your shit’s good to go! Wanna crank her up and do a test drive?”

I stepped back and grabbed my keys from the sun visor. “Sure. Mila and Zoey would throw a fit if they showed up and think I’d left them here, though.” Which wouldn’t be a bad thing. It’s fun to fuck with people.

Patting the center of the seat next to mine, I had the key slipped in before I even had my ass down. Chicken Wing pulled his seat belt down, already knowing how much the road out needed some work.

Right before I let out the parking brake, I asked him, “So what do you think about a quick DJ setup and a party over here to thank everyone for taking us in?”

“Sound’s great, man. Want me to spread the word after we get back?”

I shrugged. “I can’t promise it’ll be a barn-burner or anything, but it’s the best way I can show my appreciation.”

He pointed to the right as I pulled out of the gap in the trees. “There’s a shortcut with a hill this way. It’ll be a good test before we hit the road.”

Doing as he wanted, I veered off the main path. “So about this Aria chick… What’s her story?”

Chicken Wing paused longer than I liked. “What about her?”

“Like, how did she end up here? I don’t know if she’s really happy right now.”

“What did she tell you?” Which threw up all kinds of red flags.

I faked a chuckle. “She came from born-again parents who had their heads held under the baptism pool too long, Now she’s here, and doesn’t know what’s next.”

“Bean’s pretty fond of her, dude.” Wing stuck a finger out at another fork in the road. “As much as I respect the guy, he does have a little list of favorites.”

“So what’s he like?” A sudden dip in the road sent the whole chassis bouncing. “I mean, is he some guru or what?”

As if the commune had ears in my own camper, Wing leaned close. “Don’t tell anyone you heard this from me, but the guy is starting to get a little Jim Jones on us. Some of the men are into letting their wives sleep around, so don’t get me wrong here.”

“And the women?”

I caught Wing rubbing the back of his neck out of the corner of my eye. “When I first moved in here, I thought I was in Heaven. Two chicks to every guy and all that. But if you stay here long enough, you start to notice patterns in who he lets enter.”

“So why’d he let us in?”

“Do you have to ask?” He was already rolling a joint in his lap, not letting the shitty road mess up the operation at all. “It’s not just that you’re a guest. As soon as I told Bean that you had those two coming along, he was all for it.”

Thanks for the warning, asshole… “Can I ask you not to tell something too?”

“Name it. My lips are sealed.” Wing tucked the joint between his lips and pulled out a lighter.

Not that I cared. A few minutes with the front windows down would clear the whole thing before we got on government roads. “What if I told you that Aria wants to leave with us?”

The flame of his lighter sparked up the tip. Chicken Wing inhaled the first hit and let the smoke billow out as he answered, “He won’t be happy, and neither will I.”

“Why not?”

He titled over and slapped against my upper arm. “You’ve seen her. You wouldn’t blame me for trying to get in her pants.” There was plenty of truth in that.

“Well, just keep your mouth shut. I offered the exit, and she’s got time to figure her shit out. We’re not leaving until the day after tomorrow.” Even though I’d decided we were leaving ASAP.

But Wing didn’t need to know that, based on how shifty he’d gotten.


She’d calmed down after seeing the RV gone, but Mila already knew something was up. Adding another load of bedding to the chore schedule probably tipped her off.

Trying to fix up the same track from earlier, I felt my headphones pull away from my ears. “Can I help you?”

Mila stared and gripped my chin with a couple of fingers. “Reed, what’s going on here?”

“You’ve got your charity case, so I can have mine.”

Not that it settled her down, at all. “We can’t throw another person in here at every stop. You know that, right?”

That kinda pissed me off. “It’s my damn RV. If you don’t like it, you’re welcome to stay here.”

Off her guard and knowing something of what I’d found out, Mila crossed her arms under those bouncy tits. “It’s that blonde you took to Denver, right?”

“She needs a way out, and we’re the only chance she’s got.” I sat the headphones on the table and turned Mila’s way. “We’ve got the bed space, so why can’t we?”

“And how is this girl supposed to pay her way?”

The right side of my mouth pinched flat as the left curled up. “I seem to remember asking you the same thing about Zoey. Yet here she is.”

Her posture settled down before Mila slid into the other side of the booth and closed my laptop for me. “I’m not gonna lie, this place creeps me out.”

I was glad that she’d picked up on it too, but I wanted to know how Mila had reached the same conclusion. “What’s off about it?”

“Have you met Bean? It’s just the way he talks, leaving everyone hanging on his words.” She brushed a few curls out of her face and leaned back. “Like he’s got most of the people here under some kind of spell, if that makes sense.”

“So it’s something like what got you two following me everywhere.”

Mila shot her brows up. “Maybe, since Zoey and myself seemed immune to it. I’m not willing to hang around long enough to find out what it is, though.”

I already knew what had to be done. With several hours left before dark, there was plenty of time to dig a little more info out of Aria and still get my rig set up. “Maybe this plan’s crazy, but I think we need to set up a quick getaway.”

One of her feet tapped at my shin. “Go on...”

“Give me an hour or two. Aria needs time to pack her shit and sneak it all in here.”

“I don’t get it.”

“She will. Aria’s parents were in some Evangelical cult, and she’s made the same kind of escape once before.” But I needed Mila to understand what I was getting at. “There’s a slight chance of rain tonight, so nobody’s gonna question why I have speakers aimed out of open windows and the rest of my stuff in here.”

Mila grinned and kept sliding her foot up my leg. “As soon as everyone’s here, away from any vehicles to chase us with, we book it. That’s your plan?”

“That’s the gist of it.” We hadn’t raised any suspicion yet, so they’d never see it coming. “I don’t plan on living here, or leaving either of you two behind. As soon as Aria’s in here and everyone else is at this ass-end of the property, I turn the key and we go.”


With a backpack slung over my shoulder, I hiked the half-mile to where Aria had said she was staying. Seeing her first name painted on a board, I looked up at the ramshackle, uh… Treehouse.

Seeing the flicker of a candle or lantern from inside and feeling like some cliché out of a high school romance flick, I tossed a few pebbles at a window and waited.

The hatch at the end of the ladder opened. Aria looked down, but didn’t say a word. She gestured her head back and pushed a straight finger over her lips.

Finally in, I glanced around and saw how piss-poor the workmanship was. Clear gaps in the floor hardly any insulation meant that she was either on Bean’s shit-list, or things weren’t as great as everyone else had claimed in Grange Town.

Aria kept her voice hushed. “What are you doing here?”

“Pack whatever you don’t want to leave behind and figure out how to sneak it into my RV without anyone noticing.”

She looked around at a few mementos. “You’re serious?”

“As a heart attack.” I wasn’t ready to go into details yet, but everyone has things they can’t leave behind. “You’ve got five or six hours. I’m having a little ‘thank you’ party for everyone right outside the camper. When everyone’s dancing like fools and not expecting a thing, we’re driving off.”

“But the gate’s closed at night.” She flopped down on a beanbag that was more duct tape than bag. “How do you plan on getting through?”

I couldn’t help smiling. “You think it’s strong enough to hold back a huge RV doing about fifty?”

Aria returned that hint of evil in my look. “There’s no way in hell.”

“Good.” But I still had an ace up my sleeve, which I was already pulling out of my backpack. “How eleven PM sound?”

She watched as I pulled the laptop, the light, and the power supply out. But Aria had a curveball to throw my way. “I’m not the only person who thinks Bean’s going too far. What about the rest of them?”

My first instinct was to ask, ‘What about em’?’ But I knew it wouldn’t sit well with her. “I can’t take everyone. If we start letting everyone into the camper and suddenly kick everyone who doesn’t want to leave out, Bean and his pack loyalists will know something’s up.” And I wasn’t about to roadkill some hippies to get out of there.

“Bean will come after us. You have to be ready for that.”

The girl had a point. “Anything I could blackmail him with?”

She scoffed a little. “That only works on people with shame. Guys like him volunteer to be shitty, god-awful, irredeemable pieces of shit. And then you’ve got their die-hard followers.”

I didn’t like it, but there was only so much I could do for everyone else who wanted out. “I guess we’ll just show them that escape’s possible. Sorry, but I can’t do anything more for them.”

Aria looked at peace again. “That’s more than they’ve had before.”

“Again, have whatever you want to take with you in the camper by eleven.”

She got up and started picking up random shit, chucking everything in the hammock slung between a couple of branches. “I’ll take whatever chance I can get. This place is no difference than the church I grew up in.”


The sound quality wasn’t the best, and we only had whatever light effects we could sit above the speakers, but it was a party. At ten ‘til eleven, Aria finally showed up for her ‘official’ arrival.

It was time for the part of the plan I hadn’t even told Mila about. Scrolling down to that track, I queued it next and started hooking up the light you’ve already heard of.

Aria kept glancing at me through a window as she tried dancing like nothing was going on. With all her valuable stuff tucked away inside, she was the only thing we still needed to crank the motor and leave.

Zoey leaned against my shoulder. “You’re playing that, already? We’ve still got a few hours left.”

“No, we don’t.” I turned the last thumb-screw to wire up the light and aimed it toward the crowd, with Aria at the center. “And don’t even think of stepping outside right now.”

“Why not?”

I wasn’t about to tell her everything. “You do, and I’m leaving your ass behind.”

She let go, probably turning to bitch about me to Mila again. But I didn’t care or even have time for Zoey’s bullshit.

But as I counted down the seconds for my track, I knew that it was time. All you bastards had better not follow us.

Aria stared at the light as I aimed it right at her. I couldn’t stop thinking about the crazy shit I wanted to make her do.

Meanwhile, everyone else kept going into a frenzy.

Letting the song play out, I waited until Aria looked like she had half her brains back. One nod of my head toward the door had her snaking through the crowd.

I dashed over and pulled it open. No sooner than she got up the steps, I slammed it and pushed the first lock.

Mila rushed over and jammed the key in the second lock. With a single twist, she handed the jangling lanyard over. “It’s now or never.”

Everyone else knew where to sit, but Aria needed a shove into the passenger’s seat up front.

Shoving the key in the ignition, I didn’t bother looking back. “Everyone good?”

Both of them shouted out from behind, “Yeah!”

Chicken Wing’s handiwork made it start faster than usual. I gunned the motor to warn everyone off before pulling the tank into drive.

Even if some of my speakers wound up in pieces in the floor, I didn’t give a fuck. “Hold onto your asses!”

The few dancing hippies in front of us cleared the way as the wheels started rolling. Then I fucking slammed the gas to the floor.

Taking the first curve at over forty, we were already up on two wheels. Checking the towing mirror off to my side, the crowd was pure chaos.

But Aria was already starting to panic. “Do you think I could get a few minutes of warning next time?”

Fuck that. We were already careening down the hill, barely missing the pines butted against the road.

One more look back in the mirror sent a chill up my spine. Lights bobbed through the dust with each rut we’d cleared, maybe a second or two later. Then I heard the whine of two-stroke engines pull closer. I barely looked back at Zoey and Mila, hoping they’d know what to do. “We’ve got company!”

I didn’t see it, but Mila was too quiet.

Then I heard an odd sploosh. Followed by a blood-curdling scream.

“What the fuck did you do?”

From the back, I heard her shout, “You know all that cooking oil you wouldn’t throw out? I just did!” Which explained why she’d had the oven going and why I couldn’t find my cast-iron Dutch oven.

“Are you fucking nuts?”

But this is why I liked her. “They’re chasing us, aren’t they? It’s self-defense!”

A couple of the bobbing lights dropped away.

I’ve stepped into some pretty deep shit here.

A second pair of lights shot around the bend behind us. The clear tang-tang-tang of two-stroke motors closed in until they were next to door on my right and the window to my left.

Jerking the steering wheel to each side, I bumped to dirt bike at the door away, but the one under my window was still keeping up. Without anything to chuck at him, the only option left was to make it an endurance marathon. But we only had a quarter tank of gas left.

Cutting it right up to the edge of the tree line, leaves and pine needles whipped against the rear-view mirror.

The single light fell back until it was all the way behind us.

Pinning the throttle, I knew we weren’t about to outrun the thing.

But the gate was just wide enough to fit the camper through. Fighting to stay ahead, I heard pans and everything else fly out of the cabinets.

The glow from those LED’s finally showed up. Keeping the engine rolling hard, the lone watcher dove out of the way maybe a second before I crashed through.

Both sides of the gate flew open with a sound that made my teeth grind.

My foot left the gas and tried pushing the brake pedal through the floor.

Thwunk!

It came from around the back, which meant I’d probably brake-checked a dent in the rear, probably in the shape of a person.

Giving the RV a second to get traction again, I laid off the gas until we hit the final straight stretch. At the edge of the property, I flipped my turn signal. Just to be a smartass, even if none of Bean’s squad would see it.


We kept traveling west until I felt like we were far enough away. A few counties over and tucking into an empty bit of mountain property, I made sure we were well off the road before engaging the parking brake.

But when I looked at everyone, they were passed slick the hell out. Aria in the passenger’s seat, and Mila and Zoey snuggled under a blanket on the fold-out bed.

I cut all the lights, not ready to be found and told to move along by some landowner or Sheriff’s deputy. Two AM had already rolled around, and we couldn’t afford to burn what gas was left on the generator. The next place with diesel could have been dozens of miles away.

Leaving those three passed out where they lied, I opened the bathroom door and stripped everything off. Washing the stank of commune hippie seemed like the perfect use for the hot water stewing in the tank before it cooled off.

Rinsing the shampoo out of my hair in the dark, I barely heard the door shut a couple of feet away. Great. I liked these visits when I was soaked and naked, but all I wanted was at least a few hours of sleep.

But I heard Aria’s voice. “That you, Reed?”

“No, it’s Elvis.”

“Funny...”

I couldn’t see a thing, but I didn’t hear her peeing either.

Why I didn’t struck me as soon as she pulled the door on the shower stall. “You’re not very subtle, are you?”

“Ooh, it’s hot!” Aria didn’t bother dodging my body, ducking right under the stream. “Those solar water heaters only get it kinda warm.”

I wanted to grab around her, but she was all about soaking herself in the first water hotter than piss she’d felt in over a year. Not that it stopped her from backing that perfect ass against me.

Starting to breath heavy, and not just from the steam and cramped shower, I dared to put my hands around her waist. It’s not like she wasn’t already pressing against my dick.

Aria leaned all her weight against me, little as there was. The top of her head barely reached my throat, and she was more than content to just revel in the stream.

But I had to know something. “So now that you’re with us, how far are you sticking around?”

Shrugging and writhing her backside against me, Aria didn’t bother looking back or up. “No idea. My parents still live in Colorado Springs, but I’m not leaving a second cult to go back to the first one.”

I didn’t blame her. “Like I said before, I’m making it to the west coast after that big festival I’m supposed to take part in. From there, we’ll probably wander back east.” And preferably not through Nebraska again.

My hands inched lower. Not feeling a single hair, I wasn’t expecting the split of her cunt when I got that far. Just by looking at her, you’d assume Aria would have had the kind of bush you get lost in.

Plus, I figured I was about to get slapped into next week.

But she pressed her back even harder against me. “It’s fine. You don’t have hold back.” The light and my song had worked their magic again.

“When did you decide that?” Drops that were probably sweat trickled down my forehead.

“About the time we stopped having an awkward silence. But I wasn’t even worried about the guys chasing us. This was all I could think about since we left.”

I let my other hand rush up her stomach as I kept feeling the lay the land down there. Trim and neat below, and perky, with just the right amount of heft above.

Aria leaned her head against my shoulder. Soaked curls piled against my skin as she reached behind my head. “When you showed up at my place earlier, this is what I thought you were after.”

“In the cheesiest way possible.”

“Really? I would have thought it was pretty sweet.” A quick gasp shot out of her lips when I found her clit. “But I’d rather do it anywhere but Grange Town.”

That was enough talking for me. I let go and clamped around her waist, spinning her around.

Aria stared back in what little light was coming through the privacy window over the shower.

She looked light enough, I wanted to taste her, and I couldn’t wait to get inside either. “Crouch down and face away from me.”

Her head cocked to the side, but she wasn’t about to turn down the order. Not after getting the full blast of the light.

I grabbed her waist again, lifting her up until she’d gone full hand-stand while face me. A little higher, and she got the drill, wrapping both legs behind my head and her arms around my ass.

Aria found my shaft before I could even dive in. Curling her lips around the edges of her teeth, she was maybe a hundred pounds and five-foot-nothing of pent up thanks.

The soft, goosebumped skin around her pussy felt even more plush as I teased the edges. One stray flick at the pink itself jerked her entire body.

Her mane of soaked hair whipped against my knees as Aria bobbed her head forward. Playing with the top edge of my shaft and starting to moan, she wasn’t holding back the skills she’d learned, despite that religious upbringing. But repressed girls always give the best head.

My own tongue found her pearl, lashing against it a couple of times before exploring my way to her entrance. Even the taste made her seem that much more fuckable.

But now Aria was trying to prove that she could knot a cherry stem with her tongue. Snaking around and teasing the underside of my cock from each side, she either had talent or one hell of a teacher at some point. Then the fucking head-shaking started.

It shocked my entire system, but I didn’t dare drop her. Feeling the strips of ass pinch between my fingers, I liked what she had to offer even harder the more I saw and felt of it.

Both of her legs pushed against the rear of my skull, forcing me to play around at her opening. Mila was barely shorter than I was, and Zoey seemed just a few pounds over what I could keep hold of like this. So I was damn happy to have a petite thing to throw around like this.

But I wanted her to come, just to hear how loud she’d get. Grinding the tip of my tongue against her clit, it didn’t take long to get her voice in on the pure, oral joy I was getting from her.

Driving her face against my lap, another round of quick shakes turned my mind to putty. Holding me all the way in, Aria kept trying to crush my lips into her just as hard.

Holy fuck! I held her against the plastic wall, not caring a bit that the water was starting to cool down on us.

Aria was already getting worked into a pure frenzy. Never trying to push back, she would have been screaming loud enough to wake Zoey, Mila, and probably the nearest graveyard.

My jaw wanted clench as I kept going at her. Feeling the pinch of my teeth and the bite starting to cut in to my tongue, I had to back off.

Her muffled cries turned into a solid moan. Every muscle in her core trembled and even the balls of her ankles vibrated against the back of my head.

Kneeling until I had her close enough to the soaked floor to avoid brain damage, I let Aria ride it out until she had enough sense back to hold herself up with both hands. Bumping the shower door open, I stepped out and helped her flip back down to her feet.

Shaking like the last leaf on a tree, it took her a while to even try standing up.

I cut off the water and reached for the towels hanging to my right. “Come on, the hot water’s run out.”

But I hadn’t finished her off, apparently. Aria straightened up and turned my way, batting the towels out of my hand. “I’m not done with you yet.” She took the few steps forward that she could, forcing me against the sink cabinet.

Not that I minded. My jewels were fucking aching for it.

Aria hiked one leg up to my thigh before jumping back on me. Her pussy ground against my shaft as her hips wiggled, trying to aim me home.

Not that I’d turn it down and refuse to go in raw anyway, but I wasn’t out for a kid here. “Got something for this?”

“Commune’s ‘doctor’ puts everyone but Bean’s gaggle of women on the shot. I’m good for another couple of months.”

I was sold already. Picking her up again, I whipped around planted her square on the edge of the sink’s cabinet I’d just been pushed into.

Aria had both knees bent around my thighs before I knew what was going on. “Just go for it.”

The only way I could have made it better was seeing her face as I pushed the first half-inch into her. But without any lights working, I had to go on feel alone. Which was plenty to keep me happy.

I barely saw her head roll back. Bending over to put my face in that pert, modest amount of cleavage, I rocked my hips forward.

Air hissed between her teeth. She wasn’t a virgin, but still small enough to make it a fight.

On the verge of easing off, I felt her legs tighten. “All the way in… I fucking need it.”

With an order like that, ‘Yes ma’am,’ is the only response you can dream up.

Her walls pushed against all four sides of my dick, getting tighter as I felt the last bit before my hilt slide through. But Aria wasn’t acting like it hurt. Instead, I felt the grip of all four of her limbs snap tight.

The very end pushed against the soft, hot bump at her furthest limit. Rolling my way around, I didn’t much play. She was that fucking undersized.

But it wasn’t stopping me from easing halfway out. I held there, breathing heavy as I tried to decide if I wanted to fuck her through the wall or enjoy that first time for all I could.

Her face brushed against my cheek. “What are you waiting for?”

My switch flipped, just like that. “Hard, or rough as all hell?”

“Why ask? You already know the answer.” She knew how to play me like a game set on easy.

Taking a deep breath, I wound myself up and steadied the grip on her shoulders.

I wanted it a little too much, sinking right in as I felt her arms pull against my own. Reaching down and getting hold of one thigh, Aria was open and vulnerable for however hard I wanted to wear her out.

My other hand grabbed the wet mess of hair and pulled down. Diving my face between her tits again, I held back, just at the edge of motorboating the fuck out them.

Aria shouted something incomprehensible and kept trying to ease herself further along the edge. After getting plowed almost clean through, her voice cracked and she screamed, “Harder!”

Even with the feeling of her cunt around my shaft, I could tell the whole chassis of the RV was rocking a little. Surprise sex is the best, I guess.

Jerking even more on her hair, I pulled out everything but the head. Slamming through again, bottles and cans started flying off the counter.

Locked together like two sides of Velcro, not even another minute would have topped me off.

But then I heard another bit plastic hit the floor. A couple of thrusts later, the smell ripped me out of the trance, right before the sting in my eyes interrupted the next crash.

I could fucking kill her… Mila had left the goddamned acetone uncapped again.

Aria struggled to breath, partly from the fumes, and also from getting herself split nearly in half. “What the hell is that?”

Letting go of the blonde curls and  opening the door before reaching that hand under her ass with that hand too, I kept Aria locked on my dick.

If Mila was gonna interrupt that full-pounding, even out cold on her ass, she was gonna get woke up.

I dropped Aria across their thighs, not caring that she and Zoey were snoozing and cuddling over my empty spot between them.

Still inside her, I pulled Aria’s left leg over her right and pushed myself all the way in.

Zoey stirred first, because nothing would wake Mila other than Armageddon itself.

I reached up for the switch at the start line of LED’s over the bed. The cool, white glow let me see how much Aria would fit in with them. And that index finger tucked inside her mouth.

Mila barely moved as I railed into our newest ‘house’ guest. But Zoey was already whispering something in her ear.

Which got my first rider to sigh and look up at me. “You work quick, don’t you, Reed?”

Answering with another crack into Aria, I tried not to roll my eyes. Then I finally had to say it, digging myself all the way through that cunt. “You left the damn nail polish remover open again. It’s your fault we’re in here.”

The covers flung down to their hips. Nude as always, both of them let me slamming Aria on top of their legs as the makeout session began.

Aria glanced over, opening her eyes again at some point as I chucked myself away for another slam. Her entire body jolted with a moan before she pushed an open hand against my chest. “I knew it.”

Plunging to the bottom of her pussy, I let it rest all the way in. “Knew what?”

“That I was signing up for this kind of thing.” Aria let both arms fall over her head, feeling for whatever she could reach on those two. Her breath went ragged with the next pump. “They fucking adore you. I could tell by the way they looked your way. Kinda like Bean’s girls.”

I didn’t like being compared to that sleazy fucker. Another crack of my hips against her overturned ass had to be punishment enough.

Grabbing each of her wrists, I pinned Aria against the couple going at each other underneath her.

But she only looked up at me, begging, “Harder!”

Mila and Zoey were already starting to make their own noises. With a hand between the others thighs and their lips stuck together, they didn’t give a shit.

The hard pull on her arms let me shock the new girl a couple of inches further onto the bed. I put a knee up, angling myself so I could stab in a little deeper.

It still wasn’t enough for her, though. Aria rolled over, stealing my breath as her cunt twisted around my girth. She put her right hand on the small of her back, practically begging me to hold her down.

Another shock pushed her knees a little further onto the mattress. I let my own fall right next to hers.

She had one final bit of sanity left. “Now you get it...”

Pushing against the back of her neck, I forced her nose into the gap between Mila’s legs. As every shout and cry made the first addition to my little home twitch harder.

It didn’t take long for Zoey to catch on. “You’re really going for it, aren’t you?”

My brain wasn’t capable of piecing together anything more coherent than a grunt and a nod. Pinning a girl who weighed about half what I did down while trying to fuck her into pieces, kinda does that to you.

Zoey let Aria take Mila’s slit over, pushing her hands over mine. “Let go, and I’ll take over. Jesus, just fucking do your thing.”

When I let go of the screaming blonde on the end of my dick, the biggest pain in my ass took over.

Yelling from the crook in Mila’s thigh’s, Aria’s passage tensed up while her ass rose to meet me.

I wasn’t about to hold out much longer, going for it as Zoey held the girl down. My fingers clawed around the base of Aria’s thighs, pulling her against me as hard as I could with each thrust.

Meanwhile, Zoey stared in awe. I vaguely remember her asking, “Next time, can you fuck me exactly like that?”

I didn’t care. Feeling a drop of sweat well up under my chin, I gave Aria the final push I had in me.

Her ass tried rolling me around in her. Something that should have been a word shot out of her mouth, and Mila was fucking loving it.

The final shock rolled down my length. Tingling through my sack, zapping right into my loins, and then back up every part of my dick.

Both blondes mewled it out as I crammed deep. Shit fucking hell!

Aria’s walls pulsed, milking every last drop. The slick feeling of what I was leaving in her spread, lubing her up even more as I fought to stay conscious.

Gripping the back of her neck, I knew she wasn’t about to go anywhere, even if she tried.

Taking the last shots with a hard moan, Aria backed up again as I tried pulling out.

That little bit of overload forced me to groan it all out. But at the very least, I’d found my tiny chick to manhandle.

Not a bad addition to a blonde shaped like a human hourglass and a snappy brunette I loved to hate-fuck.


After a couple hours of sleeping in the middle of the pile, we were finally getting underway. My big shot was just a few hours away, nearly across Colorado’s western border with Utah. Rocky Mountain Dare was supposedly the next up and coming event, and some of my own heroes were on the DJ list. Getting there early was all I could think about.

Mila and Zoey hadn’t even stirred, and Aria was still rubbing the sleep from her eyes as she sat in passenger’s seat again.

I almost turned the key before I looked over at her. “You do realize that truckers can see in here, right?”

She pulled one of my band t-shirts further down her thighs. “There.”

“I’m talking about putting on some fucking panties, at least.”

“When we stop somewhere and get out, I promise I’ll even put on some shorts or something.”

The engine started and I had the nearest gas station tapped into my phone. “I know we haven’t talked about how far you’re going along with us, but I think after the coming weekend, we’re still heading toward Oregon.” Because Zoey’s ass had to go. I didn’t mind wasting a few days to get rid of her.

“I don’t have anywhere I need to be.” Aria buckled her seatbelt and pulled her feet up on the edge.

“Which applies to all of us, I think.” If this event could net even a quarter of the exposure and connections it was all but guaranteed to, I’d finally break into the scene I’d been floundering on the edges of for years. Plus, actually getting paid would let me keep the traveling DJ act up for at least six more months.

But what I didn’t expect was finding someone exactly like myself, who’d end up being the key to everything else I needed.

The fucked up part is, it wouldn’t be the next new girl. Just one of those two sleeping in the back.


ENJOY THIS COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM: 

ALPHA CREATION: BLANK CANVAS BIMBO 


This is the exact kind of lunacy I'd write into one of my stories. I've even got one of my characters in front of me. I shook my head before saying, “I hate to say it, but I can't rule out that we're both characters in one of my own books right now.” 

Tilting her head, Elena blinked a couple of times. “You're not joking, are you?” 

“Hey, other me! I want a beer.” We didn't have any left in the house, so one showing up would be proof. 

The sound of a bottle dropping half an inch or so onto my desk rattled both of us to our cores. When I picked it up and read the label, I knew exactly what was going on. It read Yeah, I'm you writing you. You can guess why she's there, so get to it. 

“Motherfucker. Now I know I'm crazy.” I twisted the cap off, because any just world I'd write would have every bottle open with ease. “I hate to say it, but you're still a character in a book.” 

“What kind of book.” 

Lordy, that was a loaded question. “I write erotica.” 

*** 

“I'm happily married. It's not like I keep a rubber in my pocket these days.” 

Elena stood up and faced the bench, backing her ass right into me. “Since when did any of your characters use those?” 

More than a hundred books, and absolutely zero condoms in any of them. “God dammit.” The whole situation was batshit enough to tell me this wasn't one of those time periods skipped between chapters or page breaks. This was having words typed about it. 

The valley between her ass cheeks stroked along the raging boner just behind my jeans. “You don't even have to fuck me. I just need you to get me off.” 

At her core, and despite everything else about her personality, Elena is a bimbo. It's more of a mindset than an identity, but it boils down to being like a cat in heat, all the damn time. Eventually, if they go long enough without the action they need, they're crawling on top of you and making all kinds of noise. Except it doesn't pass in a week or two. 

*** 

So this is how high school pregnancies happen. She was running on pure hormones and lack of sex at that point. I started to wonder if I even had the willpower to pull out in time. 

I snatched the one point of leverage I had. The belt tightened around her neck as I asked, “Even with your agreement, how badly do you think Gina would fuck us both up if we had a pregnancy scare?” 

“You know it's worth the risk.” She pulled herself up to sit on the edge of my desk. “I mean, your dick looks just like Grant's. I know you imagined yourself in his place when you were writing us.” 

Curve-fucking-ball. Maybe she was right, and most of my writing was just an exercise in wish-fulfillment. I mean, if I was a single guy down on his luck, I'd sure as hell want a literal world of bimbos at my beck and call. 

*** 

“That's it,” Elena's body tried to break free, “fuck!” 

I put one finger in her mouth. Her lips closed around the digit as she kept humming. Even out of her mind, damn, could she work that tongue. 

My thumb went in, replacing the finger I had in her mouth. I patted her cheek as my body reached the point of exhaustion. Who knew fucking a bimbo could wear you out faster than a hard day at the gym? 

As soon as my thumb was out of her mouth, Elena didn't hide her concern. “You didn't just come inside me, did you?” 
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