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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 like, 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.


HAREM BEAT 2

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

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

Road head.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

I pointed at Mila. “Maybe she is.”

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

“Seems that way.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Yup.”

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Mila curled a finger at me.

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

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

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

“What’s this about?”

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

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

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

He grinned like a possum. “Lucky bastard!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then I caught it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So you think it was both?”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But you didn’t?”

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

He took my cup and dug under the bar.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, trying to get my name out.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then I heard it.

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

Shit… Here we go…

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

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

Zoey saw me, looking panicked as hell.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But Mila wasn’t wrong.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

“Well?”

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

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

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

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

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

You kinda need a sober person for that.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

The sliding door opened behind me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mila was right behind her, disappearing behind her friend.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The first inch of my cock dipped through.

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

Goddamn.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s it… Show me what I’m in for.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Pulling out, I left Mila a shaking wreck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Another cry shot through the room.

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

But she kept daring me with another shove her ass.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then Zoey absolutely lost it.

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

She was coming.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But I didn’t really care, either.


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

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

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

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

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

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

Come on in, buddy!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But my pride was about to get shot through the heart. If I’d have known that was coming, I would asked her for a loan.


HAREM BEAT 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Gross!”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

“But it’s my car!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

That made me nervous.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Leather soles barely tapped away.

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“One and the same.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A few.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“As in?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And the women?”

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

“So why’d he let us in?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Why not?”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t get it.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

“Why not?”

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

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

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

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

Meanwhile, everyone else kept going into a frenzy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck did you do?”

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

“Are you fucking nuts?”

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

A couple of the bobbing lights dropped away.

I’ve stepped into some pretty deep shit here.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Thwunk!

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, it’s Elvis.”

“Funny...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“In the cheesiest way possible.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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.


HAREM BEAT 5

I didn’t know what to think of Sheri’s venue when we pulled in. After a week at her place in Sacramento, I thought I was prepared for California.

But between the luxury cars and Ferraris, my RV looked downright cheap. And I’d paid double what most people make in a year on the thing. Used.

We’d consolidated our gear into a setup that was better than what either of us could field alone. Sheri’s only stipulation was that I don’t steal the spotlight from her. Other than that, I’d get my time to shine and then mingle among the producers and directors.

Tony Brisco, Mason Moore, and a few other big names would be there. But the real prize would be a chance to pitch one of my idols on the idea of using my music. Bruce De Garcia had almost total control over his films, and his filmography was basically my list of favorites.

Not that I could shriek and go full-fanboy on him. If anything, my new set was engineered to give him ideas of how he could use my stuff.

Some giant, black SUV almost cut us off as I wound through the makeshift parking lot. Gravel dust coated everything, right down to the sleekest sports car. Which made it look more gray than anything.

“Ass-fuck!” Granted, inside my camper, it was a scream of impotent rage.

I was about to let off the brakes when a couple of bodyguards got out and stepped in my way. You know, the kind of guys who could wrestle a bear to submission.

Then I saw her step out. “Holy shit, is that Kristen Abney?” One of the actresses in one Mr. De Garcia’s hit series, Hell Kittens.

Sheri walked up behind me and leaned against the back of my chair. “I think so. Told ya we’d have plenty of celebrities.”

But that wasn’t all. Bruce De Garcia himself got out, with Kristen latching to his arm as they crossed my path.

I couldn’t believe my luck. But as far as I knew, he was the producer, and she wasn’t even the main starlet in his pet project. “Huh. If they’re an item, it’s news to me.”

Sheri got condescending all of a sudden. “You really are out of the loop. They got married like a month ago.”

“Hey, I just like his movies. I’m not one of those celebrity-chasing weirdos who stalks him online.”

With their entourage out of the way, I was finally able to get moving again. Sheri hugged around my neck, and probably not just to keep herself standing. “Don’t forget, while all the big-shots are having the first half of the party on some yacht, we’ve got setup to do.”

I was ready to let one of those four park the RV and follow Bruce like a puppy. But I couldn’t impress him without any sound going. “I’d kill to do a soundtrack for one of his movies...”

She let go, but not before leaning into my ear. “You don’t wanna know what I’ve heard they’re into.”

But I was already too starstruck to catch the hint. Or figure out how it could be my way in.


There’s always a fucking problem. Right as I was hooking up the first of our pooled set of lights, the event planner came storming up.

“Uh, we have our own visuals. I can’t let you use your own.”

Shit… Blasting De Garcia with my own, combined with that track was going to be my hidden ace. “What about the fog machines?” Which seemed like a good way to sneak my rig in.

“No can do.” He looked even more insufferable and micromanaging that Rocky Mountain Dare’s pencil-neck. “Our lights sync to music, so Ms. Duncan has to work with that.”

I wasn’t about to let him know that I was opening for her. Without this guy’s permission, of course.

“Sure. I’ll put everything back.” Trying to play it off like I was being saved a load of trouble. “Thanks!”

As he left, Sheri strolled over and picked up the mystery light. “Sit it on top of a controller or something. He’ll never know until it’s too late.”

I already owed her my ass. “Listen, I’m not about to get your pay for this cut. If it’s too risky, let me know.”

“Letting you open for me would get me chewed out and maybe black-listed already, but I know what this thing does. Besides, isn’t it better to ask forgiveness later than ask for permission and get denied from the start?”

My shoulders perked up, but I still felt like shit. “You really do want me to owe your ass, huh?”

“I’ve got my own reasons for wanting to use it. Just be thankful that we’re not competing over the same person.” She tapped the front of one of those strappy shoes at the side of my leg. “That event planner will be in the crowd, so if you calm his ass down early, we won’t have a problem to begin with.”

“Sneaky little bitch, aren’t you?”

Sheri showed every single one of her teeth with that smile. “You’ve never been out to fuck me over, and I’ve got something to gain here too. Remember what I said about us working well together?”

All too clearly.


The whole time that yacht came back, I was sweating bullets. Tweaking my set, I knew this was something even bigger than the last event. And probably my only shot to go beyond what I’d dared fantasize about.

Setting everything for an audience of one, I added a mix using a lot of Paint It Black. Bruce De Garcia had used that Rolling Stones song in more than one of his movies, and the track was one of my better ones.

Everyone one of the house lights kicked on without warning. From lights posts, all the way down to the stage’s effects. It was getting dark, and the venue’s workers lighting torches along the dock put my ass into high gear.

Sheri’s brown curls dipped over my shoulder as I kept trying to make every facet of my time absolutely perfect. But a sudden hand against my ass jerked me out of the trance.

“You’re stressing too much. Relax.”

Which was too easy for her to say.

I made the last change I’d thought of at the final second. “A month ago, I’d have called this a dream. Or maybe a nightmare.”

She rested her chin on my shoulder. “Not the changes I’d make, but you his work better than I do.”

“Thanks...” Like it was Zoey second-guessing everything I did. Except Sheri knew what she was talking about. “No pressure at all!”

Sheri grabbed each on of my wrists and turned me around. “Okay. Take a deep breath. You’ll do fine.”

“But I’ve still tracks to fade and—”

“Nobody will notice a half-second of beat leaking through but us. And I already know how much effort you’ve put in.”

My brain scrambled for any excuse to break away and keep going.

But she was too calming. As if the light itself had given her that amount of control over my mind. “Easy. You’re about to give me a stroke, getting yourself all worked up like this.”

“Well, I put that bass line and have the light queued up at the start, but you’ll barely notice either of them. Why not prime the pump and calm that event planner down at the same time?”

Sheri widened her eyes a little. “Trying something new with it?”

Maybe I was. Or maybe I just wanted the key players stuck as my captive audience.


Dressed in their most alluring getups, I had my three out in the crowd. Halfway through my first track, Zoey was finally being useful. That event planner wasn’t even paying attention anymore.

I’d gotten away with it so far, acting like this was just a sound check. Of course, Sheri was up on stage with me, pretending to act busy. Even though she was turning knobs on a board that wasn’t even turned on yet. And keeping her other hand on my ass.

I saw De Garcia looking straight at me. Ramping up the voltage on the light and turning my ancestor’s beat higher, his eyes locked exactly where I wanted them.

Meanwhile, Mrs. De Garcia, was starting to get lured away by Mila.

Picking up my phone, I hoped like hell that Mila had her own on her. The message tapped out, full of typos I had to fix because I was shaking like leaf.

Hey. Garcia needs to know that I’m playing this set. PRETTY PLEASE

From my perch up on the stage, I watched until she finally pulled her phone out of the waistband of her skirt.

Looking down for a second, Mila eventually turned my way and gave a thumbs-up.

It was all going great. Which is made me even more nervous. Nothing this important ever goes so smoothly.


After the end of my little intrusion, I handed the booth off to Sheri. Diving right into fast beats and not using the light, the change in the crowd was fucking palpable.

But I had a mission.

Still, I was nervous as a stoned kid talking to a cop, even before I got to Bruce.

Yet he was watching Mila dance with Kristen, utterly rapt as I got close to him.

I played it off like I didn’t know who he was, making a show of whispering something to my own main blonde.

Then I felt a tap on my shoulder. “Gilles Bescher?”

Who was my namesake. And I didn’t know who I was talking to, right then. “He’s one of my ancestors. You know his music?”

Suave and collected as always, De Garcia’s voice almost floated out. “I’m utterly obsessed with it.”

Close to shitting myself on the spot, I didn’t want to turn around. But I tried donning every shred of confidence I had. “You’re first person I’ve met who knows the name, outside of my family.”

Finally locking eyes with him close enough to talk at a normal level, I didn’t expect him to fanboy it up on me instead. “You have to tell me what you know about the man. I can’t believe there’s someone who might know more about him than I do.”

I wasn’t Gilles’ personal historian or anything. But Bruce didn’t have to know that. “He’s my great-great-great-grandfather. I thought his compositions needed a breath of fresh air.”

Bruce stuck a hand out at me, like he wanted a shake or something. Instead, he pulled me in for one of those debonair, Hollywood hugs.

My heart skipped three or four beats. Is this fucking happening?

Then he whispered, “We have to talk. Find me before the party’s over.”

I couldn’t even respond. Between his wife grinding on Mila and one of my idols asking to hang out, my hands kept shaking, even after a couple of drinks from the open bar.

At least Sheri looked like she was having the time of her life up there.


It was already close to midnight when I had all the gear packed back into the RV. Bruce De Garcia himself had invited all of us to his lake house overlooking Tahoe. Lurching the thing to a stop at the wrought-iron gate, my whole leg shook against the brake pedal.

I rolled the window down and strained to reach the button on the intercom.

But the speaker buzzed as each side of the barrier opened up. Outside of that roadblock and the subtle fence, you just assume it was yet another private driveway. Maybe the paparazzi were their own special kind of hell. Lord knows Bruce and Kristen had to deal with them plenty.

Almost getting up on two wheels on the sharp curves, it felt like we’d gone through half a mile of forest before I saw the grand estate. Lit up like Fort Knox, the postmodern, boxy manor looked totally out of place in the forest of pine and spruce.

The front door opened up before I even had the parking brake engaged. Bruce himself waved from the square of light.

Mila looked over at me from her usual seat. “Not gonna lie, I’m kinda nervous too.”

I didn’t what that was about, but I had no place to tease her over it. “Hell, I can’t believe he knows who Gilles even is.” Outside of a few professors and baroque aficionados, nobody did.

Sheri trotted up and killed the mood, in the best way possible. “Buck up. Meeting celebrities in one of their homes isn’t too bad. It just takes a few times to get used to it.”

Easy for her to say, I guess. “How do I even act around these people? I spent the rest of the party hanging around the edges like a wallflower.”

She razzed my hair. “They’re people just like you and me, when you get down to it. He’s probably as nervous and giddy as you are.”

Not that I didn’t feel like a Catholic about to meet The Pope. “Sure. He’s nicer than I expected, though.”

“Be yourself, you idiot.” Sheri took a few steps to the door. “If we hang out here too long, those human walls he’s hired as bodyguards will start to get nervous.”

Fuck.


Aside from a few movie props and costumes framed on the walls, you wouldn’t know it was the house of a guy who split his time as a world-famous director and producer. That is, outside of the stunning blonde who was just as known as himself.

But in the middle of the black, steel, and dark walnut everything, Bruce led us into this 1970’s-style conversation pit in the middle of the living room. Sat between Sheri and Mila, I almost crapped my pants when Kristen sat on my first blonde’s other side.

Then Bruce dropped the bomb on me. “I really could use a composer for my next film. Impress me, and there’s an entire series of work in it for you.”

My stomach almost landed on my tongue. “For real?”

“That’s not the only reason I asked you here,” he smirked at his wife, “but absolutely.”

“I don’t know what to say. Is there any kind of spec-work you want me to pull off first?” Because guys like him always want their prospects to prove themselves under pressure.

De Garcia propped a leg on his knee and leaned back, all by his lonesome on that side. “Vaguely cyberpunk, and atmospheric at first, with a rising tempo. Do you think you can come up with something new to impress me within a week?”

Holy fuck! The timeframe wouldn’t be the issue, so much as how much I knew I’d stress over each detail. “Not a problem.”

“Excellent.” He clapped both hands together and leaned our way. “Now, with that said, don’t let me forget to hand a card before you leave.”

Already? Not that I was pissed about it.

I felt the change in the room before I saw it or even heard it. Like all the tension lifted, just to be replaced with something else, my brain starting firing off every alarm it had.

As Bruce started grinning harder.

The sound of two people making out popped to my right. Mila’s ass bumped against me as her weight shifted.

Catching the sight of Kristen’s foot dangling over Mila’s thigh tipped me off. But I didn’t dare say a word.

De Garcia pulled me out of the fire, watching like it was his favorite show. “It’s alright. My wife is into that kind of thing, and I don’t mind watching.”

On the verge of shooting a glance at Sheri, I decided to keep my eyes locked on him instead.

Fucker was having the time of his life, without moving a muscle. But then he fired a broadside. “It’s clear that you know about the lifestyle. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be running with four women.”

I didn’t have the nerve to tell him that I’d lucked into it. Clearing my throat, I hoped Zoey and Aria wouldn’t take offense. “It’s been a weird month, but I can’t say I’ve got complaints.”

Clasping both hands together, he titled closer and rested his chin on the finger steeple. “Up and coming all of a sudden? You could always get used to this, and expect even more if we end up working together.”

The only fear I had, was that he’d ask to join Mila and Kristen. Even the thought of chucking Zoey or Sheri his way sank a pit in my guts.

“But don’t worry. You have your own territory, and I get to enjoy my wife’s total exhilaration, after the fact.”

A few tons lifted off my shoulders. Even with this chance, I didn’t know if I’d go along with sharing.

“Now, whether she decides to let you have fun with her, is totally up to my wife.”

My cock grew three sizes in an instant. Not that I cared for his talk of territory, as if I owned these girls I’d drug along with me. “Right...”

“It’s up to you. We all get something out of the deal, and I can’t think of a better way to show my trust in a new collaborator.”

The full idea sank in. At the start of this trip, I guessed I’d have a one-night-stand with some festival chick, at best. But banging the celebrity I’d jerked off to in the shower, along with four other girls who were downright shameless. I started questioning what reality even was.

How in the hell did I end up in this situation? I was about to stare at my palms, and maybe pinch myself to make sure it wasn’t an acid trip gone wild.

But Kristen dropped a hand in my lap, fancy engagement ring, wedding band, and all.

It was real enough.

I’d hardly turned to Sheri when I noticed Aria and Zoey going at it just as hard on the other side of her.

Then she ducked into my ear. “What did you expect with these people? Cupcakes and coffee?”

Not that it normalized any of this in my mind, at all. I whispered back, “What the fuck is he up to?”

Sheri answered by pressing her lips against mine and slipping a bit of tongue. As Kristen fiddled with my zipper until she had it most of the way down.

A second hand jockeyed for position inside my jeans. From the feeling of it, Mila was just as committed.

Looking at Bruce through the corner of my eye, he was even trying to get up. Eased into the leather cushions and watching, his slacks had one hell of a tent going on. So long as he wouldn’t try anything, what would I have to lose?

The first touch of skin against my dick had me groaning into Sheri’s mouth. She pretended to cup my jaw, grazing her lips against my face until she was back in my ear. “Stay calm and just go with it. I know you’re not gay, so get over yourself already.”

Unfamiliar fingers wrapped over my shaft.

Is this chick really jerking me off right now? Given how many years of their lives most men would give up for even that much from her, reality turned into a massive joke. And I hoped I wouldn’t end up being the punchline.

The sounds behind me changed. That wasn’t Mila whimpering, but I knew hands were in panties over there.

Fucking nuts as it was, having Sheri to guide me through let the shock fade among the background noise.

A hard stroke shuddered my entire body. God damn it! Now that I knew what my hero wanted to see, I also hoped that he didn’t expect me to last very long.

Mila grabbed my right arm. Then I felt Zoey and Aria rest their own hands in my lap. As Sheri practically wrapped her entire body around me.

With five girls all over me, my brain started to lock up. How the hell do I pick?

Kristen had a full grip on my shaft, jerking away like she was already trying to pull the easy climax out of me.

But De Garcia saved me from the biggest conundrum of my life at the final second. “You ladies take your time getting acquainted with my wife. Reed and I have business to discuss.”


I hated him for it. By the time we were standing on the balcony overlooking Lake Tahoe’s expanse of black in the night, my balls felt like they’d explode. But the fact that he pulled some craft beer out of a fridge and uncapped the bottle for me won him some points back.

“Your music,” he opened his own, “I never thought I’d hear someone use Bescher’s pattern for anything electronic.”

The DJ business is crowded, and there’s close to nothing someone else hasn’t done yet. “At first, it seemed like the perfect gimmick. Now, I get more about my great-great-grandfather’s work than I ever imagined.”

Bruce leaned against the railing and down his first sip. Wiping his lips with a wrist, he kept getting more relaxed by the second. “Baroque truly does go underappreciated. Film may be the easiest medium to take in, but music is a universal language.”

I knew the truth in that more than I ever thought I would. “The secret is in his beats and tempo. Something about it doesn’t just calm and excite people at the same time. It’s like I can speak to them, directly, without saying a word.”

Letting out a quick chuckle, Bruce eyed me over. “Relax. I already know the pattern, and what it does.”

Which was easy for him to say. Especially since he’d already figured out what had taken myself and Mila days. “Stumbling across that part of it was a happy accident. Really, I thought it was a clever reference maybe two or three people on the entire planet would notice.” Maybe some professors or one random dork out in the wild somewhere.

Then Bruce pulled out an angle I hadn’t even thought of. “Think about it this way. If millions are exposed to Gilles’ genius, it won’t have to stay so obscure.” He took another pull on his beer. “And neither will you.”

The making of a trend was there, and I got the implication. “So you want the soundtrack for this movie to spearhead the big, new thing.”

He grinned like a coyote sneaking in for a kill. “That’s part of it. But consider how tying your work to mine would benefit each of us.”

I had a lot more to gain from the idea than De Garcia. “There’s also the light I was using when those tracks played. Guarantee something in a contract, at least to keep me on retainer, and I’ll tell you what I know.”

Something like recognition flashed across his face. “You mean the strobe that popped off while the music was playing.”

“That blonde your wife’s hot over is the one who figured it out, but yeah. Combine the two, and you basically have a captive audience.”

For someone who knows the importance of hooking people in early, Bruce acted like he was on the verge of nutting himself. “Don’t tell me anymore. I’ll have a lawyer here in the morning to write up the documents.”

Between that and the total orgy going on in his living room, my spirits lifted higher than I thought this trip ever could have had my name soaring. “You’ve got a deal, for the right price, and a guarantee that I handle the music for the next film.”

He shrugged and smiled even harder. “Smart. A beat alone would get you royalties, if it wasn’t over a century old. Luring them in further in is the trick to gaining an audience.”

I didn’t like the cold, clinical way he put it, but the guy wasn’t wrong.


Before we even made it to the catwalk overlooking the living room, the chaos slammed us like a train. Moans, screams, and the most pitiful kind of whimpering hit our ears.

I nudged Bruce in the arm. “Sounds like they’re having fun down there... Eh?”

The unfamiliar voice rattled me to the core. But it didn’t bother him. “My wife knows how to get what she wants.”

As soon as they came into view, I knew exactly what he was talking about. With Aria and Mila working in tandem between Kristen’s legs, Sheri and Zoey seemed like brunette afterthoughts.

That is, until Kristen pulled Zoey’s muff over her face.

I stared on, wondering how long they’d keep that shit going. We’d stepped away for about thirty minutes, and none of them had a stitch of clothing left.

Leaning into his ear, I asked, “Does she do this often?”

He returned the elbow from earlier. “Do they?”

The truth is, I was already used to it. “Three, maybe four times a day.” But there was a fucking celebrity in the middle of that pile.

“Let’s say we end up working together after all. What would it take to convince all of you to stick around?”

Not much. But I wasn’t about to say that. “An agreement. In black and white, with both of our signatures on it.”

The producer and one of the main stars were already riding our wishes like rodeo bulls. I weighed the options for a second. “So this is a cuckold thing for you, isn’t it?”

“You have to ask?” De Garcia leaned over the railing and shouted, “Make room for one more!”

Cold sweats and shivers rattled me to the bone. No way…

But he slapped just under my neck, square between the shoulder blades. “Don’t think of it as a favor. Kristen’s… insatiable. If you get what I mean.”

No wonder she played a nymphomaniac on the silver screen so well. It probably helps when you’re not even acting.

Sprinting at a full dash, I imagined I’d left a cloud shaped like myself standing next to Bruce. Getting a crack at his wife was a chance on par with the deal we’d been talking about.

Rounding the corner of the staircase, I left a trail of clothing leading to the sectional the were all squirming and crying on top of. The only stumbling block was pulling my boxers past the raging hard-on.

With Sheri seeming like the odd girl out, I planted my hands on each side of her ass. She tried to keep smooching away at Aria, that mix of blonde and brunette tangling together.

But no, she was mine. At least for the moment.

Dragging her to the edge of the cushions, the slick drop of precum had already crept out. Which only made the entry slick, letting her wetness guide me all the way home.

Her moan was ragged, like she’d started getting off already. Her head dropped just beyond Kristen’s, mixing her hair in with another blonde’s.

Digging her out, I let her rear dance to music that wasn’t even there. She felt even better than ever, which is saying something. Between the four I already had, the new girl had gotten plenty of attention in the past week.

She grabbed each of Kristen’s wrists, holding her prone and vulnerable to whatever miracles Zoey and Mila were licking and fingering into that cunt. Then she looked back, her head bumping as I slammed through again. “Someone knows exactly where I want it now.”

I sure did. An upward thrust, grazing my shaft along her g-spot. Then stabbing as far in and close to the bottom of her pussy as I could root through.

A few pops cracked out from above. I looked over to see Bruce leaning against the rail as he moved a hand down to the front of his pants. “Kristen loves being with other men, but another girl or four really gets her going!”

It feels great to be the exact person one of your heroes needs. But it’s even better when you’ve got a whole team along to close the deal.

But for now, Sheri and I were locked in. Her infinite legs clasped around my knees, trapping me into pulling no more than halfway out. If it were just the two of us, I sure as hell could have nutted like this.

Aria shook me of that notion a couple of seconds later. Mewling at the top of her lungs, the dance over Kristen’s face and the blush spreading from cheeks to tits brought the whole room to life.

Her voice tried to merge with Sheri’s as I slipped through again. Maybe half a note off from each other, the vibrations threatened to jitter both eardrums out of my head.

Sheri backed into me again, trapping every inch. Her rear shifted to each side. Up, down. Left and right.

Almost biting my tongue off, I held on for dear life and wondered if I’d even make it out of her. And there still four left.

Fuck… Tilting my head back, I started trying to think about the least sexy thing possible. Taxes, the next RV repair, and even particle physics.

But Kristen starting to cook off in front of us shattered that notion.

I gave Sheri a crashing slap on her ass. “Hell, I’m tapping out! Give me a second.”

She twisted herself a couple more times, shooting a wicked smirk before she asked, “You sure about that?” The torque on my cock ramped up with her moans.

Fifteen, maybe twenty seconds more, and I’d have been spent. My hands closed around her waist as I bench-pressed my way out of her. “Yes! Shit!”

The cool air and the wetness dripping off my shaft didn’t even calm down the swollen head. I was too close to popping.

Sticking fingers in my ears and closing my eyes stopped the chaos ahead from finishing the job and leaving my DNA on the edge of De Garcia’s upholstery. Barely.

With Kristen squealing and Aria gasping for every breath when I unplugged my eyes and ears, I knew the best damn game of musical chairs ever had to get the next round started.

I stepped over to Mila and Zoey, grabbing for whichever of them I could get hold of first. Since she was closer, Zoey was on deck.

She was all too ready to go along with it, standing up faster than I could pull her. Guiding my second brunette to the same patch of sofa, I didn’t have to push hard to make her drop back.

Both of her ankles rose to surround my neck. Zoey grabbed for the edge of the seat.

Slapping the bottom of my dick against her folds, she seemed even more ready than Sheri had been.

Wet and still ready to come a hole in the ceiling from the last round, I pulled Zoey’s ass up and held her thighs. She’d have to get fix in fast. Because I didn’t have much fuse left, and I wasn’t even halfway through my dance card.

Looking bratty as a girl ten years her younger, Zoey flashed those pearly teeth and kept smiling. “I really thought you’d go for the new chick.”

I bent down, forcing her legs back. Sweat began to trickle out of my hairline as I slid a palm over her lips. “Will you fucking hush for once in your life?”

That got me one the verge of in. Letting gravity work its magic, I didn’t mind crushing through enough to see a little hump under Zoey’s belly button.

Her voice buzzed against my palm. The best thing about that position isn’t how good it feels for both players. It’s how fast you can make a girl lose her ever-living mind.

Before anyone else had picked their next swap, I had Zoey melting in her own skin. Nails, fingertips, and calves pressed against me. Like she couldn’t hit that climax fast enough.

All the hell Zoey had put me through came rushing back at once. Every crash slammed through like I wanted to break her ass.

Taking it like a champ, Zoey started twisted her feet together behind my head. I even felt the curl of her toes as the tendons in her legs tried balling them up.

The constant barrage of hips on ass had everyone else getting into the next round.

But what I didn’t expect was exactly how quickly she’d roar past the limit.

Zoey tensed all over. “Fuck! Fuck, fuck...”

I gave her another lunge, making sure I rubbed my tip over her cheat button.

“Like that! More!”

The grip she had on my arms started to hurt. Not that it’d stop me.

Another push shot her head all the way back. Zoey’s jaw dropped as she let go with one hand, as she almost got a couple of fingers on her clit.

But that trigger had already been pulled. Going rigid all over, each of her limbs tried grabbing hold as her spine curled.

One more cram shot her into orbit. I let it stick, wallowing myself into her like I wanted it to hurt.

Her voice cracked into some batshit stream of wails. Giving everyone tinnitus, Zoey kept shouting as the shakes rolled out from her core.

And can you believe I’d never gotten some alone-time with her? There was an epic hate-fuck brewing between us.

But for the moment, she was fried.

Ripping myself out, Zoey was nothing more than a shivering wreck. The next round had barely started between the rest of them too. So maybe I did have a chance to make it until then end.

Mila was already dropping off the edge of the couch, resting on her knees and presenting that ass I’d gotten to know so well.

Feeling safe enough about my prospects, I put myself behind her and watched Aria, Kristen, and Sheri pack in on Zoey. They weren’t ready to let her stop coming.

But I had my next hurdle pushing herself against my hips. The head of my cock lodged in her entrance.

Mila turned back, having to shout over the chaos to our left. “Someone’s having fun tonight!”

I didn’t care who she was talking about. Five girls, one guy in the middle of them, and another cheering from the rafters made it too hard to pin her meaning down.

Then she pushed herself my way, driving me in.

“Time of my fucking life.”

She smiled to point of crow’s feet. “Good.” Mila’s cunt slipped over my length. “I take it you worked something out with the guy.”

The only answer I could give was a shattering pump. Both sides of her ass piled against my hips as her hair dropped behind her head.

Framed in the beach-bimbo blonde, Mila’s face was framed in its full glory. Eyes shut and her mouth open with a pant.

I lifted her right leg over my knee. Taking advantage of that little bit of extra depth, I couldn’t get myself far enough inside the girl.

Mila shot her head back, resting one hand on Zoey’s quaking leg. “You’d better fucking make me come like that...”

That was assuming she wouldn’t sneak one like that in for me. She rode a dick even better than she danced. The precise, hammering blows of her hips on one knee was her real talent. And thank whatever god or demon I’d pleased for that.

Her ass rushed against me one more time as Sheri put her fingers about three knuckles deep inside Zoey. I had to give in and grab a fist-full of hair.

Mila was already seething air through her teeth. Every groan and whimper chucked more wood on the next whip of myself.

The complete havoc playing out a couple of feet away had to be working on both of us. Mila’s backside almost bounced me out of her, and I tried running her clean through with each shock of my dick.

Starting to give out right in front of me, I felt her entire back tense up. Her head tilted back a little further. Then I felt the crush start to pulse out in her walls.

I think she reached down for some clit action, but I didn’t know for sure. All I cared about was driving her as nuts as her own pet-project.

Mila seized up. Her feet and toes curled against the tops of my thighs. “Don’t fucking stop!”

That wasn’t about to happen. Another shot of myself broke my grip on her curls.

Her face dug against the cushions. The echoing smack of body on body kept tearing through the room, echoing from the ceiling about forty feet up.

Bruce had started cheering us on too. “That’s it! Fuck her dead!”

It was an order I couldn’t refuse. And not just because he wanted to write me a big check.

Mila screamed through the sectional, barely getting her voice out. But she’d already gone high-pitched enough to set off every dog for miles.

The thing you don’t expect is how much it hurts to pull out of a chick coming that damn hard. She’d lost her mind any control over her body. That’s when you’d expect to start hammering away, racing for the finish line.

The next best thing was pulling Aria my way. The skin of her knees almost screeched against the slate as I hauled her over.

Aria went rag-doll, letting me chuck her onto the sectional as she took it all in stride. Her left leg lifted, and I didn’t mind letting her prop a foot against my neck.

She almost crammed in the gap between the bottom and back cushions. The slick, shining lips almost parted on their own as her legs split wide.

But I wasn’t ready for what she was about to say.

“It won’t take me long… So just make it rough.”

Slipping my head into the cunt of the least demanding and assertive member of my little harem felt like a sworn mission. It was totally out of character for her. Even though I should have known what it was all about.

Caring about something like that was farthest thing from my mind before I even got halfway in. Taking her lifted thigh like reins, Aria shouted with the first plunge.

Popping ourselves together, I wasn’t to show her any mercy. If it was gonna be too much, well, that’d be her own damn fault.

Slick walls tried crushing around me. But too wet for any kind of hold, Aria was at the mercy of what she’d just told me to do.

The sideways entry made it feel like a totally new pussy. Trying to clench on the sides, it was good thing she wasn’t gonna hold on for very long. And if her legs hadn’t spread so far apart, I wouldn’t have made it out of her. You can bet a pile of money on that.

Not fighting the urge to come, Aria turned into the room’s only focus. I could feel the eyes of four other girls and Bruce himself on us.

Crashing deep, I pushed against the leg propped over me. She was close.

And I wasn’t too far behind. Yet I had another round left.

“Harder!”

I could feel my skin heat up. The swell in my tip grew into a full jolt down my cock.

But like a firecracker with a trick fuse, Aria blasted off in the nick of time. All four sides of her squeezed hard, finally trapping me in.

As I tried to pull free, Aria’s cunt held on for dear life. Her entire body slid a few inches until I finally got out.

Like it was the kind of dream you go back to sleep to keep going, Kristen stopped paying attention to Sheri and Zoey. Giving that boner-making smirk she’d turned into a few movie posters, I still couldn’t believe it.

One of those pre-climax pulses wagged my dick up and down. I hated it, but I had to stick a hand out. “You’re gonna have to give me a second.”

Not that Bruce or Kristen were about to have any of it. The watching husband had to watching with enough attention to rankle the hairs on the back of my neck.

And Kristen herself? If you’ve ever gotten inside the girl of your dreams from high school, imagine that feeling, ten-times over. Then you’d start to understand what’s it’s like to bang a celebrity.

She pushed herself right beside Aria, shoving our hippie blonde out of the very corner of the sectional.

Going at it in the same position with someone new would have tossed me over the edge in seconds. I split Kristen’s legs and stared down in awe.

She rose her right leg up, barely getting her ankle my neck. The shortest of them all by a few inches, the pink gates of her pussy looked like too narrow of a gap.

The rest of the grand room turned into background noise and non-specific facts that just happened to be. All I could think of was how much I needed her. Even if it would only be this one time.

Kristen locked those famously blue eyes on mine. “What are you waiting for?”

A few breaths surged my chest out. Still hard enough to make my skin stretch, I didn’t know if I’d get all the way in her in time.

Forcing the issue, Kristen reached around her own leg and pulled at the top of my ass. With more strength than a girl her size should have had, she had my tip prodded against a hole that felt three sizes too small.

Wanting to hold off for a couple more seconds, I tried bracing myself. Which did me no good.

Mrs. De Garcia scooted herself closer and bent that arm. Her eyes and mouth shot open before she let me rest about a quarter of the way through. “Big enough to hurt a little… That’s what he likes to watch me take.”

As my pulse settled down enough to catch some breath, I couldn’t tell which one of us wanted it more. The first real push had Kristen’s walls stretching around me.

Her body relaxed, visibly. “More.”

Trying to rush my way through, her leg propped against my neck pushed back. I caught the signal, easing the rest of myself in.

Kristen started writhing her hips. Looking up, she put a hand on my bare chest. “See? There’s no hurry.”

Goddamn, she knows how to fucking drag it out. But I didn’t know if it was for my sake or her husband’s.

Keeping the slow, steady rhythm going, she looked up and past me. “See, Honey? I told you I could have fun with him!”

She was liking it more than I could have imagined. As if the whole swinging thing was her idea to begin with.

Kristen paused for a moment. “So, Reed… Have you ever thought of me while jerking it, or fucking someone else?”

When it comes to a sexpot like her, right my alley? Yes, I had. To both.

The walls of her cunt loosened just enough. Putting a little in-and-out action into it, she was almost purring when we started up again.

A tad more had those perfect tits bouncing. If only enough to tease at what I could really do to her.

She lifted her other leg.

I caught it before Kristen could get it all the way up. Clamping it under my arm, I had to show her that I wasn’t about to cede every bit of control.

Kristen blinked a couple of times before she stopped the motion of her hips. “Bold move, taking charge like that. Now, what are you about to do with it?”

Everyone else stopped whatever they were doing to each other. The room fell silent, and I knew all eyes were on us.

The rest of the hands started drifting over Kristen’s torso. Aria slipped herself behind Kristen as a pair on started toying with each of our hostess’ breasts, and a single mitt dropped between between her legs.

I heard Mila whisper in my ear, “Go for it… Fuck her.”

Which was one of those orders you can’t turn down. Drawing myself almost free of that tight pussy, I could almost feel the strength welling up in my core. Hesitating maybe a scant fraction of a second, I was already starting to see spots.

The first bone-crushing slam rocked the girl from head to cunt. Both C-cups slipped out of the hands fondling them.

But that wasn’t enough by itself.

The scream, almost too high to hear, put everyone on her case.

My hips rocked away again. Feeling every nub and soft fold in her on the underside of my tip… It was time.

From above, I heard De Garcia’s voice boom out, “That’s what I like to see!”

I couldn’t tell the if clap from his hands or my own body cracking against her echoed from the high ceiling. As those clenched, dripping walls tried slowing me down.

Kristen almost screamed herself to death with that first good thrust.

Sinking it in good, a few seconds of the same grind she’d tortured me with drove the point home. Reaching between the girls on each side of her, I cupped her jaw. “Like it or not, you’re the final round.”

Both of her legs dropped, snapping tight just under my bottom ribs.

A second clap of our hips almost drove her through the back part of the sectional. Not exactly wanting to kill the girl or leave her paralyzed beyond a few seconds, I wrapped both arms around her thighs and forced her closer to the edge.

Kristen’s feet grabbed harder around my ass, getting soles and toes into it as well. “You really want this, don’t you?”

I ducked one finger between her lips, feeling teeth dig into my knuckles. “How far does he want me to go?”

All she did was nod, shooting me an evil, satisfied look.

That was enough of an answer for me. I let go of her chin, grabbing each ankle and railing hard with all the weight and force I had.

The fingers between Kristen’s thighs started working hard, batting the swell in her clit against the top of my shaft.

She let out one good yelp before I saw Aria diving in for an upside-down makeout session. Every side of her pussy clamped, desperately.

Moaning through Aria’s lock on her lips, the full impact of who I was shoving my dick through finally hit me.

I can’t believe I’m fucking her. But I’d said to myself too many times since I’d set out from home. And I’d never watch one of her films the same, ever again.

My eyelids locked tight. All that holding off finally caught up with my lucky ass.

Hearing the loudest scream of the night, even through Aria’s round of tonsil-hockey and the pounding of skin on skin… I had to come right along with her. A girl like Kristen deserved no less.

Every tendon and muscle in my arms tried to cramp at the same time. My heart skipped a few beats, and I started losing any sense of the world around me. That is, outside of five or six feet.

Pursing my lips until the air whistled through my mouth, the last few pops turned my thoughts into pure static.

But I didn’t care if I’d end up having a kid raised by Kristen and Bruce. Just like with Sheri and the rest of them at first, the time for asking had already passed.

Fuck it! Because I know you’d risk putting a bun in her oven too.

In full view of her husband and everyone else, my jaw started quivering until it dropped open.

Every bit of her cunt shocked me into this weird state.

Like I was trying to fuck Kristen to death on the physical side, yet calm and serene on the mental. Time almost stopped, letting me feel every nook and ridge inside her.

Reaching under her arms, I fought against that push she was giving.

With a wink, Kristen was almost too matter-of-fact as she moaned out, “I never said you could come inside me...”

Catching enough blonde with my fingers to force her head against the seat, I knew the game she was trying to play. Bruce had be loving it from twenty feet above. “Fucking tease.”

She gave the barest hint of a nod as I tried ripping her in half. Kristen gasped a full breath and ground her hips against mine. Without a sound, her body announced the orgasm with an epileptic fit.

Watching her try to voice it out, I tipped over the edge. If pulling out had been in the plans, I would have had maybe half a second.

But to hell with that.

Keeling over her like I’d been slugged under the ribs, I felt her lock me in. My first shot stripped my mind like cheap wrapping paper.

The flood poured out until I was fighting to keep myself awake. Every one of my muscles burned.

Someone, but not telling who, asked, “Am I really seeing this?”

From high above, Bruce’s voice crackled through my head. “Yeah, he went for it.”

Kristen wasn’t letting go, either.

The peak shots jolted through me, taking what strength I had left with them. Hollowed out and shaking from scalp to toe, the last thing I remember from that tour of Heaven was Kristen’s multi-million dollar O-face.


The movie hadn’t even finished filming yet. But my advance had already let us rent a house in Pasadena. Far enough from LA and Hollywood to avoid the bulk of the traffic, but not so deep in the hills that I’d have to worry about losing everything in wildfire.

Sitting in the downstairs rec-room I’d turned into a studio, the headphones on my ears kept blasting the track I was nailing down. It had all the signs of a hit. A catchy beat, that pop music pattern for the melody, and just enough samples nobody else had used to make it stand out.

My chair shifted back. It wasn’t enough warning, because I came close to pissing myself when a pair of arms wrapped around my neck.

One of the cans lifted off my ear and a face brushed against mine. “Guess who.” Mila had a terrible habit of doing exactly that.

“Keep doing that, and someday, I’ll think you’re a robber or something.”

She squeezed even harder. “Well, you know I like it when you get rough.”

With a schedule in place, I wasn’t due for one of them to come knocking for the usual until after dinner. “What’s this about?”

Mila took a nip at the rubbery part of my ear. “The studio called the house phone. They want to know if you can show up with Bruce and Kristen for some after-party Friday night.”

“To DJ, or just as a guest?” Either way, every one of them would tag along with me.

I felt her shrug. “Who cares which?”

“Me.”

“Sheri’s got the hosting part down. From the way the talked, he wants to see what she can do for some other project.”

Then I heard Zoey ask, “The fuck am I supposed to wear to this thing?”

Pulling the other side of the headphones off, I tried not to roll my eyes, even if she wouldn’t see it. “You know how this works.”

“Sure...” Thankfully, her next words trailed down the hall. “As little as possible. Like always.”

At least she knew the drill.

Mila squeezed even harder. “Wanna work the easy nut out? I’m sure it’ll turn into the usual afterwards.”

With Bruce De Garcia watching, while the rest of us turn his wife into a squalling wreck.

“Nah.” I pulled the studio monitors back over my ears. “If I get too full of myself, I won’t last long in this town.”

Her words barely made it through the bass and treble. But I heard her, plain as day.

“See? That’s why I stuck around until we made it from one coast to the other.”

And from what had been happening recently, we were about to snag another part-time member of this damn harem. I mean, how much could a tenth girl out of Hollywood hurt?
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I was trying to finish carving the last flourish on a mantle as my boss’s voice crackled over the speaker. “Al, get your ass to the office. Now!”

It was only a temp job to keep afloat until my next woodworking gig. But I’d been stuck there for six months.

Everyone else in the workshop dropped their work and stared. One of the newer guys whispered, “He gonna get fired?” But not quietly enough.

Some of the older workers grinned at me. Like they knew what was about to happen.

Now, I’d been hired as the local hot-shot, taking on the projects that needed extra detail, for clients who didn’t mind paying extra for the best. Not that Ron cared about that. He probably figured I’d get that kind of work done at the rate of everyone else, so he could pocket the difference.

Wiping the shavings off my jeans, I took a breath and held it for a moment. Back to another warehouse job, I guess. It wouldn’t be my first time scrambling for a new paycheck.

But opening the door, I saw her. “Lindsay, why are you here?”

Sweet as ever, my girlfriend of three years leaned forward. “I’ve been blowing your phone up, but you never answered.” If she hadn’t said it like I was one of her third-graders, I would have thought something was wrong.

Ron didn’t look as pissed as I thought he would. He dropped his big ass in the chair, making it groan. “Now I get why you were fine with taking a part-time, temp job. Congrats, you li’l bastard...”

I had no idea what either of them were going on about. “This some kind of joke?”

But Lindsay was already bursting at the seams. “Your great-uncle Theo called your mom to pass the news, but she couldn’t get you to answer, either.”

Dragging the phone out of my pocket, I finally got something like the point. Over thirty missed calls, all within the past hour.

“What news?” Uncle Theo hadn’t died, at least. Not that I’d dwell on it until work was over.

Ron leaned forward and shook the whole desk with his elbows. “Who knew I had local royalty working in my shop? No wonder you’ve never minded pissing me off.”

If I was royalty, nobody had ever told me. “I’m a woodworker who barely keeps the lights on at home. Have you even seen the truck I drive to work?”

Now Lindsay looked baffled too, ducking her head toward Ron. “He’s not lying. I do wish you’d give him more hours.”

***

But I was already impressed with the front doors. Gargantuan, solid slabs carved with the kind of work I barely knew how to pull off. Even though I couldn’t identify the wood.

Lindsay rapped the iron knocker as I kept studying the details. “Alex, will you stop it already?”

Maybe it was the few visits to this place that had started me down this path. I vaguely remember looking at every piece of furniture, years before I started whittling as a hobby. And later, as a passion.

I had a good minute to keep ogling the finer details. Then the side I was obsessing over jerked away from my face.

Expecting a frail, ancient man, I almost jumped when I heard the brat’s shrill, bitchy voice. “You’re Theo’s nephew? Come on, he’s upstairs...”

Blonde, giving me the fuzzy eye, and too young to buy beer. I didn’t know what to make of her. But that outfit would make a Honkers waitress look like a nun. “I didn’t know he had kids of his own, much less a great-granddaughter.”

Her eyes rolled and her nose scrunched. “I’m not here looking after the old creep because I want to, but I guess it’s better than the other options. Are you gonna shut up and follow me, or keep digging into my business?”

Kitty had claws. “Lead the way.”

She tried looking at her eyebrows again. “Fine. I get to leave in ten minutes anyway.”

Lindsay shook her head a little as soon as the girl turned around. The slight wince in her face said it all for both of us.

***

Then I felt the pat on my ass.

Thinking it was Lindsay, I didn’t think much of it, trying to keep from fucking up a pole that cost more than my truck.

Hands wrapped around my waist, and then I felt my zipper drop.

Flipping the lathe’s switch, I didn’t dare give it any less than my whole attention. She’d gotten a little more frisky since we’d moved in. Which I assumed was from not having to stress about money anymore.

But then I saw the flash of blonde between myself and the bench.

Jerking my hips away, I planted a hand on Ella’s forehead. With her skull pinned against the edge of the, I couldn’t believe it. “What the absolute fuck are you doing?”

She didn’t bother trying to break free. “What do you think?”

Thoughts turned to static. Trying to come up with anything to say, I let go of her forehead and stepped away, zipping myself up.

As Ella stayed crouched, showing more toe than a camel in another pair of shorts. “You’d probably let that redhead do it.”

“Have you lost your fucking mind?” Ten years prior, sure, I’d have let it play out. But I was Ella’s age back then too. “I mean, what would make you think this is a good idea?”

She started back like I was an idiot. “You’re rich, and you’re not so old that you’re about to goddamned die. Theo told me about why you’re always here now.”

That sleazy fucker… “If he put you up to this I’ll—”

“It was my idea, okay?” Ella stood up and leaned back.

Before I could yell at her to stop, it happened.

The tail of her oversized, button-up shirt caught on the lathe, pulling the front tight as a noose. Panic filled her eyes as it kept drawing harder.

But I already knew what would happen, even though I did rush for the safety cutoff switch. The first button shot across the room, followed by the second and third as the future bed post slowed down. She wouldn’t lose her arms or end up choking, at least.

The last rotations churned out as Ella screamed, “Fucking help!”

With her trapped against the workbench, the metallic taste of adrenaline left my mouth. I’d seen this kind of thing happen more than once in my line of work. “Relax. You’ll only pull the knot tighter if you keep fighting.”

Her hands started turning purple as I turned the lathe the other direction. Normal color started coming back, and Ella’s breathing calmed down.

Working her loose, I started giggling to myself. “Don’t ever wear loose clothing around machinery. Got that?”

“I should sue your ass.”

“After what you tried to do? Good luck.”

But she was ready to call my bluff. “I’ll have bruises and buttons missing from my shirt. It doesn’t have to be about getting my shirt caught.”

That put a cold pang up my spine. “You wouldn’t...”

Another woman’s voice called out from the doorway, authoritative and refined for someone around my age. “I know she won’t, because I saw the whole thing.”

I looked over and saw green eyes and a jet black bun over an endless stand of pantyhose. “I’m glad I have a witness, but who the hell are you?”

“Theodore Mayhew’s best friend.” Heels cracked against the floor with her first couple of steps. “Or if you really have to know, Neriah Cooper. Your future attorney.” She put a hand out to me, even though she was staring javelins at Ella.

At least she had impeccable timing. I grabbed her hand for a shake.

She squeezed hard, just like a man would. Yet she never took her gaze off Ella. “One call to Judge Meyer, and you’re fucked. Now that you’re eighteen, you won’t be jail-bait anymore. Just a jail-bird.”

Confident. I liked it.

***

“What was that about?” Lindsay kept strolling closer, dressed almost like Theo’s blonde skank of a caretaker. Band shirt, cut-off Daisy Dukes, and all. But it’s not like she was teaching on a Saturday.

“Fuck if I know.” Even if my great-uncle’s advice wasn’t any different from Neriah’s. “Apparently I need to figure out what I’m really here to do. Restoring the house isn’t the real goal.”

She grabbed the collar around the open buttons at the top of my flannel shirt. “I could have told you that, even before I talked to him today.”

Oh no. “Would you hold it against me if I’d rather not hear the details?”

“He might.” The rear of my shirt tightened even more. “If you want me to help take care of him, at least lend an ear when I pass along what Theo has on his mind. I think he trusts me.”

“Or more likely, he enjoys the scenery when you’re around.”

Lindsay grabbed each of my wrists and pulled me away from my work. “Why won’t give him the benefit of the doubt? I think he’s a sweet old guy.”

And forty years ago, he’d have tried charming the pants off you. Literally. “Then what’s he really up to, in your own words?”

She kept pulling me, walking backwards until she bumped against the wall on the far side. Pulling me against her, I felt Lindsay bump her hips up until she was almost dry-humping me. “People with his kind of fortune have influence. Theo just wants you to use it for good.”

Back to the fucking snazzy parties and brown-nosing politicians. “I’d need your help with that. Social graces aren’t really my thing.”

“Obviously.” She let go of my wrists, gliding her hands up both arms until she gripped my shoulders. “It wouldn’t be so bad. You do have honesty on your side. People respect that.”

I almost snorted. “Really? And it’s kind of a stretch, calling politicians ‘people.’”

Lindsay bent forward and pecked me on the lips. Then her cheek rubbed against mine. “It’s not like you have to trust them. Maybe a big enough check getting dangled over their heads will make them act with some decency.”

This was a conversation I’d have rather had with Neriah. At least she’d know which one I should go shopping for first. “I wouldn’t consider taking a legalized bribe admirable.”

Her mouth pushed against my ear. “Will you take a hint and fuck me, already?”

That’s when I knew she hadn’t just changed. Something had warped her mind. The Lindsay I knew might have gotten that direct and pushy on my birthday, if I was lucky.

But I didn’t try fighting her off. “Someone’s gotten bold. What’s the occasion?”

She leaned back and dropped her grip on my shoulders, tucking both hands behind her back. “Does there have to be one?”

The growing chub in my pants had started taking over. So maybe not. I gave in, letting her start nuzzling into my collar.

“Whatever kind of wood you’ve been working on, it smells good.”

Lindsay had never been shy of a little dust and sweat. Which was lucky for me. I’d always shown up from work, absolutely covered in both.

“And now that we don’t have to worry about money, I can start thinking about other things.”

“Such as?”

Her top and bottom teeth pulled at the skin on my neck. Lindsay giggled for a second before answering, “I dunno. Maybe treating you like the king of this castle, and what it might lead to...”

Uh-oh. It had to be marriage or kids. But I liked the idea of the intervening steps becoming a thing. “Instead of dancing around it, why don’t you show me what you mean?”

I felt her hands fumble between our hips. The pop of a button and strrnk of her zipper almost knocked me over.

But the denim sliding down her legs popped me into a full woodie.

Lindsay nibbled at me again. “What do you think?”

I reached down. One of her hands guided me right down to her muff.

There was nothing there. No panties, and not a hair or hint of stubble.

Just a week before, I’d have thrown a fit about the cost of a wax job. “I wondered where you’d disappeared to this morning.”

“Your lawyer added it into the household budget. Twice a week, every Tuesday and Saturday. Or maybe Friday, after school lets out, if there’s something going on.”

My whole back shivered as I coursed fingertips over skin, slick and warm as a glass holding Earl Grey. Pushing my other hand against one of Lindsay’s breasts, I could tell that she wasn’t wearing a fucking thing under that t-shirt.

Her breath almost steamed my neck like a lobster. “There’s no point in doing the foreplay thing.” She guided one of my digits in her. “See? I can’t get any wetter.”
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