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Chapter 1





‘Who?’

‘The LaLa Girls. You haven’t heard…’ I’m in my cabin in the middle of nowhere in Montana and the reception is shit. On the other end of the line is my agent and he’s trying to sell me on some gig. ‘... in the world.’ After a year of radio silence, he decided to call me and I have no idea what the hell is going on.

‘Steve, you’re going in and out. Could you send me an email about this?’ I look out over the massive mountains framing the gorgeous landscape and can’t believe I’m even considering going on the road again. That life was supposed to be behind me and I had planned to spend what was left of it waist deep in a raging river.

‘Yeah, sure, but Jas- I’m telling you that this is a good offer. Take a look and…’ The signal goes out again and I hang up. Just hearing Steve’s voice is enough to make my blood pressure spike and the the thought of dealing with asshole musicians again is going to give me a stroke.

I steady my breathing as I look out over the landscape and try to remember why the hell I got into this line of work in the first place.

Ten years ago, I was the guy to call when an act was going on tour. I’d worked with them all and my specialty was rock. I loved everything about what I did- the travel, the music and as much as I hate to admit it, the groupies. They attached onto the musicians like starving sharks onto a bucket of chum and I would take the leftovers, which were generally solid eights.

Hey- it was better than I could have done on my own.

Twenty years of my life was spent on shitty tour buses and in stadiums and if my divorce hadn’t left me cash poor, I would have just ignored Steve’s call, but the fact is that I’m broke and need money. My ex wife cleaned out our savings and I managed to keep the cabin but everything else is gone.

After a few minutes, I feel my heartbeat return to normal and I go inside to check my email. Before he got cut off, Steve said that the pay was excellent and that this band needed someone with experience to keep them in line. I want to see the offer in writing before I agree to anything so I check my recent messages and click on the one from Steve.


Look, Jas, I would normally never come to you with something like this but they need your experience and their agent said they would go as high as 200k for the next four months. That’s more than you used to make in a year.


That’s true. The money looks good, but the fact remains that I know nothing about pop music and even less about this group.


They’re going to have a crew to deal with setup, they just need you to wrangle the act and get them to where they need to go. They’ve had some issues in the past and need a firm hand. You’re the only one I can think of who would be able to pull this off.



Let me know and I’ll get you a ticket to LA.


‘Jesus, am I a babysitter now?’ I mumble to myself as I go to the fridge and for the first time in months, wish I had a beer. I settle for a sparkling water and walk out to stare at the peaceful landscape surrounding me. I don’t have that many options and zero education to fall back on and unless I want to work as a greeter at the superstore down the street, this looks like my only option. Looking at the message again, I wonder if I’m going to regret this decision.


Ok, I’m on board.


I cringe as I type that out.


Let me know where you need me to go.


One week later, I’m in LAX- looking for the exit and cursing myself for agreeing to this.

The airport is packed and fortunately I didn’t check a bag. If there’s one thing I learned from being on the road almost constantly, it’s that your bag will get lost. I keep it simple: jeans, t-shirt, socks, underwear. I can usually get it all into a carry-on and when I see the crush of people around baggage claim, I’m glad I did.

I walk outside and look for my ride. I’m expecting a guy holding a sign with my name and am surprised to see Steve waiting there for me. He gives me a smile and pulls me into a half hug. Steve has been my agent for seven years now and I like him. Even though he looks like the product of a torrid love affair between Wimpie and Steve Buscemi, he’s a good guy.

‘I never thought I’d see you again, man.’ Steve pats my back and I realize that I’m genuinely glad to see him. I’m not crazy about hugs, though, and pull away as soon as I can.

‘I invited you to come fly fishing, but you never took me up on it.’ I say as I shake his hand and he motions for me to follow him to the valet. He hands the ticket over to the guy and looks down at my bag.

‘That’s it?’

‘You know my policy about checking things, man.’ I say.

‘Yeah, but this is four months.’ His attention refocuses as a yellow Ferrari pulls up to the curb. The valet gives it a little rev as he eases to a stop in front of us and I shake my head.

‘It’s not like I could fit anything bigger into this anyway.’

Steve shrugs as he puts down the passenger seat and tries to squeeze my suitcase into the back without scratching anything. Once it’s inside, he motions for me to get in and I whistle.

‘Nice ride man. I never took you for a sports car kinda guy.’

‘What can I say, it’s been a good year.’

‘I can tell.’ I chuckle to myself as Steve kicks it into gear and we race out of the garage. It’s bright and I put on my sunglasses as we speed onto the freeway and head towards the coast.

‘So, the plan is that you stay with me tonight and tomorrow you head off on a once in a lifetime adventure with the girls.’ I scoff.

‘Girls? Is this some sort of kid act?’ I had planned on downloading some of their music before I left but couldn’t bring myself to do it.

‘No, I mean women, uh, you know what I mean.’ Steve explains as I run my hand through my hair, already feeling a headache coming on as we get closer to his house. I miss home already and the next four months can’t be over soon enough.

‘Yeah, whatever.’ I mumble as I look out the window at the blue ocean to our left. ‘So why me? There have to be a hundred guys out there that are better suited for this.’

‘Look, Jas. I understand your reservations, but after what happened with Lisa, I thought it would do you good to get back out on the road.’ I’m not buying that for a second.

‘What’s the deal? Is there something wrong with them?’

‘No, well…’ Steve stutters and now we’re getting to it. ‘I mean, you have a great way with bands that can’t get their shit together, you know.’ He downshifts as we weave around a sharp turn, then pushes his glasses back up onto his nose. ‘Remember Copper Ingot.’

‘Ugh.’ I groan. ‘That was hell and not worth what I got paid by the way.’ I look straight at him and he shrugs as we speed down the narrow highway.

‘Yeah, well- you got kind of a reputation after that and the LaLa Girls’ manager heard about it and decided you were the only one he wanted to work with.

‘Fuck me, Steve. You mean my job is going to consist of herding a girl group around and making sure they don’t screw up?’ I ask, wanting to confirm what I’m already certain will be the situation.

‘Look at it this way, Jas. They’ve had some problems and need your guidance to become the best performers they can possibly be.’ Steve pulls the car into his winding driveway and we snake through the trees until his house comes into view.

‘Business must be incredible.’ I say, completely awestruck at his new home. The last time I saw him, he and his wife were living in a standard three bedroom ranch off of West Hollywood. This new place is a modernist mansion that’s basically hanging off a cliff over the Pacific Ocean.

‘Well, you know. I got lucky with a few deals and the rest was being in the right place at the right time.’ Steve explains as he helps wrestle my suitcase from the tiny back seat. Once it’s free, he motions for me to follow him and as we walk inside, I realize that even though I love my cabin in the mountains, I’ve really missed the California views.

‘Jas!’ I hear a familiar voice calling my name and leave the suitcase in the foyer as I walk towards Alice, Steve’s wife. She gives me a hug that I try to extricate myself from as quickly as possible and stands back to look at me. ‘New tattoos?’

I flex my forearms and look down at the one with my ex’s name that I recently had re-inked. Just looking at it brings back bad memories and I shake my head as I give Alice a casual smile.

‘Nah, just had to get rid of something.’ I try to change the subject. ‘How are the kids?’

‘Good. You know Steph is in fifth grade and is obsessed with computers.’ I can see a look of pride on her face as she brags about their oldest. ‘Liam is Liam, just the crazy kid he always was. Can I get you something to drink?’

‘Water would be great.’ She gives me a warm smile and squeezes my shoulder as she walks towards the kitchen. The two of them were my rock when I was going through my worst times and they’ll always be special to me.

‘Let’s go chat.’ I follow Steve into his office and take a seat at the desk across from him. Alice brings me my water and I thank her before she closes the door softly behind her.

‘Since it looks like we’re moving ahead with this thing, I need you to be honest with me, alright?’ I say as I look Steve in the eyes. There’s something he’s not telling me about this whole situation and I need to know exactly why he wants me to do this.

‘Ok, look. They’ve got problems, alright.’ He leans back in his chair and puts his hands behind his head. ‘Serena has a substance abuse problem and Kat was, uh, well their old manager took advantage of her and she’s still having trust issues. Zoe is- I don’t know, but she needs a firm hand.’

‘Jesus.’ This business is rough and even though I would like to say that this is the first time I’ve heard of shit like this, it’s not that uncommon. ‘How old are they?’

“Serena is twenty-two. Kat and Zoe are twenty-three.’ He opens his laptop and types in a few things before continuing. ‘Their group was at the top of the pop charts about five years ago, but then the shit hit the fan and they fell out of the spotlight. Their recent album didn’t hit like they hoped it would and this tour is an attempt to make a comeback.’

‘What’s the schedule?’ I ask as Steve leans closer to the screen.

‘They’re using a bus for the first five cities on the west coast. Ezra is hoping that spending time together will bring them back together.’ I nod as Steve continues. ‘After that, they’re flying to Toronto and you’ll meet up with Dustin, you remember him, right?’

‘Yeah, he’s a good guy.’ The name brings back memories, all of them good, too good- but that was another life.

‘If they’re still doing alright, we’ll tour the east coast before taking a break and re-evaluating the next phase.’ Steve closes his laptop and focuses back on me. ‘I know it seems stupid- when Ezra called me initially, I told him there was no way you would consider this, but after learning more about the situation, I agreed that you were the perfect guy for this job.’

I exhale as I begin to think about what needs to be done and how much stress this is going to put on me.

‘Steve, I’m only a year out of recovery. If it looks like this is going to push me back to where I was at, I’m pulling the plug, ok?’

‘Agreed.’



Chapter 2





I wake up the next morning at 5am to do yoga and meditate before hitting the pavement and going for a run. My schedule is the only thing that keeps me sane and the minute it goes to shit, my mind wanders into dangerous territory.

I didn’t want to get sober. I loved my lifestyle- party all night, sleep all day, rock and roll forever, but at forty years old, my body just couldn’t take it anymore. That was the one thing I’ll give Lisa- she pushed me towards getting help and for that I’ll always be grateful.

‘We’re going to meet the girls and then you’re on your way.’ Steve strolls into the kitchen and gives me a half smile. I’m packed and nursing a cup of coffee as I enjoy a few minutes to myself. It’s going to be a rarity for the next few months and thinking about it makes me cringe.

‘You’re really throwing me onto the fire with this one.’

‘It’s better just to get back to it, I think.’ Steve says as he winks at me and he throws the Ferrari into gear. The ride back to downtown LA only takes thirty minutes, but the entire time I’m going through the checklist in my head, worried that I’ll forget something.

‘So this first leg is two months, right? You’ve got hotels arranged and catering set up?’

‘Yeah- Ezra’s taken care of all of that. He’ll be flying to each city to make sure the venues are ready. It’s all mid-sized, no stadiums or anything so they don’t need a huge road crew.’

‘So basically I’m a babysitter?’ The question isn’t a question and Steve shrugs guiltily.

‘I guess, but a very well paid babysitter who is one of the best in the business.’ I groan and stare at the city streets, willing the next four months to go by quickly. As we pull into the parking lot of the nondescript office building, I see the huge bus idling and a few people milling around outside. ‘Ok. Here we are.’

‘Forgetting something?’ I ask.

‘Oh yeah, sorry.’ He pulls an envelope full of cash out of his jacket pocket and hands it to me, then flips open his wallet and retrieves a gold card. ‘Don’t go crazy, ok?’ I shove the cash and card into my backpack and smirk. I feel like I’m being sent off to a summer camp that I know I’m going to hate, but go just because I’m being bribed with a shiny new toy. After a few seconds of willing myself to do this, I grab my bag and walk over to the driver. I don’t recognize him and stick out my hand to introduce myself.

‘Hi, I’m Jas Cordrey.’ He gives me a smile and a firm shake.

‘Wow, man, you’re a legend. Nice to meet you. I’m Angel.’ He seems like a good guy and we chat for a few more minutes before Steve motions for me to come over to his small group. He holds out his hands like he’s a spokesmodel at an auto show.

‘Jas, these are the LaLa Girls. This is Serena.’ He motions towards a gorgeous woman with long blonde hair, icy blue eyes and a body that I’m trying my hardest not to openly gawk at. ‘This is Kat.’ A shy looking brunette glances at me and smiles softly as I wave. ‘And this is Zoe.’ I can immediately tell that this one is trouble as she stares lustily at me with her dark eyes before giving me a wink. They’re all gorgeous, but I pull my mind out of the gutter and force myself to pay attention. This is a job, not ladies night at the bar down the street.

‘I’m Jas, nice to meet you.’ Zoe’s the only one who looks me in the eye and when she licks her full lips provocatively, I realize that this is going to be even tougher than I thought. They’re all staring at me and I’m not sure what else I should say since this is the first time that the group I’m managing are total strangers. I look at Steve and he takes over, rattling off our itinerary.

‘You’re going to Vancouver first, then Seattle, Portland and down to San Francisco. After that, it’s back to LA for two shows. Understand?’ We all nod like we’re agents being sent on a top secret mission and as we load our suitcases into the undercarriage, I get my first sign of trouble.

‘Your bunk is next to mine.’ Zoe whispers into my ear as she climbs on board. Her round ass is right in my face and I can smell her spicy perfume as she runs her fingers through her dark hair. I’m not in the mood to deal with this and immediately shut her down.

‘I usually stay up with the driver at night and sleep during the day.’ It’s a habit I’ve had for years and I’m not changing it now.

‘That’s fine. I wasn’t asking when you slept.’ She winks at me as she sits next to Serena on the sofa, and Kat immediately crawls into her bunk. Normally their manager would be with us, but Ezra’s gone ahead and this is going to be a brutal four day opening leg.

I survey the bus. Up front are the driver and passenger seats, in the next section is a sofa and a small table with a bench seat facing it. The next section is where the bunks are. It looks like six total and I throw my backpack into the one on the top right side. Next to that is the toilet and in the very back is a small office. Nothing I haven’t seen before and as much as I hate being here, it almost feels like I’m home.

As the bus pulls out of the parking lot, I move to the passenger seat and begin the countdown.

‘So how long have you been driving?’ Normally I know the guy before we get out on the road, but everything about this situation is abnormal and I resign myself to the fact that it’s probably going to be a rough start.

‘About five years. I heard about you from Rico Rancone- he said you’re a blast.’ Angel laughs as he takes a right turn to get on the freeway. ‘I can’t wait to find out for myself.’ I run my hand through my hair and debate telling him that I’m not the same guy I was when I knew Rico.

Suddenly there’s a commotion in the back and I turn around to see one of the girls throwing a soda at the other one. I get up and storm back, wondering how this could already be happening. The one with blonde hair is soaked and yelling while the dark haired one laughs hysterically. It takes me a few seconds to remember their names.

‘What the fuck is going on here?’ I cross my arms and glare and they both shut up.

‘Zoe threw her drink at me because I called her a slut.’ The blonde one is obviously upset and her blue eyes burn with rage.

‘Is that true, Zoe?’

‘That I’m a slut or that I threw my drink at her?’ She asks innocently as she purses her pouty lips. I can tell that she’s going to challenge everything I say. Serena scoffs and slides out of the bench seat by the table then heading to the back of the bus to dry off. She’s athletic and lithe and my eyes follow her body as her hips sway seductively.

‘Look, this is going to be a long trip and we need to make an attempt to get along.’ I try to sound reasonable and authoritative, but am immediately shot down.

‘Daddy wants us to behave.’ Zoe mocks as she looks towards the back at Serena and they both burst into a fit of laughter. My head is already pounding and I can’t imagine my life getting any worse. Zoe slowly stands, locking her eyes onto me like she’s a wolf and I’m her prey, then slinks closer. Her perfume is one of my favorites and I try not to let my guard down as her arm brushes against mine.

She runs her finger down my bicep, circling the moebius strip tattoo on my right forearm with her purple fingernail. I can feel her body heat as she leans closer and when she whispers, my skin involuntarily breaks into a rash of goose pimples. ‘Maybe he should spank us.’

I’d be lying if I said that I’m not attracted to her. She’s hot as hell, but also almost twenty years younger than me. I mean, fuck, I have a pair of shoes that’s older than her. She might be legal, but there’s no way I’m going to let her get to me. Her eyes lock onto mine and I stare her down. She looks away after a few tense beats and I feel like I’ve won the first skirmish.

‘Where’s the other one?’ I ask as Zoe takes a step back, obviously shocked that I’m not succumbing to her advances.

‘Who, Kat?’

‘Yeah. Where is she?’ Zoe shrugs and I see a hand reach out of one of the bunks and give me the finger.


This, I can deal with.


‘Alright, now that we’re on our way, let’s go over the rules.’ Zoe rolls her eyes and plops back down on the sofa.

‘Absolutely no drugs or alcohol are allowed on the bus. Understand?’ I confirm as I lock eyes with Zoe, who nods sullenly and Serena, who emerges from the bathroom and sits next to her erstwhile friend. ‘Kat?’

‘Yeah ok. I don’t drink.’ I hear her mumbled response and move on.

‘Second- the only people allowed on this bus are the ones here now and Ezra, when we meet up with him. Is that clear?’ I ask. They nod and I get a verbal yes from Kat.

‘Last- the toilet gets clogged easily. For everyone’s sanity, do not throw your feminine hygiene shit in there.’ They all make a groaning sound and I can’t help laughing. ‘I’m serious about that one, ok. You don’t know misery until you're stuck on one of these things with that shit smell just hanging in the air when you’re in a five hour traffic jam.’ Zoe looks like she’s about to puke and Serena laughs.

‘Other than that, let’s try to have a good time and if you need to stop for any reason, let Angel or I know, ok?’ Zoe nods as she wraps her arm around Serena and they stare out of the window. Things seem to have calmed down and I go back to the front and sit in the passenger seat.

‘Everything alright?’ Angel asks as he gives me a smirk.

‘I don’t know, man.’ He laughs as I shake my head and I wonder if knows more than he’s letting on. ‘So what’s the deal with them.’

When he snorts I know that there’s something he’s not telling me. He looks at me, then back at the road and clears his throat.

‘Well you know you’re not the first person Steve called, right?’


God damn it.


‘Yeah, I got the feeling that this was a difficult sell.’

‘Difficult is an understatement.’ He looks towards the back for a second and lowers his voice. ‘These chicks have a bad reputation and no one in their right mind wants to deal with them. That’s part of the reason they haven’t been on tour in a few years.’

‘Fuck. That bad?’ He nods and I can feel my stomach twist into a knot. No one in their right mind is going to pay two hundred grand to a road manager for four months unless something else is going on. ‘Like, how bad is it? I mean, I’ve toured with the worst. They can’t be more unhinged than Fornicating Pig.’ I scoff as I remember the lowlights of that particular tour.

‘Look man. I don’t want to get into all of the dirty details, but I was the last guy on their list of drivers and the only reason I agreed to do this is the cash they offered.’ He looks at me again and shakes his head. ‘I have a feeling it was the same for you.’

I shrug and nod, there’s no need to deny it.

‘When we get somewhere private, call Steve and tell him that you want half now and the rest when the tour is over. Tell him that you can’t deal with it unless the money’s in the bank.’ Angel says before turning his attention back to the road.

I do not want to hear this and decide that it’s time to pull over for a break.



Chapter 3





‘Be back here at 2:30. Sharp.’ I order. Zoe rolls her eyes as she grabs Serena’s hand and they run off. I have plans to call Steve and want them occupied. ‘Kat, you too.’

‘I’m good.’ She calls out from her bunk and I walk off the bus and head towards an open area near the tree line at the edge of the parking lot. I pull out my phone and call Steve.

‘Hey Jas. Calling already?’ He sounds worried and that makes me worried.

‘What’s the deal here, Steve? How many other guys did you talk to before you got in touch with me?’ I hear his pencil tapping on his desk and can tell that he’s trying to come up with something. After a few seconds, he exhales loudly and just gives me the truth.

‘All of them.’

‘What?’

‘I called everyone, Jas.’ He says as he exhales and I can tell that he’s worried I’ll bolt. ‘They all refused. You were my last option and I knew you needed the money.’

‘Fuck!’ I scream and remember what Angel told me. ‘Look, I’m going to need half of the payment now.’ I think for a minute and make a snap decision. ‘And I want three hundred grand.’

‘Jesus, Jas.’ He’s pissed, but so am I. I hate being lied to and this feels like a setup. ‘Fine. I’ll talk to my accountant in the morning and send it over, but listen- for this price I need you to bring this thing in, ok?’

‘Ok. Thanks Steve.’ He mumbles something that sounds like fuck you and I hang up. My heart is racing and I look towards the bus, then check the time. It’s 2:25 and I have enough time to take a leak and then head into the convenience store.

A crowd’s gathered in the back and I’m surprised to see Serena and Zoe posting for photos with some of the other customers. I let it go on for a few minutes as I grab something to eat. I pay for it up front and return to the small group as Zoe signs some autographs.

‘Ok, say goodbye. We need to hit the road.’ The girls smile at their fans and wave as I walk them out and back towards the bus. I’m surprised that people in this shithole know who these girls are, but soon we’re back on the interstate heading north. It’s quiet and I relax for a few minutes as I eat my sandwich and chat with Angel. After a little while, I get suspicious about how calm everyone is and turn my head to see what’s happening.

‘How’s everyone doing?’ I head towards the back and sit on the sofa.

‘Good.’ Zoe’s scrolling through her phone as she strokes Serena’s hair and I’m surprised at how well everything is going. Maybe they just needed a firm hand and no one else was willing to do it.

‘So when was the last time you were on tour?’ I ask, feeling like I should make an effort to get to know them. They must have been young when they first started performing and it was probably tough.

‘Four years, right?’ Zoe looks down at Serena and she nods her head slightly. ‘Yeah, it’s been a while.’ Zoe smiles at me and I relax slightly.

‘Where did you go?’

‘It was our Europe tour, so Paris, London, Milan, you know…’ She rolls her eyes and turns back to her phone and I try again.

‘Yeah, did you enjoy it?’ I put my arm on the back of the sofa and rest my ankle on my knee.

‘It was nice, but we didn’t really get to see much.’ I completely understand. Even though it sounds like an exciting life, bands spend so much time traveling and rehearsing that they rarely get to enjoy the places they visit.

‘Maybe you’ll get to go back for fun some day.’ She rolls her eyes again.

‘What’s wrong with that?’ I can’t understand why she’s being so pissy. Suddenly Serena sits up, leans forward and pukes on the floor.

‘Shit!’ I jump out of my seat. ‘What the hell?’

‘Everything ok back there?’ Angel calls out.

‘Yeah, just, uh, pull over at the next stop, ok?’ I can suddenly smell alcohol and when Zoe smiles at me and shrugs, I realize what’s happened. ‘Has she been drinking?’

‘I guess.’ Zoe mumbles as she looks at the mess and wrinkles her nose. Serena moans as she rolls herself onto her back and Zoe manages to extricate herself from the other woman and repositions herself next to me, lowering her voice to a whisper. ‘She nicked a bottle of vodka when we were chatting with the fans.’

‘What?’ I burst out. None of this makes any sense and I need to wrap my head around the fact that she stole a bottle of vodka, then drank it all in the hour since we left. ‘Why the fuck would she do that?’

‘Well, we don’t have any money, so that’s the only way she could get it.’ Zoe says as she flutters her eyelashes innocently. The stench from the puke is overwhelming and I pull open the closet door and grab a roll of paper towels.

I get down on my hands and knees, the familiar scent of vomit filling my nostrils and I want to gag. I wish I could say that this was the first time I’ve done this particular job, but that would be a lie.

‘Ok,’ I pause for a minute to look at Zoe. ‘My first rule was no drugs or alcohol on the bus, why didn’t you stop her or tell me what was going on?’ I’m raising my voice and the realization sinks in that I’ve been hired to be a babysitter.

‘I’m not a rat, Jas.’ Her dark eyes bore into me and Serena moans, clearly in bad shape. I pick her up and walk gingerly towards the back of the bus where there’s another sofa in the tiny manager’s office. She weighs almost nothing and when the bus goes over a pothole, she holds on tighter. When I lay her down, I wipe a few strands of hair away from her forehead and position her on her side so she doesn’t choke if she vomits again

I go back out to the main area and see that Zoe’s taking care of the rest of the puke.

‘Thanks.’ She gives me a genuine smile and I feel like her bitchy facade is fading slightly.



Chapter 4






Day two. 3am. Somewhere between LA and Sacramento.


I gave Angel a break and have been driving for five hours. We hit some traffic and should be much farther than we are now.  It’s rough, but I don’t want any delays. Even though I have my license, this is probably my least favorite part of being on the road. My job is to make sure the act is there on time and ready to perform, so I do whatever it takes to make that happen. I carried Serena up to the passenger seat earlier to keep an eye on her and as I take another sip of energy drink, she wakes up and stares at me, surprised.

‘Why did you move me up here?’ She stretches her long legs as she looks around.

‘Because you stole a fucking bottle of vodka and drank half of it and I was worried you would choke on your own vomit.’ She scoffs and I hand her a bottle of water.

‘You make it sound way worse than it is.’ Her voice is flat and I shake my head.

‘Which part, stealing a liter of vodka or drinking most of it by yourself?’

‘Both, I guess…’ Her voice trails off and I stare straight ahead.

‘You know, I had the same problem.’ I can’t see her, but know that she’s rolling her eyes.

‘I don’t have a problem. I just like to have a drink every once in a while.’ She says as she picks at something on her leg. I said the exact same thing more than one time but don’t want to lecture her. ‘Besides, every ex alcoholic thinks that everyone else is an alcoholic. I like to have fun, what’s wrong with that?’

‘It didn’t look like you were having fun.’

‘Blow me.’ She says with a completely straight face and I burst into laughter.

‘Jesus.’ She starts laughing too and I’m glad she’s loosening up. ‘So what’s the deal with your friend back there?’

‘Which one, the slut or the hermit?’

‘Both, I guess.’ She grabs my energy drink and takes a sip, then gulps the rest of it down.

‘Do you have more of these in the back?’

‘Yeah, go grab a couple.’ I say as she gets up. I feel her grab onto my seat and can only imagine how bad she feels right now. The road stretches out in front of me and there’s not much traffic. We should be hitting Sacramento soon and I’m trying to avoid the morning rush hour.

‘Here you go.’ She pops open a can and hands it to me before plopping back down in the passenger seat.

‘Is everyone still asleep?’ I take a sip. It tastes like lemon cleaning fluid with too much saccharine mixed in, but I can’t imagine being awake right now without it.

‘Yeah, I think so.’ She goes quiet and I enjoy the silence. There’s no need to force conversation, as long as she’s not openly hostile, I’m happy. A few minutes later, I feel a tap on my shoulder.

‘Thanks for the break. I can take over if you want.’ Angel is standing behind me and I pull over into a truck stop. ‘I’ll go get some coffee. Want anything?’

‘I’m good, thanks.’

‘Ok, I’ll be back in five.’ He rushes off and Serena looks at me. The lights of the approaching trucks flash across her face and even in the dim, ragged light, she’s absolutely stunning. My thoughts start to wander and I realize that It’s been a year since I was with a woman. I shake my head as I try to dislodge the dirty fantasies that start to overwhelm my mind.

‘Do you want to go get some sleep or stay up here?’ I stand and motion towards the back.

‘I’ll stay up here for a while, it’s peaceful.’

‘Yeah, it’s not bad when you want some time to think, but sometimes too much of that can be a dangerous thing.’ I say and she nods in agreement.

Once Angel returns, I crawl into my bunk, enjoying the familiar feel of the bus swaying as I drift off to sleep.

I’m enveloped in the warm sea as my body sinks beneath the gentle waves. I feel myself panic, but when I realize I can breathe, I give in and notice a figure in the distance. As she swims towards me, I admire the iridescent scales that begin slightly below her tapered waist and flare into a shimmering tail. Her blond hair floats around her like a halo and I reach out to touch her naked tits, brushing against her pink nipple as she kisses me.

Her hand trails down my chest and unfastens my belt. I give in as she unzips my jeans and shoves her hand inside, stroking my stiff cock as she moans in my ear. It feels so good and as my eyes flutter open, I realize that I’m not alone.

‘What the fuck?’ A hand is in my sweatpants and I grab it as Zoe’s face merges into my field of vision. I roll away, jerking her soft hand away from my rigid dick as I try to cover myself with the thin blanket.

‘Morning, Jas.’ She whispers. Her dark eyes are sparkling wickedly and she bites her lip as she smiles.

‘Get the hell out of my bunk, Zoe.’ I’m still half asleep and my raging hard on is making extricating her from my personal space way more difficult than it ought to be.

‘Come on, just a few more strokes.’ She says as she leans down to kiss me. Her lips feel like velvet and she pushes her tongue into my mouth before I come to my senses and grab her shoulders, jerking her away. She’s not wearing a bra and her shirt is cut so low that I can see the light pink blush of her areola. I have to force myself to look away and it takes every ounce of willpower to do it. ‘You were enjoying it before you woke up.’

‘Christ, Zoe. Get out of my bunk, now!’ I’m worried that if she doesn’t leave I’m going to lose control. She pouts and as she jumps down, a wave of relief washes through me. I’m as hard as an icicle in a snowstorm and try to think about anything else right now but the way her soft body felt against mine.

‘Fuck!’ I scream into my pillow as I hear her giggle and manage to squeeze my jeans on. When I slide out of the bunk, I see her whispering to Serena and wave my hand as I go look for a cup of coffee. I can’t deal with this shit right now and return to the passenger seat as we cross the Oregon state line.

‘Problems?’ I settle into the passenger seat and try to get what happened out of my head.

‘Yeah- three.’ My pulse is still pounding and I can feel Zoe’s eyes boring into the back of my head as I try to ignore her. She and Serena are chatting loudly and I can tell that they’re discussing Zoe’s failed attempt to seduce me.

‘Do you want to stop? I know I wouldn’t mind a break.’ Angel says as we stare at the mountains in the distance.

‘Sure, pull over.’

The next exit has a half empty truck stop and as we slow to a crawl, I return to the back to remind them of the rules.

‘No alcohol. I mean it.’ Serena glares holes through me and I double down. ‘I will be checking, so don’t try it. Ok?’

‘You’ll need to check me too, Jas. I might be hiding something for her.’ Zoe says teasingly and she brushes against me as she and Serena file off the bus. I take a look at my phone and see a message from Steve.


Call me.


I find a quiet spot near the convenience store and wait for him to pick up. The breeze is cool and the smell of diesel hangs low in the air as I listen to it ring and try to keep an eye on the girls. I notice that Kat is with them and I’m happy that she’s decided to get out of her bunk for a few minutes.

‘Jas, hey. How’s everything?’ I think about the booze and Zoe and the general chaos that’s surrounded us and decide to go with the simple answer.

‘Good, we’re in Oregon.’ I crane my neck to find Zoe’s dark hair. ‘Just stopping for a break.’

‘Ok, happy to hear that. I knew you were the right guy for this.’ He trails off and I worry that he has some bad news. ‘Listen, somehow the tickets were oversold and the venue in Vancouver is going to be slightly larger than we had originally planned.’

‘That’s good, right?’ I had never heard of a band being upset that they sold more tickets than expected.



‘Normally, yes, but Kat has an issue with large spaces.’

 

Fuck


 
. ‘Can you talk to her and let her know that we’re moving to a bigger venue?’



‘Shouldn’t Ezra do that?’


I’m not their fucking manager.


‘Yeah, but he’s been dealing with some other stuff and we could really use your help on this.’

‘Ok fine. Is that all?’ I need to get some coffee and make sure they’re not stealing anything.

‘Thanks Jas.’

There’s no one else inside and I can hear the three of them chatting excitedly. As I approach, they quiet down and I figure that this is a good time to talk to Kat. If she’s as terrified as Steve says, maybe Zoe and Serena can help break the news.

‘I just spoke with Steve.’ I say, trying to make this sound like it’s a positive development. ‘Ticket sales in Vancouver were great and we’ve changed venues. It’s slightly bigger…’

‘How big?’ Kat’s soft voice is strange to hear and I’m glad she’s talking.

‘We’re moving from three thousand seats to five thousand.’ I can see a flash of panic crease her pretty features and continue, hoping she won’t lose it. ‘It’s really not that much bigger, this one has a mezzanine. I’ve worked shows there before and it’s honestly one of my favorite halls.’

‘It’s ok, Kat. You know how it is when the lights are down, it’s hard to see anyone past the first few rows anyway.’ Serena says as she wraps her arms around her friend and strokes her hair.

‘We can talk about it some more once we’re back on the bus, ok?’ I say as I give her a reassuring smile. ‘Is there anything you want from here? I will pay for it.’ I emphasize the last part, hoping I can deter their sticky fingers.

‘Vodka…’ Serena teases and I shake my head.

‘Anything else?’

We walk out, loaded with a few bags of junk food and some coffee and pile back into the bus. I give Angel the ok and we pull out as I keep my eyes on Serena and Zoe.

‘You didn’t take anything, did you?’ I don’t see any bottles, but Zoe comes closer, clearly in the mood to poke me and whispers breathily into my ear.

‘You can frisk me if you want.’ I remember the way her body felt pressed against mine and imagine stripping her naked, bending her over the table and fucking her right here in front of everyone. Instead, I spin her around, satisfied when I don’t see any contraband.

‘Serena?’ She obediently stands and twirls. There’s no way she could hide anything in the tight yoga pants and sports bra that she’s wearing. Kat does the same before crawling into her bunk and I’m worried that I’ve lost the opportunity to chat about what’s going on.

‘Thank you.’ I throw the bags onto the table and hold onto one of the railings that line the ceiling as we pull back onto the freeway. ‘I hate feeling like a prison guard, but you guys aren’t leaving me much choice here.’

Zoe grabs a bag of chips from the pile of snacks and starts munching loudly, getting the attention that she so desperately craves as Serena throws a pillow at her. I let their little scuffle die down before continuing.

‘Here’s the plan. In a few hours we’re stopping in Eugene so we can all get some sleep and showers and hopefully feel slightly better.’ The tour bus is nice, but a real bed and some personal space sounds incredible right now.

‘Can I share a room with you, Jas?’ Zoe is doing her best to annoy the shit out of me.

‘No. Any other questions?’



Chapter 6





‘This place blows.’ We’re filing off the bus and Serena stops and stares at the decrepit looking building in front of us. ‘Ezra couldn’t find anything better?’

‘I’ll go make sure this is it.’ I say as I motion for them to stay put. This looks like the kind of place that a struggling rock group would shack up in a few decades ago. I walk into the lobby. It reeks of smoke and mildew and I really had no idea that there were still places like this. There’s a rusty bell on the formica counter and I ring it, wondering who’s going to emerge.

I’m not disappointed as an overweight balding woman walks out of a back room and looks at me from across the counter.

‘What do you want?’ The smell of boiled cabbage wafts out from the back room and I wrinkle my nose as she studies me over an ancient pair of spectacles.

‘I think I might be in the wrong place, but do you have a reservation for Jas Cordrey?’ She clears her throat before opening an ancient ledger and skims down a row of names.

‘Cordrey. Five rooms?’


Fuck.


‘Yeah.’ I look through the window and see the girls looking around and a wave of fatigue hits me. ‘Can I get the keys?’

‘This is the place.’ I’m staring at the girls as they eye the keys suspiciously.

‘What am I supposed to do with this?’ Zoe holds it up, acting like she’s never seen anything like it before in her life.

‘It’s a fucking key, you stupid bitch.’ Kat mumbles beneath her breath and I have to stifle a laugh as Zoe glares holes through her bandmate.

‘Let’s go in and get some rest. We’re only going to be here for ten hours, so we can live with it.’ I look at each of them as Angel begins unloading the bags. ‘I promise I’ll talk to Ezra about the next stop. This place is pretty rough and I’m sure he can do better. It’s probably just some sort of misunderstanding. Ok?’

They nod and I help get their bags to their rooms, wishing them good night as I turn the key in my creaky door and let myself inside. The lobby was luxurious compared to this room and I yank back the sheets, fully expecting to find a few dead roaches and a used hypodermic needle tucked inside.

It’s time to give Ezra a call.

I dial his number and after a few rings, I hear a voice on the other end.

‘This is Ezra.’

‘Hey, this is, uh, Jas Cordrey…’

‘Jas! Hi, I’ve been meaning to touch base.’ It’s been two seconds and I already dislike this guy’s nasal voice and business school demeanor intensely. ‘How’s the trip going so far? Are the girls behaving?’

‘Uh, yeah. Ezra, we need to talk. What’s going on with this hotel?’ The other end goes silent and I wait for him to respond.

‘Jas, look- I just got another message that I need to take. I’ll speak with you about it tomorrow, alright?’

‘Wait, Ezra…’ The other end goes dead and I can feel myself on the verge of losing it before reigning myself in and taking a few deep breaths. I shoot a message to Steve about the situation and decide to let it go. I’ve stayed in worse places and like I told the girls, it’s only ten hours. I throw my suitcase onto the second bed and pull out my toiletry bag and place it on the vanity by the shower before getting undressed.

The shower looks good at least and as steam fills the bathroom, I get in the hot spray and let the water wash over my body. I’m more exhausted than I realized and think I hear the door open and close. I shake my head and turn off the water, grabbing a towel from the rack and drying myself off. All I can think about is that bed and getting some shut eye and as I walk out of the bathroom, I don’t notice the figure perched on the edge of the mattress.

‘Nice.’ I yank the towel from around my neck and quickly secure it around my waist as my mind registers Zoe sitting there, staring at me.

‘What the hell are you doing in here, Zoe?’ She keeps her eyes locked on me as she licks her full lips and slides her fingertip down the soft skin of her neck.

‘I wanted to see if your room was any nicer than mine.’

‘I can trade if you want, just give me a minute to get dressed.’ As I reach for my shirt, she stands and slinks towards me. Her finger traces my abs and begins trailing down my stomach, then through the patch of hair that ends at my hardening cock.

‘I was thinking that we could bunk together. It gets really lonely by myself and the heat isn’t working...’ Her word trails off and I inhale her perfume as she runs her hand through her dark hair. She’s so hot and I try to push the memory of the way she stroked me on the bus out of my mind.

My phone starts ringing and I breathe a sigh of relief as I hold up my finger to her and answer it.

‘Yeah. Steve?’ She crosses her arms and stares at me.

‘Hi Jas- just got your message. What’s going on?’ I turn away from her to keep from getting distracted by the way she’s staring at me.

‘What’s up with this motel? It’s some run down motor lodge in the middle of nowhere. Can’t you guys do any better than this?’ I can hear him tapping his pen and realize he’s about to give me some bullshit.

‘Look, Jas- there’s not much money. We’ve spent most of it on venues and your salary and other costs. They haven’t been on tour in years and their most recent studio album didn’t hit the way we thought it would.’ It all sounds like made up excuses and I can’t help but wonder if there’s something he’s hiding.

‘I’ll talk to Ezra and see what we can do about the accommodation situation. Maybe your next stop will be better, all right?’

‘Ok, but promise me you’ll at least bring it up. They don’t deserve this.’ He says his goodbyes and I turn my attention back to the intruder as I toss my phone onto my bag. ‘What do you want from me, Zoe?’ I’m feeling frustrated and even though every part of me is attracted to her in the most primal way, I’m not in the mood for games.

‘You know what I want.’ She whispers. I can feel her breath dance across my chest as she draws closer and when her lips meet mine, I give in.



Chapter 7





It feels so good. Almost like part of me has been asleep for a year and now I’m waking up and experiencing life again.

I’ve fucked a lot of women. It happens when you’re on tour and surrounded by groupies and aren’t totally repulsive. It’s easily in the hundreds, and that’s only counting the ones I remember. When I met Lisa, I gave it all up and managed to stay totally devoted to her until she left.

I haven’t been denying myself or anything, I jerk off as much as the next guy. The point is that I haven’t wanted any complications in my life and the person currently shoving her tongue down my throat is a massive complication that I should keep at a professional distance if I want to have any chance of surviving the next four months and getting paid.


But it just feels so fucking good.


Her lips are soft and sweet and I wrap my hands around the back of her neck, pulling her close as she presses her body against mine. I know what I want and knowing that I shouldn’t just take it right now is killing me. As her tongue fills my mouth, I imagine ripping off that tiny shirt and squeezing those big tits and sucking on her pointy little nipples, then pushing her onto her knees and fucking her sweet, tight pussy until she screams my name.

She gasps, almost as though she can see the dirty thoughts racing through my mind and takes a step back. I notice that her cheeks are flushed and I wonder why she stopped. The only sound in the room are her sharp breaths as she pants.

‘What? Do I have bad breath?’ I smile and put my finger under her chin, lifting it up so her eyes meet mine. ‘Is it not what you were expecting.’ My question isn’t a question and I see panic light up her eyes.

‘No, it’s nice. Like really nice.’ She flushes again and brushes her fingertips against her wet lips. ‘I have to go.’ I watch as she retreats, pausing at the door before turning the knob and slipping out. I’m still rock hard, but too tired to rub one off and just get into bed. It takes five minutes before I’m out and when the alarm sounds the next morning, the whole thing seems like a dream.

I go for a quick run as soon as I’m up, then jump into the shower again and get dressed. Angel is already on the bus and I join him, giving him a nod as I head towards the back for a cup of coffee before I return to the passenger seat and start scrolling through some documents that Steve sent through last night.

‘Morning.’ Serena’s the first one on the bus and she looks at me and smiles. ‘My suitcase is outside.’ She throws her backpack on the sofa and pulls out her phone. Kat’s next and I look at my watch, ready to get back on the road. As Angel steps out to load up the luggage, Serena comes towards me with a devilish grin curling her lips and leans close to my ear.

‘I hear that you and Zoe got to know each other a little better last night.’ Her words are whispered and the sound sends chills through my body.

‘Zoe invited herself into my room and nothing happened.’ I say, shutting her down. I’m feeling agitated and want to get going. ‘Where is she?’

‘I thought you would know.’ She winks at me and returns to the back, whispering something to Kat as she stares at me.

‘Fuck.’ I mumble as I make my way towards Zoe’s room, about to bang on the door as it opens and she emerges.

‘Oh, morning Jas.’ She ducks under my extended arm and walks towards the bus, acting as if nothing happened. I’m starting to think that she’s the kind of girl that only wants what she can’t have and once she gets it, loses interest completely. I shake my head and load her suitcase, then close the door.

‘Ready?’ I sit in the passenger seat as Angel pulls back out onto the interstate and we’re on our way.

The drive to Vancouver should only take around eight hours, barring any unforeseen incidents and Angel agrees to iron ass it. We stop outside of Seattle and the girls get mobbed by fans again and I can’t understand why Steve insists that they have no money. I’ve been on plenty of tours where not even the fans at the venue recognized the band and these chicks get mobbed everywhere they go.


Something’s not right.


Once we’re cruising again, I pull out my phone and start doing some research. Steve told me that their last album hadn’t done well, but according to the charts, it was number one for eight weeks and hung around the charts for most of the year. I’m not an expert on record sales, but that should give them plenty of cash for nicer hotels and plenty of pocket money. If Ezra had told me they were limiting access to their funds because of Serena’s drinking or some other specific reason, I would understand, but these women are obviously broke and the whole situation seems shady as hell.

‘You’re awfully quiet. What’s going on, man?’ Angel’s question interrupts my thoughts and I shake my head as I watch the landscape speed by.

‘Have you ever seen a band with no pocket money before? I mean, no cards, no cash- nothing.’

‘Nah, usually they’re spending like it’s going out of style. Why?’ I shake my head and cross my arms in front of me as I lean back in my seat.

‘No reason, just thinking about something.’

‘Matter of fact, I remember when Axel Hansen gave some guy at a rest stop in Texas five thousand dollars for his goat- in cash. He brought that thing onto the bus and kept it for like a week. That was some wild shit, man.’ Angel laughs at the memory and I continue scrolling through info about the group. Are they really as broke as Steve says or is something worse happening behind the scenes?

‘Jas!’ I hear my name being called and shake my head as I get up and make my way towards the back.

‘What?’ I hold on to the handrail as I look at Zoe, then Serena. I’m not in the mood to deal with their bullshit right now.

‘Zoe told me you’re a good kisser and I want to find out for myself.’ She puckers her lips and I shake my head.

‘No.’ I say firmly as I lean against the wall. ‘I have a question, though. Why don’t you have any money?’

‘What do you mean?’ Zoe looks clueless and stares at Serena.

‘You said the other day that you didn’t have any money. Why is that?’

‘I mean, we’ve always had everything taken care of for us, so we haven’t really needed it.’ Serena says as she looks at me blankly, then decides to come clean. ‘Ok, fine.’ She exhales deeply and stares through the window at the passing landscape. ‘Ezra said we’re running out of cash so that’s why we’re back on tour.’

‘Your last album was certified platinum, so why are you touring mid level venues?’ I ask, and they both shrug. I’m not surprised, the artists rarely know anything about the nuts and bolts of the tour.

‘Why?’ Serena is curious about why I’m asking so many questions and I don’t know what to tell them. Something feels off and I plan on looking into it further. I’ve heard horror stories about managers and accountants screwing acts out of millions and I hope to God that’s not the case here.

‘Nothing, I just haven’t run into a situation like this before.’ I pause and change the subject. ‘Our hotel tonight looks significantly better.’ Ezra sent a link a few hours ago and apologized for sticking us in that shithole last night.

‘Good. It’s downtown, right? I wouldn’t mind going out.’ Zoe smiles at me and I shake my head.

‘You have early rehearsal tomorrow and I want to see you up by seven, so no partying.’ Serena pouts and I realize I’ll need to keep an eye on her to make sure she doesn’t get into any trouble. The conversation dies out and I walk towards the tiny office in the back. There’s a laptop on the desk and I turn it on, closing the door as I look up some additional information about the group.

I’m scrolling through some fan sites and am so caught up in what I’m reading that I don’t hear the door open and close softly behind me.

‘If there’s something you want to know, you can just ask.’ I recognize Serena’s voice and quickly shut the laptop. She squeezes past me and sits on the small sofa, staring at me with open contempt as she chews loudly on a piece of bubblegum. She’s got on a pair of short cutoffs and when she shifts, I can tell she’s not wearing any panties.

I lean back in the chair, weaving my fingers behind my head as I try to figure out what to say. From what I read, the group has always been on the verge of a meltdown and the only thing that kept them together for the first three years was their parents. Now that they’re on their own, chaos seems to follow them everywhere they go: destroyed hotel rooms, nasty public breakups and drunken meltdowns, just to scratch the surface.

‘I have some questions about what’s really going on, Serena.’ I pause as she crosses her legs and pulls on one end of the chewing gum, stringing it out, then moving it back towards her glossy pink lips. ‘It’s strange that you’re already broke after putting out an album that should have made you tons of money.’

‘It’s not strange at all. Thanks to some bad contracts that our parents signed years ago, we only saw a small fraction of what we should have earned.’ She looks upset and I can understand why. ‘There’s nothing we can do about it now except put out two more albums and hope that we can stay popular until the third one is released.’ She blows a bubble and it pops loudly.

‘Have you spoken with a lawyer? I know a guy…’

‘We’ve spoken with a few lawyers and they all said the same thing: the contract is binding and we need to honor it if we want to keep performing as the LaLa Girls.’ She leans forward and looks at me seriously. ‘This is the only thing we know how to do, Jas. If they take that away from us, I don’t know what will happen.’ I feel terrible for her, for all of them.

The tight space is quiet except for the humming sound of tires meeting the road and I stare at her for a few seconds. I assume she’s leaving as she stands and closes the distance between, but she shuts the small door behind me. The look in her eye tells me that she wants something and she’s not going to be happy until she gets it.

Suddenly she’s on my lap, spreading her legs as she moves closer to me. I know I should leave, that I should push her off and retreat to the safety of the passenger seat, but I’m pinned down and the reality is that I’m in no hurry to go.

‘You’re a good guy, aren’t you Jas?’ Her voice is soft and she glides the back of her manicured index finger across my afternoon stubble. I can feel myself getting hard despite my best effort to keep my body under control, but when she looks down, she notices the thick bulge in my pants and smiles wickedly. ‘But you’re still a man.’



Chapter 8





I should put a stop to this whole thing now, but I don’t and my logic is taking a back seat to my desire. Her body is lithe and thin and as she pushes her weight down on me, I’m surprised at how light she is. She’s wearing a pair of shorts that barely cover her ass and her loose fitting t-shirt is thin enough that I can clearly see the peaks of her breasts pushing against the worn fabric.

She slides closer until I can feel her hot breath on my skin. Her eyes hold mine and she reaches up to pull her golden hair loose from her messy bun. It cascades over her shoulders and releases the clean scent of generic hotel shampoo into the air surrounding us. She tilts her head slightly as she traces my pectoral muscle, inspecting the goods before making a firm commitment.

‘What do you want, Serena? Is this some sort of twisted competition between you and Zoe to see who can get me first?’ I ask. She bends down to kiss me and I can taste the intensely sweet flavor of the gum as her lips meet mine. Against my better judgment, I cup her tight ass and pull her closer so that her body is pressed against me. She leans away for a second and I think it’s over, but she tosses the gum in the trash bin before pushing her tongue into my mouth. Her arms are around my neck and I can feel her hips begin to rock in that familiar rhythm as she grinds on top of me.

‘I want to be close to someone, Jas.’ She whispers into my ear and I feel my body respond with a soft prickling across my skin. ‘I think you do, too.’ My hands creep up and circle her thin waist as she continues rocking slowly and steadily. I want to wait to see where she takes this, but when she pulls off her t-shirt in a swift motion and her small breasts are right in front of me, ripe and ready to be tasted, I find it hard to control my base instincts.

I pull her closer, taking one of her soft nipples into my mouth. It feels so good and right and as a fierce moan escapes her lips, I suddenly worry about being discovered. We’re both adults, but I don’t want people to find out that I couldn’t control myself, that I gave in at the first opportunity that was placed in front of me. I’ve spent the last year exercising self control and denial and now I’m losing it completely.

Her hips move faster as I suck and as I push my fingers between her legs, I can feel her desire seeping through her shorts. I suddenly remember what pussy tastes like and the sensation of that soft skin against my tongue and all of the blood in my body rushes straight to my dick.

‘That feels so nice…’ She murmurs and I want more. As I pull away from her breast, her lips find mine again before helping me wriggle out of my t-shirt. She brushes her fingers through the sparse hair on my chest, tracing the lines of my muscles as she leans back and smiles. ‘You have some gray hair.’ A light giggle escapes her lips as she bites her full lip and I shrug.

‘It happens.’ Her fingers trail down my torso and stop at the top button of my jeans as she considers her options. I wait patiently as she toys with the button and when she looks at me again, she smiles.

‘I want to suck your dick, Jas. Is that alright?’ I’ve never had a woman actually ask before. It always just happened, but the fact that I know what’s coming makes me want it even more.

‘Yeah, that would be nice.’ I swallow as she slowly maneuvers herself off my thighs and kneels on the floor between my legs. She slowly slides the zipper and by time she gets it to the bottom, I worry I’m going to come in my pants.

She reaches into my jeans and wrestles out my cock. It’s stiff and ready and when she brushes her lips against the tip, I have to grip onto the sides of the chair to keep from losing it completely. She sticks out her tongue and licks the seam from my balls to the crown, staring at me with those big blue eyes as she does it. Even if it hadn’t been a year, I would still be struggling to hold back right now, just looking at her.

‘When was the last time you had a blow job?’ She asks as she kisses the soft skin of my shaft lightly, then traces one of the throbbing veins with her finger.

‘A while. When was the last time you gave one?’ A laugh bubbles out of her throat and she shrugs as she leans over and wraps her lips around me. ‘Christ, that feels good.’ I reach out, running my hand through her silky hair as she takes more of me, and I revel in the sensation of her lips and teeth and tongue as she teases me.

I want to grab her by her arms and throw her over the desk and fuck her the way she needs, but I let her continue. I can feel the back of her throat as she leans over and the muscles wrap around the tip as she gags lightly, then pulls away. A string of saliva trails from the slick head to her lips and it’s the most beautiful fucking thing I’ve ever seen.

Suddenly I feel the bus turning and as we begin to slow, I panic. She doesn’t seem to notice, but as I sit up and start to tuck myself back into my jeans, her expression changes.

‘What’s wrong?’ She asks as a hurt look creases her beautiful features.

‘We’re stopping. Get dressed.’ I grab her arm and pull her towards me, but she just smiles and wraps her fingers around my cock. Her strokes are slow and assured and I lean back in the chair, giving in to her.

‘You have time to come, let me take care of it for you.’ She says softly before swallowing me again. I let go as she takes over, allowing myself the pleasure that I’ve been avoiding for so long. Each pass of her mouth reminds me of what I’ve been missing and I wish her tight, juicy pussy was wrapped around me instead of her lips. It only takes a few more strokes and I let go, shooting into the back of her throat as she continues to work the softening flesh.

‘God damn.’ The bus comes to a stop and I don’t have time to revel in the pleasure. I see her swallow my cum and lick her lips as she pulls on her t-shirt and I try to make myself presentable. Almost immediately I start feeling guilty about what just happened. I help Serena off the floor and against my better judgment, lean down to kiss her. I want her again, but need to find out what’s going on.

‘Did something happen?’ I’m the first one out and can feel Zoe staring daggers into me as I make my way towards the front to talk to Angel. ‘I thought we weren’t stopping until Vancouver.’

‘Zoe said she wasn’t feeling well and wanted to get out and walk around.’ I glance back at her, watching as she storms off the bus.  Serena looks at me before chasing after her friend and a wave of regret about what just happened overwhelms me.


I’m supposed to be caring for these women, not fucking them.




Visit tate-bull.com
 for a free download and more. Find out about my latest releases when you follow me on Amazon
 .
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The Farm Life




After moving back to my hometown to take care of my family farm, I began to wonder if this was the life I really wanted to live. All of that changed when I met Kate. She's gorgeous, smart and wants to go out with me.





When a fight breaks out at a bar on our first date, I'm worried that it's going to ruin everything, but instead I meet Chloe. She wants to get to know me better and who am I to say no?
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Bonne Chance












When I received an email that my Uncle Bob had passed away, I was obviously upset. I barely knew the guy, but soon learned that he left me his entire estate. I assumed that would consist of his shabby beach bar and a few Hawaiian shirts, but was shocked to find out that he was a millionaire and led a life that I could only dream of.









Joie, a French lawyer who's handling his estate, is absolutely gorgeous, smart and very interested in getting to know me better and when Abby, the hot American surfer comes into the picture, I wonder how I ended up so lucky.









My miserable life is finally falling into place, but when I get a note from a beautiful stranger, I begin to think that there may be more to Uncle Bob than I could have possibly imagined.
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