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CHAPTER 1

Ethan’s pickup truck rumbled as it rolled down the quiet residential streets, the tires crunching against the pavement. The sidewalks were lined with tall, leafy oaks, their branches creating a canopy overhead. The morning solitude reminded Ethan why he loved living in this North Carolina coastal town. The sun had barely risen, but the air was already beginning to heat up. He cracked his window, allowing the salty breeze to filter through. Summer was approaching, which meant hotter temperatures. One of the advantages of living in a coastal town, where Ethan was only two streets down from the ocean, was how the ocean breeze cooled down the summer days enough to make them bearable. In fact, that was a big reason why Ethan loved it where he lived.

Turning onto Main Street, Ethan took in the quiet charm of the small town. Brick buildings with painted wooden shutters lined the street, the storefronts were adorned with colorful awnings. Hanging baskets filled with green leaves that hung down, swayed from the old-fashioned lampposts. Further down, a bookstore with its door propped open displayed a collection of novels in its window.

Another perk of small-town life was how little traffic there was. No blaring horns, just the quiet slow pace of early risers beginning their day. Ethan pulled into a curbside parking spot in front of the hardware store, shutting off the engine and stepping out onto the sidewalk. The heavy car door slammed shut behind him.

As Ethan entered, a bell on the door chimed, announcing his entrance. Inside, the store was quiet and dimly lit, The only sound was from a stock boy kneeling beside a box, pulling out items and placing them on the shelves.

“Morning, Ethan,” a gruff voice called out from the other side of the store.

Ethan turned to see Tom, the store’s owner, standing behind the counter. His salt-and-pepper hair was slightly unkempt, and his full mustache twitched as he offered a warm smile. Tom had been running the store for as long as Ethan could remember, and somehow always maintained the fullest mustache Ethan had ever seen.

“Morning, Tom,” Ethan replied with a nod.

“Haven’t seen you in a while,” Tom said, leaning on the counter.

“Yeah, I think the last time I came by was to get plywood for the hurricane,” Ethan admitted. “I Need to pick up a few things. I’m helping a neighbor clean up their yard.”

Tom gestured toward the aisles. “Go on, take your time. If I don’t have it in stock, I’ll get it ordered.”

“Appreciate it, Tom,” Ethan said.

Ethan wandered down the aisles, He scanned the shelves for a few work gloves, a couple shovels, and some masks. If he was going to clear out the debris from the burned-down house next door, a slow and tedious process, he would need more supplies for Clare and Jess too. The girls were ready to help, and eager to reclaim their property after their home burned down.

They’d been staying with Ethan for over a week, their temporary arrangement stretching into an indefinite stay. But Ethan didn’t mind. In fact, he found that he liked having them around. It made everything feel more enjoyable. Cooking together, watching movies, swimming in the pool, and the weekend walks down to the beach. Before Clare and Jess were basically dropped onto his doorstep,, his life had been a cycle of work and sleep. Now, it was something more, something fuller. He hadn’t realized how much he needed them until they were there, filling the quiet spaces of his life with laughter and company.

He browsed the shelves and found what he needed, which didn’t take long because the store was small. After paying for the supplies and promising Tom he’d come around more often, Ethan loaded everything into the back of the truck and pulled onto Main Street. There were a few cars driving through, now that the town was starting to come alive.

When Ethan pulled onto his street, he noticed one of his neighbors taking the trash out. The neighbor noticed him too, giving Ethan a wave. Ethan understood the body language of his neighbor. The way the guy leaned out onto the curb, indicated he wanted him to pull over and have a friendly chat. Ethan wasn’t really in the mood to have small talk with the guy, but at this point it was too late. What was he going to do, just ignore him? Ethan wasn’t a fan of small  in any situation because it was only used for people to be nosy and try to get answers to things that didn’t concern them. He knew this would be one of those moments.

“Hey, David,” Ethan said, rolling down his window.

The neighbor stepped down and leaned into Ethan’s car, putting his arms on the door frame. “Hey, Bud,” David said. “That fire last week was crazy. Did it damage your house at all?”

“Luckily, it didn’t. The firefighters said they focused on making sure the fire didn’t spread to the other houses. Unfortunately, that meant the house next door got completely destroyed,” Ethan said.

David turned his head and looked at the burnt remains of the house down the street. “Yeah, that house is toast.”

Ethan turned and looked at the house, too. He noticed Jess and Clare were outside cleaning up the property. Jess scooping up piles of rubble with Ethan’s only shovel while Clare dragged long pieces of burnt wood beams into a pile.

“Are you helping those girls out?” David asked.

“Yeah, I got more supplies from the store. I should actually probably head down there now and help them clean up,” Ethan replied.

“Where are they staying? Are they renting a room from you while things get figured out or something?”

Ethan could tell David was starting to reach further than he should. He knew the neighbor was doing a little detective work for the entire street. He realized he wasn’t the only one snooping on all his neighbors through his upstairs window. It turned out the entire neighborhood snooped back.

“They’re staying with me. I’m not charging them rent. I would do the same for you if you needed help, David,” Ethan said.

David avoided eye contact as things became more uncomfortable. “Well, I appreciate the kind gesture, Ethan. And let me know if you guys need any more help. I’d be glad to lend a hand.”

“Will do. I’ll see you around,” Ethan said, starting to roll the truck forward, indicating that he was leaving the conversation whether David liked it or not.

Ethan pulled his truck into the driveway and cut the engine, the steady rumble of the truck coming to a halt. He stepped out, and walked to the truck bed where he stowed the supplies. He lifted the shovels and a heavy-duty bag filled with gloves and masks, slinging them over his shoulder. His gaze drifted to the lot next door, where the charred remains of the house lay in ruins, blackened beams jutting from the earth like the ribs of some long-dead beast.

Clare and Jess were already hard at work, shifting ash and dust into the air, against the morning sun. Macy pranced through both Ethan’s and the girls yards, smelling everything that came into her path. The girls paused when they saw him, brushing sweat from their brows as they made their way over.

"Morning, ladies," Ethan greeted, setting the supplies down. He noticed the girls were already glistening with sweat, despite wearing sports bras and tight fitting shorts. It turned him on seeing the girls getting dirty and sweaty.

"It's too hot for this," Clare complained, fanning herself with a soot-stained hand.

Ethan nodded. "Yeah, and it's only gonna get worse when summer fully comes around. Luckily the ocean air should take the temperature down a few degrees."

Jess huffed, adjusting her ponytail. "Whose idea was it to start this job at the beginning of summer, anyway?"

Ethan smirked. "The sooner we finish, the sooner we can be laying on the beach."

At that, both girls sighed dreamily. The thought of cool water and warm sand was a tempting one. Ethan grinned, shaking his head as he handed them gloves and masks. "Got more supplies," he said.

Clare took a pair of gloves, slipping them on with an appreciative sigh. "Finally. I was hauling beams with my bare hands." She held them up as proof—blackened with soot, dirt clinging to her skin like a second layer.

"I hope you didn’t get any splinters," Ethan muttered, inspecting her hands before tossing a pair to Jess, who pulled them on without comment.

Jess, however, had other concerns. "Who were you talking to down the street?" she asked curiously.

Ethan rolled his shoulders. "David. He’s been living there since the neighborhood’s been built. Weird guy."

Both girls exchanged a look. Clare frowned. "Was he asking about the property?"

"Yeah," Ethan confirmed. "He wanted to know about the property, wanting to know what was gonna happen to it." Jess narrowed her eyes.

Ethan sighed. "He also wanted to know if you two were staying with me."

There was a beat of silence before Clare crossed her arms. "And what’d you tell him?"

"The truth." Ethan shrugged. "I told him you’re staying rent-free while you figure things out with the house."

Clare scoffed. "Why do people have to be so judgmental?"

Ethan assured her, meeting her gaze. "But you know how people like him are. He’s just being nosy."

Jess shook her head, disapproval clear on her face. "I have a feeling gossip gets around this town quickly."

Ethan nodded in agreement, glancing back at the debris. "Yeah, but it doesn’t matter what people think. We have bigger fish to fry anyway. Let’s get this work done."

Jess sighed, leaning on her shovel. "Yeah, the faster we finish, the faster we hit the beach."

Ethan and Clare followed suit, slipping on their gloves and masks.

Ethan planted his boots firmly in the loose dirt and tightened his grip on the shovel. The metal edge sank into the thick, powdery layer of ash that coated the ground, sinking in just enough before he angled it forward and lifted a scoop. The fine gray dust was deceptively light, swirling in soft clouds as he dumped it into a growing pile.

Next to him, Jess worked with the same task. She shifted the ash and debris from the main site of the burnt house, scooping the piles into buckets. Each time her shovel bit into the ash, the air filled with the acrid scent of burnt wood and charred remains. Some of the smaller debris—blackened nails, splintered chunks of drywall, and crumbled bricks—clattered against her shovel as she lifted and discarded them. The two worked in tandem, barely speaking, their focus entirely on clearing as much as they could.

With the pile of ash growing larger, Ethan grabbed one of the buckets, thick plastic designed to hold weight without cracking. He bent over, using his shovel to scoop ash into the container. The heat of the day and the ash that swirled in the air, seemed to make Ethan feel like the fire was still ongoing. Jess, wiping sweat from her brow with the back of her wrist, did the same, leaning over to scoop as much debris onto the shovel, before dumping it into the bucket.

Once full, Ethan hauled the heavy container toward the dumping spot near the edge of the lot. At some point they would need to rent a dumpster and a front-end loader. He poured the ash out slowly, watching as it tumbled in thick, clumping waves before dispersing into the pile below. Jess followed, dumping her bucket next to his, the fine dust catching in the faint cool breeze from the ocean, and coating their already grime-covered clothes in a thin, silvery layer.

Clare, meanwhile, worked on the larger, more cumbersome pieces. She crouched near a burnt beam, its edges jagged where fire had chewed through the wood, leaving it brittle and blackened. Wrapping her gloved hands around it, she heaved, her arms straining as she dragged it across the lot. The beam left a deep groove in the ash-covered ground as it scraped along, small flakes of charred wood breaking off and scattering in her wake.

She exhaled sharply when she reached the pile of wood she had already brought over, adding the beam to the others stacked there. Some were nearly intact, others little more than long splinters, but all were too large to be removed by hand. They’d leave those for the heavy machinery coming later, along with the twisted metal frames of what had once been furniture, and the slabs of collapsed roofing.

The work continued—Ethan and Jess shoveling, scooping, and hauling ash while Clare dragged beam after beam to the side of the property. Their gloves blackened further, their clothes streaked with soot and dirt, and their muscles ached from the unrelenting work.

By midday, they had cleared a significant portion of the property. Though piles of debris still remained, the space was noticeably more open. The house, or what was left of it, felt less like a ruin, as the mounds of debris were loose ends to clean up another day. This gave them hope that they were one step closer to rebuilding.


CHAPTER 2

Ethan and the girls washed off the grime and ash with refreshing showers. As a reward for working hard, they promised themselves an afternoon at the beach. After changing into swim trunks and bikinis, the three walked down the sidewalk with Macy trotting in front, close to Clare.

“It’s so much cooler now that the sun is going down,” Clare said.

“We should of went to the beach earlier and worked in the afternoon when it’s cooler,” Jess replied with a laugh.

“That’s not a bad idea,” Ethan said. “At least we can relax without worrying about it right now.”

“I can’t wait to get in that water,” Jess said, longingly.

“I’m exhausted. I’m probably just going to lay down and take a nap,” Clare said, scratching Macy behind the ear.

Ethan felt pretty tired, too. He figured he might do the same and just take a much needed nap next to Clare.

When Ethan and the girls reached the beach, the sand was still warm under their feet. They spread out their towels, Clare laying down immediately. Ethan sat cross legged, while Jess ran across the shoreline with Macy.

“How does Jess have so much stamina?” Ethan asked. “Isn’t she exhausted?”

“She’s used to it,” Clare said, putting a hat over her face. “Jess goes to the gym a lot and built up her strength. That girl can keep going.”

Ethan laughed, “I’ll just keep my response to that to myself.”

Clare laughed, rolling over onto her chest. “Can you do me a favor? Can you untie my top?”

“Sure,” Ethan said. “You want to go topless today?”

“I just hate the tan lines. Besides I’m laying on my chest,” Clare said

“The only people who will see are me and Jess. Nobody else comes around to this part of the beach,” Ethan said, pulling the strings loose on Clare’s top. Her breasts spilled out against the towel as her bikini top fell away. “I don’t know about Jess, but I don’t mind,” Ethan grinned.

Clare turned her head to look at Ethan with a sly grin before resting her head on an arm and closing her eyes. Jess and Macy continued to run up and down the shore, chasing each other in the golden sunlight. Ethan leaned back on the towel, enjoying the view and the sounds of the waves rushing across the sand.

“Do you think Jess will mind?” Clare asked, breaking the silence.

“Mind what?” Ethan asked.

“Do you think she’ll mind if she sees me topless, boobies flying free?”

Ethan laughed, ”Well, if the other night is any indicator, I would say Jess has a wild streak in her. Maybe she’ll join you and taker her top off too.”

Clare scoffed, “You wish, naughty boy. Can you keep up with her?”

“We might find out if she has another wild streak,” Ethan replied with a grin.

Clare, her skin already kissed by the sun, decided to go for an even tan. She rolled over onto her back, her breasts exposed for all to see. Ethan’s eyes, initially on the horizon, darted back to Clare, his heart picking up pace at the sight of her perky tits.

Seeing Jess still occupied, Ethan’s hand found its way to Clare’s breast, his fingers tracing the curve with a feather-light touch. Clare’s breath hitched, a soft moan escaping her lips as she arched slightly into his touch.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” Ethan whispered, his voice barely above the sound of the waves.

His fingers circled her nipple, feeling it harden under his touch. Encouraged by her quiet pleasure, Ethan leaned down, his tongue flicking over her nipple before enveloping it with his mouth, sucking gently.

Clare’s moans grew more pronounced, though still hushed. “Don’t stop,” she murmured, her body tensing with delight.

Ethan checked once more on Jess; the distance and the noise of the water ensured their privacy. His other hand slid under Clare’s bikini bottom, his fingers finding her folds. She gasped, her hips subtly lifting to meet his touch.

“Ethan, oh god,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation.

His fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles, matching the rhythm of his tongue on her nipple. Clare’s soft moans were breathless, lost in the sound of the ocean waves, her hands gripping the towel beneath her.

“Yes, please. Fuck, yes,” she gasped out, her hips now moving in sync with his fingers.

Ethan felt her body respond, her inner muscles clenching around his fingers as he continued to thrust inward. The sensation of her pleasure under his touch, coupled with the thrill of the situation, only intensified his actions.

“You’re close, aren’t you?” Ethan whispered.

Clare nodded, her words lost as waves of pleasure began to crash over her. She began to arch her back, her breathing shallow and quick until, with a stifled cry, Ethan felt the warmth of juices starting to flow out of her pussy. Her body shuddering under Ethan’s attentive hands and mouth.

He gave her a few soft kisses on her lips before pulling away. Her cheeks were flush but her expression was relaxed as she closed her eyes, still catching her breath.

Just then, Jess laughing and dripping wet, made her way back to the towels with Macy close behind.

“Macy’s tired out!” She announced, oblivious to the intimate moment that had just occurred. Clare, quickly regained her composure and laughed when Macy came bounding over to greet Ethan.

“Getting a thorough tan, I see,” Jess said to Clare with a grin.

“I hate tan lines,” Clare replied. “Besides, Ethan said he doesn’t mind.”

The three of them laughed and Jess said, “those things are works of art, Clare. Why keep them contained when they look that good.”

Clare blushed, “You should try it sometime. It feels really good to be topless outside.”

“Nah, I’m not that kind of girl,” Jess replied.

Clare and Ethan gave each other a look. Just the other night Jess had snuck into Ethan’s room and sucked his cock. Ethan had even thought it was Clare who had done the deed. Ethan was surprised that there really was more to Jess than meets the eye. She really did have a wild streak that maybe she didn’t even want to admit to. Either way, Clare and Ethan decided to wait and see what would happen. Would Jess make a move again? Maybe it was just a one time thing. One way or another Ethan would find out how wild Jess’s wild streak really was. Time would tell.


CHAPTER 3

Ethan fell onto his bed, exhausted by the work he did that day. Despite taking a shower and spending several hours at the beach, there was still a slight smell of smoke on him. He pulled off his shirt and kicked off his pants. During the summer months the days would be warmer and the nights would be dramatically cooler, as the humid air brought the temperature down. He pulled the covers up trying to warm himself in the cool room.

A light from the doorway cut through the pitch black room as a feminine silhouette quietly slipped through, closing the door behind her. Ethan looked over at the figure, squinting to see who it was walking over to him in the shadows. It seemed to be a repeat of the other night when Jess snuck in the room.

As the feminine figure quietly moved closer in the darkness, Ethan whispered, “Is that you, Jess?”

The woman leaned closer so Ethan could see who it was in the darkness.

“It’s me, Clare,” she whispered. Clare was so close to Ethan their noses were practically touching.

“I was wondering if Jess was paying me a visit again,” Ethan whispered.

“I wanted to continue where we left off,” Clare said with a grin.

He pulled her in close kissing her soft lips. She collapsed on top of him and their tongues met. Ethan ran his hands through her blonde hair, his cock quickly stiffening underneath his boxers. Clare ran her hands across his chest as they continued to kiss, Ethan occasionally running his lips across her flush cheeks, gasping for breath between each kiss. Ethan loved the feeling of her breasts pressed against his chest, but he wanted more. He grabbed her shirt and pulled it upwards, tossing it across the room.

Clare’s hand grabbed Ethan’s shaft over his boxers, making Ethan let out a quiet moan. She ran her hand down his cock, pushing it up against his stomach. She lifted her leg over him, straddling is erection. Leaning in she rubbed his throbbing member against her pajama bottoms. Clare let out a sigh of pleasure. Despite the boxer shorts and the pajama bottoms between them, Ethan’s cock swelled with every thrust she gave. She braced herself, grabbing the blankets. Every time she thrust forward, the tip of his cock pushed out of the top of the boxers.

Ethan watched her, feel every movement she made with pleasure building inside. As she swayed, her breasts bounced within the confines of her bra. He took his hands, holding her thighs, and pulled down the bra. Her perky breasts fell out with a bounce as she rubbed against him quicker.

He could feel the precum on his belly as his cock slid in and out of the boxer shorts.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Ethan breathed. “I bet your pussy is soaked.”

“I am so wet, baby,” she groaned.

Clare’s body fell forward, as she pressed her swollen lips against his. Her hips still moving with the same rhythm that was building pressure within Ethan’s cock. She slowed her thrusts and her kisses became softer.

“Keep going. I’m going to cum soon,” Ethan whispered.

“You’ll have to wait,” she said teasingly. “I need to use the bathroom, but when I get back you better be ready to fuck me hard.”

“Can’t it wait?” Ethan begged.

With one more kiss, Clare slid off of him and went into the bathroom, closing the door behind her.

Ethan lay there, catching his breath as the intensity of the moment began to wane, his chest heaving slightly with each breath. The room was silent except for the soft sound of water running from the bathroom where Clare had disappeared. His cock, still pulsing from the excitement, was sensitive to the cool air of the room, the pressure subsiding but leaving behind a tingle of anticipation. He lay there, waiting, his mind swirling with the remnants of their encounter.

Minutes passed like hours in his heightened state of arousal. Ethan closed his eyes, imagining Clare stepping out of the bathroom, her body completely bare, the sight of her perfect perky breasts with their pink erect nipples. Her tight pussy, already wet, inviting him back into the throes of where they left off. His imagination was vivid, almost palpable, as he envisioned her walking towards him in the darkened room.

Suddenly, a soft click of the door and sliver of light pulled him from his fantasy. He opened his eyes and saw a figure in the darkness slip into bed beside him. Ethan felt the warmth of her body against his. He acted on impulse, quickly pulling off his boxers.

“I’m going to fuck you all night,” he whispered.

He heard her giggle quietly, her voice smooth as she replied, “Hearing you say that makes me so horny.”

It was then that Ethan realized it wasn’t Clare laying beside him. It was Jess. He glanced toward the bathroom, catching the light turning off inside, confirming Clare was still in there. Jess, wearing nothing but a lacy bra and a thong, wrapped her arms around him, pulling him close. Her touch was soft, her breath warm on his neck as she ran kisses up to his ear. The feeling sent electricity through his spine.

Ethan turned, his lips finding hers in a kiss that surprised him. His cock rose to attention  and began throbbing again, the sensation intensified by the unexpected turn of events. He moved on top of Jess, his hands squeezing her large breasts, feeling their heft through the lace of her bra before slipping underneath to touch her skin, her nipples hard against his palms.

“You’re making me crazy,” Ethan whispered.

Jess arched into his touch, her breath hitching. “Don’t stop then,” she replied, her hands roaming his back, pulling him closer.

Ethan's hand moved with a will of its own, reaching down between Jess's legs. He found her pussy already slick, the warmth and wetness sending a jolt through him. His cock ached with need, a primal urge taking over as he gently pulled her panties to the side, exposing her wet folds. With deliberate slowness, he rubbed the head of his cock against her, teasing, feeling the heat of her pussy.

Jess moaned, her body swaying beneath him, her hips lifting to meet his movements. The sensation was overwhelming for Ethan, the sound of her pleasure, the feel of her arousal coating him, it was all too much. He couldn't stand it any longer, pushing his shaft into her with a thrust that made her squeal, her eyes wide with surprise at her own volume. Quickly, she covered her mouth, her moans muffled but still audible, the sound vibrating against her palm.

As Ethan moved inside her, Jess's breasts bounced within her lacy bra, the sight made Ethan weak. He thrust harder, the sound of their bodies meeting filling the room. Jess kept her mouth covered, her eyes locked on his, filled with a mix of surprise and ecstasy. The pressure that had been building from Clare's earlier teasing and now the intense pleasure with Jess overwhelmed him. He didn't care if they were loud; the world outside this moment didn't exist.

He looked over to the bathroom door, noticing it was slightly open. His eyes, now adjusted to the darkness, caught the silhouette of Clare. She was leaning against the door frame, mostly hidden from view but not entirely. The door kept her in the shadow, but Ethan could see enough to realize what she was doing. Clare was watching them, her hand between her legs, her fingers moving against her pussy as she panted.

The sight of Clare pleasuring herself while he was inside Jess was the final straw for Ethan. The dual stimulation of Jess's tight, clenching pussy around his cock and the erotic shadow of Clare watching and touching herself pushed him over the edge. With a groan, he pulled out just in time, his body tensing as he began to cum. Rope after rope of cum shot out, reaching Jess's breasts, some of it landing on her lacy bra, marking her with his release.

Jess's eyes widened at the sensation, her body still writhing slightly from the aftermath of their encounter. The room smelled like sex, their breathing heavy. Ethan's mind was a blur of pleasure and shock, his eyes flicking back to the crack in the door where Clare stood, her movements slowing as she had watched him fuck Jess.

Jess's voice broke the silence, her tone filled with awe and satisfaction. "That was amazing," she whispered, her eyes still wide from the intensity of the moment. She dipped her finger into the cum on her breasts, lifting it to her lips with a playful, seductive smile, tasting him. The sight was oddly arousing yet strange to Ethan. He still couldn’t believe Jess was laying on his bed.

His gaze traveled down Jess's body, taking in her perfect waist and the toned flatness of her stomach, which still bore the slight sheen of cum and sweat from their fervor. His cock, against all odds, stiffened again, the sight of her body too enticing to ignore. "I'm not done with you yet," Ethan declared, a mix of hunger and challenge in his voice.

Jess looked at him, surprise flickering across her features before he turned her onto her side. He lifted her leg, guiding his cock back into her wet, welcoming pussy. She moaned, this time not bothering to muffle the sound, letting it echo through the room. Ethan began to thrust, his cock throbbing with renewed vigor, not yet tired. The faint sound of Clare panting from the bathroom doorway added an illicit thrill to the moment.

He fucked Jess with a speed that was both possessive and explorative, her pussy gripping him with each thrust, her breasts bouncing slightly with the movement despite being held by the bra. Ethan laid down behind her, his body spooning hers, his cock rubbing against her inner walls. With one hand, he pulled down her bra, squeezing her large breasts, letting them bounce freely. His other hand roamed down her toned body, tracing the curves he had admired for over a week every time she wore that tiny bikini. Now her body was his.

Jess's breath hitched. "I'm cumming," she gasped, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. Her orgasm spurred Ethan on, and he thrust faster, making her squeal with delight, her sounds unrestrained now. As she came, he didn't stop; instead, he intensified his movements, his fingers finding her clit, circling and pressing while his cock continued to slide in and out.

The mixture of their fluids created webs of cum clinging to his shaft and balls, some sticking to her thighs. Pressure built within Ethan, his climax looming. With a few more thrusts, he came inside her, both of them moaning deeply. Jess clenched the sheets, her body arching back into him as he grabbed her tighter, their bodies hot and sweaty. He pumped into her a few more times, each thrust pushing more of his seed deep inside her.

They lay there, breathing heavily, the room silent once more. Now Ethan was tired as the weight of sleep came over him. Still laying behind Jess, who was catching her breath, Ethan looked behind him and saw Clare was no longer in the bathroom. Had she slipped out? At some point during the blinding moment between Ethan and Jess, Clare must have snuck out unnoticed. It wouldn’t have been difficult. Both Ethan and Jess were in a different world of ecstasy a moment ago, with their backs facing the bathroom door.

Ethan gently caressed Jess’s thigh as they both lay pressed against each other in the dark room. Now he knew Jess had a wild streak. A secret she was willing to share with Ethan. A secret that Clare knew too. He would have to talk to Clare tomorrow. They both knew that the dynamics of the three friends had changed. He was still unsure what that meant, but for now, he needed to get some sleep.


CHAPTER 4

The next morning, Ethan sat in a chair next to Macy, who was lazily curled up next to him. The neighborhood outside his office window was shrouded in a soupy haze. The morning was cool despite the incoming summer. Soon enough the sun would burn away the fog and make way for clear skies the rest of the day.

Ethan warmed himself with a mug of coffee as he replayed what exactly happened that night. Both Clare and Jess had snuck into his room, Jess doing so completely unaware of Clare’s presence. He wondered how Clare felt about the whole thing. She seemed to really enjoy herself. At some point, Clare had snuck out leaving Ethan and Jess to fall asleep together.

He wondered how Jess felt about their relationship now that things were taken to the next level. Would she want to be exclusive? How would she react when she finds out that Clare had been doing the same thing. Jess certainly was more of a deviant though. The way she liked to remain elusive but fuck hard. Clare, on the other hand, was more straight forward. Both Clare and Ethan knew each others intentions, but Jess seemed to enjoy the thrill of mystery.

A quick knock on the door interrupted Ethan’s thoughts. Before he could say anything Clare slipped into the room with a knowing look on her face. She had been dying to talk about last night, too.

“Last night was hot,” Clare said, wrapping her arm around Ethan as she sat on his lap.

“I’m glad you enjoyed the show,” Ethan replied with a grin. He set the coffee down and wrapped his arms around her waist. “I was worried you might not like getting pushed out.”

“Not at all. That was the most exciting thing I’ve ever done,” Clare laughed. “Jess is an animal! And I think she brought a wild side out of you.”

“Speaking of Jess, where is she right now?” Ethan asked.

“She’s still asleep on the couch. You wore her out,” Clare said with a sly grin. “When did you two say your goodbyes last night? I would’ve expected her to still be sleeping on your bed covered in cum.”

Ethan grinned and shook his head. “We both fell asleep and I think she slipped out of the room before I woke up.”

“Well, now we know that wasn’t a one time thing,” Clare said. “She’s definitely into you. And I think after last night, she’ll be coming back for more.”

“At some point we have to tell her about this love triangle going on,” Ethan replied.

Clare leaned her head on Ethan’s shoulder as she looked up at the ceiling, lost in thought. “Yeah, we have to tell her. But, honestly, she seems to like the unconventional whether she knows it or not. I never knew she had two different personalities. One is by the books and the other is a wild sex kitten. Meow.”

Ethan snorted, “And you’re okay with me sleeping with both of you?”

“I’m more than okay with it, Ethan.” Clare said, straightening up. “Since I’ve been here with you, I’ve done more exciting things that have been taking me out of my comfort zone. And I love every single minute of it. We had sex in the Jacuzzi and I would have never went topless on the beach before all this. It’s been amazing with you.” Clare nuzzled her face into the crook of his neck.

Ethan kissed her, caressing the side of her breast over the fabric of the t-shirt. “It’s been amazing for me, too. I want to keep spending time with both of you. We will have to talk about things with Jess soon.” Ethan leaned forward, holding Clare in his arms. “Right now I need to get some work done. I’m behind schedule on this draft and I should probably work on it today.”

“I have to get ready for work, too,” Clare frowned.

The two kissed several more times before she left the room. Ethan stood up, stretching his arms towards the ceiling. Looking over at his drafting table, he knew it was time to focus on getting the designs done. Maybe once he submitted the plans, he could take some time off and focus solely on the girls. But, for now, he had a deadline to meet.

Ethan sighed as he lowered himself into his chair, its familiar creak barely audible over the low hum of a leaf blower outside. Rolls of vellum and tracing paper cluttered its edges, some neatly clipped in place, others curling under their own weight. Mechanical pencils, fine-tip pens, and an array of metal rulers were scattered within reach.

He flattened the latest sheet, carefully pinning it down with the weighted edges of his T-square. The university library was nearly complete. He had already worked through the client’s requested revisions, adjusted the second floor to maximize natural light, and fine-tuned the study spaces. Only two major elements remained: the basement and the landscaping. His fingers brushed the corner of the page, hesitating. The basement would be a challenge, an complex knot of infrastructure that needed to be both accessible and invisible. But the landscaping—that was what would capture the client's attention. That was what would sell the design.

He reached for a fresh sheet of tracing paper and aligned it over the site plan. The nib of his pencil hovered for a moment before making contact, gliding in smooth, deliberate strokes. Wide pathways unfurled across the page, soft curves and intersecting lines guiding the flow of foot traffic. He envisioned students meandering between classes, faculty members pausing under the shade of well-placed trees, the entire space humming with organic movement.

Granite pavers, he decided. Pale and clean, their smooth surfaces would reflect the morning light and contrast elegantly against the darker, polished benches. He switched pencils, sharpening the tip before adding fine details—narrow insets where LED strips would be embedded, invisible by day but casting a soft, guiding glow by night.

He leaned closer, adjusting his drafting triangle to sketch the seating areas. These couldn’t just be benches haphazardly placed; they had to invite, to create natural gathering points. A low retaining wall would double as informal seating, curved just enough to feel intentional but not restrictive. In between, sculptural plantings, and ornamental grasses, interspersed with bushes to anchor the space through every season.

He reached for his shading pencil, tilting it just enough to render the illusion of depth in the landscape contours. He could almost see it—the subtle movement of water in a shallow reflecting pool, its dark stone base smooth and still during the day, glowing softly from beneath at night. Water was necessary. Not as a grand fountain, but as a quiet, meditative element.

Hours slipped away unnoticed. His hand ached, but the vision took shape, each pencil stroke carving a future reality onto the page. The basement plans still lay untouched beside him, but he couldn't stop now. The landscape had to be perfect. The design could be finished if he focused on it, but that meant the basement would have to wait for another day.


CHAPTER 5

Ethan came down the stairs, stretching his arms over his head. Jess was curled up on the couch, her laptop balanced on her knees, fingers typing swiftly over the keyboard. He tilted his head, watching her for a moment before speaking.

"Hey, when did you get home?"

Jess looked up, flashing him a quick smile. "About an hour ago."

"Huh. Didn't even hear you come in." He rubbed the back of his neck. "I was upstairs working on the draft."

“Did you make some good progress?” She asked.

“Yeah, I think I finished the landscaping. I’ll probably run through it and add some more details later, but that part is pretty much done,” Ethan replied.

Just then, the front door opened, and Clare stepped inside, dropping her bag by the door. She barely hesitated before stepping up to Ethan and pulling him in a quick hug. Then, with a grin, she turned to Jess and practically launched herself onto the couch, pulling Jess into an exaggerated embrace.

Both girls burst into laughter, and Ethan chuckled as he watched them.

Ethan dropped onto the couch beside them, looking between the two women. "Alright, what are we doing for dinner?"

Clare let out a dramatic sigh. "I don't know, but I'm starving."

"I was thinking pizza," Ethan said. "I was actually wondering if you two wanted to go out to eat."

Jess perked up. "Oh? Where?"

"There’s a little Italian place in town that makes amazing deep dish pizza. They have other stuff too, if you want something else, but I’m going for the pizza."

Clare’s eyes widened. "Deep dish sounds amazing."

Jess nodded, closing her laptop. "That sounds perfect. Let’s do it."

The three of them squeezed into Ethan’s truck. Jess slid into the middle, pressing against Ethan as Clare claimed the passenger seat. Ethan’s heart beat slightly faster. The last time he was this close to Jess was when they were completely naked in his bed.

The small town was quiet under the glow of streetlights. The roads were lined with a mix of old brick buildings and newer structures, most of them already closed down for the night. Ethan glanced at the girls. "This is pretty much the only restaurant in town that stays open late. The only other place is on the pier and it’s really just a breakfast place."

They pulled into the small parking lot, the neon sign barely illuminating the entrance. The air smelled of garlic and fresh-baked bread as they stepped inside. A waitress greeted them with a familiar smile.

"Hey, Ethan," the waitress said, before looking over at the two women standing next to him.

He nodded in return. "Hey, Ashley. I just saw your dad the other day."

"He’s still running the hardware store like it’s the only thing keeping the world turning. You guys eating in?" Ashley asked.

"Yeah, we’ll take a table."

Ashley led them to a booth by the window, dropping menus in front of them before heading off to another table.

"Alright, we’re getting two pans of deep dish," Ethan said, scanning the menu. "One sausage and mushroom, one pepperoni and green pepper. Sound good?"

"I am salivating right now. It sound so good," Clare said as she flagged Ashley down to order.

“You guys ready to order?” Ashley asked, pulling out a pen and notepad.

“We’ll get two deep dishes. One with sausage and mushrooms and the other with pepperoni and green peppers,” Ethan said, closing his menu.

“And we’ll have pints of whatever’s on tap,” Jess added.

Ethan shook his head. "I’ll stick with soda. I’m driving."

When the pizzas arrived, the smell was intoxicating. Ethan served the first slices, watching as the cheese stretched in thick, gooey strands. Clare groaned after her first bite.

"Oh my God, why haven’t I been here before?"

"It’s heart attack central, but it’s really good," Ethan teased.

Jess took a sip of her beer, looking at him over the rim. "We’ll have to come back and try what else they have on the menu. This is amazing."

Ethan and the girls ate in silence, mouths too full for conversation.

Clare pointed at him with her fork. "So, you do realize this looks like a double date, right?"

Ethan chuckled, taking a bite of his pizza. "Two beautiful women on a summer night? I’m okay with that."

Jess laughed, clinking her glass against Clare’s. "Cheers to that."

Ethan and the girls finished their meal and stepped outside, there was a cool breeze that sent a chill through Ethan. The streets of the small town were quiet, with only the soft chirping of distant crickets. Storefronts sat dark, their windows reflecting the dim glow of the streetlights overhead. The town had long since settled into its nightly slumber, leaving the sidewalks empty except for the three of them.

Clare took a deep breath, taking in the peaceful stillness. "This town is so charming," she said, slipping her hands into her pockets. "I'm really glad we moved here, Jess. I already loved our house, but every day, I find something new to fall in love with."




Ethan turned to them with a thoughtful look. "You want to see something else?"

Jess and Clare exchanged curious glances. "Sure," Jess said. "Where are we going?"

Ethan simply smiled and led them across the street. They strolled down another road until they reached the heart of town, where a small park was nestled in the main square. The park was quaint, lined with trees that rustled softly in the breeze. A gazebo stood at its center, wrapped in twinkling string lights that cast a warm glow against the night.

Jess gasped. "Ethan, this looks like something straight out of a postcard."

They stepped inside the gazebo and settled onto the wooden benches. A gentle breeze swept through, making Jess shiver. She slid closer to Clare who wrapped her arms around her.

Ethan pointed toward the basketball court at the far end of the park. "I used to come here at night to shoot hoops. No one else was around, so it was my place to unwind."

Clare smiled. "And do you like having us here now?"

Ethan grinned. "I actually enjoy your company more than being alone."

Jess smiled, then turned and looked at Clare. “I’m glad you’re here,” she murmured, her voice slightly slurred.

Ethan, observing from a slight distance, could tell they had drank more than he realized. The gazebo lights cast a warm glow on their soft skin. The two girls looked at each other, faces only inches apart. As Jess leaned in, their lips met in a tentative kiss. Their kiss deepened, tongues exploring with growing urgency. Jess’s tongue traced the contours of Clare’s mouth, eliciting soft gasps from both of them.

Clare’s hands moved to Jess’s chest, her fingers tracing the curves of her breasts over the fabric of her shirt. Their tongues teased each other, intertwining between breaths. Their cheeks were red from the excitement. Their breathing grew heavier, with soft moans as they tried to stay quiet.

Ethan’s gaze darted around, ensuring nobody could see them. The intensity between Jess and Clare was palpable. Jess’s hand slid down beneath Clare’s waistband, her fingers finding their way to Clare’s pussy. There was no hesitation in her teasing strokes. Clare gasped in surprise as she was flooded with pleasure. Her body arched slightly with each touch, her breath coming out in short, excited pants. Ethan felt his heart race. Was this really happening? The dynamic of their relationship kept changing. Seeing Clare and Jess kissing right in front of him made his cock hard.                            

Finally, they broke apart, their chests heaving as they caught their breath. Clare still flush with red and swollen lips, turned to Ethan, “We should go home.”

Ethan nodded, words failing him. His mind was reeling from what he was witnessing.

They made their way back to the truck and squeezed into the three seater. Clare’s hand rested on Jess’s thigh, her hand gently rubbing against Jess’s pants. The drive home was silent, but the sexual tension was heavy in the air.

After Ethan and the girls got home, Jess collapsed onto the couch with Clare on top of her. Ethan fully expected them to fuck right then and there, but instead, they fell asleep. Ethan grabbed a nearby blanket and pulled it over the two girls. Seeing them cuddled on the couch made his cock twitch. He would have to figure this out tomorrow when he could ask them how much of the night they even remembered.


CHAPTER 6

After a restless sleep, Ethan awoke early. He quietly went into the kitchen trying not to wake up the girls. Both Clare and Jess were in the same position he left them last night, cuddled together on the couch. He prepared a large pot of coffee, guessing they would want some when they woke up.

He went upstairs with his mug and entered his office, Macy intercepting him in the hallway and following him inside. He slowly closed the door and sat down in front of the drafting table. He was determined to finish the basement and finally be completed with the draft designs for the university library.

He took a sip of coffee and looked out the large window in front of him. Overlooking the neighborhood, Ethan saw David kissing his wife goodbye before pulling out of the driveway and going to work. Ethan looked at the clock on the wall. David was leaving for work early again. And, just like before, Ethan’s neighbor turned the other direction down the street than he usually does.

Ethan stretched his arms, muscles still stiff from his tossing and turning. He wasn’t sure how the dynamic between him and the girls was going to play out. He was worried that things might get weird between them. Ethan had a great relationship with Clare. She was bubbly and optimistic. He loved the way she gently touched him. He also enjoyed being around Jess. She was more mysterious and seemed to tap into Ethan’s more carnal side. He loved her honesty and analytical approach to things. Now, Clare and Jess had something to work through. This love triangle was turning into a love scribble.

Despite everything that had happened between Ethan and the girls, none of it had been spoken about out in the open. Clare and Jess had their own secrets with him. Now that the girls had their own moment together, Ethan decided that they all needed to talk about it and clear the air. No more hiding, no more sneaking around, and no more lying.

The morning was still early and he figured the girls needed to sleep off the hangover. Until then, he would work on the draft. With a sip of coffee, he picked up a pencil and ruler and began his work. This was the final piece—the foundation, both literal and functional, of the entire structure. Every system would converge here, every decision had to be intentional.

He took a slow sip of coffee, eyes scanning the intricate network of electrical conduits, plumbing lines, and ventilation shafts that crisscrossed the page. The basement was more than just a storage space; it was the heart of the building’s maintenance, the unseen inner workings ensuring smooth operation above. Every wire, every pipe had to be accessible yet unobtrusive, tucked into the walls and ceilings but within reach for repairs.

The electrical room was the first challenge. He sketched the main breaker panel against an interior wall, ensuring enough clearance for future upgrades. Thick conduit lines ran from the panel, branching out like veins, feeding into subpanels that would distribute power throughout the structure. He had to consider serviceability. Electricians would need space to work, to troubleshoot. He marked an access corridor along one side, wide enough for maneuvering tools and ladders.

The plumbing was another beast entirely. Water supply lines snaked through the walls, feeding up into the building’s core, while drainpipes sloped downward to the sewer connection. He penciled in an array of water heaters, each carefully spaced for efficiency and ease of maintenance. There had to be shutoff valves at critical junctions—one for each major line, allowing sections to be isolated without disrupting the entire system. He adjusted the layout, making a note to install a grated drain beneath the tanks in case of leaks.

Ventilation was next. The building’s HVAC system required space for air handlers and ductwork, each component required room for servicing. He designed a mechanical room at the far end of the basement, housing the central air unit and ventilation shafts. The air intakes and exhausts had to be positioned carefully, ensuring proper airflow without creating pressure imbalances that could affect the upper floors.

Between sips of coffee, Ethan added storage rooms—one for janitorial supplies, another for general maintenance equipment. He detailed the shelving, the placement of utility sinks, the location of mop hooks. Every element had to serve a purpose, every inch accounted for.

He ran a hand through his hair, surveying the blueprint as the sun climbed higher. There was muffled noise coming from downstairs. Macy perked up from her doggy bed and listened to the sounds. Ethan figured Clare and Jess had finally woken up and were now getting coffee and finding something to eat in the fridge. A slight pang of nervousness hit his stomach. In a few moments he would have to talk to them about everything. He didn’t know why he felt anxious about the whole thing. He wasn’t sure how it would be received by the girls and he didn’t know if it would damage their friendship. The last thing he wanted was to ruin relationships with great people and be alone in the house once more.


CHAPTER 7

When Ethan came down the steps and entered the front room, Clare was eating scrambled eggs. Jess was sitting next to her, hands clasped around a mug of coffee.

“Good morning, Ethan,” Clare said with a mischievous tone.

“Good morning. How are you guys feeling?” Ethan asked, sitting down on the couch, Macy hopping up between them.

“Besides the slight headache, I feel like I went skydiving last night,” Jess said between slow sips of coffee.

“Do you two even remember what happened last night?” Ethan asked.

“Yeah, Jess finger banged me in a gazebo,” Clare said without any hesitation.

Jess snorted almost blowing coffee out of her nose. “I’ll admit that the alcohol loosened me up a little.”

“I just wanted to make sure everything wasn’t… weird between you two,” Ethan said, still wanting to make sure everything was okay.

“We’re fine, Ethan. After waking up with Clare drooling on my face, we talked it over a little and well… we both kind of liked it.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Ethan said. “I figured we should just clear the air. There’s been a lot of unspoken things happening that I think should be addressed. I just want to make sure we all know where everybody stands.”

Clare nodded, turning to Jess, “since we’re putting it all out in the open, i just wanted to tell you that I really felt great kissing you last night. I didn’t think about it before, but it just felt good. And I also wanted you to know that Ethan and I have also… kissed. That also felt really good. What I’m trying to say is that, I think there’s room in my life for both of you, if you’ll have me.”

Jess grinned, “I’ve known about you and Ethan for awhile now. Ever since that morning you two took a shower together.”

“How did you know about that?” Ethan’s own smile began to grow.

“Clare is loud when she has sex. Her squeals made me all hot and bothered. Just knowing you two were having a great time was making me super horny. I just couldn’t stand it any longer.” Jess said, turning to look at Clare. “I may have snuck into Ethan’s room a couple times and sorted myself out with his help.”

“I know! Ethan thought it was me the first time. The second time I was in the bathroom watching the whole thing,” Clare said with a laugh.

Jess’s mouth hung open. “Are you serious? You watched Ethan fuck me? You dirty girl!” She said playfully.

“So, where does that leave us?” Ethan asked. “Where do we go from here?”

“What do you want, Clare?” Jess asked, nudging her with her knee.

“I think things are good the way they are. If everyone is okay with this arrangement, then why stop?”

“What about you, Jess?” Ethan asked.

Jess took a moment to think before replying, “I think this is the happiest I’ve been in a long time. No offense, Clare. I’ve loved rooming with you since college. Things just seem fuller with Ethan around. It’s nice having his help and advice for things. He also has a large dick. That really helps.”

“That’s true. I don’t even think he knows how nice that cock is,” Clare whispered to Jess, still loud enough so Ethan could hear.

Ethan chuckled, “Well, I’m just glad you two are okay with the current situation.”

“What about you, Ethan? What do you think about the situation?” Clare asked.

“I don’t mind it at all. Before you two came along it was just me and Macy. I didn’t realize how great it is having two beautiful women around to share good times with. All I seem to want these days is to spend time with the both of you. I think the three of us work well together and I feel a connection with both of you individually,” Ethan replied.

“I guess that means we’ll be staying here a bit longer,” Jess said.

“In that case, I can clean out one of the spare bedrooms so you two have a more permanent place to sleep,” Ethan said.

“Why don’t we just share a bed with you?” Clare asked, with a grin.

“Your bed is really comfy,” Jess said. “Have you slept on it?”

“I was planning to, but you kicked me out,” Clare said playfully.

Ethan laughed and replied, “Two beautiful young women sleeping next to me every night? I think I can handle that.”

“Can you handle the both of us?” Jess asked, mischievously. “You haven’t taken on both of us yet.”

“We’ll have to find out, won’t we?” Ethan replied with a grin.

Clare nodded enthusiastically, as if the idea of a threesome was something she really wanted to experience.

“Well, what should we do today?” Ethan asked.

“Let’s walk down to the beach. I’m still nursing this hangover and I think sleeping on the warm sand with a sun hat covering my face would be the best remedy,” Clare said, almost begging.

Before Ethan could respond his phone started buzzing in his pocket. When he pulled out his phone, Victoria’s name flashed across the lockscreen. “You two can go change while I take this call,” he said. The girls hurried upstairs with Macy chasing behind them.

Ethan picked up the phone and said, “Hey, Victoria. I was actually going to call you. I have some good news.”

“Oh, I love to hear some good news. Especially from you right now. What do you have for me?” Victoria replied over the phone.

“The draft is pretty much done,” Ethan said. “I woke up very early this morning and finished up the rest of the designs. So, now there are a few touch ups I’ll probably add when going over it, but It’s ready for approval.”

“Oh my gosh, Ethan. That is great news! Does that mean you’re ready for the trip back into the office?” Victoria asked.

“Yeah, it’ll be great to see you again. And, I think I’ll be bringing my roommates along. I haven’t asked them if they want to go or even told them about the trip, but I think they’ll want to tag along,” Ethan said.

“Oh!” Victoria giggled. “I’m excited to meet them! There’s a lot of romantic restaurants you can take them to in the city.”

“I’ll make sure to show them around,” Ethan said, dodging Victoria’s bait. “Well, I just wanted to call and let you know so you can start preparing.”

“Yes, and when I set a date with the clients, I’ll text you the details,” Victoria replied.

“Thanks again, Victoria,” Ethan said.

“Anytime, Ethan. I can’t wait to see you… and the girls.”

Ethan and Victoria hung up just as Clare and Jess came downstairs. Macy was bouncing up and down, already knowing they were going for a walk.

“I can finally say out loud how hot you both look in those bikinis,” Ethan said, with a smile.

“We know. You’re eyes almost popped out the first time you saw us in these things,” Jess laughed.

“I wasn’t that bad,” Ethan chuckled, latching the leash to Macy.

“Yeah, you were,” Clare said, playfully.

The summer heat had already burned away the cool moisture in the air from the ocean. With a few scattered clouds, the weather was perfect for a day spent on the sand with the people that Ethan cared about the most.


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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