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Chapter one


The sign flashed by, almost escaping my notice, but I caught a half-glimpse.

“Was that Riverdale?” I grunted, pressing my foot on the brake. “I think it was.”

I was completely alone in my car, but I’d begun talking to myself somewhere around hour seven of my drive. And that was four hours ago. The AC had finally quit too, and I could feel drops of sweat running down under my T-shirt.

“Should probably stop for a rest, in any case,” I noted as the car rolled to a stop on the two-lane highway. The late-summer heat rippled in the air off the pavement.

I caught my reflection in the rearview—bloodshot blue eyes, disheveled brown hair, and stubble covering my square jaw. But it wasn’t just from the drive. This was what I always looked like. Seven years of non-stop work will do that.

Not that I ever complained about it. I was building a business from scratch. I expected it to be a struggle. But I’d made up my mind from the start: I was going to work like hell until I got there.

And that was exactly what I did. It just meant having to be poor for a long time, and having to sacrifice my social life—along with a chunk of my sanity.

Other things added to the stress. My apartment was more like an interrogation chamber than a living space. Traffic noise blared at all hours. Glaring lights shone through my windows at night.

I also had a painful breakup with the girl I thought I was going to marry. It came at the worst possible time, when I was spending long nights debugging code and sleeping in the office.

But I just could not allow the heartbreak distract me—couldn’t even let myself process it. Not when so much of our success or failure rested on my shoulders.

But all that was behind me now. Despite my challenges, I’d functioned on autopilot, powering through each day. We grew steadily, and then in the last few months, my team had a breakthrough. Our app—my app, that I’d built from the ground up—started seeing huge increases in downloads.

When the offer to sell came, I didn’t hesitate. The payout wasn’t going to make me a tech billionaire, but it was enough that I wouldn’t have to worry about money again, provided I invested properly.

Within the last several weeks, I’d closed the deal, ended my apartment lease, and gotten rid of my furniture. My only remaining belongings were several boxes of books. I stored them at my parents’ house.

And then, I left.

With no other vehicles in sight on the highway, I easily turned around and headed back towards the turnoff.

Farmers’ fields stretched out on one side, giant marshmallow-shaped hay bales stacked high. In the distance, a range of friendly mountains stood against the stark blue sky.

It looked like a painting.

On my other side, rows of poplar trees swayed dreamily.

The road into Riverdale was barely big enough for two cars to pass each other—not that there were any other cars in sight.

Towering poplars lined both sides, creating a natural tunnel. I could hear their leaves through my open windows, sighing and fluttering in the breeze.

There was something strange about being the only human in sight, traveling through this eerie corridor of trees. Like going through a portal.

I laughed hoarsely. “You’ve been driving too long, bud,” I said to my reflection in the rearview.

I picked up the paper coffee cup and swished around the cold remains. With a grin, I took the final swig and put the cup back in the cup holder.

Of course I knew it wasn’t literally a portal, but I hoped it would turn out to be a metaphorical one. I was looking for adventure. Something unexpected and new.

My car was nearing the end of the tree tunnel, and I could already see the town sign—Welcome to Riverdale—and a gas station.

I beat out a rhythm on the steering wheel, eager to finally stretch my legs and get a feel for this place.

Probably wouldn’t stay more than a couple weeks. This would just be the first stop in a rambling journey. That was the plan. I had a vague idea of driving until I ended up in Mexico.

On the other hand, maybe I’d like the place and decide to stay longer. Riverdale was supposed to be good for hiking and bird watching.

I really had no definite plan—and I loved that.

I’d booked seven days in a BnB. That would give me time to look around and get to know the place. The landlady could give me the ins and outs.

“What was her name again? Caroline! That was it. Gotta remember that. Caroline, Caroline.”

We’d exchanged a few messages through the booking website. Her profile picture was a photo of sunflowers with “Love” written over it in curly-cue script.

That pic gave me the impression she was an older lady, though it was all I had to go by.

I was hoping she was a good cook. The stay included dinner every day, and I was looking forward to that part. Being so focused on my business meant eating lots of takeout—and sometimes forgetting to eat at all. Home-cooked meals every day would be amazing.

Driving onto a leafy street, I passed quaint wooden houses, painted blue, yellow, or white. A few were brick. They all looked picturesque.

“Well, Jim, you were right, my friend.”

My investor and good friend had told me about Riverdale, almost reluctantly. A little town tucked away in a corner of North Carolina. A place close to nature, connected with the past—and so far from the city that you might as well be in another world.

I could already see what he meant. It had that old-fashioned American charm that felt almost like going back in time. Something about the way the sunlight hit the houses made them look agreeably dreamy and inviting, as if I’d wandered into an idyllic old painting.

The street curved up a hill, taking me past some larger, colonial-style homes. Eventually, the road descended again and I came to another street—Riverside Way.

“This is it.”

Passing a park, I could see the river glistening beyond a slope of grass. Willow trees drooped languidly. A boy and girl rode their bikes down the street, laughing.

It all felt so exotic, somehow. A hidden energy seemed to radiate through the air.

Most of the houses were well kept, and some had beautifully tended gardens. However, I noticed two—both on the opposite side, not on the river side—that seemed vacant, with real estate signs on the lawns.

The BnB stood on the river side, a two-story home with wide windows and a sturdy porch, a great, pink flowering bush sprawling in front.

It was a big home, the kind meant for a large family.

I wondered if the lady, Caroline, had a husband and kids. I hadn’t asked. The description of the place gave the impression that it was quiet, so I’d assumed there weren’t any kids.

Getting out of the car, my legs were stiff. It was half past four—earlier than I said I’d be. I wondered if Caroline was home, but there was a small hatchback in the driveway.

Climbing the steps, I knocked on the door, then stepped back to take in more details. The porch swing looked like it wasn’t used much. And the bush was encroaching over the railing, dropping its pink petals onto the porch floor.

To my right, a tall plank fence stood with overgrown hedges behind it blocking any view of the neighbors’ house. On the left, the other neighboring house was equally charming, though smaller and cuter.

Wiping sweat from my forehead, I knocked again. A sound came from within—the creak of a hardwood floor.

Here she comes.

Why did I suddenly feel slightly nervous?
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Chapter two


The door opened. A woman with light brown hair and sparkling blue eyes stood there.

She was pretty—stunning, actually—though she was much older than me. She smiled, revealing slight crow’s feet around her eyes. “Hi! You must be Ryan.”

“And you must be Caroline.”

Our eyes were locked for a moment as we shook hands. Her grip was firm, though her body was soft.

She wasn’t like the typical 40-something soccer moms back in the city, with their overly toned arms and scrawny legs. Caroline was robust and healthy, filled out in exactly the right places.

She wore a long, sleeveless dress with spaghetti straps. I fought hard not to look. Still, I was aware that her silky hair rested around her neck, and a hint of cleavage showed in the neckline of her dress, which seemed to be holding a lot in.

“Welcome to my home. Sorry I didn’t hear you at first. I was out in the garden.”

“No problem,” I replied with a broad smile, maybe a little too enthusiastically.

I stepped through her door into the cool air of her house.

Hardwood floors glistened in the afternoon light streaming through tall windows. To the right, a staircase with a carved banister curved up to the second floor. I assumed the bedrooms would be up there.

The air was fragrant with a potpourri of dried flowers in a bowl at the window. The place felt lived in and cozy, with a woman’s touch everywhere.

Caroline stood with her hands clasped in front of her waist, exuding a soft but somehow unchallengeable confidence. She was the master of this domestic realm. There was no room for doubt about that. This was her house, her very own world that she’d created herself.

What about a husband? Is she married?

“You want to get your luggage, or can I show you around first?”

“Show me around first. Should I take off my shoes?” I glanced at her feet. She was wearing sandals that left her feet mostly naked. Her toenails were painted white.

She waved her hand. “Don’t worry about it. I’m always coming and going from the back yard.”

On the left, a wide archway led into the dining room. I followed Caroline in.

The furniture was antique, and the place was picture-perfect, with exposed beams and a brick fireplace.

But my eyes were irresistibly drawn to the woman walking in front of me.

Her hair cascaded over her bare shoulders and back. The top part of the dress fit closely to her body, and then caressed her broad hips, flowing down to her ankles.

The shapeliness of her butt was evident under the material of her dress. The way it swayed was enough to distract me. I swallowed thickly, trying to avert my gaze.

The dining area connected seamlessly to a living room, with arm chairs, a couch, and an old piano tucked in one corner.

Through another archway ahead, I could see the kitchen, where a granite countertop island had a bowl of oranges on it. The sweet scent of something baking wafted in the air.

Caroline paused, spreading her hands. “This is all yours to use. Feel free to come and hang out here, or wherever. This is your home, too.”

I nodded politely. “Alright. I will. Thank you.”

“Come on, I’ll show you the kitchen.”

“Sounds good.”

“So are you here on vacation?” she said as I walked alongside her.

“Uh, not exactly. Just kind of traveling without any definite plan.”

“Wow! Lucky you. I’d love to do that.” She gave me a curious look as if she wanted to ask about it, but maybe she didn’t want to pry.

An oven timer beeped as we entered the kitchen.

“Sorry, I’m baking cookies.” She slipped on a baking mitt.

“Oh, no problem.”

As Caroline opened the oven, bending forward to look at her cookies, I glimpsed the tops of her breasts.

But I glanced away, trying to find somewhere else to point my eyeballs. They found the kitchen table, which basked in bright daylight streaming in from a sunroom. The windows were crowded with plants.

“Perfect— nice and crispy,” she murmured, taking out two baking trays and setting them on the stove. Then she put a third, raw batch into the oven, setting the timer.

“Would you like one? They’re oatmeal chocolate.”

“I actually love oatmeal cookies.”

Her eyes brightened up. “Oh, perfect! Have you eaten lately? You must be hungry after that drive.”

“I’m pretty starving, to tell the truth.”

She scrunched her face sympathetically. “Oh, no. Dinner won’t be ready for a couple hours. Think you can make it?”

“I’ll survive.” I grinned, watching her take a plate from the cupboard and putting two cookies on it.

They looked perfect—golden brown around the edges. She watched me with her hands clasped together as I took a bite.

“Oh! This is so good.”

A small, complacent smile came onto her lips. “Do you drink milk?” she said, reaching for a glass.

I nodded, my eyes growing wider. “That would go well with these cookies.”

“Oh, it sure does. Regular old cow’s milk okay? That’s all I’ve got.”

I chuckled. “Yes, cow’s milk is fine.”

“Well, you’re a big city boy, so I thought you might want almond or soy milk,” she smiled, taking a milk jug from the stainless steel fridge. It was one of those old-fashioned glass milk bottles, with cream curdling at the top.

“Nah, not me. When it comes to food, I’m pretty simple.”

She poured the glass and handed it to me.

As I gulped the cool creamy milk, Caroline tucked her hair behind her ears, watching me curiously. A slight tension seemed to build in the air.

She put the milk away. “So, did you leave a girlfriend back home?”

The question surprised me a little, but I didn’t mind. I wiped my lips with the back of my fingers.

“No. Well, not anymore. I broke up with my ex like eight months ago.”

Caroline tilted her head sympathetically. “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. That’s really hard.”

“Yeah. And… What about you?”

“Me? I was married…A long time ago. I’m divorced.” She looked at me with a shrugging smile. “But yeah, it’s just me in this big old house. Figured I might as well rent the spare rooms.”

“Do you get a lot of guests?” I finished off my glass of milk, washing down the final bite of cookie.

“You’re actually the first.”

“Hey, what an honor!”

“Well, thanks.” Caroline tilted her head back and laughed. Her whole face lit up when she did so, the afternoon sunlight mingling with her hair and making her eyes dance.

There was something magnetic about her expressions, so genuine and unguarded. If she were a teacher, all the children would be devoted to her — especially the boys.

Passing through the kitchen, Caroline showed me a cozy room with a flatscreen TV.

“Feel free to watch it. I’ve got pretty much everything on there.”

I looked around, noticing the several pictures on the wall above the couch. The most prominent one was a large professional portrait of a smiling poodle.

“You have a dog?”

She put her hands on her chest. “That’s Mitsy. She passed about a year ago—no…” She counted on her fingers. “Three years! Wow, time goes by.”

“That sucks,” I murmured. “I love animals. Always hard to lose a pet.”

“It sure is.” She looked ruefully at the picture, folding her arms under her breasts and hugging herself. Her chest rose as she let out a drowsy sigh.

The room felt so intimate. My eyes flicked over her arms. I noticed the gentle tan on her shoulders, the slight dusting of freckles on the skin of her chest.

I could imagine how blissful it would be to squish her against me and plant kisses on her cheek.

She was just so huggable.
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Chapter three


Idismissed those thoughts quickly. A mature woman like Caroline wasn’t going to miss much. I could see the perceptiveness in her eyes.

She had a knowing air as she led me back into the hallway, brushing her hair back. “What about you? Any pets?”

“I wish. Not since I was a kid.”

“Mmm, I haven’t had any since Mitsy. Just couldn’t bring myself to replace her.”

The hall led to a den with bookshelves, armchairs, and a fireplace. Big windows looked out to the back porch, and a large antique desk stood in one corner.

As we entered, a swampy warmth drifted through the open windows, bringing heady scents from her garden— lavender and rosemary.

My eyelids were agreeably heavy. The afternoon felt like a dream. Something about the heat, the isolation of the town, this big sleepy house…

Caroline’s silky voice vibrated softly in the air. “I call this the reading room.” She grazed her fingers over the desk. “I was thinking of making it kind of a coworking space, put a couple more desks in here, you know?”

“I think that’s a good idea.” I moved towards the bookshelves, scanning the titles. “Sorry, whenever I see a bookshelf, I always have to investigate it.”

“Oh my god, I’m the same!” She moved towards me, hugging herself. “You can kind of tell a lot about a person from their bookshelf.”

I nodded, tracing my eyes over the titles—Vanity Fair, Pride and Prejudice, Great Expectations. Lots of classics. Also lots of paperback romance and historical fiction.

Our eyes met. Her arms were still folded, exposing the line of her cleavage a little more—I was absolutely aware of it, though I didn’t let myself look.

A strand of her hair was curled against her neck, darkened with perspiration. She brushed it behind her ear. She stood close, and I caught the warm, dewy scent of her body.

She tilted her head, holding my gaze. “If you want to borrow some, feel free.”

Was she flirting?

Or is she just having fun, trying to see if she can crack me?

I kept my cool, though I felt the blood pulsing through my neck, and my shirt was sticking to my stomach.

“Actually, you know what?” Calmly, I turned to the bookshelf and reached for a book. Her bright blue eyes lingered on the profile of my face before moving towards the books.

I casually pulled out Birds of the Three Rivers Region: A Guide. An exotic-looking blue bird was on the cover.

“I just might have a look at this one. Part of the reason I came here was because I heard it was a birding hub.”

Her lips parted for a second. “Oh, yeah! Are you kidding? Birding is huge here. So, wait, you like bird watching?”

I grinned. “I love birds.”

“That’s really cool. I belong to the local birding association. They’re the ones who published that book. I can take you out to some hotspots some time.”

“Really? I would love that.”

“I even know where you can see that guy—the Sapphire Finch.” She drummed her nails on the cover of the book, still in my hands.

I looked down and saw her fingers close to my hands. We seemed to sway in the heat. A fly buzzed lazily somewhere. Outside, a breeze hissed through the trees.

“Yeah, uh, I’d love to see those guys,” I murmured, my throat dry. I shook my shirt to fan myself as I returned the book to its spot.

Caroline made an apologetic face. “Sorry, this room gets hot in the afternoon. I’d turn the fan on, but it’s all wobbly. I keep meaning to ask Bill to come and fix it. He’s my neighbor.”

I gazed up at the ceiling fan. “I could have a look at it.”

Her eyes lit up. “Really? I mean, you don’t have to.”

“You have a ladder?”

“Well, yes. In the shed.”

“Should be easy. I’m pretty handy with tools.”

Her fingers brushed over my T-shirt sleeve. “That’s real kind of you, hon. Don’t do it today, though. I want you to get settled in first.”

“Oh, yeah, for sure.”

She touched me. She is totally flirting. No… Relax. Maybe it’s just Southern friendliness.

“Well, anyway, like I was saying, about the birds? You can see a lot of them right here in the yard, too.” She gestured over her shoulder to the window.

Taking my eyes off Caroline, I noticed a bird bath on her lawn, and a garden. Just beyond, through the trees, the river was slithering by like a giant, glittering serpent.

“Wow, that’s an amazing view.”

She smiled. “You want to see it? Come on.”

I followed Caroline through a sliding screen door onto a wooden deck. It was nice, though it looked like it could use a fresh coat of stain.

Descending the steps to lush green grass, I saw her garden to the right—herbs and flowers growing in neat beds all the way to the fence. Behind the fence, the evergreen bushes went all the way to the riverbank, giving total privacy.

On the other side, however…

A chain-link fence bordered by a flower garden ended partway, leaving most of the stretch to the riverbed unfenced.

My eyes were drawn to movement in the next yard, where I saw two round butt cheeks in a thong bikini. Thick thighs. Brown skin and shining, raven black hair. A woman was lying face-down on a lounger, sunbathing.

“That’s Sofia,” Caroline said. “My neighbor.”

“Oh yeah?” I tried to sound casual. I looked around, seeking something else to look at, knowing my gaze had lingered too long on Caroline’s neighbor.

But my head was swimming in the heat. Was there another hot, mature woman right next door? What were the odds?

The sun blazed over a distant wall of mountains beyond the river. Its heat seemed to warp the air around me, blurring the corners of my vision.

Caroline’s voice hummed beside me, telling me about her peaches. The overgrown tree stood on the edge of the bank, its branches weighed with ripe fruit. They looked fat and juicy.

“I’ve got some fresh ones inside, if you’d like one. Picked them this morning. That might tide you over till dinner’s ready.”

“Yeah, that would be great.”

A voice with a heavy Latin American accent called out. “Carolina! Who is your friend?”

The neighbor, Sofia, had propped herself up on her elbows, giving a view that made my throat go dry.

She wore large sunglasses, and her exquisite lips were curled into a smirk.

Though I couldn’t see her eyes, I felt them on me as she rose from her lounger and walked towards us.
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Chapter four


Sofia glided comfortably through the heat, her bare feet treading on the lush grass.

Ho-ly shit. What a body.

Her hips were broad and round. Her thighs were both shapely and pert, tapering perfectly down her legs to her feet. The bikini top barely covered a pair of fulsome, perky breasts. Her black hair fell straight down her back, gleaming in the sunlight.

She beamed a warm smile as she crossed into Caroline’s yard.

Caroline gave a friendly wave. “Hi! Haven’t seen you all week.”

“Ugh! I was super busy.”

Suddenly, I noticed a distant beeping noise floating in the air.

Caroline gasped. “Oh, no! My oven timer! I hope it hasn’t been going long.” She hurried back into her house.

Sofia followed her, giving me an easy smile as she strode past. “Hello, how’s it going?”

I returned her smile. “Hi, how are you?”

Caroline’s voice came from inside the house. “Come on in, you guys!”

Sofia walked ahead of me, as casually as if she was on a nude beach. She might as well have been, with that thong bikini.

With nobody watching me, I let my eyes linger on the incredible shape of her behind. The way it swayed when she walked was something to behold.

But I tore my gaze away as she passed under the shade of the porch. In the kitchen, Caroline was lifting her cookies from the pan onto a plate.

“Sorry to run off like that, Sofia. My cookies came out perfect. Would you like one, or do you want peaches and ice cream?”

Sofia sucked air through her teeth, pushing her sunglasses to the top of her head to look at the cookies. Her large dark eyes were expressive, and, though she had some lines on her face, it was still incredibly adorable.

But she had to be in her forties, like Caroline.

“Ay, Carolina! Why do you force me to choose? Okay, ice cream and peaches!”

Caroline pointed the spatula at me. “Ryan, cookies or peaches and ice cream?”

“Just a peach, please.”

She popped her mouth open in playful shock, then turned to the freezer, grabbing the ice cream.

“So, your name is Ryan?” Sofia said.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, smiling and concentrating on not looking at her body. Her breasts were covered with thin triangle shapes, nipples poking at me beneath the fabric.

“Mucho gusto, Ryan.” She extended a dainty hand. Her fingers were warm and limp.

“Sorry I didn’t introduce you. He’s my first guest,” Caroline said.

Sofia clapped energetically. “Congratulation!” She didn’t put the ‘s’ on congratulations, and it was adorable.

She put her hands on Caroline’s shoulder, giggling softly. “I thought you had a new boyfriend.”

Caroline gave me an apologetic look and rolled her eyes. “Sofia.”

Sofia nudged her friend. “Why no? He is handsome!”

Again, I wasn’t quite sure if she was just teasing me because I was young, or if she was actually flirting for real.

She looked at me squarely, measuring me from head to toe. “How old are you?”

“Twenty seven.”

Her eyes widened, and she exchanged a glance with Caroline. “Yes, you’re very young.”

I grinned. “Yeah, I am,” I said confidently. Might as well own it. I was curious how old they were but knew enough not to ask.

Sofia’s eyes were on me again. “Are you married?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Sofia!” Caroline interrupted.

The Latina looked at her innocently. “What?”

Caroline gave me another apologetic look. “She’s from Colombia. She doesn’t mean anything by it.”

Sofia put her hands on her hips. “Hey! What do you mean ‘she from Colombia’?”

“Y’all ask a lot of really direct questions,” Caroline said, laughing.

Sofia just shook her head and continued her interrogation. “You have kids?”

I smiled. “Nope. What about you?”

She nodded proudly. “Yes, I have two boys. The older one is 26, and the other one is 22. But they don’t live with me any more.” Her voice had a touch of sadness.

“Ah, so you’re married, then.”

“No! I’m divorced.” She said it emphatically, frowning. But her scowl changed into a bright grin as Caroline gave her a bowl of vanilla ice cream with sliced peach.

I was already enjoying how expressive Sofia was with her face.

She perched herself on a stool at the kitchen island, crossing her legs, forking a bite into her mouth. “Oyyy, Carolina! Is so good.”

Meanwhile, Caroline washed a peach under the tap. I felt the touch of her fingers as she handed me the dripping fruit.

Sofia looked at me. “You really won’t try the ice cream with your peach? Is really good.”

I shook my head, biting into the ripe fruit. It burst in my mouth, sweet juice dribbling down my chin.

“Here.” Caroline passed me a napkin, her eyes crinkling with amusement.

“Thank you.” I wiped my chin, watching as she poured glasses of homemade lemonade.

“And why do you come to Riverdale?” Sofia asked, dipping her spoon into the ice cream. “Most young people here just want to leave.”

“Sofia’s boys both moved to Florida,” Caroline explained.

“Well, I just sold my startup. Decided to go traveling for a while.”

Sofia’s dark brown eyes widened. “You’re a businessman! That’s so cool. But, wait. Why did you sell your company?”

“Because I was done with it. I worked on it for seven years, since I was 20. I dropped out of college for it.”

Caroline nodded, her eyes fixed on me. “Really! Wow, you must have really believed in what you were doing.”

“Actually, I didn’t even know what the app was going to be at that point. But one day I just decided that I was going to make money with an app, and I was just going to devote almost every waking minute to it until I got there.”

Caroline nodded, her eyes wide with appreciation. “You have a lot of dedication.”

“What about your parents?” Caroline asked. “Were they supportive when you dropped out?”

“Hell no. They freaked out. It took a long time for them to come around.”

“That must have been tough. It’s hard when your family doesn’t support you.”

I shrugged. “Yeah, it was a little, but it didn’t matter at that point. My mind was made up.”

Sofia was listening intently, and I could see her ice cream melting. “But why did you come here? You must have had a nice life running your own company?”

I laughed. “I had to build it from scratch, so all the money I made went back into the business. I’ve lived in the same crappy apartment since I was 21.”

I took a swig of the ice cold lemonade and stared at the shiny granite countertop. I was actually still processing those years of my life.

“And then, yeah. I got a decent offer—Not an insane amount, but enough that would enable me to leave the grind… at least for a while.

“Actually, at first I thought I’d just move to a better apartment and stay in the city. But prices for a nice place are crazy high.”

“Oh, I can imagine!” Caroline said.

“And then, I just suddenly decided to leave. Travel, maybe? See places I’ve never seen. I don’t really have a plan.” I was grinning; the luxury of being able to not have a plan, to just explore, was thrilling.

“Coming to Riverdale was a spur-of-the-moment decision. I’ve been told burned-out tech workers like coming here to unwind.”

Caroline nodded. “Yeah, digital nomads, right? We’re even getting some from Europe. Some people say the Three Rivers Region’s about to become a big destination. That’s kind of why I decided to turn this place into a BnB.”

Sofia was watching me with pursed lips, frowning thoughtfully. “That’s so cool what you’re doing. I really admire the entrepreneurs.”

“What about you guys?” I asked. “What do you do?”

Sofia brightened. “I have a restaurant—Colombian food. Do you like it?”

“Cool! You’re an entrepreneur too, then.” I was genuinely impressed. I loved talking to anyone running a business. “You know, I don’t think I’ve ever tried Colombian food.”

Her hand flew towards me. “Ayyy, Ryan! You have to try it! Is really good.”

Caroline agreed. “Sofia’s cooking is amazing. You should go to her restaurant.”

The Latina’s hand swatted my forearm. “Yes! You must come.”

“Alright. Is it spicy?”

“Noooo! Is no spicy. Is really good. Do you eat meat?”

I nodded eagerly. “Yeah, for sure.”

She spread her hands. “Believe me, you’re gonna love it.”

“I can’t wait to try it.” My face was still beaming with a smile. Two beautiful older women who insisted on feeding me? This was getting better and better.

Caroline slapped her hands on her thighs. “Well! Look at us, talking and talking. Poor Ryan hasn’t even seen his room yet. You’re probably tired.”

“It’s no problem. I’ve enjoyed it.”

Caroline put the dishes in the sink while Sofia stood and thanked her, then breezily turned to me as she headed out the door.

“Goodbye, Guapo.”

“See ya later, nice meeting you.”

I made a point of not looking at her butt as she left.

“Thanks for the peach and lemonade,” I said, throwing the napkin and peach pit into the bin under the sink.

Caroline waved her hand. “No problem! Alright, let me show you your room. Follow me.”

Brushing her hair behind her shoulder, she went into the hallway, taking a different route back to the front hall to the stairs.
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Chapter five


Once again, I found myself with a nice view as I followed Caroline up the stairs. I allowed myself one look at her rear end and then averted my gaze.

“You never mentioned what you do, Caroline—apart from getting into the rental business.”

She paused at the top of the stairs, resting one hand on the banister and fanning herself with the other.

“Well, I do a few things. My day job is manager of the beauty section at Harold’s. It’s a department store in the next town over. But I also do some catering, and I sell stuff at the farmer’s market every week, too.”

“Interesting. What do you sell?”

“Mostly preserves.”

“Like jam and stuff?”

She nodded, her eyes bright. “Yup, jams and jellies, relish, pickled beets… Depends on what’s growing in my garden.”

“That’s really cool.”

She led me down the hallway towards a couple of open bedrooms. On the opposite end of the hall, I glimpsed what I assumed was the master bedroom.

“This will be your room.” She gestured through the doorway on the right. “The bathroom’s right next door, and you’ll have it to yourself since no one else is staying here.”

I stepped into a bright room. It had a queen-sized bed and antique furniture that matched the rest of the house. A tall window looked out over the river.

“The dresser’s empty if you want to unpack,” she said, opening one of the drawers. “And there are hangers in the closet.”

“This is perfect,” I said, very pleased.

For a moment, we both relaxed into a comfortable silence. The sunlight seemed to be softening. Its golden glow on the hardwood floors made me sleepy.

“This window can be a bit sticky,” Caroline said. Her bum wiggled as she struggled to push the window up with both hands.

“Phew! There ya go. Just needs a little elbow grease.”

A breeze lifted her hair slightly as she looked at the sky. I knew she felt my gaze exploring her soft cheek, her arms. She didn’t seem to mind.

Was she having the same thoughts as me? Could a woman so mature, so experienced in life, be interested in a guy so much younger?

Maybe I was mistaken, and it wasn’t that kind of interest. Maybe I was just awakening her mothering instincts. After all, she was probably old enough to have given birth to me.

Far from being sobering, those thoughts intoxicated me. The gap in our age only made me feel more drawn towards her, like opposite magnetic charges.

An electrical thrill pulsed through me. Somehow, I felt like I possessed exactly the things she needed at that moment, and she had everything I needed.

Which was kind of crazy, since I’d just met this lady.

As if to conspire along with us, clouds swiftly floated across the sun like a curtain, and the room suddenly became darker.

“I could probably fix that window too,” I murmured, my heart beating.

She turned, still close to the window. “You’re a real handyman, huh?” There was a glimmer in her eyes and a tone of appreciation in her voice.

“I like fixing things.”

“What was your app, anyway? I’m really curious.” She sat her butt on the window sill, her hands resting on either side.

I held her gaze for a second. I knew this would come up sooner or later. “My app?”

She laughed, slapping her thighs. “Yes! You’re makin’ me even more curious now. Is it a secret? You don’t have to tell me. I’m sorry. I’m being nosy.”

Her face was glowing, she was laughing, we were comfortable together. For all the world, it felt very much like we were on a date.

The moment was right.

I raised my hand and put it gently on her shoulder. “No, no, it’s fine. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make you curious.”

It was only a brief touch, to test the waters. But still, it was kind of bold of me, because her shoulders and arms were so naked in the shadowy light.

Her eyes widened slightly as my hand lightly squeezed her soft flesh, and then, as I lifted it away, she threw her head back and shook her hair, letting out a girlish giggle.

“So, tell me! What is it?” She was directly facing me, smiling so broadly that her teeth were showing.

She clearly did not mind the touch. On the contrary, it seemed to excite her.

But I still had another slight problem on my hands. I didn’t want to go into too much detail about my app, at least not yet.

It could be…awkward.

“It’s a dating app.”

“A dating app?”

“Yeah.”

“Like that what-do-you-callit? Tinder? You know, I never tried that.”

“Same basic idea, but I found a different, uh, a different niche.”

Caroline raised her eyebrow humorously. “Oh?”

My cheeks were hot. I could feel myself blushing. Mercifully, Caroline gave me a lifeline.

“That’s okay, you can explain all the spicy details another time,” she chuckled, touching my arm briefly before walking towards the door. “Dinner’ll be ready around 6:30.”

“Alright, I’ll probably take a walk.”

As I heard Caroline going down the stairs, I stood for a second, processing what just happened.

We were definitely flirting. It’s totally unambiguous now.

Or at least, I was being flirty and she seemed to like it.

No, not only like it. She was flirting back.

But did she mean anything by it? Did she actually want this to go somewhere, or was she just having fun, maybe to boost her ego or something?

Leaning against the window pane, I realized I could see into Sofia’s yard—and she was sunbathing again. For a second, I gazed at her perfectly shaped ass and thighs.

Moving away from the window, I now had a full-on tent in my jeans.

At least they hadn’t asked me to explain the details of my app. The truth was, it was an app to connect younger men with older women. Revealing that to Caroline and Sofia at this point might have weirded them out a bit.

Because whenever I told people about it, they always assumed I had some kind of “mommy” kink.

But I totally did not. Really. I had simply found an underserved niche. There was nothing more to it than that.

Back when I’d decided to create an app, I’d started with months of market research. I even started making one app but threw it away when I realized the idea wasn’t going to work.

Eventually, I heard a friend talking about all the hot milfs he’d seen in the mall. And that was where the idea came from. I researched it and found that there was demand but not really a great product available.

But people never believed me when I explained that. And the more I protested, the more it convinced them that I had a hard-on for mature women.

Never mind the fact that I have a hard-on right now. That’s just a coincidence.

I looked out the window again. Sofia was gone. My eyes drifted to the river. It was quite small, and I wasn’t even sure if it was one of the “Three Rivers” referred to in the region’s name, or just a tributary.

The opposite bank was covered in long grass and the occasional willow. A windswept field spread out beyond, and I could see farms in the distance.

On our side of the river, I saw a wooden railing. There was a set of stairs leading down the bank. I could see part of a dock on the water below. The stairs were just a little beyond Sofia’s property. I’d have to check that out later.

After bringing up my suitcase and unpacking, I decided to take a walk and explore.

As I came down Caroline’s porch steps and strolled down her driveway, a silver BMW pulled into the driveway across the street.

A woman in a crisp business suit got out just as I walked onto the street.

She was tall in high heels. Straight blonde hair, and a very young face. Didn’t look older than mid-twenties.

She paused and looked at me with an appraising expression before clicking up her driveway carrying a leather business bag.

Thankfully, the heat had relented as I made my way down the street. The neighborhood was quiet except for cicadas.

I stopped and listened, astonished at how peaceful it was. The only other noise I heard was a distant lawnmower. I let out a long sigh and smiled.

I could definitely get used to this.

Walking past the empty houses I’d spotted on the way in, I noticed the realtor sign had a picture that looked a lot like the girl I’d just seen.

Stepping closer, I looked at the professional headshot of a pretty, smiling blonde, her arms crossed like she was ready to get to work.

“Amber McAlister - Your Local Property Expert!”

Probably good to be in that business in this town, I figured, if what people said about it was true. Certainly, Jim saw it as an up-and-coming place. A bit off the beaten path, sure, but overlooked.

Maybe I should think about buying property here.

Following the map app on my phone, I made my way to the small downtown area. Everything was close here, so it took me less than ten minutes to walk there.

The town had lots of historic brick buildings, and the sidewalks of Main Street were fitted with quaint lanterns and small, well tended flower beds.

The central square had one of those classic gazebos, surrounded by leafy oak trees. An old courthouse with big white columns dominated one side, and a bronze Civil War memorial stood on the lawn.

With late-afternoon shadows stretching across the streets, a fair number of cars and pick-up trucks drove by, and people were walking on the sidewalks, apparently on their way home from work.

A few of them nodded and said “hello” as they passed—something that would never happen back in the city.

I loved the fact that the downtown area was still the center of the community. It hadn’t been hollowed out by big box stores.

But there were signs of struggle, too. An old hardware store’s windows were papered over. And a really cool, old-fashioned movie theater was, sadly, no longer in use.

‘For Lease’ signs were posted in several storefronts. I even saw a scruffy street guy riding a bicycle loaded up with bags.

“Even here?” I muttered.

Circling back, I came down a different street, where I saw a restaurant with a colorful sign on the sidewalk in front, showing the daily menu.

What caught my eye was the yellow, blue, and red horizontal tricolor. Was that the Colombian flag, by any chance?

Sure enough, the restaurant was called Como en Casa, and the menu in the window said “Home-cooked Colombian food.”

Although it couldn’t have been literally cooked at home, I knew what it meant, and that was just the sort of thing I liked.

I stepped inside to take a peek. The space was small but brightly decorated. One wall was painted with a scene of mountains, coffee plants, and parrots.

There were only seven small tables, somewhat cramped together, and five of them were occupied. Not bad for a Monday night, I figured.

One lady was eating soup. The other four tables were occupied by men in work boots and dirty shirts, apparently just off a shift. They had plates of chicken, sausages, beans, rice, and avocados.

My mouth was watering.

The waitress was standing at the counter, discussing an order with the cook, a grandmotherly Hispanic lady.

“Hello! Would you like a table?” she said, turning towards me.

“No thanks, I was just looking.”

Heading back through the town, I strolled along Riverside Way and found the park near Caroline’s house. The grass sloped down to the riverbank, where the water was clear and calm. I could see right to the bottom.

A forest loomed on the opposite bank, dark with shadows. The sun was much lower now, and the light was growing gentler. Near the water, lush lilies bobbed their heads, spreading their flaming pink petals.

I had that strange, sleepy feeling again, like anything could happen.

Fantasies of Caroline and Sofia came to me. I imagined them skinny dipping, rising from the river, water streaming down their bodies as they demanded I join them.

But I quickly reeled in those thoughts. Taking a deep breath, I exhaled slowly, then made my way back to Caroline’s.

She would just about have dinner ready.
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Chapter six


By the time I was walking up Caroline’s porch steps, I was focused more on food than anything else.

I hadn’t eaten adequately that day, so I couldn’t wait to try her cooking. The smell of roasting chicken greeted me as I entered the house and went to the kitchen.

Caroline was at the stove, dressed more formally than before in a navy blue dress that hugged her curves, ending just above her knees. Her hair was swept up elegantly, with pearl earrings hanging like drops, catching the fading light.

She moved purposefully in low heels, stirring something in a pot. At the same time, she lifted the lid off another pot, releasing a cloud of fragrant steam.

“You’re just in time. Dinner’s almost ready,” she said without turning around.

The oven light was shining against her knees. Inside, a roasting pan held a whole chicken surrounded by vegetables. Her shapely legs gleamed in the warm light.

“That smells so good,” I said, leaning against the doorframe. The kitchen was steamy, windows slightly fogged. A basket of freshly baked rolls sat on the counter.

“Just a good old roast chicken,” she said with that musical Southern lilt, but I could tell she was pleased.

She moved to the sink to rinse fresh green beans, her heels knocking on the tiled floor.

“Can I help with anything?”

She glanced over her shoulder with a warm smile. Her eyes were softly made up, and her lips were pink with fresh lipstick.

“You could set the table if you’d like. Plates are in that cabinet there.”

She walked back to stir the gravy. Her mind was clearly on something, and her movements were quick, like she was in a hurry.

“Am I setting the table for two?” I asked casually, reaching for a plate.

“Yes, please! Sorry, I’m in a bit of a rush.” She checked her watch while she kept stirring the gravy.

“You’re a busy woman,” I said, setting out the plates on a round, wooden table beyond the kitchen island.

“I’m on the beautification committee. Every Monday night is our meeting. It’s a lot more work than I expected, but I’m glad I’m taking part in it.”

“Well, you seem to be doing a good job. The town is lovely. I noticed the flowers—”

“Down on Mainstreet?” She smiled proudly over her shoulder. “That was us. We pushed for it when they were redoing the street. The lamp posts, too.”

“I really like the lamp posts. Very charming.”

She beamed at me again. “Right? Thank you! You’re a very sensible boy, Ryan.”

I laughed. “Well, I like to think so.”

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t call you a boy. You’re not a boy.”

A moment later, after I’d laid out the cutlery, glasses, and lemonade, she called, “Um, Ryan? Can you help me?”

“Yes, ma’am!” I said, walking over.

She slumped her shoulders and rolled her eyes as I came up beside her. “Was that payback for me calling you a boy? Look, we’re even now, okay?”

I chuckled, easily placing my hand on her shoulder again. It felt so natural with the way she was teasing me. “Sorry. I’ll call you Miss. What’s your last name?”

She was smiling broadly, and I felt her tremble slightly under my touch. “Summers, but you can—”

“Miss Summers.”

Her shoulders shook with laughter as she slumped forward. “No! Ryan!”

“How can I help you, Miss Summers?”

Her hand fell onto my arm as she turned towards me, laughing like a teenage girl. This close, I could smell her perfume — a fresh, breezy scent — mixing with the aroma of the roasting chicken. “Ryan! Stop it. Please, call me Caroline.”

“Okay,” I said, relenting with a friendly smile. “How can I help you, Caroline?”

She took a breath, composing herself. Then, with exaggerated dignity, she pointed to the cupboard above. “Could you be a darling, please, and reach up there and grab the little pot?”

I stepped closer, reaching past her.

“This one?” I said, pulling one out.

“No, it’s smaller, with a handle.” She was still facing me as I reached again, searching around, our bodies close. “That’s the one! Thank you, Ryan.”

“You’re welcome, Caroline.” I handed her the pot, aware of how her fingers brushed mine as she took it.

Turning away, I snuck a glance at her face. Her eyes were wide, lips slightly parted, as if she was surprised that we were full-on flirting now.

I sat on a stool on the other side of the counter. “You know, I thought maybe you had a hot date tonight, all dressed up like that.”

She let out a small laugh. “Oh, no. Just the beautification committee.”

She was quiet for a moment, then added, “I haven’t really dated since my divorce. That was… gosh, 17 years ago, I guess.”

“Wow. That’s a long time.”

“Mm-hmm.” She tasted the gravy and added a pinch of salt. “Just wasn’t ready for a long time, I guess. And then, none of the guys around here interested me.

“My friends tried to get me to go online, but I didn’t want to. Just isn’t my thing.” She glanced at me. “What about you? Have you dated since breaking up with your girlfriend?”

“No. I just focused on my work after that.”

“Why did you break up?”

I smiled. Girls always wanted the details. “She was... kind of crazy. I mean, she was a lot of fun, and I really liked being with her. We had a lot in common.

“But then… she started giving me all this drama. No matter what I did, she’d find something that I supposedly did wrong.”

Caroline was shaking her head. “Mmm, that’s not good.”

“Yeah. She was always creating problems where there weren’t any, you know?” I paused. “But I’m not saying I’m perfect or blameless. I worked a lot.”

“Yeah, but you were on your mission,” Caroline said, opening the oven to take the chicken out.

“True, but sometimes—Oh, wow, that looks good.”

“Grab your plate.”

I grabbed both of our plates and brought them over. “Sometimes I’d go a few days without messaging her. And she wanted to go drinking regularly, but I wasn’t into that. It’s too counterproductive.”

“How old was she?”

“Twenty two.”

“That’s the problem. She was immature.”

“Yeah. I think I definitely need someone more mature next time.”

“Probably should.”

For a moment, there was a silence that seemed pregnant with meaning.

Caroline checked the clock, then started plating the chicken. “Oh! I need to go in twenty minutes. Let’s eat!”

I settled at the table with my plate, piled with chicken, potatoes, perfectly cooked carrots from her garden, and gravy.

“And what about you,” I asked as Caroline sat down across from me, “if you don’t mind me asking?”

“What, my divorce? Oh, it’s ancient history now. He wasn’t who I thought he was. At all. Turned out he had another family in another town.”

“Jesus. I’m sorry.”

“Like I said, ancient history. I moved into this house after the divorce and never looked back.” She gave me a warm smile.

Then she bowed her head and clasped her hands together, closing her eyes. An earnest frown of concentration came onto her forehead as she said a silent prayer.

It was adorable. Nobody in my circles ever prayed before a meal, and it seemed so wholesome.

Taking my first bite of chicken, I was bowled over with how good it was. The meat was flavorful, the gravy delicious.

“This is perfect,” I said, shoving another bite in my mouth.

She grinned. “Thank you. I’m glad you like it.”

She took a bite, then dabbed her lips with her napkin, careful of her lipstick. “So what will you get up to while I’m at my meeting?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I’ll check out the dock.”

She laughed softly. “You’ll end up drifting down the river.”

I frowned. “Why?”

“Nobody’s used the dock in a while. It’s in a state of disrepair. You’ll see. Just be careful.”

She glanced at her watch again and took a quick bite. “Oh my God, I have to eat. Sorry I have to rush like this.”

“No worries. Thank you for the dinner.”

She smiled, pleased. “You know, it’s nice having someone to cook for again.” Then, as if worried she’d said too much, she quickly added, “I mean, that was part of why I wanted to do the bed and breakfast thing.”

We ate in comfortable silence for a few minutes. Caroline kept glancing at the sunroom window where the evening light was growing dimmer.

Finally, she stood, gathering her plate and cutlery. “I gotta run. There are plenty of leftovers if you get hungry later.”

“Let me take care of the dishes, Caroline,” I offered, standing.

A little smile flickered on her lips. “Oh, you don’t have to, Ryan—”

“I want to.”

She hesitated, then smiled. “Well, thank you. That’s very sweet.” She grabbed her purse from the counter and checked her lipstick in a small mirror.

“I shouldn’t be too late. The meetings usually wrap up by nine.” She snapped the mirror closed and dropped it back into her purse.

“But… Ryan? Please do be careful if you go to the dock. The boards are all rotten. It’s really dangerous.”

I smirked. I almost said Yes, mommy. But instead, I grinned and said, “Yes, ma’am.”

She rolled her eyes, laughing. “You stop that!” Then she was gone, her heels knocking on the hardwood, and then down the porch steps.

***

After washing the dishes and putting the food away, I went to the den and turned on the ceiling fan. It quickly began wobbling like it wanted to break free from the ceiling and fly away.

Switching it off, I headed out to the back yard.

By now, the sun was on its way towards the mountains, and the sky glowed red-orange. In the soft evening light, I crossed the yard towards the shed.

It stood on the riverbank, half-hidden by an old apple tree. There was no lock on the door, so I opened it.

There was an agreeable, musty-metallic smell inside. Flicking on the light, I was greeted by a pegboard wall neatly hung with an array of tools—including a chainsaw and a beautiful power tool set.

Though they were gathering dust, they still looked brand new, like they had never even been used.

There were also different sized hammers, wrenches, and various types of pliers. Everything was neatly arranged.

Metal shelving held a row of coffee cans, filled with nails and stuff. Each one was labeled, “DECK SCREWS,” “BOLTS 1/2 INCH,” “WASHERS.” A circular saw sat on a lower shelf, still in its case.

There was even a workbench. A pair of garden gloves sat on it, looking like they’d been used recently. The weedwacker, lawn mower, and gardening tools also looked like they got some love.

I glanced over the tools again, nodding with appreciation. Then I closed the shed and strolled over to the dock.

I could immediately see what Caroline was talking about. Wooden steps led straight down the bank, which was fairly steep, connecting to a gangway attached to a floating dock.

The gangway and dock looked solid, if somewhat weathered. They couldn’t have been too old.

The stairs, though, were ancient. One step near the bottom was broken and rotted. Others were grey and soggy looking. The handrail wobbled enough to make anyone nervous.

My mind raced back to the shed. Just about everything I needed was in there. I could replace those steps. Shouldn’t be too difficult. Just a matter of finding the local hardware store to get some lumber.

It would be nice for someone to put those tools to use. But, of course, this was impossible at the moment. I couldn’t exactly start tearing apart my landlady’s property on day one.

I stepped onto the wooden platform of the staircase, curious if there were any other problems apart from the stairs and railing. Maybe I’d head down for a closer look.

I heard a screen door slide open. “Ayyy, no. Ryan! Be careful!”

Sofia was rushing towards me, still barefoot and bikini-clad. But now she’d donned a short, see-through robe, open at the front and streaming around her.

My God. The way her breasts were bouncing. The way her thighs jiggled, somehow tight and soft at the same time. For a second, I forgot entirely about the stairs.

I felt my chest muscles tighten. That flirty dinner with Caroline had already built up enough tension deep inside me. Now, with Sofia bouncing her way towards me, the spring was winding a couple notches tighter.

These women were going to wear me out.
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Chapter seven


“Ryan, what are you doing? Is broken!”

Sofia was hastily tying the gauze robe at her waist, and I couldn’t help but notice how the garment accentuated her incredibly voluptuous figure, the way its folds draped loosely around her hips.

She stopped several feet from the stairs, as if she was afraid to go farther.

“Don’t worry,” I said, smiling at how dramatic she was being. “I’m just checking it out.”

“Ayyy, noooooo! Are you crazy?” She contorted her eyebrows theatrically.

“Nothing’s gonna happen. I was just checking out the damage.” Turning, I stepped down onto the first step.

Sofia let out a little squeal. Looking back, I was surprised to see her gingerly placing one foot on the platform, then the other. She walked toward the edge and stood directly behind me, clutching the shaky railing.

“You shouldn’t go down there,” she whispered, still clutching the railing. “Is dangerous. Believe me, I know because one time I was going swimming, and the step was like…” She mimicked a breaking sound and gestured with her free hand. “It break! Since then, nobody use it.”

“So you guys used to go swimming down there? Must have been fun.”

I stepped back up to the platform, moving to the side so Sofia could see. She moved a little closer to the edge, looking down.

“Yes, it was. But no more. Is very dangerous, Ryan. You see where is broken?” She leaned forward, pointing.

“Boo!” I said softly, reaching around and pinching her arm. She screamed, then immediately clapped a hand over her mouth while the sound echoed on the river.

She swatted my arm. “Ryan! You’re so bad!”

I chuckled, giving her a winning smile. “Couldn’t resist. You’re just too easy to tease.”

She crossed her arms under her plump breasts, fighting a smile. “Ayyyy, nooo. Is no funny. What if I fall?” She turned her face away.

A breeze stirred the lustrous hair that hung down her back, stopping above her impressive rump. With a quick glance, I saw, beneath the see-through robe, the shape of her round cheeks.

“I wouldn’t let you fall,” I murmured.

She heaved a sigh and gazed at the river like a soap opera star when the camera zooms in for a close-up. It would have been the perfect moment to put my arm around her and keep teasing.

She seemed to want it, too.

A thrill ran through me. This was totally possible. I could put my arm around this hot woman who was much older than me.

Maybe even pull her in for a kiss. And even if she didn’t let me do it yet, she’d respect the fact that I tried.

The realization alone sent blood rushing below my waist, making my jeans uncomfortably tight.

It was a good thing the sun had disappeared behind the mountains, leaving us in twilight.

But I let the moment pass.

Because there was also another hot older woman I was flirting with. Caroline. I still wasn’t sure what it meant, but it felt like we’d started something.

Our flirting was definitely real. I’d felt an instant attraction to Caroline, and she’d felt it too—maybe not instantly, but certainly after talking to me for a bit.

But supposing she was flirting with intention, what exactly was she looking for? Just a fling with a younger guy?

Maybe she saw no possibility of a real relationship with me, being so much younger—plus the fact that I was only going to be there for a short time.

I would be down for a fling, if that’s what she wanted. But I was probably overthinking. Best to just go with the flow. We both seemed to enjoy whatever it was that was happening, so I wanted to keep letting it happen.

But if I started something with Sofia at the same time, it could mess everything up. Caroline might get hurt, or think I was just some player trying to hook up with every woman in sight.

So I decided to back away.

“Well, better head in,” I said, turning. “Thanks for saving me. I might have died out here.”

“Yes, I saved your life!” she laughed as she stepped off the stairs. “You owe me.”

“I do. Good night, Sofia.”

“Good night, Ryan.”

For a moment, my gaze lingered as she padded barefoot across her lawn, the gauzy robe floating behind her.

Returning to the shed, I grabbed a screwdriver and carried the ladder into the house.

I set up the ladder under the fan and climbed up. Right away, I could see what the problem was. One of the blades was hanging lower than the others, its screws almost completely loose.

A minute or two with the screwdriver and all the blades were tight again. I climbed down and flicked the switch. The fan spun smoothly, stirring up a gentle breeze.

After putting everything away, I went to the bookshelf and grabbed a well worn volume that had caught my eye earlier— A Life of Henry VIII.

Then, turning off the lights, I went to the kitchen and opened the tin of Caroline’s cookies.

I poured myself a glass of milk and ate four of them. A little excessive, perhaps, but I wasn’t used to being so spoiled. Might as well enjoy it.

Creaking up the wooden stairs to the bedroom, I felt very content.

The bedside lamp cast its warm glow over the bed. The pillowcases looked freshly ironed. Crisp white towels sat neatly folded on a chair, along with a fresh bar of soap. The windows had not only blinds but also curtains.

Caroline clearly paid attention to details.

Slipping under the blankets in boxer shorts, I settled against the headboard with Henry VIII. The mattress was perfect. Not too soft, not too firm. Opening to the first chapter, I caught a whiff of that delicious old book smell mixed with the cozy fresh linen.

But my eyelids grew heavy. It had been a long day of driving. Setting the book on the nightstand, I clicked off the lamp and burrowed into the cool sheets.

The temperature had dropped a lot. A refreshing breeze drifted in through the window, carrying the scent of the river.

I could hear the rustle of leaves outside and, faintly, the sloshing of the river in the darkness.

The last thought in my head was how much better this was from my cramped apartment, where I used to lie awake listening to sirens and car alarms.

It was only my first night, but I already felt at home.
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Chapter eight


Iwoke up early, eager for a new day. The kitchen was glowing with rays of early morning sunlight when I came down.

Caroline stood at the counter spooning yogurt into a bowl, dressed in what must have been her suit for work.

The high-waisted pencil skirt hugged her curves, ending above the knee to show off her legs. A white blouse showed a hint of cleavage, and her fitted blazer was rolled up at the sleeves.

“Morning! You’re up early,” she said, keeping her voice soft in the early hour.

“Slept like a rock,” I said, taking in how different she looked.

“I’m so glad you slept well,” she said, adding strawberries to her yogurt. “If there’s anything else you need, please let me know.”

“I will, but really, it was perfect.” I put my hand on the coffee pot. “Mind if I pour myself a cup?”

“Oh, please do! I made extra in case you came down.”

She was now adding blueberries, and I indulged in a quick look at her ass. Man, did it look good in that tight office-lady skirt. I chewed my lip and filled my cup with coffee.

“Would you like breakfast? An omelet maybe?”

“That would be amazing. Thank you.” I settled onto the stool behind the island. “You look nice,” I murmured, sipping my coffee.

She flashed a smile. “Thanks. I’m dressed for work.”

I relaxed, taking a few more sips. “I fixed the fan, by the way.”

She looked at me in surprise, putting down the eggs. “Seriously?”

“Uh huh.”

Her heels clicked on the floor, hips swaying as she crossed the hall into the other room.

“Wow, you really did!” She called out from the den. “It’s working perfectly!” She click-clacked her way back into the kitchen, beaming at me like I was her hero. “Thank you so much, Ryan.”

I grinned. “It was no big deal. Pretty quick fix.”

“Well, really. Thanks.”

She returned to the stove, humming softly as she turned on the gas burner and took out a cast iron frying pan. She tossed her hair as she reached for a spatula, shifting her weight playfully from heel to heel as she worked.

I watched her with a slight smile, feeling the caffeine start to sharpen me.

Caroline suddenly looked over her shoulder. “Do you want cheese in there too? Yeah, I’ll throw in some cheese.”

“That’d be great. Love cheese.”

“Me too! I’m a cheese-a-holic.”

I watched her take the cheddar cheese out, then dump sliced onion into the pan.

“You’ve got some really nice tools in that shed, by the way,” I said over the sizzling onion bits.

“Oh, the tools. Yeah, my dad bought all that stuff. I don’t know why. He knew I was never going to use it.”

“Aren’t you worried it might get stolen?”

“Stolen? No! That kinda thing never happens around here. Well, okay. Someone down the block had his car broken into like 10 years ago, but the thief was from out of town.”

“I saw a homeless guy on a bike downtown.”

Caroline looked at me, nodding emphatically. “Oh yes, that’s new. We never used to have any, but in the last few years…” She shook her head. “They’ve even set up a tent city in Robertson Park.”

“Really? A tent city here? That’s surprising.”

“The city council just won’t enforce the rules. Between that and some rowdy tourists lately…” She glanced at the window toward her shed. “You really think I should? Lock the shed, I mean.”

“Absolutely,” I said, my voice dropping lower. “You definitely should.”

“Okay, then. I will.” Her voice was soft, almost submissive. It sent a thrill through me.

She slipped the omelet off the pan onto a plate, then walked over and set it on the counter in front of me.

“Thank you,” I said.

She smiled, sitting across from me with her yogurt and coffee

“How long have you worked at the department store?” I asked, forking a chunk of omelet.

She tilted her head, looking up. “Oh gosh, like 23 years. Pretty much after I finished college, I started there. So, you would have been, what?”

“Three. I was three years old.”

She laughed. “Wow. Yeah, you’re twenty-seven, right?”

“Yeah.”

“I’m forty-five,” she murmured, closing her lips around her spoonful of yogurt.

My eyes widened. “Forty-five? Holy crap! You look good. Really good.”

“So do you.” She held my gaze a moment, before stirring her yogurt. “What are you going to do today?”

I shrugged. “No plan. Just explore more and see what I get up to. Find a gym… Hopefully there is one.”

She laughed. “There is literally one. Did you see the town hall?”

“No. I think I saw the courthouse.”

“Yeah, it’s near there, beside the park. But you’d have to be there like now to avoid the crowd.”

She checked her watch, then stood to gather her things. The suit skirt rode up as she reached for her purse on the counter. “I have to go. Sorry I’m always running off.”

“That’s okay. You’ve got a lot on your plate. Your shift must start pretty early.”

“Eight o’clock. But it’s a 25-minute drive. Harold’s is in Chestnut Cove, the next town over.”

“What time do you get back?”

“Around five.” She hesitated, adjusting her blazer. She gave me an apologetic look. “But then I’ll have to go again. It’s movie night with my girlfriends. We do it every week— dinner and a movie.”

“That’s okay,” I smiled.

She dabbed her lips with a napkin, then scooped up her keys. “I’ll still be here to make dinner though.”

“And what about tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow?”

“Yeah. Tomorrow evening. Any plans?”

Caroline suddenly had a touch of shyness. “Well, actually, I thought we might have dinner together. Talk more.”

“I’d like that. I was thinking the same thing.”

“Great then. Let’s do it.”

We exchanged a lingering glance before she headed for the door.

“Have a great day, Ryan.”

“You too, Caroline.”

My foot was tapping with energy as she left. I shoveled the last of the omelet into my mouth, along with the crispy bacon and toast. The whole grain bread was perfect, like everything else in Caroline’s kitchen.

I stood and wandered over to the cookie tin, taking one of her oatmeal chocolate cookies. I was already addicted.

Better not make this too much of a habit, I thought, slapping my toned stomach. One thing I’d always made time for, no matter how hectic things got with the business, was working out.

The gym had always been an escape to clear my head. When I was there, my restless mind slowed down and I didn’t think about much else.

Later, I’d go find that one Caroline mentioned.

Hopefully it wouldn’t be too crowded.
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Chapter nine


Iwalked through the doors of Mountain Fitness at 11 o’clock. It wasn’t too crowded.

The space wasn’t very big or fancy, but it had everything I needed, and it was only $5 for a one-day drop in.

I saw the squat rack was free, so I went straight for it.

After the third set, as I was racking the bar, I noticed a girl looking at me in the mirror as she walked by.

She was a pretty blonde with a ponytail. As soon as I met her eyes, she tossed her head, looking away as if I’d been ogling her or something.

Pff, whatever, I thought. I only noticed you because you were looking at me.

Later, after finishing some lunges, I caught her looking at me again. This time she just looked up and pretended to be focused on her shoulder press.

That was when I recognized her.

This was the real estate girl across the street. Amber McSomething?

A bit later, when I was on the lat pulldown machine, I accidentally saw her again in the mirror.

She was on the stairmaster machine now, her ponytail bouncing around wildly. Fit legs, delicate arms, perky breasts.

Don’t look!

Reaching up and gripping the bar, I pulled it down, squeezing my lat muscles, putting everything I had into the set.

After that, I moved around to the seated row. But just as I finished my first set, another woman came to the pulldown machine on the opposite side, walking right into my line of view.

Stretchy yoga pants revealed big, powerful thighs. And it was impossible not to notice the tantalizing amount of cleavage in her sports bra as she bent forward to adjust the weight.

She had a short haircut with a shock of bangs falling across her forehead.

For some reason, she reminded me of Caroline. Though she looked very different, they were around the same age, and this lady had her own particular kind of ‘mommy’ vibe.

Her brown eyes met mine. They were pretty but sharp, like a no-nonsense school teacher keeping her eyes on misbehaving boys.

It was the kind of gaze that turns a lot of men to stone.

I kept my poise, unhurriedly taking up the bar for another set. One… Two… Three…

I tried to focus on my reps, but it was hard because the lady settled directly in front of me. Our eyes met again for an instant. We both looked away.

Four… Five… Six…

She pulled the bar down and expertly executed her first rep with perfect form.

Turning my gaze to the side, a mirror revealed that she was looking at me too, watching my form with a professional eye.

Eight… Nine… Ten… Don’t get distracted. You’ve already got a date tomorrow night with one beautiful mature woman.

My muscles were pumped at this point, veins popping out. I was feeling great. I squeezed out a final rep, and rose, brimming with adrenaline and hormones.

I cast my eyes around for a curved barbell. I saw one guy sitting down with one on his knees as he stared at his phone.

There had to be more. As I glanced around, a voice came from behind me.

“Looking for something specific?”

It was her. The woman from the lat machine.

She strode towards me. There was something authoritative about her presence, with those huge breasts squished into that sports bra and her naturally robust, wide-hipped build.

“Yeah, I was looking for the curl bar.” I demonstrated the motion of a barbell curl.

“Ah. People didn’t put them away. Come on, let’s find one.” It was almost an order. This lady was definitely used to telling people what to do.

Her walk was purposeful, athletic. The sports top left most of her back exposed — strong yet feminine. My eyes flicked down to her shapely ass, rounded out by squats, the line of her panties visible through the thin yoga pants.

She stopped at the resistance machines and pointed. “There.”

“Perfect. Thanks.”

“Need anything else, let me know. I’m the owner.”

Her tone was clipped, almost dismissive, as if I was just another gym bro she had to deal with.

I picked up the bar with one hand, meeting her gaze directly. “I’m Ryan.”

Something softened in her expression as I held out my hand—that schoolmarm strictness wavering. “I’m Kate. Nice to meet you, Ryan.”

I held her gaze as our hands connected. Her eyes widened for a moment, and a flush came into her cheeks.

She looked down, almost shy, then gave me one quick glance as she turned away. There was a glimmer of interest in her eyes.

She quickly recovered her commanding demeanor as she strode away.

I knocked out my sets of curls, thinking about how I’d just cracked this matriarch’s tough exterior.

Then I hopped on the treadmill and cranked it up to 10. My legs pumping, heart racing, it felt great to exert myself and blow off some of the tension that had been building up.

By the time I finished, I’d worked up quite the appetite.

Time to see what Sofia was cooking up at that restaurant of hers.

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter ten


The lunch rush was in full swing at Como en Casa. Construction workers and office people crowded the small space, their forks clinking against plates of rice, beans, and grilled meat.

The only empty table was in a corner near the kitchen. As a waitress cleared dishes away, I watched Sofia working in the kitchen.

She wore a white apron over a T-shirt and jeans, her face was made up prettily, and her hair tied back in a high ponytail.

Her voice rose above the din as she gestured with her hands, speaking in Spanish. Her staff were all smiles, laughing and joking as they worked.

She spotted me. “Ryan, you came! Welcome. Are you ready to eat some Colombian food?”

She walked over and stood close to me, putting her hand on my shoulder as if I was a close relative.

“I’m ready, but I have no idea what to try.”

“Hmmm.” She drew in her bottom lip, narrowing her eyes. “Are you hungry?”

“Starving.”

“You should try Bandeja Paisa. You will like. Is very much.” She spread her hands out, as if showing the size of the plate.

“Does it have meat?”

Her eyes widened. “Yes! Lots of protein.”

“Perfect.”

“Okay! Bandeja paisa! I cook for you myself.”

The food took some time, but it was worth the wait.

Just the sight of it made me grin. Two types of sausage, finely ground beef, rice, and beans that were just beans — no added sugar or other garbage. A fresh avocado, fried plantain, and an egg to complete the picture.

A great post-workout meal.

I dove in, mixing the yolk with the rice and beans. Every bite hit the spot.

Sofia watched from the kitchen. “How is it? You like?”

“Love it!” I said with my mouth full, giving a thumbs up.

“See? I told you!”

Several men occasionally glanced at Sofia and me. I wasn’t sure if they were jealous of the attention I was getting, but I couldn’t blame them if they were.

I was finishing the last bites of my meal when Sofia came over again, a look of satisfaction on her face. “You were so hungry! Doesn’t Carolina feed you?”

I chuckled. “Oh, yeah, she feeds me very well.”

She nudged my shoulder playfully. “Whose cooking do you like better? Mine, right?”

“SOFIA! MI AMOR!” The annoying voice boomed through the restaurant, drawing everyone’s attention.

A heavyset man in an expensive but ill-fitting suit pushed through the door. Gaudy rings sparkled on his stubby fingers, and the stink of his cologne invaded the entire restaurant.

Sofia’s mouth tightened, and stress lines instantly appeared on her forehead. But she forced a smile, turning towards the man. “Hello, Mr. Benson.”

His gimlety eyes narrowed as he noticed me. But then he looked at Sofia, peeling his lips back into a gross smile.

“Come on, Sofia! How many times do I have to tell you? Call me Frank.” His tone was sort of like he was joking but had an edge I really didn’t like.

Sofia backed away from my table and stood at the counter. The man strode in and planted himself beside her at the counter, much too close. He lowered his voice, but I was close enough to overhear him.

“Have you thought more about our conversation?” he asked, leaning closer.

“I already tell you no.” Her voice was quiet but firm. “The price is too high. Is impossible.”

“Don’t be so hasty. I told you I’m willing to give you a deal.”

He rested his elbow on the counter, placing his fat hand on the edge, pointing it towards her. “A smart business lady like you? We could work something out. Let’s have dinner tonight and discuss it. I’ll take you to Essence.”

Essence? My lip curled even more. There’s a restaurant here called ‘Essence’?

“What time do you close?” Benson continued. “I’ll pick you up.”

“No, thank you. I—” He moved closer. Sofia took a step back, but his grubby fingers still managed to graze her arm.

My jaw clenched. I wanted to trample those ring-covered fingers under my shoes.

But I stayed in my seat, hands fisted under the table. This wasn’t the time or place, and he was already backing off.

Sofia was clearly angry. She hissed, “Please, Mr. Benson. I’m busy.”

“Always working! That’s your problem.” He gave a theatrical sigh, looking around the restaurant. “Too bad. This little business has potential. But you won’t get a better offer in this market. I’m going to let you think about it some more. I think you’ll come around.”

He finally turned and shambled out, dragging his stinky cologne smell along with him.

Sofia stood there for a moment, taking slow breaths. The whole restaurant seemed to exhale with her.

She noticed my empty plate and came over, her usual warmth returning to her face, though her eyes were still troubled. “Everything was good?”

“It was perfect. But, Sofia, who was that guy? Sorry, I know it’s none of my business, but…”

She glanced around, then leaned on the back of the chair beside me. “Mr. Benson buys a lot of properties in town.”

I nodded. “And he owns the place you want to buy?”

“Yes.” She pulled out the chair and sat down, resting her hands in her lap. “My restaurant is popular, but is too small. When it gets busy, I lose customers.”

“Yes, I can see that. You can’t grow your business without a bigger place.”

“Exactly. More space means more tables. And already I find the perfect place.”

She threw her head back, gazing dreamily at the wall. “The location is perfect. Big windows. A lot of space. I really like it. But… Mr. Benson is asking a crazy price. Like three times what it’s really worth.”

“Why is he asking so much?”

“Because of gentrification. You know?”

“Of course. Is that happening here?”

“Is starting. Everyone thinks big developers and companies will come soon. So he’s waiting.”

“That’s really frustrating. And the new restaurants are just going to be pretentious overpriced places with crappy food.”

“Exactly!” She dropped her hand on my wrist, talking rapidly. “But is worse! I was gonna buy his place before he buy it. But then he offered more than the price they were asking.”

I shook my head. “He pulled the rug from under your feet.”

She sat back in her chair, making a sour face. “And now, he keeps trying to…” She stopped herself, shaking her head. “Never mind. I should get back to the kitchen.” But she didn’t move to get up.

“He keeps trying what?”

“To get me to have dinner with him so we can ‘talk’ about a deal. He trying to take advantage of me. Is disgusting.”

“That’s infuriating,” I said, thinking about Benson’s revolting presence. “You don’t deserve this.”

She crossed her arms, shaking her head. “No! I don’t deserve it.” She stood, smoothing her apron. “Sorry to tell you all my problems.”

“No, it’s fine. If you ever want to talk about it more…” I held her gaze meaningfully. She might have been passionate and hard working, but she needed someone strong in her corner. We both knew it.

She touched my shoulder. “You’re sweet.”

“Not that sweet,” I said in a low voice. “When he touched you, I wanted to break his fingers.”

“Ayyy, noooo!” She pressed her hands to her chest in mock horror, but her eyes darkened with interest. “Machismo is no good.”

Her hand returned to my shoulder, fingers trailing lightly as she moved to pick up my plate with her free hand.

She tossed her ponytail and murmured, “Anyway, you can’t fight. You have to stay handsome for Carolina. Don’t you have a date tomorrow night?”

I looked at her. “Wow, word travels fast. You heard about that, huh?”

“Yes, I did.” She pinched my chin with her free hand. “So no more talk about fighting, guapo.”

I watched her hips sway as she walked back to the kitchen, then forced myself to look away.

Caroline and Sofia must be really close friends, I thought, if they’re sharing details about their love lives with each other.

I leaned back in my chair. Between breakfast with Caroline, Kate at the gym, and Sofia feeding me —Today was turning out to be fun.

I couldn’t wait to see Caroline this evening. She’d be going out with her friends, but we could still flirt for a bit before she left.

I planned to give her just the right kind of attention to keep her thinking about me all evening.

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter eleven


Ispent a couple hours on Caroline’s back porch, accompanying the young Henry VIII through his Latin studies and jousting lessons.

Then I explored Robertson Park, following the winding trail along the river. I spotted a red-tailed hawk watching from the branches.

When I got back, the late afternoon shadows were stretching across the street. My pulse picked up when I saw Caroline’s car in the driveway.

The smell of cooking drew me to the kitchen. Caroline was at the stove, wearing a flowing summer dress that swirled around her thighs, ending well above her knees.

As she leaned forward to stir a pot, the thin material settled against her bottom.

She turned, smiling. “Hi. I’m just making a quick dinner before I go out. Are you hungry?”

“I am,” I said, making an effort to keep my eyes on her face. Her breasts sat heavily beneath the fabric of her dress. “What are you cooking?”

“Pasta. I hope that’s okay, hun? I need to leave in about half an hour.”

She turned back to the stove, reaching for the salt. The dress rode up her thighs.

“Pasta’s perfect,” I murmured, moving closer to the stove. “Can I help?”

“You can get me the colander. It’s in that cabinet.” She stirred her sauce with the wooden spoon, watching it bubble with a little smile on her lips.

I reached past her to open the cabinet door. She shifted to let me reach, but her hip somehow brushed against me.

“Thank you,” she said softly, taking the colander. Our fingers touched as she slowly took it from my hand.

“You smell good,” I murmured.

“Thanks.”

We were standing so close, but neither of us moved away. My hand rested on the counter, inches from her stomach.

My muscles tightened, and I felt my heart beating against my chest. I was itching to touch her.

But Caroline suddenly turned to face me, one hand on her hip. “By the way, someone sure seems to like my cookies! You’ve eaten almost all of them.”

She stood with her chest out, and her impressive bust was straining against the dress. Her nipples had hardened, and they were poking against the material, pointing at me bossily.

I was like a boy caught with his hand in the cookie jar. “Did I eat that many?” I smirked, meeting her gaze. “Sorry. Guess I shouldn’t have pigged out like that.”

She turned back to the stove, but I could see the amused smile on her lips. “Guess I’m going to have to make you another batch,” she sighed, shaking her head.

I moved a little closer, still smirking.

Should I say it? Maybe it’s too silly. Who cares? Just say it!

“Okay, mommy,” I murmured, putting my arm around her shoulder.

She let out a shriek, her mouth dropping open. “Ryan, no!” She gave me a pleading look. “Is… is that really how you see me? I mean, I know I am old enough to be your mom, but… Are you saying I’m an old maid already?”

“Not a maid—a mommy,” I joked, my arm still around her. “My sweet North Carolina mommy who bakes me cookies.”

She threw her head back laughing as I pulled her closer. Her soft body comfortably nestled against mine.

I kissed her cheek, and her laughter abruptly fell silent. I could feel her chest rising and falling as she started breathing deeply.

I kissed her again, this time holding my lips against the softness of her cheek.

The wooden spoon sat forgotten in the pot. I turned her towards me. Her body was so yielding in my arms.

I pressed my lips against her forehead, and my hand caressed her back, moving down to her waist.

Then, gently, I touched my lips against hers. We kissed softly at first, then with growing intensity. She melted against me. My hands wandered over her back, then took hold of her hips, kneading her flesh through the dress.

She shook suddenly, a tremor running through her body. Her hands clutched at my shirt, but there was something almost desperate in her grip. Her breath came in short gasps.

I pulled back slightly, remembering it had been seventeen years since she’d been with anyone.

“Hey.” I brushed her hair back from her face. “Your sauce is going to burn.”

“Oh!” She turned back to the stove, her hands trembling with the wooden spoon. I kept my hand on her waist, keeping her steady.

“Sofia was right about you,” she said after a moment.

“Oh? What did she say?”

“She said she likes the way you talk to her…and look at her.”

“She did?” I watched Caroline’s face. She gazed dreamily into the pot, her cheeks still red.

“Uh huh, she did. She was telling me all about you two flirting at the dock... She thinks you’re handsome.”

I chewed my cheek. “Actually, you know, she was kind of flirting with me today, too. I had lunch at her restaurant—”

Caroline grinned at me, leaning close. “Oh, is that right? She was doing all the flirting, huh? And you were totally innocent?”

“Well…I guess I was flirting back a little. I wasn’t sure if—”

She interrupted my sentence by throwing a hand around the back of my neck and kissing my lips. “You can flirt with Sofia. I don’t mind.”

“You don’t?” It seemed almost too good to be true.

As my mind swirled, trying to process this information, Caroline’s hands slid up my chest. She kissed me again, more deeply this time.

Her tongue touched mine, and I dissolved into the passion of the moment, giving up trying to make sense of what it all meant.

Caroline checked her watch, taking up the spoon again.

“You have to go soon?” I asked.

“Pretty soon. But I’ve got some time.”

I kissed her cheek again, squeezing her waist. “Do you like wine?”

She looked at me. “Of course. Why?”

“Red or white?” My hand moved down onto her ass.

She breathed, “Are you getting some tomorrow for…”

“For our date.” I caressed the lovely shape of her bottom, squeezing it gently.

“I…I love both. Get whatever you want.”

“Okay.” My voice was hoarse.

I was achingly hard now, and Caroline must have felt it because she shifted her hips, pressing back against me.

She kept stirring the pasta sauce, but her breathing had gotten heavier. “Um, I should plate this up for you before I go.”

“Alright,” I said, reluctantly letting go of her ass. “I’ll go wash up.”

As I returned from the bathroom, Caroline was moving around the kitchen, putting salt and pepper near my spot at the counter.

There was a new energy to her movements, a mixture of nervous excitement and arousal.

“Here you go,” she said, setting my dinner on the counter. Then she glanced at her watch again and bit her lip with an apologetic look. “I need to get going.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “Really. It’s your girls’ night.”

She tilted her head, smiling. “Thank you.”

“Go have fun with your friends.”

She leaned forward over the counter, giving me a view of her breasts. “Try not to eat all my cookies while I’m gone.”

She said it teasingly, but the way she bit her lip told me she was already thinking about tomorrow night.

“Can’t make any promises,” I said. “Your cookies are impossible to resist.”

When the front door closed, I almost didn’t even notice—I was so engrossed in my food. The pasta was simple and delicious, with plenty of meat in the sauce.

Returning to the porch with Henry VIII, I tried to focus on reading, but my mind kept wandering to Caroline. The way she’d melted into my arms, her soft gasps against my neck.

Through the trees, I watched the pink sunset fading behind the mountains, my leg bouncing with pent-up energy. Tomorrow night couldn’t come fast enough.

I needed to calm down, so I settled in the den and looked up some documentaries of historic naval battles. For some strange reason they always settled my mind.

Eventually, I dozed off on the couch.

When I woke up, I saw that Caroline had sent me a message at 10:58 PM.

Hey! Having fun without me?

You might be in bed already but just thought I’d tell you, I’ll be pretty late getting back.

A warm feeling swelled in my chest. My fingers tingling, I typed:

Okay. Thanks for letting me know.

She responded immediately with a heart emoji, followed by a kiss.

Climbing into bed a few minutes later, I remembered the feel of her lips against mine.

I fell asleep thinking about tomorrow, longing to have her soft body pressed against me again.
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Chapter twelve


Caroline was long gone when I came down the next morning a little before eight. I made myself a coffee and strolled out to the backyard barefoot.

The heat was already beginning to gather, but there were some big clouds in the sky today, towering like fortresses.

The grass felt good under my feet as I strolled towards the riverbank. Intricate spider webs glistened with morning dew between the branches.

I watched a moth caught in one of the webs, languidly flapping his wings. It almost seemed like he didn’t want to escape. I imagined I could hear him sighing with contentment as the spider wrapped her legs around him and gathered him in.

Sipping my coffee, I peered around at Sofia’s back porch. She was likely already at work too.

Walking back inside, the memory of what Caroline and I did in the kitchen yesterday gave me a pleasant rush. My lingering sleepiness dissipated, replaced by relentless energy building up in my muscles.

I made a quick breakfast of bacon and eggs, then headed to the gym.

Mountain Fitness was quieter this time. Neither Kate nor Amber were there.

I lost myself in the workout, moving through my sets with practiced intensity. With each rep, I pictured Caroline’s body melting against mine, the way she’d pressed her rear end against me in the kitchen.

The memory drove me to push harder.

By the time I finished, my shoulders were on fire and my chest was pumped. Sweat darkened my shirt, and I felt great. My earlier jitters transformed into a satisfied fatigue.

Pushing through the gym’s door, I looked up at massive clouds rushing across the sky above the central park. Wind tossed my hair.

The weather app on my phone said it was going to rain.

Crossing through the square, I passed the courthouse and noticed the town hall, which was pretty uninspiring— a drab box-shaped building, probably from the 1980s.

After a block of historic buildings retrofitted into offices, I passed some trendy-looking cafes and restaurants before reaching the liquor store.

It was cool and quiet after the muggy heat outside. I browsed the wine section, looking for something nice but not extravagant.

I settled on a Cabernet Sauvignon I’d had before— mature and full-bodied like Caroline herself.

But as I turned towards the counter, my eyes lingered on the whites. On impulse, I grabbed a dry one I knew I’d enjoy.

“Good choice,” the clerk said, tapping the red as he rang it up. “This is a favorite of mine.”

His chattiness almost shocked me. Such a refreshing change from the city.

“Yeah, it’s a good one,” I said with a smile.

He nodded towards the window. “Gonna be a storm tonight, looks like.”

“Yeah. We could probably use the rain, actually.”

“Sure could! Been too long. You have a good evening now.” He waved as I headed out the door.

As I walked back, dead leaves skittered across the sidewalk, hinting at September right around the corner.

The afternoon crawled by with no rain, just that electric charge in the air. All that heat building up for so long… It was finally going to break.

The trees were tossing outside the bedroom window as I got ready for Caroline.

Fresh from the shower, I put on jeans and a black polo shirt. The bottles of wine sat on my dresser. As I ran fingers through my damp hair, I heard the front door open, and Caroline’s heels clicking on the hardwood.

My pulse quickened.

The sounds of her moving around the kitchen floated up the stairs. The domestic comfort of it, knowing she was down there getting things ready for our evening together.

Taking the wine, I headed downstairs and made my way through the darkening living room towards the kitchen.

Caroline stood looking into the fridge, wearing her work clothes—another pencil skirt and blouse, her suit jacket draped over her arm.

“Hi,” I said, pausing in the doorway, holding a wine bottle in each hand.

She turned, and a slight blush colored her cheeks. “Hi.” Her eyes traveled over me appreciatively. “You look nice.”

“So do you.” I wandered in, letting my gaze linger.

She chuckled, giving me a look. “These are just my work clothes.” Her hand smoothed over her blouse, and I noticed she’d had her nails done.

“Well, they suit you.” I kept my voice casual though my eyes were not.

“I thought we could grill some steaks,” she said, as I stood near her, close enough to lean forward and kiss her—though I didn’t do it yet.

She gestured weakly towards the counter, but her eyes remained fixed on me, waiting.

But I only let my gaze wander over her lips for a second. Then I looked at the counter. A couple of steaks were marinating.

“I… thought we could do a grill,” she breathed, looking at my jaw.

Her hand reached for me, but she pulled it back suddenly. A smile flickered on her lips. “Assuming you like steak.”

“Perfect,” I murmured. “It’ll go well with the wine.” I sat the bottles on the counter.

A sensual look came into her eyes as she bit her lip, looking at the labels. “Can’t wait to try them.”

“Should get started on that grill soon," I said, moving closer. “There’s going to be a storm.”

She nodded, eyes wide. “Yes. It’s gonna start pouring any minute. But we’ll be dry under the porch roof. I’m just going to go get changed first, okay?”

As she spoke, she gazed into my eyes and came very close, putting her hand on my stomach.

“Okay.”

She smiled. “I’ll come back soon.”

“Alright, I’ll be waiting.”

The kitchen was getting darker. I heard the wind in the trees outside as Caroline leaned in and kissed me softly.

She pulled back with a shy smile. “Won’t be long.”

As she turned to go, her fingers trailed across my stomach, slow, deliberate. Claiming me.
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Chapter thirteen


While Caroline was getting changed, I got the barbecue going.

Thunder rumbled in the distance. The sky was grey. The wind rushed through the yard, stirring the trees, but it felt refreshing.

Her footsteps came as I watched the flames lapping under the dripping meat.

“Oh, you’ve already got them started!”

Pushing aside the screen door, she stepped out in a form-fitting dress that hugged every curve and showed off her legs.

“I hope this isn’t too much,” she said, smoothing the dress over her hips. Her hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders.

“It’s perfect.” My voice came out huskier than I intended.

She smiled, pleased with my reaction. “You want to open the wine? I think I have an opener here, actually.”

“Sure.”

She turned and rummaged in a small wooden box. As she bent over, the fabric stretched over her ass, and I could faintly see the line between her cheeks.

I was quickly growing hard, but I turned my attention to the meat on the barbecue, trying to temper my excitement.

She stood beside me with the opener. “Here it is. I’ll go get some glasses.”

“Sure.” The sky flashed with distant lightning as I picked up the red wine.

She turned suddenly, her hand on the sliding door. “Hey, would you like to eat out here? We can watch the storm rolling in.” Her eyes shone with excitement, as if she was suggesting something illicit.

I smiled. “Sounds good to me.” The cork came out with a pop.

Our steaks turned out perfect, with a nice char on the outside.

I watched her take her first sip of wine, noticing how she closed her eyes, savoring it.

The air was darker now. Lightning flickered, illuminating the patio.

“I love this,” she said, cutting into her steak, the red juice pooling on her plate. “Just sitting here watching the storm get closer.” Her voice was soft, almost dreamy.

Thunder rumbled, and the wind stirred her hair. She watched me over her wine glass. “I used to do this in college. Sit outside during storms, writing in my journal.”

“What did you write about?”

“I’d write poetry. Or I’d just describe what I saw, and how I felt.” She let out a small laugh. “I was a Lit major. What can I say?”

“But you don’t do that anymore?”

“No.” She sighed, swirling the wine in her glass. “I haven’t done anything spontaneous in... forever. But having you here... it makes me feel different.”

Her eyes met mine, glinting in the gathering darkness. “Am I saying too much?”

“Not at all.” I touched her hand. Her skin was warm and soft. I lifted her fingers lightly. “You did your nails. They look nice.”

“Thanks.”

Her fingers rested in my hand. The wind picked up, rustling the trees more urgently now. Lightning flashed, briefly illuminating her cleavage displayed by the neckline of her dress.

She smirked.

“What’s that smirk about?” I moved my chair closer.

She ran a finger over my arm. “Nothing. I’m just surprised you have all those muscles hidden under there.”

I flexed my arm, holding it up for her. Her eyes widened, and she draped her fingers over it, caressing my bicep and forearm.

I moved my chair right beside hers, putting an arm around her waist.

“Ryan…” she breathed, but whatever she was going to say was lost in a sudden crack of thunder.

Beyond the river, the mountains had disappeared in dark clouds. Ribbons of rain washed over the fields.

She stood suddenly and walked to the railing. “Come here,” she said, reaching for me without looking. “Look at the storm coming towards us.”

I moved behind her, close enough to smell her perfume mixing with the night air. The first few drops of rain began to tap the patio roof above us.

A drop hit my hair, carried sideways by the wind. Caroline leaned forward over the railing, letting the drops hit her face.

Her dress pulled tight across her hips as she bent forward. “I love this. The wildness of it.”

The rain picked up. I moved closer, my hands taking Caroline’s waist.

She pressed back against me with a soft sound. Through the thin material of her dress, I could feel the twin mounds of her ass pressing against me.

My manhood stiffened, lengthening out from my boxer shorts and pushing on the leg of my jeans.

Caroline sucked in a breath of air, grinding her beautiful rump against me. I grabbed her meaty arms, sinking my fingers into her flesh.

She leaned back against me moaning, her hair wild against my chest. I reached around her, brushing my fingers over her thighs, tracing my hands over her hips and ribs.

My heart was racing as I groped her breasts through her dress.

My fingers trembled almost with disbelief. It was actually happening. I had my hands on this much older woman, and she wanted it as badly as I did.

It felt like I’d entered a forbidden garden, and I was about to push through the door of the sacred temple in its center.

Thunder cracked directly overhead, making Caroline jump and turn to face me in my arms. Her hair was wet with rain, her eyes wild. Before I could react, she grabbed my shirt and pulled me into a deep kiss.

The storm raged around us as we kissed. My hands went under her skirt, groping her inner thigh where it was unbelievably hot and inviting.

I placed my fingers between those thighs, pushing lightly into the fleshy softness behind her panties.

Caroline gasped, leaning back on the banister, spreading her thighs as rain streamed down her chest.

The rain on the roof was loud now, and the river was alive with the streaming downpour.

But Caroline’s moans rose above the storm as her hand fell on my shoulder, gripping me.

With her passion rising, I took my hand away, gently letting her come down as I kissed her lips and caressed her.

Then she broke away suddenly, her eyes dancing with laughter. The storm had reawakened something deep inside her. Something long dormant and neglected.

She moved towards the balcony’s corner where the rain poured down. Beyond, above the fence, the neighbor’s bushes and trees roiled in a dark tumult.

She curled a hand around the post and leaned over the banister. Lightning flashed again, closer now, illuminating her figure through the wet dress. She looked almost otherworldly, like a siren.

“I want to feel it,” she said, reaching her hand out past the roof’s edge. The wind caught her hair, whipping it around her face.

I laughed and stepped towards her, wanting nothing more than to press my body against hers.

But suddenly, a terrible crack split the air above us— not thunder, this time.

I looked up to see an enormous dark shape plummeting toward where Caroline stood.

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter fourteen


Igrabbed Caroline around the waist and yanked her away. The gigantic thing plummeted into the yard, its long arm crashing against the railing where she’d been standing, shaking the entire porch.

Caroline swooned, almost falling, but I held her firm.

Below, in the darkness, a monstrous shape lay sprawled across the lawn, leaves and knotted wood glistening in the rain.

The branch was resting against the railing, its gnarled fingers reaching onto the porch.

“Oh, my God,” Caroline cried, turning in my arms. She clung to my shirt, her face tilted up to mine as the sideways rain pelted us.

I wiped her hair away to see her startled eyes. She was gasping for breath, her chest heaving. She pressed against me, and I could feel her heart pounding against me through our wet clothes.

“You okay?” I asked, kissing her face.

She just nodded, still clinging to me, a strange look in her eyes. Her whole body was trembling. I couldn’t help kissing her forehead between her eyes.

“You saved me,” she breathed, her fingers curled in my shirt, pulling me in.

Lightning flashed, and I could see the railing was damaged.

Caroline reached up and touched my face, tracing her fingers along my jaw before pulling me down into a desperate kiss.

“Come on,” I said softly, guiding her towards the door. She clung to me as we moved inside, not wanting to let go.

The house was dark and silent. “Power’s out,” I murmured, flicking the light switch as Caroline kissed my neck.

We stumbled through the den, leaving wet footprints across the hardwood floor. Caroline was making little sounds in her throat, her arms draped around my neck as we passionately made out.

She broke away just long enough to whisper, “My room.”

The house was strange in the darkness, windows rattling from thunder as we made our way to the stairs.

In Caroline’s bedroom, lightning flashed through her gauzy curtains, briefly illuminating the feminine space — a large bed with soft linens, antique furniture, framed art on the walls. Everything about it was so her.

She faced me, rain still dripping from her hair. The wet dress stuck to her skin. Slowly, deliberately, she reached behind her back and unzipped it.

She shed the material, letting it drop to the ground and revealing her full breasts almost escaping from her bra, her soft stomach, the curves of her hips.

She seemed both vulnerable and powerful as my hands found her waist, sliding over her wet skin. She pressed against me, forcefully lifting my shirt. I pulled it off.

Then I took her waist with one hand, digging my fingers into her flesh as my other hand explored the roundness of her ass.

Pressing my lips against her soft cheek, I made a trail of kisses to her neck, down to her shoulders, her chest, her stomach.

I found myself on my knees, caressing her legs and kissing her thighs. She gasped in surprise as my lips came closer to her apex. I kissed her panties, my hands lovingly groping her bottom.

Her fingers were in my hair as she moaned. I felt her warmth enveloping me.

Thunder exploded outside, rattling the windows as my tongue touched her panties, my fingers reaching for the band of the material. But she was already scrambling to remove them.

She squirmed her hips, pushing her panties down. I yanked them down her thighs and immediately began licking.

She started gasping and shaking as noises of awe escaped her throat. I relentlessly kissed and lapped my tongue over her.

After a moment, she urgently caressed my face and guided me towards the bed.

As she lay on the blankets, pulling me down with her, the storm seemed to fade away. She lay back, her skin glowing in the storm-light.

I traced my fingers over her collarbone, down between her breasts. She was so warm and soft.

“You’re shivering,” I murmured.

“Not from cold.” Her hands moved over my chest, exploring. Then lower, working at my belt. I hastily shed my jeans.

“God, Ryan. I haven’t been with anyone since…” She caught her breath as I kissed her neck, then worked the clasp of her bra.

It came apart, revealing her full breasts. They were natural and heavy, with large pink nipples. When I took one in my mouth, sucking it, she arched her back, gasping.

I moved down, kissing her stomach before returning to that place of infinite comfort between her thighs. I licked and kissed. Then, working a finger past her wet folds, I curled it upwards and found her spot.

She squirmed against the bed, gasping desperately, her hips moving involuntarily as my tongue found her clitoris.

I continued my ministrations methodically, enjoying the way she shivered and moaned.

Before long, her hips jutted upwards with convulsions as she closed her thighs around my head.

Immediately she grabbed me, pulling my face towards her. Her hands found me through my underwear, and it was my turn to gasp. She stroked me through the fabric, growing bolder with each touch.

“Please…I want you,” she breathed, hooking her thumbs in my waistband.

“I don’t have a condom.”

“You’re clean?”

“Yes. I got a test when I broke up with my girlfriend. Haven’t been with anyone since.”

She was already pulling me towards her.

I positioned myself between her thighs. She was soaking wet. When I pushed inside her, she cried out, clutching my shoulders, a look of revelation on her face.

“Oh god, you feel so good.”

Her body welcomed me perfectly, warm, tight, and wet. I moved slowly at first, savoring every sensation. Caroline’s legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me in further.

The deeper I got, the more shocked her face was.

“Oh, I love your dick…” she moaned, her fingers digging into my back. “Please... harder.”

I obliged, driving into her with increasing force. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, and she threw her head back, completely lost in the moment.

Outside, the storm raged on, but we were in our own world. Every cry from Caroline, every squeeze of her inner muscles around me, increased the pleasure.

“Oh my god, you feel so good…” Her words dissolved into gasps as her body tensed beneath me. I could feel her starting to pulse around me.

“Come for me,” I murmured in her ear, my voice authoritative. “Let go, Caroline.”

She shattered, crying out my name as waves of pleasure wracked her body.

I increased my speed, pushing myself over the edge. I felt myself pop inside her, pumping a powerful stream of cum deep into her.

She gasped, “You’re coming… I can feel it.”

I continued spurting seed into her, surprising even myself at how much I had in me.

We both clung to each other as we rode out our climax together.

Then I collapsed beside her, both of us breathing heavily. Caroline curled into me, resting her head on my chest. Her body was warm and soft against mine.

The storm had quieted somewhat, leaving just the gentle sound of rain against the windows. I stroked her hair, still damp from earlier, and she made a contented humming sound.

“That was…” she started, then laughed softly. “That was what I needed.”

“Me too.” I pulled her closer, breathing in her scent.

We lay there in comfortable silence for a while, just touching, caressing. Then Caroline propped herself up on one elbow, looking at me with those bright blue eyes.

She traced patterns on my chest with her finger. “I haven’t been with anyone since my divorce. That’s… a long time.”

“Long time to be alone,” I said softly, still stroking her hair.

“Mm-hmm. Sometimes I thought maybe that part of my life was over. It just got harder and harder to meet people. I mean, I didn’t want to become a ‘cougar’ or whatever, you know?”

“Like, dressing up and going to bars?”

She waved her hand. “Ugh! Yeah, I have zero interest in that. But then you show up… And here we are.”

Rain pattered steadily against the windows. Caroline’s hand kept moving over my chest, as if she couldn’t quite believe I was real.

She continued. “You know what’s funny? I bought this house right after my divorce. I got a good deal, and my dad helped me with the money.

“But everyone thought I was delusional. Such a big place for just one person? But the thing was… I’d always had this dream of having a family. And this house was exactly what I pictured. I just thought maybe someday…”

Her voice trailed off, but I understood. The empty rooms, the big yard, the nurturing way she took care of me. It all made sense now. She should have been a mom and a wife. She should have had a husband and kids to care for.

“Anyway, I guess life had other plans,” she said with a small laugh. “But I never thought I’d be here in bed with a man young enough to be my son.”

“Nah, I’m not that young,” I said, even though I knew it was technically true.

“I know you’re not,” she said dotingly, tracing her fingers down my stomach. “But I am eighteen years older than you. A lot of women around here had kids at eighteen.”

“Do you like that…The fact I’m so much younger?”

“Yes…But you don’t feel like a boy to me. The way you take charge, the way you protect me. The way you make me feel. The way you touch me…”

Thunder rumbled distantly. Caroline’s hand wandered lower, and I felt my shaft stiffening against her touch.

“You’re still very hard,” she whispered with admiration.

“That’s what you do to me.”

She whispered against my ear, “Me, too. I’m so wet right now.”

Our bodies came together again, but this time was slower, more intimate.

When I entered her, she clamped her legs around me strongly, driving me deeper. We moved together until we both came again.

Then we fell asleep to the sound of gentle rain against the windows.
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Chapter fifteen


Sunlight streamed through the curtains. My cheek rested on the roundness of Caroline’s hip, and I was gazing at her lovely mound topped with trimmed hair.

Caroline brushed her fingers through my hair. We’d had five intense rounds of sex through the night, finally falling asleep at some point.

“What time is it?” I said, kissing her thigh and moved towards her center.

She sucked in a breath. “Don’t get me started now… I—I have to go. It’s after eight.”

“Eight? You’re going to be late.”

“It’s okay. Today I can be there at nine.”

I returned my cheek to her thigh, squeezing her hips with my hands and burrowing my face against her.

She laughed softly. “But I still have to get ready soon.”

She made no move to get up, just gazed down at me. I moved up the bed towards the pillows. She settled into my arms, resting her head on my chest.

“This was fun,” I said.

“Mmm, it was. We should do it again.”

“Yes. Definitely.”

“I mean, you’re gonna be gone soon. Just four more days, right?”

“Uh, for the booking, yeah. But I have no definite plan. I could stay longer.”

She ran her fingers over my abs. “You could?” Her voice was carefully neutral, but I felt her body respond to the idea.

“Yeah, maybe. I just booked a week so I could get a feel for the place. And I must say, I found some things I like.” I caressed her hip.

She smiled. “You did, huh? Well, if you do decide you want to stay longer in Riverdale, I’ll be happy to have you.”

While Caroline got ready for work, I went downstairs to see how bad the damage was from last night.

In the morning sun, the behemoth tree lay sprawled across Caroline’s lawn, branches and leaves everywhere.

Looking over the fence to the neighbor’s, I could see the other half of the broken oak tree. It had split right down the middle of its trunk.

I shuddered, thinking about how bad it could have been if it had fallen on the house.

As it was, the damage was relatively minor. The body had landed safely on the grass. Only one massive limb rested against the porch railing.

I could fix the damage myself. All the tools I’d need were in the shed.

I’d just need to buy some new material for the railing.

The bigger task would be clearing that monster tree. My mind went to that beautiful chainsaw in the shed — practically brand new, barely used.

I imagined myself firing it up and cutting through those branches, stacking firewood for Caroline’s fireplace.

I glanced at the shed. It stood covered in leaves, still wet from the storm. It was tempting to go in there just to have a little look at the chainsaw—

The doorbell rang, drawing me back inside.

As I approached the front door, Caroline appeared at the top of the stairs, running a brush through her hair. “Oh, would you mind getting that?”

“I’m already on it.”

“Thanks.” She returned to her room.

Opening the door, I found an older man in khakis. “Uh… Oh!” He gave me a dumbfounded look. “I… Jason? Didn’t recognize ya. Well, you’ve sure grown.”

“I’m not Jason,” I said with a polite smile. “My name’s Ryan. Caroline’s busy at the moment, but maybe I can help you.”

“Er, well, I’m her neighbor.” He hooked his thumb in the direction of the overgrown bushes.

“Just wanted to see if everything’s okay after the storm. And wanted to apologize for the tree. Any, uh, any damage?”

“Just to the porch, but nothing too bad.”

He looked somewhat relieved. “I’m Bill, by the way.” We shook hands, and I could tell he was hoping for some explanation of who I was, but I let him wonder.

He cleared his throat. “Thought you were Caroline’s nephew, Jason. Anyway, you tell her not to worry about the tree situation, alright? I’ve already hired some guys to come and cut those other big trees in my yard, and they’re gonna clean up her yard, too—hopefully today or tomorrow.”

His eyes kept darting over my shoulder to the stairs. Caroline’s heels clicked around on the upstairs floor as she moved around, getting ready.

She called down, “Ryan, everything okay?”

A slight flush colored Bill’s cheeks as he heard the intimate tone in Caroline’s voice.

“It’s Bill at the door,” I called back.

“Oh! Tell him I’ll be right down!”

“She’ll be right down.”

Bill shifted uncomfortably. His eyes moved from my bare feet to my t-shirt. He scratched his head awkwardly. “Well, I should…” he gestured vaguely toward his house. “Yeah, just wanted to check... about the tree.”

Caroline came down the stairs, dressed for work but still shining with that after-sex glow. Her hair was damp from the shower, her cheeks flushed. “Hi Bill! Good morning!”

“Morning, Caroline.” His eyes darted between us. “I was just telling, uh, your friend here about the trees. I’ve got some guys coming.”

“Oh, that’s so thoughtful of you.” She stepped closer to me, her hand finding my shoulder. “I was worried about that big branch.”

Bill’s mouth worked silently for a moment. Then it bunched up into a tight knot. “Right. Well. Martha will want to know you’re okay. I should…”

He pointed again towards his house, almost stumbling as he backed down the porch steps.

As soon as the door closed, Caroline burst into giggles. “Oh lord, I shouldn’t laugh. But did you see his face?”

“He was scandalized.”

Caroline was still giggling, her hand on my chest now. “I know! Poor Bill. He is totally running home to tell Martha.”

“He thought I was your nephew at first.”

“Jason?” That made her laugh even harder. “Oh no! Well…” She composed herself, though her eyes still sparkled with mischief. “Just be aware, the whole neighborhood will know by lunch.”

My eyes widened. “Wow. Gossipers or what?”

She shrugged. “Small town.”

“Does it bother you? I mean, if the rumor spreads?”

She shook her head, smoothing her blouse. “Not at all. Let them talk.”

She glanced at her watch and gasped. “Oh! I really am going to be late now. Okay, bye.” She stepped towards me, raising her face for a kiss.

I held her waist and planted one on her lips.

“Will you be here when I get home?” she asked.

“Yeah. There’s a few things I want to do.”

She peered at me for a second, narrowing her eyes. “You’re not planning on doing yardwork, are you?”

“Maybe a little.”

“Ryan, don’t. Just let Bill take care of it. It’s his problem.”

“Go to work,” I said, taking her in my hands and directing her to the door.

She pushed against me with a self-satisfied smile. “You can’t anyway.”

“Can’t what?”

“You can’t do any yard work. You know why?”

“Did you lock the shed?”

Caroline blinked her eyes innocently. “Uh huh. I just did what you told me. But I know you like that shed, so if you want to get in, the key is hanging by the back door.”

“Good girl. Now get to work.” I turned her around and slapped her butt as she walked out the door. It made her jump and giggle like a teenage girl.

She paused on the steps. “Hey, you know what? You should go say hello to Sofia. She usually has coffee on her back porch.”

“Uh, okay. Maybe I will.”

“Yeah. You should. Just go over to her back door, and knock if she’s not out there. She’d love the company.”

“Alright. Enjoy your day.”

At first, I didn’t think much about the suggestion. But, as I was heading back outside after a shower, I started to wonder.

What was that about? Caroline did have a twinkle in her eye as she was telling me to go see Sofia.

I remembered our earlier conversation. Caroline had told me she didn’t mind if Sofia and I flirted.

Did she want me to go over there now and flirt with her friend?

They were close friends, after all. Maybe she wanted to… share a good thing? I gave my head a shake. That would just be too good to be true.

Grabbing the shed key, I stepped outside to gauge the damage more closely. A section of railing and some balusters needed replacing—that was it.

I could do that part easily. But first, that limb had to be moved out of the way.

And I didn’t feel like waiting for Bill’s workers to show up.

“Fuck it.”

I went into the shed and picked up the chainsaw. The orange casing still had that new-toy shine, not even scratched. But it needed fuel. I’d have to grab some at the hardware store.

For now, I grabbed an old-fashioned saw and got to work on the branch—just for the hell of it.

It was hard going, with the branch wobbling stubbornly. The morning was already getting hot, and after a few minutes, I stripped off my shirt before attacking it again.

The air felt good against my skin, my muscles rippling in the sunlight.

“Ryan! Buenos días!”

Sofia was coming around from her back porch in a silky robe, coffee cup in hand. “Ay, my God, look at this mess!”

“Morning,” I called back, holding the saw as sweat dripped on my chest.

Sofia’s robe was barely tied at the waist, showing a generous amount of cleavage. “Oyy, your skin is so white,” she breathed, looking at me. “You’re gonna get burn.”

“Yeah, I was just thinking that. Do you have any sunscreen?”

She nodded. “I have. How about coffee? Would you like? Is from Colombia.”

“Coffee sounds good, thank you.”

“Come, come!” She gestured enthusiastically.

I let myself admire how the robe clung to her curves as I followed her towards her porch.

Caroline’s words echoed in my head: She’d love the company.
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Chapter sixteen


“Sit down,” Sofia said, gesturing to a porch chair. “I come back.”

“Alright.” Ignoring her command, I leaned against her porch railing, catching my breath from the sawing.

I watched her pass through the glass door, the robe swishing around her thighs. She seemed to put extra sway in her hips as she moved around the kitchen.

The way Caroline had encouraged me to come over to Sofia’s, with that sparkle in her eye…She clearly wanted me to enjoy her friend’s company. And Sofia was already making it enjoyable.

“Would you like some breakfast?” she asked, returning with coffee and a bottle of sunscreen.

“No, thanks. I want to go to the hardware store soon.” I took a sip of the coffee. “Wow. That’s good.”

I put the cup on the table, then uncapped the sunscreen.

Sofia crossed her arms, watching me. “You need to put it on your back.”

“What?”

“Your back. It’s gonna burn.”

“Too bad I can’t reach,” I murmured, rubbing a glob onto my arm as Sofia watched me.

She came forward, grabbing the lotion from me. “Here, turn around. Let me help you.”

Her warm hands settled on my shoulders, spreading the lotion. Her touch was firm but gentle, almost like a massage.

“You have strong muscles,” she hummed. Her breasts brushed against my back as she reached around to do my stomach. “Do you work out?”

“Uh, yeah, I work out.” My voice came out rough. Her hands on my skin felt incredible.

“Mm hmm, I can tell.”

She worked the sunscreen into my shoulders with deliberate movements. Her breath was warm on my back. Every touch felt loaded with meaning.

That’s when I started to wonder…

Just how far did Caroline mean for this to go? Her encouragement to flirt was clear enough, but I felt like this could escalate fast.

When Caroline said flirting, did she just mean a bit of playful banter? Or did she expect it to go beyond that?

“So, you’re going to clean up Carolina’s yard?”

“Gonna fix her porch.”

“Really? Wow, you’re taking such good care of her.” She massaged more slowly and deliberately. I felt her fingers tracing down my spine.

“I can see you like taking care of Carolina.”

She said the words so caressingly, with so much suggestion in her voice. It seemed like she already knew about what happened between me and Caroline last night.

Did Caroline tell her already?

It wasn’t really surprising, given the way they seemed to share.

But was I expected to give Sofia the same treatment now?

I was going to need some clarity before this went any further. Whatever Caroline and I had going, it was a good thing. I didn’t want to risk destroying it because of a misunderstanding.

Sofia apparently sensed my reticence. She finished rubbing in the sunscreen, then stood beside me with her coffee.

I chatted a few minutes, then excused myself. “Thanks for the coffee, Sofia. I should get to the hardware store.”

“You’re welcome. Come back if you need more sunscreen.”

***

The hardware store was quiet this early. I grabbed a cart and headed for the power tools section, my mind still on Sofia.

What the hell? Was I really about to get into it with two hot mature women at the same time?

By all appearances, Sofia knew that Caroline had sex with me, and now she wanted her turn.

And Caroline seemed okay with it… Apparently?

Heading for the Building Material section, I still felt Sofia’s insinuating touch lingering on my skin, and still thought about the way Caroline had practically pushed me towards her...

I shook my head as I came to the deck and railing section at the back of the store. I found all the parts I would need there. They didn’t match perfectly, but they were close enough.

Loading the lumber into my cart, I grabbed some deck screws and mounting brackets too.

Finally, I grabbed some fuel for the chainsaw.

Adding up the price in my head, it was going to be more than I was expecting, but I didn’t really care. I thought this little DIY project would be fun. Caroline could pay me back if she wanted.

Rounding a corner, I headed into another aisle on my way to the checkout.

There, standing in front of me, was Kate.

Though I had a side-view of her, and she was looking away, I knew it was her.

It was unmistakable even though she wasn’t dressed in gym clothes.

Today she wore fitted blue jeans showing off that big, tight butt of hers. The way it stuck out like that, seemingly defying gravity…

There was no denying it was a marvel.

A black v-neck showed off those impressive curves even more. The shirt left about two inches of her midriff bare; her hips and stomach were toned but fleshy.

Her huge bosom swelled under the shirt, and the v-neck displayed a deep line of cleavage.

Even in casual clothes, she had that commanding presence.

A blonde lady was beside her, jotting things on a notepad as Kate dictated.

Pushing my cart along, I thought they might be too preoccupied to notice me.

But as I was passing, Kate locked eyes with me, a slight flush in her cheeks.

I smiled. “Hi, Kate, how are you?”

She squinted her eyes as if remembering. “Hi… You were at the gym, right? Ryan?”

“That’s right.” I held her gaze for a moment.

She shifted, looking at my cart. “Doing some renovating?” Her voice had that same tone of authority I’d noticed in the gym. There was something about her that made you want to stand up straighter.

“Yeah, fixing some storm damage. What about you?”

“I’m here to get supplies for a climbing wall.”

I raised my eyebrows. “You’re putting a climbing wall in the gym? Where’s it going to fit?”

She laughed. “No, this is for my other business, Three Rivers Tours. We do river rafting and horseback riding. Now we’re adding the climbing wall and ziplining, hopefully, if everything goes as planned.”

“Wow, that is really cool,” I said, genuinely impressed. “So business is good in Riverdale, then, just like I’ve heard.”

“Business is very good for what I’m doing.” The way she said it was matter-of-fact, not bragging.

Then she gave me a probing look. “Are you in town for business?”

“No, not exactly. I’m sort of traveling.”

I briefly explained about my app, how I’d sold it, and how my friend had recommended Riverdale as a place to watch.

It seemed to land well because I saw a glimmer of respect in Kate’s eyes as she listened. But maybe I looked a little too complacent, because she resumed her usual hard edge.

“Pretty impressive for someone as young as you,” she said with a smirk.

“I’m not that young. Twenty-seven.”

She exchanged a glance with her assistant, who chuckled softly. “Ah, you’re still just a kid,” she said, but there was something challenging in her tone.

“Age is just a number,” I said with a cheeky half-smirk smirk, holding her gaze.

She looked, shaking her head, a slight flush in her cheeks and a smile on her lips.

“You should come check out Three Rivers Tours sometime,” she said. “You might like it.”

“I just might do that.”

I felt my pulse beating in my neck. It seemed that I now had a third hot mature woman flirting with me.

What was it about this town?

I needed to get out of there. My thoughts were already going places they shouldn’t.

“Nice to see you, Kate.”

“Nice to see you, Ryan.”

The way she said it, like an indulgent teacher speaking to a naughty pupil… I kept hearing it all the way to checkout.
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Chapter seventeen


Back at Caroline’s, I laid out my supplies on the porch. I looked at the line I’d already sawed into the branch, still slightly frustrated that I hadn’t managed to get very far.

“Don’t look so smug,” I told the tree as I turned towards the shed.

The chainsaw’s orange casing gleamed in the sunlight as I carried it out. After mixing the gas and oil, I filled her up, set the choke, and pulled the cord.

The saw roared to life on the third pull, its growl filling the air. I let it warm up, feeling the engine’s vibrations in my hands.

The sharp chain bit through the wood with a satisfying whine, throwing wood chips everywhere. The branch shook in protest, but the chainsaw cut through it like butter.

The pieces hit the ground with a thud, and the porch was clear.

I figured Caroline could use some firewood, with fall coming, so I got to work sawing up the behemoth’s branches.

I felt like a lumberjack, with sawdust and chips flying around everywhere. The yard smelled like a forest.

“Ayy, is so noisy! My God!”

Sofia was standing on the edge of the yard in a sundress now, one hand on her chest, the other holding an icy drink.

I grinned over my shoulder, the chainsaw buzzing in my hands. “You want some firewood?”

Her eyes widened as she looked between me and all the chunks of wood. “Firewood? Yes, I would like.”

“I’ll bring you some,” I called over the saw’s growl.

She nodded, then held up her drink. “You want some juice? Is fresh.”

I killed the engine. The sudden quiet made my ears ring. “You mean it’s actual fruit juice?”

“Of course! I made it.”

“Looks refreshing.”

“Come!” She was already heading back to her porch. She glanced back at me, eyes twinkling. “You like using that machine?”

“It’s pretty fun, I’m not gonna lie.”

“Ayy, no!” She made a dramatic face and hugged herself, shivering. “I could never touch it. It scares me.”

I chuckled, noticing how lovely her exposed shoulders looked in that dress. “It’s not so bad if you know how to use it.”

I followed her, aware I was covered in sawdust and sweat. Sofia didn’t seem to mind. She poured me a tall glass of something orange and pulpy, then leaned against her railing.

“Orange juice?” I asked.

“Orange and mango.”

I took one gulp and couldn’t stop, downing the whole thing quickly.

“That was exactly what I needed,” I said, wiping my lips. “Thanks.”

“Are you hungry?”

“Well… Actually, I kind of forgot to eat breakfast.”

She swatted my arm. “You have to eat! You want eggs?”

“Well… You don’t have to.”

Sofia smiled. “Is no problem! Really!”

I knew she really wanted to cook for me, and I really wanted to eat her food. So it was a win-win.

“Okay. Thank you. Eggs would be great.”

Returning to the yard, I started piling firewood by the shed. I’d cut enough. Bill’s guys could deal with the rest.

Soon, Sofia’s screen door slid open, and I heard her call out, “Ryan! Is ready! Please come!”

I stacked the last few pieces of wood and headed across Sofia’s lawn onto her porch. The door was open, but I paused before entering.

With my eyes adjusting from the brightness of the sun, it seemed dark and intimate inside.

“Come on, come on!” Sofia called from the kitchen.

I entered a small living room that connected to a den. The walls and shelves were almost crowded with pictures. Most of them were of her two sons. Others, presumably, were of her family back in Colombia.

The kitchen was smaller and less modern than Caroline’s, but it was simple and tidy.

Sofia spoke warmly, “Welcome to my home. Please take a seat.”

On the table, a plate was piled with scrambled eggs, ground beef, sliced avocado, and arepas— little patties made from cornmeal.

I immediately started wolfing it down.

Sofia sat across from me, humor in her eyes. “Are you hungry?”

“Worked up an appetite,” I said around a bite of food. “Thanks. I would have starved to death if you hadn’t saved me.”

It wasn’t exactly a witty comment, but Sofia squealed with delight, flicking her hair over her shoulders.

For a moment, she sat at the table, checking her phone. Then she started gathering her things.

“Are you going to the restaurant?”

“Yes. It starts to get busy around 11:30. But you can stay. Take your time.” She put on lipstick at a small mirror on the wall.

“But don’t you want to lock up?”

She waved her hand. “Is okay. I lock the front door. Sometimes I leave the back open. Is very safe here.”

“I don’t know…”

“Really, is okay! You’re gonna be here, right?” She pointed towards Caroline’s yard.

I nodded. “Yeah, I’ll be here till Caroline gets back.”

“See? Is no problem.”

“Well, alright.” I relaxed a little in my chair. The casual trust she was putting in me was a big compliment. It felt meaningful.

I watched her check her reflection again, primping her hair.

"You work every day?" I asked, finishing the last bite of eggs.

“No. The restaurant is closed on Sunday. She turned to me with a little pout. “But most days are busy. I work a lot, but is okay. I have to work hard to make my dream come true.”

“That’s the right attitude. Don’t stop until you get there.”

“Exactly!” She turned to go, but hesitated, playing with her hair. “Maybe…I’ll see you tomorrow?”

I smiled. “I’m sure you will.”

With a wave and a toss of her hair, she was gone, her sundress swishing through the door.

I sat there in the quiet of her kitchen, surrounded by photos of her family.

I washed my dishes in her sink, then headed towards the back door, passing a bookshelf in her living room.

It was very different from Caroline’s. Other than a few Spanish titles by Gabriel Garcia Marquez, all the books were non-fiction—self-improvement, financial management, and mindset-type books for entrepreneurs.

I’d read quite a few books like that when I was starting my app. Sofia certainly had an entrepreneurial drive. It couldn’t have been by accident that her restaurant was doing so well.

Mr. Benson’s ghoulish image came into my mind as I walked out into the sun. I shuddered, remembering his grasping fingers touching Sofia’s arm.

I cleared my throat angrily. If Sofia was reading all those business books, working that hard to achieve her goals, the last thing she needed was some sleazy developer getting in her way.

I surveyed the mammoth tree, its severed limbs neatly piled by the shed.

Perhaps I can deal with Benson similarly…

I chuckled at the thought. Okay, maybe not literally cutting him up into little pieces—but at least getting him out of Sofia’s way.

Taking the lumber from the porch and setting it down on the grass, I quickly forgot Benson, losing myself in the work.

First, I removed the damaged railing, prying it free from the posts with a screwdriver and some elbow grease. The broken balusters came next, splintered and useless, and I tossed them aside.

I marked the new railing piece against the old one, then carried it into the shed and set it on the workbench. The saw cut through the wood cleanly, leaving crisp, straight edges.

Back on the porch, I lined up the new railing, double-checked the fit, and screwed it into place. The balusters went in one by one, evenly spaced and snug, until the section looked sturdy and whole again.

Stepping back to admire my work, I wiped sweat from my forehead. The new section didn’t match the old exactly, but it looked good.

It gave me a nice sense of accomplishment, but I didn’t feel like stopping yet. I had a rhythm going.

So I pulled on a pair of gloves and started carrying firewood over to Sofia’s, stacking it neatly along the side of her house, under the overhang where it would stay reasonably dry. She could always cover it with a tarp later.

By the time I finished, my arms were burning pleasantly, and I’d worked up another sweat.

Then I raked leaves and twigs until Bill’s tree guys showed up. I got out of their way to let them work.

There were seven of them, so they did it quickly. By half past five o’clock, they were gone.

I got a text from Caroline shortly after that.

Hey you

Hungry?

On my way

Again, my thoughts returned to what seemed to be developing with both Caroline and Sofia.

Was this really happening?

My heart beat faster as I thought about Caroline coming home.

Time to get some clarity on this situation. Did she want me to fuck her friend, or not?
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Chapter eighteen


Iheard Caroline’s car pull into the driveway and went to meet her at the front door. She looked adorable. Her work clothes slightly rumpled from a long day, her hair coming loose from its clip.

“Hi,” she said softly, eyes lighting up. Then she noticed my appearance. “You’ve been busy! Look at you, all sweaty and…” Her gaze traveled over my dirt-smudged arms appreciatively.

She put a hand on her hip. “Ryan. Have you been working in my yard all day?”

“No… Well, yeah.” I grinned. “But it was no big deal. I enjoyed it. Besides, I had to earn my keep somehow.”

“You’ve already earned your keep,” she murmured, tracing fingers over my belt as I stepped closer.

I took her bag. Her eyes glazed as she gazed up at my jaw. “You gonna take off your shoes and stay a while?” I asked.

“Can I…”

I raised my eyebrows, moving closer, so I could feel her breath. “Can you what?”

“Can I have a kiss?” Her hands were on my stomach.

Caroline’s eyes blissfully closed as we kissed.

Then she used my shoulder for balance as she took off her heels.

“Alright, let me see what you did out there, you naughty boy.”

We headed through the living room towards the back of the house, arms around each other.

As we neared the glass door, her eyes widened. “The tree’s gone already?” Then her mouth fell open as she saw the railing. “The porch! Did… did they fix it?”

She slid the door open and walked out.

“I fixed it,” I said, coming out behind her.

She flashed me a look of surprise, then walked to the railing.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, inspecting the railing. “Ryan, this is... you didn’t have to do all this.”

“I wanted to. It was fun.” I came up behind her, sliding my arms around her waist. She leaned back against me with a contented sigh.

“You even stacked firewood for winter.” Her hands covered mine where they rested on her stomach.

“I brought some to Sofia too.”

She turned in my arms and looked up at me. There was a mischievous light in her eyes.

“Did she feed you?”

“She did, actually.” I studied her face, trying to read what she was thinking. “Caroline… I was, uh—”

She was already pulling me down for a kiss, her mouth hungry against mine. One hand draped on the back of my neck, pulling me closer. The other was lifting my shirt, feeling the sweat and sawdust on my skin.

“You smell nice,” she breathed. “Like wood and sweat and… And you.” She kissed me harder, pressing her body against mine.

I leaned her against the railing I’d just fixed, my hands running up her thighs, pushing her skirt higher. I groped her sweaty inner thigh as she moaned and frantically worked at my belt

“Inside,” she gasped between kisses.

I led her through the door, her mouth hot on my neck. We barely made it to the couch, clothes coming off desperately.

Caroline’s work blouse hit the floor, her bra following quickly. The sight of her bare breasts, exposed just for me, made me grow rock hard.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she moaned as I turned her around, pressing against the soft roundness of her backside.

I leaned her forward, so that her elbows were on the back of the couch, and entered her from behind.

It was so hot seeing the elegant shape of her back, and smacking against those big cheeks… My climax was coming on faster than I expected.

“Oh, shit, you’re gonna make me come.”

“That’s okay, baby. Come. Come inside me,” Caroline mewled.

I pulled out, trying to stop it— but it was too late. A jet of come spurted out onto her ass.

“Come in my mouth!” Caroline said, quickly turning around and sitting on the edge of the couch, ready to receive me.

With a grunt, I lined up just in time, Caroline’s lips wrapping around me just as I shot another hot load into her mouth.

I felt all the wet warmth of her lips and her tongue sucking me. She moaned happily, using both hands as she kept working her lips along my shaft.

She kept going until every last drop was out. When she finally swallowed the last of it, she wiped her lips and looked up at me. “That was a lot.”

“Don’t worry,” I said, sitting beside her and putting an arm around her. “I’ve got more.”

She grinned. “Oh, I know you do.”

She lifted her head to look at me, that devilish glint back in her eyes. Then she stood, walking naked toward the kitchen. “Want some wine?”

I nodded lazily, appreciating the outline of her hips. She returned with two glasses, putting them on the floor.

But before she could sit down, I caught her waist, moving her toward the couch.

She gasped as my hands ran down her sides. “Again? Already?”

“Can’t help it,” I murmured, pressing against her from behind.

Caroline readily allowed herself to be guided onto the couch. I had her go down on her knees and elbows, her back arching beautifully as she presented herself to me.

Her skin was flushed, and I could see how wet she was already. When I entered her, she let out a loud moan that made my cock throb even more.

“God, you feel amazing,” I breathed, gripping her hips. Every thrust made her soft, round ass ripple. She pushed back against me, taking me deeper, her moans getting more desperate.

She gasped, “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop…”

I maintained a steady rhythm, watching her body respond to every thrust. Her breasts swayed beneath her, and her fingers gripped the couch cushions.

This time I kept my pleasure at bay, concentrating on Caroline.

When she came, she stuck her butt even further into the air, allowing me even deeper access. I could feel her pulsing around me as she cried out. That pulled me over the edge along with her.

Later, we lay tangled together on the couch, the evening light growing soft through the windows. Caroline seemed deeply satisfied, almost purring.

After a while, she let out a small giggle.

“What?” I asked.

“I bet Sofia liked having you over this morning.”

I ran my fingers through her hair, waiting to see where she was going with this. “You think so, huh?”

“Oh, I know so. I think you should go over there again. Ask to borrow her cream or something.” Her tone was playful but somehow serious.

I lifted my head slightly to look at her. “Caroline…”

“What?” She traced her fingers over my chest, feigning innocence.

“Come on. What exactly are you getting at with all this?”
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Chapter nineteen


Caroline was quiet for a moment, then propped herself up on one elbow to look at me. “I just think Sofia might… appreciate… the things you can do for a woman.”

I stared at her for a moment, unable to wrestle away the smirk. “You want me to fuck her?”

“I want you to make love to her, like you do to me.”

“You want me to fuck her.” I grinned.

“Yes, I want you to fuck her. Sofia’s been alone a long time. Since her boys moved away…” She paused, choosing her words carefully. “She misses having a man around. Having someone to take care of. Someone to take care of her.”

I studied her face in the dimming light. “And you’d be okay with that? I mean… I know we haven’t really defined what… what this is.”

She smiled, running her hand down my stomach. “No, we haven’t, really. But I’ve been assuming it’s only a temporary arrangement. I know you’re going to be leaving, and I’m okay with that.

“But I also think it would be great if you could give Sofia a little bit of what you’re giving me. If you want to, that is! I guess I just assumed you would. I mean, I’ve seen the way you look at her.”

“Yeah, of course I’d like it.”

She laughed. “It’s every man’s fantasy, right?”

I nodded thoughtfully.

Caroline lowered her voice, almost to a whisper. “She likes you too. She wants it. But she’s shy.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Sofia, shy? You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Well, she has a lot of reservations, you know. It’s been so long and all. Besides the fact that she’s Colombian.”

“What does that mean?”

“Well, Colombian women are different. You know, she’s very dramatic.”

I laughed. “Yeah, I noticed.”

“She needs to feel like it’s a soap opera, you know? Like she’s being seduced by you. So she might resist a bit just to make things more...you know…”

“Dramatic?”

“Yeah.”

I rolled my eyes, but a grin spread over my face. It was actually kind of amusing. “This could be fun.”

Caroline snuggled closer. “Oh, I think it could be very fun, Ryan. Fun for both of you. Fun for all of us. So… you’ll do it then?”

“I’ll do my best.” I stroked her hair, still processing this surreal conversation. “But what exactly do you mean by ‘fun for all of us’?”

She lifted her head, eyes sparkling. “Well... I mean, I wouldn’t mind watching sometimes. Or even joining in.”

“Caroline. Fuck.” My blood pumped downwards, and my cock pushed against her thigh.

“What?” She giggled, then her face grew more serious. “I mean, I don’t know if Sofia would be comfortable with that. So don’t get too excited. Maybe she’ll think I’m a weirdo.”

“But you think she won’t mind the two of you sharing me?”

She sighed thoughtfully. “I think she might protest at first, just for the sake of form. But she won’t really mind.”

I nodded, a roguish smirk forming on my lips. “I like this plan.”

“But listen, you have to be careful with her. Like I said, she needs romance. Don’t rush it. Let her feel like she’s falling for you naturally.”

“How do you suggest I start?”

“Well…” She drummed her fingers on my chest. “Maybe go over there for dinner.”

“Just invite myself over?”

“I’ll get her to invite you. She already wants to, anyway.”

“How do you know?”

“I know. Trust me.”

I thought about Sofia’s appreciative looks this morning when I was working. “Yes, I think she’s ready for it.”

Caroline kissed my chest. “Just… Promise me you’ll be gentle with her. Make her feel special, like you make me feel.”

I pulled Caroline closer, kissing her deeply. “You are special.”

She melted against me. “Mmm. So you’re going to seduce my friend?”

“Yes.” My hand slid down to squeeze her ass. “But right now I’m not done with you.”

She sucked in a breath as I rolled her onto her back. Her hand gripped my cock. “All this talk got you excited.”

“Did you want to rest?” I paused hovering over her.

“No!” She grabbed me, forcefully pulling me between her thighs.

I pressed my fingers against her soft folds. “And you’re soaking wet,” I murmured.

She gasped as I worked with my fingers, warming her up. “You like all this talk about seducing hot older women… Don’t you, Ryan?”

My eyes widened. Her words took me by surprise, but they made my cock stiffen even more, leaping in the air as I moved between her thighs.

Her fingers grasped it. “Yes, I know you like it. Even if you’re too shy to say it.”

I answered by pushing my tip into her entrance, making her moan. She opened her legs wider as I thrust deeper.

She clutched my shoulders, her eyes locked on mine. “You’re going to fuck us both so good,” she whispered.

The words sent electricity through me. I drove into her harder, and she cried out, digging her nails into my back.

“You want that?” I growled. “Want to watch me do this to Sofia?”

She was moving her hips to meet each thrust. “Yes! God yes. Want to see you... make her come... like you make me come…”

This fantasy of sharing greatly excited us both, heightening the intensity. Caroline’s hips moved desperately with my thrusts, the slick sounds of her tight pussy filling the air.

Afterwards, Caroline’s breathing slowed, and I basked in the warmth of her body, catching my breath.

She wiped her fingers over her pussy and looked at them. “That’s a lot of cum you’re putting inside me.”

“You’re going to share some of it with Sofia, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am. I think she’s going to appreciate that very much.”

I stroked her hair, thinking about Sofia, and how to approach this delicate—or maybe not so delicate?—seduction.

“I should make dinner,” Caroline murmured, reluctantly stirring.

“What time is it anyway?”

“Almost eight. We’ve been at this for hours.”

She stood, still naked, and stretched. “Quick shower first? Then dinner and wine?”

“I’m in desperate need of a shower. Lead the way.”

Caroline took my hand, guiding me upstairs to her bedroom.

The room had its own white-tiled bathroom with a fountain shower. She walked in ahead of me, the water streaming down her back, making her hair wet.

I joined her under the water, taking the soap and spreading it over her skin.

She turned around and let my hands explore all over her slippery body, my stiffness once again pressing against her, aching with need.
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Chapter twenty


As soon as Caroline left for work the next morning, I drove down to the hardware store.

I’d saved Caroline from the falling tree and repaired her porch.

But I was on a roll. I didn’t want to stop now.

I grabbed some pressure-treated lumber, eager to fix the stairs to the dock. I was already imagining going swimming, watching Caroline and Sofia coming out of the water dripping wet.

At least, that’s what I was hoping would happen when they saw brand new steps. Sofia, for her part, seemed to enjoy swimming, based on what she’d told me.

The thought of sitting on the edge of the dock with Sofia on one side and Caroline on the other, both of them in bikinis, was a strong motivator.

Loading the lumber onto my cart, I also grabbed some screws and brackets to help fix the wobbly railing.

Back at Caroline’s, I set the lumber on the grass at the top of the bank, then headed down the stairs.

The rotten steps were easy to rip out. Some of them came apart in chunks, soft and darkened from years of moisture.

The sun was climbing in the sky, heating me up. By the time I ripped out the last step, down at the bottom of the bank where the stairs met the gangway, my hair was sticking to my forehead.

The river seemed to beckon me. The rich scent of vegetation, mud, and water. The rippling surface, as clear as crystal. The little silver minnows floating under the shadow of the gangway.

Inching my way towards the water, I crouched down and scooped my hand in. The temperature was refreshingly cool.

I smiled. All I had to do now was install the planks and I’d be swimming in no time.

With a sigh of contentment, I turned to head back up the bank.

But the river was more of a practical joker than I realized. Now that the several bottom steps were gone, I had to contend with the sloping bank. My foot slipped, and I nearly hit the ground, but my hand fell onto the post.

As I straightened myself, I felt the post wobble.

Squatting down, I ran my fingers along the wood. It was soft and cracked.

“Shit.” I scratched my chin, nodding. This job was going to be a bit more complicated than I’d thought.

After another trip to the hardware store for more supplies, I got to work stabilizing the post with concrete.

I worked with a digging bar to loosen the dirt, then switched to a shovel to scoop it out. The mud was stubborn, wanting to slide back into the hole as fast as I could dig it.

Sweat trickled down my back as I worked, but I made steady progress, widening the space until I had enough room to pour the concrete.

With the post secured, I turned to the steps. The whir of the drill echoed across the river as I worked my way up the bank, replacing each rotted plank with fresh lumber.

When I emerged at the top, drill in hand and chest smeared with mud, Sofia was sitting on her porch.

She was wearing her big sunglasses, and her lips were curled into an amused smile. “Ryan! Look at you! You’re working so hard!”

She stepped off her porch and strode towards me, tight jeans hugging her hips. Her breasts swelled under the folds of a camisole tank top.

“Hey, what time is it, anyway?” I was surprised she was still there.

“Is quarter to eleven. I gotta go to work, but let me see what you did.”

Walking past me, I could faintly see her eyes checking me out behind the sunglasses. She brushed her hand over my arm.

I watched her step onto the platform.

“Just be careful of the railing. I still have to fix it.”

She turned and looked at me. “Ayy, it looks so good! This is amazing, Ryan!”

I smiled, pleased with her reaction. She walked down the stairs, still praising my handiwork. “Oh my God! Is like new!”

“Yeah, I guess we can go swimming now.”

Sofia gasped, looking up at me from the bottom of the stairs. “You like swimming?”

“Yeah, I like it. Especially when it’s so hot out.”

Sofia let out a squeal of excitement and started back up the stairs. “You will come swimming with me? When do you wanna go?”

“How about Sunday?” I said, as she walked towards me, taking off her sunglasses. She came surprisingly close to me, tilting her head back to look up at me.

“Yes, Sunday afternoon I am free. After church.”

“You go to church?” I smiled. “I didn’t know that.” It seemed kind of wholesome and adorable.

“Yes. I am singing in the choir.” Her voice was soft and dreamy, her eyes glazed as she looked at me.

“You do? That’s so cool. I had no idea. You must be a soprano.”

She nodded dreamily, her cheeks flushing. I wasn’t sure she was even hearing me.

“Alright, We have a date then,” I murmured, putting my hand on her shoulder, touching her bare skin.

Her lips parted, and I could see her chest rising and falling faster. “Yes.”

“I’m looking forward to it.”

“Me too.” Her voice was almost a whisper.

I reached out and brushed a strand of hair from her face, letting my fingers graze her cheek. “Maybe Caroline will join us.”

“Yes, I think she will. She likes swimming.”

“Perfect. Alright, Sofia.” I touched her shoulder again, squeezing gently. “I’ll see you later.”

She walked away slowly. At her porch, she turned back and waved. “See you later, guapo.”

I watched her hips sway as she walked through her door. I thought about the warmth of her skin under my fingers, the way her chest had heaved when I touched her.

She wanted this as much as I did.

I finished the railing work with a smile on my face, whistling cheerfully. My hands moved almost automatically, drilling and securing, while my mind kept wandering to Sunday.

But no. That was two days away. Too long. Caroline was going to say so, too. She’d probably try arranging a dinner date for me and Sofia.

After a final check of my work, I put away the tools and headed for the shower. I needed to cool off, in more ways than one.
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Iheard the front door close as Caroline came in. “Ryan?”

“Out back!”

I sat on the porch, drinking an Iceberg River — a local beer — waiting for the sunset to come. My hair was still damp from the shower, and a pleasant fatigue had settled over me.

Caroline’s high heels clicked their way to the porch door. She smiled. “Hey. You look like you’re enjoying yourself.”

I casually pointed towards the river. “Go have a look at the dock.”

Caroline’s eyes widened. “Ryan, what did you do?”

I smirked. “Just go over there and see.”

She narrowed her eyes playfully, taking off her heels. I watched as her bare feet padded over the porch. Her butt swayed beautifully in the tight pencil skirt as she crossed the lawn.

“Oh my God, look at this!” she called out from the top of the dock stairs.

She walked onto the platform, running her hand over the new railing. “You fixed everything!”

She turned to the stairs, descending carefully at first, then with more confidence as she realized how solid everything was. I watched her disappear behind the bank.

She re-emerged a moment later, crossing the lawn towards me. “You didn’t have to do all this, Ryan.”

I waved my hand. “It’s a hobby. I like fixing things.”

“Well, we are paying you back for this— don’t worry. The couple living beside Sofia will be really happy about it, too. Their grandkids visit sometimes, and they’d love to use the dock. I’m sure everyone will pitch in.”

I shrugged. “I did have ulterior motives, you know. Sofia and I are going swimming on Sunday.”

Caroline’s eyes widened with delight. “Oh yeah? Nice.” She settled on the chair beside me with a gossipy air. “So? Come on! Tell me about it. What happened?”

I described our interaction, watching Caroline’s face grow more animated. She nodded enthusiastically as I described how Sofia had checked me out with my shirt off, and how I’d touched her.

But she became more serious, almost business-like, once I’d finished the story. “You did a good job, Ryan, but Sunday is too far away. We need to set something up before then.”

“I thought you’d say that. What do you have in mind?”

Caroline took her phone out of her purse, her thumbs working the screen. “I’m messaging her now. She’s going to cook dinner for you tonight.”

“She is?”

Caroline flashed me a devilish smile. “Yes. I was so busy I just completely forgot to buy groceries. I have nothing to cook for you! Sorry, Ryan.”

“How do you know she’ll say yes?” I said, grinning.

She rolled her eyes. “She will. I know her.”

Caroline’s phone buzzed. Her eyes lit up as she read the message.

“See? She says she’d love to have you over. She’ll be home around eight. That work for you?”

“Perfect.” I took another sip of my beer. “You’re quite the matchmaker, aren’t you?”

“Oh, please. Sofia’s been alone too long, and I know she likes you.” She giggled. “She told me she thinks you’re macho.”

“Macho?” I laughed. “Really? She said that?”

“Yeah. We were talking about you fixing things around here.” She stood, stretching. “I need to get changed, and you should probably freshen up before your date.”

She paused at the door. “Just remember to be gentle with her, okay? She might seem confident, but it’s been a while for her.”

“Don’t worry. I understand.”

I went upstairs and put on a nice pair of jeans and a fitted black t-shirt that showed off my arms.

Caroline was in the kitchen when I came down. She’d changed into loose linen pants and a tank top, her hair pulled back.

She looked me over approvingly. “You look nice. Macho.”

“Stop it.” I grinned, checking my phone. Quarter to eight.

Caroline spoke in a conspiratorial tone. “Okay, here’s what you do. Let her feed you. Compliment her cooking. Make sure she knows you love it. And tease her.”

I slipped my arms around her waist, pulling her towards me so that her stomach and breasts were pressing against me. “I seduced you, didn’t I?”

She hummed as I kissed her cheek. “Yes, you did, honey. I know you’ll do fine. I just really want this to work.” She paused, smiling. “This is a fantasy of mine.”

“The three of us together, you mean?” I murmured between kisses.

“Yes.”

I cupped her butt cheeks in my hands. “I want to make it come true.”

She pushed me away with a playful smile. “So be flirty and romantic with her. She needs to feel like she’s being swept away.” She grabbed the bottle of white wine, which we hadn’t opened yet. “Here, take this.”

“Good idea.” I took the bottle. “And what about you? What are you going to do tonight?”

She waved her hand. “Don’t worry about me. I’ve got a series I’m watching. Just focus on Sofia. I want her to tell me how wet you made her tomorrow.”

My eyes widened for a second, and I headed towards the porch, trying to stay calm and casual.

The evening air was refreshing as I crossed Sofia’s yard. The smell of grilled meat wafted through the screen door.

“Hello!” I slid the door open.

I could see Sofia moving around her kitchen. “Hi Ryan! Come in.”

Walking into her kitchen, I saw a plate piled with grilled chicken and sausages. Sofia stood over eggs frying in a pan, and she had rice steaming in a pot. My hungry eyes lingered on the meat.

Sofia laughed with amusement. “Poor Ryan! Caroline didn’t feed you. You must be so hungry!”

I smiled at her. She was still wearing the tight jeans and camisole top.

“How was your day?” I casually approached her, smiling into her eyes.

My hand rested on the small of her back as I pressed my lips against her cheek.
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Iexecuted the kiss so casually that it felt like the normal way we always greeted each other.

I saw her eyes widen slightly, and her lips parted, but she didn’t move away. She tilted her head slightly and moved towards my kiss.

“My day was good, thank you. How was yours?”

“Great. But I’m very hungry.” My hand was still comfortably on the small of her back.

“Did you bring wine?” She said, looking at the bottle in my other hand.

I held it up. “Yes. White. You like it?”

“I love it.”

My hand moved down slightly so that it was resting on the top curve of Sofia’s backside. She was smirking knowingly. “Don’t worry, mi amor. I have lots of food for you.”

“Thank you.” I kissed her again on the cheek. Her eyes met mine, but she quickly looked down. I cradled her head, turning her towards me and planting a kiss on her forehead.

She looked at me with her big, adorable eyes. “Ryan, what are you—” I kissed her lips quickly— they were pillowy and hot — then looked at her eyes again.

“What are you doing to me?” She whispered.

I kissed her lips again, my hand moving over her butt— it was incredibly round and pert. She moaned softly as our lips met. The eggs sizzled.

“Oh my God!” Sofia shrieked, shoving me away and grabbing the spatula. “The eggs are really cooked.”

“Don’t worry,” I chuckled. “The eggs are fine.”

“You sit down,” she ordered, pointing the spatula at the table.

I reluctantly took my hand away from her backside and settled at the table. Sofia busily lifted my plate, her boobs jiggling inside the camisole as she moved around the kitchen.

“This looks amazing,” I said, watching her stretch to reach the glasses in a high cabinet. Her shirt rode up, showing the brown skin above her jeans and the curves of her hips.

She set the plate in front of me. “Enjoy.”

“Are you joining me?”

“I already have dinner, but I will sit with you. Is my pleasure to watch you eat.”

“Well, I can do that,” I said, cutting a piece of chicken. It was tender and flavorful.

Sofia put wine glasses on the table and brought a corkscrew. I opened the bottle and poured her a glass as she sat down.

She brushed her hair back and straightened her blouse, fidgeting slightly. She seemed a bit nervous. The kitchen felt intimate in the evening light, especially after our kiss.

We clinked glasses, and I noticed her fingers trembling slightly.

“Tell me more about your restaurant. How’d it start?”

Sofia shifted in her seat, her eyes lighting up. “Well, I was always cooking from my home, making food for friends, or the potluck for church.

“And one day, I saw this little restaurant was closing down, and it was for rent. I always dreamed about owning a business. So, suddenly, I just decided. I quit my job and started my restaurant.”

“What was your job before?”

“Nail technician.” She spread her fingers on the table, gazing at her nails with a dreamy look. “People always told me I should start a restaurant, but I couldn’t just quit my job and start a business.”

“Because of your boys.”

She nodded. “Uh huh. I was a single mama. It was okay. I didn’t mind working for my sons and taking care of them.

“But then, six years ago, Miguel — my younger son — moved to Florida… The house was so quiet. That’s when I started cooking for people.”

“And then you bought the restaurant, what, six years ago?”

“Four years.”

“You’ve built that up in four years? That’s amazing, Sofia.”

She nodded proudly. “I know it’s good. I worked very hard.”

“Building something from nothing. I respect that.”

“You understand because you do the same thing with your business.”

“Exactly. It took me longer, though.” I held her gaze, taking a slow sip of wine.

She laughed, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “Ayyy, no! Your business was much bigger than my little restaurant.”

“Don’t sell yourself short. Running a restaurant is incredibly hard. And yours is successful because you put so much love into it.”

Her eyes softened. “That’s true. I love cooking for people. When my boys were home, I had to cook all the time. They ate so much — like you.” She giggled.

“You miss them a lot?”

“Of course.” She pinched the stem of her wine glass, gathering her thoughts.

“They are very busy. The older one is married. The younger one have a fiancé. They don’t have time for their mama anymore.”

She let out a small laugh. “Sometimes I think maybe I loved them too much because I didn’t want to let them go. And because of that they wanted to get away from me.”

“You seem like a great mother,” I said, moving closer and putting my arm around her. “I’m sure your sons love you very much. They’ll come around.”

She looked into my eyes searchingly. I could see something stirring in her big dark eyes. Recognition, maybe. Understanding.

“You like being taken care of,” she said softly. It wasn’t a question. “That’s why you like Caroline so much.”

“Why?” I drawled, somewhat surprised by the turn in the conversation.

“Because she takes good care of you. She knows how to do it properly.”

“Yeah, I guess that’s part of it. I feel so comfortable here with her.”

She smiled slyly. “Caroline is smart. She trapped you in her web.” She touched my leg, slowly dragging her finger down it. “Her soft, silky web.”

“I’m not caught. I just like being there.”

“Yes, is very luxury, no?” Sofia’s finger was still on my leg.

“Luxurious. You could say that.” I slid my arm around her waist. “In fact, I think there might actually be two little spiders that caught me in their webs.”

She tossed her head, smiling. “Oh, really?”

“Yeah, really. Fuck, you look so good,” I murmured, kissing her.

Her breath caught. “Ayyy, Ryan, what are you doing?”

I had one arm around her waist, the other hand on her thigh. She gripped my forearm, her chest heaving.

“I’m kissing you.”

We kissed on the lips. She moaned for a second, returning my kiss. Her lips were incredibly soft, yielding under mine. For a moment, she melted against me, her hands clutching my shirt.

Then suddenly moved away. “Ryan, we shouldn’t be doing this!”

“Why not?”

“Because you belong to Carolina. I know is probably just a fling, but still…”

“She doesn’t mind sharing me. She wants to.” I pressed my lips to her neck, just below her ear.

Sofia’s whole body shuddered. “Yes… She… she told me that.”

I raised an eyebrow, smirking. “She did, huh?”

Sofia nodded. “Uh huh. She say, ‘Come on! Why don’t you fuck with him?’”

I laughed. Her impression of Caroline sounded nothing like Caroline. “Well, there you go. You heard it directly from her.”

I caressed her thighs and ran my hands over the lovely curves of her waist and hips, kissing her neck.

She panted for a moment, then gripped my arm again.

“No…” she whispered, but her head tilted to give me better access. “We shouldn’t…”

I turned her towards me. Her chest was heaving, lips parted.

“Why shouldn’t we?”

“Because…” Her hands fell onto my chest, but she didn’t push me away. “Is no right. Carolina…”

“Caroline wants this.” I cupped her face, brushing my thumb over her cheek. “She wants us to be together. The three of us.”

Sofia gasped. “What! You mean, like, how do you call that? A threesome? She didn’t tell me that.”

I smiled. “Well, that wasn’t what I meant. But… maybe a threesome?”

“Of course you want that. Is what every guy dreams about, right?”

I answered with a kiss below her ear. She frowned, but I could see her body softening. I kissed her lips. She gazed at me with glazed eyes, her lips parted as if yearning for more.

“We’d better clear the dishes,” I said with a nonchalant smirk.

I placed my dishes in the sink, Sofia shadowed me, standing close. She stretched, back arched, chest sticking out. “Would you like to sit in the living room?”

I took hold of her waist and gazed down at her eyes. In light of our conversation, I understood her better now. I could practically feel all that nurturing energy and passion overflowing between my fingers as I held her.

She needed an outlet for it. Needed a man who could appreciate her milfy hotness and all she had to offer.

Someone who would give her the attention she deserved.

“Come on,” I said, guiding her towards the living room. “Let’s go sit.”
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We settled on her couch. Sofia curled her legs under her, creating a little distance between us. But her body was turned towards me, her eyes kept finding mine in the dim light.

“So… You think Carolina really wants this?” she asked softly.

“Why not? She said so, didn’t she? She thinks I can make you happy.” I reached for her hand, which was resting on her thigh.

Sofia’s lips quivered with a smile. “I know. She told me about… Never mind.” She tittered nervously, covering her mouth.

“What’s so funny?” I said, grinning. “Are you okay?” I rested my arm on the back of the couch, brushing my fingers over her hair.

She shook for a moment, giggling, then got control of herself. “I’m sorry. Is just… Don’t you think is kind of crazy? I never do anything like that before.”

“Neither have I. But why not?”

She bit her lip. “Imagine what people are gonna think.”

“You mean like Bill and Martha?”

“Ayy, no!” She covered her face dramatically. “The whole neighborhood already know about you and Carolina.”

“And?”

She peeked at me through her fingers. “Oh my God, they’re going crazy. So much gossip.”

“Does that bother you?” I moved closer, sliding my arm around her waist.

“Maybe… No, not really.” She was already falling towards me.

I brushed her hair back, exposing her neck. “Maybe you like it. The drama of it all?”

She gasped. “Actually, you know what? I was thinking… this reminds me of the dramas I watch.”

I smiled. “And that’s good, right? Exciting.”

“Yes, is exciting. The ladies at church would be jealous.”

“They would?”

“Of course. Secretly jealous.”

“Let them be jealous.” I kissed her neck softly. “I just care about how you feel.”

She turned towards me, her hand on my leg. “How I feel? I’m going crazy. What Carolina told me about you and her…” She trailed off, biting her lip.

“Yeah, what about it?”

“I… I want it too.” Her voice was barely a whisper.

Her lips met mine hungrily this time. All her earlier hesitation seemed to melt away as she pressed against me, one hand clutching my shirt.

I pulled her onto my lap, and she straddled me with a soft moan. Her hips ground against mine as me.

“Oh, Ryan,” she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair.

I could feel her heat radiating through our clothes. Her breasts were crushed against my chest, and her whole body was trembling.

“You feel so good,” I murmured against her skin, massaging her thighs through her jeans.

“Yes... Oh god…” She rocked her hips desperately.

But then I felt her tense up.

Maybe it was just because it had been so long for her, but I could tell she was self-conscious. I gently moved her off of me so that she was sitting beside me again.

She was biting her thumb, giggling quietly. “I’m sorry. I’m nervous.”

“I know. It’s okay.”

I could clearly see she wanted to do it. She just needed a bit of distance first.

I put my arm around her, speaking gently. “I know you want this. And I will have you… But not tonight."

I stood up.

“Where are you going?” She leaned towards me like a kitten mewling for more caresses.

“I’d better go. Want to get to bed early tonight.”

Disappointment flickered in her eyes, followed by relief.

I could see the conflict in her face, wanting more but genuinely nervous about intimacy after being alone so long.

It wasn’t just playful resistance. She needed more time to get used to this.

She nodded. “Yes, is better. Thank you, Ryan.”

“What for?”

“For no rush me.”

“And thank you for dinner.”

She walked with me to her porch, and I said a quick goodnight, sensing the withdrawal she was already feeling in my absence as I crossed her lawn and climbed Caroline’s porch steps.

The smell of freshly baked cookies wafted in the air as I entered through the living room.

“Caroline!” My eyes fell onto the tray of cookies on the stove. “You made more?”

She stood at the stove, smiling with amusement. “Aww, you look so excited.” She gestured to the island counter. “Sit. Tell me how it went while the cookies cool.”

I settled onto a stool, watching Caroline. “It went well. Like you said, she raised objections, but…”

My words trailed off as Caroline bent over to check the oven. The linen fabric of her loose pants became almost see-through as it stretched over her ass.

“Continue, hon. I’m listening.”

“Hey! There’s even more in the oven?”

“These ones are peanut butter. Don’t get distracted.”

“I’d focus better if you fed me some cookies.”

Caroline set a plate of oatmeal cookies in front of me with a glass of milk. “Satisfied? Now tell me everything. Every detail.”

I recounted the full story as I savored her warm cookies. Caroline listened intently, getting up only to take the other batch out.

“I don’t know,” I said as she handed me a peanut butter cookie. “Maybe I should have been more forceful.”

“No, you made the perfect call. She needs a little distance. Tonight will do wonders. She’ll be tossing and turning in her sheets, thinking about you.”

Caroline stood, her eyes fixed on me as she walked around the counter and slid her arms around my chest. “You deserve a reward for being such a good boy.”

Her hands pulled at my shirt, lifting it up. I obliged, pulling it off and letting it fall to the floor.

Caroline tugged at me, trying to get me to turn to face her. I swallowed a final gulp of creamy milk, then turned on the stool.

Caroline was pawing at my belt, I undid it, pulling my jeans and underwear down to my knees, my manhood stiffened, eager to be back inside her.

She sank to her knees, hands running over my legs as her lips wrapped around me, warm and wet.

“Fuck,” I groaned, grabbing the sides of her head, my hips thrusting. She moaned, then slowly pushed her head down, taking me into her throat.

She kept working on me, earnestly sucking me off. Soon I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed to come inside her.

I turned Caroline around against the island counter. She let her pants drop around her ankles, exposing her soft white skin.

I bent her over the counter, and she moaned as I pulled the string panties aside and entered her from behind, gripping her hips as I shoved in deeper.

“You’re so good to me,” she gasped as I drove into her. “So good… Oh, my god, don’t leave. Stay longer. Please. I want you to fuck me all the time, baby.”

“I’m not leaving,” I grunted, thrusting faster and harder. “I’ll stay longer. Your pussy feels so fucking good. There’s nothing else like it.”

She kept babbling and moaning as I fucked her faster.

Finally, she leaned lower, sticking her butt out more, letting me get even deeper.

The sight of her cheeks shaking as I smacked into them, the clapping noises filling the kitchen, my balls smacking against her— sent me into a mind-shattering ecstasy.

The kitchen dissolved into a haze as I released my load deep inside Caroline, giving her every bit of the love and attention she deserved.

Afterwards, we settled on the couch with more cookies and milk. Caroline curled against my side, satisfied and glowing.

For a while, it was quiet. But I knew we were both probably thinking about the same thing.

Caroline broke the silence. “That stuff we were saying. I guess it was kind of silly, huh?”

“Nah, it wasn’t that silly,” I said after a pause. “Actually, I was thinking I’d book another week, if that’s okay with you. I definitely want to stay around in this town for a bit.”

She lifted her head. “Really?”

“Really.”

“Yeah, that’s more than okay with me. We can… explore more.” She kissed my shoulder. “And besides, Sofia’s going to have more time this way, too.”

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. I felt happier than I had in a long time.

“We need to get you back over there tomorrow,” Caroline said.

“To Sofia’s?” I could see her brain scheming.

Her voice took on a sultry edge. “Yeah. I bet she’s got all kinds of things that need fixing. I can send you over there to do your handyman thing. Just see how she responds to your presence.”

A devilish look came into her eyes. She bit her lip, suppressing a grin. “I bet she’ll be like a bitch in heat by tomorrow.”

I looked at her in surprise, then laughed. “Caroline!”

“It’s your fault, Ryan. You’re bringing out my naughty side.”

I yawned, a luxurious sleepiness settling over me. I felt cozy and content.

My hands were calloused from honest work. My stomach was filled with Sofia’s delicious, home-cooked food. And my hot landlord had just fed me cookies and taken my load.

“You’re sleepy,” Caroline hummed, watching my face.

“Yeah, I’m heading to bed.”

“Sleeping in your own room tonight?”

“I was thinking it might be better that way. I mean, I love sharing your bed, but… maybe it would get too intense too fast if we did it every night. You know what I mean?”

“Definitely. Distance is good.” She bit her lip. “It might be hard, though.”

“We’ll see if we can do it.”
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“So much for sleeping separately,” I said, grinning.

Morning sunlight streamed through the window.

Caroline lay beside me, both of us still catching our breath from our wake-up activities. Her hair was delightfully messy, spread over the pillow.

She propped herself up on one elbow. “Hey, I only came in here after sunrise, so technically we spent the night separately.”

“True enough.” I kissed her and climbed out of bed. “I’m going to hop in the shower.”

When I returned, wrapped in a towel, Caroline had stripped the bed. She was wearing her nightgown, gathering my dirty clothes into a laundry basket.

“You have anything else to wash?” She spotted a sock by the bed and stooped to pick it up.

I waved my hand. “You don’t have to—”

“Stop. I want to. You deserve this. You’ve done so much work around here. Fixed so many things. The least I can do is take care of your laundry. Besides, the sight of these dirty clothes on your floor bugs me.”

“Well, thanks.”

A few minutes later, as I was pulling on some linen pants, Caroline appeared at my door, her eyes sparkling with that scheming look I’d seen the day before. “Do you have anything planned for this morning?”

I shrugged. “Not really. I was thinking of going to check out a cafe, do some reading.”

“You’re going to Sofia’s.”

“I am?”

She held up her phone with a crafty grin. “I’m texting her. I’ve got an idea. Her kitchen sink’s been dripping, and you’re gonna fix it.” She wiggled her eyebrows at me and her thumbs started typing a message.

“I see where you’re going with this.” I smirked, pulling on a v-neck shirt.

“She usually leaves for work around ten-thirty on Saturdays. That doesn’t give you much time.”

“Enough to push Sofia’s buttons,” I said, looking over Caroline’s shoulder at her phone.

The Latina answered right away.

Good morning!

OMG Yes! Send him over.

Caroline grinned at me. “Somebody’s excited to see you. Get over there, big boy.”

I put some tools in a plastic bag and headed towards Sofia’s.

She was waiting at the porch door in a very short, flaming red sundress, her hair damp from the shower. The dress was cut low, torturing me with the amount of cleavage she was showing.

“Good morning! Thank you for coming.”

“No problem.” I followed her into the kitchen, mesmerized by the view. The sight of her bare thighs made me grit my teeth.

She gestured at the sink. “Is very annoying. Always dripping.”

I leaned over the sink, nodding my head. “I see. Alright, let me take a look.”

“You need your tools?”

“Yeah, I brought—” I turned and bumped into her, she was standing so close. The scent of her shampoo hit me, and I could see her pulse beating in her neck.

Moving with quick, nervous energy, she grabbed a tool from the bag and thrust it at me.

I chuckled hoarsely. “Not that one. Here, I’ll just take them all…”

I reached past her to get my tools from the counter. She made a sudden movement, and my arm bumped against her boob, making it jiggle. She sucked in a breath and stood up straighter.

We looked at each other for a moment.

Sofia swallowed. “Well, I should... get ready for work. I have to go soon.”

“You probably should.”

Neither of us moved.

Her hands hovered in front of her. I trailed my fingers down her small, soft forearm. She shivered. I took her wrist and slowly pulled her towards me.

She moved willingly, showing me with her eyes that she was ready to deliver her body into my hands, as if I was her dance partner.

She leaned all her weight against me, my arm clamping across the small of her back. The other hand squeezed her ample ass. I kissed her hot cheek, her neck, her ear.

Sofia immediately started panting and moaning. “Oy…. Oyyyy. Qué lindo… Es muy rico.”

Her body trembled as our lips met, and my hand went up her dress between those silky thighs, pushing against her panties.

The material of her panties was soaking wet. I massaged that delicious softness beneath as Sofia clung to me, trembling and almost screaming, like she was about to unravel.

I took my hand away and kept kissing her, letting her come down. She pushed herself away. Her phone was vibrating on the counter. She grabbed it.

“Ayy, oh my god. I have to go, mi amor.”

I smiled, my eyes languidly taking in the sight of her, all disheveled and flustered. “Okay. I don’t want you to be late. I’ll get started on this sink.”

With a massive tent in my pants, I crouched under the sink. But Sofia still didn’t go. She hovered beside me, fidgeting. “You want me to help you?”

“Uh, could you hold the flashlight?”

She squatted beside me. The thickness of her smooth thighs was on full display, and the dress was riding so high I could almost see her panties. But I tried to stay focused.

“Like this?” She pointed the flashlight.

“Perfect.” I adjusted a coupling, aware of the heat radiating from her body.

“Ryan…” Her voice was barely a whisper.

I turned my head. Her face was inches from mine, lips parted, eyes dark with desire. The flashlight trembled in her hand.

My eyes flicked down to her thighs.

She whispered, “I wanna stay here with you… I… I want you….” She was already leaning closer. I put my hand on her thigh. Her skin was impossibly soft.

She let out a tiny whimper. “Ay, no.” She caught my wrist, but her grip was weak. “I really have to go to work. The restaurant…”

I squeezed her thigh. She gasped and her thighs flinched together, a convulsion running through her body. She whispered, “Oh my god, I like that.”

I gritted my teeth. “Sofia. You’re driving me fucking crazy. If you stay here another five seconds, I’m going to—”

“Okay! Okay… I go.” She stood on shaky legs, smoothing her dress. Her chest was still rising and falling rapidly. “When I will see you?”

“I’ll come tonight.” I rose, stepping towards her, backing her against the counter. She tilted her face up, eyes heavy with desire. I was about to just take her right there and let her be late. I didn’t think she’d mind too much.

But her phone buzzed again. “Oh my God!” She pushed past me. “I have to go. My staff is waiting.”

“Go.” I smiled, almost relieved as I watched her grab her purse. “The sink’s fixed.”

She paused at the door, looking back at me with those big dark eyes. “Thank you, guapo.”

She was gone, practically running to her car.

I stood in her kitchen for a moment, letting out a long breath. Then I headed outside. I needed to dive into some cool water.
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Chapter twenty-five


“Still alive?” Caroline asked as I came through the door. She was in yoga pants and a sports bra, pulling her hair into a ponytail.

She gestured to a plate on the stove— scrambled eggs and bacon. “There’s your breakfast.”

“You look good.”

She laughed. “I’m guessing you didn’t, um, get to home base with Sofia.”

“No, she had to go.” I dragged a hand over my face. “And now I need to go dive into the river. I guess you won’t be joining me?”

She shook her head, making her ponytail swing. “No, I have yoga class, and then I’m going to the farmer’s market. But come on! Tell me what happened.”

I described the interaction with Sofia, watching Caroline’s eyes light up. “Oh my god, she’s so ready. Tonight’s definitely the night.”

I reached for the plate, but Caroline stopped me. “Sorry, could you help me carry some boxes to the car? Just some preserves for the market.”

“Of course.” I grabbed a piece of crispy bacon from the plate and took a bite as Caroline led me into a pantry.

Neat rows of jars lined the shelves— jellies, jams, pickled vegetables.

“These are the summer ones,” she said, gesturing to several boxes. “Peach preserves, blackberry jam…”

We carried them out to her driveway. After loading the last box into her car, Caroline pressed against me. “Thank you, honey.”

I wrapped my arms around her. “My pleasure.”

A slight thrill tingled through me as she gazed up at me adoringly, her hands resting on my arms.

We were pretty much out in public, standing there on Caroline’s driveway.

And we were openly displaying affection. Bill or some other neighbor might have been watching us, even more scandalized than before.

But Caroline clearly didn’t care. She lifted her face towards me, demanding a kiss. I obliged. Our lips met, and we hungrily came back for more, kissing and gazing into each other’s eyes like teenage lovers.

Suddenly, we realized that there actually was a neighbor watching us.

A clatter from across the street drew our attention. Amber McAlister had stumbled over her lawnmower, barely catching herself.

“Well, well, look who’s peeping on us,” Caroline hummed, a sardonic satisfaction in her voice.

“Our ‘local property expert,’” I murmured.

Caroline snickered. “You saw her signs, huh?” She made no move to step away from me.

Amber quickly recovered her composure, dusting off her bare legs. Her blonde ponytail swung as she straightened and gave Caroline a neighborly wave.

“Here she comes,” Caroline hummed.

The young woman crossed the street with a determined stride, her professional smile plastered on her face.

She wore running shoes and sporty shorts that showed off her fit legs. Her handful-sized tits jiggled braless under a white T-shirt, and her ponytail bounced with each step.

Caroline slid a possessive hand up my chest. Her other hand reached behind her head to pull her own ponytail under her chin.

“Good morning!” Amber called out, her voice was pitched a little too high.

As Caroline watched Amber stroll onto her driveway, she sniffed her ponytail a couple of times and then flung it over her shoulder. The gesture seemed almost threatening somehow.

Amber smiled, showing her sparkling white teeth. “Caroline, I’m glad I caught you. How are you this morning?”

“Morning, Amber.” She shifted slightly, but kept her hand on my chest. “Have you met Ryan?”

Amber turned her brown eyes onto me. For a second, she faltered, a slight flush coming into her cheeks. “Not yet, but I think I’ve seen you around. It’s nice to meet you, Ryan.” She extended her hand.

“Nice to meet you, Amber,” I said politely.

Her handshake was firm and professional, but her eyes lingered on me for a beat too long before she turned back to Caroline.

“I wanted to let you know— the development group I told you about? They’re increasing their offer significantly.”

Caroline maintained her smile, but there was an edge to her words. “That doesn’t change anything, Amber. I told you, I have no interest in selling my home.”

“I know. Your house has a lot of sentimental value. I get that. But they’re making a really good offer.”

Caroline shook her head emphatically, whipping her ponytail back and forth. “It doesn’t matter. It makes no difference. I love my home and I’m not selling it.”

Amber shifted her weight and tilted her head, swinging her own ponytail. “Well, I just thought you should know.”

“Change is coming, whether we’re ready or not,” Amber continued, adjusting her stance and gaining confidence. “I’m not sure if you’re aware, but the rezoning bylaw is already scheduled for second reading.”

Caroline’s eyes widened with shock. “What? You can’t be serious.”

“Yes,” Amber said firmly. “The public hearing was last night.”

Caroline shook her head. “I can’t believe this. Why didn’t I hear about it? They’re supposed to notify everyone.”

“They did. There was a notice in the paper a couple weeks ago, and they posted it on the town website.” Amber’s expression was carefully neutral.

“If I’m on the beautification committee and I didn’t hear about it, the town is clearly not trying very hard. It was never mentioned in our meetings.”

Amber shrugged. “The hearing was well attended—lots of stakeholders, developers, and local business owners.”

“Stakeholders!” Caroline grumbled under breath. I could tell she hated that jargon as much as I did. “Why didn’t I get a letter about it?”

“They’re required to send notices to properties within 50 feet of the zones they’re changing. Our houses aren’t quite in that radius.”

Caroline shifted her weight, sighing slowly. She was probably trying hard not to lose her temper.

“Anyway, change isn’t necessarily a bad thing,” Amber rattled on. “The council’s development plan is going to bring a lot of economic growth. However, the group’s offer won’t stay so high forever. Something to keep in mind.”

Caroline’s eyes smoldered with all the ferocity of a mother bear protecting her den.

But Amber was already backing away with a wave and a smile. “Well, I’ll let you get back to your day. Nice meeting you, Ryan.”

Caroline stared at the ground, frowning. “I can’t believe it.”
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Chapter twenty-six


“What’s this all about?” I asked, gently putting a hand on Caroline’s shoulder.

She turned back towards the house. “Come on, let’s check the newspaper.”

Fishing through a recycling basket by her front door, Caroline found the two-week-old edition of The Weekly Bulletin.

It was a small, free publication that probably few people actually read.

The leading story on the front page was something about the goldfish that lived in the pond at the public library.

Caroline flipped the pages, but there was nothing written up about the important town development plans.

Finally, in the advertisement section in the back pages, we found a small notice about the public hearing. It was very easy to miss.

Caroline grunted in frustration. “They totally did this on purpose! They’re just doing the bare minimum of what’s required.”

“Yeah, and nobody even reads the paper anymore.”

Caroline nodded rapidly. “Yup. And the paper is colluding with them. They’re deliberately not reporting it to help the council sneak the bylaw through before anyone notices.”

“You think so?”

She huffed in exasperation. “I know so. But… shit. It’s my fault, too. I’ve been asleep at the wheel. I mean, I knew they were talking about some big developments that were a terrible idea, but… I didn’t know it was going to move ahead so fast.”

“Don’t blame yourself.” I rubbed her back.

“There’s a lot of apathy in this town, and I guess I’m guilty of it too. Most people have no idea about the changes that are coming. Or they do know but they actually think it’ll be good.

“Ugh! Sorry, but I just don’t want apartment buildings and low-rent housing springing up on my block. That’s the kind of stuff they were talking about.”

I shook my head sympathetically. “That would completely change the neighborhood—for the worse.”

She checked her watch. “I’m late for my class. I gotta run.”

“We’ll talk more later.”

“Okay. Bye.” She stood on tiptoe and kissed me on the lips, then hurried out the door.

Through the living room window, I watched Caroline’s car disappear down the street, then headed to the kitchen.

I wolfed down my cold breakfast then headed outside in my boxer-briefs. I didn’t have swimming trunks, so I was just going to go in my underwear.

Walking across Caroline’s lawn, I smelled the coolness of the river as it sparkled in the late morning sun.

Descending the staircase I’d just repaired, I stopped and studied the clear water, then gazed across the short distance to the other side of the river.

The opposite bank sloped up to the long grass stirring under the blue sky, the mountains looking both distant but also near enough to reach out and touch.

It was an incredibly beautiful and wholesome picture. In fact— as corny as it might have sounded — this town felt like the classic, more innocent America. I almost expected to see Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn come trudging down to the water with fishing rods over their shoulders.

It would be a shame if this peaceful scene were transformed by whatever the council was planning.

I put those thoughts aside. For now, I just wanted to enjoy this moment.

I dove in. The water was pleasantly cold—surprisingly so. It shocked my system, washing away the morning’s tension. Swimming against the gentle current, I could see small fish darting beneath me, their silver bodies glimmering.

This was exactly the kind of simple pleasure I’d come here for. No traffic noise, no sirens, just the sound of water and birds.

After treading water for a while, submerging myself under the surface a few times, I climbed the ladder onto the dock, letting the sun dry my skin.

The memory of Caroline’s delicious body, and all the comforts it had to offer, came to me. Then I thought about Sofia. How voracious her appetites appeared to be—maybe even more insatiable than Caroline’s.

My wet underpants suddenly got very tight, and I decided I’d better get inside in case Bill or someone appeared. That could be slightly embarrassing.

Jogging back across the lawn, the memory of Sofia trembling against me was vivid. The heat of her body, the way she’d moaned in Spanish…

I toweled off in the downstairs bathroom, took my clothes, and headed upstairs.

Maybe I’d take a nap, try to save up some energy. Given the libidos of these mature women, I felt like I was going to need it.

But I couldn’t sleep, even though I felt tired. The afternoon crawled by.

I tried reading Henry VIII but couldn’t focus. Young Henry’s marital problems with Catherine of Aragon seemed far less interesting than my own adventures with two hot, 40-something women.

Around half-past six, Caroline messaged me:

I’m still at the market. It was a busy day. But Sofia’s home already!!

She’s been texting me all day about you.

I replied, really?

Yes. Get over there. NOW. She wants you bad. That woman is IN HEAT

She followed with several squirt emojis, and the face with heart eyes.

I smiled at my phone. Another message appeared:

Are you going??? Don’t make her wait. She’s driving me crazy.

I laughed. Okay! On my way.

I didn’t bother getting changed.

I walked out to the porch barefoot, wearing running pants and a sporty gym shirt. With Sofia’s grass under my feet, I took a deep breath.

Time to finally claim what I knew was already mine.
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Chapter twenty-seven


The evening air was heavy and warm as I crossed Sofia’s lawn. Light spilled from her kitchen window.

Latin American music was playing, driven by exotic percussion instruments. A powerful tenor crooned, shouted, and wailed over those wild rhythms, seemingly pouring out his deepest passions.

My heart beat faster as I approached her door. After this morning’s tension, after the whole day of anticipation, it felt like electricity was buzzing under my skin.

I knocked on the glass door. The music lowered, and I saw her approaching.

Sofia was wearing a satin robe, like she was ready to crawl into bed. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders.

She opened the door and immediately pervaded my senses. “Hola.” Her feminine voice hummed in my ears as she brushed her fingers over my arm.

Her scent, sweet and refreshing, drew me towards her.

“Hey,” I said gruffly.

She stepped back to let me in, and I could see she was excited, her chest already rising and falling. The robe gaped open just enough to show she was wearing something lacy underneath.

The music throbbed through the kitchen, passionate and rhythmic.

“Come on,” she beamed, tugging my wrist and sashaying towards the kitchen.

I took in the sight of her ass swaying beneath the material of the robe.

“You want something to drink?” she asked, turning towards me in the kitchen.

I gazed at her for a moment, then slowly moved into her space. Her eyes shone with excitement and expectation as I pushed lightly on her hips, backing her against the counter.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day. How much I wanted to get my hands on you again.”

My hands squeezed her waist through the silk.

She gasped, her pupils dilating. “Oyyy, Ryan... I like the way you touch me.”

Slowly, I untied her robe, letting it fall open. The black lace bodysuit underneath cupped her full breasts, barely containing them.

“Oh my god,” she moaned as I kissed her neck.

“You like that?” I rumbled against her ear, squeezing her thick thighs. She whimpered, pawing at my shirt.

My hands slid up her body, taking in every curve. When I cupped her breasts through the lace, she threw her head back with a gasp.

“Ay, papito…” Her fingers twisted in my shirt. I pulled it off, tossing it on the floor. She got more frantic, running her hands over my chest.

The music’s wild rhythm seemed to pulse through us both as I pushed her up onto the counter. Her legs spread for me. She was trembling, her breath coming in little pants as I pushed the lace aside and touched her. She was already soaking wet.

“Dios mío,” she moaned, her accent thickening. Her thighs squeezed together around my hand.

I gripped her hair, pulling her head back to expose her throat. “You’re mine now, Sofia.”

“Oh, yes, papito. I’m yours… I’m yours.”

I knew she’d like that. Her nails dug into my shoulders as I kissed down her neck, her cleavage. The lace bra was barely holding her in. I pulled it down, and her breasts spilled out into my hands.

“Oh, mi amor…” she gasped as I took one nipple in my mouth. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me closer.

I opened the robe, exposing her skimpy see-through panties. Everything was shaved clean.

She was shaking with need, speaking rapid Spanish I couldn’t understand.

Pulling the panties aside, I pushed a finger inside her, making her cry out, arching her back.

“You make me so wet, baby,” she whimpered.

“You want me to fuck you right now,” I growled against her ear.

“Sí, sí… I want it.” She was fumbling with my pants, desperate to get them off.

I lifted her off the counter, carrying her to the couch. She squealed with delight, clinging to me. I let her feet down beside the couch. She stood shakily, her eyes seeking direction from me.

I kneeled, slowly moving my hands up her thighs and hooking my fingers under the band of her panties.

She opened her robe as I pulled down her panties slowly, luxuriously, as if I was peeling some rare and exquisite fruit.

The robe came off, and she unhooked her bra, letting it fall away. I lay her down, naked and trembling beneath me.

“Oh my god,” she breathed as I shed my remaining clothes. Her eyes widened at the sight of my cock. “You’re so big…”

Her hands reached for me eagerly as I covered her body with mine.

I positioned myself at her entrance, teasing her. She was dripping wet, her hips moving restlessly.

When I finally entered her, she cried out, her nails raking down my back. “Oyyy!”

“Does it hurt?”

“No, it feels good,” she mewled, opening her legs wider.

I pushed in deeper, and Sofia whined even louder. “OOYYYY!” She looked at me, eyes as widening almost with shock.

Her walls clenched around me as I sank even deeper. Her legs opened wider to accommodate me. “Is so deep… Oh my god.”

“Your pussy feels amazing,” I groaned, starting to move. Her big breasts bounced with each thrust.

She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deeper. She was moaning constantly now, a stream of Spanish mixed with gasps and cries of pleasure.

I picked up the pace, driving into her harder. Her whole body shuddered beneath me.

“You’re mine now,” I growled, gripping her hips. “Say it.”

“Sí, sí, I’m yours,” she moaned.

I drove into her harder, making her tits bounce wildly. Her nails raked down my back as she met each thrust, taking me deeper.

“Oh god, Ryan!” She was getting close. I could feel her walls starting to pulse around me. “Mi amor, mi amor...”

I gripped her hips harder, pounding into her. “Come for me, Sofia.”

Her whole body convulsed as she cried out my name. Her pussy clamped down on me rhythmically, milking my cock until I couldn’t hold back anymore.

The intense pleasure made my eyes roll back as I exploded inside her with a grunt, filling her up.

Sofia moaned at the sensation, her arms and legs wrapped tight around me.

We lay there panting, our bodies slick with sweat. Sofia trembled beneath me, still coming down from her high.
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Chapter twenty-eight


“Oh my god,” Sofia whispered, fanning herself.

I relaxed beside her as we caught our breath. Her skin was dewy with sweat, and she still trembled occasionally with aftershocks.

“You’re shaking,” I murmured, brushing my fingers over the contour of her hips.

“Mmm. Is because I haven’t been with anyone for so long.”

Her lipstick was slightly smeared, her expression dreamy. “Carolina was right about you.”

“What did she say?”

The flush in Sofia’s cheeks deepened. “She say you would make me feel special. She talked about how good you are with your hands. And not just fixing things.” She let out a giggle and stretched luxuriously.

I traced my fingers on her soft skin. “And what else did she tell you?”

She pressed closer, her full breasts crushed against my chest. “Like we talked about before. She say you want both of us. Together.”

“That I want both of you?”

“Yes. Is no true?” She leaned even closer, peering at my face, a knowing smile on her lips.

I suddenly realized why Caroline wouldn’t have mentioned it was actually her idea. Sofia would be more open to a threesome if she thought of it as a demand of my raging cave-man sex drive.

“Yeah, it’s true,” I said gruffly, gripping her thick thigh.

Sofia fell on my chest, giggling. Then she looked at me, rolling her eyes. “You are just like Colombian guys. All men are the same.”

“But I can actually back it up,” I said jokingly. “I’ve got enough money to take care of you both.”

“I don’t care about your money. I make my own money.”

“I know you do.” I stroked her hair. “And I have a lot of respect for what you do. I’m just saying, I’m capable of taking care of two women, if I need to.”

Her eyes gleamed, and she rested her head on my shoulder. “I know… you like to take care of us.”

“Yes, I do.”

She lifted herself up, almost crawling onto my chest. “And we like taking care of you.”

I grinned. “That’s why you should both be my women.”

Sofia frowned, pouting her lips. “Ryan, what are you talking about? Are you gonna stay here?”

“Well, I don’t know yet. I don’t plan too far ahead. But I did book another week with Caroline.”

“So you’re gonna stay one more week.”

“Oh, I’m pretty sure I’ll be staying longer than that. If not at Caroline’s, then at least here in town.”

“You can stay here with me.”

I hugged her as she rested her face on my chest. “So, you’re open to it? You’d let Caroline watch me make love to you?”

Sofia raised herself up. She put her thumb between her teeth, looking away dramatically. “Maybe... I think about it.”

She started kissing my chest, circling her tongue over me. “But you know… I have to confess. When Carolina told me about how you make love to her…”

“Yeah? What about it?”

“It made me so hot, thinking about you fucking her.”

“Yeah?” I squeezed her ass. “What else do you think about?”

“About... About both of us taking care of you.” Her voice was barely a whisper now. “Just like you deserve, baby.”

I could feel her getting aroused again, her body responding to the fantasy.

I made us switch places, laying her down on her back. The music still played in the background as I explored her body. Her tender skin felt amazing under my hands, rough and calloused form work.

“Both of you taking care of me, huh? You want that?”

Sofia trembled. “Sí... while Carolina watches us first… You and me.”

My hands roamed freely over her curves like they were my property. I watched her respond to my touch, her breath quickening, her hips squirming.

“Tomorrow,” I reminded her. “The three of us have a date on the dock.”

I moved between her legs, brushing my fingers over her pussy and finding it soaking wet once more.

Her hand frantically reached for my stiff shaft, lining me up with her entrance.

***

At some point in the night, I was awakened by something nudging my arm persistently.

“Ryan! Ryan. Wake up. Wake up, Ryan. There’s somebody outside.”

“What?” I sat up quickly, pushing off the blankets of Sofia’s bed.

She flicked on the small lamp, casting her bedroom in a dim, cinematic light. I rubbed an eye. “Did you just say someone’s outside?”

“Yes. You have to go look. I think they break in my house.”

Sofia was performing for the imaginary cameras again, her expressive eyebrows transmitting fear and also looking extremely photogenic at the same time.

“Are you sure?” I said skeptically, though I still got out of bed just in case.

I couldn’t hear any noises, apart from Sofia’s dramatic whispering.

“Yes! I heard something. Somebody’s outside.” She stood in front of me, her hands on my chest.

“Alright, I’ll go look.” As I pulled on my running pants, Sofia opened a drawer and rummaged through her panties.

“Here, take this, mi amor. Be careful!” She put a small revolver in my hands.

I turned it over, confirming the safety was on. Then I flipped open the cylinder. Each chamber held a gleaming round. It was loaded and ready.

I clicked it shut and let out a breath, chuckling. “Jesus, Sofia.”

“What? Is no funny.” She hung on my arm, gazing up at me, still making her melodramatic damsel-in-distress face.

I kissed the top of her head. “You are funny. Wait here. Lock the door. I’ll be back soon.”

She leapt after me, grabbing my arm. “Ryan, wait!”

“What is it?”

“Be careful, mi amor.”

I kissed her on the cheek. “I will.”

Creeping down the dark stairs, I came down into the front hall. Diffuse yellow light from the streetlamps streamed through the windows.

The floor creaked under my bare feet as I walked towards the door. When I unbolted it, I heard a noise outside.

My heart pounded. Did Sofia’s theatrics actually reflect reality? I remembered the tent encampment downtown, and what Caroline had said about the increase in crime since the transient population had moved in.

The door made a squeaky groan as I opened it.

Stepping onto the shadowy front steps, I scanned her yard and the street. Everything looked strangely unfamiliar under the darkness of night.

Slowly walking down the steps, I held the revolver at my side, pointing it to the ground. A crash came from the side of the house—a garbage can.

The grass was dewy and cool on my feet as I crossed Sofia’s lawn. Rounding the corner of her house, my eyes struggled to distinguish shapes in the black space between Sofia and Caroline’s houses.

“Hey, who’s there?” I said in my best get-off-my-lawn voice.

A great commotion suddenly erupted from the garbage can lying on its side, and a furry shape bolted past me with a growl.

The street lights revealed a fat raccoon racing away. I watched it cross Caroline’s lawn and then climb the fence, making an escape into Bill’s property.

I righted the garbage can and put the lid on, then headed back into the house.

Climbing the stairs, I knocked softly at the bedroom door. “Sofia?”

I heard a rustle within. “Ryan? Is that you?”

“Of course. Everything’s fine. It was a raccoon.”

The lock clicked and the door opened. Sofia threw herself against me, hanging her arms around my neck. “Oh my god. Thank you.” Her eyes shone at me adoringly.

“It was really nothing— Just an animal.” I pried her hands off me so I could put away the revolver.

She shadowed me to her dresser, wrapping her arms around my waist as I put the weapon back in her panty drawer.

She was whispering breathlessly, crushing her breasts against me through her nightgown. “Thank you. You protect me.”

“From a raccoon,” I chuckled.

“Ay, no. It doesn’t matter.”

“Come back to bed.” I tried to lead her, but she became more passionate, pressing herself against me, showering my chest with kisses.

I brushed a hand through her shining black hair. She clung to me tightly, her pretty eyes looking up at me like she wanted to suck me dry.

I grabbed her hips, turning her around. She gasped as I pressed against her from behind, lifting her short nightgown, one hand sliding down her stomach.

“Oyy, papi,” she moaned as I pushed her forward, bending her over the dresser. Her nightgown rode up over her beautiful ass, fully exposing her.

When I entered her, she cried out, pushing back against me. “Sí, papi, sí!” She was already incredibly wet.

Her hands gripped the edge of the dresser as I took her hard and deep. She leaned forward, sticking her butt out for me. “OYYYY, papi! Sí, sí!” She kept babbling in Spanish.

My hands gripped her narrow waist as I clapped against her big, round ass cheeks, slick noises filling her bedroom.

Her body shuddered and convulsed. I followed right after, clinging to her as we both caught our breath.

Finally, we made it back to Sofia’s bed, where she curled against me like a satisfied kitten.
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Chapter twenty-nine


“Tell me everything. I want details.”

It was the next morning, and Caroline was sitting across from me at the island counter in her kitchen, resting her chin in her palms. Sofia had rushed off to church without having breakfast.

“Actually, we talked about the possibility of some kind of threesome action. Though apparently you told her all this was my idea?”

Caroline smirked. “I guess I sort of implied it.”

“Well, she said it made her hot, thinking about watching us together.”

“No way!” Caroline bit her lip.

“Started calling me ‘papi’ too, after I chased away a raccoon.”

Caroline almost choked on her coffee. “What?” She leaned forward eagerly, her eyes wide.

I described the episode of the raccoon and Sofia’s histrionics, followed by the hot sex. Caroline was belly laughing.

When Sofia texted Caroline she was finished church, we started getting ready. I put some Coronas into a cooler, then stripped down to my boxer-briefs and lathered on the sunscreen.

I put the cooler on the patio table, along with a towel, and waited for Caroline.

She came out with a towel wrapped around her hips. Her big nipples were puckered beneath the material of her bikini top.

I quickly averted my eyes.

She came up beside me, putting her arms around me. “Look at you. Outside in your undies.”

“Don’t do that.”

Her eyes glanced at my crotch. “Mmm, I see you’ve got a little problem down there—Well, a big problem, actually.”

“Yeah.”

She breathed in my ear. “If that’s happening now, just imagine when Sofia joins us in the water. Might as well just accept it now.”

“Easy for you to say,” I laughed, picking up the cooler and holding it in front of me. I paused. “Maybe I should make a run for swimming shorts.”

Caroline nudged me towards the porch stairs. “Don’t bother. The stores aren’t open today.”

Crossing the lawn, we headed down the steps to the dock

Making our way down the stairs, we walked over the gangway. The wood planks were warm under our feet, and the dock swayed slightly as we walked across to the edge.

Caroline unwrapped her towel, exposing her round, powerful hips.

I stepped behind her and surveyed her ass like it was a masterwork of art, letting out a sigh of appreciation. She giggled happily over her shoulder.

Setting her towel down, she sat on the edge of the dock, dangling her feet in the water. I opened two beers and sat next to her.

We clinked our bottles, and gulped the ice-cold beer.

After chatting for a bit, Sofia called to us from the top of the stairs. “Hey you guys!”

She was wearing a floral dress. The light material draped over her thick thighs, and a surprising amount of cleavage was showing—considering she just came from church.

“I’ll be right down!”

“Okay, babe!” Caroline said, blowing her a kiss.

“Okay!” She waved and bounced with excitement— making a lot of things jiggle in the process — then hurried away.

“That outfit seems a little distracting for church,” I murmured through a smirk.

Caroline shrugged. “Latin American style.”

A few minutes later, Sofia reappeared at the top of the stairs in a tiny red bikini.

“Wow, girl!” Caroline called out. “Is that the new one?”

Sofia grinned, confidently descending each step. “You like it?”

Caroline patted the dock beside her. “Get down here! The water’s perfect.”

“Did you guys go in yet?”

“No, we were waiting for you.”

Sofia’s bare feet padded over the gangway, her breasts nearly escaping the minimal fabric with each step. She paused, sticking her thumbs under the material and pulling it up.

Then, gingerly, she stepped onto the dock, walking like she was balancing on a surfboard.

“Don’t worry,” I grinned. “It’s not going to flip over.”

She crouched to kiss Caroline’s cheek, then my lips, before sitting between us. She lowered her feet towards the water but they didn’t quite reach it.

Her thigh pressed against mine. Caroline caught my eye, smirking at my obvious distraction.

“Maybe we should get in before Ryan explodes.”

“Is it deep?” Sofia asked, eyeing the water.

“Haven’t you been in before?”

“The level changes,” Caroline explained.

“I think it’s not too deep.” I slipped into the cool river. My feet made contact with the bottom—smooth stones and sand.

“But you’re tall,” Sofia said, seeing my feet resting on the riverbed. Then her gaze moved slightly upwards. She twisted her lips into a smirk.

“Never mind what’s happening down there,” I said, adjusting my underwear. “It’s beyond my control.”

I reached up, my hands finding her thighs. “Come on. I’ll help you.”

She pushed forward, and I caught her waist as she dropped into the water, her breasts bouncing at eye level before she splashed down in front of me.

She let out a scream, and I watched her legs pumping as she treaded water.

“Ay! Is cold!”

Caroline laughed, sliding in gracefully with a small splash. “You’ll get used to it.”

Sofia clung to me. “Hold me.”

“You can stand over here,” I said, trying to lead her to a shallower spot. But she just wrapped her legs around my waist.

“I like this better.”

Caroline moved closer, her hand falling on my shoulder. “Share him, Sofia.”

Sofia pouted but unwound her legs from my waist. “Okay, okay.”

Caroline drifted closer, and I pulled her against me, kissing her neck. Sofia watched with heavy-lidded eyes as our lips met.

Sofia waded back towards me. “Share him, Caroline,” she said, mimicking Caroline.

Caroline hugged me under the water. “We can both share him at the same time. I don’t think he’ll complain.”

“No, I won’t,” I murmured as Sofia came to my other side, draping her arms over my shoulders. I pulled her in for a kiss, then turned to Caroline, who was waiting eagerly.

We passionately made out as Sofia watched, her face inches away. I felt their hands all over me—Caroline caressing my hair, and Sofia touching my chest and stomach.

A movement on the opposite bank caught my eye. Bill was walking along the top of the bank with a white-haired lady, presumably Martha, and a small poodle.

“Oops, we have an audience,” I whispered, trying not to laugh.

Bill was staring at us, apparently unable to look away. He appeared to be in some sort of shock, his mouth hanging open like a door with a broken hinge.

In contrast, Martha’s mouth was puckered up tightly, and her eyes were angry little black dots behind her glasses.

The poodle started screeching furiously, trying to run down the bank towards us. Martha tugged on its lead. “Snuggles! Get back here.”

Caroline turned away, covering her mouth to hide a laugh, then waved at them. “Hey, guys! Ryan fixed the dock!”

Sofia smiled warmly. “Yeah, is really great! He’s a hero around here!” She draped her hands over me.

Bill tried to say something but only managed to croak. Then he coughed. “That’s great, Caroline. Great.”

Martha murmured something to him in the same tone she’d used for the poodle, and they quickened their pace, disappearing behind a strand of trees.

“Oh, the poor dears,” Caroline said. “I can imagine the conversation on their next bridge night.”

“I think we broke Bill’s brain,” I said. “Did you see his face?”

Sofia laughed, resting her head on my shoulder. “What about Martha? She looked so angry! Oh my god, she scares me.”

Caroline waded over to the ladder on the side of the dock. “Well, the whole neighborhood was already gossiping about us anyway.” She rose from the river, glistening water streaming down her voluptuous body.

Sofia followed. I watched from below as she climbed up the ladder. Gazing up at that glorious ass, I reminded myself that I could have it again any time I wanted.

With my cock breaking free from my underwear and throbbing against my leg, I decided to remain in the water. I started swimming around, trying to take my mind off it.

Meanwhile, Caroline was gazing at the water with a faraway look in her eyes.

“What are you thinking about?” Sofia said, putting a hand on her shoulder.

Caroline sighed. “The development plans. It’s even worse than we thought. I talked to Rick Dieder at the market yesterday— he’s a councilor. I’m still processing what he told me.” She put her hands over her face.

“What did he say?” Sofia asked, her forehead creased with concern.

Caroline’s eyes swept across the opposite bank. “The plan isn’t just for our block. It’s much bigger than that. They want to develop all of this.”

She pointed towards the field on the opposite side. “Riverfront property. They want to make it a shopping area with bars and restaurants. And hotels. It would be a party place for tourists.”

“Oh, man. That’s not good.” I treaded water, looking at the peaceful grass swaying in the breeze, imagining partiers shouting and screaming, loud music pumping.

The place would be ruined.

I climbed onto the dock, towelled off, and sat between the girls.

Caroline slapped her thighs in frustration. “The worst part is how sneaky they’re being about it. Most people have no idea what’s coming.”

Watching her face, seeing the worry in her eyes, I felt protective. This was her home, her sanctuary. Sofia’s too.

“None of the councillors are opposing this?” I asked.

Caroline shook her head. “Not really. They just go along with whatever the administration and the developers want.”

Sofia frowned pressing a finger on her chin. “Wasn’t the lady from Mountain Fitness trying to organize something?”

Caroline’s eyes brightened. “Kate, the owner. Yes, she was. I don’t know if you’ve seen her, Ryan.”

“Yeah, actually. I’ve met her a couple times. She does seem very active.”

Caroline looked at me for a moment, raising an eyebrow. “I think she was meeting with councillors and trying to get people more involved. I should get in touch with her.”

“Doesn’t surprise me,” I said. “She’s exactly the kind of person I’d expect to run for council or something like that.”

Caroline studied my face, smirking.

I narrowed my eyes. “What?”

“I think somebody has a crush.”
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Chapter thirty


“What?” I said, my cheeks getting hot. “Come on. I don’t have a ‘crush.’ I just thought she was an impressive person.”

Impressive is right. I remembered Kate in her tight gym clothes, and my underwear started getting tight again.

The thought of a third hot older woman added to the two sitting on either side of me was just too much.

Sofia and Caroline both leaned in closer, teasing me, rubbing their hands all over me and talking in breathy voices.

“Why you like older women so much, Ryan?” Sofia said, groping my inner thigh.

“I — I don’t. I just—”

“Oh, no, you don’t,” she whispered with playful sarcasm as her fingers pressed against my hardness.

“I don’t blame you,” Caroline said on the other side. “Kate is an impressive person. She’s ex-military.”

“She is?”

“Uh huh. Some kind of officer or something.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah, wow.” She slowly traced her fingers over my stomach, and I could see more teasing comments dangling on her lips.

But before she could say anything more, I turned it around on her. “Seems like you’re the one who has it bad for this woman,” I said, grinning. “The way you talk about her.”

“Oh, I do,” she confessed, leaning back on her hands. “I mean, she sort of does that to people, don’t you think?”

She leaned closer, whispering, “I’d love to see you take her. With that big dick of yours? You could make her scream.”

Sofia squealed, collapsing against me with laughter. “Carolina! What is wrong with you? You are crazy!”

“Oh, don’t pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about.” Caroline’s hand slid up my thigh.

“The way Kate walks around with those big boobs, acting like she’s commander of the town or something. And all the men snap to attention like nervous little boys.”

“Ay, no. Ryan wouldn’t be like that.” Another soft giggle escaped Sofia’s lips as she ran her hand across my pecs.

“Exactly,” Caroline purred, brushing her fingers over my hand. “He’s just what she needs. A man stronger than her. Exactly what she’s been waiting for.”

“How do you know?” I smirked.

“Oh, I know. I know she’s been single for a long time. A woman like that has a hard time finding a man to meet her match. But she’d get down on all fours for you.”

Sofia watched me with glazed eyes. “Maybe she would, if you show the same confidence you show us. What Carolina say is true.”

I could feel the playful mood shifting into something more charged. Caroline took my hand, guiding it to Sofia’s thigh.

Sofia’s breath caught. Her skin was so soft, still cool from the water. When I squeezed gently, she let out a little moan.

“Mi amor…” she whispered, but then suddenly stiffened. “No, no. We shouldn’t. Not like this.”

Caroline’s voice was gentle. “Not out here. Let’s go to my place. We all want it.”

Sofia gripped my wrist, squeezing her thighs together. But she bit her lip and made one of her theatrical faces. “I don’t know…”

I squeezed harder, making her gasp. I thought she was about to come with us, but she stood abruptly, water droplets glistening on her thighs.

“Not today. Is too… too crazy. I go inside.” She gathered her towel. “Thank you for the wonderful time swimming. I really enjoy.”

Caroline and I watched her hurry up the stairs, her butt swaying.

“She’s almost there,” Caroline murmured, pressing against me.

“You think she’s okay?” I asked, watching Sofia disappear over the top of the stairs.

“Oh, she’s more than okay. Trust me, she’s probably going inside to take care of herself right now.”

“Really?”

“Mm-hmm.”

I launched myself back into the water, swimming across towards a rock jutting out on the other side.

“I’m heading back,” Caroline said, wrapping her towel around her hips. “You want to join me for coffee?”

I climbed onto the rock, feeling its sun-warmed surface under my feet. “Actually, I need to do some work.”

Caroline raised her eyebrows. “Work?”

I smiled, eyeing a deep part of the river. I dove in, crashing through the surface. When I came back up, taking in a deep breath of air, Caroline was still watching.

“Yeah, work. Got a few ideas.”

She wiggled her eyebrows. “Ohhh, very mysterious.”

I watched her climb the stairs, treading water, thinking about all that had already happened since I’d arrived here.

Tomorrow would mark one week since I pulled into Caroline’s driveway.

That was long enough to know I wanted to help Sofia and Caroline. The town development plans were a complex problem. That one would take some thinking.

Sofia’s situation, though, was more manageable.

I already knew that Jim, my former investor and good friend, was interested in Riverdale. Maybe he’d want to invest in Sofia’s restaurant? And if not, he’d at least have some ideas about what to do.

Carrying the cooler back to Caroline’s house, I headed upstairs with a purpose.

***

The mere sight of my laptop made my jaw tense up, but I started it anyway, throwing on some jeans and a T-shirt.

I settled into the sturdy wooden chair and drummed my fingers over the wide, rounded armrests. It was the sort of chair I liked— not too comfortable, with solid back support.

The problem was with the desk. It was too high, making typing very uncomfortable.

But I wasn’t going to work here anyway. I just wanted to fire out that email to Jim right away.

I started typing, telling him about Sophia’s restaurant, how popular it was, and explaining the situation she was in.

Caroline appeared in my doorway. She’d changed into a frilly cotton skirt.

“Whatcha doing?” She came up behind my chair, draping her arms around my neck and resting her chin on my shoulder.

“Just writing an email.”

“To whom?” She pressed her lips against my neck, right below my ear.

“I think I told you about my investor friend Jim?”

“Mm-hmm. The one who told you to come here.” She noisily kissed my cheek a few more times. “What are you writing him about?”

I tried to focus on the screen, but Caroline’s lips were moving down my neck, her breasts pressing against my back.

“About Sofia’s situation. Maybe he can help.”

“Really?” She leaned closer to read, her hair falling forward, blocking my view of the screen. I took a deep whiff of its fragrance.

“Hopefully. Worth a try anyway.”

She resumed kissing me. “That’s sweet of you, trying to help Sofia.” I could feel her smile against my skin as her fingers moved lower.

I chuckled. “Um, what are you doing?”

“You know what I was thinking about?” She moved around to face me, perching on the edge of the desk.

She rested her hands in her lap, making the skirt ride up her thighs. It was a more enticing sight than my computer screen.

“When we were talking about Kate earlier… You remember?”

“What about it?” I put a hand on her smooth legs, lazily feeling the shape of her thigh.

“Well, The way you looked when we mentioned her. I’ve seen that look before.”

I made a face. “What look?”

She leaned forward, running her fingers through my hair. “The same one you gave me the first time we were in this room together. Just admit it.”

I met her eyes. “Alright, you got me. Kate’s hot.”

She pinched my chin. “There. That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“It doesn’t bother you?”

“No, baby.” She slid onto my lap. “Actually, it really turns me on.”

Her weight settled on my lap as she twisted around to cup my face with one hand. “The way she carries herself... so commanding. Imagine what a conquest it would be to make a woman like that submit to you.”

“So kinky, Caroline.” Our lips met in a slow kiss.

She held my face, stroking my cheeks with her thumbs. “Don’t you think it’s hot? A woman with such authority, a woman so desired by every man and boy, giving in to you…” She rolled the soft cushion of her ass against my lap. “Letting you take control?”

“What makes you think she would?” I murmured, remembering how Kate became a bit flustered when I’d interacted with her.

Caroline’s eyes sparkled. “We’ve talked before.”

“About me?” I looked at her in surprise.

“No, not about you. It was a while ago. But I know you’re her type. Not only does she like successful, masculine men—she also likes handsome young men.

“That’s a rare combination. She gave me the impression she hasn’t been with a guy in years because she’d rather be celibate than settle for less.”

“I didn’t know you knew her so well.”

“Everybody kinda knows each other. She taught a pilates class a few years ago, so I got to know her a bit through that.”

Her fingers played with my shirt. “I think you’re just what she’s been looking for.” She ground against me slower now, more deliberately.

I squeezed her thigh. “You’re just trying to get me worked up.”

“Is it working?” Her lips found my neck again. “Thinking about having all three of us?”

“You really want that, don’t you?” I grunted, gripping her hips and pushing her off me. “To watch me with both of them?”

Caroline breathed heavily, her eyes glazed with desire. “I want you to have everything you deserve.”

I stood, feeling my cock filling up, pressing hard against my jeans as I guided her to the large window.

She turned around, lifting her skirt, exposing her perfect ass. She was not wearing panties. My hands rapidly undid my belt, letting my jeans fall to the floor.

My shaft was hard against the softness of the backs of her thighs. I pushed her roughly against the window frame, making her cry out.

Outside, the trees swayed while the river slowly floated by, and the brilliant blue sky was harsh against my eyes.

“Oh yes, baby” she gasped, leaning forward, her hands on the window ledge, sticking her rump towards me.

Spreading her wetness with my fingers, I lined myself up and pressed into her.

She moaned, writhing her hips. “God, I love your cock.”

I gripped her thick thighs, driving deeper. “Think about how good it would feel inside Kate…”

I caressed her soft, round ass cheeks. Then, raising a hand, I smacked one firmly, the clapping sound sharp in the air.

Caroline moaned. “Oh my god, Ryan.”

“That’s what you get for being such a perv.”

“I am.”

“Be careful.”

“I am a perv!” she whined, pushing back against me.

I spanked her again.

“Is that what you want?” I said, pumping in and out, the soaking wet sounds filling the room. “You want to watch me do this to Kate?”

“Yes! I want that”

I landed three crisp slaps against her ass cheek, leaving it red. Then I did the other one.

Her pussy clenched around me. She was getting close, her breathing ragged. “I want to see you spank Sofia too. Want you to come inside us all.”

Caroline’s whole body trembled as I drove into her harder. “Oh god, Ryan... I’m…”

“Come for me, Caroline,” I commanded, gripping her hips tighter. “Show me how much you want it.”

She shattered, crying out my name as her body convulsed. The sight of her losing herself against the vivid brightness of the blue sky was incredible to behold.

I shouted as my load streamed deep into her. Caroline moaned at the sensation, reaching back to touch my wrist as we both caught our breath.

The afternoon sun streamed through the window, warming our skin as we held each other.

“I really should finish that email now,” I murmured against her neck.

She laughed softly. “Thanks for letting me distract you.”
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Chapter thirty-one


Iheaded to the ‘gentrified’ part of town and found a restaurant to do some work. It looked a little too trendy for my taste, but it had a coworking area.

A couple guys were sitting there at the bar counter doing code on their laptops—a familiar sight.

I claimed a spot, opened my laptop, and ordered a coffee. It came in a square mug.

Taking awkward sips from one of its corners, I dove into the town’s website and found some documents about the development plans.

Half an hour’s reading gave me an appetite. “I’ll see the menu, please.”

The waiter tapped a QR code plastered to the counter. “You can see it here, on your phone.”

“Oh. Do you have pancakes?”

As I was speaking, someone took the spot next to mine. With a glance, I saw long blonde hair, a delicate waist, and shapely legs in tight yoga pants. Amber.

I got a whiff of her fresh scent—cinnamon and flowers.

“We have house-made gluten-free johnnycakes,” the waiter answered. “They come with your choice of bacon or vegan ham.”

“Bacon, please.”

I noticed Amber looking at me as she opened her laptop. She quickly turned her head away, mild panic on her face. But then she looked back and smiled, “Hi. Ryan, right?”

“Hey, Amber. Working on a Sunday?”

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Just catching up on some listings. You?”

“I’m reading up on all these development plans. Trying to piece together what’s happening to the town.”

She sat up straighter, her eyes sharpening with interest. “Oh yeah? And what do you think?”

“Seems like they want to completely transform the riverfront. Turn it into some kind of tourist party zone.”

She gave a business-like grin. “That’s one way to put it. But I think it’s exciting. Our council really has a vision for moving this community forward.”

“Forward to what? It looks like it’s just going to be trendy restaurants and overpriced housing.”

She shook her head passionately. “No. This is a plan for growth.”

I smiled, trying to be gentle. “Hey, I’m pro-business. But rapid and massive development isn’t necessarily good. It can be a steamroller crushing everything unique about a place, just making it bland and generic.”

A flush came into her cheeks. She started to speak, but struggled to find words.

Finally, she huffed, “I know Caroline is against it, but it’s going to happen. I mean, everything changes. That’s the only certainty in life, right?”

I rolled my eyes. “More platitudes.”

My breakfast arrived—four tiny johnnycakes on an oversized square plate, with something resembling butter on the side, except it was whipped and stuffed with herbs.

“Excuse me,” I called the waiter back. “Do you have any normal butter?”

He blinked at me. “This is our butter… It’s house-made with fresh herbs and spices.”

“But do you have just regular butter?”

“Um, let me check.”

I turned to Amber. “I rest my case.”

She wrinkled her eyebrows at me, as if I was unsophisticated. “What do you mean? You don’t like Essence?”

“Essence… Wait, this place is Essence?”

I had a habit of not looking at names of restaurants, so I didn’t realize until that moment that this was the place Benson had wanted to bring Sofia.

I shook off a shiver of revulsion.

Amber gave a little laugh. “You didn’t even know what restaurant you were in? Anyway, it’s the best in town. They’ve won awards.”

I scoffed. “I don’t care about awards. That’s meaningless. But we all have different tastes, I guess. Personally, I much prefer Sofia’s place.”

Her eyes widened slightly, her cheeks coloring. “Sofia’s restaurant is…cute. But Essence represents something more modern. More sophisticated.”

“Dumping excessive herbs into butter and serving tiny portions on square plates doesn’t make it sophisticated,” I said, as the waiter delivered some real butter.

Again, Amber gave me a slightly horrified look, not knowing how to respond. Apparently these views were heretical in her circles.

She let out a nervous laugh. “Well, we definitely have different tastes, like you said. But I think… I think you don’t quite appreciate what we’re trying to do here.”

“And what’s that?”

“Making Riverdale a hub of tourism and business. That means having the amenities people expect from a world-class location, going forward.”

I laughed, spreading butter on my johnnycakes.

“What’s so funny?”

“You’re just repeating PR jargon from the town documents.”

She repositioned herself, crossing her legs. “You know what? I’m actually surprised.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you’re from the big city, right? Well traveled? Own your own business, I think?”

“Something like that.”

“So, I’d have expected…” she trailed off, clearly frustrated.

“You’d have expected me to drink out of square cups? And eat miniature pancakes on square plates?”

She giggled in spite of herself. “You really hate squares, don’t you?”

“I hate pretentiousness,” I said, meeting her gaze. “I hate phoniness.”

Amber listened intently, her cheeks blazing red, apparently both irritated and intrigued by my challenge to her beliefs.

“The town needs to evolve,” she insisted, her voice wavering. “You can’t just... come here and criticize everything we’re trying to build.”

“I’m not criticizing everything. I’m just saying there’s value in what’s already here.”

She took a sharp breath. “You know what? I had no idea you’d be like this.”

“Like what?”

“So judgmental! I mean, you of all people…” She caught herself, biting her lip.

“Me of all people? What does that mean?”

She waved for the check. “Never mind. I gotta go. Some of us actually have to work for a living.”

“Unlike those of us who built successful companies from scratch?” I said calmly.

She closed her laptop. “That’s not what I… I just meant I have a regular office job, that’s all.”

“I get it. Don’t worry about it.” I turned to face her fully, trying not to smirk. “But tell me what you were about to say just now. Me of all people...?”

Her eyes rapidly looked me up and down, and she raised her chin. “Well, it’s just... you show up from nowhere and start living with Caroline like... like that. And now Sofia too?”

“So?” I teased. “I thought you were Miss Cosmopolitan. All sophisticated and modern.”

She straightened her spine, anger flashing in her eyes. “There’s nothing sophisticated about sexualizing older women.”

I sighed, giving her a weary look. “What are you talking about?”

The waiter leaned on the counter with the payment machine. Amber tapped her card quickly, then stood, slinging her laptop case over her shoulder.

“You’re fucking these two older women… Like, old enough to be your moms. How old are you?”

“I’m twenty seven.”

She nodded slowly. “Okay. I thought you were more like my age.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty four. Twenty five next month.”

I shrugged. “We’re pretty much the same age.”

She nodded, eyes wide. “Exactly! And Caroline and Sofia are like my mom’s age.”

I shrugged again, grinning. “Who cares?”

She stared at me, clearly irritated that she wasn’t getting under my skin. She clutched her laptop tighter, shifting her weight from one foot to the other.

Her phone buzzed. “I have to make a call.”

She turned to leave but then spun back suddenly.

“You know what? We’ve been planning this development for two years. The council’s behind it. We’ve got investors and developers lined up. It’s happening even if some people are just dead-set against change.

“So if you and your… your girlfriends aren’t on board… you’d better just get out of the way.”

“Or else we’ll be flattened by the steamroller, right?”

She was already striding to the door, all hot and flustered. She tossed her head and glanced back at me before stepping through the door onto the street.
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Chapter thirty-two


Afew moments later, I got a text from Jim..

Hey Ryan!

Great to hear from you. Glad you’re loving Riverdale. Your proposal is interesting.

Thanks for putting it all down in writing. Let’s talk.

I’m in meetings for the next few hours but I can call around 5pm. That work for you?

I replied rapidly. Absolutely. 5pm is perfect.

I knew Jim pretty well, and I could already tell he was interested. He was going to have lots of questions about details, but it was a good sign.

Walking back towards Caroline’s, I was looking forward to our conversation. Hopefully it would leave me with some good news to share with Sofia.

Coming through Caroline’s front door, I found her on the living room couch reading. “Hey, you. How was the cafe?”

I groaned, slipping off my shoes. “Very trendy.”

“And I take it that’s a bad thing?”

“Very bad.”

Walking over, I admired how she looked in the summer dress—the skirt riding up her thighs, her bare feet on the hardwood floor.

I plopped onto the couch beside her and settled my head on her thigh. Her fingers stroked my hair. “Was it really that bad?”

“Yes,” I moped, caressing her leg. “Essence. You know that place?”

Caroline shook with a laugh. “I could have warned you not to go there, honey.”

“I missed your food so much.” I planted a noisy kiss on her thigh. Then I kissed it again.

“Poor baby. But it serves you right for wanting to eat in a cafe instead of having my food.”

“Good point.”

I kissed her leg a few more times, then rolled around so that I was looking up at her.

“Amber was there,” I said. “Of course, it’s exactly the kind of place she’d go.”

“And did she give you her usual spiel about selling the house?”

“Kind of. But she got into her broader philosophy. She was like, ‘you guys better get outta the way because the development’s happening.’”

“The little brat.”

I suddenly remembered the way the young blonde had reacted so clearly to my relationship with Caroline and Sofia. My head lifted off Caroline’s thigh. “Hey! You know what I realized? I think she’s jealous! Jealous of us.”

Caroline’s hand fell on my chest, calming me. I lay my head back down.

She laughed. “I know. You just realized that now? Didn’t you see the way she looked at you on the driveway?”

I frowned, thinking. “Yeah… I guess.”

“I bet she’d stop her yammering if you gave her the same thing you gave me and Sofia.” Her hand moved down my stomach.

“My cock?”

“That’s what she wants.”

“Well, that’s never gonna happen.”

“Never say never.” Caroline hummed, still stroking my hair with her other hand.

I scoffed. “Please. Amber’s way too different from us. Not to mention she’s immature and annoying.”

“That’s why she needs a spanking.”

I widened my eyes at her. She cracked up, her hair falling over me as she giggled. “Your face!”

“You’re the one who needs a spanking.”

“Well, anyway, tonight we have other plans.”

“We do?”

“Uh huh. Sofia’s cooking dinner for us. I think she might be ready.”

I peered up at her eyes. “You think so?”

“I mean, the way she was looking at us this morning at the dock… And she was texting me all morning.”

“What was she saying?”

“I can’t tell you. Wouldn’t be fair.” She leaned down, her hair falling around my face as she kissed me. “But she wants us both.”

She gazed at me for a moment, then tapped her hand on my stomach. “You want me to make some sandwiches?”

“Yes, please.”

After eating Caroline’s sandwiches, we sat out on the back porch, reading. Henry was now busy seizing land and redistributing it to his supporters. I was liking the guy less and less.

At 4:57, I closed the book and put my phone on the armrest, waiting. The call came two minutes after five.

“Hey Jim.”

Caroline watched me over her book as I went inside. Jim got straight to the point.

“Look, I like the case you’re making, and I’m prepared to go in as an equity partner, pending all the usual stuff, of course.”

“Really? That’s great!”

“Hey, first of all, you know how excited I am about the potential in this community. I really believe in it. And second, I trust your judgement. If you tell me you see a solid opportunity here, I stop and listen.”

“Thanks, Jim. I appreciate—”

“Even if you are fucking the owner. I take it that’s what you meant when you wrote that you’re ‘sort of dating’ her?”

“Uh, yeah. I just wanted to be totally upfront. But I can assure you, even if I didn’t have a thing going with her—.”

“Don’t worry,” Jim interrupted with a chuckle. “There’s a third reason I feel good about this idea. I happen to know Como en Casa quite well.”

“You do?”

“Yeah, great place. My wife discovered it. We go there every time we’re in Riverdale. We’re both big fans.”

“That’s amazing! You guys have good taste, I must say.”

“Oh, yes. We like hearty food. But yeah, I actually spoke to Sofia once. She probably doesn’t remember me, though. It was really busy.”

“But you’ve met her already! This is great!”

I was elated. This seemed to be going as well as I could have hoped. Jim explained how he’d want a 20% equity stake, which I thought very fair. Benson didn’t seem to worry him in the slightest.

“I know how to deal with him. If Sofia would be willing to let me do the negotiating, I’m sure I’ll be able to get the price down.”

“Oh, I’m sure she’d be happy to. But what if Benson says no?”

“I don’t think he will.”

“Why not?”

Jim’s voice was completely self-assured. “He doesn’t see the bigger picture. Once he realizes who he’s dealing with… He’ll clue in.”

“Huh. I don’t get it.”

Jim laughed. “Let’s just say I know people he’d like to work with. And I know people he definitely wouldn’t want working against him. Small-town developers need friends in high places if they want to play with the big boys.”

“Ahhh, so he’s gonna start kissing ass once he realizes who Sofia’s partnering with.”

“Ugh, I hope not. But probably, yeah.”

After hanging up, I sat on the couch, thinking. Sofia could have her dream location, if she wanted it.

She’d just have to accept Jim as a partner. I wasn’t sure how she’d react to that idea. But she seemed pretty business-savvy, judging by all those books on her shelf.

Caroline walked inside, shutting the door. “Whew! It’s getting windy out there. Well? Is it good news or bad?”

I grinned. “I might have found a solution for Sofia’s restaurant problem.”

“Really? That’s amazing! How did you manage that?”

“I’ll tell you over dinner, when I explain it to Sofia.”

“I can’t wait to see her reaction.” She glanced at her phone. “She wants us there around seven. Plenty of time for a shower.” She made the come-hither gesture.

“That would be nice, but I should conserve my energy for tonight— just in case.”

We showered separately, but that didn’t stop the excitement from building.

At seven, Caroline stood over the oven wearing a satin slip dress that ended above her knees. One hand was buried in an oven mitt.

“This’ll be the first time I eat both of your cooking at once,” I said. “Exciting.”

“Could be many more times, if you’d extend your stay more than just a week,” she said casually, her hand resting on the oven handle.

“Good point,” I said carefully. “Just didn’t want to outstay my welcome.”

“Oh, you’re very welcome.”

The timer went off, and she pulled out her casserole. We headed across Sofia’s lawn in the dim evening light.

The sky was grey, occasional raindrops plopping onto the grass.

I could feel the anticipation buzzing between us—both for sharing my big news and for whatever was about to happen between the three of us.
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Chapter thirty-three


Sofia had set her dining room table with a cloth and candles. Her dishes were laid out—beef, chicken, red-bean soup, and potatoes. She wore high-waisted dress pants and a low-cut top, her hair tied with a white ribbon.

We ate mostly in silence as the rain picked up, sweeping across the backyard in gusts.

The tension hung thick in the air.

Caroline put down her cutlery and gave Sofia a knowing look across the table. “Remember this morning at the dock? Ryan sitting in between you and me?”

“Of course I remember,” Sofia said softly.

“Why did you run away so fast?”

Sofia spread her hands. “Because you are crazy! Bill and Martha already see us.” She giggled.

Caroline grinned. “I bet you went straight to your bedroom and rubbed one off.”

“No. I did it on the couch.” She pointed to the den.

“Well, close enough.”

If she was trying to get my blood flowing, it was working. I shifted in my seat, trying to make more room in my jeans.

But I focused on my dinner, happy to let them talk.

Caroline caught my eye, probably wondering when I was going to tell Sofia my news. But I was waiting for the right moment.

Sofia stood, gathering plates. “Would anyone like dessert? I have strawberries and ice cream.”

“Let me help,” I said, gathering my dishes. Caroline followed us into the kitchen, carrying an empty pan.

“We can use the dishwasher,” Sofia said, putting the dishes in. I did likewise.

She took the ice cream and a bowl of strawberries and set them on the counter, moving with quick, nervous energy.

“Would you like some?” She turned to face me.

I raked my eyes over her, backing against the counter. “Yes.”

She gave me a playful look. “Are you talking about strawberries and ice cream?” Her voice was soft, breathy.

I moved closer, deliberately trapping her between my arms. “No.”

Her chest rose and fell rapidly. Caroline leaned against a counter watching us. “Ice cream might be nice,” Caroline hummed.

Sofia’s hands found my chest, her fists bunching in my shirt as I bent to kiss her neck. “Ryan…”

I looked at her. “Yes?”

But Caroline was right there with us holding a cold strawberry. She traced it over Sofia’s cheek.

A phone buzzed.

Sofia glanced at her purse, hanging from a chair at the kitchen table.

“Ignore it,” Caroline commanded softly, lifting Sofia’s chin and pressing the shining red berry against her mouth.

Sofia’s lips parted for the strawberry. Caroline drew it slowly across her bottom lip before letting her take a bite.

I watched a drop of juice trail down Sofia’s chin. Before it could fall, Caroline caught it with her finger and brought it to my lips.

“Taste,” she whispered.

I sucked the sweetness off of Caroline’s finger as Sofia’s hands slid under my shirt, stroking my stomach. I pulled the shirt over my head and tossed it to the floor.

Another buzz from the phone. We barely noticed it.

Sofia was panting, running her hands over my chest while Caroline caressed my arm. She put the remainder of the strawberry to my lips. I took a bite.

“Now give it to me,” Caroline said, pulling me towards her. I pressed my lips to hers, passing the fruit on my tongue.

Caroline turned to Sofia. Understanding glimmered in the Latina’s eyes. She moved closer to Caroline. The two women’s lips briefly touched as Sofia took the fruit, chewing it.

She swallowed, and I kissed her, twirling my tongue around hers. My fingers dug into her hips, pulling her against me as we kissed.

Caroline stroked the back of my neck, watching us.

Sofia panted to catch her breath. I groped her inner thigh. Her hands fell on my arms, scratching with her nails. “I’m so wet… Oh my god…”

“Shall we go upstairs?” Caroline breathed.

“Yes, let’s go.” Sofia took us both by the wrists.

But before she could take a step, a loud pounding came from the front door, making Sofia jump.

“The fuck is that?” I growled, my muscles tightening.

Sofia’s eyes went wide as she ran to her purse, taking out her phone.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, scrolling through messages.

“What is it?” I stood beside her.

“Is Mr. Benson. What the fuck, he is going crazy!”

There were 14 missed calls and a string of furious messages. The ghoul was threatening to destroy Sofia’s business.

She’d never go anywhere in this town, he said. All doors would be closed. He’d even shut down her restaurant by reporting her for health and safety violations.

I have pictures of all those rats in your kitchen

What do you think will happen when I send them to the regulator?

Sofia clenched her fist. “He’s lying! There are no rat in my kitchen! Never!”

“I’ve seen your kitchen. It’s spotless.”

The pounding came again, harder. I could hear the front windows rattling.

Sofia’s eyes quivered with fear. This was not just melodrama this time. She was terrified.

“Let me handle this.”

“Ryan, wait!” She rushed forward and stood in my way, blocking the door out of the kitchen.

“Please. Don’t make him more angry. I… I don’t know what to do. He has too much power. He can decide if my restaurant lives or dies.”

“No.” I firmly squeezed her shoulders, steadying her, looking into her eyes.

“He might be a big fish in this town. But I’m a bigger fish, and I’m friends with some fucking whales.”

“Ryan, what are you talking about?” Her breathing started to calm down. She searched my eyes.

I spoke rapidly. “A friend of mine wants to invest in your business— the same guy who helped with my business.”

Sofia stared at me for a second, then her hands flew over her mouth. “Really?”

“Yes. I was about to tell you. We can talk about it after, okay?”

A look of calm and trust came into her big eyes. “Okay, Ryan.”

“Good.” I squeezed her hand and entered the hallway towards her front room.

I was glad I’d had to explain the situation to Sofia, because it grounded me.

A moment before, I’d been seeing red. Harassing Sofia for months on end? Vindictively tormenting this sweet person, plotting to ruin her livelihood, just because she refused your sleazy advances?

I was ready to smash his jaw.

But that would have just given Benson a substantial reason to refuse to do business with us—and maybe even press charges against me, considering what a weasel he was.

I needed to keep my head.

The pounding came again. As I stepped towards the door, I heard Benson growling, “I know you’re home, Sofia.”

I yanked open the door. Benson stood there, the rain pouring down behind him. His eyes widened at the sight of me shirtless in Sofia’s house.

“Where’s Sofia?” he croaked over the sound of the downpour.

“Sofia’s busy—” I began, but she suddenly pushed past me, jabbing her finger towards him.

“You wanna talk to me? I’m here! How dare you come to my house and—”

“Sofia.” I pulled her back as Caroline took her in her arms.

“Shhh, let Ryan handle this,” Caroline murmured, leading Sofia away.

Benson’s mouth was hanging wide now, making his second chin pop out. His beady eyes were bloodshot with envy.

“This was a private business matter between me and Sofia.”

“Not anymore. Sofia is partnering with Jim Muller. You can speak to him now.”

He smiled, almost whimsically. “You mean the Jim Muller? The venture capitalist?”

“Of course. Who else would I mean.”

“Fuck off. You don’t know Jim Muller.”

I only looked him steadily in the eyes, saying nothing.

He shifted on his feet, letting out a raspy laugh. “You’re… You’re telling me… you know Jim Muller?” He laughed again, though his mouth was stiff.

“He’d like to discuss a more reasonable price for your property.”

His pointy little eyes darted to one side, then the other. “Discuss…?”

“Yes, he wants to talk with you in person. He thinks you don’t quite understand the market.”

“With… me?” He swallowed hard. “Listen. About this… tonight. It was all a misunderstanding. I’ve been stressed, that’s all.”

“Let’s hope it doesn’t happen again.”

“No! Absolutely not! My apologies… Uh, I didn’t catch your name.” He stumbled forward, thrusting a sweaty hand at me.

“Ryan.”

He recoiled at the sound of my voice, backing towards the stairs. “Ryan. Yes! Good night!”

He slipped on the wet stairs and scrambled through the rain towards his Audi.

As soon as I shut the door, Sofia and Caroline rushed into my arms.

Sofia was crying, wiping away tears as makeup streamed down her cheeks. She looked up at me with complete admiration and surrender.

“Ryan, is really true? You really got Jim Muller to work with me?”

“Yes, baby.” I kissed her forehead. “As an equity partner with a twenty percent stake. Is that okay with you?”

“Okay? Is amazing!” Her eyes teared up, and she fell against my chest, hugging me tightly.

Caroline came behind me, her hands sliding around my pelvis, her breasts crushing against my back.

Sofia sniffled, then let out a giggle. “Mr. Benson ran away from you like a little rat.”

Caroline kissed my back. “Mmm, our man. Fixing things. Protecting us… Fucking us.” Her hand moved lower, groping the stiffening length in my jeans.

Sofia’s breath hitched as Caroline reached past me to cup her breast. She stuck her chest out, gripping my arms as she looked down Caroline’s caressing fingers.

“We need to thank Ryan properly, don’t we, Sofia?”

“Yesss,” Sofia moaned, her nipple hardening beneath the blouse.

The Latina’s eyes were glazed with desire as she looked up at me. “I want you to fuck me now, papi. And I want Caroline to watch us.”

I grabbed her ass with both hands, pulling her against me. “Come on, let’s go to your bedroom.”

Caroline’s hand slipped into Sofia’s, and together they led me up the stairs, hips swaying in the darkness.

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter thirty-four


The wild smell of rain and night filled Sofia’s bedroom, her gauzy curtains fluttering in front of the open windows.

We left the hall light on, its yellow column extending across the bedroom floor.

“This is enough light,” I said.

“Perfect,” Caroline breathed, moving behind Sofia.

I watched their silhouettes move together, Caroline’s hands taking Sofia’s hips. Sofia’s head fell back as Caroline worked the buttons of her blouse.

“Look at how he watches us,” Caroline murmured in Sofia’s ear.

Sofia’s eyes met mine, dark with need. “I want it too. So much.”

Caroline slipped the blouse from Sofia’s shoulders, exposing the red lace underneath. Her hands moved to Sofia’s breasts while Sofia touched Caroline’s fingers, their hair mingling—raven black with light brown.

I crushed my lips against Sofia’s. She went limp, almost swooning as Caroline exposed her breasts, pulling the bra away.

Sofia shivered as cool night air gusted from the window, heavy with the scent of rain.

“Shh,” Caroline soothed, touching Sofia’s nipples. “Let Ryan take care of you.”

I kissed down Sofia’s neck while Caroline stripped her. Soon, Sofia stood almost shy in her panties, but Caroline’s gentle touches and my hungry gaze made her confidence grow.

Caroline breathed, “Look at you. So beautiful,”

Sofia fell into my arms as I claimed her mouth, working my belt. Then, taking them each by the back of the neck, I guided their lips together.

They kissed deeply, their breasts squishing together as I shed my jeans and underwear, my length stiffening.

“Where do you want her?” Caroline asked, one hand around Sofia’s throat.

“On the bed.”

“You heard Ryan, Sofia. On the bed.”

Sofia panted, moving backwards until her thighs hit the mattress. Caroline’s hand pressed on her shoulder, guiding her down.

“Look how hard he is for you,” Caroline whispered, kneeling to remove Sofia’s panties.

Sofia moved back onto the bed, legs falling open, whimpering with need. I dragged my tongue over her pussy, making her squirm as I massaged her g-spot with a finger.

Caroline’s fingers traced Sofia’s inner thigh as I moved on top of her. Her eyes locked on mine as I pushed inside, making her cry out.

“Oyyyy!” she clutched Caroline’s hand. “Is so big…”

“I know, honey, but you can handle it.” She lathered spit on her fingers and rubbed them over Sofia’s hardened nipples and areolas.

I started moving inside her while Caroline whispered encouragement. “That’s it, sweety. Take it. Take all of him.”

Sofia’s legs wrapped around me, then opened wider as she surrendered completely. “Si, si, es muy rico!” Her earlier shyness was gone, replaced by raw need. “Yes… Fuck me harder, papi!”

Caroline watched with a lewd smile, massaging Sofia’s tits.

“You like watching this?” I asked her.

“God yes.” She tenderly kissed Sofia’s cheek. “I want to see you come inside her.”

Sofia’s pussy clenched at Caroline’s words. Her hands clutched at both of us desperately.

“Look at me,” I commanded. Her big pretty eyes gazed into mine. The trust I saw in them made my heart gallop. She was utterly mine.

“She’s getting close,” Caroline breathed. “Show us how good he makes you feel.”

Sofia’s nails raked down my back as her orgasm hit, her body convulsing beneath me.

“Beautiful,” Caroline murmured, still working her nipples.

Sofia begged, “Please, papi! I want to feel your cum inside me.”

Caroline’s hand moved onto my ass as I drove more frantically. “Good boy. Give her what she needs.”

My world shattered as a huge stream pumped out of my length, spurting deep into Sofia.

She cried out as she came again.

Caroline’s hands moved over us soothingly as we collapsed together, spent and gasping.
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Chapter thirty-five


We lay tangled together, catching our breath. Sofia’s head rested on my chest while Caroline nestled against my other side. I stroked Sofia’s hair, feeling more at peace than I had in years.

No emails to check. No code to debug. No investors to please.

Just this moment in this house on the river.

I had that same feeling I’d had when I first arrived in Riverdale. Like I’d gone through a portal to another reality.

And I didn’t want to leave.

“I should get us some water,” Caroline murmured without moving.

“Stay,” Sofia whispered.

After a moment, Sofia stirred. “Ryan…”

“Yes?”

“Are you really staying in town longer?”

“I am. I booked another week, but… ”

Caroline lifted her head, watching my face. “But what?”

“I’m planning on staying around longer than that. I don’t want to leave for a while. But I guess I’ll need to find my own place eventually.”

“You can stay with me,” Sofia said. “I will cook for you.”

Caroline laughed softly. “Or you could just keep staying with me. Maybe not in the spare room though.”

Sofia propped herself up on one elbow. “What did you think of me when you first saw me?”

“I thought, ‘Holy shit look at that ass.’”

Sofia collapsed onto my chest, tittering.

“And then I thought, another beautiful and interesting woman right next door? How lucky am I?”

“You know what I thought?” Sofia rested her chin on her palm. “I saw you standing there and I thought, who is this handsome guy with Carolina? She has a new boyfriend!”

“You did not,” Caroline scoffed.

“I did! I was really jealous!”

“Come on! You knew I had a guest coming. I told you that.”

Sofia rolled her eyes. “Yes, of course. But you guys were obviously flirting. I knew you were gonna get together.”

Caroline laughed. “So you immediately proceeded to flirt with him.”

“Just a little. But I thought I shouldn’t do it too much because Carolina got him first.”

“And then I suggested sharing. We’ve been friends for years, and he clearly had enough energy for both of us.”

We fell silent for a moment. Caroline rested her head on my shoulder. “But… If you do stay together like this, it’s not exactly conventional.”

“Does that bother you?”

“No, but the whole town will know. The rumors are already spreading. We’d have to deal with some scandal. Are you guys ready for that?”

I shrugged. “No big deal for me. But I’m not even from here, so I guess it’s different.”

“I don’t care about it,” Sofia said. “Is nobody else’s business.”

“What about your boys?” Caroline asked.

“Maybe when they visit for Christmas, they will see.”

“See what?” I teased.

She kissed my chest. “That their mama is happy. That she has people who take care of her.”

“And I’ve got two hot mommies to take care of me,” I said, hugging them closer.

Caroline’s eyes sparkled. “You really have a thing for older women, don’t you?”

“Yeah, about that…” My cheeks warmed. “You know my dating app? It was actually for matching younger guys and mature women.”

Caroline grinned at Sofia. “I don’t think anybody’s surprised.” She patted my cheek. “So, you always fantasized about hot cougars and milfs?”

“Not exactly. It started purely as market research.”

Sofia made a ‘serious’ face. “Of course. Just market research.”

“I always liked older women, I just didn’t realize how much until I made the app. I never acted on it until now.”

Caroline’s hand wandered lower, taking hold of me. My cock started stiffening again in her warm grip.

Sofia’s hand moved over my stomach. “Again? Already?”

“He’s young. Lots of stamina. Isn’t that right, baby?”

I pulled them both closer, their soft curves pressing against me as we lost ourselves in each other again.

“I feel like a king.”

“You are the king of this block,” Caroline said.

I grinned as their hands caressed me. “That’s all I really want.”
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Chapter one


“That looks good—just a little deeper, Caroline.”

My voice carried across Mountain Fitness as Caroline and Sofia both sank into their squats.

“Keep your chest up and your core tight.” I walked over to Caroline and placed my hand on the small of her back. “Okay, stop right there. That’s perfect.”

Her yoga pants almost became transparent as they stretched across her butt. I didn’t even look. There was no need. I admired it up close every day in the privacy of her house.

“Alright, now drive back up through your heels.”

“What about me? I need help too.” Sofia was standing at the other squat rack, pouting. She wore a sports bra that matched Caroline’s, and running shorts that displayed her thick thighs.

Her squat form was already good. We both knew she didn’t need my help.

I smirked. “Alright, let’s see you.”

I moved behind her, adjusting her stance with my hands on her hips. In the mirror, her lips quivered with a satisfied smile.

Other gym-goers were trying to look busy with their workouts, but I could feel eyes on us.

It was the first time we’d appeared together so publicly, all three of us.

It had been more than a week since our first swim together at the dock, but that was somewhat private, even if her nosey neighbors had gawked at us.

This was different. We were in the gym during the busiest time of the day, making no attempt to hide the intimacy between us.

There was no doubt the gossip had been spreading: New guy in town, practically a kid, some kind of tech entrepreneur. Shacking up with two of the town’s most attractive women—and the age difference! They could be his moms!

We were providing even more material for the rumor mill, but I didn’t care. It seemed inevitable, since we weren’t planning on hiding our relationship.

“That was perfect, babe.” I gave Sofia’s hip an approving squeeze.

Caroline came beside me, getting into my space. “I’m finished my squats. What’s next?”

“Butt lifts. Put away your weights first, though.” I pointed at the squat rack.

“Oh yeah! I forgot.”

She spun on her heel towards the squat rack, whipping her hair and grinning at me over her shoulder. I slapped her on the butt, and she sashayed towards the rack.

A guy doing bicep curls was watching in the mirror, his form getting sloppy. His girlfriend shot him an irritated look.

We didn’t normally all go to the gym together, but a special event was happening this evening.

Kate was holding an ‘open house’ to explain her alternative ideas to the council’s massive development plans for the town.

People who never set foot in the gym were already starting to stream in, looking for the open house. Some of them stood around in confusion, not knowing where to go.

Kate would be giving her presentation upstairs where workout classes were usually held, but the teenage staff behind the front desk weren’t taking care of them.

They were sharing reels on their phones behind the desk, oblivious.

Kate’s going to be pissed off when she gets here, I thought, leading Caroline and Sofia to the mats.

A couple of white-haired ladies watched us, whispering.

Caroline waved at them. “Hi, Mrs. Donovan.”

“Hello Caroline,” Mrs. Donovan replied, giving me a disapproving look.

“My high school teacher,” Caroline whispered, taking my arm. “She’s sweet. Just concerned about me, that’s all.”

I instructed the girls to lie on their backs on the mats. “I want your knees bent, feet planted.”

They obeyed, lying side-by-side as I remained standing to supervise their form.

“Lift,” I instructed. They thrust their hips upwards in unison, both frowning in concentration.

“Good. Squeeze those glutes.”

At that moment, a gasp came from the front desk.

Turning, I saw that Kate had appeared in the entrance.

She stood there in running shorts and a tank top, her impressive chest straining against the material as she surveyed the gym like a strict school mistress returning to a disorderly classroom.

Her icy gaze swept over me, but she probably couldn’t see Caroline and Sofia from her vantage point.

The staff panicked. A girl scrambled to look busy at the computer while two young guys stared at their feet, red-faced.

Kate looked at them. Even just standing there, she radiated authority. Shoulders back, head high, legs planted firmly.

“Front and center,” I heard her say.

They scrambled from behind the counter, lining up like chastened students. I watched with morbid fascination.

Kate moved in front of them like a drill sergeant. I noticed she’d gotten a haircut—the top left longer, flowing forward over her forehead, with the sides shaved into an undercut.

This pixie-punk look amplified her edgy military vibe even more. She tossed her head, sweeping the bangs from her eyes, and glared at the staff.

Even though she wasn’t particularly tall, she somehow seemed to tower over them.

I caught some of her words—“Look at me when I’m speaking to you.”

One of the young men raised his eyes, his face reddening as he met her gaze.

After a moment, they lept into action, moving in double time to tidy up the weights and direct people upstairs.

Kate moved through the gym, restoring order. Even the public visitors looked sharp when Kate spoke to them.

Caroline and Sofia got up and stood beside me as Kate reached us. Her eyes moved from me to Caroline, then to Sofia. She stepped back, her cheeks flushing. “Oh… I didn’t realize…”

“Surprised to see us all together?” Caroline moved closer to me, her hand on my shoulder.

Sofia pressed on my other side, taking my hand.

Kate’s commanding presence wavered for a moment. A flush crept into her cheeks as she drew herself up. “Well, the meeting starts soon upstairs. Guess I’ll see you up there.” Her eyes lingered on us, then she turned away curtly.

I indulged in a quick look as she walked away. Those big mommy thighs definitely did something to me.

“Ahem.” Caroline cleared her throat, giving me a look.

“What?”

“Are you going to stand there drooling all day or are we—”

“I wasn’t drooling,” I grinned, knowing perfectly well that I was.

As we headed for the stairs, I caught Kate’s reflection in the mirror. She was trying to focus on greeting new arrivals, but her eyes were on us.

“She totally wants to strangle me,” Caroline whispered, squeezing my arm.

“Strangle you? Why?”

“It’s so obvious. She’s jealous.”

“I thought she would make us do twenty push ups,” Sofia said. “But I will only take orders from you.” She slipped her hand into mine.

“That woman’s always in command mode,” Caroline said, her voice low as she smirked. “Ever wonder what it’d take for her to let you take control?” She poked my ribs.

“You’re presuming a lot,” I murmured as we went up the stairs.

Caroline’s eyes glinted, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I don’t think so. I think she wants you to take charge of her.”

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter two


Iturned to Caroline at the top of the stairs. “What makes you say that?”

Sofia whispered, “She means Kate wants to be submissive to you in bed.”

I looked at them skeptically. “Yeah, I get it. But where’s this coming from? Do you guys know something about Kate that I don’t?”

Caroline wiggled her eyebrows. “I’ll tell ya later. But, trust me, women like her—always having to be in charge—they hide the wildest cravings.”

Sofia nodded. “Is true. She is—how do you call that? Suppressed? Yes, she suppress her femininity.”

“You guys are—”

I halted mid-sentence as Kate herself appeared at the bottom of the stairs. Her cleavage jiggled with each step, hips flaring out impressively as she ascended.

She looked up, catching my eye. Boy, did she look in charge. The definition of a boss lady.

Did she really have wild fantasies about being submissive?

What gossip was Caroline not telling me?

The yoga classroom had been transformed with folding chairs and a whiteboard. We claimed the front row, Caroline’s hand warm on my thigh, Sofia’s fingers laced with mine.

Kate arranged papers on a table, her posture stiff.

Most attendees sported jeans and flannel, but some wore business attire.

Amber rushed in at the last minute, wearing black skirt and blouse, her blonde ponytail swaying. She took a seat in the front, crossing her legs.

Kate was about to begin, and the room hushed.

But just when she opened her mouth to speak, a suit with spectacles walked in, trailed by a boxy woman with a sleepy face.

Caroline leaned close, whispering, “That’s Ian Ferguson, Chief Administrative Officer, and his wife Barbara.”

Ferguson planted himself up front. “Hi Kate! Just came to hear your concerns.”

She replied in a professional tone. “Of course. Please take a seat—”

“As long as you know this meeting’s unofficial,” Ian cut in, adjusting his glasses smugly.

Kate’s jaw tightened. Her eyes flicked to Caroline and Sofia draped over me. A flush crept up her cheeks, her confidence wavering.

Ian smirked. “I’d like to make that clear before you start,” he said, addressing the audience. “This meeting is not sanctioned by the council, and—”

“Excuse me,” I said, rising.

Ian blinked. Kate’s eyes widened.

I stepped towards Ian. “Last time I checked, we don’t need your permission to assemble. This is America.”

“Well, of course, you do have rights—”

“Glad you agree. I’m Ryan.” I shook his hand firmly, crowding his space. “Now sit down. We’re here for Kate, not you.”

Ian muttered but sank beside Barbara, who eyed me curiously, fluffing her hair. The crowd applauded, the energy in the room shifting.

Kate’s chest rose with quick breaths, her gaze softening as it met mine. There was a flicker of something vulnerable in her eyes.

“Thanks, Ryan,” she murmured, cheeks pink.

“Go for it,” I said, settling back to my chair.

Sofia leaned against me, whispering in my ear, “You’re so hot when you’re bossy.”

Kate picked up a marker from the whiteboard and launched into a speech about the council’s plan and Riverdale’s potential.

“We want growth. But it has to benefit everyone, not just developers.”

Murmurs of agreement came from the crowd as she outlined her vision, involving hiking trails, river activities, and preserving local character.

But Amber’s hand shot up, prim and sharp. “Can I say something, Kate? Your plan’s cute, but the council’s analysis says that type of plan would be far too costly.”

She rattled off numbers that sounded like pure fiction.

But Kate was bamboozled. “Well, I’m sure there’s got to be a way—”

“Not good enough,” a suit heckled. “Can’t base a development plan on wishful thinking.”

Ian stood, adjusting his glasses. “That’s right, and let’s not forget the homelessness situation. Our plan includes subsidized housing. Without that component, I’m afraid the situation will only get worse.”

Kate frowned. “But the homeless camp only appeared recently—”“And it’s expanding,” Ian cut in.

A big, red-bearded man rose. “It’s expanding because you don’t enforce the law!” He thrust a burly finger at the CAO. “My kids can’t even play in our backyard anymore, let alone in the park.”

Ian replied blandly, “We take your concerns very seriously—”

“Like hell you do! You want the problem to get worse so you can all buy cheap, then sell high after you push through your development plans.”

Ian chuckled nervously. “Those rumors are completely untrue.”

The room was getting heated. People were shouting over each other.

Kate needed help.

I stood. “Excuse me, Kate, I’d like to hear those numbers again, Amber.”

The room quieted down. I’d managed to get hold of the reins.

Amber looked at me, her brown eyes widening. Then she flicked her ponytail. “I can sure do that, Ryan.”

I turned to Kate. “If you don’t mind, I can clear this up quickly. Can I see the marker?” I extended my hand.

Kate stood with her arms crossed, clutching the marker tightly.

“Just for a moment,” I assured her. “Then I’ll give you back the floor.”

She needed help—and knew it—but pride made her hesitate. Her eyes narrowed, sizing me up, maybe doubtful because of my young age.

“Trust me,” I whispered, holding her gaze.

Finally, her grip on the marker slackened. Something changed in her eyes as she stepped towards me to hand it over.

Her cheeks colored, and I could see that she was excited by the surrender.
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Chapter three


As I took the marker from Kate, a deeper flush spread down her neck, and her lips parted in surprise.

The room went silent, sensing the charge in the air.

Kate straightened her posture, trying to look composed even though her cheeks burned red for all to see.

Did she just get turned on by letting me take charge?

I dismissed the thought, focusing on the task at hand.

“Alright, Amber, let’s hear those numbers again.” I uncapped the marker and strode to the whiteboard, jotting the figures as Amber recited them.

“These costs are inflated to make Kate’s plan seem impossible. Trail upgrades could be done for half that price with local crews. And they don’t need complete reconstruction—just new signage.”

As I went through more items, the crowd nodded, and Amber’s smirk faded.

“It doesn’t even need to be funded all at once,” I concluded. “Start small, prove the concept works, then expand based on demand.”

Kate watched me with growing passion in her eyes. By the time I finished, she’d forgotten her initial skepticism.

The rest of her presentation went smoothly. When it was finished, the room buzzed with hope, and the flannel-wearing crowd stood around complaining about the town government’s incompetence.

I noticed Amber looking at me from across the room. She averted her gaze, awkwardly checking her phone and playing with her ponytail.

The big guy with the red beard came up and pumped my hand exuberantly. “I’m Warren, great to meet you!”

He turned to Kate, who stood nearby. “So, what’s next, Kate? Second reading of the development bill is Thursday next week. What’s the plan?”

“We’re going to keep putting the pressure on them,” Kate said.

“But how?” Warren asked, looking a bit skeptical.

Kate glanced at me, hesitant. “Ryan, any thoughts?”

I could see the conflict in her—needing help but hating to need it.

“Yes,” I replied. “I’ve tracked their contracts. There are some shady deals tied to the council. We need to expose their corruption.”

Warren’s jaw dropped. Kate’s eyes widened, a flash of respect cutting through her wariness. “You think we can get enough evidence?” Kate asked.

“Enough to make them sweat,” I replied.

“That might just work,” she said.

Warren clasped my hand again. “Damn glad you’re here, man.”

Spirits were high as people filtered out of the room. I saw Amber roll her eyes and walk through the door.

Kate and I stayed after everyone else had gone. Clearly impressed, she asked me questions about what dirt I’d found while Sofia and Caroline sat waiting.

After a bit, Sofia slid up against me, purring, “You see? Ryan is a genius. He will help you.”

Caroline took my arm on the other side. “He does have a way of lifting everyone up, doesn’t he?”

Kate’s cheeks flared. “Actually, I don’t need lifting,” she said, moving towards the door. “But I appreciate your help, Ryan. We’ll talk.”

Though her words were curt, her glance lingered on me before she marched out.
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Chapter four


“Well, that was...interesting,” I said after Kate had disappeared down the stairs.

Caroline slipped her arms around my waist. “She’ll be fine. She’s just processing.”

“Processing what?” I asked, glancing between them. “One minute she’s looking at me like I’m her hero, the next she’s storming out.”

“She’s not used to leaning on anyone,” Caroline said. “Especially not a man.”

“So she’s angry I helped?”

“No. She’s angry she liked it,” Caroline smirked.

Sofia let out a whimsical sigh “She’s like a wild mare who doesn’t know if she wants the saddle yet.”

I laughed. “Kate’s not a horse, babe.”

Sofia frowned. “Is poetical! She’s a stubborn mare and you are the cowboy.”

I kissed her hair. “You’re a cute little nut.”

“She’s not wrong, though,” Caroline said, biting her lip mischievously. “Kate needs to know you’re a strong and steady hand before she’ll let you put the reins on and mount her.”

“Okay, you’re both being silly,” I chuckled, turning towards the door.

Caroline grabbed my arm. “No, I’m serious! You cracked her walls in front of everyone. That scared the hell out of her.”

“Well, I wasn’t trying to embarrass her. She let the meeting go off the rails.”

Caroline squeezed my arm. “And you saved it. But you couldn’t have missed how she reacted when you took over.”

Sofia nodded eagerly. “Her face was like a tomato.”

“Maybe,” I admitted reluctantly. “But I wasn’t intending to take over or anything like that.”

“You don’t have to try,” Sofia said, latching on to my arm. “You’ve just got that pull. She felt it.”

Caroline lowered her voice. “That’s why she bolted—not from anger, just confusion. She didn’t expect to suddenly have a deep, dark fantasy come true in public.”

I stopped at the top of the stairs, looking at them. “You two seem awfully sure about all this. What were you going to tell me earlier?”

Caroline glanced around, then leaned in. “Remember I mentioned taking Kate’s pilates class? Well, we all went out for drinks one night. Eventually it was just Kate and me.”

“And?”

“She was sloshed, and she kind of over-shared. Said she hasn’t been with a man in years because she can’t find one who measures up.”

“Like, not enough muscles?” I asked.

Caroline shook her head. “Not exactly. She needs someone sharp and in control. A man she could truly surrender to.”

“Someone who makes her feel safe enough to be vulnerable,” Sofia added.

I squeezed Caroline’s arm as a realization hit me. “And she knows that you know. Unless…She forgot she told you about this.”

Caroline shook her head. “Oh no, she remembers. I see it when she looks at me sometimes—like she’s waiting for me to bring it up.”

“You were kind of pushing her buttons a bit there,” I said with a slight tone of reproach.

Caroline blinked innocently. “Hey, if I’m going to be match-maker here, it’s going to take a bit of gentle nudging.”

I raked a hand through my hair. “I’ll talk to her tomorrow—smooth it out. We need to sync up if we’re working together on this town mess.”

Caroline and Sofia exchanged glances, smirking. “I like that idea,” Caroline said. “You and her, working together…You should invite her over to come and work at my place.”

“We’ll see how she is tomorrow,” I said, remembering how Kate’s flushed face when she handed me the marker.

I couldn’t help wondering what it would be like to see her surrender in a more private setting.

“What are you thinking about?” Sofia asked, squinting at me.

I grinned meaningfully. “Nothing. Come on.”

I led the way downstairs, where the staff was locking up for the night.

Caroline smacked me on the butt, “Alright, cowboy. Go work Kate tomorrow. Tonight, you’ve got two other mares that need attention.”
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Chapter five


Ileft for Kate’s adventure park the next morning after Caroline went to work. It was about 10 minutes’ drive down the highway from town.

The place had a campground feel—tall cedars, pine scent smell in the air. A climbing wall, still half-built, jutted up in front of a log building.

I found Kate there, supervising a crew in orange helmets working on the wall’s framework.

She wore a tank top and tight cargo shorts, her thighs flexing as she pointed up high. She spotted me and went rigid.

I kept my steps easy, breathing slow. It was probably a good thing Caroline and Sofia weren’t here. Their ‘nudging’ had its place, but yesterday challenged Kate plenty.

I just wanted her to know I was here to work as a team, not to step on her toes.

“Morning, Kate—”

She cut me off. “Listen, about yesterday—I’m sorry. I think you bring a lot to the table.”

“No need to apologize,” I said. “I get it. I’m not here to hijack your show.”

She eyed me, then nodded toward the climbing wall. “Want a look?”

“Yeah, show me.”

She led the way, voice picking up steam as she laid out the plan—beginner routes on one side, gnarly climbs on the other.

She walked slightly ahead of me, maintaining control of the tour. She occasionally eyed me, like she expected me to butt in or try to dominate.

I didn’t. I just listened, letting her roll.

“Why a climbing wall?” I asked. “Market research, or…”

“Yup! Surveyed parents, scoped other parks. There’s solid demand but no competition anywhere in the Three Rivers region.”

“Smart,” I said.

“We’ve got one zipline up and running, and it’s very popular.” She became more animated as we chatted about her plans for the park.

She eased up, shoulders loosening as she led me to a lot behind the log building—a dirt patch slated for a BMX course.

“Oh, cool,” I said. “I used to rip around on those as a kid.”

“Really? Nice!” She looked at me, her eyes flicking over my chest and arms before snapping back. Then she nodded thoughtfully. “You know what? We should set a meeting. Dig into that corruption stuff.”

“How about tomorrow morning?”

“Evening is better. Like, around eight?”

“Sure. Can you come to Caroline’s place?”

Her cheeks pinked at Caroline’s name, a flicker of yesterday crossing her face. “Uh, yeah. That’s fine.”

“Eight, then,” I said, smirking.

“Right, eight,” she breathed, the flush deepening.

As we headed back toward the front, Kate tripped on some scrap, stumbling hard. I caught her around the waist. Her big chest crushed into me, her arms looping my neck.

Her breath hitched, breasts pressing tight as she froze. Her mouth parted in surprise, and she gazed at my lips.

“If you want to kiss me, you better do it now,” she breathed.

I moved my lips towards hers.

But before I could kiss her, three workmen rounded the corner, helmets glinting. They stopped dead, gaping at us.

Kate shoved off me, cheeks blazing. “Fuck! I should go—”

“Yeah, me too,” I said fast.

We walked back stiffly.

“Listen, that didn’t mean anything,” she murmured. “I just…got weak for a moment. But I’m not looking to start anything with you—or anyone else.”

“Got it. Thanks for the tour.”

“Sure. See you tomorrow.” Her flush crept back under my glance, hotter now—she knew I saw it, and it pissed her off more.

“Eight,” I said, casual as hell.

“Eight,” she shot back, eyes dodging mine, then turned sharp toward the wall.

As I walked to my car, one of the worker’s voices carried on the air.

He spoke in a low voice, and I didn’t hear what he said. But his comment was followed by snickering from the others.

I clicked my tongue. Yesterday’s meeting had chipped Kate’s armor. Now this.

Her own workmen had seen her in the embrace of a younger man. I could imagine what they were already saying.

“Kate’s getting fucked by that new guy in town. Probably young enough to be her son!”

It was a misconception, but they didn’t know that. Rumors would fly.

I hadn’t meant to rattle her cage. Didn’t get off on seeing her squirm. But that flush, that split-second yield—it stuck with me.

She really was like a mare testing the fence. Sometimes she wanted to jump. Other times she backed away.

Caroline would say her walls had just cracked a little more. If I kept a steady course, pretty soon she’d break down and start eating from my hand.

Maybe she was right.

Just take it one day at a time.

I hit the highway, sun beating through the windshield. The mornings and evenings were starting to get a touch of fall in the air. But this afternoon would be a hot one.

I had the day planned—yard work, beer on the dock, and dinner.

Sofia would be coming over. It would be roast chicken for dinner… And then both of them for dessert. Those two never quit. They were insatiable.

If Kate did join us, that might push my stamina to the limit and wear me out.

And yet, somehow that thought did not deter me in the slightest.
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Chapter six


Caroline stood at the stove in her work clothes, stirring a sauce in her pencil skirt, hips swaying to a ’90s rock ballad.

I put my hands on her waist. “Smells good.”

“The sauce or me?” She leaned back, grinding lightly.

“Both.” I kissed her neck. She hummed, melting a little.

“Dinner’s ready. Just waiting on Sofia. Must be busy at the restaurant.”

“She’s late.” I checked my phone. “How about some snacks to tide us over?”

I grabbed nachos from the cupboard, pouring a handful into a bowl.

She dragged a finger down my chest. “Not too many—don’t spoil your dinner.”

“I promise.” I smacked her ass. She yelped, snagging a chip with a grin.

“Bet you’re stoked for Kate tomorrow night,” she said, nibbling.

“I am, but don’t poke her too hard. I think—”

“You’re the one who’s going to be poking her,” Caroline interrupted, giggling.

I grinned. “Not quite what I meant.”

The screen door slid open. “Amigos! Sorry!”

Sofia swept in, lustrous hair loose around her shoulders, carrying containers from her place. “It was a crazy night—but I bring a special treat!”

She darted back out, returning with a bottle and a bag. “I’m gonna make pisco sours! Is from Peru. Is really delicious.”

Caroline clapped her hands together. “Oh my god, yes!”

Sofia unpacked limes and eggs. “Caroline, juice these. Ryan, egg whites—watch.” She cracked one, deftly splitting the yolk off.

“Raw eggs?” I raised an eyebrow.

Caroline curled her nose. “Ew! Really?”

Sofia grinned. “Don’t worry! The pisco kills the bacteria.”

I shrugged and carefully cracked an egg in half, pouring the white into the same cup Sofia was using.

We worked shoulder-to-shoulder, Sofia humming, hips bumping mine. Caroline finished the limes, smirking at us. “Team effort—cute.”

“This is a menu idea for the new restaurant, when I move in,” Sofia said, shaking the mix. “Jim’s coming Friday to make the deal with Benson, right?”

“He sure is,” I said.

Caroline sucked lime juice off her fingers. “By the way—Ryan hit up Kate’s place today, Sof.”

“About the town stuff,” I clarified.

Caroline winked at Sofia. “Sure. You know what happened? Kate landed in his arms and they were practically necking. The workers saw everything.”

Sofia’s eyes lit up. “Really?”

“Kind of. She stumbled into me, and we were just about to kiss.”

Sofia bit her lip, shaking the drink mixer. “Is perfect. It’s just a matter of time before you seduce her.” She poured the foamy concoction into glasses.

We clinked our glasses.

“Damn, that’s smooth,” I said, gulping half.

Caroline licked her lips. “It’s so silky.”

“The egg makes it delicious,” Sofia said, satisfied that we liked it.

We hauled the spread to the table—Caroline’s pasta, Sofia’s Colombian goods.

I sank into a chair. “Anyway, Kate’s coming here tomorrow night.”

Sofia slapped both hands onto the table. “What?! She’s coming here?”

“Just to work on the town stuff. She said she’s not interested in getting involved with anyone.”

Sofia gave me a sly look. “Yeah, sure, that’s what she says. But it didn’t seem that way when she wanted to kiss you, did it?”

I sipped my drink. “Are you two really serious about this? You don’t mind if I go for it?”

Caroline put her hand on the table. “Hon, I told you. We want it.”

Sofia nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, is sexy. I want to see you seduce her.”

“So, she’d be joining us in this…relationship.”

“Why not just see what happens?” Caroline said. “Take it as it comes.”

“I like that,” I said, drinking the last of my pisco sour.

“Maybe she just needs to explore with you and then move on,” Caroline continued. “Or maybe it’ll lead to something deeper. Either one is fine with me.”

I scooped pasta, grinning. “As long as you don’t mind sharing. The two of you bicker over me as it is.”

“We do not!” Caroline said, looking at me in surprise.

“That reminds me,” Sofia said, slowly getting up from her chair. “You come to my house tonight, okay baby? Is my turn.”

She walked around the table, carrying her drink, and took the chair beside me. Her hand slid up my thigh.

Caroline pouted. “I was hoping he’d sleep with me tonight.”

“You had him last time!” Sofia whined. “Is my turn.”

“But that’s not true,” Caroline protested. “We both had him last night.”

“But you were hogging him,” Sofia said, her Latina fire sparking up. “And you had morning sex, too.”

“That was just a quickie. It doesn’t count.”

I took a drink, enjoying their argument. It wasn’t the worst thing having my two beautiful girlfriends argue over me.

Sofia’s hand moved higher on my thigh. “You come with your mamacita tonight, oaky baby?”

Caroline stretched over the table like a cat, her lips brushing my ear. “But what if I can’t sleep without you?”

Despite my body’s exhaustion after so many days of sex, my cock stirred, pushing down the leg of my pants.

Sofia saw me wince at my aching erection. She touched my arm. “Is everything okay? You need to rest alone tonight?”

Caroline peered into my eyes. “Maybe you’re right, Sof. We’ve been selfish.”

I did need to rest.

“One more night, and then I’m crashing solo for a couple days. And it really is Sofia’s turn.” I kissed Caroline’s cheek.

Caroline’s eyes twinkled. “I know it is. I was only teasing. You two have fun tonight. But don’t wear him out, Sofia. You never know, he might get lucky tomorrow with Kate.”
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Chapter seven


The following evening, at 10 minutes to eight, I sat at the dining room table sipping decaf coffee, waiting for Kate’s arrival.

Spread out before me were town documents with highlighted corruption evidence.

But my mind was elsewhere. All day, my thoughts kept going back to the way she’d looked at me when she fell into my arms, her breath catching, eyes locked on mine.

Sofia sat on the couch, occasionally laughing as she texted her sister in Colombia.

Caroline came down from upstairs, bare legs smooth and meaty under my T-shirt. Her hair hung wet from the shower.

“Is that what you’re wearing?” I asked.Caroline laughed. “You don’t approve?”

“I mean, you’re naked.”

“I’m not! I’m wearing your shirt.”

“But you have nothing underneath!” Sofia said, looking up from her phone. “Are you crazy? Kate is coming any minute.”

“Thank you!” I said, surprised to find support from such unlikely quarters.

Caroline lifted the shirt, showing skimpy yoga shorts underneath. “See? Fully clothed.”

“I know what you’re doing,” I smirked. “Trying to push Kate’s buttons again.”

“No! I’m an angel,” Caroline retorted.

The doorbell rang.

“I’ll get it!” Caroline headed towards the door while Sofia watched with interest.

“Hi Kate! Come on in,” Caroline’s voice was sweet and milky. “Ryan’s all set up in the dining room.”

Kate followed her in, professionally dressed in slacks and a button-up blouse. I saw her glance at Caroline’s half-naked state, a flicker of surprise crossing her face.

“Good evening.” She set her laptop bag on the table. “I’ve brought some additional town documents.”

Caroline slid up beside us. “Coffee, Kate? Maybe some wine?”

“Decaf would be great,” Kate said, unpacking.

Sofia bounced up. “I’ll get it! Cream and sugar?”

“Black’s fine,” Kate said.

I pulled out the chair at the head of the table. “We should go over the property records.”

“Maybe cross-reference the transfers?” Kate said, sitting beside me as I opened my laptop. “Good idea.”

I opened the town site, and a login prompt appeared.

Kate muttered, “Typical. No transparency.”

“Watch this,” I grinned, typing in credentials. The portal opened.

Kate’s head snapped to me. “How’d you get a user profile?”

“Made a request. Said I was a student doing an econ paper. My old student ID worked.”

“Nice! That’s... sharp.” She scooted closer, her breasts shifting inside her blouse.

Sofia returned with the coffee, setting it beside Kate with a quiet smile before sitting across from us.

“Here,” I said, pulling up addresses from the contracts. “Purchase history—decades old, all sold the same month.”

“Different buyers, same notary,” Kate leaned in. “Check the incorporations.”

Our hands bumped on the trackpad. “Sorry,” she said.

“No, go ahead.”

She took the mouse, but clicked the wrong place.

“Here,” I murmured, placing my hand on top of hers, guiding her on the trackpad.

She didn’t pull away. Her breathing quickened, and she leaned slightly towards me. I pressed my finger against hers, clicking the mouse.

“There’s what we want,” I said, taking my hand away.

Our shoulders kept touching as we went through records together, her citrusy scent filling my senses.

She whispered, tapping a finger on the screen. “There. All filed the same day.”

I turned slightly. Our faces were inches apart.

She froze, suddenly aware of our proximity. Her cheeks flushed.

Caroline returned with popcorn, deliberately brushing against Kate as she leaned over the table. “Thought you guys could use a snack.”

“Thank you Carolina,” Sofia said, reaching into the popcorn. She crunched a kernel and watched us from across the table.

Kate’s eyes darted between Caroline and Sofia, her cheeks flushing under the attention.

I pointed to papers near her elbow. “Hand me that folder, will you?”

Kate reached for it, then froze mid-action. Instead of handing it over, she pushed it toward me.

Sofia popped up and leaned across, her hair falling forward. “Here, baby,” she said, handing me the folder with a devoted smile.

Kate’s expression hardened, though her cheeks were still red. “Listen. I want to make one thing clear. This is my fight. I’ve been working on this for months. You’ve been here like one week.”

Sofia’s eyes flashed. “Ryan knows what he’s doing! He helped my business—”

“Sofia,” I gently cut her off. “Finish your thought, Kate. I’m listening.”

Kate’s eyes softened. “I appreciate your help, but I need to lead this. I’ve been building contacts, researching ideas for an alternative development plan. I can’t just hand it over.”

I nodded. “And you don’t have to. I have no desire to run the opposition. I’ll just dig up what I can, and you steer it.”

She studied me. “But you probably can’t even help yourself,” she murmured, a mix of annoyance and admiration in her voice. “You just naturally take a leadership role.”

We worked for another half an hour, finding more solid corruption evidence in the transaction records.

“You two make a great pair,” Caroline said, leaning beside Kate to reach for a handful of popcorn, brushing against her. “Pardon me.”

Kate stiffened, sandwiched between myself and Caroline, and her breathing quickened.

“It’s warm in here,” Caroline said, her hand trailing across my shoulders as she passed to open a window.

Sofia stood and stretched. “I need to go home. Early morning.”

She draped herself over me, fingers brushing my cheek while Kate focused hard on the computer.

“Don’t wear yourself out,” Sofia said, kissing me. “Goodnight, everybody.”

Kate managed a tight smile, her eyes flicking back to the screen.

As Sofia left, Caroline perched on my chair arm, her hand resting on my shoulder. “Think that’s enough evidence?” Her fingers played against my neck.

“Maybe,” I said, aware of Kate watching Caroline’s display.

Kate forced her attention to the screen. “If we could connect these shell companies to the CAO or the mayor, that would be all we’d need.”

Caroline made a show of yawning and stretching. “Well, I should get to bed,” she said, standing up. “Stay for as long as you like, Kate. You and Ryan work so well together.”

“I should probably go, actually,” Kate said, gathering her papers. “I have to, uh, be up early tomorrow.”

“You’ll come back?” Caroline asked, still massaging me.

“Yes. For sure,” Kate replied, her voice higher, a slight tremble in it.

As she turned to leave, she forgot her bag.

“Kate,” I called.

She turned abruptly. “Yes?”

“Your bag.”

“Oh! Right.” She hurried back, fumbling with the strap.

Despite her rush, she lingered, fingers tracing the chair’s edge, as though she wanted to say something but didn’t know what it was.

“One favor before you leave, Kate, if you wouldn’t mind,” I said, voice low but easy.

She blinked at me, lips parting. “Sure. What is it?”

“Can you check the lock on the back door? Caroline forgets.”

Her gaze sharpened, a spark of defiance flaring. Then, her cheeks flushed red, and I could see the surrender in her eyes.

I held her gaze, calm and steady. “Just a favor.”

She pressed her lips together and nodded. “Okay, sure,” she said, and headed through the kitchen.

We heard the metallic click. Then Kate returned, still flushed, breathing a little fast. “It’s locked.”

She hurried out, radiating a nervous heat. At the end of the driveway, she paused before getting into her car, glancing back at me with a mix of heat and conflict.

As I shut the door, Caroline slid her arms around my waist. “See? She’s so into you?”

“Why’d she rush out then? I was going to try to kiss her.”

“Because she knew that, and she was afraid she’d lose control as soon as your lips touched.”

My hands caressed the round of her behind. “You think so? Maybe.”

She whispered against my neck, “I betcha next time she’ll stay longer.”
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Chapter eight


Friday morning, I woke up with Kate on my mind. I’d been dreaming that my arms were wrapped around one of her thick legs.

It turned out it was only a pillow, but I sent Kate a text inviting her over again. She responded right away with an invite to her adventure park on Saturday.

I can put you guys on the zipline if you want, she texted. Then we can talk business.

She seemed to just take it for granted that Caroline and Sofia would be coming. And she probably wasn’t wrong.

I came downstairs to an empty house. Caroline had left for work. Sofia, too, would already be gone to her restaurant.

I texted them the news about Kate, and they both confirmed Saturday. Sofia said she couldn’t wait for “our date with Kate.”

With nothing much to do, I decided to try a cafe downtown. I grabbed a book from Caroline’s shelf and headed out on foot.

Main Street was lively, with a steady stream of people moving between shops and offices.

I went to River Roasters, a small café I’d noticed but hadn’t tried yet.

Inside, brick walls and hanging plants created a cozy atmosphere. The place was busy, most tables occupied by people working on laptops or chatting quietly.

Scanning for an empty table, I spotted a familiar blonde ponytail.

Amber sat in the corner, intensely focused on her laptop screen, a half-eaten muffin pushed to the side.

I wandered over. “Morning, Amber.”

Her head snapped up, eyes widening in alarm. I caught a glimpse of her screen as she frantically clicked to close tabs.

A heading said: “IVF Fertility Specialists: Freeze Your Eggs and Plan Your Future - Your Clock is Ticking!”

It disappeared, along with a colorful graphic showing age brackets and success rates for egg freezing.

She spoke sharply, her face flushing. “Ryan, what are you doing here?”

“Um, having a coffee? As one generally does in a cafe.”

A notification popped up on her screen: “Your fertility assessment quiz results are ready!” She slammed the laptop closed, nearly knocking over her coffee.

I smiled like nothing happened and sat at the empty table beside hers, putting my book down.

The waitress came, and I ordered an omelet and coffee. Meanwhile, Amber slowly opened her laptop again, giving me a sidelong look.

“Sorry,” I said. “Didn’t mean to be nosy. And I don’t judge—”

“Judge! Humph!” She started typing aggressively. “I wouldn’t think so, the way you go around collecting older women. Even Kate.”

“I’m not collecting anyone,” I said calmly. “We’re building something together. And Kate is… a friend. You probably heard rumors, but they’re not true.”

She nodded humorously. “Oh, I’m sure.” She tried to focus on her computer but stopped after two seconds and looked at me. “Building something? Like, a relationship? With three women? How does that even work? I’m curious.”

“Two women, for now. And we haven’t really defined it. We just know we like it. It works, so far, because we want it to.”

Her cheeks were getting red, but she just couldn’t stop herself. “So they just, like, share you? And they’re okay with that?”

She uncrossed her legs, then crossed them the other way. I saw that she was wearing a grey office skirt with stockings.

“We’re adults,” I said. “We communicate.”

“Fascinating.” Her tone was deliberately dismissive even as her eyes stayed fixed on mine. “But…the age gap. You must have—never mind. Forget I said anything.”

She threw up her hands and returned her attention to her laptop.

“I must have what?”

She let out a giggle. “Mommy issues? But whatever. None of my business. You do you.”

I smiled. “No, you might be right. I really love my two special mommies.”

Amber snorted, but her cheeks were blazing red. “Special mommies? Come on, their uteruses probably don’t even work anymore.”

She immediately regretted that statement— I could tell from her panicked expression.

I murmured, “That’s a topic you’ve been thinking about, apparently. Fertility. I wasn’t going to mention it, but since we’re being blunt here—”

Amber laughed nervously, gesturing towards her laptop. “What I was looking at earlier? That was… er…”

She became flustered and looked painfully embarrassed, even horrified. I gathered she worried I might go blabbering about what I saw.

“Look, Amber. Like I said, I’m not judging.”

She drummed her fingers on the table and sighed heavily. “Look, can we just…”

“Change the subject? Sure.” I opened my book and started reading.

Amber returned to her laptop.

My coffee and breakfast arrived a moment later.

I ate in silence for several minutes, trying to read my book. I could feel Amber watching me when I turned the page. Looking up, I found her gazing at me.

She didn’t look away. “Why do you have to be so damn smooth? It’s really annoying.”

I shrugged, smirking. “Can’t help it, I guess?”

“If we weren’t frenemies…” She gave an exaggerated sigh, then undid her hair, elaborately gathering it all up again and putting in a fresh ponytail.

Her phone buzzed, and she started packing up her things.

Before leaving, she hesitated a moment, then turned to me, speaking in a small voice. “Hey… um, about what you saw on my computer…”

She swallowed hard, and she looked more vulnerable than I’d ever seen her.

“It’s really personal, okay? I’d appreciate it if you didn’t share that with anyone. People in this town talk, and I don’t need them speculating about my... private decisions.”

“Of course not, Amber.” I said, meeting her eyes. “That’s nobody’s business but yours.”

She searched my eyes for a moment, almost pleadingly, and then relief softened her features. “Thank you.”

As she walked down the street outside, I noticed her gazing at me through the café window. She quickly looked forward again when I looked up.
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Chapter nine


Saturday morning dawned clear and warm. Kate’s adventure park looked more alive than when I’d visited before. The easy side of the climbing wall was already finished, and a group of teenagers was scaling it.

Kate spotted us from where she was instructing a staff member. She wore short cargo shorts and a company polo that somehow stretched to accommodate her bust.

“You made it!” she strode over, professional, in charge of her domain.

Her confidence had completely returned, at least on the surface. When her gaze met mine, a hint of vulnerability and need flashed in her eyes. But she looked away, resuming her practiced smile.

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Caroline said, sliding her arm through mine. “We’ve been looking forward to this.”

Sofia nodded eagerly. “I never tried ziplining before!”

Kate’s eyes flickered to where Caroline’s hand rested on my arm, her jaw tightening almost imperceptibly. “Well, you’re in for a treat. Come on, I’ll take you to the tower.”

We followed her down a short trail into a clearing with a main building and zipline tower rising from its roof.

There was also an area with beams and huge blue mats underneath. Kate saw me looking at it. “That’s our gladiator challenge. You stand on the beams with padded poles and try to knock each other off.”

“That is awesome,” I said, grinning.

“You guys can try it after the zipline,” Kate said, leading us into a back door of the main building.

We passed an office, where I paused at the door, peeking in. The space was neat and orderly, with a metal desk and a large window looking into the woods.

“Your office?” I asked.

Kate nodded briefly. “Nothing fancy, but it works.”

A framed photo on the wall caught my eye. It showed a stern-faced military officer in full dress uniform. He seemed to glare at me disapprovingly.

Next to that photo was a smaller one of a much younger Kate in army fatigues, standing at attention.

“Is that your father?” I asked.

Kate nodded and continued down the hallway. “Yup. Thirty one years of service.”

“Runs in the family,” I said.

Her shoulders straightened automatically. “Well, I only did eight years. Not like my father. He was in it for the long haul.”

“I remember your dad came to speak at the elementary school when I was in fifth grade,” Caroline said. “Nobody misbehaved on that day, I can tell you that!”

We came into the public part of the building—rustic but well-designed, with high ceilings and large windows.

At the reception desk, a cheerful fat woman was checking in a high school group, sending them up the stairs to the zipline tower.

“Morning, Lisa,” Kate said. “These are my friends.”

Lisa waved before returning to her computer.

Kate gestured across to an area where construction was underway. “We’re converting that side into a café.”

The space was framed out but still unfinished, with exposed beams and electrical wiring.

“Anybody want a coffee before we head up to the zipline?”

“I’d love one,” I said.

Kate led us towards the kitchen, passing through the soon-to-be cafe. There was a balcony under construction outside, and I stopped to poke my head out.

A couple workmen sat on the edge eating sandwiches. Their backs were towards me.

A few more must have been on the ground below, because I could hear them talking and joking.

None of them noticed me.

As I returned inside and entered the kitchen, I realized I could still hear the workmen. They must have been sitting beneath the kitchen windows.

Kate was pouring fresh coffee grind into the machine as Sofia and Caroline waited politely.

One of the men’s voices floated up from outside, gravelly with vape smoke: “You see the ice queen today?”

Kate paused mid-pour and rolled her eyes. “That’s the charming nickname they have for me when they think I can’t hear them.”

“Nah, I don’t think she’s here today,” another one answered.

“She is! I seen her a minute ago. She was with that guy again.”

“What guy?” another voice chimed in, heavy with boredom and sarcasm.

Sofia and Caroline gave Kate apologetic looks, and yet all of us couldn’t help listening for what would come next.

“What guy d’you think? Same one she was makin’ out with the other day.”

“That programmer guy.”

“Yeah, but today he’s here with two other milfs! Some guys just have everything.”

Caroline met my eyes, and she covered her mouth to suppress a laugh. But her smile faded quickly when she saw the embarrassment in Kate’s face.

“Milfs? Which milfs?”

“Caroline Summers. You know that lady who works at the department store?”

“Yeah, I heard about that!” another gravelly voice said. “Dude’s bangin’ Miss Summers and the Latina lady that works in the restaurant.”

“The one with the ass,” another clarified.

“Yeah. And now he’s got the Ice Queen on all fours waitin’ for her turn.”

Another one chuckled. “Stickin’ that ol’ big ass in the air, just beggin’ for it.”

“No wonder she’s been less bitchy lately.”

Boisterous laughter broke out.

A small, strangled sound escaped Kate’s throat. Her breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling fast.

She was clearly humiliated—cheeks blazing, jaw tight. But at the same time, a flicker of heat flashed in her eyes, stirred up by the crude image of her submitting to me.

When her gaze collided with mine, her anger flared even hotter. Her lips pressed thin, and a tremor ran through her, partly fury, partly something else, her frame rigid as she fought it.

I stepped closer. “Come on, Kate. Let’s go. You don’t have to hear this crap.”

Caroline and Sofia moved in.

“This is stupid machismo,” Sofia said indignantly. “Those pigs have no education.”

“Come on, Kate,” I said again, standing close.

She trembled, her eyes locked on my chin.

The gruff voices continued:

“I just can’t believe he’s parading them around like a king with his harem.”

“Bro’s rich. It’s always about money.”

“Yeah, but I mean…He’s got the Ice Queen eating out of his hand. I can’t believe it.”

“She’s just like the rest of them. Just hadn’t met the right guy yet.”

Kate’s expression twisted suddenly, her eyes narrowing as humiliation rattled her. Something dark flashed across her face—raw and unyielding.

The woman who commanded respect, who ran businesses, who’d served in the military— reduced to crude locker room talk by her own employees.

Her muscles tightened. Ice-cold fury took over.

She pushed past us and marched out of the room with her chin high.
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Chapter ten


We found Kate at the stairwell leading up the tower. She stood gripping the railing, surveying the place with that big-bosomed, schoolmarm authority.

I realized it was like protective armor for her.

Lisa busied herself behind the desk. I got the feeling she knew not to disturb Kate when she had that look.

“Kate, are you okay?” I asked, reaching toward her.

She flinched away slightly. “I’m fine. Aren’t you having coffee?”

“Nah, I don’t need it. But—”

“I can handle locker room talk. I was in the army.” Her voice was clipped, tightly controlled.

Sofia moved closer. “You shouldn’t have to put up with that. Is no right, what they say. You want me to go tell them something?”

Kate laughed despite herself. “What are you going to tell them? I appreciate it, but I can handle my employees.”

“Well, I hope you fire them all,” Caroline said. “I would never tolerate that at the department store.”

Kate put a foot on the first step. “Well, these are construction workers. I don’t think they’re going to be applying for a job in the beauty section. Come on. We’re wasting time.”

Caroline put a hand on her shoulder. “Kate, really, if you want to take a minute—”

“Look, I said I’m fine,” she snapped. “Are you guys coming or not?” She turned abruptly and started up the stairs.

We followed Kate up the winding staircase. The higher we climbed, the more I could feel the tower swaying slightly in the breeze.

Kate was already at the top, securing harnesses to a rack on the wall. Two staff members stood near a doorway, keeping well out of her way.

Her movements were sharp and efficient, but I could see the tension in her shoulders.

“Okay,” she said without looking at us. “Who wants to go first?”

The platform was open to the elements, with stunning views of the surrounding forest. A thick cable stretched from where we stood to a distant landing area.

“I will!” Sofia chirped.

Kate helped Sofia into a harness, her professional demeanor firmly back in place. “Just lean back and let gravity do the work.”

As Kate clipped Sofia to the zipline, I moved closer to Caroline.

“Go easy,” I whispered. “She looks like she’s dealing with some stuff.”

Sofia took off with a scream of excitement. We watched her shoot down the line, flying over the trees.

Kate turned to us. “Who’s next?”

Caroline stepped forward. “I’ll go.”

As Kate helped her into the harness, there was an awkward silence between them.

I watched Kate’s hands working, checking straps and clips.

Then she guided Caroline to the edge. With a deep breath, Caroline pushed off, her excited shout fading as she zoomed down the line.

Now it was just me and Kate on the platform.

“Your turn,” she said, holding a harness for me.

As she helped me buckle in, I could feel her fingers trembling slightly against my chest. Her face was inches from mine as she checked the straps.

“Kate,” I said softly. “Those guys are idiots.”

She looked up, meeting my eyes for the first time since we’d heard the workers.

“I know. It doesn’t matter what they think,” she said, but her voice lacked conviction.

“Does it bother you?” I murmured. “The idea of people thinking you’re with me?”

She returned my gaze, a small smile appearing on her lips. “No… It’s just…” Her voice softened to barely a whisper. “I’ve always thought of myself as being strong and in control.”

I searched her eyes, not sure if I understood. “Well, you still can be…Generally speaking.”

She stepped back, slapping my shoulder. “You’re good to go.”

I pushed off, feeling the rush of air as the zipline carried me away. I sailed under the blue sky, the wind rushing past my face.

At the landing platform, Caroline and Sofia were waiting, their earlier excitement subdued. A staff member unclipped me from the line.

We watched as Kate launched herself from the distant tower, her body cutting a clean line through the air.

She looked completely in control, graceful even.

When she landed, whatever doubts had plagued her appeared to be replaced by a knife-sharp focus. Her jaw was tight, cheeks hot.

She seemed to have reached some kind of decision on the way down.

Unclicking the ziplining gear, she moved with a new determination, as if she was on a mission.

She locked eyes with mine and jabbed her finger at me. “Gladiator challenge. You and me—let’s see how long it takes me to knock you down.”

Her voice rang with competitive fervor, but it also simmered with heat.

My pulse quickened. I could sense the raw emotion behind her challenge. A nerve had been rubbed, and Kate was reacting, but I couldn’t tell if her challenge was flirtation or actual hostility.

Maybe a bit of both.

“Alright,” I murmured, excitement rising in my throat. “Let’s do it.”
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Chapter eleven


“The rules are simple,” Kate explained, as we stood in front of a gladiator beam. “Two people face off on the beam. You each get a padded pole, and the goal is to knock your opponent off.”

She pulled out padded helmets from a storage bin. “Safety first. These are mandatory.”

Sofia wrinkled her nose. “Is no cute! Makes me look like a mushroom head.”

“Put it on anyway,” Kate instructed, her authoritative tone returning.

I watched as the girls strapped on the comically oversized helmets, Sofia grumbling in Spanish while Caroline posed in a boxing stance.

Kate handed each of them a padded pole, and they climbed onto the beam.

“Remember, no head shots, no grabbing the beam,” Kate called out. “On my count: three, two, one... begin!”

Sofia charged forward with surprising agility. Caroline countered, making Sofia teeter dangerously before recovering her balance.

“I’m gonna knock you all the way back to Colombia, bitch,” Caroline taunted playfully.

Sofia’s eyes narrowed inside her helmet. “We’ll see about that, gringa.”

Caroline jabbed experimentally, Sofia parried.

“Is that it?” Sofia taunted.

Caroline lunged forward suddenly. In the same moment, Sofia ducked—directly into Caroline’s swing. The padded end connected with Sofia’s face with a soft thud.

“Ow!” Sofia cried indignantly.

Caroline’s mouth fell open in shock. “I’m sorry! You moved!”

“Oh, bitch, no you didn’t!” Sofia ripped off her helmet, tossing it aside.

“Sofia, your helmet!” Kate called out.

But Sofia was already charging at Caroline, who was laughing too hard to defend herself. Their poles tangled, and Sofia gave a mighty push. Caroline teetered, arms windmilling — then grabbed Sofia’s shirt.

They both screamed and tumbled onto the mats in a fit of laughter.

“I won!” Caroline rasped.

“No, you didn’t!” Sofia protested through giggles.

Caroline straddled Sofia, pinning her down. “Say I win!”

Sofia shrieked with laughter. “Okay, okay! You win! I can’t take it! Stop!”

Glancing at Kate, I caught her watching them with an unguarded expression. The sight of Sofia being physically dominated and submitting seemed to trigger something in her. Her breath caught, her eyes dilated slightly.

When she noticed me looking, the expression vanished. Her forehead scrunched into a frown, and she tossed her head haughtily.

“I guess it’s you and me next,” I said. “Assuming your challenge still stands.”

She reached for the helmets, tossing me a blue one. “Put that on.”

She strapped on a red one herself. “Let’s see if you can take me down.”

I had the feeling that her competitive side wanted to win. But another part of her desperately hoped I’d be able to beat her.

I climbed onto the beam, swaying slightly before finding my balance.

Kate ascended with practiced ease. Despite her curves, she balanced perfectly, her thick legs flexing with power.

I saw her eyes flick to my chest and arms, assessing my strength.

“You can say ‘uncle’ right now, you know,” I said teasingly.

She blinked. “What?”

“We both know I’m going to lay you out on that mat.”

The old Kate would’ve shut me down cold. But now, she froze for a beat, her eyes flashing—half defiance, half something softer. The flush crept up her cheeks.

“You want to submit, don’t you?” I murmured, holding her gaze.

She gripped the pole tighter. “Pretty presumptuous for such a young kid. Is that how you got Caroline and Sofia? Talking big until they believed it?”

That comment got under my skin a bit, which was obviously Kate’s intention.

She smirked, pleased with my reaction. She shifted into a fighting stance, her pole held diagonally. “You can start any time, or do you just want to keep staring?”

“Ladies first.”

Her jaw tightened and her nostrils flared.

She lunged forward with surprising speed, jabbing her pole toward my chest.

I quickly stepped back, dodging her strike. As she wobbled from the swing, I tapped her lightly on the shoulder with my pole.

“Point for me,” I said.

Kate’s face flushed. “We’re not keeping score. It’s whoever gets knocked down.”

She came at me again, this time feinting left before striking right. I blocked her blow and pushed back, forcing her to retreat.

We continued for a minute—Kate attacking with increasing intensity, me avoiding her blows with ease and landing light taps.

“This is getting boring,” I said. “Too easy.”

An embarrassed laugh escaped Kate. “Oh my god… I can’t… You are so annoying!”

I snickered.

Her next attack came with renewed determination. For a moment, I wobbled on the edge.

A gleam of triumph flashed in Kate’s eyes. “Not so cocky now, are ya?”

I smiled. “I was just leveling the playing field for you.”

Her brow furrowed in confusion.

Before she could process my words, I rebuffed her with ease, then gave her a firm nudge with my stick.

Kate shrieked as her balance disappeared. Her arms windmilled frantically, the pole flying from her grasp.

Her eyes widened inside the ridiculous red helmet.

She tumbled sideways onto the mat, then rolled onto her back, pulling off the helmet.

She stared at the sky, her chest heaving. Her nipples had stiffened, poking hard beneath the tight polo shirt.

Caroline slow-clapped, sauntering over, Sofia beside her. “You okay, girl?”

“Oh my god.” Kate covered her blushing face, her breasts shaking with nervous laughter.

I jumped down and stood over her. She peeked at me between her fingers, then hid again, groaning.

“Let me help you up,” I said, extending my hand.

She hesitated before reaching for it, her hand warm and soft as I pulled her to her feet.

“I’m usually way better,” she said weakly.

I placed my hand on her shoulder. “It wasn’t that bad.”

A mix of emotions crossed her face as she looked at my hand on her shoulder. The flush deepened, her breathing quickened.

For a moment, she leaned into my touch, her eyes glazing over.

I kept my hand there, firm and steady. Her reaction was not subtle—she was responding to my dominance in a way that seemed to surprise even her.

“Wow, even the tough commando girl takes a tumble. You’re still badass, though,” Caroline teased.

Sofia nodded. “But sometimes it’s nice to feel the man is stronger, no?”

Kate’s eyes fluttered, her lips parting.

I gently squeezed the muscle of her shoulder. “You’re really tight up there.”

She let out a soft moan. “That feels good.”

My thumb dug into her flesh, and I felt a tremor run through her body.

Then she noticed a group nearby waiting to use the gladiator equipment. A staff member watched us with undisguised curiosity.

Kate turned away from my touch, waving at her staff member.

“Hi Amy! You guys are good to go!” She said, before marching off towards the main building.
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Chapter twelve


We followed Kate towards the main building, keeping our distance.

“She melted when you touched her,” Sofia observed.

“Yeah, she wants you badly,” Caroline added.

Inside, Kate was straightening brochures at the reception desk. She looked up as we approached.

“That’s it for the tour. If you still wanted to discuss the town stuff, I’ve got a bit of time now before a meeting.”

“Let’s do it,” I said.

She led us down a hallway to her office, her ample butt swaying inside the tight cargo shorts, her pantyline showing through.

I let myself have a good look, knowing Caroline and Sofia both didn’t mind.

“Alright, come on in. We only have—” Kate turned and caught me admiring her figure — “We only have about twenty minutes,” she finished, her eyebrow arching slightly as she gestured for us to enter.

A smile played at the corners of her mouth as she watched me pass into her office.

It was somewhat dark inside Kate’s office, with the forest just outside her window.

She shut the door behind her.

Caroline and Sofia sauntered to the couch and sat side-by-side. I sat on Kate’s desk and watched her approach.

But Kate’s phone buzzed before she got to her chair. She leaned on her desk, checking it. “I’m sorry. My insurance agent is early. I have to go to my meeting, but you guys can stay, if you want. I should be back in like 20 minutes.”

We agreed to stay and wait for her. She handed me a folder with some documents to look at, and left, pulling the door closed.

Caroline watched until the door clicked shut. “She gave us privacy,” she said, standing up and stretching. Sofia sprawled on the couch.

“Uh huh,” I said, spreading the documents across Kate’s desk.

Caroline settled her butt on the desk. “I like how you handled Kate on the gladiator beam,” she said. “And she liked it too.”

“Clearly,” I murmured. “But I don’t know. She seemed a bit conflicted.”

“That’s just because of the hangups she has to deal with. Her body was into it. You could see that.”

“Yeah,” I admitted.

She moved closer, her body pressing against mine. “It made me so wet, seeing you put that brat in her place.”

I looked at her. “Brat? Kate? Don’t if I’d call her—”

“Come on, work with me here.” She rested her head against me. “You need to tame her. She wants it.”

“I think you’ve read too many of those romance novels,” I said, trying to focus on the documents.

Sofia sat up on the couch. “Is really hot in here.”

Caroline’s arms wrapped around my waist, the scent of her hair making me weak. “Yes, it is. And we have twenty minutes to let off steam.”

Her fingers went straight for my belt. “I want you to fuck me,” she breathed against my ear.

“Here? We’re in Kate’s office.”

“Yeah, hot isn’t it?”

“Um…”

“You can do it quick, right here on her desk.”

I glanced at the windows, already undoing my belt. “I hope nobody sees through that window.”

“Nobody’s there, just trees,” Caroline insisted, unzipping my jeans.

I grabbed her hands, having second thoughts. “Wait, we can’t have sex in her office.”

“The more you talk, the more you waste time,” Sofia said, watching intently.

Caroline sank to her knees. I shoved off my jeans. Caroline tugged my boxers down. My cock sprang free.

“I’ve been thinking about this all morning,” Caroline whispered, taking me into the wet warmth of her mouth.

I groaned, one hand tangling in her hair, the other steadying myself against the desk as papers scattered to the floor.

“She’d be so mad if she found out,” Sofia giggled, her hand sliding under the band of her shorts as she leaned back on the couch.

Caroline took her lips away with a sucking noise. “I bet she’d love it.”

“I don’t know about that,” I grunted as Caroline continued sucking me off.

She stood and pushed her running shorts down, stepping out of them. “Fuck me right now, baby.” She yanked her panties down and bent over the desk.

I tested her wetness with my fingers, finding her soaked and ready. Caroline got her elbows, knocking over a cup of pens.

“Hurry,” she urged, looking back at me with desperate eyes.

Lining myself up behind her, I pushed inside her.

“Oh god, yes.” She pushed back against me.

The desk creaked beneath us as I found a rhythm, each thrust driving a moan from Caroline.

Sofia watched us intently from the couch, her hand now working faster inside her shorts. “Hurry, Ryan. Kate will be back before long.”

The danger only heightened our arousal. I steadied Caroline’s hips, matching her rhythm with each thrust.

The sound of my pelvis smacking against Caroline’s backside filled Kate’s office.

Caroline panted, “Yes, baby. Don’t stop, don’t stop…”

I rapidly worked towards my release, not wanting this to be a long one. My cock throbbed as Caroline dropped lower, her tits squishing on the desk, raising her ass higher.

We were lost in the moment, oblivious to everything—

Until a noise cut through the room.

The door handle was turning.
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Iwas too far gone to stop as the door swung open.

Kate froze in the doorway, her mouth falling open.

Caroline only moaned louder, pressing her ass back further. My muscles tightened as I continued thrusting, unable to halt my release.

Kate quickly stepped inside and closed the door, her back pressed against it, cheeks flushing crimson.

She crossed her arms under her breasts, watching us with that schoolmarm look. But there was something playful in her expression this time—a sarcastic smirk.

I groaned as the first pulse of cum surged into Caroline.

“Oh god, I can feel it,” Caroline gasped, glancing toward Kate as her own climax followed, her pussy tightening around me.

For a flash, I locked eyes with Kate, seeing her pupils dilate. Her lips parted slightly, a small breath escaping. She returned my gaze with undisguised lust.

The room went white as I lost myself in the final ejections of seed and collapsed over Caroline.

Kate let out an exaggerated sigh. “Seriously? On my desk?” She shook her head like a disappointed teacher. “You couldn’t wait twenty minutes to get home?”

Caroline straightened unhurriedly. “Sorry, Kate. Heat of the moment.”

“Heat of—” Kate snorted, crossing to her desk. She began gathering the scattered papers, pointedly avoiding the spot where Caroline had been bent over.

“Actually, they already did it at home this morning,” Sofia offered from the couch.

Kate shot her a look. "Thank you for that vital information."

I zipped up my jeans without rushing. “We’ll clean everything up.”

“Oh, I’m sure you will.” Kate righted her tipped-over pen holder. “God knows what I’ll need to disinfect.”

Despite her caustic words, I noticed she wasn’t genuinely angry. There was something almost amused in her expression, and she wasn’t demanding we leave.

Her eyes flickered to me, her flush still very evident. “Is this how you conduct all business meetings, or am I special?”

“You’re special,” I replied, holding her gaze.

The blush deepened, but she rolled her eyes. “Lucky me.” She tossed a box of tissues toward Caroline. “Clean yourselves up. Some of us have actual work to do. Oh, and by the way, guys? Next time, lock the door.”
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Mountain Fitness was unusually quiet that morning. It had been a few days since we’d last seen Kate—or, to put it another way, since she saw us fucking on her desk.

I hadn’t heard from her, though I’d texted her the day before.

Caroline insisted Kate wasn’t actually angry, but I wasn’t so sure.

I was three sets into bench press when my phone buzzed with good news about Sofia’s restaurant deal.

Jim had already managed to get Benson to drop his asking price by nearly thirty percent, and he hadn’t even spoken to him in person yet.

I started texting Sofia the update when I spotted movement in the mirror. Kate had just walked in.

She wore jogging shorts and a fitted tank top, with fingerless gloves. Her eyes found mine in the reflection, and a tiny smirk appeared in the corner of her mouth before she turned to the front desk.

Laying back down on the bench, I wondered if she was just going to ignore me.

But as I found a comfortable grip on the bar, the bench creaked, and I looked up to find Kate standing over me.

“Need a spotter?”

“Sure.”

She positioned herself at the head of the bench, her stance wide. From this angle, I had a direct view of her impressive chest.

Her stomach formed a cute bump, the soft skin exposed, and the big mounds of her hips flared out inside those tight shorts.

“Eyes forward, champ, don’t get distracted,” she said dryly.

“Oops.”

Her mouth cracked for just a second, and I saw the hint of a smile.

I lifted the bar off the rack, feeling the weight against my palms as Kate’s hands hovered beneath, following my movement.

“You didn’t answer my text,” I said through my rep.

“I’ve just been busy.”

“Thought maybe you were angry.”

“About what?” she said flatly.

“You know what.”

Kate shrugged, her breasts shifting with the movement. “Oh, you mean catching you playing hide the sausage on my desk? That’s ancient history.”

I almost laughed, nearly losing my form. “Ancient? It was a few days ago.”

“In Gen Z time, that’s practically the Stone Age.” She adjusted her stance, her thighs still framing my vision.

“I’m a millennial.”

“Barely.”

I finished my eighth rep and started to lift the bar back to the rack.

Kate blocked me. “You’re not finished yet. Come on. You’ve got at least four more in you.”

“Four!?”

“Don’t be a pussy. Let’s go.”

By the eleventh rep, my arms were shaking.

“Come on, one more!” Kate encouraged.

Lowering the bar to my chest, I struggled to push it up.

“Breathe,” Kate said, leaning over me. Her boobs looked like they were going to pop out of her tank top.

“Don’t look at my tits. Do your rep.”

That almost made me lose it, but I managed to finish the rep.

“Rack it,” she said, and I gratefully let the bar clatter into place.

“You can bench a lot…for a small guy,” she said as I stood up, my chest burning.

I raised my eyebrows. “Small? I tower over you.”

“But I’ve got meat on my bones. You’re skinny.”

She was just busting my balls, maybe trying to see if I’d react. I pointed to my crotch with a smirk. “Well, I’m not ‘small’ here.”

She rolled her eyes, suppressing a smile but offering no argument.

“Hey, we should talk before that rezoning vote on Thursday,” I said.

Kate paused, her demeanor shifting slightly. “Yeah, I know.”

“How about tomorrow at Caroline’s?”

“I’ll text you,” she said noncommittally before walking away.

I shrugged and headed upstairs to do sit-ups.

The second-floor space was empty, sunlight streaming through big windows onto the blue mats that covered a section of the room.

I found a spot in the center and began my sit-ups.

I was aware of someone entering the room during my first set, but kept my focus.

After finishing, I looked over to see Kate mounting a stationary bike, her movements deliberate as she began pedaling.

After a couple more sets, I stood up and stretched. “Came up to escape the crowd?”

Kate glanced at me. “Something like that. Had enough of guys checking themselves out in the mirror downstairs.”

“You’ve really got some attitude today, huh?”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re grumpy. Still bitter about the gladiator match?” I grinned.

She snorted, increasing her pace on the bike. “If we ever had an actual sparring match, I’d wipe the floor with you.”

I laughed. “You’re not serious.”

Kate stopped pedaling, her eyes narrowing. “I’m a black belt in jiu jitsu. What about you?”

“Did some wrestling in high school, but nothing special.”

“And what makes you think you can beat a black belt?”

“I’m a lot stronger than you, Kate.”

She stepped off the bike, moving toward the mats. “It’s on. Let’s have a round, right now.”

I chuckled. “Kate, come on.”

“Come on what? I’m serious.”

“I can’t… I mean, I can’t fight a girl.”

“Bullshit. A hundred-pound woman who knows jiu jitsu can take down a two-hundred-pound man.”

I rolled my eyes and walked over to stand in front of her, still smirking.

Up close, I could see the flush in her cheeks, the dilation of her pupils. She wasn’t just angry—she was turned on.

But she was also dead serious about sparring.

“Alright,” I murmured. “You want to go, let’s go.”

“No strikes. Just grappling. First one to pin the other for five seconds wins.”

She kicked off her shoes and moved to the center of the mat, taking a wide stance with her knees slightly bent.

I did likewise, taking my position opposite her.

She took a wide stance, her movements precise as we circled each other. Her first attempt to grab my arm missed as I pivoted away. Her second was quicker, catching my wrist.

I countered by stepping into her space. The sudden movement caught her off guard, and I wrapped an arm around her waist.

Her body was warm against mine, firm yet soft. I could feel her rapid heartbeat as our bodies pressed together.

Kate twisted in my grip, her thigh sliding between mine, bringing her hips firmly against me. For a brief moment, our eyes met, heat flickering between us.

We parted. When she came at me again, I caught her mid-lunge, using my weight to bear her backward. We tumbled to the mat, and I got on top of her thigh, putting my weight on her.

With her big, thick leg beneath me I couldn’t help but respond, hardening against her.

Her eyes widened before she squirmed and spread her legs, wrapping them around me, trying to leverage herself out.

The strength in her legs was impressive, but not enough. I gripped one of her wrists and pinned it above her head.

She bucked upward, trying to throw me off, but the movement only pressed her more firmly, grinding our pelvises together.

A small sound escaped her—something between a grunt and a moan.

With a surge of strength, I twisted my hips and drove my knee between her thighs, breaking her leg lock.

Laying on top of her, I caught her free wrist and pinned both arms above her head, my chest pressing down against hers.

She gasped, a look of shock crossing her face as she realized she wasn’t breaking free. A tremor ran through her body.

“One...two…” I began counting, my voice rough.

Kate struggled again, though less forcefully than before.

“Three, four…”

Her resistance stopped completely as her chest heaved against mine.

Our eyes locked, all pretense falling away. The heat between us was electric. Her breath came out in gasps, her eyes half-closed.

“Five,” I murmured.
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Ireleased Kate’s wrists and eased back onto my knees, still straddling her.

“Game over,” I said with a small smile.

Kate remained motionless, staring up at me, her lips slightly parted.

“You okay?” I asked, standing up.

She sat up slowly, running her fingers through her hair. “That was…” she trailed off.

I offered my hand to help her up. She ignored it, rising to her feet. She stood inches away, glaring up at me, her chest was still heaving.

Then she turned and walked to the door, shutting and locking it with a decisive click.

My eyes followed her movements curiously.

She returned to the mat with renewed determination. “Round two. You got lucky.”

I swallowed. My hardon was showing through my running pants, but Kate didn’t seem to mind.

She came at me, her technique more aggressive this time.

I countered her attempts, our bodies colliding as I caught her around the waist.

The heat of her body and the smell of her skin got to me quickly.

“What are you trying to prove?” I grunted as she struggled against me.

Her answer was to hook her leg behind mine. I lifted her slightly, neutralizing the move but pressing her fully against me. Her eyes widened as she felt my hardness.

I bore her down to the mat, pinning her beneath me more forcefully this time. I captured both wrists in one hand, my other hand gripping her hip.

“Is this what you wanted?” I growled. “To be manhandled like this?”

Her body shuddered, an involuntary moan escaping her lips.

“Answer me,” I demanded, tightening my grip.

She weakly bucked her hips, only managing to grind against me. “No... you can’t beat me,” she moaned, but her smile betrayed her. She arched her back, pressing her breasts firmly against my chest.

Her arms went limp as I counted to five, watching her tremble and blush at the sound of my voice.

“I win again,” I said quietly.

I released her wrists but she didn’t move. I brushed her bangs from her eyes.

“Is this what you wanted all along?” I asked, my hand sliding to her thigh.

“Yes,” she breathed.

Rolling her onto her side, I pulled up the band of her shorts, exposing the underside of her ass, and delivered a sharp spank. “Say it louder.”

“Yes!” she gasped, her hips moving involuntarily.

My fingers traced the inside of her thigh. She parted her legs as her breathing quickened. I slid my hand up her shorts, and she rolled onto her back, opening her legs wider.

Pulling aside her panties, I slid my finger tips over her soaking wet pussy.

“You’ve been enjoying this,” I said, my voice low.

I pushed a finger inside her. She moaned, “Oh, your finger feels so good.”

I was aware of the security camera, but my position may have somewhat concealed what was happening. I added a second finger, working her G-spot as her thighs tensed.

“You like being dominated,” I said.

She nodded, eyes closed.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes opened halfway, dark with vulnerability—the town’s most prominent ‘boss lady’ now surrendering completely.

I increased my pace, rubbing her g-spot harder, feeling her body respond, her wetness coating my hand.

“Come for me,” I whispered. “Right here in your own gym.”

Her thighs squeezed together as she stifled a cry, her pussy tightening and convulsing around my fingers. As she came, her eyes opened wide, as if some deep truth was being unveiled to her.

When the tremors subsided, she lay limp beneath me, her chest heaving.

I leaned over and kissed her cheek. She looked at the door, almost startled. “I should probably get back downstairs.”

I nodded and helped her to her feet. She gave me a shy look from behind her bangs. “See you soon?”

“Tomorrow night,” I said, squeezing her hand. “At Caroline’s.”

Her cheeks darkened with anxiety. She knew that getting involved with me meant getting involved with Caroline and Sofia too. We were a package.

“Right—Caroline’s,” she nodded.

“Hey,” I squeezed her shoulder. “We’re meeting to discuss our plans. Nothing else has to happen tomorrow.”

She smiled and moved closer. “I know. It’s fine.”

As she turned to leave, I caught her around the waist. She flung herself against me, her nails scraping my neck as she kissed me hungrily.

“See you tomorrow,” she whispered before finally pulling away and walking to the door on unsteady legs.
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The next day, I spent much of the afternoon cycling. I’d found a mountain bike in the Buy and Sell.

I started on the Robertson Park trail, then explored some of the country roads. My mind kept going back to Kate. After what happened between us, I knew she’d want more.

But would she make it easy, or would she need me to pin her to the ground again?

When I got home, dusty and sweaty, Caroline was busy in the kitchen.

She wore a tight black top and a skirt that hugged her hips, hair loose around her shoulders. “Hey, stud. Dinner’s almost ready. Just heard from Sofia. She’s bringing a little something to wet our whistle.”

“Pisco sours again?”

She turned around to meet me. “No, something different.” Her arms slid around me, her lips pressing against my ear. “Missed you today, baby.”

“Missed you too.” I squeezed her ass, earning a playful yelp. “Sofia’s still at the restaurant then?”

“Yeah. She’ll be here soon… And so will Kate.” Caroline pulled back, her eyes glinting mischievously.

“What?” I smirked.

“Ready for round two?”

I shrugged. “With Kate? We’ll see what happens.”

She waved her hand. “After your little domination session yesterday? She’s probably still wet thinking about you pinning her down.”

A moment later, the doorbell rang, sharp and insistent.

“She’s early,” I said.

Caroline shot me a look over her shoulder. “Military gal.”

I opened the front door and found Kate standing there, framed by the porch light.

I did a double take.

Her face was polished—subtle eyeshadow and a deep red lipstick that made her lips pop. Her bangs were styled, and she wore earrings, softening her buzzcut’s edge.

She wore a sleeveless blouse—its silky folds clinging to the curves of her chest—tucked into high-waisted shorts that showed off her thick legs.

A pair of strappy black heels lifted her a few inches, making her calves flex as she shifted her weight.

“Hey,” I said. “You look nice.” Putting a hand on her waist, I kissed her lips.

Kate blushed, but she squared her shoulders. “Figured we’re working tonight, might as well look the part.”

“Good thinking,” I said. “Come on. We’re eating in the kitchen.”

I casually put my hand on the small of her back and led her through the living room.

Caroline turned as we stepped in, her eyes taking in Kate’s transformation. “Wow, look at you! I’ve never seen you dressed up all girly like this.”

Kate made a face. “Just felt like it. No big deal.”

“You look lovely,” Caroline smiled warmly, giving her a hug. “I’ve set a place for you next to Ryan.”

I guided Kate into the chair, my hand brushing her ass as she sat.

“I’ve pulled together those consulting contracts,” I said. “We’ve got more than enough evidence to show their kickback scheme.”

Kate leaned forward, her blouse shifting to reveal her cleavage. “We’re going to nail them on Thursday."

Sofia’s footsteps sounded on the patio. “Hello, my loves! Can you open the door?”

Caroline let her in. Sofia breezed through carrying bags of liquor, her sundress fluttering around her thighs.

“Hi! Sorry I’m late. You guys ready for negronis?”

Kate raised her eyebrows with interest. “Negronis?”

Sofia nodded, already unpacking bottles onto the island. “You’ll love them.”

“I can tell you want one,” I murmured, leaning closer to Kate.

She smiled. “I do love a good cocktail.”

As Sofia mixed the drinks, Caroline set the table. “So in this Thursday’s council meeting, you’ll both present the evidence at the hearing?”

“Yeah, and Kate should go first,” I said, catching Kate’s gaze. “She’s been working on this longer than I have.”

A pleased smile crossed Kate’s face. “I appreciate that.”

Caroline twirled a strand of hair, standing at the table. “You two make a good team. Kate brings the passion, Ryan brings the strategy.”

“Is because they trust each other,” Sofia said, shaking the cocktail mixer rhythmically.

She poured out two drinks, then carried them over to the table, handing them off to us.

Kate took a sip of her negroni, her eyes widening in appreciation. “This is excellent, Sofia.”

“I told you,” I said.

We settled into eating, the conversation flowing easily at first. Gradually, though, I noticed Kate growing more reserved as her mind seemed to fix on the upcoming meeting.

She sat straighter, her posture becoming more rigid. The commanding officer was reasserting herself.

Her voice took on that professional edge, “So, Ryan, about the presentation format—”

“Did you enjoy your wrestling match yesterday?” Sofia interrupted with a giggle, taking our glasses to refill them.

Kate’s professional demeanor cracked. She glanced at me, a deep flush spreading across her cheeks. “Yes, I did.”

Sofia returned with our topped-up glasses. “Why do you never wrestle with me like that?” she asked, draping herself over my shoulders.

“I guess because you’ve never physically attacked me,” I joked. “I was defending myself.”

Kate laughed.

Caroline gazed across the table at Kate. “And you followed your own advice—Locked the door. Smart girl.”

Kate scratched her forehead, looking down shyly. “I was waiting for this to come up.”

Sofia put a hand on Kate’s shoulder as she returned to her own seat. “Sorry if we embarrass you.”

“No, it’s fine,” Kate said, straightening up. “I was expecting to talk about it…obviously. It would be weird not to. I mean, you guys are…together.”

“Yes, the three of us are together, Caroline confirmed. “We know what happened between you and Ryan yesterday, as you can see. And we don’t mind.”

Sofia smiled. “Yes, is okay, don’t worry!”

I put my hand on Kate’s back, rubbing her.

Her cheeks flushed, and she gazed into her drink with a bemused smile. “So, I would be…joining you then? I’d be the third addition to Ryan’s…harem?” A momentary frown creased her forehead.

“If everything goes well and we all like each other,” I said.

Sofia beamed. “Yes, we want you to…start dating us.” She giggled.

Kate hesitated. “I’ve just never…been in a situation like this before.”

Caroline laughed. “Neither have I, hon.”

“Me too! Of course I never!” Sofia added.

Kate sipped her drink, her cheeks glowing. “Well, I guess that’s what we’re doing then,” she said after a moment. “Let’s see how this goes.”

My gaze met Caroline’s and Sofia’s, and I could feel the excitement between us, knowing we had another woman coming into our romantic circle.

We ate for a few minutes in silence, but the room was palpable with expectation.

After a moment, Kate tried to reassume her professional demeanor, clearing her throat. “So, anyway, about the meeting on Thursday, I thought we could discuss—”

“Do you really want to talk about that now?” I said with a humorous smirk.

Kate suppressed a smile, struggling to maintain her serious face. “Seems like as good a time as any.” She reached for her folder. “Anyhow, I was thinking we should—”

“Is that your command voice?” Sofia interrupted, her eyes sparkling. “Is very sexy.”

Kate’s lips quivered, and she barely clung to her business-like demeanor. “Look, I’m just trying to make sure we’re prepared.”

“Always so organized,” Caroline said. “Always in control.” She reached across the table, her fingers lightly touching Kate’s hand. “You know you’re allowed to let go once in a while. Especially here. With us.”

Kate’s eyes widened, almost as if this information was surprising to her. “Sure. I… I know that.” The blush spread down her neck.

“Don’t worry about the meeting,” I said soothingly, stroking her hair. “We’re well prepared.”

She relaxed under my touch.

Caroline reached across and touched Kate’s hand again. “Do you remember that conversation we had that time after pilates class? When you told me what you really wanted?”

Kate’s flush deepened. She pulled her hand away suddenly, placing her hands in her lap. “And what did I say, Caroline? Go ahead, I’m sure you’ve already told everyone anyway.”

Caroline softened her tone. “No, I only told them the general gist.”

Something changed in Kate’s expression now. A hungry, lewd look came into her eyes. “Go ahead and tell them.” Her voice sounded strangely different—soft and high.

Caroline shook her head. “No. But you can if you want to. You’re safe here with us.”

Kate sat up straighter, her chest expanding as she inhaled. Her voice was sultry as she looked between me and Sofia.

“I said I’m always the one dishing out discipline, but I’d much rather be on the receiving end.”

I brushed my fingers over her cheek. “Yes, that’s what you crave. Submission.”

Kate let out a sigh as the flush spread down her chest, her nipples stiffening under the blouse.

I slowly stood up, towering over her.

Her chin lifted, and she looked up at me with a challenge in her eyes. Her legs were triple crossed. Her hands held the sides of the seat, and she stuck her chest out.

“Are you going to discipline me, Ryan? Are you?”

“Stand up.”

My command hung in the air as Kate returned my gaze. Then, slowly, she stood, giving me a look that made my cheeks burn.

“Where do you want me?”

“Over there.” I pointed towards the island.

She walked over, her heels clicking on the tile, her shorts riding up as she squared her shoulders, lifting her chin with defiance.

She turned to face me as I stepped closer, crowding her against the island. “Turn around,” I said, voice calm but iron-firm.

Kate obeyed, pivoting slowly, hands gripping the counter’s edge. The shorts hugged her ass, tight and high, her thighs trembling.

Caroline and Sofia watched with fascination.

I took in the sight of her, savoring every second. “Now bend over.”
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Kate paused a moment, taking a breath. Then she leaned forward, elbows on the counter, ass jutting out. Her blouse rode up, exposing the dip of her lower back.

I reached around and untied the string belt of her shorts. Then I hooked my fingers into the waistband and yanked them halfway down her thighs.

Her silk panties stretched across the roundness of her ass. She gasped, goosebumps lifting on the small of her back.

“Count,” I said, resting a hand on her hip.

“Count what—”

The first smack cut her off, firm and loud against her left cheek. Her whole body jolted, a stifled yelp slipping out.

“One,” she muttered, voice shaky, fingers curling against the counter.

Sofia giggled, bouncing in her seat. “Harder, Ryan! Teach her a lesson.”

Caroline sipped her negroni. “Look at her—already wet.”

Indeed, a dark patch was visible on her panties.

“It’s true,” I murmured. “She’s wet herself.”

I landed the second smack—right cheek, sharper. Kate’s hips twitched, a low moan escaping despite her clenched jaw.

“Two,” she breathed, her legs parting an inch, shorts stretched tight around her knees.

I slid my hand across her hip, feeling the heat radiating off her skin.

The third smack landed—left cheek again, the sound cracking through the kitchen. Her ass jiggled in the silk panties, a red flush blooming beneath the fabric.

“Three,” she choked out, her voice breaking into a whimper. She leaned lower on the counter, ass lifting higher like she couldn’t help it.

Sofia clapped, eyes wide. “Ay, she loves it! Look at her move!”

“She’s a natural,” Caroline said, swirling her glass. “Bet she’s been dreaming about this since the mats.”

I gave her a fourth, crisp and deliberate. Kate’s moan came louder this time, her thighs quivering, the wetness spreading darker on her panties.

“Four,” she gasped, fingers scrabbling at the counter’s edge.

I stepped back to admire her—bent over, shorts tangled around her thighs, panties clinging to her soaked core. Her chest heaved, sweat beading on her neck.

“Stand up and turn around,” I commanded.

Kate stood, straightening up, her nipples strained against the blouse, her flush painting her chest red.

She wiggled as she tugged her shorts up, then lurched towards me, throwing her weight against me, eyes glassy, lips curled into a lewd smile.

Her fists clenched my shirt, trying to pull me towards her mouth.

Caroline clicked her tongue. “Still trying to take charge.”

Gently but firmly, I moved her away and pointed to the floor. “On your knees.”

I thought she might be after another physical struggle, and I’d have to wrestle her to the floor.

Instead, a serene look came into her eyes. She wanted nothing more than to obey my commands.

Caroline smirked, leaning forward. “Go on, Kate. Show us how bad you want it.”

Kate’s gaze darted between Caroline and Sofia, then back to me.

Her tongue flicked over her lips, and she sank down into a squatting position, her thighs spread out.

I unzipped my jeans with a slow, deliberate pull.

I looked down at her, jeans open, my cock straining against the briefs. Kate’s eyes locked on it, her breath coming fast.

The kitchen went quiet— just the hum of the fridge and Sofia’s soft giggle breaking the tension.

“Take it out.”

Kate’s hands trembled hungrily as she reached up, hooking her fingers into the waistband of my briefs.

She tugged them down, her nails grazing my hips, and my cock sprang free, thick and hard in front of her face.

Her lips parted as she adjusted her position.

Sofia leaned forward, elbows on her knees, chin in her hands. “Oy, is really big, yes? You’re lucky, Kate.”

Caroline crossed her legs. “You better take every inch of that dick, Kate. Go on, girl—show him how much you want him.”

Kate licked her lips again, slower this time, then leaned in, her breath hot against my skin.

Her hands slid up my thighs, tentative, then gripped me, taking the tip past her lips with a moan.

“Fuck,” I growled, one hand tangling in her bangs, the other cradling the back of her head, guiding her deeper.

Her tongue pressed flat, eager, and she bobbed forward, the wet heat of her mouth enveloping my length.

She sucked me eagerly, holding my shaft with one hand. She lifted it, licking my balls and taking one into her mouth, sucking it.

Sofia clapped again, bouncing. “She’s good! Look at her go!”

“Good girl.” I stroked the top of her head as she plunged my dick into her throat again. “Just like that.”

Her mouth worked me harder, her moans muffled as she sucked, spit glistening on her chin. I held her head, hips rocking just enough to feel her throat tighten around me. Her eyes stayed on mine, pleading, desperate for more.

I could have let her continue, but something in her eager submission made me want more. This wasn’t just about getting off—I wanted to fully claim her, to complete what we’d started at the gym.

“That’s enough,” I said, gently easing her back. My cock slipped from her lips with a wet pop. She looked up at me, confusion momentarily crossing her face before understanding dawned in her eyes.

She wiped her mouth, panting slightly, waiting for my next command.

“Get up.” I extended my hand.

She gazed up at me, putting her hand in mine. She got to her feet balancing shakily on her heels.

I pushed her shorts down to her shoes. She put a hand on my shoulder as I pulled them off one foot, then the other.

“Yeah, take her slow right here in front of us,” Caroline breathed.

Kate shivered as I curled my fingers under the band of her panties, brushing over the trimmed tuft of pubic hair beneath. I started to tug at them.

“Wait,” Kate said, her hand pressing me. “Can… Can we have privacy? Just for the first time, at least?” Her eyes shifted to Caroline and Sofia.

“Sure, we can have privacy,” I said, taking Kate by the hand and kissing her forehead.

“Awww, he’s so sweet,” Sofia hummed.

Caroline smirked, gesturing casually towards the hall door. “Why don’t you take her into the TV room? Fuck her on the couch?”

I saw a look of relief pass over Kate’s face, and she looked at me with gratitude.

“Come on.” Holding her hand, I led her across the hallway into the den, where the evening light was dim and grey.
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Chapter eighteen


Kate’s blouse was still on, the silky material clinging to her curves, but below she wore only her panties, her thick thighs pressed together as she perched on the edge of the couch, unstrapping her heels.

Her feet were soft and pale.

I knelt between her legs, kissing her neck, then her collarbone, working my way down as I unbuttoned her blouse.

“Come on, do it…” She swallowed. “Fuck me. I’m yours. You can do whatever you want with me.”

I pushed her blouse open and unclasped her black lace bra, letting her heavy tits spill free, nipples big and hard.

I took one in my mouth, and she arched back, her fingers curling in my hair.

My hand slid to the waistband of her panties. I tugged them down her thighs, revealing her completely.

Kate reached for me again, this time more urgently. “Please.”

I stood, stripping off my clothes as she watched hungrily.

“Lie back,” I murmured.

She eased back slowly, stretching out on the couch, her thighs open for me. I positioned myself above her, my arms braced on either side of her head.

“You’re mine now,” I said, kissing her deeply as I entered her in one smooth thrust.

“Oh god!” she cried out, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper. “Yes, yes…”

Her pussy was tight around me, and her powerful thighs gripped me with surprising strength. Each thrust drew a moan from her lips, her hands clutching at my back.

“Yeah, fuck me, come on, fuck me harder…”

I drove into her with increasing force. The couch creaked beneath us, and Kate’s moans grew louder.

“That’s it,” I growled in her ear. “Let go.”

“Do you like it? Do you like my pussy?”

“I love it.”

Her nails dug into my shoulders as her orgasm built. I could feel her tightening around me, her breathing becoming erratic.

“I’m going to come,” she gasped, her eyes wide with surprise, as if she hadn’t expected the intensity of what she was feeling.

“Do it,” I commanded, thrusting harder.

Her body convulsed, her back arching off the couch. I watched her face as pleasure overwhelmed her—all of her carefully maintained control shattered in that moment.

I wasn’t far behind. With a final thrust, I buried myself deep inside her, releasing with a groan.

For a long moment, we stayed locked together, our bodies slick with sweat, our breathing gradually slowing. Kate’s arms were still wrapped around me, but looser now, one hand idly stroking my back.

I brushed her bangs from her forehead, damp with perspiration. “How are you?”

A slow smile spread across her face. “Great.”

I shifted to lie beside her on the narrow couch, pulling her against me. She rested her head on my chest, her usual commanding presence had all but melted away.

“I’ve never…” she started, then paused, letting out a small laugh.

“Never what?”

“Never come like that before. So quickly. So hard.” She searched for the word. “It’s because I feel relaxed with you. I feel…free.”

I stroked her hair, feeling oddly protective. “That’s what happens when you stop fighting it, and just give in.”

She was quiet for a moment, her fingers tracing over my chest. “I should have known this would happen.”

“What?”

“That first time I saw you with Caroline and Sofia. The way they were so submissive with you. I was disgusted. But I was also jealous…Jealous of how free they seemed.”

A soft knock at the door interrupted us. “Sounds like you guys are finished.” Caroline’s voice was playful from the other side. “We’re having ice cream if you want some.”

“Sounds good,” I said, opening the door and stepping into the hallway naked.

Caroline didn’t move out of the way. She looked me up and down, smirking. I kissed her cheek, then headed down the hallway towards the small bathroom.

Kate followed right behind me, passing Caroline, as naked as Eve.

It didn’t particularly surprise me that Kate was so comfortable walking around naked. She was obviously proud of her body.

I washed myself in the bathroom sink. Kate stepped into the small shower.

When she turned the water off, she stood staring at me like she expected something. I grabbed a towel and handed it to her.

“Here.”

“Thanks.” She gently padded herself dry, still glancing at me with that look.

“What is it?” I said with a small smile.

She stepped out of the shower, coming close, her arms wrapping around me. “You didn’t wear a condom.”

I looked down at her. “Oh. Yeah. Um…”

I’d gotten so used to fucking Caroline and Sofia without one. I guess on some level I’d assumed, rather conveniently, that Kate wouldn’t need one either.

I wasn’t going to tell her that though. She might take it the wrong way.

“‘Um, um, um’,” Kate teased, mimicking me.

“Better take a pill,” I said.

“Yeah.”

“I’ll pay for it. Sorry.”

“It’s okay. I like having your cum inside me.” She hugged me closer, resting her head on my chest.

We stayed like that for a long moment. Over the top of her head, I had a view of her rump sticking out. My stiffness grew again, pressing between her thighs.

“Oh, what’s this?” She pressed her warm thighs against me.

“Come on,” I said, moving back. “Let’s go get that ice cream.”

She held my hand, “You’re only allowed to fuck me once?”

“I can fuck you as many times as I want.”

Her eyebrows twisted sarcastically. “Really? I’d like to see what your girlfriends have to say about that.”

“Well, yeah. I do have certain obligations to fulfill. Gotta save some juice.”

“It’s okay, I’ve got enough of your juice for now.” Kate rubbed her stomach as if I’d impregnated her.

As we got dressed in the TV room, Kate seemed to gradually transform back into her public persona. With each item of clothing, something shifted in her demeanor.

She adjusted her shorts, smoothing the fabric with military precision. When she fastened her bra and began buttoning her blouse, her posture subtly changed—shoulders squaring, chin lifting slightly.

By the time she reached the last button, a hint of that authoritative gleam had returned to her eye.

When we returned to the kitchen, Caroline got up to lift us ice cream.

Kate sat at the table, crossing her legs. I noticed her eyes darting around the kitchen, taking in details she’d missed earlier, as if surveying new territory.

Sofia gave her a friendly look, scraping out the last of her ice cream. “You look so pretty tonight, Kate. I like your outfit.”

“Thanks,” she said, her voice carrying a touch of its former crispness.

I perched on a stool at the island, watching them from above.

Kate tapped her fingers on the counter thoughtfully. “So, I was thinking. We should talk about how this arrangement is going to work between all of us.”

Caroline put a bowl of ice cream in front of Kate. “Oh yeah?”

“Thank you. Yeah, you know, the four of us. Like, we should probably rotate who gets to sleep with Ryan on which nights.”

Caroline and Sofia exchanged a look. Kate either missed it or didn’t care. She was breaking off some ice cream with her spoon. “I’ll make a spreadsheet.”

Sofia choked on her ice cream, coughing into her napkin. “A spreadsheet?”

“Yes, to track the rotation,” Kate continued matter-of-factly. “It’s the most efficient way to make sure everyone gets equal time. I’ve managed staff schedules for years—it’s just basic resource allocation.”

Caroline tossed her hair.

Sofia giggled. “Ryan is a precious resource.”

“We don’t really operate like that around here,” Caroline said.

I grinned. “Yeah, probably not necessary. But who knows, maybe once I add a few more women, we will need a schedule.”

Kate’s forehead creased slightly. “But how do you ensure fairness?”

“Ryan decides,” Caroline said simply. “We trust his judgment.”

Kate blinked, processing this. “I see,” she said finally, though her tone suggested she didn’t see at all.

It was getting late, so Kate excused herself after her ice cream.

“Guess I’ll see you at the council meeting,” she said at the door.

“See you then.”

She leaned in for a kiss that started brief but deepened as her fingers gripped my shirt.

As the door closed behind her, I turned to find Caroline and Sofia watching from the hallway.

“This is going to be interesting,” Caroline said.

Sofia giggled. “She thinks she’s the boss. Is cute, right?”

I put an arm around each of them. “She can be a little bossy, but she’ll learn.”

“She’ll have to if she wants this to continue,” Caroline said, pressing against me possessively. “I found you first.”
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Chapter nineteen


“Wow, it’s packed already,” Caroline said as I drove around the city hall parking lot, trying to find a space.

Sofia had fallen into a gloomy silence in the back seat. Her eyes brightened when I looked at her in the rearview.

“Be careful, baby,” she said, touching me from the back of my seat.

“Don’t worry, I’m an expert at this,” I said as I steered the car into a tight spot.

“I’m not talking about the parking!” Sofia retorted. “I was just thinking…these people are powerful. They could hurt you!”

I chuckled. “You think the mayor’s gonna have me bumped off?”

Sofia frowned, leaning into the front. “Bump of what? Ryan, is no funny! You’re exposing all this corruption! They’re not going to be happy. Maybe they’ll retaliate.”

I booped her nose with my finger. “You’re in no position to warn about safety. You didn’t even wear your seat belt.”

Caroline patted her head. “Don’t worry, girl. Mayor Francis Buttlee couldn’t kill a fly. I remember when he peed his pants in fifth grade.”

Sofia pouted, still unconvinced. I kissed her. “I promise. These bums won’t hurt us.”

We made our way toward the building’s entrance where groups of townspeople were shuffling in.

I adjusted my suit—the only one I’d brought with me on my travels. Caroline wore a short pencil skirt with stockings, while Sofia had chosen a dress with a slit that revealed one toned leg when she walked.

We found Kate getting off a small sleek motorbike, removing her helmet. She wore a leather bomber jacket over a blouse that revealed a line of cleavage, paired with fitted black dress pants.

“Nice hog,” I said.

She snorted. “Not sure this qualifies as a ‘hog,’ but I’ll take it.”

“She’s bad to the bone!” Caroline sang, wiggling her hips. “Buh-buh-buh-bad.”

“You guys are awfully cheerful this morning,” Kate said, taking a folder from her bike. Her boss lady persona seemed firmly in place

When our eyes met, I caught a flicker of passion. She smirked and headed for the main doors.

Inside, the entrance hall buzzed with anticipation. Kate nodded toward a familiar red-bearded man across the room. “Warren got everyone here.”

Leading the way through the crowd, I noticed Amber near the council chambers, clipboard in hand, surrounded by developers. Her eyes widened when she spotted us with Kate.

“Ready for this?” I murmured to Kate.

She nodded, standing taller. “Born ready.”

We followed the crowd into the chamber and found seats in the gallery. Ferguson sat off to the side, carefully avoiding looking in our direction.

Mayor Buttlee sat behind the council table, his beady eyes darting around behind thick glasses. Dabbing his forehead with a tissue, he slammed his gavel and called the meeting to order.

Kate sat rigid beside me, her folder of evidence clutched in her hands.

“First item on today’s agenda,” the mayor began, “consideration of the Riverdale Heights sidewalk improvement project.”

A collective groan rippled through the public gallery.

Forty-five minutes later, they finally got to the rezoning bylaw. The mayor called up Kate as the first public presenter.

The room was silent as she strode to the podium and laid out the evidence — property purchases by shell companies, suspicious timing, clear patterns of insider trading.

“This isn’t development,” she concluded, her voice ringing through the chamber. “It’s exploitation of our community.”

As Kate returned to her seat, the crowd was electric, stirring restlessly. Revolt was in the air.

I squeezed her hand. “Perfect setup.”

My name was called next. Mayor Buttlee watched me sweatily as I approached the podium.

“I’m here to connect some dots,” I began, making eye contact with each council member.

I presented consulting contracts, exposing the duplicate billing and Ferguson’s authorization of payments structured to avoid review.

As Ferguson squirmed, a councilman with bristly eyebrows leaned towards his microphone. “Point of order, Mayor! This is misinformation.”

“I have all the documentation right here,” I replied, holding up the folder. “Lots of copies to go around.” I started handing them out.

Ferguson fiddled nervously with a pen.

I saw Caroline watching me with admiration. Sofia leaned forward, eyes wide with excitement and nerves.

Kate sat straight-backed, pride mixing with something hungrier in her expression.

The meeting dissolved into chaos as copies of the evidence circulated.

“Order!” the mayor shouted, banging his gavel uselessly. “Council will proceed in camera!”

As we filed into the hallway, Kate’s eyes were bright. “That went off really well! I can’t believe we just did that.”

Caroline pressed against my side. “That was amazing—and very entertaining. Great job, Ryan.”

Making our way into the hall, workers in flannel shirts surrounded us, Warren at their front. “That was something else, man. You really stuck it to them.”

“Been waiting years for someone to stand up to those criminals,” another man said, pumping my hand.

Warren leaned in. “What’s the next move? We need to keep the pressure on.”

Kate spoke by my side. “We should organize a formal citizens’ committee to—”

“Ryan, you think we should go to the state authorities?” Warren boomed, not even hearing Kate.

I watched her face flush, first with embarrassment, then anger.

The woman who’d led the charge of this fight was suddenly invisible because I’d taken the spotlight.

“Both good ideas,” I said, meeting Kate’s gaze. “Kate’s right about organizing, and yes, state involvement makes sense too.”

“Alright, Ryan’s our point man now,” Warren declared to the gathered men.

Kate crossed her arms beneath her breasts. I could see the conflict in her eyes — pride in our victory battling with the sting of being sidelined.

Amber approached through the crowd, clutching her clipboard to her chest like armor.

“That was quite the performance,” she said, eyeing me up and down. “But it doesn’t change anything. The development will still happen.”

I smiled. “We’ll see about that.”

“You don’t understand the political reality,” she insisted, stepping closer than necessary.

I raised an eyebrow. “Oh yeah? Enlighten me.”

She swallowed. “Look, you’re obviously resourceful.” Her eyes flicked down to my neck, then back up. “And smart. But you can’t stop development with one council meeting.”

“We don’t want to stop development,” I replied. “We just want to do it differently.”

Caroline and Sofia moved closer, flanking me possessively. Kate watched the interaction from a few steps away, her expression unreadable.

Amber’s chest rose with a deeper breath. “The town’s plan will happen,” she said, with less certainty.

I shook my head. “You’re backing the wrong horse, Amber. Not smart.”

She clutched her clipboard tighter. “Oh, so I’m not smart?”

“I think you’re very smart. You’re just a bit young. Inexperienced.”

Amber rolled her eyes, tossing her ponytail, but her cheeks flushed. “I’m not that much younger than you.”

“But he’s very mature for his age,” Caroline cut in, wrapping her arms around my waist.

Amber’s eyes flicked to Caroline and Sofia, then back to me.

She couldn’t hide the growing curiosity in her eyes.

I put my arms around Caroline and Sofia’s shoulders, directing them towards the doors. “Let’s go celebrate. How about The Main? Sound good?” I raised my voice, addressing the crowd. “Alright, everyone! We’re going to The Main.”

The crowd murmured agreement and started shuffling out the doors. Amber stepped back, composing herself.

I gave her a smirk over my shoulder, half teasing, half serious. “See you there?”

She hugged her clipboard and looked away, tucking her ponytail under her chin like a comforter blanket.

Outside, the temperature had dropped and night had fallen. Sofia took my arm, shivering.

Kate walked briskly ahead of us to her motorcycle and straddled it, putting on her helmet.

“See you at the bar?” I asked, touching her shoulder.

Without a word, she grabbed my jacket and pulled me down into a hungry kiss, her public restraint abandoned.

The message was clear to anyone watching — she might have been sidelined in the meeting, but she was claiming her place with me.
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Chapter twenty


The Main was packed with townspeople, the atmosphere buzzing.

We had a table in one corner. Caroline and Sofia sat beside me on one side of the booth, Kate across from us. Four beers sat on the table, and I was finishing off a burger.

Kate leaned forward, her elbows on the table, “So, we’re going to need to formalize our citizens’ group. I can probably draft an organizational structure tonight.”

Sofia sighed and leaned against me. “Ugh! Didn’t you guys do enough for one day? You need to relax.”

“Yeah, I think we can call it a day,” I said, munching the last bite of burger.

“Ryan’s right,” Caroline said, her hand reaching past Sofia to stroke my hair. “Tonight’s for celebrating.”

“Celebrating what?” Kate said. “It was good that we got this information out, but we don’t know what happened during the ‘in camera’ meeting. They probably passed the second reading anyway.”

“Bet they didn’t,” Caroline said, twirling a strand of hair.

“If they did, I’m gonna scream,” said Sofia, still resting her head on my shoulder.

I sipped my beer, studying Kate’s face. She blushed under my gaze.

Suddenly, a roar went up from the other side of the bar. People started shouting and cheering.

Warren strode over, phone in hand, his face lit with triumph.

“Did you hear? Mayor Buttlee and two others resigned! Ferguson’s gonna be next!”

The bar erupted in cheers. People pounded on tables, raising their glasses.

Kate’s mouth fell open, genuine shock replacing her skepticism. “Really? Wow.”

Caroline grinned. “Told ya!”

Kate broke into a smile, her rigid posture loosening as the news sank in. “We just brought down the council government!”

We all raised our beers in a toast, clinking glasses. Kate’s eyes shone with victory and vindication. It felt good to watch her get what she’d been fighting for, and to know that I helped her get it.

“Ryan for Mayor!” Warren boomed. Others around the bar called out their agreement.

I chuckled. “That is definitely not happening.”

Sofia sat up straight. “Mayor Ryan. I would be First Lady.”

“We’d all be First Ladies,” Caroline corrected with a sly smile at Kate.

But Kate’s smile faltered slightly as she watched the crowd’s focus on me.

Even in this moment of shared victory, she was seeing how easily I’d stepped into the leadership role she’d worked so hard to establish.

As we finished our beers, Sofia kept cuddling me, practically crawling into my lap.

Caroline pinched her butt. “Quit being a Ryan hog.”

Sofia pouted, snuggling closer. “No! He’s my baby.”

Kate watched us, her eyes calculating. I could see she was jealous. But this time it wasn’t because of my role in the town drama.

She was jealous of Caroline and Sofia.

Kate suddenly sat up straighter, clearing her throat. “Hey, I was thinking, we should probably move our operating base to my house.”

I set down my empty beer. “Operating base? I didn’t know we had one.”

Her tone became businesslike. “I mean, we should make my house our main base instead of Caroline’s.”

Caroline’s eyebrows shot up. “Oh?”

“Yes. Your house is nice, but mine’s bigger.”

Sofia raised her head, looking between the two women warily. “I think Carolina’s house is perfect, no?”

Kate’s fingers drummed the table. “As I said, it’s fine, but my place is larger, and it has a home office and a gym, too. Plus, I’m closer to town, so it just makes more sense as headquarters.”

Caroline’s smile remained, but her eyes cooled. “Headquarters,” she repeated, rolling her eyes.

She reached past Sofia and pincered my chin, squeezing my cheeks possessively. “Ryan seems pretty comfortable with our current arrangement.”

With my cheeks squished between Caroline’s fingers, the realization dawned on me. My hens were vying to establish a pecking order among themselves.

This was something I hadn’t expected, though I probably should have seen it coming. To be fair, though, this unconventional territory was uncharted for me.

And there was no map, no instruction manual.

“I am very comfortable,” I said diplomatically, removing Caroline’s hand from my face and sliding out from the table. Sofia let out a whimper of protest.

I moved around to Kate’s side of the booth. She stiffened as I settled beside her, then relaxed slightly when I put my arm around her shoulders.

“Everyone’s a little tense,” I said, my fingers kneading the tight muscles at the base of her neck.

Kate’s breath caught. “I… I do get tight right up in there.”

“Yeah, I can feel it.” I pressed my thumb into a knot, watching her begin to melt.

She bit her lip, eyes fluttering. “Oh, that feels good.”

Caroline and Sofia watched from across the table, their smirks softening to something more empathetic. They knew Kate had some issues with control, and things going on that we didn’t understand yet.

But we all wanted to make it work.

Kate’s eyes were closed, and she let out a moan.

Our young waitress appeared. “Um, sorry, can I get you anything else?” Her eyes widened as she took in the scene — my hands on Kate’s shoulders, Caroline and Sofia pressed together on the opposite side.

“Just the bill, please,” I said.

The waitress nodded, lingering a moment longer than necessary. “S-sure.”

As she left, Kate sighed and tried to relax further under my touch, though I could still feel her shoulder muscles wanting to tense up again.

“Coming over, Kate?” Caroline asked, her tone softer now that she felt her position had been reaffirmed.

Kate hesitated. “I don’t know. It’ll be too late to do any planning—”

Sofia looked at her indignantly. “No talk about that! We’re just gonna relax. Have some ice cream.”

Kate glanced at Caroline, then back to me, weighing her options. Her commander side probably wanted to push the headquarters issue, but I could feel her body surrendering in my hands.

Kate made a show of hesitating. “Well… I should probably get home. Have to work tomorrow.”

“It’s early,” I said, checking my phone. “Only eight thirty.”

She shivered as I continued massaging her neck, her resistance visibly crumbling.

Sofia leaned over the table. “Come on, Kate. Just for a little. It would be nice to have you over.”

Kate turned and met my eyes with a dreamy look. “Alright. Let’s go. We can talk more about headquarters another time.”

She smiled at Caroline and Sofia, but there was a hint of a challenge in her eyes. Caroline smiled with feline smoothness, satisfied that she’d come out on top for now.

Just as we were getting up from our table, the bar’s door swung open, letting in a gust of cool air.

Ian Ferguson stepped inside, his face drawn tight with barely contained fury.

The chatter fell quiet as he paused in the doorway, scanning the room until his gaze locked onto our table.

His eyes narrowed as he adjusted his glasses and started toward us. His voice carried across the now-quieting bar: “Look who’s celebrating! The town saviors.”

Kate stiffened beside me, her defensive posture returning. I rested my hand on her shoulder, feeling the tension in her muscles.

“Hey, Ian,” I said casually. “Surprised to see you here.”

He ignored me, focusing on Kate. “That was quite the performance today. I hope you enjoyed it.”

Kate met his gaze steadily. “I told the truth.”

He laughed without smiling. “Truth? It was a malicious attack.” His eyes flicked to my hand on Kate’s shoulder. “I see you’ve found yourself a comfortable arrangement.”

“What do you want, Ian?” Caroline asked, leaning forward with her elbows on the table.

“Just wanted to congratulate our local heroes,” he said, smiling stiffly.

Sofia slapped her palm on the table. “You’re trying to intimidate us!”

Ferguson’s icy gaze settled on her. She winced.

“Aren’t you the owner of that little Colombian restaurant?” Ferguson asked darkly. “I understand you’re hoping to acquire a new location.”

Sofia blanched, as if the eye of Sauron had spotted her. “W-why? Why do you mention that?” She glanced at me, looking for help.

“That’s enough Ian,” I said. “Stop this passive aggressiveness. If you want to say something, just say it. Otherwise, stop harassing us.”

He shrugged, then looked at Kate, his spectacles reflecting the lights. “And you. You shouldn’t be throwing stones. I’m sure your business isn’t perfect. If one were to look at it closely, who knows what one might find.”

Kate stirred. She wanted up, but I was sitting in her way—probably a good thing. “What are you talking about, Ian? Stop threatening us!”

Her shout carried through the bar.

Ferguson adjusted his tie, looking around at the watching crowd. His confidence faltered slightly when he noticed Warren and several workers watching him with open hostility.

“Not at all,” he said, softening his tone. “Just making observations about how complicated business can be.”

He took a step back. “Especially for people who don’t understand how things work around here.”

I placed my arm around Kate, who was trembling with anger. “I think we’re learning exactly how things work,” I said, meeting his gaze. “And we’re not intimidated.”

Ferguson’s jaw tightened. He smoothed his expression and inclined his head slightly.

“Enjoy your evening,” he said quietly. “See you all very soon.”

“What’s that supposed to mean,” Caroline murmured.

I squeezed Kate’s shoulder. “You okay?”

She nodded, but her expression remained grim. “He’s going to retaliate somehow.”

“Let him try,” I said. “We’ll handle it together.”

Sofia’s big dark eyes were filled with worry. “My restaurant—”

“Is going to be fine,” Caroline assured her, taking her hand. “Ryan is here, and we’ve got Jim Muller on our side, remember?”

Sofia calmed down somewhat. The conversations around us gradually resumed, though I noticed several people glancing our way with concern.

Wade and a few others shook our hands and affirmed their support. Then I led the way through the doors into the damp night air.
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Chapter twenty-one


The road was dark as I drove home to Caroline’s. No stars shone, and rain started to patter on my windshield.

Sofia shivered in the passenger seat. “Is getting cold. Fall is starting.”

Caroline purred from the back seat, “I’ll be making pumpkin pies soon.”

In the rearview mirror, I could see Kate following on her motorbike, hunched over, bracing against the wet air.

The rain picked up as we drove, drumming against the roof. By the time we reached Caroline’s driveway, it was pouring.

“Poor Kate’s going to be soaked,” Caroline said, watching the motorcycle pull up behind us.

We made a dash for the porch. Kate arrived last, her leather jacket glistening with raindrops, hair plastered to her forehead.

“Come in here, you poor thing. You’re drenched!” Caroline ushered her inside.

Kate stood shivering, water puddling at her shoes. Her chest was dripping with water, the blouse soaking wet and stuck to her skin.

“Let me get you something to change into,” Caroline hurried up the stairs.

I helped Kate out of her jacket. “You okay?”

“I’m fine—just cold,” she said, teeth chattering.

I gathered her into my arms, rubbing her back. Her head fell against my chest.

“Let’s get those shoes off,” I said, gently stroking her hair.

She balanced on my shoulder and slipped off her soaked shoes.

Caroline returned with towels and a robe. “Here. You should get out of those wet clothes.”

“Well, I’m not staying that long,” Kate protested.

Caroline’s tone was maternal but firm. “Don’t be ridiculous. You can’t stay in those clothes. Go change in the bathroom and I’ll throw your clothes in the drier.”

Kate hesitated, but it would have been silly for her to refuse. Her clothes were soaked. “Well, alright.”

She took the towel and robe. Outside, the rain showered down noisily. The wind joined in, too, tossing leaves against the window in a powerful gust.

“I’m not sure if you should be on the road tonight with that nasty weather,” I said.

“But I can’t stay here!” Kate said, stepping back.

“Ryan’s right,” Caroline said in her motherly tone, which did not permit disagreement. “You can’t ride that bike home tonight.”

Kate’s eyes narrowed slightly. Maybe she was suspicious of Caroline’s authoritative tone. She sighed and looked at the door. “I have to go to work in the morning!”

But her resistance seemed more for show than genuine. When I slipped my arm around her shoulder, she immediately relaxed against me.

“Maybe the rain will stop,” I murmured. “But right now, let’s just get you out of these wet clothes.” I kissed her cheek.

Her voice softened with my kisses. “I’ll just stay until the rain lets up.”

“I don’t think that’s going to happen,” Caroline said, handing her the robe and towel. “You can sleep in the guest room and go to work from here tomorrow morning.”

Kate chewed on her lip. She knew Caroline was queen of her own roost.

Yet she also clearly craved the warmth and comfort being offered.

“Come on, let’s get you changed.”

“Okay.”

I led her past the stairs, down the hall towards the bathroom. Then I went to the front living room and dropped onto the couch, loosening my tie and unbuttoning my collar.

“I’ll pour some wine!” Sofia chirped, disappearing into the kitchen.

Caroline flicked on the adjustable lights over the dining room table, lowering them to a soft glow.

When Kate emerged from the bathroom wearing Caroline’s robe, her hair towel-dried and her face flushed, I felt a surge of desire.

The robe was short, showing off her legs. It was tied around her waist, and her braless breasts sat heavily underneath.

There was something vulnerable about her now—the commanding officer stripped of her uniform.

She clutched her wet clothing, all bundled up in a towel.

“Give me your clothes so I can dry them,” Caroline said, putting out her hands.

Kate looked down at the bundle, then at Caroline. Her cheeks flushed hot.

“Alright. Thank you, Caroline.” Kate handed her the clothes, her voice softening with genuine gratitude despite herself.

Sofia brought glasses of red wine. “This will warm you up.”

Kate’s eyes lit up. “Thank you. I could use that.” She sipped it appreciatively.

When we all had a glass, Sofia nestled beside me on the couch.

Kate started to pull out a chair from the table, but Caroline directed her to the couch. “Please, Kate. I want you to be comfortable.”

Kate looked at the spot beside me, clearly tempted.

I smiled encouragement.

Her face brightened. “Okay.” She walked over, her bare feet padding the wood floor, and sat beside me, crossing her legs and pulling the robe down.

She hugged herself, shivering, wine glass in one hand. Sofia was clinging to me on the other side.

Caroline stood, wine glass in hand. “You know what would be nice? A fire.”

“Mmmm, that would be cozy,” Sofia purred, clutching the lapel of my suit jacket.

“I’ll get some wood.” I moved to get up, but Caroline raised her hand.

“No need. I already loaded up the fireplace.”

I sank back against the couch and twisted my neck to look past the dining room table. I could see the hearth was piled up with logs.

“When did you do that?” I murmured.

Caroline grinned. “Like a week ago. I’ve been waiting for an excuse to have a fire. You guys relax. I’ll light it.”

The hardwood creaked under Caroline’s high heels as she walked through the dining room.

Kate shivered, her teeth chattering. I put my arm over the back of the couch. “Come here, Kate. Let me warm you.”

She shifted towards me, lifting her legs up and curling against me.

Now I had one around Sofia and the other around Kate. The feel of their skin, the smell of their hair, blanketing me all at once— it was intoxicating.

I almost couldn’t believe that Kate let me cuddle her at the same time I was cuddling another woman.

I could feel her tension — not just from the cold, but from the unfamiliar surrender of being one of several women sharing a man’s attention.

But here she was, cuddling against me. She accepted it. My cock stiffened, straining against the crotch of my suit pants.

As the fire started crackling, Caroline called us over. “Come warm up by the fire.”

A huge sheepskin rug lay in front of the hearth. Sofia settled on the rug, leaning on hand, elegant in her dress.

Kate sat on her heels beside Sofia, the robe riding up her thighs.

Feeling the warmth of the flames, I shrugged out of my suit jacket and draped it over a chair.

Caroline sat in an armchair by the fire, crossing her legs and looking down on Kate and Sofia.

In the warm light of the fire, Caroline’s stockinged legs looked incredibly sexy, especially with those heels on her feet.

I saw Kate glance up at Caroline, then down at the rug where she sat.

Caroline in a chair, Kate on the floor.

Surprisingly, the implication didn’t seem to bother her too much. Maybe it reminded her of the last time she was here—on her knees in the kitchen.

Kate sipped her wine with one hand, putting her other hand on her lap, pulling the robe farther up her things. She arched her back and tossed her bangs girlishly.

Caroline and I exchanged a glance of understanding.

We were both seeing the same thing. Something had shifted in Kate. She wanted more of what she’d gotten last time she was here.

I undid my tie and slipped it off, tossing it onto my jacket. Then I took a slow sip of wine and stood watching the women.

A feeling of expectation hung in the air.

“Come here, Kate,” Caroline said, pointing at the floor near her feet. “Let me work on those shoulders.”

The fire crackled for a few seconds as Kate peered at Caroline over her wine glass, considering the invitation.

“Your neck must be tense from that ride,” Caroline added, her tone softer but still authoritative.

Kate slowly put it down on the floor. She crawled a few feet towards Caroline, then turned around so that she was sitting on her heels in front of Carolilne’s chair.

Caroline uncrossed her legs and leaned forward, reaching down to massage Kate’s neck and shoulders.

Kate let her head loll back as she exhaled.

“Better?” Caroline asked, her fingers working deeper into Kate’s muscles.

“Mmm,” Kate murmured, eyes half-closed.

I was a little surprised. But I was pretty sure that in Kate’s mind, this was not the end of their power struggle.

The situation was just too erotic for her to resist. It was getting too close to fulfilling her deepest fantasy of surrender.

“I need a massage too,” Sofia moaned, rubbing her neck.

I knelt behind her on the rug, carefully gathering her lustrous black hair and moving it aside. My fingers worked her shoulders at the same time Caroline worked on Kate.

Caroline clicked her tongue at Kate. “Look at you. You’re still tight. But we both know there’s only one thing that can make you really relax.”

Kate immediately looked up at me. “Of course. I want Ryan to do what he did last time. Take control of me.”

I stood, leaving Sofia with a gentle squeeze of her shoulder. Kate’s eyes never left mine as I stood over her.

She tilted her head back to expose her neck. “Please…do it.”

My fingers traced over her cheek. “Do what?”

“I want to feel your grip. Do it.”

Slowly, my fingers wrapped around her throat, applying the gentlest pressure.

Her neck was small and feminine. Her mouth fell open, a gasp escaping as her eyelids fluttered.

I took my hand away. Her chest heaved, and Caroline reached over her and pulled open the robe, exposing Kate’s breasts.

I admired her big hard nipples, then walked to the table and reached for my tie, sliding the silk between my fingers. “Alright, Kate. Turn around.”
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Chapter twenty-two


Kate’s eyes widened with excitement. She readily turned, presenting her back to me. Caroline smiled over Kate’s shoulder, one hand resting on the top of her head.

“I’m going to tie you,” I said softly. “Hands behind your back.”

I looped the tie around her wrists, binding her loosely.

“Too tight?” I asked.

“No, that’s perfect,” she whispered.

Bending over her from behind, I kissed her cheek and squeezed her shoulders, feeling her tremble.

“You seem so much more relaxed now,” I murmured, pressing my lips to her neck.

“I am,” she said, letting her head fall back against my shoulder.

Caroline leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs, her eyes luminous in the firelight.

I reached around, untying Kate’s robe.

She gasped but didn’t resist as I pushed it off her shoulders, trapping her arms further.

“Beautiful,” Caroline breathed, taking a sip of wine. “Kiss her, Ryan.”

I gripped Kate’s face, clamping my hands around her jaw and the top of her head, bringing my lips to hers.

She moaned into my mouth, straining against her bonds, desperate to touch me.

Sofia scooted over and looked at Kate, her hand caressing her thigh with admiration. “She’s so cool. So sexy.”

Kate moaned between us, caught in a web of sensation. When I pulled back, her eyes were glazed, lips parted. “My pussy’s so fucking wet right now.”

Caroline caressed Kate’s face. Then she stood up. “Here, honey. Use the chair.”

Still on her knees, Kate fell forward onto the chair, her big ass sticking up. I lifted the robe and groped her pussy. It was dripping wet.

Hastily undoing my belt, I shoved my pants down and got behind Kate, inserting myself inside her.

With one steady thrust, I slipped halfway inside and started fucking her, working my way deeper as her tightness gradually relaxed to accommodate me.

Sofia and Caroline stood on either side, undoing the buttons of my shirt, their hands rubbing all over me.

Kate’s body tensed, her back arching as she pressed back against me. Her breathing turned to shallow gasps.

“Oh god... oh god…” she panted against the seat of the chair, her voice rising in pitch.

Her muscles clenched around me in rhythmic waves as she shuddered.

A long, keening cry escaped her as trembling tore through her.

Caroline smiled, leaning over the back of the chair to run her fingers through Kate’s hair. “She came so hard.”

I slowed my pace. “Did you come, baby?”

Kate nodded weakly, her cheek pressed against the seat of the chair. “Yes... yes…”

“Good.” I sped up, chasing my own release.

But Caroline straightened, wine glass in hand. “Not so fast, young man.”

She put her glass aside, then wiggled her hips as she pulled her pencil skirt up. “You know the rules, Ryan.”

At the sight of Caroline hiking up her skirt, revealing more of her pantyhose, my thrusts became more erratic.

Caroline’s hand landed firmly on my ass. “Save that for me, honey.”

“Get ready then!” I was about to explode.

Caroline walked behind me and got down on the rug.

I pulled out of Kate. My cock leapt, shooting a stream of pre-cum onto her ass. Turning, I saw Caroline lying back on the sheepskin rug, her legs opened. She quickly ripped open a hole in her pantyhose.

Her slit glistened.

Scrambling between her legs, I pushed inside her welcoming heat. Intense pleasure quickly caught up with me as I fucked her frantically, emptying myself deep inside her.

Caroline’s fingers dug into my shoulders, her eyes locking on mine as she took everything I had to give.

“That’s a good boy,” she cooed. “Fill me up.”

As my breathing slowed, I pulled out and turned back to Kate, on her knees, slumped forward over the seat of the chair, her wrists bound behind her.

I gently untied her wrists and gathered her into my arms. “You okay?”

Kate melted against my chest. “Never been better.”

I gazed down at her, struck by the transformation. The commanding officer was gone, replaced by this soft, yielding woman in my arms.

“You’re beautiful like this,” I murmured, kissing her forehead.

She looked up at me with something like gratitude in her eyes. “I’d like to stay like this forever.”

Sofia moved closer, gazing at me with pleading puppy dog eyes. I pulled her in, adding another layer of warmth.

Caroline joined us on the other side, wrapping us in her warm embrace and completing our circle.

Rain continued to drum against the windows as we held each other in the firelight.
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Chapter twenty-three


Sunlight streamed through the kitchen windows as I stirred a pot of oatmeal. Kate sat at the island, the early morning sun shining on the counter.

Caroline had been a gracious host, insisting that Kate sleep in my bed. Our morning sex was simpler than the night before—just us lying on our sides, me entering her from behind.

I hadn’t planned on morning sex. I knew Sofia would be wanting attention soon, probably tonight, and she rarely took no for an answer.

My body was feeling the strain, but Kate’s warmth beside me in the morning was hard to resist.

Now dressed in yesterday’s clothes, Kate looked surprisingly fresh considering our lack of sleep.

“You’re having brekky?” I asked, sliding a mug of coffee toward her.

Kate’s nose curled with a laugh. “‘Brekky.’ You’re cute. Sure, I’ll have some.”

The rain had stopped sometime during the night, but the morning air was chilly. I could see goosebumps on the skin of Kate’s bare arms.

I couldn’t resist coming around the counter and hugging her, letting my hands explore her back and waist.

Caroline breezed into the kitchen as we were kissing. Already dressed for work, her heels clicked on the tile floor.

“Morning!” she sang. “Mmm, I need some coffee.”

“There’s still some in the pot,” I said, giving her a kiss.

“Thanks, hon. Your oatmeal’s almost burning. You sit down. I’ll lift it.” She shooed me away.

I took a seat at the island as Caroline spooned the porridge into bowls, setting them down in front of us with milk.

Kate’s smile came easier than I’d ever seen it. “Thanks, both of you… For everything.” She stared into her bowl. “I don’t usually let myself go like that. Never knew how, really.”

Caroline nodded, her expression softening.

Kate paused, searching for words. “Growing up, showing vulnerability wasn’t exactly encouraged.”

“Your dad was strict?” I asked.

Kate’s posture straightened slightly. “My father was a colonel. Sometimes it felt like our house was a barracks.”

She let out a small laugh. “But he was a good man.”

“He was certainly respected around town,” Caroline said. “A real man’s man.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You’re talking about him in the past tense. I take it he—”

“He passed two years ago,” Kate said.

“I’m sorry.”

We ate in silence for a moment, the only sound the scrape of spoons against bowls.

“So, was he why you joined the army?” I asked.

Kate smiled, though it seemed a bit strained. “Yeah. Everybody always says I’m my father’s daughter.”

She sat up straighter. Her commanding presence was returning, though it hadn’t overtaken her.

“He taught me respect is earned through strength,” she continued, her voice taking on a more clipped tone. “‘You don’t get anywhere by being weak,’ he used to say.”

Caroline glanced at me, a look of concern in her eyes.

Kate checked her watch. “I should get going. Have a meeting this morning.” She pushed her half-eaten oatmeal away and stood.

“You’ve barely touched your breakfast.” Caroline said.

“I’ll grab something later.” Kate gathered her things. “About that citizens’ committee—we should meet this week.”

“For sure,” I said.

Kate zipped her leather jacket. “We need to keep momentum going. I’ve seen good initiatives fade when people don’t follow through.”

Her commander voice was returning.

After a moment’s hesitation, she added: “My offer about using my place still stands. It’s bigger, closer to downtown.”

Caroline’s lips tightened. “I think we’re fine here.”

“I’m just saying—”

“I heard you.”

Kate paused, tension building between them. For a moment, I thought she might escalate, but instead she nodded stiffly. “We can talk about it later.”

She leaned in to kiss me. “Thanks for last night.”

She turned to leave but paused, conflict visible in her face. “Um, text me about meeting up?”

“Will do,” I said.

With a final nod to Caroline, she was gone. We listened to her steps go through the hall, the front door closing shut.

Caroline shook her head. “Did you see that? One little mention of daddy dearest and she turned back into her old self.”

“She must have a lot of stuff she hasn’t dealt with.”

“Oh, clearly!” Caroline came to stand beside me. “All those years of trying to be what her dad wanted, never thinking about what she wanted? That would mess anyone up.”

“It seems like she’s trying to figure it out.”

Caroline wrapped her arms around my neck. “Because we’re helping her. I think we’re making progress. She actually hesitated before coming at me in commander mode.”

“Well, don’t take it personal. She’s really tender beneath the surface. I think commander mode is just how she protects herself.”

Caroline sighed. “I know, I get it. And I’m trying to be patient, I’m really trying.”
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As soon as Caroline left for work, I went over to Sofia’s to see how she was doing.

Today was the big day. Jim was coming for the meeting with Benson. If all went well, Sofia would have her new restaurant.

“How do I look? Is too much?” Sofia paced her living room in a tailored blazer and pencil skirt—a stark contrast to her usual flamboyant style. Her hair was pulled back in a black bun.

“You look perfect,” I assured her. “Very professional.”

“Jim arrives at noon, right?” she said, checking her phone again.

“Yup.”

“And Benson confirmed for two o’clock. Oh my god, I hope this works, Ryan.”

I squeezed her shoulder. “It will. Jim’s already got Benson eating out of his hand.”

Her forehead furrowed. “What if he changes his mind? He’s connected to all the council stuff. Maybe you guys exposed him too, and he’ll be angry.”

“I’m pretty sure we’ll be fine,” I said. “Jim knows all about the town corruption situation. We’ve accounted for that.”

My phone buzzed with a series of rapid-fire texts, interrupting us.

Sofia’s eyes widened. “It’s Benson? He’s canceling?”

“No,” I said. “It’s Kate. She’s in trouble.”

The texts read:

RyanI’ve got an emergency

Omg I don’t know what to do. They’re shutting me down. City inspector just showed up with cops.

“Holy shit,” I murmured, turning the phone to show Sofia.

Her eyes widened. She clutched my arm. “Oh no! I knew it! They’re taking revenge!”

I texted Kate: I’m coming.

I moved to the doorway. “I’m heading over there.”

“But Jim—”

“I’ll be back for the meeting. Text me when he arrives.”

Sofia nodded, clutching her phone. “Be careful, mi amor. These people are dangerous.”

“Don’t worry. I’m gonna handle this. I’ll see you soon.”

I gave her a squeeze and a kiss.

***

The drive to Kate’s adventure park took fifteen minutes, giving me time to think.

This had to be Ferguson’s doing, considering Mayor Buttlee had resigned. It was clearly a direct retaliation for exposing the council’s corruption.

The timing was too perfect.

As I took the turn onto the road leading to the park, I made a mental note to ask Jim about his legal team. We might need them.

The gravel crunched under my tires as I pulled into the lot. The scene looked like something from a television police drama—yellow tape across the entrance, two cruisers parked out front, and a white city van with the town seal emblazoned on its side.

A group of confused customers stood around checking their phones impatiently.

Staff huddled in worried groups away from the main building. The construction workers who’d been giving Kate trouble before stood off to one side, vaping and watching the show with obvious interest.

Kate stood in the parking lot, arms crossed tightly as she faced a balding man in a rain jacket.

He wielded a clipboard, pointing it around as he spoke. He was flanked by three other bureaucratic types, all of them trying to look important.

Two uniformed officers stood nearby. One looked like a fresh rookie. The other, grizzled with age, seemed bored and skeptical.

Kate looked relieved when she saw me approaching.

“What’s going on?” I asked, approaching the group.

The balding man thrust his clipboard at me. “Sir, this is a restricted area. This is an official city inspection—”

“He’s with me,” Kate interrupted, touching my arm. “Ryan, this is Mr. Guberfunkle—”

“Gubernickle,” he corrected irritably.

Kate’s jaw tightened. “He’s the chief inspector from the Buildings Department. They claim I have ‘critical safety violations.’ They’re shutting me down.”

She handed me papers with the city insignia on them.

The documents said the CAO had ordered Kate’s business closed under the “Public Safety Emergency Powers Ordinance”—pending an emergency inspection.

“The zipline is brand new,” Kate said. “I went over so many regulatory hurdles. You already inspected it and said it was fine. Now suddenly it’s dangerous?”

“We received an anonymous tip,” Gubernickle said.

“Yeah, I bet you did,” I muttered, flipping through the pages.

Kate gestured towards the main building. “And you’re not even letting me into my office? My business records are in there.”

“The entire premises are closed pending inspection,” Gubernickle insisted, lifting his chin.

I looked at the officers. The young one had acne scars and constantly shifted his weight from foot to foot.

The older guy watched with a tired expression. I could tell he didn’t like what he was seeing.

“Officer,” I said, addressing the older man. “Is it standard procedure to lock people out of their offices without allowing them to retrieve essential items?”

He scratched his stubbled chin for a few seconds. “No, there’s usually some accommodation for retrieving essential items.”

“This isn’t usual procedure,” Gubernickle snapped. “This is an emergency action.”

I scoffed. “So a government can just shut down a business whenever they want?”

“It’s for public safety,” Gubernickle said, his eyes darting away.

“Interesting that it happened right after the council meeting yesterday, don’t you think?”

The younger officer stared straight ahead. The older one scratched his neck.

Kate snatched the document from my hand and held it up. “This is retaliation, plain and simple!”

The old officer’s Adam’s apple bobbed, his lip tightening. I addressed him again.

“I know you’re just doing your job, officer, but do you honestly believe this is right?”

He looked at the inspector. “The kid’s got a point, Marv. I never signed up to go around seizing property for… political reasons. There, I said it.”

Gubernickle’s face reddened. “The CAO specifically—”

“The CAO will soon be under investigation for corruption,” I cut in. “And this order won’t hold up in court. It’s ridiculous.”

Gubernickle shook with rage. “Fine,” he sputtered. “The office only. The recreation facilities remain closed pending inspection.”

He fumbled with his keys, approaching the padlock on the main door.

“You’ll be hearing from our lawyers,” I said. There was so much gravity in my voice that I actually saw a flicker of worry in his eyes.

Kate’s angry expression softened as she looked at me. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Inside her office, once we were alone, Kate’s composure faltered. She leaned against her desk, hands gripping the edge until her knuckles whitened.

“That little fuck Ian Ferguson is trying to destroy me.”

“Trying is the key word there,” I said, moving closer. “He won’t succeed.”

She looked up at me. “This is really scary, Ryan. I’m losing money every hour we’re closed. And this is damaging for my brand. If they keep me shut down for a long time—”

“They won’t.” I stepped closer, placing my hands on her shoulders. “Kate, look at me. A friend is coming to town today—soon. He has some very expensive lawyers.”

“Who?”

“Jim Muller.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “Jim Muller? The investor?”

“He was my mentor, and now he’s investing in Sofia’s restaurant. He wants to see this community succeed.”

“And he has lawyers,” Kate said thoughtfully.

“Very expensive ones. One call from them and Ferguson will back down.”

Kate’s body remained stiff for a moment before gradually softening against mine. Her head rested against my chest, arms hesitantly wrapping around my waist.

“Did you see what happened at city hall this morning?” she asked, her voice softening. “Two more councilors resigned.”

“Really? That’s great.”

She nodded against my chest. “Now that our story’s out, there’s a whole army of people digging into public records, finding things we missed.”

“They’ll probably chase Ferguson out of town with pitchforks.”

Kate laughed shakily. Her fingers clung to my shirt as she pressed closer.

“I’m not used to needing help,” she admitted, voice muffled. “But thank you.”

I stroked her hair, feeling her breathing slowly. “Well, you don’t have to handle everything alone anymore, Kate.”

For a long moment, she simply leaned against me, allowing herself to be held.

I kissed her forehead. “I have to get back for a meeting about Sofia’s restaurant, but I’ll call you right after.”

“Okay, but I’m better now. Thanks again.”

Kate straightened, composing herself but keeping her hand on my arm. “I’m okay now. Really. Thank you for coming.”

She walked me to the door, her step lighter than when I’d arrived.

As I strolled to my car, the old gray haired officer gave me a subtle nod of approval from across the lot.
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With Sofia in the passenger seat, I pulled into a parking spot in front of a brick corner storefront.

The building sat at a busy intersection in the town’s historic section, with large windows wrapping around both street-facing sides.

The FOR SALE sign in the window had a fresh PENDING sticker across it.

Sofia dropped her head on the seatrest with a sigh. “There it is! Is perfect, don’t you think?”

“I do.” I squeezed her thigh. “Nervous?”

She nodded, smoothing her blazer. “I never thought this would happen. After Benson was so terrible to me…”

“You deserve it. You’ve worked hard.”

She gripped my fingers tightly. “What if he try something? That man is a snake.”

“That’s why Jim and I are here.” I brushed a strand of hair away from her cheek. “But, Sofia, you can wait in the car. You don’t have to—”

Her eyes flashed with determination. “No. I want to be there. I need to see his face when he loses.”

A black Mercedes pulled up on the other side of the corner, diagonal to us. Jim stepped out in an expensive but understated suit, his sunglasses reflecting the afternoon light.

His head was shaved bald, and he sported a peppery beard.

“And there he is!” I said, opening my door.

Jim broke into a wide smile as we approached. “Hey! Good to see you, kid.” He gave me a bear hug, slapping my back, then turned to Sofia. “Hi, Sofia. I’m really excited to work with you on this.”

She extended her hand, her posture straight and professional. “Thank you for coming, Mr. Muller. I really appreciate—”

“It was an easy decision,” he said, waving away her formality. “Como en Casa is the best Colombian food I’ve had since Bogotá. And please call me Jim.”

He patted my arm. “I got your email about what happened to your friend this morning. I’ve already forwarded it to my legal team. They’ll be calling the town CAO soon, hopefully today.”

I nodded gratefully. “Thanks, Jim.”

Movement across the street caught our attention.

Benson was slinking towards us, his expensive suit hanging awkwardly on his frame. His eyes darted left and right as he fidgeted with his tie.

Sofia straightened up, lifting her chin slightly.

“Sofia! Fancy seeing you here!” Benson called out, his voice too loud for the quiet street.

She replied coolly, “It’s my restaurant. Of course I’m here.”

Jim stepped forward, extending his hand. “Frank, good to meet in person. Shall we head inside?”

Benson fumbled with a set of keys. “Of course, of course. Just got the inspection report back. Clean bill of health.”

The empty restaurant space was larger than it looked from outside. High ceilings, tiled floors, a bar along one wall. Sunlight streamed through the big windows, illuminating specks of dust in the air.

I could already picture the place filled with people enjoying Sofia’s food, her dream finally realized. A warm feeling spread through my chest watching her take it all in.

Sofia’s grip on my arm tightened, her eyes wide with excitement. “The kitchen is through here,” she whispered, tugging me toward a swinging door at the back.

“All the equipment is staying,” Benson said. “As per the agreement.”

Jim nodded, and I could see his eyes scanning every nook and cranny. “Alright, let’s take a look.”

The kitchen was spacious, with industrial stainless steel appliances and plenty of prep space.

Sofia moved through it as if she already owned it, her fingers trailing along countertops, unable to suppress her smile.

“Is bigger than my current kitchen,” she whispered. “I could easily fit three of four more staff.”

“I’d replace those hood vents,” Jim commented, pointing as Benson stood in the doorway. “They look original to the building.”

I knew what he was doing — finding minor flaws to strengthen our negotiating position.

Sofia moved toward the walk-in refrigerator, peeking inside. “Ryan, look!” She motioned me over.

I stood beside her, and she whispered, pointing. “This is perfect. Is twice what I have now.”

Benson hovered nearby, his demeanor shifting between deferential smiles for Jim and barely concealed disdain for Sofia.

After surveying the kitchen, we returned to the main dining area where Jim placed his briefcase on one of the few remaining tables.

“Let’s finalize this,” Jim said. “Mr. Benson, you’ve already agreed on taking off at least thirty per cent from your original asking price.”

Benson adjusted one of his gaudy rings. “Well, yes. I did say thirty per cent—”

Sofia came forward. “But thirty per cent is no good enough, Mr. Benson. Is still way above the market price — like double what you paid for it.”

“I certainly can’t go any lower,” he said, gazing at the floor tiles. Then, slowly, a self-satisfied grin spread across his face.

“In fact, I’ve been speaking with an investor from Charlotte. He’s extremely interested in this property.”

Jim’s expression remained neutral. “Why? Because he believes in this town?”

Benson laughed. “Because I’m a good salesman. I talk up the town’s riverfront project, and my contact thinks it’ll triple property values in a couple years.”

I exchanged glances with Sofia, unable to suppress a smirk. Her eyes sparkled with the knowledge of what was about to come.

She crossed her arms. “Didn’t you read the news, Mr. Benson? You didn’t hear about what happened?

His forehead creased. “What do you mean? I just got back into town.”

“The mayor resigned, along with half the council,” I said. “The development plan is suspended, and there’s going to be a corruption investigation. People are furious.”

Benson’s face went slack. “You gotta be kidding me.”

He pulled out his phone and scrolled frantically, cursing under his breath.

“So,” Jim continued, calmly straightening his cuffs, “given these new circumstances, I have to agree with my partners. Even with the thirty percent reduction, the price is still outrageous.”

Benson swallowed hard. “So you’re saying you don’t think my buyer will come through.”

“I’m saying,” Jim replied, “your buyer was likely banking on inside information about the development—information that’s now worthless.”

A look of triumph came onto Sofia’s face. “So now you have no choice but to sell at fair market value.”

“Listen,” Benson said, leaning forward, sweat beading on his forehead, “thirty percent was generous—”

Jim cut him off, checking his watch. “Frank, let me be blunt. I have a call with the state attorney general’s office in ninety minutes discussing some of the corruption evidence linked to the development plan.

“Your name appears in several documents we’ve been reviewing.”

Benson laughed nervously. “My name? That’s ridiculous. I wasn’t involved—”

“The paper trail suggests otherwise,” I said. “All those properties changing hands just before the development plan was announced? Quite a coincidence.”

Benson squirmed, tugging at his shirt collar. “I’m just trying to make a living here. I don’t wanna get caught up in this shit."

“Then you’ll want to distance yourself from the investigation as quickly as possible,” I replied calmly.

“Selling this property to legitimate business owners at a fair price would be a good start.”

Benson stared at the papers for a long moment, then scribbled a figure on the bottom. “This is as low as I’ll go. Take it or leave it.”

We all looked at the number. Sofia nodded.

“Deal,” Jim said, extending his hand.

Benson’s hand trembled as he signed.
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Chapter twenty-six


Saturday morning brought sunshine and a clear blue sky. It was already shaping up to be a hot day when I came downstairs.

I found Caroline in the kitchen, already dressed in her swimsuit with a light cover-up tied around her waist.

“Morning,” she said, pouring me coffee. “I’m thinking we should take advantage of this weather. Probably one of the last warm days we’ll get.”

“Dock day?” I asked, accepting the mug.

She nodded. “I already texted Sofia. She’s closing the restaurant early—apparently it’s dead today anyway. Everyone’s at the lake.”

“We should invite Kate.” I leaned against the counter.

Caroline smiled. “Already sent her a message. She said she’s working.”

“Of course she is.”

“I know.” Caroline sighed. “Even after everything that’s happened, she’s still…” She made a rigid gesture with her hand.

“I guess it’s how she copes.”

Sofia arrived an hour later with a cooler full of snacks and drinks. She wore a tiny yellow bikini under denim shorts, her black hair cascading down her back.

“Kate’s not coming?” she asked, looking around the kitchen.

“She’s working,” Caroline and I said simultaneously.

Sofia frowned. “That’s no good. She needs to relax.”

“I’ll try calling her.” I picked up my phone.

Kate answered on the third ring. “Ryan? Is everything okay?”

By the background noise, it sounded like she was at her adventure park.

“Everything’s fine. We’re heading down to the dock to swim. Perfect day for it.”

A pause. “Sounds nice, but I’ve got a lot to do here.”

“Kate,” I said, my voice lowering. “Everything’s sorted out, right? Your business is up and running?”

“Yes, it is. Those lawyers must have scared the living crap out of Ferguson. He even called me and apologized, the little piece of shit!”

“So, you can afford to relax. Take a break. Come swim with us.”

Another pause, longer this time. “I don’t know…”

“We miss you.”

I heard her exhale. “Fine. Give me an hour.”

When I put my phone down, Sofia clapped her hands excitedly. “She’s coming?”

“She’s coming.”

We made our way down to the dock, the steps solid under our feet. The river glistened in the sunlight, clear and inviting.

Sofia immediately stripped down to her bikini and dove in with a squeal. “Oh my god, is cold!” she gasped, but kept swimming.

Caroline removed her cover-up, revealing a white one-piece that accentuated her curves. She sat on the edge of the dock, dangling her feet in the water.

I pulled off my shirt and jumped in, the shock of cold water waking me up. We swam lazily, enjoying the sunshine and the rare moment of peace after the tumult of the past week.

An hour later, I spotted Kate walking down the stairs from above. She wore khaki shorts and a tank top, a towel slung over her shoulder.

She wore sunglasses, giving her a more relaxed appearance than usual.

Sofia waved enthusiastically. “Kate! You made it!”

Kate raised a hand in greeting as she approached the dock. “My staff can handle things today,” she said, setting her towel down. “And it is a beautiful day.”

“It is,” Caroline agreed. She adjusted her position on the dock, subtly creating space for Kate without fully moving aside.

Kate noticed the gesture and hesitated briefly before choosing a spot slightly further along the dock—not quite rejecting Caroline’s space but not accepting it either.

Sofia, sitting on the edge of the dock, kicked her feet at the water. “The river’s really cool but refreshing.”

Kate waved a hand. “Oh, I didn’t bring a swimsuit. I just thought I’d sit and enjoy the sun.” She looked at the water, tapping her lips.

“You like you’re regretting not bringing a swimsuit,” I said.

Kate nodded. “Yeah, I guess I should have.”

“Just swim in your underwear,” Sofia said. “Probably nobody can see except us.” She dove into the river.

Kate’s eyebrows shot up above her sunglasses. “I don’t think—”

“Come on,” I said, slipping into the cool water.

With a sigh that seemed more for show than anything, Kate pulled her tank top over her head, revealing a plain black sports bra.

She hesitated only briefly before removing her shorts, showing matching boy shorts underneath.

“See? Is like a bikini anyway,” Sofia said approvingly.

Kate stood awkwardly for a moment, making it obvious that she didn’t quite know how to relax. But her body was magnificent in the sunlight—strong thighs, soft curves, her skin glowing.

“You coming in?” I asked.

She nodded, sitting on the edge of the dock and then lowering herself into the water with a sharp intake of breath at the cold.

“It’s freezing!”

"You get used to it," Caroline said, slipping in beside her.

We swam for a while, the initial awkwardness gradually fading. Kate moved through the water with strong, efficient strokes.

Sofia splashed around playfully, trying to get Kate to join her antics. At first, Kate just smiled politely, but eventually Sofia’s infectious joy wore her down.

When Sofia attempted to climb onto my shoulders for a chicken fight, Kate laughed.

“It’s not a chicken fight with just one person.”

“We can fight, you and me!” Sofia said gleefully. “You get on Ryan. I’ll ride Caroline.”

Kate’s cheeks flushed. “I don’t think—”

“Come on, Kate,” Caroline coaxed. “Live a little, girl.”

She smiled, putting her hand on my shoulder. “Okay. Why not?”

I ducked underwater, and Kate climbed onto my shoulders. Her thighs gripped my head, her skin warm against mine despite the cool water.

The battle that followed was both ridiculous and surprisingly intense. Sofia and Kate locked hands, pushing and pulling while Caroline and I tried to keep our balance.

Sofia was quick and wily, but Kate had raw strength and determination.

“You’re going down, officer!” Caroline said. “Come on, Sof, take her out!”

“Not today!” Kate shouted, shoving hard enough to make Sofia wobble.

Eventually, Kate and Sofia crashed into each other and all of us tumbled into the water.

We surfaced laughing—even Kate, who pushed her wet hair back from her face with a genuine smile.

The four of us floated in the water, the sun warming our faces, a comfortable silence settling between us.

In that moment, the complicated web of relationships felt simple—just four people enjoying a beautiful day together.

Later, we sprawled on towels on the dock, letting the sun dry us. Sofia passed around sandwiches from her cooler, and Caroline poured wine into plastic cups.

“I needed this,” Kate admitted quietly, accepting a glass. “Thanks for making me come.”

“Anytime,” I said, watching her profile as she gazed at the river.

Caroline passed Kate a sandwich, their fingers briefly touching. “Sometimes it’s hard to let yourself relax when you’re used to being in charge all the time.”

Kate looked at her, almost surprised that Caroline seemed to speak from personal experience. “Yes... exactly.”

Caroline shrugged, smiling. “Managing the beauty section of a department store is not exactly the same as being an army officer, but still. I get it.”

Their eyes met with a new understanding before Kate looked away.

As the afternoon waned, Kate checked her watch. “I should get going. I’ve got some work to finish before tomorrow.”

“Always working,” Sofia sighed.

Kate smiled. “Not always. I’ve spent the whole day here, haven’t I?”

“You should come over for dinner tonight,” Caroline suggested. “I’m making lasagna.”

Kate hesitated. “Actually...I was thinking maybe you all could come to my place tomorrow. For dinner.”

She looked at each of us, a hint of vulnerability in her expression. “I’d like to cook for you.”

The invitation felt significant. Kate opening her home to all of us—not for a meeting, but for a dinner date—was a major step.

“We’d love to,” I said.

Sofia nodded eagerly. “Yes! I’d love to come to your home.”

Caroline smiled politely, but there was something cool in her response. “Sounds perfect,” she said.

Kate nodded, looking pleased and slightly nervous. “Good. Tomorrow at seven, then.”
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Chapter twenty-seven


When we arrived the following evening, Kate’s house was filled with the warm scent of roasting meat.

Unlike Caroline’s cozy, feminine space, Kate’s home was meticulously organized with military precision—clean lines, minimal decoration, and spotlessly maintained.

I wandered from the kitchen into the attached dining room. A glass display case of military medals dominated one wall, alongside a prominent portrait of her stern-faced father in uniform, his eyes seeming to follow my movements.

Kate stood at the kitchen island, chopping vegetables with mechanical efficiency. She wore tight jeans and a blouse that strained across her bosom as she worked.

I noticed her glance past me to the picture of her father, and her posture stiffened slightly.

She’d been unusually terse tonight, even though her adventure park was running at full steam again.

Sofia was in the middle of making cocktails. She was even bubblier than usual, excited about her new restaurant.

Caroline was exploring the rooms, her platform heels announcing her presence on the hardwood floors.

“It’s really a beautiful home, Kate,” she said, smoothing her summer dress as she entered the dining room. “Lots of... space.”

Kate glanced up briefly. “Thanks. It works for me.”

Caroline stood at the dining room table, twirling a strand of hair. “I can think of some real cute things I’d do with the decor.”

Kate’s mouth stiffened into a straight line. “I’ve already got the decor how I like it.”

She continued cutting a carrot, her knife hitting the board with increasing force.

“I hear the pressure’s mounting against Ian Ferguson,” I said, changing the subject. “Looks like he’s expected to resign.”

“I mean, he better, given all the corruption you guys exposed,” Caroline said.

“His little ‘inspection’ was a complete sham,” Kate muttered, attacking a piece of celery.

I watched her from the dining room. I recognized the signs: rigid posture, controlled movements, terse answers—Ferguson’s harassment wasn’t the real issue Kate was wrestling with.

It was something deeper.

Her eyes kept returning to her father’s portrait whenever Caroline spoke, as if seeking guidance or approval.

“I picked up a bottle of wine,” Kate said to Caroline, gesturing to an unopened bottle on the counter. “Would you mind opening it?”

“I’d be happy to.” Caroline smiled and walked to the kitchen.

“You don’t wanna try my cocktail?” Sofia said, a hint of disappointment in her voice. “Is rhubarb.”

Kate softened slightly as she looked across the counter at Sofia. “Sure, I’ll try one. Why not both.”

Sofia beamed. “Okay! You’re gonna love it.”

I moved to Kate’s other side and put my arms around her waist. She squirmed, still holding the paring knife.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m hugging you.” I pulled her closer, feeling her body tense up at first, but when I kissed her silky cheek, she allowed herself to be hugged for a moment.

Pressing against her, I could feel the softness of her body ready to receive me, and I remembered the bliss of being inside her.

She nudged me with her elbow. “Okay, I have to cook.”

I kissed her face. “You look so good.”

Her cheeks flushed with the attention. Her eyes fluttered shut, and her chest rose and fell with deeper breaths. For a moment, she allowed herself to be vulnerable.

“Awwwww, that’s beautiful,” Sofia breathed.

Kate’s eyes popped open. She nudged me away and glanced at something— her father’s photo.

“The table needs to be set. Caroline, could you do it?” Her tone was clipped, more a command than a request.

“I’d be happy to,” Caroline said with an easy smile, though I noticed the slight tightening around her eyes.

Kate seemed almost annoyed that Caroline didn’t resist. Her jaw clenched as she watched Caroline move gracefully through her dining room, arranging plates and silverware with casual familiarity.

The kitchen fell silent as Kate carried her cutting board toward the stove. Caroline stepped into her path, and they performed an awkward dance to avoid collision.

“Excuse me.”

“Oh, sorry. Here—woops.”

Caroline finally managed to step out of the way, but Kate’s annoyance was obvious. She stirred the sauce with unnecessary force, her free hand clenched tight.

The tension in the room kept building.

Sofia’s bubbliness settled down, and she glanced between the two women with a gossipy air, waiting to see what would happen.

“You know, Caroline,” Kate said, “I know you’re proud of your house. And I don’t blame you—it’s nice, and you’ve worked hard on it—”

Caroline rolled her eyes as she carried napkins to the table.

Kate continued: “But I really do think we should make my house our official headquarters.”

Caroline smirked sarcastically. “The headquarters thing again, huh? Kate, you’re adorable when you get all commanding.”

Kate straightened, pulling a wooden spoon from a drawer. “It’s a lot bigger and closer to downtown. Better for the citizens’ committee and our activities. It just makes sense.”

“I see,” Caroline said sweetly. “And you’d be in charge of these... operations?”

Kate squared her shoulders. “I’ve managed soldiers. I think I can handle a few meetings.”

“So organized,” Caroline murmured, straightening a fork that was already perfectly aligned. “Always in command.”

Kate moved to the oven, pulling out the roast. “Leadership just comes naturally to some people.”

“Does it now?” Caroline said.

Kate set the roast on a trivet with a thud, her cleavage jiggling. “Dinner’s ready.”

We gathered around Kate’s dining room table, her father’s portrait watching over us as she carved the meat.

“Hooboy, my mouth’s watering!” I said, rubbing my hands. “Can’t wait to dig in.”

I was trying to lighten the mood, but only Sofia responded with a giggle.

Kate and Caroline remained locked in silent battle.

“This is so delicious, Kate,” Sofia said. “You have to teach me how to make it.”

“It’s just a matter of following the proper steps in the right order,” Kate replied.

“Is like a dance,” Sofia said, doing a little seated shimmy that made me chuckle.

Kate’s gaze returned again to her father’s portrait. Her posture grew more rigid, her expression more severe.

Caroline set down her fork. “Kate, why do you keep looking at that picture?”

Kate’s knife clattered against her plate. “My father’s portrait has nothing to do with this conversation.”

“Doesn’t it?” Caroline leaned forward. “Because it seems like every time you look at him, you turn back into Commander Kate.”

“You have no idea what you’re talking about.”

I placed a hand on the table, my voice calm but firm. “Kate. Look at me.”

She turned, her eyes meeting mine reluctantly.

“Caroline’s right. That portrait is affecting you. I’ve noticed it, too. It’s like you feel your father watching you over your shoulder. You look at the picture and then you try to assert control again.”

“What’s wrong with being in control? I’m good at it.”

“Nobody’s saying you’re not. But there’s a difference between being in control and being controlled by someone else’s expectations.”

Kate’s nostrils flared. Then her eyes became moist. She swallowed. “I…I’ve been trying to let go…of control, thanks to you. But sometimes it’s hard.”

“And who’s in charge here, Kate?” Caroline asked.

She looked me directly in the eyes. “Ryan’s in charge, obviously,” she whispered, the admission causing her to tremble.

Caroline’s voice remained calm. “Sure, but you’re trying to establish dominance over me, aren’t you? That’s what all this ‘headquarters’ talk is really about?”

“Sounds like you’re paranoid,” Kate said, but the smirk gave her away.

Caroline leaned over the table. “I like you, Kate. But you can’t just walk in and take over. I found Ryan first. I brought him into our lives.”

She reached for my hand. “Sofia was next. And you’ve just joined us. You’re still finding your place.”

“Oh, and what place would that be?”

“Look,” I interrupted. “I want you two to sort out your differences right here, right now. Like adults.”

Kate looked at Caroline for a moment, nodding. Then she rose and backed away from the table.

“Come here, Caroline,” she said, pointing at the floor in front of her.
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Chapter twenty-eight


Caroline gave a proud shrug and stood up. Her platform sandals knocked on the hardwood as she rounded the table and sashayed up to Kate, invading her personal space with deliberate confidence.

I stood close by, supervising. “Keep this civil, ladies,” I said, ready to intervene, though I hoped they both had more sense than that.

Admittedly, it did look like a woman’s MMA weigh in. With her heels, Caroline was looking down on Kate.

Sofia bunched her fists against her mouth, watching with wide eyes from her position at the table.

Caroline stepped closer, her soft curves brushing against Kate’s tense frame. She whispered, “Kate, you’re strong as hell, but you don’t have to hide with us.”

Kate’s nostrils flared, but she didn’t back away. “You don’t know me.”

Caroline smiled, lifting a hand to Kate’s cheek. “But I do. It’s not that hard to figure out.” Her fingers traced a gentle line down to Kate’s chin.

Kate trembled at the touch, her breath coming in short gasps. I could see her nipples hardening beneath her blouse, pressing against the fabric.

Something in her wanted this—needed it, even.

“You’re a type—the kind that always tries to be what daddy wanted,” Caroline continued, her fingertips tracing a line down Kate’s neck to her collarbone.

“You’ve spent all these years trying to be this tough army officer, and it was all for your dad, wasn’t it?”

She shook her head weakly. “No, you don’t know what you’re saying.”

Caroline’s fingers drifted lower, brushing the swell of Kate’s breast. “I know exactly what I’m saying. But that’s not who you really are, is it? We know your secret. You’ve already let it out of the bag.”

A small moan escaped Kate’s lips. Her eyes had grown glassy, unfocused, as if she was looking inward at a truth she’d been avoiding.

“N-no,” Kate stammered, sweat beading on her forehead.

“Kate, you don’t have to keep proving yourself,” Caroline murmured, her lips close to Kate’s ear. “You don’t have to be in charge. Don’t have to be strong all the time.”

Kate’s legs wobbled. Her fierce expression was crumbling, giving way to something vulnerable and needy.

“I…” Kate’s voice cracked. Her hands were balled into fists at her sides, trembling violently.

Caroline pressed her advantage. “Your father wanted a son, didn’t he? A boy to follow in his footsteps. But he got you.”

Kate’s eyes widened, moisture gathering at the corners. Her reaction confirmed Caroline had hit the mark.

“You’re not a son, Kate. You can’t be.” Caroline’s voice was gentle but firm. “And fighting who you really are is killing you inside.”

Kate swayed on her feet, caught between shoving Caroline away and collapsing into her arms.

Finally, the suppressive side of her made one last attempt to regain control.

Her eyebrows squeezed together into a frown. “I could destroy you,” she whispered, though there was no real conviction in her voice.

“But that’s your dad talking, not you,” Caroline said.

Kate’s fists unclenched, her trembling hands falling to her sides. “You’re right.”

Her eyes, glassy with unshed tears, flicked between Caroline and me, then softened as something inside her finally gave way.

“I idolized him so much…It stopped me from taking my own path.”

I came closer, putting my arm around Kate.

Caroline’s hand rested on Kate’s collarbone, her expression becoming more tender. “You don’t have to be him, Kate. You can just be you. Let go.”

Sofia rose from her chair and approached cautiously. She reached for Kate’s hand, squeezing it gently. “Is okay to want what you want. We all understand.”

Kate’s gaze locked onto mine, searching.

A profound silence filled the room. The only sound was Kate’s shaky breathing as years of conditioning began to crumble.

After a long moment, Kate nodded. “I want to stop fighting it. Fighting my desires. I want…”

Caroline smiled, stepping back slightly.

“Tell me, Kate,” I said. “Tell me what you want.”

She swallowed, her chest heaving as she slowly walked closer. Her hands found my shirt, pulling me closer as if she was about to whisper a secret.

Then, she suddenly glanced at her father’s portrait, still watching us. “Hang on.”

She walked deliberately to the picture, and, with steady hands she took it off the wall and set it face down on the table.

A weight seemed to lift from her shoulders as she turned back toward us, a new lightness in her step. She moved past Sofia and Caroline, coming to stand directly in front of me.

“I want to feel the way you make me feel when you’re in charge,” she whispered, pressing her breasts against me and gazing at my lips. “I feel...free when you’re in charge.”

Looking down at her, I felt a surge of pride and protectiveness. This wasn’t just lust—I was seeing her reach a milestone in her life, freeing herself from her past.

Kate had fought this for so long, and now she was choosing to surrender.

“You sure?” My hand brushed her cheek gently.

“Yes.” She leaned into my touch, closing her eyes, ready for anything. “Take me. Do whatever you want with me. Please.”

Our lips met. Kate’s hands slid up my chest, clutching my shirt.

“Where’s your room?”

“Upstairs.”

“Shall we go?”

“Yes.”

Suddenly, the tears that had been building up were released. Kate brushed them away, laughing quietly.

Sofia approached, her expression warm with understanding. Caroline stood beside her, watching attentively, a gentle smile on her lips.

Kate took a deep breath. “I’m okay, don’t worry.” She sighed, looking at each of us in turn

Then she reached for my hand, intertwining her fingers with mine, and led us all upstairs to her bedroom.
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Chapter twenty-nine


We all followed her upstairs to the big master bedroom.

The king sized bed was covered in a pristine white comforter and piled with pillows.

I watched Kate walk in ahead of me, her big ass moving inside those tight jeans.

Her body fell against me, pliant. I kissed her slowly, my hands gripping her round rump.

She stopped to step out of her running shoes while Caroline’s platform heels knocked on the hardwood as she came around behind Kate.

Her hands came over Kate’s shoulders, fingers deftly unbuttoning Kate’s blouse.

Kate turned and looked up at her—Caroline stood a full head above her now.

“Caroline. I owe you an apology.”

“What? Honey, what for?”

“I’ve been rude to you, and—”

“No! Don’t worry about a thing. I understand you were going through some stuff—”

“Well, I’m sorry.”

“Oh, hun. It’s okay. Come here.”

She opened her arms, and Kate put her head against Caroline’s chest, almost making it look like a girl hugging her mother.

Kate trembled as she returned to me, our lips connecting. Caroline’s hands returned to unbutton Kate’s blouse, peeling it off to reveal her cleavage, elevated in a bra.

Sofia kicked off her running shoes, then flopped on the bed, watching us.

Kate shivered under all the attention, her breath quickening as I tugged her tight jeans off.

While I was down there, I embraced her thighs and buried my face into her heat.

Then I yanked her panties down and watched her step out of them.

Guiding Kate to the bed, I bent her over the edge so her hands braced against the mattress.

Her ass cheeks, firm yet soft, jutted out, and I ran my hands over them, admiring her curves.

Everything was on full display.

Her plump pussy was shaved, and her puckered little hole winked just above it.

“Look how cute her little butthole is,” Caroline breathed, standing on one side.

Kate sucked in a breath, then laughed, dropping her face onto the blankets.

I brushed my fingers over it.

Kate shivered. “Oh, yes, yes, do that!” she hissed.

I gently circled my thumb over it. My touch sent a jolt through her, and she pressed back towards me.

Her voice was a gentle moan, higher-pitched than I’d ever heard it. “I’ve… always wanted it there,” she confessed. “Please, Ryan…can you do it?”

I put a hand on her back, leaning forward to meet her eyes over her shoulder. “You sure, baby?”

“Yes,” she said, her tone firm despite her blush. “I want it. I need it.”

Caroline chuckled, running her fingers through Kate’s hair. “See? She knows what she wants now.”

I nodded, quickly shedding my clothes. Caroline and Sofia’s hands were all over me, stroking my cock to prepare me.

Dipping my fingers between Kate’s wet folds, I worked my finger inside until it was slick.

And then I pushed it into Kate’s other hole, working her open slowly. She gasped, her body tensing then relaxing as I gradually added a second, stretching her with care.

Caroline undressed and climbed onto the bed beside Kate, her hands roaming Kate’s back. “Relax your body,” she murmured, kissing the back of Kate’s neck. “Let him take you.”

Sofia wiggled out of her jeans, then started stroking Kate’s hair. “You’re doing so good, Kate.”

The juice dripped down Kate’s thighs. I kept gathering more, slicking her up.

Then Caroline leaned over and sucked me, lathering my length with her saliva.

I positioned myself over Kate, my cock hard and slick as it pressed against her. “Ready?”

“Please,” she whimpered, wiggling her butt towards me.

I entered her slowly, inch by inch, her tightness yielding to me. Kate’s head dropped, and I could see the side of her face.

Her breaths were ragged as she adjusted, a mix of discomfort and pleasure washing over her face. “Oh god…It’s… it’s so much.”

I gripped her hips, moving with slow thrusts, my own groans mingling with hers. “You feel amazing,” I said reverently.

Caroline lay against the bed, putting her face beside Kate’s, kissing her deeply, swallowing her moans as I picked up the pace.

Sofia’s hands wandered over my chest, her lips brushing my shoulder.

“Yes… yes!” Kate panted, rubbing her clit frantically. Her climax hit hard, her butthole clenching around me, milking me.

I followed soon after, a low growl escaping as I spurted inside her.

***

Later, we all lay together against the mountain of pillows. Kate was snuggled against me as I stroked her hair.

Caroline lay on the other side of Kate with the patience of a mother cat looking at her kittens.

Sofia lay on my other side.

Kate seemed to be processing everything. After a long silence, she spoke quietly.

“It’s true, you know. My father always wanted a son. I felt like I disappointed him just by being born. But I tried to make him happy. I tried to…”

She sniffled, wiping a tear away. Caroline rubbed her shoulder.

“I always tried to be what I thought my father wanted me to be. I got great marks. Kicked ass in sports. Moved up the ranks in the army. But nothing was ever good enough.”

“That’s tough,” I said, still stroking her hair attentively.

“But anyway, I guess it backfired. All those years of trying to be masculine and strong, and denying my femininity… Now I’ve snapped to the opposite extreme. I guess if I’d just lived for myself from the start I’d be normal now.”

“Don’t say that, Kate,” Caroline said. “You are normal. You’re just finding balance.”

Sofia raised herself on one elbow, her expression suddenly earnest. “In my family, we have saying: ‘The tree that bends in the storm is stronger than the one that stands rigid.’”

Kate looked over at her, considering this. “I never thought of it that way.”

“My grandma was a very strong woman, but also very soft with family,” Sofia continued, her accent thickening with memory.

“Different sides for different moments. But nobody thought she was weak just because she showed her femininity.”

Kate was quiet for a moment. “And it’s not like I have to stop being a leader in the community, just because I like to follow in the bedroom.”

“Strong and also soft,” Caroline said, stretching over the pillows luxuriously.

She gazed around at the room’s finishings. “You know, this is a really nice place you’ve got, Kate. I see why you like it.”

“Thanks,” Kate said, looking around her bedroom with new eyes. “It’s always been too… bland, though. Almost like a display home rather than somewhere to really live.”

Caroline nodded thoughtfully. “Different spaces serve different needs. I was thinking about our headquarters debate…”

Kate winced. “God, I’m sorry about that—”

“No, listen. You were right about some things. Your place is bigger, and it is closer to downtown. Perfect for the community development stuff.”

Kate looked at her with surprise. “Really?”

Caroline continued, “But my place is more cozy. It’s where we can just be ourselves without any pressure.”

Kate nodded thoughtfully. “Makes sense.”

“I’m glad you guys are working through this,” I said.

I watched Kate’s face as she processed. The rigid military commander was still there, but softer now, more integrated with this new feminine side she’d discovered.

Sofia patted her arm. “Now Kate is part of our little family.”

“More like big family,” I murmured.

Kate’s eyes widened slightly at the word “family,” then softened with unmistakable pleasure.

She nestled against me, her body fully relaxed for the first time since I’d met her.
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Chapter thirty


The grand opening of Como en Casa’s new location was in full swing.

The place was packed with people standing around enjoying free samples of Sofia’s appetizers—locals, business owners, and even a few council members who’d survived the corruption scandal.

Sofia had gone all out. Yellow, blue, and red balloons—matching the Colombian flag—decorated the walls alongside Stars and Stripes banners festooning the bar counter.

Visitors even got a free glass of chicha, a traditional fermented corn and pineapple drink, which probably explained why the place was already so jovial at only 5 p.m.

A stereo was playing salsa music while Sofia’s off-duty staff were dancing, including the grandmotherly hispanic lady who was Sofia’s right hand in the kitchen.

Though the new space was a step up from the old restaurant, it still maintained its unpretentious charm.

A Colombia-themed mural adorned one wall, painted by the same artist who’d done her first location.

Sofia was in her element behind the bar, making pisco sours—a new item on her menu.

Kate stood beside me holding one of the creamy cocktails. “Oh my god, this is so delicious!” She took another gulp.

“Careful,” I said. “They sneak up on you.”

“Nah, I’m no light weight.” She sipped it again. “I love these!”

I grinned. “Come over this weekend. I’m sure Sofia would be happy to make some.”

Caroline gave Kate a look. “You know what the secret ingredient is? Raw eggs.”

Kate shrugged. “I don’t even care.” She finished off the glass. “I am so having another.”

“We haven’t even had dinner yet.”

“Dinner? Pff. That’s what the raw eggs are for.”

A warm feeling filled me, and I was sure it wasn’t just the pisco sour. It made me happy to see Caroline and Kate getting along so well.

It had only been two weeks since that eventful night at Kate’s house, but it felt longer.

We all felt comfortable with each other, and Kate seemed happier than ever—capable of enjoying herself without constantly checking over her shoulder for her father’s approval.

Caroline scanned the crowded room, her eyebrows rising slightly.

“Hmm, looks like the whole town turned out—even the opposition.” She nodded subtly. “To my left. Other side of the room. With the baby.”

“Baby?” I turned, probably a little too conspicuously, and saw Amber standing by an empty table. She stood bouncing a baby, her attention completely captivated by it.

There was a look of pure joy in her eyes as she held the infant—a softness I’d never seen in her before.

This was a far cry from the ambitious, bratty real estate agent who’d been fighting us at every turn since I’d arrived in Riverdale.

“That’s unexpected,” I said. “Who would’ve thought Amber McAlister would be good with children?”

Caroline smirked. “Every woman has layers, Ryan.”

I crossed the room. Amber looked up and smiled as I approached, but then her attention snapped right back to the baby.

“Hey, that was fast—I never even noticed you were pregnant!” I quipped, remembering our awkward encounter at the cafe.

She bounced the baby glancing up at me. “Oh, he’s not mine. I wish. He’s my brother’s.”

Before I could respond, a young woman came over.

“How’s he doing?”

The baby bounced excitedly at the sight of his mother, and Amber handed him back, though she clearly didn’t want to.

“Cute baby,” I said, watching her reluctant handover.

“I know!” Amber sighed, eyes still on the kid. “I drive two hours every weekend just to see him.”

She caught herself oversharing and added hurriedly, “He’s my godson, so you know, I have responsibilities.”

I noticed two empty pisco sour glasses on the table, and she was on her third. She picked it up and took a gulp.

“Enjoying the pisco sour?”

Her eyes widened. “These are so fucking good!”

I laughed and looked at her with mock surprise. “Language!”

She shrugged. “I don’t care. I just might have to start coming here for my girls’ night out.” She took another swig, then looked at the drink, licking her lip in to taste it.

Then she gave the baby another wistful look, waving at him. “Awww, he’s so beautiful.”

Her eyes flicked over me. “Why don’t you have kids, Ryan? Bet you’d be… interesting as a dad.”

She blushed, covering it with a swig of pisco.

I chuckled, surprised at her candidness. “I never would have guessed you’d love kids so much.”

“Oh, I don’t! Well…I mean, maybe I do, I guess. But I’m definitely not having them any time soon.”

“Why not?”

Her eyes widened at me. “Because! I…I have to focus on my career. I’m young. There’ll be time for kids later, if I decide to do that.”

I nodded. “Yeah. Well, anyway, thanks for coming and showing support.”

She gulped the pisco, and I noticed it was more than half gone already. Her face was reddening more. “I mean, I’m not saying I’d never have kids. It’s just kinda comple—” She stumbled on her word, then forced it out. “Complicated.”

She squinted at her drink. “Damn, these go down easy. Kind of hits you fast though.”

“Is that your third one?”

“They are so good!”

“You should probably slow down. They’re stronger than they seem.”

She made a loud lip fart and shoved me, smirking. “Don’t worry! It’s only three. I can handle booze.”

I chuckled, deciding that I kind of liked drunk Amber. I wondered if this goofy, more personable side of her was always there, I’d just never got to see it.

“Well, I find them pretty strong—” I began.

She waved dismissively, nearly losing her balance. “What was I talking about? Oh yeah! Houses!”

“Houses?”

“Yeah, big houses.” She gestured expansively, suddenly very gabby. “I sell all these big family homes filled with rooms. You know, the master bedroom, and then all the smaller rooms.”

“Like, where the kids go.”

“Exactly!” Her arm jerked, and she sloshed her drink. “With cribs…And those lil dangly things that hang over the cribs.”

“I see. The danglies are important, for sure.”

“Right, right, but keep that stuff on the down low, kay?” She leaned in conspiratorially, her breath sweet with pisco. “Don’t tell anybody.”

“Why not?”

She sighed dramatically. “I don’t know. All my friends are like, ‘Oh my god, who wants to have a baby? It’s too much work.’ Blah, blah, blah.”

“Well, you have to live your own life—”

“No, no, no. It’s really important.” She poked my chest for emphasis. “The town vision! I know you don’t like it, but I can’t give up on that. It’s my dream.”

Kate and Caroline appeared beside me as Amber was finishing her glass.

Caroline slid her arm around my waist. “Hey, you guys are having quite the conversation. Sofia’s about to make her speech.”

Amber gave them a catty smile. “Well, aren’t you lucky, Ryan? All these women… guess I’m missing out.” She winked sloppily and stumbled into me giggling.

Kate’s eyebrows shot up, but I caught the smirk at the corners of her lips. “Has somebody had too many piscos?”

“I’ve had exactly... the right amount.” Amber tried to set her glass down but almost missed the table entirely. “Oops!”

She giggled as she leaned back to steady herself, nearly toppling over. “Whoa!”

Caroline watched with an amused smile. “Need some help there?”

Amber straightened, trying to look dignified, but she hiccupped. “I’m perfectly fine.”

Kate said, “So, excited about the special election, Amber?”

Amber’s eyes lit up. “Yes! We’re gonna get new candidates who support the development plan. Good ones. Got them lined up already.” She tapped her nose knowingly.

“Most of the voting public seem pretty happy with the alternative plan we’ve published, according to our survey,” I pointed out.

Amber gave an exaggerated shrug. “Well, get some candidates to run on it and see how they do.”

“Oh, we will,” Kate said.

Amber’s eyes flicked onto Kate’s hand on my arm. Her cheeks reddened more. She took a step closer, nearly stumbling into me. “I know you think you’ve won this battle, Ryan, but…it’s not over.” She poked my chest again.

With that declaration, she turned dramatically to leave, bumping into a waiter carrying appetizers.

“Sorry!” she called over her shoulder.

By this time, her brother had noticed that she was drunk. He put his arm around her as she joined their group.

Caroline laughed, her eyes sparkling. “Well, that was... really quite something.”

“It certainly was,” Kate agreed.

I watched Amber trying to maintain her composure across the room, her eyes finding mine once more before she turned away.

“She so wants you,” Caroline murmured in my ear. “What were y’all even talking about, anyway?”

“Babies. You’d never believe it, but—”

“Amber wants to have your babies?”

I laughed. “No! But she definitely wishes she could have some.”

“Her ovaries are screaming.” Caroline nudged Kate. “What do you think, Kate? She might make an interesting addition to our little family.”

Kate studied Amber across the room. “A different generation. She certainly has spirit. And Ryan does have enough spunk to go around.”

“Um, are you guys serious?” I asked, not entirely sure if they were joking.

Caroline shrugged. “Maybe we should share some of that sperm.” She nudged me with her elbow.

I chortled, my cheeks growing warm. “By the way she was talking, she might take a donation.”

“And I bet you’d like to give her one, wouldn’t you?”

I made a face. “Well…I guess that would be kind of fun, yeah. But it’s never going to happen.”

“What? You don’t want kids ever?”

I frowned in surprise. “Well, I mean, I would like some someday, but—”

“Here’s your chance. Amber’s young. Perfect breeding stock.” Caroline wiggled her eyes humorously, but there was something thoughtful in her voice as she said it.

I looked between the two of them, still trying to read if they were serious. “You two are dangerous together, you know that? What, are you planning a nursery?”

Caroline’s eyes sparkled. “Every king needs heirs, Ryan.”

The tapping of a glass cut through the chatter. Sofia stood behind the bar, beaming with pride.

“My friends! My family! Thank you for coming to celebrate with me today.”

She raised her glass, her eyes finding mine across the crowded room. “To new beginnings, to dreams coming true, and to the people who make it possible.”

As everyone cheered and clinked glasses, I felt Kate and Caroline press against me on either side.

Everything I wanted was right here.

I’d come to Riverdale hoping to escape the grind, maybe find some peace by the river for a few weeks.

What I’d found instead was a community, a purpose, and these incredible women who were already starting to feel like a family.

And as I watched Amber across the room, I couldn’t help but wonder what other surprises this town still had in store for me.
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Chapter one


Caroline pressed her fingers on her temple and squinted her eyes, apparently disturbed by the din of Sofia’s bustling restaurant.

It was Saturday morning, and the place was packed. The door kept opening and closing with new customers, bringing a draft of crisp autumn air each time.

Sofia was gliding around the restaurant smiling, her black hair bouncing against her back as she interacted with people. It made me proud.

It hadn’t even been a week since the new Como en Casa’s grand opening, and it was already a hit.

Kate sat across from me, fresh from a morning run, a healthy flush in her cheeks.

Beside me, Caroline was looking as huggable as ever in a cozy cardigan. But she’d become a bit mopey since our food had arrived.

I watched her nudge her plate away despite the delicious bacon smell in the air. I put my arm around her. “You seem out of sorts, babe. Not hungry this morning?”

She leaned towards me and sighed. “We should have just stayed in bed.”

Sofia approached with a tray, placing a latte in front of Caroline. She touched her shoulder with concern. “You haven’t touched your breakfast, Carolina! What’s wrong?”

Caroline looked at the latte and crinkled her nose. “You know what? I think I’ll just have water, Sof. I just don’t have an appetite for anything this morning.”

Sofia and I exchanged a curious glance.

Sofia’s hand lingered on Caroline’s shoulder for a moment before she went to take orders from another table.

“I’m disappointed in you, Caroline,” Kate said, spearing chunks of egg and sausage with her fork. “You usually eat more than me in the morning.”

I pecked Caroline’s temple a few times, wondering if she was coming down with a cold.

As I was doing so, three women walked into the restaurant, led by a familiar blonde ponytail.

Amber was dressed in casual weekend wear—fitted jeans and a light blue blouse.

Her friends flanked her, all of them laughing about something as Sofia’s hostess led them to a table directly adjacent to ours.

Amber’s posture straightened when she spotted us—her real estate agent persona snapping into place like armor.

“Oh! Hey there.” She spoke carefully, taking her seat with a stiff posture, a stark contrast to her drunken warmth at the restaurant opening several days earlier.

“Morning, Amber.” I casually bit into my club sandwich, remembering the way she’d leaned against me right here in Sofia’s restaurant when she was three pisco sours deep.

Her cheeks colored slightly, as if she was thinking about the same thing.

Some Caroline’s usual impishness came back into her eyes, and despite her pale complexion, she managed a warm smile. “Hi, Amber. Ladies.”

She nodded to Amber’s friends, who were settling into their chairs and eyeing our table with undisguised curiosity.

One of them, an overweight brunette with elaborate nail extensions, whispered something to the other, who rolled her eyes.

Amber cleared her throat. “Um, these are my friends, Jessica and Tanya. This is Ryan, um…” She hesitated, clearly unsure how to introduce us.

Jessica scratched her cheek with a nail extension, her eyes widening. She lowered her voice, but only slightly. “Wait, is that the guy you keep telling us about?”

Amber’s foot must have connected with Jessica’s shin under the table, because the brunette jumped and let out a whimper.

“The guy who brought down the town council,” Amber finished, though her cheeks had reddened even more.

“With his…girlfriends,” Jessica nodded with a smirk. “Oh yeah, you told us all about it.”

Amber let out an embarrassed laugh and hid behind a menu.

Tanya, too, was seemingly studying the menu, but I could tell by her expression that she was watching everything stealthily.

Kate hid her amusement behind her coffee cup while Caroline leaned forward, suddenly interested.

“You heard all good things, I hope,” Caroline said charmingly. The interaction was warming her up, though I noticed she still wasn’t touching her food.

“Oh, definitely,” Jessica replied with a knowing grin. “Amber couldn’t stop talking about that restaurant opening party. I wish she’d invited me.”

“Amber sure liked the pisco sours,” Caroline said, grinning.

Another awkward laugh escaped Amber. “Well, those things are stronger than they seem.”

I grinned. “Hey, I tried to warn ya.”

Jessica watched us curiously, combing her nail extensions through her hair. “So are you all actually... together? Like, all of you with him?”

Her tone was not judgmental, and it was pretty obvious she already knew the answer.

Amber let out a woeful sigh and reached back for her ponytail, running her hands down it.

Kate answered with a casual nod. “Yup. Three of us.”

Tanya blinked. “Wow. That’s... different.”

Amber suddenly became very interested in adjusting her cutlery.

Sofia came and took their order. Our table fell into a comfortable silence as Kate and I focused on our breakfasts, and Caroline nibbled a piece of toast.

Jessica’s voice pulled me back into their conversation. “—your birthday on Friday,” she was saying. “I don’t want to drink too much. I’m getting too old for that.”

I remembered Amber had mentioned that her twenty-fifth birthday was approaching.

Jessica met my gaze and smiled. “You guys should all come.”

Amber’s expression froze for a split second before she composed herself. “I mean, they don’t have to… They probably have plans—”

“We’ll be there,” Caroline said immediately.

Kate nodded. “Sounds good.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” I said.

Amber’ eyes brightened, then she looked down at her lap. “Really? Okay. That’s great.”

She gave us the time and place, and we continued our breakfast. Amber and her friends sat in pregnant silence until their food came.

Kate and I were sipping our second cups of coffee when Amber and her friends paid their bills.

Amber pulled on her coat, glancing at me like she wanted to say something. I gave her a reassuring smile.

“See you Friday?” she asked.

I gave a nod. “Friday.”

As they left the restaurant, I leaned back in my chair.

“You know what’s amazing?” I asked, fingering my coffee mug. “We didn’t even mention the town drama.”

Kate watched Amber through the window. “Yeah, and we know that little brat’s heavily involved in backing candidates for the special election.”

“Maybe she just didn’t want to think about it,” I said.

Ian Ferguson, the former CAO, was now in jail on corruption charges after trying to flee the country.

Caroline slid her warm hand over mine. “Or maybe you just have more important things to talk about.”

I gave her a quizzical look over my coffee. “Such as babies, I suppose?”

Caroline smiled dreamily. “We already know she wants them after spilling the beans the other day when she was drunk.”

“To be fair, you’ve been talking about it a lot too,” I said. “You’ve got babies on the brain.”

She leaned towards me with a languid smile. “Maybe I do, Ryan. But we all know I won’t be having any babies myself.”

Kate laughed. “I see where you’re going with this.”

“I mean, obviously we need someone younger to handle that department,” Caroline said with a mischievous look. “Someone like Amber.”

“You really think so, do you?” I asked.

“She’d be perfect for it. Young, fertile…” Caroline’s eyes sparkled. “And it’s your job to seduce her.”
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Chapter two


The late afternoon sun stretched long shadows across Caroline’s dock. I sat with my fishing rod, the line disappearing into the calm water, not really expecting to catch anything.

It was a new hobby I’d taken up, and I loved just sitting there watching the river slowly flow by.

On this occasion, Sofia sat beside me, her knees under her chin, talking softly. The words flowed like a babbling brook— one with a livelier current than the river itself.

I confess I was only half-listening to her, occasionally murmuring “Mmm-hmm,” and nodding. But it was enjoyable just to hear the sound of her voice.

“And you know what she say?” Her fingers brushed over my arm. “You won’t believe.”

“Uh huh?”

“She say my arepas are no real arepas, because she went to a Colombian restaurant in Texas! So she thinks she’s an expert about Colombian food.” She let out an irony-tinged laugh.

“Crazy,” I said.

After a while, Sofia went silent for a moment. She leaned forward, peering at my face with her big Disney-Princess eyes.

“Ryan?” she said softly.

“Mmm?”

“What are you thinking about?”

“Uh… nothing,” I said, adjusting my grip on the fishing rod.

Sofia smiled, then looked down at the water with a sigh. “Do you think you’ll ever want babies? I mean, for real?”

The question almost knocked me right off the dock. That was exactly what I’d been thinking about.

It had been in the back of my mind since breakfast—Caroline’s persistent comments about making Amber our ‘breeder.’

"It might not have been very realistic, but it was definitely hot. But perhaps the most surprising thing was how much I liked the idea of being a dad.

I was still figuring things out when I had my business, and my ex back then was a mess.

But now, I realized, my situation was very different. For the first time in my adult life, I felt like I was home.

And I’d found three mature, beautiful women. It might have sounded crazy to say out loud, but I already knew I wanted to stay with them for a long time to come.

If Amber was open to joining our unconventional relationship, our babies would have lots of mommies to help raise them.

Of course, that was a big ‘if.’ But it had been in my thoughts. And Sofia had read those thoughts perfectly.

I set down my fishing rod, keeping one hand on it, and turned to face her. “I actually have been thinking about it,” I admitted.

“And?” She prompted gently.

I leaned back. “I’m twenty-seven. My business is sold. I’ve got financial security. And I’ve got…”

I gestured around vaguely. “I’ve got a situation that makes me happy.”

Sofia tucked a strand of dark hair behind her ear. “You know, I miss having children around.”

Her voice grew wistful. “When you have a baby, that little person gives your life so much meaning.”

“So, you’d like it if I made some babies?”

She laughed. “I would love to help raise some.” She bumped my shoulder with hers. “Maybe we do need a nice young wife to make babies.”

“Like Amber?”

Sofia grinned. “Caroline’s right about her. That girl wants a family so bad she can taste it.”

I thought about Amber at the restaurant opening, three drinks in, going on about house layouts and baby names.

Not to mention the fact that she was thinking about freezing her eggs— a detail I’d kept secret, true to my word.

Amber was clearly in the midst of some kind of quarter-life crisis.

“It’s strange,” I said. “A year ago, I would have run from this conversation. Fast. But now? It feels... right.”

Sofia patted my knee. “That’s because you found your home. When you have that, babies don’t seem scary anymore. They seem like the natural thing.”

Footsteps sounded on the wooden steps behind us.

“Thought you might be hungry,” Caroline called out, carrying a basket.

She walked down the gangway and scolded Sofia playfully. “Sof! I thought we’d agreed Ryan was coming out here to get some time alone, away from us women.”

I chuckled. “Really? You guys said that? Nah, I get plenty of time alone. You guys are out most of the time.”

Sofia flicked her hair. “What are you doing here then, Carolina?”

Caroline raised the basket. “I was just bringing him cookies. They’ve just come out of the oven—”

“Exactly, and I was just bringing him tea.” Sofia pointed at a thermos she’d brought.

“All good,” I said, grinning at their mutual teasing. “We were just having an interesting talk.”

Sofia gave Caroline a meaningful look. “Yes! Very interesting.”

“About?” Caroline set the basket down and perched on the edge of the dock.

“Fishing,” I said.

Caroline made a face. “Somehow I doubt that.”

“Babies,” Sofia corrected.

Caroline's eyes lit up. “Oh really?” She opened the basket, releasing the scent of chocolate chip and cinnamon.

I grabbed one, still warm and gooey. “Yeah, we were, actually.”

“Ryan wants babies,” Sofia announced.

“Well, I didn’t exactly say—”

“You didn’t have to. I can read you like a book.” Sofia grabbed a cookie. “He’s ready to be a daddy.”

Caroline’s hand squeezed my leg. “I know it. I could tell at breakfast when we were talking about Amber.”

“Speaking of Amber,” I said.

“Speaking of Amber,” Caroline echoed with a sly smile, “we are definitely going to her birthday party. No excuses.”

“I don’t think anyone was planning to skip it,” I said.

“Kate might try. She still sees Amber as the enemy.” Caroline bit into her cookie thoughtfully. “But her walls are crumbling. Did you see how she looked at you today?”

“Like a hungry cat eyeing a bowl of cream,” Sofia added.

“You two are ridiculous.”

“Nope, we’re smart,” Caroline corrected. “And we know what needs to happen.”

Taking up my fishing rod, I reeled in the line, finding it predictably empty. “Let me guess. I need to seduce her.”

“Not just seduce,” Caroline said. “Claim her. Make her ours.”

“Ours,” Sofia repeated with satisfaction.

They didn’t need to explain what that meant

The sun was sinking lower, painting the river orange and gold. I looked at these two women who’d become so central to my life, plotting to bring another into our unconventional family.

“You really think she’s open to this? A family with us?”

Caroline leaned her head on my shoulder. “I think she wants a family so badly it terrifies her, and she knows we could be good for her. That’s why she fights it.”

“The birthday party’s a good opportunity,” Sofia said. “You can interact with her in a more personal setting.”

I packed up my fishing gear, mulling it over. The idea of Amber joining us—not just for sex, but to make a family—was growing on me.

“I guess we’ll go and see what happens,” I said.

“That’s my boy,” Caroline purred.

Sofia rubbed against me. “I can’t wait to see you put your moves on Amber.”

As we walked back up the dock toward the house, Caroline and Sofia chattering about the impending seduction, I wondered if Amber would really be able to put aside our differences.
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Chapter three


“So, how does this citizens’ committee work?” I asked, leaning back on Kate’s leather couch as she returned with two bottles of beer.

We were in her enormous, high-ceilinged living room, its big windows overlooking her lawn that sloped down to the leafy street.

Kate handed me a beer. “It’s pretty simple. We find the best people willing to run on our platform, and then we help organize their campaigns.”

She sat down beside me, her thigh pressing against mine.

She’d been trying to flirt with me for the last fifteen minutes, since I’d arrived at her house. But I was trying to stay focused on the topic.

I could see it was making her restless.

“It’s going to be an uphill battle,” she said, settling into my space. “The other side has money.”

I nodded, pulling out my phone. “I was thinking about funding options. Maybe we could—”

Kate plucked the phone from my hand and set it on the coffee table. “We can talk about that later.”

Her eyes had a look that was familiar by now—intense and challenging.

“Oh yeah? What did you want to talk about now?”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she gave my shoulder a playful shove. “You seem tense.”

“I’m fine,” I chuckled, putting my beer on the coffee table.

She poked my chest with her finger, tracing a line to my shoulder, then suddenly giving a firm shove. I had to brace myself against the sofa arm to stay upright.

“What was that for?” I asked, catching her wrist and holding it firmly

Of course, the question was unnecessary. Kate’s strange mating rituals were familiar to me by now.

A half-smile played on her lips. “I was just checking your reflexes, soldier.”

I gave her the cold stare I knew she loved, and spoke in a low voice. “Is that how you talk to your commander?”

She smiled, her eyes sparkling. This was her favorite game. Her leg was now pressed firmly against mine, her free hand on my thigh.

“I’m just saying, you should relax, commander,” she said in a submissive voice.

“Is that what you’re saying?”

She grinned, then suddenly threw her weight at me, trying to knock me back against the couch cushions.

I gripped both her wrists, but she twisted, using her body weight to pull me forward.

“Bad girl,” I said through my teeth. “You know what happens when you disobey.”

“What are you going to do about it?” She pressed her lips to my neck, then bit down just hard enough to make me inhale sharply.

I flipped her in one quick movement, pinning her beneath me on the couch. She let out a small gasp, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

“This what you’re after?” I growled.

“Yes, I like that,” she moaned, her body arching up against me.

I kissed her hard, and she responded with equal intensity, her hands grabbing fistfuls of my shirt. Then, in a swift move, she hooked her leg around mine and twisted, nearly toppling me off the couch.

We ended up on the floor between the coffee table and sofa, wrestling on Kate’s immaculate area rug.

She fought like she did with everything else—with fierce determination and total commitment.

But I outweighed her by a good margin, and eventually I had her pinned again, this time with her wrists above her head, my hips pressing her down.

I shifted my weight, pinning her more firmly. Kate’s tank top had ridden up, exposing the taut skin of her stomach.

She squirmed beneath me, but it wasn’t to escape—she was pressing herself against me.

She struggled for a moment, but quickly realized I had her pinned hard. A serene look came over face, and I felt her breath panting against my neck.

“There, feel better now?” I murmured in her ear.

“Yes,” her body going limp beneath me.

I lifted slightly, giving her room. Her big legs opened, and her thighs close around me. I released one of wrists to pull at the button of her cargo shorts.

Her free hand tugged at my belt, and for a moment we were lost in each other.

Then the doorbell rang, three sharp chimes that cut through the room.

Kate froze, her eyes widening. “Shit. It’s Mrs. Donovan!”

“Who?”

“She said she might stop by.” Kate scrambled out from under me, yanking her tank top down and fixing her shorts. “Shit, shit, shit.”

I got to my feet, adjusting my clothes and running a hand through my disheveled hair. “She’s here about the citizen group, or…?”

Kate nodded, frantically smoothing her hair. “Yeah. She’s thinking about running. She’d be perfect—everyone in town respects her.” She looked me over critically. “Your shirt’s all twisted.”

I fixed it just as a knocking came at the door, probably a final attempt.

Kate smoothed her hair one last time and headed for the door. I followed, hanging back a few steps, trying to look presentable.

When Kate opened the door, I saw a slender woman with white hair. She wore a tailored navy blazer over a blouse with a modest floral pattern, and carried a leather-bound notebook.

Her face looked familiar, but I couldn’t remember where I’d seen her.

Despite her age—she had to be in her seventies—she stood straight-backed with an air of quiet authority.

“Katherine,” she said with a nod. “I hope I’m not too early.”

“Not at all, Mrs. Donovan. Please come in.” Kate stepped aside. “This is Ryan. He’s part of the citizens’ committee.”

Mrs. Donovan turned her gaze to me, and I immediately felt like I was being assessed—not harshly, but thoroughly.

I could tell by her demeanor that she already knew all about me and wasn’t entirely sure what to think. Then, I suddenly remembered where I’d seen her.

She was Caroline’s old school teacher—the one who gave me the stink eye when we were at the gym.

I smiled winningly and shook her hand. “Nice to see you again.”

“Very good.” Her response was noncommittal, but there was a hint of amusement in her eyes that hadn’t been there before. “Katherine, do you have tea by any chance?”

“Of course,” Kate said. “I’ll put the kettle on.”

Mrs. Donovan followed us to the living room, and Kate disappeared into the kitchen.

The old lady settled onto an armchair, setting her notebook on the coffee table. I took a seat on the couch, trying not to think about what Kate and I had been doing on it minutes earlier.

“So,” Mrs. Donovan said, folding her hands in her lap. “You’re the young man who’s been going around with Caroline and Katherine.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said decisively. No trying to beat around the bush. I was just going to own it. “And Sofia, too. I like them a lot.”

She studied me for a moment. “Caroline and Katherine were my students. Caroline was such a bright girl. Always had her head in a book. Could have had an academic career if she’d wanted.”

“She’s pretty awesome,” I agreed.

“Katherine was very bright, too, though she was... more challenging.” A small smile formed on her lips.

My eyes widened. “Really? Like, challenging how?”

“Oh, nothing too serious. Teenage stuff. You know, smoking before class and that sort of thing.”

“I see.”

“She went through a rebel phase, but she was under a lot of pressure at home and that was her way of dealing with it.”

I nodded sympathetically. “Yeah, she’s told me about that. I think she’s only just fully gotten over it, actually.”

Mrs. Donovan studied me for a moment, then leaned forward slightly. “I don’t pretend to understand this... arrangement you all have.

“At my age, some things remain beyond comprehension. But Caroline and Katherine are grown women who make their own choices.” She paused. “I just hope you appreciate what you have.”

“I do,” I said sincerely. “Very much.”

Kate returned with a tea tray, setting it on the coffee table. “I see you two are getting acquainted.”

“We were discussing your high school days,” Mrs. Donovan said.

Kate’s eyes widened slightly. “Oh no.”

“Don’t worry, I left out the incident with the gymnasium banner.”

I raised an eyebrow at Kate, smirking. “What was the incident with the gymnasium banner?”

Kate just mouthed ‘Later’ to me and poured the tea, handing it to Mrs. Donovan.

The old teacher accepted the teacup with a twinkle in her eye, and took a careful sip. She nodded approvingly. “Mmm, that’s good.”

After a few more sips, Mrs. Donovan placed the teacup on the coffee table, then clasped her hands in her lap.

“You know I share your views on the former council and their development plans,” she said. “I’ve been considering what you suggested…”

“You’d be the perfect mayor for this town,” Kate said. “You’ve taught three generations of Riverdale children. Everyone knows you have the interests of the community at heart.”

Something shifted in Mrs. Donovan’s expression—a subtle softening around the eyes.

“You know… My husband and I raised three children in this town. When he passed, I chose to stay because Riverdale was home. But, I have to say… the Riverdale I knew is disappearing."

“It doesn’t have to,” Kate said earnestly.

Mrs. Donovan nodded thoughtfully. “Running for office at my age wasn’t exactly in my retirement plan.”

“The committee would handle most of the campaigning,” Kate assured her. “You’d just need to be yourself.”

The old lady picked up her tea and took a swig. Then she placed it down and rose decisively.

“I’ll give you my answer by the end of the week.”

As Kate walked her to the door, Mrs. Donovan stopped and turned back to me, meeting my gaze. “Take care of these girls. They’re special. Sofia, too.”

“I will,” I promised.

Kate hugged her, and Mrs. Donovan patted Kate’s shoulder.

After Mrs. Donovan left, Kate closed the door and leaned against it, releasing a long breath. “That went better than I expected.”

“I like her,” I said.

“She’s the best candidate we could hope for.” Kate moved toward me, slipping her arms around my waist. “And I think she almost approves of you.”

“Not sure about that.”

Kate laughed, then grew more serious. “We’ll have to see who the candidates on the other side are.”

“I’m sure they’re going to pick some tough candidates.”

“You know Amber’s been working with them? Helping to find pro-development candidates?”

I nodded, scratching my eyebrow. “Yeah, no surprise there.”

“She’s pretty much heading up their candidate search,” Kate said, giving me a probing look. “You sure you want to go to her birthday party on Friday?”

I smiled. “Why not? I love a challenge.”
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Chapter four


“Explain to me again why we’re doing this?” Kate asked from the back seat. She wore dark jeans and a fitted blazer—her version of party attire.

“Because it’s Amber’s birthday,” Caroline said, touching up her lipstick in the passenger mirror.

“And we were invited, remember?” I added, keeping my eyes on the road.

The evening had turned foggy, streetlights glowing in soft halos. Amber’s party was in a pub just outside of town, off the highway.

Sofia was busy working at the restaurant, but she said she’d be joining us a bit later.

Kate sighed. “You realize she only invited us because her friend blurted it out. Amber can barely look us in the eye.”

“That’s not true,” Caroline said, snapping on the lid of her lipstick. “She definitely invited Ryan with her eyes. Several times.”

“I still think it’s a little weird,” Kate muttered, though I could see her smiling in the rearview mirror. “Going to the birthday party of the enemy.”

I gave Kate a skeptical squint in the mirror. “Come on Kate.”

She frowned. “Come on what?”

“Cut the BS. Seducing a stubborn opponent? Making her willingly submit? That’s right up your alley.”

She looked away, smirking. “Yeah, maybe.”

“Anyway, people change,” Caroline said.

“They do,” I agreed. “Especially when they’re turning twenty-five and having a quarter-life crisis.”

Caroline straightened in her seat. “Exactly! Her ovaries are forcing her to reevaluate her life choices.”

“And that means she’s going to set a course for Ryan’s bed?” Kate asked, scrunching her eyebrows with skepticism.

I shook my head. “You’re just playing devil’s advocate.”

“Our bed, actually,” Caroline added. “And yes. Eventually, she will end up there. You’ll see.”

I smiled despite myself. “You, my dear, are incorrigible. Maybe we should just let Amber enjoy her birthday without us scheming to seduce her.”

Kate suddenly leaned forward between the seats, her mouth lewd. “Come on, Ryan. You’ve already been thinking about her like this for a while, haven’t you?”

I kept my eyes on the road, but couldn’t deny it. “She’s a bit of a brat, but… Yeah. She’s cute.”

Caroline’s hand found my thigh. “And she feels the same about you. The way she looked at you at breakfast… She was barely even hiding it.”

“And you’re okay with that?” I asked, glancing at Caroline. “Both of you?”

“I told you before,” Caroline said. “I think she’d be perfect. Young, beautiful... fertile.”

“Jeez, Caroline,” Kate laughed. “You make it sound like we’re shopping for breeding stock.”

“Well, someone’s got to give this man babies,” Caroline said, her voice cracking slightly. “And it’s not going to be me.”

“Not at your age,” Kate agreed.

Caroline made a face. “Thanks for the reminder.”

“You know what I mean.” Kate squeezed Caroline’s shoulder. “I’m pretty much right there with you.”

I turned onto the main street where Riverside Bar’s neon sign glowed through the mist. “But none of this matters if Amber isn’t interested in joining... whatever this is.”

“Oh, she’s interested,” Caroline said confidently. “Even if she hasn’t admitted it yet.”

As I pulled into a parking space, I caught sight of the bar’s windows, decorated with paper autumn leaves and Oktoberfest banners.

“Look,” I said, turning to face them both. “Let’s just go in, wish her happy birthday, have a few drinks, and see what happens. No pressure.”

Caroline smiled innocently. “Of course not.”

“Just an enemy birthday party,” Kate agreed.
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Chapter five


Along table near the back of the bar was piled with half-eaten food—platters of nachos, picked-over pizza, and a chocolate cake with several slices missing.

A handwritten banner reading “Happy 25th Amber!” hung above it.

The birthday girl herself stood laughing with her friends Jessica and Tanya, holding a pink cocktail with a little umbrella in it.

She wore a short, tight skirt that showed off her toned legs, paired with a silky top that clung to her curves.

Her blonde hair fell loose around her shoulders instead of its usual ponytail, and her heels made her legs look even longer than usual.

Just like at Sofia’s grand opening, she seemed more relaxed than her usual uptight, professional persona allowed.

Caroline spotted her first. “There she is. And she’s not wearing her hair in that bossy ponytail for once.” She nudged me. “She looks good.”

“That she does,” I agreed.

Amber turned, catching sight of us by the door. Her eyes lit up briefly before she composed herself. She raised her glass in greeting and made her way over.

“You guys came,” she said, a slight flush on her cheeks that might have been from the drink in her hand. “I wasn’t sure if you would.”

“Wouldn't miss it,” Caroline said, leaning in to give Amber a quick hug. “Happy birthday!”

Amber seemed bemused by the contact but returned the hug after a moment’s pause. “Thanks.”

“Happy birthday,” Kate echoed, offering a smile that was small but genuine.

I stepped forward and pulled Amber into a hug. “Happy birthday,” I said, catching the scent of her peach moisturizer.

She hesitated for just a second before relaxing into the embrace. “Thanks for coming,” she said as we separated, her eyes meeting mine briefly.

“Here—a present.” I handed her the paper bag with the fancy soaps that Caroline had picked out.

Amber’s mouth fell open. “Ohhh! Thank you so much—you didn’t have to! You guys are sweet,” Amber said, hugging the bag to her chest and acknowledging each of us.

“Sofia will be here later,” Caroline said. “After she closes the restaurant.”

“Great,” Amber said, sounding like she actually meant it. “Tanya and Jessica are over there. Some people from my office too. Help yourselves to whatever.”

Jessica appeared at Amber’s side, grinning broadly and offering her extension-tipped fingers. “Hey, you made it! Amber was hoping you would.”

“Jessica!” Amber nudged her friend, but she was smiling.

“What? You were,” Jessica laughed. She turned to us. “She’s been checking the door for the last half hour.”

“No, you’re being silly,” she said quickly, the umbrella falling from her drink. “I was just making sure all my guests arrived safely.” She lifted her chin with exaggerated dignity.

“Of course,” Caroline said smoothly, playing along. “How responsible of you.”

“Always the hostess,” Jessica agreed with a wink. “Anyway, come get drinks. We’re just getting started.”

As Jessica led Caroline and Kate toward the bar, Amber hung back, looking up at me with a hint of self-consciousness. “Sorry about Jessica. She gets a little... enthusiastic.”

“No worries,” I said. “It’s your birthday. Everyone's excited for you.”

She took a sip of her drink, her eyes meeting mine over the rim of her glass. “I’m glad you came,” she said, her voice softer than usual.

“Me too,” I said, slightly surprised.

Her cheeks flushed, and she seemed embarrassed that she’d said too much. She took a sip, still returning my gaze but wilting slightly.

She spoke rapidly, her hand gesticulating. “Well, thanks for coming. I’m gonna get back to my snacks.” Her hand grabbed my arm, squeezing. “I’ll talk to you later, okay?”

I nodded slowly, calm amidst her nervous energy.

I watched as she walked away, the sway of her hips in that tight skirt drawing more than a few glances from around the bar.

I found a tall table for us not far from the food, with two high chairs for Kate and Caroline.

Grabbing a paper plate, I loaded it with nachos, then took up a standing position at the table.

Caroline snagged the last piece of chocolate cake while Kate went for a pretzel and spinach dip. The ladies settled onto their chairs and observed the scene.

Jessica appeared with a tray of shots, setting it down with a flourish. “House special! It’s got cinnamon schnapps and some other German thing.”

“Perfect for Oktoberfest,” Caroline said pleasantly, though she didn’t reach for one.

Kate took a shot, knocking it back decisively. I followed suit, the cinnamon burning pleasantly down my throat.

Gradually, the bar filled up, and the party was in full swing. People gathered around the dance floor where the DJ had turned up the music.

The food table had been decimated, and Amber's cheeks had taken on a permanent flush as she moved between groups, drink in hand, acknowledging all her guests.

We’d lost Kate — she had been pulled into a conversation about the adventure park by some locals. But Caroline remained beside me sipping a ginger ale.

“Not drinking?” I asked.

“Designated driver,” she said with a shrug, though, by the look on her face, she had no taste for alcohol tonight.

Amber skipped up to us and rested her elbows on the high table, grinning. The flush in her cheeks had deepened.

“You guys having fun?” she asked, her gaze lingering on my chin.

“Great party,” I said, trying not to notice how she was leaning forward, giving me a view of her cleavage she wouldn’t normally offer so freely.

“It’s about to get better,” she said with a mischievous smile. “Karaoke starts in twenty minutes.”

“Please tell me you’re singing,” Caroline said.

Amber laughed, the sound lighter than usual. “Not unless someone gets me a lot drunker. I only sing in my car.”

Caroline’s hand fell lightly on her shoulder. “By the way, how’s that little baby we saw at Sof’s grand opening? Still cute as ever?”

Amber lit up. “My nephew! Oh, he’s great, thanks for asking!”

Caroline gave me a crafty look.

Amber’s face crumpled, her eyes filled with love. “Oh my god, he’s so perfect. Ryan, do you have any idea?”

She touched my forearm, holding up a pinkie finger. “He wraps his tiny little fist around just this one finger. You should see it.”

“You seem really good with him,” I said.

Caroline smiled, jumping in, “Think you’ll have kids someday?”

Amber glanced at me with anxiety in her eyes, probably suspecting me of betraying her secrets.

Then she looked at the table, frowning thoughtfully. “I’ve thought about it, and… I do want kids. But… I can’t now. The time isn’t right.”

“How will you know when the time is right?” Caroline pressed gently. Look at me. I waited forever, and now… It’s too late for me.”

Amber’s mouth fell open. She looked at Caroline, almost in shock. Then she quickly looked away, recovering with a laugh. “This is getting way too serious. We should be having fun.”

She grabbed a shot from a passing tray and downed it in one go, then grinned at us with renewed party spirit.

In the same instant, a loud “WHOO!” cut through our conversation as some guy barreled past, nearly knocking into me from behind.

He was tall, wearing a dress shirt. Still dancing erratically, he swung his arm within inches of my head, as he sang very loudly and very out-of-key, “SWEET CAROLINE, bah bah bah!”

“Who’s that?” I asked, not bothering to hide my annoyance.

“Oh, that’s Doug. My co-worker,” Amber said.

Doug spotted us and changed course, weaving his way back to our table. He had a pointy chin and a beaky nose, and I felt an instant visceral dislike.

Though that may have had something to do with his obnoxious behavior.

“Birthday girl!” He shouted, stretching his lips back to show his teeth. “Need a drink?”

“No, thanks, Doug. I’ve had enough for now.” Amber’s voice took on a patient tone I suspected she used often with him. “These are my friends, Caroline and Ryan.”

Doug gave me a once-over, his smile never reaching his eyes. “Oh yeah, the guy who stirred up all that trouble with the council. Nice work, bro.” He clapped my shoulder.

I was about to inform Doug that I wasn’t his “bro,” but Amber quickly jumped in, trying to break the tension. “Doug’s been pretty involved with our political committee,” she blurted out.

Doug puffed up visibly. “Hell yeah! We’re making things happen. Gotta shake up this sleepy little town."

“Oh, yeah? Like how?” Caroline said.

“We’re gonna be the number one spring break destination in the Carolinas!” Doug exclaimed, raising his beer.

With one final idiotic shout, he lurched back into a spasmodic dance, leaving us alone.

Amber cringed as she watched him stumble back toward the dance floor.
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Chapter six


Beyonce was pounding on the speakers, and the volume went up. The night was heating up.

The crowd had shifted. Amber’s more sober business associates had gone home, replaced by her friends who were in the mood to party.

Jessica danced towards our table and grabbed Amber’s hand. “Come on, babe!”

They moved towards the dance floor, stumbling in their heels, and joined a group of Amber’s friends.

Amber glanced back once before her girlfriends formed a wall around her, presumably to shield her from Doug.

The douche bag was lurking around them like a dancing vulture.

The party continued to ramp up as more people arrived. Sofia finally made it, bringing a fresh energy to our little group.

She stood by our table, a colorful cocktail in her hand as she swayed her hips. The bar was growing hotter, louder, more chaotic.

Through it all, we kept an eye on Amber.

She’d moved from tipsy to drunk, accepting drinks from various well-wishers, dancing with different groups.

But it was Doug I noticed most—how he kept finding reasons to be near her, plying her with drinks, touching her arm or waist whenever possible.

“I don't like that guy,” I said to Caroline after Doug handed Amber what had to be her fifth or sixth drink.

“Yeah, I can tell,” she said, nudging me towards the floor. “Go dance with her.”

I made a face. Caroline knew I wasn’t a fan of drunken bar dancing. Noisy, crowded environments always made me cranky.

But when Sofia tugged on my hand, I relented. Caroline followed, and I realized it wasn’t hard to have fun dancing with two hot women.

I got into it, laughing at my own dance moves, enjoying the sight of Caroline and Sofia having fun.

Then, a hand squeezed my arm, drawing me out of it.

It was Kate. “You might want to check on the blonde.” Her voice had a sharp edge.

My eyes scanned the bar. I spotted Doug forcefully guiding Amber to a corner, his hand low on her back.

She tried to resist, but his arm kept sweeping her along, and she seemed to need his support to keep her balance.

Jessica and Tanya were distracted, drunk-dancing with a group of girls.

I weaved my way through the crowd. I’d only had two beers over a few hours. My head was clear.

By the time I reached them, Doug had Amber backed against the wall, one hand beside her head, the other on her hip. He was leaning in close, speaking into her ear.

Amber was trying to push him away. Though her words were slurred, the meaning was clear. “Doug, fuck off! I’m serious. I told you I don’t think of you like that. I wanna go back to my friends.”

She was swaying, eyes unfocused.

“Hey, Amber,” I said moving in decisively, my eyes burning with menace.

After a delay, Doug straightened at the sound of my voice, then unsteadily stepped towards me. His blurry eyes took a moment to focus on me.

“We’re kind of in the middle of something, man,” he said testily.

“Ryan! Oh my god, hi!” Amber exclaimed as if I was a long lost friend. Her eyes were misted over. She was more drunk than I thought.

She reached her arms for me, trying to move past Doug. But he shifted, blocking her path. “Where are you going?”

“Get out of her way,” I said, trying to keep my anger from exploding.

Doug turned to me fully now, swaying on his long legs. “What are you, her bodyguard?”

“Yeah, I am,” I said, and Amber’s eyes widened. “And her friend,” I added.

“My bodyguard!” Amber exclaimed, shoving past Doug and stumbling into me, throwing her arms around me. I supported her waist with one arm, the sweet scent of her skin making me feel even more protective.

Doug’s eyes burned with jealousy. “She was fine until you came and cock-blocked,” he said bitterly.

Amber suddenly released me, spinning around towards Doug. “You know what…” She stumbled, her finger pointing in the air as if she was about to tell him off.

But she paused, and I noticed the color drain from her face as her lips closed tight.

I took a step back. I knew it was too late to stop what was coming.

Amber lurched forward and vomited.

“For fuck’s sake!” Doug jumped back, his face contorting in disgust. “These shoes are Italian leather!”

Amber stared in shock at the mess, then at Doug, then back at the mess. For a moment, I thought she might cry.

Then, to my surprise, she started laughing—a slightly hysterical giggle that quickly grew into full-blown laughter.

"Oh my God. I'm so sorry! This is so embarrassing." She hid her face with her hands, still giggling.

“Glad you find this amusing,” Doug huffed over his shoulder as he stormed towards the bathroom.

Amber’s laughter subsided, and she groaned into her hands. “Oh my God. I’m sorry Ryan. Did I get any on you?” She looked at me.

“No,” I said, circumventing the puddle and putting my arm around Amber.

“Come on, you should go to the bathroom.”

She nodded, gazing up at me. “Uh huh.”

“Come on.”

A staff member was already coming over with a mop and bucket, looking completely undaunted. “This happens a lot,” she said.

Caroline came to Amber’s other side. “I’ll take over. Come on sweety.” I watched her shepherd the younger woman into the bathroom.

Sofia followed with a glass of water. Jessica eventually caught wind of it, too, and disappeared into the bathroom.

Jessica re-emerged about ten minutes later. “Thank you for taking care of her,” she said, squeezing my arm. “You’re good people. Would you mind taking her home? Caroline said you would.”

I nodded. “No problem, we live right across the street.”

“Exactly! Thank you so much.”

She raised her arms for a hug. I put my arms around her considerable girth and felt her boobs smoosh against me.

As Jessica stumbled back to the dance floor, Caroline returned with Amber.

The birthday girl had freshened up but she was clearly sloshed.

“We’re taking her home,” Caroline said, her arm supportively around Amber’s waist.

“I heard,” I said, eager to escape the noise and chaos.

Amber was clinging to Caroline like she was her big sister. “Thank you guys so much,” she muttered, slurring her words. “Omigod, so embarrassing. Leaving my own birthday early.”

“It’s not that early—it’s after one,” I said, checking my phone.

Amber gave me a drunken, whimsical look, clumsily brushing her fingers over my cheek. “So early, Ryan.”

Sofia grinned, her eyes glowing with amusement, and even Kate couldn’t help smirking.

Drunken Amber was back.

Caroline didn’t seem to notice the exchange, though. She was frowning into space, a hand on her stomach.

I put a hand on her back. “Hey, you okay? I thought you didn’t have anything to drink?”

She blinked and looked at me. “I didn’t. I’m just tired.”

We made our way through the crush of people towards the exit, Caroline and I flanking Amber to keep her steady.

The birthday girl seemed to be feeling better post-barf, and she was evidently enjoying being escorted through the crowd.

A big grin was plastered on her face, as she looked from side to side, waving goodnight to her friends as we passed.

Tanya came up carrying Amber’s cropped jacket. She hugged her, then helped her into the jacket. “Are you okay?”

“I’m going home with Ryan!” Amber blurted out. Then her eyes widened. “Wait— I mean, Ryan’s taking me home. No! Not like that.”

Tanya patted Amber’s shoulder, looking at Caroline. “Thanks for taking care of her, you guys.”

The music vibrated through the floorboards as we navigated towards the edge of the dance floor.

I felt something swish the air at the back of my head. Turning, I caught sight of Doug doing his ridiculous dance, lurching around with exaggerated movements, arms swinging wildly as he edged closer.

Sofia grabbed my arm, hiding behind me. “Ayyy, no! This man scares me!”

I stared at Doug with a warning glare, clenching my fist. My patience had just about run out.

Caroline quickly squeezed my hand. “Just ignore him. We’re almost out.”

But Doug just wouldn’t let it go. He cut a path around and moved towards us, his dancing growing more aggressive as he closed the distance.

He avoided eye contact while dancing aggressively closer, arms swinging near my face.

“Watch where you’re swinging your fucking hands!”

He pretended not to hear me, arms flinging even closer.

For an instant, his eyes met mine briefly, a dopey smirk on his face before turning away, putting his back to me.

As I started to squeeze past him, he turned suddenly, planting his hand on my shoulder.

“Whoah whoah, whoah, bro!” he yelled idiotically. “Let me through here, lemme through!”

His hand slapped my shoulder twice as he leaned closer, grinning stupidly. I could smell his alcohol breath.

It was almost too easy.

My fist connected with Doug’s pointy chin, and he instantly collapsed onto the floor. He lay there like a pretzel, staring at the ceiling in confusion.

A few shrieks pierced the air as women scrambled out of the way, making room for the douchebag’s gangly form.

Amber broke away and hurried over to Doug, swaying as she stared down at him, shocked. “OH MY GOD.” She unsteadily turned her gaze towards me, jabbing her finger at him. “He so deserved that!”

Doug groaned insensibly, squirming on the floor.

Caroline put her arm around Amber. “Ryan was protecting you, honey. Come on, let’s get you home.”

Amber flashed a girlish smile at me over her shoulder as Caroline led her away. “Protecting me! Thank you Ryan.”

The bouncer approached with a threatening look, but he saw that we were approaching the exit. “Sorry about that,” I said calmly. “We were just leaving.”

The bouncer gave me a subtle nod. “Alright. Take your friend home safely.”

A cold rain pattered on our shoulders as we helped Amber down the wooden stairs.

Sofia scurried through the rain towards her car. “See you guys at home!” she said, ducking into her car.

Caroline helped Amber into the back seat while Kate jumped into the front, beside me. I started up the car and turned on the wipers.

Kate shivered, switching on the heat.

The rain poured more heavily, beating against the roof as I pulled out.

“Hey, there’s our friend,” Kate said, looking out the window. Doug was being dragged out of the doors.

The bouncer gave Doug a shove, and he fell against the banister, then gave up and plopped onto the wet steps, staring at the ground with exaggerated self-pity.

“Serves him right,” Kate muttered as we drove away into the night.
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Chapter seven


The wipers swept steadily across the windshield as I drove through the sleeping town, occasionally glancing at the rearview to see the girls in the back.

Amber sat beside Caroline, leaning back on the headrest, shadows from the streetlights moving across her face.

She kept letting out long sighs. Finally, she muttered, “Twenty five years old. Can’t believe it. I’m… old.”

Caroline put a comforting arm around her. “No, you’re still young, honey. Plenty of baby-making years ahead of you.”

Amber’s eyes widened. “Babies…”

“You’re at peak fertility,” Kate added from the passenger seat, surprising me somewhat.

“Peak fertility,” Amber repeated dreamily, then her head lolled to the side and she gazed at the rain-streaked window. Her forehead crinkled.

“I have everything though... My job, my house…” She hiccupped. “But I’m not... I don’t feel…”

She trailed off, watching raindrops drizzle down the window.

We were passing through a stately neighborhood now, winding down the sloping road towards Riverside Way.

Amber stared out at the passing houses, her expression growing sad in the dim light.

“Nice family homes on this street,” Caroline said suggestively.

Amber nodded slowly. “My mom… She was like, ‘When you gonna get married? Gimmie some grandchildren?’ And I’m like…” She gestured lazily with her hand. “I don’t know, Mom.”

“Moms always know what’s bothering us,” Caroline said gently.

For a moment, the windshield wipers continued their steady rhythm as the houses passed by.

“Yeah,” Amber said in a small voice. “She kinda does.”

I drove onto our street. Through the rain, I could see the warm glow of Caroline’s porch light and the darker silhouette of Amber’s house across from it.

“Here we are,” I said, pulling into Amber’s driveway.

Amber blinked, as if coming out of a trance. “Already?” She peered out the window at her house like she’d never seen it before. “That’s my house. I live there.”

“Yes, you do,” Caroline said with amusement.

Kate got out while Amber fumbled in her purse. “Where are those friggin’ keys?”

She turned her purse over, dumping out lipstick, gum, her phone, pens, and receipts onto the empty seat.

Then she stared at the mess in confusion. “My keys aren’t here. Where’d I put them?”

Caroline laughed. “You’re just like Ryan.”

I snorted, stepping out of the car. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I never lose my keys.”

“No, never!” Caroline said, smiling at me through the window.

The rain was a light drizzle now. Across the street, Sofia got out of her car and hurried across Caroline’s lawn to the porch.

I handed the keys to Kate. “Here. Go wait inside with Sofia. We’ll be right over.”

Kate raised her eyebrows as she took the keys. “You sure you aren’t going to be donating sperm to Amber tonight?”

I waved my hand. “Oh, hell no. She’s shitfaced. We’re just gonna put her to bed.”

Kate let out a gurgle of amusement and crossed the street to join Sofia.

Meanwhile, Amber had emerged from my car. Caroline stood beside her.

“Oh, wait! I know where my keys are!” She reached into the pocket of her jacket, and pulled out the keys, proud of herself.

“I found them!”

“They were in your pocket!” I said, leading Amber up the walkway towards the door. “What an unlikely place.”

Amber guffawed, and somehow managed to drop the keys into her flower bed. She stumbled forward to get them and tumbled into the marigolds.

She rolled onto her butt, holding up her keys triumphantly, even as petals and dirt clung to her hair.

“I got them!” she announced, and then erupted into giddy laughter.

“Oh, Amber.” Caroline clicked her tongue as we helped her to her feet.

She stood unsteadily on her high heels, brushing her hair from her face, still giggling. “Omigod this is so embarrassing.”

As we walked her to her door, the alcohol and emotions of the night seemed to catch up with her. She sniffled a few times, hiding her face behind her hair.

By the time we reached the door and Amber shakily raised the key, she was crying.

“What’s the matter honey?” Caroline said, her hand on Amber’s arm.

Amber wiped her eyes. “I… I don’t know.”

Caroline and I exchanged a glance as Amber unlocked the door and pushed it open, before stumbling. I caught her, holding her firmly.

Her hand fell lightly on my chest, and she stared at my neck with hazy eyes, running her finger over my Adam’s apple. “I like you. You’re so nice.”

I cleared my throat. “Right. Well, let’s get you to bed. You’ve had a big night.”

Amber smiled. “Okay. Bedtime.”

With my arm supporting Amber’s supple waist, I led her into her house, Caroline lightly closing the door behind us.
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Chapter eight


Amber flicked on the light to reveal a home that was more modern than Caroline and Sofia’s.

It was clearly much newer, with a sleek minimalist design. The kind of home you’d see in a real estate magazine.

In fact, it felt like it was staged for viewing and wasn’t actually lived in. The living room flowed into an open kitchen, all gleaming countertops and stainless steel appliances.

Amber drowsily motioned to us, her eyes almost closed. “Come in, come in. Can I get you guys anything?” she said through a yawn.

“You’re going to bed, young lady,” I said, putting my hand on her back. “Come on, let’s get you some water first.”

“Thank you,” Amber said in a tender voice. “You guys are being so kind to me.”

Making our way through the living room, we passed a couch and chair set that looked like it had never been sat on.

The decor was very generic, but one thing that caught my eye was the collection of framed certificates and awards on the wall.

“Women in Real Estate Award,” “Top Sales 2024,” “Rising Star Award.”

There were also a couple trophies for marathon running.

“Wow,” Caroline said. “Look at all these awards.”

Amber followed our gaze and swayed slightly. “Oh, those. Yeah, I work too much.” She giggled, then hiccupped. “My boss says I’m like a shark—I never stop moving or I’ll die.”

“You have an admirable work ethic,” I said.

Amber laughed, waving her hand and nearly losing her balance. “Oops. Everything’s kinda spinny.”

I guided her to the expensive-looking couch. “Sit down before you fall down.”

Amber collapsed onto the cushions and immediately leaned back, draping her arm over her eyes. “Ugggh, why’d I drink so much? Stupid Amber. Haven’t been this drunk since university.”

Caroline tilted her head with a sympathetic, motherly look. “Well, you’re obviously dealing with some stuff. Turning twenty five is making you think about things.”

Amber raised her arm and looked at us, then covered her eyes again. “Yeah, it totally has.”

Caroline gave me a meaningful look and disappeared into the kitchen, returning with a glass of water. “Here, honey. You need to drink this.”

Amber lifted her arm again to peek at the glass, then carefully took it with both hands like it was a precious artifact. “Jessica’s gonna give me shit tomorrow.”

Caroline settled beside her. “Why? It’s your birthday. You’re allowed to get a little crazy.”

“It’s not that… It’s just, she tried to warn me. She was like ‘Don’t drink so much!’ But I just kept going.”

Amber gulped down a big drink of water, some of it dribbling down her chin.

I sat beside her as she wiped her chin and handed me the glass. “I guess twenty five is a pretty big milestone—”

Amber’s hand fell onto my leg suddenly as she looked at me wide-eyed. “Wait— Oh my God! You punched Doug!"

I grinned. “Yes. Yes, I did.”

Amber fell back onto the couch, laughing.

Caroline crossed her legs, sliding one arm on the back of the couch. “I don’t approve of violence, ever. But he had it coming."

“It felt really good,” I admitted.

“Oh, I bet,” Amber said, turning on her side to face me, curling her legs up on the cushion. She put her hand on the couch, almost touching my leg.

She was looking down at the cushion with a goofy smile. “Why don’t you have babies, Ryan?” she said softly.

I gave Caroline an amused look. “Um, I don’t know. Maybe someday.”

“You should do it! You’d have cute babies.” Her hand grabbed a bunch of my shirt and squeezed it in her fist.

Caroline purred, “Just imagine the babies you’d have if Ryan got you pregnant.”

I thought Amber might balk at that, but she didn’t even flinch. “Yeah, just imagine. They’d be beautiful little blonde babies, with blue eyes,” she said dreamily.

My heart missed a beat. “They’d be smart too,” I said huskily.

“Ryan would make a great dad,” Amber agreed. “He’s all protective and…” She waved her hand in the air. “Dadly.”

“Dadly?” Caroline repeated, amused.

“It’s a word, Caroline. I made it up.” Amber yawned enormously.

After a pause, Caroline leaned forward. “You’ve been thinking about babies a lot lately, huh?”

Amber’s eyes suddenly popped open. She sat up straight, wincing and putting a hand over her brow.

Then she squinted at me. “You told her, didn’t you? Told her I was gonna freeze my eggs?”

Caroline’s mouth fell open. The accusation hung awkwardly in the air.

I met Amber’s gaze steadily. “No, Amber. I promised I wouldn’t, and I kept my word.”

Amber gazed at me for a moment, then turned to Caroline, registering the surprise on Caroline’s face.

“Oh. How did she know I’ve been thinking about babies?” Amber looked confused, swaying slightly even while sitting.

“Because you brought it up,” Caroline said softly. “And you always talk about babies.”

Amber laughed, raising her hand to her mouth. “Yeah, you’re right. I do. I’m sorry, to both of you.”

She slumped back against the couch cushions. “Guess I’m paranoid when I drink.”

“No need to apologize,” I said.

Amber sulked. “Well, now you know my dirty little secret, Caroline.”

Caroline touched her shoulder. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone.”

Amber covered her face with both hands. “God, it sounds pathetic when I say it! Freezing my eggs like some old lady.”

“It’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” Caroline said thoughtfully. “I considered doing the same thing.”

“You did?” I asked, surprised.

Caroline nodded. “Yes, but I was too embarrassed to go through with it. Kept telling myself I had plenty of time, someday I’d meet the right guy.”

“What happened?” Amber said, turning towards Caroline.

“Time goes by really fast. Believe me, it’s scary. Before I knew it…” Caroline shrugged sadly. “I never froze my eggs, and now it's too late for me. I’ll never have babies.”

The last sentence caught in her throat, but she forced it out with a wince.

“Maybe you could?” Amber said weakly.

Caroline shook her head. “It’s too late for me, but—”

Amber reached over and took Caroline’s hand, missing on the first try. “I’m sorry. Didn’t mean to make you sad.”

Caroline laughed softly. “You didn’t, honey. But I’m telling you this for a reason. You’re right to be thinking about babies. Don’t be ashamed of it. And don’t just let the time slip past you.”

Amber nodded enthusiastically. “Right! My biological clock is ticking so hard. Sometimes I think my ovaries are gonna explode!”

Caroline patted her hand. “I can see that.”

Amber’s eyes closed and her head bobbed forward, then she put her hand on her forehead. “Owww, my head.”

Caroline stood. “I think you need some aspirin. Where’s your bathroom?”

“Down the hall,” Amber said, pointing in the wrong direction entirely.

As Caroline disappeared to find the medicine cabinet, Amber struggled to focus on me. “Ryan?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m glad you came tonight.” Her words were getting more slurred by the minute. “To my party and everything.”

“Me too.”

She tried to lean forward but miscalculated, nearly sliding off the couch. I moved quickly to steady her.

“Whoa there.”

“Thanks.” She giggled, throwing her arms around my neck. Her eyes were blurry, looking at my chin with a goofy expression.

Caroline returned with aspirin and fresh water. “How are we doing?”

“We’re going to bed, that’s what we’re doing,” I said. “Come on, up we go.” I stood, pulling Amber to her feet.

Getting her upstairs was an adventure.

“Stairs are hard,” she mumbled, gripping the railing and swaying with each step.

Her bedroom was as pristine as the rest of the house—white linens, minimal furniture, everything almost too clean.

Amber toppled out of my arms and onto her bed, smiling. “Oh my god, that feels so good,” she said, nestling her head against her pillow.

I found a blanket in her closet and threw it over her. She pulled it up to her chin and looked up at me and Caroline, barely keeping her eyes open.

“Thanks you guys. I feel like… Like you really care about me.”

“Water and aspirin right here,” I said, setting them on her nightstand.

“You’re both so nice,” Amber mumbled. “I don’t deserve it.”

“Hey, what about locking your door?” I asked, but Amber didn’t answer. I had to gently squeeze her shoulder to rouse her.

She spoke with her eyes closed. “Oh… There’s an extra key. Kitchen cupboard. With the… coffee mugs.”

“Sleep well, Amber,” Caroline said, turning out the light.

She was already breathing deeply, completely asleep.

Caroline and I found the key and slipped out quietly, locking the door behind us.

Outside, the air bit with a chill, but the rain had stopped. The streets glistened under the streetlamps as we crossed to Caroline’s driveway. Lights glowed softly through her windows.

“That was interesting,” Caroline said as we climbed her porch steps.

“That’s one word for it.”

“She’s got babies on the brain even worse than I thought.”

“Yeah. Complicated girl, though.”

“But what girl isn’t?” Caroline said. “She’s going through big changes. And…she’s totally falling for you.”
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Chapter nine


Sofia and Kate were lounging on the couch together, Sofia covered in a blanket with a glass of wine and Kate sipping herbal tea.

They looked up expectantly as we entered.

“That took a while,” Sofia said, setting down her wine. “Is she okay?”

“We tucked her in,” Caroline said, kicking off her heels and sinking into the armchair with a sigh.

“Did she throw up again?” Kate wanted to know.

“No, but she’ll probably have a brutal hangover tomorrow,” I said, settling onto the couch between the two women.

Sofia curled up against my side. “So, what happened?”

Caroline and I exchanged glances.

“She was pretty emotional,” I said. “Birthday blues, quarter-life crisis stuff.”

“And?” Kate prompted, crossing her legs.

“She thinks she’d have beautiful babies with Ryan,” Caroline said.

Sofia’s mouth dropped open. “Ayyy, my God! She said that?”

“She was very drunk,” I reminded them. “People say things when they’re drunk that they don’t mean.”

“Drunk words are sober thoughts,” Kate said matter-of-factly. “Everyone knows that.”

Caroline rubbed her temples, wincing. “It’s so bright in here.”

“Let me fix that.” I got up and turned out the lights.

As I returned to my spot on the couch, the women sat in darkness, outlined by dim yellow light from the street lamps that spilled through the shutters of the front windows.

Caroline relaxed, leaning her head on the back of her chair. “That’s better. Thanks hon. What was I saying? Oh, yeah… I guess the question is, what do we do about this?"

“What do you mean?” Sofia asked.

“How do we make it happen with Amber?”

“Hang on,” I said. “What does everybody else think about this? Are you guys all seriously on board with dating Amber?”

Kate was studying my face. “You really like her. I can tell.”

“More than I expected to,” I admitted. “I like her goofy side. She’s fun.”

Sofia poked me, snuggling closer. “And young. Breeding age.”

Kate snickered, curling her legs under her on the couch. “As far as livestock goes, she’s a prime heifer.” She scooted closer, and I felt her big bosom squishing into my arm.

“Seems a little bold to talk about ‘breeding’ her,” I said, making an air quote. “We don’t really know how serious her drunk talk is, even if she is thinking about it when sober.”

Caroline played with her hair, leaning her head back against the seat. “I mean, we know her ovaries are demanding sperm, and the horny little brat is fantasizing about having babies with you. What more do we need?”

Sofia and Kate’s hands caressed me as I shifted on the couch. I looked around at everyone. “So, I’ll take this as a ‘yes,’ then. We all feel good about exploring the possibility.”

Everyone confirmed their agreement. A cozy silence settled over the dark room.

The possibility of having Amber seemed more real now, and the implications hit me.

Four women. One man.

Was it even humanly possible to keep them all satisfied?

It was mildly alarming, but exciting at the same time.

Caroline rested a hand on her big thigh. “I’m thinking about this practically, too, you know. If we want children, Amber would be perfect.”

Kate’s hand caressed my chest. “I’d love to watch you impregnate that little brat.”

I looked at her, a smile growing. “So you’re calling her ‘brat’ now, too?”

Kate laughed. “Just go with it.”

I shook my head, grinning despite the hot flush rising up my neck. “You’re all gonna be the death of me… Four women!”

Sofia pulled the blanket up to her chin and snuggled against me. “Imagine it! All of us, in bed with you. Four women ready to pleasure you.”

Her hand slid higher on my thigh, and I swallowed hard, my jeans tighter than ever.

But Caroline leaned forward in her armchair, the cardigan slipping off one shoulder. Her eyes had that scheming look I’d come to know.

“Of course, we don’t exactly know how she feels about you having three other girlfriends,” she said. “That could be a sticking point.”

“Exactly,” I said. “Though, I have a feeling she’d at least consider it… maybe.”

Kate set her mug down, scooting closer until her thigh pressed against mine. “Maybe we can help you convince her.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Help? Like how?”

Sofia giggled, her blanket slipping as she curled tighter against me. “We already know she gets jealous when she sees you with us. Maybe we can make her crazy.”

“Maybe. Just don’t make her hate you.”

Sofia shook her head emphatically. “Of course not! We’ll be friendly to her. She’ll see how happy she could be…With you, with us.”

“Could work,” I said huskily. “She’ll probably be seeing us around quite a bit with the elections coming up.”

Caroline nodded, her voice low and sly. “She’ll probably be all business, but you flirt, get under her skin. She won’t resist long.

“And when she’s ready, you claim her. Make her ours. Imagine her, all soft and needy, begging for you to—” She cut off, biting her lip, but the image was already burning in my brain.

“Damn,” I muttered, shifting on the couch. The hum of the rain had picked up again, but the room felt ten degrees hotter. “You’re all in on this seduction plan, huh?”

Kate’s hand gripped my other thigh, her fingers digging in. “Watching you turn that brat into our little breeder? That’s my new favorite show.”

Sofia’s voice dropped to a whisper, her lips grazing my jaw. “And when she’s carrying your baby, Ryan… we’ll all be there, helping, loving her. A big, happy family.”

I groaned, head tipping back against the couch. “All this talk about babies and Amber—it’s getting pretty heavy.”

My heart was pounding, half from arousal, half from the weight of it. Not just four women, but family, kids.

A year ago, I’d have bolted. Now? It felt… right.

Caroline stood, her stockinged feet sliding on the floor to the couch. She perched on the armrest, leaning close. “It’s not just talk, hon. We’re ready for it. And Amber’s halfway there—she just needs a little encouragement.”

“Make her ours,” Sofia whispered, her tongue licking my ear. “Give her what she needs.”

Kate’s hand slid higher on my thigh. “You’d better start preparing for all the sex you’re going to be having.”

Sofia’s lips found my jaw, her blanket falling away as she pressed closer.

Caroline slid off the armrest and kneeled in front of me. “Oh, we’re gonna practice, alright.”
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Chapter ten


Kate’s fingers fumbled with my belt, her voice sultry in the dim living room. “Let’s see how you handle all three of us tonight.”

Heat surged through me as Sofia’s tongue grazed my jaw, her curves pressed tight, and Caroline’s hands rested on my knees, her eyes hungry from where she knelt.

“The bedroom,” I said, voice firm, grabbing Caroline’s hand and pulling her up.

Sofia giggled, tossing her blanket aside, her sweater hugging her curves as she jumped to her feet. “Yes, Carolina’s bed. We need lots of room.”

Kate trailed us obediently.

Upstairs, Caroline’s bedroom was cozy with extra flannel blankets as the October rain fell on the river outside.

Caroline pulled off her sweater and sat on the bed. I shed my clothes, pushing Caroline onto her back as Sofia crawled onto the bed in her panties.

Climbing over Caroline, I roughly pulled open the button of her jeans. She hastily undid the zipper and helped me pull them off her.

Then, slowly, like I was unwrapping a present, I pulled off her panties. She moaned as I slid my fingers over her wet slit, rocking against my hand.

Sofia slid beside me, her lips brushing my ear. “Make room for me, baby.”

Before I knew what she was doing, she was under me, tugging my underwear down, her warm mouth closing around me.

I groaned, the heat of her tongue setting me on fire, her hands gripping my thighs as she worked me slow and deep.

Meanwhile, Kate stood by the bed, biting her lip.

I looked at her. “Undress. Now.”

My voice was low, commanding, and her eyes lit up, happy to receive a command. She stripped her sweater and jeans, lying beside Caroline, her bra and panties dark against her skin.

“Good girl,” I murmured, and Kate’s cheeks flushed, her thighs pressing together.

Sofia’s mouth didn’t stop, her moans vibrating against me, and Caroline’s gasps grew louder as I steadily drew small circles over her clit, her nails digging into my arm.

“Ryan, don’t stop,” Caroline whimpered, trembling.

“Not stopping,” I growled, but Sofia pulled back. “Is Kate’s turn today, technically,” she said, crawling up to kiss Caroline, their tongues tangling inches from me.

“That’s true,” I said, keeping up my work on Caroline. By now, I knew her well enough to see that she’d almost reached orgasm.

All I had to do was keep it up with the same pace and pressure.

A moment later, she pressed her head back on the pillow, mouth wide, let out an inelegant moan, and then relaxed.

I grabbed Kate, guiding her under me, her legs parting as she looked up, all soft and yielding. “You ready?”

She nodded, voice breathy. “Please, Ryan.”

I reached for the bedside table, fumbling for a condom.

But as soon as I grabbed one, Kate plucked it from my fingers and tossed it on the floor. “Put it inside me raw. I want to feel you.”

I moved over her, my cock growing even stiffer as I lined up with her entrance.

Sofia leaned close, her eyes dancing. “Just like what you’re gonna do with Amber.”

I looked into Kate’s eyes.“You sure?”

She pulled me closer. “Yes. You can pull out.”

I groaned, positioning myself, and slid into her bare, her heat gripping me tight.

Kate moaned, her legs wrapping around me, her nails raking my back as I thrust slow, deep. “Oh, it’s so good to feel your skin… To have you inside me like this.”

“Just imagine Ryan’s sperm filling up your womb,” Caroline said, reclining on the pillow with a smug smirk.

Kate’s eyes widened. “Oh, god, don’t… Don’t say that!”

I started pulling out. “I’ll put on a—”

“No!” Kate’s powerful legs wrapped around me, pushing me back in. “Not yet. Keep fucking me.”

I continued pumping in and out, the pleasure building.

“You want it, don’t you?” Sofia said, leaning down, her face beside Kate’s. “You want him to make you pregnant.”

Kate’s eyes widened. “Yes!” she gasped, hips meeting mine. “Breed me. Like what you’ll do to that little bitch across the street.”

My pace quickened.

Caroline and Sofia watched, their hands roaming each other, Sofia’s fingers slick as she touched herself.

Kate’s moans grew desperate, her body tensing. “Ryan, please— come inside me!” she begged, and I felt her clench as her body trembled, her release pulling me close.

But I pulled out, spilling across her pussy, the sight of it glistening on her skin making me dizzy.

Sofia leaned in, her fingers trailing through it, rubbing it into Kate’s skin with a wicked smile.

Seeing Sofia’s fingers rubbing my jizz onto Kate’s pussy made me keep coming, another load shooting across Kate’s belly.

Caroline reached over Sofia and started spreading it up to her breasts. Kate shivered, her eyes locked on mine.

“You’re lucky I pulled out or you’d be pregnant,” I murmured.

Kate pouted, almost like she regretted that it didn’t happen.

Sofia’s voice cut through, husky and urgent. “My turn, Ryan.”

She was already on her hands and knees, her big ass in the air swaying as she glanced back, eyes dark. “Come on, papi. Fuck me.”

I was hard again in seconds. I grabbed her hips, sliding into her, her moan loud and raw.

Her warmth pulled me in, and I thrust into her deep. She pushed back, meeting every move, her hands gripping the sheets.

“Harder,” she panted, and I obliged, my hands squeezing her curves, the slap of skin filling the room. Caroline rolled onto her stomach, stroking the back of Sofia’s head and giving her kisses.

Sofia came hard, her cry sharp, and I followed, spilling into her, the release intense but quick, her ass still swaying as she collapsed.

As soon as I pulled out, gasping, Caroline was on me.

“Don’t you dare go soft, young man,” she said, going down on me, her lips deftly working up and down until I was rock-hard again.

Her legs wrapped around me. “Show me, Ryan. Show me what Amber’s gonna get. I know your balls aren’t empty yet.”

I fucked her, lasting longer this time, and making Caroline’s body shake with multiple rounds of orgasms before my mind shattered with release.
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Chapter eleven


Iwoke up next morning groping at the bedside table for my phone, not wanting to open my eyes.

It hit the wooden floor with a thud.

Somebody stirred beside, letting out a moan that I recognized to be Sofia’s.

Rubbing my eye, I stretched over the side of Caroline’s huge bed and retrieved my phone.

“What time is it?” Sofia asked sleepily.

“Ten thirty. I guess we’re lazybones. Everyone else is up.”

Kate, I knew, would be long gone by now. Caroline must be down in the kitchen, judging from the scent of coffee and bacon drifting up from downstairs.

Gray light filtered through the bedroom windows, and I could still hear the gentle patter of rain that had continued through the night.

“I don’t care,” Sofia said, curling against my side, her dark hair tumultuous. “I wanna stay in bed all day.”

I enjoyed a few more lazy moments with Sofia, then slipped away from her embrace with a kiss.

Heading to my room, I threw on some gym pants and a T-shirt. Despite the rain, I felt like going for a run.

Downstairs, I found Caroline at the stove, a warm housecoat tied around her waist, turning strips of bacon in a pan.

She was wearing thick, furry slippers.

“Morning,” I said, wrapping my arms around her waist from behind, feeling her big round backside against me.

“You’re so huggable,” I said into her hair.

She patted my hand. “You missed Kate. She didn’t even stay for breakfast.”

“Not surprised. Probably said she had stuff to do.”

“Yup.”

I clicked my tongue. “On a Sunday.”

“She’s going to be busy with the adventure park this week, so she wants to work on planning for the council campaign.”

“Well, that’s understandable.” I kissed her neck, breathing in her familiar scent. “How are you feeling?”

She leaned back against me, sighing. “Better.” She turned in my arms, smiling. “Much better. Last night was exactly what I needed.”

“Good.” I studied her face, noting the slight color in her cheeks.

“Ready for breakfast?” she said, turning back to the stove and scooping the bacon onto a paper towel.

“Think I’ll go for a quick run first.”

“In the rain?”

I reached around her and grabbed a crispy piece of bacon, taking a bite.

“Hey!” She gave me an elbow.

I chuckled, shoving the rest of the bacon into my mouth. “It’s only drizzling out there. I won’t be long. Just want to get my heart pumping.”

The fresh smell of wet grass greeted me as I stepped onto the porch. As I pulled the door closed, I saw a letter sticking out of the mailbox.

Taking the envelope, slightly damp from the morning air, I turned it over. In neat girly handwriting, it simply said: “Ryan and Caroline”

“This is from Amber,” I murmured.

I returned to the kitchen.

“That was a fast run,” Caroline said, glancing up from her coffee.

I held up the envelope. “We’ve got a letter. From Amber, I think.”

Caroline wiggled her eyebrows. “Oooh, fun! Read it.”

I opened the envelope. Inside was a single sheet of paper, the same neat handwriting filling about half the page.

Sofia drifted into the kitchen wearing one of my shirts, her hair tousled. “What’s that?” she said through a yawn, leaning on my shoulder.

“A letter from Amber.”

She glanced between me and Caroline. “A love letter? What does it say?”

Returning my attention to the letter, I read aloud: “Dear Ryan, Caroline, Sofia, and Kate—I wanted to thank you all for taking such good care of me last night.

“I know I was a mess, and you didn’t have to help me, but you did anyway. It meant more to me than you know.”

I paused, glancing at Caroline before continuing. “Ryan and Caroline, it was so sweet of you to make sure I got to bed.

“I’ve been thinking about our conversation, about babies and families and everything. It was a good talk. Anyway, maybe we can talk more soon? Thank you for being such good friends. —Amber”

I felt a warmth spreading over me as I finished reading.

Sofia put her hands over mouth. “Oh my god! She’s really thinking about having babies with us.”

“She does remember everything after all, apparently,” Caroline said. “Sounds like she even wants to resume that conversation.”

“Drunk words, sober thoughts,” I said. “I guess Kate was right about that.”

Sofia bounced on her toes. “We should invite her over! For dinner tonight!”

“Or lunch,” Caroline suggested. “Something casual. Low pressure.”

I looked between them, seeing the excitement in their faces. Last night felt like a breakthrough, and this note seemed to confirm it.

For the first time since I’d met Amber, it felt like she might actually be open to what we were offering.

“I’ll go ask her now,” I said.

Caroline beamed, raising her face up to kiss me. “Perfect. Just be casual about it. No pressure.”

Sofia slapped me on the butt.

I stepped out into the cool morning air. The rain had softened to a light mist, and the street was quiet.

Amber’s house stood across the street, looking as pristine as always. Her car wasn’t in the driveway, but that didn’t necessarily mean anything—it hadn’t been there last night either. She often parked in the garage.

I walked up her front path and knocked on the door.

No answer.

I tried again, louder this time. Still nothing.

Peering through the front window, I could see into her front hall. All was still.

I made one last attempt, ringing the bell this time.

As the electronic ring died away, I listened. No sounds came from inside. She either fell asleep again, or she was out.

Walking down Amber’s driveway, a cold drop of rain hit my head, and I looked up to see that the morning’s pale light was being devoured by darker clouds rolling in.

Fat raindrops were starting to darken the pavement of the driveway. I glanced over my shoulder at Amber’s silent house as I crossed the street.

Walking up Caroline’s porch steps, I had a nagging feeling that I needed to talk to Amber now— before others got to her first.

But I dismissed it. That was silly.

I was probably just excited about getting to know her better, dating her, seducing her.

It would all happen in due time. I just needed patience.

The rain was falling steadily again, and I stepped inside and shut the door, shivering. So much for going running.
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Chapter twelve


Several days had passed since Amber’s note, and I still hadn’t managed to catch her at home.

Her house had apparently been deserted for the remainder of the weekend, leading us to assume she’d likely gone to her brother’s place to spend time with her godson.

With the start of the new week, I got the impression Amber had charged back into her work with more focus than ever.

Caroline saw her car pulling out very early on Monday morning. When I knocked that evening, around dinner time, her house had been dark and silent.

Caroline suggested messaging her business number — it was advertised on her real estate signs. But I was starting to feel like we were pursuing her too much.

“Let’s hold off a bit,” I’d said. “I don’t want to force this. She could be avoiding us on purpose. Maybe she’s embarrassed or something.”

Caroline agreed. “These are big changes for her. She might just need time to process everything.”

I finally ran into Amber on a very windy Wednesday afternoon.

Caroline had messaged me with a small shopping list for something she wanted to cook, so I headed for the grocery store.

I actually kind of enjoyed doing everyday things like grocery shopping, now that I had free time.

It was part of getting to know the town and its people, and also just enjoying the unhurried pace of life here.

Being able to take my time to wander the aisles and observe everything was still a novelty to me.

I walked through the automatic doors of the supermarket, a few crispy brown leaves following me in.

Taking the shopping list from my pocket, I grabbed a basket from the stack near the entrance.

The store was busy for a Wednesday afternoon, and it put me in a cheerful mood. I was really starting to feel like I was part of this community.

Whistling a tune, I made my way through the produce section, grabbing some oranges and bananas.

Then I headed for the milk and butter.

I was reaching for a carton when a movement drew my attention. A familiar blonde ponytail was moving near the yogurt.

She stood studying the label of a yogurt, wearing her usual professional attire—fitted jacket over a crisp white blouse and dark stretchy slacks.

One hand rubbed her neck as she put the yogurt back on the shelf, picking up another.

I grabbed the milk and made my way over, feeling strangely nervous.

“Hey, Amber,” I said, approaching with a casual smile.

She turned her pretty brown eyes towards me. They widened, as if I’d caught her off guard. For a second, she seemed happy to see me— I thought she might even hug me.

But her joy was rapidly choked off.

She straightened up. Her face went cold. Her eyes changed. She stepped back, looking at me as if we were barely acquainted.

“Oh. Hello, Ryan,” she said, placing a yogurt in her basket.

The change was so abrupt it left me momentarily speechless.

“Uh, how are you feeling?” I asked, trying to bridge the sudden gap. “Fully recovered from the party, I see?”

She tossed her ponytail and adjusted her purse strap with sharp movements. “Oh, yeah, totally. Thank you, by the way. I hope I wasn’t too much trouble.”

“No trouble at all.” I studied her face, searching for any trace of the openness I’d seen in her note. “We got your letter. That was nice.”

She smiled without any warmth. “Yes, well. I just wanted to say thanks for driving me home.”

Her tone was so formal. She was deliberately trying to create distance.

“Is everything okay?” I asked. “Because in your note you said you wanted to talk more about—”

“I think there might have been a misunderstanding,” she said quickly, her cheeks flushing. “I was pretty drunk, as you know. I’m sure I said things I didn’t mean.”

We both knew she delivered her letter the next day, when she was sober.

But there was no point in arguing. Her meaning was clear, and it hit me like a bucket of ice water.

Besides, I knew enough not to try to convince her to change her mind. That kind of behavior would only make her run away even faster.

If she was backing away, the best thing to do now was to mirror that.

“Okay, whatever suits you,” I said in a carefree tone. “Well, I’ll see ya around.”

Amber looked me in the eye with something like surprise or disappointment. But she quickly overcame it.

She nodded briskly, already turning away. “Have a good day, Ryan.”

She walked away without looking back, her heels clicking on the linoleum floor.

Chewing my cheek, I briskly walked into the empty cereal aisle where I could think in private.

“What the hell was that?” I hissed at Cap’n Crisp, as if it was his fault. He just grinned at me from the cereal box. I felt like ripping the stupid whiskers off his cartoon face.

A few days ago she’d written us a love letter. Now she was treating me like we’d barely spoken before.

I let out a sigh, putting things in perspective.

Whatever.

She must have had stuff going on. After all, I couldn’t just expect her to jump into such an unconventional relationship.

I looked at the shopping list, crumpled and smudged by my sweaty hand.

Eggs. Let’s get some eggs.

I actually didn’t care that much, I reflected as I slowly continued down the aisle. I already had three beautiful women. It’s not like I needed another one.

Amber was too much of a brat, anyway. Too young. A workaholic — with a drinking problem, apparently.

“Probably more trouble than anything,” I muttered — then snatched a box of Frosted Crunch, a boyhood favorite, and tossed it in the basket.

Dismissing a thought about the babies Amber and I were supposed to have, I made my way to the eggs.

I noticed Amber at the checkout but acted like I didn’t see her.

***

The grocery bags sat on Caroline’s kitchen counter as I recounted what happened with Amber.

“So she basically pretended nothing happened,” Caroline observed, unwrapping the butter.

“Pretty much.” I leaned against the counter, arms crossed. “She basically implied that she didn’t mean what she said because she was drunk. Total one-eighty from the letter.”

Caroline knifed butter into a dish. Her face was thoughtful, but I could see she was disappointed.

And perplexed. “That’s... weird,” she said finally.

“Right?” I shrugged, shaking my head. “Anyway, whatever. Her choice.”

Caroline studied my face with that knowing look she got when she could see through my bullshit. “No, not whatever. You like her. You wanted her to have your babies.”

I chuckled. “Well, I like her, sure. The baby question remained to be seen. But obviously it depends on what Amber wants, too. And if she’s not interested, she’s not interested.”

“Do you believe that? That she’s not interested?” Caroline’s eyes were skeptical.

“You clearly don’t,” I said.

Caroline tapped her fingernails on the counter, thinking. “I mean… It’s like she flipped a switch. There has to be a reason.”

“What’s the reason?” I said. “I guess that’s the question. Maybe she just sobered up and realized what she was getting into.”

Caroline looked at me. “Unconventional relationship, older partners, small town gossip? Could be.”

“Either way,” I said, “I’m not going to chase her. I don’t think there’s any point. If she’s not interested, that’s her call.”

“Smart,” Caroline agreed. “But I don’t think this is over.”

I nodded. “Well, with the elections getting fired up, we’re definitely going to be seeing a lot of her, whether she wants to or not. Got a message from Kate earlier.”

I pulled out my phone. “Mrs. Donovan officially threw her hat in for mayor. And there’s a town hall meet-and-greet Monday night. Both sides will be there.”

Caroline’s eyes flashed. She smirked. “That’s right, and Amber will be there. We’re all going to see her. Can’t wait to see how she reacts.”

OceanofPDF.com


Chapter thirteen


Monday evening brought the first official event of the campaign, and the Riverdale Community Center was packed.

The corruption scandal had made national news, and people were fired up.

Caroline straightened my collar as we walked through the parking lot. “Remember, we’re here to support Mrs. Donovan. Try not to get distracted.”

“I won’t get distracted,” I snorted, though my eyes were already scanning the crowd.

Kate caught up with us at the entrance. “Good turnout. Where’s Sofia?”

“Restaurant’s swamped. She’s staying to help close.”

The main hall had been divided into two camps. Mrs. Donovan’s supporters on one side, the polished opposition on the other.

And there, in a navy dress that hugged her svelte body, was Amber.

The start of the event was delayed, and it became clear things were in disarray.

The guys operating the equipment kept tapping the microphones. Then, suddenly, the system blew out with a screech of feedback.

To make things worse, one of the coffee catering boxes was knocked off a table and exploded on the floor near the front row.

The crowd grew restless as ever more people kept streaming in. They stood in the back with nowhere to sit.

The volunteer coordinator was frazzled. “We don’t have enough chairs, and the equipment isn’t working,” she said, running her hands through her hair.

An old gray beard walked up with the air of having seen it all before. “There’s some sound equipment in storage,” he said, pulling a set of keys from his pocket. I gathered he was a community center staff member.

“Got some extra chairs, too,” he added.

“We’ll help bring them in,” I offered.

Kate and Caroline walked behind me as we followed the old man down a hall.

“Microphone’s in here,” he said, keys jangling as he unlocked a door marked STORAGE.

He shoved the door open to reveal a tiny closet crammed with stuff.

“Up there with the other electrical stuff,” he grunted, pointing to a high shelf where cords hung out of a box. “It’s pretty heavy.”

“I’ll grab it,” I said.

He gave me a sharp look. “Just be aware. Lock’s busted on this door. Make sure you keep it open.”

He grabbed a rickety folding chair and propped open the door.

“Alright, will do,” I said, squeezing into the cramped storage closet and stepping around a mop bucket.

With a grunt, he continued down the hall towards the extra chairs. Kate and Caroline followed, leaving me alone to contend with the box.

I looked up at it on the high shelf. It was big, apparently overflowing with equipment.

I could reach it alright, it was just going to be a bit awkward with all the cleaning supplies on the floor in front of me and the cramped shelves overflowing behind me.

Stretching my arms up, I reached for the box, getting my fingers underneath it, and began inching it towards me.

Suddenly, hurried footsteps approached, and I could hear somebody muttering under her breath.

Amber tripped over the mop bucket with a shriek and tumbled into the closet.

“Whoa!” I caught her as she crashed into me, her hands landing flat against my chest, her body pressed against mine.

I tried to back up to give her some room, but I backed into a stack of heavy boxes.

But Amber stared up at me with doe eyes, her face inches from mine, both of us breathing hard from the sudden contact.

“Sorry,” she breathed absently.

“No problem,” I said, my hands still on her waist, steadying her in the cramped space.

She seemed to remember herself and pulled back slightly, but there was nowhere to go.

For a moment, we just stood there, her chest rising and falling, both of us acutely aware of how close we were.

I could smell her perfume, see the flutter of her pulse at her throat.

Then she stepped to the side.

“Be careful—” I began, but Amber knocked over several big containers of cleaning detergent.

She ran her hands through her hair, flustered. “Uggh! This is turning into a shit show. I need to find an extension cord. The sound guys need one.”

Her eyes scanned the shelves, but she was blushing with the awareness of being so close.

“That’ll be in this box,” I said, turning towards the shelf.

“Okay, good.”

I sensed her shuffling awkwardly. “Oh, by the way, make sure you—”

Too late. She bumped the chair that was precariously propping the doorway. It clattered to the floor and the door slammed shut, plunging us into pitch blackness.

Amber let out a girlish scream, and I felt her hands grabbing my shirt, clinging to me.

“It’s okay,” I assured her, but she kept grabbing me, almost panicking. “Are you afraid of the dark?”

Her voice came in a whisper. “Um, maybe a little? Especially dark creepy closets. Can we get out of here?”

“Actually, no.”

“No? Ryan, stop! Please don’t be mean,” she pleaded, and I felt her head on my chest.

“I’m not,” I grunted, raising one hand into the air in search of the chain I thought I’d seen. “It’s just, the lock’s broken. That’s why the door was propped open.”

“Oh my God, are you serious?” I felt my shirt get tighter as she pulled it even harder, her body even closer to mine.

“Don’t worry,” I assured her huskily. “The maintenance guy will be back.”

“I can’t see a friggin’ thing,” she whimpered. “This is like a horror movie, and they always kill off the blonde girl.”

“Only if she panics and starts screaming,” I said, my hand still groping above my head for the chain. Finally, I got hold of it.

I pulled the chain, and a bare bulb flickered to life, casting harsh shadows in the tiny space.

Amber didn’t let go. She stayed pressed against me, her face tilted up toward mine, her breathing shallow. We stared at each other for several heartbeats, the awareness crackling between us.

“They’ll come soon,” I said softly.

“I know,” she whispered, and let out a sigh, nuzzling her cheek against me. “I don’t want them to. I just want to stay here and hug you.”

She kept hugging me, so I kept hugging her, my hands stroking her back, her hair.

“Amber.” My voice came out low. “What happened?”

She was silent for a moment, but I felt her stiffen. “What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean. You gave us that note, and then… At the grocery store you’d suddenly changed.”

She held on a second longer, but it felt like the spell had broken, like she was reluctantly waking up from a beautiful dream.

Finally she backed away, wiping her eyes.

Was she crying?

“I can’t,” she whispered, shaking her head and turning towards the door.

“Can’t what?”

“Just… Forget it, okay? It… I can’t.” Her voice broke slightly. She tried turning the door knob but it didn’t move.

“It’s locked,” I murmured.

“I know,” she said, hugging herself.

I put a hand on her shoulder. “Amber, if you need space, that’s fine… If you need time…”

Voices and footsteps came, and we heard the jangle of keys.

The door knob rattled, and Amber backed away as the door suddenly opened, cool air blowing over us. Amber bumped against me again, her fragrant hair close to my face.

“Got stuck? What’d I tell ya?” the maintenance guy said.

Kate and Caroline looked in, both of them holding folding chairs.

Caroline’s eyes widened as she saw us. “Oh! Amber. Um, hi.” A suggestive smile came onto her face.

Amber pushed past them all without a word, forgetting the extension cords as her heels clicked down the hallway.

I stood in the doorway, watching her disappear down the hall, my heart still racing.

“What happened?” Kate asked under her breath.

I shook my head, turning back to the box. “I’ll tell you later.”
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Chapter fourteen


Acouple of days later, I was slurping a coffee at River Roasters, laptop open, the closet incident still in the back of my mind.

As I sat hunched over my laptop, trying to focus on emails, someone appeared at my table, brushing her hand on my arm.

“Hi Ryan.”

It was Jessica. She spread her fingers apologetically. “Sorry—I saw you in the window. Can I talk to you?”

I knew immediately this had to be about Amber. “Sure. Have a seat.”

“Okay, I’m gonna grab a coffee.”

She returned a minute later with a latte and settled into the chair across from me, giving me a look that was half-amused, half-exasperated.

“So? What’s up?” I asked.

She let out a dramatic sigh, stirring her drink. “Okay, so. You-know-who has been acting like a crazy person lately.”

I closed my laptop. “Like, crazy how?”

“Well, let’s see. Last weekend, after her party? She was practically floating, she was so happy.” She leaned over her coffee with a confidential air. “She was into you.”

Then she let out a monosyllabic laugh and tossed a strand of hair over her shoulder. “Yup, she totally was — even though she knew what she’d be getting herself into. But she was at the point where she didn’t even care.”

“And what happened?”

Jessica leaned back, swirling her latte in its cup. “Monday happened.” She took a leisurely sip, clearly enjoying holding me in suspense.

I scratched my leg, trying to be patient. “People talked?”

Jessica gave me an appraising gaze, keeping her eye on me as she took a swig of latte. Then she set the cup down and extended an index finger towards me, her long claw touching the table.

“I want to know something first,” she said, her eyes serious behind the mask of excessive eye liner. “What are you looking for with Amber? I mean, what you do with other women is your business, but Amber’s my friend…”

“Listen, Jessica,” I said. “I’m in a serious relationship with Caroline, Sofia, and Kate.”

She rolled her eyes at that, crossing her arms. And yet, there was an indulgent twinkle in her eye, and a flush in her cheeks that showed through the makeup.

“It’s true,” I continued. “And they wouldn’t let me fool around with another girl even if I wanted to—which I don’t.”

She smiled and flicked her hair, apparently satisfied. “Okay, I believe you. To tell the truth. I think you’re a good guy, even if you have a harem.

“I mean, that’s every guy’s dream, right? I think your biggest critics are guys who are actually just jealous.”

I nodded, starting to see where this was going. “So, people convinced Amber I’m a bad guy?”

She shook her head emphatically. “No! She doesn’t think you’re a bad guy. But her family is really important to her—and her job.

“She went to her brother’s place that weekend, after her party. The gossip had already gotten around.

“Probably one of Amber’s cousins ran her mouth. Amber’s mom called. ‘What are you doing? You went home with that playboy? He’s just using you! Blah blah blah.’”

I smirked. “Playboy?”

Jessica rolled her eyes again, but this time on my behalf. “Amber’s mom is great, but she’s pretty conventional. Being in… that kind of relationship is not what she imagined for her daughter.”

“Well, it is pretty unusual,” I admitted.

Jessica nodded. “And the rumor mill completely twisted what happened. They made it seem like she stumbled into your filthy grip—” She clawed the air with her nails to demonstrate.

“And you were all too happy to take her home while she was drunk and senseless,” she continued.

“Her mom blew up. Started lecturing about reputation, about throwing away her career for some ‘perverted situation.’” Jessica made air quotes.

I felt my face tighten with anger. “It wasn’t like that at all.”

“I know! But that’s how they portrayed it. And, of course, Doug made sure everybody at the office heard that version.” She curled her lip distastefully.

“The idiot at her party.”

Jessica slapped the table. “The guy you punched!” She broke into giggles, covering her mouth. “Omigod, Ryan! Why did you do that?”

“He was getting aggressive,” I said, trying not to look too satisfied. “It was just a tap, really. The alcohol he drank did most of the work for me.”

“Well, he’s getting back at you by gossiping. Making bitter jokes around the office about how Amber went home with you and joined your ‘collection.’”

“Shit.”

“Right? She was mortified. And then it got even worse. Her boss decided to share his thoughts too.”

“Her boss?”

“Yeah, he’s a really old-fashioned guy. Called her in for a chat about ‘maintaining professional standards.’ Basically told her that her personal life was becoming a distraction.”

“Oh, no,” I muttered, dragging a hand over my face.

Jessica nodded grimly. “Yeah. And then there was that little incident with you in the closet.”

I looked up. “You heard about that?”

She nodded, wide-eyed. “Oh yeah. She told me how you were locked in there together in each other’s arms.”

She made a dreamy face and sighed, as if she was talking about a scenario in some Rom-com movie. Then she suddenly reached across the table and swatted my arm. “Ryan!” She admonished me.

I looked at her in confusion. “What?”

“How could you not kiss her? That was perfect!”

“The maintenance guy came back and—” I protested.

“Well, I don’t see you getting another chance like that again,” Jessica said, sitting back and gesturing with her coffee cup. “Because now she’s really made up her mind. She’s completely shut herself off.”

The finality in Jessica’s voice worried me. “What do you mean?”

“I mean she’s done. When Amber makes up her mind like that, she doesn’t go back on it. She’s convinced herself that being with you is impossible.”

“Why does she care so much about what people think?” I asked, frustrated.

Jessica’s eyes were sympathetic. “It’s not you. It’s her family. Her career. These things mean a lot to her. She’s worked really hard to get where she is. She doesn’t want to lose it.”

I stared at my coffee for a moment. “So you really think that’s it?”

“I’m sorry,” Jessica said softly. “I really am. I think you could have made her happy.”
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Chapter fifteen


Idragged the broom across the tile floor at Como en Casa, sweeping the debris of the lunch rush.

The afternoon lull was my favorite time to visit. I could be a fly on the wall without feeling like I was in the way.

I enjoyed coming in to help out once in a while. It let me observe how Sofia ran her business and build its success—which I found fascinating.

Besides, there was something comforting about being in the restaurant when it wasn’t too busy.

After my talk with Jessica that morning, I found myself wandering over there almost without thinking.

I worked the broom around the scattered tables where a few customers lingered over late lunches.

Two waitresses chatted quietly in Spanish near the register, folding napkins and restocking silverware.

From the kitchen came a great clatter of pans, along with the sound of cupboards banging shut.

The big-bosomed, grandmotherly hispanic lady was busy. Through the pass-through window, I saw her lift a chunk of dough and slam it onto the counter like she was wrestling an alligator.

“Abuela’s making bread,” Sofia said, appearing beside me with a damp cloth to wipe down the table I’d just swept around.

“Sure smells good.” I leaned the broom against the wall.

Sofia studied my face as she worked. “You look tired, my love. Is everything okay?”

“I had an interesting conversation with Amber’s friend Jessica this morning.”

Sofia’s expression became more serious. “She explain you what happened?”

“Yeah. Why Amber changed her mind so suddenly."

Sofia paused in her wiping, giving me her full attention. “Tell me.”

As I recounted Jessica’s explanation—the family pressure, the boss’s lecture, Doug’s rumors—Sofia’s face cycled through sympathy, anger, and understanding.

She shook her head with a look of motherly concern. “Poor little thing. All that pressure.”

One of the waitresses approached with a question about tomorrow’s specials, and Sofia switched to rapid Spanish, gesturing toward the kitchen where Abuela was still working.

Then she turned back to me. “So Jessica thinks she won’t change her mind?”

“Pretty much. She said when Amber makes up her mind about something, she doesn’t change it.”

Sofia picked up her cloth again, considering this as she moved to the next table.

“You should have kissed her,” she said, wiping the table. “You don’t get to a woman’s heart with words.”

I clawed my forehead, groaning. “That’s what Jessica said. But the—”

“I know. The man came back and opened the door. Anyways, it doesn’t matter. She needs to feel you close. Your arms around her. Like she did when you were together in the closet.”

“Yeah, but like Jessica said, an opportunity like that probably won’t come again. Amber’s made up her mind to avoid me.”

Sofia moved to another table, her cloth working in slow, thoughtful circles. “Are you disappointed? Now you won’t have babies with Amber.”

“I mean... yeah. I was getting kind of excited at the idea...”

“We all were. Caroline and Kate and me, we were all excited about the idea. Little blonde babies with blue eyes.” Sofia’s voice grew wistful.

“But it looks like that might not be happening,” I said. “Unless Amber comes around.”

Sofia set down her cloth and looked at me directly. “And maybe she will in time. But you don’t have to wait.

“If you really want children, find somebody else. Then, when Amber sees how happy we are, maybe she change her mind.”

My eyebrows shot to the top of my head. “Five? You’re saying I should have five women?”

Sofia shrugged, smiling humorously. “Ayyy, why not?”

I laughed. “I think number four will be the last, but hey, you never know.”

From the kitchen came the sound of Abuela kneading dough, rhythmic and steady.

Sofia started wiping another table. “Anyway, is not too late for Amber. She likes you.”

“Yeah, but she’s buried her feelings.”

“But is not buried deep. You just need to spend time with her. She needs to feel you close. And then her true feelings will take over.”

“I get that, but what am I going to do, stalk her?”

“You don’t need to,” Sofia said, waving the cloth expressively. “When is the election?”

“I think they’re planning it for some time after Thanksgiving, probably December.”

Sofia smiled craftily. “See? She’s gonna see you many more times before then. Is unavoidable. Maybe you’ll get stuck in another closet.”

She giggled and walked away towards a table at the window.

Her words stayed with me as I helped her finish cleaning up. Maybe she was right. For at least several weeks to come, I’d have another chance or two to get through to Amber at the campaign events.

It might be difficult, given that we were in enemy camps.

But still. If her feelings were still buried under all the pressure she was feeling, I might still have a shot.
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Chapter sixteen


The days passed, and the trees in Caroline’s yard changed to yellow, brown, and orange.

November arrived with a chill that made Caroline pull out her thick sweaters and scarves.

But we both loved it. Caroline got an excuse to use her fireplace, and it gave me reasons to putter around the yard.

I hadn’t seen much of Amber. There had been one more campaign event so far—a voter registration drive at the library—where I’d spotted her across the room.

But she’d made a point of staying on the opposite side of the building, and there was a tortured expression on her face when I looked at her. She was still mortified by the rumors, clearly.

Before the event was over, we’d exchanged polite nods but nothing more.

Amber stayed in the back of my mind — attached to the idea of having a progeny or two — but my attention mainly focused on enjoying the changing season with Caroline, Sofia, and Kate.

One afternoon, I was in the yard, raking leaves and thinking of nothing in particular, just enjoying the crisp air and the feel of the leather gloves over my hands.

I heard the porch door slide open. Caroline’s voice called out, strangely high. “Um, Ryan?”

She stood in the doorway wearing her silk pajamas, her face pale as paper. She’d taken the day off work, since she hadn’t been feeling well.

We’d had a bit of an argument that morning. I wanted her to go to the doctor, but she’d quietly refused, implying that she knew she wasn’t sick. There was clearly something on her mind, but she wasn’t ready to share it yet.

Now, apparently, she was about to tell me.

I dropped the rake and made my way up the porch. “What’s up?”

Caroline took both my hands as I stepped inside, her face a mix of shock and concern.

“Baby, what’s wrong?” I asked.

She swallowed, then pressed one hand to her stomach. “I... I think I’m pregnant,” she said in a hushed voice.

I blinked at her. The words did not register. “What?”

“I think I’m pregnant,” she repeated, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Pregnant?” I stared at her blankly.

“Look.” She backed into the den, unbuttoning her silk pajama top.

She slid it off, revealing her heavy breasts. “They’re bigger.” She arched her back, moving her hands up her ribs, drawing my attention.

I frowned at her breasts. They actually did look even bigger than usual. Her areolas were darker and puffier, and nipples looked incredibly sensitive to the touch. Blue veins were visible in the pale skin of her breasts.

I squeezed one gently, lifting it up. It did seem heavier. Caroline’s chest rose and fell, her hand grasping my shirt. She seemed more sensitive than usual.

“Are you… sure?” I muttered. “Maybe there’s another explanation…”

She pushed me away. “I’ve even got a baby bump. Look.”

Inserting her thumbs under the band of her pajama pants, she pushed them down until the top of her tuft of hair was showing. Then she turned sideways, running a hand over the gentle curve of her belly.

“See?”

I stepped closer, examining it, but it looked exactly like Caroline’s tummy had always looked—soft and feminine, with that little bump I’d always found adorable.

“Caroline,” I said gently, “you could only be, what, at most two months pregnant? Would you even have a baby bump yet?”

She paused, her hands still on her stomach. “Oh. Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

But then she turned to face me, her eyes still wide with certainty. “But I am pregnant, Ryan. I know I am.”

I looked at her in confusion. “How do you know? I mean, I thought…”

“You thought I couldn’t get pregnant anymore,” she finished. “So did I. I was having very irregular periods. And when we met, I’d gone several months without one. I thought I was done. That’s why I haven’t said anything till now. I just… couldn’t believe it.”

I rubbed the stubble on my chin. If this were true, it would be amazing. “I guess that would explain some things,” I said skeptically.

She grabbed my hands again, her breasts squishing between her meaty arms. “Yes! I’ve been totally off certain foods lately, even ones I normally love. And today… I feel so…”

She trailed off, looking at my chin and biting her lips.

“Horny?” I asked, lightly tracing my fingers over the naked skin of her arms.

She shivered and fell against me. “Yes! It’s like my hormones are going crazy.”

I hugged her as she put her arms around my waist. It did make some sense. Her tiredness, her sensitivity to smells, the way she’d been picking at her food… Her swollen, sensitive breasts.

“Wow,” I murmured after a moment. “You really think…?”

Caroline pulled back slightly, searching my face with anxious eyes. “Are you... are you okay with this? I mean, we talked about babies, but this wasn't exactly planned…”

Her voice grew smaller. “I know I’m older, and maybe you didn’t want it to be me, and—”

“Hey.” I cupped her face in my hands. “Caroline, look at me.”

She met my eyes.

“If you’re really pregnant, that would be incredible. Amazing. The best possible news.”

“Really?” Her voice was barely a whisper.

“Really. I’m just... a little surprised, that’s all.” I stroked her cheek with my thumb. “But Caroline, there’s no one I’d rather have my first child with. You know that, right?”

Her eyes filled with tears, and she pressed her forehead against mine. “I was so scared that… I don’t know… that it would complicate everything…”

“Are you kidding? You’d be an amazing mother.” I pulled her closer, feeling the warmth of her bare skin against me. “But we need to confirm it’s true.”

“Yes. I need to take a test,” she said, her voice steadier now. “We need to know for sure.”

I nodded, suddenly energized. “I’ll go get one. Right now.”

“Ryan—”

But I was already reaching for my keys, my mind racing.

Caroline. Pregnant. With my baby.

The idea made me surge with pure excitement.

Almost in a daze, I drove to the pharmacy and bought the test, my mind focused on nothing else.

Twenty minutes later, I was back with a little paper pharmacy bag, finding Caroline pacing the living room, still in her pajamas.

She grabbed the bag from my hands without a word and disappeared into the bathroom.

I stood outside the door, listening to the sound of running water, my heart hammering against my ribs.

“How long does it take?” I called through the door.

“Three minutes,” came her muffled reply.

Those three minutes felt like an hour. I paced the hallway.

Finally, the bathroom door opened.

Caroline emerged holding the plastic stick, her face glowing.

“Well?” I asked, though her expression had already given me the answer.

She held up the test, showing me the pink plus sign. “I’m pregnant,” she whispered, then broke into a radiant smile. “I’m really pregnant!”

I swept her into my arms, spinning her around as she laughed and cried at the same time.

When I set her down, she rushed into the kitchen and snatched her phone from the counter. “I have to tell Sofia!”
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Chapter seventeen


Kate arrived that evening looking uptight. We’d insisted she come over but refused to tell her why. Caroline and Sofia wanted to tell her in person.

Not that Kate complained about it, but I could tell she was a bit annoyed. She didn’t like being pulled out of her usual routine without a good reason.

“You sure everything’s okay?” she said, giving me a look as she hung up her coat and stepped out of her runners. She was wearing tight jeans and one of those fitted zip-up tops.

“Don’t worry,” I said with a coy smile. “We have good news.”

“It must be, with the way you’ve been holding me in suspense,” she said, pulling the zipper down to reveal a deep cleft of cleavage.

The living room was toasty with a fire crackling in the hearth. The dining room table sparkled with cutlery.

Sofia was excitedly moving around in the kitchen, getting things prepared. Caroline stood by the table, her skin pallid, one hand on her stomach.

“Hey, babe. Thanks for coming.” They embraced and kissed each other on the cheek.

“You gonna tell me what’s going on?” Kate asked, looking Caroline up and down warily. “You’ve been weird lately. It’s concerning.”

“Weird!” Sofia giggled, coming into the room with a dish of chicken. She set the plate on the table and hurried over to Kate, greeting her with a kiss on each cheek.

Caroline exchanged a glance with me, smiling. I gave her a nod.

“Kate, we have news.”

Kate looked between us, trying to read the room. “Well? Are you going to tell me or do I have to guess?”

“Yeah, take a guess,” I said.

Kate looked down at Caroline’s hand, still on her stomach. “You’re pregnant,” she said flatly.

Caroline’s smile spread wider. “Yes! I’m pregnant.”

Kate’s mouth fell open. For a moment, she just stared, processing the words. “What? Really? I was… joking.”

“But it’s true. I’m really pregnant,” Caroline confirmed, pulling out her phone to show Kate a photo of the pregnancy test.

Kate looked at me, then Caroline. “Oh my God! This is incredible! How? When? I thought you couldn’t—”

“So did I,” Caroline laughed. “But apparently my body had other plans.”

Kate pulled Caroline into a hug. “Congratulations! You must be so happy. I’m so happy!”

As we sat around the table and ate our dinner, Kate became thoughtful. There was a strange look in her eyes that I couldn’t quite read.

“I keep trying to picture what our baby will look like,” Caroline said in a hushed, almost reverent voice.

“She will have blue eyes like her parents,” Sofia said.

I raised an eyebrow. “She?”

Sofia nodded gravely. “Sí. It is a girl.”

“How do you know?” I asked, amused.

She let out a little laugh. “Because I already have two sons and I would like a daughter.”

Kate leaned back in her chair, studying me with something like pride.

Caroline talked about her plans to convert one of the bedrooms upstairs into a nursery—the one facing east, because it got beautiful morning light.

“I guess you won’t be renting out those rooms upstairs after all,” I said.

Caroline waved her hand. “I took down those listings weeks ago.”

Kate finally spoke. “So, what did the doctor say? I’m curious.”

Caroline’s blush deepened. “She said intense sexual stimulation can sometimes restart ovulation. Especially when there’s a new partner involved.”

Kate’s eyebrows shot up. “So Ryan literally fucked your ovaries back to life.”

Caroline threw her head back, laughing. “Yes! But there were also other factors. The stress relief and feeling of euphoria that Ryan brought me. And his abundance of sperm.”

Sofia’s eyes went wide. “Are you serious?”

“Yes, that’s what she said! The combination of new sexual excitement, the physical intensity, plus my uterus repeatedly being flooded with healthy sperm... Well, that combo did it.”

Kate stirred in her chair, watching me lustily. “Well done, young man. Well done.”

Caroline crossed her arms under her breasts, smiling. Her swollen, hardened nipples protruded even through her button-up sweater.

“The doctor said I must have ovulated within days of us first having sex. My body just... responded.”

The room had gone quiet except for Caroline’s slightly quickened breathing.

Caroline continued, her voice growing softer, “Honestly, I think you got me pregnant the moment I opened that door and you gave me that look.”

She paused, her hand moving to her forehead. The color had drained from her face, leaving her looking almost translucent in the dining room light.

“Caroline?” I asked, concerned. “You okay?”

She looked at me with hooded eyes, her chest rising and falling more rapidly. “I feel so... strange. Everything is so intense.” Her voice was breathless, dreamy.

Kate leaned forward. “You look pale.”

“Do you want to lie down?” Sofia asked, standing up.

I stood too, coming to the back of Caroline’s chair. “Come on, let’s get you on the couch.”

“Yes,” Caroline agreed, swaying slightly as she stood. “But I want to lie down by the fire.”

Kate and I helped her, each taking an arm as we guided her around the dining room table toward the fireplace. Her hand felt warm to the touch, almost fevered.

“The rug,” Caroline whispered, gesturing weakly toward the large sheepskin spread in front of the hearth.

We helped her down onto the soft fur, and she immediately lay on her back with a sigh of relief, her brown hair spreading around her head.

The fire cast dancing shadows across her face as she closed her eyes, smiling.

“Better?” I asked, kneeling beside her.

She nodded, slowly squirming her hips, her thighs rubbing together beneath her leggings.

Caroline’s eyes fluttered open, meeting mine with a look that was both vulnerable and lewd. “It’s so hot in here,” she murmured, tugging weakly at the top button of her sweater.

I touched her forehead, and her skin was indeed warm, almost fevered. “You’re burning up.”

“The doctor said this might happen,” she whispered, her voice taking on that dreamy quality again. “The pregnancy hormones... they make everything so… sensitive. My libido is…” She trailed off, biting her lip.

Sofia knelt on the other side of Caroline, looking concerned but also fascinated by Caroline’s condition.

Kate walked over and sat a little further away, curling her legs under her, the fire crackling behind her. She watched Caroline with an intense, almost morbid fascination.

“Let’s get this sweater off you,” I said gently, starting to work the buttons.

Caroline’s breath hitched as she arched her back, the buttons straining against the swell of her chest.

I carefully unbuttoned her sweater, revealing the low V-neck shirt underneath that clung to her swollen breasts.

The cut was so low that they were almost exposed already. Caroline moaned, pressing her hands to her neck and chest, a look of ecstasy on her face.

“She said the increased blood flow makes everything more sensitive. My breasts, my…” She pressed her thighs together more tightly, her hips moving in small, unconscious circles.

“The doctor explained it all,” Caroline continued between shallow breaths. “The hormones flooding my system, the way pregnancy affects arousal…”

She tugged at the neckline of her shirt, pulling it down to expose one breast. I sucked in a breath at the sight.

It looked full and heavy, the skin almost luminous in the firelight. The areola was swollen and dark, a deep rose color that looked tender to the touch. Her nipple stuck out like a ripened fruit.

Tiny droplets of moisture beaded on her skin, and I could see the delicate tracery of blue veins beneath the pale skin around her breast’s peak.

“Oh my God, Carolina,” Sofia whispered, her eyes wide.

Caroline shivered as the cool air hit her exposed skin, a soft whimper escaping her lips. “It’s so sensitive,” she breathed. “Everything feels so…”

I leaned over her and licked the dew off of her nipple, circling my tongue around it. She gasped, curling her fingers in my hair.

“Take it off,” she pleaded. “Please, take it off…”

I gripped the thin fabric and tore it open to reveal both breasts. Caroline cried out softly, her back arching off the rug as if even the air touching her skin was almost too much.

The sight was magnificent.

Sofia reached out tentatively, her fingertips barely grazing Caroline’s collarbone. Even that feather touch made Caroline whimper and writhe against the furry rug.

“You’re so beautiful,” Sofia murmured, tracing her fingers down Caroline’s arm.

Kate shifted where she sat, her eyes fixed on Caroline’s transformed body, a dark hunger awakening in her expression as she watched our girlfriend’s pregnancy-induced ecstasy.
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Chapter eighteen


Kate’s eyes smoldered as the firelight danced across Caroline’s writhing form.

Caroline squirmed her butt harder against the sheepskin rug, her legs moving restlessly.

She tossed her head from side to side, slipping a thumb under the band of her yoga pants. “These clothes. They feel so rough… Get them off me, please.”

I didn’t need telling twice. I hooked my fingers into the waistband, peeling them down her legs, the fabric clinging to her fevered skin.

She moaned and arched her back. Her heavy breasts—dewy and luminous—jiggled with the motion. I pulled the pants past her feet, then lovingly peeled off her socks.

The fire crackled, sending sparks onto the bricks of the hearth.

I felt perspiration gathering on my forehead.

Kate languidly stripped off her fitted sweater, revealing a skimpy sports bra underneath. Then she leaned on one hand as I ran my fingers over Caroline’s panties.

“These too?” I asked, voice low.

“Yes,” she begged, her hips lifting, thighs trembling. I pulled the panties down her thighs slow, revealing her inch by inch.

When they were off, Caroline spread her thighs wide, and I sucked in a breath, my pulse hammering.

Her outer lips were plump and flushed, parted to reveal inner folds that glistened, quivering as her chest rose and fell.

Her clitoris stood swollen and pink, a pearl begging for touch.

Beads of moisture clung to her skin, catching the firelight, and her scent—sweet and musky—was intoxicating.

I leaned over her, and she raised her knees, spreading even wider, the movement opening her fully, like a blooming flower.

My tongue touched her clit just the way I knew she liked it, and she cried out, her hands fisting the rug.

“Ryan!” she gasped, hips bucking, her sensitivity making every touch electric. Sofia’s fingers grazed Caroline’s stomach lovingly. “Our baby is already forming inside you.”

Caroline’s thighs trembled against the sides of my head as she cried, the orgasm racking her body.

Sofia tugged my shirt as Caroline sank against the rug, exhausted but glowing.

“All that sperm you have,” Sofia crooned as I pulled my shirt off, feeling the air against my skin, the throbbing heat of the fire.

“It made Carolina young, made her fertile.” Sofia sucked her bottom lip between her teeth. “Is like a fountain of life.”

She eagerly helped as I stood and dropped my jeans.

“Yes, let us all see you, papacito,” she breathed, yanking down my briefs.

My cock bounced free, hard and heavy. Sofia lifted it, her fingers cupping my balls, rolling them gently.

“So full, papi,” she said, looking up at me. Then her gaze flicked to Caroline and Kate. “All this sperm, ready to make babies. We need to get Amber over here.”

“She’s probably home now, right across the street,” Caroline said, stirring again, her fingers slipping over her pussy. “She could be here with us.”

“Fuck Amber,” Kate said, suddenly standing up.

Everyone looked at her.

She popped open the button of her jeans, unzipping them. “Give it to me. All of it.”

I watched as she shoved the jeans down her thick thighs, milky pale in the fire’s glow.

Her black panties were dark against her skin.

Normally when Kate got bossy, I would ‘discipline’ her. But this time was different.

“I want you to fuck me raw,” she said, her voice trembling but firm. “I want your sperm inside me.”

Caroline’s head lifted, her voice soft but fervent. “Yes, Ryan. Come inside her. Give her what you gave me.”

Sofia’s grip on my balls tightened. “Do it, papi. Fill her up and make her pregnant too.” Her other hand stroked my shaft, slick with precum.

Kate knelt beside Caroline, her thighs parting, her sports bra straining, barely holding her in, as she breathed hard.

“Please,” she whispered, her eyes begging.

I looked between them all—Caroline’s glowing body, Sofia’s wicked grin, Kate’s desperate need.

My cock throbbed, the fire’s heat matching the one in my chest.

“Are you sure this is really what you want?” I asked, voice rough, leaning toward Kate, my hand brushing her thigh.

“Yes,” she said, grabbing my hand and pulling me in. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot, with all this talk about babies.”

“You have?”

“We almost did it last time, remember? It was because I wanted it… but I still hadn’t made up my mind. But now… Now I know.”

She hastily pulled off her panties and lay back as I moved between her big thighs, my hardness pressing into her wet entrance.

“Yes, I want it raw, I want all of it,” Kate said, opening wider as I pushed inside her.

“Make another baby,” Sofia said, her eyes sparkling. Caroline hummed her agreement, moving her hand across her belly.

I groaned, sinking deeper into Kate, her heat gripping me, bare and slick. Her thighs quivered, locking around my hips.

The sweat beaded on my brow as I rammed into her, the sports bra straining with each thrust.

Caroline turned her head towards us, one hand supporting her head, her breasts swaying as she watched us. “Put a baby in her, honey.” Her fingers circled her belly.

Kate’s moans grew sharp, her pelvis pushing up. “Please, Ryan” she begged, her submissive side shining through, eyes wide and desperate. “Come inside me, make it happen.”

Our lips met, and we kissed passionately as I picked up speed. I pushed her legs up, opening her wider, and slammed in all the way, ramming against the inner entrance to her womb.

I kept hitting that spot, the slap of skin loud against the fire’s crackle.

She wailed, and her pussy clenched. I felt the pressure building, my balls tight, ready to spill.

“You want this? You want to have my babies,” I growled, my lips brushing her ear.

Her thighs trembled harder. She whimpered, “Please… I want to feel you come inside me.”

Sofia’s hand slid to Kate’s belly, pressing gently, her whisper hot and filthy. “Right here, Kate. His sperm’s gonna find your egg.”

My cock throbbed, the release rushing up, and I slammed against that inner entrance, groaning loud as I came, spilling into her thick and hot, filling her womb.

Kate’s cry was sharp, her pussy clenching tight, milking me as wave after wave of her own orgasms washed over her, making her body shake under me.

Slowly, Kate’s moans softened, her legs loosening, but her eyes stayed locked on mine, glowing with awe.

Sofia’s fingers trailed to where we joined, her touch soft as I pulled out, my cock slick and spent. A thick ooze of my seed followed, creamy white against Kate’s flushed lips, dripping onto the floor.

Caroline’s voice was dreamy. “Amber’s next.”

Kate’s laugh was soft, hoarse. “Better be ready. Once she gets a taste of this, she’s gonna want more and more.”

I grinned, pulling them close, the rug soft underneath us, the fire’s heat wrapping us in warmth. The thought of Amber—her ponytail, her doe eyes—quickly got me excited again.

“I think he’s more than ready,” Sofia said, moving on top of me and flicking her tongue over my stomach, lower and lower.
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Chapter nineteen


The annual Fall Festival was in full swing, with bouncy castles and food trucks in the central town park.

One street was closed off and filled with stands selling hot chocolate, popcorn, and soups.

The atmosphere was romantic, with gold leaves crunching underfoot and couples strolling arm in arm. It could have been the set of a rom-com movie.

It was a great opportunity for campaigning, and, of course, all the election candidates were there.

I stood behind Mrs. Donovan’s table, handing out flyers while Caroline and Kate worked the crowd.

Caroline had taken to resting her hand lovingly on her belly—a gesture that had become almost constant since her doctor’s visit.

To my eyes, she looked exactly the same, with that slight feminine roundness she’d always had.

But it seemed like she’d convinced herself that this was a baby bump — or at least, she liked to pretend it was, and I wasn’t going to spoil her fun.

We all knew it would become a baby bump soon anyway.

I think she was also just so excited with the idea of being pregnant.

“Congratulations, Caroline!” called out one lady. “How are you feeling?”

Caroline beamed, her hand moving in that familiar circle over her tummy. “Wonderful, thank you! Just wonderful.”

Across the park, I could see Amber’s campaign booth decorated with professional banners and tablets for voter registration. She moved through the crowd with that crisp, professional air, shaking hands and distributing literature.

But I caught her looking in our direction more than once.

The afternoon turned into evening, the air grew unusually cold, and a bonfire was started.

Many people gathered around it, rubbing their hands and bouncing on their toes to get warm.

With Mrs. Donovan’s table all packed up for the day, we went to the bonfire for food. I was just finishing a hot dog when I noticed Amber approaching.

Caroline stood at my side, her hand automatically going to her stomach again. “Hi, Amber.”

Amber’s eyes immediately dropped to Caroline’s protective gesture, and something flickered across her face.

“Caroline. I… I wanted to say… Congratulations.” She paused, searching for words. “I heard about your… your news.”

Caroline’s smile grew wider. “Thank you. We’re over the moon about it.”

“That’s... that’s wonderful.” Amber’s voice caught slightly. “You must be so excited about becoming a family.”

The word ‘family’ hung in the air, and I saw Amber’s composure crack just a little. Her eyes lingered on Caroline’s face, taking in the glow that everyone kept commenting on.

“"We are,” I said quietly. “It changes everything, you know? Makes you think about what really matters.”

Amber’s gaze met mine briefly, and in that moment, I saw the regret, the longing for what she’d convinced herself she couldn’t have.

“Well,” she said, turning abruptly. “I should get going. Early morning tomorrow.”

She walked away quickly, but not before I saw her lip quiver.

Caroline squeezed my hand as we watched Amber disappear among the crowd.

***

The weeks passed, the leaves kept falling, and Thanksgiving approached.

The election, scheduled for the first week of December, almost seemed to get lost among the excitement of planning for the holiday.

Caroline, Sofia, Kate, and I had decided to spend it together, and it felt significant—our first special holiday.

Caroline’s belly grew into something that was definitively more than just her normal feminine tummy.

She now had a very noticeable baby bump, and her habit of resting her hand on it only made it even harder to ignore, even when she wore her big, cozy sweaters.

People stopped her everywhere to talk about it now, which she loved, and everybody at her work knew, too.

For the most part, people seemed to be growing more accepting of the father, and our unconventional relationship.

In a relatively short time, I’d gone from being an outsider to a familiar public figure. Our exposure of the former council’s corruption had won me a lot of fans. Now, with our campaign work, more and more people were getting to know me.

But we were all public figures, not just me. Caroline, Kate, and Sofia were each well known and active in the community, in their own different ways, long before I arrived.

This meant that our unconventional relationship was also quite public. And we never tried to hide it. People seemed to see that we were happy and a force for good in the community.

This was put to the test when the other side’s expensive suit-wearing candidate, Tim Spittleburg, tried using it against Mrs. Donovan, basically saying she was associated with disreputable people.

It backfired. Residents had little appetite for that kind of mudslinging, and we were still riding high on our popularity after bringing down the council.

We had a few Amber sightings—including once when she ducked into the post office when she saw us coming down Main Street.

But otherwise, she remained determinedly invisible.

These thoughts passed through my mind as Sofia’s house was filled with the scents of her Thanksgiving turkey cooking in the oven.

I stood in her kitchen doorway, watching her hips sway as she moved between the stove and counter.

She wore a sexy burgundy dress that hugged her curves and showed off the perfection of her mature body. The wide hips. The big, round globes of her ass. Her smooth back, and those soft arms.

Her long, dark hair cascaded down her back, luminous. Her cheeks had a warm glow, and she hummed softly, content that there were many people to feed tonight.

Including her favorite boy.

I knew it gave her so much joy just to cook for me.

“You’re staring again,” she teased without turning around, stirring something that smelled incredible.

“Can’t help it. You look so good.”

She glanced over her shoulder with a glowing smile. “You like your mamma all dressed up for Thanksgiving?”

Grinning, I crossed to her, sliding my arms around her waist from behind. Her butt was so pert and voluminous that it was unavoidably pressing into me. “You know what that talk does to me.”

“Maybe that’s the point,” she purred, leaning back against me. “But we have work to do. The turkey needs—”

“I know, mama,” I murmured, smirking against her neck, hugging her closer.

She let out a musical giggle, her smile spreading further.

“But the turkey can wait,” I insisted.

She paused, leaning back against me, stroking my arm. “Mmmm, I wish. But no, mi amor. Caroline and Kate will be here soon. And you promised to help me move the dining table.”

The doorbell rang.

We looked at each other, puzzled. Sofia checked the time, frowning. “Did somebody come early? We should have another hour.”

“Who else would it be?” I wondered aloud. “Maybe Jehovah’s Witnesses or something.”

Sofia wiped her hands on her apron. I followed her to the front door, and when she opened it, I heard her sharp intake of breath.

“Miguel! Qué haces aquí?”

Standing on the porch was a somewhat short but broad-shouldered young man who was unmistakably Sofia’s son.

Same dark eyes, with expressive features. He seemed mature and well put together.

At first glance, I would have guessed he was Sofia’s eldest son, but I knew that Miguel was the younger one, twenty two years old.

He wore a crisp button-down shirt and dark jeans, and carried a duffel bag over one shoulder.

“Surprise, Mami,” he said.

As they hugged each other tightly, Miguel’s face suddenly seemed much younger. His brow scrunched together with fierce emotion, like a little boy reunited with his beloved mommy after being away.

“Oh, I miss you so much!” Sofia sobbed. “I’m so glad you come!”

“I decided at the last minute and I… I thought I’d surprise you,” he explained.

“Oh, is the best surprise!”

He hugged her even tighter, lifting her slightly off the ground, before setting her down again. But over her shoulder, his gaze flicked onto me.

Even from where I stood, I could see the question—and the wariness—in his dark eyes.

“I can’t believe you’re here!” Sofia said, pulling back, looking him over. “But where’s Elena? I thought—”

“She couldn’t get away from work and school. That’s why I decided to come out here at the last minute.” He set his bag down.

Sofia touched his arm, turning to me. “Miguel, this is Ryan, my boyfriend, who I told you about.”

“You did,” Miguel said, smiling politely and stepping forward to shake my hand. “Nice to finally meet you, sir.”

He was very well-mannered—so much so that I was immediately inclined to like him. But there was also something measuring in the way he studied me, and I could see he was protective of his mother.

“Good to meet you too,” I said. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”

For a second, Miguel’s mouth tightened with emotion at those words, and it made me realize Sofia might have downplayed how much her sons cared.

She’d almost made it sound like they’d abandoned her, but this was probably just Sofia being her dramatic self.

“Come in, come in!” Sofia bustled between us, almost trembling with joy. “Miguel, you must be hungry. And tired from the drive! How long—when did you—”

“Mami, breathe,” Miguel said affectionately, his arm around her, though his eyes kept flicking back to me. “I drove all night. It was worth it to surprise you.”

As we moved into the living room, I could feel Miguel taking everything in—the comfortable domesticity, and the obvious signs that I spent a lot of time here with his mother.
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Chapter twenty


“Miguel, you must be starving,” Sofia said, bustling toward the kitchen. “I have so much food, and—oh! We need to move the dining table first. It’s too small for everyone.”

She turned to us, hand on hip. “Can you two strong men handle the big table from the garage? I need to check on my turkey.”

Miguel and I exchanged a look. His expression was perfectly polite, but I could see the wariness there.

“Of course, Mami,” he said, then followed me.

We made our way through Sofia’s back door into the small garage, which smelled of motor oil and dust.

The dining table leaned on its end against the far wall, a sturdy wooden piece that would definitely require two people.

Miguel hesitated, looking like he wanted to say something.

But I moved towards the table, not leaving space for awkwardness. “Let’s get this thing on its feet,” I said.

We maneuvered the heavy table through the doorway and into the dining room, setting it down with a thud.

Miguel straightened, running a hand through his dark hair. For a moment, I saw raw emotion beneath his politeness. “My mom is... happy. I can tell that right away.”

“Yes, she is.” I met his gaze directly. “I care about her.”

Before he could respond, Sofia’s voice called from the kitchen. “How are my boys doing with that table?”

Miguel’s eyes widened with mild horror at ‘my boys,’ but he quickly recovered. “Almost done, Mama.”

As we positioned the table in the center of the room, the doorbell rang again.

I heard the front door open, followed by Sofia’s delighted greeting and Caroline’s warm laughter. But when they appeared in the dining room doorway, Miguel went completely still.

Caroline looked radiant, her autumn-colored sweater emphasizing her glowing skin and the unmistakable curve of her belly. She carried a covered dish.

“Miguel!” she exclaimed, setting down her dish to give him a hug. “Look at you! I almost wouldn't recognize you!”

I watched Miguel’s face as Caroline embraced him, and saw confirmation of what I’d suspected. A deep flush spread across his cheeks.

“Hi, Caroline,” he managed, his voice slightly hoarse. “Congratulations on…” He gestured towards her stomach. “On your baby. Mom told me the news.”

Sofia appeared beside them, beaming. “I still remember when Miguel always follow Caroline around like a little puppy. Trying to help her with groceries, asking to cut her lawn. You remember?”

“Mama,” Miguel groaned, looking like he wanted to disappear through the floor.

“He was such a little gentleman,” Caroline said, not showing any hint of awkwardness.

I watched this interaction with fascination, the pieces clicking into place.

Of course Miguel had been infatuated with his mom’s hot friend next door—what boy wouldn’t be?

And now here she was, glowing with a baby from a man not that much older than him— and the same one who was fucking his mother.

“Well,” Caroline said, either oblivious to the undercurrents or choosing to ignore them, “I’m just so happy you’re here for Thanksgiving. It’ll be perfect having the family together.”

Miguel’s eyes met mine, and I saw a flash of something other than polite wariness.

There was hurt there, and confusion… and anger.

“Kate should be here soon,” Caroline said, moving towards the table.

Miguel’s eyes darted between us as it sank in. Kate… The third one.

But he became distracted when Caroline settled into one of the chairs we’d arranged around the table. Her hand went automatically to her bump.

Miguel’s eyes tracked the movement, and I saw his jaw tighten slightly. The sight of Caroline pregnant—with my child—clearly affected him in ways he was struggling to process.

He blinked a few times, then swallowed. “Kate’s coming too?” he asked, his voice carefully neutral.

“Of course, mijo,” Sofia said, appearing with plates and silverware. “Kate is family now.”

The word ‘family’ seemed to hit Miguel. He looked around the room, taking in the massive change that had happened to his old territory.

“I’ll help set the table,” he said gruffly, moving toward the table. He grabbed silverware, methodically placing them.

“The turkey smells incredible, Sof,” Caroline said. “How much longer?”

“Another hour, maybe two,” Sofia replied, bustling back towards the kitchen. “Miguel, you remember how I always make too much food?”

“I remember,” he said softly, and for a moment his expression gentled. But then his gaze found mine again, and the wariness returned.

The doorbell rang a third time.

“That’ll be Kate,” I said, moving toward the front door.

When I opened it, Kate stood on the porch holding a bottle of wine and a casserole dish, her cheeks fresh from the November chill.

“Hey, sorry I took so long,” she said, stepping inside and giving me a quick kiss.

“If you’re five minutes early, you’re late!” I grunted, using one of Kate’s expressions.

She laughed. “Sorry! I had to stop by the adventure park first.”

As we walked toward the dining room, Sofia introduced her son to Kate, and he responded with the characteristic politeness that was giving me a lot of confidence in Sofia’s parenting skills.

Kate also showed a lot of poise. “Congratulations on your engagement,” she said with a glowing smile. “Your mom told us all about Elena.”

Despite the smooth introductions, Miguel became very quiet as his mom bustled around, getting things ready and making drinks for everyone.

His face was mostly expressionless, but once in a while I saw a moody look in his eyes.

“Should we open my wine?” Kate asked, holding up the bottle. “I brought it to celebrate, but I probably shouldn't have any myself.”

“Celebrate what?” Miguel murmured. It was the first thing he’d said in a while. He’d been sitting in a chair, watching quietly.

Kate’s face lit up with excitement. She looked around at all of us. “Well, since we’re all here together…Now seems like a good time to tell you.” She paused dramatically. “I’m pregnant too.”

The silence that followed was electric.

Sofia’s hands flew to her mouth, Caroline gasped with delight, and I felt a surge of pride and joy.

Miguel just stared.

“Two babies!” Sofia shrieked, launching herself at Kate for a hug. “Ryan, you are so—”

She caught herself, glancing at her son, but the damage was done. Miguel’s eyes moved between Kate’s glowing face, Caroline’s baby bump, and me, standing there like a sultan.

When his gaze finally settled on me, there was no mistaking the fire in it.

But I only noticed it peripherally. I was riding the wave of joy that came with this amazing news.

We all were — Sofia switching between English and rapid Spanish, Caroline wiping away happy tears, Kate talking about how she’d always liked the name Oswald.

“Two babies,” Caroline was saying, her hand on Kate’s arm. “And they’ll be siblings!”

“Half-siblings,” Miguel said, perhaps louder than he meant to, because he looked slightly surprised when everyone looked at him.

But he didn’t back down. His dark eyes moved between the three women, then settled on me with unmistakable hostility.

Sofia clapped her hands together. “We need to toast! Miguel, get the good glasses from the cabinet.”

Miguel moved mechanically to retrieve the glasses, his movements sharp and controlled. When he set them on the table, his hands weren’t entirely steady.

“Miguel?” Sofia’s voice was gentle. “Qué pasa, mijo? You should be happy—”

“I am happy, Mami,” he said quietly, but his eyes were fixed on me. “It’s just... a lot to accept.”

The room fell silent. Kate shifted uncomfortably, Caroline’s hand moved protectively to her bump, and Sofia looked between her son and me with growing concern.

“Miguel,” I started, but he held up a hand.

“Two children,” he said, his voice still quiet but carrying an edge that made everyone freeze. “Different mothers... same father... in my mother’s house…”

“Miguel!” Sofia’s voice was sharp with warning.

But he wasn’t done. “And he’s young enough to be my mother’s son.” His laugh was bitter. “I guess two sons weren’t enough.”

“Miguel!” Sofia’s voice cracked like a whip. She straightened up, menacing. “You stop this right now.”

Miguel looked at me, sarcasm glimmering in his eyes. “Tell me, Ryan. What’s next? How many more women are you planning to—”

The doorbell rang, surprising everyone.

We all froze, staring at each other across the tension-filled room. None of us were expecting anyone else.

“Who could that be?” Caroline whispered.
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Chapter twenty-one


Sofia wiped her hands on her apron, her face still flushed with anger and embarrassment. “I’ll get it,” she said, shooting Miguel a stern look.

We stood in uncomfortable silence as her footsteps sounded down the hallway. The front door opened, and I heard Sofia’s surprised intake of breath.

“Ryan!” she called out. “Is for you!”

I moved toward the hallway, my pulse quickening. As I approached, I heard Amber’s voice: “No! You didn’t have to—”

And there she was, standing on the porch, holding a loaf wrapped in a kitchen towel. She wore a burgundy sweater and dark jeans, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders.

Our eyes met, and I saw her breath catch. For a moment, she stepped forward as if she might hug me, then caught herself, stepping back and hugging the loaf instead.

“Hi,” she whispered.

“Hey, Amber.” I stayed in the doorway, sensing that any sudden movement might send her running. “Happy Thanksgiving.”

“I, um, brought this for you all.” She held out the loaf. “Pumpkin bread. I made too much and thought... well, I figured you’d be having dinner together.”

“And you were right,” I said gently, taking the bread from her. “That’s really sweet of you.”

“Please, come inside, Amber,” Sofia said, reaching for her.

But Amber shook her head rapidly. “No. I can’t stay.” She was already backing toward the porch steps. “I’m on my way to my brother’s house. The whole family’s there, and I’m already late.”

But she wasn’t moving away. She stood there, torn, her eyes drinking in the sight of me like she’d been starving for it.

“Amber,” I said softly, “are you okay?”

“I’m fine.” But her voice cracked. “I should go. Tell Caroline and Kate I said happy Thanksgiving.”

“Why don't you tell them yourself?” I suggested. “Just for a minute?”

She shook her head quickly. “I can’t. I really can’t.”

Behind me, I could hear footsteps approaching—Caroline and Kate coming to see what was happening.

“Amber!” Caroline exclaimed. “What a lovely surprise! Come in, honey.”

Miguel followed behind her, gazing with suspicion.

The sound of more voices seemed to break whatever spell had been holding Amber there. She stepped back again, shaking her head.

“I have to go,” she whispered, and then she was hurrying down the porch steps and across the yard to her car.

We slowly returned to the dining room, the meaning of Amber’s brief visit settling over us.

Miguel watched our faces with sharp intelligence, clearly trying to piece together what he’d just witnessed.

“So,” he said finally. “Who was that? Because nobody gets that upset over dropping off bread to casual friends.”

Sofia sank into one of the chairs, suddenly looking exhausted. “Is… complicated.”

“She’s someone we care about,” Caroline said. “But she’s been pulled in different directions by her family, her work…”

Miguel’s eyes narrowed as he looked at me. “Don’t tell me. Another girlfriend?”

“Another serious girlfriend—possibly. But she would be the last one.”

“Oh, look at that! Moderation!” he laughed without smiling, throwing up his hands.

“She’s fighting herself,” Kate said, ignoring Miguel’s comments. “She wants to be here, but she’s scared of what people will think.”

Sofia plopped into her chair, letting out a sigh. “She looked sad. Like she wanted to come in but couldn’t let herself.”

Miguel watched his mother for a moment, a heavy frown on his brow. Then glanced around at all of us.

“Mami,” he said quietly, wiping non-existent lint off his jeans. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have spoken the way I did. It was rude.”

Sofia waved her hand. “You have a right to be surprised. Is very strange, this….” She gestured around at us all.

Miguel sighed, still focused on his jeans. Then he shifted in his seat. I could see a hint of begrudging acceptance in his face as he glanced around.

“Well… I gotta admit, my mom’s been a lot calmer lately— I’ve really noticed that. She doesn’t call me every single day anymore—”

“Miguel! I never call every day! You are being dramatic!”

Everyone laughed, including Miguel.

“I’m dramatic?” he said, his eyes twinkling. “Mama, you were calling a lot. And…” He sighed. “Well, I already knew you needed something else in your life, so…” He cleared his throat. “As long as you’re happy, that’s a good thing, I guess.”

The tension in the room had shifted, becoming a bit warmer, a bit more manageable. Miguel still didn’t seem thrilled about the situation, but he was beginning to understand it.

Later, after we’d all had a rum and coke and the conversation had moved to safer topics, Miguel and I were standing talking about the economy.

Sofia came in between us, putting her arms around us both. “Two of my favorite boys!” she said, smiling.

Miguel groaned. “Oh, mama. This is going to take some getting used to.”

In the kitchen, the oven timer beeped.

“The turkey!” Sofia said, giving me a covert pinch on the butt before hurrying into the kitchen.
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Chapter twenty-two


The Riverdale Community Center buzzed with energy on election night. Caroline and Kate followed me through the entrance, Caroline’s hand resting on her baby bump as we made our way through the crowd.

The main hall was divided into two camps — Mrs. Donovan’s supporters on one side, the opposition on the other. We took seats in the front row where campaign organizers were sitting.

I caught sight of Amber across the room, looking even more polished than usual in a fitted suit and sharp stiletto heels.

She moved with her usual crisp, professional air, but I could see the tension in her shoulders.

When the moderator introduced her as the evening’s MC, she took the podium to introduce both candidates.

Unexpectedly, I noticed her voice crack slightly when she gave a personal mention about Mrs. Donovan being her third-grade teacher.

Spittleberg came up first. As he rose to begin his speech, Amber made her way toward the seats. Her eyes found the only empty chair — right next to mine. I gave her an ironic smile.

She hesitated, glanced around for alternatives, then quickly sat down.

Amber studiously ignored me, keeping her eyes fixed on Spittleberg as he warmed up his speech.

She sat rigidly upright, but I could smell her familiar warm scent—like cinnamon and bubble gum.

“Spring break alone could generate millions in revenue,” Spittleberg was saying. “I want you to picture this: Riverdale as the premier spring break destination for the Carolinas. Beach clubs, party venues, casinos.”

I glanced sideways at Amber. Her jaw was set, but I caught a slight frown as Spittleberg outlined his vision.

“We’ll be a tourist hub. The population could double during peak seasons. Just picture that! Our streets would be filled with students and vacationers looking to spend money.”

I gave Amber a meaningful look, and I knew she felt it, though she kept her eyes fixed on her candidate.

Her frown deepened.

“We’ll focus on housing solutions,” he continued. “Subsidized accommodations for the growing homeless population.”

Somebody behind us groaned. “Only reason the homeless population’s growing is because you’re creating incentives for them to come out here from the cities!”

“Please let the candidates speak!” the moderator said. “There’ll be a Q and A afterwards.”

“He’s right, though,” I murmured to Amber.

She finally glanced at me, flustered. “No he isn’t. Don’t be ridiculous,” she hissed.

“It’s the same scheme as before,” I retorted, getting a bit angry. “Build unneeded subsidized housing projects to exploit the bonanza when property values go up. It’s all for short term gain of developers and landlords — not for the good of the town.”

As I spoke, she rolled up the program and gripped it until her knuckles went white.

I leaned slightly closer, keeping my voice to a whisper. “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” she murmured, but her voice caught slightly.

“You sure? Because you look like you’re about to tear that program in half.”

Amber glanced down at her hands, seeming surprised to find the paper crumpled. She smoothed it out with jerky movements, her cheeks flushing.

She leaned towards me, whispering, “Anyway, I don’t necessarily agree with all of Spittleburg’s policies, but… But overall it’s the best for our town.”

“Temporary housing? Transient population? That’s the future you’re fighting for?"

“It’s about economic development, remember?” she whispered back, but she sounded like she was trying to convince herself more than me.

I brushed my fingers over her hand. “What about babies?”

Amber’s head snapped towards me, her brown eyes wide. “W-what?”

“Babies. Families. Where do they fit into this vision?”

She let out a nervous laugh. “Not everyone wants your suburban fantasy, Ryan.” She blushed even harder, and her gaze drifted to Caroline, who sat in her habitual hand-on-bump position.

I raised my eyebrows. “Really? Because I could have sworn you wanted it.”

Her mouth quivered, and she laughed softly, gazing back at me, flustered. Then, shaking her head, she leaned back and crossed her arms, staring forward resolutely.

“What if you have babies like you want to?” I said softly. “Whose vision would be better for them to grow up in?”

Spittleberg thanked everyone for coming and left the podium.

Amber stood, returning to the stage with nervous energy.

Her voice was slightly hoarse as she took the microphone and introduced Mrs. Donovan.

Mrs. Donovan approached the podium with quiet dignity, adjusting her glasses as Amber returned to her seat beside me.

“I’ve watched this community grow and change for over forty years,” Mrs. Donovan began, “and I’ve seen what happens when we forget what matters most.”

Amber seemed less rigid now, more uncertain. Her body seemed so light and yielding next to mine.

I could feel the pull I was exerting on her just by being close. She tilted her head, leaning towards me slightly.

Mrs. Donovan talked about how the elementary school classrooms were packed when she started teaching decades ago. How the parks were filled with Children’s laughter.

Amber suddenly leaned closer, her soft hair almost touching me. I heard her take a few sniffs.

“Did you just smell me?” I murmured.

“I miss your smell,” she breathed, her voice trembling. Her brown eyes were big, filled with emotion.

“Today, we can barely fill one kindergarten class,” Mrs. Donovan said. “Our school population has shrunk by sixty percent. I no longer hear children playing.”

Mrs. Donovan’s eyes swept the crowd, and for a moment, they seemed to settle on our section. “A real community isn’t about tourist dollars or seasonal employment.

“It’s about creating a place where people want to put down roots, build a family.”

Amber’s breath hitched audibly. Her hands were trembling slightly as she clasped them in her lap.

She took out a napkin and dabbed her eyes, but the makeup was already smudged.

Mrs. Donovan went on to outline her economic plan— based largely on the work that Kate and I had done to form an alternative to the transformative plan of the other side.

But her speech had already hit home — especially with Amber. She sniffled, and makeup ran down her face.

“Amber, are you okay?” I murmured, putting my hand on her back.

She leaned towards me. “Hug me please. Just… Just hug me.”

I obliged, wrapping both arms around her. This drew a few bewildered stares from her political associates.

I just pretended not to notice them. Amber certainly didn’t seem to care.

The applause that followed Mrs. Donovan’s speech was thunderous.

But I wasn’t paying attention to the crowd—I was watching Amber, who leaned against me, one hand on my leg as I hugged her.

On my other side, Caroline sat, one hand on my other leg to show support. Kate watched from her seat, taking it in.

The moderator announced the Q and A period, and Amber sat up straight again. “Thank you,” she said as I took my arm away.

“Of course,” I smiled.

As people began asking questions, Amber’s fingers brushed over my hand. I looked at her.

“Can… Can I…?” she asked softly.

“Yeah,” I said, opening my hand.

She put her hand in mine. It was slender and warm.

“This is nice,” I said.

She smiled, her makeup smudged from tears. “Yeah. It is.”

“You can have everything you want,” I said.

Amber hesitated. “I… I don’t know what I want.”

“I think you do.”

She gazed at me, her lips parting slightly. Then her eyes widened. But she yanked her hand away. “I can’t... This is exactly what I can’t do.”

“Come here,” I said, placing my arm on the back of her chair. “Hug me again.”

“No,” she recoiled. “I knew I shouldn’t have hugged you… I like your hugs too much.”

“Then what’s the problem? That’s exactly why you should—”

“No!” She looked around frantically. “Everyone’s watching. My career, my family... I’m sorry, Ryan.”

The moderator wrapped up the question period. People began to stand and mill around.

“I have to get it together,” Amber said, taking out a small mirror to fix her makeup. “Thank you, Ryan. For not judging me or… rubbing it in or anything.”

“Of course,” I said. “You’re my friend.”

She looked at me, crumpling her brow as if she was looking at a puppy. “Why do you have to be so sweet?”

She stood abruptly, grabbing her purse.

“Amber, I’d like to see you—”

She was already backing away. “I have to go.”

She turned and walked quickly toward the exit. She didn’t look back.

I watched the door shut behind her, wondering how long she’d keep running from the things she really wanted.
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Chapter twenty-three


Election day saw a massive turnout, with many people who’d never voted before. Almost everyone considered the results a foregone conclusion, and there was a mood of celebration.

It helped that Christmas was only a few weeks away. Main Street was festooned with red bows and Christmas music played in all the shops, adding to the jollity.

That evening, Murphy’s bar had its customary viewing party for the election results, so that was where everybody went.

I could see my breath in the air as we walked up the steps, wondering if Amber would be there.

We’d all been discussing her since the debate three nights ago.

There was general agreement that her brittle defenses had fallen away, but opinions varied on what to do about it.

According to Sofia, I should just go caveman and pound on Amber’s door, declare my uncontrollable passion for her, and crush her in my arms.

Caroline urged a more patient approach, saying that Amber was probably questioning her fundamental beliefs, so we should give her space to sort things out and come to us on her own time.

I fell somewhere in the middle, but, in any case, I was pretty sure we’d be seeing Amber tonight.

The bar hummed with nervous energy as people clustered around tables, sipping drinks and checking their phones.

Mrs. Donovan and her supporters occupied one side of the room while Spittleberg’s team held court near the pool tables.

But the partisan tension was softened by the plastic mistletoe and candy canes— and the bartender, who was dressed, very unconvincingly, as Santa Claus.

I was leaning back against the bar with Warren — the big redbearded viking who’d been helping us since our fight against the corrupt council — and a couple other guys.

I was keeping an eye on the big TV’s that were tuned into the local channel covering the election results.

Caroline and Sofia sat on stools nearby, gabbing about something that had Sofia gesturing dramatically with her wine glass.

Kate stood across the room with one of our campaign organizers, probably talking about plans for the future.

My attention kept drifting to the Spittleberg section, where I could see Doug holding his beer and talking obnoxiously loud.

No sign of Amber. Maybe she decided to stay away.

Eventually, Warren and his pals grabbed an empty table, leaving me alone at the bar with my beer.

The bartender was busy at the other end, his Santa beard hanging below his mouth. Caroline and Sofia were still lost in their conversation.

Gazing up at the TV screen, I raised the bottle to my lips. A soft presence appeared beside me, and a gentle hand brushed my arm.

Amber stood there looking up at me, her blonde hair shining. She held a beer in one hand and wore jeans and a sweater.

Her pretty eyebrows were scrunched into a look of playful sarcasm. “Hey, my favorite frenemy!” She smiled.

“Hey, buddy,” I said, squeezing her shoulder. “I was wondering if you’d show up.”

“And miss seeing your face when your side loses?”

I laughed. “You seem pretty confident.”

“Of course I’m confident. We’ve got the better candidate, the better plan, and, honestly, better hair.”

She tossed her blonde locks dramatically, then took an ostentatious sip of her beer.

I pointed at the bottle in her hand. “By the way, how many of those have you had, young lady?”

Her mouth popped open as if she was shocked. “This is my first! Why?”

“I’m a little concerned,” I said with mock seriousness. “I’ve witnessed you drunk at two separate public events.”

Amber rolled her eyes dramatically. “Don’t worry. That’s not happening tonight.”

“Famous last words.”

She let out a laugh, raising one hand. “Don’t even start! The guy with more wives than an African chieftain.”

“Yeah, it’s pretty great,” I said, breaking into a big smile.

Amber looked away, crossing her arms, but her weight shifted towards me. We were standing close, comfortable together, oblivious to the rest of the bar.

“You’re right, though,” I added. “Three is a lot. I think I have just one slot left. Just one more wife and that’s it.”

Amber’s head turned towards me slightly, her eyes cast down. Then she looked away, but inched her way closer. I leaned back, putting my hand on the bar behind her.

She eased into that cozy spot against me, like a boat coming into a harbor, and my arm closed around her shoulder protectively.

“One more slot, and we all think it should be you,” I said casually, as if it was no big deal. “You’d be the final wife.”

She laughed, and I could see that she was totally at ease next to me. “I’m way too high-maintenance for your little commune.”

“Are you, though?” I looked down, studying her face. “You seem pretty low-maintenance tonight.”

I felt her lean closer. “Do we get to go camping?” She asked suddenly, looking up at me.

“Camping?”

“Yeah. I love camping. Would you take all the wives on camping trips?”

“I love camping, too. It’s a great idea. We’d get a five-person tent. Make a fire. That would be cozy.”

“I know, right? Marshmallows around the campfire with all your wives?”

I chuckled. “Sofia might take some convincing. Actually, she would be the most high maintenance.”

Amber shrugged. “Well, her loss.”

My pulse was pumping with excitement now.

Amber might have been ‘just joking,’ but she was still imagining herself in my harem. Surely we would not be having this talk if she hadn’t already halfway made up her mind.

An announcement from the televisions drew us out of our fantasy. The votes were almost counted. Results were coming up.

Amber turned and glanced towards the Spittleberg section, where Doug and her other colleagues and co-campaigners were huddled around their tables.

They were conspicuously not looking at us, but they had the air of having just been watching us, before we looked at them.

Amber turned her attention back to me. Her cheeks were flushed, but she didn’t budge. She didn’t seem to care anymore.

“What are you doing cozying up to the enemy, anyway?” I said, giving her a squeeze.

Her breath caught at my grip, her cheeks flushing a deeper red. “I like it better here with you.”

The TV volume suddenly increased. The Santa Claus bartender stood behind the counter pointing the remote.

The chatter in the bar died down as everyone listened to the local reporter on screen. “The votes have been counted for today’s special election for Riverdale mayor and city council. The results are in.”

Amber tensed slightly against me, but she didn’t pull away. If anything, she seemed to nestle closer, as if seeking comfort.

“In the mayoral race, with all precincts reporting, Donovan has won decisively with 68% of the vote, defeating Spittleberg who received 18%.”

Spittleberg’s share was shockingly low, but it was because the normally low turnout was massive this time, and people were furious about the corruption.

Cheers erupted from our side while Spittleberg’s supporters sat in silence.

Caroline appeared behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist in celebration. “We did it!”

But I was watching Amber, who had gone very still against me. She stared into space with a strange look in her eye.

The anchor continued, “For the remaining council seats, the pro-Donovan slate has swept five of the six seats, with only incumbent councilman Robert Hayes retaining his position.”

More cheers from our side. The Spittleberg campaign looked as if Armageddon was about to begin.

I gently placed my hand on Amber’s shoulder. “Hey, I’m sorry…”

She suddenly turned in my arms, hooking her hands around my neck, her brown eyes gazing up at me, vulnerable.

“Are you?” she whispered, standing on tiptoe but stopping just short of my lips. “Really sorry?”

For a few heartbeats, we stayed frozen like that, her breath warm against my mouth, her eyes wide with the magnitude of what we were about to do.

Then her hands hooked around my neck, and we kissed.

Her lips were unbelievably soft. The kiss deepened, and I felt her fingers threading through my hair.

My hands held the small of her back, holding her close, and she pressed her whole body against me.

I stopped and looked at her, but her eyes remained closed, her mouth upturned towards me, hungry for more.

I felt eyes on us. Glancing across the bar, I saw Doug and a few others gaping.

Amber’s eyes opened, and she smiled.

I put my mouth against her ear. “People are watching us…”

She gave me a mischievous look. “My coworkers.”

“Yeah… I’ve never been a big public kisser.”

“Me neither.”

She looked over her shoulder at Doug and the others, watching them with a humorous twinkle in her eye.

Then she looked back at me, grinning. “But I don’t care anymore.”

With one defiant glance over her shoulder, she took my hand and led me to a brick pillar that offered more privacy.

“Better?” she asked, leaning back against the pillar.

“Much better,” I said, my arms tightening around her waist.

We shared deeper kisses as the celebration clamored around us, and Amber’s coworkers quietly departed.

The evening ended perfectly, with Amber in my arms even as Caroline stood and talked with us.

At one point, Sofia and Kate came up too. My three girlfriends stood around as Amber stood there in my arms— blushing like crazy, but clearly comfortable with it nevertheless.

The implications seemed pretty clear.

It felt like we’d passed a milestone, that Amber was now clearly signalling her desire to try something with us.

Even so, we didn’t talk about it that night. I felt like everything was perfect the way it had happened— so naturally.

So I said goodnight, and Amber clung to me, clearly not wanting the night to end. And, finally, we parted ways, knowing ‘the talk’ would be coming.
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Chapter twenty-four


The next morning, the doorbell rang while I was taking my first sips of coffee, and Caroline was sitting at the table still in her nightgown.

Caroline looked up with a mischievous expression. “I wonder who that could possibly be?”

“Amber?” I suggested, heading for the door.

When I opened it, the young blonde stood on the porch, hands shoved deep in her coat pockets, her hair slightly tousled by the December wind.

She looked nervous but determined, like she’d made up her mind about something difficult.

“Hey,” she said softly. “Can we talk?”

“Of course. Come in.”

As I turned in towards the hallway, Amber was suddenly at my side, her arms wrapping around my waist.

“I hope I’m not interrupting anything. I just... needed to see you. After last night—”

Caroline appeared in the hallway, carrying her coffee mug. “Amber! What a nice surprise.”

“Hi, Caroline.” Amber’s cheeks were already pink from the cold, but I could see the flush deepening as she looked between us.

She loosened her grip on me, but her hands still rested on my chest. “Sorry for just showing up like this…”

“Don’t be silly,” Caroline said in a sultry voice. “You’re always welcome here.”

Amber nodded, then turned back to me, her fists grabbing my shirt. She rose up on her toes to press her lips to mine. The kiss was soft but deliberate, lasting just long enough to make her intentions clear.

When she pulled back, her eyes flicked nervously to Caroline, as if checking for a reaction.

Caroline just smiled over her coffee mug. “I’ll give you two some privacy.”

Amber said quickly, “No, actually, I think... I think we should all talk together. This involves you too.”

We moved into the living room, Caroline settling into her usual armchair while Amber and I took the couch. Amber perched on the edge, her hands clasped tightly in her lap.

“So,” she began, then stopped, laughing nervously. “God, I don’t even know how to start this conversation.”

“Just say what’s on your mind,” I encouraged.

She took a deep breath. “Last night, when I kissed you... that wasn’t because I drank too much. I only had one beer.”

“I know. You meant it.”

Her gaze moved to Caroline, then she turned to me. “When you said there was one more slot, you were serious, weren’t you?”

“Completely serious.”

“And you, Caroline, you’re really okay with this? Sharing him with a brat like me?”

Caroline’s smile was radiant. “Honey, I suggested it a long time ago. Ryan makes us all happy. There’s enough love here for everyone.”

Amber’s shoulders sagged with relief. “I was worried you’d see me as competition.”

“The only thing I see is a young woman who’s finally ready to follow her heart instead of everyone else’s expectations.”

Caroline stood up, the folds of her nightgown draping her baby bump. Her hand caressed it and she smiled at Amber. “I can’t wait to see you all swollen with his baby.”

She kissed the top of my head as she passed, then squeezed Amber’s shoulder. “We’re going to take such good care of you.”

After Caroline left, Amber gave a wide-eyed look, then fell against me giggling.

“What?” I asked.

She looked at me. “She talks like I’m gonna be some kind of baby making machine.”

“Aren’t you?” I smirked.

Amber swatted me, fighting a smile. “Ryan!” But then she fell back against me. “Well, yeah, I guess I am,” she breathed, her fingers touching my jaw.

Our lips crashed together, and Amber moaned into my mouth, passionately making out with me.

Some time later, she reluctantly stood, straightening her clothes. “I have some things to take care of.”

I took her hand. “You know Kate and Sofia will want to meet with you too, right? All of us together.”

Amber’s eyes widened slightly. “Like... officially?”

“Think of it as a welcome party. They’ll want to make sure you feel comfortable with everything.”

She bit her lip nervously. “Will they grill me? Ask me hard questions?”

“They’ll probably just want to hug you and start planning baby names,” I said, making her laugh.

“Okay,” she said, taking a deep breath. “When?”

“Come over tonight. Sofia’s cooking.”

“Sure, I can come, but I’ll be a little late. I have to work.”

“On a Saturday?”

She nodded. “I’ve got some showings, and I have to go into the office…” She made an ick face.

“Oh, baby, that’s tough,” I said, giving her hand a sympathetic kiss.

Her other hand caressed my head. “It’s okay. I really don’t care anymore. I’m ready to deal with it.”
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Chapter twenty-five


Amber returned to Caroline’s house in the evening, still dressed in her work clothes— a black blazer and stretchy black slacks, with her fall coat overtop.

One arm hung at her side, holding her work case, and her shoulders were slumped. Wisps of hair had escaped from her pony tail, and her eyes looked tired.

“Hey,” she said, managing a tired smile. “I came right over. Hope I’m not too late.”

“Never too late,” I said, pulling her into a hug and taking her bag.

She leaned against my chest with a happy sigh, putting her arms around me. For a moment, she just held on, as if drawing strength from the contact.

“Rough day?” I asked.

“The worst,” she said, her voice muffled against my shirt. “But I don’t want to think about it anymore.”

Sofia appeared from the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron. Her dark hair was loose around her shoulders, and her curves filled out a simple sweater—a striking contrast to Amber’s slim silhouette.

“Amber!” Sofia exclaimed, her eyes glowing with warmth.

As soon as I helped Amber out of her coat, Sofia pulled her into an embrace.

Amber’s eyes widened for a moment, then she melted into the older woman’s arms with a soft sigh.

“How are you, mi amor?” Sofia studied Amber’s face with concern. “Ryan told me everything about your colleagues, how they treat you.”

“I’m fine,” Amber said, smiling shyly at the attention. “Really.”

“Ayyy, no! You don’t look fine.” Sofia’s eyebrows scrunched with indignation. “They shouldn’t treat you like that.”

Caroline appeared at the top of the stairs, radiant with the glow of her pregnancy.

A loose sweater hung about her like a cape, but it still couldn’t hide her swollen breasts and rounded belly.

The fabric of her leggings hugged her fuller thighs and a rounder backside. Amazingly, even though her butt had grown bigger, her cheeks were still incredibly round and perky.

One hand on the railing, the other on her belly, she came down the stairs slowly, smiling at Amber.

“Hey, Amber!” Caroline called, making her way down slowly, one hand on the railing, the other on her belly. “Welcome home.”

The word ‘home’ made Amber’s eyes widen. She watched Caroline descend, her gaze lingering on the obvious signs of pregnancy.

Kate emerged from the kitchen carrying a glass of wine. “Thought you might need this,” she said, offering it to Amber with a knowing smile.

Amber accepted it gratefully, taking a healthy gulp. “God, yes. Thank you.”

We moved to the living room, Caroline and Sofia flanking Amber on the couch while Kate took the armchair. I remained standing, watching the interplay between them.

“Tell us what happened,” Caroline said gently.

Amber stared into her wine for a moment. “My boss called me in this morning. Gave me a lecture about ‘maintaining professional standards.’ Basically told me my personal life was becoming a distraction.”

“What did you say?” Kate asked.

“That my personal life is none of his business.” The old fire returned to Amber’s eyes. “And that if he has a problem with who I choose to date, he can call a lawyer.”

I grinned. “There’s the brat I know.”

She looked up at me with mock indignation. “I am not a brat!”

“You absolutely are,” Caroline said, laughing. “And we love it.”

Amber’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away from me. “Oh my God, you were so annoying at first. Always challenging everything I said, making me question everything I thought I knew.”

“And now?” I asked, stepping closer.

She set down her wine and leaned back, her professional composure finally cracking. “Now I realize you were right. About what matters. About what I really want.”

“Which is?”

She gestured around the room, but her gaze stayed fixed on mine. “This. A real family.” Her voice grew quieter. “I want what Caroline has.”

The room went still. Caroline’s hand moved instinctively to her belly.

“I want to be pregnant,” Amber continued, the words tumbling out now. “I want to carry your children. I want to be part of this.”

Sofia made a soft sound of approval. Kate leaned forward, her eyes bright with interest.

I moved closer, until I was standing directly in front of her. “You want to join us? Completely?”

She nodded, unable to speak.

“Even though you’re still wearing that uptight work outfit?” I reached down and flicked the collar of her blazer. “Still looking like the prim little real estate agent who fought us for months?”

Amber looked down at her clothes, then back up at me. “I... I didn’t have time to change—”

“I like it,” Caroline said. “The good girl next door… who’s about to become our breeding slut.”

Amber threw her head back and let out a throaty laugh. Then she bit her lip, her eyes sparkling. “Oh my God, you guys. I didn’t know you were like this.”

“But you like it,” Caroline said, smiling.

Amber grinned, casting her eyes down shyly. “I do. And yes, I wanna be…” she chortled, covering her mouth.

Stepping forward, I reached for the back of her head and fisted her hair, pulling her head back slightly.

The laughing stopped. Her eyes widened and she moved her head back, baring her neck. “Oh my God I like that,” she breathed.

“Say it,” I murmured firmly

“I… I wanna be your breeding slut.”

“Good girl.” I released her hair and lifted her chin, gently brushing my thumb over her cheek.

Amber was panting now, almost in a swoon.

“Touch Caroline’s belly,” I said quietly. “Feel what you’re going to have.”

Amber’s hand trembled as she reached toward Caroline’s bump. “Can I?”

Caroline guided Amber’s palm to the curve of her belly. “That’s your future, honey. That’s what Ryan’s going to give you.”

Amber’s eyes glazed, her hand splaying across Caroline’s stomach. “I want this so badly,” she whispered.

“Then take it,” I said, reaching down to stroke her hair. “We’re going to take care of you, Amber. Give you everything you’ve been craving.”

She looked up at me. “When?”

“Right now,” I said. “If you’re ready.”

Amber stood abruptly, shedding her blazer with sudden determination. “I’m ready.”

Caroline smiled, rising from the couch. “Then let’s go upstairs and give you what you want.”
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Chapter twenty-six


Caroline entered her bedroom ahead of us, flicking on a bedside lamp. As the rest of us filed in, she moved softly beside the bed, turning down its cream-colored comforter.

Amber stood in the center of the room, still in her work clothes. She fidgeted with her hands. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

Sofia moved to her side. “Is okay, mi amor. We take care of you.”

Amber touched Sofia’s arm. “Thank you. I feel surprisingly relaxed with you guys here. It feels like you all understand me.”

Kate settled into the armchair by the window.

Caroline sat on the edge of the bed, caressing her belly. “We’re going to make you feel so good, honey. And then Ryan’s going to put a baby in you.”

Amber’s breathing quickened. I placed my hands on her shoulders.

“Let’s get you out of these work clothes,” I murmured, starting to undo the buttons of her blouse.

Amber let out a moan of assent, watching my fingers, letting me undress her like a doll.

“You’re so pretty,” Sofia breathed, moving closer to stroke Amber’s hair.

I peeled the blouse away, revealing her ivory-pale skin, and a waist so small I could almost span it with my hands.

“Look how tiny she is,” Caroline said admiringly, leaning back on one hand.

Amber flushed at being discussed like this, but she seemed to love the attention.

“Come here, sweetheart,” Caroline said, taking Amber’s hands as she approached.

The contrast was striking—Caroline’s pregnant curves against Amber’s supple frame.

Caroline cupped Amber’s cheeks. “You’re going to be such a good little breeder for us.”

“Yes,” Amber whispered.

I stood behind her, gripping her waist, kneading her malleable flesh beneath my fingers.

“So small,” I murmured. “But not for long. Soon you’ll be swollen like Caroline.”

Amber’s head fell back against my shoulder as I kissed her neck.

“Are you ready?” I asked, my hands sliding up to cup her breasts through her bra.

She nodded, pressing back against me. “Yes, I’m ready. I want to have your baby.”

“Take off the rest,” I commanded. Amber’s hands went to her bra clasp while I knelt behind her, quickly pulling down her slacks.

I took my time with her panties, slowly peeling them away like I was unwrapping a present. Then I pressed my lips against her ass. It was plump and perky yet unbelievably soft.

She shook her golden hair, letting it fall loose around her shoulders. Then she crawled onto the bed, stretching out between Caroline and Sofia, her slender body trembling with anticipation.

I knelt between Amber’s thighs, teasing her clit with my tongue.

Caroline and Sofia flanked her, their fingers softly caressing her skin while Kate watched from the armchair.

Amber opened her thighs wider, her hips involuntarily moving in response to my tongue. She was wet and ready. Sliding a finger over her glistening slit, I tried to push inside her. But I could barely get the tip of my finger in.

“Holy shit you’re tight,” I growled.

“I—I’m sorry… My pussy’s really small,” Amber mewled.

Caroline reached to the bedside table, opening the drawer. “It’s okay, honey. It’s just going to take a bit of training.”

“Training?”

Caroline squeezed a liberal amount of lube out onto Amber’s mound, making the young blonde quiver at the cold liquid as I started massaging it over her lips.

My index finger easily slid inside now, though I felt the incredibly tight grip of Amber’s vagina. I started working it, but Amber flinched, sucking in a breath.

“Does it hurt?” I said.

Amber nodded. “A little.”

Caroline positioned herself over Amber. “May I? This needs a woman’s touch.”

For a few minutes, I watched Caroline’s supple fingers working, until she was able to fit two inside, slipping them over Amber’s G-spot, making her squirm and gaze at Caroline with wide eyes.

I could tell she saw Caroline in a whole new light now.

Caroline moved aside, and Amber opened her thighs for me. My cock was hard and heavy as I pushed it against her entrance.

“Are you ready?” I said. “Ready to have a family with us?”

“Yes,” she whimpered, squirming against the sheets. “Breed me. Make me pregnant like Caroline.”

I pushed in slow. Amber’s cry was sharp, her legs wrapping around me, pulling me deeper. The bed creaked, the room warm despite the December chill outside.

Sofia’s hand slid to where we joined, her fingers brushing Amber’s clit, making her buck. “His cock’s gonna pump you full.” Her other hand grazed my balls, rolling them gently.

“Your pussy was made for this, wasn’t it?” I murmured.

“Yes,” Amber said, gazing up at me.

“Made to take my dick.”

“Yes it was.” She opened her legs wider, bucking desperately. “M-made to have your babies.”

I pushed in further, until I was balls deep inside Amber’s delicate body.

Her mouth fell open as she stared at the ceiling in amazement.

Caroline’s lips found Amber’s neck, kissing soft, her hand still teasing Amber’s nipple. “Feel him, Amber,” she murmured. “Feel how deep he is”

Amber’s moans grew frantic, her hips rocking to meet mine, her pussy clenching with each thrust.

“Ryan, please,” she begged, her voice raw, eyes glassy with need. “I want it, I want your cum, I want your baby.”

I leaned down, kissing her hard as I thrust faster, the pressure building.

“What were you made for, Amber? Tell me.”

“To carry your children,” she sobbed, her legs wrapping around my waist. Her nails raked my back, her body trembling.

Caroline tenderly stroked her head. “That’s our good little breeding slut,” she breathed, kissing her.

I thrust deep, groaning as my release hit, spilling hot cum into her young womb.

Amber’s cry matched mine, her body shaking and convulsing before finally going limp.

We lay there for a moment, catching our breath, our hearts racing.

I pulled out slowly, and Amber shivered at the loss of connection, her eyes still glazed with satisfaction.

“Perfect,” Caroline whispered, kissing Amber’s cheek. “We’re going to be mommies together.”

Amber smiled languidly, her eyes moving to Kate, still watching from the chair. “And— and Kate, too.”

Caroline smiled. “Yes, and Kate too. Three of us, each one pregnant with Ryan’s child.”

Amber sighed, nestling her head against the pillow.

I settled beside her. “How do you feel?”

She nestled against me, eyes soft and dreamy. “I feel complete.” Her hand moved to her stomach. “Do you really think...?”

“Maybe,” Caroline said. “But this will just be the first of many nights.”

Sofia giggled, settling on the other side of me. “Every night if we have to.”

Amber sighed. “I can’t believe I waited so long. I was being so stupid.”

”You weren’t stupid,” Kate said from her chair. “You were scared. But you’re not scared anymore, are you?”

Amber shook her head, fingers intertwining with mine. “No. Not anymore. I know exactly where I belong now.”

I pulled the blankets up over all of us, Amber nestling among us like she’d always been part of the family.
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Chapter twenty-seven


Sunlight streamed through Caroline’s living room windows on Christmas morning, catching the bulbs on the big tree.

Presents spilled out from under its branches, and the fireplace crackled cozily.

I sat in the armchair near the fire, watching my four women in their various states of undress—Caroline in a silk robe, Sofia in an oversized sweater and fuzzy slippers, Kate in flannel pajama pants and a tank top.

But it was Amber who kept hogging my attention.

She knelt in front of the tree on the sheepskin rug. Wearing a short red nightgown, her blonde hair tousled from sleep, she enthusiastically handed out presents.

“This one’s for you,” she said, crawling toward me with a wrapped box, the movement making her nightgown ride up dangerously high.

Caroline watched from another armchair with an amused smile. “You’re giving Ryan quite a show.”

Amber’s cheeks flushed pink, but she didn’t adjust the nightgown. “Maybe that’s the point.”

“Such a tease,” Sofia commented from where she was arranging mugs of hot chocolate on the dining room table.

“I learn from the best.” Amber straightened her back and handed me the present.

“Is from me!” Sofia said, pointing at it.

I unwrapped Sofia’s gift—cedar planks for smoking salmon— and set it down beside a new multitool from Kate and a Julius Caesar biography from Caroline.

I gave Sofia a hug and kiss, then returned to my chair. “I’ve got something here for you, Amber,” I said, reaching for the small velvet box beside my chair.

Her eyes lit up as I handed it to her. She popped it open, then delicately pulled out a simple gold band that glistened in the firelight.

“It’s a promise ring,” I said. “The promise is that you’re ours now, completely.”

Amber gazed at it, then slowly slipped it onto her ring finger. “I love it.”

She admired the ring on her finger, then tossed her hair with a luxurious air. “I’m the only one with a ring. Is it because I’m the newest? Or maybe because I’m the youngest. I get special privileges. Can I open all the rest of my presents first?”

The room went quiet. Caroline and I exchanged a glance. I gave her a nod. Sofia hid a smirk behind her mug while Kate raised an eyebrow with obvious amusement.

“You know that’s not how this family works, Amber,” Caroline said calmly.

Amber looked at her with wide eyes. I could see the anticipation there.

“Come here,” Caroline said, patting her lap.

Amber pouted. “We’re opening presents. I had one for you next.”

“You better do as she says,” I said, a small smile on my lips.

With a saucy face, Amber crawled across the rug and draped herself across Caroline’s thighs. The contrast was delicious—Caroline’s maternal authority and Amber’s youthful submission.

“Much better,” Caroline said, stroking Amber’s hair. “I’m Ryan’s first, and we’re under my roof.”

“You’re a lot older than me too,” Amber breathed, looking up at her.

“That’s right, honey,” Caroline said, stroking her cheek. “I make the decisions around here, including about Christmas morning. Understood?”

Amber kept gazing up at her for a moment. Then she murmured, “Yes, understood.”

“Good girl.” Caroline reached for a silver-wrapped box. “Now, because we do like to spoil you, I have something else here from all of us.”

Amber’s nails ripped the paper away, revealing a jewelry box. Her breath caught as she read the brand name inscribed on the box.

She glanced around at us, wide-eyed. “Oh my God. I can’t believe—”

“Go ahead,” I said. “Open it.”

Removing the lid, she lifted a delicate gold necklace with a small glittering pendant.

“This must have cost so much.” she breathed, lifting it with trembling fingers. “I’ve never owned anything this beautiful.”

“You’re worth it,” Sofia said warmly. “Our little mama deserves beautiful things.”

Caroline took the necklace from Amber’s hands. “Turn around,” she said.

Amber readily obeyed, gathering her hair away from her neck. Caroline fastened it around Amber’s throat with careful attention.

“How does it look?” Amber asked, touching the pendant.

“Perfect,” I said. “Like you belong to us.”

“I do belong to you,” Amber whispered.

Caroline’s hands rested on Amber’s shoulders. “Yes, you do. And don’t forget that.”

Amber’s pupils dilated, and her lips parted. This was just the kind of talk she loved. “I won’t forget it,” she breathed.

I stood, slowly walking towards them. I touched the hem of Amber’s nightgown. “This needs to come off.”

Amber nodded eagerly as Caroline pulled the red fabric over her head, leaving her naked except for the gold necklace and promise ring.

“Much better,” Caroline murmured, her fingers tracing over Amber’s pebbling nipples. “Our beautiful little wife.”

Kate moved closer, looking Amber up and down while Sofia watched, forgetting the hot chocolate for the moment.

Amber’s hands groped at my pajama pants, squeezing my hardening length through the fabric.

“Your such a slut for Ryan,” Caroline hummed. “Look how eager you are.”

Amber tugged at the waistband of my pajama pants. “Yes, I am.”

I shoved them down, letting my stiff cock bounce up. Amber eagerly took hold of it.

Kate sat on the arm of the chair. “That’s it, show us how you suck it.”

Amber opened her plump little lips, and took me into her mouth.

At that moment, a phone rang.

It was a jarring electronic trill that took me back to my childhood in the 2000s.

Caroline looked towards the hallway in surprise. “The landline! Nobody calls my landline anymore.”

Caroline rose from the chair. Amber stood aside, naked, hugging herself and shivering slightly.

The phone kept ringing insistently.

We listened as Caroline’s stockinged feet padded into the hallway, and the ringing stopped abruptly.

“Hello… Yes, this is Caroline.” Her voice was formal and polite. “Oh yes! She’s here... Yes, we’re having a lovely Christmas morning... Of course, just one moment.”

Caroline returned carrying an ancient cordless phone. Her voice was as smooth as milk. “Amber, it’s your mom.”

Amber’s eyes widened, and a look of mortification came onto her face. Then she frowned in annoyance, reaching for the phone. “Here, give it to me.”

But Caroline held it away, motioning to the chair. “Sit back down first,” she said quietly, planting herself in the chair again.

Amber looked confused for a moment, then understanding came to her. Slowly, she settled back onto Caroline’s lap, her naked body trembling slightly.

Only then did Caroline hand her the phone.

Amber spoke in a voice that sounded impressively normal, if catty. “Merry Christmas, Mom. Why are you calling me at this number?”

The voice of Amber’s mother came through the line, scolding her.

“You didn’t pick up your cell. Amber, what’s going on? I thought you were going to be here to open presents.”

Amber rolled her eyes. “No, you didn’t, mom. I told you I was spending Christmas morning at Caroline and Ryan’s. You knew that.”

There was a pause, and her mom said something I couldn’t hear, but it made Amber raise her voice.

“Mom! That’s rude!”

“I just don’t understand why you have to spend your morning with… that… situation. It’s not natural.”

Caroline lightly scratched her nails on Amber’s waist, making her squirm and giggle.

“It’s not a joke, Amber,” her mom continued. “People are talking.”

“I know it’s not a joke, Mom. I’m serious about this.”

Caroline’s fingers traced circles over Amber’s thigh. Amber shivered, putting her hand on Caroline’s, trying to keep it still.

She took a deep breath, then spoke slowly. “And it’s not a ‘situation.’ These are the people I care about.”

“Well, I sure can’t wait till you grow out of this experimental phase.”

I knelt down in front of the chair. Amber’s eyes widened as she watched me, her mother’s voice still droning through the phone about reputation and proper behavior.

“Wait a minute, Mom. I’m not growing out of it. I’ve grown into it. This is the—” Amber moved the phone away as I gently spread her thighs open.

She opened them wider, repositioning her pelvis to give me better access. Then she defiantly returned the phone to her mouth. “This is the happiest I’ve ever been.”

“Well, what am I supposed to tell people when they ask about my daughter living across the street from... from…”

“From what, Mom?” Amber’s voice cracked slightly as my tongue found her clit, making her grip the phone tighter.

Amber covered her mouth with one hand to cover a gasp. Kate and Sofia watched with fascination as Amber struggled to maintain composure.

“You know what I mean, Amber. That man with all those women. It’s not how we raised you.”

“How you raised me,” Amber whispered, her voice breathy, “was to be honest and follow my heart.” She bit her lip hard as I continued my ministrations, her thighs trembling.

“Well, your father is mortified. You won’t hear him say it, but—”

“Because he’s too polite!” Amber interrupted, her words coming out in a rush. “And he wants… me to be happy.”

Caroline’s fingers slipped into Amber’s mouth, muffling any sounds as I worked my tongue faster. Amber’s hips moved involuntarily as she sought more friction against my tongue.

“We all want you to be happy, Amber, but this isn’t the way—”

Amber pushed Caroline’s fingers from her mouth. “I’m twenty-five years old,” she said firmly. “I get to choose how I live my life.”

I stopped licking her, slowly closing her legs, then I stood in front of her.

“Of course you do, Amber!” her mom said in a sarcastic tone. “Nobody says otherwise. But you have to think about how this looks…”

As Mrs. McAlister rattled on, I pulled out my cock, stiff and throbbing, and positioned it near her daughter’s face.

Amber at once opened her mouth and took me in while her mother continued talking.

“Amber? Are you listening to me? This is important. Your reputation, your future—”

Amber made muffled sounds of agreement, the vibrations making me groan quietly. Caroline stroked her hair encouragingly while Kate and Sofia watched in amazement at Amber’s ability to multitask.

“I just don’t understand how you can waste your time and throw away your life,” her mother went on.

Amber pulled back just enough to whisper, “Uh-huh, Mom,” before taking me deeper into her mouth. I pressed all the way to the back of her throat.

“And what about children? What about giving me grandchildren in a proper family?”

This time Amber couldn’t help but smile around my cock. If only her mother knew.

“I’m going to hang up now, Mom,” Amber managed breathlessly when she came up for air. “This is a pointless conversation. I’ll see you this afternoon.”

She hung up quickly, handing the phone to Caroline as she looked up at me with glazed eyes.

“That was great,” Caroline murmured, stroking her hair. “You handled that perfectly.”

Amber quickly returned her attention returned my cock.

Sliding from Caroline’s lap, she got onto her knees in front of me, taking one of my balls into her mouth while working my shaft with her hand.

“We’ve trained her so well,” Caroline said, watching with a critical eye.

Kate watched with a restless look in her eye. “She’s come a long way in just a couple of weeks. I think we can almost say her initiation is over.”

Amber was busy, but she pulled her lips away with a sucking noise. “No,” she wined, “I’m still just learning. Please fuck me, Ryan.”

Looking at me with her soft brown angel eyes, she lay back on the sheepskin rug, opening her legs to show her glistening slit. “You’re still training my pussy, remember?”

I moved towards her, not taking my eyes off her. “Your pussy is taking to me just fine,” I said, moving over top of her.

Amber gazed up at me, running her hands over my neck, much less shy than a few weeks ago. “After that talk with my mom, I just want you even more,” she whispered.

Behind me, sitting in her chair, Caroline gave a sigh of contentment. “Just imagine a year from now… two years from now… this house will be filled with children. Our children.”

“I hope so,” Amber gasped, her back arching as I thrust my cock inside her. “I want to be pregnant soon. I want everyone to see that I chose this.”

The intensity built between us as I pumped in and out of Amber, the slick sounds mixing with her moaning as my other women watched.

“My pussy’s better now, isn’t?” she mewled. “It’s… It’s perfect for your dick.”

“It was made for it,” I said.

Looking to one side, I saw Sofia sitting with her legs crossed, foot bouncing impatiently.

“You’re right, Kate,” she said. “Amber’s initiation is officially finish. And she must be pregnant by now! Oyyyy, all that sperm!”

“Yeah, she’s been getting first dibs every time,” Kate said from somewhere behind me.

“Is no fair,” Sofia lamented.

“It is fair,” Caroline said diplomatically. “We were getting Amber pregnant. But you’re right. I think we can go back to a normal rotation now.”

“Is my turn next!” Sofia said, suddenly very excited.

Kate was quick to disagree. “Uh, it was actually my turn.”

“Paper-rock-scissors?” Caroline said.

The rest of the conversation faded into oblivion as my climax exploded around my brain, leaving me aware of nothing but Amber’s tight, wet pussy.

We lay together for a moment, gasping for breath. Then, slowly, as the room reconfigured itself and my senses came back to me, a certain black-haired kitten was all over me.

“You’re so good to us, papi,” Sofia was whispering, kissing my chest, her fingers grazing over my balls.

I smiled. “Did you beat Kate in paper-rock-scissors?”
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Chapter twenty-eight


The spring air was fresh and warm as I strode through the gazebo park, my hair wet from the gym showers.

My muscles were agreeably sore from a late afternoon squash game with a friend, and my stomach rumbled with hunger.

Flowers were blooming in the gardens, and I saw a butterfly playing in the breeze. There were also a few of them fluttering around in my stomach, too.

Today was a special day.

For me. For my unconventional clan. For everyone.

As I approached Como en Casa, pink lettering hung in the window, announcing the occasion amidst pink and red hearts — ‘Happy Mother’s Day.’

The restaurant was already filled with a sizable crowd. Sofia had advertised the event on her social media, which had grown a big following.

Sofia and the girls were a bit nervous about the event, and, to tell the truth, so was I.

This wasn’t just a community celebration of Mother’s Day. It was also a kind of statement from us, and a final test of whether the community accepted us.

This was all too clear as I entered the restaurant. People stood mingling in small groups, holding their drinks.

Heads turned towards me. People greeted me, parting to make way. Caroline stood in the center of everything, like a living centerpiece of the celebration.

She was more than eight months’ pregnant now, her belly big and round. But she flaunted it in a white, form-fitting pregnancy dress.

The fabric seemed almost tailored around the enormous bump of her stomach, and stretched comfortably over the rounds of her hips.

She stood with one hand resting on the top of her belly. Beside her stood Kate and Amber, my other two queens, equally proud in their pregnancies.

Kate, at six months, wore a flowing emerald dress that accentuated her prominent bump.

Amber glowed in a soft yellow sundress, her five-month belly creating a gentle curve that she displayed, caressing with both hands.

As I crossed the floor toward them, the crowd parted naturally, everyone watching, greeting me with nods and smiles.

“Evening, Ryan.” “Good to see ya.” “Congratulations on the babies.”

I felt like a king entering his court, returning to his queens after a day’s absence.

I stopped in front of them, letting them approach me according to their established pecking order. First Caroline came forward, lifting her face to receive my kiss as I placed one hand on her belly.

Then Kate received her kiss, with Amber following quickly.

Near the doorway, Sofia stood in her tight jeans that showed the incredible shape of her butt and thighs, tapering down to her thin ankles.

The white apron was tied around her waist, and her white teeth glimmered behind red lipstick as Mrs. Donovan congratulated her on how far her business had come.

Sofia glided towards me, beaming, pressing herself against me as I kissed her cheek.

Mrs. Donovan followed with a busy air, zipping up her coat. “Ryan, I have to run, but congratulations again on your growing family.”

She said it without any stutter or hesitation, and I got the impression she’d accepted us as a positive, if eccentric, feature of the community.

“And thank you, Mayor, for the good work you’ve done.”

The restaurant door chimed.

Heads turned toward the entrance. Bill and Martha, our nosy neighbors, stood awkwardly in the doorway, both scowling as if they smelled a fart.

At Martha’s feet, Snuggles the poodle emitted a bossy shriek to announce their presence.

Oddly, it was not unusual to see them at Sofia’s restaurant. They came frequently, in fact, though always with an air of resentment.

It took us a while to figure out why they chose to eat there if they were so scandalized by our unconventional relationship.

We figured they initially came to spy on us, collecting gossip for their bridge nights. But in the process, Martha became addicted to Sofia’s cakes and empanadas.

She’d even admitted once that she’d attempted to make them herself.

Martha clutched her purse, her mouth set in its usual tight line of disapproval as she headed for an empty table. Bill shuffled along behind her, giving us sidelong glances.

But Snuggles suddenly noticed me and lunged forward, straining against his leash and barking furiously.

“Snuggles, quiet!” Martha hissed, yanking on the leash.

But her eyes were doing exactly what the dog was doing—focused intently on our little group, drinking in every detail with morbid fascination.

I smiled, giving them a friendly wave. “Bill! Martha! Good to see you. Happy Mother’s Day.”

Caroline smiled beautifully. “Hey, you guys!”

Bill’s mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping for air. “I… Er, Happy Mother’s Day to you too.”

Martha’s grip on her purse tightened, and her eyes darted between Caroline’s enormous belly, Kate’s prominent bump, and Amber’s gentle curve.

Snuggles, still focused on me, bolted towards me again, snarling and snapping his teeth, almost strangling himself on his own leash.

Martha had to drag him across the floor and put him beside her in the booth before he finally stopped.

Music suddenly blasted from a large speaker that had been set up, sending a heavy reggaeton beat vibrating through the floor.

Martha jumped in her seat, and Snuggles scrambled in her arms, shrieking with anger.

The volume went down, and the music changed to a sultry salsa rhythm. People were already lining up on the open floor, ready for the dance lesson that was part of the evening.

Sofia had told me that ‘Abuela’ — the big bosomed hispanic lady in her kitchen — had started teaching salsa and bachata on Wednesdays and Saturdays. But this was the first time I’d been there in person to see one of her lessons.

She emerged from one of the side tables — the same grandmotherly woman I’d seen bustling around Sofia’s restaurant for months.

But this time she wore high-waisted leggings and a crop top that revealed a surprisingly trim waist compared to her full hips and pendulous boobs.

Tucking a strand of silver hair behind her ear, she waved both hands in the air, moving her feet — and hips — to the beat. “Come everybody! Let’s warm up! One, two, three— One, two three — Let’s go!”

“You like it?” Sofia was at my side, watching me.

“Uh, salsa? Yeah, I like it—”

She gave me a shove, smiling knowingly. “That’s not what I meant.” Then she nodded towards Abuela. “I hope you like it because that’s how I will look in ten years or so.”

I put my arm around her. “Those Latina genes, huh?”

Abuela’s hips swayed with a sensual rhythm that seemed almost incongruous with her maternal appearance.

She began demonstrating the basic steps. “Move your hips, no just your feet!” she shouted, her body moving energetically.

The makeshift dance floor quickly filled with people. I noticed my gigantic friend Warren standing head and shoulders over everyone else, his red beard bouncing as he tried to make his gangly form follow the rhythm.

Sofia was already moving her body on the spot where she stood. I started following the steps.

She brightened up, clapping her hands. “You’re good! Great job.”

Amber was watching shyly. I could tell she wanted to try too. Caroline was sitting on a high chair, holding her stomach, tired but enjoying the sight of us having a good time.

I took Amber’s hand, pulling her beside me. “Come on, do the steps.”

Amber giggled as I guided her, her pregnant belly making the movements a bit more challenging.

“You’re a natural,” I said, spinning her gently.

“I used to take ballet classes when I was little,” she laughed, her yellow dress swirling around her legs. “Mom made me quit, eventually.”

“Why?”

She sighed. “I don’t know. Probably jealous that I was enjoying something she never got to do.”

As we swayed together, I noticed her expression suddenly change. Her eyes had found something over my shoulder, and her face lit up with surprised joy.

“Dad!” she called out.

I turned to see a man in his fifties approaching tentatively, holding a small bouquet of pink carnations.

He had Amber’s blonde hair, now going gray at the temples, and kind eyes.

This was only the third time I’d met him—the first two encounters had been brief and awkward, though I could tell he meant well.

Amber’s parents had initially hoped our relationship was just a phase. But when Amber announced her pregnancy, her father made the effort to meet with me properly.

He clearly didn’t understand our arrangement, but he could see how happy his daughter was. Her mom, on the other hand, was going to take more time.

“You made it!” Amber threw her arms around him.

“Hey, sweety,” he said, hugging her as if she was the most precious thing in the world. “Wouldn’t miss it. This is your first Mother’s Day as a mother.”

He shook my hand, warmly but with a slightly nervous smile. “Ryan. Good to see you again.”

“Chris. Thanks for coming. I know it means a lot to Amber.”

He nodded, then handed the flowers to his daughter.

“That’s so sweet,” Amber said, kissing his cheek. “Is mom coming? Guess not, huh?”

Her dad frowned, shaking his head. “Not today. But when the baby comes…” He trailed off, then managed a smile. “She loves you. She’ll figure it out.”

The tender family moment was suddenly shattered by an ear-splitting bark.

Snuggles had escaped Martha’s grip and came tearing across the restaurant, his little paws scraping the floor as he charged straight at me.

The little white furball skidded to a halt at my feet, snarling viciously and baring his teeth.

I knelt down and patted him, calling his bluff. It wasn’t like he could do any damage anyway.

The dog went quiet, confused.

“What are you so angry about, anyway?” I said, patting his side.

He sniffed my hand suspiciously, his tail giving a tentative wag. Then, he looked up at me with a sweet face and licked my hand.

“Good boy,” I murmured, scratching behind his ears. Snuggles practically melted, leaning into the attention.

“SNUGGLES! Get back here!” Martha appeared, furious, snatching the poodle’s leash and dragging him away.

As Martha dragged the now-docile Snuggles back to their table, I straightened up and looked around the restaurant.

The music had shifted to something slower, and couples swayed together on the makeshift dance floor.

Caroline leaned back in her chair, one hand pressed low on her belly, breathing slowly through what looked like a contraction.

I squeezed her hand. “You okay?”

Kate moved to Caroline’s side. “Don’t be a hero. You need help, tell us.”

“It’s just contractions,” Caroline said with a tired smile. “Dr. Kendrick said I’m not due for another couple weeks.”

“How far apart are they?” Kate pressed.

“Twenty minutes, maybe fifteen.” Caroline shifted in the chair, trying to find a comfortable position. “Really, don’t worry. I’m sure it’s a false alarm.”

Sofia emerged from the kitchen, surveying her packed restaurant with obvious pride before making her way over to us.

“Everything okay?” she asked, noticing the concern on our faces.

“Fine,” Caroline said, then winced as another contraction hit. “Just—oh.”

She went very still, her eyes widening.

Her hand flew to my arm, gripping tight. “Oh my God.”

“What?”

“My water just broke.” Her face was frozen with shock. “I need to— oh! Oh my God.”

I took her arm. “Can you stand? Let’s get you to the hospital. Now.”

“Ayyy, oh my God!” Sofia gasped, dancing in a panic.

Caroline gripped my hand as another contraction hit, much stronger than before. "This is really happening," she breathed, wonder mixing with the pain in her voice.

“Yeah,” I said, kissing her forehead. “It really is. Everything’s going to be okay. I’m getting you out of here now.”

As we helped Caroline towards the door, I glimpsed everyone around us—our friends and neighbors watching with excitement and concern, Kate and Amber close at our side while Sofia stayed behind, assuring us she’d be at the hospital soon.

Six months ago, I’d been a young man with a successful business but no real direction for the future.

Now, as we helped Caroline into my car, I was about to become something I hadn’t expected: a father, surrounded by the most unconventional and perfect family I could have dreamed of.
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Thanks for Reading


We hope you enjoyed it! If you had fun, please leave a review!

-Quentin Kilgore and Julia Moonie
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More


For more Romance for Men, HaremLit, and Men's Adventure, check out these communities:

Romance for Men

Romance For Men(facebook)

Pulp Fantasy, Harem, and Romance For Men

Haremlit readers

Dukes of Harem

Harem lit

HaremLit

Harem Gamelit

Fantasy Nation

Original English light novel

SuperLit Book Club
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Further reading


Isekai haremlit adventures by Quentin Kilgore

Primal Imperative:

	Book 1
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	Book 3




Small Town Super:
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