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This book is an experiment in serial writing. As such, it will be released in 4-5 segments, or parts, assuming the readers, should there actually be any, like it. Erotica, to me at least, should be a combination of writing styles. Hard core, definitely, but not possessing a shoddy storyline. That’s where, in my opinion anyway, many pieces of erotic literature fail. Nor should it be about heaving breasts and engorged manhood. Sorry, but that belongs in a Harlequin book, not in mine. I am a firm believer in the three C’s: Cock, Cunt, and Cum. Possessing the second in the list, and enjoying the first and last immensely, I see no need in hiding sex behind frilly language. It’s raw, it’s in your face, and that’s the way I like it. I only hope you enjoy reading it as much as I’ve enjoyed writing it. If you do, drop me a line at: Emelia_Del_Rey1996@yahoo.com. I love to hear from my readers. Part two of the series will be out very soon. Ask to be added to my mailing list and you will be kept apprised of the release date.

Yours Truly,

Emelia Del Rey
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“Thanks a lot, Mister.” I jumped to the ground and pulled my knapsack from bed of the truck. “You saved my life. It would have been half a day’s hike at least.”

“Are you sure you’ll be OK?” The old man looked at me through the rolled down window of the ancient Chevy pickup. I might have been suspicious, maybe not even have accepted the ride, had it not been for his age. He was seventy at least, possibly more. No real threat to a nineteen-year-old girl with a good set of legs for running can’t handle. “There’s nothing around for miles up here. Least not that I know of anyways.”

“Camp’s just down that way.” I swung the heavy knapsack on my back and pointed to a dirt road branching off the main road. “A mile or so in.”

“I’ve walked these hills all my life, Missy.” He shook his head. “I ain’t never heard of no camp around here. Most of the land around the mountain was bought up by some foreigner back in the time of my Grand pappy. I suppose it’s owned by his grand kids by now, not that they’ve ever done anything with it. But you’re young. If I’ve learned anything in my life, it’s that the young need to find their ways for themselves. T’ain’t no good telling them otherwise. If you get into trouble,” he pointed to the road ahead, “my farm’s only a couple miles straight down this way. Only one up here, just look for the big red barn. Holla if you need anything.”

He was sincere in his concern and I couldn’t say I blamed him. Dropping a pretty teenaged girl off in the middle of nowhere had to rankle his common sense something awful. I was touched. He cared about my welfare more than my own parents, that’s for sure. But their lack of concern was exactly why I was here in the first place. “I’ll be alright, don’t worry. If I need anything, I know where you are.”

He nodded, put the truck into gear, and with a cloud of blue smoke and flying rocks, took off on down the road. 

Typically, I’m a cautious sort of gal. Normally, someone offering me a job, especially one that paid as well as this one did, would have set off all sorts of warning flags. And, to be fair, it did. The warning flags, however, were overridden by my overwhelming need for tuition money. Just out of high school, I’d been accepted into a prestigious Eastern university, I desperately needed the money. And the money, as witnessed by the single gold coin couriered to me less than 25 hours after I sent off my resume, was awesome. I’d used some of what I got when I sold it to put my skinny little ass into the airplane seat on the trip up here, and the train after that, and equipped myself for the summer, but I still had a good six thousand tucked safely away in my bank account, with promise of more to come. A single gold coin for every week working at the summer camp. Ten coins in all, each worth eight thousand, meant when summer was over I’d be laughing.

I shifted my pack on my back as I made my way down the dusty road. 

What’s the worst that can happen anyway? I asked myself. If it isn’t what he said it is, I turn around and head right back home. I have my return ticket; I can skedaddle any time I want. And, I grinned, if it isn’t what he said it is, he sure as hell ain’t getting his money back.

That was the reality of it. Even if the job turned out to be something other than what he’d promised, I’d still be further ahead than where I’d be if I’d kept my job at the DQ back home. What was that? $5.50 an hour, maybe the occasional extra twenty for a quick rub and jerk behind the dumpster on some horny middle aged man miserably unhappy with his overweight wife. Been there – done that. In fact, I’d counted on exactly that existence up until a week ago. Yes, I’d been accepted into Harvard. Harvard, the most prestigious East Coast University there is. I only applied to make the school career counsellor happy. I didn’t think I’d actually get in. In my lot in life, you don’t let yourself dream too big. But as soon as I found out I’d been accepted, I discovered I needed to raise twenty-five thousand for tuition, not to mention other expenses. I applied for any and all scholarships I could lay my hands on. Of course, I should have known it was too good to be true. My GPA was high enough to get me through the doors, but my country roots background prevented me from snagging a single scholarship. Not one. Still, I held onto hope, and my place in line at the school, and prayed for a miracle. By the time May rolled around, I’d resigned myself to the fact that miracles, at least as far as my life was concerned at least, don’t exist. I’d barely managed to put a thousand dollars in my bank account, hardly enough to cover the cost of a plane ticket down there. It wasn’t enough. My dream wasn’t just dead - it was cremated, its ashes tossed to the prairie winds, while the Fates laughed hysterically at my misery. Any chance of a better future scrambled like the eggs in a crummy two-bit roadside diner. Then out of the blue, came the mysterious email. It didn’t say much, just three sentences in all: 

I Understand you’re looking for work. Send me your resume. I can help.

If it hadn’t been for the I can help part, I probably would have sent it to the trash bin. But something about it intrigued me. I replied, attached my resume, and hit send. 

I brushed a cloud of gnats away from my face. That was going to take getting used to. I didn’t live in the city; no. Small town country girl is me. But even small country towns in the Midwest are regularly sprayed by the health board to keep the mosquito population at bay. No such luck here. 

I hate to admit it, but I was excited. No idea why either. The entire thing was absurd. Who sends a gold coin in the mail? A gold coin worth eight thousand dollars? And who promises ten more for the next ten weeks of work as a summer camp counsellor? It wasn’t just absurd, it was insane. That said, the coin was real, make no mistake. Showed up less than forty-eight hours after I sent off my reply. It was enough to make the guy in the pawnshop drool at the site of it. He tried to con me into taking it’s value in it’s weight in gold, but I told him to shove that idea up his hemorrhoid afflicted asshole. It wasn’t just any gold coin. It was old. Very, very old. Greek, that’s what my web search told me. Even at eight thousand, he got a damn good deal. I probably could have gotten twice that for it. It was pristine – not a scratch on it. Like it was minted just yesterday. But a two thousand-year-old coin without a mark on it could attract attention of the unwanted kind and I knew it. It was safer just to dump it. No questions asked - none given. That was the deal. Plus, he would get more of them when the summer was over. Needless to say, he accepted. As for my parents... Well, if they’ve even noticed I’m gone, it’s only because they can’t find my pocket to fish through for a twenty to shoot into their veins. Don’t get me wrong, I’m no saint. But alcohol, drugs? Not for me. You don’t get into an Ivy League school on that shit. What you get is knocked up at seventeen, no teeth by thirty, and life in and out of county jail while you collect your welfare checks between. I’ve done plenty most would call bad. The difference is what I did, paid the bills, put clothes on my back, and fast food in my stomach. It was a necessary evil. But you can only live that life for so long. Eventually you slipped. And with Mom and Dad around as role models, slipping wasn’t just a possibility, it was an inevitability. That’s why his proposition, if that’s what
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