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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


I wanted this story out last week, but I had too much fun with it. I’d screw a girl like Ella into the ground and dig a ditch with her. And that’s before you take Alex’s hang-ups into account. Which I understand. He’s one of those main characters I share something in-common with.

Also, these past weeks have been nuts. I’m getting back into doing a series a month again. So yeah… I’m settling back in the saddle after all this election craziness.



HAREM MANOR 2

Hauling Ella up two flights of stairs, I felt the rage growing hotter the closer we got to Theo’s study. But I also caught myself thinking that I was just being ridiculous.

Ripping herself away before I could knock the door, Ella put up a final stand. “What, afraid your old lady will catch you looking at me? Is that why you’re acting so pissy?”

I wasn’t one to hit women. Much less a girl that small. “Will you shut the hell up for once?”

The look she gave could have killed a man. “Fuck you!”

When I inherit Uncle Theo’s estate, I’m sure you’ll try it… But I stopped short of the last step before Theo’s room. Leaning close to her ear, I asked, “What’s your damage, exactly?”

“Dealing with assholes like yourself.” The way she eased against the wall didn’t convince me, though. “Always thinking you’re betting than me, and judging every single thing I do.”

I could have flown off the handle and wouldn’t have felt bad about it later. Yet there was something in her voice that made it feel like a breakthrough. “So tell me what’s up. If you want people to understand, you can’t act like a ticked-off bobcat all the time.”

She darted her eyes away. “Have you looked in the backseat of my car?”

“Why would I?”

Ella dropped her shoulders, even though she tried acting like the same bitch. “I’m living out of it, okay?”

Oh shit… Maybe I’d given her too hard of a time about whatever issues she was dealing with. “Sorry to hear that.”

“No you’re not.”

“Why wouldn’t I be? You graduated high school, what, four or five months ago? What happened?”

She had more venom pooled in her mouth. Thankfully, it wasn’t for me. “My asshole step-mom. Dad marries the first piece to toss herself his way, and suddenly I’m ‘too dangerous’ to keep living with them.”

There had to be more to it than that. But I wasn’t about to rile her up. “Listen, maybe I had you pegged you too soon. It’s gotta be rough.”

“Like you care...” Tearing herself out of the lighter grip, Ella crossed both arms and huffed. “As far as Dad’s concerned, I might as well overdose and die in a gutter.”

She wasn’t my favorite person, but hearing that messed me up. “Listen, we started off on the wrong foot. I don’t mind helping in any way I can.” I’d been close to that situation, myself.

“Having a place to sleep that isn’t the back of a Chevrolet would be a good start.”

The weather had started turning colder. As much as I hated dealing with Ella, even I had limits. “It’s not like we don’t have an extra room or ten.”

Her face softened all over.

“But if you pull one ounce of bullshit, I won’t hesitate to kick your ass to the curb. You understand?”

Some of that hateful look came back. “It’s not like I have a choice. I haven’t slept in a real bed in months.”

With her tension almost gone, I snagged Ella’s arm again, starting back toward Theo. “In the meantime, we need to settle the ground rules. Since he owns the place, Theo at least deserves a say here.”

“He’s got your nuts in a vise, huh?”

“Well, he could get you a bed, a roof, and three square meals a day somewhere else with a phone call. But I don’t think you’d look good in orange.”

It shut her up. For a moment, anyway.


I didn’t make it a minute before I had to start yelling again. “The age gap between you two could draw Social Security!”

The skin around Theo’s eyes creased, even more than usual. “And you were already ten when she was born. What’s your point?”

“Don’t you ever think about how it might not be appropriate?”

I could see his legs start tensing under the blanket. “I’m goddamned dying, and I haven’t had an eighteen-year-old in fishnets dote over me since 1975! Will you drop it already?”

Ella hadn’t moved an inch, but it wasn’t about to stop me from trying to protect each of them from the other. “It’s fucking predatory to let her trot around like this!”

Theo cocked his head. “Sweetie, have I ever crossed a line that you weren’t comfortable with?”

As I turned her way, Ella focused on me and shook her head. “He really hasn’t.”

Either I was starting to break down and accept Ella’s behavior, or those two were trying to pull a fast one. “I’ll believe it when I see it. If I catch so much as a hint that something more’s going on, your ass’ll be out so fast...”

Theo chuckled from lounger. “As if it’s your decision right now, Captain Big-Swinging-Dick. If I’d have known her whole situation, this girl would have been living here from the start.”

I didn’t have anything to say to that. Technically, it wasn’t my place. Yet.


After she took care of Theo’s needs, but not that kind, I stopped my work early. Nobody else would care if I got a day or two behind.

But if this was gonna happen, I wanted everything squared away before Lindsay could get home.

Ella walked out of the study with a deep grin on her face.

I didn’t like how it vanished as soon as she saw me. Stepping in front of her, I asked, “What’s so funny?”

“You ever hear the one about why men like chicks in leather pants?”

Theo had always been an encyclopedia of dirty jokes. “I probably don’t wanna know, but go ahead.”

Ella tried scooting past. “Because they smell like a new car.”

I tried keeping it together, even if it did tickle the right part of my brain. My lips turned up at the corners as I said, “Speaking of cars, let’s move your shit into whatever bedroom you want.”

“The corner one, on the first floor. I’m not walking halfway across this place just to piss at night.” Which was Theo’s old bedroom.

“That the only reason why?”

She didn’t stop walking, and I didn’t grab her arm again. “A California king bed won’t hurt me.” Which was one hell of upgrade, compared to a cloth backseat.

“And here I am, thinking a queen-sized bed is fancy.” Because Lindsey and I had shared a full-sized mattress for a couple of years.

“It’s free, so I’m calling dibs. Sorry.”

At least she’d dropped all that edge. “Fine, it’s yours. Let’s get your crap in there. Then we’re gonna have another talk.”

That made her stop right before the first flight of stairs. “About what?”

“The basic rules. No drugs, no parties, and nobody else sleeping over. Then we can get into the details.”

Her eyes tried to somersault in their orbits. “Fine, hardass. Got a cup for me to piss in while you’re at it?”


Lindsay pulled up right as I shut the door with Ella’s last grocery bag of stuff. Feeling that twinge of panic, I started walking faster. As if she’d make it inside before I rounded the corner or something.

But with all of that junk packed inside the room, Ella started acting kinda civil. She pushed the bedroom door closed with her ass. “So, how do you plan on explaining this to her?”

Like I always had. “I’ll tell the fucking truth. What do I have to hide?”

Ella looked too pleased with herself. “Good. The trick to lying is, don’t do it all the time.”

“What a way to get yourself in my good graces.” I stomped toward her. “Now move, before she really thinks something else is going on.”

Ella wasn’t budging. “This might not be the best time, but I could use about fifty bucks.”

Slamming each of my open palms against the door, I knew I was towering over her. “For what?”

“I’m tired of using whatever Theo had in every bathroom for my showers. Plus, I could really really go for a pack of cigarettes.”

This little bitch. “Can’t buy those until you’re twenty-one now. Good luck.”

“Pick a few up, and I won’t complain about whatever else you buy me.”

“You really like pushing my buttons, don’t you?” We needed a gallon of milk, so I’d planned on going out anyway. But choosing-beggars are always insufferable.

Ella cleared her throat before smirking up at me. “God, yes! Fuck me good, Daddy!”

“I can throw everything you own out the window a lot faster than we carried it in, if you want to pull that shit.”

“Virginia Slim menthols.”

“Blackmail won’t work.”

“Buying a few packs won’t kill you. I mean, think of all the feminine products I need, beyond just something to wash my ass with.”

I’d never had a little sister, and getting red in the face over a box of tampons wasn’t about to happen. “I buy Lindsay’s all the time. Try again.”

Ella went full-airhead, sighing into my face. “Fine. Buy the nicotine gum, the patches, or whatever. All I want is one pack to get me through.”

“All that’s gonna me more than fifty dollars. How do you plan on working it off?”

Out of nowhere, Ella slid her back down the door. “If you want more than a blowjob for it, you’re out of luck.”

“Will stand your ass up? That’s not how any of this is gonna work.”

She tapped the front of my jeans. “Your loss.”

I knew she’d find some other way to twist everything against me. “So a pack of cigarettes, basic toiletries, and a box of Nicorette. Please tell me you’ve at least got a toothbrush.”

Ella grabbed the crook of my elbows and pulled herself up. “I’m not disgusting. Soap, shampoo, conditioner, and maybe a couple of snacks. Pretzels and twelve-pack of Pepsi will get you pretty far, too.”


By the time I passed Lindsay on the way out, she could tell I’d fucked up. And before I’d even realized it.

“Why is Ella still here?”

“Ask her, and we’ll compare what’s she’s threatened both of us with. I’ll be back in an hour.”

Still dressed like every third-grader’s idol, knit teacher’s sweater and all, Lindsay shrugged as she kept walking. “I knew this would happen.”

My whole body stopped, mid-stride. “Then why didn’t you say anything?”

“I told her to ask you about living here. Even someone like her doesn’t deserve to sleep in a parking lot.”

“She didn’t ask. If anything, you gave her a license to start making demands. Have you lost your mind?”

Lindsay patted my arm. “Would it help if I talk to her about it?”

“And give her another chance to make it even worse? Hell no.” I did trust Lindsay, even with my life. But she’d screwed the pooch and needed to find homes for the puppies after that.

But it didn’t sell Lindsay on my side. “How do you know she’ll keep acting out like this? Living in a car has to be rough.”

Because Ella’s a fucking brat. “I haven’t seen anything to make me think she’d do otherwise. She’s already asking me to buy cigarettes for her.”

“And if I make her understand that you and Theo are the last chance she’s got?”

I tried to pass it off like I agreed, and failed utterly. “Good luck.”

If I knew that would have been my easiest problem to handle, I would have danced out the door, considering what was about to happen.


Halfway through the next morning, another hard round with Lindsay before her alarm went off had me limber and ready to get shit done.

So far, Ella had kept to her own business. Even if she didn’t wake up before her community service time was about to start.

Trying to keep my head focused on the details of this dining chair, I had some Deep Purple blasting loud enough to drown every other noise out.

Am I really letting her get away with this bullshit? I picked up the rough file, trying to carve an errant chunk out of that art-deco flourish.

Then I thought about how we’d deal with Ella as my finger slipped. “Damn it!”

I’d marred the curve enough to call another half-hour of work on the other side.

Even Highway Star blasting through the shop wasn’t calming my nerves. Cussing myself on the inside, I slammed the file against the workbench, leaving a nice divet before it flew and bounced across the floor. “Get your head in the game, Al.”

Picking it up, I made sure I didn’t have any grit to fuck up the other side. Blowing the dust out, I tried getting back in the zone.

Close to getting back at it, I heard someone knock on the door for once. Or rather, try beating it off the hinges.

I turned my ghetto-blaster down to almost nothing. “What?”

Even if I hadn’t spent much time around her, I recognized Neriah’s voice. “Screw you too!”

Great. The one person outside of Theo I couldn’t afford to tick off. “Give me a damn second!”

I stared down at the amazing work I’d just screwed. She’d better have something important to say…

Unlocking the deadbolt and seeing that look in her eyes, I already knew to step back.

Neriah bit right into my ass, with all the urgency of the parent of a kidnapped child. “Where is she?”

“Hell if I know. Check Theo’s old bedroom.”

“Don’t tell me that you let her move in...”

“She’s homeless.” Even if I couldn’t stand Ella anymore than Neriah, I had my boundaries. “What am I supposed to do? Let her stay out on the streets while she cares for him?”

Neriah pinched the bridge of her nose. “I get that you’re a charitable guy and all, but you can’t believe ever sob story you hear.”

“Did you know about this before I did?”

Her eyes narrowed. “Would that be a problem?”

I understood employer loyalty and all that. But Neriah had crossed a line with me. “What kind of care do you think she’d give him if she’s more worried about staying alive?”

“Because she’s not, you idiot!” Neriah kicked the door shut with a heel, leaving a hard dent on the inside. “Where do you think she’s been parking that car? If you guessed any further than the back acre of this place, you’re wrong.”

“So why not let her sleep here anyway?” Even though I knew I was about to be skinned alive, I didn’t want anyone living like Ella had been. “Give her an old mattress on some pallets or something.”

Neriah gripped the front quarter of my throat, making sure those nails dug in. “You don’t get it, do you? Feed a stray, and you’ll never get rid of it.”

I’d dealt with job-site drunks and druggies enough to know better. “Make someone turn to whatever escape they can afford, and they’ll put everyone else at risk. You’ve never had worry about having a roof over your head or a meal in your stomach before, have you?”

“Do you even know how much cash I’ve pulled out of an ATM for Theo slip to her? The girl’s not about to starve or end up in a shallow grave somewhere.”

Twisting myself free from her, I started toward the bench again. “Well, at least we finally agree. I’m paying Ella a little bit out of my own salary. If she fucks up, I won’t have any problem booting her ass out and cutting her off.”

Those heels popped like snare drums as she forced her body between myself and the mistake I was trying to fix. “You don’t understand how dangerous this is. Sure, Theodore helped me when I needed it most. But this girl can’t be trusted.”

“As if I don’t know that, already. Ella’s probably gonna screw up.” I reached around Neriah for the file I’d been using, getting our hips closer than I liked. “If she doesn’t, we’ll be pleasantly surprised, won’t we?”

With a tad of blush in her cheeks, ‘my’ lawyer tried getting her composure back. “I can already tell that there’s no talking reason into you.”

“So we’re done here? I’ve got shit to do.”

Her eyes wouldn’t look directly into mine. And I could tell by the lack of distortion that the glasses on her nose were only there to make her look smart. Neriah huffed once before she finally caught my stare. “I just need to know that you’re more loyal to Theodore than Ella.”

“Until she’s got the means to start paying me, why would I turn on him? I get that you’re looking out for my great-uncle, and I respect that. But you need to learn to trust me, too.”

The scowl she’d barely kept hidden dropped all at once. “If I need to wait and see how this turns out, would you hold it against me?”

“No.” Pulling my mistake to the corner of the workspace, I started filing again. “Having an adviser who’d let me walk into a trap wouldn’t do a bit of good. But I also need one who isn’t above listening. Is that not fair?”

She slid out of my way. “You’re riding my image of you on this. I hope you know that.”


Technically, it was illegal as hell. But Lindsay had access to Ella’s records. I had to know what kind of potential or absolute fuck-up I was trying to deal with here. Not that I’d see the results for another few hours.

Theo was snoring logs in half when I tried to find Ella. You know, that ‘I’m just resting my eyes’ kind of nap old people take four or five times a day.

That’s when I knew where to find her. Walking down a couple of floors, I saw Ella leaning against the railing. And the blue smoke was already drifting behind the windows.

Sliding the door open, I noticed how hard she was staring at the tile below. “Union break, huh?”

“He’s passed out. What am I supposed to do?”

“I’m not mad. Uncle Theo’s good for now.”

Ella dropped some of the tension in her shoulders. “So what do you want?”

“Mind if I bum one of those? I did pay for them, after all.”

Ella pulled one of those ultra-long, ultra-light smokes out. “Need a light?”

“Nah.” I grabbed my own out of a pocket and sparked the cherry. The flavor was weak, like I was standing well away from a minty campfire. Not that I smoked more than a couple of cigarettes a year. “So how’s he doing today?”

“Same as always. Funny, but also kinda creepy.” Ella crossed her legs as she leaned back, dressed in fishnets, still. “What have I done now?”

“Nothing. I’m not here to yell.”

“So why bother?” Her expression looked like she was ready to spit in my face. “You’re gonna ride my ass about something.”

The first cool breeze of fall had leaves covering the acres of yard behind us. That was enough to calm me down, even if I knew it’d mean a few hours of extra work soon. “Not really. I just want to know how you’re doing.”

Ella pushed off the banister. “That’s a load. Nobody ever asks me something like that.”

“Well, I am.” Feeling like some lame youth-pastor, the only way I could have made it worse would have been to pull up a chair and sit in it backwards, saying, ‘Let’s jam about your problems.’

“Fucking dork...”

The first drag made me hack. Clearing my throat, I did what felt natural. “Now that you’re not worried about where you’ll sleep and how to fill your stomach every night, what’s next?”

“Really? I just get back on my feet, and you want me out this soon?”

“Not exactly.” Paying rent a few hours before eviction had been the norm for my ass, up until I’d met Lindsay. “I just want you to start thinking about what happens from here. If you don’t cause problems and take good care of Theo, you’d don’t have anything to worry about.”

“And when he croaks? What use would you have for me then?”

“Do I have to have one? Keep your nose clean, and I don’t mind letting you stay as long as you need to.”

What had to be the first ember of hope in her eyes in months shined through. “There’s a catch, somewhere.”

“It’s not like we’re hurting for space here.” Theo didn’t have any blueprints, but I’d figured the place had to be at least seven-thousand square feet. And maybe another two in outbuildings.

Ella pushed herself off the rail and stepped my way, the cigarette tucked between her fingers. “Why do this, if you’re not out for something?”

“You’re a person. We all deserve a second chance, and it’d be hard to get your life together while sleeping in a car.” I couldn’t hold back the other reason, though. “Plus, Little Ms. Attorney doesn’t like the idea.”

That finally brought a smile to her face. “Glad I’m not the only person who thinks she’s a bitch.”

“She’s just looking out for the man who gave her another shot at life. I think it’s kinda admirable, but she’s too gung-ho about everything.”

Ella tucked the Virginia Slim between her lips and puffed the last bit away. Stubbing it out in an ashtray on the nearby table, she looked back at me before going inside. “You’re not all that bad. But you’re still a dork.”


I’d never been a wine person, but Lindsay was.

Sitting in one of the verandas dotting the back acres, I pored over Ella’s records and tried to hold down the spoiled grape juice. If only the lighting wasn’t so dim, I’d have been through every page already.

Decent enough grades, a little better than I’d snagged, with no real problems until her junior year. About the time Ella’s dear old dad let his new squeeze move in with her own litter of kids.

Lindsay had already studied everything. “It’s pretty depressing, seeing the exact moment her life started falling apart.”

Which was exactly when the behavior problems, falling grades, and attached juvenile record began. “Shit, if her father had held back for a couple of years, she’d just be your average eighteen-year-old. Maybe starting her first semester college.”

Lindsay took another sip out of her glass before leaning her head against my shoulder. “I worry about stuff like this with my students. Spend as much time as I do around these kids, and you can tell when something’s going sideways in their lives.” The fact that Lindsay couldn’t do much about it had to eat her from the inside out.

Wrapping my arm around her, I could read the folder from my lap and flip pages with the other hand. “Damn, three months in juvie for assault. She turned into a fucking monster out of nowhere. The other kid needed twelve stitches.” And keep in mind, Ella was barely five feet tall.

By the end of it, she’d gone from a mid-B student with no real problems… To that kid the school system couldn’t wait to get rid of.

I couldn’t help feeling even worse for Ella, knowing the context of how she’d wound up here. Lindsay hadn’t been lying about it being a hard read.

Turning to one of the final pages, I felt a hand sneak into my lap. Looking back at the house, the climbing rose bushes would give us enough privacy. Even with the lights.

The clipboard slid off my thighs. I wasn’t about to catch it. It’d still be on the floor after we’d finish.

My shaft buzzed with the zipper as it slid down. I was still covered in a day’s work of sawdust. But so long as Lindsay didn’t mind, I didn’t either.

Fingers slipped through the opening and found the prize. “You been hard like this all day?”

Kinda. “When I’m doing my job, I have a lot of time to think. Sometimes it’s about what I’d like to do to you later.”

“Such as?” Lindsay jerked her hand down the whole length.

“This place has over thirty rooms. I’ve started a mental list of how we’ll christen about half of them so far.” And that’s not counting the other buildings or outside spaces, again. “If you keep acting like this, it won’t take a month.”

She nestled a cheek against the top of my legs and smiled. “Right now, I wouldn’t mind cramming it into a single weekend.”

Which would wear my cock down to nothing. But the idea made my pulse stretch the skin even more. “How about a week? I need a few hours to recharge between rounds.”

She cast me a hint of a pout. Sliding her hand down to the base, Lindsay inched her lips closer. “You always spoil the fun. You know that?”

I’ll give her credit for one thing: Lindsay knew which of my buttons to push.

Tilting my head back and letting it happen, both of my arms sprawled over the railing. Even the thorns digging marks in my skin didn’t matter.

Her mouth took me more than halfway in.

Hell yes! Warm fuzzies piled up in my chest. Then a hard vacuum tried to draw the life out of me.

Reaching down with one hand, I let every finger run through Lindsay’s hair. I wasn’t about to grab the roots and force the issue. Or at least, not yet.

Another waft of the breeze stole the heat from my face. But every degree came back in seconds.

The way her tongue danced and weaved felt like too much. Until Lindsay slipped her way down, probably on both knees. Not that I was about to break the tour of Heaven by opening my eyes.

Lindsay’s play with her tongue stole my breath. My other hand went down, guiding her into keeping it up.

Close to bursting through every seam, I dropped my jaw. Bouncing the rear of my skull against the treated wood, the little bit of pain faded as soon as Lindsay bounced my tip around.

I could have came. A moment or two later, at the outside.

Something to our left caught my attention. But not enough to rip me out of the pure bliss.

Trying to imagine what this had to look like pushed my limit even closer. Some goddess of a redhead, every strand of her hair sprawled over my hips, outpacing every fantasy I’d had about a teacher and then lapping each one… It was the kind of relief that made Theo’s offer seem like a few coins in a tip jar.

But having it last like that was too much, I guess.

Lindsay scooted to one side.

I hadn’t caught it yet.

Another pair of hands slid up from my knee. The feeling trickled into my head as Lindsay forced a groan out of me.

That’s when my mind caught up to what I was feeling.

Barely cracking my eyes open, I glanced down and saw the full head of blonde trying to butt its way in to join with Lindsay.

Every synapse in my brain smoked. I wanted to give in and just let it happen.

But it was too fucking much.

Shit!

My arms went stiff as Lindsay pulled her mouth away.

Like a photo-finish, my nerve gave out at the final millisecond. I tried to burrow through the bench as I shouted, “Ella, what the fuck?”

Neither of them acted like anything was wrong. Lindsay grabbed the trunk of my shaft, staring up at me like she couldn’t figure out what the problem might be.

As much as I wanted to sit there and let everything happen, there was still this corner of my mind that wouldn’t accept a damned thing about it.

Ella’s mouth opened as she arched her neck back. Placing open hands atop my knees, she was coiled up and ready to strike.

My hand shot down to her throat at the last second. “No, stop.”

After breaking myself free of them and zipping back up, I stood at the edge of the veranda. Shaking my head, I asked, “Something’s gotten into both of you. And even if I have to drag the truth out of Theo’s ass, I’m getting the real answer.”


Stomping my way up to Theo’s study, again, my fists were balled enough to hurt. If anyone knew what was going on, it had to be that old bastard.

I didn’t knock. When I stood behind his recliner, he acted like was I wasn’t even there.

“Hey, old man!”

Theo shifted in place, but wasn’t about to hit that button to rotate his chair. “From the way you barged in and your tone, you’ve must have figured something out.”

“Care to tell me what it is, since you already know I’m pissed?”

“I don’t know why you would be. To be in my twenties again, in your exact situation...” Theo trailed off, wistful yet almost laughing. “What in the world do you have to be mad about right now?”

Stepping around to face him, I leaned over and tipped the seat forward. “My situation, huh? Explain how it got this way.”

He looked me up and down. “Your shirt’s untucked for once. You must be curious about why they’re so horny.”

“Whatever it is, you need to stop it.”

Another smirk drew across Theo’s face, deepening the wrinkles around his eyes. “So how is that little blonde in the sack? She looks like she could suck fence posts out of the ground, but looks can fool you.”

“That’s exactly what I’m pissed about! I don’t have any business getting with a kid her age, and neither does Lindsay.”

His grin shifted to one side of his mouth. “A three-way, with a blonde and a redhead? That brings back some fond memories. Congratulations.”

“I can’t fucking believe I’m hearing this.” Having a little extra-curricular fun with another girl, so long as Lindsay was involved, wouldn’t have bothered me. But there was still the big issue. “She’s too young for this!”

“Well, if that hasn’t happened yet, you’ve still been here two weeks, and that girlfriend of yours hasn’t fucked your dick off, yet. Either she’s got a strong will, or you still need to get over yourself.”

“What do you mean? I wouldn’t call that the answer I’m looking for.”

“Where and when do they get the most frisky?”

Slugging a man that old was out of the question, tempting as it was. “That’s none of your business.”

“It’ll give the answer you’re looking for.”

“Usually when I’m trying to make new copies of these woodcarvings, or not long after. What does that have to do with anything?”

He stuck a gnarled finger out, aimed directly at my jeans. “Lignum vitae is one of the hardest woods known to man, and you have to be wondering why I’m having you recreate pieces that still look new.”

The grain would dry out after enough decades, but with a little polish to prevent cracking, it could last centuries. “That’s still not an answer.”

“You reek of that stuff when they get handsy. Can I simplify it any more than I just did?”

Easing off the arms of the chair, I took a step away. “If you expect me to believe the oils in that wood gets them randy, you have to think I’m an idiot.”

Theo tilted his head as he looked up at me. “It’s the truth, and you’re no fool, at least in my mind. Look at all the pictures on the wall again, and find any other explanation for how I’ve fucked most of the women you see in them.”

Sure, I glanced over and saw Theo beaming with his arm around the lower waists of actresses, singers, and models. Money alone wouldn’t drop those particular panties all the time. “It’s the closest to any explanation that makes sense, but I still think it’s bullshit.”

“Then try me.” Uncle Theo pushed the remote, tilting his chair almost horizontal. “Go to that workshop of yours, sweep up some dust, and rub it all over yourself. I’ll bet ten-grand that you won’t be able to piss any woman off.”

Even with the generous salary he was paying, I didn’t have that much cash sitting around. “No bet, but you’re on.” I was already walking past him. “After I prove you’re yanking my chain, I want the truth.”

“Well, have fun.”


Freshly powdered with enough sawdust to dry a lake, I walked out of the garage and shook off what I could. If it really was the oil in that stuff, I was greased slick as a wheel bearing.

They weren’t on the veranda anymore, which took a load off my shoulders. Cock-mad as they were, I was afraid Lindsay and Ella would take the denial out on each other.

But I went straight to Ella’s room and found her. Before she could react, I was already texting Lindsay to get her ass over there. One way or another, I was getting my answer about this shit.

Until Lindsay showed up, I at least had a chance to dig into why Ella had gone from hating me to trying to suck me off. “Alright, what was that all about?”

She looked at me like I’d asked her how to breath. Stammering for an answer, Ella fidgeted until I took that first, fateful step closer. “Do I even need a reason? I wanted to.”

The sides of my head felt like they’d explode. “And you thought it was a grand idea, why, exactly?”

“Well, she didn’t act jealous about it. What kind of bug’s crawled up your ass tonight?”

Another step changed her expression from total-bitch, to outright salivating. I didn’t dare take a third after seeing that. “You’re like ten years younger than I am. I don’t mind helping you out, but that’s not the kind of thanks I expected.”

“So you’re turning it down.” Ella shrugged, right about the time Lindsay walked in. “You hear that, Lin? You never had anything to worry about.”

Arms hugged around my neck from behind. Lindsay pushed her nose behind my ear, taking a deep whiff. “I already knew that. Alex probably hasn’t looked at porn since we started dating.”

Maybe around standardized testing time for her class. But otherwise, I really hadn’t. “That’s not what this is about. I wanna know what’s made you two act like cats in heat.”

Lindsay took another draw, filling her lungs until both tits pushed against my back. “Whatever this cologne is, it’s barely there, but it’s absolutely intoxicating.”

Motherfucker wasn’t lying. I started to open my mouth in protest when I felt Lindsay shove me forward.

Stopping right before I’d knock Ella down, trying to spin around was my biggest mistake of the night. Off my balance and not expecting it, another push from both of them slammed me into the bed.

I sat up on my ass, bracing with each arm. “See? This is what I’m fucking talking about. You two can’t keep—”

Lindsay and Ella started tearing my shirt off, like they were fighting over who’d get to keep it. Buttons popped free and stitches tore.

Wiggling myself loose before I got ripped apart too, I stared in awe as both of them buried their faces in the fabric. Especially where I’d rubbed the sawdust in.

It was time to figure which way I’d let this go. Part of me wanted to run, jump in my truck, and get away from them before something all of us might regret could happen. But another side began to worm through my head. Ella was pretty damn cute, despite her sour and salty attitude.

Lindsay won out, having a good six inches over Ella.

But that didn’t save my ass.

Ella dropped to her knees again. Getting the zipper back to where they’d had before, she didn’t give me enough time to react.

Dainty fingers pulled me out. Already running her hand up and down, she was silky enough not even need lube.

I was about to protest, again. Then torn-off shirt landed over my face. All I got out was a panicked, “Hey!”

The mattress shifted to my left. When the shirt whipped away, an underside view of Lindsay’s cunt drew closer.

Without a chance in hell anyway, I gave a final effort to bust loose.

A mouth closed on the tip of my cock as Lindsay pushed herself over my face. It was too much at once. The lower half of my body relaxed while the top felt the need to worship the pussy I’d follow to any end of the earth.

The disks in my back threatened to slip as I arched off the bed. Ella took every inch, shaking her head until I gave in like a darted animal.

Lindsay shifted her panties aside and found her mark. A bump of clit shot between my teeth.

Before I knew it, the end of my tongue was teasing away with hard, short bursts. The slower Ella went, the more I wanted to pound away at the bean on the tip of my tongue.

My better nature lashed out with a final gasp. Stop! This is fucking wrong!

Which amounted to a whisper next to a rolling freight train.

I couldn’t tell whether I didn’t want to believe it, or if my sanity had been taken out behind the barn and shot. Feeling Ella’s tongue glide in every direction, tasting Lindsay, and curling into myself…

The kind of fantasy I couldn’t admit to was playing out. Not in front of me, but all over my body.

An urge to just let it play out washed over me. Ella wasn’t too shabby down there, and Lindsay’s slit deserved a shrine. The flesh was willing, and the spirit was losing strength by the second.

When I stopped pushing back, Lindsay eased up on the pressure. Her hips stopped writhing on top of my face an instant before I heard her say, “He’s cooked. Told ya that’s how it’d go down.”

The urge to fight back drained out of me as Ella pulled her face away from my lap.

Every ounce of Lindsay’s weight moved down until I heard another pair of knees hit the floor.

My eyes shot open as a draft covered my dick. Staring down my own body, I wasn’t expecting what I saw next.

Lindsay had Ella’s jaw cradled with one hand, bending over to make out and cover the six inches of height between them.

Both of them glanced at me from the corners of their eyes, getting even more into it after they noticed their audience of one.

Gold and copper hair mixed as they kept wrapping tongues. Even through the total seal they had on each others mouths, I heard the whimpers.

Tops began lifting. Then I saw them part at the waist. The undeniable sounds of buttons and zippers chucked me down the rabbithole of imagination.

Not that I had to stay down there very long.

Lindsay’s hands slipped up Ella’s torso. The brat’s shirt lifted from the bottom.

My eyes stayed locked on the bottom hem as it rose. Shiny, black fabric nicked my attention until the whole top sailed through the air. But I was still trying judge whether Ella had a pair of B’s or C’s.

The final pop of their lips made the world shrink down to that very room.

Lindsay teased her fingers down the front of Ella’s neck. “He’ll probably throw a fit, but you can borrow him for a couple of minutes. I don’t mind.”

I was trying to back my way up the bed, as if it’d get me away somehow.

Another round of comfort lilted out of her mouth. “Lie down, and I’ll talk some sense into him.”

Ella did as she was told without so much as a huff, maybe for the first time in her life. Dropping perpendicular to me, we still didn’t touch as she fell back. A California king is one hell of a big bed.

Lindsay walked around and stole my attention. She stuck a hand out, smiling like she’d made her dreams come true.

I reached for it, still trying to think of how I’d get out of this. She wasn’t acting like herself, and I knew she would never do this.

She pulled me up, resting both hands and her chin on my shoulder. “It’s okay… You can touch her.”

“Ridiculous. Before we moved here, you’d have had me shot for even suggesting this.”

Guiding me around the corner, we towered over Ella. Lindsay gave a gentle push before reaching around my waist. My belt jangled until I felt my jeans loosen. Then with a hard jerk, she pantsed me, boxers and all.

Meanwhile, Ella had stayed on her back. The black panties holding the fishnets up began shedding down to her upper thighs.

Lindsay cooed against my ear again. “I told her how you like it down there.”

Prime, pure baldness sat between Ella’s legs. My will started to cave as I fought the urge to lick my chops. The little shit did have the trimmest pussy I’d ever laid eyes on. Either in-person, on a screen, or in a skin mag.

Making it even worse, Lindsay crawled onto the bed herself. Crouched on her knees behind Ella’s head, she didn’t bother dropping her own panties.

The last strand in the rope I’d been holding onto frayed before my eyes. Lindsay pulled at Ella’s arms, lifting them up until she could put all of her weight into pinning her down. “Come on, if you two don’t go through with this, you’ll never get along.”

Snap. The free-fall inside my head began, and I didn’t know if there would even be a bottom to hit.

My hands wrapped around Ella’s thighs and my fingers slipped in the gaps of her fishnets. Pulling her ass closer to me while stepping out of my pants and socks, I could finally admit that I wanted this.

With Ella primed and ready at the edge of the comforter, I shot a glance at Lindsay.

“Don’t pay attention to me. This is all about you and her.”

The morality crisis I’d been torturing myself with shattered as I felt my drop slow to a gentle landing. Maybe this was the only way to keep Ella in line. And perhaps taking everything out on each other would finally grant me some peace.

Running my hips forward, the line of her cunt split down the middle. The bottom of my shaft slid against her folds. Totally wet.

I shoved her ankles onto my right shoulder. Grabbing both legs with one arm, I gave her a sample of the ass-whipping I thought she really need.

Ella stared up, blushing with her whole face and almost begging for it. Her lips opened just enough to show the bottom of her front teeth.

Rolling myself back and jutting forward again, my tip caught in her entry. Hesitating for a second, I kept looking down at her, but didn’t say a word.

She nodded, breathing heavy and getting even redder in the cheeks.

Lindsay and I had basically turned into her adoptive parents, which made it feel even more fucked up. But maybe it didn’t have to stay like that.

Shifting my weight, the squeeze of her cunt felt like she hadn’t been fucked in years. But no, she was just that much smaller than me.

Not even halfway through, the narrowing channel stretched until Ella slammed her eyes shut and whined. Giving her a second, my eyes drifted up to Lindsay.

Beaming like a mother duck watching her chicks take their first swim, Lindsay clamped Ella’s arms between her thighs and grabbed the sides of my head with both hands. “And don’t worry, I went to another doctor and doubled up on my pills. So she’s safe.”

Holy shit… It drove me enough to force another inch of myself in. “You’re really not fucking around, are you?”

“You can have me later. But for now, I want to watch you own her.”

I had to blink a couple of times. Lindsay’s face was still there, looking totally earnest and proud that we’d taken things this far.

Ella cried out as I kept sinking in. It trailed off as her pussy stretched and relaxed.

Lindsay tapped one of my cheeks hard enough to sting. “Quit making her beg for more. I want her to scream for it to stop by the time you’re done.”

Something inside me lit on fire. My pulse raced, and I had to get my hands on top of Ella’s bra.

With a firm squeeze on each cup, I forced them down and used the damn thing likes reins. Her walls tightened around me, but that wasn’t enough to get her out of what was coming.

Ella seethed until her back wall stopped the momentum. A couple of gasps and a roll of her head made it feel that much better. “He’s big!”

And Ella was tiny as she was young. All the better.

She felt just as amazing on the way out. Gripping hard around my shaft, it felt like I was gonna drag her with me.

I pulled the fishnets higher, gripping behind Ella’s knees and almost forcing them against her chin. Another sink, faster and slicker, popped my jaw open.

Lindsay eased the blonde out of Ella’s face as she looked down, almost adoring the girl. “See? I told you he knew what to do with it.”

Ella winced with the third crack. With her teeth clenched as hard as her eyes, I couldn’t tell if it was pure bliss, or if she was hurting a little too.

Not my problem, though. Every thrust blurred into the next when I picked up speed. Her entire body jerked as she took me, balls-deep.

Another whine filled the air. Both of her arms reached beyond her head, gripping the waist of Lindsay’s panties as her head scooted up my girlfriend’s thighs.

“And knew you’d come around.” Lindsay kept up those soothing brushes of her hand across Ella’s red cheeks. “The kid’s really not so bad, once you figure out what she wants.”

Which, lucky for me, included enough dick to make the bottom of her abs stretch.

Trying to fuck her through the bed, I kept getting even harder. The last ounce of weight and strength I had flew into the poor thing every tenth stroke or so, driving her mad between the rapid-fire sprints of hip on on.

My hand slipped up to her throat. Squeezing nowhere near as hard as I’d have wanted to just days before, all that anger would have to getting to get taken out on her cunt. Otherwise, we’d have had a murder scene.

Lindsay pushed her face right into mine. “Harder! You know she wants it.”

Ella started cracking around the edges. Her entire body drew in and that cunt felt like it’d pinch my cock off at the base.

“Keep fucking going!” Lindsay slapped at my cheek again. “Make her know who she belongs to.”

My shaft and her walls started heating up. Some of it had to be friction, but I felt the tension course from depth to entry.

The tiny bitch was cooked.

All the powder lit at once. Ella’s legs pushed against me and at least a couple of threads in Lindsay’s thong started popping.

One more slam tore her out of reality. Ella tremored, her moans coming out shaky as her body.

But even sunk into her like a fence post, I wasn’t done yet.

I ripped myself out of Ella and pointed at Lindsay. “Your turn!”

She tried to protest. “No, you’re saving me for later, remember?”

Bullshit. I snatched one of her wrists off of Ella’s face. Jerking Lindsay over, she fell right onto her side.

All I had to do was push the bottom of her panties down. With all of my weight pressing her legs together, Lindsay didn’t put up a fight for long.

My shaft glided in. Wet as a bucket of water, Lindsay cried out before I even got to her deepest parts.

Each nerve in me started to burn like steel wool on a battery. Letting Ella recover to our left, the pussy I’d gotten to know too well smoldered and twitched on the inside.

Lindsay grabbed for one of my arms, almost daring me to pull back and fuck her into mush.

She’d get it plenty hard again, later. I loved her to death, but since moving in with Theo, Lindsay had turned into the kind of sex-addict that could make you want to carry things too far.

The bottom edge of my cock rushed against bare cunt.

Lindsay’s chin ducked into her cleavage as she blasted out a scream. Holding herself by the ankles, pushing with the balls of her feet, and going from porcelain to pink…

She was getting there too fast. As if watching me fuck Ella rocketed her closer to the end than any amount of slamming her into next week.

Legs gripped around mine. I could tell she was trying to keep me locked inside. Which could only mean one thing.

The classic bump-and-swirl was fine in high school. But Lindsay needed the full grind. Knowing where every hidden switch and button lied in her, her voice started going raw before I could slap her ass a fourth time.

Still boiling over from getting inside Ella, I knew a hard dash at the finish line would seal the letter. A few deep pumps had every hair on my body standing straight.

Lindsay fought through the overload. “You’d better not fucking—”

I hammered through again. Which was totally on-purpose.

Her mouth scrunched up, gasping through the aftershock. Pushing against my torso with both hands, Lindsay steeled herself long enough to add, “No, it’s supposed to be hers!”

A few wires crossed in my head. Something about my girlfriend begging me to hold back for a piece of strange gripped my will by the throat. Every gasp started to burn all through my chest.

I guess it was kinda like runner’s-high. Settling into the feeling of it all, my whole body acted toward one goal.

But Lindsay drew up enough strength to slam my brakes, mid-push. “It’s hers!”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Ella drop her bra and start working the hosiery down the rest of her legs. Something about the way she looked, kinda innocent for once, tickled a part of my soul I didn’t I had.

I didn’t bother with Lindsay’s oncoming climax. She’d have to take care of her own damn self.

Ella rolled halfway over, trying to spoon against my girlfriend.

That is, until I got hold of her again. Whipping her over, face-down, I didn’t care if I snapped her in half.

But I had to ask, “You cool with this?”

An open hand clapped against my face.

That was enough of an answer for me.

Pinning Ella against the bed, I dragged her ass closer and made sure she had no way out. The full roundness of her ass pushed upward, like she was betting I couldn’t go through with it.

The inside of my elbow closed around her neck.

But her teeth started cutting into my skin. Seriously?

Ella moaned against my arm as I dove through. Vulnerable as she was, the whole scene felt like a dare.

Before I could process it all, I heard Lindsay’s voice again. “Go on… Come in her, already!”

I tried to look her way. As another slap jacked my face.

The burn of it all faded into the background. Ella hugged herself tight, wrapping those legs and arms until I couldn’t move more than half an inch through her.

All I had left was speed. Ribbing my cock through, Ella had turned into some portal to Valhalla. Each thrust dropped my jaw even harder, until I was biting her shoulder to keep from yelling like a whistle.

Lindsay’s voice barely cut through the racket. “That’s it. Come in her...”

I started shaking all over. One more rush through Ella’s passage lit everything up.

A few bumps and ridges inside her swole up.

Locked in at the head, all I could do was come.

She kept pulling me deeper. As if she wanted me to knock her up.

My lungs gave out, pushing my forehead into the pillows.

Before I could even start to hope Lindsay had been telling the truth, my common-sense twinged and began praying that I hadn’t just fucked myself.

Ella nuzzled her face against mine. “You’re lucky I’m not a gold-digger.”

Both of my hands almost pushed holes through the bed as I kept coming.

She was right.

And I still had Lindsay to deal with.

Later, anyway.


The last pangs of guilt disappeared when I got up early the next morning. Absolutely slammed from everything that had taken place, at least I slept well. Which I didn’t think would be possible, considering what I’d done.

With a spring in my step and something like clarity in my mind, I climbed the stairs without stomping them in half for once.

As I started reaching for the handle, Ella slipped out of Theo’s door. “It’s alright, I’ve already told him everything.” She brushed past me with a smile, almost skipping down the hall.

What the fuck? Sour, salty, and bitter, I expected from the girl. But sweet?

I kept shaking my head until she disappeared around the corner. It’s not like Theo would yell about anything that’d taken place. So at least I didn’t have to worry.

Knocking had turned into a pointless formality with Theo. I strolled in, half expecting him to be asleep.

But he was wide-awake, with Neriah standing next to him. Theo didn’t look up from whatever papers he was signing.

As Neriah tried scowling a hole through my head. She crossed her arms in that hardly buttoned blazer, pushing her tits up until I saw a wealth of cleavage. “I suppose you have a right to know how the situation has changed.”

That chilled me colder than a banker’s heart. “What do you mean?”

She left Theo to keep scrawling with the pen, stepping closer. “Congratulations, you’re never getting rid of her ass. Theodore just made Ella an employee of your family.”

I already knew why Neriah was so pissed, even if I didn’t understand it. “Good. I can stop handing her cash under the table.” And it explained why the girl was in such a pleasant mood.

“Just when I think you’ve made the worst mistake possible, you keep fucking up...”

Theo rushed the final signature and slammed the pen against the clipboard. “Will you shove it up your tight ass? I’m the one who gave him my blessing for it.”

Neriah tipped her glasses down and tried to shoot pure venom with that scowl. “Sir, this is a mistake. Nothing good can come from that girl.”

Rearing the hand with the board back like he wasn’t ninety-eight, Theo swatted it against Neriah’s backside.

She jumped like it was a cattle prod.

“You don’t get to make that call. Besides, most people would have said the same thing about you.” Theo waved me over. “Alex, I want your input.”

“If you’ve already signed everything, isn’t it a little late for that?” What few steps I took made the hate in Neriah’s expression almost palpable. “It’s not like I agreed to hire Ella, anyway.”

“Well, now you’re stuck with her, just like this other troublemaker.” He winked and grinned. “But that’s not even the best part.”

Neriah whipped herself around. “You didn’t!”

“I sure as hell did.” Theo held the papers up for her. “You’ve only got yourself to blame. Acting like an ass is fine, but I can’t stand a total cunt.”

Whatever Theo had done, I already knew I wouldn’t like it.

Snatching the board from his hands, Neriah goose-stepped out in a huff. The door slammed hard enough to send a draft through the room.

I shook my head again. “Whatever stunt you just pulled, I’m sure I’ll have to clean up the mess.”

Theo kept looking at the door, like he could still see her ass. “Lucky you.”

“God, just fucking tell me what you did.”

Looking too amused with himself, Theo reclined the chair and extended the leg-rest. “That little copperhead of yours can take care of me this weekend.”

No… Whether he was my benefactor of a great-uncle, or a demon, I couldn’t tell anymore.

“Employee retreat! You, my bitch of a lawyer, and Ms. Blonde’n’Perky are staying at one of my old friend’s vacation houses for a couple of nights.”

Lindsay could handle herself well enough, so that wasn’t what scared the shit out of me. “So you’re throwing me in a burlap sack with two pissed-off cats. Thanks.”

Theo winked again. “You know how fix this. I’m trusting you here.”

Which marked the end of my total faith in the guy.
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HAREM BEAT 


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.”

***

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.

***

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.”

***

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.”
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