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Chapter One

Another day of deliveries in the books and I was rushing back to the station with an empty truck, weaving through Friday rush hour traffic – hitting the clutch, downshifting, easy on the brakes then upshifting again, smooth and effortless as a muscle memory.

It had been another hot day – it seemed they all were lately – and my body was sticky with old sweat, my work uniform drenched in it, my socks squishing wet in my steel-toe workboots, but the smile on my face just simply wouldn’t be denied. Not even the truck’s diesel stench wafting through the aging AC vents could sour my mood, not today, not yesterday, not once during this entire heat-wave plagued week.

Yes, it was Friday, payday, another long week coming to a close, but that wasn’t why I was so happy.

Yes, tonight was date night with the ladies – dinner and a movie at their apartment – and heck yeah, I was excited, but that wasn’t it, either.

No, the surge I felt rushing through my body – through my bones, my nerve endings, making the hairs on my arm stand up – was coming from some deeper place, some place I’d forgotten. A furnace deep in my guts had been lying dormant for years but now the fires were raging again, glowing red-orange, molten hot.

It was creativity.

No matter where I looked, I saw inspiration for new work. At the red lights, I gazed across the road into the trees, struck by the lighting – sunlight slanting down through green canopies, lush branches – or the textures, dreaming what paints would do a tree justice, acrylic or oil or perhaps a mixture.

I spied a black-throated sparrow perched on a branch, small but proud, its feathers alternating black and gray save for the face, which had white streaks arcing out from its beak like warpaint.

The sparrow turned its head and the sunlight glinted in its round black eyes making them flash golden before the bird took off, gray-black wings beating as it zipped past my windshield then vanished into the trees on the opposite side of the road and I felt my heart lurch up into my throat, a creative rush so severe it could have choked me.

An image flashed through my mind, me at my garage with a fresh canvas, mixing my black and white and gray paints to get the sparrow’s shade just right.

I glanced at passing drivers, glimpsed their faces – bright with sunlight or cowled in shadow – and felt like I could put each one onto a canvas in a heartbeat, every nook and cranny, every youthful smirk, every craggy wrinkle and all the crow’s feet to capture each life in a snapshot.

But, obviously, my true inspiration lay elsewhere, and I saw it all in my mind’s eye.

Evelyn, the picture of an All-American Blonde Knockout, sun-kissed bronzed skin the color of butterscotch, her prankster eyes blue as ocean water, her smile snarky and sarcastic and infectiously gorgeous.

Briana, slender and elegant, with her shock of dark hair and her cherry-red lips contrasting with skin like porcelain, her black wireframe glasses giving her feline eyes, her gaze one of control and confidence yet hiding an inner vulnerability few could ever know.

Kay, my Celtic druid princess, magenta hair tinged neon and colored like a dream, fair skin freckled with angel kisses, her fit, firm body hidden beneath concealing layers of self-made tie-dyed perfection and her feet bare in the grass, a wood elven beauty.

More than anything, I longed for the moment when I could sit before a canvas and paint all three of them, getting every color and texture just right and then –

HONK!

The light turned green. I hadn’t noticed. I waved at the traffic behind me then upshifted again, grinning as I continued on my way.

Excited as I was to get back to my art, I wasn’t there yet, not quite. The creative rush was just too much. It always was at the beginning. I’d take inspiration from everything I saw, sometimes to a dizzying degree, almost overwhelming my senses. I learned long ago – back when my parents bought me my first set of paints, way-back-when in that tiny rowhouse back in Columbus – that creativity served me better when it came on like a lightning strike, rather than a hurricane.

When the rush came too strongly, I’d get ahead of myself. I’d forget that good art came when you tampered down your excitement with a workman-like focus, treating every brushstroke on its own terms, seeing the tree instead of the forest, for lack of a better term. Pinpoint precision, putting paint on the canvas precisely where it needed to be.

Anytime I’d start a painting during the hurricane phase – just blasting passion across a blank canvas – I would always end up frustrated, forgetting why I started the piece in the first place. God only knows how much paint I wasted over the years tossing aborted pieces into the garbage.

This current hurricane phase had lasted all week. I only had to wait it out, let the fires down in my furnace cool off just a bit…and then it would be time to get back to work.

I wasn’t sure how much longer it would take. Hours or days or maybe another week. It didn’t matter. I always knew when the time was right. I might not have painted much in these last few years, but that old instinct was as sharp as it ever was.

So far, I hadn’t shown the ladies any of my art. Evelyn, Briana, and Kay all kept pressing me on it – they were all eager to see my art – but I didn’t feel right showing them my old work.

No, we were starting a new life together. The four of us. It was unconventional as hell, certainly not traditional, something new, something I’d never experienced before, and these new relationships had lit up my furnace again. The ladies deserved new art, from the new me.

Smiling to myself, I thought, They’ll just have to be patient.

*****

I parked my rig in the yard back at the station and carried my gear back toward the warehouse. Other drivers were trickling back in from their routes – some were good friends, others just acquaintances, all of them my union brothers – and when I passed them in the yard a few came up to me, smirking, giving me fist bumps, calling me the luckiest teamster in the union.

“Billy, dude…no way it’s true,” one said.

“Two chicks? Seriously!?” said another.

I laughed as I walked past them with my lunchbox tucked under one arm, my day’s paperwork – manifest copies, signature sheets, checklists – tucked under the other. “It’s actually three chicks,” I chuckled. “But yeah, it’s true, guys.”

They shook their heads in disbelief, but it was common knowledge by now. While I never bragged about my new relationships – or even brought them up at all, honestly – the cat got out of the bag these last few weeks when the ladies took turns dropping me off at work.

The whole moving-in process was slow-going. They’d been borrowing my pickup truck while I was at work to move odds and ends from their apartment over to my farmhouse when their class schedules permitted and, as it happened, the other guys took notice. Just this morning, some of the mechanics spotted me hopping out of the pickup with Kay behind the wheel, her things piled into the bed.

And when Kay planted a big goodbye kiss on my lips, well, they saw that, too.

The first guy kept pressing me. “Is that pretty redhead going to pick you up tonight, Bill?”

Actually, she wasn’t. I evaded his question with a smirk then tried heading past them, but another driver caught me by the arm before I could walk away, a big guy with a goofy, but well-meaning grin. “But bro, c’mon…do these chicks even know about each other?” he asked. “How do you manage to juggle all three without getting caught?”

I smiled politely…and honestly. In a strange way, I felt proud of myself when I answered: “Hey guys, take it easy. A gentleman keeps certain things to himself, that’s all I’m going to say.”

They cackled and called me a bastard but I just laughed along with them and continued on my way, content to keep my business to myself.


Chapter Two

I checked in my truck and handed over the keys then dropped my paperwork off at the route supervisor’s desk before clocking out. I wasn’t, however, ready to leave just yet.

I headed back out into the warehouse, where swing shift was in full-effect. Forklift operators whizzed past on their propane-powered lifts unloading bulk trucks while sorters picked through the skids at the conveyor belts, dropping parcels in different chutes according to delivery addresses. I’d been working here for years but always found the pace in the warehouse dizzying, the warehousemen moving like a steampunk hive-mind, so unlike my quiet, lonesome work on the truck.

Metal stairs led up to various catwalks crisscrossing over the warehouse floor, each leading to different offices elevated up on steel scaffolds for the upper warehouse management. These guys – and ladies – all had proper offices apart from the warehouse – just down the road in an office park – but spent lots of time here, above the well-oiled chaos unfolding below.

You had to watch your back with some of these management types. More than a few would push you to skirt union rules to hammer out extra deliveries – usually by skipping lunch breaks or rushing through safety guidelines while you were out on the street – but there was one I could always trust.

Carmen was in her office, at her desk, her chin resting in her upturned palm as she stared at her laptop, spreadsheets reflected in her dark eyes. She was the regional manager of the operation – a big dog, as it were – though she never tried to screw the union or the men following its rules. Those management creeps who operated below her took the screws to the union, but only at the behest of corporate higher-ups. Carmen did her best to keep her minions in line, for all the good it did.

“Knock-knock,” I said as I stepped in.

Carmen was a pretty lady, even at forty-four years old. Her grin was youthfully radiant, if a little sterile – office politics, proper manners, and so on – and the faded smile lines around her eyes were scarcely noticeable, even without makeup, which she rarely used because – plainly – she didn’t need it.

Her reddish auburn hair bounced around her shoulders as she stood to greet me, the sterile edge of her smile slowly warming as she remembered no other upper management types were nearby. She stepped out from behind her desk, clad in conservative attire as always; a beige pencil skirt swaying down to her ankles, her feet propped up in four-inch heels, the sleeveless button-up eggshell white blouse the closest she’d ever come to wearing something revealing. I noted, though, that the collar button of her blouse was unfastened, showing off the smooth flesh of her chest just below her throat, soft and supple enough to draw the eye.

Even at her age and despite her conservative style, Carmen was easy on the eyes. She was a fit woman, but full-bodied, her breasts firm and taut, bulging against the buttons on her blouse. Her hips were slim yet her thighs were thick and trim, her backside a smooth rounded delight, making me think the forty-something was no stranger to squats and deadlifts at the gym. However, she retained an effortless dainty femininity, with a sweet, easy voice and a soft radiance that seemed to illuminate her dark eyes.

“Billy, I forgot you were coming up to visit today,” she said as she sat on her desk, kicking her right leg over the left, her pencil skirt sliding up her calf. She leaned back on her palms, the blouse straining against her chest, and – not for the first time – I reminded myself not to stare.

No easy feat, considering the way her thighs pressed tight against the pencil skirt, the gentle dimple in her leg muscles visible through the tight fabric.

The lady was the big boss, after all. As high as you could go, at least at a local level. (The corporate career-ladder was something else entirely; even Carmen had no interest jumping into that snake pit.)

“Listen, if it’s a problem doing this, I totally understand,” I told her.

Carmen flashed a smile, her deep red lipstick making her mouth shine darkly in the fluorescent lights above. She reached behind her and picked up a single truck key on a ring. She swing the ring around her forefinger, studying me.

“What do I get out of this?” she asked with an exaggerated, conspiratorial, and very sultry voice.

I grinned. Carmen had been playfully flirting with me ever since I was a new driver and she was still a route supervisor down on the lower floor. She always played up the age gap between us for kicks. There was no harm in it, obviously; Carmen had been happily married from the start.

“I could think of a few things you could do for me, being such a strapping young man in his twenties,” she went on.

I crossed my arms and leaned back against the wall, chuckling. “I won’t be a strapping young man in my twenties for that much longer,” I said. “I got the big Three-Oh coming up in a few months.”

“Oh, well in that case, you’re useless to me,” she quipped, then tossed the key over to me.

Laughing as I caught it, I gave her an earnest nod. “Seriously though, Carm, thanks for this.”

The big move-in was coming up fast and the ladies didn’t exactly have a lot of disposable cash. Evelyn vocally – and somewhat angrily – refused my offer to pay for a moving service for them, ditto for my offer to put down a payment on a rental truck. She did, however, accept my offer to use an out-of-service delivery rig.

“It’s no big deal,” Carmen answered, ditching her flirty voice, now just speaking to me like a friend. “It’s Truck No. 402 out in the yard. The rig runs fine, it just has some out-of-date parts in the loading area so corporate wants it grounded.”

“And you’re sure you won’t catch any shit from corporate if I get caught with it?”

She waved me off. “Nothing I can’t handle,” she said. “Just don’t go running anybody over with it and we’ll be fine.” She paused, smirking once more. That playfully sultry tone didn’t return to her voice…but something else took its place. Curiosity, I thought. Maybe even admiration. “But before you go, I just want to know one thing.”

I nodded. “And that is?”

She pushed off the desk, stepping toward me, grinning. “Borrowing this old rig,” she said. “Does it have anything to do with those three pretty ladies you’ve been dating?”

“Oh God, don’t tell me you’ve been hearing the rumors, too,” I laughed.

“I’m a dutiful regional manager, Mr. Watson,” she shot back. “It’s my business to keep up on the well-being of my employees in this shipping facility…and from what I’ve been hearing down by the loading docks, your well-being is off the charts right now.”

Now, I was swinging that key ring around my finger, my other hand jammed into my pants pocket. I could have played coy with her, the way I did with the guys down in the yard, but Carmen was doing me a big favor by letting me borrow this rig. All joking aside, I figured she deserved to know the truth.

“Honestly, I couldn’t be happier,” I said. “Don’t ask me how I did it, but I fell ass-backwards into a four-way relationship with three of the most gorgeous young women I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

“And the rig?” she asked, cocking a playful eyebrow.

I shrugged. “They’re moving in with me.”

Her eyes shot open wide, big and dark and mesmerizing. Her dark red lips crinkled in shock, a half-smirk, her mind blown, before she found herself grinning again. It was only then I noticed something different about her left hand.

I did a double take and Carmen caught me.

“Hm, yeah, you did notice that something’s missing, didn’t you?” she asked, laughing softly, cradling her left hand against her chest.

Her wedding band is gone, I thought suddenly, finally realizing that her left ring finger was bare, a faded pale patch of skin where the ring had once sat, twenty-four karat gold inlaid with an eye-catching set of three stunning round diamonds, brilliant-cut.

“If I’d have known you’d become a man capable of pleasing three pretty women at the same time,” she said, “I’d have kicked my lousy ex to the curb years ago.” She laughed – somewhat sadly – and massaged the pale patch on her ring finger, like she was missing a part of it.

“Carm, geez,” I said. “I don’t know what to say.”

“Say you’ll be a better man to your ladies than mine ever was to me,” she said gently, then clapped her hands and hopped back around her desk, cracked her knuckles, and slid back to her laptop. “And remember, like I said…”

“Don’t run anyone over with the rig,” I grinned, spinning the key ring around my forefinger again as I strode out of her office. Still, I looked back at her, my grin waning when I saw her staring at the laptop screen, still rubbing that naked spot on her ring finger.


Chapter Three

The old rig ran fine, if a little slow, and I started to grow just the slightest bit impatient on my way over to see the ladies. This was a big occasion, after all: One last weekend in their old apartment before the lease was up. At the very least, I didn’t have to shoot home to grab Bandit. Kay had scooped her up this afternoon. Their apartment complex had a strict NO PETS rule, but with the ladies about to move out, they didn’t give a hoot about the rules.

While the ladies had been shooting odds and ends over to the farmhouse in my truck, there was still plenty left to move. Furniture, a few televisions, and most of their clothes. I’d be doing the bulk of the work. Loading big shit in and out of trucks was sort of my thing, and I wanted Lynnie, Brie, and Kay to enjoy themselves and spend the last few days in their old digs relaxing and relishing memories before we got a proper start to our new lives together.

I pulled into their apartment complex parking lot right as Evelyn did. She waved to me over her steering wheel as she swerved her new car into a tight parking spot, her infectious smile beaming through the windshield.

I rolled the old rig to a stop then bounded out, grinning, still in my work uniform – I could have headed home to change, but I was too eager to see my ladies – just as Lynnie was exiting her new ride.

Yeah, ‘new’ was a relative term. With her parents cutting her off from her family’s wealth, Evelyn had to seriously downgrade her vehicle. The matte black Model-3 Tesla was gone – back in Elon’s garage, I guess – and replaced with a 2012 Toyota Camry with a scruffy white paint job, a dented front bumper, and a faded Batman logo bumper sticker on the rear.

Not quite a hunk of junk, but certainly not a modern ride, no bells and whistles save for an onboard GPS unit built into the dash with an outdated map and no internet access for upgrades.

Evelyn didn’t care. She loved her Toy-Cam, as she called it, the first car she’d ever paid for herself, having swung a fifteen-hundred-dollar down payment easily with her first two weeks’ worth of tips at her new job.

She’d just finished her shift waiting tables at a Hooter’s knockoff down on Main Street. It was an Irish-themed joint named Dewey’s, fashionably rundown for a homey dive bar look, but with a twist: All the waitresses were knockouts and even the uniform style was stolen straight from Hooter’s, save for the colors and the owl logo.

Lynnie cut a jaw-dropping sight as she stepped out of the Toy-Cam, wearing the tight sleeveless white tank-top – a grinning Leprechaun across the chest rather than a cartoon owl – with a sports bra beneath, the cleavage between her breasts so thin as to be almost non-existent. She wore tight, skimpy green nylon running shorts that cupped her ass three inches above her thighs, showing off the clefts of her cheeks, tight and slim. The uniform was completed with faded see-through spandex pantyhose – flesh-colored, the illusion of bare skin – along with white high-top Nike pumps and tube socks bunched up around her ankles.

I stopped cold in my tracks when I saw her, my throat clicking dryly just before I began to salivate. It wasn’t just her outfit, though. On her work days, she’d take a curling iron to her hair, turning it bountiful and bouncy, and she took on an exaggerated version of her persona that put an extra pout in her girlish smile, a slight flirtatious glimmer in her sapphire eyes, and a simmering sensual swagger in her every step.

She smirked as she pulled a large brown-paper Dewey’s takeout bag, complete with the logo on the side, a grinning leprechaun winking with a cigar in his mouth and a mug of suds in his fist.

“A feast for our last weekend in the old apartment,” Lynnie said proudly. “Employee discount, I got it all fifty-percent off, plus I sweet-talked the line cooks into giving us free sides of fries and cole slaw!”

I laughed as I approached her, sliding one arm around her slim waist and taking the bag from her. Inside, the aroma of grease-soaked burgers and onion rings and curly fries wafted out, tickling my nostrils. “It smells incredible,” I smiled. “How was your shift?”

Her smile beamed with pride and she put her hands on her hips, bending slightly at the waist, her bright blue eyes radiant, practically glowing. “I had ten tables of regulars come in this afternoon,” she grinned.

“How do you have regulars for the afternoon shift?” I asked. “You normally work nights.”

She cocked a golden eyebrow. “I told them I was working the ‘noon shift today and they came in early,” she laughed.

“You’re the star of the joint,” I said. “How were the tips?”

She pulled a wad of cash out from her bra, hidden between her tits, a thick roll of twenties and tens. “Let’s just say that my car payments are covered for the next two months.”

I grinned, just as proud of her as she was of herself. “You are a goddamn badass,” I told her.

No, never once had I gotten jealous that my girlfriend (one of them anyway, heh) spent eight hours per shift being leered at by louts sucking down mugs of beer and greasy food. If it wasn’t obvious enough already, I trusted Evelyn completely.

I knew that she’d throw her regulars a flirty smile and a flattering compliment or two, but it never went past that. If any customer got the wrong idea, she’d only have to lean into the prankster side of her personality to let the poor schmuck down gently.

Still, seeing her in front of me like this, decked out in the skimpy attire…

“C’mere,” I whispered and pulled her tighter by the waist, setting the takeout bag down at my feet, wrapping a second arm around her, feeling her firm, slim landscape beneath the nylon shorts and skin-tight cotton top.

Lynnie’s curly gold hair bounced luxuriantly as she tilted her head to the side, smirking as I leaned in for a kiss. Her lips were delicious – her lip gloss had a cherry flavor, sinfully sweet – and her tongue was soft as cotton as I slid mine up against it.

She folded her arms around my neck, pressing her firm tits against my chest, and – after taking a peek to make sure no one was looking – I slid my right hand down her spine, along the small of her back, and gripped her ass tight in my palm.

It had been two weeks since I touched her last for anything more than a quick kiss or, at most, a cuddle in bed at night. We’d both been too busy; I hit another string of overtime and knowing her cashflow was in jeopardy, Lynnie had been taking shifts even on her nights off to stem the bleeding in her savings account.

Evelyn moaned lightly against my kiss. She tightened her grip around me, sinking her fingernails into my shoulders, like she wanted to trap me in her embrace. The spark between us quickly became a simmering heat and I hoisted Lynnie into my arms, my cock throbbing through my uniform slacks. Lynnie gasped and wrapped her thighs around my waist, squeezing, but as I began to slide my hand up the back of her shirt, she broke our kiss, a regretful smirk on her lips.

“We shouldn’t get too hot out here,” she laughed quietly.

“Hey, I’ve got a work truck right over there,” I said, raising my eyebrow, harkening back to one of our first truly intimate moments together. “It wouldn’t be the first time.”

“Mr. Deliveryman, if that were an option, I would have dragged you in the back of your truck already,” she giggled, then loosened her thighs and dropped back onto the heels of her high-top Nikes. “But unfortunately, it’s that time of the month for me.”

I grimaced and snapped my fingers in mock frustration. “You tease!” I joked.

“Don’t get too disappointed,” Lynnie added breezily. “I’m close to the end of it, I think. It should taper off by sometime tomorrow.”

I reached out, touched her waist, tickling her just over her hip. She giggled and slapped my hand away. “That’s a long wait either way,” I grinned.

Evelyn giggled and jerked her thumb toward the apartment entrance, several dozen yards behind us. “Hey, if you’re that horny, you’ve got two other willing girlfriends waiting for you upstairs,” she laughed. She paused, cutting her laughter off as quickly as it started, and frowned. “Ah shit.”

I paused, hoping that Evelyn hadn’t just caused herself some jealousy. Obviously, she normally had no problem sharing me with Briana and Kay, but if for some reason she did tonight, I’d have no issues remaining celibate for the time being.

“You alright?” I asked, concerned.

She shrugged glumly, but I noticed that prankster glint in her eye. “Yeah I’m fine I guess,” she said. “Except picturing you railing my two best friends just made me horny as hell, yet I’ve got this maddening drip-drip-drip south of the border keeping me from doing anything about it.”

I parted my lips to speak, trying to think of a reply, but before I could, she repeated herself, “Drip-drip-drip!” and I doubled over, clutching my stomach as I laughed.

“There’s something seriously wrong with you,” I said.

She leaned forward, smirking, and gave me another quick peck on the lips before doing an about-face, turning toward the apartment complex.

“Yeah, I’m seriously hungry,” she said. “Let’s get upstairs so I can eat myself out of my menstrual sorrows. If you can’t stuff me tonight, then I might as well stuff myself with onion rings.


Chapter Four

On the elevator ride up to the apartment, the aroma from the takeout bag had me salivating almost as much as Evelyn’s little work outfit. It had been hours since my lunch break at work and after yet another sweltering summer day, my stomach was getting hunger cramps.

Evelyn grew oddly quiet on the elevator, however. She stood on the opposite side, her thumbs moving dizzyingly as she sent a quick text message then smirked furtively at the prompt response.

“You okay over there?” I asked.

Evelyn grinned and slipped her phone back into her purse then slid back to my side, nodding. “A-Okay, Mr. Deliveryman.”

If I’d been a more jealous type of guy, I might have wondered why Evelyn saw fit to hide her phone before returning to my side…but like I said, I trusted her completely.

Briana and Kay, as well.

Still, I just hoped everything was okay. Usually when Lynnie snuck off for a private text message conversation, it meant more arguments with her parents. The only difference this time was that odd smile when she saw the response…

Then the elevator DINGED and the doors slid open. Lynnie grabbed me by the wrist and practically yanked me out into the hallway, pulling me along behind her, smirking and chuckling to herself as she dragged me down the hallway, her legs flexing in those tiny running shorts with every step she took in those high-top pumps.

As I admired her ass from behind, I almost entirely forgot that odd text message, my worries sandblasted away by the sight of her tight ass, those delicious clefts beneath her cheeks, her lightly toned thighs contracting with each step…

She turned back, looking at me over her shoulder, making those golden curls dance. Though we’d been dating for a few weeks now, she still blushed when she caught me ogling her.

Her smirk turned just the slightest bit naughty and she nibbled on the corner of her mouth, her tongue curling up behind her teeth, and the devious little glint in her eye almost made me tell her that I didn’t give a shit if it was her time of the month, I’d have to have her anyway.

But then she stepped aside when we reached the apartment door.

“Go on,” she grinned. “Be a gentleman and open the door for me.”

Shrugging, I stepped toward the door…then paused. I heard Bandit inside, muffled whimpers coming from the other side of the door. These weren’t whimpers of pain, of course; the ladies would have never allowed any harm to come to Bandit while they were looking after her.

No, these were excited whimpers. Adorably vicious whimpers. The squeaking little snarl-squeaks Bandit made when she was eyeing up a squirrel or a groundhog.

“Bandit sounds riled up about something,” I muttered.

Evelyn’s lips snapped into a tight line, but trembled, like she was trying to hold back laughter. Lynnie shrugged. “Maybe she’s, uh…maybe she heard a mouse in the walls or something,” she said, then leaned over and planted a wet kiss on my cheek before backing away a few steps. “Now go on and open the door, lover.”

I chuckled and turned the knob. The moment I pushed the door open, I caught a glimpse of Briana and Kay, both on their knees, and a flash of fur and slobber and a pink tongue lapping out over sharp teeth flying toward me.

Bandit leaped straight up from the floor into my chest, my little Corgi doggy-daughter grunting happily as she peppered my face with kisses, leaving my cheeks wet with slobber, her busy stump of a tail rocketing back and forth so quickly I was shocked it didn’t go flying off her ass.

I held her tight, chuckling, then realized Evelyn, Briana, and Kay were all cracking up as I went staggering back through the hallway, Bandit’s impact against my chest sending me back several feet until my back thumped against the wall behind me.

Evelyn nearly collapsed against Briana and Kay, she was laughing so hard. “God, you should have seen how worried he looked when I was texting you guys!” Evelyn laughed.

Briana snickered, her alabaster cheeks turning bright red as Bandit continued to love-bomb me with slobber. “Billy, we’ve been whispering to her that ‘daddy’s home’ for the last few minutes. She was so excited to see you we thought she was going to explode.”

*****

The feast Lynnie brought home from her shift was a real gut-buster. Bacon burgers topped with bleu cheese and secret sauce. Onion rings still dripping grease, crispy on the outside, smooth and warm in the middle. Fries smothered in melted cheese with bacon bits strewn across and a fifty-piece chicken wing bucket with a half dozen hot sauces, mild to severe to heart-attack inducing.

Scrumptious as it all looked, though, the meal didn’t compare to the ladies.

Yes, over the last several weeks after my chance encounter with Evelyn at the comic book shop, I’d seen them all in the buff. Each one had been under me (or straddling me). I’d seen them together, sharing me, or sharing one another, and I only had to close my eyes to imbibe the memories, so fresh in my mind that I could still feel their sweat-damp skin, the warm tight heaven hidden between their thighs, the way their soft bodies trembled when I touched them just right.

And yet, even after all that, I still couldn’t help but stare.

Sitting across from me at their little dinner table, Evelyn remained in her work outfit, her legs crossed, the meat of her thighs exquisite under the skintight pantyhose. I noticed a small run in the pantyhose up the side of her right leg, the see-through spandex splitting asunder to reveal her bare, bronzed skin the color of butterscotch.

Briana, sitting just to my right, was no less tempting to the eye, if a bit more dressed down. The dark-haired, elegant nerd-at-heart would have looked at home as a loungewear model. She was leaning back in her seat, one arm resting on the back of the chair, wearing a soft linen button-down pajama top. The top’s placket was only fastened by her sternum, two pearlescent buttons out of many, allowing the lower half of the top to spread open wide, showing off her flat porcelain stomach, not a hint of bodyfat, slender and taut, her belly button showing just above her waist. Similarly revealing, the upper portion of her top folded back, showing off her soft white chest, the slips clinging softly – and just barely – to her breasts, and I kept glancing eagerly, hoping to catch a glimpse of one deliciously pink areola.

Below, Briana wore white drawstring pants that hung tight on her slender hips, just below her hipbones, cotton thin as a whisper, the fabric so white and delicate that I could make out her sinfully red thong panties showing through the cotton, the red straps nosing up over her waistband, just begging me to stare.

Sitting there casual and in control as always, Briana fixed her feline-style glasses and nibbled on a single curly fry, grinning knowingly every time she caught me eyeballing her.

Kay, seated to my left, had ditched her normal penchant for oversized, flowing attire for something far more form-fitting, a tie-dyed compliment to the exquisitely fit body she usually preferred to keep hidden.

With her fair, freckled skin and neon-magenta tumbledown curls – and a fresh yellow dandelion tucked behind her left ear, of course – Kay, as always, looked like a wood elven maiden, a princess from a castle made of flower petals. Kay was rocking yet another handmade outfit, tie-dyed with lush green and blue and purple hues that brought to mind fresh emerald grass, a sapphire sky, and the soft delicate petals of lavender and clematis flowers. 

She wore a multicolored long-sleeve top, flared at the wrists. The top had an open V-neck, plunging down her breastbone and revealing the bountiful crest of her tits. Her top was purposely split open down her midline, held together with a crisscross lace, a single long white ribbon of satin threaded through the straining placket, knotted just above her naval, showing off a sliver of her toned stomach.

My cock ached in my slacks as I imagined what might happen if I gave that knot a tug…

But then she stood up, thirsty for a fresh drink, and when she turned around my brain shattered.

She wore low-rise yoga pants flared out at the ankles, bell bottom-style, the nylon fabric dancing over her bare feet, flashes of the aquamarine anklet dangling over her right foot. The smooth, supple tie-dyed bottom clung to her firm backside, showing off every clenching muscle, every tiny dimple, a V-back waistband dipping down, just above her tailbone, the stitching down the middle creating a tight canyon between her impossibly tight ass cheeks.

Kay swung open the fridge and took out a zero-calorie all-natural Kombucha, cracked open the can, and smirked at me as she took a sip.

Smiling – and, yeah, counting my blessings as always – I bit into my bacon bleu cheese burger, exhaling contentedly at the rich, greasy taste, and washed it down with a small sip from my whiskey glass, a double-shot of Johnnie Walker Red on the rocks.

Briana bit into another curly fry and leaned forward on the table, one upraised finger under her chin, dainty and ladylike. “Are you sure you’re up for this, Billy?” she asked. “Three ladies under your roof. That could be a handful.”

I shrugged, took another tiny sip of whiskey, fiery and smooth yet slightly chilled, the ice clinking in the tumbler as I set it down. “The way I figure it, since you three tend to share clothes so much, laundry costs might not actually be that bad,” I grinned. “Plus, with all of Lynnie’s hours over at Dewey’s, she’s pretty much living in that little outfit night and day. That’ll make things easier on laundry day, that’s for sure.”

Kay slid back over to the table, her soft slender hips swaggering with each step. She remained standing but leaned down next to Brie, one palm on the table, the Kombucha can in her free hand, and for one glorious second I thought that crisscross lace holding her top together was going to burst open.

“Well I only use all-natural, herbal-concocted detergent for my tie-dyes,” Kay added with a smirk.

Lynnie chuckled, her eyes sparkling, ready to pile-on. “And I can only use certain fabric softeners on my work uniform,” she said with a sassy smirk. She pulled at the tight cotton shirt strap over her shoulder and let it snap back into place. “Plus, most nights, I come home smelling like spilled beer and cooking grease, so you’ll have to scrub them clean with your bare hands, Billy. Hot soap and water, each time!”

On cue, Bandit hopped up onto my lap and looked up at me, showing a ketchup stain on the bright red bandanna tied around her neck. She yapped, somewhat insistently, then tilted her head to the side, as if waiting for a reply.

“And I guess I have to use special detergent on your bandanna, too?” I asked.

Bandit yapped again, licked me on the chin, then stole an onion ring off my plate and jumped off my lap.

“You three ladies are becoming a bad influence on my puppy princess,” I chuckled.

Kay slid up next to me, giggling, and stole another onion ring off my plate. She shrugged as she popped it into her mouth. “Or maybe she’s becoming a bad influence on us.”

Lynnie giggled, reached across the table, stole my burger and took a little bite. “Yeah, I think that might be it.”

I leaned back on my chair, kicking back on the rear legs, then gestured to Briana with fake exasperation. “You wanna steal my dinner too?”

“Not your dinner,” Brie said, then reached over, snatched my whiskey glass, and took a sip, not so much as wincing as she swallowed it. “I don’t mind stealing a sip of your drink, though.”

The four of us burst into laughter with Bandit happily bounding back and forth beneath the dinner table, yapping and nibbling on crumbs that had fallen to the floor. Evelyn took another healthy bite from my burger then burped, slapped her stomach, and popped to her feet.

“Okay guys,” she said, her eyes beaming with glee. “I have a special surprise for you. A very special surprise.”

Brie and Kay exchanged puzzled glances.

“And that would be?” Briana asked. “I mean, are you finally going to tell us what movie you’re going to show us?”

Evelyn raised her eyebrows suggestively then clapped her hands together. “Give me a minute to go get my projector set up in the living room, then you’ll see,” she said.

“Give us a hint, c’mon,” Kay pressed.

Evelyn shook her head excitedly, practically trembling with joy. “You’ll never guess in a million-bazillion years the movie I’m about to –”

“Are you going to make us watch Exorcist 3?” Briana asked.

Evelyn threw up her hands in fake anger. “How the hell did you know!?”


Chapter Five

Evelyn had set up the mini-projector in the living room, connecting it to a small VCR, the lens pointed at the bare wall. (After Lynnie had me move their big flatscreen television out of the way, that is.) Lynnie only needed the VHS copy of the movie, which she’d misplaced somewhere in her bedroom. I could hear her in there now, rummaging through her stuff, the odd profanity ringing out when she’d get frustrated.

Given Evelyn’s fanatical, undying (and even somewhat adorably unnerving) love of the third Exorcist film, I was shocked that she’d never gotten Briana and Kay to watch the movie before.

“I can never sit through horror movies,” Briana said as she sat on the floor in front of the couch, lounging back cool-as-can-be on a comforter spread out across the hardwood floor, a plush pillow sitting across her thighs. I was sitting down next to her, my legs outstretched, wiggling my toes now that I’d finally pulled off my work boots.  “If I don’t medicate beforehand, scary movies can get my anxiety up,” Brie went on.

I smiled. It was so easy to forget that Briana had anxiety issues, what with her cool demeanor, her casually elegant style. “Brie, if it was up to you, I think we’d just watch the Lord of the Rings Trilogy on repeat,” I laughed.

She looked at me almost sternly, her matter-of-fact gaze betrayed only by the hint of a smile at the corner of her cherry-red lips. “Because they’re the greatest films ever made, William,” she quipped. “And Cate Blanchette as Galadriel was the first woman to ever make me question my heterosexuality.” She paused, her half-stern face cracking further, her smile becoming more pronounced. “Although Liv Tyler as Arwen is a very close second.”

I chuckled and looked over at Kay, who was sliding up next to me with a big bag of popcorn fresh from the microwave, melted butter slathered on top like liquid gold. “And what about you, KK?” I asked. “Why haven’t you sat through Lynnie’s favorite movie yet?”

“I prefer movies with happier endings,” Kay grinned as she threw a kernel of popcorn into her mouth. But then she nodded pointedly at Brie. “But Brie knows that I don’t mind sitting through LOTR though. I’ve got a soft place in my heart for –”

“The Wood Elves?” I asked.

She crinkled her nose and gestured to her nature-inspired outfit. “How’d you ever manage to guess that?” she laughed.

“I don’t think Legolas was rocking tie-dyed clothes, though,” I pointed out.

Briana took the pillow from her lap and lightly smacked me on the back of my head. “Legolas isn’t a Wood Elf,” she corrected me.

“You sure?” I asked.

She hit me again. “Of course I’m sure. It’s a common misconception, but Legolas is actually descended from the –”

Evelyn burst into the room before Brie could finish, still in her work uniform, except she’d ditched her high top Nikes, just rocking her sweat socks now. She slid across the hardwood floor, grinning from ear-to-ear, displaying the VHS copy of Exorcist 3 like some kind of priceless treasure.

As she was still sliding across the floor, she announced, “Ladies and gentlemen, I present to you—AH FUCK!”

She slid to fast and her legs shot out from under her. Evelyn landed hard on her ass and Bandit shot over, tail wagging, smearing slobber on Evelyn’s cheek.

Lynnie popped right back up, her grin as sharp as ever, nonplussed by the fall. “Ahem, I present to you the greatest piece of artistic genius ever put to film or any other medium! One of the most singularly excellent visions of an America we once knew, of a big city detective who’s lost his faith, of one serial killer’s undying spirit that has, alas –”

Kay tossed a handful of popcorn at her. “Just put the goddamn movie on, Lynnie,” she giggled.

Evelyn shot a sarcastic half-scowl at Kay. “Excuse me for employing a little pomp and circumstance,” she said, then stuck out her tongue.

Brie giggled and snatched a kernel then hurled it at Lynnie, hitting her squarely between the eyes.

“Tough crowd,” Evelyn said with a smirk. “Okay, you ingrates win, I’ll just put the movie on.”


Chapter Six

Lynnie switched on the VCR then the projector. The projector’s lens shone a faint white-blue and a SAMSUNG logo bounced across the wall. Just as she slid the VHS cassette from the dusk jacket, though, Briana popped up, her hands raised.

“Hold on just one second, Lynnie,” Brie said as she patted the pockets of her faded linen pants. “I forgot my pen, let me hit it for a second, you know how spooky movies get my nerves going.”

Briana stalked off into her bedroom – her white linens swaying around her body, riding up her back, showing a white sliver at the base of her spine – then came back a moment later, grinning as she took a long pull from her THC vape.

“Alright,” Brie said, exhaling a sativa-indica blend through her nostrils as she sat back down beside me on the floor. “I should be good to go now.”

“Hold on,” Kay said, smirking, then reached across my lap and plucked the vape pen from Briana. “If you’re going to have a toke I might as well have one, too. It’s been awhile, anyway.”

Mindful that my union gave random drug tests, Kay politely scooted a few feet away as she pulled on the vape, exhaling the vapor away from me. She took one more quick hit, blew the vapor away, then reached back across my lap, her forearms brushing against my thighs as she handed the pen back to Briana.

Briana held up the vape, one dark eyebrow cocked over the rim of her wireframes. “Billy, you sure you don’t want a bit?” she asked. “You’re off ‘til Monday, one or two light hits won’t stay in your system that long.”

I shook my head and raised my whiskey glass, that first double-shot still swirling around the melting ice. “I’m good with my friend Johnnie Walker, thanks though,” I grinned.

Just as Briana was about to slip the vape pen back into her pocket, Evelyn cleared her throat loudly and put her hands on her hips. “Well hold on now!” Lynnie said. “You didn’t offer me a hit.”

Briana kept that dark eyebrow cocked up over her glasses. “Evelyn, every time you steal a hit from my vape you pass out fifteen minutes later.”

She shrugged, grinning. “Well maybe I’ll just take one itsy-bitsy, teeny-tiny hit,” she shot back with a hint of snark in her tone.

“That’s what you always say,” Kay laughed, rolling her eyes.

I gestured to the whiskey. “I can pour you a shot on the rocks, if you’d like.”

She shook her head. “I can never drink when I’ve got my period,” she said. “It makes my cramps worse.” Then, to Briana: “C’mon Brie, pass the doobie.”

Briana handed the pen over. Rather than the promised ‘itsy-bitsy, teeny-tiny hit,’ Evelyn took an epic rip from the pen, choking on the vapor as she exhaled.

“Oh yeah,” Briana laughed. “T-minus fifteen minutes, folks, and our dear Lynnie will be snoring loud enough to break your eardrums.”

Lynnie smirked, slipping the VHS tape into the VCR. “Twenty bucks says I’ll stay up through the whole movie!”

She hit PLAY then bounded over the three of us, landing on the couch, her legs sprawled out. “Gimme some of that popcorn,” she giggled, stealing a handful from Kay’s bag, chewing loudly, smacking her butter-covered lips.

As the credits rolled, Bandit hopped up on the couch and curled up in Evelyn’s lap. I got up, dimmed the lights, then got back on the floor, Brie on one side, Kay on the other, with Lynnie and Bandit curled up on the couch behind us.

I looked back at Evelyn. “You sure you’re going to stay awake?”

She gave me a thumb’s up, grinning confidently. “What, you want in on this bet?” she asked. “Because I feel like I could stay up all night, Mr. Deliveryman.”

Approximately fourteen minutes later and Evelyn was lying face-down on the couch, Bandit curled up next to her, snoring so loud we had to turn the volume up.

Me, Kay, and Briana huddled together, my arms around them both as they snuggled next to me, a small blanket draped over us. Their reservations about Evelyn’s favorite movie gradually fell aside. By the time the movie crept toward its iconic hospital hallway jump scare, KK and Briana were both downright enraptured.

“This part rocks, trust me,” I whispered.

Brie and Kay exchanged nervous smirks and clung tighter to me as the hospital hallway scene droned on, minute by minute, lulling the viewer into a false sense of security. Cops and nurses bustling this way and that…until one unfortunate nurse wandered into a vacant room, investigating a loud noise.

I smirked, knowing what was coming next.

By then, Kay and Briana had – thanks to the movie’s expert craftsmanship – indeed fallen into that false sense of security. When the last cop exited the hallway, leaving that investigating nurse alone, it hardly registered with either of them.

Then, when the nurse turned her back to the vacant room, satisfied that nothing was amiss…

“OH HOLY SHIT!” Brie gasped as the white-cloaked figure walked out of the seemingly vacant room, gliding silently behind the nurse…then took an oversized pair of gardening shears to the nurse’s neck.

(Seriously guys. Go look up that scene on YouTube. Or better yet, just buy the damn movie. You can thank me later.)

The jump scare jolted Kay so badly she popped up to her knees, yet still clung to my arm, bending her body at the waist.

Even Bandit looked up, her ears perky, and let out a low snarl before curling back up next to Lynnie.

“Okay, that’s enough, timeout!” Briana laughed as she reached over and hit PAUSE on the VCR. She fell back next to me, laughing as she rested her head on my shoulder, pulled her vape pen from her pocket, and took a tiny hit.

She blew the vapor out the side of her mouth, away from me…then rested her hand on my inner thigh.

She smiled. “You should have warned us about that scare,” she said.

Kay settled back, seated next to me…and lay her hand on my other thigh, fingertips creeping inward. She leaned in close, so that when she spoke, her breath tickled my ear.

“Seriously, I could have peed my pants,” she whispered.

I reclined between them, resting against the couch behind me, and slid my arms around their waists, their bodies soft and warm against me. I brushed my fingers up along the back of Brie’s button-up top, fingertips trailing across the small of her back. Her cheek still resting on my shoulder, she tilted her eyes up to me, blinking slowly, the dim light glinting off her glasses.

“This is cozy,” Kay whispered, then nestled up closer to me.

I ran my other hand across Kay’s lower back, where her waistband clung to her hips, and made little circles with my forefinger over her hipbone.

Palming them both, I tugged them closer, practically on top of me. My erection began to make a visible tent in the small blanket draped across my lap.

Their hands, still on my thighs, began creeping up toward my crotch. I shifted my arms, pulling away from their waists, but running my hands up their sides, the cool skin over their ribs, reaching around as my hands crept up, then forward, until I felt the gentle curvature of their breasts brushing against my fingers.

Neither was wearing a bra, I noticed.

Kay’s top was air-tight against her skin, Brie’s loose and flowing. Stretching my arms wider, my fingers rounded their breasts and I extended my fingers, teasing their nipples beneath their tops.

Briana exhaled quietly but sharply as I ran my forefinger around her areola, around her nipple, turning it hard as a chip of ice. Kay squeezed my thigh beneath the blanket when I gently gripped her nipple between my forefinger and thumb, lightly pinching, and within seconds her chest was rising and falling, her tits bouncing with each gasping breath.

Briana pushed the blanket off my lap, revealing the tent in my work slacks, straining against my zipper. She turned toward me, on her knees beside me, and tugged at my belt, undoing it, pulling it free from my pants and tossing it quietly to the floor.

Spider-walking her fingers up my inner thigh, Kay leaned closer now, as well. She tugged at my zipper, pulling down on the slider, slowly unclenching the brass zipper teeth until my erection bulged out, my boxer-briefs tenting.

I grinned, my heart pounding with adrenaline, and said, “This is the first time that the three of us have been alone together like this.”

It was true. I’d shared Brie and Lynnie, then Lynnie and Kay, but until this very moment, I hadn’t gotten Briana and Kay together. The thought sent a thrill down into my bones, making my cock throb achingly.

They smirked at one another. Briana leaned closer, hovering over my lap. I ran my hand up her back, tickling her bare skin.

Kay leaned in from the opposite end, nibbling her bottom lip. I ran my hand down her waist, across the tie-dyed sculpture of her ass, squeezing, massaging.

Brie giggled and tugged at the dandelion behind Kay’s ear. She pulled it free, inspected it as she rolled it between her fingers.

“Here,” Kay said. “Try it on.”

She took the flower back then slid it behind Briana’s left ear, the bright yellow petals contrasting with her midnight dark hair. Kay let her hand linger, running her fingertips down Briana’s left cheek, then down farther, to Brie’s chin.

When Kay brushed her thumb across Briana’s lips, Brie gave it a little kiss. As Kay’s hand continued to drift past, Brie caught it suddenly by the wrist, her cherry-red smile turning sharper. Briana pulled Kay’s hand back to her mouth and softly kissed Kay’s fair, freckled knuckles.

Yet Brie didn’t let go. She guided Kay’s hand down to her chest, held it to her bare skin, then guided it down lower, between her breasts toward the lonely pair of pearlescent buttons holding her top shut.

Kay moaned softly, gripped the first button, and slid it from the hole. A moment later, she unfastened the other and Briana’s soft white shirt fell open, the flaps pulling back to expose her breasts.

Grunting with hunger, I learned forward and took Briana’s left nipple into my mouth, closing my lips tight around it, teasing the tip with my tongue. Brie gasped and slid her fingers into my hair, her fingernails scraping pleasantly down my scalp.

I lay my free hand on Kay’s back and gently pushed her forward. She took Brie’s right nipple into her tender lips, closing her mouth firm and wet around it, suckling lightly.

Briana rolled her head back, looking toward the ceiling, moaning lightly as she removed her glasses and carefully placed them on the side table. I slipped my hands between them, one palm on Briana’s bare stomach, the other tugging at the crisscross knot dangling from the front of Kay’s tie-dyed shirt.

One tug, then two, and the lace came undone. I pulled it along, hole by hole, until the lace tumbled loose and Kay’s breasts burst from the slips, her nipples bright and eager, her chest peppered with countless kissable freckles.

Wrenching my mouth from Briana’s nipple, I buried my face in Kay’s breasts, kissing the contours, teasing her nipples, hungrily sucking each until Kay began to breathe with a gasping hitch.

I slid my other hand farther down Briana’s flat stomach, catching my fingers in the waistband of her linen loungewear pants, threading my touch beneath the band, pushing down until I felt the coarse tuft of curly black hair above her sex.

Briana gasped, then grabbed Kay by the wrist once more. Brie pushed Kay’s hand down to her waist, slipping it between her thighs with my own hand, and I traced little circles around Briana’s clit as Kay sank her forefinger smoothly into Briana’s opening.

A heartbeat later and my cock throbbed painfully, eagerly, but just before I could pull it out, Evelyn broke our moment with a snore like a rusted circular saw biting through thick plywood.

We all turned our heads to her, our quiet laughter temporarily cooling the heat between us. Kay, however, continued to work her finger inside of Briana, pushing in up to her knuckle.

“Let’s head into my room,” Brie panted, her eyelids fluttering as Kay pressed her fingertip deeper, massaging her deepest sensitivity.

“Good idea,” I said, half-growling.


Chapter Seven

I grabbed Kay’s wrist for myself, pulling her hand from between the cauldron between Brie’s thighs, and pulled her forefinger into my mouth, my lips air-tight as I sucked off every drop of Briana’s honey.

I helped Kay to her feet, then Briana. By then, we’d teased Briana to such a degree that her knees were wobbly. Kay took her by the hand to steady her, walking backwards, her pale freckled tits bouncing as she backed up into Briana’s room.

I shut the door behind us. Kay fell backward onto the bed and I came behind Briana, hungry to see her devour the redhead. “Taste her,” I growled then took Briana by the waist and thrust her up onto the mattress as Kay giggled and spread her thighs.

Coming up to the side of the bed, I put my hands on Kay’s pale waist and tugged her pants down, peeling her panties back, and Briana greedily helped me pull them off. With Kay’s sex bare, Briana moved deeper between her thighs, slowly and sensually running her fingertips up the sides of Kay’s thighs before flicking her tongue across Kay’s damp opening.

I grit my teeth, mesmerized by the sight as Briana’s cherry lips closed around Kay’s nub. Kay arched her back, massaging her tits and squeezing her perky nipples, her toes curling as Briana’s tongue lapped wet and pink across Kay’s clitoris.

Desperate to join them, I bent down over Kay and hungrily kissed her on the mouth. Her hand shot into my hair, pulling me in for a deeper kiss, her eager tongue moving against mine. Kay tugged at my boxers now – my slacks were off, kicked aside – and she pulled them down with one frantic motion, freeing my cock.

Though her face was buried between Kay’s thighs, Briana nevertheless closed her fingers around the base of my cock, squeezing with a few light strokes, a subtle touch that sent my libido ablaze. Breaking my lips away from Kay’s mouth, I grabbed a handful of her neon-magenta curls and offered her my cock, inches from her tender lips, and Kay’s lips parted as she took me inside.

I growled as she tightened her lips around me, her tongue pressing against the slit at my tip, her lips rolling slow and patient down across my ridge, Brie’s strokes coming more insistently all the while.

I got up onto the bed beside them, my cock still inside Kay’s lips, one leg kicked up, resting on one knee, angling myself to plunge even deeper into Kay’s throat. She lay back, her head still tilted toward me, her lips still wrapped tight around my hood. I cupped her right breast and massaged it firmly as she opened wider, her chlorophyll-green eyes silently beckoning for me to push her closer to her limit.

Nodding, sweat beginning to trickle down my face, I thrust my hips gradually, but firmly, slowly pushing my cock deeper into Kay.

Her curious eyes watching from just above Kay’s mound, Briana moaned at the sight, though never ceased lapping her tongue in circles around Kay’s swollen clitoris.

Briana kept a tight grip on my cock, stroking upward until her forefinger brushed against Kay’s mouth, meeting her lips. I pushed in another few inches. Kay’s pale, freckled cheeks began to turn red but she didn’t flinch, Briana’s touch tickling her lips as I gave myself to Kay, my cock buried in her mouth up to my base.

For a moment, Brie looked up from between Kay’s thighs. Her eyes narrowed at the sight, my cock deep in Kay’s throat, and she absentmindedly wiped the moisture from her lips – Kay’s nectar, making Brie’s cherry-red lips glisten – before burying her face back in Kay’s nook, devouring her with abandon.

As Kay’s lips constricted tighter around my base – the tip of my cock tickling the back of her throat – I slowly ran my hand through her hair, her curls slipping smooth and soft through my fingers like tongues of magenta flame.

I kept myself sheathed in her supple throat until, finally, her cheeks turned a deeper shade of red. Her breath hitched, her eyes bulged, and though she never broke the seal of her lips around me, I pulled back, freeing myself.

Kay gasped, sucking down a lungful of air, rolling her tongue across her lips as my precum glittered on her mouth. Turning to Brie, I took a fistful of her midnight hair and grinned, nodding brusquely to my erection.

Letting out a sound not unlike a cat’s purr, Briana crawled up from Kay’s treasure, climbing on hands and knees, remaining atop Kay as she lowered her mouth toward my eager member, still wet and slick and shining from Kay’s throat.

Kay reached up, further peeling back the flaps of Briana’s soft white shirt, pushing it off. Briana shrugged the shirt aside, topless now, and Kay ran her fingers down the soft length of Brie’s torso, settling at her waist, tugging at the waistband of her thin drawstring pants where Brie’s bright red thong rode up over her hips.

Hooking a thumb through each strap, Kay tugged at the thong and kissed Briana’s throat, closing her lips and sucking gently, her tongue pink and wet against Brie’s flawless porcelain skin. Brie’s eyelids fluttered with pleasure from Kay’s touch as she parted her lips and took me into her mouth.

Pulling at the drawstring, Kay loosened Briana’s pants, which went slack around her waist, loosening further, exposing more of that sinfully red thong. I slipped my hand beneath it, felt the cool soft texture of Briana’s ass cheeks beneath, and I plucked the thong string like a harp, peeling it aside, running one finger down the crack of Briana’s ass, the narrow, tight slit between her cheeks prickled with little goosebumps.

Briana’s mouth tightened, lips quivering. Kay moved her hand between Brie’s thighs and touched her mound – gentle yet insistent – and slid her middle finger into Brie, sinking smooth into Brie’s tight pink breach.

I gave her thong another yank and it rolled down her thighs, her round porcelain ass raised high as her head bobbed over my cock. She tickled my balls with one hand, stroked me with the other, relaxing her throat as she allowed me deeper, pushing down until her lips were tight around my root.

All at once, my lust snuck up on me. My seed became a living thing, a dangerous thing, an explosive catalyst boiling inside me. Overcome by my primal directives, I pulled my cock from Briana’s mouth, grabbed another fistful of her hair, and pushed her face toward Kay’s, grunting in caveman-like satisfaction as their lips came together, cherry red on pink, their tongues shifting back and forth as they tangled in one another’s embrace.

I pivoted down to their feet, where their legs were intertwined, curling toes and soft pale flesh – flawless alabaster, freckled and fair – and gazed up at their lower lips. They were grinding their hips, soft flat bellies pressed tight together, their soft pink slits nestled wet between their thighs.

I moved closer, planting one hand on the cream-colored texture of Briana’s lower back.

I slipped my other hand down the side, squeezing my grip into the meat of Kay’s bare thigh.

Suppressing a snarl, moving on instinct and lust, I blindly thrust my cock toward them, not bothering to see who I might penetrate, hungry to be inside one of them, both of them. A wet breach, yielding. Warm snug walls tight around my cock. I pushed deeper, wet heaven closing greedily around my shaft, and only when Kay’s lips twisted in sudden pleasure did I realize who I’d just entered.

Kay writhed beneath Briana as I pushed in deeper. She wrapped her thighs around Brie’s waist and angled her hips up, letting me push deeper yet. I gave her a harder thrust and she wrapped her arms around Brie’s torso, sinking her fingernails into Brie’s back, leaving bright little red scratches down the otherwise pristine canvas between Briana’s shoulder blades.

Kay came almost immediately, shivering beneath Briana’s embrace, her snug entry reflexively closing tighter around me, which only caused my lust to intensify, the seed in my balls an explosion-in-waiting.

As Kay shuddered in orgasm beneath her, Briana looked back at me from over one milk-white shoulder, a longing, somewhat petulant glimmer in her dark eyes as if to say, Don’t forget about me.

Kay’s cunt spasmed as I pulled free, only to plunge myself right into Briana’s nook, her pink walls wet and warm and snug and accepting, tightening as I penetrated her. Brie continued to look on lustfully over her bare shoulder until Kay – half-mad with pleasure – took two fistfuls of Brie’s inky dark hair and wrenched her mouth back to her own, both of them whimpering softly as they bled into one another’s kiss.

When Briana came, she wrapped her fingers around Kay’s throat, gently squeezing as her discharge squirted from her breach. Kay squealed beneath her and kissed Brie that much more passionately.

I didn’t last much longer. One, two, three pumps into Brie and I lost control, every muscle in my body cramping in pleasure, a body-wide shudder as my lust uncoiled. And yet, even at the end, I wanted to keep things fair, not content to give one more than the other.

Growling, I pulled my cock free a heartbeat before my moment of pleasure. I turned my hungry gaze down between their thighs again, two pairs of wet pink lips quivering.

My hand wrapped around my base, I grunted as I exploded, shuddering as I painted their pink lips with my cum, pearl-white on pink treasure, three successive ropes bursting until my balls were empty, until pure exhaustion overtook me, all while Kay and Briana remained in one another’s embrace, their lips growing slack yet still slapping wetly together, their kiss growing lazy and ponderous, until finally they both went limp in each other’s arms. 


Chapter Eight

I lay there for some time, my arms folded behind my head, the dim light of Briana’s tableside lamp illuminating their limp bodies, moving gently with every breath, both of them asleep with my seed still wet between their thighs.

I thought I’d fall asleep beside them…but then I felt it.

The creative surge, like I’d been feeling for days, except this time, it came as a lightning strike, rather than a hurricane.

I sat up, checking the time, a smirk on my lips when I saw it was still early, hardly past eight o’clock. I had some whiskey earlier, but it had worn off by now, and every nerve ending in my body was buzzing with a sudden need to create.

Off to the side, I eyed up Briana’s workspace, the table where she put her miniatures together, complete with brushes and little jars of paint. For just a second, I was tempted to get some work done here, if only for some pressure-release.

Nope, this isn’t the right spot, I told myself. You know where you’ve gotta go, buddy.

Quietly slipping from the bed, I slid back into my boxers then my work pants, stepping softly back out into the hallway as I pulled Briana’s bedroom door shut.

Evelyn was still curled up snug and peaceful on the couch, but Bandit was there, at the foot of the couch, sitting back on her rear haunches with an eager look in her eye.

Grinning as I pulled my boots on, I snatched my keys from the dinner table then whistled softly as I made for the door, Bandit padding silently along beside me, dutiful and loyal and cute as a button.

She lingered by the front door for just a moment as I stepped out of the apartment, casting one worried look back at Lynnie on the couch. It warmed my heart seeing Bandit becoming so protective of my ladies.

“They’re alright, girl,” I whispered. “Come with Daddy, we need to go home tonight. Daddy’s got work to do.”

Bandit responded with a happy, eager – yet muted – yap as she bounded out into the hallway. I shut and locked the apartment door and without bothering for a leash, made my way downstairs with my princess by my side. Out in the parking lot, I made for my pickup truck – Kay had parked it right next to her flower-power VW Microbus – and Bandit took her place in the passenger seat, paws up on the dash, tail wagging as I cranked the engine, just a man and his little Wookie piloting the Millenium Falcon.

*****

I drove my pickup back to the farmhouse, the last vestiges of daylight pulsing on the horizon, holding off the night, the sky turning a bruised, velvety blue as I turned up the path toward my driveway, those old oak trees lining the way, whitetail deer poking their snouts through the bushes, watching my arrival.

Bandit followed me in the house, padding along dutifully at my feet. In the kitchen, I took a tumbler glass and filled a bowl with ice then snagged a bottle of Evan Williams from the cupboard, my mind serene yet simmering, peaceful yet excited, driven by that nameless need to create.

Out back, I stuck the key into the padlock on the garage door – KA-THUNK – and let the chains fall away from the carriage doors. Pulling them open, the temperature-controlled AC gusted precise, cool air, beating back the night’s cloyingly hot humidity.

I paused once I entered, setting down the ice and whiskey and the tumbler glass on the workbench, my eyes drawn to the tarp-covered canvases scattered about, the unfinished pieces still waiting patiently upon their easels.

A mournful sigh escaped my lips. Once, I poured my soul into those paintings, even the ones I’d left half-finished. Part of me yearned to pull the tarps off, to inspect the finished works and complete the others…but these canvases were from another time.

They were from another man.

Without removing the tarps, I pulled the old canvases off the easels and set them on the floor with the others. I didn’t know what I was going to do with my old work just yet, but I knew I couldn’t look at it.

I didn’t have to. You always remembered your old work, no matter how long you left it sitting aside, those were memories settled deep in my bones, faded and musty but legible. I closed my eyes, picturing my old work, a collage of memories from another life, and I realized that all those old paintings – finished or not – had one thing in common: Loneliness.

Landscapes with muted colors, swaths of blacks and grays, browns and chromatic blues.

Lone figures among sparse trees, bare branches like skeletal fingers.

Homes with darkened windows, shadows brewing within, bereft of warmth or humanity.

Thinking back on my art now, it shocked me that I hadn’t realized it before. Even my casual sketches I made at the end of my shift each day had an air of loneliness. I recalled one of my more recent sketches from about a month ago, Bandit dashing through the chestnut trees near the lake…alone.

She lay by my feet, resting her chin on my work boot, her curious eyes staring up at me, her ears folded back.

I smiled to myself, knowing exactly what I was going to work on next.

I whistled and Bandit popped to her feet and I pulled my old stool up to a naked easel then went to my supplies scattered in and around the workbench. I pulled a fresh cotton canvas out from its protective covering, bare and white and teeming with possibility.

Resting on the canvas on the easel, I pulled up a small table – wooden, rickety legs, creaky, perfect for work – and lay my paints upon it, my brushes, and – finally – set the whiskey down, ice clinking in the otherwise empty glass.

I cracked the seal off the Evan Williams bottle and poured myself a big helping, a double shot at the least, and set the glass down next to my paints then, almost forgetting, returned to the work bench to dig out my old wooden palette, musty from the faded paint splotches from years past.

Gripping it through the thumb hole, it felt as natural in my hand as it ever had. Perhaps even more so.

I lay it on the table and brushed my fingers across coarse wooden surface then began to pick out my paints, oils and acrylics alike, laying out dabs of bright red and gold, earth tones and lush shades of green and more, all while my little princess lay at my feet, curled up tight between my work boots, her dark knowing eyes studying me as – for the first time in years – I got back to doing what I loved most.

*****

My fingers were stained from the paints by the time I finally set my brush down, losing all track of time, having spent the better part of three hours on my stool, tending to my work. I chuckled. Bandit snored sleepily between my boots – she was starting to take after Evelyn, I thought with a laugh – and the ice had completely melted in my whiskey glass, which I hadn’t even touched.

I leaned down and rubbed Bandit behind her ears. Her eyes cracked open, her nostrils flaring, and she licked my knuckles.

“C’mon out to the porch, girl,” I said, then got up from my stool, grinning at my new canvas – not nearly finished, but finally underway – and took the whiskey with me as we stepped out of the garage, pushing the carriage doors shut behind me.

I paused, looking down at the padlock, the chains resting in the grass at the garage doors.

For years, I’d been keeping the garage barred, my old work locked behind heavy metal chains.

Somehow, that didn’t feel right anymore. Though I kept the doors shut, I didn’t bother with the padlock. Bandit followed me around out front – the porch lights breaking through the gloom, lighting our way – and I dumped the old whiskey into the grass. We climbed the front steps and I fell into one of the rockers on the porch, the floorboards creaking sleepily beneath the chair. Bandit hopped heavily into my lap then curled back up across my thighs as I poured a fresh helping of whiskey, meaning to actually drink it this time.

As I took my first sip and the clock pushed closer to midnight, I heard the first whippoorwill of the evening, and soon the nightjars joined its lonely call, filling the night with their gentle chorus.


Chapter Nine

It was three in the morning when I heard the front door swing shut downstairs, when I felt the bedsprings bounce as Bandit leaped off the mattress. Cracking open one weary eye – just a little bit foggy from the double-shot of whiskey I enjoyed on the porch – I heard Evelyn’s voice down the stairsteps, gently whispering to Bandit.

It had been an exhausting day – between the long shift at work then my little date night with the ladies, not to mention those hours I spent at the new canvas – and as quickly as I woke up, my eyelids started slipping shut again, heavy with a weariness that sank deep in my bones.

Still, I fought to keep them open, sitting up in bed, bare-chested, my pajama pants tight around my waist. Half-awake yet half-asleep, when Evelyn stepped into the blue-white moonlight glow inside my room, part of me thought I was dreaming.

“Hey,” she whispered, those twin sapphire eyes trapping moonlight, sparkling.

She’d ditched her work uniform. Now she wore a thick zip-up hoodie and blue-and-yellow checkered pajama pants, tight at the waist but loose in the legs, her bare toes poking out from a pair of dark leather sandals. The curls in her hair had flattened out considerably, though still bounced noticeably as she stepped toward my bed. Her hair was bound up, pulled back, and her half-curls bounced in a ponytail like bright golden ribbons atop a giftwrapped box.

I shot her a weary smile, rubbing my eyes. “Hey,” I answered. “Trouble sleeping?”

Bandit shot around Evelyn’s feet then bounded back onto the mattress, ears cocked back, tail wagging, ass wiggling, eager for Lynnie to jump into bed with us.

“Not sure if you could put it quite like that,” she said, her voice gentle and whispery in the gloom, standing now by the side of the bed. “It’s just that the hit from Brie’s vape pen knocked me on my ass for a few hours. Now I’m awake again, that’s all.” She balled her hands up by her waist, her fingers threaded together, an uncharacteristic nervous glint in her blue eyes.

I sat up straighter, pulled the comforter down, and patted the empty mattress beside me. An acute worry shot up from my stomach, into my throat. Something was wrong.

“Here, get into bed,” I said.

Bandit yapped quietly, in agreement.

Yet Evelyn remained at the side of the bed, somewhat hesitantly. After a moment, she even took a half-step backward.

I rolled off the bed, my skin prickling from the cool AC, my bare feet slapping on the hardwood as I shot over to Lynnie right as the first tears began to moisten her eyes. I slid my arms around her waist, saying, “Hey take it easy,” but her lips wrenched into a pained smile and she looked away from me, moonlit tears streaking down her cheeks.

“I got scared,” she whispered, her voice small and somewhat musical in the night, a note from a single plucked harp string.

Though she continued to look away from me, I pulled her closer anyway, expecting her to throw her arms around me.

Instead, she kept her hands wrapped up in a nervous ball down at her waist.

“What’s so scary?” I asked, genuinely worried now, because I’d never seen Evelyn like this before.

She winced, lips pulled back into a tight, quivering pink line, and she finally turned her face toward mine, pained and tear-streaked and vulnerable.

“When I woke up I looked for you but couldn’t find you,” she said. “I walked through that gloomy old apartment, whispering your name. I found Briana and KK sleeping naked in bed but you weren’t there, either, and I suddenly got this terrible thought…”

I raised my hands up from her waist to her cheeks, cupped them in my palms, and wiped the tears from beneath her eyes with the pads of my thumbs. “What?” I asked gently. “What terrible thought?”

She inhaled sharply. When she exhaled, her entire body shuddered and fresh tears came to her eyes. “It occurred to me that you might have been having second thoughts,” she whispered, barely audible, as if she didn’t want to hear her own words.

“Second thoughts?” I echoed, quietly shocked.

She nodded, her eyelids still shut tight, still bleeding tears like liquid glass. “It’s a big undertaking,” she whispered. “And yeah, I guess for a guy it seems cool enough, having three women move into your home…but who’s to say?”

“Who’s to say what?” I pressed, though I was now beginning to realize what Lynnie was getting at.

Finally, she opened her eyes, glimmering with tears like freshly polished gemstones. “C’mon Billy. You’ve been having this peaceful serene life here with Bandit, just the two of you. And maybe it sounded really awesome at first, inviting the three of us to live with you, but if you’re having second thoughts, I’ll completely understand. Briana and Kay will, too.” She sniffled. “I just figured that you left because you were having doubts.”

I couldn’t help but smile. I even chuckled a little.

“Something did occur to me after the three of you fell asleep,” I said gently. “But no, Lynnie, it wasn’t me having any doubts about our new life together.”

She looked up at me, her wet sapphire eyes hopeful, but cautious. “But what occurred to you? Why did you leave?”

“Come out to my garage,” I told her, smiling. “I can show you.”


Chapter Ten

Shirtless in my pajamas, bedtime slippers on my bare feet, I held Lynnie’s hand as I walked her out back, to the garage. It was just the two of us, this time; Bandit had gotten tired as we spoke up in the bedroom and curled up on the bed by herself as I was putting on my slippers.

Using the flashlight on my phone, we stalked through the bushes, guided by the gentle hum of the garage’s temp-controlled AC unit. I’d left the lights on in the garage when I finished; they glowed through the side windows, made bright lines between the cracks in the carriage doorframes.

“Lately, something’s been different with me,” I said quietly, our footfalls crunching in the grass, the bushes dancing around us. “I’ve been feeling this rush – a creative one – like I haven’t experienced in years…or maybe, ever.”

We stopped at the carriage doors, the AC unit humming gently, whippoorwill calls puncturing the night. Somewhere in the trees, an owl hooted twice then went silent.

Evelyn was no longer crying, though her eyes still had a glassy, teary sheen, making them sparkle in the dim light from the garage as she smiled. “Wait a minute, Billy…” she paused, a realization growing in her eyes. “Are you telling me that you started painting again?”

Grinning, I nodded. “That’s why I left so early tonight,” I said. “Like I said, I’ve been feeling that creative rush, but over the last few days it’s been just so overwhelming, like my mind was moving too quick for my paint brush to keep up. I knew that a fresh idea was going to come to me, I was just waiting for the right time to act on it.” I turned back toward the garage, knocked on the heavy carriage door, then looked back to Lynnie. “The right time came tonight, after the three of you all fell asleep.”

Lynnie grinned wider, her eyes drying faster now. She stepped beside me and lay her open palms across the carriage doors. “Is it finished?” she asked.

I shook my head. “A painting can take a while to complete,” I said. “Especially the good ones. And, honestly, I think this one is going to turn out to be pretty good.” I paused, smirking. “Maybe the best work I’ve ever done, fingers crossed.”

She took my hands in hers and the moonlight reflected in her eyes, a gray glimmer tinged with sapphire. “Billy, I’m so glad you told me this.” She laughed lightly, crinkling her nose. “I’m just so happy that you’re really getting back to your art again.”

“Anyway, I normally don’t show my work until it’s finished,” I said. “Well, actually, these last few years, I haven’t shown my work to anyone, period. But still.” I gripped her fingers tight in my own. “I saw how upset you were. If you need proof that the reason I came home was to start this painting, I’m willing to show you what I’ve got so far.”

She shook her head, an adorable smile on her lips. “You don’t need to prove anything to me, Mr. Deliveryman,” she smiled.

“Are you sure?” I asked. “I mean, you came all this way because you were worried. And really, it’s not that big a deal if I show you.”

She gave me another reassuring shake of her head, then got up on her tiptoes, the grass crunching beneath her sandals, and looked into my eyes. “I did come all this way in the middle of the night, yeah,” she said. “But I’m not about to jinx your work by looking at it this early, when you’ve only just begun.” Then, her smile shifted. Lynnie’s inner prankster shone through, a slightly devious curve in her lips, that familiar naughty sparkle in her eyes. “However, since I did drive all the way out here in the dark, maybe there’s something else you can show me to make it worth my while.”

Giggling, she pulled her right hand away. She lowered it below my waist and nibbled her bottom lip slowly as she grabbed my crotch, instantly rousing my cock, blood flooding into it, making me stiff.

My smile faded into a look of hunger as I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her close, but then I remembered.

“Well shit, Lynnie,” I answered. “You told me earlier that it’s your time of the month.”

Despite my answer, my cock grew stiffer in my pajama pants. Evelyn paused a moment, shifting her fingers, slowly wrapping them around my bulge as she poked up higher on her tiptoes and kissed me on the mouth.

It was a quick kiss, but wet and soft and full of longing.

“It was my time of the month,” she whispered back to me. Then, before kissing me again, she added, “It’s all cleared up now, though.”

We paused, hardly longer than a single heartbeat, yet it seemed to last half-an-hour.

Something shifted in my chest, like I’d just popped the clutch in my heart and stomped my foot on the gas.

As a raw, burning lust shot up through my sternum, I scooped Evelyn securely into my arms, gripping her slim bronzed body tight, and did an about-face, marching her briskly back toward the farmhouse as the nightjars broke out in another song, louder than before, like they were urging us on.


Chapter Eleven

I strode through the living room, Lynnie still curled up in my arms. Bandit had come downstairs. She was on the couch now, roused from a deep sleep, watching us with rheumy eyes before laying her head back down on the sofa cushions, drifting back off.

Lynnie kept one arm draped across my shoulder, fingertips tickling the base of my neck, her other hand on my chest, palm splayed out across my sternum, gently clenching her fingernails, little pricks between my pecs.

She felt weightless in my arms as I ascended the steps, moonlight from the hallway windows beaming inside, illuminating her face with a lunar glow, showing the faint, damp outlines of tear streaks still drying on her cheeks.

My eyes narrowed at those drying tears, my heart clenching in reflexive pain when I remembered the way she wept, the sorrow in her voice when – for just a short while – she’d convinced herself that I left her, that I left the three of them, that I’d steal away in the dead of night.

Though it had all just been one big misunderstanding, I still felt that this was a wrong that needed to be set right.

I wouldn’t stand to be the cause of Lynnie’s heartbreak, even if it was temporary, even if it was accidental.

Stepping through the master bedroom doorway, I kicked the door shut securely behind us. Evelyn dug her fingernails a little deeper into the flesh of my chest – building anticipation, her lust and want growing palpable – just before I lay her gently on my bed, her bronzed butterscotch body hidden below her flimsy layers, the zip-up hoodie and the checkered pajamas.

On one knee up on the mattress beside her, I lay my hands on her knees, sliding them downward, then touched her bare skin – right where her pajama pantlegs shifted up, revealing her ankles, her lower calves – and Lynnie exhaled unevenly when I tugged her sandals off.

I ran my hands along her bare feet, caressing her soles with my thumbs, studying her eyes when I released my grip then reached up, to the collar of her hoodie, catching the zipper slider between my forefinger and thumb.

She squirmed a little, gripping the bedsheets beneath her, her chest rising and falling heavily with increasingly rapid breaths when I slowly began pulling the slider down. The zipper teeth parted, revealing the smooth butterscotch of her sternum.

A little lower, and the hoodie slid open wider, showing me that her torso was bare save for a virgin-white bra, soft floral patterns showing in the lunar glow. I pulled the slider all the way down, unclipping the base of the zipper, and the hoodie fell open completely.

I found her bare stomach quivering with each breath, trembling slightly, and I lay my open palms on her lower torso – one just above her right hip, the other just above her belly button, my thumb brushing the crest of her navel – as I leaned in, my teeth clenched tight with intensity, a ferocious, lustful hunger thrashing within me, screaming for release.

As I leaned closer to her, I slid my hands upward – one sliding from her hip up to her ribcage, the other from her navel up to the canyon between her tits – and I kissed her, soft and tentative, brushing my lips against hers, feeling her lips part – cool and smooth on the crests, wet and eager, still trembling softly – and my cock throbbed with a sudden urge when I felt her soft tongue brush against my lips.

I broke the kiss, wanting to study her body. Pushing her arms back above her head, I slid my hands up her inner arms, touching the cool supple skin, then helped her free from the left sleeve of her hoodie, then the right. The sweatshirt lay discarded beneath her as shifted her arms down to my waist, her soft fingers tickling just above my hips, her gentle touch stoking the fires of lust raging in my pants.

Leaning toward her again, I kissed her throat, ran my lips down to her clavicle, then kissed her above her right breast, then the left, sliding my hands beneath her, unclasping the bra, grunting in satisfaction as she shrugged it off, showing me the naked heaven of her bare tits, firm and sculpted, her nipples eager and bright pink.

Despite the maelstrom of my libido, I took my time. Whenever the need to truly ravish her pulsed in my heart, I merely glanced at the drying streaks of tears on her cheeks to rein myself in.

She’d been hurt and I wanted to make that right. Every part of her slender body was precious, pristine, worthy of worship, and I lay my lips on her soft skin accordingly. I kissed her abdomen, every inch of it, enjoying the soft movements of her stomach as I kissed my way upward, across her lower sternum, my hands cupping her bare tits, massaging, softly squeezing.

Sliding my left hand up toward her arm, I closed my lips around one bare nipple, listening to Lynnie gasp sharply as I tightened my lips around it, flicking the tip with my tongue, moving my left hand gently up to her arm, cupping her flesh until I held her at the elbow.

Releasing my right hand, I slid that up her arm, as well, then closed my lips tight around her other breast. As I tightened my lips around her nipple, Evelyn exhaled sharply, arching her back beneath me, whispering my name, “Oh Billy…”

Gripping her around both elbows, I pulled my mouth free from her nipple, kissed the gentle contours of her chest – between her tits, then above them – planting one last wet kiss just below her sternal notch before I shifted upward, toward her mouth, the bulge in my pajama pants pressing into her thighs as I looked into those sapphire eyes once more.

She opened her thighs, kicked her legs around my waist, dug her heels into the base of my spine, catching the waistband of my pajama pants. Grunting quietly with effort, Lynnie kicked my pants down – catching my boxers, as well – and strained her thighs as she slid them off me, my bare cock throbbing between us now.

Releasing my grip on her elbows, I took her by the chin, tilted her face back, and kissed her again, deeper and more eager than before, my cock thrumming with raw desire as I probed her mouth with my tongue.

As I held her by the chin, I slipped my free hand downward, to her waist, felt the soft checkered pajama pants and tugged them down, hooking my thumb in the waistband, my cock stiffening to an almost painful degree when I realized that she wasn’t wearing panties.

I tugged her pajamas down to her thighs, broke our kiss, leaned back, and pulled more insistently, both hands now, my eyes burning like hot coals as I spied her mound, her bronzed skin tone just a hint lighter, her glistening pink flower petals wet in anticipation of my kiss.

I kissed down her chest, between her bare breasts, gliding my lips slow and smooth down her quivering abdomen. Her right hand shot to the back of my head, gripping my hair in her fist as I swirled my tongue around her belly button once, twice, then kissed her along the waist, the heat from her sex growing more palpable with every touch.

Cupping the butterscotch flesh of her legs, I kissed down her inner thighs, the right then the left then back again, inching closer to her dewy breach with every kiss. Evelyn roiled beneath me, hooking her left leg around my shoulder, clenching her smooth calf against the back of my neck, her toes already curling and I hadn’t even touched her sex yet.

Carefully, slowly, I kissed my way around her nub, keeping my lips a half-inch away from her rosebud, teasing it but not actually touching it. She was already grinding her hips, the sweet dew churning between her thighs aromatic and delicious, and when I finally flicked the tip of my tongue across her clit, Lynnie seized up beneath me, digging her heel into my back.

The bedsheets popped off the ends of the mattress as she gripped them tight in her fist, gripping so tight her knuckles turned red, and when I closed my lips softly around her nub she arched her back and reflexively thrust her hips upward, smearing the dew of her sex across my chin.

One lap around her nub then a second, and I kissed her inner thighs and slid a finger inside her, curling it then pressing my fingertip deep, toward her inner sensitivity. This alone made her chest heave, made her cry out in a whimpering moan, but when I swirled my tongue once more around her clitoris that moan turned into a shriek.

She gushed as she came and I felt her discharge drench me from my chin down to my chest. Grinning fiercely – and feeling a rush of romantic pride as her body trembled around me from her orgasm – I casually wiped my chin with the back of my fist and mounted her.

Still in a spasm from her release, Evelyn was still a greedy lover, aching for more, and she didn’t wait for me to poke against her breach. No, ravenous as I’d ever seen her, Evelyn hooked her legs around my waist then reached down, gripped my cock in her fingers and angled my tip against her entry.

Before I could even thrust into her, she tightened her thighs around me, pulling me in on her own. I simply wasn’t ready for the wet, warm embrace of her sex. I threw my head back, wincing, the moon glaring at me through the bedroom window as I tried my hardest not to burst.

Somehow, I held back, then turned my hungry gaze back to Evelyn. Her ponytail had come undone, golden half-curls spooled out around her angelic face, and as I pumped deeper into her, she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled my face close to hers.

I expected a kiss.

Instead, she parted her quivering pink gentle lips and said, “Someday soon, Billy, I want you to get me pregnant.”

The moment she said this, she tightened her walls around me, squeezing her thighs tighter around my waist, clenching her arms tighter around my neck.

The heat of her sex had me on the edge. Then, in the glimmer in my mind’s eye, I saw myself coming home from a long day on the truck, saw Lynnie coming out on the porch to greet me, sapphire eyes flecked gold from the setting sun, her belly swollen with life.

Yes, I understood that having just come off her menstrual cycle, Evelyn likely wasn’t fertile at all at the moment.

It didn’t matter.

Those words ringing in my ear…

That image lingering in my mind’s eye…

I called Evelyn’s name as I pushed as deep into her as I could get. Her cunt only grew tighter, sensing my release, and as Lynnie came again when my manhood bumped up against her cervix, I poured every drop of myself into her.

My vision turned to static at my moment of pleasure, half-blinded by lust, half-blinded by a vision of a family. Even when every last drop had spilled out of me, I continued to thrust gently into her, working my hips and grinding inside her as my seed dripped down her inner thighs, pale white pearls against her butterscotch flesh.

As I kept pumping slowly, Evelyn wiped the sweat from my brow, her lips slack with exhaustion. She kissed me lightly, nibbling my bottom lips as she pulled away, and when the wet smack of her kiss ceased, she gazed into my eyes.

“I meant it,” she whispered.

Soon, my cock was tingling again. My gentle pumps grew with intensity, the dewy slap of my cock in her sex growing more rapid, growing louder.

“I meant it,” she repeated, her lips trembling now, her eyelids fluttering.

Half-snarling, I pumped in harder, her inner walls wet all over again, possibly even wetter than before…

“I meant it,” she squealed, cumming again. “Oh Billy, I meant it, I meant it, I meant it…”

Lying atop her, her legs wrapped around my waist and her arms clinging around my shoulders, I spent myself inside her again, gasping as I came.

We remained there, just like that. Me on top of her, her limbs wrapped around me, my seed weeping from her breach.

She kept repeating it. “I meant it,” she whispered. “Billy, I meant it more than anything I’ve ever said before…”

And as she ran her fingers through my hair and continued to whisper those words in my ear, I dozed, then fell into what might have been the deepest sleep I’ve ever had.


Chapter Twelve

I didn’t sleep much, obviously. After painting until midnight then rousing at three to be with Evelyn, I only managed a few hours of sleep before sunrise, not that I felt any worse for wear.

I woke up with a beaming smile on my face, a buzzing energy in my bones, and the sweet fragrance of our lovemaking the night before hung in the air as Evelyn slept, naked beneath the blanket, the bedsheets still a tangled mess atop the mattress.

Romantic as it might have been, I didn’t have time to make her breakfast. The ladies had lots of stuff that I had to load onto the borrowed truck today, and I wasn’t about to let any one of them lift a finger to help me.

Instead, I shot a takeout order on my phone – there was a nice breakfast sandwich place down on Main Street – then brewed a pot of coffee while I cracked a can of wet dog food for Bandit in the kitchen.

Evelyn rose just after the breakfast sandwiches arrived. She came down in her pajama pants and hoodie, smiling, her bare feet cool on the kitchen floor.

“Good morning,” she grinned.

I already had a plate set for her at the table, complete with a mug of coffee and fresh orange juice. “Eat up,” I said, grinning back at her. “I’ve got a truck to pack and today’s going to be a hot one.”

*****

At my insistence, Lynnie, Brie, and KK left the hard labor to me. They took Bandit with them for a trip out to the park, where the ladies could fix a picnic in the grass while Bandit terrorized squirrels.

And yeah, the day was hot as hell. I packed their things into boxes – with bubble wrap and packing cushions for the fragile stuff – then began loading the haul onto a hand truck.

Though the apartment was air-conditioned, the parking lot was sweltering, the back of the rig even more so. I extended the loading ramp – creaking metal, aluminum and steel – and every time I dragged a load into the back of the truck, sweat flopped into my eyes, burning something fierce.

Yet, I never complained, not even in my thoughts. I hauled each load with sweat weeping from every pore, but the smile was fixed on my face, set like concrete.

Within hours, I had every last item packed onto the truck, arranged according to fragility and tied down securely with ratchet straps. I did one last sweep up in their apartment, making sure I didn’t leave anything behind.

Pulling out my phone, I sent a message to the group text.

‘Alright ladies, your old place is empty,’ I wrote. ‘I’m heading back to the farmhouse now in the borrowed rig. We can figure out who’s going to drive me back here for my pickup truck later.’

I slid my phone back into my pocket, looked back at the empty apartment, and smiled.

It was a nice place, sure. The ladies had plenty of good memories from their time here, to be certain.

I chuckled softly, knowing that their next batch of memories would come at home with me.

*****

I unloaded the truck, hauling their boxes into the house, then up to their respective bedrooms. Though we’d probably be spending many nights together in the master bedroom, each of the ladies would have their own private space. Lord knows, I had plenty of it.

The next two hours went by in a flash, with me working like a beast of burden getting the boxes up to their rooms then unpacking every item, bit by bit. Before I knew it, the sun had grown low and lazy, a warm golden glow falling across the house.

Then I heard them.

I was in the master bedroom, changing my outfit, tossing my sweat-soaked clothes into the hamper, swapping them out for shorts and a tank top. I looked out the window when I heard the tires crunching in the gravel outside.

Evelyn got out of the Toy-Cam, grinning, Bandit by her side, no leash required.

Kay stepped out of her VW Microbus, tie-dyed and smiling.

Brie came last, stepping out of her old car dressed in a sleek red dress, with six-inch heels as black as her hair.

I grinned. My ladies were home.
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The world might have ended, but for Bobby Parker, the fun is just about to begin.

Five years ago, most of humanity vanished without a trace, leaving few survivors. Monsters poured out of portals from another dimension and now roam the earth. With his wits and some luck, Bobby Parker has survived in an idyllic mountain getaway, which he’s turned into a fortified base complete with a functioning farm and security measures. He’s safe, he’s secure, he’s self-sufficient, and he’s alone. That all changes when Bobby meets Morgan, a down-to-earth beauty whose knack for handling a pump-action shotgun is outshined only by her fashion sense.

An initial passionate encounter leads to a tender relationship and Bobby couldn’t be happier…until he realizes that Morgan isn’t the only pretty young woman who has survived the apocalypse.

APOCALYPSE HAREM is a relaxing slice-of-life depiction of MFFF contemporary harem relationships in a light fantasy setting that includes group menage scenes with multiple partners, all from the straight male main character’s POV. The women in this novella are exploring both their emerging bisexuality and their shared desire to build an unconventional life with the main character.

Book 4 coming soon!
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