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New in Town
Harem Dawn #1


I guess I’m a romantic at heart. Falling hard and fast, chasing an Epic Love. Not sure if that’s my strength or failing. It didn’t work out so well last time. But I’ve put that burned husk behind me, packed my meager belongings and moved to this new scorcher of a city. The bus driver gives me a lead — an exclusive club where I can meet a ‘nice girl.’

I already think my new neighbor’s the one when I bump into her. She’s a twenty-two-year-old blond firecracker, sizzling in a bikini. She’s gorgeous. But she has a shadow from the local MC warning anyone away that comes near.

My new apartment may be above a blond goddess, but it’s barren, unfurnished, and something nasty is growing in my broken fridge. My tattered clothes won’t help my quest or get me past the club’s dress code, but a stunning brunette in the local clothing store will. All I have to do now is agree to help her with a salacious mystery project. Make my apartment livable. Avoid the bruiser guarding the sweetness downstairs and get into the club to find my epic love.

I’m gonna do it right this time, because if I don’t, I’ll end up sad and alone with only my ratty sneakers and broken fridge for company. And that fridge stinks.

Join Zac for a fresh start in a new city that’s too hot, surrounded by scorching beauties, on a steamy quest for an epic love… or three.


Chapter 1
FRESH OFF THE BUS


“You’re new.” The bus driver nods at me. “I can tell.” He’s an older guy with years behind his eyes and a neatly trimmed mustache covering his top lip. He raises a bushy eyebrow. Just one.

He turns the wheel in a big arch as we pull into a side road and I grip my duffle tighter. Street lights flicker past, sliding window frame shadows across the interior. “Yeah? How can you tell?” I’m the last passenger — headed for the final stop.

We screech to a halt behind an SUV that’s trying to pass a truck through a narrow section. Each thinks they own the road. “I’ve seen a lot of things over the years,” he says as I grab hold of the railing and move closer. “Also, you’re white as a sheet, you ain’t seen much sun.”

I laugh. “Got me there.”

The idiots finally pass each other and the bus rocks as we move again. “What brings you here, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Love.” The word. That word. So fully loaded with meaning, leaves my lips before I realize.

He chortles. “I was in love once... a 1985 Chevy. She was a beaut. Never seen an ass so full.” He titters to himself. “That was before I met Margie. This love. Are you coming to join, escape, or search?”

I keep it short. “Bad break up. Looking for a fresh start.”

He nods. “That’s what happened with my Chevy. Thought it was a fender bender. Then they tell me she’s a right off. I was heartbroken.”

He looks at me for validation, like somehow we’re the same. Maybe we are. We both lost something we loved. His car died, Sophia... “What was her name? Your Chevy.”

A guy walks out into the street and the bus lurches. My grip on the rail yanks me around, and I smash into the side. “Get out of the road!” Even when he’s angry, he’s good natured. “You looking to end your life? Go piss off a Raven. I don’t wanna clean your brains off my grill!” The guy flips him off and continues walking. The driver chuckles. “What brains?”

Another impatient asshole honks his horn behind us, and I’m amazed this guy’s so calm and friendly.

“Yeah, yeah.” We get moving again and he clicks his fingers. “Delila.”

“What?”

“My Chevy. She was Delila. Grandest girl you ever saw.”

I chuckle. This guy. “I’ll bet. So, what are Ravens? Sounds like I don’t wanna piss one off.”

He risks a glance at me, then snaps back to the road. “They’re birds. Big black mothers that’ll peck the flesh from your bones.”

My eyes widen. The brochure failed to mention demon birds.

He chuckles. “The look on your face. Nah, they’re the local MC. Decent enough, I suppose, if you leave ‘em be. Well, they used to be. Rumor is they’ve started running... how should I say it... narcotics and the like. I’d steer clear if I were you.”

“Thanks for the warning.” Not sure what’s worse, burly drug running bikers, or extras from an Alfred Hitchcock movie. “Any more advice?”

“Yeah, stand behind the white line. You’re not supposed to be up here.” He can’t keep his face straight, ruining his gag. “Nah, just messin’ with ya!”

This fucking guy. “Good one.”

“If you’re looking for love, you wanna go to Chazelles.” He nods, grinning. “Nice girls there. It’s where I met my Margie. Swanky joint. Tell ‘em Bill Crawford sent ya. They actually clean the tables, so dress smart.” He flicks his gaze over my cargo shorts and tee with the obscure movie reference printed across the front. Then to the duffle carrying my worldly possessions — the ones that survived. “There’s a store just round the corner, smart, but won’t break the bank if you’re in the market.”

“Thanks. Bill?”

“That’s me. Not exactly gonna tell you some other schmuck recommended you, am I?” He smirks. “Though I wouldn’t put it past someone...?”

He looks at me expectantly. “Zac.”

He makes a face. “You making that up?”

“Not like I’m gonna tell you some other schmuck’s name, am I?” I grin, so he knows I’m joking.

He chortles. “So, like the prissy movie star?”

I shrug. “Maybe? Mom was apparently a big movie buff, but I think that’s before his time.”

Bill looks off into the distance. “Well, better than one of them Chads, I suppose. Oh, here we are. Maybe I’ll see you at Chazelles? Me and Margie go there every Friday. Eight-pee-em, not seven, cos you get those schmucks from down the bank drinking their cocktails and acting loud. Thank Christ they bugger off to those clubs, leaving us good folk in peace. Know what I mean?”

I hold on as Bill liberally applies the brakes, and the force throws me forward. “Sure. Well, I guess this is it. Thanks for the ride. Nice to meet you, Bill.”

He holds out his hand, and we shake. He’s got the grip of a free climber, and I wince. “You too, Zac. Good luck.”

I hop out onto the well-worn gray paving. “Thanks.”

“When you find your love, say hello for me!” he shouts as the doors hiss shut.

“Sure,” I cough as he floors it, leaving me in a cloud of fumes. I wave the air and smile. That fucking guy.

The bus skids around the corner, and the spluttering rumble recedes, leaving me standing under a streetlight. A siren blares in the distance. A warm breeze whips my hair and the street stretches out around me. The smell of exhaust fades, replaced by the humid scent of trash and melting tarmac.

A dog barks in the nearest house, startling me into action. I sling my duffle over my shoulder and walk. The app on my phone guides me, leading the way with its cheery blue line. If it wasn’t for that, I’d be lost in a heartbeat. I am not a natural born navigator.

I pass iron gates, well painted stone walls, and some not so well painted. A retirement home still has the lights on and old folks shuffle inside. An old couple argue about which TV channel to watch. A suspicious-looking kid in a hoodie walks towards me, so I cross the street. It’s not the way the app says, but it’s close enough.

Blindly following the blue line, I turn into a complex and slow. I’m here. Voices travel through the air. One sweet and light, another dark and gruff.

“Fuck off, Jake,” the sweet voice hisses. “You’re not my father. You’re not even my brother, and if you were, I’d still tell you to fuck off!”

“Cassie!” the gruff voice snarls. I stop, looking for apartment eight, while secretly searching for the voices.

“You don’t get to tell me what to do. I’m twenty-two. You’re not my keeper, and neither is Nate.”

“You shouldn’t be doing that. It’s late, alone you’re—”

“You’re so full of shit.” The sweet voice gets louder as I spy my door. I’ve only seen it in photos. I rented it through the same guys as my last. They had an office downtown so I could fill out the paperwork before I left. Seemed like a good idea. Apartment-hunting sucks. My new front door is blue, down the end and up a flight of white painted iron stairs.

“I’ll tell Nate—”

“Tell him!” She shouts so loud it’s like she’s screaming in my ear. I close the map app and—

“Whoa!” Damp sponges squish against my chest, knocking my phone from my hand. Before I realize what’s happening, I’m staring into beautiful eyes the color of freshly cut grass. My fingers instinctively grip wet skin and a hand lands against my chest.

Wet blond clumps drape over puffed cheeks like soaked cloth. The sponges peel away, leaving my shirt damp. Except they’re not sponges, but large breasts, straining against a tiny black bikini. Droplets run along smooth tanned skin, glistening in the glow of fallen screens.

Her emeralds are surrounded by smoky, smudged makeup, shadowed under long dark lashes.

My brain has a moment. My mouth drops open. I’m openly gawking at the sexiest thing I’ve ever laid eyes on.

A smile tugs at her luscious, dark lips. “Shit! I’m so sorry!” I’m reluctant to release her shoulders, but still dazed, I let go. She bends to pick up our two cells that landed on a towel. They’re on top of each other, making love and the wet cotton is their bed. Now I’ve taken a step back, I see... well, I see all of her. Slowly she rises, soggy hair clinging to her perfect body. Breasts hang, yanked by gravity, framed by a well-worn leather jacket that hardly reaches her waist — water splashed by her damp, dirty-blond locks. Her bikini-bottoms are tiny, just a triangle scrap held by side-tied drawstrings. A green jewel navel piercing decorates a cute bellybutton — matching the stud in her nose — drawing the eye to her flat, but not overly toned stomach.

Her eyes are bright with lime fire as she fumbles, wrapping the towel around her waist, and tucks her phone inside her jacket pocket.

I watch dumbstruck as she holds out my phone, my cheap brick of a cell in her pink nail varnished hand. “Here. Not a scratch.”

I snap out of it. I’m twenty-nine. Not a wet behind the ears teenager just discovering girls are hot. I’ve been engaged. I’ve base jumped off the tallest building in my hometown — it was a dare, a tandem, and I screamed the entire way down — but I did it. I’ve lived... sort of, and I should not be drooling over this girl who probably just wants to get home. My dick hasn’t got the memo. “Th-thanks.” I’m grinning like a lovesick teenager. It’s a warm evening, but now it’s scorching. No wonder she’s wearing a bikini. Goddam that bikini. I’m struggling to take my eyes off her fantastic chest, but I’m not an animal — at least that’s what I tell myself — and continue to stare at her cleavage... no, higher, Zac. Higher. Pouty lips, with just a hint of tongue. Tongue, fuck. Now I’m imagining her lips sucking my — no! Higher. The nose stud is sexy... there. Her eyes are magnificent. So many shades of green fleck her big, pretty irises.

I wasn’t supposed to fall in love with the first girl I saw. I made a pact with myself.

“Oh, my gosh. I’m sorry—”

“No, no,” I say, snapping out of my stupor. “It’s my fault. I wasn’t watching. Too busy following the map.”

Her gaze flicks to my duffle. “Oh, you’re new? Are you moving into eight?” Her voice is lined with hope. I don’t know why.

“Uh, yeah.” I sound like a moron. “Moving in right now.”

She claps her hands and her breasts jiggle. I’m gawking again at those fantastic orbs of — no, Zac, higher. I never considered myself a breast man. Wasn’t an anything man. I liked it all equally, but hers are winning me over. “That’s cool. I didn’t think they’d get someone after...” She grabs one of my arms and loops hers around like we are a couple. I’ve just met this girl, but fuck, it feels good. She barely reaches my nose, so she clutches my forearm.

She’s no longer as wet and slippy. Her skin is drying in the warm evening air and I don’t know if I’m sad about that. On the upside, her breast marks on my tee are drying. Don’t know if I’m happy about that either. Wait. What happened to—

“He bothering you, Cass?” the gruff voice shouts.

She spins us, and I see him. Jake. Also, her name is Cassie. Cassie. Doesn’t that just roll off the tongue like a purr? Jake is more of a growl. He’s a big motherfucker. About my height, but twice as wide. It’s hard to tell if it’s muscle, but he has me at a body mass disadvantage. But that’s not the alarming thing. Oh, no. His hair’s buzz-cut short, his jeans are worn, and he’s scowling at me like I’ve just slapped his mother with a wet barracuda. But that’s not what’s making the hairs stand up on the back of my neck. Oh, no. He’s wearing a cut — the leather waistcoat things bikers wear — and his is decorated with the symbol of a raven.


Chapter 2
HELLO CASSIE


“Fuck off, Jake.” Cassie squeezes my arm tighter. Sirens blare in my mind. It seemed like an innocent quarrel when I heard it from a distance and didn’t know the players. Now I’m in the middle, and it’s between this incredibly attractive young woman and a burly biker. A fucking Raven. The flesh-eating... no, that was the other type. The drug running ‘steer clear of’ fuckers, friendly Bill Crawford warned me about. Of all the things he could have warned me about, it was the birds. Now I’m front and center — really side to hip — in an argument with one of its members.

“I’m warning you, Cass.” Jake is getting angry. Probably because Cassie’s other hand has snaked around my waist and hooked a thumb in the waistband of my jeans.

And despite the gnarly looking biker... my cock is still rock hard.

I’m not gonna risk checking if I’m tenting. He’ll think I’m looking at her breasts. It’s bad enough they’re pressed against me. I don’t move. I try not to breathe.

“Yeah? I’m so sick of it. I don’t need you.” Cassie grinds her bikini-bottoms against my thigh. Is she doing it on purpose? “You can fuck off. If I want to go for a swim, I don’t need your permission. I have...” She squeezes my arm expectantly.

“Zac.” I don’t take my eyes off Jake. I hardly move my lips.

“Really?” she whispers.

I bob my head a fraction. “Yep.” What is it about my name that gives people pause here?

“I have Zac. He’s just moved in above me, so you don’t have to worry about the precious princess.” She takes a deep breath and screams, “So fuck off!”

She spins us and I’m getting dizzy. I have this sinking feeling I’ve just been dragged into something I should have avoided.

‘I’d steer clear of that, if I were you,’ Bill tells me, his voice an echo in my mind. As much as I love her warm body pressed against me, I miss the safety of the bus.

“I’m really sorry about that,” she says, keeping her voice low. “Don’t worry about Jake. His bark is worse than his bite.”

‘Or his razor-sharp beak,’ Bill adds. Thanks Bill. You can leave my subconscious now and go home to Margie. You’re not helping.

“It’s okay,” I say. I’m being polite.

She looks up at me as we near the iron steps that lead to my battered blue door. “I meant what I said. You’ll watch over me, won’t you? I’ve felt vulnerable since... but now?”

As much as my cock and heart are screaming for me to grab this girl and do what they do best, she’s radioactive. “We’ve only just met. I could be a serial killer.”

We stop outside her door. “This is me.” It’s white with flowers painted around the rim. Her mouth goes crooked, turning up at the corners. “Are you?”

I should tell her yes. But she’d think I was joking. “No.” I sigh.

She leans up and kisses my cheek. It’s just a quick peck, but my face catches fire. Even in that fraction of a second, I can tell how soft her lips are… and just how good they would feel wrapped around my cock—

‘No! Don’t go there. Do you want your legs broken?’ Bill asks. That fucking guy.

Jake growls somewhere, but she ignores him, scrunching her face. “I can tell.” Do I give off a vibe or something that everybody can read? “Thank you for being sweet.”

I have so many questions. I thought I bumped into her?

She extricates herself from my limbs and opens her door. It squeaks loudly on worn hinges. Her half exposed cheeks jiggle in the skimpy bikini-bottoms as she tosses the towel aside. “You can come in,” she calls from inside her apartment.

A pair of eyes burn holes in my back. I can almost feel a set of talons itching to strike. “I’m not sure that’s such a good idea.” She could be a femme fatal for all I know, and this Jake guy is sick of cleaning up the bodies. ‘Poor schmucks.’ It’s a dark thought, one that vanishes when I see into her apartment. It’s surprisingly girly.

‘Twenty-two-year-old firecracker. Bet she gives good head.’ Great, Bill is merging with the dark voice that likes to taunt me with obscenities at inappropriate moments.

Her apartment isn’t like a pink glitter-bomb, but it has that feel. A baby-pink throw is messily draped over a worn two-seater. A Disney’s Beauty and the Beast lamp sits on a side cabinet, Bell and the Beast dance in their fineries, frozen in time. There are other trinkets dotted about. Other Disney characters — princesses — dance on the wall and clothes left where they fell. Skimpy clothes, the kind a bold young woman would wear in this fucking heat. It’s nine in the evening and it’s still uncomfortable.

I’m gonna have to buy a fan.

“Why?” she asks from somewhere out of sight. “Is he still there? Don’t worry about him.” A door swings open, giving me a peek inside her bedroom. A baby-pink satin comforter fills most of the view. She closes it behind her with a mischievous grin.

My gaze wanders again. Long tanned legs jut from frayed denim shorts so brief they could be confused with panties. She’s squeezed her full cleavage into a skimpy tank-top and going by the way those mounds are swaying, she’s not wearing a bra. Probably commando too, considering how skimpy those shorts are, and how quick she changed. Somehow she makes revealing less… more.

“What’s his deal? Should I be worried?”

She leans her head out the front door and scowls at Jake. “You might as well make yourself comfortable. I like to take my time!”

Jake leans against the entrance gate, but despite the distance, I can see the steam pouring out of his ears.

Cassie grabs my shirt and yanks me inside, slamming the door behind us.

The smell of vanilla hits me like a sweet wave. It’s at odds with the feeling of unease thundering through me at crossing the threshold into Cassie’s domain. “Should you antagonize him like that?”

“Who? Jake?” She leaves me at the door and roots around in a glass bowl that keeps Beauty and the Beast company. “He’s harmless. He won’t actually do anything.”

God, she has an incredible ass. The scales are tipping again. Twin fleshy cheeks peek out, only half covered by the denim — like her bikini — this girl has glutes for days.

I have to push that thought aside. “You maybe. I’m sure he’d love to kick my ass.” She’s dangerous. I’ve been in town mere minutes and already I’ve got a Raven gunning for me. “He like... an ex-boyfriend or something? He seems possessive.”

She dangles a key from her slender fingers. “Boyfriend? Do I look desperate? He’s not possessive, he’s protective.” She looks out the small window and yells, “he just doesn’t understand boundaries!”

I’m so confused. I dig again. “You a club princess, then?” I heard that on a TV show once.

She steps closer and holds out the key for me. “Fuck no. This is the key to your mailbox. Frank dropped it by, so it was fate we...“ her emerald eyes flash, “bumped into each other. Your door key is in your mailbox.”

Fate.

Hell no. That way leads to broken limbs and angry birds.

“Thanks.” I give her my best friendly smile without seeming lecherous, desperate or horny as fuck. “Right, my key.” I laugh. “I was so focused on getting here, I’d forgotten. I can be an idiot sometimes.” Or distracted by breasts and murder birds.

“No problem. I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable. I like to ride Jake pretty hard.”

‘Not the only thing we want her to ride... am I right?’ Thanks, Bill.

“No, no, it’s fine. You’re the first person I’ve met since I got here. Other than the bus driver.” And that guy’s randomly become the voice of my subconscious. I’ve been here less than two hours and I’m already going crazy.

She beams a smile, flashing perfect white teeth. “Then I’m your first!”

‘We wish!’ Fuck off Bill.

“And we’re neighbors! You’re so much nicer than the last guy.” She steps closer and presses her ample breasts against my chest. My back hits the door.

“You’re much hotter than my last neighbor,” leaves my lips unfiltered. Panic flashes through my mind and not even Bill quips on that train wreck of a comment. But she’s not phased.

“You’re gonna be hard to resist, Zac.” Oh, God, she’s looking up at me with her green jewels, parted pouty mouth, and those fantastic tits, all in the same view. If she didn’t feel how hard my cock was, she will now.

“Uh.” I glance over her shoulder for a lifeline and see all the framed photos on the wall. They’re everywhere. “Did-did you take those?”

Her eyes widen. “Oh, my gosh. No one’s asked me about them before. No one even thinks to look past my tits.” She says that part more to herself, then asks like an excited teenager, “Do you wanna see?”

She’s crushing my cock with her freakishly strong pelvis. “God yes. They look incredible.”

She grabs my hand, and my cock breathes a sigh of relief. She stands us before her blue and white wallpaper that doesn’t belong and points to a black-and-white photo in a gaudy gold frame. “That was my first sale. It was a wedding. That’s what I get most, but I’m trying to sell my originals.”

Wait. “You’re a photographer?”

She scrunches her face. “Don’t sound so surprised. Girls can do stuff too.”

“It’s not that,” I say, earnest. “You just seem to really know what you want... and you’re good.” I rake my eyes over the row of photographs. Sunrises. An old woman — the lighting shows the depth of her wrinkles, telling a thousand stories. A few closeups of motorbike parts. A picture of an old coke can sitting alone on the pier catches my eye. “What’s the deal with that one?”

“Oh...” We shuffle over to it. She’s gripping my arm with both hands, pressing her tantalizing breasts against my side. “That was a can I found at the beach. I was waiting for something interesting and I noticed this can. All by himself. Everyone just walked by. People would look at him. He’s bright red, right? But nobody stopped to pick him up and put him in the trash with his buddies. He just looked so sad, alone and stuck. I know how that feels.” Her smile drops for a second, then brightens. “So I took this picture and then put him in the trash. It reminds me, all it takes for your world to change is the right someone to come along at the right time...”

“And put you in the trash.”

She squeals, slapping my arm. “Don’t make fun of me!”

I chuckle. “I’m not. I get it. I really do.” She looks up at me, seducing me with her big green gaze.

“Thank you, Zac.”

I scrunch my brow. “For what?”

She leans up and hovers her plush lips over mine. “For making me feel seen.”

Stars flash behind my eyes as our mouths connect. I melt against her.

This is wrong. What happened to not falling for the first girl you saw?

She kisses me slowly and seductively. It’s fantastic. Soft, silky pillows caress my lips. My cock throbs between my thighs, begging to take control. My hands clench, wanting to touch her.

Suddenly she stiffens and pulls away. “Oh, fuck. I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to—”

“It’s fine. It was great—”

“Yeah?” Her tanned cheeks darken.

“Yeah.” But being with you comes with a price paid in broken bones. “But it’s late and I haven’t even seen my place yet—”

“Oh, my gosh. You’re moving in and here I am kissing you, like a desperate loser. Good one, Cass.” She slaps her forehead. “Sorry.”

Despite my better judgment, mainly because I’m a moth to her flame, I brush a clump of dirty-blond hair out of her face, and hook it behind her ear. I smile. “It was really nice meeting you, Cassie.”

She bites her lip, eyes big and sparkly. “You too, Zac,” she whispers.

I scoop up my duffle and slip the key in my pocket. “I’m sure we’ll be seeing lots of each other. We’re neighbors, after all.” I open the door and step out into the night. It’s dark now. Most of the external lights don’t work.

“Yes. Yes we are.” She grins, looking down at her feet.

“Goodnight Cassie.” With an award-winning amount of willpower, I turn and march towards the mailboxes.

“Night, Zac,” she purrs.

Each step is like a stretched cord between us — pulling me back. Her touch still lingers on my lips. The vanilla in my nose. Her green gaze is burned into my mind. My cock is uncomfortable, begging for relief.

She doesn’t close her door until I round the corner out of sight… and come face to face with the Raven.


Chapter 3
RAVENS AND A BATHTUB


Chunky fists stretch my tee and slam me against the wall. My duffle falls from my shoulder. Jake moves quick for a big guy, and before I realize what’s happening, I’m on my tiptoes staring into the beard of a birdie. The smell of whiskey and oil ooze from his every pore, like he bathes in the stuff.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” He snarls, all teeth and spit. “No one goes near Cassie.” He lifts me higher and I go onto my toes like a ballerina — just less elegant or pretty.

“Does she know that?” I croak, grabbing his hands. They’re hairy.

“She doesn’t know what’s good for her. If you do...” He punctuates this by lifting me off my feet and if I wasn’t scared for my life, I’d be impressed. He wants to scare me, and it’s working. “You don’t touch her. You don’t go near her. You understand?”

“It’s not my fault.” I sound like a Muppet being strangled. “She bumped into me.” I’m not looking for trouble, I’m really not. But I want him to understand I didn’t engage. “Needed... to... give me… a... key.”

He loosens his grip, but leans in so I see the bloodshot whites of his eyes. “This is your only warning.”

With a shove, I slide down the wall coughing, grabbing my throat. I take in a couple of deep breaths and groan. Fuck. Blood pulses through my ears. A loud wump, wump… wump, wump… wump, wump… drowning out the sounds of his footfalls. I can hardly hear my gasps.

The key in my pocket digs into my thigh like a knife. A symbol of just how dangerous that kiss was. Cassie is off limits. I just hope my dick gets the memo.

When my pulse slows, I get to my feet, fix my stretched shirt and fish out the key. My hand pauses in front of my new mailbox. The words ‘we’re watching’ are scratched next to the number. The only mailbox under the wooden alcove to be defaced. A pit forms in my stomach. But it’s old and rusted where the paint’s scratched — a warning for a previous tenant. I sigh. The tempting vixen downstairs with the burly guardian is enough to worry about right now, thank you very much.

The key turns with a metallic grind and the slot groans open. I take out a couple of letters, both from the rental agency. I pocket the mail key and open the first. It’s a bill. They now want a month ahead, despite the guy telling me the advance from my last term would count. “Fuck.” I fold it up and put it back in the envelope, clenching my jaw. The key is in the other, along with a welcome note and the new terms of my lease. I scowl at the paper, wanting to flip it the bird, but I don’t want to give Jake any ammunition. I can feel him watching from the gate, eyes glimmering in the dark. A cigarette glow lights his face in a demonic orange. Doesn’t he have a home to go to?

Every step is under surveillance as I march across the lot, around the corner, and back to my new home. I slow nearing Cassie’s. Bright light pours from her single window, casting a shadow of flowers from window-stickers, adding brightness and life to the cracked pavement. A bubbly pop song escapes through the single glazing. I get a flash of movement inside — dancing. I don’t dare stay and watch her, because the Raven is watching me.

Silently, I creep up the rusty steps. The paint-flecked diamonds are worn to blobs. How many have climbed these steps? Been watched by a bird? Warned off the princess in the castle below?

‘You don’t wanna know.’ Thanks, Bill.

The second to last step groans and I wince, expecting Cassie to emerge. She doesn’t, and I step up to my door. The Key catches in the lock, requiring a noisy wiggle until it gives. When it finally unlocks, I push the chipped blue door open and groan. “Furnished my ass.” The place is empty.

I flick the light-switch and a dirty yellow bulb flickers to something just above death, casting the barren space in a sickly glow. I shut the door and place the keys and mail on the dusty counter. It’s bigger than my last apartment, but somehow... worse. Floor tiles are missing. There’s wallpaper on one wall, but it’s peeling and torn. The walls were white once. I’m not sure if it’s the shitty light or if they really are a sickly white-brown.

Instantly I want to go downstairs. To the pink throw and the Disney statues. Where it’s clean and cared for with ample views of cleavage. But she’s an MC princess with a guard dog watching her every move. Instead, I cautiously explore the bathroom, checking behind the door and every nook for a hidden assailant. I check the units, the closet, everywhere. There’s an unpleasant smell, like it’s seeped into the walls and wood. Thankfully, the bathroom is nicer than the living space, with a shower and a bath. What a luxury! The bedroom is spacious but completely devoid of a bed and has a bare wooden floor designed to give me splinters when I get up to take a piss at three in the morning.

The kitchen is part of the living space and has a fridge. It doesn’t work. Someone left something green inside, and it’s now rotted and grown into an unrecognizable mass. I gag. Thankfully, the seal keeps the stink in.

Exhausted, I find the only clean spot — the bathtub — and build a nest of clothes. The duffle becomes a pillow, my hoodie a blanket, and I settle in for an uncomfortable night’s sleep.

My cell screen lights up the tub like some bizarre hospital space — maybe a morgue — as I browse. I bookmark a few local stores. Mainly hardware, the clothing store Bill mentioned. Chazelles isn’t too far, just a few blocks, so I bookmark that.

Am I going to find a nice girl there? One who isn’t a pyromaniac or comes with an MC protector?

I chuckle. How low are my standards?

Girl wanted: Must have a pulse. Not affiliated with murder bros. Neatness is a preference.

I search for any local jobs and save a couple of leads. I thought I’d have more time before the rent man came knocking. Guess the security deposit wasn’t enough to cover the damages.

[image: image-placeholder]

I wake with a groan in complete darkness. My right leg is asleep and my back would like a word with me. I’ve also drooled all over myself.

‘That’s why you’re single, you schmuck!’ Thanks, Bill.

I flop about in the bathtub, feeling for my phone. The battery’s dead and I don’t have a charger. That didn’t make it. Great.

“Ow, fuck!” With only one working leg, I bang my knee on the hard ceramic and I fall onto the cracked floor tiles. My back flares with stabs of pain.

Maybe the tub wasn’t such a great idea. Better than inhaling layers of dust and, God knows what, trying to escape from that fridge. My back doesn’t agree.

After a minute of miming against the door, my hand finds the doorknob and I wince as bright morning light streams in like salvation from on high. At least I slept through the night. In the bright morning sun, the apartment looks a thousand times better. Okay, maybe just twice as good. It’s a barren shell and I don’t have the cash to furnish it. But I can make it more livable, and who knows, maybe over time I’ll make it mine.

But first I need a working phone. I shift through my nest in the tub for a change of clothes and find stuff that’s relatively crease-free. I smell like a shower curtain, and I counter it with a liberal spray of deodorant — Arctic Breeze — and stumble into the living room.

The faucet doesn’t work. I check the bathroom. Nothing. The toilet doesn’t flush either.

“For fuck’s sake.”

I’ve been trying not to think about her, but Cassie’s my only lifeline. I need to charge my phone and my bladder is as unhappy as my back.

Needs must.

The two simple copper keys look lonely on my keyring, but maybe they’re made for each other. Lovers bound by a loop of wire. I slip on my worn sneakers and find the sole loose on the right foot. I search the heavens for a sign. Did I do something to the universe? Am I being punished, or am I just fucking unlucky?

‘Quit your whining, you schmuck, and check if the hottie downstairs will let you use her pisser.’

I put Bill on notice and fight the door lock. It’s twice as unwilling to open, resisting me with all it’s got. Eventually, I win and add ‘new lock’ to the dream list.

As my door swings open, a furnace hits me, and I narrowly avoid stepping on a cupcake. It’s pink with sparkles, waiting for me on the doormat. Underneath is a color photo of a red coke can with bright green eyes looking from behind. Cassie. Inscribed with ‘Welcome neighbor!’ written in gold marker pen like a celebrity signature. I smile, I’m famished and the cupcake is delicious. I leave Cassie’s welcome photo on the counter and add ‘photo frame’ to my list.

The worn staircase groans with every step. The sun’s warmth clings to my face and sweetness lingers on my tongue. Best of all, there’s not a birdie in sight. Suddenly I feel good. Great. Life could always be better — I could own a bed — but it’s not all bad. It just means things can only get better, right?

I knock on Cassie’s flowery door and wait, clutching my dead cell in hand.

“A minute!” Her sweet voice is youthful and bright, like she escaped having her optimism dragged through the dirt.

I look around in the daylight. A patch of lawn is freshly mowed, the grounds are cleaner than I thought. It’s just my apartment that’s a shithole.

“Zac!” Cassie chirps. Her green gaze eyes me from behind her door.

“Morning. Hope I’m not bothering you?”

“Never!” she says, her eyes flashing. Her grin is infectious.

I give a quick glance over my shoulder to check for unwelcome watchers. All clear. “I wanted to thank you for the gift, and ask if I could use your bathroom? I have like zero water and—”

“Oh, my gosh, sure. Um...” She hesitates for a moment. “I’m not exactly at my best.” She hides behind the door as it opens.

“Then we’re even. I am not at my best right now.” I double check for Ravens, then quickly step inside.

Cassie closes the door behind me, and my eyes wander again. A silk robe wraps around her body, hovering over her upper thighs — tantalizing close to her apex. Pebbled nipples poke against the fabric as the material strains to contain her awesome cleavage.

Her arms hug her waist, and I realize I’m practically drooling. I give her a sheepish smile. “Sorry, you look so much better at your worse than me.”

She bites her lip. “Don’t be. I like the way you look at me.” She bites it again, harder. “I’m doing it again, aren’t I? The bathroom’s in there.” She points to the door next to her closed bedroom door.

“You’re a lifesaver.” I’m seconds away from pissing myself. “Don’t suppose you have a charger handy?” I hold up my dead cell and give her my most alluring puppy dog eyes. “I’ve lost mine.”

“Yes!” she says too enthusiastically. She throws her hands out to take my phone and her robe slips. The silk slides off her gorgeous right breast. Now I’m fucking gawking. The tip of her rosy areola rises above the baby-pink robe, and her pebbled nipple peeks over the hem. My mouth’s dry.

We both freeze. She winces, creeping her hand, like she’s frightened to startle me, and slides her fleshy mound back inside the silk. “You weren’t supposed to see that.”

‘What? her perfect, perky breast? Or that her nipples are as hard as your cock, Zac.’ Down, Bill.

Seconds pass as we stare into each other’s eyes. Her beautiful green pools and my dead gray-blue ponds. Should I be polite? Pretend nothing happened. I’m hot again. Is it hot in here? We’re both deer in the headlights, frightened to move.

The massive tent in my cargo shorts spurs me into action. I place my cell in her hand and turn. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Didn’t see a thing.”

She giggles.

“But,” I say, standing in the bathroom doorway. “If I saw anything... it was beautiful... like her owner.” I shut the door and collapse against it, taking two big inhales of vanilla scented air. Clearly, I can’t help myself. But I can’t get attached to Cassie. It’s Sophia all over again. A dangerous path that won’t end well. Is this a reward or punishment? I can’t tell any more. I’m not talking to whatever deity reigns in the sky, but Minnie Mouse, who’s hanging from the ceiling holding the lightbulb. “Saucy minx.” Her polka dot skirt is frozen flapping in the wind, almost flashing me her undies.

Bladder. Piss. pain.

I wince and quickly take care of business, sighing in relief as that comforting gurgle echoes around the bathroom. Once my bladder has emptied a few pints, I feel much better. I wash my hands and give my face a quick wash, rinsing the fur from my mouth. I don’t snoop in her cabinet, though I really want to. What can I say? I’m nosy, but disciplined. I dry up and take another deep breath, mentally readying myself—

“Can I get you a coffee?” Cassie asks through the door.

She’s perfect... and that’s great, but don’t fall in love with her. Easier said than done. “That would be great, thank you!”

She’s obviously not in a hurry to get rid of me, so I take another minute to clean up as best I can, giving my hair a quick rinse.

When I leave, she’s sitting at her breakfast bar, still wearing her robe. Shiny dark-blond strands drape over her shoulders, framing her silk-covered breasts, and I dare the robe to slip again.

“Your cell’s on charge. It’s gonna take a while. It’s completely dead.”

“That’s okay. I can wait. I only need a partial charge.” Her robe sits tantalizingly in her lap. Long smooth legs drape down and dancers' arches hook over the bar stool’s footrest.

Is she completely naked under that slip of silk? She’s had time to change. Is she teasing me, playing with me?

“I don’t know how you like your coffee, so I guessed. Muffin?” She hooks a clump of hair behind her ear and I flash back to that kiss. To her satin lips pressing against mine. I wish I wasn’t so dazed. I can’t remember her flavor.

“It’s coffee. I’m in no position to be picky.” I stand opposite her and sip the steaming cup. It’s sweet and creamy. Not as strong as I’m used to, but I could grow to like it. “You’re amazing,” I say without thinking. I take a bite of the muffin and groan. “And so is this.” I take another bite, enjoying the fluffy texture and the sugary icing.

She grins, and it makes her cheeks scrunch. Adorable wrinkles form at the corner of her dark lined eyes. “I can’t cook a damn thing, but muffins? The only thing my momma taught me before she ran off with a Viper.”

With a mouthful, I tilt my head inquisitively. The unsaid question, ‘Viper?’

She flicks her hand. “Old biker gang. She left when I was thirteen.”

“I’m sorry. My mom left when I was fifteen. Though she died in a car accident—”

“Oh, I’m sorry, Zac.” She takes my hand, and hers is so tiny in my palm.

“It was a long time ago.” And not something I want to talk about, so I steer the conversation back to more interesting topics. Her. “So, what’s up with that biker guy?” I point over my shoulder with my thumb.

The smile fades, and she rolls her eyes. She adds her other hand to mine. “Idiots. Just because I grew up around ‘em, they think I’m theirs to protect, you know? But I’m a big girl now. I don’t need them like I did when I was little.”

My eyes drop to her chest — still straining against the taut silk, begging to be free. “Yes. Yes, you are.” God, her breasts are incredible... then I catch myself. “Old enough to look out for yourself, I mean.”

She giggles, squeezing my hand. “They don’t like that either.”

I pick up my cup with my free hand and take another sip. It’s really growing on me. “What’s that?”

“The way guys look at me. I grew up around ‘em, but that’s where it ends. I want nothing to do with that life. No one said it, but they were just waiting to pass me around like one of their whores. I bailed and they don’t want anyone else to have me.”

My eyes widen, and I mourn the loss of her hand as she sips her coffee. “I’m sorry if I—”

“No, it’s me.” She smiles again, and the world returns to normal. “They sort of mean well. They just piss me off, you know? It’s infuriating.” She casts the thought aside with her hand. “It’s complicated” Her fingers return to mine and I lose myself in her emerald gaze.

“I get it. I do,” I say, “At least, I can imagine. But I can see why they’d want to protect you.” I sip and hide behind my cup as her eyes widen. “I mean, I think... at least to me... you're someone worth protecting?” I need to shut up. All this sugar has gone to my head.

Her eyes relax, replaced by a look I can’t place. She opens her mouth slightly, giving me a tantalizing view of her pink tongue as it touches her plump bottom lip. Her gaze droops — eyelids closed a fraction.

We’re looking into each other’s eyes again, fingers touching. What is it with this girl? She’s like a black hole, sucking me into her core.

My phone springs to life on the counter next to my cup. The bright blue boot sequence interrupts the moment with its “Sapphire Blue,” catchphrase, said by an overly macho Hollywood actor.

We both stare. Cassie giggles and pulls her hands away. Thanks phone. Then collects her cup in both hands. “Progress.”

I pick up my cup and mirror her. “Thanks for this. I know I’m imposing and you’re not even dressed.” She looks down at her chest. The silk has slipped slightly, showing more skin.

She shrugs. “Anytime, Zac. Seriously. It’s the least I could do after yesterday... What are neighbors for?”

That’s a loaded question and the way she said it, seductively? Tell me she has some ideas.

Then her phone beeps and it’s like the two cells are conspiring against us. That and a whole freaking biker gang. The thought dampens my hard-on. “Oh, shoot. I’ve gotta get ready.” She grimaces, pulling her wheat colored strands out of her face, and flicks them over her shoulder. “Is that enough?” She nods at my phone. “I have a wedding at twelve.”

Twenty-six percent. “It’ll do. It’s more than I had, so thank you… and thanks for breakfast.” I unplug my cell and pocket it.

She wraps the robe tighter around herself. “My pleasure,” she says with a seductive taunt. She’s grinning, so I think she’s teasing me, but the moment hangs. The world fades to just her fantastic, silk draped body and her sparkling emerald gaze burning like green fire.

“I should...” The words leave my lips, but I don’t move. “You have... and I have...”

She’s fucking me with her eyes. “Yeah...” I imagine the robe sliding over her shoulders, “we have...” revealing flawless, smooth skin. I bend her over the counter. It’s too high, but in my imagination it’s perfect and she’s perfect. She looks over her shoulder and her pert ass is—

My phone vibrates in my pocket, adding to the sensation and fuck! I have to get out of here before I do something life threatening. Maybe I’m imagining it and she’s just being polite? Either way, I snap out of it, swig the last of my coffee and make a break for the door.

“Take this!” She hands me another muffin. Our fingers touch — just briefly — she can’t stop touching me. Her robe slips and I get another glimpse. I don’t risk lingering. My cock is harder than ever and Cassie is some kind of drug I’m rapidly getting addicted to.

I need an intervention before I fall too deep.

“You really shouldn’t.” I pull open the door and take the tasty treat. It was made by her tiny hands and I’m picturing those lithe fingers trailing all over my—

“I want to. It’s nice having someone to feed.”

I step out into the sun. She’s already feeding me. We had breakfast together. It’s like we’re a couple. Our phones are in love. The temperature’s rising and I’m hot again. The stout building is bathed in bright yellow, the air is damp and she’s hiding behind the door again. “I love your muffins.” I love your muffins? What the fuck Zac? “Best neighbor ever.” That’s no better.

“I’ll see you around?” Her hair hangs like drapes over her chest, straight and silky. Some girls spend hours straightening their hair, but hers falls like water.

I point towards my apartment. “You know where to find me. Good luck with your wedding, Cassie.” I may have said Cassie with too much husk, I’m not sure. I hold up the muffin. “Thanks again.”

“Goodbye, Zac.” The door closes, and she said goodbye like it was hello.

Hello, Cassie.

I turn and my smile drops. The Raven’s back. Except this time it’s a kid — late teens with the word ‘prospect’ sewn onto his cut. He scowls at me, but doesn’t make a move, just leans against the wall. I smile with a nod, like we’re just two bros, and then quickly scamper up the creaky stairs, fight with the front lock, and slip inside my shitty apartment.


Chapter 4
A KINGDOM FOR AN AIR MATTRESS


I devour Cassie's muffin, allowing time to pass. It's delicious, and I lick the paper-case clean, looking longingly into Cassie's photo. The image of her pert nipple pops into my mind and Jesus, she's dangerous. I've kissed, glimpsed a breast, and been warned off the first attractive girl I laid eyes on. Good Job, Zac.

It's happening again, and I need to be careful. I slip her photo in an empty draw and fight my way through the front door. The baby Raven is still on his perch and I have no intention of poking that bird. My broken sneaker flops on the creaky stairs, my feet landing on pavement — hand still on the railing — as Cassie's door swings open and she hurries out.

I freeze. She's gorgeous. Her hair's up in a bun, exposing her long, slender neck. Spaghetti straps criss-cross over her shoulders, holding up baby-pink satin that barely contains her ample cleavage. The dress hugs her curves, ruched, stopping mid thigh. It's classy, slutty and I'm drooling again.

She shuffles in sky-high matching baby-pink heels, locking her door. The tiny figure of Toy Story's Woody adorns her keyring, and she's not the only one with wood. "Zac!" she beams. Her smile could light up a city block. She pulls out a camera from her oversized shoulder bag and deposits her keys before carefully returning what’s clearly not just a piece of equipment to her. "You're back!"

"I'm just on my way out. You look—"

"Like I'm going to a wedding?" She steps closer and her eyes are greener in the late morning sun.

"You could be the bride." Word vomit tumbles out of my mouth. "It's not white, but if it was, then, whoa, momma!"

She smirks. "Thanks." She scoops a silky bond strand and hooks it behind her ear. Damn, even her ears are sexy. Perfectly sculpted, with golden hoops dangling from dainty lobes. Lobes I wanna suck.

Get a grip, Zac, for fuck’s sake. I know it's been a while, but you know what happened last time.

That little voice in my head is a cockblocker, but he's right. Electricity and many unsaid things hang in the lingering silence. "Well, better head out. Apartment to... make livable."

"Right. I have to go to..."

"I'll see you later, Cassie." I take one more look, absorbing her splendor and head in the other direction. The baby Raven watches me, torn who to spy on with his beady little eyes.

She waits until I’m halfway across the lot before calling out, "see you later... Zac," lacing my name with pure sex. The Raven blusters and I detour to the other exit, refusing to look over my shoulder.

'Attaboy. Treat ‘em mean, keep ‘em keen.' Shut up, Bill.

The other exit is padlocked for no good reason, so I scamper up the wall and fall over the top, scraping my knee. An old lady wearing an overly tight tracksuit gives me the stink eye. Her rat-sized dog yaps, running on the spot like it's on a treadmill, yanking the lead. She scowls at me like I'm the problem. I ignore her glare and march away as quickly as my broken shoe will allow.

My phone's down to sixteen percent battery by the time I trace the map to the nearest hardware store. I buy some cleaning products and a charging cable from their limited electronics selection.

I pass the clothing store Bill mentioned and peek in through the window. It's got a nice selection of shirts and pants. Some are reasonably priced, some not, but it’s the brunette sat at the register that catches my eye. Her dark curls hang down her back in a ponytail. She’s sat side-on, so I get a profile view of her shapely ass in a red knee-length skirt and curvaceous chest, filling a silky black blouse. She looks beyond bored, resting her elbows on the counter, reading a magazine.

As much as I'm drawn towards her, a moth helplessly pulled towards another flame, I push on. I have a bag of cleaning bottles, cloths, and the cheapest vacuum in the store — tiny, designed for cars — held in one hand. A long-handled broom in the other. I do not want to go clothes shopping right now.

"I'll be back," I tell the brunette. Chazelles is at the top of my list, and I don't think my ratty attire will get me through the door. Nevermind attract a member of the opposite sex. Meeting a nice girl sounds pretty good. As much as I'm drawn to Cassie, and believe me, I am. She’s potentially off limits.

I stroll down the sweltering streets, unable to wipe the sweat from my brow. A drop hangs from the tip of my nose.

Maybe I should have moved somewhere with a temperate climate?

I pass a stretch of palm trees lining the street that mock the dark patches on my shirt. A guy plays Frisbee with his dog. It's massive — the dog, not the Frisbee — almost knocking him over.

I drift back to Cassie. Of her knocking into me when we bumped, and now imagine her wanting to play Frisbee.

Maybe I have sunstroke? I add sunscreen and a hat to my shopping list.

When I make it back to the gate, the baby Raven's gone — probably following Cassie — and I feel free. The lot stretches out around me as I stroll to my front door. The lock is easier this time, and I set about cleaning.

I put my phone on charge, and my new vacuum is perfect. It's small, so it can go in all the nooks and crannies. The broom sweeps and it sucks the pile into its little dust container. There's a lot of dust and not much capacity, so I continually have to empty it. But it works, and combined with the cleaning supplies, the place rapidly feels livable, if smelling like a dry cleaner. I still don't have a bed, so that's high on the list. I just don't know how far my savings will stretch.

I pick up my phone — fifty percent — and search for secondhand furniture stores. The closest is a mile away and the delivery cost makes buying used seem counterproductive. I scratch that idea and decide to buy an inflatable mattress or something to tide me over. Back to the phone — fifty-three percent — I search for a camping store.

I roll my eyes. There is one across the street from the brunette's clothing store. It's late afternoon. If I hurry, I can get there before the listed closing time.

My feet thunder on aging, paint flecked metal as I scramble down the iron steps and march out the gate. A helmeted pink satin-clad goddess — Cassie — waves from the seat of a matching pink scooter. I wave back as she pulls into the lot, then hang my head as Jake rolls past on his chrome monstrosity. I'm actually a fan of bikes. There's something romantic about cruising down a county road with the wind whipping your hair and a hottie clutching your waist, hanging on for dear life. I guess you could also do that in a convertible and it conveniently comes with somewhere to play Frisbee.

I push the biker and his pink satin clad charge out of my mind and power to the camping shop. My heart drumming, legs aching, I make it just before closing time... except it's already closed.

A homeless man rolls his eyes at me, like everybody knows they shut early on a Thursday, dingus. Well, I didn't buddy. It’s not like it says that on the website!

I stare in through the window, feet away from the inflated display mattress, and an icy dread shudders down my spine at the thought of spending another night in the bathtub.

"John always closes early on a Thursday," a musical voice shouts behind me. I turn and stare. It's the brunette from the clothing store. She’s holding a free standing advertising board, smirking at me. "Do you ever go into a shop?"

A woman and her teenage daughter push me onto the road overloaded with shopping bags. I make it look like I'm being chivalrous. "Sorry?" I narrowly avoid getting run down by an SUV as I cross the street.

"You looked in my shop earlier? Had a real good look too… then bailed." She knows I was checking her out. "Now you're snooping in another window." She squints her right eye as she gives me a lopsided grin.

"You saw that, huh?"

"Yep!" She blows a strand of mahogany hair out of her face and puts down the sign. It's an 'we're open' board in the shape of a T-shirt. Cute.

"Well," I start, buying myself a second. While I do, my gaze wanders. I thought she was attractive from a distance, but damn. She looks like she’s in her mid-twenties. Her hair flows from a red hairband in dark chocolaty waves down her back. Her black blouse is tight, straining across the bust with the top button undone, revealing just a hint of cleavage and black lace. But none of that compares to her bright blue eyes and plush bottom lip. Those eyes are like a clear sky on a sunny day. I look towards the camping store to cover the flush and pray she doesn't notice the shape forming in my shorts. "I was hoping to buy a camping bed or something." She's staring at me so intently. I gulp. Is she picturing me naked, like I'm picturing her? "I've just moved into a new place, and it had like, no furnishings," I laugh, "none whatsoever."

"Oh, that must suck." She picks up the board and carries it inside.

"Yeah…" My gaze drifts to her fabulous backside, molding the scarlet leather around a deliciously full ass. She leans the board against the inside of the closed door and turns. Her eyes examine me intently, drifting from my worn sneakers up past the bulge in my shorts to the small hole in my tee at the neckline.

"You know, I have an inflatable." She flushes, blossoming a pretty shade of crimson on her cheeks. She doesn't get as much sun as Cassie, but her flawless skin isn’t immune to the ever-present ball of fire in the sky. "Bed, I mean." She crosses her arms. "Camping bed. You blow it." Her eyes flash. "Up! You blow it up. You're welcome to borrow it. Can I trust you to return it? It's not mine, it’s Mike's, the store owner. I don't think he's using it anymore."

"Really? That would be great. Don't think I'd survive another night in the tub."

She raises an eyebrow.

"Don't ask. So this Mike guy won't mind?"

"Doubt it." She ushers me inside the store with her curled finger. "He hasn't been by in a couple of weeks, so..." She shrugs, and locks the door behind us. "You didn't answer my question."

"What question?"

She leaves the keys dangling in the lock and steps closer. An intoxicating floral scent almost knocks me over. She smells incredible, so much better than the new clothes smell of the store. "If I can trust you?"

'You?' The voice in my head cries out. I should listen to that voice's skepticism. It's healthy after Sophia... but this girl... "I'll treat it like my own. Bring it back whenever, just say the word."

She places a single finger against my chest. "I like a man that can follow instructions." She pushes harder, digging her nail into my flesh through the thin cotton. "I wonder if you can follow other instructions?" Her eyes drop to my mouth as it hangs open in disbelief. This girl is a vixen and I'm in trouble again. Her nail scrapes down my shirt until it dips into my belly button. I'm lost in her eyes. She smirks. "Bed."

"What?" I stammer. It's like she has me under a spell.

Her nail stabs my stomach. "I'm getting distracted. You wanted the air bed."

Her ponytail slaps my face as she spins and leaves through the door behind the counter. My eyes drop to her ass again, standing there like a discarded toy.

After a few seconds, I snap out of whatever witchcraft she used on me and look around. It's the perfect opportunity to do some up-close window shopping. While I sift through racks of shirts, I keep glancing at the door, hoping she returns. If Cassie's a drug, then this girl's an irresistible temptation.

"That would look good on you." Her musical voice travels through the air. I'm holding a purple silk shirt against my chest in the mirror, trying to imagine being able to afford such a thing. She clutches a tightly rolled red inflatable mattress under her chest, pushing her breast up like an offering. My mouth is dry again.

"Bit expensive for my budget. Nice though."

She places the PVC roll on the counter like a purchase and leans on her elbows, a smirk tugging at her scarlet lips. "Try it on."

She has a mischievous look in her eyes. "What? Here? I can’t afford—"

"I want to see it. I think you'll look great in that. You have a physique that should be draped in silk."

I stare at her in a mix of lust and confusion. I'm trim from always struggling to buy groceries and toned from the days of carrying boxes around in a warehouse — the glorious job I did before — but a physique that should be draped in silk? No. Her? She's a goddess and the one who should be worshiped in the finest materials. The image of perky nipples creating seductive shapes in satin wrapped around her luscious mounds makes my cock twitch.

"Go on. Maybe we can work something out."

"You're sure?"

She nods, making her ponytail dance. She grins at me expectantly.

"Okay..." Bewildered, I place the shirt over the rack and slip off my—

An inhale of breath makes me pause with my tee over my head. I ignore it and continue hooking my ratty top over the rack and slip on the shirt. The smoothest material I've ever felt in my life slides over my arms and up my back as I flick it onto my shoulders, then turn to face her. Her eyes glint as she bites her lip. I think she's swaying her ass back and forth like a happy puppy.

No wonder this shirt costs so much.

Her seductive gaze devours me, eyes fixed on my fingers as I secure each button. The shirt fits me like a dream — a silky second skin. I would marvel at that, except where this girl's leaning against the counter, she’s showing off a significant volume of cleavage wrapped in a lace trimmed black bra. The valley between her mounds is like a siren’s song, demanding my face meet her smooth, supple skin.

"What's your name?" She asks dreamily, resting on both her elbows.

I feel like a well-dressed piece of meat at a butcher’s market, but with the hungry look in her eyes? I’d happily let her hang me from a hook. "Zac." I try to say it with a macho twang, but my name isn't a word you can do that with, so I sound like I'm struggling to swallow a toffee.

"Oooo, I like that. Zac. Good in the sack?" She titters, lifting, concealing the view down her blouse. "You'd fuck me good in the back? You'd give my ass a smack? You want to see my rack?" She giggles with a wide grin, scrunching her cheeks and fluttering her eyelashes. "Sorry. That's kinda inappropriate. We've just met, right?"

Who is this girl and why do I love the way she's looking at me?

"I'm Lara, by the — Oh! I know what would go with that shirt." She scuttles around the counter in her black heels with red undersides and stops to stare at my crotch, biting her lip. "Mmmm." She taps her chin, then scurries off to a rack of dress pants. With practiced precision, she flicks through hangers until she whips out a pair of dark dress pants like a magic trick. "Ta-da!" They fly through the air and smack me in the face. "Try 'em."

I peel the expensive fabric from my head and stare at her, dumbfounded. I'm not sure why I'm so confused. Being near her, it's like my brain is running in treacle. "Lara," I start, but pause while I digest this girl's name on my tongue. Lara. Another name that purrs. "I can't afford these. I want something smart. It's why I was looking, but I was thinking of something more... affordable?" That last word is like a gut stab. I wish I could afford such things. Could treat this girl and Cassie how they deserve to be treated. Like goddesses. Spoiled and loved. It’s a fool’s dream. I can’t even afford shoes that aren’t falling apart.

She folds her arms under her bosom, plumping her breasts. The silk strains, the top button taut — on the verge of popping free. "Can't have the bed unless you humor me. Please, Zac?"

The way she says my name makes my cock twitch, and fuck, I so am hard right now. If I take off my pants, she'll know. "Fine, but turn around." I swirl the air with my finger.

She grins. "Nuh-uh. I wanna see. My rules," she sing-songs, and grins wider, settling in for the show.

Great. So all I have to do to avoid another night in the tub is show this saucy girl my Johnson, and play dress-up for her? I would say my life has taken a weird U-turn since I got off that bus, but it was weird before. "Okay, then." I place the pants over the rack and take a deep breath. But my fingers freeze, hovering at the band of my shorts.

"If you're worried, I'll find out how hard you are right now... I already know." She titters. "It's like… hard to miss."


Chapter 5
A SEXY DEAL


Fuck it. I don’t want to sleep in the tub again, and I enjoy wearing this shirt. I unzip my fly and yank my shorts down in one swift swoop. My rock-hard cock bounces free like it’s spring loaded, and she gasps.

“Holy shit. That bulge looked big, but...”

I look at her with concern. Concern like any guy, wondering if I’m adequate. Long enough, thick enough. It’s what I was born with, so I shouldn’t feel shame, but my heart is thumping as the seconds crawl by.

She said big, genius. She gasped! Does she look unimpressed?

She’s biting her lip. If she wasn’t, she’d probably be drooling, if the look she’s giving me is any sign. “Is—”

“Don’t talk. Don’t ruin it. Put the pants on.”

Is this really happening? “Yes, ma’am.”

With a grin, I kick off my shorts and step into the suit pants. The thread count is high, and the finish is smooth. I carefully place my engorged shaft behind the flap and zip up, tucking the shirt inside the waistband. I stand and wait, not sure what to do with my hands. My palms are sweaty.

“Mmm, you scrub up good, Zac.”

I can’t help but notice she’s not looking into my eyes, at the shirt, or the pants, but intently at my cock straining against the fine fabric. She looks predatory, leaning against the counter, ready to pounce.

I was cool with this when I was trying on clothes, but this has become something else. “What’s this about, Lara?”

She grins. “Say that again.”

My shoulders slump. Yet again, I’m putty in the hand of beauty. I wonder if this is how the Beast felt? I sigh. “Which part?”

She licks her glossy red lips. “My name. Say my name, Zac.”

“Lara.”

“No, say it with passion.”

“Lara.”

She scoots around the counter and hops on next to the mattress roll. She parts her legs slightly, teasing me with the black lace hidden within. “Say it like you want to fuck me.”

My eyes go wide. “Really?”

She hitches up her skirt just enough to give me a tantalizing view of the silk-covered vee of her pussy. “Say. It.”

“Lar-rah.”

Her eyes roll for a second. She snaps her legs closed and hops off the counter, landing on her heels without a wobble. “Good.”

“What the fuck, Lara? This is more than trying on clothes.”

Do not fall for her. Do not let her wrap you around her tiny, red, nail-varnished finger.

Too late.

“Don’t spoil it now.” She saunters closer, swaying her hips. “I told you we could work out a deal. I need to know if you’re suitable.” Her lithe fingers slide down my silk covered chest.

What the fuck is going on? “Suitable for what?”

She leans in, leaving her plush lips a fraction from mine, and grins. “That’s a secret.” She leans in like she’s going to kiss me, but detours at the last moment and whispers in my ear, “please tell me you’re not a prude.”

Her fingers haven’t stopped trailing tingly lines over my chest, swooping under my belly button and back. “What do you mean?”

Her satin lips gently nibble my earlobe. It’s so soft I can hardly feel it, but my cock does. “Sex, Zac,” she whispers. “I’m talking about sex.”

I gulp. I’m in big fucking trouble. “Gonna have to be more specific.”

Her tongue licks my lobe, then she continues. “If, for instance...” She nibbles my lobe again, sucking just enough to tease. My hands clench, using all my willpower to keep them by my side. “A girl asked you to spank her. Would you do it?”

Her fingers move lower, trailing around the granite mountain in my pants. “Ugh... If it’s what she wanted, sure.”

Her fingers go direct, rubbing my shaft through the expensive fabric. “What if a girl wanted you to fuck her ass... would you do it?”

Holy fuck. She might make me come just from this. “Same answer.”

She sucks my earlobe harder. Her free hand snakes its way up my chest. “What if she wanted you to tie her up and whip her until she screamed?”

“Jesus Christ.”

Her hand scrunches my hair and yanks my head. “Would you?”

“Yes! I’d do anything if it’s what she wanted.”

She sniffs my neck like an animal in heat. “Anything?”

I’m rapidly losing the ability to think, and the will to not just throw her over the counter and fuck her right now. “Anything... as long as it’s what she wants—”

Her hand dives inside the pants and grabs my cock. She squeezes. “What if she told you to put a hood over her head and fuck her until she almost passes out?”

“What the fuck?”

She squeezes my cock, and my nails dig into the flesh of my palm. “Would you? You said anything.”

I breathe. I try to. I can’t get enough oxygen. “If it was safe and didn’t hurt her... then anything she wants... whatever that is.”

She eases her grip and slides her hand from the pants. “That’s a good answer. The best answer. The perfect answer.”

I’m gasping for air. What the fuck just happened? I was seconds away from coming in these expensive pants. I stare into her deep blue eyes. They twinkle under the store’s overhead lights. “What?”

Her dainty fingers toy with the waistband of the pants. “You’re so painfully hard. If I ease your pain and let you have the suit... I’ll throw in shoes... Will you help me with something?”

I’m about to melt into a puddle. “What?”

She leans against my ear and strands of her silky hair brush against my lips. She smells of leather and sex. “I can’t tell you… yet. Just a few hours on Sunday night.” Her tongue licks around the shell of my ear. “You’re single, right? I don’t see a ring?”

I stare at her, confused and so fucking horny. “Yep.”

‘This is a good deal. Don’t be a schmuck. Help the lady out!’ Thanks, Bill.

“You’re not paying me for sex, right?” I hear the absurd words as they leave my lips. She’s smoking hot, she doesn’t need to pay for sex. She has me rapt on her every word.

She unfastens the pants and smirks, her eyes flashing. “Not exactly.” She raises her brow, thinking, but it makes her look mischievous and sexy. “It’s more... research. The kind I can’t do alone.”

“Research?” I say, my brain scrambling to figure out what the hell kind of research needs a girl to ask those things from a guy. “What kind of research?”

The sound of the zipper is deafening in the silent store. She grins, taking her tongue between her teeth. “The sexy kind.”

My cock springs free, coated in a thick layer of pre-cum. My shaft has never ached so badly for release.

Lara drops to her knees, takes my shaft in her hand and looks up with bright eyes. She licks her lips. “So, do we have a deal? I am helping you out with the bed, too.”

“You said Sunday?”

She nods, flicking her ponytail over her shoulder, and squeezes my cock.

“Sure. Got yourself a deal.”

She smiles wide, relief flooding her heart-shaped face. “Great. You’re perfect. Most guys would have either come in their pants or tried to push this further—”

“You’re testing me?” My voice raises a few octaves.

She tightens her grip and pumps my length. “Uh-huh. Had to know you’re not an asshole and can control yourself. I’ll be honest. When this bad boy popped out, I struggled.” She leans in and places a kiss on the swollen crown of my cock. “Bet girls feel this monster.”

She pumps my shaft a couple more times and I have to dig deep to not come over her hand. “Not really?” I never considered that I had a big dick, maybe just slightly larger than average. Maybe a little thick? I’ve usually had more important things to worry about.

I’d only been with three girls beside Sophia, and she wasn’t exactly enthusiastic about sex, even before we were engaged.

She titters. “Liar.”

I can’t respond, because as soon as she says the words, those plush lips slide down the length of my shaft, taking my cock in her mouth. “Oh, shit.”

She hums, slowly sinking my cock deeper until I touch the back of her throat. She doesn’t gag in the slightest. Her cheeks hollow as she teasingly sucks back to the tip, takes a breath, and dives back down. I stare as my cock vanishes, swallowed by this crazy girl.

My head snaps up, remembering where I am. Luckily, we’re behind a full clothes rack and hidden from the windows. Any care I had about that is sucked from my shaft as she pushes deeper, deeper, deeper, into her throat and holds me there.

Oh, fuck. I’m in heaven.

Her throat constricts tightly around my tip and I grit my teeth, clench my fists and pray I don’t come too quickly.

She sucks off again and smirks at the rapturous, bewildered look that’s clearly painted on my face. “I’ve had a lot of practice... Not that I blow a lot of guys... It’s complicated.” She nods, satisfied her answer explains everything, despite the spit running down her chin. It has the opposite effect. “You can touch me, Zac.”

My ‘what?’ is drowned in a strangled gurgle as her deep explorations become a frantic bobbing. She fucks my cock with her mouth, sucking from tip to base... fuck!

Expert. Incredible. Deep throating...

She stops, buried to the hilt. Her nose nuzzles my thatch and her tongue licks my balls.

This only happens in porn.

She pulls off and saliva bridges the gap between her lips and my oozing shaft. We are joined, bound in this random act of cock to mouth.

No, fuck, no, don’t fall for her.

“Come for me, Zac. I want to taste you. Come in my mouth.”

She doesn’t give me a choice. Her lips are back, sucking hard, greedy, and I can’t help myself. My hand slides through her hair and grabs her ponytail.

‘That’s it, Zac. Stop being a schmuck and give the girl what she wants.’ Fuck off, bill.

He may be the annoying voice of my subconscious, but he is right. She asked me to touch her, and she wants my cum. I’m just giving her what she wants.

I grip her tail harder, taking control. Her hands drop from my thighs and vanish behind her back as I flex my hips. All the pent up frustration of the past few days — months, really — vent in the fucking of my hips as I pump my cock into her throat. Lara gurgles and gasps. Eyes rolled back in her head, she’s mewling like a bobcat in heat, groaning like she’s being fucked.

I don’t last. Can’t. It’s impossible. She’s the girl that haunts your dreams. Should be behind a makeup counter or posing for magazine shoots, not working in a clothing store, blowing a random stranger.

‘Not a random stranger. You, you schmuck! She sees your worth, not like—’

Bill doesn’t get to finish, because I’m about to. “Fuck, Lara. I’m...”

I push deep. Her nose sinks into my thatch and she inhales a breath, breathing me in. My toes curl on the worn store carpet, my fist tightens, scrunching her ponytail. Time crawls, pressure building to breaking point. She swallows, gagging around my thick, hard cock in her throat.

I come.

Pulses of cum erupt from my cock deep inside her — shooting my pent-up load — painting her throat with spurt after spurt of my hot, sticky release.

My eyes roll, my head falls back, and the white behind my vision merges with the glare from the overhead lights. A wave of pure, cool pleasure floods over me, washing away all of my anxieties, my fears and frustrations, draining my mind of thought. For a few blissful seconds, I’m an electron floating in the ether, a single point of energy adrift on the wind.

Pure... Peace... Pleasure...

With a growl, I snap back. Lara pulls off, gasping and slumps onto her haunches. A thicker string of saliva joins us, and I don’t know of a better sign that we’re supposed to be together. Bound. With a husky giggle, she wipes her chin and returns to my cock. Without a word, she licks up the length, cleaning up her mess, sucking an oozing aftershock.

When she’s finished, she looks up from her position on the floor, dazed. “Uh, that was... uh, a lot.”

Heat fills my cheeks. “Uh, sorry. I guess it’s been a while—”

“Don’t be.” She scoops another dribble that oozes from my shaft with her finger, slowly places it on her tongue and sucks it off. “You filled me so good. I’ve never actually done that before. It was as good as I hoped.”

“You haven’t?” This girl has just rocked my world. How can that be her first time?

She wipes her lips with the back of her hand and grins. “It’s complicated. I’ll explain on Sunday.”

I want to pull her into a hug and hold her. Never let her go. Let her drink from my fountain for eternity. I resist.

“You change and I’ll find you the shoes I promised. What size?”

Where the fuck are my shoes? I don’t even remember taking them off. “Ten, usually.” I slip out of the pants and drape them over the rack. My shorts are underneath and I slip into their well-worn cotton. I find one shoe under the next rack and the other? Halfway across the store. “How did you?” I hold the split sneaker, sad that our journey is almost at an end.

“You talking to your shoe?” Lara stands with a pair of expensive loafers clutched in her hands.

I grin. She probably thinks I’m weird. “Yeah. We’ve been through a lot together, me and these guys.” I show her the part where the fabric has come away from the rubber. “Don’t think they’re gonna last much longer, though.”

She tilts her head. But instead of mocking me, her eyes widen. “I have some shoe glue. Let’s see if we can save them? Loyal friends are scarce, I know.” She hands me the shiny black dress shoes, and they snigger at my ratty pumps. “You try these, and I’ll go find it.”

She scurries out the back door, and I stare at the shoes. Is this my fortunes turning? A new dawn? I still have the fridge to sort out and a barren apartment to go home to, but is this fresh start finally turning around? I hope so. Both Lara and Cassie are so far out of my league, I don’t know why I’m even imagining it. But I have hope. Without that, what do we have left?

‘Antidepressants.’ Thanks, Bill.

I carefully strip off the shirt — not wanting to damage it — and pull on my crappy tee. It’s like saying goodbye to the new, better me, and falling back into the idiot who slept in a bathtub.

At least I have the shoes to try. On a low bench, I slip them on and wiggling my toes. Nothing can compare to a well-worn pair of sneakers, but they’re not uncomfortable. I take them for a test drive around the store.

God, I was lucky the camping store shuts early on a Thursday.

“Found it!” Lara wiggles her ass, returning from the back. Jesus, this girl is pure sex. “Come on, little guy.” She scoops up my sad sneaker and takes him to the counter. “How’s the shoes?”

“Good. Thank you.” My interest in the shoes pales compared to the beauty before me. I watch her instead, praying she doesn’t sniff inside the sneaker. I’ve walked a lot of miles in those puppies.

“Now, let’s get you better.” She pets the sneaker like it’s a sick animal and I think I’m in love... well, more than I already was. “This will fix you right up, and then you and Zac can continue your...” She squeezes a liberal amount of clear adhesive over the place where the sole came away, concentrating with her tongue between her teeth. “What is it you do, Zac? When you’re not avoiding entering stores?”

My arms cross defensively. I want to impress her, tell her about the awesome thing I do. But then I’d have to lie, and that bit me on the ass last time. “Uh, I’m in between jobs right now. I’ve been here a day, so...”

“Fresh start? Just like this little guy.” She squeezes the two halves together and places my pump on the counter. She puts her hand inside like a sock puppet and presses down, making sure it sticks. After ten seconds, she holds the shoe up, still on her hand, and says in a silly voice. “I’m all better now. I love you Zac, don’t replace me.” She giggles, placing the shoe on the counter. “All better. Or will be in twenty-four-hours, according to the instructions.”

This girl! I walk in my shiny new shoes to the counter. “Thank you, Lara. For... everything.” The image of her sucking my cock is something I’m never gonna forget.

She smiles, looking deep into my eyes for a second, before looking away. “We’re helping each other out, right? When I was new, a friend helped me get settled, so I guess I’m paying it forward, you know?”

I place my hand on hers as it rests on the counter. Normally it would be too forward, but this girl had my cock in her mouth ten minutes ago, and I’d like to think that meant something. “Well, I really appreciate it. Whatever it is you need help with, I’m your guy.” Oh, great, my palms are sweaty again.

“Thanks, Zac.” The corners of her mouth crease and the world fades away. It’s just me, her and my sneaker that she healed. This is like one of those moments you see in the movies where time slows. A breeze gently blows the girl’s hair — in this case, it’s the air conditioning. They fuck each other with their eyes. Smiles and thousands of words pass between them. They’ve discussed their kid’s names. The uncle with bad flatulence who they are not inviting to the wedding. He’s already proposed, he just hasn’t said the words yet. Their happily ever after is just a third act break up and make up fuck away. Roll credits!

I’m snapped back to reality as her hand slips from mine, leaving it cold and alone on the counter. “Let me get a bag for you.” Is she feeling the loss as much as me?

Lara slips around the counter, and I feel her loss like an epic breakup.

‘Get a grip, you schmuck! You just met this girl.’ Bill’s right. I can’t fall hard and fast again.

She drops a bag with my new clothes on the counter. She gathered them all where I’d left them. “And his friend.” She also snagged my other ratty sneaker and placed it on the table next to his healing buddy. Would our shoes get along? Would they be in love, my fancy loafers, and her elegant, but racy heels with the red bottoms? They’d probably eat my pumps alive, just like their owner.

“I can’t thank you enough, Lara. To not only save my back with the mattress, but with the clothes, and...”

She raises her manicured eyebrows and grins. “It was fun, and you’re going to pay me back on Sunday. Oh, give me your phone. I’ll give you my number.”

I fish out my aging Sapphire Blue cell — from its budget range — and wince as I hand it over. She doesn’t look down on it, just scrunches her brow, holding it towards me. “It’s locked.”

The blush returns. “Right, sorry.” I poke the fingerprint scanner. It takes a second, but eventually it unlocks.

Her nimble fingers swipe and tap over the screen like a dance. I know what those fingers are like. Their ghost is still gripping my cock. “I’ll text you the address Sunday morning so you don’t forget—”

“I’m not gonna forget.” Like I could forget her and her bottomless ocean of crystal blue eyes. Her plush, suckable lips. Her ass in that skirt... or her black lace panties that I only glimpsed! How could I forget any of her?

She gives me a pointed look as she texts herself my number. “So you don’t forget. No excuses, Zac.” It’s like we’re already a couple and I have a history of forgetting. Nope, not gonna be that guy. Gonna remember every anniversary. Making a note now. First blowjob. I’m gonna be the best boyfriend as soon as she realizes how badly she wants me.

‘Good grief. I can see how you got into trouble last time.’ Thanks, Bill.

“I won’t forget. I’ll be where and when you say. It’s not far, is it? Because I don’t have a car.”

She titters, picking up my trainers, “I can tell,” then wraps them in another bag to keep the suit clean — she’s smart — and carefully places it in the bag with my new silk shirt and dress pants. She slides the mattress roll and the bag towards my side of the counter. “You’d better go. I should be long gone by now.”

I pick up my acquisitions with a massive grin. “Right. Thanks, again.” I can’t stop thanking her. It’s an addiction. “I’ll see you Sunday?”

She scoots around the counter and marches past. The keys jangle as she unlocks the front door. When I catch up, she grabs my tee and pulls me in for a kiss. It’s forceful, lippy and a surprise... then it shifts. We melt into each other’s forms, merging, becoming one. Tongues get involved and this time I’m paying attention. She tastes of cherries, which must be the flavor of her lip gloss. Her lips are soft now, mushing and conforming to mine as we nibble on each other’s faces.

Then, as quickly as it starts, it ends. She pulls back and opens the door. “Didn’t seem right, to have only kissed your… See you on Sunday.” She spanks my ass as I pass and blows me a kiss. She shuts the door, leaving me dazed, obsessed and hard again.

Sunday can’t come soon enough.


Chapter 6
CHAZELLES


My walk home is uneventful. A plastic tub of cupcakes and a can of coke are waiting for me on my doorstep. An icing heart decorates each one, along with a helping of sprinkles. I'm not sure if it's just an inside joke or if Cassie is trying to tell me something.

It takes two hours to blow up the mattress. I constantly take breaks because I apparently have the lung capacity of an eleven-year-old and it makes me dizzy. I drag it into pride of place in the matchbox bedroom and hang my new suit on a rail of what might have been a wardrobe. Now it’s just a rail. I place Cassie’s photo propped up against the wall until I can get a frame. It’s like she’s watching me — emerald eyes mischievously peering around the can on her kitchen counter.

I enjoy a cupcake and coke dinner — thank you, Cassie. Sat on my new mattress — thank you Lara — watching old TV episodes I'd downloaded on my phone. Sophia hated TV, so I could only watch on the sly. But now I’m free. Free to think of Cassie's delicious breasts and her pouty lips. Of Lara’s leather-clad ass and the blowjob of champions.

Thinking back, that's all I remember. That and the kiss. Everything else is a blur of chocolaty curls, black silk, red leather and shoe jokes.

It’s late by the time I finished and settled down on my borrowed air mattress. My old hoodie stands in for a blanket again. Not that I need it. It’s hot as a motherfucker and I throw it across the room after ten minutes. When I eventually drifted off, I dream I’m eating Cassie's breasts. They’re baked and delicious, with a creamy filling, while Lara watches on making sex jokes through a shoe puppet.

The next morning I wake and stretch on inflated luxury. Compared to the bathtub, I’m floating on a cloud. Cassie leaves early, so another breakfast chat is off the table.

I push Cassie and Lara to the back of my mind. Those two beauties are slowly consuming me. I have to take it slow. I've learned my lesson. I have, really I have.

Besides, I have things to do, important things, like getting running water. I nip out to buy groceries wearing my newly healed sneakers — they’re back to their old selves — while on hold, suffering obnoxious crappy music crackling from my phone’s speaker. “You are number forty-six in the queue. Your call is important to us.” I pick up some essentials, snacks, and a few canned meals by the time I sort my water issue. I won’t have water until next week, but that just gives me an excuse to visit Cassie again.

A call to the leasing company sorts out the fridge. That also won't be replaced until next week. I buy the cheapest, smallest microwave I can find. I figure I can do everything with that, including hot drinks if I just heat water, or whatever. That leaves me with enough to pay the new rent bill in case I can't find fast employment. While getting a job is important, I'm much more interested in paying Chazelles a visit.

So far, I have bumped into two amazing women. Both gorgeous and generous. But Cassie has the whole bird watchers thing going on, and I do not know what Lara's deal is. She’s forward, sexy and mysterious, but also funny and sweet.

But Chazelles. Bill said I'd meet a nice girl there, and after the MC princess, and the sexy shop worker, I'm fascinated by who this girl might be. I wonder what she's doing right now? I've gone to lengths to meet her, this girl. Is she going to be the one? That was my problem last time, putting all my eggs in one possessive basket. Maybe I need to change tact?

I set up the microwave. It looks sad and alone on the kitchenette counter. I promise I'll buy it a friend as soon as I can spare the cash for a toaster or something. I replace the light bulbs with some bright white LEDs and already my place is coming together. Sure, it won’t win any awards, or wow the ladies, but at least I'm not itching to go outside anymore. Even the smell has gone.

I microwave myself a small pizza, a coffee and devour both standing up at the counter. I wash with some bottled water, brush my teeth with a brand new toothbrush. Minty Fresh. Give myself a liberal spray of Arctic Breeze, then don the suit.

I become someone else.

Silk slides over my skin. Well-cut pants fit snugly — not too snug — and my shoes belong to another Zac, one with class and wealth, not the guy who glues his shoes back together.

Power flows through my fingers, like a snap would bring a girl to her knees. I see Lara looking up at me, sucking my cock.

It makes me semi-hard. That's right, motherfuckers, I'm big and hard. The hard parts right. I can’t stop seeing those dark red lips sliding up and down my length. I chuckle at the absurdity of the asshole in the reflection.

Whatever. I pocket my fully charged phone and step out into the night, ready to conquer the world.

It goes great. The night is stifling again, and I'm worried about sweating up my shirt, so I go slow. Then I step in a puddle and have to stop to wipe my shoe. When I see a couple of Ravens chatting in the street, I detour, just in case it's Jake or the kid.

To top it off, when I get to Chazelles, there is a line. A long one. Two meaty guys with zero necks squeezed into suits too small for their bulk stand guard at the golden-framed doors. The entrance is black-tinted so I can't see inside. I join the line behind a middle-aged woman wearing a dress far too short and young for her. That's unkind. Age shouldn't be a factor. But she doesn't have the trim physique to pull off a dress that daring, and no one's had the heart to tell her. She also smells of cigarette smoke and mothballs, which, let's be honest, are not the most alluring scents on a woman.

It's 8:05, and the monkeys guarding the gate don't seem interested in opening the doors to anyone, so I settle in, try to breathe clean air, stay in the shade, and browse for second hand furniture on my phone. The humid evening air is like a stuffy blanket you can’t discard.

"So I told him you can't bring a cheetah on public transport. You know what he said to me? I'll get the next one." The sound of a familiar voice drifts through the air instead of inside my skull. "The next one! I tell ya Margie, people in this town... schmucks, the lot of 'em."

It's him. That fucking guy.

Dressed in a three-piece-suit that was probably all the rage in the eighties, Bill strolls towards the door with an attractive woman hanging off his arm. She's at least ten years his junior, gorgeous in a silver sequined gown that stops just above the knee. Bill must be an ass man, because Margie’s got a big round backside you just wanna spank.

The monkey at the gate wakes and a smile graces his stubbed-nose face. "Good evening—"

"Bill!" I shout over the woman in front. She tuts at me. Fuck standing in this line. "Bill!"

The man who the bouncers do not treat like a humble bus driver turns towards me, his bushy brows scowling. I wave. He takes a moment, then the great brushes that don his forehead rise. "Mack?"

I raise my hand higher, even though he's looking right at me. "It's Zac."

He clicks his fingers. "Right you are! This is the kid, Margie. The one I told you about. The one looking for his epic love." His gaze travels from the door, down the line of sweaty, smelly people. "Why are you waiting in line, like a schmuck? Get over here." He shakes the bouncer's hand. "Forgive the kid. He's new."

Margie, who has a serious twinkle in her blue eyes, holds out her hand as I approach. "Nice to meet you, Zac. Billy has told me about your quest."

I hold her hand, but she's not holding it to shake, and I don't know what to do with it. "You too. Bill speaks highly of you."

She's got my hand in an iron grip as I follow them inside, grinning sheepishly at the bouncer.

"That's not how you greet a lady! You don't shake if they hold it like that. Have some class, Zac, for Christ's sake." Bill slips off his jacket, revealing the extent of the red shirt with little bananas printed all over it.

Cool air-conditioned bliss rolls over my body, peeling away the torrid stuffiness. "I'm sorry. What—"

"You kiss it, sweetie." Margie looks deep into my eyes. "Kiss me, Zac." She's got fifteen years on me, but the figure of a dancer and full, bowed lips. I'm thinking about it.

"Her hand. Kiss her hand and do it with respect."

There's a girl standing behind a check-in desk watching us and I feel like an idiot. I bring up Marge's hand to meet my lips as I lean down and place a gentle kiss between her knuckles and her wrist.

"Don't mind him, Jessie," Bill says to the girl behind the counter, handing over his jacket. "Kids from the other side of the tracks, know what I mean?"

"Yes, sir, Mr. Crawford." Her eyes cover every inch of me as I come up from greeting Margie.

"He scrubs up good, though, right?"

Margie taps my cheek with a flat palm. "Good boy."

"Yes, sir, he does." The girl's eyes shift, finally moving from examining below the belt to looking into my eyes. Hers are almost amber and she's attractive in a Girl Next Door way. "Handsome."

She thinks I'm handsome. By day I'm poor scruffy Zac. But by night, when donning the suit, I become... Handsome Zac. Instinctively, I check her out in return. Letting my gaze wander, I get as far as her petite breasts in her simple cotton blouse, before Margie tugs my hand and drags me away.

"I'm sure you'll meet someone special here, Zac, now those annoying bank people have gone. That leaves the elegant and the classy. You certainly look the part." She pulls me aside. I feel swept up in a whirlwind and completely out of my depth. "Now, tell me. How's your game?"

"My game?" Where's Bill? I'm a deer in the headlight to her questioning gaze.

"Yes. Your game. How well do you talk to a lady?"

"Um. Okay, I guess."

"Leave him be, Margie." Bill returns and slaps my back. It stings. "He just has to be himself. The right girl will know."

I prefer that. I don't like games. Games have fail-states.

"Here's what you do." Bill twists me so I'm staring at his bushy eyebrows. "You go sit at the bar. Order yourself a drink. Get a feel for the place. You look twitchy, so maybe drink that drink and order another one. Just sit. Absorb. You see someone who catches your eye, say hello. What's the worst that can happen?"

"She could laugh in my face?"

He smacks my shoulder, and I'm gonna have bruises tomorrow from this guy.

"That's the spirit. It's fun. If that happens, laugh with her. A girl likes a guy that can make her laugh. Use it."

That's not what I meant, but whatever. I thank him and make my way to the bar — on the opposite side to where he tells me they’ll be sitting. I don't need them staring a hole in my back all night, destroying what little game I have.

After hurricane Bill, I can take in the place. It's an up market club. Maybe it's a bar, I don't know. I've never been inside a place that's not full of drunken students. It's nice, though. Swanky. The bar is black glass, lit by a bazillion spot lights, that make everything sparkle like diamonds. The stools have red leather upholstery, and it reminds me of Lara's skirt.

There's two bartenders behind the obsidian monolith. A geeky guy with glasses, and a hot blond, who's flirting with a guy on the other side. I pray for the girl, but the guy’s not busy. He doesn’t ask 'what I'm having', he's too cool for that. He simply nods, like that's a replacement for conversation. Then widens his eyes when I don't say, as if that adds a 'come on dude, what'll it be?'

I grin, tempted to wait until he caves and uses his words, but I'm thirsty, so I order a Jack and Coke. I'm not a big drinker, so I would be happy with just the coke, but I need something to calm my leg that's jiggling impatiently.

I don't bother watching him make it, instead I watch people mill about. There's a smattering of tables, a dance floor off in the corner with leather seating around the edge, and a bunch of intimate two seat tables near the windows.

"Courtesy of Mr. Crawford." The geeky-tender places my Jack and Coke carefully on top of a napkin. His voice is deeper than I expected.

"Uh, thank you." I search for Bill to give him a Thank You Nod, but he's out of sight. Who the hell is Bill? He seems more than a friendly bus driver.

I nurse my drink, trying to get a feel for the place. I continue watching the guy across the bar flirt with the hot bartender. She giggles, jokes back. He orders another drink. Gets a call that sours his mood — probably his wife. He leaves, and she comes my way. Will she flirt with me? We just make eye contact when a clutch purse lands next to my drink, making me jump.

"Fucking asshole."

A blur of gold slumps onto the stool next to mine. I clutch my drink reflexively, holding it to my chest like it's invaluable.

It takes a second for me to realize it's a girl. A goddess. The kind that belongs on magazine covers. She glances my way. "Sorry," she huffs. Her eyes cut deep. Blue-green and dark, surrounded by black eyeliner. She wears a scowl, but it fades a little. The corner of her dark red lips curve up slightly.

I nod a ‘no problem’, and put my Jack and Coke back on the napkin with the wet ring of condensation. I try not to stare as she drops her phone on the bar — Sapphire Gold, their flagship phone — and slumps her head.

"Bad night, Dest?" The hot bartender asks, reaching under. She places a glass on a napkin. "Usual?"

The girl next to me drops her head back, looks at the ceiling and groans, "please." She should be careful. Those spotlights will blind you. Her hair hangs down her back in kinky waves, about shoulder height and a deep color that's somewhere between brown and red, but not ginger. It's a fascinating warm color. I guess you could call it auburn? I'm not a hair color expert, all I know is I love it.

As she looks up, I can't help but notice the sweet curve of her bosom in the tight golden dress as it wraps around her delicious form. The gilded fabric stretches tightly across her upper thighs, decorating a pair of toned, long legs. Her skin is a perfect, creamy, slightly tanned shade, like she gets sun, but doesn’t brown. Her skin is smooth, so, so smooth — she must single-handedly keep a skin care company in business. She’s slightly older than Cassie and Lara — late twenties, appropriately my age — but completely flawless.

"Bad night?" The bartender asks again, pouring her drink. Rum and Coke. Her glass is elegant and mine is blocky, with beads of moisture running down the surface. They look right together. Both a dark mystery, similar on the surface, bubbly, but both with a distinct flavor.

"Why are men such assholes?" She rests her arms on the bar and spares me a glance. "No offense."

"None taken," I say, but it's barely a whisper and she's already moved on.

"Bad date?" the bartender guesses. She spreads her arms and leans on the counter, giving me a view of her deep cleavage.

"Ugh!" She takes a quick swing of her Run and Coke and places it down too hard, splashing my hand. She spares another glance my way. "Sorry."

I lick the Rum and Coke from the back of my hand, imagining it's her.

"That's the last time I use one of those apps." Her voice has an accent I can only describe as posh, or well-spoken. It's alluring. "He sounded perfect. Seemed perfect."

I lean in with the bartender as she asks what we both want to know. "So what happened?"

"You sure you want to hear? It's not that interesting. I'm just being a Drama Queen."

Yes! "Do I look like I have anything better to do?" The bartender glances down the bar, which only has one other customer and he's being served by the other guy. "Besides, Dest, you look like you need to vent."

Dest. Is that this beautiful creature’s name?

Destiny?

Can't be.

"Okay," Dest says, needing little convincing. "We were chatting. Being open. He was forthcoming about his success, which I was on the fence about. But he wasn't being a complete dick about it. Dinner was nice, even though he insisted when I wanted to pay half. I let that slide. Asked if he was free tomorrow, because I have this family thing and I accidentally implied I had a boyfriend." She pauses, taking another swig of her Rum and Coke. I take a sip of my Jack and Coke, and now we're drinking together.

"Go on," the bartender says, leaning in closer. Her tits are massive. It's her defining feature. Unlike Dest's perfect handful, wrapped in a glittery golden wrapping.

The glass splashes me again, and she gives me another apologetic look. "That's when he tells me he can't do weekends, because he has to fly home to spend time with his wife and kids."

"Ugh!" the bartender hisses, standing, taking her impressive rack with her.

"I know, right? I mean, I'm okay with sharing — I've read Harem Power — but to be on a dating app, listing yourself as single and... Ugh!"

"Honey, that's exactly what that book preaches. There are but a few truly great guys, and we should share them, so we don't have to put up with dicks!" The bartender laughs, drifting away to serve a customer.

I sip my Jack and Coke. I've only drank half the glass so far, and I watch Destiny from the corner of my eye. Her silky rust colored locks bob, blocking her smooth oval-shaped face and slightly upturned nose as she jabs her phone. I hold in a snort as she presumably messages her date with a bunch of swear words, repeatedly using 'cock sucker,' and 'eat shit.' Then wipes her profile and deletes the dating app in a frantic movement of swipes and taps. When she's done, her phone thunks on the bar and she sighs.

A minute passes. I try to pick out her scent among all the smells hanging in the air. Is hers the floral bouquet? The spicy vanilla or the caramel that's making me hungry?

"Sorry about that." She says, looking up from under long, dark lashes as she tilts her head down, only half looking in my direction.

"It's fine." I give her my best friendly smile. "Sounds like you've had a bad evening."

"Understatement." She gulps half her glass.

I take another sip. When I place my glass down, my fingers brush hers. My napkin is glued to the bar with moisture, so she must have moved. The contact is only the tip of our knuckles, but it is electric. "Sorry."

She turns, swiveling on her stool. "Don't be. I'm the one getting in your space. I'm the one being a Drama Queen. I'm the one splashing you with my drink." Her gaze travels from my shoes firmly planted on the footrest, up my suit pants, lingers at my crotch for a few seconds. She's checking out the enormous bulge in my pants, because I am hard again. So fucking hard sitting next to her. Just a picture of this girl would make me want to come.

Once she's had her fill, she moves up my silk shirt and lands on my face. Her eyes bore into mine like blue-green lasers.

Cassie makes me yearn like an addict. Lara bewitched me with some kind of seductive magic. This girl? She's something else. She's not hiding, or trying to seduce me. Her gaze is screaming, 'here I am, love me!' Her mouth is open slightly, and her lips are pouty, but not like Cassie's. Full plush pillows I really want to taste.

Her expression changes. Eyelids dip a little. She takes her top lip under her bottom, like girls do after applying lipstick. Her legs close tightly together. "And you didn't even tut."

I maintain my composure, despite teetering on the edge of arousal and fear. "Like I said. Sounds like you've had a bad night." I should apologize for eavesdropping, but she wasn't complaining quietly. She wouldn't expect me to. Somehow, I think this girl would respect me less for that.

She thrusts out her hand. Bangles jangles around her wrist. I take her palm and twist, remembering Bill's earlier lesson, lean in and gently kiss the back of her hand. She smells incredible. I can't even describe it. She might have been the caramel scent, but it's so much more. She’s like kissing satin. A chemical reaction goes berserk in my mind, like her scent tells my body everything it needs to know, and now she's at the top of my ‘to do list’.

yeah, I wish.

"Oh-la-la," she whispers. "Such a gentleman."

I grin, reluctantly releasing her hand. Even if I never see this girl again, at least I got to kiss her... sort of.

Another minute drags on. There's this electricity in the air now, like a shield around us, blocking everyone else out. Can she feel it? "You come here often?" I nod towards the bartender. "You seem friendly."

She grins her pearly white teeth that are like something from a dentistry commercial. "I'm very friendly." Fuck, is she flirting with me?

I grin back. "I mean with the bartender."

"I know." She grins. She seems happier. I make her happy. I will her to realize how happy I could make her. Well, I have nothing to offer, but All You Need Is Love, right? "Yeah, I come here a lot. Poured my heart out to Chrissy many an evening." She scoots a fraction closer. "You? I’ve never seen you here before... trust me, I'd remember."

"Uh… no." I sip to wet the sandpaper lining my throat. "New in town. First time here. A friend recommended it."

She takes a dainty sip and places her glass down so our fingers are almost touching again. "How are you enjoying your evening so far?"

A shit-eating-grin slips onto my face. "I wasn't sure at first, but it's gotten a lot better in the last twenty minutes."

She giggles. "Is that so? Mine too."

"Coke can," I say to myself, shaking my head.

"What's that?" Our knuckles are touching again.

"Oh, just something my new neighbor said. That it just takes one person, the right person, to come along and change your life."

She laughs, and it sounds like a world of happiness. "I really wish that’s true. If it is, I haven’t found him yet!"

"Maybe," I say, finishing my glass. "You're looking too hard. The most interesting things that's happened to me lately have just fallen in my lap. You just have to surrender to fate."

My words make her gaze drift to my crotch again, and I'm not sure if I'm glad or annoyed my erection has become a permanent fixture.

"Fate, huh? Well, my parents did questionably name me Destiny. Oh, that's me. Destiny."

Destiny

She gives me a wide-eyed look, pleading for my name. I don't keep her waiting. "Zac."

"Oh, Zachary?"

"Yep," I nod. Though hardly anyone calls me that.

"Zachary," she whispers. "Maybe I should look closer to home? Like a guy I met in a bar, instead of a deceitful sack of shit I painstakingly vetted on a dating app?"

I shrug with a grin. There's no way I have a chance with this girl… Do I? "Maybe. Only you know the answer to that."

She finishes her drink and slams it down again. "Let's go then."


Chapter 7
DESTINY


“Go?”

She hops off the stool onto matching golden heels. “Yes. I’m trusting fate.” I turn and she shuffles between my knees, getting so close she becomes my world. “You’re single, right? No hidden ring or other bullshit?”

“Completely.”

“The bathrooms here are nice. Want to see them with me?” She bites her lip, eyes wide and pleading. “Only if you want to?”

“You’re serious?”

She does that thing with her lip again, tucking the top under the bottom. “I’m taking a chance on fate, remember? But first you have to pass the test.”

She looks longingly into my eyes. God, those eyes. She makes me feel small under her radiance. “Test?” I gulp.

She licks her lips, “yep,” and leans in. Her eyes close and she moans as her silky pillows press against mine. She’s exquisite. She tastes like the stars themselves.

My hands slip around her waist, and without thinking, pull her closer. Her dress presses against my rock hard cock. I know she can feel it. She whimpers, and the kiss deepens.

Fingers slide up my shirt, around the collar, and then she cups my neck, scrunching her digits in my hair.

My hands slip lower until I’m holding her bottom. I knead her globes of flesh through the material. She mewls into my mouth. Her tongue probes my lips and I let her slip in, meeting her. Our tongues tangle, our lips mush and slide. It’s an epic kiss. The kind you only find in a romance novel — the old bodice rippers with a barrel-chested guy on the cover holding a woman with a torn flowing dress.

If I was hard before, I’m on the edge of coming now. She pulls away, panting, looking as dazed as I am. I suck in a breath. My cock throbs. “Did I pass?” Stupidly I ask.

Destiny grins, lacing her fingers in mine. Her cell is pushed into her clutch, I’m pulled off the stool, and she leads me around the club. I don’t know what time it is. I’ve been sucked into a bubble and I’m completely hers.

We weave around the dance floor. There are other people here, having a good time. Maybe they’re kissing like we were. I’m not paying attention. I only have eyes for the scarlet waves bobbing in front of me, and the tight, golden ass of this goddess leading me by the hand. Even without her guiding me, I could follow her scent like a hunter, stalking his prey. But I don’t have to. Her hand is in mine and she’s squeezing tight, like she’s frightened to let go. I like it. I love it. Her hand is tiny in my grasp, but it feels so right.

Her parents named her well, because this is Destiny.

We reach a secluded unisex bathroom, out the way on the upper floor. Even the bathroom doors are fancy. A milky frosted glass with a golden rail running vertically from bottom to top. She casts a glance around, then quickly pulls me inside. I don’t get time to see how fancy the bathroom is, because I’m spun and pushed against the door. Lips attack mine like heat-seeking-missiles. Fingers fumble against the lock, flipping ‘free’ to ‘engaged’, and I wish we were.

“I’ve never done this,” she says, taking a breath, then her tongue is in my mouth. I grab her ass again. She’s perfect and I want to feel her skin, so I reach down and slide the tight, stretchy material of her dress up her thighs until I can grab her ass cheeks. She’s wearing a thong. I knead her perfect, smooth flesh. It’s like squeezing toned silk. She stumbles back and I go with her. We waddle until her back presses against the counter. We don’t stop kissing. Can’t. I can’t get enough. She’s edible in a way I never imagined. I could eat her for breakfast, lunch, and dinner for eternity.

“Me neither,” I finally manage. In a bathroom with a stranger I mean, because I did blowjob in a clothing store yesterday. But I’m not thinking about Lara. I only have Destiny on my mind, in my hands, and in my mouth.

She fumbles with my shirt buttons as our kiss goes supernova. Wild and passionate. Tongue, saliva, mouthing. My top button pops off and goes clattering around the bathroom. She’s more careful with the rest, flicking each one open. I couldn’t care less. She could rip it apart if she wanted.

“Fuck, I can’t wait. I need you inside me.” Her fingers latch to my pants and yank them open. My cock lurches free into her waiting hand. Her mouth presses against mine again — forceful and needy.

She pumps my shaft in her tiny hands, and I feel massive in her grip. She uses my abundant oozing pre-cum to coat my length and jack me off. I slide my fingers higher, to the thin strap of her panties and pull them down, peeling the skimpy fabric between her perfect ass cheeks and down from between her thighs. The fabric is a perfect match for her dress and completely soaked.

I pull away from her lip assault and bend, following her panties as I slide them down her legs. She steps out of them and I store the golden scrap in my pants pocket. On my return, I get an elevator ride up her exquisite body, making a stop to marvel at her pussy. It’s perfect, the kind sex toys are modeled on. Fatty outer lips and a tight symmetrical slit. Just pure pussy perfection. She’s also completely bare except for a piercing in her clitoral hood, a tiny golden stud, the exact shade of her outfit.

I can’t help but place a kiss on her shaved mons. It’s satin smooth — not a hint of stubble. I would love to eat her out. Her needy, musky scent is intoxicating.

Fingers grip my hair and pull. “Another time,” she says, reading my mind. Her hand finds my shaft again. “God, you’re big. Not too big, but... yummy.”

I’m in awe of her. She hops on the counter and spreads her legs, bracing her hands on the edge. “Fuck me, Zachary.”

Her hair is mussed around her shoulders, and dangling diamond earrings glint through the red-brown strands. I haven’t even seen her breasts yet. Like she said, another time. God, I hope there’s another time.

Her bangles jangle around her wrist as she shifts, getting comfortable.

I hold my cock at her entrance, dragging the crown through her folds. “You sure?”

Her grip on the counter tightens. “Yes,” she moans. “Without a doubt. Tell me you want to fuck me. Tell me.”

“Destiny, I want to fuck you...” I push my cock into her heat... and fuck! “More than anything.” A tight, hot silky wetness coats my cock unlike anything I’ve ever felt.

Her mouth drops open with a gasp, and her head lolls against the wall. “Fuck. Thank God I’m so wet for you right now, because...”

I keep pushing, slowly impaling her on my shaft until I’m fully seated. My fingers dig into the creamy flesh of her thighs.

Don’t come. Don’t come. Don’t come.

Destiny’s head lolls, rolling on her shoulders. I give her a few seconds before pulling out. I groan at her scorching tightness as I push back in.

She shudders. “I love your dick, Zac. It stretches me out so good... so good.”

I can’t hold back. I can’t build up or let her adjust. I just go for it. She’s too much, and I want to enjoy her before I come. Her pussy’s so incredible it won’t be long.

As my hips flex, the counter taps against the wall where it’s not secured properly, relenting to the pulling and pushing my hard shaft in and out of her silky depths. Destiny shuffles on her pert ass, trying to fuck me back, rolling her tummy like a belly dancer.

We lock eyes. Her breasts jiggle in their golden confinement. Wetness floods her channel and she rolls her eyes. Our skin slaps, echoing in the lavish space.

A quiet mewl grows steadily louder with every breath. Her mouth opens and closes as she pants for air.

I grip her legs harder, tighter, and fuck her faster. She slips back, and my angle of entry shifts. Suddenly her eyes go wide and she shudders. Her channel becomes impossibly tight, contracting in a rhythm.

She’s coming, and I don’t stop. ‘See,’ I tell her with my eyes, ‘look how good I make you feel.’ Her grinding rhythm goes haywire, and she shudders limply before inhaling loudly as her body goes rigid. “Fuck, yes! Yes!” Her body locks for what seems like eternity, convulsing, shaking, contorting like a wave. Her head falls back, and she gasps.

It spurs me on. I push myself to the limit, slamming against her smooth pelvis, fucking this gorgeous creature.

Down from her orgasm, she’s grinding again, eager for more. She’s not quiet. I’m grunting and breathing hard. I can only just hear it over the thundering boom of my heart. But Destiny is mewling, moaning, gasping and crying out for more, drowning out all other sounds. She’s my world. My Destiny. She fit’s me like she was made just for me. Placed at the bar, where I’d find her, as if our paths are intertwined.

She gets louder as we build together. I’ve held on this long, pushed myself to the edge of restraint, but I’m so close to coming it hurts. Sweat runs down my forehead. My shirt is probably as soaked as her panties.

Oh, no, I’m gonna pop before she comes again.

The thought fills me with dread. I so badly want this to be good for her. She can’t only come once. I need her to remember me. To know I’m the one. I release her right leg and search for her clit. I don’t stop fucking her. My vision’s blurring, pain flashing at the edges. Exhaustion. Need. Fuck!

I don’t stop.

Can’t stop.

I find her sensitive little nub and strum it under my thumb. She gives me an incredulous look, and I gaze back at her with intent. That’s right. I know what the fuck a clitoris is!

Her eyes roll, her body goes stiff. I’m at the end of my rope. Then she’s coming again.

Thank fuck!

I let go, slamming home deep inside her, pressing my pelvis against her hot skin. She’s like a furnace inside her quivering pussy as she shudders again, coating my dick in liquid fire. Destiny moans out like she’s in pain as her orgasm passes through her body. Her copper locks stick to her face, and she bites her lip, trying to contain the wail that escapes.

I get a flash of pleasure, then I’m unleashing my heavy load of cum inside her tight, unprotected channel. The world wobbles as I shoot, lost in the glory of her. Of the vice grip she has on my cock, like a fist squeezing and relaxing. Squeezing and relaxing, milking my shaft for every drop of virile seed. She’s flushed, lost in rapture, panting.

She is now the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

“What’s going on in there?” A deep male voice demands through the bathroom door. Instantly I think it’s the fucking bikers, but this isn’t Cassie, and no one knows I’m here.

Shit, I’m in a bathroom, fucking a girl I’ve just met on the bathroom counter. I’ve just come inside her.

My eyes lock on Destiny’s deep blue-green orbs. Shock, fear, and something else pass silently between us.

I should have expected it. Five words shouted through the fancy door, “We’ve had complaints. Open up!” shatters our perfect little bubble of sex.


Chapter 8
WORTH IT


“Oh, fuck.” Destiny shudders through an aftershock and more cum oozes from my cock.

I really don’t want to, but I slip my shaft from her cum-filled-well-fucked-pussy. “I think we’re in trouble.” She twitches as I pull free, and groans, almost in disappointment.

I tuck my soggy cock away and zip up the fly when the door swings open and a big, burly bouncer thunders through. His brow furrows. His meaty gaze moves from me to Destiny as she hops off the counter. Recognition spreads across his square-jawed features, and he calmly closes the door. “Dest. Really?”

She winces. Her cheeks scrunch adorably and her so perfectly kissable mouth pouts. “Sorry.”

The meathead sighs. “You know the rules. I’ve got a damn crowd out there.” He points a meaty digit at her. “You stay here. Lock the door and someone will come get you when the coast is clear.” He doesn’t point at me, instead grabs me by the scruff. Two large pincers of Neanderthal grab the back of my neck and hold me. “You are coming with me.”

“What the fuck, Mike?” She smacks his arm with her tiny hand and it’s like she hit concrete. “Ow! This isn’t right!”

Mike the meathead gives her another pointed look. “You know the rules. Wait here,” he hisses, his voice filled with annoyed venom.

I say nothing. I can’t stop staring at Destiny. In our gaze, we’re still fucking on the counter. I’m in shock. I’ve been ripped from her too soon. But if I was an animal, in the kingdom of tooth and claw, I think my defense mechanism would be to play dead. To run away and live to run another day, because I’ve gone limp in his grasp.

“I’ll make this right, Zac!” Destiny pleads as the meathead escorts me to the door. My shirt’s still unbuttoned.

I turn my head at the last second. “Thanks for the lovely evening.” I don’t say it with sarcasm, or even anger. I genuinely mean every word. Even as he escorts me through a gathering crowd of curious onlookers who are desperate for gossip, to know who got caught fucking in the bathroom. Destiny was loud, so I’m not surprised. Somehow, that makes me immensely proud. I’m happy to pay the price for meeting her, to have sipped my Jack and Coke in her company.

As he marches me down the steps, getting looks of pity and disgust, it’s worth it to have made her smile. And yes, even as the fucking meathead pushes me through the door onto the street, and I stumble out, only just keeping my balance, narrowly missing a passing car. It’s totally worth it to have fucked her on the bathroom counter, to have felt her silky depths, to come inside such a goddess and give her such pleasure.

“You’re getting off lightly, trust me,” he says. I believe him.

A smile graces my lips as I use a streetlight to keep my balance. I get to my feet, standing proud and nod at the monkey straining the suit. I’m not mad. This was fucking glorious.

I walk home with a spring in my step, drunk on Destiny. Her juices are slowly drying on my cock, and I imagine my cum still inside her, hidden beneath her golden splendor of a dress. But not panties. Still have them in my pocket. I pull out the scrap of golden silk, relieved to see it. I know I wasn’t dreaming. Holding it to my nose, I breathe deep. Fuck, she smells incredible.

I pocket them and grin. I grin so fucking wide... oh no. Oh fuck me, I’m doing it again. There’s a warm fuzzy feeling thumping in my chest in time with my heartbeat. Each beat a word. Each thump, thump, thump saying I love you.

I’m doomed. I’m never going to see her again, but already I feel sad not being near her. My fingers play with her panties in my pocket — just to touch her in some small way.

I get home at 1:26 AM. My phone is at twenty-five percent. As I carefully shut my argumentative, squeaky door, my body becomes a lead weight. My eyes droop and I can only think of sleep and dreams of my Destiny. I put my phone on charge and realize I’ve lost my wallet. I’m too tired to care and collapse on my red air mattress, still wearing my suit.

Half asleep, I unbutton my shirt and unfasten my pants before I slip into darkness, happier than I’ve been. I dream hazy dreams. One is vivid. I’m lying on my back somewhere soft. Fingers scrunch against my suit pants. It’s dark, or my eyes are closed. My zipper peels down. I must be hard, because my cock slips out. Female fingers grip my shaft and pump. There is a small inhale of breath. A breathy giggle. A kiss graces the crown of my cock. I’m dreaming of my encounter with Lara. I must be. Pouty, full lips slide over my shaft, sucking hard. Silky hair drapes against my thighs.

Best dream ever. The velvety, wet sucking spreads down my length, and now I’m inside her mouth. The tip reaches the back of her throat, and she gags, but it doesn’t stop her. She tries again, bobbing her head up and down, up and down, up and down. It’s like an amusement park ride. I never want to get off... but I do want to get off. I really do. Ugh! Pleasure pulses from my groin. Silky, hot pleasure.

Her lips slide faster. Suck harder. I groan, getting close. I never want to wake up. Lithe fingers fondle my balls, and the mouth plunges down until I’m pushing at the back of her throat again. She gags, but holds herself there. I nearly come. I can almost see her. Bright light streaks behind a shadowy figure, but I’m not interested in seeing when it feels this good.

This all feels so real.

She pulls off with a gasp and pushes back down, sucking thirstily. This time, she doesn’t push as deep, sucking longer and harder. Suck, suck, suck.

Fuck, yes! I come ropes of delicious dream-cum into her hungry mouth. She moans, clearly enjoying her reward. She slurps and gulps every drop, drinking me dry.

Totally the best dream ever.

“Morning,” she whispers. “You sleep fancy, Zac.”

That doesn’t sound like Lara. I squint my eyes open, but they’re glued together.

“Your place is really sparse, you know that?”

Oh, fuck. Am I dreaming? I force my eyes open and the bright morning sun blast into my retinas.

“But I love your cock. Yummy and thick.” She giggles. I know that giggle.

Dirty blond waves dance as my vision clears and the bright green gaze of Cassie looks up at me with a mischievous glint. Her heavy eye shadow makes her look like a sexy raccoon, and her nose stud is like a power light, telling me she’s powered on. I can’t disagree.

Cassie.

Cassie!

“Cassie?” I croak, lifting myself up on my elbows. She’s kneeling between my legs on the mattress. Long tanned legs snaking out from denim short-shorts. Heavy breasts restrained inside a black tank. She’s leaning forward, still holding my cock, giving me a magnificent view of her pink lace bra framing a salacious cleavage. “What?”

The saucy minx giggles again, giving my cock a teasing lick, collecting a post climax dribble. Her blond curls drape over her head. She pulls off my shaft with a pop and brushes shiny strands out of her face. “I missed you yesterday, and your door wasn’t shut properly. Sorry. Didn’t you like it?”

I flop back on the mattress and breathe. “It was great. Incredible.” I take another deep breath, trying to clear my head. “I’m just surprised.... I wasn’t expecting...”

She wriggles closer and nestles her head on my shoulder — still holding my cock. “I know I’ve crossed a line. You’re not mad, are you? I thought we...”

“I’m not mad.” My right arm slides around her shoulders and pulls her closer. She fits against me perfectly. “How could I be mad? You’re the best neighbor I’ve ever had.”

She looks up from under her dark eyeliner. “Just a neighbor?”

I try to be honest, but it’s hard with my cum inside her belly and my cock in her hand. “We’ve only just met, but—”

A loud thump, thump, thump hammers against my shitty door. Not the gentle knock of someone trying to get my attention, but that of forced entry.

Cassie’s eyes go wide, her blond cascade smacking me in the face as she jumps to her feet. “What the fuck?”

I scramble off the mattress, again shoving my cock inside my suit pants as someone bangs on the door.

I reach the bedroom doorway as that asshole of a blue door splinters open in a shower of broken lock and rotting wood. It’s quickly followed by a leather covered boot, with heavy soles. A massive form fills the entrance, blocking the light, marching towards me. Leather sways, bearing the crest of a Raven.

Cassie screams, “What the fuck, Jake!”

I freeze, like a deer in the headlights, contemplating dropping to the floor and playing dead, because there is a Raven about to eviscerate me, and I have nowhere to run.

The wonderful new dawn of my fresh start is about to be cut tragically short, isn’t it?


Find out in the next part of Zac's adventure:
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