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HAREM MANOR

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.”

I shot her a look that I thought would freeze ice over again. “It’s fine, Ron. You know I’m not the fastest worker, and I’ve been trying to improve on it.” Without churning half-assed pieces, anyway.

Clenching scarred fingers that hadn’t gotten a new mark in a decade, Ron clanked those gaudy rings in front of his mouth. “Will you quit treating me like an idiot? I’d blow goats to be in your position right now.” As he cast an eye toward Lindsay.

He was a pig masquerading as a man, physically and mentally. But I had more pressing matters. “If I go one week without pay, we lose our apartment.”

“Bullshit!” Ron scooted his chair away from the desk. “I’ll keep paying you for the same work, but hell if you need it. Hell, I’ll cover this afternoon on your check just because you take this place more seriously than I do. Now get outta here!”

I still had no idea what was going on.


All of my own tools bounced around the seat as Lindsay tried explaining. But there was no point in trying to talk sense into me. I was pissed enough to get us through another month of fights.

Taking the last turn before Uncle Theo’s place, I stopped dancing around it. “Is he dying or not? And why would he talk to me?”

She blushed, like the whole answer was shameful or something. “Well, he said that he’d only trust you with this. I can’t just make up answers I don’t have.”

My mom, or any of her sisters, would have been the more likely heirs. Assuming things had really started to go south for him. “I don’t get it. I’ve met the guy like three or four times.”

“Why ask me?” She pushed my belt sander away and whisked the dust of her skirt. “And could you clean this heap of junk out every now and then?”

A clean truck wouldn’t make my work go better. “I never asked you to get me out early. Don’t we have enough trouble keeping the bills paid already?”

“But he’s your family! Can’t you pretend to care?”

“Maybe they should have given me a reason to.” That said, Uncle Theo had pissed me off the least out of the whole bunch. Purely because I didn’t know the guy.

Rounding the corner lot his palace of a house rested in the middle of, I didn’t see many lights on. Even if the mansion was all the way at the top of hill.

Lindsay seemed more nervous than I did. “Maybe it’s about an inheritance or something.”

Which would be great, even if it was just a few hundred bucks. “He’s weird. Just gonna warn ya.”


With my truck parked next to a Chevy Cobalt, I wondered why Theo would bother with an econobox like that. You know, one of those cars you see everywhere, for about five years until they all hit the junkyard.

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 trim and furniture, years before I started whittling as a hobby. And later, as a passion.

I had a 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.


Ella, as we found out her name was, slammed the door behind myself and Lindsay. The figure facing away from us in one of those old man recliners jumped.

But I knew it was Theo’s voice, maybe a little worse for wear, as he spoke. “I already told that little bitch to quit that!”

I took a few steps closer. “Long time, no see, Uncle Theo.”

He still didn’t turn around. Not that a guy so close to a hundred would try. “Alex?”

“Yeah… You called me over, so here I am.”

Waving a hand over the corner of the seat, he still didn’t look my way. “Get over here and let me see what kind of man you’ve turned into.”

It had been close to twenty years. Giving Lindsay a quick motion to follow, I knew his eccentricities well enough. “I brought my girlfriend with me. I hope it’s not a problem.”

Now he was stirring to life. Craning his neck as best he could, just the corner of his eye showed more life than either of us had. “Of course, bring her over here!”

Pervy, old bastard. The same pictures were on the wall. Like he’d had every model out of Playboy in his lap over the years, like Hef himself. And Lindsay wouldn’t have been out of place there either.

Even dressed in her knee-length skirt and sweater, Theo practically had her naked in his mind before we sat across from him. But Lindsay had always been naive about his sort.

His wrinkled face twisted into a smile. “Finally, a real woman in my house. That little, blonde skank will do me in before the cancer.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.” But I wasn’t about to dive into whatever prize might be waiting for me. “Ella seems a little young for a home-health aide. Is she actually taking care of you?”

“Not by choice, but well enough.”

Asking felt like a terrible idea. I looked him over, satisfied that he wasn’t getting shit beat out of him. “What did you do?”

Theo looked too damn satisfied. “One of my best friends is a judge who won’t retire, even if he’s about my age. Ella got nicked for shoplifting, and he was about to send her up the river for it. Third offense in two months and all that.”

“She probably isn’t eighteen!” It wouldn’t have bothered me, if the girl hadn’t been wearing cutoff, denim shorts that barely qualified as a thong.

“But she is, and the little dingbat keeps fucking up. She should be kissing my ass, because it would have been months in jail if I hadn’t stepped in.”

I didn’t care what Lindsay would think of it. I had to show how disgusting I thought it was. “There’s charity,” I roamed a finger around at all the frames on the wall, “and then there’s this.”

Theo turned his eyes to Lindsay again before propping his cheek against a balled fist. “Will you shut up? How do you think an old fart like me would get a hard-on, anyway?”

Christ-shitting-on-a-shingle… “That’s not the point.” I huffed out a sigh and shot a glance at Lindsay. “Well, I’m here anyway. What’s so urgent that I had to leave work early?”

“You already know I’ve got cancer, and maybe four months left. I need someone to take care of this place when I’m gone.”

My eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. “You’re kidding me. Aunt Megan and Mom are ahead of me on the inheritance.”

He laughed hard enough to almost blow snot. “It’s my money and my house. I can pass it on to whoever I damn well please. I’m still of sound mind.”

The shakes took over, just like when I first asked for Lindsay’s number. “They’ll make my life a living hell over this. You know that, right?”

“And you’ll have a ten foot fence to keep them out.” Theo tried standing up, which made Lindsay bolt to his side. With a sly grin, he asked, “Is my great-nephew treating you well?”

But she was all about being the caretaker and nurturer, like always. “Like a princess, so far as he can. Now let me help you.”

I expected him to try grabbing her ass or something. Instead, Theo fought onto his feet and reached for the snazziest cane I’d ever laid eyes on. “I’ll make a deal, which you don’t have to take, but it’s my final offer.”

“On with it, then.” I almost leaned against the edge of a desk, but then I remembered the work someone had put into them. Letting the rivets in my jeans scuff it up would have been unforgivable.

He smirked even harder. “You two stay here for a month, and I’ll prove that this is a chance you wouldn’t dream of turning down. Other than myself, you’re the only male left in the family, even if you’re not a Mayhew by name.”

“Feldman Manor doesn’t the same ring, I guess.” But I wasn’t about to just drop my whole life and my work. “Can I have a week to think about it?”

“I can give you a salary, which the trust fund will keep paying out after I’m gone. Both for yourself and all expenses to keep this place maintained. I’d only expect you to get it back to what it used to be.”

“So it’s a job offer.” I almost leaned against the desk again. “What about what I’ve been working for already?”

Theo tottered my way and grabbed my lower arm. “People take themselves too seriously. When you hit my age, you start laughing about that.”

The hell is that supposed to mean? “I take pride in my job. I can’t just give it up to watch your house.”

Lindsay kicked at my shin and shot a nasty look. “I don’t mind helping out with his care, so long as Ella can cover when I’m at school.”

I really didn’t have a reason not to, other than my pride. What little I had, I’d earned for myself, and I wasn’t about to let a sudden gift float my ass for the rest of my life. “If I get a salary, how do I earn it?”

“Didn’t I already lay it out, you jackass? I need a woodworker who can restore and improve this house beyond what it had been.”

Which changed the equation. “It sounds like a dream-offer, but with what workshop?”

Theo squeezed my arm as hard as a feeble, ancient guy could. “My secretary can handle that. There’s a garage where I used to keep my car collection. Make a list of what you need, and she’ll have it all delivered.”

“Why would you need a secretary if you’re retired?”

“An old man can’t stay busy?” He cocked his head back to the chair, which had Lindsay following along. “It doesn’t have to be bingo games and blue-plate specials at the diner. Besides, she’s also my private attorney. No other clients.”

I hated the sound of that even more. “How many people are trying to sue you?”

Theo dropped back in that recliner and pulled the lever. “None, because I’ve got my own cut-throat. She has a salary out of the trust fund for the rest of her life too, so long as she looks after my heir.”

With the old man taken care of, Lindsay came back to my side. And she had her own questions. “Let’s say Alex agrees to it. What’s the salary?”

“Five-grand a week. I can have the first payment in his account ahead of time, if you two need moving expenses or any deposits to pay off.”

Both of us almost dropped. After taxes, the few weeks I’d had full-time hours at Ron’s shop didn’t add up to a tenth of that. And you know Lindsay wasn’t pulling much on a teacher’s salary.

My reservations had been suplexed out of their boots. Fumbling over the words, I stammered out, “That’s…. Very generous.”

“And then you inherit my assets. Don’t tell me that you’re about to turn it down.”

Using my talent and passion, to keep the family legacy intact, and getting paid better than doctors around here… “Fine. I’ll do this part-time, and give my boss a two-week notice. After that, if it pans out, consider me onboard.”

Theo reached for one of the pockets on the side of his lounger. “Here, for your time tonight.” Pulling a canvas deposit bag out, his shaky fingers worked the zipper loose. “A hundred for my heir, and two for the absolute angel who helped me get around.”

I already felt like a mooch. “Keep it. I don’t take handouts.”

Not that is stopped Lindsay. “That’s very generous of you, Mr. Mayhew.”

“Money is the one language everyone understands. It’d do Alex a big favor to learn that.”

The whole trip home, we hardly said a word between us. That is, until I unlocked the door and realized how much shit we’d have to get boxed up. Fast.


Two weeks later, I still hadn’t met that attorney. Even though I’d talked with her over the phone to nail down the details, the only people other than Theo and Ella I’d dealt with were the landscaping guys. And they weren’t happy about being replaced on their main contract.

Yet I had the shiny, new zero-turn mower, and a workshop that looked as pristine as I wanted. All told, I felt less bad about quitting at Ron’s place the more I hung around Uncle Theo’s.

Lindsay was absolutely doting on him, like he was the sweetest old man to ever live. But I knew the truth. I’d always catch my great uncle dropping shit, just to watch her bend over and pick it up. Exactly like he did with Ella, apparently.

But I still didn’t have the exact answer as to why he’d chosen me to inherit everything. I was seventh or eighth in line, if you take seniority for inheritances seriously. And my mother and aunts were already beyond pissed.

The last time I’d talked to Mom, maybe a few days prior, you could feel the venom dripping off her words. ‘You probably made that little, redheaded slut fuck him, didn’t you?’

Which got me to hang up on her. At least I wouldn’t have to eat her dry-ass turkey at Thanksgiving.

Now I was just working on leaving my own mark on the place. Theo had some pieces that he wanted replaced outright. The main dining table, some stair banisters, and a four-post bed would keep me busy, probably beyond his funeral.

Lining up a plug of wood on the virgin lathe, I wasn’t about to start using the fresh carving tools. I knew my own, and what I could do with them.

The sunlight drifted past the one crack in the workshop’s concrete slab as I got started. Wrapped up in the work and doing what I was born to do, I thought I’d fallen down a rabbithole into Heaven on Earth.

Starting the electric motor up, I knew I was in for a long session. Some of these exotic woods could go for over a grand a pound. And Theo demanded everything be carved out of lignum vitae. Probably the hardest and most expensive lumber around.

Close to having wood myself over the project, I put the first mark in. You know, just to test how often I’d have to sharpen my chisel.

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 back, I planted a hand on Ella’s forehead. “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 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 stared back like I was a moron. “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. 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, while 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 her already.

But Neriah was ready to get down to business as Ella scampered off. “We have paperwork. I guess now’s as good a time as any, since you’ve already had your work interrupted.” She put the suitcase in her left hand on top the bench, apparently not minding the dust and shavings.

“I get it, but how long is this gonna take?”

“Three, maybe four minutes, unless you want to read everything.”

With this kind of fortune at stake, I wasn’t about to get sloppy. “Fine, but I’ll go ahead and assume you’ll eat the next hour of my time.”

She almost smiled. “Smart man.”

“Right...” She wore that gray blazer and pencil skirt like a model would carry a tiny dress, stealing my attention for a second. “So you’re the sidekick Uncle Theo’s bragged so much about.”

“You don’t have his charm, but I can already tell that you were the right choice as Theodore’s heir.”

Natural ass-kisser, huh? “You don’t have to suck up to me. So long as you know more about this place and his affairs than I do, letting you go would be the worst mistake I could imagine.”

“Keeping me on is part of the agreement for your trust. You don’t have a choice, but I’m also not about to screw myself over. Working for Mr. Mayhew has been very lucrative.” She opened the briefcase and pointed at a stack held in a binder clip.

“I’m sure it has been.” I picked up the slab of documents and started reading the first page.

Too much legalese for my tastes, but I was more used to such refined literary works as Hustler and Woodcarver’s Gazette. Or maybe what someone had written on a bathroom stall.

I turned to her. “What the hell does ‘Executor’ mean? It makes it sound like I have to kill Theo myself.”

Her lips narrowed to a straight line. “Basically, you’re the decision-maker for Theodore’s estate, once these documents are filed at the courthouse.”

And I kept feeling dumber with each page.


I’d just finished telling Lindsay everything that had happened. Barely dry from my shower, I lied back and crashed against the bed in our new room. “So how was your day?”

She paused for a couple of seconds. “Ella really tried that? I knew she had problems, but that’s not normal.”

“The kid doesn’t have issues. She’s got a lifetime subscription.”

Lindsay sat next to me, pulling the turtleneck over her head. “I think you should tell Theo. From my talks with him, he’d probably know what to do.”

Yeah, right... His answer would probably be along the lines of, ‘You should fuck her.’ “Are you sure we’re thinking of the same lecherous, old man here?”

“He’s sweet.” Lindsay dropped too, rolling herself over me until she was straddling my hips. Even through her jeans and my pajama bottoms, I felt the heat between her legs. “I don’t know why you think he’s such a pervert.”

Probably because he’d never shaken me of that notion. “I’m cutting him a bit of slack because he’s dying, but you should see the way he leers at you when you’re turned around.”

She ground herself against me. “And you don’t do the same?”

“It’s a little different when we’re dating and about the same age. He was already, what, in his seventies when we were born?”

“He can look, so long as he doesn’t touch. We’ve got the same rule for each other.”

Not that it made Ella’s ass running around the place any easier to swallow, after what had happened. “He’s alone with an eighteen-year-old nymphomaniac about thirty hours a week. Who knows what the fuck happens between them.”

“She’s made a few mistakes, and her home life isn’t anything to brag about. Have you even sat down and spoken with her, outside what she tried pulling today?”

I’ll give Lindsay one thing. She trusted me. But maybe a little too much. “I think the girl’s dangerous. If that lawyer hadn’t shown up, it could have gotten ugly.”

“Then use it as a chance to scare her into line.” Another course of heat pulsed through, straightening my cock until I was ready to go. “Maybe she doesn’t need a mentor or a shoulder to cry on. When Neriah laid down the law on her, I think it had an effect.”

“How so?”

Lindsay propped herself over my face with both hands, copper hair blocking my view of everything but her face. “Ella was actually polite before she left this evening.”


I already knew Theo wasn’t the kind to turn in early. Contrary to what you’d expect from an old man, it wasn’t anything to hear him buzz myself or Lindsay to get some juice or fire up a TV dinner for him, well past midnight. It was kind of a pain in the ass.

So knocking on his study’s door a little after ten didn’t seem out of bounds. Lindsay had already helped me work out the boner I couldn’t admit Ella had primed in me. So at least I was loose, limber, and relaxed.

His gravelly voice didn’t wait for me to turn the knob. “Who is it? I didn’t ring for anything!”

I stepped in without ceremony. “Your lawyer chick had me sign all the papers tonight. She’s a piece of work.”

“And the closest thing to a daughter I’ve ever had.” Theo was turned away from the entrance, as always. “She didn’t have to stay with me after I paid her way through law school, but Neriah decided to anyway. Always keep someone that loyal in your good graces.”

“That’s was mighty generous of you, and I think she knows that.”

“Learn how to judge people, and help the diamonds in the rough with their deepest problems. That’s how you change a life.” He tried getting up, which meant I had to rush over and help the old fart.

“Easy. I’m not doubting her.”

Theo let out a cough, never bothering to cover his mouth. “I was talking about you, moron.” Ballsy, coming from a geriatric I could have shattered like glass. Especially after he’d willed nearly everything to me.

“I’m nowhere near as fucked up as your little charity case. Has Neriah already told you what happened?”

Up on his feet, barely, my great-uncle didn’t even look at me. “Thirty years ago, I’d have fucked her in that situation. So why didn’t you?”

Par for the course, and exactly as you’d expect from him. “Shit, her mother probably hadn’t grown pubes thirty years ago. What the hell is wrong with you?”

But it didn’t bother him. “Sometimes, when you give a person hope and a second chance, they return the favor. The gratitude of others is a good thing to keep in stock.”

Knowing I was at risk of stepping into the weeds with him, I pulled back a little. “You’ve done it for me, and for Ms. Cooper. I get that.”

“Neriah isn’t loyal because I bailed her out of a bad situation. Throwing money at everyone just brings the vultures in.” The glint in his eye spoke volumes. “Take the rest of our family, for instance.”

He wasn’t wrong. Theo had gone from a saint with a few troublesome quirks in Mom’s eyes, to the depraved madman she swore up and down that he was. After she heard about the inheritance.

Before I could get another word in, his gnarled fingers grabbed my wrist. “You probably think I was talking about yourself just now. I kinda was, but you need to start finding people who would do anything for you. Just give them an opportunity to change and prove themselves, idiot.”

That little slut, of all people, though?

He kept guiding me toward the wall with all those framed pictures. Kinda pointing at one of them, Theo asked, “You know who this guy is?”

It was black and white. Probably taken sometime in the fifties or sixties. “No idea.”

“Senator Jake O’Malley. When I first met him, the boy was about to give up and take a job at the Chrysler plant up the road.” Theo stared at the photo for close to a minute. “If I hadn’t gifted him enough money to pay for college and gave his campaign seed money later on, the boy would have wasted away, breaking his own body down for barely enough to get by with each week.”

Not very different from my life story up to that point. “Don’t tell me that you’re about to claim I could be like him.”

Theo jerked his head back faster than a guy that close to the big hundred should. “God no! If you live here, you influence the decision-makers during your prime.”

“What do you mean by ‘influence?’”

He looked at another picture from the corners of his eyes. “John Fitzgerald Kennedy. See that girl on his lap? That’s Marilyn Monroe, almost dry-humping him, right there in my parlor.” With a younger Theo grinning like a fool behind them.

“Mingling isn’t really my thing. I can keep the place in great condition, but I’m no ass-kisser.”

Like I’d said the dumbest thing possible, he almost spat on the floor between us. “That’s what you don’t get. With assets like mine, they show up to kiss your ass.”

I still didn’t like the idea. “Politics isn’t what I’d pretend to know the first thing about.”

“You’re a citizen, aren’t you?” Theo shuffled half a step closer, pulling the blanket around his shoulders and beating his cane on the floor. “That’s exactly why I picked you as the heir. You’re grounded in having to work for a living, just like the vast majority of people.”

It forced a little heat into my face. “This is all political statement to you?”

“Someone has to make it. Lord knows the heirs to all my old friends’ fortunes are a bunch of spoiled shits.”

I hated the conversation more with each passing second. “I’m no party animal, and I couldn’t tell a cufflink from a piece of flair on a waitress’s uniform.”

His eyes rolled, just like Ella’s. “That redhead was your saving grace. The second I met her, I knew you’d take care of the real job here. Passably, at least.”

“I’m a woodworker, not a socialite.”

Theo beat the end of his cane against the hardwood again. “God, everyone takes themselves too seriously anymore. Money always speaks louder than social graces.”

“The fanciest thing I’ve ever bought was ketchup. I wouldn’t even know how to entertain these people.”

Like sixty years had dropped from his age, Theo yelled, “You’re thinking about it from the wrong angle, you dipshit!”

I didn’t know how to start answering that, outside of just leaving. But it wasn’t an option anymore. “So I write checks, and the bigwigs just fall in line?”

“You’re starting to get it.” Tapping his free hand under another picture, he asked, “Do you know who this man is?”

I didn’t. But the taller man in the picture was smiling like a kid who’d just won a shopping spree in a toy store. “Not really.”

“Lyndon Baines Johnson. Thirty-sixth President of these United States!”

I’d heard the name a few times. “And it looks like he enjoyed the visit here.”

“Would you believe a check with my name on it got us the Civil Rights Act of 1964? And that was back when campaign donations were considered bribery.”

He was either full of shit, or an angel in a creep’s body. “Fine, I get it. But how do I even know which side is right?”

“As much as people bitch about the media, you watch the fucking news. Otherwise, who passes it on to you? One of your dingbat aunts on FaceSpace?”

I’d deleted my profile on there already. The site had turned into a flea-market of conspiracy theories and everyone pushing the highlight reels of their lives. And I’d gotten tired of learning how awful the people closest to me actually are. “That’s fair, actually. If news outlets are out for ad revenue, that’s a problem with their business model as an industry, not their employees.”

“Well, at least you’re not a complete idiot, sunshine...” Theo began shuffling back to the lounger. “Everyone with a GED or less thinks they know better than the experts, in any field. It drives me up the fucking wall.”

“And somehow I’m supposed to know more, because I’d have money?”

The end of his cane almost knocked another picture off the wall. “Here’s me with Carl Sagan, a week before I talked Jimmy Carter into funding the hell out of NASA. Both of those guys were way more about the private conversations than the floozy and coke parties, though.”

He’d already given me plenty to think about. Revolting as networking with CEOs, politicians, and celebrities seemed, there was a bit of good Theo’s legacy could do again. But the question is, how in the hell could a blue-collar kid like me fill those shoes?


I got back to the room. As far as I knew, Lindsay was passed slick the fuck out. With not a thread of covers obscuring the silk and lace getup she only wore for special occasions, I figured she was expecting some action, but nodded off instead.

Staring at the curve of her ass under the slick blue-green fabric almost kept me from noticing the gaudy jewelry she’d put around her neck. But she didn’t stir as I slipped the bottom sheet over her.

The way she breathed kinda put me at peace with what Theo had said. If I was supposed to carry on his life’s work, I wouldn’t be doing it alone. Beyond that damn she-shark of a lawyer, Lindsay would be there to help.

Shutting the door to the attached bathroom, I didn’t bother locking it. It’s not like my girlfriend hadn’t seen my goods already.

But as the shower began to warm up and steam, I had to think a little more about what my great-uncle had said. Influencing the movers and shakers of the world didn’t feel like my place. I mean, who the hell would I be to do that? I couldn’t tell you the first thing about financial markets, Constitutional law, or anything more serious than the price of gas always being too high for my wallet.

I pulled the frosted glass shut and ducked my head under the stream. Hell, I don’t even know what I think about this stuff. I didn’t like war, and gay folks didn’t offend me. But outside of that? I was a clean slate.

The first soak of water ran down my back as I pushed both hands over my hair.

Maybe if I’d gone to college, I could pretend to know anything about this stuff. Or I’d have ended up defending the rights of people who think they’re were-tractors. Really, my biggest concern about politics amounted to ‘don’t make me think about it, and you sure as shit had better not let it affect me.’

Some kind of noise bumped out from the edge of the room, but I couldn’t tell what it was. Chalking it up to another rush of water hitting the floor, I kept squeezing the suds from my hair. Because that shit burns when it gets in your eyes.

I didn’t pay any attention until I felt the vibration of the shower door pass through my feet. Before I could get the last of the shampoo off my face, I felt the warmth and water pooling against my back.

Lindsay’s voice chanted out, “You want company?”

“Sure.” This wouldn’t be the first time she’d jumped in with me. But so soon after falling asleep, and on a weeknight?

Still out of character, I expected her to hog the shower stream and wet her own hair. But she only pulled herself tighter against me. “So what did he have to say?”

I was having trouble even remembering. We never did the shower-sex thing. It always did turn into foreplay, though. “Theo said I need to get over myself and use the fortune to influence people.”

Lindsay ducked her chin on one of my shoulders. “Maybe he’s right.” Wet ropes of her hair began sticking to me. “I’ve had a lot of time to think about what your uncle’s said to me, and I think he has a point.”

“That’s not what I do, though.” The only say I had in anything amounted to whether I’d have mustard or mayo on my burger. “I wouldn’t know how to even begin talking to these people.”

Her hands clasped together in front of my abs. “Maybe it’s a skill, just like woodworking.”

“That makes even less sense than what I thought about it before.” Giving a half-assed effort at easing her off, I didn’t have any luck. “As far as I know, it’s all about sucking up and promising favors. You can guess how that’d go for me.”

Lindsay shifted her hands further down my torso. “What if I can help with that?”

By jacking off Senators? Even though I knew she’d never do that. “Your work’s important enough. Don’t let this get in the way.”

The tips of her fingers grazed the upper edge of my cock, which had already started hardening up. “I don’t mind. Besides, how many school teachers do these people hear from, in-person?”

“Probably a lot.”

“And their office staffers delete the voicemails or shred the letters. I’m sure they’d be more likely to listen to a big donor’s wife, who just happens to run a classroom.”

“Don’t tell me you’ve been listening to what Theo’s been saying, like he’s serious or something.”

“Why wouldn’t he be?” A quick nip pulled one of my earlobes down. “And what makes you think I’m not, either?”

There was no going back from that point. I heard the distinctive pop of the body wash neither of us minded smelling like the next day.

Feeling the cold glob drip between us, it made my whole spine arch up at once. “Jesus! That’s fucking cold!” As a banker’s heart.

Lindsay pulled herself even tighter against me. “And I’m sure it’s already warm.” Her hands drifted over even more of me. “See? It’s not that bad.”

I wasn’t ready to fight it. “When I saw you wearing that set of underwear, I should have known.”

“That’s the laziest complaint I’ve heard in my life.” Lindsay turned me around, pushing her tits against my chest.

The steam made it hard to breath, but nowhere near as much as the slip-and-slide developing as the soap flowed between us.

She gripped both of my wrists and pushed them just over my head, pinning me against the wall. “Come on. Think about it, all in context.”

Still not trying to slip my way free, all I did was look down at her eyes. “So now I’m a multi-millionaire playboy in training? And you’re cool with that?”

Water gathered in the cleavage she kept pressing against me. “Why shouldn’t I be?” Letting go of my left wrist, she moved a hand downstairs and began stroking up and down my shaft. “If you were the kind of guy to forget his main squeeze, I wouldn’t have stayed with you for so long.”

She had a point there. For all my faults and financial troubles, Lindsay had stuck by me. “I guess we’ll go on your next weekday off and have a leisure suit tailored for me.”

“Or you could just wear a shirt that doesn’t have your name on it, for once.”

“Already speaking like Theo, huh?” I overpowered her and brought my right arm down. “You’re all-in on this.”

Her next tug on my cock made breathing feel like I was ten feet down in a pool. “Let’s make a deal. I host something for the school board, and you promise to write a donation check, assuming Theo clears it.”

I wiped away the drops seeping into my eyes. “For what? A new scoreboard for the high school’s football field?”

Lindsay dropped to her knees, but she wasn’t finished stroking my dick. She looked up. “Whatever you want them to spend it on. It wouldn’t hurt to pay off all the kids with cafeteria debt.”

That actually spoke to me. For a lot of her students, school lunch was probably the only full meal they got. “And you can guarantee that’s what the funds would go to?”

“String them along with promises for more donations, and you might as well have a rope tied to a ring through their noses.”

I didn’t like the prospect of dangling a carrot over the board’s head like that. But what the hell else could I do? “Maybe you’ve got a point.”

Another tug at my dick had her crushing what little weight she had against me. “That’s part of why we’re always broke. After the kids get twenty buck behind, the school refuses to serve them.”

Which pissed me off. And not because it had drained our shared account. “Fucking really? Kids deserve to eat. I don’t care if it’s because they have deadbeat parents or whatever else made their families so broke.”

Lindsay responded by taking me all the way into her mouth.

Which made me a little nervous. I wasn’t a fan of dealing with kids past about ten seconds. Even if, every now and then, one of the little shits popped off with something funny.

The back of my head almost shattered against the wall with her second plunge.

I already looked at her as ‘my wife,’ even though I hadn’t proposed yet. And now this was getting her in the mood. The eternal bachelor living rent-free in the back of my head was already sweating bullets.

Lindsay dove all the way in, tearing my ass through the speech I wasn’t ready to have. Her fingers ran up my dick before she spat the tip out. “You always said that you wanted kids. Why are you backing out now?”

Stupid me was still thinking a few weeks behind. “Because we can’t afford even one of them. You know that.”

“But what if we can?” Her mouth took me in like nothing had happened.

Gripping each fingertip against the back of her head, I hoped like hell that she wasn’t serious. Even though I knew we could pay for a whole litter of them with Theo’s estate in my pocket.

Somethings gotten into her. And it wasn’t just myself.

Breathing the hot mist and trying to stay on my feet, I let her do whatever the hell she was out for. The dance of her tongue along the bottom of my shaft almost turned both of my knees to jelly, and the slick wall of the shower wasn’t the ideal surface to brace against.

Fighting to stay upright, I was afraid I’d slip and bust my ass on the floor. Like I was old and feeble as Theo.

I couldn’t put my finger on it, but something didn’t feel right.

As Lindsay kept going, I tried jerking myself away.

Which only made her lunge forward, even harder.

Between the steam and those lingering doubts, my body reacted at the visceral level. Or maybe it was some combination of instinct and my mind. “Hold up...”

She slowed down, but wasn’t stopping yet.

I pushed Lindsay back. “I’m not joking. Slow it down a bit.”

Running one hand up and down my length instead, she didn’t seem to mind the drops of water streaming down her face. “What’s wrong?”

“Plenty.” And knowing Lindsay would demand an explanation, I took a deep breath. “I don’t know if it’s this house, what Theo’s said to us, or something else. But I need time to think about what’s going on.”

Lindsay gave one more run of her palms and fingers, straight to my hilt. “Did I do something wrong?”

That brought a smile to my face. Even with all these changes, my girlfriend was still the same recipe for diabetes. “Not at all. There’s no problem between us, but I do have plenty of questions about what’s going on, otherwise.”

“Theo didn’t give enough answers?”

He’d actually given too many. “I’ve got too much to think about tonight. Sorry.”

Standing back up, Lindsay pushed herself against me again. “I understand.”

That only made me pull her closer. “I knew you would.”

Lindsay ducked her head under the stream. “Fine, but you’ll owe me later.”


Lindsay hadn’t tried getting too handsy overnight. I’d slept just enough to let me get back to restoring the place without fucking up anything important.

Working on the finer details of a replacement piece for the dining room table, I didn’t have hearing protection on. Which let me hear the door open a few dozen feet to my left.

I glanced up and saw Neriah standing there. Dressed like the courtroom had turned into a titty bar. “It’s Saturday. What the hell are you doing here?”

“Salaried jobs work that way. I take care of what Theodore needs, no matter the day or time.”

Great… “So what’s his newest emergency, and how does it involve me?”

She took a few paces forward. “Because it is you, actually.”

Dusting the rougher debris off myself in front of the vacuum hood, I didn’t know if I wanted to hear it. “What did I do wrong?”

“Nothing, so far. You are in danger of messing everything up, though.”

“Then explain it to me. I can’t do anything about it if I’m still in the dark.”

She didn’t have the briefcase this time, letting Neriah tuck her hands behind the small of her back. “What if I tell you everything, right here and now?”

My heart stopped for a couple of seconds. “Should I be excited, or afraid?”

Another pair of heels snapped against the floor like small-caliber gunshots, just like the afternoon before. “Honestly? Both.”

“Then let’s get it over with. Spill every bit the of guts, right now.”

“You have a main duty, if you’re supposed to be his heir, and it doesn’t involve sanding a piece of wood for hours.”

I’d gathered that much, already. “Listen, I’m not the type to host parties. Especially if they involve celebrities and politicians.”

Neriah bent at the waist, still looking up at me. “It’s a good thing you don’t have to, then.”

“What?”

“Leave that to me, until we find someone else to delegate it to.” A stray curl of jet-black hair fell over her right temple. “I can even sign the checks on your behalf.”

“Then what’s the problem?” I tossed my sanding film onto the workbench. “I don’t mind talking to these people and deciding who gets what.”

The door opened again, reminding me that I had to spray some WD-40 in the hinges. Or not, since the warning was nice.

Neriah straightened up and started to turn around. “Theodore was right. You’ve got a telephone pole up your ass. Work on crapping that thing out and getting over yourself.”

I noticed Lindsay about the same time our hard-assed attorney spun around.

But it did relax my shoulders. I put all my attention back on Neriah. “Maybe you should explain it to her. I don’t have the slightest clue what you’re talking about.”

Another glance from her eyes froze me in place. “No, I think it’s better if I let you two work it out on your own. Have fun.”

The only saving grace was the total lack of Ella. Yet I couldn’t let it go, just like that. “Hold up! If you know what I really need to figure out, why not save all the trouble and get it out now?”

She didn’t even look back. The door slammed tight, puffing some of the dust on the floor into the few beams of sunlight coming through the windows.

“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 actually 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 raise her hips 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. Black-tie parties 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 donation dangling 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 slowing her down anymore. “Someone’s gotten bold again. 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.

She kept going. “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, show me what you want.”

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 cooked my neck. “There’s no point in doing the foreplay thing.” She guided one of my digits in her. “See? I can’t get any wetter.”

The bones in my finger almost snapped as her cunt drew tight. Easing out and twiddling her clit, I kept feeling under the Rolling Stones shirt she’d borrowed for the day.

Lindsay was already panting and gripping an arm around the back of my neck. As if I wasn’t about to collapse with her.

Slipping my finger back in, I curled it until I felt the supple mound, just on the inside of her roof. My thumb took over on that pearl as I tried pinching through her.

“Fuck!” Both of her knees almost rattled together. But Lindsay still had enough sense left to start working at the front of my pants.

Toeing my way out of those slip-on boots, I let them fall over as I twisted my way out of the jeans and boxers that had crumpled around my ankles.

A leg wrapped around me.

My girlfriend already felt like she was running a deadly fever. “Stop playing around. Just get it inside me!”

All I could see was red, and not just from her hair. Pulling the finger out and gripping the base of my cock, I was falling into the same madness she’d already given up fighting.

The swollen head wedged inside the funnel of her entrance.

Lindsay bent the one knee keeping her upright.

Every molecule of breath flowed out of my lungs as she tore at the buttons of my shirt.

Letting herself fall to halfway down my length, she gasped, “Whatever you wanna do to me, I’m game...”

There were a couple of fantasies I hadn’t brought up yet. But at that point, I just wanted to fuck her through the wall.

Taking every strand of hair I could snatch, I pulled her head to the right. “Shut up and take it.”

My first crash hurtled Lindsay against the drywall. Her entire body jumped, not quite settling all the way down. “You mean you want it like this?” Her mouth closed over mine as each arm wrapped around. Another thrust had her moaning down my throat.

Slapping myself through, probably dozens of times before her tongue let go of mine, I knew I was up against someone I’d never fucked. Even if I had been inside her hundreds of times.

Lindsay curled that leg even harder, letting it drift halfway up my thighs. She guided me her way until I felt the wall bump against the rear of her head.

Shit… Fucking hell… All of her weight transferred to my legs as I let her cling on me. From tip-toes, to riding me with a death-grip around my ass with both thighs.

Getting over the shock, I felt my second wind come along. Driving through that tight slit, she wasn’t going anywhere. Forced against the wall, Lindsay’s hips had turned into a punching bag for the lower half of my body.

She tried riding me like a mechanical bull, tossing her waist forward and her ass back. But Lindsay didn’t have anywhere to go.

Another ram planted me deep. Battering myself inside Lindsay until I had her gushing, the little, redheaded fool broke her lips away and started wailing her voice through the workshop.

“Deeper!”

Not that I could. I’d already plunged myself to her limit. All I had left was dialing up the speed.

Locked tight with all four limbs, the first beads of sweat on her brow streaked across my forehead. Lindsay’s grip pulled at the hair on the back of my skull. “God!”

If she’d lost her mind, I hoped she’d never find the damn thing again. The last time we’d banged like that had been after a nasty break-up, and the following reconciliation a few weeks later.

The screams muffled against my shoulder. Filling her to capacity, I couldn’t bring myself to pull out to change position. Even if my back would bitch and nag in the morning.

Lindsay gripped harder and tried rolling that cunt all over my dick. Close to exploding, she couldn’t get enough.

Forcing her back, I pinned her against the wall and gave her a shocking ram.

That was all she needed.

Yelling in tongues like one of those crazy southern baptists who dance with snakes, Lindsay’s cunt tried locking shut around me.

But when she’s that wet, it only makes each pump feel that much better.

Hard shakes took over. Lindsay burned even hotter, and her teeth had to be grinding as much as her hips.

The edge was closing in.

Letting it end so soon would have been too much of a damn shame, though.

Feeling her ride the tail the comet, ruby marks started welling up where fingers had me gripped like a vise. On rubber legs, she dropped and tried to stand. But the only things keeping her upright were my push on her shoulders and the shaft Lindsay had just came around.

Strands of copper hid that face as she caught her breath.

“You gonna make it?” I gave Lindsay a little bump of my cock.

Her entire body shook from asshole to appetite. Still gasping and leaned against the wall, Lindsay barely had enough in her to pant, “We need to do this more often...”

It’d be a cold day in hell before I’d complain about that. “It’s not all out of your system now, I hope.”

Her eyes had a glint over that blue as she fought to look up. “You’re kidding me, right?”

I already knew what I wanted next. Snatching one of her wrists, I marched toward the side of the room this had all begun at.

Lindsay almost dragged behind. With that shake still in her voice, she asked, “What could be better than what you just did to me?”

She was about to see. Halting right before my next project, I aimed a finger at the seat of a wooden dining chair. “On your knees.”

It was kind of pitiful, the way she kept vibrating like that. But Lindsay finally had both hands on the back of the chair, pushing her ass out for me.

Something had come over myself, too. It just hadn’t dawned on me until then. What the fuck am I doing?

My work on this house, the possibility of damaging a seat that probably cost four-digits, and the deadline I’d made for myself that evening… It all mattered less with each second. Perhaps Uncle Theo had a point about taking myself less seriously. Lord knows the old bastard wouldn’t fault me for giving in.

Spitting in my palm, I rubbed my dick from hilt to head. Lindsay didn’t have those bimbo curves that only come from implants and treating the gym like a part-time job. But she wasn’t that far off the mark.

With the head prodded against Lindsay’s cunt, I had just enough moisture left on my hand to smack an ear-ringing pop against her ass.

Her back arched and the red outline on her skin almost pulsed.

But she wasn’t getting away that easily. Balling the tail of the shirt Lindsay had borrowed in my hand, I stopped that little attempt to duck forward. A slight tug crashed ass against hip, and shot me all the way inside her again.

White-knuckled and tense, her shoulders were practically quaking. “Oh shit!”

Another crack scooted the chair a few inches. Which meant I had all the more room to rush my way through her.

The angle was perfect. Lindsay was still dripping. And I’d lost my motherfucking mind.

Closing her thighs together, Lindsay started going taut again. The inside of her pussy narrowed and gave the cutest struggle to slow me down.

It didn’t matter. With my hands tucked in the narrowest part of her curves, there was no getting me out of her.

With arms and core driving me in, Lindsay began screaming herself to death. Each pile-driving slam rushed her back to that happy place. Whether she was ready for it or not.

Pouring buckets of sweat and forcing her ass against me, I would have been fine with staying like that forever.

But if all good things come to an end… Greatness like that will just make you come sooner than you want.

Her voice almost cracked. “It’s so deep! Fuck!”

Which only forced another rush out of me. Ducking at the hips and plowing myself through, that little tripwire connecting my brain and my nuts snapped in two.

It was coming. Or rather, I was hurtling down the road to, myself.

Lindsay almost bounced with each slam. The chair kept scooting forward, and her voice filled the open trestles of the roof. Then she pushed her hands back at the final second.

Grabbing each, I almost cracked my teeth as her nails dug into the backs of my palms.

The rising pressure was already getting to be too much.

Every side of her cunt tried snapping around me at once.

All the way in, my limit flew past in a blur. Pulling each of her arms against the small of her back, I bore down and felt my legs go weak.

“Do it!” Lindsay trailed it off with a moan that’d get any man hard, by itself.

My sack twitched. Then it all went crazy.

Load after load, each one feeling better than the last, filled her past what that pussy could hold. I didn’t want it to end. Slipping maybe a quarter of the way out and back through, the extra couple of shots I’d bought for myself turned my lungs into pure fire.

The last, torturous drops seeped out. Shaking like I hadn’t a meal in days, I let go of her wrists and collapsed on top of her.

Slipping free, my neck almost bent itself in half. Before my breath could even catch up, I’d already slid down her body, resting my knees on the bare cement.


After handling Lindsay’s new libido all weekend, Monday was kicking my ass. Late out of bed, sore all over, yet still riding the afterglow of that session she’d woke me up with before school.

All that said, I still had work to do. Slipping into a fresh pair of jeans and my boots, I figured I’d get at least a couple hours of peace and quiet before Lindsay would get home.

But on my way through the kitchen, Ella caught my eye. And not in the good way. “What the fuck are you wearing?”

She tossed her arms out. “What?”

Ella’s attitude and wardrobe didn’t bother me as much as when I’d first moved in a week before. But she’d crossed a line. “Really? Fishnets?”

Her entire face snarled all at once. “The judge didn’t sentence me to a dress-code. Besides, Theo doesn’t complain when I wear them.” Under another pair of Daisy Dukes that didn’t even reach below her shirt, and the gaps between each thread would have been too much for a stripper.

“Listen, I’m not a prude, but you’ll give the old fucker a heart attack.”

Ella leaned against the counter and smirked. “That’d be great for you, wouldn’t it?”

You little, ungrateful bitch… “Have you always done shit like this?”

“Is it any of your business?”

“When it comes to my great-uncle, yes!”

She pushed off the cabinet and tried rushing by me. “If you’re worried I’ll sweet-talk your inheritance away, don’t be.”

My hand wrapped around her upper-arm, maybe a little harder than I’d intended. “No, sit your ass down.” I pointed at the kitchen island. “Right there. We need to have some words.”

“Fuck off!” Ella tried jolting herself free, acting like she was so concerned about getting Theo his bottle of Ensure for once. “Hey! Let go, you prick!”

“No, we’re getting this over with.” If it had to go poorly, it wasn’t like I’d face the consequences. Her ass would.  “Come on. I’m putting this shit to bed. Now.”

Ella tried standing her little bit of ground until I had to drag her under my own power. But since I had more than a foot over her and weighed close to twice as much, she wasn’t staying put. “What’s your the hell’s your problem?”

“You!” Having scooted her up to the stairs, I wrapped an arm around her waist and slung her over my shoulder. “Uncle Theo’s got you here for some reason. I have to know what it is.”
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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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