
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    
      Rock God

      



    




PART TWO

    

    
      
        NICK STORMING

      

    

    
      FRACTURED PRESS

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 Fractured Press

      

      All right reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without prior written permission of the publisher.

      

      Any reference to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Names, characters, and locations are products of the author's imagination.

      

      First printing edition 2023.

      Fractured Press

      

      www.nickstorming.org

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

    

    
      
        Authors Note

      

      
        ALSO BY NICK STORMING

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Early mornings have never been my thing and on the weekends, I sleep in until the sun, glaring in my eyes, refuses to let me hide from it any longer. On Sunday, the harsh light pulled me from wild dreams, and it took a few moments to separate them from memory. My encounter with Anna and Mrs. Winslow came rushing back and I let them wash over me. After relieving myself to them, I rose and showered.

      Mom was working out, so I grabbed a bowl of cereal and went into the garage. I was picking on the Gibson when Simon called and asked if I wanted to jam. An hour later, he and Willa were at my place, plugging in and we were off.

      That afternoon flew by in a blur. The three of us were on it and knocked out the two songs I’d written. We would have to practice them over and over until there were no mistakes, but the sound was rocking and only got better when they added their own flair to it. It was an hour into the session when I noticed Simon motioning towards Willa surreptitiously while pointing at me.

      “What is it?” I asked, nervous the redhead was going to confront me for fooling around with her friend, but Willa blushed a deep red and pulled a scrap of paper from her back pocket.

      “Simon wants me to show you a song I wrote… But I don’t think it’s ready.”

      “It’s amazing,” Simon reassured her, earning a flash of white teeth before the tiny girl before she collapsed back in on herself.

      “It’s too different from what we’ve been playing.”

      “Who cares?” I said, quieting my guitar and waving for her to go on. “Let’s hear it. If you have something you want to play, we’ll play it. That’s the beauty of a band. We can be whatever we want to be.”

      I grew uncomfortable at the emotion on Willa’s face, but couldn’t hide a grin when she threw her tiny arms around me in a quick hug.

      “Ok, it starts out slow, so give me a minute,” Willa shook out her hands and composed herself before tilting her head back and letting out a high, warbling falsetto.

      “Love is a mystery;

      “That sprang on me”

      “Out of the blue you see…”

      Her eyes widened when my fingers danced along the strings, matching her voice with the light, high cords. She nodded along but when Simon lifted his sticks to join in she held up a hand, voice still heartbreakingly fragile.

      “Brain catching up with heart;

      “He makes such beautiful art…!”

      She wound her hand at Simon and letting it rise with her voice.

      “But all I wanna do is - Fuck!”

      She slammed the hand down, nodding to Simon and let the bass rip, thumping away with a thumb in between hard strokes. I was howling in laughter along with my friend as he beat a wild rhythm on the drums.

      “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

      Willa jumped around while she sang, red hair in wild disarray when the chorus ended, she was breathing heavily and couldn’t hide the grin that stretched from ear to ear.

      “It’s too silly, isn’t it?”

      “I think it’s brilliant,” I laughed back. “Maybe not for the talent show, but we have to play it at our first live gig.”

      “I could never!” Willa chortled, hands covering her mouth.

      “When did you write it?” I asked.

      “Last night,” she said, face darkening further when she turned and shared a surreptitious glance with Simon.

      When I shot my friend a questioning eyebrow raise, he ducked his head before flashing a smile up at me.

      “What’d you two do after the show last night, anyway?” I asked with a sly smile.

      “Nothing!” Simon said. At the same time, Willa blurted, “We had sex four times!”

      “Willa!”

      “What? Dean deserves to know and besides, after what he and Anna did, I doubt he’ll care.”

      “Anna?” Simon frowned at me, his eyebrows climbing when he read my rueful expression. “When?”

      Willa rolled her eyes at him, then turned to face me, twisting in place and frowning.

      “I don’t want it to be a problem… but this,” he motioned to Simon. “It’s serious.”

      “It better be,” I winked back, trying to hide the emotion as my eyes misted. “Because you both deserve it.”

      “Thank you,” she said, and in the simple words, I heard the rest of what she wanted to say.

      We took a break after that, and I grabbed snacks. When I returned, Simon and Willa were locked in a kiss and jerked apart when they noticed me, but I didn’t mention it and they relaxed as the afternoon wore on.
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      The sun was touching the horizon when we finally broke off to grab food again. My stepmom was sitting in the living room and popped up when I came inside, bustling into the kitchen and pulling out peanut butter, jelly, and bread while we raided the fridge for soda and juice.

      I was relieved when neither Willa nor Simon reached for the beers sitting on a shelf. Not that I’m against drinking and partying, but my dad always said it had its place, and I’d seen too much evidence of how it could ruin a band, and especially a recording session. Too many genius records were never laid down because of them and I was adamant that wouldn’t happen to us.

      “Thanks again for inviting us to the show, Mrs. Graveson,” Willa said when my mom lay a platter of sandwiches on the table.

      “I hope you had fun.” she winked at the redhead behind Simon’s back.

      “The band was ok,” Simon said, missing my mom’s deeper meaning, “But you were amazing, Dean.”

      “You were,” Willa nodded in agreement, and it was my turn to hide my blush by shoving a sandwich into my mouth.

      “Battle of the Bands is only a week after your graduation. Have you thought about entering it?”

      “What is it?” Simon asked, and my mom let me answer.

      “Bands from the area put on a show, but the audience is mostly industry people. Agents, labels, that sort of thing. A few luminaries will show up and anoint a winner, then they deal,” I shrugged. “It’s like a beauty pageant for musical douchebags.”

      “Dean,” my stepmom admonished me, but couldn’t hide the smile that peeked onto her lips. “He isn’t wrong. It is a pageant for the industry but a lot of good bands have gotten their start there, and it’s a great way to build buzz.”

      “That makes sense,” Simon nodded. “I bet you don’t have to win to find some success.”

      “Success that comes with strings attacked,” I grumbled. “You can never trust a suit.”

      My mom reached over and patted the back of my hands. I wanted to pull it away, but the warmth pushed back the bitterness that threatened to choke me.

      “You have a chance to rewrite that history, Dean… If not for yourself, then for your friends.”

      Anger had sour words boiling on the tip of my tongue, but I couldn’t voice them while meeting Simon and Willa’s eyes and with a slow, outdrawn breath, pushed the bitterness down. She was right, of course. Just because my father had been screwed over by record label and executives, didn’t mean we would be.

      “I might be naïve,” Simon said, adjusting his glasses. “But I can read, and I promise you, Dean. I’ll never let this band get screwed over in a deal. And if we do, my uncles are all lawyers. Rich ones.”

      The laughter broke free of me, and we were all rolling with it in a few seconds. Washing the jam and peanut butter from our hands, the conversation shifted back to the show, and I got to hear Willa and Simon’s critiques of the band. It was encouraging to hear that they were thinking of these things, because stage presence was the last thing on my mind.

      Our fingers were aching, but none of us were ready to break off for the night, so we spent a few hours listening to records. Willa was better than Simon or me at breaking down the music, identifying the distinct movements that went over my head. She could play most by ear on her cello, and I suspected she’d be able to on the bass before long.

      I was glad to see how comfortable she and Simon were together. There were still awkward moments and shy smiles, but their friendship was growing. I still wasn’t exactly sure what they’d gotten up to the night before, but whatever it was, had given Simon a sliver more confidence and for that, I wanted to hug the girl.

      “Back here tomorrow, right when classes let out,” I said when the pair was leaving. “Practicing is the only thing that matters until the talent show.”

      “Rodger that, boss,” Willa saluted, winking to show she was joking, but Simon lingered behind when she carried her instrument out to her car.

      “I know this is weird… but my mom asked if she could come and watch our practice,” the last rushed out of him and he flinched, expecting me to call him a momma’s boy, or something but I was thinking about Anna, and how it might be awkward when she came back and nodded back.

      “Bring her,” I shrugged. “She can hang out with my mom if she gets bored.”

      “Ok,” he smiled in relief. “I don’t think she’ll get bored, though,” he chortled. “Not when she can stare at you singing.” When I blinked in surprise, he reddened and hesitated before blurting out. “I shouldn’t tell you this, but she stole a polaroid of you playing yesterday and I caught her staring at it longingly last night.”

      “I… don’t know what to say,” I said, mind shifting on a pin as I saw Mrs. Shapiro in a new light.

      “I made you uncomfortable,” he winced.

      “No,” I lied. “You didn’t,”

      “I did,” his grimace deepened. “I’m don’t know where the line is sometimes and say too much. It’s just… She’s been smiling the past couple days, and she hasn’t done that in years.”

      When I hit the pillow, I was out in seconds, but my dreams were wild things. Mrs. Winslow, Anna, Heather, and even Mrs. Shapiro found their way into them. I woke from a vivid dream of my friend’s mom pressed beneath my teacher as I alternated between them and couldn’t shake the thought as I climbed out of bed.

      “The stuff your brain thinks of,” I grumbled to myself, pushing the hair out of my face as I staggered into the bathroom.

      “What does it think of?”

      My stepmom stood before the mirror, a towel wrapped around her torso, and another about her dark hair, as she stood before the mirror applying mascara.

      “Uhh, nothing,” I said, trying not to let my eyes linger on the long, smooth legs reaching out from under the towel.

      “Hmm,” an odd smile tugged at her lips, and she gathered up her makeup. “I’ll let you shower. Oh,” she paused in the door, turning back and flashing me a wink. “Your friend Anna called yesterday. She wants me to take her shopping at a few thrift stores I know… That isn’t a problem, is it?”

      “No… Why would it be?”

      “Just making sure,” she grinned. “The girl’s a peach. I might steal her for myself.”

      My mouth opened but nothing came out and she laughed as she shut the door in my face and I was forced to shower with that image dancing in my head. When I got on the bus, I pushed the thoughts down and sank into Appetite for Destruction for the hundredth time, letting the music of Steven Adler drag me away. It’s always inspiring to hear the amount of sound he could pull from the small kit he played on, and I made a mental note to make Simon listen to the entire album with me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      There was a lazy atmosphere at school when I walked the halls. The year was ending in a few weeks, and most of the kids and teachers were already checked out. One who refused to be was my math teacher, who was waiting with a pile of our quiz results when class started. When I saw the ‘D’ circled in red at the top of my pop quiz, a groan escaped me and Mrs. Gray tapped the paper.

      “See me after class, Mr. Graveson. This puts you dangerously close to flunking my class.”

      I buried my face in the desk when an ‘Oooh!’ rose from a few kids in class and ignored their grins as she started the day’s lecture. Managing to keep focus all morning, I had a full page of notes stuffed in my bag when I approached her desk. Waiting for the last lingering students to leave, I threw a glare at a particularly nosy pair of girls and, with giggles, they finally slipped out of class.

      “I’m sorry to embarrass you, but sometimes young men need a little shock to wake them up.” Crossing her arms beneath an impressive bosom, she leaned back in her chair. “Are you awake now?”

      “Half awake,” I said, unable to hide my smirk when she gave an exasperated chuckle.

      “Fair enough,” she sighed. “What do want to do with your life, Mr. Graveson?”

      “Uhh, go to UCLA?”

      She rolled her eyes and nodded. “Sure, but after that. What career do you want? What kind of life?”

      I blinked, unprepared for the large question, and shrugged. “Maybe an architect? I like cool buildings.”

      She raised an eyebrow and shook her head before sighing again and leaning forward, hands resting on the desk.

      “Do you know how much math architects use on a daily basis?”

      “Uhh,” realizing I’d made a mistake, I hunted for anything to get me out of this conversation, but Mrs. Gray rose and turned around, pulling a book from her bag.

      “Mrs. Winslow told me about the band you and your friends are forming,” she tapped the slender book in her hands. I couldn’t make out much of the cover, but it was splashed with yellow, and a pair of hands held a guitar on the back, and my interest was piqued. “Do you know anything about the Rolling Stones?”

      “Eh?”

      Her questions were coming out of left field and I grimaced, knowing I sounded like an idiot.

      “Mick Jagger’s a brilliant musician, but he’s an even better businessman. Have you ever looked at the bands’ earnings from their live performances?”

      “No, I never thought to… It can’t be a fraction of what they made from selling albums. Can it?”

      Mrs. Gray let out such a rich, full-throated laugh that I saw her anew. Still chuckling, she pushed the book into my hands and tapped it.

      “This is an unauthorized biography written by an accountant fired from their label. Read the first two pages and then tell me what was more profitable… Finish the book and I’ll raise your grade one letter.”

      “Serious?” I asked, flipping it over and scanning the cover.

      “Serious. But you must finish it and I’ll quiz you, in person, about what you learned.”

      “Deal,” I said, and with a smile that said she was pleased with herself, she shook my hand.

      More fool she is, I thought to myself. The book was titled ‘Hard Returns: Three Years on the Road with the Biggest Band in the World’. If she thought it was going to be a chore for me to read about a rock band on the road, let alone the Stones, then I was happy to let her believe it. Chortling to myself, I stuffed the book in my backpack and joined the flow of kids rushing to make their next class.
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      I spotted Devon standing with a group of guys, but he wouldn’t meet my gaze. Nate Trundle came striding across the quad with a pearly white bass and a big grin on his face. I recognized the instrument from a local music shop and knew it cost more than my mom’s car.

      “For me?” Devon asked with a spreading grin.

      “Fuck yea, dog. Only the best for my band.” Nate caught me watching and his face stiffened.

      It was odd, but I thought embarrassment registered on the football player’s face before he painted a sneer on it and threw me the bird.

      “Mind your own business, Graveson.”

      The lack of outright hostility was refreshing, and I was feeling good about the day until I turned a corner and ran straight into Anna. The girl blushed a fiery red and ducked her head, eyes finding her feet, before she drew in a deep breath and raised her chin to look me in the eye.

      “Hello, Dean,” shifting awkwardly, she put her hand out for me to shake, eyes flickering around to see who was watching. When no one was giving us any attention, a hint of the blush returned.

      “Morning, Anna,” I said, and pushing aside the hand, stepped into the circle of her arms and wrapped mine around her tight, hugging her close. “Mhmm, thank you for yesterday. It was the greatest moment of my life.”

      “Not here!” She hissed into my ear, but when she pulled away from me, I didn’t miss how pleased she was, nor how hard it was for her to wipe the smile from her face.

      “Are you ashamed… I’m sorry-.”

      “It’s not that,” she said, swatting my arm as she fell in beside me. “Never that. It’s just… a girl doesn’t want to get a reputation.”

      “What’s this, the 50s?” We turned at Willa’s high-pitched voice and stepped apart when she pushed between us. “No one cares what you do, Anna. I told you last night.”

      Anna’s round cheeks heated further, but she didn’t duck her head but glared at her friend, before the expression collapsed into a sigh.

      “You’re right, of course. I don’t know why I’m repeating my parents,” shaking back her long dark hair, the girl stood taller, elongating that slender neck and thrusting forward that high, firm bosom.

      “They brainwashed you,” Willa grinned up at her friend. “With love, and Christian values.”

      Anna let out a laugh that drew looks and more than a few lingering stares. One was a golden-haired head that turned from speaking to a surprising person outside our music class.

      “What’s she doing speaking to my man?” Willa’s joking tone was gone, and I had to bite my tongue to keep from grinning when a look of naked jealousy came over her face. Anna didn’t answer her friend, but threw me a sly grin over her head that I didn’t understand.

      “We were just talking about you,” heather smiled, and the world got a little brighter. A stupid, giddy pleasure filled me, thinking she was talking about me, but she was looking at Willa whose face was a wonder as she tried to turn a frown into a smile. “Simon was telling me you’re an exceptional cellist.”

      “Oh… he was?” Willa shot an apologetic look at Simon, who nodded quickly.

      “This might be inappropriate, and if you’re busy or don’t want to, please don’t hesitate to say no. But I have a huge favor to ask,” the blonde bit her bottom lip and hesitated until Willa nodded for her to go on. “My mom’s throwing a garden party for her silicone stuffed friends. The musicians dropped out last minute and she wants me to find a replacement. Would you be willing to play for an hour or two?”

      “I have a band,” Willa began, and Heather nodded emphatically.

      “Bring them!” she grinned at Simon, then up at me before jerking her eyes away quickly. “I mean… as long as it’s not hard, hard rock? I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

      “You’re not trying to prank your mom, are you?” Willa’s sly question surprised me, because I hadn’t given it a thought and from Heather’s laugh, she hadn’t either, but Willa stuck her hand out before she could speak. “Two hundred an hour and we’ll be there.”

      I let out a strangled sound, but Heather spoke right over it.

      “Done,” she grinned, holding her hand out for Willa to shake.

      “What just happened?” I asked, turning back from watching Heather walk away with a confident strut that broke half the necks in the hallway.

      “We got our first gig!” Simon grinned, then a second later, his face turned green. “We got our first gig… I think I’m gonna be sick.”

      Willa frowned in concern and followed Simon while Anna grabbed my wrist and held me back just outside the doorway.

      “If she doesn’t trip you into her bed tomorrow night, then I’ll be waiting in yours,” those large brown eyes held a smokey promise and only hints of red dotted her cheeks as she turned and waltzed down the hall in the opposite direction as Heather.

      The tall, slender brunette might not have turned as many heads as the golden-haired goddess, but there was a newfound confidence that made a man appreciate every curve of her incredible figure.

      “You’re an idiot. You know that?”
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      I turned to find Devon standing there, waiting to enter the classroom, watching me with a sour grimace. Anger flared, and I slid a hand into the side pocket of my jeans, fingers curling around the chunk of brass.

      “Takes one to know one,” I replied, and Devon grunted a laugh that broke the tension between us.

      “True… Don’t hurt her,” he nodded after Anna, which surprised me, and when he saw my expression, his face darkened again. “You don’t know me. I got feelings, too.”

      When he brushed past me into class, I let him go, reassessing the sandy-haired boy. Rich parents didn’t mean a happy life, and I saw more of myself in him than I wanted to admit right then, so I sank onto the piano’s bench and cracked my knuckles.

      “Good morning Mr. Graveson,” I stiffened, ready for awkwardness, but Mrs. Winslow handed me the music book, looking more relaxed and happier than I’d ever seen her. “We’re starting on page twenty-four today,” she winked, then turned to the class and began wrangling kids into their seats.

      We launched into the day’s music with the usual exuberance that floundered into discord less than a minute into it. I played the same piece over and over, while Mrs. Winslow coached this kid or that into line. Halfway through class, while dealing with a flutist that refused to find the beat, she called on me.

      “Play her part on the piano, Dean. Walk her through it, if you please.”

      Flexing my fingers, I found the notes, carrying the girl’s flute through the simple refrain. It’s not a difficult skill if you know musical notations, translating one instrument’s notes to another’s, but I didn’t have the girls music in front of me, which brought my mind into focus and a grin to my lips at the challenge.

      I got a few looks of respect, including a grudging one from Devon when the girl played flawlessly with me, and when Mrs. Winslow started the piece again, the class was in harmony. For a minute any ways. Then they fell into discord once more, and I got to walk a few more kids through, flexing my mind and fingers each time.

      “Excellent work today,” Mrs. Winslow said, when the bell rang. “I’m going to find something you aren’t good at… musically,” she finished, biting her bottom lip and blushing.

      “Singing and playing,” I grimaced. “I kinda suck at it. Had no idea how hard it is to keep in rhythm, remember lyrics, and play at the same time.”

      Simon and Willa were lingering outside the door, and I grabbed my bag to go, but hesitated. Meeting Mrs. Winslow’s eyes, I opened my mouth to say what I’d prepared, wanting to erase any awkwardness from the day before, but her words cut me off, wiping away my hesitant frown and replacing it with a grin.

      “I’ve had training in it… I’m happy to teach you… Perhaps tomorrow during my office hour you can come by. I’ll show you everything I know about… multi-tasking.”

      She laced the last words with wicked meaning and had me suddenly aware of how tight her sweater was, and that her long skirt was gone. Replaced by a pair of jeans that hugged her shapely legs. Those thighs parted slightly when my eyes fell to them, and I jerked them up to find her own locked on the waistline of my pants.

      “Tomorrow it is,” I nodded back. “Keep the entire hour free. I’m going to need all of it.”

      Her eyes widened and bottom lip trembled as she nodded, “Whatever you need.”

      “Ngh,” I grunted in reply, freezing the memory of her large nipples hardening and pressing against that tight sweater as I joined my friends in the hall.
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      The rest of the day passed by with tedious slowness, but the last bell rang and I met Simon at the front of the school. He was holding hands with Willa when I walked up and released the grip with a blush when he saw me, but the little redhead snatched the hand back and gave me a defiant stare.

      “What are we doing to do for the gig tomorrow?” Willa flashed me a grateful smile for not making an issue of them, and we started discussing it while waiting for Simon’s mom to pick us up.

      “I know a lot of classical pieces that will work,” she said with a frown. “But I can’t play them alone.”

      “We’ve got all night to prepare,” Simon said, and I nodded.

      “The money’s too good to pass up,” I added. “It’s more than my mom makes at the station in a week. If it takes playing fancy music and pleasing yuppies, easy.”

      Willa wasn’t as certain as I was, and Simon picked up her anxiety. I knew my words wouldn’t calm either of them down, but that they’d relax once we got behind our instruments. When Mrs. Shapiro drove up, the two shared a brief hug before bouncing apart.

      “Hi, Willa!” Simon’s mom waved at the blushing girl and waved for her to approach. “I don’t want to intrude or be a pest, but a few of the mothers and I are having tea this Saturday at Temple. Would you like to come?”

      Simon winced and was shaking his head in the negative, but Willa’s a trooper and nodded in agreement.

      “Sounds lovely. Should I make something?”

      “Aren’t you a sweetheart,” Mrs. Shapiro gushed. “No, don’t bother, there will be plenty of snacks, but if you want to bring some tea cookies, the ladies will love you.”

      “Deal,” Willa said, and flashing Simon a bright grin, waved, then poked me in the shoulder with a stiff finger. “Tonight, you learn some Beethoven, because I’m not playing Bach’s Suite No. 1 for three hours.”

      “Deal.”

      The redhead flounced away, and I was met with a pair of startled, green eyes as Mrs. Shapiro returned my smile, hesitantly. Quickly touching up her hair and makeup, she adjusted the rearview mirror as I sat in the back seat, but I noticed it wasn’t pointed at her face but in such a way as to give me a view of the tight black dress hugging her slender form.

      “What was all that about?” She asked, eyes lingering on me in the mirror before she noticed me watching her and swallowing hard, started the car down the road.

      “We’ve got our first gig tomorrow.”

      Simon couldn’t hide his nervousness as he told his mom about Heather inviting us to play at her mother’s garden party. His fingers fiddled with the door latch, and his words tumbled over themselves.

      “Sounds like a recital. You had dozens of them when you were younger and you always did great.”

      “I guess that’s true,” he frowned.

      “I bet you’ve played a lot of the stuff Willa will want to,” I said from the back, and he nodded, spirits perking up.

      Simon wore a more hopeful smile as his mom pulled onto the street, but she threw a smile up at me through the mirror as she started down the road.

      “A paying job’s exciting. Do you think you’ll be singing?”

      “I doubt it,” I shook my head. “Think they just want background music, so they don’t have to listen to each other.”

      She smiled at the joke but pressed on, “You’ve got the most beautiful singing voice… Powerful and commanding.”

      “Mom wouldn’t stop talking about it all morning,” Simon said with a grin at her. “What did you say? ‘It makes a woman feel-.’”

      “It doesn’t matter what I said,” Mrs. Shapiro cut her son off with a glare, but when she caught me watching in the mirror, her cheeks heated a cherry red. “You kid’s will have a wonderful time. I’m so proud of you, Simon.”

      “Mo-om,” he said, drawing the word out and ignoring her gentle smile.

      “How was your day, Mrs. Shapiro?” Eager to save my friend from more embarrassment, and curious to learn more about her, I listened attentively as she talked about her morning at the office.

      A lawyer, she worked at a powerful firm but was in between major cases. I knew nothing about the law, besides what I’d learned on TV, but it turns out the real thing is nothing like what you see on screen.

      “My aids and I spend ninety percent of our time researching and the last ten percent in settlement negotiations,” she sighed. “Personal Injury law isn’t the most interesting, but my clients deserve an advocate.”

      “What types of clients do you have?”

      I listened with interest as she talked about one of her cases, a young woman who was attacked by a school ground keeper while walking her dog one afternoon. The story was interesting, but it was the animation and joy on the woman’s face when she spoke about her job that delighted me.

      Her eyes sparkled when she talked about negotiating with the city, because the grounds keeper had no assets. I didn’t understand half of the legal concepts she mentioned, but it’s always inspiring to watch someone with passion, and Mrs. Shapiro emerged from her shy cocoon when she spoke of the law.

      Raven-haired and bespectacled, she was a slight woman with bright green eyes that sparkled with intelligence. Her features were delicate, mouth small, and limbs slender as a willow, but when she forgot her shyness, a personality twice her size emerged. I’d only seen hints of it, but I suspected a lioness slumbered withing Mrs. Shapiro. Ready to rear to the surface at the first sign of injustice.

      “I suppose you boys will practice all night again,” she said with a sigh, pulling to a stop in front of my house. “Maybe I’ll watch that show Melrose Place everyone’s talking about.”

      “Why don’t you hang out, Mrs. S?” I asked, earning a grateful smile from Simon through the side mirror. “My mom will be home soon.”

      “I wouldn’t want to impose,” she said, the blush back as she pushed her hair into place. “But maybe I could bring a pot roast by. Make sure you kid eat something.”

      “I love pot roast,” I grinned, mouth already watering at the thought. “I’ll tell my stepmom.”

      “Okay, perfect!” She was practically bouncing in her seat when she drove off, waving excitedly back at us and nearly crashing the car before jerking the wheel back straight.

      I was grimacing in concern when Simon said, “Thank’s man. I haven’t seen her that happy in years.” When I cocked an eyebrow at him, he blushed but continued, “After my dad ran out, she was pretty destroyed. It’s only been the two of us for years. Nice to see her making friends. Have you seen the new Star Trek show? With the British buy? I’m surprised how good it is.”

      The conversation changed quickly to shows, movies and music, avoiding the uncomfortable topics, but I knew what he was feeling. I recognized my story in his, and even though we were different, there was a bond that united us.
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      When Willa showed up, Simon and I were already in the garage, getting our instruments in tune. She came bustling in, dragging her cello, and we got right down to work. The only thing I have at home resembling a piano is a cheap keyboard I got for Christmas a few years back, but it sufficed for what we needed.

      Anna was in charge, handing out sheets of music to me and Simon. He knew the songs already, or most of them, and it was only a matter of remembering what he’d played as a kid. My fingers ached after an hour and were burning by the time the sun sank, but the patterns were sinking in and I was happy to see Anna’s anxiety fade as the evening wore on.

      “This might actually work,” she finally admitted, when we broke off to follow the smell of food wafting in from the kitchen.

      “Told you so,” I said with a wink.

      “What are we going to wear?” Simon asked, and I opened my mouth to respond, only to close it a second later with a shrug.

      “What do you wear to a garden party?”

      “I’m wearing a dress,” Willa said, then frowned at Simon and me, her lips pursing before she tapped her chin. “Do you guys have suits?”

      Neither of us did, but we had white button up shirts and black pants, which Simon’s mom assured us would be enough. She and my stepmom only half listened to us, and were wrapped up in their show, yelling in shock when something happened and laughing at the ridiculousness. We served up heaping plates of meat, potatoes, carrots and gravy before disappearing back into the garage.

      Once Anna was reassured, we wouldn’t make fools of ourselves at our first gig. We got back to working on our own songs. When it came to lyrics, Willa and I would trade off. She rarely showed the wild flare she had with her first song, and tended toward mournful ballads, or wistful love songs. My own lyrics had more of an edge, and the melodies quicker, but we took to both with equal pleasure. It felt like only minutes had passed when Simon’s mom came to get him, saying it was after midnight. She was rosy from the wine she and my mom shared and passed him the keys as she tottered outside.

      “Break a leg tomorrow night,” she waved, before slipping into the passenger seat with a giggle.

      “I like her,” my stepmom announced. “And she likes you.”

      I thought she was looking at me until I caught Willa hauling her cello out of the garage. The redhead blushed and ducked her head, smiling in thanks when I helped her with the instrument.

      “I don’t know how to act around her,” Willa confessed.

      I got a look from my stepmom and, taking the cello, walked it to Willa’s car while she took the girl aside. The pair talked for a few minutes and when they parted, Willa had a determined set to her face and thanked me, before heading home.

      “Don’t forget to lock up before you go to bed,” with a wave of my mom headed down the hall and disappeared into her room, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

      I passed out the minute my head hit the pillow and entered a dreamless sleep. The alarm dragged me back into the world, and I fought the desire to roll over and sleep another twenty minutes. When I remembered our gig, I popped out of bed with more energy than I could remember having and dashed through, getting ready.

      A fist fight broke the interminable bus ride up and I watched with the other morning commuters with avid interest as two drunks stumbled against one another. When the driver called the cops, I joined the rest of the passengers and got off to find another before I was collared as a witness and my morning wasted.
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      I arrived at school a minute before the first period bell and dashed into class at the last possible second. Mrs. Gray shot me a frown, but she didn’t comment on my near lateness and I listened to her lecture with as much focus as I could manage. I’d read three chapters from the book she gave me on the busses, and found myself wanting to pull it out in class and jump back in. Books rarely hold my interest, but the backstage insights into the Stones, and their knack for making great business decisions, were too fascinating to put down for long.

      Simon found me with my nose buried in it when we met up after our first class, but refrained from commenting on it as he fell it at my side.

      “You ready for tonight?” he asked, skin a sickly green and fingers plucking at his coat nervously.

      “Yeah… you?”

      He offered me a nervous smile that turned sickly, and his face had a greenish hue to it. I was just about to ask if he was ok, when he darted past me and into a bathroom. We were passing with a look that said he was going to be sick. Hesitating before following him in, I caught a flash of loose golden curls before Heather’s voice reached my ears.

      I let Simon have his privacy and let my eyes linger on the blonde as she chatted with two friends. Dressed in acid wash jeans, with tears in the leg so large her long, tanned legs were on full display, and a neon pink top that hung loose about her, I couldn’t remember ever seeing her so beautiful. A pain in my mouth told me I was biting my inner lip and released it with a hint of iron blood on my tongue.

      “Her agent’s cutting a three-picture deal with Paramount.” my head jerked around to find Anna leaning against the locker beside me. There wasn’t the emotion I feared in her eyes, but I recognized my own fascination glinting in them as she watched Heather, gaze traveling the length of her. “The first one’s going straight to video, but I heard she tested through the roof… She’s going to be America’s sweetheart.”

      “Good for her,” I said. “If that’s what she wants.”

      Anna shrugged. “It isn’t what I’d want.”

      “What do you want?” I asked her, and only after the words were out of my mouth did I realize the weight I’d put on them.

      Anna threw me a sly grin and, after a second’s hesitation, hooked her arm in mine, steering us towards our classes.

      “You shouldn’t ask questions if you’re not ready to hear the answer to.” when I frowned at that, she let out a small laugh and patted me on the chest. “What you should have asked is how can I help you trip Heather into your bed?” When I blinked in shock, her smile grew. “You aren’t the only one obsessed.”

      “I’m not,” my voice was strained as I looked around to see who’d overheard her, but there wasn’t anyone close enough to overhear.

      “Obsessed’s maybe too strong a word,” Anna winked. Her cheeks were red, but there was no one close enough and from the look on her face, she was enjoying being bad. “Admit it, you want her as much as I do.”

      “Jesus,” I breathed, unable to hide my grin.

      “I’m bummed I won’t be there tonight, but I’m excited to hang out with your mom.” her grin deepened when she saw my lips turn down in a frown and her eyes danced with amusement. “Don’t worry, we won’t talk about you… much.”

      Her laughter reached me as she turned towards her class, long dark hair swaying around her slender frame. I watched heads turn. She still flashed smiles of apology to those she brushed past, but her shoulders no longer curled inwards, and her back was straight. She was aware of the looks she was getting, but instead of bringing out her shyness, she was blossoming like a California poppy in sunlight.

      My head was bouncing as I tried to match a rhythm to the song growing in my head. Anna’s words had sparked something, and I was chasing it down as I dropped my bag beside the piano bench. Pulling out a piece of scratch paper, I started jotting lyrics down as quickly as they sprang into my head and had a verse and the bridge written by the time Mrs. Winslow came bustling in.
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      “Sorry I’m late,” she announced to the class, dropping off her book bag behind her desk and turning to everyone with a grin. “I’ve just had the most amazing news.” She was practically shaking with excitement as she took everyone in, including me, with a flash of something in her eyes. “We’ve been offered a chance to perform in the background of Good Morning America!”

      “What?” Devon’s voice rose above everyone else’s, but there was a general clamor of shock at her words.

      Mrs. Winslow explained in a rush that an old college friend was a producer on the show. Normally filmed in New York, it was coming to LA for two weeks and they wanted to showcase local talent and schools. If we could put together a good enough audition tape, we could be on TV for a solid hour in a few weeks.

      The class was a buzz with excitement, with conversations breaking out around the room. I saw the idea of being on TV take hold. Even Simon and Willa weren’t unaffected, with the later bouncing in her seat and fidgeting with her cello, ready to get to work. While my heart sank as I saw time that would be taken away from the band for a dumb talk show.

      Mrs. Winslow raised her hands and waved the class to silence before relieving my fears.

      “I won’t be asking you to stay late, or put in extra time on your instruments but I also won’t let us become a joke,” adjusting her glasses she straightened her blouse and I swallowed hard as the thin material conformed to her thick bra, outlining the shape of her impressive curves. “If the performance isn’t up to my standards in a week, I won’t send the tape in.”

      That sobered the class right up, and they straightened in their chairs, eager to begin. Mrs. Winslow adjusted her glasses again, delighted to have their undivided attention, and began. She wanted a simple piece, one that everyone could perform, but not something that would tax anyone.

      I thought that meant she was going to pick a classical piece, one that high school bands normally play or something, but she surprised me by pulling out a stack of dusty sheet music from the bottom drawer of her desk. When she handed me a sheet and I read the title, I gave a low whistle and a flashed her a grin.

      “Think you can play that?” She winked at me and while the class frowned in confusion, I began the first cords of the Tog Gun theme song while she handed the rest of the music out.

      The class was clapping along and grinning before I finished. I’d never seen them so excited to get to work, and in short order everyone was taking Mrs. Winslow’s direction. The arrangement isn’t complicated and with their focus absolute, everyone picked up their parts quickly. We didn’t have it down by the end of class, but it didn’t sound discordant, and I had hope.

      Mrs. Winslow released everyone for the day and stopped by my bench when I was packing up. There was a worry line creasing her brow as she spoke.

      “I need to postpone our… office meeting,” she flashed an apologetic smile. “I’m going to be up to my eyelids in paperwork, getting the application ready. I’m sorry.”

      “No problem,” I said.

      “I’ll make it up to you later in the week.” She said, her eyes promising what her lips couldn’t say. “I promise.” Her cheeks turned a rosy red, but she continued in a breathy tone. “Willa tells me you have your first gig tonight. At Heather Overton’s?”

      “Yea,” I said, and this time, it was my turn to blush when she waggled an eyebrow at me.

      “You watch out for her mother, Claire. The woman’s a terror on the school board,” she frowned. “I’ve heard stories of her making grown men cry.”

      “I’m sure it’ll be fine.”

      She eyed me up and down, then gave a little laugh. “True. If anyone can charm the woman, it’ll be you.”

      Simon and Willa were waiting for me at the door, and Mrs. Winslow released me with a wave. I joined my friends and was soon wrapped up in plans for our evening, with Willa pulling out a set list that I was to review. Simon was silent, his face green with nerves, but he managed a sickly smile whenever Willa turned hers on him.
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      Their nervous energy infected me, and I found myself eager to start playing when I climbed into Simon’s mom’s car with him after school. Mrs. Winslow flashed us excited grins, but after one look at her son’s face she kept her peace and turned on the radio, tuning it to a rock station.

      I buried my face in the book I’d gotten from my math teacher as Pearl Jam’s Go played from the speakers. The heavy, thumping bass had my head bouncing as my eyes couldn’t focus on the words as I stuffed the book in my bag and found Simon’s nodding along, his sickly expression fading.

      “I ironed your shirts and pants, and your mom got you both ties to wear today.” Mrs. Shapiro smiled at me in the mirror. “You’ll both look so handsome. I wish I could be there to see it.”

      “Snobs hobnobbing isn’t my idea of a good time,” I said, “But we’ll get paid. That’s cool.”

      “And Heather will owe you one.” Simon grinned at me through the side mirror. “You could make her do anything you wanted.”

      “Simon,” his mother said with a note of approbation. “Don’t be crude.” Then to me in the mirror, she smiled. “I’m sure she’ll be appreciative you kids’ could manage on such short notice. But your mom’s right. Don’t let one girl twist your head around and get you off track.”

      “Are you actually rooting for our band?” Simon asked his mom with a shocked laugh.

      “I have my concerns. But I am,” she said with a hesitant nod, both hands working the steering wheel with care as she turned through an intersection. “I still think medical school’s the best plan for you, but after hearing you three, it would be a shame if you didn’t pursue your art.”

      “Is an alien wearing my mom’s skin?” The look Mrs. Shapiro shot her son wiped the incredulity off his face but not the grin, and he slipped a hand between the seats to slap mine.

      There was still a hint of green about him, but much of Simon’s anxiety was gone. He was an adult and didn’t have to listen to her, but I knew his mom’s opinion held a lot of weight with him. With those words, the edge of his anxiety was blunted, and we started joking about what to expect that night.

      Simon was especially interested in what celebrities might be there, but I was more interested in what appetizers they would be serving and if the band would be able to eat any. Mrs. Shapiro dropped me off with a warning that she’d be back by picking me up in an hour.

      “Don’t forget the ties!” She called after me and I waved, making a mental note as I dropped my book bag inside.

      It only took a couple minutes to pack up the Gibson and an amp, along with a keyboard and the rest of the stuff we’d need for the gig. Then I flopped onto the couch with my book and lost myself in the world of a rock band touring in the seventies. I was still reading when my mom bustled in from work.
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      “You’re still here?” She asked with a grin. “I’m glad I got to see you before you left.”

      Pulling out a pair of thin, gray ties, she handed them to me and cocked an eyebrow at the starched white shirt and black slacks I’d put on.

      “Don’t you have a belt?”

      “Uhh,” I frowned, and she gave an exasperated sigh before marching into my room and pulling out a black belt that matched my shoes.

      “Here. And we should do something with this hair,” she pushed the lightly curled locks back from my face, fingers brushing my cheek and sending shivers down my spine. “Follow me.”

      Turning, she led me back to her bedroom, and I entered nervously. It wasn’t that I’d never been in her room, but there was a charged air hovering between us that I couldn’t ignore, and I took a seat at her make up desk and mirror with a nervous laugh.

      “You’re not going to cut it, are you?”

      She shook her head and chuckled, “Your friend Anna would kill me if I did that.” Picking up a brush and a can of something that foamed in her hands, she set to work.

      I wasn’t worried she’d pull a ‘Flock of Seagulls’ with my hair and even found the experience relaxing as her fingers pulled through my hair, nails running along my scalp. As she brushed, she quizzed me about the set list, noting with a nod of approval the songs Willa had chosen.

      “That girls got a mind on her shoulders,” she smiled that crooked grin of hers, pulling a black hair band around my slicked back hair. “Simon better watch himself around her. She isn’t the type to let something go when she’s set her mind on having it.” I nodded in agreement, and she caught my eye, giving me a look that dried my mouth.

      “You need to focus on what you want, too. This is an important moment, Dean. You can chase the girl, hell all the girls, and you’ll have fun,” she snorted a derisive laugh. “For a while. Or you can chase something else. What… That’s for you to decide. But better men have wasted their lives because they never discovered that one thing… Remember that.”

      Giving the tight bundle of hair a final, hard tug, her crooked grin grew.

      “Luckily you still have a few days to figure that out,” she waved me out of her chair. “Now go, I’ve gotta get ready myself.”

      “What are you and Anna up to?”

      “Shopping,” she said with a wink. “I told you.”

      I would not get anything else out of her, not with that look in her eyes. I was wondering if I should grab something to eat when I heard a horn honk outside and, stuffing the ties into my pocket, I grabbed my stuff and started hauling it outside. Simon came to help, slipping my keyboard into the narrow space around his three-piece drum set, and his mom came to say hello to mine but froze half rising from her seat when I held her door open. Eyes round behind the lenses of her glasses, she took in my combed hair and groomed appearance from head to toe.

      “Do you know how to tie a tie?” I asked, pulling them from my pocket.

      Mrs. Shapiro blinked, then blinked again and reached for the ties with a nod.

      “Of course… Simon, take this,” she held one out to him without looking over, and I caught a wry chuckle from him as he took it. “I must say, Dean, you clean up nicely.” I didn’t understand why her face was so red, or her hands trembled when they fit the slip of fabric under the collar of my shirt.

      The woman’s force of personality is so large, I never realized how tiny of a thing she is until she was trying to reach around my neck. Close enough, I could smell mint on her breath and the faint hint of smoke about her hair. I forced my eyes not to glance down the neckline of her blouse. For a woman as slender as she, those high, firm breasts looked even larger, but I couldn’t think that about my friend’s mom. No matter what hints I thought I might have gotten.

      “Eva!”

      Mrs. Shapiro jerked away from me, the tie only half knotted and the red in her cheeks turned a deep scarlet and her smile sickly as she waved up at my stepmom.

      “Vanessa, I was just helping Dean with his tie,” she bit her bottom lip as if she might continue before pressing her lips together.

      “I never did know how the things worked,” my stepmom said, stepping out with her bag and locking the door behind her.

      I forgot all about Mrs. Shapiro as I took in her dark silky hair, brushed until it shone in the sunlight. Her normal jeans and band-shirt attire was replaced with a long sundress with a thin sweatshirt covering her. The way the light material clung to her long torso, and that sweater swayed, sent chills down my spine and I had to bite my tongue before I could look away.

      “You boys are going to kill it tonight,” my mom said, waving to me and Simon. “I wish I could be there!”

      “Me too,” Mrs. Shapiro said, her hands showing surprising strength as she tugged my neck down to know the tie.

      “Don’t keep him out too late, Eva,” my stepmom joked to Mrs. Shapiro. “He has school in the morning.”

      Mrs. Shapiro’s mouth opened to reply, but the blush was back and nothing came out as she finished looping and pulling my tie on.

      “There,” she patted it in place, before waving to my mom as she drove off, music blaring from her radio. “You look very handsome.”

      “Thanks,” Simon grinned at us from the other side of the car, earning a sniff and an even deeper blush from his mom, who didn’t look his way as she climbed back into the car.

      “Now pray traffic isn’t bad and we get there on time!”
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      It’s Los Angeles, so of course the traffic was bad, but we pulled to a stop at the base of the hill with five minutes to spare. Getting past the gates took a call from Heather, and a narrow-eyed stare from a guard. Then we were entering a world I’d never known.

      The streets twisted up the Hollywood hills, between mansions lifted straight out of Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous. We turned up the drive to Heather’s house, and I had to force my jaw closed when the view stretched out below. Not only did it take in the best parts of LA, with the ocean twinkling in the distance, but an infinity pool spilled over the view’s edge, making it even more magical.

      “This place is incredible,” Simon breathed, as we started pulling our instruments from the back of his mom’s car.

      “Seriously,” I nodded in agreement.

      “And intimidating,” his nervous smile dissolved when a flash of red emerged from the side gate and Willa waved to us.

      “We set up this way.” Her wave was less animated when she noticed Mrs. Shapiro sitting in the car, but the grin returned when she met Simon and took one of his drums to help. “There’s a fridge with all the Coke we can drink!”

      “I’ll be back at eight to pick you up,” Mrs. Shapiro waved out the window as she drove back down the drive.

      Willa led us through the yard’s side entrance and into another world. Catering staff bustled around an impromptu kitchen set up beside the pool house. Pulling sheets of appetizers from rolling ovens and fridges and arranging them neatly on trays. While others set bottles of red, white, and bubbly white beside a fleet of long-stemmed glasses.

      “I thought this was supposed to be a small party,” Simon remarked, when we stepped around the corner of the mansion and saw two dozen tables set up with chairs and more staff bustling about.

      “This is small,” Willa pointed across the pool deck. “They didn’t even open up the tennis courts.”

      “Tennis courts?” Simon mouthed to me.

      The hill sides were steep but somehow, they’d tucked two tennis courts and a small vineyard onto the palatial estate. Surrounded by trees that offered shade but didn’t block the breathtaking views, the house rose behind us in three stories. On the highest floor, a balcony reached out from the master bedroom with plush white chairs and complete with a white pho-marble railing.

      “Wonder what the views like from up there,” I nodded, and Willa grinned.

      “Really? Or are you wondering if that’s Heather’s room?”

      Simon covered his mouth, stifling a laugh. But I didn’t have a chance to reply because as if her name had summoned her, I spied loose golden curls bouncing as Heather stepped into the yard.

      “Dean, you made it!” She waved, flashing a grin of impossibly straight, white teeth before turning inside and calling again. “I told you they’d be here on time.”

      My palms were sweaty when Heather started making her way towards us. She wore a tight white dress that reached down from her neck, tiny white ties that struggled to keep the plunging neckline from exploding with the heaving cleavage strapped within in. Her smile, flowing hair, and that dress would have captured my interest if another, equally gorgeous creature hadn’t stepped out of the mansion behind her.

      Blue eyes hooded beneath curling bangs regarded me with a frown of disapproval, and I straightened my back as she swept down the stairs to join her daughter. The relation was obvious, from the matching golden hair and wide, expressive mouths, to the aquiline noses that set the pair apart from more common beauties.

      There was something familiar about the older woman I couldn’t put my finger. The youthful beauty in Heather had been ripened and perfected with time in her mother. She wore a white dress, similar to her daughters but looser, its soft folds flowing around a body that made my mouth dry and caused the several members of the catering staff to stumble, nearly dropping a tray as they stared.

      “They’re on time, but can they play those instruments?” I recognized the nor-eastern accent and tried to hide my smile, but not quick enough because those brilliant blue eyes narrowed on me, and I felt the force of her attention as her frown grew. “You find my accent amusing, young man?”
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      “No ma’am,” I shook my head. Her frown deepened further at the honorific. But I pushed on. “It reminds me of my mom, is all. My birth mother,” I added quickly. “Her family’s from Providence.”

      “Providence?” her expression lightened, and she waved for Heather to be silent when the golden-haired teen tried to interject something. The girl flashed me a smile of apology and I noticed Willa and Simon had retreated behind my back and even the catering staff had found reason to disappear, or were on their way to casting fearful looks back at the woman.

      “What was her family name?” The woman asked with a cocked eyebrow.

      “Uhh, her maiden name was Norris.”

      “Any relation to Gertrude and Harrold of Providence?”

      “Those were my grandparents,” I grimaced.

      “Harry’s grandson?!” her face lit up, but not in surprise, but like a hunter whose prey had fallen into their trap. I thought she was going to hug me, but her daughter spoke, breaking the moment between us.

      “Mom?” She cast a frown between us, but the older woman ignored her daughter.

      “I never met your mother, but I heard a lot about her. In fact, she’s a large part of the reason I came to LA.” Suddenly remembering where we were, she blinked around herself and waved us towards the house. “Forgive me, I haven’t even introduced myself. I’m Claire Overton, please come in out of the sun.”

      The air about her shifting from stern to breezy, and we were ushered into the mansion to find a massive living room, with two curving staircases leading to the second floor. More staff bustled about, and she frowned at them as if she’d forgotten the party she was throwing and waved us towards a couch.

      Willa and Simon frowned outside at where we’d left out instruments and equipment, but eagerly grabbed glasses of a sparkling drink a servant brought over. Claire waved them off and sank beside me on the couch, eyes locked on my face as she waited for me to take a sip from my drink.

      “How did you know my grandparents?”

      “I was born and raised in Providence. A daughter of the revolution, your grandmother chaired the Mayflower society along with mine. She taught me to dance as a girl. Ran the social events in town.” She nodded at Heather. “She was there for my daughter’s birth and her christening. Heck, she helped me change Heather’s first poopy diaper.”

      “Mom!” Heather said, cheeks a mortified red.

      Claire ignored her daughter and flashed me a smile that had an edge to it and set the hairs rising on the back of my neck.

      “What brings you and your friends here?” her long, slender fingers were warms as they rested atop mine. I should have been uncomfortable, having just met the gorgeous woman, and her being Heather’s mom, but the unexpected connection relaxed me.

      “She asked us to play your party,” I nodded at the tables behind covered in white linen on the patio. “It’s our band’s first gig and we couldn’t turn down the money.”

      Claire smiled at that and waved a hand, “Of course, how could I forget! Tell me, Dean, how is it that you’ve had no contact with your grandparent’s side of the family?”

      The air grew a touch uncomfortable as I shifted in my seat, but there was no reason to lie. Feeling Heather’s eyes on me, I told her mother about my mom’s quick passing and my dad’s, a few years after. My grandparents hadn’t survived my mom long and with the distance between us, it was too difficult to visit.

      As I spoke, moisture gathered in the older woman’s eyes and even Simon regarded me with a frown that put an itch down my spine. I didn’t like people feeling sorry for me and felt my expression souring as the tale ended, but Claire reached out and took my hands in hers, her eyes gentle enough to make me forget the others.

      “It’s a small world, but I’m grateful to it for bringing Gertrude’s grandson into my life… You don’t look like him, but you look familiar…”

      “Mom!” Heather said, a warning tone entering her voice, causing spots of color to bloom on the older woman’s cheeks.

      Instead of addressing her daughter, Claire’s eyes sharpened on something over my head.

      “Those ice buckets are for the patio, not inside,” her sensual mouth turned down in a frown for a moment before she offered me an apologetic smile. “Forgive me, I must see to this. We’ll catch up later, yes?”

      Before I could respond, she was up and ordering the staff around. The woman could command as easily as a general and a single frown would set the staff dashing about like bees in a hive.
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      “I’ll show you where you can set up,” Heather offered, ushering us back onto the patio.

      There was a section of the yard set aside with power cords stretched out to it. Willa flashed thumbs up to Heather and set to work, along with Simon, setting up his small kit and her cello as I began assembling the stand for my keyboard.

      “It’s crazy our families know one another,” Heather was hovering nearby, fingers plucking at the skirt of her dress as she watched me work.

      “I know. I still can’t wrap my head around it.” Out of the corner of my eyes, I saw Willa roll hers and let out an exasperated sigh.

      “My mom’s like that,” Heather said with a wave towards the house. “She knows everyone and loves everyone to know that she does. You better watch out or she’ll trap you in her web of friends.”

      “I don’t trap easy.”

      She didn’t reply to that, but a light entered her eyes that I recognized and, though the similarities with her mom were obvious in appearance, I hadn’t seen the lioness crouched behind those hooded blue eyes until now.

      “Nothing worthwhile is,” she quipped back.

      “I should help,” I said, nodding to Willa and Simon at work, and Heather’s blush deepened when she nodded and stepped back.

      “See me after about your… payment,” for some reason that made her blush redden even further and Willa was grinning from ear to ear when I brought a chair over for her.

      “What?” I asked, sharing a frown with Simon, and the redhead gave a laugh.

      “You’re both blind.”

      We frowned at one another again and shook our heads at the strangeness of girls. The first guests were arriving and happy to think about something else I set the keyboard to on and let Willa take the lead.

      Classical isn’t in my top five favorite genres, but its complexities never fail to hold my interest. As the sun sank towards the horizon, and millionaires networked over champagne and fake compliments, I sank into the music with the cello and drums. Now and then I would get a tickle on my spine and feel hooded eyes watching me, but never let it break my focus from the music.

      It was a relief when a servant came to tell us we could take a break and showed us to the makeshift kitchen, where we were offered plates. I found myself at the back of a line shuffling through, grabbing food while a raffle or auction happened in the background. The crier’s voice drowned out the sound of heels clicking on pavement behind me, and it was only the hint of spicy perfume that caused me to turn around and find Claire standing behind me.

      “We meet again,” she smiled, and I couldn’t help but see something of the predator in the glint of her blue eyes. “My daughter didn’t tell me how beautifully you play… Have you studied the piano long?”

      “Years,” I nodded, trying not to be obvious as I looked for an escape from the conversation. “But only here and there. Dad said if you can’t play a piece on the piano, you’ll never be able to break it down on the guitar.”

      “Your father?” She wore a faintly curious expression, but I didn’t miss that predatory sharpness returning to her eyes.

      The tent full of people had rapidly slipped away. Even Willa and Simon flashed me apologetic smiles before ducking out.

      “Dean Graveson Sr.,” I said.

      “Graveson’s son…” her smile grew. “Heather should have introduced us earlier. I was a huge admirer of your father’s music. What a small world it is to have brought you into my web.”

      “Wha-.” I was about to ask what she meant but she stepped close, so close I could feel the warmth of her breath and the soft fabric of her dress, and the softer treasures it held beneath, against my chest.

      “Do you have it… his guitar?” when I nodded, the edge of her expression softened and she breathed again, “Would you play it for me?”

      I might have a chip on my shoulder with the rich and privileged, but I’m still a man. With the beautiful surroundings and atmosphere, added to the gorgeous woman asking me to play, I couldn’t refuse. Claire flashed a smile full of suppressed excitement when I nodded and pulled me into a quick hug, pressing my face into the impressive swell of her bosom before releasing me quickly.

      “They don’t know what a treat they’re in for,” she bit her lips before pulling away from me.

      I didn’t know what she meant, but a moment later she stepped before the crowds and announced there would be a special performance from the musicians, and my skin crawled with the familiar sensation of nerves.

      “What’s she talking about?!” Willa hissed, as I came over to pull the Gibson out of its case.

      “Apparently she knows my dad, too.” I shook my head with a disbelieving grin. “Wants to hear his guitar.”

      “Wild coincidence,” Simon said. Willa rolled her eyes and shook her head.

      “You really think it’s a coincidence?” She cocked an eyebrow at me and Simon, but we only looked at one another and shrugged. “Seriously? Claire Overton doesn’t do coincidences. Look around you. That’s the dude who directed E.T. and that’s the lady in charge of Star Wars,” Simon mouthed ‘Star Wars?!’, while staring at the tall woman strolling through the crowds, his eyes slightly bulging. “And she just ‘happens to know’,” she made mocking air quotes, “your grandparents, your mom, and even your dad?”

      “She’s right Dean,” Simon nodded. “That’s a strong coincidence. I mean, we’re nobody.”

      I was nodding in agreement, but Willa gave me a flat stare. “We might be, but he isn’t,” she said, pointing at me. “I’ve done some digging and your dad wasn’t just a studio musician… He played with everyone. Blues, rock, Elvis, Coltrane… His son starting a bad would be a big deal to some people.”
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      I wanted to argue with her, but too many things in what she said made sense. Anger flared in me at the thought of being manipulated, but Willa reached out and pressed a cool hand to my arm when she saw the expression come over my face.

      “Fuck this. She can’t use-.”

      “Relax, Dean!” Willa hissed, eyes cutting towards the crowds to make sure my outburst hadn’t gone noted. “This is good for us. We don’t have to win the talent show to have a party with industry people,” she waved around. “They’re already here. And having a friend with connections isn’t a bad thing.”

      “And she’s a fan of your dad’s, right?” Simon added carefully, wary of setting off my anger again.

      “I don’t like it,” I growled.

      “Life isn’t fair,” Willa shrugged. “But while she uses us, and we can use her. Hand in glove.” Her green eyes twinkled, and she pointed to the gorgeous older woman waving the crowd into a semi-circle. “That’s something you can do, right?”

      I grunted and accepted the Gibson from her. Simon was looking from her to me with worry, but Willa spoke sense.

      “I won’t do it…” Willa frowned at me until I nodded towards her cello. “Not without you two, my bad, alongside me.” The frown flashed into a grin and, in short order, she was pulling the instrument out and wrangling Simon back behind his drums, ketchup staining his shirt from where he wolfed down his food.

      Talent might open the door, but it was who you know that invites you into the party. She was also right that the party was filled with the who’s who of L.A. I hadn’t recognized any musician’s, but I hadn’t been looking that hard and was grateful I could only vaguely place the beautiful people as I pulled a chair before our tiny stage and tuned the guitar.

      “If I could have everyone’s attention,” the woman’s charisma was such that she barely had to raise her voice for the hum of conversation to die down, and a large crowd gathered. “We’re blessed this evening with a legacy talent. The son of a great studio musician has been performing all evening, but he’s offered to give us a special demonstration on his father’s guitar.”

      She turned to me with an expectant smile, Heather coming to stand at her mom’s side. The teen’s face was tight with nervous anxiety, and seeing my own fears reflected quieted the storm inside and my fingers were steady as I set them to the frets and strings. Pausing before I began, I got a nod from Willa and a thumbs up from Simon, then launched into it.

      My dad always said the Spanish are the best guitarists in the world, and seeing as how they invented the instrument and some of the best music tied to it, he was probably right. It had been a week earlier my fingers wouldn’t have had the strength and dexterity to play it, but my fingers found the first notes of Asturias, and I heard a few breaths catch when people recognized the song.

      The crowd faded, and so did Claire and her gorgeous daughter, as the music caught me up. My fingers danced along the frets, working on higher notes as the song expanded and deepened. Typically played on an acoustic guitar, the Gibson lent the song a deeper, haunting quality that felt more rock than classical. When the tempo dropped and silence reigned for two beats, you could of heard a pin drop, then I threw myself into the meat of the music, fingertips burning as they harmonized.

      Halfway through the song, I changed the rhythm and glanced over at Willa and Simon, giving them a wink. Simon frowned in confusion, but Willa got the hint and grabbed her cello. As the song slowed, I found an opportune moment to break from it and give the Gibson a few heavy strums. When he heard the opening notes of our first song, Simon brightened, jumped behind his kit.

      Claire was frowning, but Simon wore a grin, guessing what was coming, but no one was prepared when my voice rose, wavering in a deep vibrato.

      “Rage at me, I’ll slap you down;

      “Take your girl and wrap her round;

      “My envy!”

      Willa’s cello was a poor replacement for the bass guitar, but she proved her talents by working the instrument into our song flawlessly. Simon was a beta late when he noticed the crowd, but I turned and played towards him like we do in the garage and he fell right into rhythm, forgetting who was watching as the music took hold.

      When I hit the bridge, I was on my feet, head back and singing at the top of my lungs as we filled the Hollywood hills with our raw, wild sound. Coats were shrugged off, and heels kicked free, and a small group of dancers formed in front of our tiny stage with Heather at their fore. The song had me but once my eyes fell upon her with that white dress hiked up so her long legs were free, and her equally gorgeous mother dancing behind her, I was locked in.

      The feeling I had in the halls of school, watching a goddess from afar, was a distant memory as the Gibson vibrated in my hands. I could feel Heather’s regard like a physical thing and the only thing sweeter was the music we were making. But not by much.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Sixteen

          

        

      

    

    
      Heather and her mom weren’t the only ones going wild with our music. There was a small group of platinum-blonde MILFs crowding around the pair, making eyes at me and even Simon behind the drums. When Willa noticed that, she gave a barking laugh and moved aside so Simon could see the heated stares he was getting. He saved himself by blushing and refusing to look in their direction, an action I saw Willa note with a pleased smile.

      Our first song ended and, not wanting to lose the crowd, I launched into the second song we wrote. We weren’t as practiced with it but the cords are simple and it was Simon that was left sweating when we round it down, his arms trembling as he fought to keep on the rapid beat.

      The sun was down as I sang the last verse and the last thing I wanted to do was to leave that tiny stage and the feeling of joy and power it flooded me with. I knew Simon’s mom would be arriving any minute. Knowing it would be our last song, I ended it with a discordant note that pulled everyone back out of the place we’d sent them too.

      “We’re Carwash Pigs, thanks for being a great crowd! Goodnight!”

      They met the announcement with a chorus of ‘No!’ and ‘Encoure!’, but the only song we’d practiced enough to feel confident playing in public was Willa’s song and I didn’t think this was the crowd for that. From the crooked grin she gave me when our eyes met, she was thinking the same thing.

      “Oh, my god you are soooo going to win the talent contest!” Heather gushed, pushing to the fore of the adults crowding in to congratulate us.

      The golden-haired beauty hovered at my shoulder, as men and women three and four times my age came up to shake our hands and offer their thanks. It was flattering until a few of the wives started pushing to have us play their parties, and the thought of a life entertaining the rich and famous made me want to gag.

      “Dean’s destined for more than performing at your daughter’s wedding, Gretchen,” Claire slipped in between me and a hawk-faced woman. “What is this, her second? Or third? I never can keep them all straight.”

      The woman retreated with a viperish smile that twisted into a sickly expression when Claire waved her off, flashing open the loose robe she’d pulled over herself with the evening chill. Somehow, she’d changed out of the white dress. In the two minutes it had taken me to pack up the Gibson and help Simon with his kit.

      Beneath the loose robe was a black satin dress that clung to her curves. The silky material stretched tight around high, perfectly sculpted breasts and hugged her hips so tightly I could see the indention of her bellybutton and the tiny strap of her underwear. Jerking my eyes away from that round ass, I caught Willa watching me and ignored her snicker of amusement.

      “Are those your mom’s headlights?” the redhead pointed at a pair of yellow lights turning into the driveway down the hill.

      “Yeah,” Simon said with relief.

      “Maybe you guys could hang out a little?” Heather offered. The girl still hovering near my shoulder awkwardly. “Everyone else is leaving… maybe we could listen to records?”

      “We have to get home,” Willa said, grabbing Simon and pulling her along with him. “I bet Dean would love too,” she flashed me a wink. “That’s his favorite thing to do.”

      Heather flashed me a bright smile, but the girl's lips fell when her mother spoke.

      “You still have homework, Heather. The studio will not market a girl who flunks out of junior college.” She plucked a stray lock of golden hair out of the girl’s face and tucked it behind an ear. “Show me at least a ‘B’ average and then you can…” Claire’s eyes cut towards me and that edge returned to her smile, setting the hairs on my neck and arms to rising. “Entertain male friends.”

      Heather’s face fell and her perfect lips curled into a pout, but she didn’t voice an objection. Instead, she surprised me by turning to Simon and giving my friend a quick hug, and another for a red-faced Willa.

      “Thank you so much for your both so brilliant, I can’t wait to see you play at the talent show!”

      Willa’s anger retreated, and she was wearing a pleased smile as she lugged her cello down the driveway. I followed with my Gibson, Heather’s mother, trailing at my side as she waved staff off with one hand and slipped the other into my arm. She watched her daughter march off inside with a sigh.

      “I must confess… when Heather told me who she was going to school with, I had to meet you… I never dreamed you would be even more talented than your father.”

      “You knew both of my parents,” I said, and though I tried to keep the accusation out of it, an edge crept into my tone.

      “Yes,” she blinked, as if knocked off her train of thought, and her eyes softened. “I didn’t know about our connection through your mother, God's honest truth.”

      Willa and Simon were stuffing Mrs. Shapiro’s car as the woman stood beside the open door, watching me and Claire Overton speak with a concerned frown. Simon paused when they were done, but Willa harried him into the backseat and offered me a wave. The girl already knew what was on my mind.

      Probably better than I did.

      “Go on without me,” I said with a smile to Mrs. Shapiro. “I have some… catching up to do with Mrs. Overton.”

      Claire frowned at the matronly term, but not as deeply as Simon’s mom. Who was eyeing the leggy blonde from heeled toes to her teased blonde hairdo.

      “I’ll let your mom know where you are,” Mrs. Shapiro said. “Call if you need a lift later.”

      She hovered there, hesitating before sinking behind the wheel and only did at Simon’s insistence. Claire watched them drive off, waving her hand in the gentle sway of someone riding a float in a parade. When she turned to me, that predatory gleam was back in her eyes.

      “Now… where were we?”

      “Don’t you have a party to get back to?” I nodded towards the crowd with a sly wink. “You wouldn’t want to be a poor host. I think I’ll check on Heather… in her room.”
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      The woman’s eyes flared with an expression I couldn’t quite place but the expected iciness didn’t enter it, instead her lips curled into a wide, knowing smile and the arm holding mine gripped me tighter, pressing it against the surprising firmness of her bosom.

      “Heather will be there tomorrow, and every night after if that’s what you want…” her words were a purr and those bright green eyes had that edge again, and I noticed her nipples were so hard they pressed through her satin gown and through the robe. “But tonight… Tonight’s for Momma. She doesn’t have what you nee-!”

      I’d had enough of this woman’s game and spun, one hand grabbing her hips I pressed her back into the hedges, the pair of us of suddenly swallowed in darkness. The older woman gasped, but again she surprised me by drawing in a sharp breath of pleasure, her expression opening as her body pressed against mine.

      “And you think you do?”

      I barely recognized the growl as my own voice, and with fading will-power reined in my emotions. This woman had sent me on a rollercoaster since arriving, between the heated stares, the ties to my deceased parents, and her daughter, who couldn’t be as forgiving as she hinted at. Not after doing what I planned with this gorgeous MILF. I couldn’t ignore the feel of firm flesh beneath my fingers. The woman certainly worked out, with those dimples on the small of her back.

      “You want Heather,” she breathed, pink tongue running nervously along her plump lips as she searched my face. “I can make that happen.”

      “I can make that happen,” I smirked.

      “Please,” she pleaded, fingers caressing the muscles of my arms as she pressed her impressive bosom against me again. “I’ll do anything.”

      The desperation in her voice sent a throb down through my loins and my smirk grew wolfish.

      “And if I want the pair of you… together?”

      Her green eyes flared and the shock I expected to see was finally there, but it didn’t linger as a throaty purr left the older woman’s throat.

      “You are a rockstar,” those thick lips were inches away from mine and I couldn’t resist.

      My hand on her hip rose, fingers tracing the line of her spine as I pulled her close. Those lips met mine and a storm of emotions swept through me. Shock at my forwardness, and where the evening had taken me, and elation that what I wanted was falling into my grasp.

      Claire Overton is every bit the confident, beautiful, modern woman, but the same wild spirit lived in her, that lived in Anna and many women. Seeing me on stage, commanding the audience, and demonstrating excellence on the guitar had awakened the fire in her, and I knew with a clarity that rarely found me how to cool them.

      The façade she wore to the rest of the world fell away as her knees weakened, and only my arms circling her waist kept her up. The first kiss was passionate but oddly awkward, her lips unpracticed at the art but quickly remembering. Soon it was me moaning as one hand filled with the smooth roundness of her rear.

      Her kisses were hungry and fingers unceasing as they worked first my tie free, then the buttons of my white dress shirt. Mrs. Shapiro’s ironing was ruined, and several buttons popped free as she pulled it from the waistband of my short, hot fingers tracing my flesh beneath as her lips found my neck.

      In the distance the sounds of party-goes, and the flash of lights were visible, but the gorgeous older woman ignored it as she sank onto her haunches. Eyes of vivid, verdant green were locked onto my face as her fingers tugged my zipper free and with another indrawn hiss of pleasure, slipped her fingers inside, letting them run down the length of me. Those eyes widened as she circled my girth, but her smile froze, and a gasp left when my fingers locked into her thick, blonde curls.

      “You’re mine, now.” I let my fingers run through her hair, and the smile touch my lips when she nodded, eagerly.

      “Always,” she husked, tongue questing forward as her fingers flexed on me.

      Nodding, I reached down and undid the top button on my pants, letting them widen enough for her hand to pull my throbbing cock free. The expression of awe on her face as it swung above her face was hot, but not as sexy as watching it shift into euphoria, eyelids fluttering as she wrapped two hands around it and planted a kiss on the head.

      I caught sight of movement towards the house, but it was only staff breaking down the party. With the shadows, and us being buried back in the hedges someone would have to stare hard to make us out, but Claire didn’t know that, and the MILF moaned every time she heard someone, knees flexing as her arousal reached a fevered pitch.

      Only a small part of my attention was focused on our surroundings. Most was locked on the woman crouched before me. Claire’s fingers played along the length of me, stroking and exploring even down to my balls, where she dragged her nails lightly across the sensitive flesh. Her thick lips were soft but tongue ceaseless as it danced along my glands, finding every sensitive place.

      Mrs. Winslow and Anna had thrown themselves into the act, but now I was experiencing a delicious torture as Claire drew out my pleasure with light touches, her eyes never leaving my face as she brought me to the brink of orgasm.

      “Please,” she husked around me, breath teasing my throbbing cock. “I want to taste you… but I need this in me.”

      A smirk touched my lips and pushed my hips forward, cutting off her words as my dick stretched her jaw. The faint ‘mmfhmm’ of her moan cut off when one of the caterer’s dropped a metal pan nearby, but she never stopped trying to push me deeper. As the tight ring of her throat grasped me, it was too much and my knees almost buckled as I came.

      The world went white, and stars formed before my eyes, and knees nearly buckled as pleasure rushed through me. Claire didn’t stop swallowing until she’d sucked every drop out of me and, with a pleased purr, pulled back off me and wiped a single drip up, pushing it into her mouth and sucking the digit clean with a wink up at me.

      “Jesus,” I breathed, reality rushing back in as the post-nut clarity settled on my mind.

      Realizing where we were, and who I was with, sent a tremor of nerves through me but the woman didn’t seem fazed in the slightest. Pulling off my cock, she gave the tip a light kiss before tucking me back into my pants. As she did, I took in the sight of her squatting before me, hips flared and knees spread. The sight of her pale thighs sent a throb of desire through me and I re-stiffened in her hands.

      Eyes widening, she looked from my cock and back up to me, “You’re a special young man indeed.”

      “And I’m not done with you,” I growled, pulling the woman to her feet.

      She looked around nervously, but I ignored the catering staff and made a beeline for the nearest door. Claire was giggling like a schoolgirl as she scurried at my side, her hands never ceasing as they ran over my skin. Pausing in the dark shadow beneath an eave, I turned the woman against me and stole a long kiss.

      There wasn’t the same explosion of emotions as when I kissed Anna, but my fires of my desire were stoked to a roaring inferno by the sounds escaping her throat and the way she shimmied her body against me. The poised and confident woman from earlier in the night, the one who commanded the attention of Hollywood’s elite with ease, was a desperate shivering wreck in my arms.

      “If you have to bid farewell to anyone, do it now,” pushing a silky strand of blonde hair behind one ear I let myself appreciate the woman’s exquisite beauty. “Because I plan on keeping you the rest of the night.”

      “Truly?” Her eyes flared with that heat I’d seen before.

      “Promise.”

      “Nnngh,” she moaned, pushing me back into the doorframe as her hungry lips found mine.
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      My shirt was gone, and so were my pants as we stumbled down a dark hallway. Not bothering to lock the door behind us, Claire led me up a narrow set of curving stairs, stumbling halfway up when I could no longer keep my hands off that ass and hips. The woman fell beneath me and gave no protest when my hand jerked and the fabric tore.

      “Oh god,” she moaned when my lips touched her thigh, and fingers ran through my hair as I tasted her.

      The woman must have been on the very edge because not an instant after my tongue touched her clit, those pale thighs closed around my head and a groan of pleasure escaped her, followed by a sharp breath in and out. Her orgasms rolled on. Thighs muffling her voice as it rose in screams of pleasure.

      A fist jerked my head back and green eyes burning with need met mine. No words were said as she rose on trembling legs, but the silky gown she’d thrown on was twisted and bunched around her waist. Gathering its folds with her fingers, she threw the garment over her head and, hooking a finger at me, beckoned me onwards before tossing the dress in my face.

      I pulled the garment aside to find a wide, pale ass and hips swaying before me. That ass rose to dimples that rested at the base of a back tight from long hours of yoga. When she got to the top of the stairs, she turned and turned to pose, throwing that thick blonde hair back over her shoulder as she watched my expression as I took in her stunning figure.

      For the first time since entering the house, I realized there was music playing. One of my favorite b-tracks from Pearl jam’s ‘Ten’ thumped from down the hall. A triangle of golden light reached out from the room and the hairs on the back of my neck rose when I caught sight of Heather’s old cheerleading outfit hanging on a wall.

      “Don’t let yourself get distracted, now,” Claire purred into my ear, her fingers once more sliding along my stiffness, trapped within my pants. “You made a promise.”

      I threw one last look down the hall at that golden sliver of light and then shoved down the imaginings that cropped up when I thought of Heather lying just within. The woman knew how much I wanted her daughter, but as those skillful fingers found my stiffness once more, the girl flew from my mind and I turned into the older woman with a growl of desire.

      “Mhmmph!”

      She didn’t bother throwing the door closed as I picked her up but her wide, firm ass and deposited her on the bed. The MILF let out a gasp of surprise as she fell back, then a hiss of pleasure as I unhooked my belt and let it fall to the floor along with my pants.

      Again, the sight of this powerful, beautiful woman twisting on her sheets in desperation for my dick sent a flush of pleasure through me that was similar, if a distant echo to the joy of being on stage and captivating an audience. I felt powerful as I pulled the shirt over my head and crooked a finger at the MILF.

      “Nghhnngghh!”

      Nodding eagerly, she swung around on the bed and went to tug her own clothing off, but I stopped her and, gathering the silky fabric, drew it up and over her head as she knelt before me. My height caused her to look up, in order to read my expression as her nakedness came into view, and the first hint of shyness I’d seen from the woman faded when she read what was written there.

      “Jesus Christ,” I breathed, as the dress fell from nerveless fingers.

      Claire Overton didn’t look her age as she twisted on the sheets. The surgeon’s work was incredible, as I took in the breasts hanging low and heavy on her chest. Standing close together and capping in the pinkest nipples I’d ever seen, she delighted in my eyes on her body and bent at the waist, giving me a perfect view of her wide, firm ass as she bent over before me.

      “Mhmm, a woman could get used to being looked at like that,” she gave a little purr before running gentle fingers down my abs and over the thickness, throbbing between my legs. “And become addicted to this… You’re perfect.”

      I smiled as my fingers ran through her hair and fisted. Claire gasped and purred again when I flipped her over onto her back. legs scissoring and hands running down her body. She shook that long blonde hair out as I pulled her to the edge of the bed.

      “Mhmm,” her eyes flashed when she saw what I intended and both hands pressed between her thighs as her tongue reached out to caress me.

      Watching the woman’s throat stretch around my cock as I fucked her gorgeous face was incredible, but when her working fingers sent her over the edge and those sculpted breasts shook with her pleasure, I nearly came. I’m not sure what came over me, but I slapped one of those tits, and gave the pink nipple a hard pinch which sent Claire into a shivering fit. Eyes rolled back into her skull as she came.

      She was weak as I pulled out and flipped her over, limbs clinging to me as she caught her breath. When I spread those long legs, and slipped between them, her green eyes flashed into focus, one lid struggling to cease its fluttering and with surprisingly strong fingers, gripped my ass and pulled me close.

      There were no words as our bodies came together, only hungry kisses as I sought to consume the gorgeous MILF. My hands wouldn’t stop wandering her body, caressing her large, firm tits and ass as my cock pressed against her wetness. Claire’s lips sought mine as her fingers gripped me, guiding me into her sex.

      The world around me was gone, and all that mattered was the woman in my arms. Old enough to be my mother. She trembled like a girl as I dug my cock deep into her. In one firm thrust, I reached the root and loved the gasp she let out. A series of guttural moans followed that sound as her legs curled around my thighs and pulled me deep. A fist in her hair pulled her lips off my neck and I looked down into those green eyes as my hips worked and watched the pleasure cascade over it. Long lashes fluttered and her eyes rolled back into her skull as a wavering scream escaped her throat.

      “Yesss!”

      The cry was cut off by me as I kissed her, my own orgasm rapidly approaching. Claire sensed it and the legs wrapped around me tightened, her ankles locking as my rhythm faltered, one hand gripping her ass and the other on the back of her head. Her own hands pulled my head back, and she watched with wild eyes as the pleasure washed over me.

      “Fuck,” I growled at the same time she hissed, “Yess!” again.

      Then the pleasure was too much, and the world faded into whiteness, as the orgasm crashed over me. My cock throbbed again and again as I flooded her with cum. From the first spurt her nails dug into me and, by the last, she’d joined me on the peak, and we crashed back to earth together, reality rushing back in as clarity overcame my mind. For an instant while panic gripped me as I thought about Heather, down the hall.

      Jesus Christ, she’s going to hate me! The thought bounced around in my skull, growing by the instant while my cock slowly softened.
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      “Stop thinking,” her soft words and the gentle touch of her fingers on my face brought me back to the present and unlocking her ankles she did something with her hip that rolled us over, putting us side by side as she brushed the hair back from my face and trapped my cock with her thighs before it could slip entirely free of her. “Tonight was perfect… You were perfect… I’ve never seen such skill… Such beauty… I’m proud of you.”

      She brushed a kiss against my forehead, and the act triggered memories. Powerful ones of being held and kissed in just such a way, years and years before. For some reason, it triggered anger in me and I tried to pull back, a frown marring my lips, but the woman clung to me, pulling my head down. The anger fled as my face pressed into her large bust, and those gentle fingers ran through my hair.

      “Shhh, you need this,” her words were more right than she knew, as she swiveled above me.

      Those gentle fingers caressed me as the fiery heat of her dripping sex took me back inside. I thrust up as she ground down, her purr turning into a guttural hiss once again as we found our rhythm. My lips found a pink nipple, and I sucked hard as Claire gave a hiss.

      The wild need from earlier was gone, and we moved in languid motions. Once again the woman gave herself over to my control, and I took her wide hips, slipping one hand down to grip that firm, sculpted as I fucked her. Sliding up with purpose, I found the more I strove for my own pleasure, the more Claire whimpered and writhed atop me.

      The woman was a submissive on a level I hadn’t seen before and I reveled in the control.

      Not content only to experience her riding me, I flipped her over with a yelp and, pressing her face down into the pillows, slid into her from the rear. That round ass pushed back at me, dimpled lower back slick with sweat and wordless moans stifled by the blankets.

      A painting on the far wall showed this very same woman standing beside a pair of magnificent hounds, dressed in a white gown and looking like a lady from out of the storybooks. Taking in her naked, shivering and writhing beneath me, I nearly came right there, but I had other things in mind for her still.

      In the wake of yet another orgasm, the older woman was twisted in the sheets beneath me, but she roused with a moan when I lay a firm slap on her ass. Craning her head up, she read the need on my face and, with a wicked grin, slithered around beneath me. I grunted as the warm grip of her sex left my throbbing cock, but it was replaced a moment later by her hand and then that gorgeous face was sucking her cum off me, mouth open and ready as my cum shot forth.

      “God damn,” I growled, watching in awe as she took it across her face, pearlescent stripes marking her before she collapsed to the sheets beneath me, tongue reaching out to gather every drop.

      Those fingers caressed my cum down into her heaving breasts and my cock lurched at the sight. When she saw it bounce before her face, those green eyes widened and a tremble passed through her as she began to realize what she’d signed up for. Looking over, I spied the bathroom with a massive tub, and she saw where I was looking and, with a giggle, flipped over and crooked a finger at me as she backed up.

      I didn’t need another offer and soon was sitting on the edge of the tub as steaming water roared from the faucet and Claire Overton knelt in it, tongue working me stiff. Before the tub was full, I was pressed between those perfect breasts as she squeezed them tight and ran her tongue and lips over the head when it flashed through. Ten minutes later she was bent over the edge, back arched and teeth clenched as her pussy gripped my cock in its first orgasm.

      We spent two hours in that tub and I experienced a master’s class in how to please and be pleased by a hungry MILF. Learning in the process, it had been years since she’d last given herself to a man, and never so completely. This she said, but I also read it in her body and expression as I caressed her. The instant my tongue grazed her tightest hole, she jerked in shock and giggled, but two-minute latter it was deep moans escaping her mouth and those long nails were locked in my hair.

      Her bed called to me but I knew if I fell into it with her I’d never make it to class the next day. She stopped me from calling a taxi and pressed a set of heavy keys into my hands.

      “I’d be a poor host if I didn’t make sure you got home safe.” those long lashes bobbed slowly before she threw a look up the stairs, to where Heather’s light still shone out of her bedroom. “Bring it back when you visit.”

      “This is too muc-.” My words cut off when she pressed a finger to my lips, then her lips as her body pressed against mine.

      The kiss lasted a long minute and left her breathless. When she pulled away and saw the sly grin on my lips, hers twitched and one hand flicked the knot holding her towel in place. My breath caught when the fabric fell and her glorious body flashed into sight.

      “Something to remember me by,” she winked, then turning on one heel, swayed her way deeper into the house, offering me a small wave without looking back.

      The woman was aware of the swell of her breasts, even from the rear, and made sure to put an extra hitch in her step that left my mouth dry and debating whether I should follow her back in. It was late, and I had to get home, plus my fingers were itching to see what these keys went in.
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      The garage was a massive four car space situated below the house with extra space in the back for tools and even a hydraulic lift. They hadn’t been touched in years by the cobwebs and dust coating the toolboxes and lift, but someone had been washing the small fleet of cars and they shone when I flicked on the lights.

      One car in particular pulled my eyes, but they were quickly diverted to a red Ferrari. The low angles and gentle curves hid a beast below the hood, but I was wise enough to know I’d probably kill myself by trying to push the car to its limits on the LA freeways and coastal roads. The mustang beside it looked equally deadly, but I couldn’t help running my fingers along its lines when I read ‘Shelby’ in stylized italics on its side.

      I tried the keys in the Cobra and wasn’t disappointed when they failed to work. Beside the GT was a low, black convertible that had called to me the moment I saw it. There isn’t a lot of love for the Lincoln, but she hid a beast beneath her hood, and those clean lines wanted nothing more than to fly down Mulholland Drive.

      When the smaller key clicked over in the door, I grinned, but not half as wide as when the heavier one turned and the engine roared to life. Black smoke flooded into the back of the garage, and a hidden sensor sent the roll-top door up, as I roared out of there, music blaring and heedless of who I might be disturbing at this ungodly hour in the morning.

      The wheel was hard grained wood and slender in my hands, the pedals heavy beneath my feet and the wind tugged at my hair, pulling it behind me as the hills retreated behind. I flew through a yellow light and waved at a cop, who leaned his bulk towards me before giving up with a throw of his hands, and my laughter rang out as the streetlights flew past.

      When I pulled to a stop outside my house, there was a car I didn’t recognize in the driveway and a light on in the living room. Wincing at the roar of the Lincoln’s engine before it cut off, I rolled up the top before heading in. When I cracked open the door and found my stepmom sitting in a chair, watching TV, I winced again at the expected lecture.

      “Sorry I’m late, I got… held up.”

      “You don’t owe me an apology. It’s the girl waiting in your room that deserves it.”

      “Shit,” I said. “I completely forgot.”

      “I gathered,” she was frowning, but her eyes weren’t angry. “Eva told me who you were spending the evening with… No woman likes to be made to feel less than, you should know that.” I grimaced and nodded, acknowledging the mild reprimand. “Tell me about this woman… Claire OVerton.”

      Those pale blue eyes sharpened and pinned me in place before I could retreat to my room, demanding an answer.

      “She knew my mom, from her days in Providence.” those blue eyes softened as the words tumbled from my mouth. I told her about the connection with my birth mother’s parents, and she listened intently, but when I mentioned that she’d once watched my dad play, my stepmom let out a throaty purr and rose, turning off the TV.

      “I’m glad you’ve connected with your past. It’s about time you let yourself heal, but beware the traps a woman can lay for a man.” Those blue eyes might have held laughter for a moment, but they were stone cold as she rested a hand on my chest. “You were made for more than even Claire Overton can offer you, and never forget it.” The hand rose, finger brushing an errant lock of hair back behind my ear as she smiled. “Go make things right with Anna. And make sure you compliment her… clothes. A girl likes to be told she’s pretty every now and then.”

      With a wink, she floated into the shadows and disappeared. A witch that in one hand absolved me and with the other damned.

      I’d spent the night with a blonde goddess who’d gone to the finest surgeons in Beverly Hills. All that sculpted perfection couldn’t compete with a raven-haired goddess in a worn t-shirt and jeans. It was another minute before I could get those eyes out of my head enough to enter my room, where I found a lace wrapped figure curled up on my blankets, arms curled in as she slept.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-One

          

        

      

    

    
      Pale yellow light from the street angled in and caught the perfect smoothness of Anna’s cheek. She looked like an angel sleeping, and I sank to my knees, watching her sleep. Words popped into my head unbidden, and I had to vocalize them, or fear they’d leave my head for good.

      “In the pale-yellow light;

      “Her naked skin shines;

      “And my heartbeat begins to rise… as your eyes… meet mine.”

      Anna’s eyelids cracked as I was singing, and she grinned while stifling a yawn and stretching. As she did, I got my first full look at the lingerie clinging to her, and my mouth went dry. Her smile grew when she caught my expression and she twisted her hips and shoulders as she stretched, body elongating like a cat.

      Bra cups that barely contained her large bust strained against those treasures, but it was at the tiny, almost nonexistent panties that hugged her slender hips that my eyes locked upon. Her stomach was flat and the belly button elongated as her legs scissored. The pale flesh called to me and I pressed a kiss to it, sending a tremble through her body.

      “I’m sorry I wasn’t here earlier,” I said.

      “Can’t say I didn’t expect it, but that doesn’t mean you don’t owe me.” her grin turned mischievous as she shifted on the mattress, allowing me room to slip in beside her.

      “You’re taking this well.”

      “Waking me with a song was a nice touch but don’t worry, you’ll pay, mister,” Her grin widened. “I’m more interested in what happened tonight. Tell me everything!”

      “About the gig, or… after?”

      I’d come to know Anna well over the past week and care for her deeply. The last thing I wanted to do was hurt her feelings, but I shouldn’t have worried. When she said she wanted to know everything, she meant everything. From what hore d’eurves were being served at the beginning of the party to what Claire was wearing at the end of it.

      “You made her suck you in the driveway?!”

      She wiggled against me, grinning, and kicked the bed in her delight.

      “I’d kill to have seen that… And then what happened?” her fingers slipped into the loop of my belt but I gripped them, stopping her.

      “I need to shower,” I warned, cheeks heating.

      “Perfect,” she swung her leg over my hip and rolled atop me, jerking me upright with two fists in my shirt and kissing me soundly before whispering. “You can start paying me back.”

      When I frowned in confusion, she laughed and rose from the bed, pulling me up and sending me towards the bathroom with a swat on the rear. When I flashed her a surprised look, she brushed a pretty shade of pink.

      “Don’t stop, pretty boy. I’m just getting star- mhhMM!”

      Her words cut off abruptly when I jerked her close with an arm, lips finding hers again. The brief kiss on the bed hadn’t been close to enough, and I took my fill now, loving how Anna bent backwards with me, her long, slender body conforming to mine as she moaned into the kiss.

      “You were saying?” I grinned, pulling back until I could look into her eyes.

      “I…” she blinked, grin widening as her arms slipped around my neck. “I forget.”

      The door handle banged against the wall when we stumbled in, locked in a kiss, and I caught it before I could bounce back. Worried about the noise I took care when locking it behind us, then pulled out a lighter my stepmom kept hidden for her incense and lit two candles on the sink. When I turned back, Anna was unlacing the black ties of her lingerie and I stopped her with a shake of my head.

      “I need to appreciate this properly,” holding out a hand, I took hers and she let me spin her slowly, slender hips cocking to one side and the other hand resting on it when she stopped.

      I’d never thought about how tights stay up, but those garter belts made sense and accentuated her long, slender body to perfection. Long, slender legs looked even longer and the black ties cinched a waist so tiny I thought I could fit my hands around it. It was the push-up bra that fell away first, but not before I traveled from her ankles to her neck with gentle fingers, that coming back down plucked each garment free.

      Anna was shivering before I was finished and clawing at me when her panties finally fell off her ankle. I could feel how much she wanted to claw at me, to pull me into her, but she kept herself still as I teased and touched. Turning on the water, I let it warm and the steam fill the small room as my own clothes fell away. Then I pressed her back into the hot spray.

      I couldn’t say how long we stood there, touching and kissing, but not a word was said until I could take no more and pressed her back against the wall. Pulling one of her knees up, I was intent on taking her there, but Anna had other ideas. Fingers curling around my stiffness, she twisted in my hands and pushed her firm little ass back against me.

      “Did you fuck Heather’s mom like this?”

      Teeth pressed into her bottom lip as she pulled me between her thighs. Trapping my cock there, she ground back against me and wouldn’t let me enter her heavenly depths until I spoke.

      “On her bed, and in the tub.”

      “Show and tell time,” she winked.

      Then it was my turn to moan as her warmth gripped me. That impossible tightness once more took me within, and it was a few seconds before I could manage to speak. When I did, it was in a hoarse voice, tight with strain as I fought the waves of euphoria that swept through me. Anna listened to every work with rapt attention, cumming when I described how I’d used the MILF as little more than a sex toy.

      Anna wasn’t done there, she hadn’t been joking about wanting to know every detail. When I came across her tight little ass her mouth was on me a second later, water cascading around her face as she sucked her cum from my cock, not stopping until I was stiff again. I turned off the water and couldn’t dry her fast enough in a towel before carrying her to my bed. The lingerie lay forgotten in the bathroom as we spent the darkest hours of night beneath the sheets.

      “I want to be there when you fuck them both,” Anna mumbled as we lay cuddled close, eyelids heavy with sleep. I opened my mouth to reply, but she lay a finger across my lips. “Don’t try to deny it, we both know it’s what you want… Rockstars and their kinks.”

      “I won’t deny it… But it’s nothing to be proud of.”

      “I’ll be proud when Heather’s squealing beneath you,” Anna nipped at my lip, grinning into the kiss she pressed to my neck. “Like Abigail… and Simon’s mom wishes.”

      “Jesus,” I breathed, groaning when her fingers found my cock.

      “Feel how wet the thought makes me,” Anna purred, turning around and humming in pleasure when I slid within her.

      She wasn’t lying. The only other time I’d felt her this wet was when she’d watched me fuck Mrs. Winslow like a rag doll. Seizing on that, I began whispering in Anna’s ear, revealing a few of the fantasies that kept me up at night. As I described what I wanted to do to Heather, and with her gorgeous mother after tonight, she came the hardest she had all night, and her gripping sex sent me over the edge. We passed out like that, and my dreams were hazy and warm.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Two

          

        

      

    

    
      The alarm jerked me awake, and I found myself alone in bed, but laughter from out in the kitchen pulled me from the warm blankets. Scrubbing my hair into some semblance of order, I pulled on sweatpants and followed the sounds and smell of freshly brewed coffee.

      I was surprised when I entered the kitchen and didn’t find Anna sitting with my stepmom but Mrs. Shapiro. The raven-haired woman blushed when she saw me shirtless, but I was too intent on the pot of bubbling coffee to head back and dress.

      “Your friend had to get home, but she wanted me to remind you about your… lunch appointment with Mrs. Winslow?”

      “Oh… right.” it was my turn to blush when Mrs. Shapiro arched an eyebrow.

      I thought she was going to give me grief for Anna sleeping over but instead she said, “I can’t approve of an educator doing… such things with a student.”

      “Oh, come on, Dean,” my stepmom grinned roguishly. “You’ve never wanted to have a torrid affair with a boss, professor, or maybe even one of Simon’s friends?”

      The woman’s eyes flickered to my lean torso, and she licked her lips before speaking, but she shook her head firmly. “Fantasy is one thing, but I’d never act on it.”

      “You’re a better woman than most,” my stepmom nodded, finishing her cup and rising to set it in the sink.

      “I’m not better than anyone,” Mrs. Shapiro pulled herself to her full seated height, chin raising to belie her words. “But I guard myself against sin.”

      “That’s the thing I’ve been trying to show you about rock and roll,” my mom continued, leaning against the sink as I drank deep of my own cup. “It’s ambivalent to sinners and saints. All it demands is that you feel it.”

      “And the drugs?!” There was an edge to the slender woman’s voice, and I caught a hint of the turmoil roiling within her. “I won’t have my son stolen from me by addiction and worse.”

      My stepmom opened her mouth to respond, but she paused when she saw the look on my face.

      “You’re right to be worried,” I said, sinking into a chair across from the older woman. “There’s nothing in the world like being on stage. It’s a high nothing can match, but the second you walk off stage, it’s gone and it’s too easy to chase that high with drugs, but they’ll never fill that hole. They only eat away at the person, making them into something wretched and worse of all, the music always suffers.”

      “What can I do?” She asked me, eyes beseeching. “Lord knows I can’t stop him, but I won’t lose my son.”

      “All you can do is trust him,” my stepmom responded, resting a hand on the woman’s shoulder as she stood beside her chair. “and that you raised him to make the right choices. I don’t think you have anything to worry about, but there’s another person who cares about Simon as much as you do.”

      Mrs. Shapiro’s lips twisted in distaste for a moment, then softened as she gave a sigh and nodded.

      “It’s hard watching your child grow up.”

      “For some,” my stepmom said, her pale blue eyes meeting mine.

      There was a charged energy to the air that had nothing to do with the coffee enervating my brain. The silence stretched and Mrs. Shapiro’s eyes cut from my stepmom to me, where they lingered. I shifted in my seat, reminded that I was half naked and needed to shower. I rose with that in mind, but my stepmom waved me down.

      “You aren’t stealing the hot water today, mister. Make our guest at home while I get ready.”

      “I should really go,” Mrs. Shapiro rose, and went to push in her chair, but my mom pressed her back into it with a smile.

      “Let Dean cook you some breakfast. He makes a mean scrambled egg.” she shot me a wink and slipped from the kitchen, singing to herself as she entered the bathroom.

      There was an awkwardness when she left, but I ignored it and rose to grab eggs from the fridge. When I turned around, I caught her rising and reaching for her sweater on the back of her chair.

      “You’re going?”

      “I really shouldn’t impose,” she blushed, but I waved away her concern.

      “Nonsense, sit down. I might not be able to cook a steak, but I’m a wizard with eggs, promise.”

      “I can’t remember the last time someone cooked for me,” she watched me work with bird bright eyes.

      “How’s work?”

      “Work,” she chuckled. “Things have finally settled down.” When I cocked an eyebrow in question, she settled back down in her seat. “We’ve been dealing with a big case that finally went into settlement…”

      I had little interest in the legal parts, but she was so passionate about it, I found myself drawn in. As she talked I cooked, whisking eggs and slicing scallions. The key to perfect eggs is in the slow cooking. You have to get the temperature of the pan just right and be patient with them. Whisk too much and you break down the air bubbles whisked into them, too little and they clump or burn.

      Simon’s mom was fascinated with the legal side of things, but it was the people involved and their stories that pulled at her heartstrings. People without power or voice, whose only path towards justice lay in litigation against a faceless corporation.

      “It was a good day for the firm,” she finished with a nod, smiling as she watched me scoop eggs onto a small plate and sprinkle with green onions. “Those do look delicious.”

      “Eggs a’la Dean,” I said, setting the plate before her.

      Our fingers brushed as she reached for it and her dark eyes locked onto mine, and I recognized the charged air growing between us. My heart thudded and every cell in my brain screamed a warning as my best friend’s mom’s finger traced along the inside of mine. Every centimeter higher it went, the tension between us ratcheted up an octave higher.

      “Get the woman a fork.”

      Heads jerked up to find my stepmom in the kitchen doorway, hair wrapped up in a towel and another tucked about her. Eva’s face flashed from white to deep scarlet, but my mom only smiled.

      “Don’t forget to lock up, Dead.”

      “I should go,” Eva half rose, but my mom waved her back down.

      “Stay. You two enjoy yourselves. I’ll be out of your hair in a minute.”

      If anything, Eva was more awkward as she picked at her eggs, but I was relieved to see her expression soften when she took her first bite. Eyes brightening in surprise, she dug in.

      “You’re a young man with surprising talents.” she cleaned the plate and rose, bringing it to the sink where I was washing the pan clean. “This was delicious, thank you.”

      “I’m glad you liked it.”

      I reached out to take the plate, but it tumbled from her fingers and clattered on the sink, a piece chipping free. She bit her bottom lip in shock, freezing for a moment but the hand that brushed mine slipped fingers through my own and before I knew it her slender warmth was pushing against me, hungry lips on mine as her free hand slipped around to run down my back and grip my ass.

      “Eva,” I broke away from the kiss, face registering the shock I felt but when I met her eyes and saw the bottomless sea of need within them it was she who gasped in shock as I stepped forward and swept her into my arms.

      Slender and tight as a gymnast, she writhed like a wild-cat in my arms, legs locking behind mine as her hips rode me, grinding down into my sweats. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and my cock grew hard as steel when I heard the moan escape her throat. One hand slipped down and cupped a firm little ass as she ground herself against my stiffness, gasping in shock at the thickness pressed to her thigh.

      As quickly as we’d come together, she pulled away, and the expression I found on her face wasn’t what I expected. It jerked me back to reality and shame flooded in to replace the desire that fled.

      “What have I done,” she raised a hand to her mouth and backed away but as she did my still stiff cock rolled in my sweats, dragging down along her hip and she inhaled sharply, the hand before her mouth dropping until the finger brushed the throbbing tip denting the fabric.

      “Ngh,” I moaned, unable to stifle the sound and, like a snapped twig that startles a deer, it jolted Eva back to reality.

      “I’m as terrible as your teacher,” before I could reply she turned and fled out the kitchen, front door slamming behind her and I was left with my head spinning.
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      All I could think about as I cleaned up and locked the house was what I was going to say to Simon. Picturing his hurt features, I didn’t feel much satisfaction as the Lincoln’s engine roared to life. Not even when I passed the bus with the top down and arrived at school earlier than usual.

      The parking lot was filling up as I closed the top, and I spied a familiar blonde head standing above a group of boys staring at the car. When I stepped out of the driver’s side, Nate’s face soured and I could almost read his lips. As he trashed the car, he’d just been talking up. Ignoring the group, I went in search of my friend with no idea what I was going to say when I found him.

      My guts were twisted in knots when I spied him pass through the entrance. Rehearsing what I was going to say, he spotted me and, with a grin, hurried over. Sickness welled within me as images of his hurt, or enraged expression flashed through my head, but I stiffened my resolve and spoke before cowardice could take hold.

      “Simon, there’s something I need to tell you… it’s about your mom and me-.”

      He cut me off with a raised hand, mouth twisting in sour distaste, “Keep it. Whatever’s going on, I don’t want to know. You’re both adults, and I know you won’t hurt her.” I almost sagged in relief, but it was short-lived as he grabbed my arm and steered me into a quiet alcove. “I need to talk to you about Willa.”

      His face was pinched with so much concern I thought something terrible had happened and waved for him to continue.

      “Last night she wanted me to… to put it in her butt,” he flinched at the thought, and I couldn’t stifle the laugh that exploded from my chest, which only made his frown deepen. “This is serious!”

      “Dude, it’s definitely not serious.” he ground his teeth but after a second’s consideration nodded in agreement. “You might even like it.”

      “Isn’t it… dirty?” I wanted to laugh again at the grimace on his face, but wisely kept it trapped within and shook my head.

      “Try it in the shower.” I winked, and he gave a sigh, but I could see he was considering it. “You two spent the night together?”

      “Only a few hours,” he blushed. “What about you? You and Mrs. Overton seemed hot and heavy before we left… Oh shit, there’s heather, now.”

      I followed his eyeline and a half dozen turning heads to find loose golden curls bouncing and bare legs flashing as Heather Overton strode down the center of the hallway. My guts had just relaxed, but they seized when I saw her, and I couldn’t duck into a classroom or turn and flee before her pale blue eyes spied onto me.

      “You… with her mom… didn’t you?”

      When I nodded, Simon let out a low whistle, but I was grateful he didn’t retreat as she marched straight for us. The moment our eyes locked on one another, a smile broke out on her face and the world got a little warmer, but in my head it was an icy smile, and I still couldn’t read the expression behind those eyes.

      “Oh, my god you guys were incredible last night!” The tight band around my chest relaxed but didn’t disappear as Heather clapped her hands together and grinned at Simon and me. “My mom wanted me to give you this, as a bonus, for all your hard work last night.”

      My mouth opened and closed as she pushed a thick envelope into my hands, along with a scrap of paper scrawled with number. Swallowing, I offered a weak smile.

      “We had a… great time.” I looked at Simon for rescue and found him grinning from ear to ear.

      “I’m glad.” Heather didn’t seem to notice my friend as she twisted gently in place. The movement caused the fringes of her yellow and white checkered skirt to swirl about her legs in a way that tried pulling my eyes like iron to a magnet. “When are you playing next? I’d love to come and watch you, err, listen.” She blushed a delicate shade of pink. “Or you know, whatever.”

      “Friday at the talent show,” I said.

      “But you can come listen to us rehearse if you want,” Simon offered.

      I frowned, uncertain I wanted anyone else to ruin the flow of our sessions, but before I could speak, the tall blonde cut in over me.

      “I’d love too!”

      She turned back to me with a flash of perfect white teeth and a happy little bounce that cleaved dried my mouth. With those golden curls, and a figure that would make God weep, it was no surprise she was a budding starlet. It wasn’t that I was intimidated by her beauty, not after everything I’d been through recently. I was caught off guard by her reaction and still waiting for the other shoe to drop, and an eruption of emotions, or recriminations.

      “Well, you have my number now,” she motioned to the slip of paper in my hand, and her blush deepened. “Use it. See you soon, Simon!”

      “Bye,” my friend said as she hurried off, waving back at us over one shoulder as she joined with Marcia Cross and the rest of their friends.

      “What the hell was that?” I asked.

      “You’re not the genius with girls you thought you were, eh?” he laughed at my expression, and I tried to stay mad but couldn’t, joining in a second later.

      “Come on, I gotta get to class.”

      I’d have to hurry if I wanted to make it to math before the bell rang. Simon was half right. I didn’t know many things about girls, and what I didn’t know could fill an ocean. But one thing I did was that a man who could command a room with nothing more than voice and instrument could earn himself far more than gold and wealth. My deepest fantasies were becoming reality, and I had a suspicion they were but a pale reflection of what my future held.

      

      To Be Continued…
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