
        
            
                
            
        

    
College Harem

Book Five

By Carley Hitchens

Copyright 2025 © by Carley Hitchens

Author’s Note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are at least eighteen years old.


Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

More From Carley

Follow Carley


Chapter One

I was sitting on my stool, paint stained on my jeans, smeared on my fingers, colorful splotches on the wooden palette like battle scars. I took a break from the new canvas, my workboots – paint-splattered as well, oil and acrylic – clapping across the floor as I strolled to the back end of the garage where my life’s work stood safely to the side.

I’d been at work on the new canvas going on three hours and my back was stiff. My spine popped in a dozen places as I stretched, a smile creeping across my face as I looked at my life’s work – indeed, my best work.

Home sat on an easel, protective plastic draped over it. Back before Evelyn, Briana, and Kay had come into my life, my work had a lonesome air to it. A palpable feeling of loneliness that I’d never intended, a loneliness that I hadn’t recognized before the three of them came into my life.

I’d done landscapes, portraits, sci-fi renderings and fantasy snapshots during those long years where I worked my fingers to the bone slashing paint strokes onto these canvases, and as varied as my work seemed to be, it all had a certain darkness to it, a muted sense of solitude.

All that changed with Home.

I remembered. Three months ago, the first night the ladies were truly at home with me. They’d been staying a few days by then, but we’d all been hard at work on the odds and ends.

They all had interests, their own unique little hobbies, and the farmhouse I inherited from my godfather – our farmhouse, me and the ladies – was large enough to accommodate all of them.

Yes, though the four of us tended to sleep like canned sardines in my bed, Evelyn, Briana, and Kay all had their separate bedrooms. But I had the garage – air-conditioned and weatherproofed – for my passion, so it was only fair that each of the ladies had extra space for theirs.

Evelyn wanted the attic, dusty as it was, for her movie projector. Though my blonde movie buff would treat us to fine cinema on the living room television often, she used the attic to screen more obscure favorites, arthouse flicks and foreign movies, grindhouse horror and other acquired tastes for a true cinephile.

Briana, with her extensive – and always growing – collection of sci-fi/fantasy miniatures, took the den on the first floor, adjacent to the living room. There, I’d set up her work bench, all her paints and laminates, her specialized microscopes and lamps so she could make her meticulous brushstrokes on tiny wizards and orcs, space marines and Lovecraftian alien creatures.

(Briana, ever the old school punk rock fan, liked to blast her music while she worked. The rest of us enjoyed her taste in music well enough, but with all due respect to Green Day and The Dead Kennedys and Rancid, it was nice when she started using headphones.)

Kay – green-thumb hippie that she was – needed a little extra space for her interest. For her handmade clothing business, we set her up in the basement, where she didn’t have to worry about splashing tie-dye paint on the floor, where she could slice and stitch sensitive fabric without Bandit nipping at the loose ends, her stumpy little tail wagging furiously as she took off, a thread of cotton trailing behind her.

Kay made her living with custom tie-dyed hippie clothing, but her other passion was, of course, horticulture. We set her up good, out in the meadow near the pond in the woods. An afternoon’s work with shovel and trowel was all it took to give a home to her colorful, varied collection of cultivar plants. An extra day spent putting up some fencing kept out the deer and rabbits (and, yes, kept Bandit from lifting her leg and leaving her ‘mark’ on the cultivars.)

Once all that was finished, once the ladies were comfortable and their passions emboldened, I finally showed them my work.

After not picking up a paintbrush for years, being with them had fueled a creative fire inside me that I’d never felt before. The creative rush hit me – like a lightning bolt, rather than a hurricane – and I fell to work making Home, which in my opinion was the best piece of art I’d ever created.

My life’s work, as it were.

I remembered the night I finished. It was late, close to midnight, and the ladies were already in their pajamas.

Evelyn was straightening her hair after a few days of enjoying a curly look, dressed in a comfy ensemble, tiny pink cotton shorts that showed every exquisite inch of her sun-kissed thighs and a short-sleeved T-shirt clinging tight to her upper body.

Briana was on the floor, playing with Bandit, her feline-like eyes narrow with joy. She wore white silks, a loose button-up top with marble-colored buttons, the bottom few unfastened, showing off her flat belly, with her matching silk pajama pants tight around her hips, flowing at the legs.

Kay was outstretched on the couch, reading a horticulture magazine, wearing a flowing tie-dye robe, flower power Dead Head colors, with one slit up the right thigh, the pale freckled perfection of her skin drawing my eye, her colorful curly hair done up in a ponytail, bright red with neon hues, magenta and a fresh indigo streak.

They looked so comfortable, I almost felt bad disturbing them.

I cleared my throat. “Hey guys,” I said. “Would you mind coming out to the garage with me? I want to show you something.”

They shared quick, excited glances, smiles simmering and eager. Each had been pressing me to share my art with them – not my sketchbook art, but an actual painting – but I wouldn’t, not until I was ready.

Now they knew I was.

They rushed to the corner by the front door foyer, where a collection of discarded shoes and sneakers and slippers sat in a pile. For the ladies, footwear had been a largely communal affair since they first moved into their apartment together in their freshman year of college. It was no different now.

Evelyn slid into a fuzzy pair of homemade, tie-dyed slippers. Briana popped on two mismatched sneakers – one Nike, one Adidas, God only knew who purchased what – but Kay, as usual, preferred to go barefoot, choosing only a thin zip-up hooded sweatshirt dangling from the coat hanger along the wall.

Bandit tap-danced around my feet, her paws click-clacking on the hardwood floor, like she wanted to see the painting as badly as the ladies did. She popped up on her hind legs, her front paws scratching at my jeans, her ears folded back, her doggy grin wide and toothy.

“What are you so excited about?” I asked, laughing. “You were out there laying on my boots for half the time I was working on it.”

Bandit yapped at me.

When the ladies were ready, they followed me out back. The night was warm, the crickets singing. The first few nightjars had begun their song, adding to the crickets’ chorus. We stepped out through the backyard, passed the grass-covered tire tracks my uncle had left years ago, then stepped through the walkway I’d hacked through the bushes leading to the garage’s old twin carriage doors.

Overhead, the canopy of chestnut branches filtered out the night sky, the glow coming from inside the garage seeming that much brighter. Golden light spilled from the windows, through the tiny seams between the carriage doors, like sunlight caught in a box.

“I wouldn’t have made this without you guys,” I said. “I just want you three to know that.”

Bandit barked.

“I mean, you four.”

She wagged her tail. Evelyn giggled, crouched beside my little Corgi princess, and rubbed her belly as I threw the carriage doors open.

Home sat rather stately up on the easel, situated prominently over my old canvases, those lonely old paintings that I’d set aside. Briana stepped in first, her usual pensive, purposeful footsteps almost tentative.

Her hands flew to her chest, open palms over her heart, and she let out a quiet gasp.

Kay inched forward next, the aquamarine anklet dancing around her right ankle, her big emerald eyes wide as she gazed at the painting.

Evelyn came last, with Bandit in her arms. She stood between Kay and Briana while I hung back, at the doors, smiling to myself as the ladies admired my work.

It was the farmhouse. Our farmhouse. Depicted at night, thin shadows encroaching from all sides, the house burned bright with lights streaming through the windows, as if to beat back the darkness.

Bandit sat dutifully on the front porch, just beneath the porchlight over the front door, a red bandanna tied around her neck.

You could make out Evelyn’s figure in one window, her arms upraised mid-dance, her blonde hair flowing.

Briana was visible in the den window, her alabaster skin contrasting with her dark hair as she held up a tiny figurine in one hand, a little paintbrush in the other.

On the opposite side of the house, you could see Kay bent at the waist, spray bottle in hand as she doused a blooming azalea with water.

And if you looked closely, you’d even spot me, out near the dark, beside my pickup truck, coming home after a long day on my delivery route. I had to specify that I was near the dark, not in the dark, as the warm glow from the farmhouse windows bathed me in light, the inner radiance of our farmhouse welcoming me home.

Kay rushed toward me, grinning ear to ear, and her bountiful curls broke free of the ponytail and cascaded down her shoulders as she threw her arms around me. “It’s gorgeous,” she whispered as she planted a kiss on my lips.

Briana sauntered toward me next, her dark hair framing her porcelain face, her feline gaze bright, eyes the color of whiskey behind her glasses. She touched my cheek with one gentle hand, her fingertips dancing across my jawline. “Beautiful,” she whispered, and kissed me.

Evelyn stood by Home the longest. She’d set Bandit down beside her. Evelyn turned to me, a faint wetness in her ocean blue eyes. She crinkled her brow and her lips twisted, trembling, before she walked slowly over to me and rested her head against my chest, her gentle fingertips tickling ribcage as she clutched me.

She looked up at me after a moment, a tearful smile on her face. “I’ve never felt more at home,” she said.

She kissed me gently, but eagerly, and even as her lips parted, they remained locked in that tearful smile, a rictus of joy, before her usual sardonic tone crept back into her voice.

“If I said it once, I’ll say it a million times,” she said, “you’re so goddamn sweet that I just might choke to death.”

Finally she released me, then turned back to admire the painting one more time.

“I’m back,” I said. “With my art. I can feel it.”

They turned to look at me.

“Ever since you three stepped foot inside this house for good, I’ve felt a rush of creative energy that I haven’t experienced since –”

Then Bandit came flying through the air, crashing into me, making me stagger and stumble back out through the open carriage doors. As I tripped and tumbled onto my back, I held Bandit protectively in my arms as she crashed down on top of me, feverishly licking my face.

It would have been nice if Evelyn or Kay or Briana could give me a hand getting up, but laughing as hard as they were, I didn’t mind them hanging back.

Bandit perched herself on my chest, her plump little Corgi butt planted on my sternum, and she looked down at me, her doggy grin wide in my face.

“I’ll assume you like the painting, too,” I told her.

She yapped then gave me a little nip on the nose.

Of course, I hadn’t given the painting the name yet. And no, I can’t claim credit for that, either.

As I stood up, cradling Bandit in my arms, I stood just behind the ladies.

“The painting just needs a name,” I said. “I haven’t come up with one yet.”

Evelyn turned to me, matter-of-factly. “Home,” she said. “This painting is called Home.”

“Home,” Kay repeated, grinning. “Yeah.”

“Home,” Briana smiled. “Of course it is.”

“Home,” I echoed.


Chapter Two

I cracked open the bottom drawer of my workbench where I kept an old bottle of whiskey – real rotgut stuff, dust caked onto the bottle – and poured a helping into a glass.

Three months since that night, and the creative surge that had driven me to create Home had only gone on unabated.

All lightning, no hurricane. Every stroke of my paint brush was as efficient and precise as a strike from a samurai’s katana. Each color came almost as an afterthought, shifting from oil-based paints to latex then to acrylic like second nature, inspiration like muscle memory.

Every evening I’d get home from work, crush dinner with the ladies, then beeline for the garage without changing from my work clothes, crackling with energy like a downed power line.

Rain or shine, overtime or eight-hour days, weekday or weekend, not a day went by when I didn’t dump paints on my palette. My steel-toe workboots had gotten bombed with color. The paints mixed with the grit beneath my fingernails, to the point that Kay giggled and made me hold them up to her bare feet to compare them with her rainbow-colored toes.

Still, I managed all this artwork despite my delivery route, and without neglecting the ladies. Spending time with them after slashing samurai strikes on a canvas for a few hours recharged me completely, ensuring my creative well never went dry.

With the girls in the house, I settled into a routine most men could only dream of.

I woke up with the three of them tucked tight beneath the covers, each draped over my body in some fashion throughout the night.

As much as I enjoyed cooking for them, I hardly had a chance to get a meal started before Evelyn or Kay or Briana slid into the kitchen, each working their particular brand of magic.

Evelyn was quick with healthy proteins done to perfection, chicken and lean steaks rolled in spices then fire-kissed in a hot pan. With Lynnie’s job as a waitress over at Dewey’s, she was usually the last one to bed – given how late she worked – but on her off-days she liked to wake up early, just before I’d get up for work, to fix me veggie omelets with a fresh side of bacon.

Briana had her father’s penchant for the fast and indulgent. I lost count of how many times she baked us hand-tossed pizzas she made from scratch. She used the same recipes her father used in his beachside pizza shop, cooking each pie with only the freshest ingredients, and for hours afterward the oven would smell like hot cheese and pepperoni and homemade dough.

Kay was a fine cook in her own right. Her dishes were always a blend, just like her love of cultivar plants and tie-dye and various hippie inclinations. She was quick with grain bowls and creamy polentas with mushrooms, or dazzling us with roasted cauliflower and whole-grain pasta with pesto, all of it flavored with herbs and spices she’d grown herself, out in her ever-expanding garden in the meadow.

As much as I ate, I was in better shape than I’d ever been. Between the physical rigors of my job, the group yoga sessions Kay would lead, and – honest to God! – the amount of lovemaking that went on in the house, I’d never been getting so much exercise.

With a life like this, it was no wonder I was cranking out one entire new painting per week on average.

I checked the time. Almost ten at night. I’d put in enough work one day, I figured, then finished my whiskey with one big gulp and double-checked the AC temperature before calling it quits. I pulled the twin carriage doors shut then yawned pleasantly as I walked through the dark bushes, drawn back by the warm glow coming from the farmhouse.

A pleasantly chilly wind came gusting through the trees, hints of autumn, and blowing in from the west – toward the far side of the house – I caught the earthy scent of a campfire.

West of here, there were small campgrounds with county-approved firepits, so the smells didn’t worry me. Rather, the fiery aroma tickled my nostrils, making me consider cool autumn nights huddled by bright orange flames with the ladies, the three of them sitting close to me wearing flannel shirts over thermals and wool hats, s’mores oozing in the fire as Bandit lay sleepily at our feet.

Even with that slight chill biting through my long-sleeve T-shirt, the campfire was like a siren’s song, burning wood, soot and ash. Caught in its lure, I walked past the back porch, along the side of the house, where another wind brought another taste.

As I neared the front yard, I heard their voices – the ladies – chatting quietly, not quite whispering, but almost.

I cocked an eyebrow. By now, I was nearing the den window, where Briana would normally be busy putting the finishing touches on figurines or painting models. What were they talking about in such strangely hushed tones?

I crept closer to the window. Their voices became clearer. It occurred to me that the den sat almost directly opposite of the kitchen. If I’d have went inside through the back door, I would have stepped right into the kitchen.

Then, almost as an afterthought: They’re talking quietly enough that I wouldn’t hear them from the kitchen. And with the way the backdoor clangs when it opens, they’d hear me walking in…

I swallowed hard, but I stopped before I took another step closer toward the den window. I had no clue what the ladies were talking about, and though it seemed like they were trying to have a conversation without me hearing it, I would not eavesdrop on the girls.

Hard as it was not to listen more closely, I walked briskly back the way I’d come, toward the back porch.

When I stepped inside, the house was quiet. And, as gut-twistingly cliché as it sounds, it was a little too quiet.

Bandit ran up to me, her tail wagging merrily. I scratched her behind the ears then went to the cupboard, suddenly yearning for a fresh whiskey. I opened a good bottle of Johnnie Walker, figuring a stiff drink would ease my suspicions, but by the time I tossed the ice cubes into the glass, the ladies had come, standing quietly in the kitchen entryway.

I looked up at them, a sinking sort of feeling in my chest, the whiskey bottle in one hand, my glass in the other, my trepidation eased only by their beauty.

Evelyn wore a slightly oversized modal front-button sleepshirt from Victoria's Secret, the pink modal fabric inlaid with black lace, making for varying pink-and-black stripes. The top few buttons were fashionably unfastened, loose and easy with a hint of her breasts, and the sleepshirt’s hemline fell midway down her thighs, high enough for me to get an eyeful, low enough that I couldn’t tell if she was wearing shorts or panties or anything at all beneath it.

Brie looked lean and slender and sensually classy in a soft red-and-pink heart-print silk pajama set, low cut with black silk lace bows along the chest. Though the color was light, the soft reds and pinks stood out against her alabaster skin. The pajama bottoms were loose at the legs but tight at her hips with a matching black lace drawstring just below her belly button. She must have been working on her miniatures during that secret conversation in the den, as her fingertips were smeared with dark blue paint, mirroring my paint-splattered boots.

Even in her sleepwear, Kay looked every bit the Celtic princess, with her handmade nighty colored with various shades of nature-green tie-dye, swirls of varying emerald shades clinging tight to her deceptively athletic body, her slim flat stomach and her shapely breasts, her tight thighs and yoga-firm ass.

Looking at the three of them standing there with such easy, casual beauty was almost enough for me to forget those secret whispers I’d heard coming from the window.

“Hey,” I said.

Briana looked to Kay, who looked to Evelyn, who looked back to Brie.

For three months, we had lived happily together. Blissfully, you could say.

And this was the first truly awkward silence that had passed between the four of us. Even Bandit seemed uncomfortable.

Briana took the lead, stepping forward with a few pensive steps, her calm demeanor an effortless mask for her inner anxieties. I wondered how anxious she felt now, if she felt as anxious as I did.

“Billy,” she said, her sultry voice smooth and gentle and kind. “The three of us have been talking.”

I stiffened. “Yeah?”

“And, well…we’ve decided something.”

I lowered my head, my jaw clenched, my heart sinking further. “I understand,” I said, gritting my teeth. “If this…arrangement between the four of us isn’t working out, I understand. I guess a four-way relationship is better on paper than it is in practice.”

Briana paused, reeling.

Kay gasped.

Evelyn shot forward. “Billy, you dingbat!” she quipped. “You absolute dong-headed goofy dipshit! I want to bash your head in until the stupidity oozes out of your goddamn ears!”

I looked at her, my head cocked to the side. “So…you guys aren’t breaking up with me, I take it?”

“Not even close,” Kay said, moving forward to join them. “Billy, we are absolutely happy about the way this ‘arrangement’ is going.”

“More than happy,” Brie commented.

“Exceedingly happy,” Lynnie added. She rolled her eyes playfully. “Even if you are a little dense sometimes…”

“I feel like there’s a ‘but’ coming,” I said.

“Yes, you’re a butthead,” Evelyn grinned. “A butthead of the utmost pedigree for ever thinking we’re unhappy with you, Mr. Deliveryman.”

Just like that, Lynnie’s playful jabs had eased my nerves. When the day came that she didn’t whip out playful insults like an old west gunslinger, I knew I’d be in trouble.

“You’ve been working so hard on your art lately,” Kay said in her characteristically soft voice. She took a step forward. The green tie-dyed nightie hardly came down past her hips, and her freckled athletic legs flexed slightly with the step, drawing my eye. “And we just want to make sure that you’re making the most of it.”

I chuckled. “I am,” I said. “I’ve been working my fingers to the bone in that garage.”

Bandit yapped and wagged her tail, agreeing with me.

“It’s not that we don’t think you’re working hard enough,” Brie commented.

Evelyn put her hands on her hips. “It’s that we think you could be doing more,” she said. “Billy, you’re really talented.”

“Extremely talented,” Kay echoed.

“Really extremely talented,” Lynnie grinned. “A talent matched only by your ability to be a butthead.”

I laughed and nodded. “Yes, I can be a butthead, that’s been established. What’s this really about, then?”

“We think you could make a nice living as an artist,” Briana said matter-of-factly.

I winced. I’d already been down that road before, back in those grim days when I worked as a graphic designer doing mock-ups for insurance company mascots. Each day at work was like pulling teeth. When I quit and got my job on the truck with a union card, I’d never felt so free.

“We’re not talking about going back into graphic design,” Lynnie said gently.

“We’re talking about selling your paintings, Billy,” Kay added.

I shook my head, smiling despite my reservations. “Ladies, it means a lot to me that you’re all saying this,” I said. “But the art world is hard to break into, and I don’t know the first thing about submitting my work to, like, an art gallery, or whatever.”

Kay grinned.

Brie did, too.

They both turned to Evelyn.

“I know someone who does,” Evelyn beamed, raising one blonde eyebrow high, excitement brewing in those ocean-blue eyes. “And tomorrow night, you’re going to meet this person, and you’re going to discuss getting your art in a French gallery.”

I reeled back, like she’d just punched me in the chest. “A French what?”
“And not only that,” Lynnie pressed, stepping closer, jabbing her forefinger in my sternum, a diabolical grin spreading across her lips. “We also want you to try a little –”

Brie and Kay shushed her, converging on her, with Briana cutting in front of Lynnie and Kay playfully clapping her open palm across Lynnie’s mouth.

“One thing at a time, Lynnie,” Kay giggled.

Before I could inquire as to what Evelyn was getting at, Briana found my gaze, standing nose-to-nose with me. She pensively brushed her fingers across my waist, riding just above my belt, just under the bottom of my shirt, and tickled her fingertips along my abdomen, just below my navel.

“Billy, I need you to answer one question honestly,” she said, her cherry-red lips moving deliberately, her whiskey-gold eyes narrow behind her glasses.

“I’d never lie to you girls,” I answered.

“Good,” she said. “So, do you trust that the three of us truly want what’s best for you?”

I shrugged. “Of course I do.”

Her lips curved into a grin, her feline eyes growing sharper. She licked her bottom lip, the pink of her tongue against that cherry-red. Her fingertips crept down my belly, inching below the perimeter of my belt. I got stiff almost immediately.

“Then tomorrow night you’re going to come to Dewey’s with us at the end of Evelyn’s shift,” she said. “And you’re going to meet with someone who we think will do wonders for your art…and maybe a little more.”

I shrugged again, confused and trying to make sense of all this…but then Briana unclasped my belt and gave it a pull, instantly loosening my jeans. Her fingers dipped lower, brushing the base of my erection. 

At that, I set my confusion aside.

“Dewey’s tomorrow night,” I answered as Brie began stroking me beneath my jeans.

Coherent thought became more and more difficult as she tickled her fingertips down my shaft and squeezed the head of my cock, her eyes filling with muted sensuality when she felt the precum dripping from my tip.

“But that’s enough talk about tomorrow night,” Brie whispered, leaning closer, brushing her cherry-red lips against my mouth.

Lynnie came up on my left side, Kay on my right.

“For now, let’s just worry about tonight,” she said. Evelyn caught me by the chin, turning me to face her, her soft pink lips pressing against mine. She parted her lips for me, letting my tongue brush against hers.

Kay giggled, taking me by the chin next, greedily pulling me in for a third kiss as she slipped her hand up my shirt, teasing my chest. “Tonight,” Kay whispered between kisses.

Briana pleasured me with one more downward stroke, squeezing my shaft down to my root, causing my erection to throb maddeningly. “Tonight,” Brie whispered.

“Upstairs,” I told them in no uncertain terms. “All three of you, get up to my bedroom, right now.”


Chapter Three

A wind blew outside the bedroom window, a kiss of autumn that rattled the leaves on the oak and chestnut tree branches, shaking them loose.

Bare-chested, I sat upright on the mattress, resting back against the bed board, my jeans forgotten on the floor, my cock erect beneath my boxers, straining against the lone button holding the slit shut.

The ladies stood at the foot of the bed in a triple embrace, curious hands exploring smooth skin – freckled, alabaster, and sun-kissed – and traded kisses.

As Briana sucked gently on Evelyn’s throat, Kay stepped softly behind the blonde, kissing the base of her spine, Lynnie’s golden hair tickling Kay’s face as she reached around the front of Evelyn’s sleepshirt to wiggle the buttons loose.

Evelyn rolled her head back, exposing her throat to Briana’s red lips, and moaned quietly, caught between dueling kisses. “It’s not fair,” Lynnie groaned petulantly. “I wanted to watch this time…”

“Nuh-uh,” Kay grunted between kisses, rolling her tongue at the base of Evelyn’s neck. She unfastened the last button and the pink sleepshirt fell open, showing Lynnie’s taut abdomen growing tighter with every kiss, a time bomb of anticipation, her nipples hard as stones.

Before, it hadn’t been clear if Evelyn had been wearing panties. Now I saw she was sporting a sinfully red lace thong, the fabric already darkened from the moisture brewing between her thighs.

Kay cupped Lynnie’s breasts and teased the nipples with her thumbs. “You got to watch last time,” Kay whispered. “This time, it’s our turn.”
“Mmmm,” Briana grunted as she trailed her tongue down Evelyn’s abdomen, toward the canyon between her breasts. “Kay’s right, it’s our turn to watch…”

Though the scene playing out before me was delightful – making my cock throb that much more achingly – their playful little back-and-forth gave me pause.

Why were they suddenly so worried about who was going to watch?

Didn’t Evelyn want me? Would she have really rather sat back as a spectator?

Yet, the question of whether or not Lynnie wanted me was answered easily enough when her eyes caught mine, twin sapphires gleaming with palpable passion. Evelyn groaned quietly as Briana took Lynnie’s right nipple into her mouth and she shuddered when Kay slipped a hand between her thighs.

Even caught between them, I saw plainly that Lynnie’s true passion lay with me. As she stepped forward, gently breaking from the triple embrace, I saw the same passion in both Brie’s and Kay’s sensual gazes.

Still, I had to wonder…why the sudden interest in watching?

If Lynnie had preferred to be a spectator a moment ago, that desire was quickly tossed aside as she straddled me, the sleepshirt flapping behind her like a cape, her bright pink nipples hard as bullets as she settled on top of me, face-to-face.

When I tried to grab her by the hips to lay her down, she flashed me a playful grin and stopped me with one upraised forefinger against my lips.

She shook her head slowly. “Tonight, you’re going to sit back show I can show you how happy I really am, butthead,” she giggled.

Her giggle faded along with her smile, her pink lips falling into the dire seriousness of her lust. She leaned forward, planting one hand on my bare chest, tangling the other in my hair, and kissed me deeply.

I slid my bare palms under her sleepshirt, delighting in the smooth perfection of her bare skin. My hands continued up along either side of her ribcage then worked inward as I rolled the pads of my thumbs over each nipple.

Evelyn whimpered greedily as I teased her. Slowly, but forcefully, she began grinding her mound against my cock, the wetness soaked into her panties seeping through my boxers.

“Well, watching is amazing,” Kay said with a naughty grin. “But I’d feel left out if we didn’t partake just a little bit, Brie.”

“You read my mind, KK,” Briana responded, and a few heartbeats later – as I was sucking eagerly on Evelyn’s breasts – Briana and Kay were curled up near my thighs, both of them licking their lips as they peeled my boxers back and my erection bobbled between them.

Lynnie pressed closer, breathing heavily, clutching my face to her breast, her fingers knotted in my hair. Her skin tasted sweet, freshly lotioned, almond butter and lavender.

She continued to grind against me, panting, whispering “Billy I’m so happy with you, so fucking happy…” and the fabric between her thighs continued to darken, gushing wet to the touch.

Briana was curled up on my left side, Kay on the right. They pulled my boxers shorts off then each rested a hand on one of my hips, tenting their fingers, spider-walking purposefully toward my cock.

I broke the seal of my lips from Evelyn’s nipple, clenching my jaw in muted excitement. Lynnie tightened her grip on my hair and pulled my head back, tilting my face to hers, and kissed me, sliding her tongue between my lips, the loose ends of her golden hair cascading down, tickling my cheeks.

I gasped when I felt Kay’s lips close around my cock, then gasped again when I felt Briana’s wet lips teasing my balls. In unison, they began stroking me – in rhythm with the passes of Kay’s mouth – and Lynnie shifted upward, still grinding, the soaking wet fabric of her thong panties leaving a smear of honey on my lower abdomen.

Kay popped up from my cock, eyeing Evelyn’s ass. She plucked the blood-red thong string from between Lynnie’s globes and thrust it aside before hungrily pressing her lips up against Evelyn’s puckered knot.

As Evelyn shuddered on top of me, I felt the tight seal of Briana’s lips as she closed them around my shaft, easing my cock deeper until her nose tickled my pubic hair. Down below, I heard a muffled wet sound as she choked down her gag reflex, teasing the underside of my balls with her precise touch all the while.

“Enough, I want him inside me,” Evelyn whimpered, her cunt dripping wet as Kay worked her tongue in and out of her ass.

Kay and Brie took note and rolled to the side, their legs spread, their hands thrust between, working inside and out.

Evelyn was too impatient to take her panties off. Taking a cue from Kay, she simply shifted the fabric aside, her pink wet cleft dripping freely onto me.

She reached behind, grabbed a firm hold of my root, and angled my cock toward her wet breach as she lowered herself on top of me, the blood-red thong straps pulled crookedly over her hips and ass.

Her slit was wet and narrow, tight around me, and her face twisted with pleasure when she took me entirely. Her fingers still knotted in my hair, she pulled it tighter, almost to the point of pain, and stared hungrily into my eyes as she thrust her hips back and forth.

I instinctively grabbed her ass, palming each globe, feeling each becoming tight and taut as she rode me, panting, sweat forming at her brow, her beating heart like a muffled drumbeat between her breasts as I felt her cunt weeping honey down my cock.

“So happy,” she panted, then rode me harder.

I sank my fingertips into her ass, squeezing, thrusting up into her.

She rocked her hips harder. I pulled my right hand off her ass and slipped it between us, to her mound, and when I rolled my forefinger circle-wise around her clit she cried out, a brief half-shriek that rang out like a gunshot.

“FUCK!”

She went still on a downthrust, my cock pushing so deep into her I could feel the trembling walls of her cervix, and a fresh burst from Lynnie’s sex left my lap awash in her dew.

I felt the intensity building within me. Though I stared right back into her hungry gaze, in my peripheral vision I made out Kay and Briana, each bringing herself to a shuddering orgasm as they watched, their thighs snapping shut around their hands as their knees wobbled and shook.

The pressure was building, building, building…then Lynnie leaned in close, her soft pink lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “No man could ever make me feel the way you do, Billy,” and suddenly tightened the walls of her sex around me.

I drew a sharp breath as I lost control, bursting inside her, and every muscle in my body went into a spasm as I lost myself in the blinding sensation inside of her.

By the time it was over, and I lay drowsy beneath Evelyn slumbering on top of me, Kay and Brie curled up sleeping beside me, I’d pretty much forgotten all about my worries, trusting these three angels completely.


Chapter Four

It was a bustling Friday night on Main Street, about 10 o’clock, and the college students were swamping the sidewalks, either pregaming with liquor hidden in soda bottles or already barhopping. I had to smile – I wasn’t much of a party guy when I was a student around here, though I had my moments – as I navigated the busy sidewalk with Briana and Kay trailing behind me.

Another busy night at Dewey’s, which was the norm. The Irish-themed Hooters knockoff always did brisk business and Lynnie was one of their top-earning waitresses as far as tips went. She waved us down when we stepped inside then gestured to a large booth across from the bar, reserved for the four of us.

While balancing a big serving tray cluttered with empty plates and glasses, Evelyn bobbed and weaved through the college crowd as she met us at the booth, grinning. She’d done her hair up in curls – a habit for her shifts, she said it netted her extra tips – and the tight, sleeveless white tank-top with the grinning Leprechaun across the chest fit her to exquisite perfection. The green nylon running shorts clung tight to her ass and her legs looked delicious in the flesh-colored leggings and white Nike pumps.

“I’ll send one of the other servers over to take your orders,” Lynnie said as we sat down. She jerked her thumb toward the back of the bar. “Give me a few minutes to balance my till and I’ll join ya.”

“So where’s this mystery person who’s gonna take my art to the next level?” I asked, eager to meet them.

“She’ll be along shortly,” Evelyn said with a wink.

“She?” I asked pointedly.

The ladies giggled and Lynnie walked off to finish up for the night. A friendly young waitress came by a moment later. I was starving – I hadn’t eaten since my lunch break at work earlier in the day – and ordered a feast, chicken wings and curly fries, a platter of burger sliders and cheesesteak eggrolls, plus a basket of onion rings.

“I hope that’s not all for you,” the waitress giggled.

“Nah, it’s communal,” I laughed. “Bring a few flights of beer, too. Mix-and-match, whatever you got.”

“Consider it done,” the server smiled.

Brie and Kay sat next to one another, across the booth from me. Briana leaned close to Kay and said, “Look at him, he’s nervous.”

“I know, right?” Kay laughed.

I rolled my eyes, chuckling. “Is it that obvious?”

They nodded, giggling.

The waitress returned minutes later with a big tray set up with the beer flights, small servings of craft beer in little glass goblets, each marked with chalk to show the brand. There were IPAs and porters, pale ales and stouts, bocks and barley wines and more. I snatched one blindly and downed it, easing my nerves.

“So nervous,” Kay laughed quietly.

The food came then Evelyn returned shortly thereafter, rocking a tropical peach DKNY open-neck sweatshirt, low-cut, grinning as she held up a wad of bills, her tips for the night. “Cha-ching, baby,” she laughed as she tucked the roll of bills into her bra.

She slid into the booth next to me, snagging a pilsner from the rows of flights, and downed the small glass goblet with one thirsty gulp.

“Serving beers all night really makes you want one,” she giggled, then stopped, suddenly, and burped. She flicked her eyes to the ceiling. “’Scuse me.”
We laughed, although Kay and Brie were right: I was nervous as all hell. How could I not be? I fired back another small goblet from the flight, another futile attempt to lubricate my nerves.

“Where’s this mystery girl?” I asked as the beer sloshed down my throat, cold and good.

Almost on cue, a half-dozen frat guys who’d been jawing up at the bar suddenly went silent and slack-jawed, their stunned gazes turned toward the entrance.

A cold gust of autumn air washed through the entire bar and fallen leaves skittered through the doorway as the young woman stepped inside, her frizzy, crinkled black hair momentarily windswept.

She wore black suede over-the-knee boots that rode up to her lower thighs. Despite the night’s chill, she was wearing a Sage multi-plaid miniskirt, complementing her thigh-high boots, the plaid hemline cupping her slender white legs.

She had a long, double-breasted peacoat buttoned tight. Her cheeks were high, yet soft and slightly rounded, her eyes black as coal with sharp eyebrows giving her a naturally inquisitive look. Her mouth was small but her lips were plump and pouty and pink. A large backpack was slung over her left shoulder as she peered around the bar.

Evelyn popped up onto the bench, waving her arms with exaggerated enthusiasm. “Mellie!” she shouted.

The girl at the front door saw her and flashed a smile so disarming that my heart skipped up into my throat. Mellie strutted across the bar like a model on a catwalk, those small plump lips cocked into an easy, yet confident grin. Everything about the dark-haired young woman screamed class, but a casual, easygoing sort of class.

She stood at the foot of the booth. “Lynnie, nice to see you as always,” she said, her voice thick with a French accent, yet her English was perfect. “Kay,” she went on. “Brie.”

They waved, smiling, yet studied me, watching for my reaction.

I caught myself staring like a buffoon then snatched another small beer from a flight.

The ladies broke out in laughter, Mellie with them.

“You must be the great artist I’ve heard so much about,” Mellie said.

I choked on my beer a little, then forced it down, little tears building in my eyes with my face turning red. “A pleasure to meet you,” I choked out. “Mellie, is it?”

“It’s short for Amelie,” she said.

Once I looked directly into her eyes, I found it hard to look away. There was something worldly about her eyes, something that made her seem wise beyond her years.

She reached across the table to shake my hand. When I took it, it felt soft as cotton, her fingers smooth as silk. She squeezed my hand as she shook it, just the gentlest pressure, and she ran her fingers through her dark, windswept hair, laughing quietly as the crinkles bounced back down to her shoulder.

“And, um…I’m Billy,” I stuttered, stiff as a board. “Short for William.”

Mellie snorted along with the ladies.

Lynnie leaned in front of me, grinning at Mellie. “You’ll have to excuse him,” she said with a shrug. “He’s never met a real live Parisian before. He’s all like, Sacre bleu, whatever shall I say!? Anyway, while we wait for Billy to remember how to form a coherent sentence, take a seat, Mellie.”

Evelyn promptly jumped up, out of the booth, and gestured for Mellie to sit next to me. The French girl scooted across the bench, toward me, then Lynnie shoved herself back into the booth, forcing Mellie to press up against me.

Mellie studied me with a curious half-smile, her dark eyes shifting up and down as she took my measure. I sighed, laughing nervously.

“Sorry,” I said. “The three of these psychos get a kick out of watching me get flustered.”

She shrugged, that half-smile spreading wider across her small, pouty pink lips. “I can see why,” she said. She cocked one sharp eyebrow. “It’s cute.”

Our waitress returned seconds later, balancing a large serving tray, our food steaming hot atop it.

Evelyn’s face lit up. She popped up to her feet and snagged the onion rings from the serving tray and shoved two in her mouth, then pulled the plate protectively into her arms, giving us a mock scowl.

“Onion rings are mine, hands off, you vultures!” she giggled, then shoved another into her mouth.


Chapter Five

I tried my best to bring up my art – or any viable of topic of conversation, really – but when Mellie peeled off her peacoat and revealed the tight, white, form-fitting, open-shoulder sweater she wore beneath it, I found it difficult to do anything more than struggle to keep my eyes on the food on my plate.

The knit sweater was a pristine shade of white, with large crisscrossing fabric that gave the smallest hints of the bare skin beneath, soft skin hidden beneath cotton checkerboards, the gaps in the thread just wide enough for me to glimpse the black cups of her bra.

When Evelyn cracked a joke and sent the girls into a fit of laughter, Mellie giggled so hard she leaned against me, laughing, and though I kept my eyes firmly on my plate the warmth of her body radiating beneath the sweater instantly caused the blood to rush straight to my cock.

Mellie had a slender build, but she was in no way skinny. Thin but somewhat athletic, you could say, and the knit sweater was so tight around her body that I had no trouble whatsoever making out the shape of it.

When she leaned forward to steal an onion ring from Evelyn’s greedy hands, the back of the white sweater rode up her back. The soft texture of her back was smooth and supple and she leaned forward a little more – “MINE!” Lynnie growled with a chuckle – and I caught a glimpse of her panties, elegant black lace and seam, frilled slightly at the edges.

I forced my eyes away from Mellie, the blood rushing to my cheeks, sweat dotting my brow. I cursed under my breath for stealing that glance at Amelie’s pristine sculpture, knowing full well that Lynnie, Brie, and Kay had only wanted me to meet up with her to discuss my –

THUMP, went the table as Kay gave me a stiff kick to the shin beneath.

“Ah shit!” I grumbled at the sharp pain, but when I looked across the table, I saw a smirk on Kay’s lips, a knowing sparkle in her emerald eyes.

Slowly, she cocked an eyebrow and tilted her head toward Mellie.

Confused, I furrowed my brow and mouthed the question, What?

From the corner of my eye, I saw something small, round, and white flying across the table. Too quick for me to bat it away, the object struck me between the eyes then fell to the table before me.

A wad of napkins.

I looked across the table and saw Briana grinning. Her dark, feline eyes opened wide and she nodded toward Mellie.

“If you’ll excuse me for just one moment,” Amelie said to Lynnie, sitting at the edge of the booth. “I have to, eh…se rafraîchir.” She paused, considering her to translate. “Freshen up, I think you say in English.”

“Oh, you gotta pee,” Lynnie laughed.

Mellie giggled and tossed half an onion ring at her.

Evelyn moved aside so Amelie could get up then flashed Briana a quick glance. Brie caught it and nodded furtively. “Hey Mellie hold up,” Briana said. “I’ll tag along.”

They walked off, chatting. Once Mellie was out of earshot, Evelyn slid almost violently back into the booth, crashing into my hip.

“Butthead!” she said, giving me a light knock on the shoulder.

“Easy!” I smirked, blocking another shot from Lynnie. I raised my forefinger accusingly at Kay. “And no more kicks to the shin, that shit hurt!”

“Well what do you expect?” Evelyn said. “You’re totally blowing it, Billy!”

I nodded begrudgingly, wiped my mouth, then shrugged apologetically. “Look, you’re both right,” I said. “Listen, I really appreciate you three trying to give me a hand advancing my art, but, well…” I trailed off a second, then slumped back into the booth. I really didn’t want to offend them but I had no other way of explaining myself.

Kay and Lynnie exchanged curious glances, then shifted their gazes back to me.

“She’s just so fucking gorgeous,” I finally admitted, and only then realized I’d been holding my breath for several seconds. “And no, I’m not, like…tempted by her, or anything.”

Another quick glance between Kay and Lynnie.

“It’s just distracting, that’s all,” I said. “First I think you guys are angry at me for something. Then I find out, no, it’s just about my art. But then you three spring this gorgeous woman on me and pack her into the bench beside me and, well…I love you guys. Seriously. I’m sorry I’m reacting this way.” I shook my head, considered taking another sip of beer, then decided against it. “It’s my fault. I should be able to act like an adult around another attractive woman, but I blew it.”

Before Kay or Evelyn could respond, Briana and Mellie were on their way back.

I fell silent, twisting a napkin between my fingers in frustration.

Evelyn let Mellie slide back in next to me before taking her seat again.

“So Billy,” Mellie said, her French accent syrupy smooth, giving her voice a tinge of worldliness that I almost found intimidating. She touched my shoulder lightly. Maddeningly, my cock shifted in my jeans. “Evelyn showed me some photos of your paintings. I’m no great judge of art, but they look great.”

Up close, she was even more gorgeous. Her delicate facial features were punctuated with the smallest freckles dotting her cheeks, the bridge of her nose. Her wavy, crinkled hair framed her high, round cheeks flawlessly and on her right shoulder – bare, from the open-shoulder neckline – I spotted a colorful little butterfly tattoo inlaid against her soft white skin.

I stuttered, rattled by her beauty. I even caught a smell like incense coming off her, with hints of cinnamon or maybe nutmeg, as if she might have smoked a Clove cigarette at some point, the faint smell hinting at the occasional smoke, rather than a full-time habit.

As she waited for me to answer for what seemed to be an eternity, her small plump lips twisted into a giggly grin.

“Um…well…”

My phone vibrated in my pocket.

“E-Excuse me for one second, Amy,” I said.

“Amelie,” she corrected me.

The sweat was running down the back of my neck now. “Amelie, yeah, sorry, one second.”

I pulled out my phone. It was a text from Evelyn. All caps.

‘IDIOT WE WANT YOU TO GET WITH HER!’

I did a double take, then looked up.

I saw that sparkle in Kay’s green eyes.

I saw a glint of excitement in Brie’s.

Lynnie’s sapphire ocean eyes were dripping with naughtiness as she bit down lightly on her bottom lip, watching me with Mellie.

And then I understood.

The quiet conversation they’d had in the den.

The moment they ‘confronted’ me in the kitchen, the way Lynnie had hinted that this meeting with Mellie would be about more than just my art.

My mouth fell open into a stupefied grin when I remembered the last, most important part of this mystery: That playful little argument they had in the bedroom last night. About all of them wanting to watch.

Slowly, I looked over at Kay, then Brie, then Lynnie. Each of them saw the gradual realization in my eyes. Their smiles only proved my realization was correct.

Well, let it never be said that I wouldn’t give my ladies everything they wanted from me.

I turned back to Mellie. “About my art, right,” I laughed, no trace of stuttering in my speech, my confidence restored. And, God…this petite young French woman really was gorgeous. “I’ve been drawing and painting since I was a kid,” I continued. “But we can talk about the boring stuff later.”

She raised a dark, sharp eyebrow and giggled as she brushed her crinkled hair away from her ear. “What else should we talk about, then?” she asked in that sensual accent.

“About you,” I said. “Right now, I just want to hear about you, Mellie.”


Chapter Six

The college crowd kept surging into Dewey’s, mostly drunk and rowdy, yet the raucous atmosphere turned into little more than muffled background noise as I learned more about Amelie.

She’d been a regular at Dewey’s, which was how she met Lynnie. Mellie fell for Evelyn’s spastic, sardonic humor just as hard as I had.

“Evelyn’s the only real friend I’ve made since I began the semester here,” Mellie said. “With all my studies and hobbies, I don’t have much time for small talk. Often, I come here to the bar for lunch or dinner to study over a hot meal and a little beer, mostly keeping to myself.” She giggled then poked Evelyn in the shoulder. “But this chatterbox right here forced me to make an exception.”

Evelyn popped half a burger slider into her mouth and rested her head on Mellie’s shoulder, her blue eyes beaming bright. “I’m a real charmer,” she said, her mouth still stuffed with the slider.

Amelie explained that she started college a year late back home in France, having spent a year traveling once she turned eighteen. The way she told it, she was like a cute little pinball bouncing across Europe, taking trips whenever she got a chance.

“Overland travel is easy in the European Union,” she said as she took a dainty sip from an IPA. “I’ve always preferred driving or taking trains or the occasional ferry, as opposed to flying. Even outside of the EU, I prefer not to fly, if possible.”

“Seems like it takes a lot longer, though,” I said.

She shrugged, swirling the beer in the little glass goblet. “Of course,” she said. “But travel is about more than just getting from Point A to Point B. Munich is a beautiful city, for example, and a flight there from Paris is quite efficient,” she said, adding a snap of her fingers for emphasis. “But when you’re ten thousand feet in the air, you zip right across all the beautiful country in the middle.”

I chuckled. “In the States we call that Flyover Country,” I said.

“Yes, I’ve heard,” Mellie nodded. “Yet in this ‘Flyover Country’ in America, are there not beautiful rolling plains? Valleys and hills? Sprawling vistas where once the buffalo roamed by the million? This ‘Flyover Country’ is where America grows its food. Imagine all the scenic little farms, the sprawling, swaying stalks of wheat in the breeze under a setting sun.” She took another sip from her small glass and shrugged. “I wouldn’t want to fly over that country. I’d rather drive through it, stopping and stretching my legs and buying apple pies on the side of the road. That might take much longer, true, but look at what you’d miss!”

She was doing a semester abroad, here in town, she explained.

“School in Paris is wonderful,” she said, “but with all the travel I’d done, I never managed to get to America.”

“Heh,” I grinned. “Funny that you’d come here, given all the great universities you could have picked.”

She leaned closer. “Funny, how?” she asked genuinely.

I sipped my beer. I’d been taking it easy on the drinks, and with the amount of food we’d all eaten, the booze I had imbibed was all soaking up nicely. “Don’t get me wrong,” I said, “I love it around here. I went to college here. I live here. I love this little college town. But, it just seems like if you’re going to travel across the world to attend an American college for a few months, most folks would prefer a school in New York, maybe somewhere out in California. Chicago, maybe.”

“I’m sure those are all great places,” she said. “And when I’m finished my semester, I do plan on seeing more of your country. New York City, in particular. I’d also love to see Philadelphia, as well. But there are two kinds of people who take trips. There are tourists, first and foremost. And God bless the tourists. Tourism is how people see the world, yes, and that’s great.”

“But you’re not a tourist, I take it,” I said.

“No, Billy,” she said. “I’m not a tourist. I’m a traveler. Here, one moment.”

She reached beneath the booth, where she’d placed her backpack. She cleared some space on the table then hefted the bag up, laying it down gently. I’d expected her backpack to be filled with school books.

Instead, there were digital cameras and compact lighting equipment, even a collapsible tripod, among other things.

She pulled out a bulky camera, unzipped a side pocket in the backpack, and pulled out a number of thumb drives, each one labeled with a little sticker. She grabbed one. The sticker on the side said, ‘PARIS.’ She slid it into the camera’s USB port and fired it up.

“When you think of Paris, what comes to mind?” she asked.

“Baguettes!” Evelyn shouted.

Kay giggled. Briana rolled up another napkin and flicked it at Lynnie, catching her right between the eyes.

I laughed at the ladies, then turned my attention back to Mellie. “I dunno,” I said. “The Eiffel Tower, I guess. The Louvre, maybe.”

She nodded. “Yes, these are gorgeous places, and great for tourists,” she said. “The Eiffel Tower, the Louvre,” she giggled and wiggled her fingers for dramatic effect, “maybe even Moulin Rouge if you’re feeling frisky. But my favorite spots in Paris are places tourists almost never go. Here, see.”

She held up the digital screen on the camera and scrolled through her photos, all solo shots of Mellie. Not selfies, mind you – it wasn’t like she was standing on a sidewalk with her phone in hand – but more like self-portraits.

In one photo, she was sitting at an outdoor table at a rustic African café, a Nigerian flag placed prominently in the window. As she explained, she was sipping a small cup of robusta coffee with a hearty afang soup and enjoying the sunshine beaming down on the small cobblestoned street.

(The restaurant and the food looked great, but I was more interested in the little black dress she wore in the shot, the way the fabric cupped tight around her upper thighs, her legs crossed daintily, her toenails covered in bright red polish, visible through her open-toed heels.)

“If you’re a tourist, you just might settle for a baguette and a Starbucks coffee at the Louvre,” she smiled. “Maybe even come home with a little Eiffel Tower magnet for your refrigerator. But if you’re a traveler, you might stumble down this slightly run-down street in the 8th Arrondissement and discover the best Nigerian cuisine in the city. Everywhere has places like this,” she pressed, her enthusiasm growing with each word. “Do you know that in this little town, right here,” she tapped the table for emphasis, “there is an old Chechen woman who owns a very small antique shop?”

I shook my head, chuckling. “I did not know that, no,” I laughed.

“Step into that shop and go into the back, and you’ll see that she has little figurines, handmade by her grandmother back in Chechnya, dating back over a hundred years,” she grinned wistfully. “That old woman’s stories…her life in that rough, rough place…but the beauty…” she paused, shaking her head, her dark eyes sparkling. She nodded toward the other thumb drives. “Would you care to see more?”

“Please,” I said.

I’d barely noticed it, but Mellie had moved even closer to me than she’d been sitting before. Her hip was pressed right up next to mine. The warmth of her body radiated out from her knit sweater and, now and again, when I shifted my feet, they’d brush right up against hers.

As Mellie shifted through the thumb drives, I happened to look up at the ladies.

Kay was grinning, ear-to-ear.

Brie’s cherry-red lips were locked in an expectant smile.

Lynnie watched me closely, her soft pink lips caught in a knowing smirk.

Mellie slapped the next thumb drive into the camera then pulled up another photo, this one of her dressed from head-to-toe in hefty winter gear, her face just barely visible beneath her thick wool cap and the scarf pulled tight around her face. Though the lighting from the photo was bright, the landscape behind her was dark, covered in snow, with tall dark trees looming high in the distance.

“Two hours east of Kajaani,” she smiled, as if reliving the memory. “That’s a little town in Finland. I was driving on this awful, snow-covered road in the middle of the night when I heard them.”

“Heard who?” I asked.

“The wolves,” she laughed. “Finland has a protected wolf population, you know. Especially in the east.”

I paused, slack-jawed. “Who took the photo of you?”

She giggled. “I did, of course,” she said. “I set up my tripod and fixed the lighting myself.”

“So…you were alone?”

She nodded. “Alone, yes.”

“In the middle of the night, out in the middle of nowhere in Finland.”

“Yes,” she grinned.

“And alone, in the middle of the night, in a snowstorm or whatever, you heard wolves out in the woods and your first thought was, ‘I really need to pull over and listen?’”

She winked at me and finished the last bit of the IPA in her glass. “Just think, if I’d have taken a plane, I never would have heard those wolves,” she smirked.

Then, across the table, I heard Briana say quietly, “I think I’m going to sit up at the bar and have a cocktail…”

She slid off, smirking. I caught her eye as she walked off and she winked at me.

“I think I’ll join Brie,” Kay said, then flashed me a knowing grin before sliding off behind her.

Mellie scrolled to some more pictures, these of a grungy seaside fishing spot in Greece. No beach, no soft sand, just stones and pebbles awash in algae and seaweed, with ramshackle fishing shacks lining the shore.

Amelie stood smiling in a two-piece black bikini, her fair skin gently kissed by the sun. My cock stiffened at the sight, her slender, fit build, the toned definition of her abs, her surprisingly large breasts. I swallowed hard as she continued to the next shot, her on a skiff with some local fisherman, the sun beating down on her bikini-clad body, her skin glistening with drops of water, like liquid gold in the sunlight.

She grinned wide in the photo, with a smiling fisherman kneeling next to her, holding a bucket of fresh clams.

She scrolled on, showing me photos of her standing in Siberia at springtime, enjoying a cup of tea in the midst of a bustling market in Algeria, snapshots of folks at prayer in Tunisia, and more.

Incredible photos, yes…though I was a little disappointed that there weren’t any more bikini shots.

“Wow,” I said, honestly impressed. “You’re going to be one hell of a photographer once you get your degree.”

She raised one sharp eyebrow, smiling. “I’m already a photographer, Billy,” she said. “As I’m sure you can attest, an artist doesn’t need a degree to make art.”

“Oh, I agree,” I laughed. “Sorry. I just assumed you were majoring in photography.”

She giggled and took a sip from a nearby porter, then offered me the glass. I took it, put my lips right where she’d put hers, and noted that the rim of the glass goblet was still warm from her mouth. “I’m not majoring in photography, no,” she said.

“That’s crazy,” I said. “You’re so talented at it. You have a knack for playing with light and shadow, catching just the right angles. Let me guess, you probably have, like over a hundred thousand followers on Instagram, I bet.”

She made a playfully disgusted face as she shook her head. “Oh no, no no no no no,” she said, laughing at the notion. “I keep a profile for professional purposes, plus another private one, for my family. But no, if you ask me, social media is the death of art.” She stopped for a moment, eyeing me curiously. “No offense if you post your work for likes, however.”

I shook my head, grinning at her vehemence. “Never once,” I said. “But if you’re not majoring in photography…”

“I’m majoring in business,” she said with an eager smile, twin fires of motivation dancing in her dark eyes.

“Well I can see you have a passion for it,” I said.

She snorted, laughing until her cheeks turned red. “You misunderstand me, Billy,” she said. “Photography and travel are my passions. Getting a degree in business is just a way to make a lot of money. With my father’s connections, I’ll be well-qualified to get a position with some top firms in Paris. Then, in a few years, if all goes as planned, I’ll be making some serious money.”

I shrugged. “I mean, hey…you’ve gotta make a living, I guess.”

She paused, then turned to Evelyn, who’d been listening intently. “I just made him think I’m a soulless, money-hungry ghoul,” she giggled.

“Yeah, I can see it in his eyes,” Lynnie laughed.

“Whoa!” I said, putting my hands up defensively. “If I came off like I was disrespecting your career path…”

Mellie leaned forward – closer than ever – and put a reassuring hand on my thigh.

(Yes, my thigh.)

She squeezed it a little, her soft fingertips pressing firmly against the meat of my thigh, midway between my knee and my hip, making my cock stiffen further, almost painfully.

“My goal in life is to make as much money as possible before I’m thirty,” she said. “Then I’m going to invest wisely, which won’t be hard with, again, my father’s connections. Once I’ve earned enough to afford a little garret by the Seine – and earn enough interest on my investments to live a humble, yet comfortable life – I plan to spend the rest of my days traveling as much as possible.”

I smiled.

Suddenly, she brushed the pad of her thumb more insistently against my inner thigh. At that point, my cock was a rocky jut pressing up in my jeans. She flashed her dark eyes at it, saw it, and smirked.

“Wow,” I said. “That’s quite a plan. I guess your father must be a really successful guy.”

Mellie and Lynnie shared another smile.

“My father is incredibly accomplished in his field, yes,” Amelie said with a cheeky smirk, then massaged my inner thigh a little more.

Lynnie caught that, her hungry blue eyes growing narrow with ravenous delight. She peered over Mellie’s shoulder, catching my eye.

Evelyn mouthed the words, ‘Go for it, Mr. Deliveryman,’ then quietly slid out of the booth to join Kay and Brie, sitting up at the bar.

“I’m sure your father’s proud of your hard work,” I said.

“He’s an easygoing sort,” she said.

“Yeah?” I asked. “Guys who reach those sort of big career heights tend to be a bit more hardnosed than most, so that’s cool.”

She paused, giggled, then squeezed my thigh again, her fingers creeping up a little higher this time. “Yes, you’ll like him,” she said.

Now, it was my turn to pause. “Um…excuse me?”

“Me, I know very little about painting,” she said.

Actually, she had mentioned something to that effect earlier, hadn’t she? I hadn’t caught it at the time…

“My father, though, he’s a bit of an expert,” she said. “Not a conventional art expert, no, but a great many gallery operators in Paris swear by his judgment.”

I took another sip of that small glass of porter, then offered it back to her. “Speaking of art, I suppose I should show you my shit at some point,” I said. “I took some pics earlier today if you’d want to see them.”

She sipped the beer, letting her lips linger on the glass, right where I’d put mine, watching me closely as I scrolled through the pics on my phone.

“I think a painting would be better appreciated in person,” she said. “Evelyn says you’ve got an art studio at your house.”

“That’s where the magic happens, yeah,” I said.

“Take me there once we’re done here,” she said, then slipped back into her peacoat. “For now, step outside with me.” She reached into her purse and pulled out a Clove cigarette. “Let’s smoke.”

“I don’t partake,” I said apologetically. “Never had the inclination.”
“I barely smoke,” she said, smiling, tugging at my arm as she slid out of the booth. “I just

puff and blow the smoke out, never fully inhaling.” She shrugged. “I enjoy the taste, that’s all.”

“Alright, you twisted my arm,” I said, then got up from the booth, her arm still wrapped around mine as she led me toward the exit.

As we passed the bar, I caught the ladies looking. Evelyn winked at me and gave me a thumbs up.

We stepped out onto the darkened sidewalk, the raucous din of the bar fading as the door shut behind me. Amelie leaned up against the wall, one leg crossed over the other, her dark eyes studying me as she rolled her unlit cigarette between her fingers.

“Tell me more about yourself, Billy,” she said in her syrupy sweet accent. “Lynnie told me some.”

“Yeah?”

She nodded. “That you’re…” she paused, trying to think of the words. “How do you say it in America…you’re a blue-collar man, is that it?”

I nodded. “I work on a truck, yeah,” I said. “I got a degree right here, in this town, for graphic design but I ditched it.” I shrugged. “Good money, but the shit was soulless.”

She smiled. “Not true art.”

“Definitely not.”

I went on, telling her about how I grew up in that cramped shoebox of a rowhouse back in Columbus, my family, so and so forth. In comparison to the life Amelie had been living – traveling across Europe, down into Northern Africa – I felt almost foolish. What on Earth could a globetrotting French hottie find interesting about a blue-collar nobody from Columbus, Ohio?

Yet the more I spoke, the closer she listened. Not just nodding and waiting for her turn to talk, but really listening. She grinned admiringly when I told her about how I took over my uncle’s old farmhouse, how I let Bandit eat at the table with me, how I enjoyed sketching at the end of my shift and preferred sitting on the front porch on lazy evenings to going out to party.

Even more than her beauty, I found myself falling for her genuine interest in me as a human being. To have a young lady this worldly and this gorgeous hanging on my every word was a rush like I’d never expected.

“I don’t usually take much stock in generalizing people in groups,” she said. “Though there seems to be some credence to the idea that Americans can be a rather materialistic people.”

I chuckled. “Hey, America’s the land of big cars, big houses in classy suburbs, and cheap shit from Walmart,” I laughed. “That’s not all of us, though.”

“No,” she said contemplatively. “It’s certainly not you. You don’t seem like the kind of man who seeks to be fulfilled through buying a fancy car or having a great big lawnmower to impress your neighbors.”

I snorted, laughing at that. “It also helps that my closest neighbors are over a mile away,” I said. “But no, I’m not the sort of guy at all.”

She flashed me another smile, a curious curve at the edge of her mouth.

Then she flashed her cigarette lighter, taking flame to the cigarette.

She took a gingerly puff, held it in her mouth for a moment, then blew it out through pursed lips.

A Clove didn’t have the ashy stink of a normal cigarette. As the smoke curled from her lips, I indulged in it second-hand, enjoying the whiff of nutmeg and cinnamon and incense.

“You’re an excellent lover,” Amelie said after watching me for another moment. She took another puff, letting the smoke billow slowly from the side of her lips. “I can tell.”

“Evelyn and the girls been singing my praises?” I asked.

She shook her head. “A little, but that’s not what I mean,” she said. “You’re a patient man. A purposeful one, as well. Those are important qualities in a lover.”

She tapped the ashes from the tip of her cigarette, they went swirling away in the wind.

“What’s more,” she continued. “It seems to me that you realize what’s really important in life. Life, connections.” Her smile widened, growing sharper. “Love. Intimacy. Things some a lot of men tend to overlook while they run in the rat race, trying to buy the prettiest trinkets.”

“Love and intimacy are worth more than a fancy car or a big lawnmower,” I agreed.

“And if it all weren’t obvious enough, you’ve got three very satisfied young women, all of whom are head-over-heels for you.”

I stepped a little closer. I reached out and brushed my fingers against her hand. “They’re not completely satisfied, though.”

She raised one sharp eyebrow, smirking. “I doubt that.”

“Well, they won’t be satisfied tonight until they watch me with you,” I said.


Chapter Seven

There was a sudden shift in Amelie’s dark eyes. At once, she dropped the Clove cigarette onto the pavement and snuffed it out beneath one heel.

She stepped closer to me, threw her arms around my neck, pulling her shapely breasts to my chest, her fingertips tickling the base of my neck, my hair.

Without thinking, I slid my arms around her waist – petite, small, tight – and the lingering aroma of the Clove complemented the faint sweetness of her mouth when she kissed me. It was an aggressive kiss, yet not a sloppy one. Her tongue slid across mine, then mine across hers. She exhaled breathily, the exhalation from her nostrils warm and sweet as her kiss.

Our lips smacked as she tilted her head to the left, as I tilted mine to the right, and pushed her up against the wall.

Her left hand tangled in my hair. The fingers of her right hand left little scratches on the back of my neck as she pulled me closer. I pushed my hands beneath her peacoat and took her more tightly by the waist. Her knit sweater shifted upward and my fingers danced across the smooth, supple texture of her lower abdomen.

The wind blew once more, bitterly this time, yet the fangs of the night chill couldn’t hope to match the pulsing heat radiating between us.

I rolled my thumbs across her bare hips, gently grazing the panties riding up the waist of her skirt, and Mellie let out a squeaking gasp against my kiss.

Suddenly, she broke the seal of our lips. She kept one hand tangled in my hair then slipped the other down between us. She bit lightly on her bottom lip when she grabbed my erection, tenting in my jeans.

I winced and grunted audibly, my cock throbbing in reaction to her grip. Through my jeans, she gave me two long, slow strokes, her touch so perfect that I almost came close to busting in my pants.

“Your women want to have this tonight,” Mellie whispered as she gave me another squeeze. “They want you to make love to me the same way you make love to them.”

I ran my fingers across her cheek, her crinkled, frizzy hair tickling my knuckles. “I’d do absolutely anything for those three ladies,” I said.

She leaned forward, just an inch, and brushed her lips quickly against mine. “Then perhaps we should get ready to leave.”

I laughed lightly, though my cock tingled maddeningly when she gave me another stroke. “What happened to all that stuff about patience you were talking about?” I asked.

Her lips brushed mine again. She gazed up at me, smirking. “Unfortunately I don’t have time to be very patient with you,” she said. “My semester was abbreviated. I’ll be all finished in two days. Afterward, me and my father are going to travel your country, driving through farmland and buying apple pies on the side of the road.”

Though I’d only just met her, hearing that Mellie would be leaving so soon made my heart sink a little. It would have been nice to get to know her better…

“I guess we should get a move on then, huh?” I asked.

The bar door swung open just then. Evelyn came out, Kay and Briana trailing behind her. A heartbeat later, a few of those frat guys – the ones standing at the bar, who’d clocked Amelie when she first walked into Dewey’s – came out, as well.

“Whoa, whoa, yo chill out a second!” one of them shouted, then turned to me, grinning drunkenly, his backwards baseball cap crooked on his broccoli cut. “Man, this dude right here is insane!”

The ladies laughed – with Mellie curling up in my arms, giggling wildly with her face pressed against my chest – and I gave the guys a nod.

“Hey fellas,” I said.

The one with the ball cap staggered forward amiably with one eye open, squinting through a haze of liquor. “Dude, seriously…please tell me that you’re not with all four of these chicks.”

I shrugged. “Hate to break it to you, but I am,” I laughed.

The frat boy lowered his head, slumping his shoulders, before looking back at me with desperation in his eyes. “Bro, please…” he clapped his hands together, begging. “Can you teach me how you do it?”

I gave him a pat on the shoulder. “Sorry man, I can’t teach it. Hell, I’m not even sure how I pulled it off half the time.”

“Oh, it’s not that hard,” Kay said, smirking at the frat guy and his buddies. “When you meet a girl, treat her nicely.”

Briana nodded. “And maybe try to take an interest in her interests,” she added.

“And try being patient,” Mellie went on. “Be patient and care about the important things in life.”

Lynnie stepped in front of us, hands on her hips, grinning. “And knowing how to lay the pipe doesn’t hurt either, boys.”

The frat guy gave me a fist bump. “Dude, you are my hero,” he said, then walked back over to his friends. He jerked his thumb over his shoulder, pointing at me. “Guys, I think I just met the luckiest motherfucker on the planet…”

I laughed as they walked down the sidewalk, out of earshot. “I’m always happy to be a good role model for the younger generation,” I said, chuckling.

Lynnie stepped up beside me and Mellie, hunger in her sapphire gaze. “How’s it going so far, Mellie?” she asked.

Mellie nestled up against me, her cheek resting on my chest, her arms wrapped tight around my waist. “So far, he’s even better than you told me,” she answered.

“Excellent,” Evelyn purred. She turned to me. “I took care of the check, so we’re all good to go in there.” She gestured toward Kay and Brie. “The gals are gonna ride home with me. We figured you and Amelie would enjoy a little privacy before you give us our show tonight.”

Evelyn scooted up and kissed me on the lips, quickly but passionately, sliding her tongue into my mouth, then crinkling her nose when our lips parted. “Keep on working your magic, Mr. Deliveryman.”

Kay slid up next, tickling her fingertips up my spine before planting one on me, as well. She squeezed my shoulder, grinning after she kissed me. “Can’t wait to see you in action,” she whispered.

Brie waited a moment, lingering, her feline eyes brimming with naughty ideas. Finally, she strutted right up to me, leaned in…but stopped short of giving me a kiss.

“As amazing as you are,” she whispered, “I don’t want Amelie to feel left out.”

At that, Briana spun on a dime, gently grabbed Mellie by the cheeks, and kissed her, long and deep, with a wet smack. I watched with a particularly severe hunger, the way Brie’s mouth opened, the way Mellie’s lips parted in reciprocity, the quick pink snapshots of their tongues moving back and forth.

When the kiss ended, Briana turned back to me, her bright red lips wet with a sheen of Mellie’s saliva. Briana fixed herself for a moment – flustered, smirking, licking her lips, relishing the taste – then gently patted my cheek.

“See you at home, Billy,” she whispered in her sultry tone before leaving me and Mellie alone.

Mellie still had a stunned look in her eyes, a crooked half-smile of shock on her small, pouty lips, still reeling from Briana’s sudden kiss.

“I’ve kissed my fair share of pretty women,” Amelie commented as she idly licked her lips. “But that girl is easily one of the best.”

“Brie’s got many talents, yeah,” I agreed. I pulled Mellie a little closer, shielding her from a chilly gust of wind. “Do you want to head back inside for another drink, or –”

“No more drinks,” Amelie quipped, brushing her fingers across the tent in my jeans one more time. “Just let me run back inside and grab my backpack and then…” she trailed off, a devious smile creeping across her lips.

“Go,” I told her, my voice low and gritty, with gravel on my tongue and a ravenous lust sizzling in my bloodstream.  


Chapter Eight

We walked back to my truck, Mellie’s arms wrapped around mine, her backpack slung over her shoulders. I parked around the corner, in a small pay-to-park lot. Automated, no cashier, not even any security.

“Here she is,” I said as we approached my S-10. “A real beauty, isn’t she?”

Amelie laughed, understanding that I was joking, but she gave my beat-up old pickup a warm smile, anyway. “I like a vehicle with personality,” she said.

I opened the passenger side door for Amelie. She got in. By the time I walked around to the driver’s side, however, she’d pulled her backpack open and started rummaging inside it.

I frowned. “Did you forget something?” I asked.

“Nope,” she said, then pulled out four bundles of bound black curtains. “Here,” she said, shoving two into my lap. “Hang these up over your windows. There are little suction cups at the corners, so you can fix them to the glass.”

I laughed. “Excuse me?”

“I use them for lighting purposes in my photographs,” she said, as if this were all business as usual. “They keep good light in and bad light out.”

Mellie spun in her seat and hung a set of the curtains up across the rear window, her tight ass peeking out through the bottom of the miniskirt as she bent over. She looked back at me, her soft pink tongue rolling across her bottom lip. “I promised Lynnie and the girls a little preview,” she said. Her smile dropped. A look of earnest desire fell across her face. “Hang your curtains, Billy. I don’t want anyone stumbling across us while I…”

She raised an eyebrow, licked her lips again, then started hanging the next curtain, this one on the passenger side window.

Awestruck, stupefied, the full realization of what she wanted to do struck me like a splash of ice water to the face. Hurriedly, I unfurled the first curtain and slapped it on the driver’s side window.

An air of frenzied energy filled the cab. Mellie shrugged her peacoat off then bent down to her backpack again. Her white knit sweater crept up her back, her frilled black lace panties riding up the waistline of her skirt, the snapshot of her bare skin whetting my appetite further.

As I fixed the final curtain to the windshield, Mellie worked close by, feverishly setting up her phone camera, fixing it into place with one miniature tripod then setting up a small lighting device on another.

Light filled the cab. Not an obnoxious garish white light, but a warm golden glow, sunset light. Just as I finished with the windshield, Mellie hit RECORD on her phone screen then fell back into the passenger seat, breathing heavily, one knee curled to her chest and one foot resting up on the dashboard.

I stared at her, my heartbeat thundering through my veins, then moved on her like a wolf, damn near salivating, eager to get another taste of her mouth.

Except this time, when I tried to kiss her, Amelie stopped me, planting one palm against my forehead.

She wagged her upraised forefinger back and forth. “Don’t kiss me there,” she said, then suddenly peeled her panties down almost to her knees, not quite far enough to remove them completely, but just enough to reveal a glimpse of what lay between her legs.

“Kiss me here,” she said with a simmering heat to her voice as she spread her thighs wider, revealing the pink glory of her lips, her clit already bright and ripe as a rosebud, her mound shaved bare.

And then I was on her. I grabbed her by the hips and yanked her toward me, shifting her legs up into the air, letting my head slip beneath her panties tangled around her thighs. Greedy, enthusiastic, ravenous, Mellie caught my hair in her fingers and pulled my face closer to her sex, smothering me against it.

She moved with lustful purpose, unafraid of letting her desires be known.

“Embrasse-moi,” she said in her native tongue, a halting yet demanding whisper. “Embrasse-moi, just like that…”

When I put my mouth on her, I found her sex already weeping and wet. She kept her grip tight on my hair, writhing her hips against my kiss, her mound pressed so tight against my face I could hardly draw breath.

I held her tight by her upper thighs, my fingers pressing hard into that tender white flesh, and when I slid my tongue across the soft jut of her rosebud, Amelie snapped her thighs tighter around my face.

“Embrasse-moi,” she repeated, her syrupy accent taking on a singsong tone. She slipped one trembling hand up her sweater, revealing the toned sculpture of her abdomen, her quivering belly covered in goosebumps.

I pursed my lips and kissed her clit as I slid a finger inside her. Gently, but with pinpoint precision, I pressed my fingertip against her inner pleasure and Amelie bucked hard enough to make the S-10 rock on its shocks.

“Oui!” she squealed at a half-whisper, the underside of her boots scraping across the ceiling of the cab as a burst of wet discharge trickled down my chin.

Gently, tenderly, I kissed the insides of her creamy white thighs as she caught her breath, my face still caught between the trap of her thighs, the black panties a tight strap against the back of my neck.

She folded her legs down, resting the heels of her boots on my back, then slowly gazed down at me, her eyes meeting mine as I stared at her over her mound.

“Sit back,” she whispered, panting, the smack of her small, pouty lips almost as loud as her voice. “Now it’s my turn.”

I grinned. “Yeah?”
“My turn to t'embrasser,” she whispered.

I sat back, my erection tenting painfully against the zipper of my jeans. Mellie didn’t bother fixing her panties, instead flipping onto her knees and pushing toward me, her dark eyes focused on mine, unclasping the waist button of my jeans and expertly pulling down my zipper without so much as glancing down.

My cock pushed out through the slit in my boxers. Mellie grabbed it like she owned it, her fingers wrapped tight, her thumb grazing across my tip. She drew a sharp breath when she felt my precum already leaking.

Her gaze still locked on mine, she squeezed my cock gently and circled the pad of her thumb across the tip lightly, but slowly.

“Tonight, I want you to listen to your women,” Mellie whispered, her breath tickling my face, the touch of her fingers on my cock making me wince with intense anticipation. “Whatever they want you to do to me, you’ll do it.”
I nodded silently, hungrily.

“But,” she went on firmly, “I ask only that you do one thing for me before the night is over.”

“And that is?” I whispered.

She leaned in closer, giving me a light kiss, then began stroking me. “Tonight, when it’s time for you to finish, I want you to finish here,” she said, sliding her free hand down to her pussy.

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s risky,” I said. “You sure about that?”

“When you’re with your women, I’m sure you finish inside them all the time,” Mellie pressed. “Like I said, you must make love to me the way you make love to them.”

Her beauty, her voice, her accent, the insistent-yet-precise touch of her hand on my cock…with all that, how could I refuse her?

I nodded again. “When it’s time, I’ll make sure I finish inside y—AH!”

She buried her face in my lap before I could finish, her small pouty lips wrapped air-tight around me, smooth and sweet as they rolled over my head, my ridge, with Amelie moaning sweetly as she slid her lips down my shaft.

She curled up over my lap, rotating her mouth as she slid her lips up and down, her mouth so tight I could practically feel every single tastebud on her tongue as it pressed against my girth.

Mellie worked one hand around my cock as she kissed it, the other down by my balls, her fingertips titillating my sack, tickling it, massaging it.

All the while, her phone camera was recording, the warm golden light illuminating the cab. Now and then, Amelie would flash a glance at the camera, smirking slightly despite my girth in her mouth, and the knowledge that the ladies would be seeing this entire encounter play out only made my cock tingle more intensely.

I slid my hand down her back, over the crests of her ass cheeks, then shifted my position to expand my reach. When I reached far enough to roll the tip of my forefinger over her clit, Mellie shuddered, moaning with my cock in her mouth, and increased the speed of her passes, her mouth taking on a sloppy wet rhythm.

My stomach tightened, my heart pounding harder. I worked a second finger around her clit and teased her until she was trembling. Suddenly, she shuddered, the orgasm seemingly taking her by surprise, even as she came, Amelie never once loosened the seal of her lips around me.

She sucked me harder, more aggressively, and every squelch and wet smack of her mouth seemed to grow louder. She felt my tensing inside her lips, heard the hitch of my breath, and seemed to know I was going to cum even before I did.

Mellie locked her lips around my tip, just below my ridge, and eagerly stroked me up and down, up and down, all while giving the camera a lustful sideways glance.

I gritted my teeth and groaned when I came, a powerful release that made me clench every muscle, my every nerve tingling, and Amelie took it all without flinching, a low, satisfied moan ringing out as her throat shifted when she swallowed what I’d given her.

She kept sucking, kept stroking, until I thought I couldn’t take it any longer. She popped up from my lap, curling up on the passenger seat, smirking as she wiped a stray drop off her pouty lips.

Mellie fixed her panties then fixed her skirt. She rolled her tongue across the roof of her mouth, as if to enjoy the lingering taste of my seed.

“Get me back to your house, Billy,” she whispered eagerly. “Get me back to your house right fucking now.”

I looked into the camera, still recording. “Hey girls,” I laughed. “To be continued, I guess.”

Mellie giggled then snatched the camera off the tripod, then the little lightning fixture, as I messily yanked the curtains down from the truck windows. Mellie sent our video to the ladies. I thrust the key into the ignition like a man possessed. The truck’s tires squealed on the blacktop as I sped out of the parking lot as Mellie rested against me, kissing my neck, one eager hand resting on the middle of my thigh, already sending fresh blood-flow down between my legs.

She laughed quietly then kissed my earlobe and whispered, “There are few things I find sexier than when a patient man loses his patience.”

I grinned as I peeled off, down the street, one arm draped around Amelie and the other locked on the steering wheel.

“Patience is a virtue,” I said. “Just not right now.”


Chapter Nine

I drove quickly, but safely. Soberly, as well, since I hadn’t gone hard on those flights of beer, having only imbibed a few of the small portions. Any scant traces of intoxication had been obliterated by the sweet sensation of Amelie’s lips, anyway.

She continued resting against me, curled up in the passenger seat as I headed home, my headlights splashing white illumination on the dark road ahead of us.

“About your dad,” I said. “I guess he’s like an influential art dealer or something, right?”

She squeezed my arm, giggling. “Not even close,” she said.

I cocked my head to the side. “So…he’s like a curator? Or an art critic?”

She shook her head. “Nope on both counts.”

“Oh, I get it,” I chuckled. “He’s some big-time finance guy in Paris who likes splurging the big bucks on modern art. I mean, I’m not hating on that. If it weren’t for the Medici family, we wouldn’t have da Vinci or Botticelli.”

“My family actually isn’t from Paris, technically,” she said. “I grew up in a garden apartment in a small, blue-collar suburb a few miles outside the City of Lights.”

“A blue-collar neighborhood, really?” I asked. “If your dad had all that money, why wouldn’t your family live in –”

“My dad doesn’t have all that much money,” Amelie laughed. “I mean, he makes a solid living for a working-class man, sure…”

“Wait a second,” I said, confused. “You said your dad was very accomplished in his field. What does he do for a living?”

“He’s a very accomplished truck driver,” she said, giggling. “Kind of like you, only instead of driving a delivery truck, he drives a big rig. An eighteen-wheeler, I think you Americans like to say.”

I raised a suspicious eyebrow, chuckling. “You’re telling me that your father is a big-rig driver who hobnobs with art gallery owners.”

She nodded, flashing me that pouty, full-lipped smile. “Precisely Billy!” she answered.

“And about those connections you said he has?” I pressed. “Those connections that’ll get you a nice job with a financial firm in Paris…?”

“Big-time finance guys love buying fine art,” she explained. “So, my dad knows lots of them from hanging out in the galleries so often.”

I had to laugh. This wasn’t exactly what I was expecting to hear. “Your father sounds like an interesting dude.”

“My father loved art from a young age. He even showed some talent for it, yet he never pursued it as a career. He enjoys driving his big truck, making a solid living, having a quiet life with his wife and daughter. Now and again, he’ll draw cute little pictures for me – portraits, mostly – then slip it into my purse or my bookbag as a surprise.”

I had to laugh. “That’s…somewhat familiar to me,” I said.

She squeezed my arm. “I see some parallels, yes,” she agreed. “Anyway, my father has a taste for the arts. At least once a month, he travels into Paris to visit the galleries. More than once, he’s discovered obscure artists in and around the city then recommended their work to various gallery owners.”

“And the owners decide to put the art up for sale?” I asked.

“Every single time,” Amelie grinned. “And no, before you ask, my father does not accept commissions on any sales.”

“You’re telling me he does all this just because he loves the arts that much?” I asked. “He really doesn’t take a penny from the sales?”

“Evelyn tells me you’ve been painting like a madman these last few months,” Mellie said in response.

“Yeah, pretty much.”

“Yet until Evelyn spoke to me about helping your career, it sounds as if you hadn’t put much thought into making a living off your art,” she said. “It sounds to me like you were making art simply for the love of it.”

“Point taken,” I laughed. And she was right. Though sometimes I toyed with the idea of submitting my art to some gallery or magazine or whatever, that had never really been the point of my work, at least not recently. When I was younger, in my graphic design days, there was a bit more profit motive in my art, I guess.

These days, though, I’d been painting ‘like a madman’ for an audience of three.

Well, four, if we’re counting Bandit.

It was a dizzying thought, though. The prospect that I might be able to actually make some kind of living with my art. Not by designing corporate logos or whoring myself out at some job I hated, but by doing what I loved.

“So, uh…how is your father going to see my art?”

Amelie scooted closer, kissing my neck, and her hand crept across my upper thigh. That quickly, my cock was rock-hard again.

“Let’s not talk about my father anymore tonight,” Mellie grinned, pressing her wet, succulent lips against my throat, her fingers creeping ever closer to my belt. “For now, let’s just focus on getting to your master bedroom.”

I hit the gas harder, and within minutes we were rumbling down the rough path leading to my house. As we cut through the darkened path among the stately oak trees, Amelie gasped when she saw the whitetail deer watching from the bushes. As usual, none of the deer ran from my truck, accustomed as they were to seeing it.

Mellie marveled at the sight, the deer nosing through the bramble to get a peek at us with the dark shapes of nightjars fluttering out of the trees.

The path went winding down further and the glow of the farmhouse broke through the night. The glare of my headlights seemed almost insignificant in comparison, the golden shine nestled in the oak and chestnut trees.

“It’s like something out of a fairy tale,” Amelie smiled. She paused, reconsidering. “A very American fairy tale,” she corrected herself.

I pulled up out front. The front door swung open slowly, light spilling out, Evelyn and Kay and Briana three dark silhouettes in the doorway.

Mellie clutched my arm, a hopeful excitement in her eyes, her smile sweet and contagious. “Stay in the truck for a few minutes,” she said.

I tried not to show my disappointment. “Yeah?”

She nodded, then gazed back at the house, the golden radiance pouring out of every window. “I want to see your house first, every room,” Mellie said. “Your ladies can show me around.”

“I could show you around,” I offered.

She shook her head, smirking. “If you step inside with me, I’ll probably just push you onto your back and fuck you on the floor,” she giggled, then patted my forearm reassuringly. “You stay here,” she pressed. “Once I’ve gotten a good look, we’ll send for you.”

*****

And so I sat, impatiently, simmering in my own desires. My cock had gone soft, but it was still tingling, a livewire ready to spark.

I clenched my fists and gritted my teeth until, finally – ten whole minutes later! – my phone buzzed.

It was Briana. ‘We’re up in your bedroom waiting for you,’ the text read.

For just a second, I felt a passing wave of hesitancy.

Mellie wanted me to make love to her the same way I made love to my ladies. Could I really do it?

I could fuck Amelie, sure…

‘Hurry,’ Brie sent in another text. ‘We’re all dying to see you in action, Mr. Deliveryman.’

I read the text again, felt my cock shifting in my jeans, then smiled to myself.

Yeah, I was up to it.


Chapter Ten

I was at the bathroom sink, washing off my face, brushing my teeth. The lights were off but it wasn’t completely dark, with a shaft of silver moonlight beaming down through the skylight.

I spat toothpaste into the sink and rinsed my mouth then splashed a little more water on my face. Clad in only a sleeveless undershirt and boxers and socks, I felt tense, but in a good way. A pleasant way.

The reality of the situation set in. I had the love of three gorgeous young women and, right at this very second, there was nothing I could do that would make them happier than making love to a fourth young woman.

I smiled at my dark reflection, shadowed in front of the silver moonlight shaft. “Time to make the ladies happy,” I whispered to myself.

The house was quiet in the most surreal way as I made my way toward the master bedroom. Through the cracks in the doorframe, scant golden light bled through. When I opened the door I saw the room was mostly dark, save for the single lamp glowing on the bedside table.

Amelie was waiting for me on the bed in the middle of the mattress, sitting upright, her legs curled beneath her. Mellie was naked save for her over-the-knee boots, dark black suede cupping her slender ivory legs reaching up toward her bare white hips. Her mound was bare, shaven clean, her puckered pink flower glistening and wet between her legs.

In the lamplight, Mellie sat perched within a warm, golden halo. Evelyn, Briana, and Kay lingered on the periphery, watching from the shadowed edges, each stark naked. Each embraced the others, their hands busy working between one another’s thighs, teasing each other’s nipples, slipping in and out of the forbidden crevices hidden between their ass cheeks.

Naked want and yearning burned in all of their eyes, Mellie’s as much as the ladies’.

The house continued to be almost dead silent, save for the odd creaking floorboard, the gentle whine from the bedsprings when Mellie shifted her weight, and the soft wet sounds of the ladies’ fingers sliding in and out of one another, the gentle wet smack of their lips.

I approached Amelie on the bed. She leaned forward in anticipation, her palms splayed out on the mattress bedsheets, her breasts pressing together. Her cleavage had a dusting of freckles, her nipples were stiff, dark pink. Her belly was firm, her abdomen clenched tight, a hungry yet hopeful look in her eyes, a naked, if muted display of Amelie’s growing desire for my touch.

She grew tense when I reached the edge of the bed, her dark eyes upturned toward mine, her plump, pouty, small lips pursed and wet, aching for a kiss.

The lust in her eyes bordered on avarice as I tilted her head back, brushing my thumb across her soft pouty lips. She pressed her shoulders inward, further squeezing her tits together, the canyon between narrow as a ribbon of lace.

She parted her lips and caught my thumb, just the tip, and her dark eyes narrowed to needle points buzzing with fervor. Mellie slid her tongue around the pad of my thumb, down toward the knuckle, and as my stiffening cock poked out through the hole in my boxers, she wrapped her fingers around my girth, her easy touch causing aching tingles to ring out down to my root.

“Touch her between her legs,” Evelyn whispered from the dark, her voice fading to a muffled, yet rapturous tone as Kay knelt before her, kissing her mound.

I knelt on the bed and gently pushed Mellie to her back. She kept her hand on my cock, her easy strokes getting a beat faster, working her wrist, twisting her grip, varying the motion.

That feverish glint remaining in her pinpoint gaze, Amelie spread her thighs, the black suede of her boots a contrasting shade against her ivory skin.

I found Mellie as wet as she’d been in the truck, possibly wetter. Brie moaned audibly in the periphery as I guided my fingertips up along Mellie’s bright pink lips to the pulsing sensitive button nestled at the crest.

Mellie drew breath, arching her back slightly, her crinkled black hair washing over freckle-specked shoulders the color of marble.

I worked my finger around her nub in small circles, grazing her sensitivity with each pass.

Amelie slid her grip down to my root, shifted her fingers, then stroked my balls before gripping me tight again and caressing my cock up to my ridge.

There was a wet sucking sound as Kay’s lips smacked against Evelyn’s cunt. The redhead pulled away, her mouth smeared with wet crystals. “Keep touching her clit,” Kay said. “But I want to see your cock inside her beautiful little mouth, Billy…”

Grunting, I shifted to the side, my fingers still working below Amelie’s waist, fondling her. With my forefinger moving in a gentle caress around her clit, I slid my thumb inside her. In response, Mellie curled her knees and arched her back more sharply then parted her lips open wide, eager to accept me into her mouth.

With her small mouth, Amelie’s lips were naturally a tight fit, cozy and wet, snug and constricting. Taking my cock into her mouth as she lay on her back, she bobbed her head forward, making her firm tits bounce with each motion.

The ladies kept a close watch, still in the shadows. Kay had her face buried between Evelyn’s thighs again. Lynnie – almost petulant – grabbed Briana greedily by the hair and pulled her face tight to her tits, moaning as Brie locked her lips around Evelyn’s nipple.

“I want to see you fuck her,” Lynnie whispered. “Make sure you’re facing us when you do it, Billy. Fuck her like you fuck us, I want to see the hunger in your eyes…”

It was all I needed to hear.

I pulled my cock from Mellie’s lips, leaving a glistening string dangling from my tip to her bottom lip. I thrust my hands into her soft crinkled hair and guided her back up to her knees.

Pivoting behind her, admiring the immaculate shape of her back, her bare hips, and her firm bare ass, I slid one arm around her waist, my open palm gripping her lower belly.

Tugging on her hair, I pulled her back to my chest. Mellie gasped as her tits bounced, as she wiggled her wet breach back against me, smearing her fluids on my cock.

I slid my palm up along her belly, up to her sternum, then gripped her left breast, squeezing it, teasing her nipple with my thumb. Lynnie leaned forward, the light catching in her eyes and turning them gold as I pressed my girth up against Amelie’s entry.

“Oui, oui, oui…” Amelie panted as I pushed in my tip, her soft pink petals enveloping my cock.

I stared into Evelyn’s eyes, trying to imagine that she could feel what Mellie felt.

Kay looked back over her shoulder, her lips even wetter from Lynnie’s nook, and as I pushed another few inches inside of Mellie, I imagined Kay feeling every inch of my thrust.

Briana broke her seal from Lynnie’s breasts and leaned back against the wall, her feline eyes watching me closely, every twitch of pleasure in my eyes, every shift of my hungry lips. As Mellie gasped when my tip brushed against her cervix, I imagined Brie tensing in my arms, as well, her cunt wet and snug and aching from my presence.

Focusing on Mellie again, I brushed her dark hair to the side, over her shoulder, then softly kissed the base of her neck, nibbling lightly on the soft white flesh, my tongue trailing saliva over every delicate freckle.

I was clapping my hips against her hard when suddenly Mellie gasped, her body snapping into a rigid pose as her legs trembled. I wasn’t sure if it was the rhythm of my thrusts or the angle of my cock, but the quick orgasm seized her at once.

Her hitching gasps grew higher in pitch and she suddenly convulsed, just enough to loosen my grip, falling onto her hands and knees back down to the mattress at a crooked angle.

Without missing a beat, I slid my arm back around her waist, threading my hand up between her breasts, then took the gentlest, softest hold of her throat. I slid my cock back into her then shifted her back into the correct position, facing the ladies.

Holding her upright with my firm grip beneath her chin, I slipped my free hand down to her mound. Amelia screeched when I touched her, her sex still tremblingly sensitive from her last orgasm, and her pouty lips contorted into a shape of pure bliss.

With every thrust, every trickle of her nectar, I lost myself more and more in the sensations of her sex, her slick cunt walls, and I sucked eagerly on her earlobe as I stared across the room, gazing at my three loves watching from the shadows.

They wanted this. They wanted me to be with Amelie even more than I wanted to be with Amelie.

Spurred on by the raw, rapacious lust in their eyes, I drove into Mellie as hard and passionately as I’d drive into any of them.

The wet clap of her pussy lips seemed to be the only sound in the world – that, and her quickening gasps of pleasure – as I took Mellie back down to the mattress, laying her on her belly with her ass upraised, hardly an iota of free space between her ivory body and mine.

She gripped the blanket in her fists and bit down hard on the bedsheets, rolling her eyes back into her head, showing the whites, a bead of sweat trickling down her neck.

I held her there beneath me, pumping until I felt my orgasm brewing, delighting her earlobe with my tongue, my hand still buried between her legs, teasing her pleasure.

Yet just before I was about to cum, I held off, pulling back, then eagerly rolled Amelie onto her back.

I wanted to look into her eyes as I finished.

“En moi,” she panted as she clawed at me. “En moi, en moi…”

Driving back into her, Amelie threw her arms around me, wrapped her thighs around my waist, and her inner walls tightened further as she came again, her wail of pleasure ringing out at the precise moment I loosened myself inside her.

I stared into her dark eyes, holding her by the chin, her delicate jawline and flawless cheek tight in my grip. Her panting desperation fell to a whisper – “…en moi…” – as I kissed her throat, still gently pumping my hips, feeling the gaze of my ladies falling upon me as my seed spilled out of Amelie’s sex.


Chapter Eleven

He was a craggy-faced fifty-something with thinning dark hair brushed straight back, not quite a combover, just the last few soldiers standing guard on an increasingly barren scalp.

He stunk of cigarettes, not like Amelie’s Cloves, either.

The capillaries around his nose had burst a long time ago, a drinker’s nose hinting at a few too many nights hitting those good French wines.

Amelie’s father stood in my garage, his attention fixed on Home. He kept an unlit cigarette tucked into the corner of his mouth. When he first got here, I thanked him for coming, but he only responded with a quick grunt then mumbled something to Amelie in French.

“He doesn’t speak much English,” Amelie whispered.

“He seems…I dunno…”

“Like a grumpy asshole?” Amelie asked. “Don’t worry about that. That’s just how he acts until he warms up to you.”

In the garage, he went from one painting to the next, yet each time he returned to Home. Now and again, he’d toy with his cigarette like he was going to light it.

“He won’t,” Amelie said when she saw the worry in my face. “He knows the smoke can damage fresh paints on a canvas.”

So I stood there, off to the side, while Amelie joined him as he surveyed my paintings. They spoke quietly, in French, so I had no idea what they were saying.

This was their last stop before hitting the road for their cross-country American trip. Out around front, their rented sedan was packed to the brim with luggage. From here, they were driving east, toward New York City.

One big city visit before they continued north, to Upstate New York, eager to find sprawling farmland and apple pie stands on the side of the road.

Her father went silent, staring at Home again. He grumbled something under his breath then promptly spun around, facing me. My heart sank a little, caught in his eye. He stepped toward me, Amelie close at his side.

Though he stared at me, he said something to Amelie, then thrust his hand in his pocket. He pulled out a pen and a scrap of paper.

Amelie giggled, despite her dad’s gruff tone. “He says you’re a very talented artist,” she said. “When you get the chance, email some high-resolution photos of your art to him. He’ll pass the images along to his gallery friends once we return to France.”

My heart instantly lightened. “Yeah?” I said hopefully.

“You’ll just have to be patient,” Mellie said. “It’ll be at least a month before we go home.”

Her father scrawled his email address onto the scrap of paper then wordlessly thrust it toward me. I nodded gratefully.

“Thank you, sir,” I said.

He grunted nonchalantly. I pulled out my wallet and flipped it open to tuck the scrap of paper away, when suddenly her father caught me by the wrist.

I froze, my wallet flopped open in front of the older man. “Um…everything okay?”

A grin creeping across his weathered face, he yanked my wallet from my hand. He chuckled then pulled my union card out of one of the folds. He held it up, a friendly glint in his eye.

“Truckers International Union, Local 334,” I said nervously.

He pulled out his wallet, flipped it open, and pulled out his own union card. It had the same logo as mine, the same print, just in French. Syndicat International des Camionneurs, Local 889.

I chuckled. “Holy shit,” I said. “We’re in the same union.”

He paused, considering what he was going to say, before speaking slowly in English: “Small world, big union.”

We shook hands, laughing, and he pulled me in for a hug. He handed my wallet and union card back to me, then said something to Amelie before patting me heartily on the shoulder and heading back outside.

“He says to email those photos to him as soon as you can,” Mellie grinned. “He wants to forward them to his gallery friends before the end of the day.” She kissed me on the cheek. “Congratulations, Mr. Deliveryman. You’re about to become an internationally recognized painter.”
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