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Ididn’t get home until after ten the night of our Good Morning America appearance. Still buzzing from the appearance and my exertions afterwards, Heather, Anna and Marcia, Heather’s tiny blonde friend, took me to a diner where we ate breakfast for dinner and drank too much coffee. While the girls regaled me with stories from the day’s excitement.

Simon and Willa were nowhere to be found after filming, but I had an idea of where they were and didn’t look very hard. With his mom out of town for the day, Simon’s house was empty, and it didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out where they’d gone and what the young couple was up to.

I was drained when I finally got home and wanted my bed despite all the caffeine in me. I found the light on when I slipped inside and my stepmom home and sitting in a living room chair, reading a book. Pulling thick-framed reading glasses off, she set the book aside and cocked an eyebrow at me.

“You look exhausted.”

“I’m fine,” I said, teeth cracking when I stifled a yawn.

My stepmom’s lips drew into a wry smile, and she set her glasses atop the book and rose, the loose nightshirt and pants billowing around her slender limbs.

“Your father would go until he burned out too.” I opened my mouth to object, but a single raised eyebrow silenced me, and she gave a firm nod and pointed to the couch. “Sit. I’ll get something to relax you.”

Bed was calling, but my stepmom isn’t a woman to be denied, so I sank into the couch with a grunt. The faucet turned on and I could hear the kettle filling as she puttered about the kitchen.

“Heather’s mom seems nice,” she called from the kitchen. “I’ve seen her before, years ago at a party. I doubt she’d remember me though.” Popping back around the corner with two steaming mugs, she flashed me an impish smile. “She’s an… impressive woman.”

Wagging her eyebrows on the stressed word, I let out a groan that drew a chortle of amusement from her. Sinking onto the couch beside me, she handed me one of the mugs, and my mouth salivated at the sweet scent of chocolate and cream.

“You always had a thing for busty blondes,” she grinned into her mug as she took a sip, flinching back at the heat.

“I do not,” I objected, blowing on the cocoa.

“Oh? Then who was it with their nose pressed to the screen whenever Dolly Parton came on TV?”

I sipped hot chocolate and tried to ignore her grin.

“Where are Simon and Willa tonight?”

It was my turn to snort in amusement. “Haven’t seen them since after the show.”

My stepmom cocked an eyebrow and smiled. “Good for them. I think Simon’s perfect for her.”

“I agree.”

“Speaking of the show, you were amazing today,” I blushed and tried to move her past the topic, but she rested a hand on my shoulder and turned towards me, fingers pressing into the muscles as if she could press home her words. “Dean, you have a gift. One your father never had, and it’s so powerful I’m a little afraid of what’s coming.” Her brilliant blue eyes bore deep into mine, alight with love, concern and woven through both an excitement that was undeniable. “Your music will chart. Your lives will change. That I know for certain. But the moment you put out a music video, the second you step on stage…”

Her words were filled with conviction, and when she said she knew we would make it, my heart soared because for the first time I really believed it. But the light in her eyes retreated at the end, and I felt her pull away from me, without moving a hair.

“What?”

I tried to hold her gaze, but she looked away, so I slipped an arm behind her back, drawing her closer. She resisted at first but only for a moment, then sank into my side, sighing heavily.

“A thousand traps are waiting out there, hidden and ready to snap you into addiction, an awful marriage or worse.” She laughed softly and tried to pull away from me but relented when I kept a firm grip on her shoulder and, looking up at me, I saw genuine worry in her eyes. “I could lose you.”

“You’ll never lose me-.”

She silenced me with her fingers over my lips and a shake of her head.

“You can’t say that. You don’t know what’s out there. The temptations waiting to draw you away bit by bit. The drugs, the girls, the bad actors who want to use you.”

I wanted to say that wouldn’t happen. That it couldn’t. But VH1 is full of Behind the Music stories about rock stars who crashed and burned. Destroying their lives and art with cheap thrills. If I were honest with myself, the chances of it going wrong were greater than the chance of it not. My stepmom watched my expression fall as I contemplated her words, and the hand on my cheek softened, drawing my face down until our foreheads nearly touched.

“That’s my fear, not yours. And it doesn’t have to come true.” When I furrowed my brow in question, she continued. “You have something those other guys never did… me.”

I flashed a grin, matching hers, and felt such an overflow of love for this wonderful, strong, gorgeous woman. Her eyes were dancing with amusement, alive and infectious, but they fell from mine to my lips, and I moved without thought, closing the distance between us.

When our lips met, it wasn’t the chaste kiss of a mother and son. I’ve felt passion while kissing Anna and Heather, perhaps even love. This was something entirely different.

An inferno roared to life inside me, awakening a desire that felt starved and feral. Our lips had barely grazed when a hiss escaped my stepmom, and then her tongue was sliding along mine, the arm holding her close tightened, hand circling around her ribs. The world dissolved away, and only the soft feel of her lips on mine mattered.

As suddenly as it began, it was over. Both of us pulled back with wide eyes and trembling lips. All I wanted was to pull her back into the circle of my arms and kiss those impossibly soft lips until the thrill inside was sated, but reality crashed home.

I had just kissed my stepmother.

Silence reigned between us, but there was no tension, and I thought she leaned forward again for more but then she pulled back and rose. Legs shaky, she stood and moved to go but turned back in the doorway, face composed and wearing a gentle expression I didn’t expect.

“It’s been a long day… We’ll talk tomorrow.”

I went to sleep with my head spinning and anxiety twisting my guts. Had I just ruined our relationship? Was I the only one pushing into that kiss? I questioned what I thought I felt and passed out more confused than I lay down.
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When I woke, my stepmom was gone, and I was relieved to avoid the talk. I poured a bowl of cereal and flipped on the music channel. Reruns of Road Rules were playing, and I zoned out to their drama for a couple of hours. I was ready for a nap when the phone rang, and I almost let the machine take it.

“Hello?”

“Good morning Dean,” I recognized Savannah, the morning shows producer, and sat up straighter. “I promised I’d get you a meeting. Are you free this afternoon? There’s an executive from RCA in town who wants to see you.”

“Today?” I frowned down at my boxers, the only clothing I’d bothered to put on, and tried to calculate how long it would take me to get ready. “When?”

“Not until this afternoon. She’s staying at the Concord. Will two work for you?”

“Yeah,” I leveraged myself up and brought the empty cereal bowl to the kitchen. “Where?”

“She wants to meet at a hotel downtown.”

“This is huge.” My brain was still foggy from TV, and the excitement hadn’t hit, but I knew how big of an opportunity this was for the band. “I’ll grab Willa and Simon and we’ll be there. Anything else I should know? Do we need to bring our instruments or something?”

“No,” she said, relief evident in her voice. “She saw yesterday’s show, and I got a copy of your schools talent show. She’s reviewing it now.”

“Oh shit, how’d you get that? I didn’t even know they made a recording.”

“I pulled some strings,” she giggled. “Your music teacher strikes a hard bargain. If you do go on tour, she wants to be a voice coach. Hah! Does she even know what happens to rock stars on tour?”

Mrs. Winslow might be shocked if she knew some of the stories I did about tours of the past. Then I remembered how the shy and retiring woman awoke into an uninhibited sexual tiger when the opportunity presented itself, and suspected Mrs. Winslow might enjoy it more than Savannah would guess.

“Bring your band, or just yourself but don’t be late. There won’t be any paperwork this is just a vibes meeting.” Then she added, “And brush your hair.”

“What are you, my mother?”

I didn’t mean it to come out as harsh as it did, but Savannah surprised me by giggling. Hearing that girlish sound from the poised, professional woman melted my annoyance, and I was left wondering once more at the strangeness of women.

“I didn’t mean it like that,” she said, her tone familiar. “Do it like Lashay did yesterday. Our media outreach was contacted by Tiger Beat and Teen Vogue asking for your agent’s contact information. They want you as a model for their covers.”

“Model?” I couldn’t hide my disdain behind a laugh, and Savannah gave a grunt that sounded sour.

“I thought that’s how you’d feel. Just brush your hair, trust me. Miriam is as hard as they come, but she’s still a woman. Trust me.”

She gave me the final details and hung up, saying how exciting this was. I should have matched her enthusiasm, but I grew up with too many stories about labels screwing over musicians. Taking the rights to their music with only a small fee, or contracts that forced artists into making uninspired albums to fulfill a quota.

I called Simon’s and his mom answered. She’d just got back from her work trip and was unpacking. After an awkward hello I told her about the meeting, and she became twice as excited as I was.

“Oh, Simon’s going to be so excited! But you don’t have representation or a lawyer, and they’ll take advantage if they can. Is your mom going with you?”

“No, she’s at work, and I just heard about it. It’ll be fine, though. I’m not planning on signing anything today.”

“You should have representation. I can…” she paused, and I heard her swallow hard before continuing. “I would be honored to represent you kids as your agent. Just in this matter! It’s not in my wheelhouse, but I can read a contract and see if there are hidden pitfalls waiting for you. Until you get better representation, that is.”

“I’d be honored,” I said and meant it. “I don’t know shit about this stuff, and to be honest, I don’t trust labels to have our best interests in mind.”

“Exactly,” I heard her shuffle a notepad and pencil out of a bag or somewhere. “What are the details? Who are you meeting with and where? Tell me everything Savannah told you about it.”

I did and Mrs. Shapiro wrote everything down, pausing me here and there to ask pointed questions. When she asked if Savannah and I had slept together, I almost swallowed my tongue in shock.

“No,” I said, a flush washing over my skin. “Do you think I’m some kind of man whore or something?”

“No! Of course not,” Eva said quickly, and I heard her curse softly to herself. “That is not what I meant, but I can see why you would be upset by it. It’s just that… you have a way about you... I might not know the music industry, but I know contract negotiations. And anything can become an advantage. I certainly didn’t mean to imply that it wasn’t your music she was interested in. But you can look at a woman in a way that makes her panties melt and rational thought go out the window.”

“Jesus,” I said, shocked and amused by her candor.

“Yes… well…” I could hear her embarrassment and wasn’t surprised when she quickly moved on. “The meeting’s today? I need to swing by my office before, but I can meet you at the hotel. That is… if you still want counsel. If not, I completely understand-.”

“We definitely need your advice,” I cut her off. “I know enough to know we’ll get screwed on any deal we don’t have an agent or someone negotiating on our behalf.”

“Good,” I heard genuine relief in her voice. “I’ll get started researching music contracts. I don’t know where Simon and Willa are…”

“I’ll find them. I have an idea where they are. We’ll meet you at the hotel. And thanks again, Mrs. Shapiro. You’re a lifesaver.”

“Please, Dean, call me Ava. I believe we’re familiar enough for that.”

There was a warmth in her voice that reminded me of our morning together, and I knew she was picturing it too.

“Perhaps I’ll get a room at the hotel… Just for prep… If you’re free later… Maybe you could swing by… I wouldn’t… I mean I don’t want to… Oh, heavens listen to be rambling on-.”

“I could use a little practice on that song,” I cut in. “If you don’t mind helping me… work through the lyrics, I’ll make sure I’m there.”

“I’ll do anything to be with you again… Anything.”

The heat in her voice stirred something in me, and I found myself wondering just how far the buttoned-down older woman would go. What wicked things did she hope I would make her do?
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These thoughts bounced around my head as I showered and dressed. I almost put on a button-up shirt and slacks. Fingering the stiff material, I was reminded of the last time I’d worn formal clothes, to my dad’s funeral. It would take something far more serious to get me in a collared shirt, so I threw on my favorite Nirvana shirt and pair of jeans.

Simon and Willa weren’t at either of their houses, but there were a few places I knew to look, so I climbed into the Lincoln and rode off in search of them. It took only thirty minutes to find Willa’s car parked outside of Joe’s Diner. The pair were inside sharing a slice of pie, sitting next to one another, shoulders touching and one hand interlaced with the other beneath the table. They smiled when they spotted me.

“How’d you find us?” Willa asked.

“Luck,” I grinned, then sank into the booth opposite them and told them about my call with Savannah.

“This could be huge!” Willa said, her delicate features tight with excitement, “But I don’t want to sign anything where we lose the rights to our music.”

“I mean if it’s enough money we might,” Simon wore a hopeful grin, but it slipped when he looked from Willa to me. “Right?”

“I don’t want to be a record label slave,” I said. “I’m not signing up to produce seven albums in seven years. They’ll tempt us with a large advance so we’re in their debt and then force us to make crap just to fill shelves.”

Willa was nodding and reached over to grip Simon’s hand.

“We can make a good living without a contract. Dean’s dad did, and he never signed with anyone.”

“But what if it’s a good deal?” Simon wore a stubborn frown. “I don’t think either of you would recognize if it was, you hate the idea of a label being involved so much.”

“What if we had someone else read things over?” I said. “Like your mom? She offered to come to the meeting and be our representative. I think it’s a good idea,” I grinned when Simon began nodding his head so vigorously his glasses slipped down his nose. “Perfect. Willa, what do you think?”

The redhead took a long moment, lips pursed in a frown, before she nodded as well.

“Mrs. Shapiro’s very competent, and I’m okay with her representing us in this.”

Simon was overjoyed that his mom would be involved. I ordered a cup of coffee, and the three of us sat and talked. We went over every permutation we could think of about how it might work with a label, then talked about our set list for the upcoming battle of the bands.

“We need to carve out four hours to rehearse,” Willa insisted. “Battle of the Bands is the biggest stage we’ve been on.”

“If we do good, it’ll give us leverage with the label,” Simon pointed out.

Willa smiled at Simon and then reached across the table and gripped one of my hands, and Simon did the same.

“As long as we’re in this together.” She said, holding up the hands that linked us all together. “Nothing’s impossible. We’re going to play at the Super Bowl one day. I promise. And sixty thousand people will be screaming our names and millions more on TV… All of them watching in awe… As we melt their faces.”

Her cherubic features twisted into a grin so evil I laughed out loud, and Simon did the same. Soon Willa joined us, but she never took back the promise, and her unwavering conviction pushed my own doubts aside and filled the gaps of my worry. The tiny redhead went on to describe our first world tour, complete with fireworks shows every night and a spinning stage in the center of every arena.

“Arena’s?” Simon couldn’t hide his amusement. “Rockstars make like a million dollars each arena show.”

Willa shrugged. “That’s what I think. I go to a lot of shows. There are great bands out there. But we’re better.”

“We have a plan then,” I said after a long sip of my coffee. “We’ll review their offer, but we don’t make a decision until after Battle of the Bands.”

Willa and Simon nodded and grinned at one another.

“You don’t need us for the meeting, right?” Simon didn’t look at me when he asked, but spots of color appeared in his cheeks. “Since we’re not agreeing to anything?”

“You don’t want to be there?” I asked, frowning back and forth between them.

This was an important moment for the band; I didn’t feel right if Simon and Willa missed it.

“Probably should,” Willa said, then shrugged. “But we trust you, and if Simon’s there and the money’s too good, he’ll sign whatever they put in front of his face,” she laughed to show she was joking. “We don’t want to give them an advantage though, and if we look too eager for a deal, they’ll use that against us. You go. Charm the pants off whoever they sent and make them come to us next time. That’s when we’ll get a good deal.”

I wanted to argue it, but Simon was nodding in agreement.

“Willa’s right, and we trust you, Dean. The band was your idea anyway. Besides, if my mom is with you at the hotel, then we’ll have the house to ourselves…”

Willa swatted Simon on the shoulder, but he flashed her an impish grin that she returned a second later.

“Tomorrow, we have that pool party at Heather’s,” Willa said, “but Monday afternoon and night we rehearse. Your stepmom was going to hook us up with a gig, right?”

“Yeah,” I nodded. “She said it would be before Battle of the Bands.”

“Perfect. We can test our set list there. Make sure you run the Label’s proposal by Claire Overton tomorrow. If she offered to help, we should take her up on it. The woman seems more connected in Hollywood than Martin Brando.”

“Marlon,” Simon added.

“The fish?”

“No, that’s his name, Marlon. You’ve seen The Godfather, right?”

Willa shook her head, and Simon’s offended look made me snicker. I left the pair debating over the glorification of violence and criminality on the big screen. I agreed with all Simon’s points but knew Willa would win in the end. The little redhead was sharp as a tack and quicker than a whip, but only when she was passionate about something.
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Iwished the two were coming with me to the hotel, but Willa was right. I couldn’t see all the angles she did, but I trusted her. That’s how I found myself sitting in the lobby of the Hotel alone, leafing through a magazine while a pair of gray-haired ladies sipped tea nearby.

The two old ladies gossiped about their friends, between sips of sherry and nibbles on the plate of tea cookies laid out for them. They’d frowned at me when I sat down but had quickly ignored me in favor of trash talking a friend whose only crime I could discern was having a larger house than either of them.

The magazine couldn’t hold my interest, but I caught sight of red hair and set it aside. I rose when Savannah swept up to me, and ignored the old women staring when the tall, elegant producer swept me into a warm hug.

“Dean! It’s so good to see you again. Mary is waiting for us upstairs, so we should get going-.”

“My representation is on her way,” I said. “You don’t mind if we wait, do you?”

“Of course not,” she flashed a sincere smile and waved back to the chair I’d just left. “I’ll get us drinks while we wait.”

She nodded at the two older ladies and went off to the hotel bar across the lobby. The pair had stopped their conversation and were eyeing me speculatively.

“Tell me, young man, are you in film and television? Do I sense a rising star in our midst?”

One of the older women spoke up, her accent oddly affected. Like she came from a by-gone era.

“Oh, he must be, Constance,” she said with a little laugh. “With those striking looks and devil-may-care attitude, he was born for the silver screen.”

“I’m a musician,” I said with a little nod for them.

“Ohhh!” Constance fluttered a hand before her face, and her expression took on an exaggerated look of amusement. “Like Elvis, a young crooner and heartthrob. My Cecil would have made you a star on the screen. He had an eye for talent, my Cecil.”

“Was he in the business?” Savannah rolled her eyes at me, with her back to the women so they couldn’t see.

“Oh yes,” Constance said with a heavy nod. “He made twenty pictures for the studio. But that’s old news to you, young man. Tell me when I can find your music on the radio station.”

“God willing soon,” I grinned, then spotted Mrs. Shapiro entering the hotel lobby. I made my farewells to the pair and went to meet her.

“Dean!”

Mrs. Shapiro wore a smart skirt suit that conformed to her slender body. Her dark hair was pulled back in a severe bun, and she wore thick-framed glasses low on her nose. She flashed a grin when she spotted me, but the arms that came up to draw me into a hug dropped when she spied Savannah behind me. The softness around her eyes firmed when she took in the redhead from head to toe.

“Hello, I’m Ava Shapiro, I’ll be representing Dean and his band in these matters.” She held out a hand to Savannah, who shook it gently.

“I’m glad Dean has someone in his corner, but have you ever worked in entertainment? Or dealt with contracts of this nature?”

“There are several shapes any contract we agree to could take,” Mrs. Shapiro answered, and I was interested to see how carefully she spoke. “From the simple licensing agreements of most musicians and bands, to joint venture agreements where costs and profits are shared. Contract Law is a fascinating subject, and one I’ve had the privilege to explore in depth. I’ve been lead negotiator on more than a dozen mergers and authored the contracts for more acquisitions than I can count.”

“You practice then?” Savannah looked impressed despite herself and stood a hair taller as she took in Mrs. Shapiro anew.

“I’m a senior partner at Kirkland & Ellis, but this matter will not be related to my work for the firm.”

“I see.” Savannah obviously recognized the firm, and her gaze sharpened once more on my friend’s mom before she turned to me with a rueful smile. “You surprised me once again, Dean. I said to bring representation. I didn’t expect it to be so… qualified.” She gave a gentle nod. “This will be interesting.”

“Should we go up?” I asked, and Savannah nodded, leading us to the elevator bank.

“You are meeting with Miriam Cohen.” Her tone took on the quick, clipped tone she adopted whenever she spoke about business, her natural accent fading. “No one at MCA had earned more for the company than Roberta, but her business has always been religious music, or really, Christian rock.”

“What the fuck,” I would have had the words back as soon as I said them, and from Mrs. Shapiro’s sharp frown she agreed, but Savannah just gave a laugh.

“I know, I know, but that wasn’t always her job at the label. I hear she was a genius at finding jazz musicians and studio players.” The elevator door dinged open, and Savannah held an arm forward, guiding us on and flashing a badge by a black sensor pad at the top of the floor buttons, and with another ding, we were flying aloft. “She has an eye for talent. I can’t promise anything, but Miriam has more connections in the Chicago and LA music scenes than anyone I know.”
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When the elevator door opened, I expected a hallway, but instead I stepped into a palatial suite. The room opened up wide to either side, light spilling in from floor to ceiling windows all around, and richly appointed furniture filled the space. On one chair, a woman sat with her skirts spread around her. Dressed in a thick sweater that swelled over massive cleavage, a charming smile lit on her face when I entered, dimpling hr round cheeks.

“Hello Mr. Graveson, I’m Miriam Cohen, and I’m so happy you’ve made the time to meet with me today.” She rose, smoothing her skirts as she did and stepped forward.

“Just call me Dean, please,” I said, moving into the massive space and looking around at all the art and leather furniture. “This is Ava Shapiro. She’s our representative. Is this a hotel room, or what?”

“It’s a meeting space,” Miriam smiled fondly at Mrs. Shapiro and shook her hand gently before waving to an empty couch. “It's a pleasure to meet you. Please have a seat. I won’t keep you long. I’m sure you’re busy. I just wanted to say that yesterday’s performance on Good Morning America was the most inspired guitar playing I’ve ever seen, Dean. Your talents are a gift to the world, and I would love to help you get your music out there, anyway I can.”

“Thank you,” I could feel my cheeks heating as I sat down. The woman’s large dark eyes never left my face as she spoke, and her painted nails kept plucking at her skirt as though she were nervous.

“I understand you had a proposal for us?” Mrs. Shapiro pulled a yellow legal pad from her briefcase and a pen and set herself up to take notes.

“Oh yes,” Miriam made a placating gesture to my friends’ mom. “Proposals will be offered, and I assure you, the terms will be most favorable, but what I really wanted to know is your hopes for yourself, Dean. What do you want from the future? Where do you see yourself in ten years? And how can I help you get there?”

“I’m not sure what you mean.” I shared a look with Mrs. Shapiro, who looked confused, and Savannah, who kept her expression carefully neutral.

Miriam shifted in her seat, moving closer. As her sweater shifted and the massive weights within swayed, I swallowed hard and tried to ignore her bright green eyes and thick lips, or the dimples that formed in her round cheeks. The woman’s thick dark hair had strands of gray in it, but her eyes were as bright as a twenty-year-old’s as she leaned forward and took my hand in hers.

“I make dreams happen, Dean,” I wanted to laugh at the grandiose words, but she was so sincere and her stare so intense the laugh froze in my throat. “My writ has me on the music side of the business, but I’ve discovered actors, directors, even painters. My father left me millions. I never had to work a day if I didn’t want to, but I’m with MCA because I love it. Because finding young artists and giving them their start is my passion.”

She rose to her feet and drew me up with her. Her palm was cool and dry, but her fingers were damp as they locked into mine. She steered us towards the floor to ceiling windows with a view of the city and ocean.

“I’ve always had an eye for talent. Ever since I was a girl, and saw a man gyrating his hips at a talent show. I knew he would become the King of Rock and roll. For his talent… his voice… For that something special only he had that inspired dreams in both men and women,” she gave a throaty chuckle and patted me on the chest, crushing her massive breasts against my side.

“What I felt that day… That wild desire, the soul-shocking music that pulled me to my feet and filled a young girl with thoughts to make a woman blush… I’ve only felt it one other time. I’ll ask you again, Dean Graveson. As a woman who will do anything to make your dreams come true… what do you want?”

This woman I barely knew overwhelmed me. At a glance, she was a chaste, carefully put together executive, but those layers had dropped away.

“What do I want?” I couldn’t keep the slyness from my voice as my eyes swept over the three beautiful women.

Savannah didn’t register the tone, but Mrs. Shapiro blushed. Miriam’s reaction was more interesting. Spots of color appeared in her cheeks when she read the sly look in my eyes, but instead of a frown, her lips curled into an eager grin, and she raised an eyebrow, waiting for me to say it.

“You don’t really want to know what a teenage boy’s biggest dream is… right?”

She didn’t say anything, just waited for me to answer, and I saw the same curiosity on the other women’s faces.

“It’s nothing grand,” I confessed, stomach curdling as I spoke. “Honestly, I just want to play music with my friends and not be poor. I don’t want to be famous. I don’t want to be the best. I just want…” my tongue dried as I realized what I was about to admit, but Miriam nodded gently, encouraging me to continue and something in me wanted to wipe the calm, motherly look and aura from her so I let the truth out.

“I want to play to huge crowds. I want to be loved and to love… I don’t want groupies, but I do want…” I glanced from Miriam to Mrs. Shapiro, who blushed furiously but looked pleased. “I don’t know… I guess I want what every teenage boy wants.”

“I understand perfectly.” Miriam’s smile deepened, and the hand gripping mine tightened. “You don’t want someone to give you an audience; you want to earn one. You want to cast a spell on the world with your music and create the soundtrack to their lives. And if along the way, a few pretty girls tumble into your bed, all the better, am I right?”

It was my turn to blush, but I nodded, and the plump, older woman flashed a knowing smile. When she spoke again, the breathy tone was gone from her voice, and I could see the future she painted.

“Shows in L.A. and New York, followed by an album release and music video. MTV will be the center peice of our launch, but not TRL and the teenie-bopper crowd. I’ll secure you a spot on Headbangers Ball,” she smiled at my reaction to that but went on. “There you’ll announce the tour. Thirty domestic dates and another twenty in Europe and Asia. If you’re lucky, you’ll be a hit in Japan. I understand you’re not interested in groupies, but you might want to reconsider that in Japan,” she winked, and I almost laughed at this motherly, conservative-looking woman talking about Japanese groupies. “I’ve heard a few things about what those girls will get up to… kinky.”

Savannah laughed behind us, but Miriam ignored the producer.

“The label would require three albums from you to recoup our investments and then some. But the rights we leave to you and your bandmates. We would be okay with a profit-sharing agreement if the label retained exclusive distribution rights for physical, digital and licensing.”

“Licensing could be a sizable chunk of their earning potential,” Mrs. Shapiro spoke up from behind, causing Miriam and me to turn. “The band and its members should share in those profits as well.”

“Unfortunately, licensing is non-negotiable,” Miriam shook her head. The way she was turned, she pressed her massive cleavage even more firmly against me, and I tried to ignore the feeling of her stiff bra and the soft flesh within as it reested against my arm. “Overhead costs are high, especially legal, and we would need to retain those rights. I could be moved on digital rights though.”
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I’d been losing interest in the conversation since it shifted from sexy Japanese fans to business. My mind felt glazed over, and little of what Miriam said made sense. The older woman pulled me back to the couch and sank beside me as she and Mrs. Shapiro parried words. As they did Mrs. Shapiro took notes.

“You’re saying Dean, Simon and Willa would have full control over the song choices and album artwork?”

“Of course,” Miriam nodded. “Artists should be in full control of their art. How and where that art is presented to the world… We’re experts at that. You leave those parts to me.”

“I think that’s everything.” Mrs. Shapiro reviewed her notes with a critical eye, then gave a sigh of relief.

“If you have any questions, feel free to call.” Miriam’s smile slipped when the rooms phone rang and Savannah reached for it with an apologetic smile.

“My apologies.” The redhead gave a pained smile as she set the receiver down. “There’s a call for me. I need to take it in another. This is going to take a few. Can you walk yourselves out?”

Miriam nodded, and Savannah rose and hurried to the still-open elevator and punched a number. Then the doors clicked shut, and the elevator descended, leaving silence in its wake. I don’t know why, but I suddenly became very aware of how close Miriam was sitting to me and the lingering touch of her fingertips on my arm.

“We should probably be going-.”

“I was hoping for a favor.” Miriam spoke over my friend’s mom, cutting her off. She turned to me, eyes shining and color blooming in her cheeks. “I got the tape from yesterday’s Good Morning America, and your talent show performance at school. I’ve watched both at least fifty times. Would you… I have a guitar… I was wondering-.”

“You want a private performance?”

Her red cheeks dimpled when she flashed an eager smile. Decades melted away, and I saw the girl emerge as she bit her bottom lip and bustled over to a desk near the far wall. Pulling a gleaming acoustic guitar from behind it, she hurried back. The movements were doing wonderful things to her massive cleavage, and I felt more than saw Mrs. Shapiro clocking my stare.

“It’s an outrageous ask, but I would hate myself if I didn’t at least try,” she flashed an apologetic smile to Mrs. Shaprio. “I know it’s silly, but if it were thirty years ago and Elvis was here…” her apologetic smile grew pained until Mrs. Shapiro's lips broke into a grin.

“For me it was Jimi Hendrix,” my friend’s mom sighed deeply and leaned back on the couch, resting an arm across the backrest and looked off into the distance. “The things I would have done to that man…”

She realized what she was saying a moment after the words left her lips and, blushing, sat up straight, but Miriam let out a guffaw and fell onto the couch beside her, patting Ava’s thigh.

“Their power is unique, isn’t it?” she glanced up at me as she spoke, watching me settle the guitar in place, and slipping the strap over one shoulder. Mrs. Shapiro made a sound of agreement and cut her eyes away from me, trying to shift away from the older woman as she did.

Miriam caught the awkward moment, and her smile grew sly as she looked from me to my friend’s mom. Mrs. Shapiro tried to ignore the smile, but the blush crept down her neck, and she jumped like she was poked when I plucked the first string to tune the guitar. Miriam kept looking at her and after a few seconds of intense scrutiny Mrs. Shapiro gave a great sigh and met the other woman’s gaze with a look I might have said was defiant.

“How was it?”

Miriam’s question, asked in such a calm tone, made my friend’s mom blink again and sit up straighter. I had no idea what the women were talking about; my focus was on the guitar. It wasn’t a poor instrument, but it was brand new and stiff, its strings cheap.

Ava drew in a deep breath, and I thought she was going to excoriate the other woman for something. The tension between them had been growing, but then she let it out with a hiss, shoulders slumping, and bit her bottom lip before speaking so softly I could barely hear.

“It was the best day of my life… and then the worst when I realized it might never happen again… and then the best when it happened three more times,” she groaned in embarrassment and buried her face in her hands.

I opened my mouth to ask what the hell they were talking about, but Miriam pulled my friend’s mom into a hug, crushing her against those glorious breasts. When the older woman looked over and saw the confusion on my face, she guffawed again. Ava looked up to see what was so amusing, and even she gave a chuckle at my expression.

“Women are fucking strange,” I said, and the pair only laughed all the harder, the tension between them broken. Miriam waved for me to continue.

“Play us a song, love, and we’ll think of ways to pay you back for it,” she turned her head to whisper in Ava’s ear. My friend’s mom’s cheeks grew even redder, and her eyes widened, but the smile that grew on her lips looked eager if nervous, and she nodded when Miriam finished.

“What game are you two playing at?”

“No games,” Miriam said with a throaty purr. “Just secrets.”

The woman raised an eyebrow and motioned for me to continue. I wanted to be annoyed at her, but I couldn’t stay angry with a woman whose eyes danced with such amusement. I finished tuning the guitar and sank onto a chair opposite their couch. Thumbing the strings, I let my annoyance return and lips curl into a sly smile as I launched into a song.

The music came easily as the lyrics popped back into my head. Mrs. Shapiro recognized it on the first cord and stiffened against Miriam, earning a curious glance from the older woman. Then the pair of them were lost in the haunting sounds that rolled out of the acoustic guitar.

“Walls tumblin’… She’s born again, revelin’ in sin… Skirts fallin’…”

I sang it softly, letting my voice rise. My natural range is larger than people might think, and I reached the high-C on the bridge easily. The women’s expressions had fallen slack, and there was a growing hunger in their eyes. One I’d seen out in the crowds while on stage. Their stares fueled me, and I threw everything I had into the song.

Haunting and slow, I wanted the message to be lost in the ballad, but from the eye-popping reactions of Miriam and her quick glances at the shy woman beside her, she’d guessed what the song was about. I waxed poetic about a middle-aged woman losing herself for an afternoon of reclaimed youth.

A steadfast mother and lawyer, femininity lost over the years. But she stole it back with a kiss. I kept the lyrics vague, but watching Miriam pant heavily and glance from Mrs. Shapiro to me, I knew she was picking out the wicked hints I left. When the song came to an end with a final strum of the guitar, I moved to set the instrument aside, but Miriam made a sound in the back of her throat and moved quicker than a woman of her bulk should be able to.

She moved so quickly one knee was on the ground as she pushed the guitar back into my hands. “Please don’t stop… Could you… Could you sing another?”
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Ifrowned, thinking it was already outrageous the woman had wanted a private concert, but then I registered her expression. I’d seen the same wild-eyed look in black and white films of girls screaming when the Beatles got off their plane, and on the Ed Sullivan show. All thought had left her head and in its place was something hungry, almost feral, but still hesitant.

Mrs. Shapiro wore a similar expression, but her eyelids were hooded and gaze distant, as if reliving the past. I also noticed the top button of her blouse had mysteriously come undone, and pale flesh peeked out. The sight shifted my mindset, and I glanced back down at the plump but pretty older woman kneeling before me. She must have sensed my thought because her eyes widened and those glorious breasts heaved as she took a deep breath and nodded.

I had no idea what her nod meant, but she and Ava shared a look and then their lips curled into matching smiles. When they looked back at me, I felt tension in the room. A tension I recognized, and instantly felt more in control than I had all afternoon. I shifted to get more comfortable in the chair and picked a song that would work on the acoustic guitar.

I wasn’t just singing anymore. I let the lyrics rise through me and let my fingers dance along the strings with practiced motions. Putting every ounce of skill I had into performing for the rapt pair. It wasn’t an original, but you can never go wrong with Billy Joel, and I gave the lyrics a throaty purr that Joel’s never had to his voice. It gave Just The Way You Are an interesting flair.

“Jesus,” Miriam breathed when I rolled into the hook. She’d moved back to the couch beside Mrs. Shapiro and when I held the “you aaaaaaare!” for long seconds her head fell back and she reached over to grip Mrs. Shapiro’s thigh.

My friend’s mother was breathing heavier than seemed safe, and the blouse was now unbuttoned to her bra. How she’d managed that with her fingers locked together in her lap I couldn’t say, but when Miriam’s hand fell on hers she flinched. Gripped it with one hand, Ava pulled it back into her lap, pressing the twist of hands between her thighs.

A spell had been cast over the room, and I could feel every nuance of its edges as I rose to my feet. Looming over the women as the song reached its crescendo, the guitar’s music washed over them.

The ins and outs of business are arcane and confusing, but this, this I knew. I could weave emotions together with my voice and ratchet them to impossible heights with the guitar. Miriam and Ava were trembling, near convulsions as I drew closer to them. The older woman’s fingers were twisted in a white-knuckle grip with Ava’s while her other hand reached, fingers twitching until I drew close enough, until they could latch onto my t-shirt and grip it like a lost child.

“I don’t want cleeeever conversation… I don’t want to work that hard.”

I grinned at the lyric and danced my fingers on the strings, then frowned at a discordant note. One of the cheap things was noticeably less taunt and out of tune. The hiccup in the song broke the spell. But the women didn’t come back to themselves.

“Huhhghhh Hughhh,” Ava was breathing so heavy I felt a moment of concern, but that flew away when her dark eyes locked onto my belt.

The hands in her lap pushed up, drawing Mirams with them, and then it was my turn to groan heavily when their fingers unlaced and were suddenly pressed against my crotch. The women let out similar sighs and flashed each other a look, then both glanced up at me.

“I suppose we should thank you for that amazing performance… Can you think of anything…” the fingers pressed into my rapidly hardening cock curled around it and voice trailed off as she watched Ava slither out of her set and sink to her knees before me.

One of Miriam’s hands came up to caress a huge breast as she watched Ava slip my belt free. She saw where I was looking, and a hopeful smile flickered onto her lips. The hand caressing her breast reached under both and lifted them, letting me see just how heavy and huge they were. Miriam’s smile broadened when she read the look on my face and, reaching down, she tugged the sweater over her head. Beneath, she wore a white tank top that revealed a stunning expanse of pale flesh.

Ava turned when Miriam tossed her sweater aside and, grinning at the other woman, she whipped off her glasses and let her hair down with a sigh. The long dark hair tumbled free, and she hooked her fingers in the waistband of my pants.

“This is fucking wild,” I breathed, setting the guitar aside.

Miriam opened her mouth to say something, but her dark eyes were locked on my waist as Ava pulled my boxers down. When the shaft of my thick cock came into view, a high-pitched whimper escaped her throat, and she bit into her bottom lip so hard the flesh turned white. Then Ava had my boxers down, and both women gave similar sighs of pleasure.

Ava didn’t hesitate. The submissive MILF was powerfully aroused from the hard nipples poking through her shirt, and I could tell she loved the idea of being watched by Miram. Her fingers slid up my thighs, and she planted kisses up the length of my shaft until she reached the head and, looking up into my eyes, sucked me into her fiery mouth.

I groaned and shifted my hips forward, the fingers of one hand slipping into her dark hair as pleasure washed through me. Then my gaze alighted on Miriam seated behind her, and the two large points pushing against her thick bra. I reached over and with one finger, hooked the strap of her bra and shirt off her shoulder, letting the tips of my fingers trail down the smooth, soft flesh.

“Do you want to see my tits?”
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Miriam’s voice was a husky drawl, and her eyes flared when I groaned in response. One arm had been covering her midriff, embarrassed by her belly, but the woman looked like a goddess of old. With curves that belonged in a sultan’s harem instead of the boardroom. She began pushing the garment down, moving slowly and seductive but her focus kept shifting to the wet sounds of Ava’s hungry mouth as I fucked the woman’s face.

I ran a finger down Miriam’s cheek, drawing her attention back to my face, and enjoyed how her bottom lip quivered when I traced it. The woman was a trembling leaf as she let the heavy bra fall away from her magnificent bosom.

“Jesus,” I breathed, and even Ava cocked her head around my shaft, eyes widening as they took in the older woman’s massive breasts.

Pale as milk, they swelled out wide, their inner slopes pressed together. Capped with pale nipples that hardened as I stared, they spilled over Miriam’s hands. I couldn’t help but reach down and run my fingers over their curves, hefting them to savor their weight. When my fingers brushed one stiff nipple, Miriam moaned, and Ava pulled off my cock with a wet sound.

“They’re sensitive,” Miriam blushed but her gaze had fallen back to my hard cock standing proud and with a flicker of her eyes to Ava and then up to me, she leaned forward and opened her mouth, swallowing the head with a gentle moan.

“Mhmm,” I groaned again when Ava pushed in beneath the older woman and ran a fiery tongue over my balls.

“Mhmmm ghkgghhh unghhhgh,” What Miriam lacked in skill, she made up for with enthusiasm, tongue slithering all around she sucked me as deep as she could, coughing, then tried to push farther before pulling back with a choking moan.

The two women caught each other’s eye, and Miriam pulled back, making room for my friend’s mother as their lips met around the head of my cock. Tongues caressing one another along the underside, I watched their hesitation melt and soon the pair were making out around my dick, Ava’s hands caressing the other woman’s massive breasts.

“God, your tits are incredible,” I breathed, running my hand down to join with Ava’s in teasing the pale flesh.

Miriam didn’t speak, but her eyes flashed, and she stole a final kiss from Ava, before shifting around and reaching down to gather her boobs together. Ava grinned and saw what she was after. Moving behind the older woman, she helped push her massive breasts together.

“Fuck them!”

I barely recognized Ava’s voice. Five minutes before, she’d been a quietly competent corporate lawyer. Now she was half naked, ass shaking and saliva trailing down her chin. Her submissiveness and eagerness were both shocking and arousing. But it was the older woman who held my attention as I stepped forward.

Her bottom lip trembled as our eyes locked, and I saw the girl within her again. Filled with desire but scared of rejection, she held herself back from the world. Those fears still lingered, but I dashed them when I leaned down and kissed her, my tongue pushing past her soft lips to tangle with hers.

“Nghkgnnnhnnnn…”

Her whole body shivered when our lips met, and a hushed moan escaped her throat, but melted into a purr when I slipped between her breasts. Miriam sighed in pleasure at the same time I did and broke the kiss to watch my thick cock disappear. Letting a trail of spit out, she mewled and shot a grin up at me when I moaned again, cock sliding easily now.

“It disappears between them,” Ava said, her face was in Miriam’s thick hair but she didn’t seem to mind the awkward position behind the woman, and even purred in pleasure when I ran my fingers down her cheek, snatching my thump between her lips and sucking it like a mini cock.

For long minutes I said nothing and enjoyed the heavenly sensation of those massive tits wrapped around my cock. The two women seemed equally fascinated. They stared, only breaking it when they saw each other’s jaws hanging open and smiled. Their breathing grew heavy when I reached up and guided their heads together.

Mrs. Shapiro shot me a nervous glance, but Miriam never took her eyes off the other woman’s lips. Then they were kissing. Not quick kisses stolen in lust, but shy, tentative pecks that grew more heated, their lips softening. Then I watched Miriam’s tongue slide into Mrs. Shapiro’s and the two women were making out.

Those glorious breasts shook and swayed as I fucked them. The motion jostled the huge things around, and when the woman adjusted their grips, I took the opportunity to pull my cock free and angle it up. With mewling happiness, the pair turned. Miriam took me into her mouth first, sucking me deep, then passing me to her new friend. They stared at one another around my cock, and would have continued sucking until I came over their faces, but I had other ideas.

“On your back.”

I meant it for Miriam, but both women reacted like a switch had been flipped. They bolted up onto the couch, skirts lifting and panties twisted aside. Their legs interlocked, and I was given the delightful sight of their pussies spread for me. Growling in approval, I stepped up to the older woman and pressed my fat cockhead against her clit.

“Oh God,” she breathed, eyes disbelieving as my cock slid into her warm depths. “Nghhh!”

Her groan of pleasure melded with the squishing sound of her wet pussy stretching around my cock. Creating a symphony of sounds, and I its conductor. Taking my time, I sank into her pussy, enjoying its soft grip and the pleasure that twisted her face. Mrs. Shapiro watched with wide eyes as I fucked the other woman, reaching a hand down to play with herself while I pulled back and thrust into Miriam’s sex.

“Goddamn you’re so fucking sexy.” I gathered the older woman’s massive breasts into my arms and pulled them close, burying my face in their warmth.

Fingers snaked into my hair, pulling me to a hard nipple as her body convulsed beneath me. It only took a few strokes for Miriam’s legs to lock around me and her pussy grip my cock as an orgasm ripped through her body, but I fucked her for another delightful minute, watching her pant and writhe beneath me as the orgasms rolled into one another. Releasing my hold on her tits, they swayed outwards as I pulled my cock out of her gaping sex with a wet sound.

“Oh, Dean,” Mrs. Shapiro purred in pleasure when I moved over to her, and reaching out, she ran her fingers over my cum-slick cock and pulled it into her waiting pussy.

As I sank to the hilt in her, my friend’s mother sucked her fingers clean, watching my face with a wicked grin. Her gaze grew vacant when I pinched a nipple hard, and her lips curled into an ‘O’ of pleasure when I twisted my fingers.

Miriam turned on the couch, shifting onto her knees, and I reached over to caress one massive tit as it swayed beneath her. The older woman bent down and nipped at Ava’s nipple then rose and kissed the other woman deeply. Her whimpers of pleasure grew sharp as I fucked her with deep thrusts until her body seized up, nails digging into my arms and pussy cinching around my cock like a vice.

I would have cum inside her right there, but her pussy was so tight I had to back out as she came. Miriam’s eyes flashed, and she darted forward, mouth sucking me greedily within as my cock throbbed. I groaned out a warning, and her hand rose to stroke me, joined a second later by Ava’s and then their cheeks were together, mouths agape and eyes glassy with need.

“Cum for me… cum for me, baby,” Ava purred, a cat waiting for her milk.

“Give it to Mama,” Miriam husked at the same time. “Come you beautiful boy, cum!”

I couldn’t deny them a second longer, and with the city stretched out , and two sexy MILFs kneeling before me, I came as hard as I ever had. Knees weakening, the pleasure rushed through my body as rope after rope of cum shot from me.

The first landed in their mouths and across their chins and cheeks. Gasping in shock at its force, they quickly began lapping it up, and my cock was angled down to shoot the last of its white, sticky mess across Miriam’s massive breasts. I drew in a ragged breath as the pair turned to one another and kissed, sharing my cum between them, and watched a heavy drop trail down one sloping curve.

The next moment might have been awkward, but Miriam reached out and drew me forward, my softening cock pressed to their kissing lips. Then they turned and, purring in pleasure, licked and kissed my cock clean. When I grew hard again, Miriam looked at it wistfully.

“I would spend the rest of the day worshipping this beautiful thing… But I have a meeting I can’t miss.”

“We should be going too,” Ava stretched, shaking out her long dark hair and enjoying my eyes on her nakedness. “But maybe we can arrange a… private meeting, again.”

“I would like that.” Miriam rose and pulled Ava into a kiss, and reaching out tapped a nail on my half-hard cock. “You bring him and I’ll bring the champagne.”

The two women made plans to meet again over coffee. I was surprised at their lack of embarrassment as they dressed. Mrs. Shapiro spotted a last drop of my cum on Miriam’s breast and she leaned forward to lick it off before the other woman could pull on her thick bra. I watched those massive breasts disappear with disappointment and hoped I would get another chance to play with them.
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We left the suite with promises to think about her offer, and I got to watch the women share a final kiss. The kiss lingered for long seconds, and their eyes cut over to me as they broke it off. Making sure I’d appreciated the sight.

“That was an interesting meeting,” I said as we headed to the car.

“It certainly was.” Mrs. Shapiro avoided meeting the eyes of a woman who passed in the hall, her cheeks a pretty shade of pink. “I suspect if there are women present, most of the meeting with you will end up that way.”

“You think so?” My smile grew crooked as I considered that. “I might like meetings if that’s the case.”

Mrs. Shapiro snickered in amusement, her laugh growing sharper when the woman passing threw me a smoky stare. The mousey blonde tried to hold my gaze as she passed, but Ava’s laugh had drawn my attention, and she scowled at my friend’s mom, eyeing her up and down with a toss of her head.

I left the hotel and relished the afternoon sun as I drove across town. Taking the scenic route, I burnt a quarter tank of gas and delved into my mind for what it was I truly wanted. The deals, music videos, adoring fans and the rest of what came with being a rock star might be nice, but I suspected they would get old fast.

The only thing that mattered to me was creating and sharing music with my friends. With the people I loved. Our time on stage had been electric. It had felt like the world shifted beneath our feet, but that wild energy was still secondary to the pure joy I felt when we created music in my garage. Whatever we decided, it was important that we keep that.

I pulled into the driveway and heard bass and drums echoing faintly from the garage. The house was empty, but they’d let themselves in through the garage side door, and their heads jerked around to me when I entered, wearing guilt expressions.

“Did I interrupt something?” I hesitated in the doorway, but the pair waved me in.

“We’re working on Simon’s song.” Willa wiped the expression from her face and flashed me a smile, trying in vain to straighten her skirt without me noticing.

“It’s not that good.”

“Don’t say that,” Willa cut him off with a frown. “The songs amazing,” she turned to me. “He thinks it’s too sad.”

Simon shrugged and turned to the legal pad sitting on a chair nearby. I walked over and read the lyrics over his shoulder.

“I don’t think it’s bad because it’s sad,” he frowned in annoyance at his own rhyme. “I think it’s bad because the bridge is awkward and I can’t make it sound like it does in my head,” he frowned up at me. “What do you think?”

I read the lyrics again, and he was right. The bridge was awkward, but there were gemstones throughout. Such as the first lyric that jumped out at me:

I scream to ghosts that never call.

Your echo’s living in my walls.

The silence burns, it cuts, it stains⁠—

I keep your ashes in my veins.

I tapped that and walked over to the Gibson and lifted it over my shoulder.

“E-minor,” I plucked a few chords, creating a haunting melody of punchy chords that faded into one another, testing it with the lyrics. “I scream to ghosts that never call…”

I wasn’t three words in when Willa’s bass joined in, layering the music with a deep beat that intensified its eerie quality. Simon’s face had been tight with frustration when I entered, but that melted away and hope lit his eyes as he raised his sticks to the symbols. With feather-light touches, he brought the song together, setting the tempo.

We worked our way through the first half, then spent an hour hammering out a different bridge. Anna and Heather arrived, but we barely registered them sitting on the couch. We were so locked into the song. When we had the lyrics down, the music flowed, and I enjoyed singing the haunting song. I didn’t mention the meeting until we had it down, and Simon asked me a dozen questions about the deal.

“It sounds too good to be true,” Anna frowned. “Can we trust this woman to get it through her bosses?”

“I think so,” I nodded. “If not, we’ll know when they print the contract.” I shrugged. “There are other labels, and we can always go independent.”

Simon frowned. “Do you think we can make the same amount of money independently?”

“No,” I shook my head. “But we wouldn’t be forced to make more albums just to fulfil a contract.”

“Is that really so bad? I mean, we’d still get paid, right? And we’d be making music instead of having real jobs.”

“True,” I agreed, and caught Willa’s eye.

The redhead and I shared a look, and I read her mind. If we didn’t take the deal, or one like it, Simon would have regrets and perhaps resentment.

“We don’t need to sign right away,” I said. “Who knows, maybe we'll get other offers after the Battle of the Bands.”

“Yeah,” Simon grinned. “And we can pit them against one another to get a great deal!”

“My mom can help with that,” Heather said from the couch. “She’s got connections with every studio and label in town. She wanted to help, too. I bet she could get you guys a meeting with all the major labels.”

“Well?” I asked Willa and Simon, and the pair exchanged a look before nodding.

“You don’t want to look desperate, but you should know all our options,” Anna said, but they were already sold and Heather promised to get her mom on it.

We spent the rest of the evening jamming out, practicing all our songs until we could play them in our sleep. Pizza showed up an hour after dark, and we ate with my stepmom, who sat with Anna and Heather, who quizzed her about bands she’d seen.

“You saw the Doors?”

“I was front and center for Jim Morrison’s best performance,” my stepmom looked off into the distance wistfully. “The man could move on stage… His presence was almost as powerful as…”

Her blue eyes fell on me, and her smile grew crooked when Anna cackled at her side. I wasn’t sure I liked the grins the three of them were sharing. I was just beginning to feel comfortable with Anna, Heather and I’s relationship, but my stepmom was a giant question mark that could scramble everything.

“Speaking of shows. The owner of Smalls K.O. owes me a favor,” my stepmom continued. “And I got you three a spot on Wednesday as the opening act.”

“Wait, what?!” Willa jerked upright in her seat, slice of pizza forgotten in one hand and eyes wide with excitement.

“It’ll be the early crowd, but he agreed to three songs, five if the crowd’s into you,” my stepmom shrugged. “I figured you’d want the rehearsal before Battle of the Bands. Smalls is legit. Do you think it’s too small? I could have tried the Viper Room, but that crowd doesn’t know music, just celebrities.”

“It’s perfect.” Willa’s voice was faint, but she flashed me and Simon a grin, reaching out to grab my friend’s hand when his return smile grew sickly.

“This is huge, Mom, thank you.” She met my eyes, and I read something more than ‘you're welcome’ when she nodded back.

“We need to practice.” Willa rose and, seeing the pizza slice in her hand, frowned at it and then dropped it back on the plate. “Come on, what are you waiting for?”

I sighed and rose, Simon hopping up but snatching Willa’s half-eaten slice before leaving the table. Anna and Heather rose to follow, but my stepmom held them back with a hand on their wrists.

“We have some things to discuss. They’ll join you after.”


CHAPTER 10
[image: ]


Ihesitated by the door to the garage and met Anna’s eyes. The brunette looked nervous, but she shooed me off with a wave of her hand. My stomach churned as I grabbed the Gibson, wondering what the three could have to talk about and suspecting I was at the center of that conversation.

“Your mom is so cool,” Willa said, and I saw the hero-worship in her expression.

“What should our set list be?” I asked, wanting to change the topic from my stepmom.

It wasn’t a debate. We knew our best songs and got to practicing them with relations determination. Anna and Heather joined us an hour later, and the pair were oddly quiet as they listened to us play, occasionally whispering to one another and throwing heated glances my way. When I questioned them about it, neither would admit what my stepmom wanted to talk about, but Anna left me with a cryptic reply.

“We talked about the future and what we could expect from it.” Her eyes twinkled at my confusion, and she rested a hand on my cheek. “Let a man stay confident and he’ll take advantage… That’s what my grandmother always said. Will you, Dean… take advantage?”

“I hope not,” I said, then frowned, remembering my afternoon. “I’m not very good at controlling myself though.”

Anna’s laugh could make the dead smile, and she slipped the hand behind my neck and pulled me into a kiss.

“You’ll never be able to help yourself. You’re a force of nature, and you’ve no idea… I love you, Dean, and that love is a towering inferno that would burn the world to ash if I didn’t share its warmth.”

The admission brought me up short, and emotion softened my gaze. When Anna saw that, she made a sound in the back of her throat and pushed me back with a stiff hand on my chest.

“Forget I said anything.”

“I’ll never let him forget.” Heather had drawn close to the brunette and, reaching out with both hands, she pulled Anna and into her, while smiling wolfishly up at me. “I can tell you one thing we talked about…” leaning close she whispered in my ear, “Anna and I will be sleeping over from now on.”

The blonde turned away from me and locked eyes with Anna. Watching the pair kiss, soft lips pressing together and tongues caressing, I felt a flush of desire but tried pushing it aside. There would be time for that later. Now it was time to work.

My efforts to ignore Anna and Heather were for naught. The pair sat hip to hip on the couch, touching and giggling as they listened to us play. Their caresses grew so outrageous I worried what Simon and Willa would think, but the couple were so engrossed in one another they didn’t notice.

For three hours we worked, making certain we could play the songs in our sleep. My fingers were sore when we broke off, and there was an ache deep in my back. I stretched when Simon and Willa slipped out of the garage, knuckling the small of my back.

“You're sore,” Heather said, a statement, not a question and before I could deny it her hands were on my shoulders, melting the tension away.

“Let’s go to bed,” Anna said, sharing a smile with Heather.

The pair guided us to bed, stripping off our clothes when we entered my room. I kissed the pair and would have done more, but they ignored my questing hands. Pressing me onto the bed face down, the mattress creaked as they knelt beside me. Their fingers sliding over my stiff muscles. Working in tandem, they massaged out knots I didn’t know were there and eased the ache in my lower back.

My mind drifted as they massaged me. Floating from thought to thought without purchase. Falling farther and farther into the depths of sleep every second that passed.

Anna and Heather rolled me over, but I was lost in a vivid half-dream as I hovered on the edge of sleep. I felt warmth envelop my cock, thighs sliding to either side of my hips and a second pair pinned my legs. Wet kisses and two slender, sexy bodies writhing together. I gripped a pale ass as it rose and fell on me, reverse-cowgirl.

Dream and reality merged as I gripped Heather’s hips. The blonde cried out and she reached back to grip my arm, nails digging into me as her sex quivered on my cock. My reverie faded when cold air caressed my cock, then thought faded when Anna’s tightness slid down my cock in the same position.

The brunette’s tight little ass bounced on me as Heather crushed my lower legs with her grinding weight. I couldn’t complain because my view in the dim light was incredible. The muscles of Anna’s slender back flexed, and her firm little rear bounced. As the pair took their pleasure from me.

The pair came twice before I could once, and they fell to either side of me, slick with sweat and panting in pleasure. My stiff cock nestled between their lips as they made out around me. Working my from either side as they licked and sucked their cum off me. When I came, Anna swallowed it, sharing a wet kiss with Heather after that worked the pair up.

Sleep stole me into its depths a minute later. The girls’ gentle moans, wet kisses and shuddering cries of pleasure were the backdrop to my dreams until bright lights and a roaring crowd swept me away. Their energy shifted as the crowds changed through faces representing every nation and race, but it never faded.
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Iwoke up inspired. With the song fading quickly from my head. Its lines escaped me into the depths of my mind as I tried to snatch them into memory. Leaping from bed, I ignored the grumbling tangle of slender limbs and snatched a paper from my bookbag, a pencil, and my acoustic leaning on the wall.

There wasn’t time to fiddle with its tuning. Ignoring the discordant E and G strings, I played around them. Picking the song from memory one note at a time and scratching out the lyrics I could remember. I had to go to the bathroom to relieve myself after the night’s sleep, and another lyric popped into head while I was washing up, and I darted back and got it down before it could fade from thought.

The girls were stirring when I put music to lyrics and played it for the first time. Heather rolled over, and despite a night of sex and sleep, her silky blonde hair looked incredible. Anna’s was a wild mane that rose behind her, and she cracked an eyelid when I plucked the first note.

I met the light in both your eyes,

One sunrise, one midnight sky.

You pulled me close, I lost my name,

I’m burning twice inside one flame.

Anna pulled closer to Heather, and the pair watched silently as I played. The words came easier as I worked my way through the song, guitar plucking out an airy note before I launched into the pre-chorus.

I never meant to make love ache,

But truth’s the hardest chord to play.

Two hearts, one flame—how do I choose?

If I reach for one, I’m bound to lose.

You both saw me when I was no one,

Now I’m torn between the moon and the sun.

The girls were spellbound as I ended the verse. Their bottom lips trembled, and tears pooled in their eyes. But a sound in the hallway caused all three of us to turn, and my heart froze when I caught my stepmom standing in the shadows.

I hadn’t bothered to dress in my haste to get the song out of my head and down on paper. And my stepmom’s eyes were round as saucers as they stared at my nakedness. Before I could open my mouth to say anything, she turned and fled, feet beating a hasty retreat down the stairs, and my heart sank when the front door slammed shut.

“Did you write that… for us?” Heather asked, breaking the silence as she slipped to the edge of the bed, pulling a blanket over to cover her legs.

I nodded, and Anna rose from the bed, unashamed of her nakedness, and walked over to drape her arms over my shoulders. The brunette didn’t say anything, but I read the emotions in her eyes when she bent down to kiss me. An explosion of emotions swept through me, and I let the guitar slip off my lap as I pulled her against me.

“Don’t worry about your mother,” Anna whispered into my lips. “It will all work out.”

I wanted to ask what she meant by that, or how she could be so confident, but her lips nipped at my neck and I lost myself in the feel of her. In moments the two of us were back in bed, her legs pulling me between them while Heather pressed against my side, her lips replacing Anna’s on me.

The three of us made love for an hour and tumbled into the shower together, slick with sweat. I took my time washing each of them. My hands explored their slender bodies while they twisted beneath the hot water. A cold backside was worth the sight of the gorgeous pair locked in an embrace.

It was still early when we slipped out of the house and into the Lincoln. I stopped at a coffee shop, and the girls grabbed pastries and cups of strong black coffee for all of us, then I hit the road.

Ahead, a city bus puttered along, and I threw a wave as we passed my old bus stop. It was only a few weeks ago I sat there, waiting for the bus and dreaming of music. That dream was becoming a reality around me. And if I wasn’t careful, I would miss the trees and the forest both, as it swept me along.

“Why the thoughtful look?” Heather asked, crushed between the door and Anna, blonde hair streaming in the breeze.

“That was my old bus stop,” I said, glancing at it again in the rearview mirror. “I’d still be riding the bus if your mom wasn’t nice enough to let us use the Lincoln.”

“Mom said the Lincolns’s yours now,” Heather shrugged, as if giving someone a car was an everyday occurrence. “An investment, she said. By the way, she heard about your meeting downtown. Wants to talk with you and Mrs. Shapiro before you sign anything.”

I frowned, unsure how I felt about such a gift and the strings that might be attached to it. Anna saw the frown and patted my thigh.

“Your mom said Claire could help… You should trust her.”

“You talked to my mom about Claire?”

The pair shared a smile, and the hair rose on the back of my neck. Just what had the three of them been talking about the day before? My head would have fallen into the rabbit hole of what-ifs, but the girls distracted me with questions about the bus, and I was quickly regaling them with stories of characters and scary moments.
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It was still early in the morning, by my reckoning, so I drove us to the beach. Crowds were thin, and we walked along the water’s edge for an hour, talking and laughing. Heather stopped a few times to say hello to fans that approached, but we kept to ourselves and found a small diner off the boardwalk to eat breakfast at.

“What’s this pool party supposed to be like?” Anna asked, forking a piece of melon off her plate. “Will it be a fancy one, or more kids playing in the pool?”

“More fancy than the other,” Heather frowned. “My mom’s a lot. She means well, but after yesterday… She’s like a shark that smells blood in the water. She can’t help herself.” Heather waggled a finger at me. “She’ll have arranged for powerful people to be there today, but make it seem natural.”

“It doesn’t sound like a great party,” I grumbled. “Sounds like a networking function.”

“That’s what every party is in Hollywood,” Heather laughed. “Don’t worry, we’ll have fun. And you’ll get to see Anna and me in our new, matching bikinis.”

“Bikinis?” I threw the blonde a wink. “Who else will be in bikinis? It might not be all bad.”

“Yes,” Heather said. “My mom will be too if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Your mom’s hot,” Anna stole the words right out of my mouth, and Heather laughed.

“Don’t tell her that. Her ego’s big enough.”

We left the diner around noon, and I drove us up into the hills. The road wound up through the canyons. Driveways leading off it to million-dollar estates. Only a few miles from the hustle and bustle of the city, it was silent up in the canyons, besides the occasional plane that flew overhead.

Cars were parked up and down the road leading to Heathers, but she directed me up the driveway where a spot was waiting for the Lincoln. The sounds of clinking glasses, music, and conversation reached us from the backyard, drawing me in.

“We’re going to change,” Heather wiggled her fingers at me. “Go mingle and let yourself be seen. We’ll come get you before it gets too boring.”

“Thanks.” I rolled my eyes and tried to ignore the giggling pair as I slipped through the side gate.

A table and grill were set up in the side yard, and a man was transferring appetizers from the grill to plates waiting for servers to grab. He looked up when I slipped in and eyed me up and down. I think he was about to throw me out when Claire spotted me and waved. The cook gave a shrug and let me past, smiling when I snatched a cocktail weenie wrapped in cooked dough off the tray and popped it into my mouth.

“Delicious,” I gave him a wink and followed the man’s stare to the leggy blonde sweeping towards me.

“There you are!” Claire Overton drew stares like a magnet draws lead filings.

The woman wore an evening gown made of white linen. One leg bare to the thigh, dress split to either side, and the neckline plunged almost to her navel. Revealing a black bikini underneath. The outfit framed her slender body to perfection, and the neckline drew every stare to her most impressive assets.

“Perfect timing.” Slipping an arm in mine, she drew me close, crushing her firm breast to my side. “Alfonso Reinhardt and his wife were just talking about your performance the other morning. Alfonso!”

She waved, and a man in an expensive suit turned. His skin leathery from the sun and eyes hidden behind orange lenses, beside him was a woman only a few years younger and wearing three fortunes in jewelry. The man lit up when he recognized me and, setting down his champagne flute, belied his age by hurrying over on light feet.

“Alfonso’s a boor but one of the largest investors in film,” Claire whispered the words in my ear with no one noticing, masking it behind turning to smile and wave at another older woman lounging by the pool who lifted her glasses and tracked my movements with a predatory gleam in her eyes.

“My dear woman,” Alfonso said as he drew close, his words for Claire but eyes locked on me, hands reaching out to take mine in his. “When you say you will deliver, you certainly do. Pleasure to meet you, dear boy, pleasure! Your performance on that morning talk show, whatever its name, was inspired. Inspired! I am having a company gathering. Nothing special. Just a week in Bali for my employees and their families. If you might see your way to performing for them. It would be a treat they, and I, would never forget. I know it’s sudden, but I assure you it will be lucrative. All expenses paid and one hundred thousand on top of that. Please say you’ll consider.”

The rush of words tumbled over one another so quickly I could barely make out what the man was saying. The only thing that registered was the hundred grand, and I was about to agree. Never dreaming it was possible to earn that much money. But Claire waved the man off.

“Peace, Alfonso. Let the boy savor these early days. There will be time enough to cash in on your corporate gigs later.”

“Of course, of course!” Alfonso was still holding both of my hands, and the man seemed to realize it, shaking himself and releasing one to turn me towards the bejeweled woman beside him. “I won’t take any more of your time, but it would be remiss if I didn’t introduce my lady wife, Constance.”

“A pleasure, to be sure.”

The woman batted long, fake eyelashes at me and held out a hand, wrist limp and dangling for me to take. I did, giving it an awkward shake and misliking the woman’s tittering laugh as she took it back after letting the grip linger for just a moment too long. Her bejeweled fingers glittered in the afternoon sun.

Her husband was a foolish man, but two seconds of staring into this woman’s eyes and I knew she was anything but. Behind her painted mask of makeup was a gaze sharp as daggers. The woman read me from my boots to my soul in seconds, and my skin crawled when her eyes flashed and smile grew predatory.

“My husband doesn’t mean to offend,” she drew close and waved Alphonso to silence without looking when the man opened his mouth. “He sees an opportunity and seizes it… you understand.” She gave me a lazy wink and trailed her eyes up and down my frame. “A man like you understands seizing the opportunity.”

“Oh, there’s Bob Evans! I simply must introduce Dean before he leaves. Please excuse me,” Claire flashed an apologetic smile and steered me away from the pair.

“Of course!” Alphonso said with an exuberant wave. His wife’s gaze lingered as he steered her away, neck craning to track my movements as Claire pulled us deeper into the party.

“Careful or Constance will have you acting in her husband’s straight-to-video soft-core-slop.” Claire waved to someone, her lips not moving as the whispered words reached my ears alone. “It wouldn’t be all bad. You’d have a harem of pretty young things to pork all day and night. Constance would be certain of that. She likes to watch.”


CHAPTER 13
[image: ]


Claire’s eyes danced with amusement at my alarmed expression, and she patted my arm, steering me towards a group sitting near the pool. As she did, I took in the party for the first time. The backyard was large, with a kidney bean shaped pool nestled in a corner and a large grass area in the other. Paths and flowers filled the rest.

Dozens mingled, sipping champagne, wine and cocktails while a small crew of waitstaff wandered past with trays of hors d’oeuvres. The waitstaff wore neat uniforms, while the guests wore a wide range of clothes, from several men in full suits, like Alphonso. To women in bathing suits and loose linen robes.

The place reeked of money, and I found myself craning my neck, searching for a familiar face in the crowd. Claire was the perfect host, and she could sense my discomfort. Pulling me away from a half dozen guests eager to waylay me in conversation or idiotic praise.

“I know it’s trying, but trust me,” she whispered after body blocking a particularly handsy woman from getting at my backside. “These are the tastemakers. The people who decide. See that woman right there?” she pointed to a waif-thin woman with a stiff blonde bob. “She runs the biggest fashion magazine in the world. And him,” she pointed to a tall, white-haired gentleman. “He owns more local TV stations than anyone in the country. Make a good impression, and you’re set for life. I hear you met with MCA. Who was their point of contact?”

The sudden shift in topic threw me, and I found myself answering without thought. When Claire heard Miram’s name, her lips pursed into a frown.

“And the terms?”

I relayed what I remembered of them, and she nodded begrudgingly.

“The woman’s harder than brass balls, but she’s not stupid. It’s going to be difficult to beat that, but she needs to sweeten the pot. It’s the only way anyone will work with her. Cold as a winter morning, I hear.”

“That wasn’t my experience.” I could feel my cheeks heat, remembering Miram’s soft cleavage wrapped around my cock and her eager, grateful smile when I’d asked to fuck her. Claire must have read something in my face because her eyes narrowed before she let out a small laugh.

“If anyone could thaw her, it would be you. I’d pay to see it though.” She winked at me and led me through the gardens. “Deal or no deal, after tonight you’ll be a person of note with the people that matter. Like it or not, we must take the world as it is, not as we want, or hope it to be.”

I knew she was right, but I didn’t have to like it. Half of the TV shows I watched were made by people within earshot. I’ve never been good at schmoozing, and rich people set my nerves on edge, but I found something to like in everyone we met that afternoon. I wasn’t all smiles and laughs though. Being around drunk people when you’re sober is rarely fun, and I let my annoyance show through more than once. Instead of making them upset, it only intrigued people, making me seem mysterious and dangerous.

Claire could sense my restlessness and wove us through the crowd to a corner of her garden. There I spotted Simon and Willa sitting by themselves, a tray of sausage rolls on their laps. The pair talked animatedly but were oblivious to the surrounding party, or the guests that paused nearby to speak with them, before slipping away after being ignored.

“I’ll leave you to your friends. Thank you for humoring an old lady.” Claire’s blue eyes flashed as she turned against me, large firm bust pressing into me for a last, lingering moment. “I’m grateful, truly I am… If you come up to the house later… I can show you just how grateful.”

Her eyes held a smoky promise as she slipped away, sending a wave back at Simon and Willa who’d just noticed me standing there.

“There you are,” Simon said, holding up the tray. “Have you tried these? They’re amazing.”

“No, I’m starving, too,” my stomach grumbled as I reached out and took two, biting into puffy pastry and seasoned meat as I sank gratefully into the seat beside my friend. “That was exhausting.”

“Better you than us,” Willa said, snickering when I threw her an annoyed frown. “We say Lady Claire is pulling you around like you were her new puppy. Showing you off to all the hoity-toity’s.”

“Anyone cool?” Simon asked, head craning to take in the crowd and frowning. “For a pool party, everyone sure is old and… clothed. Ouch, hey!”

He turned a frown at Willa, but it slipped when he read her glare and flashed me a grin.

“We’re getting a hotel tonight-hey, that hurts!”

“You don’t need to tell the world,” Willa hissed, sitting upright and glaring around, but no one was close enough to have overheard.

My friend rubbed his shoulder, then waggled his eyebrows at me, and I grinned back, sinking into the seat and trying to find a comfortable position on the steel chair. There was none, and I growled in annoyance and was about to sit cross-legged on the ground when the door opened onto the house’s back porch.
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Curtains billowed out, parting to reveal twin figures in black and white. See-through black cloth swirled around the pair, robes of cotton, thin as silk. Beneath, they wore white. Triangles of material covered their sensitive parts, and between were narrow white cords that twisted around them. Artfully sculpting their bodies to enhance every curve.

“Fuuuuuck,” I feared the word had escaped my lips, but then I registered Simon’s laughter, and Willa snapped her jaw closed with a click of teeth but was unable to tear her gaze away from her friend.

It was only with a fraction of my mind that I registered the redhead’s awe. My own senses were in overload as I watched Heather and Anna strut down the balcony stairs and into the garden. A bubble of silence followed them as every head turned. Even the slender publisher with lips that never cracked a smile nodded in approval, her head tracking the girls’ slow march through the crowd.

I sat with my elbows on my knees, staring like a dumb fool in jeans and a t-shirt. As two goddesses ripped straight from the centerfold of Victoria’s Secret marched towards me. Heather’s blonde hair was somehow larger, the loose curls shining in the sunlight as they bounced. Anna’s dark hair was straighter, framing her face in such a way that her cheekbones looked sharper, and her fragile beauty, otherworldly.

“Trying to catch flies? Better close your mouth,” Heather grinned when my teeth clicked shut, and she shrugged free of her black linen robe, letting it fall on the chair beside me. “We’re going to swim,” she winked at me. “Join us if you’re feeling bold.”

I didn’t know what she meant by that until I looked down at my jeans and realized I hadn’t brought swim trunks. Anna’s eyes danced with amusement until she took her own robe off and the dozens of sets of eyes tracking Heather’s slender figure shifted to her. Her arms went to cover herself, but then she let out a deep breath and stood straight, meeting the blonde’s stare as she strode to the pool.

Heather gave me a little wave and then launched herself into the pool, body describing a perfect curve as she dove into the deep end. Blonde hair streaming behind her and her slender body on full display, it looked like a scene from a movie. Only spoiled a little by Anna leaping right behind her, legs curled up into a cannonball, and one arm held above herself while the other pinched her nose.

“Did you guys bring suits?” I asked, eyes locked on the pair as they broke the surface laughing.

“No,” Willa said with an adamant shake of her head. “Chlorine makes me itchy.”

Conversation started again, growing in the wake of the silence the girls made. Older ladies glanced at the girls in envy, whether for their beauty or their carefree attitudes, I couldn’t say. While the older men fought against the desire to stare. Only two men stared openly, and from their perfectly quaffed hair, impeccable outfits, and their proximity to one another, I suspected it wasn’t desire that animated them.

“I’m jumping in.”

Simon and Willa shot me frowns until I dropped my jeans and shucked my shirt. Simon grinned at me, and Willa barked a laugh at the shocked gasps from the crowd.

“No tighty-whiteys?” Willa chortled.

I ignored her as I strode to the pool. Skin crawling as the eyes tracking the girls shifted to me. The women fluttered hands before their faces, or groaned openly, making me feel even more self-conscious. I got a burst of self-esteem from the pair of men with the perfectly quaffed hair. They tipped their drinks in my direction, and one tilted his sunglasses down, mouthing silently to me.

“Gorgeous.”

Anna laughed when she saw me approach and swam close, letting out a scream of delight when I suddenly leapt off the edge straight onto her. I drove the brunette under the water, laughing as she twisted around me and pushed me deeper, feet on my chest.

When I surfaced, she was pulling into Heather’s arms, dark hair streaming water around her face and laughing. The laughter turned to another squeal when pushed off the bottom and dove for the pair.

We ignored the milling crowds and played in the pool. Taking breaks to scarf down appetizers and tall glasses of pink lemonade. The crowd grew, and a few people joined us in the pool. Then the sun went down, and the pool began filling up. Heather said we could slip into the hot tub, but we found three couples making out in it and a fourth that had progressed beyond making out.

“Was he in her butt?” Anna whispered to me, lips compressed to stifle her grin as she glanced back at the couples sloshing around in the steaming water. “I don’t think the angle works if he isn’t…”

“I need some real food.” My stomach was grumbling, and I grimaced as a served passed by with another tray of sausages. A handful had been delicious, but after two trays of the things my guts were rebelling. “Where’s Simon and Willa? Let’s grab them and get some food.”

“They slipped out an hour ago,” Heather said, angling towards the house and pulling Anna and me along behind her. “I saw Anna filch a bottle of my mom’s Mondavi white, and they left out the side gate.”

Starting their night off early, I thought to myself, proud of my friends for carving time and space out for themselves. My stomach grumbled again, and I rubbed it, then grinned when Heather led us into the kitchen. The smile faded as she continued marching inward, pulling us, by her grip on Anna’s hand and Anna’s on mine, through to the darkened living room.

“What’s in here?”

“Not here,” the blonde glanced around the house and out the windows to make sure we weren’t seen, then led us on soft feet upstairs and down the hall to her darkened bedroom.

“The bikinis weren’t the outfits we wanted you to see,” the starlet purred in my ear, then stealing a quick kiss, she pulled out of my arms and skipped over to her large, walking closet.
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Anna stole her own kiss and pushed me onto Heather’s bed. Winking, the brunette turned on a heel and strutted to the closet, pausing to look back and grin when she saw how much I was appreciating the view. The door closed behind the pair, and I was left in complete darkness except for the light shining beneath the closet door.

I was wondering what I should be doing while I waited when the light popped on in the bedroom and I squinted against the glare. The lights dimmed a second later, and I spied Claire standing in the doorway, adjusting the sensor.

“What do we have here?”

Her eyebrow rose as she took in me and the sounds coming from the closet. I opened my mouth, planning to lie, but Claire silenced me with a finger over her lips. Pulling the door shut behind herself, she locked it with a click and, reaching up, unhooked a few bobby pins holding her hair up.

Blonde tresses tumbled around her face and shoulders, and she let a hand trail down her figure, pulling my gaze with it. I swallowed hard when she drew close, but she only sank onto the bed beside me, fingers sliding up my back, nails dragging through my scalp line to send shivers down my spine.

“I don’t think you should be here,” I tried to say, but only a few words slipped free as her fingers trailed through my hair and her other hand came to rest on my thigh.

“I own this house,” she purred, grinning at my obvious discomfort. “I can do anything I want in it. Besides, I’ve been meaning to have a… conversation… with my daughter’s new friend.” Her lips drew close to my ear, warm breath making my heart race. “Is now not a good time?”

I shook my head, wondering if I could physically carry her from the room. She was tall but slender as a willow, and I was getting myself ready to when the closet light flicked off and the door clicked open. I flinched, waiting for the explosion from Heather, but none came.

“Mrs. Overton,” Anna spoke, stepping from the shadows a hair before her friend. “Thank you for the wonderful party-”

She continued to speak, but the blood rushing past my ears was so fast I couldn’t hear for a moment. My eyes drank in every detail. Tracing pink silk, white lace and black satin as it wrapped the gorgeous girl’s body. Then Heather emerged behind Anna, and my gaze jumped between the two, unsure where to land. Shaped like maid uniforms, their outfits were frilly, light and sculpted their bodies to perfection.

The bed shifted beside me as Claire stood. I couldn’t see her expression, but Heather’s face went from annoyed to defiant, and she drew closer to Anna. The older woman’s attention shifted and waited for my friend to wilt beneath Claire Overton’s hardest stare, but the opposite happened. Anna stood tall. Back straight and breasts high as she met the older woman’s gaze.

“Interesting,” Claire said, taking a step forward and casting a last look back at me. “I’m not here to ruin your fun. I just wanted-.”

Claire had been angling towards the door, content to have thrown a bomb into her daughter’s little party and then waltzing out. But Anna had other ideas. The brunette had stepped forward to intercept the older woman and, standing inches away, she reached up to cup her smooth cheek, making Claire’s words cut off and her body flinch.

Claire froze as Anna's palm gently pressed against her cheek, the unexpected touch halting her. A tense silence swept through the room, punctuated only by the soft shuffle of feet. Anna met Claire's gaze, her voice steady yet soft. “You don’t have to leave just yet. There’s something you should see.”

“And that is?”

Claire’s voice had lost its confidence. She tried to put force in the words, but that only made them come out breathy and halting. She recognized it and frowned, but her lips grew slack when Anna ran a gentle thumb across them, easing them apart. With fingers under Claire’s chin, Anna surprised all of us by rising on her toes and kissing the older woman full on the lips.

The woman stiffened, and her eyes widened, but only for a second. A faint moan escaped her lips, despite herself, and she softened against Anna, letting the younger woman walk her back towards the bed. Heather’s lips quirked into a grin, and she drew close, a hand rising to caress a breast wrapped in lace.

I wanted to watch Anna pressing Claire onto the bed beside me, but Heather’s swaying hips were hypnotizing. The matching lingerie she and Anna wore must have cost a fortune, and I wanted to take in every detail of it from her black stockings and garter to the pink lace edging her bra. But my hands have a will of their own, and I rose, pulling the gorgeous girl against me.

Her eyes were blue pools I sank into. Her lips, pink pillows that pressed hungrily against mine. The garters snapped when I gripped her firm ass. Ties at the hips attached her satin panties and they popped free with a flick of my wrist, causing Heather to nip my bottom lip as she wiggled them down her hips. Her own hands slipped my belt off, and reached in to grasp my length, stroking me slowly with one hand as she tugged off my clothes.

“I want to watch them as you fuck me,” she whispered.

I felt vulnerable and naked for a second, then I took in the sight on the bed and all awareness fled. Anna and Claire were intertwined. The older woman was still stiff but she was melting quickly as Anna’s hands slid beneath her dress, peeling the garment off inch by inch. When a nipple appeared, the brunette pounced and, breathing hotly on the stiff bud, ran first her tongue, then her teeth gently over it.

“Nghhghh!!”

Claire undulated into Anna like a cat seeking nimble fingers. I was pulled from my reverie by Heather’s kiss. Her lips twisted into a wicked grin against mine, then she turned in my arms. Drawing my cock between her thighs, I was shocked at the wetness coating them. I took hold of her hip, my fingers sinking into the crook, and reached up to cup lace and satin.

Heather hissed in pleasure as I stretched her tight pussy. Biting her bottom lip, she fell forward onto her elbows, hair falling over to cover her face. Anna had peeled Claire’s dress down to reveal both breasts but paused in nibbling the second nipple to lean over and push Heather's hair back, giving her a deep kiss as she did.

The sight was so incredible I nearly came, but Claire’s expression stopped me. The mother watched with hooded eyes, bottom lip trembling and breath ragged. I thought she might bolt, but when Anna broke the kiss and moved back to her, Claire watched the dark-haired teen like a doe watched a wolf.
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The moment hung there frozen until Heather let out a moan of pleasure, her pussy squelching as she pushed back on me. My focus shifted back to the tight grip of her, and the gushing wetness as I matched her, thrusting deep. An accompanying moan from across the bed told me Anna wasn’t done peeling Claire’s clothes away.

Heather’s moans were soft, but throaty. Sounding outrageous coming from her porcelain, innocent face. They drew the attention of her mother and Anna, who broke off a kiss to watch the blonde teen shiver in orgasm beneath me, back tense and ass quivering as I refused to cease my hammering hips from driving her to the heights again and again.

“So beautiful,” Anna breathed, turning to the older woman. Her eyes flashed as she took in Claire’s statuesque body beneath her.

A hand slipped between slender thighs, and it was Claire’s turn to moan softly, twin to her daughters’ cries of pleasure. She pulled Anna into a fiery kiss, her hands finally exploring the teen’s slender figure, but her eyes never left Heather and I. Watching me claim her daughter as her own thighs spread, hips quivering and body locking up as an orgasm swept through her.

I slapped Heather’s tight ass, loving how it shook and her back flexed in pleasure, pussy tightening on me again. She got so tight my cock was pushed out of her, and she pulled her legs up onto the bed, muttering incoherently, legs quivering and curling into herself. I would have followed her, but Claire’s eyes lit on my throbbing member, and Anna saw where she was looking.

Grinning, my friend whispered in the older woman’s ear, “Go to it… worship it… Beg for it.”

A moan of desire sounded like it was ripped from Claire’s throat as she twisted around on the bed. The MILF pulled herself forward and before I could think to move or do anything, latched her lips around my cock. Purring in pleasure, she sucked me clean, tongue lapping up every drop of her daughter’s cum as she watched my face twist with pleasure.

“Goddamn,” I growled, loving how the older woman gave her entire being over to the task.

Elbows on the edge of the bed, she brought her hands into it. Making corkscrew motions, she stroked me with both, while her head worked in the opposite direction. I ran my fingers through her thick blonde hair. It was stiff from hair spray, but Claire didn’t seem to mind me messing it up as I took a fistful and guided her onto my dick.

My orgasm was approaching, and she felt my balls tighten. Groaning something around my thickness, I let her back off my cock enough to gasp out.

“Fuck me, please… I need to feel it again,” her eyes cut over to Heather, who was coming out of her pleasure coma. Shame washed over Claire’s face for a moment, then one eyelid snapped up and the other fluttered down, when Anna pushed her face into the older woman’s pussy. “Hsssss!”

My friend pulled away a few seconds later, throwing me a wink as she slipped next to Heather. Claire’s legs could barely support her when she slipped off the bed, and her hips came to rest on the mattress, that wide ass humped up at me until my cock kissed her pussy lips.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God, oh GOD!”

I’m always surprised at how tight the woman is. It took a few gentle thrusts to work my dick to the hilt, and I enjoyed how she squirmed beneath me, hands making fists in the sheets. She threw her head back when I slammed in the last few inches, hair whipping across her back.

“Yeeaaannngghhh!”

She cut off her scream before it grew too loud, but when she lifted her head her eyes locked onto Heather’s lying a few feet away. I was curious what would happen but was shocked when the muscles of her back tensed, and her wide firm ass shook as a powerful orgasm ripped through her body.

I could feel Claire’s embarrassment through the tenseness of her muscles, but it faded almost as quickly as it appeared. She was staring straight into Heather’s face as the pleasure swept over hers, and the blonde teen watched in wonder. A beatific smile broke out on Heather’s lips as she watched her mother’s orgasm roll through her.

My orgasm was fast approaching, but I fought it off for another minute. The scene unfolding on the bed was too hot and exciting to interrupt. Another orgasm swept through Claire as I drove into her, and her stifled moans grew louder, her shoulders coming off the mattress. Then she was up on her hands, breasts bouncing as a third orgasm rose within her.

“Cum for him, Mom,” Heather purred, drawing close and grinning up at me before glancing back down to her mother’s twisted face. “Cum on that huge, thick, beautiful cock.”

“Oh God, baby ngggyyyhhheee-!”

Claire’s strained cry of pleasure was cut off by Heather darting forward and kissing her full on the lips. A shocked gasp turned into a stifled moan as their kiss dragged on. Then Heather slipped her hands into Claire’s thick blonde hair, drawing her up, but her eyes locked onto me, making sure I was watching.

When her tongue slipped into the older woman’s mouth, it was my turn to stifle a gasp. The sight was so hot and taboo all the blood rushed to press against my skin, and my whole body became a living nerve ending. Claire’s pussy tightened on me, seizing as another orgasm swept through her body, then I was joining her. My cock pumping deep into her womb.

“Nngooohhhh God,” Claire broke off the kiss and curled up against me, pulling me into a hungry kiss before collapsing on the bed and groaning when my cock slipped from her gaping pussy.

Heather was breathing hard, and from the flexing of her hips, she wanted to take her mom’s place. Instead, she bent down and stroked the older woman’s sweat-matted hair back from her face and drew her close, running gentle fingers down her trembling back.


CHAPTER 17
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The aftershocks of my orgasm were still sending waves of pleasure through me, and Anna saved me from wobbly legs by drawing me onto the bed. The brunette had one eye for Heather and Claire and another for me as she conformed herself to my body.

Claire’s figure has been sculpted by exercise, and surgeons to be every man’s fantasy. And she has the skills to back it up, but the older woman could never hold a candle to Anna’s raw sexuality. As beautiful as the blonde pair were, Anna moved like a cat in heat. Her body undulating against me, her hands teasing and stroking, lips like fire on my chest, neck and cheeks.

Then I was inside her, our lips locked and breaths exchanged in deep, sharp exhalations. The mattress shifted, and Claire and Heather pulled in to either side, and Anna broke off our kiss to pull first Heather and then Claire into a hot embrace. Her high, firm breasts shook as she rode me, back arching as the blonde pair pushed in around her.

I could only lie back and watch the scene unfold. Claire’s taller, thicker body humped one of Anna’s thighs while the slender Heather humped the other. Their hands unceasing as they caressed and fondled Anna, lips never leaving her skin and tits until the teen pulled one or the other up to make out with them.

All the while she rode me with small, achingly slow movements, savoring the feel of me deep in her pussy. When she came, it was with a little shiver and a grin, then she pulled Claire into a passionate kiss, their tongues dueling as Heather leaned down to kiss me.

“They look so hot together,” the starlet whispered in my ear, pushing her ass back into my hand as she groaned.

My other hand was on her mom’s ass, and I ran my fingers over the pair, savoring the differences. When my fingers sank deep into Claire’s softer ass, the MILF moaned and pulled away from Anna’s kiss to watch her daughter kiss down my neck. Falling to my other side, she took Heather’s place on my lips, and I was shocked at how similarly the pair kissed. Even their tongues moved in the same hesitant ways before rushing in deep and hungry.

“There… nghhh! Oh God there…!”

Anna’s nails dug into my abs as her slender hips rode me in hard little thrusts. I barely moved as she got off on me, cock brushing her G-spot as her clit ground on my pubis. Her pussy fluttered, tighter than Heather or Claire. It grew painful for long moments as she gasped out her orgasm, and the three of us watched her shoulders curl in, dark hair a curtain before her face and thighs quivering.

“Beautiful…”

Mother and daughter spoke the word at the same time. With the same awestruck inflection, and glanced at one another after. I feared embarrassment, but Heather laughed, and Claire, smiling, reached over to grip her hand. My dick throbbed at the thought of them kissing again, but Anna sank onto my chest with a sigh, hips jumping when my dick twitched.

“Who’s next?”

Anna’s panted question set off a scramble and giggles, but it was Claire who slipped her thighs to either side of mine and with a toss of her golden hair settled onto me. She was a work of art, only spoiled by a flutter of her lashes and a twitch in the muscles of one cheek as her cervix came to rest on the head of my cock.

Heather twisted herself back into one arms, pushing her ass into my hand and nuzzling at my neck, but Anna rose back up. Tucking a stray lock of hair behind the older woman’s ear, she let the fingers trail down the side of Claire’s face, making her shiver, pussy clenching on my dick.

Claire turned into Anna’s kiss but broke it off to suck in a sharp breath when the teen’s fingers tightened on a nipple. My balls throbbed as Claire’s pussy milked me, the walls fluttering as her hips rocked in sharp little movements. Anna’s fingers twisted, sharply, and Claire cried out in pleasure.

“She’s cumming,” Heather breathed in awe, the fingers on her ass having worked their way down to stroke her drooling slit.

Anna gave the same firm breast a firm slap, and Claire shook again, another orgasm sweeping through her body. Once going the woman didn’t stop. Her body was in a fit of pleasure as she rode me, pulling the brunette in close as she collapsed forward. All three were pressed close, sharing kisses and touches until Claire could take no more.

I wanted to roll Heather over and take her from behind, but the blonde had other ideas. With a determined grin, she pressed me back and trapped by thighs beneath the crooks of her ankles as she slipped her knees to either side of my hips. Guiding her mother and Anna’s lips together right above my stomach, she rode me with delicious slowness, perfect tits bouncing with every slap of her ass on my thighs.

“Goddamn,” I breathed, hands roaming Claire and Anna’s bodies as I watched the scene play out.

I was long past the point of no return, and only sheer will kept me from exploding inside Heather the second she sat on me. I managed to hold out until she came with an adorable moan, teeth pressing into her bottom lip, arms pressing her breasts together as they shook. All the while, Anna and Claire made out with a heat that should have set the sheets on fire.

My announcement was garbled by Anna turning and kissing me, but they got the message. Heather purred, grinding herself on me and clenching her pussy walls to send me over the edge. Anna’s lips were traded for Claire’s as the pleasure rushed through me, and having the mother’s tongue in my mouth while the daughter came on my cock was a heady experience.

Slick with sweat and trembling with exertion, Heather slumped atop me. Catching her breath, she slipped off my chest and alongside Anna, who turned into her and kissed her deeply. I pulled Claire close and enjoyed her eager tongue while her fingers traced my muscles.

“I should return to the party,” Claire’s tone was regretful, but she didn’t pull out of my arms, and when her fingers brushed my softening cock they twitched and curled around its length.

The party had grown rowdy with music blaring, and the sounds of drunk people swimming and laughing reached us up in Heather’s room. Claire never returned to the party, though. Her stroking fingers and heated kisses soon had me hard again.

We rolled over, and I slipped it into her from behind while on our sides. As I fucked the gorgeous older woman with slow thrusts, savoring every second. We both watched Anna and Heather make love. The sight was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen, and I wasn’t the only one to have an earth-shaking orgasm as the gorgeous teens ground their pussies together.

After an hour of slow fucking and teasing, Claire was a trembling mess. When I finally let her cum her whole body seized up in pleasure, and she passed out while my dick was still pumping the last of its cum into her.

We passed out there in a sweaty pile of limbs. On one side, Claire snuggled close, face pressed to the crook of my neck and hands clinging to me possessively, while on the other side her daughter did the same.

Sleep was slow to come, with the heat of their bodies around me and the sounds of the party winding down outside. I let myself enjoy the moment, in all its insanity, and kissed both blonde heads. They snuggled into me in their sleep in identical ways, and I sighed in pleasure as dreams finally took me.

Battle of the Bands was coming up, but I wasn’t stressing about it. We were ready. I knew that in my bones. Win or lose, it didn’t matter. After this Friday, the world would know Carwash Pigs and nothing would ever be the same.

To Be Continued…
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