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Chapter 1

Maggie

It takes a dozen knocks before I realize that the pounding is coming from the front door of my apartment and not my headboard slamming against the door as Victor pounds me into the mattress. It takes another dozen knocks before I push Victor off me and roll over to look at the clock on the nightstand: two in the morning.

Have we really been going at it for three hours?

Victor is leaving tomorrow to start working at some pirate-themed park down on the Gulf Coast, where he'll be mixing high-priced cocktails in a tiki bar. I'm sure he'll have no trouble luring ladies into his bed on this new gig — with his wavy black hair, smouldering eyes, slender build, and tattoo sleeves, Victor is exactly the kind of bait that catches a whole lot of hard, fast action. But I'm also sure my own opportunities to get laid with any sort of frequency are going to be few to none this summer — Milhawket is a small town with a limited supply of available dick — so I literally jumped at the chance for a farewell fuck tonight.

We're not really a thing, Victor and me, we're more a convenience. I was doing a story for "Needle and Ink" on the new tattoo parlor on Main Street, and Victor was getting some touch-ups done to the intricate sailing ship inked across his back. Victor was in town to help his cousin Judy get her shop established, and I had just moved to town to save a little money after my steady gig at "Muckraker's Weekly" ended. As two recent arrivals from the city, we hit it off pretty quickly, and soon enough we were hitting it off, if you know what I mean, on a semi-regular basis.

Three hours into this romp, I'm feeling a little tired (though definitely still horny), so maybe this interruption isn't a terrible thing. Victor can be absolutely relentless, and I need to catch my breath. I roll off the bed and paw through the pile of the clothes on the floor. I find Victor's white t-shirt and pull it over my head, tugging the hem down to my thighs, while Victor rolls onto his side and reaches a hand out to swipe at my ass.

"I just need to see who's at the door," I say, stepping just out of his reach and smiling back at him over my shoulder. "I'm sure I'll just be a minute."

"Hurry back, baby," he says, his head propped on his hand and his dark eyes burning. "I need to hit the road by noon, and I don't feel like I've given you a proper goodbye yet."

I glance down at his cock, twitching against the rumpled sheets, glistening with my nectar, and I'm tempted to roll him on his back and ride him until dawn. But the knocking starts up again, louder and more insistent now. With a sigh, I hurry out of the bedroom, already anxious to get back to our previously scheduled activities.



Tina

It wasn't hard to find Maggie's place. Milhawket isn't very big — a main street with a few businesses, all shut down for the night, and a grid of residential streets laid out south of the main drag toward the river. There's only one apartment building in town, a squat, three-story block of red brick, and there's only one window with a light on, on the second floor.

And it wasn't hard to find a place to park the van, which is definitely one advantage of a small town over the city. Last night I prowled the streets for an hour to find a place where I could park for the night, far enough away from the streetlights not to be bothered by the glare but not so deep in the shadows that I was afraid of things that might go bump in the night. It was just my second night in the "borrowed" van that my good-for-nothing now-ex boyfriend Brad left behind when he got his ass (and mine) evicted from the apartment, and I'm still not used to sleeping on the thin, lumpy mattress in the back.

But now it's turning out to be damned hard to raise Maggie from her sleep. I've been pounding on her door for ten minutes now, my fist going numb, and I'm almost ready to give up and try to come up with a plan B when I hear the doorknob jiggle and the hinges groan.

"Tina?" Maggie asks, wrinkling her forehead. Her brown hair is tangled and her cheeks are flushed, and she's wearing a large white t-shirt that hangs down to her thighs. I give her a grin; I'm pretty sure she wasn't actually sleeping, based on the color in her face and the cut of her shirt.

"Maggie!" I say, leaning in to give her a hug. She still looks a little bewildered, but she leans into me and puts her hands on my back. "Do you mind if I crash here for a couple of days?"

"Of course," she says, taking a step back to give me a once over. "What's going on?"

I sigh. There's a lot going on.

"I've got a van," I say, and then giggle as Maggie takes my elbow and leads me into her apartment.



Maggie

I'm not sure who I expected to be pounding on my apartment door at two in the morning, but it certainly wasn't Tina.

About a year ago, when I was still reporting for Muckraker's, I did a big story on the cam girl industry, and the way two of the biggest platforms — SodaPop and Camtastic — were colluding to keep their performer payouts extremely low. Tina was one of my sources: she had channels on both SodaPop and Camtastic, and she was willing to share her financial details and communications with the companies to help me build my case.

Tina and I vibed pretty well. She was as smart as she was hot, already suspecting there was something fishy with the cam platforms before I contacted her. Not only did she provide me with a ton of her own evidence, she was my guide into the whole cam performer world, introducing me to a dozen or so girls and guys who made their living on the channels and were willing to talk to me because they trusted Tina.

After my story came out, SodaPop and Camtastic were forced to provide better terms for their performers. We celebrated the success with a wild night at Lucky Fierce Vibes, a sex toy store/sake bar where I learned more than a few new things about junmai, namazake, and butt plugs. It took me a week to recover from that night, but it was more than worth the headache and the sore ass.

"Sit down," I say, guiding her into the living room, "and tell me why you're here. You have a van? What does that even mean?"

Tina flops down on the couch with a sigh and props her feet up on the coffee table. She's wearing super short cutoffs and a pink tank top that barely contains her full breasts, and her blonde curls are piled on her head in a deliberately messy tangle. I sit down next to her, tugging the hem of Victor's t-shirt over my thighs as I tuck my feet under my ass.

"It's Brad's van, technically," she says. "My boyfriend. Ex-boyfriend. It turns out he hadn't been paying his half of the rent for the last three months, and we got kicked out of the apartment. But he also had a side piece, so the useless fucker just slithered away. Not before I snagged the keys, though."

She dangles a ring of keys attached to a pink-dyed rabbit's foot that has definitely seen better days. They jingle musically as she shakes them.

"What are you doing here, though?" I ask. "Not that I'm not thrilled to see you — it's been too long!"

"Well," she says, running her fingers through her tangled curls and grinning, "I've got an idea, but I need you to pull it together."

Tina lifts her ass off the couch cushion and pulls a rumpled sheet of paper from her back pocket. It's a colorfully printed brochure with a desert rock formation and stylized cactuses on the front, "Sandstone Sounds Festival" printed across the top, and a list of bands on the back, the font size decreasing as the bands' obscurity increases. Though to be fair, I only recognize a few of the acts — I am definitely out of the loop on the cool kids' music, and Milhawket is very much a class-rock-and-country radio market.

"This one," Tina says, tapping a band name about halfway down the list: Stevie and Another Angry Lizard.

"Never heard of them," I say, squinting at the name.

"That's because they're not real," says Tina. "Or, that's not their real name. You know Frankie Profane?"

"Frankie and the Firecrackers?" I say. "'Denim Demon'? That CD was on continuous repeat in my first car after college."

"That's them," says Tina. "Or, that's her. She's got a new band, but they keep changing their name. Like, secret shows, dive bars and little clubs, sometimes opening for bigger acts that aren't nearly as big as Frankie Profane, and you don't know who you're about to see until Frankie Profane steps out on stage."

I wrinkle my forehead in thought. Frankie Profane was huge for me — a little rougher than Tori Amos, a little meaner than Alanis Morissette, kind of what Joan Jett would have been if she'd been able to throw off the record company shackles and go full bitch queen. I knew she had a tour a year or so ago, but I haven't heard anything new for a long time, and she never swung through where I was living. At least not that I was aware of, if Tina's story holds up.

"How do you know this is her?" I ask. "If she's changing her name for every show."

"I've got connections," she says with a wink, folding the paper and putting it back into her pocket. "The drummer checks in on my channel, and he saw my Frankie poster in the background and let it slip in a private session."

"Holy shit," I mumble, remembering driving around in my little blue Civic sing-shouting "Just Another Sexy Dog" and "Early Morning Push" at the top of my lungs.

"I want to see this festival," Tina says, "and I want to meet Frankie Profane. And that's where you come in."

"Me? Why me? You're the one who's doing private cam sessions with her drummer."

"You're a journalist," says Tina, rolling her eyes. "You can interview her, and I can sit in!"

"I'm not a music journalist," I say. "Heck, I haven't had a big story since our cam platform expose, and I haven't had much of anything since the tattoo parlor thing, and that was really just fluff for the local rag."

"I'm sure Frankie read that cam story," Tina says. "I just know she'd give you the interview!"

"I don't know ..."

"Please?"

Tina takes my hands in hers and gives them a squeeze. I feel a tingle up my spine at her touch, and at the thought of interviewing Frankie Profane. In my mind I'm sitting in Frankie's green room at the Sandstone Sounds Festival, face to face with one of my idols, asking her the questions I've only dreamed of delivering. It's a crazy idea, but Tina's been known to pull off craziness ...

"I thought you were coming back to bed, baby," I hear Victor's voice say, and I snap out of my reverie.

Victor strolls into the living room, wearing nothing but a grin and his intricate ink. He stands in front of the couch with his hands on his hips and his cock at attention.

"Who's your friend?" he asks, nodding at Tina. I glance over to catch a wild, hungry glimmer in Tina's eyes, and my pulse quickens.


Chapter 2

Maggie

The sunlight streaming through the window above the bed glows red behind my eyelids, and I groan, my arms and legs stiff and sore. The first few rosy rays of light were peeking through the blinds when I fell asleep; the light is bright now, certainly past noon, but I feel like I've barely slept at all.

I roll over on my side and feel a warm body beside me, the steady breath of deep sleep moving the sheet pulled over its back. I drape my arm across its shoulders, expecting the firm contours of Victor's muscular frame. But this body is soft and yielding, round and smooth where I expect angular and rough, and I pull back with a gasp. My eyes flutter open, focusing slowly, and I see Tina's blonde curls spread across the pillow, her face turned toward me with her full red lips gently parted.

"Shit," I mutter softly, rolling onto my back. Images of the night before play across my mind, and I let out a long, quiet sigh.

When Victor came out to the living room last night, his cock proudly leading the way, I caught the hungry look in Tina's eyes. She squirmed on the couch, one palm pressed between her breasts, and let out a long, warm breath at the sight of my lover. And there was no denying the smouldering look that Victor gave her in return, before he turned his gaze to me, his tongue tracing his top lip as his eyes roamed up and down the thin white t-shirt that I had stretched down to my knees. I felt more exposed at that moment than if I had been lying spread-eagled and naked under his stare.

"Who's your friend?" Victor asked when he saw Tina.

"Who's your friend?" Tina asked, her question directed at me but her eyes fixed on Victor's body. I knew her gaze lingered on the flaming skull on his chest, a rose clutched in its teeth, and flowering vines twined around his thick thighs. And on his rampant cock, thick-veined and velvet-headed, rising up from his smooth-shaved groin.

"Tina," I said, resting a hand gently on her thigh, "this is Victor; Victor, Tina."

"Charmed," said Victor, taking a step forward and extending his hand. Tina took his fingers between hers, but I knew she was imagining taking hold of some other part altogether.

"The pleasure is all mine," said Tina, her voice a little hoarse. I felt a flutter in my belly at the way she looked at Victor: hungry and raw, like a starving woman staring at a slice of decadent chocolate cake.

"If I'd known we were having company," Victor said, his lips turning up into a wicked smile, "I'd have dressed for the occasion."

"Oh, I think you're dressed quite appropriately," said Tina, her fingers still holding Victor's, her thumb stroking back and forth across his palm. His cock twitched in time with her touch. "I feel a little over dressed, really ..."

"I'd hate for you to feel uncomfortable," said Victor, taking another step toward the couch and then sitting gracefully beside Tina with his hip against her thigh. "Maybe if you took this off ..."

His fingers tugged at the hem of Tina's pink tank top. She raised her arms and let Victor pull it up and over her head, revealing her full, plump breasts, dark nipples already stiffening. Eyes wide with surprise, I slid toward the end of the couch, pulling my knees up under Victor's t-shirt, and watched Victor bring his lips to Tina's tits.

Tina leaned back and fumbled with the button on her shorts while Victor licked his way around her breasts, making them shine under his flickering tongue. She shimmied her hips as she tugged at her cutoffs, raising her ass off the couch so she could slide them down her thighs. Smooth, slippery skin glistened in the dim light as she revealed herself. I bit my lip and felt a tingle run from my toes to my scalp.

Victor's mouth traveled down the curve of her breasts to her belly and then made its way back up to her throat. Tina moaned and tangled her fingers in Victor's black hair, guiding his lips over her neck and to her mouth. I let my fingers glide up and down my thighs, delighting in the tingles coursing through me.

Victor kneaded her breasts with his fingers as he kissed her, and Tina ran her hands down his chest and belly to the erect cock pulsing between them. He let out a moan when she wrapped her fingers around his shaft. Tina lifted a foot onto the couch, letting her thighs fall open, and I could see the glistening wetness on her bare folds.

"Maybe we'd be more comfortable in the bedroom," I croaked, mesmerized by the dance of their hands and mouths.



Tina

I haven't slept that well in months.

I stir awake when I hear Maggie slide out of bed, and open an eye to watch her search the pile of clothes on the floor. She slips on a pair of panties and pulls a shirt over her head, and I feign sleep when she glances back toward the bed. When she's tiptoed out of the bedroom, I roll over and stretch, feeling a delightful looseness in my limbs.

Fucking Maggie's — boyfriend? fuck buddy? — hadn't been in my plans when I decided to knock on her door, but the opportunity presented by that lean, ink-stained body and smouldering eyes was impossible to pass up. When Maggie made no sign of protest — she looked at us with obvious hunger when Victor kissed his way down my breasts — I leaned into the opportunity. If Maggie was down with it — and when she suggested we move to the bedroom, I took that as a clear signal of approval — then I was definitely ready for a tumble with Victor.

I lie back on the bed, remembering how that tumble played out. While Victor had been gentle and curious in his touches on the couch, once we were in the bedroom, he was assertive and direct. He lifted me off my feet the moment we were through the door and threw me onto the bed, and then hovered above me with a cruel and hungry glitter in his eyes.

But he only hovered for a moment. He grabbed me by the wrists, stretching me toward the headboard, and brought his lips and teeth and tongue to my throat and chest. While I squirmed under him, he nipped his way over the curve of my breasts to my achingly hard nipples, and when he took one between his teeth, I arched my back and moaned, raising my belly to brush against his quivering cock.

Victor forced my writhing body against the mattress and held both my wrists in one hand while his other roamed over my body, pinching and stroking, slapping and squeezing, until every nerve tingled like fire. His eyes burned into mine, his mouth twisted into a smile. When his thumb found my throbbing clit and pressed it like it was a balky elevator button, I shot straight from the ground floor to the penthouse, shouting out my ecstasy. And when he entered me, his cock filling me completely, I trembled under his thrusts.

I looked over his shoulder as he pounded me, merciless and steady, and saw Maggie's kneeling behind him. She had lost his t-shirt at some point, and squatted naked and gaping on the edge of the bed. Her face was flushed, the bloom extending down her throat and across her breasts, and her eyes sparkled. We locked eyes, and her gaze held me with such yearning that I had to close my eyes and turn away.

"Fuck her, Victor," I heard Maggie whisper. "Fuck her hard."

And he did; oh my god, but he did ...



Maggie

Victor left a note by the coffee maker:

"Sorry babe, I had to hit the road, and you two looked so sweet curled up in the bed together that I didn't want to wake you up. Come visit down at Pirate Land, I'll show you a jolly good time!"

He had scribbled a little skull-and-crossbones at the end, the skull wearing a smile not unlike Victor's when he's fully in the groove of a good fuck. I feel a shiver up my spine thinking of the way that smile looked while I watched him fucking Tina.

While the coffee brews, I go out into the living room. Tina's shorts and tank top are lying on the floor where they fell last night, and I pick them up and fold them loosely. The flyer for Sandstone Sounds falls out of the pocket of her shorts, and I pick it up, running my finger along the list of bands. "Stevie and Another Angry Lizard." It certainly sounds like a band I've never heard of; but could it actually be the band, or at least the singer, who gave me so much joy when I was in college?

And if it is, how am I possibly going to get an interview with her?

I run down my list of contacts with the must pull. There's Kevin, my editor at Muckracker's before the site was bought up and shut down by Slager Industries; he's working for a big mainstream news organization now, but certainly he knows people who know people. And there's Kylo, whom I've never met in person, and may not even be a person for all I know; they were my shadowy source during a story I did on sex resorts being used as fronts for an international smuggling ring. Kylo seems like someone who would recognize most of the bands on the flyer; heck, Kylo might even be one of the bands, maybe Aurora Temporalis or The Night of the Punter.

And there's Jemma, probably my likeliest way into Frank Profane's orbit, though the cost of reaching out to her may be too high. We worked together on our college paper, taking turns editing and reporting on a weekly twelve-page rag that seemed at the time like the cutting edge of journalism. She was dating the lead singer of a band that played a lot of house parties and college bars; I, meanwhile, was fucking said lead singer. When she found out, the paper ceased publication for the rest of the semester and I haven't seen nor heard from her since, though I've seen her articles, reviews, and interviews in Rolling Stone, Pitchfork, and Under the Radar. She may well be on this story herself, though, and I don't want to tip her off.

The coffee maker buzzes to announce that it's finished, and I reaching for a cup from the cupboard when I hear someone coming into the kitchen. I turn and see Tina, an old gray sweatshirt of Victor's barely concealing her curves. Her face reddens when she sees me, and she looks down at her feet.

"Sorry about last night," she whispers. "I ... um ... I kind of got carried away ..."

I laugh and grab two cups.

"I'm glad you were there to tag in," I say, "I was almost exhausted already when you got to the door. He's fucking insatiable. Besides, I kind of like to watch; I guess it's the reporter in me."

Tina takes a cup and smiles over the rim.

"Did you think some more about coming to the desert with me?" Tina asks. "I think it would be a great story, even if you don't get the interview — I mean, 'Van Life With a Cam Girl' would be a fun followup to your SodaPop expose."

"I'm thinking about it," I say.


Chapter 3

Maggie

I'm a little less thrilled about the idea of hitting the road in Tina's van once I've had a look at the vehicle. While it's technically a van — big and boxy, painted orange and green, with a sliding side door — it's not at all like the #VanLife pictures on social media.

For one thing, there's no bed, or any other built-ins. There's a thin, lumpy mattress tossed on the grimy metal floor with some blankets scattered around it. And there's no cute little kitchenette with a mini-fridge and foldaway cutting boards: Tina has a camping stove balanced on top of a scuffed blue cooler and a washtub full of random utensils.

It has bucket seats in front, held together with duct tape and optimism, and a bench seat in the middle that creaks when I sit on it. Her suitcase is tucked between the front seats, unzipped and spilling its contents onto the floor. The only charming touch in the whole van is a wobbling plastic hula girl on the dashboard wearing a grass skirt and strumming a ukulele.

"It's not awesome now," Tina says, sitting in the driver's seat and swiveling it around to face me on the bench, "but it has potential."

"That's pretty much all it has," I say, then wrinkle my nose. "That and a pretty distinctive odor."

Tina laughs. "Brad wasn't exactly discerning when it came to his weed; 'skunky' is about as good as it gets."

"And it runs?" I ask. If it's this dreadful to the naked eye, I can only imagine the state of the engine and chassis.

"Well enough. It got up here, didn't it? The check engine light only went on once."

"Oh god," I sigh. "And how far away is this festival?"

Tina shrugs. "About two thousand miles according to the song." And she sings, a little tunelessly, "'Flagstaff, Arizona, don't forget Winona, Kingman, Barstow, San —"

I cut her off with a wave of my hand. "I think you should stick to your natural talents, Tina."

"My regulars like it when I do my special 'singing in the shower' shows," she says with a mock pout.

"I don't think it's the singing they like," I say.

"Good point," she says. "The festival isn't for like six weeks, though — we've got time to make this rig the van of our dreams."

"Do you know how to trick out a camper van?" I ask, incredulous. Considering the current state of the interior, I don't trust Tina's ability to make this contraption at all pleasant.

"No," she says, "but I'm a good project manager. Is there a good auto shop in town?"

"Titus Tune-Ups," I say. "Pretty much the only shop, but they do good work."

"Then that's where I'm off to," she says.



Tina

The jingling bells above the door to Titus Tune-Ups summons an absolute mountain of a man from the shop. His broad shoulders strain inside a blue coverall suit with the name "Titus" on a patch above his heart, and his sandy hair is tucked under a black ball cap. He's wiping his hands on a stained rag, but seems to be mostly spreading a thin sheen of grease across his fingers rather than actually removing anything.

"How can I help you, ma'am?" he asks, his voice a low but soothing rumble.

"Do you do vans?" I ask.

"Well, we 'do' most anything with a motor and four wheels," he says. "What's ailing your ride?"

I shrug. "Probably a lot, inside and out. I'm looking at taking a big road trip, and all I've got are the raw materials."

I lead him outside to the van, and Titus makes a whistling sound through his teeth. He walks around it, tapping the tires with his toe, then swings open the driver's side door and pops the hood. After a few minutes of poking around at the hoses and wires, he squats down in front of the van and shimmies underneath it, feet first. I'm surprised he fits into the cramped space between the chassis and the ground. I hear banging and tapping sounds, some more whistles, and then he scoots himself out from under the van and pulls himself to his feet with surprising grace.

"I see a few obvious things you'll want fixed," he says, "and I've got some suspicions about others."

"What about the inside?" I ask. "I'm planning to live in it on this trip, and it's a little ... bare bones?"

I slide the side door open and Titus pokes his head in, wrinkling his nose at the smell of Brad's skunky weed. Apparently the rent money Brad wasn't giving to the landlord wasn't enough to get decent pot from his dealer; the miasma clings to the interior no matter how I roll the windows down and run the fan.

"That's a little out of my wheelhouse," Titus says, "but I know a carpenter who might be able to help you out. Depending on your needs, of course."

"I am nothing but need," I say, reaching my fingers out to walk them lightly down his shoulder to his elbow.



Maggie

"I'll keep my ears open for you," Kevin responds to my text thanking him for looking into his Frankie Profane connections. As I suspected, he didn't have any direct links, but he does know people who know people ...

"I don't suppose," I tap onto my phone, "that your current employer would be interested in a cam girl van life feature?"

The ROTFLMAO emojis fly back fast and furious.

"Not a chance," Kevin replies. "Editorial policy here is that sex is bad, kids these days are spoiled brats, and maybe true wisdom can only be found from a guy in a diner wearing a red trucker hat."

I send back a shrug and a thanks and toss my phone on the pillow beside me. I sent a message earlier to Kylo by way of the encrypted link on my burner phone, but they probably won't respond for days, if at all. I also remembered a couple of friends who've dabbled in celebrity and music news, and fired off some feelers to them as well. I'm just about to take a deep breath and start searching for current contact information on Jemma, maybe finding a mutual acquaintance who can be a proxy between us, when I hear the front door swing open and then slam shut.

"How'd it go?" I call toward the living room, sitting up on the bed with my legs stretched out in front of me. I've been lazy since tumbling out of bed, letting the glow of the night before keep me tingly in the back of my mind.

Tina comes into the bedroom wearing her cutoffs and pink tank top, a handful of papers in her hand and a small green backpack over her shoulder. She has a stormy expression on her face.

"I got some estimates," she says, "but they're steep."

She drops the backpack on the floor, then hands me the papers and climbs up on the bed, sitting cross legged at the foot. I recognize the Titus Tune-Ups logo on the first one, and the number at the top of a long list of items is steep for sure. It goes over onto a second page. The third page has an unfamiliar letterhead — "Deacon Ross Carpentry LLC" — and an even bigger number above a rough sketch of a trundle bed and what appears to be a storage box with a cushioned lid. Its number is even bigger.

"You're not kidding they're steep," I say, setting the papers by Tina's knee. "Should we be looking at Plan B? If I can get a firm interview agreement, I can probably fly us out."

Tina shakes her head and smiles.

"No way, it's the van or nothing at all. I can rustle up half of this with a couple nights of hard work on the cams, and I'm working a discount angle."

"Discount?" I ask, raising an eyebrow.

"Titus was surprisingly resistent to my charms," she says, "but I think I can get that carpentry bill cut in half."

Tina looks at the clock on the bedside table and says, "Show time in thirty minutes. You can stay or go, totally up to you."

When I was researching the cam girl story, I watched hours and hours of cam performances: live and lurking, or posted on the tube sites. I even watched a few of Tina's SodaPop shows. But I was never actually in the room where the cam magic happens.

"Staying," I say, sitting against the headboard and propping a pillow behind my back while Tina hops off the bed and unzips the backpack.


Chapter 4

Maggie

Tina grabs some clothes from the bag and runs for the bathroom, leaving me to untangle the cords and set up the lights that she pulled from her backpack. I pull the shades and turn off the overhead light, then adjust the two little spotlights perched on the dresser so they shine on the foot of the bed. I straighten the sheets and fluff the pillows, trying to make my little bedroom presentable to the guests she's suddenly inviting into my apartment.

My foot bumps the backpack, and I glance down. A colorful array of silicon shapes tumbles out of the bag: a slender rainbow-striped dildo, a bright orange dong with a graceful curve along its shaft, a pink vibrator with a little purple nodule that rises from the base and arches back along its length. That one I recognize from our celebratory visit to Lucky Fierce Vibes after my cam platform story blew up. I bend down and hurriedly push the escaping toys back in the bag, my fingers brushing more treasures lurking inside, some soft and fuzzy, some hard as steel.

"Find something you like?"

I hear Tina's voice behind me and startle, my ears burning. I turn around and gasp at the sight of her transformation.

Tina is usually gorgeous, but now she's dangerously devastating. Her blonde hair is teased into ringlets that cascade over her shoulders, and her lips are painted a wicked shade of crimson. A copper-colored shade surrounds her eyes, making the blue seem deeper than the sky, and her eyebrows shine with a subtle splash of silver glitter. She has a sheer pink robe draped over her shoulders and gathered between her breasts, which spill out from within a lacey white bra that seems barely able to contain their abundance. The matching panties are cut high on the legs and low beneath her belly, shadowed by the flowing fabric of the robe. Tina strides confidently into the room on a pair of sparkly white heels and quickly re-adjusts the lights on the dresser, then returns to the bag to pull out a small laptop and a wireless webcam — how she fit so much gear into such a small bag is almost as astonishing as her beauty.

"Do you want to be on or off the screen?" Tina asks as she opens the laptop and starts fiddling with the camera's position between the lights.

"Oh, definitely off," I say. "I went into print and web journalism for a reason."

"Don't be so modest," Tina says, "you'd make a killing on cam if you ever wanted to give it a shot."

"What, there's an audience for frumpy librarian types in sweats?"

"Sweetie, there's an audience for everything," Tina says with a laugh, hopping onto the bed and adjusting the robe around her legs. "But if you gave me fifteen minutes with that hair and let me paint your face a little, I could turn you into some serious competition for my little channel."

I chuckle, feeling my face grow warm, and put a hand against my short, messy brown hair. I keep my hair short, my clothes comfy, and my makeup in the medicine cabinet — I spend most days inside, online, and very much off camera. The thought of appearing on the camera, with hundreds of unseen eyes drinking in my body, makes a trickle of sweat run down my spine; it's tantalizing and terrifying. I'd better stick to my voyeurism for now — exploring a new exhibitionist kink feels far too dangerous at the moment.

"You can sit in front of the dresser," Tina says, nodding toward the rug between the bed and the camera. "The lens is pretty wide, so if you want to stay out of sight you'll have to stay pretty still."

I sit cross-legged on the floor, tucking my heels in tight and resting my back against the dresser. The lights wobble a little as I settle, and I lean forward so as not to shake the flimsy furniture. From here I'm looking up at the curve of Tina's calves and the creamy smoothness of her bare thighs while she taps at the keyboard, completely absorbed in whatever is happening on the screen. I can see her brow wrinkle in concentration, her lips turned into a slight frown, and then the laptop emits a melodic chime and she sits up, shoulders back, and looks down at me with her eyes sparkling.

"Quiet on the set," she says, holding a finger up to her crimson lips. I notice that her nails are painted a shade of purple almost identical to the appendage on her rabbit vibrator, and I feel a shiver up my spine. "The show is about to start."



Tina

The wifi here isn't the greatest, so I'm glad I'm using the smaller camera: my dual-cam setup would totally crash on the throughput I'm getting. Maybe if I were still with SodaPop or Camtastic I could ramp up to the full rig — they've got serious bandwidth for smoothing out the buffering when the local network is slow — but I haven't cammed on them since I got their settlement checks.

The settlement helped pay for the pieces I needed to go solo, thanks to Jordan and their tech wizardry. Jordan cobbled together some cloud services and open source software and made a mostly-simple, mostly-reliable, and entirely-platform-independent camming system just for me. They tried to explain it to me once, scribbling diagrams on a whole stack of napkins on the bar at Lucky Fierce Vibes, but I waved them off before it got too deep — I only need to know that Jordan thought through all the pieces and set up a system that lets my fans shower me with the love and money I so richly deserve.

I glance down at the clock in the corner of the screen — just two minutes until the doors to my virtual room open up. Tuesday afternoon isn't my usual showtime — I typically do a couple of overnights on Wednesday and Friday and a Sunday matinee — but I've got a few dedicated fans who tune in whenever I offer up a special show. And in the announcement for this one, I offered some special features for early sign-ups for the "#HotMessExpress Road Trip" sessions.

My laptop chimes again, and the doors are open. My fans arrive in a trickle rather than a flood, like they do at my usual times, but I recognize the handles as they log in: Donnie_Dozens, Kyle998, BigBob_862, BopBud, and others who are always good for some extra tips. I look at the camera and wave, glancing down at the screen to make sure I'm in focus and in frame: when I do my show at home, I've got two monitors, my laptop, and my phone hooked in to various aspects of the feed, plus better lighting and backdrops. Going back to a single laptop screen feels like a visit to the stone age.

"Hey, gang!" I say, tapping the laptop keys to adjust the microphone so I don't sound too crackly. "I'm going to give it just a few minutes for more folks to join, and then I've got an exciting announcement!"



Maggie

I'm so mesmerized watching Tina that I barely register any of the words she's saying. I can tell that she has an easy banter with this group of fans — "I think of them as my whale pod," she told me once with a wink, recounting how they sometimes showered her with gifts from her various wish lists and tipped well above average for the tiniest attention from her — but what catches my attention is the fluid, easy way she moves in front of the camera.

I've given a few online presentations — Muckraker's tried that whole "pivot to video" thing, and Kevin convinced me to narrate a little documentary about an investigation I did into a dog food company's reliance on sawdust — and they were disasters. I was stiff and awkward when the camera was on me, and I immediately froze up the second I saw the red "recording" light. Thank god I could do the whole fifteen minute piece in multiple takes. Tina is live, walking a tightrope across a chasm of undivided attention that would have absolutely killed me.

"I'm going on this big trip with my bestie Maggie," Tina is saying, and she winks at me as I pull my knees to my chest, blushing, "and I'm going to need to get my van tricked out for it. It's pretty basic right now, and you know that I don't travel in anything less than luxury. So I'm hoping you guys will give me a hand making this dream van come to life. Have you got any ideas for what the ultimate cam girl camper van should have?"

My wish list for the van is pretty minimal. I'd like it to have working breaks and new tires, and maybe a mattress that doesn't look like it was salvaged from the alley behind a flophouse. The hula dancer on the dashboard can stay, but I wouldn't mind if the smell of skunky weed made its departure. I figure we'll be on the road for about a week at the most, round tripping to Espejismo and back to Milhawket, hopefully with a solid interview with Frankie Profane ready to file, and I can put up with discomfort for that long.

Tina is reading back some of the ideas flashing across her laptop screen, though, and they sound anything but uncomfortable. A few are downright decadent ...

"Oh, a massage table would be awesome," she says, licking her lips as she smiles for the camera, "but then I'd need to find someplace to keep the masseur. Which I totally would not mind bring along ...

"Hot tub on the roof? That's practically required, right? I can see myself soaking under the stars, sipping a cocktail — maybe the masseur can be a bartender, too?

"A 'wall of dildos' is an interesting idea, Kyle, don't get me wrong, but it feels — impractical? But for sure toy storage is a big necessity, and I do mean BIG! I'm going to need lots of room to keep my playthings. Like this one, for example ..."

My eyes go wide when Tina reaches behind the laptop and emerges with a rainbow striped dildo in her fist that could double as a softball bat. It glistens in the blue light cast by the screen, and when she slides her hand up its shaft, her fingers barely wrap around its girth. She catches my surprised look and gives me a wink.

"Obviously I need extra space for a big buddy like this one," she says, then leans over it to plant a long, wet kiss on its rounded tip. "Maybe the carpenter I'm hiring can put some sort of rolling bin under the bed so I can just reach down at night and pull out my favorite for a long, lonely night on the road ..."

Tina slips the strap of her bra over her shoulder under her sheer robe, exposing the edge of her breast, and circles her lace-covered nipple with the massive dong. I pull my knees tighter, feeling a tingle around my own nipples at the sight.



Tina

I get a special buzz from being on cam that's different from, and sometimes better than, the buzz I get from fucking. It's the attention, of course — I can feel the eyes, the hunger, the ravenous desire — but it's more than just that. It's also the power: the men watching me have surrendered just by logging in, have agreed to submit to my will and let me toy with their arousal. Edging my audience of two or ten or twenty makes me tingle all over; I can bring them to the brink and back them off the ledge with just gestures and words, with more finesse than if I were actually holding their cocks in my hands.

And with this little group, my Whale Pod, the power is intoxicating. These are my biggest fans, the ride-or-die crowd who stayed with me through the whole SodaPop fiasco and followed me around until I landed on Jordan's custom setup. They'll show up for a five minute screen test or an impromptu fundraiser like this, and they'll hit my goals every time.

Add to that the live in-studio audience against the dresser, and all of my exhibitionist cylinders are popping off. I've rarely had someone in the room during a show — Jordan a few times when they were testing my gear, Brad once for an absolutely disastrous special blowjob scene — and the energy I'm getting from Maggie's attention is raising the hair on my neck.

I'm about to hit a personal goal of my own, sliding the big rainbow dong against my wet panties, the satiny fabric bunching against my clit with each stroke. I glance at the laptop screen and shift on the bed to make sure the camera captures the way my panties stretch against the shaft. With my full two-camera setup, I'd have positioned one camera for a closeup shot across my thighs and another on my face so I could pout and gasp for my audience, but I've got just the one camera today, propped on the dresser above Maggie's head. The view is good, though, and from the clumsy one-handed typing I see popping up on screen I can tell my Pod is enjoying it.

The red bar on the side of the screen that shows my goal is rising like a thermometer baking under the desert sun, getting as close to its peak as I am to mine. I squeeze my eyes shut and pull the crotch of my panties to the side, letting the camera see my glistening pink folds pressing against the rainbow dildo, letting the smooth silicon press directly against the throbbing tip of my clit.

"Oh fuck," I gasp, biting my lip even though the camera can't see my face. "Fuck, guys, I'm so close ... can you help me over the top?"

The ding-ding-ding sound from my laptop tells me that the red bar has shot past my goal, and I let out a long, loud moan, pushing my hips hard against the dildo. Lights flash behind my eyes as I shudder through my climax, my legs shaking so hard the laptop totters precariously on the bed. I steady it with my hand and throw my legs wide, and in the corner of my eye I see my glistening folds on the laptop screen.

"Oh fuck, guys, you did it," I gasp, rolling onto my side. My ass fills the screen, and I hear more dinging from the speaker as some more tips make their way from my audience to my escrow account. "The road trip is on!"

I look across the room, expecting to catch Maggie's astonished eyes, but she's gone. I blink and shift and catch a glimpse of her crawling across the floor toward the door, trying to stay below the camera's gaze, with my little pink rabbit vibrator in her hand.


Chapter 5

Maggie

It takes Tina's little pink rabbit all of thirty seconds to blast me into orbit. I float weightless for a while, my ass on the fuzzy bath mat and my head against the soothingly cool tub, letting the buzzing prong at the base of the vibrator gently nudge me back into gravity's embrace.

When my foot starts to fall asleep, bent awkwardly under the sink, I groan and roll onto my knees. My pussy is still tingling, but it's not the urgent, throbbing need I felt while watching Tina's cam show. I close my eyes and picture the rainbow shaft of her dildo pressed between her legs, her lower lips glistening around its girth, and I feel my clit pulse. There were moments during her performance where she seemed oblivious to the eyes fixed on her body, and moments when she was fully aware of the audience and drawing sensual energy from them. It was the moments when she passed between those states, her eyelids fluttering and her mouth slack with pleasure, that stoked my longing.

I look down at the little pink vibrator, still and serene on the tile floor but shiny with my nectar. I sigh; I suppose I should have asked for Tina's permission before I grabbed it from her pile of toys and scuttled off to the bathroom to quench the fire between my legs. Do I need to reimburse her for it now? If I fuck myself with a toy, does that make me its new owner? I have no idea what the etiquette of sex toys is; but I suppose if I'm going to be sharing a van with a cam girl, I should probably learn.

The pipes rumble and complain when I turn the bathtub faucet. I let the water run for a minute, clearing from a rusty brown before I plug the drain and send a stream of soap into the pouring water to make a frothy, fragrant mound of bubbles form. There won't be a bathtub in the van, so I might as well enjoy some soaking time before the trip begins.

I'm still no closer to having an interview lined up with Frankie Profane than I was this morning. Maybe The Carnal Times will take a nibble at the proposal I sent them for a cam girl road trip feature — they did a reprint of my SodaPop expose about a month after it was first published in Muckraker's, and the editor hinted that she might be open to running some original writing. Though after this afternoon's show, I don't know if that's such a good idea: I feel certain Tina would crowd all rational thought out of my mind if I was regularly watching her shows and sharing the cramped space of a van with her.

I strip, tossing my clothes in a pile by the door, and slip under the bubbles. The water is warm and soothing, and I let myself slide underwater until just my face and knees break the surface. There are no sounds but the rhythmic drip of the faucet and quiet slosh of water against the sides of the tub.

In my mind, though, I can hear the ding-ding-ding of Tina's laptop as her audience tossed virtual cash her way. From my seat on the floor against the dresser, I could just barely make out the red column rising from the bottom of Tina's screen, growing with each bell tone. There was something obscene about, a turgid pillar representing the collective lust of the men on the other side of the show; but something arousing, too, in its relentless climb. Tina's arousal seemed driven by the rising bar, her breath becoming more ragged and the shaking of her hips more frantic as the column grew.

The memory is making my arousal grow, too, and I let out a sigh. I can't reach the pink vibrator without climbing out of the tub, and I don't know if it's even waterproof; electrocuting myself in the bath with a stolen sex toy seems like an especially bad way to go. But for a little relaxation time, some slow finger play isn't a bad choice, so I just lie back and let the bubbles take me away ...



Tina

I'm just finishing the process of moving the cash from my escrow account to my bank, sitting cross-legged on Maggie's bed, when I hear the bathroom door open. I look up and see Maggie coming into the bedroom, a towel wrapped around her torso and around her head. When she sees me, her face flushes red, and she glances away.

"How did you like the show?" I ask, trying to keep my voice from breaking into a giggle.

"Oh, it was ... very interesting," she says, turning her back to me and bending toward the dresser.

"You've seen my shows before," I say, "when you were researching your story, right?"

"Well, yeah, but those were just clips," she says. "I was seeing what the guys were seeing — what you let them see. It's completely different in person ..."

"Different better or different worse?"

"Different ... hotter," she says, and I can see the back of her neck turn a darker shade of red. "I wasn't expecting it to be so ... intimate."

"Well, you definitely had a front row seat," I say, letting out a laugh. "You would have been in the splash zone if I'd been using a different toy. Like, say, Pinkie ..."

Maggie turns, her cheeks burning crimson.

"I'm so sorry," she says, stammering, "I'm so, so sorry, I'll replace it with a brand new —"

"You don't have to replace it," I say. "Just give it a good wipe down with soap and water and let it dry on the edge of the sink, that's all I do for most of them."

"But, I, um ..."

"Did you like him?" I ask, winking at her. "He's got some extra pizzazz with those buzzy little ears."

Maggie bites her lip and glances away again.

"Very buzzy," she whispers.

I hear a chirping sound, and Maggie glances toward the hall.

"Shit," she says, "that's probably the Carnal Times getting back to me."


Chapter 6

Maggie

"We really liked your pitch," Bev, the managing editor from Carnal Times, is saying as I hurry back across the hall after fishing my phone out of the pile of clothes on the bathroom floor. "It sounds like it could be a fun regular series. When do you guys hit the road?"

"Pretty soon," I say, settling onto the foot of the bed and adjusting my towel over my thighs. "Tina needs some work done on the van before it's travel worthy, but she's got the ... um, funding ... covered for it."

I glance over at Tina, who's standing by the dresser, still wearing her sheer robe, disassembling her camming gear. She winks at me and grins, and I feel a flutter in my belly.

"That's good," Bev says, "because this is going to have to be self-funded, at least at the start. Ad revenues have tanked and we're just not getting the subscribers we used to have, you know?"

"Oh, I know. That's the story everywhere — it's why Muckraker folded."

"It sucks, right? If we had a tech billionaire to back us, that'd be nice, but he'd probably want to turn us into some weird AI experiment."

"Well, there's no AI here," I say. "We're a totally organic operation."

"And orgasmic," Tina whispers, giving me another wink that makes my stomach turn somersaults. This road trip is going to do a number on the battery budget for my vibrators — maybe I should look into getting a rechargeable that can plug into the cigarette lighter while we're driving ...



Tina

In the morning, I drive over to Titus Tune-Ups and leave the van for the service Titus recommended, then walk toward Milhawket's main street and Deacon's carpentry shop with the folder holding the estimate for the van's interior in my hand. The town is just starting to wake up: there are a few men in baseball caps and flannels gathering in the cafe, a woman with a calico apron is putting out a clapboard sign advertising fresh pies in front of a bakery, a pair of young men are loading tools and bags of soil into the back of a truck with Randolph Landscaping printed on the side. It's a different vibe than the urgent hustle and bustle of the city, with honking horns and revving engines and the sidewalks filling up with people in a hurry. Milhawket is busy, but it lacks the desperate urgency of the big city.

Deacon's shop is around the corner from the second block of main street businesses: a small storefront with "Deacon Designs" painted on the window. I'm just about to push on the door when I hear a voice behind me call, "Miss Piper?"

I turn around and see Deacon: tall and lean, wavy black hair atop his head and a neatly trimmed black beard on his cheeks and chin. He's wearing a blue cotton shirt that hangs nicely across his shoulders, and a pair of jeans that sit low on his hips; a pair of paper coffee cups with lids are in his hands.

"Call me Tina," I say. Though really, looking like that, Deacon Ross can call me anything he likes.

"Sorry I'm a little late opening up the shop," he says, handing me one of the cups and then reaching into his pocket to pull out a ring of keys. "I thought I'd grab a couple of coffees for us, but the line was a little long."

"How thoughtful," I say, sipping at my warm coffee while he unlocks the door. I make note of the way his shoulder muscles move under his shirt as he pushes the door open and motions for me to enter.

"Did you have a chance to look over the initial quotes?" he asks, dropping his keys onto a table by the door and flicking a switch. The overhead lights buzz to life, illuminating a shop crammed with wooden furniture: tables and chairs, desks and stools, which at first seem jumbled haphazardly but, as I get used to the array of shapes, I can see are actually carefully arranged like a complex three-dimensional puzzle.

"I did," I say. I take the papers out of the folder. "And it looks really good. I just want to ask about a couple of detail items."

"Sure," he says, wheeling a rolling desk chair around and sliding it toward me. He seats himself on a low knee chair so our eyes are level when I've taken my own seat. His eyes are deep blue and sparkle in the shop's light.

"I'm going to be doing a lot of video in the van," I say. "So I need to be able to control the light and sound. And I've got gear that I need to store that can be pretty sensitive to temperature."

He takes a pencil and small notepad from his pocket and starts scribbling, nodding as he writes.

"Sensitive to heat or cold?" he asks.

"Heat, mostly," I say. "I've had cameras get wonky if they're not kept cool."

"Gotcha," he says, scribbling some more. "And for controlling light, do you mean keep light out or bringing light in?"

"Both," I say. "I used to work from my apartment, where I had blackout curtains and stand lights and spots. I know the van is a lot smaller, but I still need to be able to set a mood with lighting and control the tone and shadows."

He nods, taps the pencil's eraser against his lip, and scribbles some more.

"I can make that happen," he says. "Any other special requirements?"

I think about the suggestions that my Whale Pod made during my show last night, and I can't help but say, "A wall of dildos would be nice."

I laugh when Deacon gasps, his face turning bright red, and I say, "But not actually necessary."



Maggie

"Your town carpenter is drop dead sexy," Tina says as she walks into the apartment.

I look up from the kitchen table, where I'm tapping out some notes toward the structure of the series I'll be doing for Carnal Times, and can't help but notice that Tina is pretty drop dead sexy herself. I was still in the shower when she left, so I'm just now seeing that her outfit for running errands consists of a red checkered shirt tied in a loose knot under her breasts, denim shorts that hug the curve of her ass, and a pair of suede ankle boots that give her toned calves a delicate swell. No doubt there's some buzz running up and down Main Street about the sexy blonde who was paying a visit to the notably handsome but shy Deacon Ross; if Milhawket still had a local gazetteer, there would probably be a coy paragraph about it tucked between the wedding announcements and soybean planting reports in the Friday evening edition.

"Deacon Ross?" I say. "Definitely easy on the eyes."

"Is he seeing anyone?"

I shrug, closing my laptop.

"I wouldn't know," I say. "I keep a pretty low profile in town, not much of the local gossip reaches my ears."

"That doesn't sound very ... reportorial of you."

I laugh. "I haven't had a hankering to pitch any stories about the seamy underbelly of Milhawket. Honestly, I like the anonymity here, and the relative quiet."

"Well, I like the carpenter," Tina says with a wink.


Chapter 7

Maggie

Suddenly having a roommate has been a little challenging, especially one who keeps such a different schedule from mine. Usually I'm up pretty early, getting in most of my writing first thing in the morning and then spending the afternoon on research before unwinding with a glass of wine and a movie on my laptop in the evening. I can go for days without seeing anyone except the clerks at MacIntosh and Sons Market and the barista at Milhawket Mocha and More, and that suits me fine.

Tina, meanwhile, doesn't stir from the couch before noon, and then does two cam shows a week late into the night plus occasional private sessions or small groups like the one she did with the Whale Pod to get funding for her van remodel. We've made an arrangement that she gets the bedroom for her shows and I'll sleep on the couch those nights, and on the mornings when she's on the couch, I'll do my work from Mocha and More.

The work on Tina's van should be done in a couple of days, and then we'll be on the road and stuck together in a space that's even smaller than my living room. I'm starting to regret signing on to this plan — as much as I like the idea of the cam-girl-road-trip diary that Carnal Times bought, actually squeezing into the van for a weeks-long trip to the desert suddenly has my inner introvert screaming for escape.

The switch to using Mocha and More as my morning office hasn't messed up my workflow as badly as I expected, at least. The low buzz of the coffee shop makes a nice background hum, I've filled out my punch card for a couple of free cappuccinos, and getting a little walk into my routine is probably good for my physical and mental health. Most of my freelance gigs this month have been churning out listicles and "where are they now" celebrity stories, so I don't mind that I don't have the usual quiet I need for deeper thought.

Still, it's nice to get home and have my typical surroundings for the more challenging work, like chasing down the secret tour dates of Frankie and the Firecrackers, or whatever she's calling her band from week to week. There's a subreddit dedicated to tracking her moves, and an online map that's trying to predict where her next shows will be, but she's been slippery and elusive: sometimes she's playing in a dive bar on the outskirts of a city, sometimes doing just a couple songs as the opening act for another band, sometimes playing a small club as a replacement for a canceled show. So far, no one has found the key to unlocking her next move.

Last night was one of Tina's cam shows, so I slept restlessly on the couch. I could hear muffled giggles and groaning bedsprings through the bedroom door, and it was hard not to picture Tina with that giant rainbow dong from the Whale Pod show; when I finally fell asleep, my dreams were filled with strange erotic visions that left me tingling and unfulfilled when I woke up. I'm thinking that a nap might be in order before I get back to combing through the message boards.

When I get back to the apartment and make my way to the bedroom, though, I discover that Tina is still there, sitting naked on the bed with a book in her lap. She looks up and smiles at me when I push the door open.

"Hey, Maggie!" she says brightly. "Sorry, I wasn't expecting you back yet. I'm just wrapping this one up."

"You're — are you still live?" I ask, taking a step back into the doorway.

"Just a special for Jake — he likes to watch me putter around naked. Isn't that right, Jake?" she says, looking toward the camera sitting on the dresser.

I take a deep breath and start backing out of the room. Tina holds up a finger and looks at me.

"Hey, Jake," she says, glancing toward the camera again, "my friend Maggie wants her room back, and I've got an errand in town. You think maybe we can wrap up early today? I can spot you a free fifteen minutes tomorrow."

I hear a pinging sound, and see a message box pop up on the open laptop by Tina's knee, though I'm far too nearsighted to read it. Tina laughs and hops off the bed, taking a few steps toward the camera. Her hips swing and her tits jiggle as she puts her hands on the dresser and leans forward.

"Give me your best shot, big boy," she says in a low, sultry tone, her breasts almost touching the camera lens as she swings them back and forth. "Show my tits how much you love them."

I'm frozen in the doorway, unable to take my eyes off the swell of Tina's ass and the pendular movement of her tits. On the other end of the connection, I imagine, Jake is furiously stroking his cock, his eyes just as focused as mine, gazing intently at Tina's nipples. There's another ping from the laptop, and Tina laughs again, turning back toward the bed.

"The best thing about camming," she says as she closes her laptop, "is I don't have to wash the jizz off my tits at the end of the show. Jake must buy glass cleaner in bulk."

I blink, picturing the faceless Jake erupting against his computer monitor, the thick strands of cum sliding down the glass between the image of Tina's tits. My stomach flutters.

"I've got a meeting with Deacon," Tina says, reaching for a t-shirt on the floor. I'm a little disappointed that she's covering her tits. "Do you want to join me?"

"No thanks," I say, dropping my bag on the floor and falling onto the bed. "I'm going to take a nap and then do a little work."



Tina

"Holy shit," I say, climbing through the wide open side door of the van. I dropped it off three days ago at the carpenter's shop, and Deacon Ross has transformed it from a bare-bones box that stank of skunky weed into a showcase of traveling luxury.

The tattered bench seat is gone, replaced by a countertop with a little metal sink that runs along the opposite side of the van and wraps around behind the driver's seat. There are two seats with blue and green striped cushions against the van's walls, with a hinged table between them. There are white cabinets mounted below the ceiling (which now has wood paneling instead of the metal covered in pealing white paint), and a cheery yellow curtain hangs behind the seats and table.

I part the curtain and find a bed that takes up the rear third of the van, covered in blue and gold blankets. Light streams in through the back windows, and I can picture myself waking up under those blankets with the desert sun pouring through, the Hot Mess Express perched in the shade of a sandstone mesa.

Glancing up, I notice shelves surrounding the bed on three sides, painted yellow to match the curtains. There appear to be hooks mounted to the bottoms of the shelves, and in the corners there are can lights on swivels.

"You said you were going to be doing some sort of video from here," Deacon says behind me, and I startle, bumping into him as I step back from the curtain. "So I thought putting in some lighting and places to attach cables might be helpful."

"Very helpful," I say, turning to face him. He's tall, having to stoop to clear the van's low ceiling, and broad, completely filling the gap between the curtains.

"The switches for the lights are under the headboard," he says, one hand resting on my hip as the other motions toward the padded blue headboard against the wall. There's hardly any space at all between us, and I can feel the warmth of his body and smell the aroma of sawdust and sweat that clings to his skin.

"You've thought of everything," I say. I put my palm against his chest, feeling the firm beat of his heart beneath his shirt, and then let myself fall back onto the bed, hooking a finger between the buttons so he has to follow me part of the way down. He catches himself with a hand on either side of me, elbows locked so his chest hovers above me.

I let my head fall back, and when I look past Deacon's face at the ceiling, I can't help but let out a laugh. The wood paneling above the bed is recessed over the headboard, and a mirror glitters above us, reflecting the back of Deacon's head and the curve of his denim-covered ass.

"The mirror is I nice touch," I say. "Do you think I'm the kind of gal who wants a mirror over her bed?"

His cheeks turn red.

"It was sort of a joke," he says, "I can take it out ..."

"Oh, no," I say, reaching up to undo a button on his shirt, then slide a finger under the fabric to brush his warm skin. "The mirror stays."


Chapter 8

Tina

The image in the mirror is a little hazy, but highly arousing. Deacon's bare ass clenches and relaxes, clenches and relaxes, as he thrusts above me. My bare feet bounce against the backs of his thighs, and my hands slide up and down his smooth, muscular back. I can see my face, blurry but clearly in ecstasy, looking down at me with half-lidded eyes and panting lips.

Deacon's beard is softer than I expected it to be, and it feels good nuzzling against my neck as he pants and sighs against me. I can smell the musky odor of my nectar on his chin from his hungry gobbling between my thighs after he peeled my panties away. His hands hold my hips and slip under my ass, lifting me to meet his steady rhythm, making my thighs fall open to draw him deeper, filling me completely.

Maggie was right about Deacon being a little on the shy side: he was frozen while I unbuttoned his shirt, his arms shaking not just from the strain of holding himself above me but also from the anticipation of my touch. He shivered when my nails scraped across his check and over his stiffening nipples, and he let out a gasp when I slid my hands over his firm ass and pulled him closer to me.

But his shyness disappeared not long after our first kiss, when my tongue slipped past his teeth and was quickly intercepted by his. He mounted an abrupt counter-attack, licking his way across my lips and pinning my tongue to the roof of my mouth as he fell hungrily onto me. His hands made quick work of my t-shirt, pulling the hem up to expose my breasts, and soon his mouth was exploring the curves of my tits and the stiff pebbles of my nipples, lips and teeth and tongue raising shivers that coursed from my scalp to my toes. And when he dropped to his knees in front of the bed and tugged at the cutoff jeans covering my ass, he gave me such a hungry, knowing look that I nearly melted under his gaze.

And there's nothing shy at all about the way he got down to devouring the meal he found hidden under my panties. His fingers gently stroked and prodded my bare lips, eliciting a moan as he traced a slippery line toward my throbbing clit, and then his tongue circled my channel and slipped wetly into me. Deacon's fingers joined his tongue in its explorations, and soon I was a trembling, slippery mess beneath his mouth.

When I could take no more of his delicious torture, my body riding a wave toward climax but desperately holding back from release, I tugged his head away with my fingers wrapped in his curly black hair and pulled him up onto the bed. He straddled me as I went to work on his belt and fly, looking down at me with blazing eyes and sodden lips, and my pussy clenched with desire.

I extracted Deacon's cock, hard and throbbing, and found its shaft had an intriguing bend that made the tip point toward the side. My hand slid up and down its length, straightening it as I neared the head and then letting it spring back to its natural curve when I reached his heavy balls. I cradled those balls in one palm as I stroked, and the dark purple glans glistened with pre-cum.

That intriguing bend was simply delightful when Deacon pushed into me, reaching nerves that had never been stroked like that before. I dug my nails into his ass to urge him on, and he fucked me with long, steady strokes that had me trembling beneath his hips.

Now his breathing is ragged, and his steady rhythm is falling apart. His hands squeeze my ass, fingers pressing deep into my flesh, and I can feel his heart pounding against my chest. Deacon is close, but I'm closer, and I make a run for my orgasm, lifting my ass until my clit grazes the base of his cock and my cunt spasms around his curved shaft. I close my eyes and let out a long, loud moan, not caring if anyone passing Deacon's shop outside can hear the sounds of my delight inside the van parked out back. I surrender completely to the wave of pleasure washing through me, pulling Deacon hard against my shivering body.

Deacon is right behind me, gasping into my ear as his pace quickens. I see his ass cheeks clench in the mirror above us and feel his cock pulse inside me. His hands raise my ass as he pushes against me, and he groans, "Oh fuck, Tina, I'm almost there ..."

"Fill me," I pant, my pussy clenching around his throbbing shaft as he lets out a groan and arches his back, pushing me against the headboard and letting loose a flood of warm cum.



Maggie

The second I hear the front door close, I grab my vibrator from the bedside drawer — a basic slender blue shaft that buzzes at a single speed, certainly not as fancy as the rabbit I borrowed from Tina — and frantically tug my clothes off. I'm definitely going to need a rechargeable if naked cam sessions are going to be a regular part of this road trip. While images of Tina's tits and ass and smooth, glistening pussy dance through my mind, I drag the buzzing shaft across my nipples and down my belly and let it dance circles around my pulsing clit, holding myself just on the edge of climax for as long as I can bear.

Which, given my state of arousal, is not very long at all. When the wave of climax hits me, I let out a long moan that rises in pitch to match the sound of my vibrator, and let it sweep me into senselessness. My toes curl and my thighs tremble with the force of my orgasm, and I lie gasping on the sheets when it finally passes through me.

I listen to my breath change from ragged to smooth, and feel the tension release my limbs until I'm limp, melting into the bed. The visions of Tina swirl behind my closed eyelids until they're just a warm, peaceful blur; the memory of waking up beside her after our night with Victor creeps up on me, making me smile and sigh.

Sleep is creeping up on me when I hear my phone chirp. With a groan I roll over and fish it out of the clothes on the floor. There's a message from Kevin:

"Thought you might find this interesting," with a web link. I tap it and find an article from Tune Buzz Daily, a music and concert review site: "Frankie Profane's Magical Mystery Tour Cuts a Rockin' Route Across the Country."

I skim the article, heart racing, but it doesn't disclose anything I hadn't already surmised: there's a list of the past shows, including a free pop-up concert at a Sunoco station in Ohio, and an overview of the rumors about her new band's identities, but nothing more definitive than I've seen in the Reddit threads. A few blurry pictures of Frankie on stage are spaced through the article, and a shot of a set list scribbled on a lined page torn from a spiral notebook, "Demin Demon" at the top. Apparently Frankie opens with her biggest hit, rather than saving it for the encore, as a way to establish her bona fides.

But I pause at the last paragraph:

"All signs point to an appearance in Amarillo — probably at the Cattle Drive Cafe, where a previously-unheard-of band called Rustler's Gulch is playing — as Frankie's next big show, as she makes her way toward the Sandstone Sounds Music Festival. This reporter plans to catch that gig, and the rest of her Route 66 appearances, before snagging an exclusive interview with Frankie Profane herself. Watch this space for news!"

The byline below the article chills me: Jemma Wills, with a little black-and-white photo that proves that this isn't just a weird coincidence of names. My college nemesis, a little older and apparently much wiser, is following the same trail as me, and apparently has a head start.

"Fuck," I groan, falling back on the bed and letting the phone slip from my fingers.

It's time to get the Hot Mess Express on the road.
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