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CHAPTER 1


Ethan woke up to the weight of someone on top of him. When he opened his eyes, he saw Clare, inches from his face, looking back at him with a grin. She gave him several tender kisses as Ethan wrapped his arms around her, giving her kisses in return. Laying on top of him, she was braless, wearing a small white shirt and pajama bottoms, nipples faintly protruding against the fabric. It had been four days since Clare and Jess had moved in next door to Ethan, before their house was destroyed in a fire. He had let them stay with him for a few days while the home insurance got sorted out. It turned out Clare had other plans for him in the meantime. Ethan’s hands moved down and squeezed her plump ass. She let out a squeal of delight as Ethan chuckled, pulling her in closer until she straddled him over his morning wood.


“Don’t be too loud, you’ll make Jess come up here and see what the noise is,” Ethan said.


Running her hands down his chest, Clare replied, “She’s taking a shower right now so she’s a little preoccupied at the moment.”


“Speaking of, maybe we should take a shower and get ready for the day too,” Ethan said with a grin. 


Clare returned a sly grin and said, “You do have a nice shower. It’s definitely big enough for both of us.” Ethan rubbed her thighs, feeling the smooth fabric over her skin.


Ethan, with his morning wood still proudly erect, led Clare into the master bathroom. He turned on the water giving it time to warm up. The water cascaded down from the rainfall shower head, beginning to steam up the room almost immediately. The heat of the steam filled the room with a foggy haze.


It didn’t take long for Clare to undress Ethan, who was only wearing his boxer shorts. As she slid them down, his cock sprang free, already swelling from their earlier foreplay. Clare gripped his erection, her fingers wrapping around him, her soft skin sending waves of pleasure coursing through his body. She stroked him slowly, feeling the contours of his arousal.


Pulling her shirt over her head, Clare’s breasts spilled out, full and inviting. Ethan leaned down, his lips finding her nipples, flicking them with his tongue, one at a time, before moving upward to kiss her early morning puffy lips. Their tongues met, dancing in a sensual play of give and take. Ethan’s hand slid beneath her pajama bottoms, his fingers finding her pussy, where he found her clit. He rubbed it gently, making her knees buckle as she let out a breathless moan. They hadn’t entered the shower despite their bodies already being soaking wet from the steamy room. Ethan’s fingers traced her pussy lips, feeling her warm juices begin to flow.


Clare’s pajama bottoms were already sliding down her thighs, Ethan’s fingers starting to rub her folds faster. He cut to the chase by pulling those pajamas down to her ankles with his other hand, exposing her fully nude, wet body.


“Oh, fuck,” she moaned between breaths. “It’s so hot in here.”


Kneeling before her, Ethan rubbed her juices over his cock, lubricating himself in the process. He leaned in, his tongue flicking delicately over her clit, eliciting louder moans from Clare. She ran her hands through his hair, overwhelmed by the sensation. 


“Oh, God. It’s so sensitive. I could cum right now,” she panted.


Using one hand, he inserted two fingers unto her warmth, his tongue continuing to tease and explore. He could feel her trembling, her grip on his hair intensifying as her pleasure mounted, her body becoming increasingly sensitive to his touch.


Ethan curled his fingers inside her, finding that sweet spot that made her hips buck. His other hand moved to her ass, pulling her closer against his mouth. His tongue danced faster, circling her clit, each lick sending waves of pleasure through her. 


"Fuck, Ethan, don't stop," Clare gasped, her voice breaking into a high-pitched moan as she felt the orgasm building. Her legs began to shake, her breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. 


Ethan’s fingers thrust deeper, matching the pace of his tongue. He could feel her inner walls clenching around his digits, her body tensing up as she neared the edge. 


"Oh, shit, I'm gonna cum!" She cried out, her voice desperate as waves of ecstasy began rolling over her. Her back arched, pushing her into Ethan's face, seeking more of that overwhelming sensation.


He didn't let up, keeping his rhythm steady, his fingers and tongue unrelenting. The sounds of her pleasure filled the room, her moans turning into near screams as she climaxed. Her body shuddered violently, her release flooding over Ethan's fingers and mouth, her orgasm so intense it seemed to last forever.


"Fuck, yes, Ethan!" she screamed, her voice echoing off the walls as she rode out the waves of her climax, her legs giving out as she knelt on the tile floor, panting heavily, a sheen of sweat covering her flushed skin.


Ethan slowly withdrew his fingers, licking the sweet juices clean with a satisfied expression, watching Clare's glistening chest heave as she caught her breath. "You taste incredible," he murmured, his voice thick with desire, his own need evident as he looked down at his still hard cock.


He stood up and led her into the steaming shower. The warm water ran over them while Ethan grabbed a bottle of body wash. He looked at Clare’s hot body under the falling water. The shimmering wetness on her breasts made his cock buck. He squirted the soap onto her chest as she kindly obliged. The soap ran down her chest and over her nipples, before dripping onto the tile floor. Ethan massaged her breasts, lathering the soap into bubbly suds over her body. He spent extra time enjoying the softness of her tits, running circles around the edges of her nipples. Clare moaned again in pleasure as her nipples were fully erect. She grabbed his cock and started stroking as it while he moved his hands down to her waist, lathering every inch of her body. 


Taking the soap she did the same for him, massaging him until it had turned into bubbly suds. With one hand she gently rubbed his balls while soaping up his hard cock. At this point Ethan’s erection was throbbing for her. He didn’t know how much longer he could last with her stroking him like this. They both pressed against each other under the falling water above them, washing the soap away from their bodies. Ethan kissed her wet neck moving behind her ear. He rubbed her ass with both his hands, cock firmly pressed against her belly.


“Do you want to fuck my tits?” Clare asked.


“Fuck yes,” Ethan moaned. Clare knelt down, pushing her breasts up around his cock with her hands. The way Clare looked up at him with those pleading eyes made him want to cum right then and there. Resisting, he rubbed his erection between her soft mounds. The remains of soap on her breasts made for a smooth glide as he gently thrust against her. Clare pushed herself upwards as Ethan’s cock moved up and down between them.


“This feels so good,” Ethan grunted. He looked down at her gaze looking back up at him. She was gorgeous. Her wet body and perky breasts rubbing against his hard erection made him want her more.


“Cum for me, baby. I want every last drop on me.” Clare begged breathlessly bouncing on her knees.


Ethan couldn’t fight it any longer. The sensation of her body against his cock, her pleading eyes, her smile, the warmth of the water, running his fingers through her wet hair, hearing her gentle moans, and the unsatisfied urge to cover her in every last drop of his cum were becoming too much for him. His seed exploded out. Rope after rope of milk shooting out and landing her face. After the initial euphoria, more seed spurted out, running down her chin and dripping onto her breasts. Clare licked as much of the cum into her mouth as she could as it ran down her lips. She leaned in, licking the tip for the last drops still pulsing out of his cock. 


“Clare, that felt so good. I haven’t ever had an orgasm like that my entire life,” Ethan laughed. 


Clare grinned back at him, “Me neither. We should do this showering together thing more often.”


“I agree,” Ethan replied. “I can’t think of a reason not to.” He said grinning.


After washing and drying off, the two dressed in the bedroom. Clare putting on her pajamas and Ethan putting on a t-shirt and jeans.


“Do you think we should leave the room separately just in case Jess sees us?” Clare asked.


“That’s probably a good idea. It would be weird if we both walk out freshly showered,” Ethan replied.


Walking down the stairs, Ethan was met by Macy, who wagged her tail excited to greet him. He said hello to her with some pets and ear scratches as they both walked into the front room. Jess was standing near the couch buttoning up her top. Ethan caught a glimpse of her cleavage busting out of a bra underneath the shirt before using his hand to block the view. 

“Sorry,” he said, walking through the front room.


“It’s just a bra,” Jess laughed. “You’ve seen me in way less at the beach.”


“Very true,” Ethan replied. “Do you want something to eat before you go?”


“I’m running late so I’ll grab something on the way,” she said, grabbing her bag. “By the way, where’s Clare at?” This caught Ethan off guard. He was glad to be out of view in the kitchen when she asked about Clare because the expression on his face was telling.


“I’m not sure. Maybe she hopped into the bathroom after you came downstairs,” he replied, trying to give her an alibi to explain why she had wet hair. He hated trying to hide his relationship with Clare. There wasn’t much of a reason for keeping it a secret besides the fact that he didn’t want to make things weird between the three of them. Ironically, trying to hide things in the first place would probably make things weird anyway. He wasn’t sure if Jess had noticed, but both he and Clare had changed the way they acted towards each other. Maybe it was more apparent to him because he actually knew why. Maybe Clare is naturally a physical person and her attention towards Ethan wasn’t out of the ordinary to Jess. It’s hard to know what she’s thinking without knowing Jess well enough. Heck, Ethan didn’t even know Clare that well either. It hadn’t even been a week and the three of them were still getting to know who each other were. 


“Can you give her a message for me?” She asked.


“Sure, what’s up?”


“I got a call from the insurance this morning. They want to do an inspection of our property tomorrow and get an idea of what kind of claim we can make on it,” Jess said.


“Hopefully it’ll be good news. I’ll let Clare know when she comes down,” Ethan replied, turning on the coffee maker.


“Thanks, Ethan!” Jess called out as she opened the front door. “I’ll see you tonight!”
“Bye, Jess!” Ethan called back.


After the front door closed, Clare came down the stairs. Macy ran up to greet her the same way she did with Ethan.


“Is Jess gone?” Clare asked, walking into the kitchen.


“She’s gone now. No need to hide anymore,” Ethan replied, pulling mugs out of the cupboard. 


“I wasn’t hiding. I was just waiting upstairs.” Clare said with a hint of guilt in her voice.


“We should probably tell her. There’s no point in acting weird about it,” Ethan said, turning to face Clare. He was suddenly taken back when he saw her wearing something other than pajamas. “You’re all dressed up.”


“My break is over,” Clare said with a frown. “I took a few days off for the move, but I need to go back to work today.”


“You never mentioned anything about work. I didn’t even know you had a job.” Ethan said, prepping the coffee maker.


“I work at a bank. It’s all paperwork but it pays well,” Clare replied.


“I was hoping to spend more time with you in the Jacuzzi today. Maybe even the pool,” Ethan said with a grin.


“That does sound like fun.” Clare said, sounding intrigued. The weekend is coming up. We’ll have more time then,” she suggested, moving closer to him. Ethan put his hands on her lower waist, moving them closer to her ass.


“I want to spend the entire weekend with you,” Ethan replied.


“What about Jess? Are we going to tell her?” Clare asked.


Ethan sighed, “Yeah, we’ll tell her. Let’s plan on breaking the news when all three of us are here. I’m not sure how she’ll react to it but I don’t want to lie about it anymore.”


“Okay, it’s a plan.” Clare replied with a smile.


“Oh, and somebody from the insurance company is coming out to inspect your property tomorrow. Jess wanted me to tell you,” Ethan said.


“Tomorrow? I’ll be working tomorrow. Hopefully Jess plans to be home for it.” Clare replied.


“Jess must be planning for it. She talked to them on the phone this morning,” Ethan shrugged. “I’ll see you tonight? We can do Kabobs on the grill for dinner.”


Clare’s eyes lit up, “Oh, yes please. That would be so good!” She said goodbye to Macy and headed out the door. 

The house went completely silent. For the first time all week, Ethan was alone again. The silence was unsettling. He used to enjoy the peace and quiet, but having grown accustomed to having the girls around all the time, it was suddenly strange to be in a large empty house again. He took a sip of warm coffee from his mug. Not only did the girls have to go back to work, but he did too.



CHAPTER 2


Ethan climbed the stairs, the creak of the wooden steps faint but seemingly louder on the empty house. Macy padded behind him, her nails clicking softly on the padded oak. Everything felt unusually still after the whirlwind of the past few days. With Clare and Jess gone to work, the laughter, music, and hum of conversation had vanished, leaving only the distant buzz of the refrigerator downstairs and the occasional leaf blower or lawn mower outside. Was it always like this? Ethan was starting to forget what it was like being alone. Would it be like this after they move back home? 


As he stepped into his office, the golden morning light filtered through the blinds, casting stripped shadows across the room. He paused, taking in the view. His office was meticulously organized and orderly, the large, nearly abandoned, drafting table positioned near the window and shelves stacked neatly with reference books and architectural models. Macy trotted over to her bed in the corner, spinning in a tight circle before curling up with a sigh, her golden fur catching the sunlight.


Ethan sank into his chair, the soft leather creaking as he set the steaming mug of coffee on the desk beside him. He looked out the window in front of him. From his second floor vantage point, he could see the charred skeleton of Jess and Clare’s house next door. The fire had left a haunting mark on the neighborhood, its blackened beams stark against the backdrop of pristine lawns and tidy hedges. He wasn’t sure how they would be able to rebuild of they struggled to buy the property in the first place. Neither of them could afford the house on their own, but together they managed to scrape enough money together to pay the down payment and get the loan. Ethan knew the girls only hope was the insurance company. But that didn’t bode well for them either. Insurance companies were infamous for not paying out. And even if they did, would it be enough to rebuild the entire house? Ethan took a sip of coffee. Tomorrow they would know more when the inspector arrives to check out the place. Even if they had the money to rebuild right now, the paperwork and logistics of clearing out the property and starting construction would still take a couple months. The reality of Clare and Jess staying with him long term started to sink in and he was okay with that.


He looked down the neighborhood, seeing the couple down the street kissing goodbye in their driveway. The husband pulled out and drove down the street, turning at the intersection before disappearing out of sight. Ethan looked at the clock on the wall. The man had left for work earlier than he usually does, again. Readjusting in his chair, Ethan took another sip of coffee before refocusing on his work. Pulling the draft documents closer, he spread them out across the table. The library design stared back at him, an intricate and detailed draft of lines and annotations. This project was a flagship endeavor for his firm. It was quite possibly the largest contract the company had ever gotten. It was important to not only please the clients but the company, too.


Ethan pulled forward a small stack of large sheets, clipping them to the drafting table. When he previously began work on the revisions of the front exterior of the library, there wasn’t enough time to actually begin the revisions, but large chunks of exterior walls and planned windows had been erased to make room for the significant changes requested by the clients. He drew out the lines for the floor-to-ceiling glass panels that would define the second floor facade, their sleek modern design a popular trend when universities remodeled or added new campus facilities. Four imposing metal double doors would anchor the ground level, flanked by large glass panes that framed the entrance and invited natural light into the expansive lobby.


As he worked, his mind ticked through the practicalities: the HVAC system, discreet but powerful, to keep the building comfortable year-round; the intricate web of wiring and plumbing that had to be carefully routed through the structure without compromising aesthetic. He checked measurements, squared off revisions, and jotted down notes for the contractors. Every change had a ripple effect, forcing adjustments to surrounding elements, but with each additional change, the design grew stronger and more cohesive. 


Ethan’s mind was locked in and focused on the design. Thinking about every possible angle, measurement, and placement occupied all of his concentration. He was reminded why he worked so much. Seeing plans and designs come together was addictive. Ethan leaned back in his chair, spinning the pencil in his fingers as he looked over the updated design. Finally, it was starting to click. The new layout of the library’s entrance wasn’t just an improvement-it was better than the original. Sleeker, sharper, and more aligned with the modern vibe the clients wanted. That didn’t mean he’d been thrilled when they’d asked for changes. Reworking a small section of the floor plan always snowballed into a full-on redesign of everything around it. Fix one thing, and suddenly, the HVAC routing needed to shift, the electrical lines needed adjustments, and the plumbing was somehow in the wrong place. It was exhausting, but it came with the territory.


Ethan leaned back in his chair taking a sip of lukewarm coffee. His thoughts drifted to his phone call with Victoria. She was the person who insisted he extend the deadline and take a break. That was before Clare and Jess came into his life just a few days ago. He wondered how Victoria broke the news to the clients. Nobody liked delays and pushing back an extension usually implied problems or unintended slowdowns. In this case, the slowdowns were unintended, but not because of the project itself. Clare and Jess had needed him. Between the fire and the chaos of losing their home, they’d been overwhelmed, and the only thing he could do was step up.   



CHAPTER 3


Coming home from work, Jess entered the front door and placed her bag on the couch. Ethan was already outside cleaning the grill. There wasn’t much he needed to clean off besides some dirt and debris that was caked on from a couple years of no use. He had only used it once or twice right after buying it, thinking he would be one of those avid barbecue people. He never used it since, until today. It was a cool spring afternoon. A gentle salty breeze drifted through the air from the shore a couple blocks down.


“Hey, Ethan. Are we having barbecue tonight?” Jess asked, stepping out the back door onto the patio.


Ethan looked over and saw Jess in a string bikini. It must have been a new two-piece because he hadn’t seen her wear it at the beach the other day. It was also smaller. Much smaller. The bikini top was barely there, just a couple strips of fabric held together by strings that seemed to be the only thing keeping it in place. The fabric stretched taut across her firm breasts, the edges just wide enough to teasingly cover her nipples, leaving the rest of her sun-kissed skin exposed for Ethan to see.


The bikini bottom was a small piece that clung to her hips, barely covering her pussy, exposing the smooth lines of her crotch and her toned thighs. The scant fabric highlighted every curve, her hips and the slight dip of her waist was hard to look away from. Her stomach was flat and firm. With not much cover, tan lines highlighted her waxed pubic region. Ethan couldn’t help but feel a rush of heat, his eyes tracing the outline of her body. Images of wrapping his arms around her tight waist and fucking her hard flashed through his mind. He looked up and locked eyes with Jess who was looking back at him with a knowing smile.


“I like this bikini too,” she said with a smile. “This is the other one I got at the other day at the store. After wearing a pantsuit all day I wanted to wearing something less confining.”


Ethan snorted, “I can only think of one other way to be less confining than that.”


“Ethan!” Jess exclaimed playfully. “Do you mind if I go for a swim? The weather is amazing right now.”


“Not at all. Go for it. And, you don’t have to get my permission. You can swim in the pool whenever you like.” Ethan replied. There was more he wanted to add to that sentence but he probably already looked like a pervert to her, so he decided against it.


Jess approached the pool and carefully stepped down until she was ankle deep onto the highest step. “By the way, are you free tomorrow?” Jess asked, looking back towards Ethan.


“I can take some time tomorrow. Are you wondering about the insurance inspection?” Ethan asked, tightening the propane tank to the barbecue. 


“I got tomorrow off from work so I can be there for the inspection. I was wondering if you can be there too. I think your knowledge with homes and construction will come in handy if the inspector tries to weasel out of paying.” Jess stepped down lower into the water. Waist deep, she sat on a lower step, and put her arm on the ledge.


“Yeah, sure. I was actually kind of planning on being there for the inspection anyways. I haven’t seen the full extent of the damage up close yet,” Ethan said.


“Thank you, Ethan. Thanks for everything. I think Clare and I really lucked out.”


“It’s really no problem,” Ethan replied. “I’m just glad I can help. I hate seeing you two go through this, so making things as smooth as I can is what I’m here for.”


“Did you tell Clare about the inspection? I’ve been wondering if she’ll be able to take it off work, too.” With her arms against the ledge, Jess leaned backwards, arching her back and pushing her breasts forward in the process, her tiny top stretching and almost pulling away from her tits completely.  She looked up at the sky while enjoying the cool, salty air.


“Yeah, I told her this morning, but she sounded like it wasn’t going to work for her. She probably won’t be there tomorrow.” Ethan replied, turning a knob on the grill with a clicking noise. A flame sprung to life within the barbecue, as Ethan turned another knob to adjust the flame’s intensity. With the barbecue preheating the grill, it was time to prepare the Kabobs.


The kitchen smelled faintly of garlic and spices, the ingredients already pulled out onto the counter. Outside, the sound of splashing water filtered in through the open door. Jess kicked off another lap, the sun sinking low, casting long shadows across the backyard. He grabbed the steak first, a thick cut of sirloin that had been chilling in the fridge. He trimmed the excess fat with a few quick slices and the cut the meat into bite-sized cubes. The sharp knife made a soft, satisfying sound as it sliced through the meat. He tossed the slices into a large mixing bowl and wiped his hands on a nearby towel.


Next came the chicken breasts. He diced them into similar chunks, making sure they were roughly the same size as the steak so they could cook evenly. Once the chicken joined the beef in the bowl, Ethan grabbed a jar of a homemade spice mix he had bought when he was going to be one of those avid barbecuers. He was glad to finally have an excuse to use the seasoning. He sprinkled the blend generously over the meat: smoky paprika, garlic powder, and a hint of cayenne. He worked the spices into the meat with his hands, the mix turning everything a rich reddish color.


The vegetables were up next. Red, yellow, and orange bell peppers, their crisp skins shining under the kitchen lights. Ethan chopped them into squares, tossing the scraps into the compost bin. Then he moved on to a red onion, its sharp smell making his eyes water slightly as he separated it into chunks. Zucchini and mushrooms rounded out the lineup, their earth smell blending with the fresh, sweet scent of the peppers.


Ethan threaded the skewers with precision, alternating between meat and vegetables to make sure every bite would have the perfect balance. He stepped back to admire his work for a second-the skewers looked like something out of a food blog, colorful and perfectly arranged. Not bad for someone who’s not an avid barbecuer. 


The grill outside was already hot from preheating. Ethan grabbed the tray of kabobs and headed out, seeing Jess who was now laying outstretched on a lounge chair. Macy had plopped down on the patio next to her and was sleeping. He lifted the grill lid, releasing a wave of heat and the faint metallic scent of burning gas. With a pair of tongs, he carefully laid the kabobs across the grates. The first sizzle was immediate, followed by a waft of smoky, spiced air.


As the kabobs cooked, Ethan turned them every few minutes, the flames licking at the edges and leaving perfect grill marks. The meat sizzled and popped, the vegetables softening and slightly charring. The smell was incredible, with a mix of smoky meat and caramel iced onions that hung in the air.


Jess wandered over from the lounge chair, towel-drying her hair. “That smells insane,” she said, looking over his shoulder. For a moment her body pressed against his back and he noticed her sweet perfume and chlorine scent.


Ethan glanced back at her with a grin, “Almost done. Five more minutes.”


“Take your time,” she said, settling into a chair. The first stars were just starting to peek out as Ethan gave the skewers one last turn. The backyard glowed softly in the evening light, the occasional crackle from the grill. 


“I’m finally home,” a voice said from the back door. Ethan and Jess looked over and saw Clare standing in the doorway.


“You’re just in time,” Ethan said. “The kabobs are about done. I hope you’re hungry.”


Clare’s eyes widened in excitement. “Oh my gosh! It smells amazing. Let me go change I’ll be right back.” She turned around and hurried back inside.


Ethan pulled out a large plate for the kabobs, while Jess moved a potted plant off of the patio table. Clare came back out side wearing a loose t-shirt and the same pajama bottoms she had worn that morning. Ethan was reminded of pulling those pajama bottoms down and fingering Clare’s wet pussy just a mere ten hours ago.


He carefully placed each kabob onto the large plate, a mix of seared sirloin, chicken, bell peppers, onions, mushrooms, and cherry tomatoes. Clare sat at the table anxiously waiting to dig in to the delicious smelling food. Jess emerged from the kitchen balancing three ceramic plates, her arms slightly moving under the weight. "Okay, plates for everyone," she announced, setting them down one by one before placing a folded fabric napkin atop each. She carefully positioned the wine glasses and uncorked the bottle of red wine. Ethan carried the large platter over and placed it in the center of the table, taking a moment to admire the feast they had prepared. The cool spring air carried a hint of charcoal from the grill. He reached for the wine bottle, tilting it to pour himself a glass.


"Anyone else?" he asked, raising a brow as he swirled the deep red liquid in his glass.


"I’ll have some, please," Jess said, brushing a loose strand of hair behind her ear.


"Me too. It’s been a long day," Clare added with a small sigh, stretching her arms before reaching for her glass.


Ethan filled both their glasses, then lifted his own in the air. "To good food and even better company."


"Cheers to that!" Jess clinked her glass against his, and Clare followed suit.


Jess pointed her fork at him playfully. "The sirloin is so tender. I didn’t know you were secretly a master chef."


Ethan chuckled, taking a sip of wine before replying. "Master chef? Hardly. I used to watch those cooking shows all the time. I do enjoy trying out new dishes and experimenting. But honestly, kabobs are easy to make, and grilled meat just tastes better, in my opinion."


Clare nodded enthusiastically while pulling off another bite of chicken and vegetables from her skewer. "You might be onto something. The flavors are just... perfect."


The string lights above cast a warm, golden hue over their faces, and for a moment, Ethan took it all in. The clatter of forks against plates, the way Jess laughed a little too hard at Clare’s jokes, the feeling of connection that he had almost forgotten he needed.


The cool spring night was perfect. Good food and two gorgeous women to share it with. Ethan wondered why he spent so long alone when he thoroughly enjoyed his time with people he cared about. Ten years from now, it wouldn’t be the taste of the kabobs he remembered or the exact details of the night’s conversation. It would be the warmth of sharing a meal with the two women he cared about. And that, he thought, was what truly mattered.



CHAPTER 4


Ethan forced himself upright in bed. He blinked against the dull light filtering through the curtains, momentarily disoriented. He was disappointed to wake up without Clare laying on top of him, something he wouldn’t mind every morning. With a groan, he pushed himself up and stumbled toward the dresser, grabbing the nearest pair of jeans and a shirt. Downstairs, Jess sat on the couch, legs tucked beneath her, scrolling through her phone. Beside her, Macy, laced curled up, her tail thumped loudly against the cushions as he entered the room. Jess glanced up and gave him a sleepy smile. It looked like the wine from last night took its toll on all of them.


“Morning,” she greeted. “Clare’s already gone to work. And the insurance inspector will be here in an hour.”


“An hour? Great, I need coffee,” Ethan said, rubbing his eyes.


“Already made some,” Jess said, nodding toward the kitchen.


He grinned as he shuffled toward the counter, pouring himself a steaming mug. “I could get used to this.”


The two of them made their way next door where the charred remains of the house once stood. Ethan hadn’t seen it up close before now, but as he stepped onto the front porch, a deep unease settled in his gut. There really was nothing left. The entire thing would probably need to be cleared and rebuilt from the ground up. Blackened wooden beams jutted out at odd angles, brittle and crumbling at the touch. The roof had collapsed inward, leaving gaping holes where the sky peered through. The air was thick with the acrid scent of burnt timber and melted plastic.


Beneath his feet, the once-sturdy floorboards were brittle and crumbling to ash. A warped metal frame was all that remained of what had once been a sofa. Broken glass littered the ground. Ethan swallowed hard when he saw the burnt remains of all the furniture he helped carry into their house when they first arrived.


A truck pulled up beside the curb, its tires crunching over loose debris. A lanky man in a blue polo shirt and khakis climbed out, his eyes scanning the damage with a slight frown. Ethan and Jess stepped forward to meet him.


“Didn’t expect it to be this bad,” the man muttered, adjusting the clipboard in his hands.


They followed him as he walked around the wreckage, snapping pictures with his phone and jotting down notes. Every so often, he crouched to inspect a fragment of charred wood or poke at a melted pipe with the toe of his shoe. Jess glanced over at Ethan and rolled her eyes. He could see her gradually becoming more upset. 


After nearly an hour of meticulously scanning the property in silence, Ethan finally asked, “So what happens next?”


The inspector sighed, tucking his phone into his pocket. “I can’t make any promises. This is just a preliminary inspection. But now that I’ve gone through everything, you can start the process of clearing the debris. Nothing is salvageable here so the entire property needs to be cleared. I’m sure your neighbors will start complaining about it soon anyways.”


Jess’s shoulders stiffened. “When will we know if the insurance covers the damages?”


“As long as you have fire protection in your plan, you’ll likely get some kind of reimbursement,” the inspector replied. “But whether that’s enough to fully rebuild or just partial coverage depends on what’s approved by the claims department. Could take a week, could take a month.”


Ethan scoffed. “A month? Why so long?”


The inspector shrugged. “That’s just how it works.”


Jess’s lips pressed into a thin line, frustration visible in her eyes. As the inspector climbed back into his truck and drove away, she let out a low moan and leaned into Ethan. Without hesitation, he wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her close. 


“Oh, I’m at a loss. We still don’t know if this place is even salvageable and now they’re telling us to pay out of pocket to clear the land. Why do we even have insurance in the first place?” Jess said, voice quivering.


Ethan was angry. He didn’t like to see good people get screwed over and he hated the run around some of these companies gave their customers. Having dealt with the construction world, he had seen it all before. The permits and the red tape, not to mention the corporate bureaucracy they would have to go through to even get the slightest amount of financial help from the insurance. 


Even though the inspector didn’t explicitly say they would have to pay out of pocket to demolish and clear the property, Ethan knew the inspector chose his words carefully so he wouldn’t seem like the bad guy. He took a deep breath with Jess still leaning on him, his arm around her waist. Her smooth black hair fell over his shoulder as they both stood there thinking.


“Here’s what we’re going to do,” Ethan said, breaking the silence. “We’re going to deal with clearing the debris from property. I’m going to make some phone calls and get some expertise on our current situation. I have some friends who build houses for a living. I’m sure they’ll know the best way to clear the land and get the ball rolling on rebuilding.”


Jess looked up at him with red eyes as Ethan continued, “Right now, I think you need to have some fun. You can jump into the pool and relax and I can get us some Chinese food for dinner. How does that sound?”


Jess smiled and squeezed Ethan tight. She buried her face into his shirt. “Thank you so much for all your help. You’ve already done a ton for us already. The fact that you are letting us stay at your place and now helping with the rebuild is just… overwhelming.” She looked up at Ethan, beaming. His heart jumped as he looked back at her beautiful eyes. He tried to keep the thought of her breasts pressed against his arm out of his mind as his cock started to twitch.


“It’s going to work out. I promise,” Ethan said.



CHAPTER 5


Ethan stretched as he slowly emerged from sleep, his body still heavy with exhaustion. The warmth of the late afternoon sun streamed through the curtains, casting golden streaks across his bedroom walls. He blinked groggily, his eyes adjusting to the dimming light, then turned his head toward the digital clock on his nightstand. The glowing numbers read 5:00 PM. He had only intended to take a short nap, but his body had clearly needed more rest than he thought. He could still smell the faint scent of smoke and ash in his clothes from earlier in the day. Rubbing the sleep from his eyes, he swung his legs over the edge of the bed and stood, stretching his stiff muscles. The house was eerily quiet. He wandered downstairs, his bare feet cold against the hardwood floor. His eyes searched for Jess, but the living room and kitchen were empty. Then, a faint splashing sound drifted in from the backyard.


Ethan made his way toward the sliding glass door. Stepping outside, he was greeted by the sight of Jess swimming laps in the pool, her body slicing cleanly through the water. The setting sun painted the water's surface with shimmering hues of orange, casting a warm glow over her wet, inviting skin. Macy lay stretched out in the lush grass a few feet away, her head resting on her paws as she lazily watched Jess swim. The warm evening air carried the scent of chlorine and freshly cut grass. Ethan stood on the patio, resting a hand on one of the lounge chairs, watching as Jess noticed him. She swam toward the edge, her arms gliding effortlessly through the water before she hoisted herself up and stepped onto the poolside, water cascading down her toned frame. Her wet hair clung to her shoulders, droplets tracing down her neck, over her breasts, and down her stomach. She stepped onto the poolside, the water making her skin gleam.


“You’re up,” Jess said, wringing out her wet hair before shaking out her limbs. "Feel better?"


“Yeah,” Ethan replied, rubbing his face. “Needed that nap.”


Jess grabbed a towel from the lounge chair and wrapped it around her shoulders. "You wanna jump in? The water’s nice."


Ethan shook his head. "Nah, I’m good."


Jess smirked. "Suit yourself."


He watched as she sat down on the edge of the pool, dipping her feet back into the water. “Any idea when Clare’s getting home?” he asked, his voice casual.


Jess shrugged. “Not sure. Probably around the same time as last night, so… kind of late.”


Ethan nodded, thinking. “I was wondering when I should order the Chinese food.”


Jess considered it. “Maybe in an hour or two? It takes a while for them to get here.”


“Good idea,” Ethan agreed. “What do you want?”


“Broccoli beef,” Jess answered immediately.


“What about Clare? What does she usually like?”


“She absolutely loves coconut shrimp,” Jess replied, kicking her feet lightly in the water.


Ethan hummed in thought. “I was thinking about getting a bunch of different dishes and eating it family style.”


Jess grinned. “That sounds perfect. All this food talk is making me hungry.”


Ethan chuckled before heading back inside. Upstairs, he entered his office and placed the order to be delivered in an hour. He hesitated for a moment, listening. Outside, he could still hear Jess swimming laps, the steady splash of water oddly soothing.


He walked over to the large window at the far end of the room, which offered a perfect view of the backyard. The light had deepened to a richer gold, casting long shadows across the lawn. Jess moved through the water with effortless grace in her tiny string bikini, the same one she'd worn the day before, which left little to the imagination. As she swam, her strokes in the pool were a display of her body's contours. The water rolled off her skin, accentuating every curve, particularly her plump, round ass which seemed to bounce with each push through the water. Every time she glided forward, the bikini bottoms stretched tight, revealing the tantalizing outline of her form, making it hard for Ethan to look away. Her breasts, barely contained by the scant fabric of her top, bobbed gently with each thrust forward. Meanwhile, Macy had now rolled onto her back, belly up, basking in the warmth of the evening. For a brief moment, everything felt serene, like a painting come to life.


Reality crept back in as Ethan turned away, his gaze landing on his drafting table. The large sheets of paper spread across the surface were a reminder of work left unfinished. The draft he had been laboring over for what felt like an eternity still loomed, haunting him in the back of his mind. He sighed, rubbing the back of his neck, before walking over and looking over the designs.


He tapped his pencil against the paper, deep in thought. He wasn’t really in the mood to work, especially with dinner arriving soon. The last major section to be completed was the basement, which presented its own set of challenges. The plumbing and electrical routing were intricate, requiring careful planning. But more than that, the landscaping needed to be finalized. He had already finished revising the front entrance of the library, but the surrounding landscape was even more crucial. Clients were often more captivated by the exterior aesthetic rather than the pure functionality of the architecture. If the outdoor space didn’t impress, it wouldn’t matter how well-designed the building itself was.


Ethan made his way down the stairs, his stomach growling over the thought of food. He opened the front door to find a delivery driver waiting with two large plastic bags. He exchanged a few pleasantries, handed over a tip, and carefully carried the warm bags in his arms as he turned back inside. The kitchen was softly illuminated by under-cabinet lighting, casting a cozy glow over the counter tops. He set the bags down, as he could see Jess, through a window, still swimming in the pool. The water shimmered under the glow of the pool lights outside under the darkened sky.


He retrieved plates from the cupboard and utensils from the drawers. The silverware clinked against the ceramic as he arranged them neatly at the kitchen table. Just as he finished, the front door swung shut, and a familiar voice filled the other room.


"I'm home!"


Clare’s voice carried a lighthearted energy as she strolled into the kitchen, shrugging off her jacket. Her gaze landed on the bags of food, and she inhaled deeply, eyes lighting up.


"What’s for dinner?" she asked, leaning against the counter with an expectant smile.


"Chinese," Ethan replied, setting the last plate in place.


Clare peered inside the bags, nodding approvingly as the mouthwatering scent of the dishes drifted out. "Smells amazing."


The back door creaked open, and Jess stepped inside, her damp feet leaving faint imprints on the tile floor. Water still clung to her skin, dripping slightly from the tips of her dark hair. Without hesitation, she beamed at Clare before pulling her into a tight hug.


"Jess!" Clare squealed, wriggling against the cold embrace. "You're soaking wet!"


Jess only laughed, holding on tighter before letting go. "We got your favorite—coconut shrimp."


Clare’s eyes widened with delight. "No way!" She slid into her seat at the table, flashing a grateful smile toward Ethan. "I’m so hungry."


Ethan began pulling out the neatly packed containers, popping open the lids to reveal the spread of food. Containers of broccoli beef, coconut shrimp, spicy orange chicken, and the golden, crispy egg rolls sat in their boxes, steam still curling from the food. A mountain of chow mein, mixed with slivers of vegetables, joined a container of fluffy white rice. And, of course, the fortune cookies.


Jess plopped down into her chair, inhaling deeply. "I’m drooling already."


Ethan chuckled. "Figured we’d just get a bunch different things and do it family-style. Everybody can grab what they want."


They wasted no time digging in, the first bites met with satisfied hums. Outside, Macy was still out in the yard, happily darting back and forth chasing birds.


As they ate, Clare turned to Jess. "How’d the insurance inspection go?"


Jess let out a grunt, her mouth full of chow mein. Ethan took over. "The inspector will get back to us once the claims department decides how much they’re going to pay."


Clare rolled her eyes. "So more waiting."


"Yeah," Ethan admitted, "but at least they said we can clear out the debris and start cleaning up the property. It'll be good to see what we're working with so we can plan the rebuild."


Clare sighed. "It’s just frustrating that everything takes so long."


Ethan reached for an egg roll. "I told Jess I’d help out where I can. I know some guys in construction—I can reach out and get some real advice on the next steps."


Clare’s expression softened. "That means a lot. Really." She scooped a spoonful of rice onto her plate. "And thanks for dinner. This was exactly what I needed." Jess nodded in agreement.


Ethan smiled, watching as the tension in Clare’s shoulders eased. The three of them continued eating. It was kind of gratifying to help them and resolve their girls problems. He felt lucky to be in a financial position to do so. Dipping the rest of the egg roll into soy sauce, he thought about how much work was left to be done. The hard part was just beginning.



CHAPTER 6


Ethan entered his room, his body still buzzing with energy because of the nap he'd taken earlier. The room was warm, despite being so chilly outside. He took off his shirt, letting it fall to the floor, followed by his jeans, which he kicked off with a casual flick of his foot. The darkness enveloped him as he turned off the lights, making the room completely pitch black. The way he liked it. The only sound came from his soft steps on the carpet as he moved towards his bed. He slid under the sheets, wrapping them around his skin as he pulled them up to his waist.


Lying back, his mind drifted to Jess, the image of her in that tiny, sexy string bikini from earlier that day. The way the fabric clung to her curves, barely covering her nipples, had been maddeningly hot. He remembered how she looked stepping out of the pool, water dripping off her tanned skin, making her look like a goddess born from the sea. His thoughts then shifted to the moment when Jess had hugged Clare in the kitchen, their bodies pressed close, the intimacy of the contact making his cock twitch.


His imagination ran wild, picturing Jess and Clare, their bodies nude, lips locked in a passionate kiss. The thought alone made his dick stiffen even more, growing harder beneath the sheets. He couldn't shake the memory of fucking Clare in the shower the day before, the warm water cascading over them, her hot breath on his cock as he thrust himself between her breasts. The sensation, the tightness, the warmth. making his blood rush.


Rubbing his eyes, Ethan tried to focus on sleep, but the images were too hot, too arousing. He sank deeper into the pillows, the sheets now a cocoon of his own heat. Sleep seemed an impossible dream with these thoughts racing through his mind. 


Just as the edges of sleep began to tug at him, a sliver of light sliced through the darkness from under the door. It widened as the door moved open, and a feminine silhouette appeared. The figure moved quietly, closing the door behind her, plunging them back into darkness.


Ethan's voice was a whisper, "I'm so glad you had the same idea. I was just thinking about you... about how fucking horny I am right now."


In the darkness, the figure moved, her steps silent on the carpet as she approached Ethan's bed. The air was thick with anticipation, the only sounds were of their shared breaths. She reached the bed, her hands finding the edge of the sheets, pulling them down slowly, revealing Ethan's form beneath. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of his boxer shorts, gently tugging them down, his already hard cock springing free.


She kneeled at the bottom of the bed between his legs, her hands warm as they roamed over his thighs, feeling the tension in his muscles. She ran her hands down his legs, her fingers tracing the contours of his calves before gliding back up again, her palms flat against his skin, kneading his thighs with a firm touch. 


Laying down, her lips found the tip of his cock, planting soft, teasing kisses that made Ethan's hips buck slightly. Her breath was hot against his skin, each kiss lingering. He felt her tongue lick a bead of precum at his tip.


"Fuck, yes," he hissed through clenched teeth, the sensation sending sparks through his already sensitive dick. Her hand wrapped around him, stroking with a slow, deliberate pace, while her other hand massaged his inner thighs.


Ethan felt her tongue, licking the sensitive skin of his balls, each flick sending waves of pleasure that made Ethan dripping with precum, his body building with an intense pressure. 


"Oh God," he moaned, his voice a mix of desperation and ecstasy. She responded with a soft moan of her own, the sound of her pleasure vibrating against him as she took him into her mouth, her tongue wrapping around the underside of his cock.


She began to suck him in earnest. Ethan could see her head faintly in the darkness, bobbing in a rhythm. Each movement was deliberate, her tongue swirling around his tip before plunging down again. The wet sounds of her mouth, her small gasps of breath, and the occasional purr of satisfaction, mingling with Ethan's louder moans, his hands now gripping the sheets, his body arching off the bed.


"Fuck, that feels so good," Ethan managed to groan, his voice strained with the mounting pressure. She increased her pace, sensing his nearing climax, her lips tightening around him, her hand stroking the base of his shaft before moving its way down to his balls. Precum ran down his spit soaked shaft. The combination was too much; Ethan's body tensed, his breath hitched, "I'm gonna cum, oh shit—"


His orgasm hit him like a tidal wave, his vision blurring as he came, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. She didn't stop, her mouth milking him, taking every drop as she swallowed with soft, satisfied sounds, her tongue cleaning him with gentle, thorough strokes. His cock pulsed as she continued to squeeze it dry.


As the waves of his climax subsided, she withdrew, her lips leaving him with a final, gentle kiss on his tip. Ethan lay there, catching his breath, his mind swirling with the aftershocks of pleasure, his body feeling like it was floating. 


"That was fucking amazing," he breathed out, his voice a mix of awe and exhaustion.


The figure of her body could barely be seen in the darkness of the room, as she quietly slipped out, the door closing without a sound. Ethan was left alone in the quiet, his mind replaying what had just happened. Clare had come and gone too quickly. He wondered why she didn’t stay for more. It was possible she wanted to be discreet with Jess downstairs sleeping.


Either way, Ethan suddenly felt tiredness sweep over him. His eyes grew heavy as he rolled over and closed his eyes. He was no longer buzzed, mind slowing. Somehow Clare knew what he needed and came to the rescue. He grinned thinking about how the girls were helping him just as much as he was helping them. And it was all happening in their own ways. His muscles relaxed and thoughts coming to a standstill in the darkness of the room, Ethan drifted into a deep peaceful sleep.  



CHAPTER 7


The buzzing of a vibrating phone on the nightstand rattled around, pulling Ethan from his sleep. An aimless hand emerged from beneath the blanket, fumbling for the device. With a sigh, Ethan pushed himself up against the headboard, his brown hair tousled from sleep. Squinting at the screen, he saw Victoria’s name and answered.


“Good morning,” Victoria’s voice chimed through the phone, energetically.


Ethan rubbed his eyes and exhaled. “Morning.” His voice was thick with sleep as he stretched his arms over his head.


“Hope I didn’t wake you,” Victoria teased.


“You did,” he admitted with a lazy chuckle. “But it’s fine. What’s up?”


“Well,” she started, her tone shifting into something more businesslike. “How are the revisions coming along? The draft?”


Already anticipating the question, he sighed. “They’re done, mostly. I still need to finish the landscaping and the basement. I’ve been working on it, but progress is a little slower than I’d like.”


Victoria made a thoughtful hum. “Do you think you’ll meet the deadline?”


“Yes,” he said quickly, leaning forward as if saying it with more conviction would make it true. “I won’t make you push it back again. I promise.”


“Good,” she said, clearly satisfied. “You’re a lifesaver, Ethan.”


He smirked at her words, though she couldn’t see it.


“And how are the roommates?” she asked, her tone taking on a playful edge.


Ethan hesitated for a second, scratching his jaw. “Things are good. We’re still trying to get the insurance figured out, but progress is being made.”


Victoria wasn’t letting up. “That’s not what I meant.”


He chuckled, already seeing where this was going. “We’re getting along.”


“How well?” she pressed.


Ethan shook his head, smiling to himself. “I’m getting along really well with one of them. The other one’s great, too, but we’re just friends.”


“For now,” Victoria quipped.


He laughed. “I wish. Could you imagine what I would do with two women?”


“Oh my god, Ethan,” Victoria snorted. “Well, you never know,” she mused. “Anyway, I should let you go. I’ve got a lot of work to do, and so do you.”


“Yeah, yeah,” Ethan groaned, glancing at the clock on his nightstand. “Thanks for checking in.”


“By the way, we should get lunch when you come into the office to present the designs,” she suggested.


“That’s a great idea,” he agreed. “You might even get to meet the girls if I bring them along.”


“I’d love that,” Victoria said excitedly.


They exchanged their goodbyes, and as soon as the call ended, Ethan let his head fall back against the pillows for a moment. The quiet of the morning settled around him again, but he knew he couldn’t stay in bed much longer. The floor was cold beneath his feet as he walked toward the dresser, putting on some clothes.


Ethan descended the stairs and into the front room where Macy was laying on the couch. Clare stood in the kitchen by the coffee maker, her back to him. The smell of fresh coffee filled the air. As Ethan approached silently, he wrapped his arms around Clare’s slender waist, his touch causing her to jump slightly.


“Careful, you’re lucky Jess isn’t here,” Clare said with a laugh. Her hair was still messy from sleep, framing her face in soft waves.


“Where is she at?” Ethan asked, his voice muffled as he buried his face into Clare’s neck, inhaling the faint scent of her lavender shampoo.


“Work. She went in early,” Clare responded, her body relaxing against his. She tilted her head to the side, offering more of her neck to his playful kisses.


“When do you go to work? How much time do I get with you?” Ethan murmured between kisses, his hands now exploring, tracing the outline of her waist upwards.


“It’s Friday, so I have the day off,” Clare giggled, her voice laced with excitement and a hint of naughtiness. She pressed her ass into him, feeling his response through his pants.


“You can fuck me all day if you want,” she whispered, her words sending a thrill through Ethan. His hands moved over her covered breasts, eliciting a soft moan from her, her cheeks starting to flush.


“I’m still recovering from what you did to me last night, but I’ll make it worthwhile,” Ethan said, his voice almost a growl, his fingers gently kneading her through the fabric of her shirt.


Clare’s demeanor changed, her playful mood shifting to confusion. She pulled away slightly, turning to look at him with an expression that was almost concern. “What do you mean, what I did last night?”


"You know, when you snuck into my room and..." Ethan paused, his eyes searching her face for recognition, "sucked my cock. I've never had it that good before."


Clare’s look of confusion deepened, her hands dropping from his shoulders. “Ethan, I didn’t sneak into your room last night,” she said, her voice now more serious.


Ethan’s hands fell away, his brow furrowing in confusion. “What do you mean?”


I didn't do that, Ethan. I fell asleep on the couch right after you went upstairs," Clare insisted, her tone now laced with confusion.  


"Was you sleepwalking and, like, sleep... fucking?" he asked, his voice tinged with disbelief but also a hint of humor, trying to lighten the shock. 


Clare, leaning against the counter as a smile grew on her lips, her hand playfully swatting at Ethan's arm. "You were probably hallucinating," she suggested, her own laughter trying to mask the confusion she felt. 


Ethan shook his head vehemently. "No way that was a dream. It was the most vivid feeling I've ever had." His words were punctuated by a pause, his eyes searching Clare's for any sign of jest. "Are you just messing with me?" 


Clare's playful demeanor vanished, "No, I’m being serious. This is weird," she said, her voice more persistent. 


There was a long pause before realization dawned on them both at the same time. Their eyes met, widening as they both came to the same conclusion. Clare covered her mouth with one hand, the other bracing against the counter, her body leaning forward as if the news physically knocked her off balance. 


"Do you think it was... you know who?" Ethan asked, his voice barely more than a whisper. 


Clare, still wide-eyed, nodded. "I can't believe Jess sucked you off. She’s never done anything like that before," she exclaimed, a shock-induced smile breaking across her face.


"Really, you think it was Jess?" Ethan pressed, his mind racing with the implications. 


"Who else could it be?" Clare countered, her logic leaving little room for doubt. 


Ethan stood there, absorbing the complexity of the situation. The idea that Jess might have done this, was mind-boggling. "This changes things," he murmured, his voice low, contemplative. 


"Definitely," Clare agreed, her mind clearly racing. "How should we tell Jess that you and I have been... you know, the whole time? Let's hold off," Clare suggested, her voice thoughtful. "We need to figure out how Jess feels about this whole thing." 


"Hold on," Ethan interjected, his brows raised in surprise. "You want to see if she does it again?" 


Clare's grin returned, mischievous and curious. "Yeah. Think how lucky you are if a hot girl sneaks in to suck you off again. Or, maybe, it was just a one-time thing. We’ll find out!" 


Ethan looked at her, "Would you be mad if Jess felt that way?" 


Clare took her time, her face thoughtful. "No, I'm not mad," she finally said. "I just care about how Jess feels. We need to make sure she's comfortable in the current situation."


Ethan nodded. His entire morning had been upended by this change of events. Maybe Jess needed to relieve some stress. Or maybe it was more than that. He thought about the way she looked at him or the fact that she started wearing that very revealing bikini. Did she do that for him? Either way, he had to take things slow. He didn’t want to ruin things between him and Clare. And he especially didn’t want to make bad blood between the girls. 


Clare made a freshly poured cup of coffee and handed it to him. In the silence of the morning, Clare came over beside him and leaned on him. A sip of coffee sent warmth through his body, as he assured himself that things would work out. 



Afterword

Thanks for reading Carolina Fire. This series is not typically something I would write, but I loved the concept too much to not share.

If you have any questions or wish to be notified about the release of the next book, you can follow on Twitter at https://twitter.com/colbygraybooks or on Goodreads at https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/18480348.Colby_Gray

If you enjoyed this book, I would be incredibly grateful for a review, as it genuinely helps. It also helps me know whether I should continue with the series.

Recommending this book to others is a great way to help as well. Thank you once again for your support and happy reading!
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