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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


I’m running out of time to get this series wrapped up in the space of thirty days. If it happens, it does. But if it starts to feel like I’m rushing it, I’ll slow down. The finale has me excited, and I won’t phone it in just for the sake of a deadline only I’m holding myself to. I can always put myself back on that schedule with Harem Manor. 

Yeah, I’ve got a title and the first couple of parts of the next series outlined now. Which has involved lots of hours making the covers and scrawling the plot on my dry-erase board. 

But do expect Harem Beat 5 soon. I’m not making any promises on the date, but hopefully by October 11th, if I don’t think the ending will suffer. Otherwise, not many days after.


HAREM BEAT 4

No sooner than I’d parked in our spot at Rocky Mountain Dare, I was already pissed off. They’d overbooked on DJ’s, and I was expected to share my slot with someone else.

The booker was trying to calm me down, backing away from the door as I stepped closer. “Keep in mind, we are still paying you the full amount for half the work.”

“And who is this Duncan character? I’ve never heard of him, and I damn well don’t to get our gear mixed up.”

With more of that bullshit businessman smirk than I liked, he just snapped back, “Her, you mean.”

I looked around the box canyon we’d been shoved into, wondering how many witnesses would see me clock the guy. My fist balled up and my neck tensed. “The platform isn’t even big enough for two setups.”

“I suggest you two work it out among yourselves when she gets here.” Ducking his attention to that clipboard again, the asshole had the nerve to start walking away. “We are paying you more and do want your set to play on Saturday night. That’s the best I can do, Mr. James.”

Which I’m sure the sudden partner I’d been volun-told to work with wouldn’t take any better. But at that point, what could either of us do about it?


Still fuming, I started trimming down my set with the laptop, sitting on the shady side of the camper. A few more people showed up, but I still didn’t see this ‘Duncan’ chick.

The last of the tracks I needed to cut fell off the list as I saw the Subaru Outback pull up. Cables and speakers almost poured out of the windows as the body sat way too low on the wheels. Must be her.

I closed the laptop and stood, waving as she pulled in behind us.

Through the open passenger’s side window, she asked, “You DJ Bescher?” Even though you could barely see her over all the shit she’d packed in.

“Yeah. Duncan, I’m guessing?”

She parked and got out, looking not too shabby for a tall, slender brunette. At least on par with Zoey, and hopefully less of a bitch. “Yeah, but just call me Sheri. The organizers told me that we’ve got things to talk about.”

Feeling like I needed to start things off on the right foot with her, I feigned a smile. “They’re making us share a stage, and want us to figure out how we’ll deal with it.”

Her cheerful face went sour on the spot. “Fucking lovely! When did they spring this on you?”

“Maybe ten minutes after I got here.” At least now that she’d walked around, I could see how damn leggy she was, and how barely-there her cutoff shorts were. “Wanna go ahead and figure out how we’ll handle this?”

Sheri curled her lips back up at the corners. “No point in taking it out on each other, huh?”

So far, so good on the not being a bitch thing. “Your setup or mine? I don’t mind either way, but you know how mixing everything goes.”

“All my monitors are passive.” She leaned against the side of her car.

“And mine are active, so we’re doing one bunch or the other.” Mixing powered and passive was one of the first sins everyone getting into this racket learns about.

“Well, I’m tired of sitting.” Stretching all the way out, bare mid-riff and all, Sheri cocked her head toward the main path. “Wanna take a walk and hash it out?”

It sounded fine by me. Pounding the door and tipping my head inside, I yelled, “I’m wandering for a bit!”


She was more of a vinyl scratcher, and I was all electronic. But looking at the stage we were supposed to divvy up for an hour, we at least had a plan. Throwing an audio switch between our booths would take care of most the problems.

I sat on the corner of the wood platform. “If you can handle the highs on my setup being a little weaker, it should work out better.” Because with as much bass I always tried to pump, her speakers would be smoldering pile within minutes.

“Fine by me. I just wish they’d have said something. I wouldn’t have hauled all this from Sacramento.”

Lying back, I stared up at the perfectly blue and cloudless sky. “And here I am, all the way from Delaware. Maybe we can play up how this pairing is as unlikely as it gets. It might draw a few more ears.”

Towering over me with both hands on her hips, Sheri leaned over from behind. “You’re not so bad, you know that?”

At least someone other than Aria and Mila thought so. “Ready to head back? You need to meet my camp-mates.”

She dropped both hands, helping me up. “Sounds great. How many people traveled all this way with you?”

“One, but I’ve picked up a couple of strays.” Because Mila at least lived within fifty miles of where I had. “Funny things is, we’re heading even further west after this is over too.”

The grip around my palms stuck long enough to clue me in. But Sheri wasn’t blushing yet. “Maybe all of you can hit up my next event. It’ll be my first time headlining, and I’m nervous as hell.”

“Well, aren’t you the big-shot?” Even though I was getting paid more for showing up, since I was actually selling tracks. “I haven’t managed that yet.”


Zoey seemed obsessed with gaining a new friend from California, because some people have a weird fetish for that kind of thing. Mila didn’t care one way or the other about having Sheri around, and Aria was still in that ‘worship-the-savior’ phase. Which crept me out a little, but at least I knew I could fuck her half-dead later.

But comfy in the air conditioning and taking my second bowl of salad, I kept talking shop with my sudden co-star. “You mixed those two songs? How’d you even get the beats to match?”

Sheri held her fork up. “Maybe you’ll just have to listen for yourself.”

Aria slipped her hand in my lap, teasing at the chub she’d forced on me. Then she asked, “So you’re both working together now? How does that even work?”

I shrugged. “As best we can.” Because what else could we do? Adapt or die, and I had too much exposure riding on this to let drama send everything off the rails.

Stabbing through a bunch of leaves coated in dressing, Sheri looked at Aria. “It seems like we get along, and our styles are different enough to keep people interested.” Then she turned her attention to me. “I’m just glad you’re not an asshole about it.”

“Same.” I shot a fuzzy eye at Zoey, who’d all but blocked our guest into the booth.

Zoey wrinkled her nose. “What’s that look supposed to mean?”

“Nothing, unless you want it to.”

Mila was already standing up from the camp chair she’d pulled up to the end of the table. With both hands slammed down, she was already in peacekeeper mode. “Will you two cut it out and just have some more angry sex? I’m tired of hearing you bicker like an old, married couple who can’t stand each other.”

Sheri pushed the next bite between her lips as her eyebrows shot up. Nobody said a word until she swallowed and pointed at myself and Zoey. “So you two are a couple? I never saw that coming.”

Both of us shouted in unison, “Hell no!”

Mila was already laughing, trying to cover it up with a hand. “They can’t stand each other, which means they have the craziest sex. Hair-pulling, cussing each other out, and everything else short of spitting in each others faces.”

Shooting glances in every direction, Sheri kicked at my leg. “And you two over there?” Meaning Aria and myself.

Mila tipped the front legs of her seat up. “She’s his pet, and I don’t know where I stand with him, even if I’ve stuck around the longest.”

Will you shut the fuck up, already? But that cat was out of the bag and thoroughly pissed off. “It’s weird, but it works.”

Sheri was already giving me the fuzzy eyeball. “And you thought I’d could be the fourth, huh?”

Not necessarily. But if she was already sold on that theory, any explanation was bound to come across as an excuse. “I have to admit, it sounds weird as hell.”

“Uh-huh...” Sheri was already darting her eyes at the exit. “So how does this even happen?”

Zoey bumped herself against her, not ready to let Sheri out. “He can show you!”

No.

But it was too late. Sheri started grinning again. “Now you’ve got my attention. You seem like a nice guy and all, but there’s something else going on here.”

Telling her the actual reason would have made me sound nuts. “I didn’t believe it myself, until I saw it work a few times.”

One of her eyes narrowed. “Try me.”

I leaned against Aria and told Mila, “You know where the light is.”

Grinning back, she was more than happy to get up and dig through the usual closet.

Waiting on her to get back, I pulled my laptop out from the seat beside me. “You’ll need to hear the song and watch the effect when I do my set, but I swear this is what did all of it.”

Sheri was intrigued, leaning forward. “I’ve been wondering what your sound is like.”

“The beat itself comes from my namesake, but who knew a pattern from the late 1800’s would do so much in an EDM track?”

Mila sat the light and it’s power supply between myself and Sheri.

Wanting to see the effects of each, alone for this first time, I plugged the rig in. “This came straight out of the dumpster at the strip club I used to work for, and it’s the damnedest strobe I’ve ever come across.”

Turning the knob on top, I pointed it almost directly at Sheri. “Don’t look right into it because it’s bright as hell, but tell me how differently you feel after it goes off for a minute.”

Watching the pulses blast out, I was observing for whatever shift in her mood I’d see too.

Not even halfway in, she lost that edge of awkwardness. Then, close to the end, I noticed her leaning further over the table and almost beaming a smile.

I cut it before the program could start all over again. “Well?”

Sheri bumped her shoulders up and nearly giggled. “It’s put me in a better mood, I guess.” Right before she started twirling a shock of her hair with one finger.

Opening the laptop again, I stared back and tried taking mental notes. “Alright. Now the mix.”

The three minutes droned through with a song I’d heard too many times already. Sheri kept dropping what little was left of her guard. And I was breaking down, thinking about how much I wouldn’t have minded bringing her onboard.

But maybe that was it. I queued the track up again. Thinking that I wanted her to tag along, at a seven out of ten on a scale, I wondered what it was doing to myself. “Hear it again, because I think I just figured something out.”

I wasn’t the full effect of the light, but I was the beat just as hard as everyone else.

Before the repeat ended, every face was blushing, and even mine felt like it was about to combust.

Fucking ten out of ten… That was it. Nothing else explained why I’d gone from reluctant, to more than happy to go along with all complications. “I get it now, plain as day.”

Right next to me, Aria was already panting, and both her hands had disappeared under the table. It didn’t take long to hear the first moan out of her.

Trying not to act like I noticed, I leaned close to her ear. “Are you really fucking Jilling-off right now?”

Not saying a word, Aria waited until she locked eyes with me. Ducking her bottom lip between her teeth, she just nodded.

The rest of them weren’t in much better shape. Even Sheri had pokies jabbing against the inside of her top.

That settles it… The light primed them to take whatever thoughts I wanted for them, and the beat just tore down what resistance they had left. Including myself. Having an all-out orgy was all I could think of.

But I’d never stared directly at the flashes myself. Cringing with the last shred of fight left in me, I slammed both palm on the table. “That’s enough!”

Going through with what I really wanted almost pulled my dick like a magnet to Aria, since she was the closest to me. But I’d finally figured it out.

Clearing my throat, I caught everyone’s attention as I glared at Sheri. “I’ll let you use this light too, but only if you hold off on whatever you’re working yourself up for, until after the big party.”

She got it, understanding what was going on with her, at least on some level. Pink spread across her cheekbones, and that twirl of hair wrapped around that finger a couple more times. “That’s mean, but I can’t turn it down.”

Boosting her ambitions wouldn’t hurt mine at all, since we wouldn’t be competing for the same audience. I grabbed Aria’s left wrist and jerked it out of the front of her shorts. “So we’ve got a deal?”

Zoey drug ass while getting up, but she finally did after I gave her a death-stare. “Go on!”

Watching Sheri almost skip out of the camper, I knew what I’d just signed myself up for.

And goddamn if I didn’t have to worry if my dick would be raw come the end of this festival.


I’d let Sheri have the bunk over the windshield. Even at close to six-thousand feet, this high, scrub desert was unbearably hot during the day. And then brutally cold at night.

Giving everything until Friday night, I wasn’t about to jump into having her tag along with us. If anything, it’d only be until we got to that event she was supposed to headline in another week. Some big party on Lake Tahoe that at least a few of the other guests and DJ’s had heard of.

But it was already time for Sheri to start prepping for her set. With the daylight fading fast after the sun dropped behind the walls of the canyon, it could go from blinding to dark in no time.

Helping her pack what little she needed, I made sure to stay behind a few paces and enjoy the view. Not that she minded all the flirting. She had been hit with that secret combo already.

Not that I’d fucked her yet. She was a good opportunity to watch what happens when you don’t fall right into bed with someone after they get reprogrammed like that.

She climbed the few wooden stairs up to the stage, her ass almost pouring out of the thong she called denim shorts. “Sit the vinyl over there. After that, you mind helping me check the lights?”

We’d added a few of her things to my setup. The weird mix of lights, fog machines, and lasers wasn’t anything we could coordinate perfectly in just a day. But variety and choices wouldn’t hurt either of us.

I even let her use that strobe, just to see what it does. I’d never been exposed to it directly, myself. Which was a risk I’d have to take if I wanted to understand what was really going on.

The milk crates of records wasn’t even a tenth the music I could fit on a thumb drive. But we finally had it all there as I sat the last bunch down.

Wiping the last of the day’s sweat off my brow before heading back for long sleeves, Sheri caught me at the last second. “Hey, can I ask you something?”

“Go for it.” Even if I didn’t like the tone of her words.

“You put me under whatever those other three are, but you haven’t a move yet. What’s up with that?”

I shrugged. “I’ve never let it go more than a day between exposure and falling into bed with one of them. So why not let myself get exposed to it, just to see what happens?”

Sheri leaned against her booth and crossed her ankles. “Seems like that’s a lot of trust to put in someone you’ve just met.”

“That’s probably why my old boss got rid of it before my replacement came on. Whatever you want someone to do when you flash it at them, they end up doing, more often than not.”

“Like some kind of mind-control device?” She was already glancing at it. “Stuff like that doesn’t exist.”

It did sound nuts. “It’s more of a suggestion device. But combining it with that track, I think I almost could give orders from up on the stage.”

“Then why did he get rid of it? You’d think a strip club owner would find something like that invaluable.”

It brought back some memories. “Andy had a way with convincing the dancers to go all out, even if they’d had the worst attitude before. I knew something was off, and that it only got used when the girls had sudden changes.”

Sheri didn’t look convinced. “That still doesn’t explain why it ended up in a dumpster.”

“He trusted me, probably more than he should have. I got it working again, and probably didn’t want another DJ figuring out how to wire their way into it.”

“Do the rest of them know?” The tiny hint of suspicion was hard to pick up, but it was there.

But there was nothing for me to hide. “Hell, Mila’s the one who figured it out to begin with. She’s nowhere as dumb as people assume.” As is there was an inverse correlation between blondness and tit size to brains.

Softening around the edges, and not just from the fading light, Sheri pushed herself away from the booth. “You’re putting a lot of trust in me, for someone you’ve just met. I admit it still sounds crazy, but I can’t deny what I’ve seen so far, either.”

“The only kinda orders I gave you were not to betray me here, and to just consider joining us. I don’t think I have a right to force the decision on anyone.”

Now she was all smiles again. “I already knew that, like I’ve always had a say in the matter.”

“So you’ll use it on all of us tonight? I have to know what I’m doing to people, first-hand.”

She turned back to her booth and started flipping everything on. “Well, if it does what you hope, that event I’m headlining next week will be loaded with Hollywood and LA big-wigs. Do with that information what you will.”

Interesting… “Which means what?”

“Use it on them, and we could both be set for life.”

It was tempting. Getting a producer or director to use my music as the soundtrack for one of their movies could launch my name into the stratosphere.

But I still wasn’t sold on it being right. “One moral quandary at a time, please.”


Closing in on nine, I came back to the stage with Mila, Zoey, and Aria all in tow. Between the vendors who’d set up shop that day and the crowd, we damn near never got through.

I let Aria and Zoey go off for their own thing, choosing to hang out at a corner of the stage with Mila. The subwoofers were almost making our hair dance, so every word had to get shouted. “What do you think?”

Mila bumped her shoulders up. “This party’s kinda what I’m used, more than your usual thing.”

Maybe I wasn’t clear enough. “I mean, about this whole situation.”

Crossing both arms, Mila forced me to lean against the stage. “You understand the difference between what you can do, and what you should.”

“I was talking about Sheri.”

“And I’m talking about all of us.” She leaned closer, he face barely an inch away from mine. “Even me.” She’d always been more of a big-picture thinker. It didn’t take more than a few weeks to figure that out.

But some amount of shame entered my voice, and my face. I could feel it. “I’m letting her use the light.”

“That’s ballsy of you.” Mila glanced up the booth. “What brought this on?”

“I have to understand exactly what it does to people. If it’s letting me take advantage of them, I need to know so I can get rid of it.”

She didn’t look that sure of the plan. “What brought this sudden guilt on? We’re all happy, and you’re still living your dream.”

“There’s an opportunity, assuming we tag along with Sheri to her next thing at Lake Tahoe.” The music ramped up a little more, making my voice raw as I tried to outright scream. “The more I think about it, the more I need to understand what I’m really doing!”

Glancing back at Zoey and Aria, maybe twenty feet behind her, Mila grinned and took hold of my shoulders. “To hell with it!”

What?

She leaned into my ear, speaking at a normal volume that barely came through as a whisper. “Get over yourself and enjoy what you’ve got in front of you. Worrying about it right now won’t fix anything.”

Slick as she was, I’d always thought Mila was too impulsive. But there was some wisdom hiding in her words.

All I could do was let the night play out, and see where the pieces fell. I leaned close to her for once and asked, “I don’t get to party like this very often, so fuck it, let’s get out there!”


Sheri’s genre wasn’t my cup of tea, but at least I wasn’t up there playing it. Between myself, Mila, Aria, and Zoey, we were all on the verge of crashing out.

The cutoff time was getting nearer. With maybe five minutes left, I finally saw a blast of light pop off from the stage.

Trying to keep my mind sharp and just observe, I stopped moving in the center of everyone.

A second one shot into my eyes directly. I knew I was transfixed, but still had my senses about me.

Sheri gave me a thumbs-up from the stage. The whole pattern shocked through as damn near everyone turned and stared with me. Still dancing for the most part, but totally captivated.

Then I heard a couple of notes that were too familiar. Mila’s voice came out of nowhere. “Isn’t that from your track?”

Warmth filled every cell in my body as I kept listening.

It was Bescher’s own arrangement, mixed into whatever Sheri was doing up there.

“Yeah. I think she tapped into my files and pulled the beat out.” Which was more than I gave her outright permission to do. But I hadn’t told Sheri that she couldn’t, either. “Is this what you felt that night?”

Both of Mila’s arms hugged around me from behind. “Yeah! It feels great, right?”

I couldn’t deny it. Pure endorphins shot through my blood, as if Sheri was forcing her good will for everyone into our eyes and ears.

A shiver went up my back. Then I felt every hair on my body try standing on end.

Leaning back to Mila’s ear, I asked, “No difference yet?”

“None!” As she started swaying me along with her. “This is about the point where I knew I had to tag along with you.”

It all kept flooding in. Awash in the full torrent of too much happiness, I felt like I wouldn’t choose to be anywhere else right then.

But that’s when everything started to get really weird.


We’d barely gotten back to the RV with everything somebody could walk off with.

Yet I was still riding that high.

And so was everyone else. Even Sheri.

Tucking one of her turntables under the futon, I only had one question. “So what was it like?”

She turned it around on me. “You tell me, and then I’ll start talking.” Even though she was grinning ear-to-ear.

The only thing I could compare it to was dropping one of those pills Zoey had dozens of. “Rolling on E, but without my heart trying to break my ribs from the inside.”

“That’s about what I’m feeling. It’s no different from when you showed me what the light and beat do.”

“Except you were in control, this time.”

Sheri brushed a few stray hairs out of her face. “The only thing I asked of everyone was to do what makes them happy.” She nodded her head past me. “I think it’s working.”

I looked back. Zoey and Aria were practically sobbing in each others’ arms. Seconds later, Mila was right there with them.

“Uh-huh...” Even though I was still surfing the peak of another wave, I hadn’t lost the wherewithal to keep taking mental notes. “So what’s that key to happiness you wished on everyone?”

“Hell if I know.” Sheri leaned against the back of the driver’s seat. “All I can tell you, is that it was the most amazing feeling of my life. I’ve never made so many people that happy.”

When the lights cut off at the stage, I had noticed some bizarre, emotional reactions in the crowd. Like it was a religious experience or something. Personally, I just chalked it up to whatever drugs they were on.

Yet I had three girls bawling their eyes out in the kitchen, glomped together like it was the happiest moment in their lives. And Sheri didn’t look any less touched by it.

“So it’s not hurting people, in the right hands. I get that now.”

Sheri backed her ass against an arm of the same futon. Her breasts tried pushing through that woven top, and a full summer of California-girl tan made her absolutely glow.

I wanted to dive right into her, whether my three decided to join in or not. But I had one more thing to get off my chest. “Now that we’re all in the same state,” I focused all my attention on Sheri, “how the hell do we move forward?”

“That’s up to you. I won’t force anything on people either.”

At least we had that much in common, beyond what we did for a living.

Zoey, Mila, and Aria stopped their crying session and went down the little hallway to that back bedroom.

Both of us stared that way, but Sheri broke the silence first. “I think they’re about to have some fun.”

Not that it was anything new to me. Even Aria had joined their impromptu orgies four or five times in half as many days. “And to think, I started this trip alone.”

Sheri almost pushed herself away from the pleather arm she was sitting on. “You know, we should give working together a chance, at least for a little while. We’re not bad at it.”

I hoped it wouldn’t be the only thing we were good at. “Sounds great, because I don’t have any plans.”

A moment of quiet filled the room. That is, until who I guessed was Zoey started whimpering.

Trying not to laugh, Sheri put an open palm over her mouth. “That’ll get a conversation going, won’t it?”

Bold was never my thing, but I couldn’t help myself. “We’re both willing, but neither of is ready to make the play. So how about it?” Which wasn’t the most romantic way to put it, but it didn’t have to be, either.

Another cry shot out of the back.

Sheri crossed her legs a little tighter. “I would join them, but I haven’t gotten to know anyone else as well as you.”

Maybe she was the kind to take it slow. Which didn’t bother me. “There’s no rush.”

“And nobody else in here.” Sheri unlocked her ankles and spread her thighs just enough.

I got the message, loud and clear. Practically falling to my knees, I was right below her.

Sitting down, Sheri popped the button on her shorts.

Pushing her thighs even further apart, I grabbed the frayed hem along the bottom and jerked. Confirming what I thought I saw earlier, it was bare muff against denim.

She reached over to unclasp those strappy heels before planting the sole of her right foot against the center of my back. Without saying another word, Sheri leaned herself into the cushions.

I’d never minded taking the first round upon myself. Blowjobs are nice and all, but there’s another part of a girl that feels even better.

My thumb slid up the pair of lips, finding Sheri’s clit from the beating pulse alone. Somebody had been holding back for a while, and maybe even longer than she’d been under the same spell we were.

Two of her fingers pushed my thumb out of the way, rolling her bean as I moved down to the shining pink below.

God, that’s nice and neat. It almost felt like a sin to mess her up, slipping the first knuckle of two fingers inside. Just a tiny amount of play forced a quick moan out of her.

As if I didn’t already have enough going for me, Sheri acted like she was in love with everything I was doing to her. Dropping a thigh over my left shoulder and letting her other drop, it spread her open even further.

My face inched closer. Driving another section of my fingers in, I dared to take a lick at the modest button staring back at me.

Sheri almost purred as I caught her neck rolling at the edge of my vision. Her fingers gripped in front of my ears and slid up into my hair.

Her body twitched with the first couple of laps. “I didn’t even know I needed it this bad.”

Holding back wasn’t her thing. Just a tad more pressure at the end of my tongue made her drown the same kind of noises emanating from the back.

But this wasn’t all I planned on doing with her. I’d wanted to fuck her since the moment we met.

Not that I was in a hurry to rush for the finish line. Call it more of a joyride than a drag race. Someone you want that badly deserves it for the first round.

She pulled my head even closer to her cunt. The last knuckles slipped through. Alternating the motion with each and licking hard, her ass was almost off that couch.

“More!”

Going at it hard enough to shut my eyes already, the tendons drawing my fingers back started to light on fire. But with her showing that much appreciation, stopping wasn’t in the cards.

Another round of noise shot out of her lips. I couldn’t believe how soft everything felt about her, inside and out, being that damn fit.

But why couldn’t she feel as amazing as she looked? If anything, I wanted to do everything short of praying to her on my hands and knees to show how I felt.

I pulled away without an instant of warning. Perfectly happy to leave her writhing in place, I stood up and began every piece of clothing off myself.

Sheri was already begging for it with the deep brown of her eyes. Taking over for me on her clit, she still didn’t have those bare cheeks on the cushions.

My shirt flew as I stepped out of my pants and shoes in one motion. I slapped my hand atop the arm of the sofa. “Right here!”

Too happy to go along with it, Sheri was already moving in that jerky way that promised she was more than halfway there.

I forced her to bend over it with both feet on the floor. Squaring my hands on her ass and stepping out of my boxers, she didn’t stand a chance of lasting a whole minute.

Like my cock knew the ‘come to Jesus’ moment was about to happen, it got hard enough to start aching inside its own skin.

Sheri pushed her ass up at me, grabbing at the very tops of each thigh. Her face dropped into the cushions, pleading with me to do my fucking worst.

At the perfect height on those endless legs, I didn’t even have to aim. Rushing forward in the smoothest motion I’d ever pulled off, my tip found her entrance. Barely in, I gave her quick love-top with my right hand before holding tight with both.

Her legs parted a little more. “Will you quit teasing already?”

That was a wish I didn’t mind granting. Leaning in, her pussy took all of me.

Sheri bent her head back as far as she could. “Do it!”

Resting at the center of the girl, I pulled in a breath that felt like it would never end. Fucking perfect…

Feeling my lungs hit their capacity, the first good crack at her drove Sheri wild. Walls throbbed around me, and each facet of her cunt gave way.

Every brown curl had jumped out of place, already making her look like we’d been romping for an hour. But that wasn’t anywhere close to enough for either of us.

Sheri pushed herself back, giving me that best fraction of an inch more. Then she clawed at the upholstery in front of her, leaving marks that never went away. “Don’t tell me that’s all you’ve got.”

Firing myself almost all the way out, time slowed. Another thrust with maybe too much follow-through shocked her entire body forward. If it weren’t for the couch arm she’d bent over, I would have slammed her right off the tip of my shaft.

A few sounds from behind snuck through the sounds of our bodies and her drawn out moans. The rest of my bunch were going after each other, like they knew we could hear them.

But my focus was front and center before me. Pressing the tips of my fingers against Sheri’s ass, the more constant, faster motion of my hips sent her into a constant stream of whimpers.

She almost felt too amazing, like I’d found the pussy that fit me like a glove. Putting my legs on the outside of hers, it let me tighten just a little more. Which ramped the feeling into the realm of impossibility.

The way her ass moved under my grip felt like something I need to put into a mix. Not quite jiggling like she had too much, but not too rigid like it was all muscle. Just right.

One of my palms slipped up to the small of her back. Another deep shock had both of us sounding it out. Like it couldn’t get any better. If you want to go ahead an underestimate her.

Skin that felt like it’d been pampered to hell and back brushed up my legs. The points of her ankles clamped behind my thighs. Then I saw the rest of her body rise up as Sheri forced the top half of herself up.

Planting me within herself, all the way down to the base, Sheri pressed against me.

I was about to start rolling around inside her, digging my feet into the vinyl and ready to let it happen.

But she already had plans. The lock and grind coursed Sheri’s walls up and down my length.

Trying to hold on to what little sanity I had left, now I was the one starting to fill the room with a constant drone of noises.

Not that it was enough for her. She turned her head my way as best she could. “See? We work great together...”

Admitting it would have been too much for me. Snagging each finger around her waist, I tried giving Sheri another pop. But she was past too fucking much already.

Her own voice started closing in on my own. “If you come right now, I’ll never let you forget about it.”

It could have been a promise, or a threat. But I wasn’t the only one of us out to prove something.

With both of us clashing together, I let her win this round. Not that she wasn’t able to use every inch like a pro.

The racket from the master suite ramped up again. It had to Aria, or maybe Zoey in the middle of a fit. As if anyone could begin to tell in the center of all that chaos.

Using my body for leverage, Sheri dropped the horizontal and went all vertical. Coursing herself from shoulders to ass, rhythmic as a wavelength, I didn’t know how much longer I could hold onto the ghost.

Sheri tried to land the killing blow, every syllable threatening to crack her voice. “Go ahead, come!”

Not that I was about to. The run inside her I’d been holding back shot out like it was a reflex.

Her grip on the couch gave a little. That was just enough to let me pull away.

By the time her feet landed back on the floor, I was whipping her around. “We’re always gonna fight for control, aren’t we?”

Her lips tightened enough to show her teeth. “Wouldn’t that be nice?”

Throwing her into the cradle of the futon, I didn’t even let Sheri’s legs fall before I had my hands around them. Pushing on the backs of her ankles, she was almost bent in half before I plunged through again.

Caught like Sheri’s entire body was a trap, I gave into the lure. Pushing ourselves together, her face barely made it through the infinite pile of chestnut curls. But she was all smiles and rainbows.

All I wanted was to run her into the ground. Through the floor, the chassis of damn camper, and the layer of gravelly sand underneath it all.

Knowing it was my last chance to make that first impression, my body acted on its own.

Sheri crushed into the angle of futon, her ass barely on the edge as I dove straight down into her.

Both of her eyes shot open. Even in the dim mood lighting, I caught the full surprise in that look. “There! God damn it!”

I was doing something right, leaning off her for another sweep. All it took was another dig and hard root.

Rolling her eyes like my dick had control of them, she couldn’t maintain an instant of stare at me.

Two more clashes rocked her world into some other dimension.

Ready to come, I felt the pressure well up.

But then I heard it.

Like it was a competition, I knew it had to be Zoey doing all that fussing and wailing.

Sheri grabbed the insides of my elbows at the last second. “Don’t let em’ win...”

Beyond words, the only answer I could summon was another crack into her. That is, after I enjoyed the look on her face.

Too much wetness poured through. Heat, friction, and the grip of her cunt stirred into one unholy brew.

Closing in on my limit, the first drip of sweat beaded on my chin. Too much of a good thing can kill you, and I was finding that out for myself.

My heart skipped a beat.

Then Zoey screamed like she’d hit the wall, tearing through the whole RV like she wanted us to know it.

Chucking my mind’s warnings about crossing the line out like so much trash, I swung into Sheri again. A roiling tension shot up from my cock, taking a detour in my sack before zapping straight to my head. I knew what was about to happen.

She let me pile in, drawing one leg back and grabbing around it with both hands. Sheri wasn’t about to let the girls in the far side of the camper win.

“That’s it!” She gripped hard with every limb, finger, and toe. “Inside me!”

I hadn’t even thought to ask her what the situation was. But now it was a struggle just to link two words together in my head. Pulling out wasn’t an option anymore.

The initial blast socked the air out of my lungs. Resting most of my weight on the back of the couch, I collapsed into her and held it deep.

Her skin burned hot as she wound herself through the end of the peak. Almost cooing, Sheri slipped her hands down my back. “This is what we needed...” As she pulled at the top of my ass, sinking my cock in even further.

With every breath feeling as heavy as my body, I couldn’t even nod. The last full spurt torqued my neck until we were face-to-face and touching noses.

Sheri leaned up for a peck that stuck around longer than I thought it would. A quick pat on my rear shocked the last drops free.

My lungs were still burning. “Holy fuck!”

As she gazed back, still beaming. “I told you we work great together.” A snicker drove the point home before she added, “Wanna keep it up for a while?”


With both of our checks for Rocky Mountain Dare collected and all our shit packed, it was time to leave. I could have decided to head straight for Oregon to get rid of Zoey, or dump her off anyway and start heading home.

But when a surprise partner like Sheri drops in your lap, it’s an opportunity you can’t pass up. Mila and Aria didn’t care, and Zoey really couldn’t say a thing.

Mila was back in her usual spot in the co-captian’s chair as we hit the first highway. “So this is supposed to be some celebrity party or something?”

Thinking back on who all Sheri had mentioned, there were a few names that had me excited. “Mostly Hollywood types and their gaggles of followers, yeah.”

She sat cross-legged after kicking her flip-flops off. “It’d be nice if some people in the music industry would show up.”

“A few might.” But I wasn’t out for a record deal. One name in particular, was a man I dreamed of impressing. “Getting a deal to score a soundtrack is more likely to do something for me. As in, strap my ass to a rocket and stand back.”

I caught her smirking out of my peripheral vision. Mila shook her copious amount of blonde around. “So you’re going there to hob-nob with a producer or two.”

“Basically.” Even I was grinning. “A lot of new people began streaming my music this morning, but that’ll amount to a few extra dollars a day. If I have a chance to hit it big, I’d be a fool to let it slip through my fingers.”

A quick laugh almost made me ass-end Sheri’s Subaru as she slowed for a turn. “Think I can help convince some of these people?”

I already didn’t like the sound of that. “We’ll see.” Not that I was enough of an asshole to tell her to just stand there and look pretty. For some reason, I was already getting possessive and territorial with all of them. Even Zoey.

But either way, I’d have my work cut out for me. Cutting a set for festival ravers and hippies is far different from people who sign five and six-figure checks to musicians, just for usage rights. Just thinking about it had me in cold sweats.

Nervous as a whore in church didn’t even begin to describe it.
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I was struggling to keep the family home put together, even if it was that ranch style that never falls apart. Largely because the diner wasn’t the cash machine it used to be. “What changed?”

“The waitresses.” He took another sip of coffee. “Once you came along, Ricky started hiring these tired-looking girls, and put em’ in those dumpy uniforms.”

The truth hurts. Especially when you’ve been denying it. “We’ll see how it goes. How long until you’ve got a painting done?”

“I’ll bring it around closing time, at the end of that week trial-period with her new look.”

“What difference will a painting make, by itself?”

Leaning closer, as if Brandi was still around, he whispered, “Once it’s done, you’ll get what you want out of her. I mean, I’ve always liked getting what I want. Don’t you?”

I shook my head, knowing a painting wouldn’t do that to anyone. Even to a girl as ditzy as Brandi, no matter how much she’d believe and follow along with anything.

He opened another sugar pack and let it pour in. “Now, if you’ve got time, I’ve got stories about your grandaddy and his pa you’ll get a kick out of.”

***

Brandi gave one of those fake, seductive giggles. “Even with all the guys who’ve hit on me since I started working for you, you’re the only one who's been nice without expecting anything in return.” A quick jerk of her hand darted my truck over the rumble strip.

“Hey!” I didn’t want to make Grandpa Nick’s 1955 Bel Air convertible a daily driver because of a wreck. “I can still fire your ass even if you’re not clocked in.”

Those eyes still had me locked in. “You wouldn’t, and you know it.”

“Just stop, alright? Busy as we’ve gotten, complicating things would make it that much worse.”

Brandi acted like she hadn’t heard a bit. Unbuckling her seat belt and letting it fly back, she chomped down on my zipper.

Fuck, fuck, fuck… Fuck! That old transmission shop of the McBay brothers was barely in sight, clear across enough flat land that it didn’t matter. My cock was out and getting harder than figuring the diner’s taxes.

“See?” Her fingers slid up my length until Brandi was playing with the tip. “Either it happens tonight, or I’m hounding your ass like this all day tomorrow.”

I was fucked, it had gotten through even that bunker she called a skull. My last-ditch excuse was weak, and I knew it. “What about your clothes? You gonna wear the same thing tomorrow?”

“You’ve got a washer and dryer, don’t you?” Brandi gave me a teasing lick.

Goddammit! I pulled into the nearest driveway and turned around. But even then, I thought I could defuse this clusterfuck.

***

Brandi closed tighter around me, from all sides and with all limbs. “So?”

That resistance I’d been putting up failed all at once. Upending her as I rolled over, Brandi was more than willing to surrender. Something about the girl had unraveled me, and I had no fucking clue how or why it happened.

Her arms and legs folded over me as I got on top. Feeling entitled or just insane, all I knew was, I had to have her. Right then and there.

Long nails dug through my shirt. Each line overwhelmed that nagging voice in the back of my head until I was downright mindless.

Thighs closed around me until the only thing keeping me from diving right into her was the front of my boxers. Tender and sliding against my cock, Brandi’s cunt soaked through until every one of the nerves on my shaft couldn’t tell her apart from a hot bath.

She fought back. Kinda. “What makes you think I’m that easy?”

Grabbing both wrists, I felt the blood rushing through her body. “Really, you’re gonna put up that tease act now?”

As much as her hands came to life and grabbed for any escape, she’d written a check I had to cash in. “Jim, stop!”

I was too mad with hunger to even think. “Don’t give me that now, of all fucking times.”

Brandi gripped harder around me. With a bite at my earlobe, her voice shattered that last hint of caution in my head. “Even if I tell you to stop...”

My lungs filled with what had to be an endless breath.

“…don’t stop fucking me.”

Her cheek nuzzled against my throat. I don’t know what it was about the scent of her hair, but it made Brandi that much more irresistible.

Throbbing as the folds of her pussy wrapped around soaked cotton, it was beyond tempting to rip my shorts down. Silken, burning thighs did the work for me.

I couldn’t hold it in anymore as my tip almost shot through. Leaning all my weight against her palms, what I’d thought all along came out. “You’re too damned beautiful.”

Brandi squeezed every one of her fingers around mine. “I didn’t ask you to be nice to me.”

I’d already gone vicious enough to thrust a couple inches into her. As she jerked her head back, all I saw was neck and blonde.

Totally ensnared between her arms, legs, and cunt, I didn’t fight how awesome she was inside. Like a flood hot enough to turn any thermometer into a grenade, I could hear myself ramming that passage as much as I felt it.

A kiss at my shoulder fried my senses. Pulling both of her hands down to the narrowest curve of her hips, I was ready to steam ahead and go straight for the climax.

But that slit took me the rest of the way in, roasting my shaft until it felt molten inside her. The wiggle of her hips roved me around until I had to pull out.

All four of Brandi’s limbs tensed harder. “It’s fine... You can come inside me.”

It hurt too much as I thrashed out of her. Every cell in my body wanted to spear back in.

Letting go of Brandi’s arms and rising that white t-shirt up her body, my hands felt the dangerous curves all the way to the bump of her ribs. Coaxing the last barrier over her tits, I realized they were more perfect than anything I’d imagined.

Brandi took hold of the bottom hem, ripping the shirt up her arms and letting it fly off to parts unknown. “Why aren’t you fucking me?”

My body shivered as I pushed back in. The gratifying impact as my head met her back wall forced every muscle to give out.

And the crazy bitch kept getting angrier about it. Jerking her hips front to back, she was banging me. “Don’t tell me that’s all you’ve got.”

Whipping through and pushing down on Brandi’s shoulders as hard as I could, it felt like I couldn’t get monstrous enough with her.

“More!”

Trapped deep and slamming away with all I had, I never knew sex could this damn violent. Not that it stopped me from forcing her arms up again.

I didn’t have the energy left to fight back. Not that it was about to stop me. My hand closed around her throat until I felt the air rasp through.

“Do it! Fucking harder!”

Son of a bitch..  Fighting tooth and nail to hold back, I was on the edge of coming already.
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