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Persons appearing on the cover image for this book are models and do not have any connection to the contents of this story. 

This book is a work of fiction. Characters, names and incidents are a product of the author’s vivid imagination. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental.
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It’s late by the time my friend Lucy and I make camp. She’s tired. I’m tired. Both of us are cranky. And as it’s taken us twice as long to get the tent up than we expected, we’re ready to crawl into our sleeping bags and fall asleep until a voice calls out from behind us, asking us what the hell we think we’re doing.

We both nearly jump out of our skin. It’s pitch black and we’re in the middle of nowhere with not a soul in sight. Or so we’d thought.

“Who’s that?” Lucy asks me, like I might know who the gruff, decidedly irritated voice might belong to.

“How should I know?” I ask, snapping at her as hard as she just snapped at me. “We’re in the middle of bloody nowhere, miles away from anyone.”

Or at least that was what she said to me barely half an hour ago when we finally gave up on finding the actual camp we’re supposed to be staying at.

“He sounds mad,” she whispers, backing up towards the tent as though a film of canvas is going to protect her. “Maybe this was a bad idea. We should pack up again. Try to find the real camp. Hey, do you think if you asked him nicely, he might tell us where we went wrong?”

I hate to say it, but I already know where I went wrong, and that was in agreeing to come camping in the first place. I hate the cold. I hate the rain. Bugs give me the heebie-jeebies and it’s not like Lucy and I are even that friendly. After this weekend spent listening to her moaning, I think I might hate her forever.

“Just stay here,” I say, seeing the outline of a figure standing not that far away from us. “I’ll talk to him. You just hold fire on doing anything. I’ll ask him where the camp is and see if we can’t just stay here for tonight. It’s not like we’re going to do anything except sleep.”

That’s assuming I can get warm enough to sleep. My clothes are wet through, and I didn’t bring any spares except for a stupid pair of shorts and a crop top, and, hello, it’s freezing out here even if it is nearly the end of May, and shivering as I make my way towards the lone figure, I really hope he isn’t going to make us pack everything up again just because we’re camped somewhere we shouldn’t be.

“The camp is five mile’s that way,” the gruff voice says as I approach him. “And if you think I’m going to put up with a load of rowdy kids, then...”

He stops dead as I move nearer. Eyes focussing on mine and then dropping. Across my face. Down my front, lingering a while on my wet through t-shirt that clings to my curves as he sucks in air through his teeth and whistles.

And I’m just thinking that maybe I should have put a bra on when I got dressed this morning because as he stares at me, my nipples bead and I forget how to breathe.

That’s a fact that makes no sense. He’s old. Seventy at least. Maybe even eighty. His face is lined with wrinkles and he’s bald. Virtually, anyway. He has a line of silver-grey hair that runs from the tops of his ears out of sight behind his head. And damn him if the curve of his lips doesn’t expose a couple of missing teeth.

“You’ll catch your death,” he murmurs, his voice sounding strained as he swallows. Hard. His Adam’s apple bobbing as his eyes slide over me and he groans. Low in his throat. As if he likes what he can see.

“Sorry?” I say, moving closer to him, and suddenly I realise this might lead to a different kind of trouble than I was expecting. He’s old. Really, really old, and ever since I can remember, I’ve had a thing about old guys. “We don’t want to be any trouble, mister. But we’ve kind of gotten ourselves lost walking around in circles and we just needed to rest. We won’t be no trouble.”

Or at least Lucy won’t. Me? I can be all kinds of trouble if he wants me to be.

I might only be eighteen, but I know what I like and I like what I see.

Eyes sliding over his body, now. I make it pretty darned clear that the feeling is mutual.

Clear. Yet he still seems a little confused when my gaze lingers on his crotch and I lick my lips.

“You shouldn’t be here,” he says, voice turning gravelly as he nods towards the tent. “I’m sick of you youngsters leaving your rubbish behind. Pack up. Move on. If you don’t, I’ll set the dogs on you.”

“The dogs?” I shake my head. Certain he doesn’t mean that. Certain that I can change his mind as well when he doesn’t take his eyes off my mouth. I see his internal struggles with what any of this can mean, and when his interest in me gets the better of him, I smile as his eyes snap to mine while full of questions. “I’m tired of tramping through the woods in the dark, mister. Can’t we come to some kind of an agreement instead? We promise not to leave a single bit of rubbish behind for a start, and maybe if you do us a favour and let us stay here. Just for tonight. I can do something for you in return? Because I just need to dry off and warm up, because look, I’m totally soaked.”

He makes a strangled noise in his throat as I lick my lips again. And I know I’m a tease, but as I lift the hem of my soaking wet t-shirt to show him just how wet I am, I pull it up way too high and expose the swell of my breasts to him along with my bare midriff. And his eyes slide over my body and he gasps with pleasure at the sight of my soft, lily-white skin. It becomes my turn to moan.

“Such as what?” the old man growls. His eyes still cruising over my body as he clearly tries to make sense of what’s going on here.

I smile at him. Lips curling upwards as I run my fingers down my front. Over my breasts, across my nipples, my hands dropping south to cup my hips as the man stares at my body and shakes his head. I think I’m making it pretty darned obvious, but I guess it can’t be every day a young, quite pretty eighteen-year-old offers herself to him.

“Such as anything you wanted. Anything at all. There must be something I could do for you that would make you feel okay about us staying here?”

He opens his mouth and then closes it again. Eyes snapping to mine as he grumbles under his breath.

“I can’t imagine what you could be offering,” he says, his beady little eyes narrowing as he scans my body again and takes in the swell of my hips. “You’re going to have to be specific. You’re going to have to be very explicit. I’ve seen your type before. You youngsters, and all this politically correct shit you go on about, the minute a man says something to offend your delicate sensibilities, there’s talk of calling the police and boyfriends and even your fathers.”

“Not from me,” I say, looking at him pretty much the way he’s looking at me now. Like I could happily devour him. Like I could happily let him devour me. “I’m not like all the others, mister. Just like you’re nothing like the guys my age. Experience. It counts for a lot. I’d take the word of someone like you over any young guy, any day.”

“Then show me. Prove it,” he growls, not even blinking as his eyes move back to my hardened nipples. “Because, shit, girl, if you’re saying what I think you’re saying...” he groans, his hand pushing into his trouser pocket where he adjusts the bulge that starts to grow there.

My lips turn upwards, and he groans again.

“Mister. I mean what you think I mean. I’m offering you anything you want. And if you’re not entirely sure that I’m your type, I’ll show you everything. Just so you can decide, but we have to go somewhere a little more private. My friend doesn’t need to
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