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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


On one hand, it feels like it shouldn't be September already. On the other, the time since January has felt like the longest decade of my life. Maybe that’s why I’m getting a whole series out in the space of a month. And hopefully three times in a row with this one. 

I will be taking a couple of nights to do a mini-vacation in the middle of this one. Because even a hermit like myself has to leave the house every now and then. It shouldn’t push the finish for this series beyond thirty days, though. After writing every night since the start of July, experiencing something like a weekend will feel great after ten weeks. 

And before you ask, yes, Reed is one of the minor characters from My Club, My Harem. I knew the guy had potential as a character, and would have to make him the protagonist in another series. 


HAREM BEAT

I hadn’t told anyone about my ancestry. Not that many people would know the family name. ‘Bescher’ wasn’t exactly famous in musical circles. Even if my last name was James.

That didn’t stop me from dubbing myself ‘DJ Bescher,’ after one of my great-great-great grandfathers though. Among the electronic music scene, names that haven’t been used are hard to come by. And if anything, letting people think I might have come over from Europe would have lent some credibility my way.

But I’d worked up from doing weddings and strip clubs, to where I was now. It only took a couple of years. Working hard and reinvesting your earnings tend to have that effect. It didn’t hurt that the owner of Randy Andy’s had rewarded me for my part in making him rich.

My first light test danced along a field that would turn into a mud pit within days. I wasn’t depending on paying gigs to spread my name out there anymore.

One of the strobes kept blinking, even after I cut its signal. It was the same one I’d snuck out of the dumpster at Randy Andy’s after the boss wanted to get rid of it. Running my whole setup out of a converted RV presents its own electrical issues.

I was busy checking the voltage on the wires when I heard the venue owner chirp out a whistle. “Yo, Reed!”

The meter jumped, but I didn’t have time to check the result. “What’s up?”

“Social media’s going nuts about about your set in a couple of nights. Care to pull out all the stops?”

As if I wouldn’t, even for a crowd of one. “Keep one of your goons pouring gas in my generator every hour or two, and it won’t stop until the neighbors call the police.” Who lived about a mile away.

Smiling through one of those faux-hippie beards, that Hawaiian shirt and fisherman’s hat screamed, ‘I’m a closeted conservative who just wants to smoke pot.’ “I’ll take your word on it. After that last event bailed, this place needs a new headliner for next year.”

I already knew why the last one had left for greener pastures. The moron asked them to reschedule after someone promised him more money for a wedding on the same weekend. And I knew he’d pull the same thing on me, at some point.

“David, if I can hold you to a contract guaranteeing the same price for this land over a decade, I’ll sign one in a heartbeat.”

He was already getting shifty. “Woah… I have to look out for my bottom-line first. Don’t hold it against me like all those free-love dipshits.”

“Then I guess you won’t hold the same principle against me, right?” It’s not like he was about to kick me out. Otherwise, he’d have several hundred ravers, festival kids, and event drifters bitching at him for ticket refunds. Again.


My reservations about the landowner aside, I had my setup almost ready to go by noon on Thursday. Puttering around on my golf cart as the bulk of the crowd poured in, I figured it was time to say ‘hi’ to some friends volunteering at the gate. Because hell if David was about to hire people to run the event for him.

A nearly endless line of vehicles had piled up, hoping to set up their camps by dark. And each one probably had enough contraband to make Cheech and Chong blush.

But my old buddy, who we call ‘Debutante’ at events like this, was checking ID’s against their printed ticket forms. The guy had always been a boy scout, in the best way possible.

I grabbed his shoulders and dug my thumbs in. “Guess who.”

He put one finger up. “Reed, give me a second.” As he smudged a highlighter over the name of some white boy with dreads.

“Have it your way.”

Before the next entrant could walk forward, he whipped around in the chair. Glasses and hair down to his shoulders didn’t hide that smile a bit. “How the fuck have you been, ol’ buddy?”

“Busy.” And as usual in the hippie-fest circle, we hugged like we were separated twins meeting for the first time. “Now let me tell you about how much shit I’ve gotten done today.”

His giant hand patted the center of my back. “I didn’t think you were gonna make it!”

“Royalties from my last song came through, so I had the money. And I’ve got almost all of my setup ready to go. How long until you’re done here?”

Debutante waved the next person over without looking at the line. “About an hour.”

But that’s when I saw her. Not completely out of place, but nervous as all hell. And an absolute dream-girl of a blonde.

My friend wasn’t looking her way yet as he droned, “ID and ticket.”

I poked his ribs and nodded my head her way. “She’s already got both of them in her hands. Pay attention.”

Even from behind, I knew he had the same ‘oh shit’ look on his face that I had.

With blue eyes, blonde hair, and tits that strained the top button on that flannel shirt, she had both of us in awe. “Mila Hunt. I think I’m supposed to be in the open camping field, if that helps.”

Debutante flipped the pages in his binder. After too many seconds of scrolling the guest list, he struck the highlighter over her name. “Yep, found ya!”

Mila passed her form over the table. “So this is my first time at one of these. Anything I should keep in mind?”

“Have your shit packed and be ready to haul out by four o’clock, Sunday. Otherwise, have fun and stay safe.” He slapped one of the neon green wristbands around her. “And my buddy Reed should have one hell of a party Saturday night. About halfway down Miracle Mile.”

I didn’t want to get too full of myself. “Assuming I get all my equipment going.” I grinned at her anyway. “Hopefully I’ll see you in the crowd.”

This Mila girl pulled her lips back, showing teeth that were almost too white. “Looking forward to it.”

Watching her traipse back to her car, I was lost in the scenery until Debutante elbowed me in the ribs. “You gonna call dibs on her, or should I give it a shot?”

My hand planted on his shoulders again. “I like ya, but yeah, I’m claiming the first pass at her.”

He turned to face the next entry. “Good luck, and make sure the beer’s cold when I show up later.”


The last trace of sun had fallen past the treeline. I had my sound equipment ready to go. But that damn light I’d saved from the strip club kept doing whatever the hell it wanted.

Sitting cross-legged in the middle of what I hoped would be a torn up patch of ground in a few hours, I put both probes of the multimeter to the contacts.

The needle jumped to its own beat. This makes no fucking sense. A bug had crept into the system, somewhere along the line, because the damn thing had no power going to it.

I was tempted to call my old boss to figure out the problem. But he probably wouldn’t be too happy about me salvaging it out of the dumpster. Something about firing the light up made the girls go above and beyond for tips. Which is why we’d always saved it for the bigger crowds.

Ready to give up, I watched it flash again. A shock numbed my whole arm as someone patted my shoulder.

Debutante’s voice shot out, “Holy fuck!”

Still dazed, I turned around and saw him flap his hand around.

“Shit! Are positive that this thing is safe to hook up?” But at least he took the brunt of the shock.

“I can’t figure the damn thing out. I’ve rewired it twice, and it’s still acting like it has a mind of its own.” It’s not like there was a capacitor hiding in the case, packing a high-voltage surprise.

Debutante rattled the last of the numbness out of his hand. “People are starting to wander. You’d better get your show on the road.”

“The first wave is always out to bum food. As soon as I know my setup’s good, I’ll draw em in with the grill.”

Giving the light a final test, it strobed in the same pattern it always had.

Debutante stroked a hand through his mane. “You’re probably right.”

Getting up on the step-ladder by my sound booth, it only took a few turns of a thumb screw to lock it into place.

But my friend was already bitching. “You’re not thinking about using it, are you?”

There was something about the light that had always ramped the party up, so it had to be used. “The circuitry makes no sense, but this little ditty has always kicked things up to twelve. Two surge protectors will keep it from catching fire… I hope.”

He shook his head. “Have you ever considered that your old boss threw it out for a reason?”

I was already walking around my booth in front of the RV. “Does it matter? If it fries anything, it’d only be my stuff.”

“You’re insane.”

My laptop booted up. “Just trust me on this one. I’m not sure what it does, exactly, but the damn thing works.”

The first song queued up. Coming through tinny laptop speakers, it didn’t sound that impressive.

Debutante rested his hands against the table as the track finished playing. “125 BPM, creeping to 160 at the very end. That’s brave.”

“I thought subtle would be the way to go. Outright telling people to go nuts went out of style in the nineties.” Another one of the tracks I’d mixed from the sequence felt like the right thing to show off. “That beat and changing pattern work, for some reason.”

“That’s not what sells the crowd, though. There’s something about it I can’t put my finger on.”

The family secret. D-minor, E-sharp, followed by three drones of C. “Believe it or not, I found the pattern on some sheet music in my great-grandfather’s work.”

“Really? I never thought baroque would influence any DJ. But you went and pulled it off.”

“Let’s hope so. If tonight’s set sucks, I’d rather hear it from you than a crowd of hundreds.”

Debutante kept nodding along with the bass and drums. With the last bit of sunset fading, I turned on the whole system and walked into the center of my ‘dance floor.’

I stood in the middle, checking the pound of the subwoofers. Fireflies turned into lasers and LED chaos. And that fucking strobe light from Andy’s club popped off on its own.

Close, but not perfect. The loudest section had to be right after the front layers of people. That’s where the enthusiasm spreads like wildfire.

But where’s she gonna be?

Not that I hadn’t had hookups during these sorts of festivals. But for some reason, I really wanted to impress this Mila chick. There was something different about her that I couldn’t get out of my head.


When you run a sound camp, Saturday night isn’t your time to party. Which made Thursday and Friday pass like a drawn-out blur. Another one of my friends volunteered to run a makeshift bar off to the left of my DJ booth. Because you can’t just have people tripping balls and dancing like morons. Drunken idiots are just as vital to the crowd’s energy.

It was still muggy from the afternoon’s heat, and standing in front of burning charcoal wasn’t helping. But these hippies needed food. With everything being pure meat or absolutely vegan, burgers with all the fixings were always a hit.

Getting through the final stretch of ground beef, I kept an eye out for her.

Then I saw the yellow, silicon plate rest on the grill’s side-table. “It took a while, but I figured out where you were.” Mila’s voice was too easy to recognize.

“Ketchup, mustard, and mayo. Onion, tomato, and lettuce. Dress your own.” I glanced her way and saw how little she was wearing. All in blue, limited to a bikini and dyed boots that almost came up to her knees.“Dressing light? Someone plans on getting busy later.”

She took it the right way. “Nobody’s said anything bad about the parties at your camp.”

I cracked open a bun and slid a burger in the middle. Flipping the last round of patties, I closed the lid and turned her way.

I hadn’t been nervous around a women in years. But she pulled it off. My voice almost stammered as I shot out, “It’s the first time playing one of my original sets, so I’m nervous.”

“Tell me about it.” Mila smiled more than I thought she would. “This whole scene is kinda different from what I’m used to. I brought the usual amount of money, but nobody’s charging for anything.”

“That’s because it’s banned here.” Unlike the usual festival, where everything has a price. “Some people take advantage of the generosity, but we take care of each other.”

“Good to know.”

I’d been showing up to these events for years, but this was my first time bringing my own form of the party. “Have fun, and pay attention to whatever you’re drinking out of.”

“Roofies?”

“They don’t happen that often, but it’s not unheard of.” Which pissed me off. If you’re resorting to those to get laid, you need to work on your personality. Even the smelliest dirt-hippie could get some, with hardly any effort here.

Mila smiled more than I figured she would. “Well, I guess someone’s looking out for me.” Her tits jiggled under her white tank top. “See you later.”

I couldn’t have felt better if she’d pecked me on the lips. There’s more riding on my shit tonight than I thought.

But then again, people always promise to show up to camps, and never make it. The main night at these parties always goes sideways, in the best way possible.


Several hours in, I’d stopped keeping an eye out for Mila. If she decided to show up, great. But if not? I still had a crowd bumping around and enjoying the hell out of their night.

The funny thing, though, is that you don’t go long DJing without understanding that feeling is also a way of thinking. Had I gone the control-freak route, that weight on my shoulders would have dragged down the whole evening.

Light sticks, paint glowing from the UV bulbs, and more glitter than a tacky Christmas tree flowed beyond the edge of my booth. I was tempted to flip the switch on Andy’s light many times.

But closing in on three AM, the crowd started thinning out.

And still no Mila.

Debutante had taken over the bar after my volunteer wandered off. Closing it down, he sauntered my way and handed my first drink for the night over. “Vodka and cranberry juice. You look like you need it.”

I took the cup and downed my first sip. Shouting over the noise, I tried hiding the wear and tear of six hours staring at controls and screens. “Why aren’t you out there? You’ve been busting ass since I showed up!”

“That’s how these events work. Everyone else leaves, and the organizers go nuts on Sunday night!”

A hard beat pounded the air, and then through the ground a half-second later. “Sound fun!”

“I talked to some friends, and you’re welcome to stick around!”

Already tired of shouting, I leaned into his ear. “After all this, I think I’ll pass...”

“It’s your loss. That’s when the real party happens.”

Too many expectations of myself, all the stress of perfecting my setup, and just the logistics of it all… Not to mention, I hadn’t caught sight of Mila. “We’ll see each other in the morning, or next month at Clarity. I hate to say it, but I’m feeling burnt out.”

He patted my shoulder. If anyone would understand me there, it was gonna be Debutante.

Another sip of my drink numbed it enough to push into the last round of tracks.

Then I saw his face duck between myself and the mixing board. “Eyes sharp, two o’clock.”

The rest of my body and mind felt beat into ground, by my eyes darted to the right.

And there she was, wearing nothing but a blue bra and panty set, with boots that came almost up to her knees. Starting to bounce with the synth I’d tossed in for harmony, Mila kept staring my way.

“I knew she’d make it. Good luck!” Debutante slapped across my back one last time.

Grinning so hard that my face hurt from ears to jaw, I pushed the master volume control up.

Mila drifted into the center of the crowd. Bouncing those jugs around, her body moved like it was entranced by every song.

Then one of those experimental tracks started. You know. The ones with my great-granddad's pattern and my own beat formula.

Spots of light glistened across her tits as she flowed with each sequence. I wanted to go down there and join along. But I still had a party to finish, and the motivation to give it my damnedest.


The gaggle kept thinning out as I eased the volume down. Left with the people rolling hard on who-the-hell-knows-what and the rest of the hard partiers, those last final ten minutes showed how much grass these people had danced into slop.

It was time for the last track. Kinda of a wind-down, it was some crazy idea I’d pieced together out of my own work and my namesake’s.

And I finally popped the switch on the light. Because most of the people left had been around since the night began. These freaks needed a good, chilled end of the party to wrap up their weekends.

Flashes of white popped over the dozens left in front of my camper. Keeping my eyes trained on Mila, the way the glitter on her tits and face danced along with her even had me enthralled.

I’d felt the light’s effects to some degree before, but now I was unable to even turn my attention back to my setup. Had my brains been about me, I’m sure I would have realized how dumbfounded I looked.

As the final sequence rolled up for the last minute before sound cutoff, the pulses eased down with the tempo. Some awareness of the world around came back as the people toward the back started wandering off.

Someone yelled, “One more song!”

I scanned over the crowd and pointed at my watch, shaking my head. Another dozen left as the bass faded to nothing.

But Mila was still there, looking up as if the light had brought her to rapture. I watched her take a few steps closer to the booth.

Putting myself back in the middle of it, I tuned down the last pair of speakers. The remaining stragglers made enough noise to force me to halfway shout. “I’m glad you made it!”

The cobalt blue of her outfit and her boots made the peach of her skin and the sparkles rolling over her stand out that much harder. “So what happens now? Everyone goes to be and packs out in the morning?”

Most would. “Four PM is the latest they’ll let anyone stay. Some of us with theme and sound camps can stay a little longer, but only because we’ve got too much to pack up by then.” And Debutante had cleared my extension.

She looked at me exactly as she had at the light. Fit for one of the girls at Randy Andy’s before one of those fabled trips to the VIP room. “What if I’m not tired?”

I knew nothing about this girl other than her name and how amazing she looked. But if I didn’t take the shot, there was a damn good chance I’d never see her again. “I need to put my gear away before someone runs off with it, but you’re welcome hang around.”

The way her eyes shot open and Mila’s teeth flashed under her lips almost knocked me down. “I’d love that.”

Assuming she wanted to have a few drinks in an RV a few years older than myself and maybe some breakfast, I was game for it. Or something more. But I wasn’t about to push my luck.

Trying to make small-talk with her as I unhooked equipment and rolled cables into their bins, I caught the basics. Mila was taking her first year after college to travel around, doing whatever seemed like a good time. All out of the trust-fund her grandparents had set up.

Starting to tear down the booth structure itself, I kinda held it against her. But even if she was some spoiled princess, way out of my league, Mila at least helped me get everything put away.

Latching the padlock on the exterior storage, the only thing left was toting the electronics inside. With her taking the lighter ones, at least it only took half the time.

The first hint of sun turned the whole property a faint shade of purple. Five AM was just about to roll through. And I still had this girl in my camper.

Fumbling for the right thing to say, I asked, “Breakfast? I know you’re not a vegetarian, and I’ve sausage, eggs, and bacon.”

Mila’s face lit up again. “Oh my God, yes! I get why people go vegetarian, but I’ll never understand how they enjoy it.”

I felt the same way. “Granola and beans doesn’t cut it. Just relax and I’ll have it ready in minutes.”

But she didn’t hide the best thing about hanging around. “Air conditioning… I almost forgot what it was.”

“There’s a shower you can use, too. Go ahead, and maybe the food will be done about the time you get out.”

Arms wrapped around me from behind as I cracked the first egg. “You haven’t even tried to get in my pants yet, but you’re doing more than anyone else here.”

Mila was gone and had the shower running before the egg scrambled hard as my brain.


The haze of cooking with cast iron filled the cabin. I knew I’d have to degrease the windshield before even trying to drive. But when it comes to festival hippies, a plate of bacon might as well be a pile of free crack on Skid Row. Even for the veggies I’ve already talked about. It’s their moral kryptonite.

But I had everything ready, right down to the copious amount of dill in the eggs and a few slices of tomato with just enough salt on them.

Mila stepped out of the mini bathroom at the tail end of my RV. Dressed in the same blue getup, plus wet hair and only a little less glitter. Because she’d be washing that shit off herself for weeks.

I sat the plastic plates down at the foldout table I normally used as a desk. She walked past, not shy about smiling and brushing against me as I headed to the fridge.

Something about her was familiar. Like I’d spent hundreds of hours around her sort.

But with the glitter, skimpy clothing, and flirty attitude at the ass-crack of dawn, it hit me. Mila was in the same mindset as all the strippers at Andy’s after that light popped off.

If that’s what it fucking does… Maybe the old boss had started to feel guilty about using it. “You cool with a mimosa?”

“Mm-hmm!” The champagne and orange juice were the only things I had left, outside of beer. So that was good.

Pouring into the first cup, I barely turned her way. “What even made you show up at this thing? It’s not really a ‘first festival’ kind of event.”

Mila was already bunching her arms up and shoving her cleavage together. “Someone I used to party with mentioned that it was a good time, and I guess she was right. It’s too bad I didn’t see her.”

Between the way she’d been moving in front of my booth, the fact that she’d been around the rest of the party all night, and how bummed she was… Mila had to be the sort who hoards attention like a dragon sleeping on its pile of gold.

Not that I minded giving her my full focus. I passed her a fork and knife as I sat down on the other side. “So any plans after this? Like, not necessarily long or short-term. Just whatever.”

She cut through the first sausage patty with one hand and twirled a wet strand of hair with the other. “I dunno. Maybe visit my parents to recharge for a week, and then drive south to hit up some beaches.”

The drifter type, huh? You know the sort. Just going with whatever strikes her fancy, because the world isn’t asking anything of her, nor her from herself. “Since you don’t have to worry about money, your life must seem like a blank tablet.”

“Not everybody gets this chance.” Mila took her first bite and waited until she swallowed. “I sound like a spoiled brat right now, don’t I?”

Yes. “Why chase after after what you want before you even know what it is?”

It had her smiling again, at least. “So what about you? Is this just a step along the way to something else, or what you really want to be doing right now?”

Nobody outside of my DJ circles had bothered asking me that. So I was ecstatic. “I’ve been doing this in some capacity for more than half a decade, and I finally think it’s time to make a name for myself. I can’t be a strip club and wedding DJ for the rest of my life.”

“I thought about stripping while I was in college. You know, before the trust-fund started paying out.”

She’d have been a natural. But I also knew how batshit crazy that gig could be. “I wouldn’t recommend it to anyone I liked, even a little.”

“Then let me ask you the same thing. How did you fall into doing this, to be who you want to be?”

I dropped my piece of bacon. The thought of even questioning it hadn’t come to me yet. “Maybe I just know what I want to be good at. It’s…” I hemmed and hawed for a second. “It’s probably the only way I ever can do it.”

Mila leaned closer. “I go with the flow, and you make it for yourself.” Something was still on her mind.

“You got awfully quiet.”

A quick giggle snerked out of her. “I feel like an idiot for even asking, but would you mind if I tag along for a while? It’s not like I can’t pay my own way.”

Yet another warning sign of the potential stripper. “I wouldn’t care. It’s not like there’s only one bed in this thing. But it’d be on you to follow in your car or wrangle up a trailer for it.”

“This has to sound weird, but even suggesting it never crossed my mind until that last song came up.”

My track. Also, when the light started flashing. “I don’t see why not, but I do have to ask why you’d even want to.”

Mila stabbed at a piece of scrambled egg. “If it will be more times like this weekend, why wouldn’t I give it a month or two?”

“Because in the next several weeks, I’ll be thousands of miles away from here.” This event wasn’t my great chance at breaking through. That was gonna be some giant, outdoor rave out in Colorado. “But any time you want to part ways, it’s your choice. I just can’t promise where we’ll be.”

The hard sole of a boot tapped at my shin. Then I felt the point of it jab bone. “That’s not all I’m asking about.”

No wonder Andy used it on the guest talent. “If you didn’t have any thoughts of doing this before the strobe began, it’s best if we don’t do anything we’ll regret later.”

“But it wasn’t that.” Mila put her fork and knife down. “Every bit of this came into my head with that final track you played. The light just sold me on it.”

Whatever my old boss had stumbled across, I’d helped him get it back up and running. Corroded circuits, frayed wires, and the damnedest pattern I’d ever come across made zero sense. And that was just trying to repair the thing.

But Mila was already rushing into her next line of attack. “It couldn’t hurt to have company. I mean, I could always leave if this doesn’t work out.” Coming from a girl I’d spent all of an hour talking two, and three days lusting after.

“I’m leaving Monday. If you don’t mind heading west, we can see how it pans out.”

Mila didn’t even take a breath. “Fine. What do I do about my car and my camping stuff until then?”

“Pull your car next to the RV and make sure you don’t leave anything in your spot. My buddy who checked you in will take care of it.” Hopefully.

As I bit into one of my tomato slices, her other boot tapped the same leg. “I don’t even know why I’m going along with this. Has something ever just felt right?”

Trying to read something in her eyes, I couldn’t make heads or tails of what she was pushing after. “It doesn’t feel wrong, on my end. But ‘right’ will have to prove itself.”

The mimosa in her hand clinked against the table. “I really don’t have any expectations. Same as when I packed my car and started driving with nothing but a debit card and leads on what sounded fun.”

So I’m just another distraction, huh? “I’m cool with it if you are.” The first ray sunlight put lines of yellow across our plates. “The minute either of us think it isn’t working, let’s agree to part ways.”

Mila held her glass up again. “So we understand each other, right?”

“As much as two people who’ve barely met can.”

I listened to the cheap glasses tone out and drop off immediately.

But even then, I didn’t know what to make of her. Andy was probably just going to sleep. Not that I expected warm, fatherly advice from the guy I’d taken the discarded light effect from, without his permission.


I finally woke up around two PM. The air conditioner in the master ‘suite’s’ window was rolling strong, blasting cold that felt like mana from Heaven.

But then I realized that I wasn’t alone. Skin that wasn’t mine pressed against me. But I didn’t remember getting black-out drunk. Not that I would if I had.

I rolled over and nudged Mila awake. “Hey, what the hell happened?”

She pushed herself against me, top to bottom. “It’s okay, I’ve got everything packed in my car.”

“But the checkout time.” Like the event was a hotel or something. They did take the pack-out time seriously, though.

“Remember?” She clung tighter. “I’m staying with you tonight, and maybe for a while after we leave.”

Oh yeah… And a newbie like her wouldn’t have had a terrible amount of stuff to pack up.

I had to wonder exactly how much I’d promised her. After staying awake close to twenty-four hours, my memory was too foggy.

Not that I was about to push her away. “So you’re taking me up on that offer?”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

I searched my mind for the right thing to say. After too many possibilities, I settled on, “I guess it can’t hurt, but I didn’t expect you to sleep in here.”

The sun coming through the blinds made her hair almost glow. “I know you didn’t. That’s why I don’t mind doing it.”

The last two words snagged my mind like a hook. “What?” Surely, she didn’t mean that.

Mila’s bra let out a pop as she reached around her back. “You know what I mean.”

If only was ever that simple. Girls like her are always willing to tease for what they want.

“Besides,” Mila pulled even tighter as the cups slid down, “if random hook-ups are fun, throwing in with someone for a bit longer doesn’t seem so weird.”

I didn’t know if she was talking about a week, or maybe a few months. “Now you’re fucking with me. I never asked you to do anything like that.”

“You’re not kicking me out, though.” She grazed a foot down my shin. “Why shouldn’t we see where things go?”

With her eyes still closed, I kept gazing at the complete goddess snuggled against me. She felt even better than the bamboo fiber sheets and cool air blasting out of the window at our feet. But I knew what had to be said. “It’s a lot to take in. Are you absolutely positive that you want to tag along?”

Mila shifted her body until her tits were spreading against my chest. “I could have left hours ago. What do you think my answer is?” But she still hadn’t opened her eyes.

I’d either lucked into a goldmine… Or the light had done for me what it had for Andy.

Before I could say anything, Mila draped an arm over my neck. Her breath puffed against my cheek. “What’s wrong with enjoying yourself? With as much of a good time as you gave hundreds of people last night, I think you deserve to have as much fun.”

I started to think she was just talking out of her ass to buy a few more minutes in a real, climate-controlled bed.

Then her fingers danced up my shaft. “It’s Reed, right?”

“Yeah.” I wanted to groan and flip to my other side. I’d already had my fill of one-night-stands.

But then Mila crept her leg up until she had a knee on my hips. “In case you’re wondering, it wasn’t the light that sold me on you.”

“Then what did?”

She brushed a hand up the center of my abs and chest. “Watching you pour so much into that last song… It was like you were speaking to all of us, thankful that everyone had even shown up.”

That line of thought had almost brought a tear to my eye as the party wrapped up. “What do you mean?”

“It didn’t have any lyrics, but I heard what you had to say. Loud and clear.”

Maybe she was just coming down from a heavy dose of ecstasy or some other party chemical. If so, I didn’t mind giving her that last hour of rest.

Hell if I know what clued me into it, but even as she tried going back to sleep, I felt like she was running away from something. Returning the squeeze, I settled my arm around the narrowest part of her waist.

Mila settled even deeper into the crook of my neck. Then I felt her breath tickle against my shoulder. “Let’s just see what happens, alright?”

After all this, I knew I could have fucked her clear into the next month. Fighting the urge to reach between her legs, I couldn’t resist the boner growing downstairs.

She noticed it too. Her fingers graced the fabric on my silk boxers. “It’s okay, if you want to.”

Instinct made me ask, “Are you just saying that to get what you want?”

Both eyes shot open. “If that’s all I was after, I’d have let you fuck me in every room of this thing, already.”

I was about to shoot a quip back. Then I saw her face soften, and the tease along my shaft lighten up.

“It’s not like I’m a slut desperate for a place to crash. If anything, tagging along feels like it’d be interesting, or at least a distraction.”

She’d told on herself, and not in a good way. “Alright. You’re not puffing a load of sunshine up my ass.”

Another round of fingertips glided up every inch. “If both of us aren’t happy with it, at any time, we can cut the whole arrangement off. Deal?”

It’s not like I was committing to marrying this girl. “Fine. But I do have one rule...”

Mila jerked her head back. “You’d better spit out now.”

Fuck… I didn’t even have one lined up. It just felt like the right thing to say.

“Well?”

All that skin pressed up against me probably had more to do with it than what I knew was right. “This is a mutual thing, okay? I don’t want drama or mind-games.”

Mila whipped herself over me, almost crushing my hips into the mattress. Both of her hands grabbed my wrists as she pushed down. “Fair enough.”

It was one hell of a way to start things off. Blowing a few stray hairs out of my eyes, I looked up at her. “You’re hard to figure out, you know that?”

The one layer of lace covering her slit pressed against my dick. “Lucky you, huh?”

Pushing back, it didn’t take much to realize that Mila wasn’t about to let me go. “You’re winning me over, though.”

Mila’s cunt ground harder until my boxers soaked through. Keeping the hold on my arms, she leaned closer until my world shrank down her face and curtains of blonde. “I can pay my own way.”

Not that I cared about the money part of it. Yet, anyway.

Another slip of Mila’s pussy forced her apart. If only I could get that strip of blue nylon out of the way, I knew I’d plunge all the way into the crazy bitch.

She kept pressing into me. “Tell me what you want...”

“Take a wild guess.” Because teasing can go both ways.

The pressure on my wrists stopped as Mila tilted back at the waist. Her left arm flew to the side, leaving me staring at the copious pair of tits she’d barely tried to keep under wraps.

With only one layer of sheets between my legs and the cold blast of air, all that wetness soaked through. Then she flung the cover back, letting me chill to the core as Mila humped that mound against me.

“You can do whatever you want with me.” Her face eased closer again as Mila dropped her hands on each side of my head. “Three, or maybe even four times a day.”

That’d pay for a lot of gas. Not that I even expected it of her.

“So how about it?” Mila grazed her tongue from my chin to my forehead. “We can both get what we want.”

It might have been a weakness on my part, but I let her settle into it. Feeling the part in her lips, both on my dick and my mouth, I didn’t mind balling the sheets up and holding on for dear life.

“See?” Mila twisted herself until I was about to slip her panties aside with my cock. “There’s nothing to worry about.”

The feeling of bald cunt almost fried my conscience. “Hold up!”

But she craned over again, pecking me on the lips. “It’s fine… Why would I let you do it if it might end everything in less than a year?”

I’d spent enough time around Mila’s breed of girl. When the party is all that matters, settling down or cutting their losses is about the last damn thing on their minds.

Each of my hands gripped around her waist, sliding down until I felt the waist of her panties tuck over my thumbs. She ground into it, letting me slide them down a little further.

“Now, how do you want it?” The golden drapes settled around my face again. “I can do all the hard work, or you can just have your way with me.”

It coursed a fresh shot blood through every part of me, including my dick.

Mila felt it too. Slowing down, she grabbed the back of my hands and pushed her thighs together. “I see...”

When the rough lace scratched against my knees, I didn’t have any common-sense left. Some fantasy had fallen into my lap, and fucking refused to get the hell out of my RV. That’s when you just lose it and take her for all she has to offer.

Flipping both of us around, I made sure I was on top. “Last chance. Back out now, or it’s your own choice.”

Mila didn’t even try to stop me. Instead, she grabbed the hilt of my cock through the flap in my boxers and tried forcing me in. “Is that a good enough answer?”

My jaw dropped. She’s not joking…

“Come on! I didn’t crawl in here just to let you pussy out at the last second!”

She was too damn much. “Are you su—” The tip of my dick sank past her entry as both of Mila’s hands crushed against my ass.

“Shut up and fucking do it!”

The feeling of her legs pulling me deeper inside her set my mind on fire. Then her cunt soaked the front of my boxers. Stopping just wasn’t in the cards anymore.

Her eyes stayed locked on my own. Like she was ready worship me with all she had.

Taking my first pull, the inside of her felt too damn nice to be real. I had to drive back in.

Mila finally parted her lips and whimpered, “We should have been doing this all weekend.”

I was over the moon. Maybe not in love, but definitely falling head over heels in lust with her. Shocking my hips down, it put Mila on the path toward her own cliff.

Too much bare skin wrapped around me. Mila’s knees bent and those smooth calves forced the bottom of my ass to stay low.

Grinding her into the bed, even a drop of lube would would have been too much. Too much for her own passage to handle kept soaking through until every fiber of silk between us was sopping.

Mila writhed herself, coursing me through her and gifting just a little more depth.

I wanted it more than eternal life or all of my dreams coming true. Squeezing one of her breasts, I wrapped my other arm behind her neck.

My cock rammed through until I felt the limit of how deep I could get.

Mila cracked a scream and held me tight. “I need you to come with me.”

“Already?” Not that I couldn’t have got off in seconds. “Damn!”

She wrapped her own arms behind my head, breathing heavy as she dipped her tongue in my mouth. When she let go and gasped, I wasn’t ready to hear what came next. “That’s called cranking the easy one out. As soon as you’re ready, the next round can go for hours.”

I couldn’t tell if Mila like it hard, deep, or plentiful. Hell, it was starting to look like all three option were in play.

Her lips parted again as she grinned from ear to ear. “Or you could just make come now, and I’ll catch up to you.”

There’s no way she real… But the feeling coursing along my dick argued otherwise. Rocking the whole camper, I flung myself as hard as I could.

She let go with one arm, sliding a hand down to where our bodies met. The twirl of fingers around and over her clit had Mila twitching all over within seconds.

Each of the springs groaned under us. Locking myself into the kind of rhythm that started feeding on itself, I was thrusting from tip to trunk.

Both of her legs let go and shot flat against the bed. That only gave me more room to play with. Gravity is one hell of an ally when you let it work in your favor.

My arms curled under hers until I had both hands planted on her shoulders. Getting my whole body into it, the girl never stood a chance.

Thighs trembled just as hard as her bottom lip. Mila finally snapped her eyes shut and let out a cry that anyone within a hundred yards of the RV must have heard. “Fuck! Coming!”

Her fingers twitched and rolled over her bean even harder.

Feeling the lock in her muscles, I knew it was time to sink the killing blow. Letting myself absolutely fall into in, I dug my toes into the mattress and forced myself deep.

Mila let go, unwinding like a rubber band that’d been drawn out and twisted into a knot. “Gah-hod!”

Ten nails scraped their way down to my ass. She kept pulling me into her as if Mila wanted to be run clean through.

My jaw clenched shut as I groaned out the fight I had to keep up, just to hold on. Barely keeping hold of my sanity, feeling her quiver around me was more than I’d bargained for.

Aftershocks rumbled through her. Mila took her sweet time relaxing into that post-orgasmic bliss, struggling for each breath as I eased myself off her tits.

Letting up like that only made her take advantage, though. Still rising her breasts up as if she’d sprinted a mile, her feet planted on the bed as her knees clamped on my ribs.

Mila waited until I pulled out before whipping both of us over again. “My turn.”

I didn’t fight against the roll or her push against my shoulders.

The weight of her body rested over my hips for a second. Then Mila lifted herself up.

A tug at the waist of my boxers pulled me back into reality. Every strand of blonde dangled over my face. “These have gotta go.”

Lifting my ass up, I didn’t mind that she only got them to my ankles. A few kicks had the dripping wad of silk on the floor.

But she wasn’t letting me go. Still forcing herself on top of me, the slit of her cunt hugged around my shaft for a dry-hump, in name only.

Raw flesh at her entrance made me want to duck my hips and slam back into her.

“Is it that good?” Her face ducked a little closer.

Words were kinda beyond me at that point. All I could do was nod and hope she’d stop running her clit against the underside of my shaft.

Like she’d read my mind, the slick feeling of her walls took in the head. Then most of the rest.

I had every warning sign that my ass wasn’t about to last long. A beating pulse shot from my neck, all the way up to my temples. And that final rush of hardness set my balls to foaming over.

Crushing down, Mila rolled herself over my dick. Her fingers let go as she tossed her head and shoulders back, grabbing just above my knees from behind herself.

Without even looking down at me, she asked, “Is it everything you hoped for?”

The only answer I could give was a quick grunt and a bump of my hips. And yes, she was all I’d imagined, and plenty more.

One more slip of pussy over my length forced my legs to stretch out, exactly like Mila had, all the way down my toes. Whatever had gotten into Mila, either before or I’d met her, seemed like it was primed to get myself inside that body as well.

Mila tried gripping onto my chest as she rolled those hips in every direction. My limbs kept tensing up, all the way to balling the fuzzy sheets in my fists.

She kept rocking herself along my shaft. Then Mila ducked her face next to mine. “I already told you, it’s okay to come in me.”

My world had been torn apart, right as I felt it was starting to fall together. The only thing I knew for certain was how much I wanted Mila to keep going. Everything else would drop into place, somehow.

Every muscle from the chest up clenched tight. The skin of my neck drew tight enough to pluck like a guitar string, and sweat began running down the side of my head.

Her body kept rushing me forward. Rolling to each side and moaning away, that bald cunt with a touch of glitter made her look like an angel sent down from the clouds. As if I’d actually done something great in a past life.

Another rush of her walls against my skin flooded the tip of my cock until it almost hurt. My hands rested against the curve of her waist, trying to keep her rocking the RV onto its side.

Mila cranked the speed up until she started gaining ground on me. “Don’t even try to hold back. Fucking come!”

Knuckles popped as I grabbed hold of her. Guiding her into ramping it even higher, I couldn’t speak or even think of the words to gasp out.

Grabbing one of her tits, Mila’s other hand shoved into the center of my chest. It only gave her more leverage to work with. “I can feel it…” Even if I hadn’t started to come yet.

But that final shock of hardness running all the way up my dick wasn’t about to hide itself. I was ready to blow, and she had to feel it welling up.

Every part of me stretched and clamped at the same time. Each breath felt like a struggle, and Mila’s body crashed against me until I was just moaning in time with her weight forcing the air out of my lungs.

My vision tunneled down to only seeing her face in the midst of the best kind of agony. Every inch of my shaft battered around her walls and my tip bumped against the furthest limit of her cunt.

Then I felt another bunch of scratches tear across my pecs as she screamed. “Come!”

Her single word did me in. Every bone in my legs tried popping out of their joints as I went rigid.

Mila rushed herself down and wiggled those generous hips into me.

Climaxing so hard that I could taste the adrenaline like a shank of copper in my mouth, too much pressure gave out in the tiniest fraction of a second.

I think I rested my hands on top of her thighs. Either way, whatever I had a grip on, she was boiling hot. “Oh fuck!”

My back straightened until it shot my hips upward. Each muscle balled until cramps threatened to leave me shouting harder than I already was.

But it all flooded out. Pure release and the feeling of her pussy swirling it around my cock had me beating my fists against the bed. It didn’t hurt that I used them to cram myself just a fraction of an inch further into her.

Both sides of her cunt gripped like a vice. Even with all that pearly goodness, I wasn’t about to slip my way free. As if her body knew how to milk a guy for every drop.

Mila kept trying to jerk herself apart. That is, until her cheek rested against mine. Each breath seared hot enough to steam every window.

Every bit of what I’d left in her flowed around the shrinking length of my cock. It felt like what I’d always imagined honeymoon sex would be.

Then Mila pressed her mounds into me. Each syllable came out as a sigh. “I knew we’d be great at this.”

My whole body slacked at once. My face turned away from her, trying to get as much fresh air as my lung could take in.

Then one more slip of her cunt forced me to whoop a whole breath in. “So where are we going from here?”


The last trace of daylight slipped behind the trees again. Debutante had a camp chair saved for me as he patted in the middle of it.

But wasn’t expecting Mila to walk into the campfire’s glow, right behind me. He kept silent until I was right next to him.

Mila found her own place to sit in a chair someone else had left open.

“I can’t believe you pulled it off. Good job, buddy!”

With every part of me aching from what she’d danced out as an encore, I just wanted a fucking beer and a hot dog. “Don’t even start right now.”

“What happened?” That tone in his voice said it all. He was one of my closest friends, and knew when I wasn’t on my game.

“As it turns out, she’s tagging along with me. Please tell me I’m nuts for even letting her.”

The light of the fire danced across each lens of his glasses. “You could have done worse. I mean, just look at who every other guy is staring at right now.”

Yep. Every eye was on Mila. Wanting her, jealous as fuck, or otherwise.

Debutante took a bag of chips from the other side of his chair. Before crunching the first handful and trying to pass a bong my way, he asked, “So… How was she?”

I handed the pipe to the next guy, but grabbed that sack of chips like it owed me money. “I can feel the bags under my eyes.”

He waved to someone across the firepit. “Hey, Choadie! Feed this man!”

The only thing I hated about it was the endless, jealous stares of every other guy. When they managed to take their eyes off Mila and what she had under those cutoff shorts.


That’s how I wound up crossing the county with a trust-fund baby, who didn’t even realize she was living with a silver spoon stuck up her ass.

The only thing I ask of people is that they get to know me on a personal level before judging. As I resist every attempt they make to do so. It’s not exactly a recipe for happiness or smooth travels.


ENJOY THESE EXCERPTS FROM MY LATEST COMPLETED SERIES: 

BIMBO BLISS 


She felt warmer than all the people who pretended to care. “Gideon, you’re pushing too hard.” Given how Mel was fresh out of college, my bookkeepers chucked an unholy fit when I demanded she get a salary. But out of all of them, Mel kept me going when nobody else could. “See? You’re coughing up blood!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

“And get all this shit done, how?”

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

“That bad, huh?”

Still no reaction.

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

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

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

It had to be a prank.

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

Not a damn thing, apparently. Good or bad.

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

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

“Yo, come on! Talk!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

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

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