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Chapter One

It was dark when I woke up grimacing, teeth clenched, groaning at what felt like hot nails being driven into my upper arm. I moved my right shoulder. It grinded and popped in the socket like old metal, like rusted gears thirsty for WD-40. Bandit stirred next to me in the bed, whimpering, sensing my pain. I reached over with my good arm and scratched her behind the ears.

“I’ll be fine, honey,” I groaned. Then added: “At least, I think so.”

I clicked my phone on. The screen was garish in the dark, obnoxiously informing me that it was only two in the morning, hours before my shift. I was two days deep into an overtime rush. Another driver had come down with the flu and the bosses tapped me to pick up the slack on my first day back to work after my Jersey trip with Briana. Normally, I wouldn’t have minded, but I tweaked my right rotator cuff during a late delivery and I’d been in agony ever since.

There wasn’t much I could do about it. It was an old injury – wear and tear, part of the gig – and the doctors said I was stuck with it. They offered me painkillers, but I refused the pills; I’d known too many blue-collar guys in my old neighborhood back in Columbus who’d had their lives ruined popping prescription painkillers. I could hardly stomach an aspirin, literally; they often caused my guts to twist into knots.

I sat up, knowing the pain wouldn’t let me get back to sleep. Bandit crawled across my lap, her ears folded back, the bright red bandanna tied around her neck barely visible in the skimpy moonlight.

“God, this is going to be a long day,” I growled.

Suddenly, Bandit perked up, her head tilted toward the window. I heard it, too. Tires crunching in the gravel, a vehicle coming up smooth and quiet along the path leading to my driveway.

Headlights flashed as the vehicle rounded the bend and Bandit yapped happily, bopping off my lap then down onto the hardwood floor before scampering downstairs, her stumpy tail going a mile a minute.

Out in the driveway, I heard the gentle rhythm of an electric-powered engine. I looked out the window and saw Evelyn’s slick black Model 3 Tesla out front, the dashboard glowing chartreuse in the gloom before she cut the engine.

“Hm,” I grunted, then pulled on my hoodie.

I hadn’t heard much from Evelyn these last few days. No one had. Briana and Kay had texted me repeatedly, asking me if Evelyn had reached out. She had texted me, although only briefly, just to let me know she was still hashing out problems with her parents back home.

Downstairs, I heard Bandit yapping as Evelyn let herself inside. By the time I got down to the living room, Evelyn was lying on the couch, face-down on the cushions, with Bandit sitting squat and small between her shoulder blades, ears cocked back, tail still going.

“Bandit, get down from there, girl,” I laughed.

“She’s fine,” Evelyn said, her voice muffled, talking into the cushions.

I yawned, trying to rub the sleep from my eyes, and approached the couch. Evelyn’s blonde hair was pulled back into a tight bun, a few loose strands hanging behind her right ear. She wore a tight spaghetti strap top, light blue and low cut along the back, showing off her lightly bronzed, tanned skin. She had tight white cotton shorts on and flip-flops dangling from her toes, like she’d tried to kick them off and given up halfway.

“Okay, but are you fine?” I asked.

Finally, she looked up, her bright blue eyes red at the edges, hinting at tears that had come not long ago. “Oh yeah, I’m great,” she said. “I mean, I’ve ruined my life by mouthing off to my parents. And I’ve also failed my two best friends. Did I mention that I’m too ashamed to face KK and Brie? Because yeah, that too.”

I whistled and Bandit leapt off Evelyn’s back. I offered Evelyn my hand then helped her sit up. Her flip-flops tumbled off her feet and hit the floor lightly.

“Brie might have told me that things weren’t going so hot with your parents,” I told her.

I slid a comforting arm around Evelyn’s shoulder – my right arm, with my shoulder shrieking at me with the movement – and rubbed her back. Evelyn leaned against me and offered me a sarcastic smile.

“All I had to do was keep my mouth shut and put up with my parents for just a little while longer,” she said. “But no. I’m a stupid, spoiled rich brat. Compared to Kay and Briana, I’ve never had a problem – a real problem – in my entire life. I had the world on a platter but I screwed it up.”

“Why don’t we start from the beginning?” I asked. “What happened?”

“You know about my mom and dad. The hedge fund psycho and the finance ghoul.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, you mentioned them.”

“Well, they told me – ordered me! – to start applying for internships at different finance firms,” Evelyn said, with fresh tears starting to dampen her eyes. “And, well…I lost it,” she said with a shrug. “I told them I was sick of being told what to do. Told them I didn’t want to become some finance creature, told them that they made me chase this stupid degree.” She lowered her voice. Her sarcastic smile tightened, bright yet mirthless. “I told them that’s not how my life’s going to go.”

Despite my aching shoulder, I tightened my arm around her. “I suppose they didn’t take it well,” I said.

“They took it better than I thought,” she said earnestly, her dark smile tightening further at the edges, straining. “They were super understanding and supportive.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Really?”

“Of course not,” she chuckled, twin tear drops tumbling from each eye, racing down her cheeks in unison. “They cut me off. Like, left me with practically nothing. I mean, I’ve got a few grand stashed in a savings account, but other than that, nothing.”

I sighed, held her tighter. “Listen, you did the right thing,” I said.

“I don’t think so,” she said, her voice breaking, her false smile shattering, flipping sharply into an opposing frown. She blinked twice and the tears came harder, her pink lips quivering. “When it comes time to pay our rent, I won’t be able to afford it,” she said, her words coming out stiff and strained between sobs. “I mean, I’m about to graduate, right, so what, but Brie and Kay both have at least one semester left. They’re not going to have anywhere to stay…”

Though it stung me right through the heart to see Evelyn upset like this, I couldn’t help but crack a small smile.

I considered how often she’d been bullied for coming from a wealthy family, how that pain must have affected her. Obviously, she internalized it. The way she kept referring to herself as ‘spoiled’ was evidence enough…and yet, when the chips were down, Evelyn was showing herself to be absolutely selfless.

She wasn’t worried about herself at all. Rather, she was worried about Kay and Briana, even though Evelyn wouldn’t have anywhere to go, either.

She looked up at me, her bright blue eyes awash in tears, and only then did I notice the dark crescents under her eyes.

“Evelyn, how long have you been driving around crying tonight?” I asked.

She sniffled. “Dunno. What time is it?”

I smirked. “Two in the morning.”

“Oh Christ, you must hate me,” she groaned. “You’re this hard-working guy with a real job. Now your night is wasted because some side-piece blonde rich chick is blowing up your spot hours and hours before sunrise.”

“Hey,” I said, a little offended. “You’re not a side-piece. We’re dating, remember? Even if we didn’t put any girlfriend-boyfriend labels on us yet.”

Bandit yapped in agreement.

Evelyn cracked an honest grin at that. She held her hand out and Bandit licked her fingers. She wiped her tears away. They kept coming, but at least her grin remained. “But still, Billy, we’ve only been ‘dating’ for a little bit. Yet here I am, the dumb spoiled rich chick dumping all her problems in your lap in the middle of the night.”

“Don’t call yourself that,” I said, pulling her closer to me, despite the fiery agony brewing in my shoulder. “You’re definitely not dumb and I’ve never known any spoiled people who constantly put their friends first. Have you even been listening to yourself?”

She shrugged. “I know, I know…but where are they going to go?”

I grimaced and pulled my arm from her shoulders, rolling it, stretching out my aching joint. Once the blaze of pain passed, I smiled at her and gestured around my house.

“Well hell, I’ve got plenty of space here,” I said.

Her eyes snapped open wide, blue and gleaming, adorably bright through her tears. “What…really?”

“You already have a key,” I said. “I can get two more copies.”

“No, we couldn’t,” she said, shaking her head. “That would be…it would just be too…”

“Awful,” I said. “Yeah, real terrible, having three gorgeous women moving into my big empty house.”

She snorted, wiping away the last few tears. “You’re…you’re serious.”

“I sure am,” I said. “And take it easy for tonight, too. Stay here, with me. Stay tomorrow, if you’d like. Think things over. Take a day off. You can hang out with Bandit while I’m at work.”

She nodded in contemplation for a moment. “Might be a good idea,” she said. “I don’t know if I’m ready to face Briana and KK yet. I might need some extra time.”

“So take it,” I said. “If they ask, I’ll let them know you’re here, that you’re alright. And, when you’re ready – and if you decide you can put up with me – then you guys can all move in.”

She smiled, albeit cautiously, yet I could see her enthusiasm growing by the second, until finally, all traces of her old sorrows had vanished. “I’ll have to talk to Brie and Kay about it…but Billy, MY GOD!”

She shot forward, caught me in her arms, and bowled me over, peppering my face with little kisses. I laughed and kissed her back, catching the taste of tears still wet on her lips. Bandit barked enthusiastically and hopped onto the couch with us, worming her way right between us, then popped her snout up and licked me on the chin.

“Well,” I said, “I think Bandit agrees that it’s a good idea for you guys to stay here, too.”

Then, Bandit suddenly shifted to the side, pinning her front paws down sharply on my right shoulder. The pain came, hot and fast, those hot nails turning to fiery daggers sinking into my shoulder then radiating down my arm, turning my fingers numb.

“Damn!” I growled, sitting up suddenly.

Bandit hopped off me and Evelyn leaned backward, up onto her knees, her face now flushed with renewed worry. “What is it?” she asked.

I shook my head, still wincing, my left hand pressed tight against my blazing shoulder. “Nothing, really,” I groaned. “An old injury flaring up, that’s all. Been doing some overtime lately, extra stops, but really, it’s nothing.”

She put her hands on her hips, where her light blue shirt crept up from her shorts, exposing that buttery bronzed skin. Even with the painful bolts shooting through my arm, I gazed admiringly at that sliver of her bare stomach.

“It doesn’t look like nothing to me, Mr. Deliveryman,” she grinned. “Don’t be a tough guy. Let me know what I can do to help.”

“Ain’t much to do,” I said.

“I can run to the pharmacy if you need something for pain,” she said. “There’s that twenty-four hour Walgreens down on campus.”

I shook my head. “I have some ibuprofen upstairs, but it makes my stomach cramp,” I said. “I can barely handle a low-dose aspirin without it turning my insides into pretzels.”

Her soft pink lips curved sharply, her eyes glinting in the lamplight next to the couch. “Let’s get you upstairs, Mr. Deliveryman. I know how to take care of you.”

“This is going to be one of the very few times I’ll ever turn down an offer like that,” I said, grinning through my agony. “But I don’t know if I’m up for any late-night romps right now.”

She leaned forward, tapped me twice on the nose, then kissed my forehead. “Although that would be nice, that’s not what I’m talking about,” she said. She threaded her fingers together, palms-outward, and dramatically cracked her knuckles. “Come on, tough guy. I’ve got a knack for massages and I’ll be damned if you don’t look like you need one.”

“Maybe it’ll help with the pain,” I agreed, but shook my head in frustration anyway. “But this damn shoulder woke me up even before you got here. I don’t think I’ll be getting back to sleep tonight.”

She gave me another kiss, this one on the lips. “Let’s see what we can do about that,” she smiled.

*****

I stood at the foot of my bed, doubtful of her plan – despite feeling the sudden tug of exhaustion – and I rubbed my raw shoulder in the glow of the lamp sitting by my bedside table.

She’d been driving around in that outfit all night, so she was eager to get changed. After slipping into one of my undershirts and a pair of boxers – plus a pair of sweatsocks, scrunched halfway up her calves – she ran back downstairs.

I frowned when I heard the front door open, wondering if she was about to leave. However, a moment later, I heard her come back in, shutting and locking the front door behind her.

She returned to the bedroom with a big glass of ginger ale clinking with ice cubes along with a pill, a little red gel cap.

“Take this,” she said, thrusting it out in her open palm.

I shook my head. “It’s too close to daylight for a sleeping pill,” I said.

“Trust me, I used it when I had to stay up late studying for that stupid finance final,” she pressed. “Kay gave it to me. It’s some real hippie-dippy natural stuff, a light dose of melatonin mixed with some herbs or whatever. It’ll help you sleep but it won’t leave you groggy.”

I hesitated.

“Would you really think I’d let you get on a truck in a few hours if you were going to be doped up?” she smirked. “C’mon dude. I’m gonna be shacking up with you, I can’t have you dying in a truck accident. Where would I stay? I’d be homeless, Mr. Deliveryman!”

Bandit hopped onto the bed next to her and yapped in agreement.

“Alright, alright! Enough, both of you!” I laughed. I plucked the pill from her palm, tossed it into my mouth, and washed it down with the ginger ale. The ginger ale was cold and sweet. I yawned right after swallowing.

“Come on,” Evelyn said, walking over to the bed. She hopped right into the middle of it, sitting upright against the bedboard. She spread her thighs open wide and patted the mattress between them. “Get in, tough guy. Let me work on that shoulder.”


Chapter Two

I yawned heavily, the exhaustion settling deep in my bones, and I crawled into bed as the air conditioning vents pumped crisp, cool air into the bedroom, covering my body with eager pinpricks.

I slid onto the mattress then sat backward, against Evelyn. She slid her legs around me, splayed out, comfortingly smooth and soft against me as she draped her left arm across my chest then softly laid her right hand against my right shoulder.

“Get out of that hoodie,” she whispered.

I grunted in muted pain as I sat up then raised my arms over my head and pulled the hoodie off, my bare torso and back sensitive to the AC chill in the bedroom. Evelyn trailed her fingertips down the length of my spine, a tickling yet pleasant sensation, little fingernail scratches that started from the base of my neck down to the small of my back.

The pain flared again, but I settled back against Evelyn once more. She spider-walked the fingers of her left hand across my sternum then repositioned her right hand on my shoulder. Though her hair was still pulled tight into that golden bun, I felt a few loose strands tickling my bare shoulder, easing my weary bones.

She walked her left hand back up my chest, trailed her forefinger against the groove of my sternal notch, then moved her hand up the left side of my face, fingertips tickling my jaw, my cheek, before sliding up smoothly through my hair.

She curled the fingers of her right hand, like an eagle perched on a branch, talons settled softly on the wood. Gently, she pressed her fingertips into my upper deltoid, pressing lightly but with growing insistence upon the muscle.

At first, I grimaced, jaw clenched tight, the pain pulsing in every nerve ending in my arm like each little node might suddenly burst like a firecracker. Yet, she just pressed tighter, and within a moment the sharpest edges of the pain began to relent.

“Shhh,” she whispered, her breath warm and comforting against my ear, her lips so close I could feel them moving, brushing subtly against my earlobe.

She shifted her right hand higher, across my trap muscles, kneading and applying pressure. She curved them forward slightly, at my neck, the tips of her forefinger and middle finger curling around then pressing once more with that soft insistence as she put pressure on a particularly sensitive knot.

“Ah,” I growled, as another bolt of pain flared in my shoulder socket but began to ease back down almost as quickly.

With her fingers clawed softly into the front of my shoulder, she pressed her thumb deep into the rear, spinning her thumb in a clockwise motion as she kneaded my rear trapezius, the sharp, fiery pain soon giving way to warm relief, a series of little rippling tingles dancing from my neck down through my shoulder.

Her legs were splayed out at my sides, golden skin, smooth thighs the color of butterscotch. I lifted my good arm, rested my left hand on her left knee, moved it up, feeling the goosebumps on her soft flesh.

I cupped her skin, pressing my fingers lightly into the meat of her thigh. She slid her left hand through my hair again, still pressing her fingertips deep into my shoulder muscles with her right hand. There was a quiet, painful flare, but it was less intense than before. It was like I could feel the little knots in my nerves and muscles slowly loosening, coming apart.

Her left hand swept through my hair again, then back the way it came, down my cheek, to my jawline, down across my neck before she draped it down across my shoulder once more. I raised my left hand from her thigh – my fingers had left little white marks in her skin, quickly fading back to that golden butterscotch hue – then ran my fingers across her forearm draped across my chest.

I leaned back against her, this time giving her more of my weight. She tightened her grip, accepting me, and for a moment I’d forgotten that I’d only known this young woman for less than a month, hardly even three full weeks.

As I gave the weight of my body over to her, as she held me and soothed my aching injury, it certainly didn’t feel like she’d only known me for a few weeks. No, she held me and soothed me like she truly cared for me.

(Dude, don’t even say it…)

Yeah, I guess you could have said that she held me like she loved me.

I slid my fingers around her forearm, felt her smooth skin, the light golden hairs, then stretched my hand up to hers. I ran my fingertips across the smooth curvature of her knuckles, her fingers.

Heat shot through my veins when I felt her lips press against my ear again, a gentle kiss, slightly wet, her lips parting, her tongue brushing against me, a quick slip, soft and pink, out then in again. Yes, something stirred within me, and for a moment, the fire in my blood seemed like it might overtake my exhaustion.

Only for a moment, though.

Another yawn escaped me, somewhat taking me by surprise. Evelyn tightened her legs around me. Looking down and to the side, I saw that pair of boxer shorts ride higher along her upper thigh, close to her hipbone, where there was a subtle shift in her skin tone, butterscotch to a more creamy white, hints of a tan line. Despite the view, my eyes grew heavier. Dimly, I realized the numbness in my fingers was fading, turning into irksome pins and needles before the relieving warmth of Evelyn’s touch reached my hand.

At some point – I wasn’t sure when it happened – Evelyn reached over and clicked off the light on the bedside table. Outside the bedroom window, clouds smoked across the moon, snuffing it out, the ink-black darkness so complete I couldn’t tell if my eyes were open or closed.

I turned my head to the side, my cheek pressing against the bare smooth light bronze of Evelyn’s chest, which felt soft and more welcoming than any pillow I’d ever lay upon, and as I yawned one final time, I felt her lips pressing light against my neck before sleep overtook me.


Chapter Three

As I hung in the warm blackness of a good sleep, my dim waking mind caught the sound of my phone alarm going off, just a single note of the obnoxious BLEET-BLEET-BLEET ringtone I’d programmed for my alarm.

One awful BLEET then nothing but silence; Evelyn must have clicked the alarm off a moment after it sounded. Just as I began to crack open one eyelid, I felt the bed shift next to me, the faintest bedspring creak, then felt a familiar kiss on my cheek.

My eyelids cracked a sliver. I’d been sleeping on my back, though Evelyn was no longer holding me. Low morning sunlight in the room, the sky a deep gemstone blue out through my window. My nostrils twitched, something hot and fresh wafting up toward my nose, and when I glanced down I saw a breakfast tray situated over my lap, held up by four foldout legs snapped tight into place. As I blinked the sleep from my gaze, I saw a three-egg omelet folded crescent-wise over bacon, coffee steaming in a mug, and whole wheat toast so fresh from the toaster that the butter was still turning to liquid gold.

“How’s that shoulder feel?” Evelyn asked, lying beside me under the blanket, the comforter pulled up across her shoulders, tucked beneath her chin.

I held still for a moment, waiting for the pain, like it was on tape delay, but the sharp agony I’d felt just a few hours ago was long gone. My shoulder joint was a bit stiff, but nothing like the pain from earlier.

“Pretty good, actually,” I said.

“You know, you’ve got a habit of rolling onto your right side while you sleep,” Evelyn said. “I know you said it’s an old injury, but I don’t think sleeping on it like that is helping you any.”

I pushed up onto my elbows, the bitter aroma of that freshly brewed coffee teasing my taste buds. “I roll onto my side? Huh. Never noticed.”

“Well, you do it while you’re sleeping, so no wonder,” she smirked. “I had to keep rolling you over onto your back.”

“Wait, you didn’t sleep?” I asked. The dark bags under her eyes were gone, but there was still a weary hint to her eyes.

“Some,” she said. “But honestly, I wasn’t trying to sleep. I just wanted some time to lay here and, you know…”

“Think things over,” I finished.

“The opposite, actually,” she laughed. “These last few days I’ve been thinking myself half to death. So once I got you to sleep, I just sort of chilled out, watching the sky gradually get brighter. And also make sure that your dumb ass stopped trying to roll over onto that raw shoulder,” she added with a smirk.

I chuckled and sipped my coffee. I took a fork and tore a chunk from the omelet, chasing it down with the fresh brew. She watched me eat, curled up beneath the blanket, her sleep-weary eyes the color of blue sea glass, her soft pink lips curved into an expectant smile.

“You eased my pain and put me to sleep and kept my ‘dumb ass’ from rolling over and cooked a top-shelf breakfast,” I said.

“Just a bacon omelet, coffee, and toast,” she said, shrugging, making the blanket fall slightly, revealing one bare golden shoulder. I noticed she’d taken her hair out of that bun. It fell backward, gold and smooth, then vanished beneath the blanket pulled up tight around her. “Besides,” she went on, lips curving into her adorable jokester grin, “if I’m going to be staying here, I guess I have to earn my keep.”

“Don’t even joke like that,” I said…yet then, something occurred to me.

Yeah, I’d been – for lack of a better phrase – getting very close with Evelyn and Briana. Though we’d only been acquainted with each other for a short time, I felt as though I really knew them both. Inviting Evelyn or Briana to live in my home didn’t feel strange at all. Rather, it just felt right. It felt natural.

But then there was Kay, who I’d met in person exactly once.

True, we’d gotten along. Kay knew plenty about me from Evelyn and Briana. Since she’d given me her number, we texted a few times, nothing more than pleasantries with an implicit promise that we’d get to know each other better very soon.

And yes, that was all well and good…but Kay was a shy young woman. Guarded. Cautious. The other day, when we first met, she almost seemed intimidated by me.

How would Kay react to my invitation? With her guarded personality, I figured it might turn her off, maybe even overwhelm her.

“Something’s bothering you,” Evelyn said, studying me closely, her jokester smile now shifting into a look of concern. (However, aside from the blanket slipping down her shoulder, the rest of it was still tucked around her head, which was a painfully cute look, if I’m being honest.)

I sipped my coffee, savored the good bitter taste, swallowed it then cut into the omelet again. Things had been going so well lately, I simply didn’t want to entertain the idea that there might be bumps in the road ahead.

“Kay,” I sighed. “I feel like I might be getting ahead of myself by inviting her to live here. I mean, I’m not suggesting that she isn’t welcome, but, you know. Me and you. Me and Brie. We’ve gotten to know one another.”

“Dude you’re such a worry wort sometimes,” she said. “It’s cute. But didn’t you have the same worry about me? That you were getting ahead of yourself when you were putting the moves on me? You probably did the same thing with Briana, didn’t you?”

I laughed and chewed my omelet. It was perfectly done, not runny in the slightest, the bacon cooked to absolute perfection. “It’s kind of scary the way you know me like the back of your hand already,” I chuckled.

“Kay’s an angel,” Evelyn said. “You just need to hang out with her a bit. How about this? I won’t bring up your little living situation invitation until after you’ve gotten to know Kay a little better. We still have almost a whole month left before rent’s due again.”

I drew breath, exhaled sharply, then shrugged. “I dunno,” I said. “That’s a tight time frame, isn’t it? Just a month to convince a chick to date me? A month to convince her that living with me would be a good idea?”

“You convinced me pretty fast,” Evelyn giggled, tucking her chin downward, her blue gemstone eyes shining at me. “You got Briana locked down even faster.”

“Well, I didn’t invite her to move in yet, either,” I said.

She snorted. “I’ve seen her social media pics from the Jersey trip,” she said. “That’s the face of a chick who’s down to move in with a guy, trust me.”

“You’re just good at reading people, I think,” I grinned then tore off a piece of toast. I bit into it then lay back against the bedboard, with her nestling next to me. I checked the time. Close to six. With this week’s staggered schedule, I didn’t have to be in until 7:15, and Evelyn had saved me some time by fixing my breakfast for me. “I’ve got time to kill before I have to punch in,” I yawned, chewing my toast as I folded my arms behind my head. “Shit, I can afford to take an extra twenty-minute snooze.”

Her lips curved again, not back into her jokester smile, not quite. This one was slightly naughtier, coming with a knowing glint in those sapphire eyes, and I got the distinct feeling that all of this – the way she woke me up, this delicious breakfast in bed – had all been part of a larger plan.

“Before you snooze like a lazy ass, maybe you can help me out,” she said, her naughty grin shifting into a performative pout. “Pretty pretty pretty please?”

“Sure,” I smiled. “Just tell me what to do.”

“Well,” she said, drawing that single syllable out, almost like a note of music, “I’ve gone and tucked myself in way too tight.” She pretended to struggle against the comforter wrapped around her, like she was pantomiming Houdini in a straight jacket. “Can you loosen me up?”

I laughed, finished my eggs and toast, grabbed the tray and lifted it off the bed. I snapped the folding legs back under the tray and set it down on my dresser. I turned back toward Evelyn. She thrust her feet out from under the blanket and wiggled her toes.

“It’s tightest down here, by my ankles,” she grinned.

Her toenails were polished the same ocean-blue as her eyes, sapphire gemstones at the tip of each cute little digit. I stepped closer and realized the heat I’d felt in my blood when I lay with her in the middle of the night hadn’t left, but simply lay dormant. The heat surged through my veins then grew hotter yet when I reached down and touched her feet.

Grinning, I rolled my open palms from her toes up to her ankles, pushed my fingers just beneath the edge of the comforter, felt the buttery smooth softness of her lower calves.

“Make sure you give that blanket a nice hard tug,” she said, whining playfully, continuing on with that painfully cute, if performative petulance.

I grabbed the edge of the blanket in both hands and pulled it. The upper edge slid down from her chin, farther down her bare shoulder, to about halfway down her sternum.

It took me less than a microsecond to recognize that she was no longer sporting the undershirt she borrowed last night. Her shoulders weren’t just bare. They were naked, with no hint whatsoever of the sleeveless white undershirt she’d been wearing when we went to bed.

The blanket remained around her upper torso. I caught a glimpse of the crests of her breasts, my mouth watering at what I might see if I gave the blanket another tug.

“Pull it again,” she whispered. Several strands of her golden hair had fallen across her left eye, blue and gold, like an angel’s harp strings pulled against the sky. Her naughty pink smile curved more tightly, becoming more pronounced, before her lips slackened a bit, just enough for her tongue to show behind her white teeth. Then she added, with her voice dropping an octave, “Make sure you do it harder this time.”

By now, my jaw was clenched. The fire in my blood shot down below my abdomen, a bomb between my thighs. With one fist, I clenched the blanket’s fabric tight between my fingers then tore it clean off her, the plush down comforter flinging back like a stage curtain revealing an exquisite set piece.

She’d rolled slightly onto her belly, her torso propped up on her bent elbows. She looked back at me over her bare shoulder, her left leg splayed off to the side, bent at the knee, ocean-tipped toes curling, her right leg straight back.

The early sunlight cut across her body at an angle, illuminating her golden ass, the thin tan line running between her cheeks, the dueling lines running over her hip bones, and the fire in my blood heated past the surface of the sun when I glimpsed the soft pink cleft hidden between her thighs.

Her upper back remained in the soft morning shadows, her golden hair running neatly down the back of her neck, between her shoulder blades, down the length of her spine before flipping to the right, bright yellow strands slipping over her ribcage.

Blood rushed into my cock like a slug into a pump-action shotgun. Lying beside her a moment ago, my cock had been halfway-hard, but now it snapped rigidly, fully erect, throbbing in my pajama pants.

She raised her left hand to her lips, slightly parted, and nibbled gently on the tip of her forefinger. “I’ve got much better things in mind than just another twenty minutes in bed, Mr. Deliveryman,” she purred quietly, sensually, with just the slightest hint of naughtiness in her tone.

She bent her left leg a bit more, pushing the underside of her calf up against the back of her thigh, then curled her pretty blue toes. With just that slight movement, her thighs shifted open an extra inch or two. The slanting sunlight caught her sex, making the faint dew drops glisten brightly as they began to drip from her labia.

“Maybe you’d like a second course for breakfast, hmm?” she whispered.

My fists were clenched, every muscle in my body rigid and taut. My heart struck my breastbone sharply with every beat, striking like a sledgehammer, and I slowly climbed onto the bed, lifting up one knee, then the other, my cock aching, my erection threatening to split my pants open wide.

I lay my open palm on her right ankle, curved it around the back of her calf then cupped her flesh in my fingers as I ran my hand up farther, toward her lower thigh, smooth and warm as the butter that had melted on my toast.

I lifted my other hand to her left foot, her toes still curled, and ran it up to her knee, then her thigh resting at an angle, then let my fingers drift upward and inward, toward the heat of her sex, wet and dripping.

I licked my lips, gazing at her wet treasure, at the golden smoothness of her ass cheeks rounding up to her waist, the gently curve at the base of her spine, the inward arch of her back, delicate to the touch.

Evelyn’s lips twisted as my fingers drew closer to her mound. I grinned sharply, however, when I slid my palms past her sex, up along her ass cheeks, where I grabbed each in my hands and lightly dug my fingertips into her firm globes.

“Yeah,” I grunted hungrily. “I think I’m ready for the second course.”


Chapter Four

She bit harder on her fingertip as I slid closer to her, gripping her ass tighter with each passing second, my cock tingling achingly below my waist.

If I chose to, I could have slid my erection right into the heat of her – she was certainly wet and ready – but the one thing I desired more than being inside her was pleasing her completely.

No, I couldn’t get right to it. Evelyn deserved a better lover than that, a patient lover…an honest and giving lover.

As I lowered my face toward her dripping sex I shifted my eyes to hers. “You are so unbelievably perfect,” I whispered.

She reached back with her free hand and ran her fingertips across my face, down my jawline, then tickled my chin with her fingernails before brushing the pad of her thumb across my lips.

“I love it when you kiss me down there,” she purred. “Will you kiss me there, Billy? I’ve been missing your lips so much…”

Growling lowly, I pressed my thumbs inward, toward each other, toward the crack of her ass, then threaded them low, curving slightly, below her pubic bone, toward her pussy. “Not as much as I missed kissing you,” I said, licking my lips before I lowered my hungry mouth down to her dewy slit.

She hissed sharply when I ran my tongue across her lips, smearing her sweet nectar across my tastebuds. She bent her right leg upward at the knee, kicking her foot up, her toes curling fist-like when I slipped the tip of my thumb toward her clit, teasing it gently with a circular motion.

Her lips smacked together, her tongue clicking against the roof of her mouth, and a shaky gasp escaped her. Her eyelids slid low, narrowing, turning her bright blue gaze into twin sapphire slivers. As I slipped my tongue deep into her, the slivers vanished. Evelyn winced in pleasure, her hand against my face suddenly tightening, her fingernails scratching lightly along my jawline like she was trying to pull my tongue deeper inside of her.

Pausing only to grin, I gave her what she wanted. I thrust my tongue deeper into her, between those snug dewy walls. This, of course, made my nose press up against her ass, tickling her knot, and Evelyn responded with a shrieking moan as she thrust back against my face, which only drove my tongue deeper inside her.

Her other hand went from her lips down to the bedsheets, where she gripped them tight in her fist, her hand trembling, her knuckles turning white from the pressure of her grip, and when I rolled my thumb teasingly across her nub, Evelyn’s entire body snapped tight.

“Christ!” she wailed, steadily grinding her hips back against me, her lips quivering with rapid tremors, and a heartbeat later I felt a sudden wet gush against my mouth, dripping down my lips, down my chin.

I slid my free hand up to her waist, where I held her tight by the hip and I slid my tongue out of her. She gasped greedily, looking back at me over her naked shoulder, her greedy blue eyes silently urging me on, only to shoot open wide when I shifted my position, lifted her slightly, and shot the tip of my tongue up toward her clit, flicking it gently.

Her mouth twisted with lust. Her body went into an almost violent spasm and she breathed rapidly, hitching gasps, then made a high-pitched yelp as I gripped her tight by the hips and rolled her onto her back, spreading her thighs wide, her naked sex laid out deliciously before me.

She was wetter than she had been even a moment ago, her nectar glistening between her thighs like liquid crystals, like morning dew on rose petals, her clitoris just a shade deeper pink than her wet lips.

I got down on my stomach between her thighs. She hooked her legs over my shoulders, her knees cocked above me. I slid my hands up her thighs, trailing my fingertips slowly, turning her skin to gooseflesh.

She panted, propped up on her elbows, her chin tucked into her sternum as she anxiously awaited my kiss.

She lifted one hand and threaded it through my hair until she gripped a handful tight in her fist. When I pursed my lips and gently kissed her cherry, she twisted my hair between her fingers, like she was trying to will a knot into existence.

“Billy, my God…”

Yes, that was right. I felt like a god between her legs, tending to her every need, heightening her pleasure with every kiss, with every flick of my tongue across her engorged cherry.

I parted my lips and sucked on it softly. She twisted around me, digging her heels into my back, shuddering as I brushed my lower lip against her nub and slid two fingers into her wet lust.

She threw her other hand down to my head, clenching my hair with her other fist then lay back, bucking.

She crossed her ankles behind my neck then arched her back, the bedsprings groaning beneath us, yet drowned out by Evelyn’s loud moans as yet another wet gush burst forth from inside her.

She rocked her hips up and down, as if carried by ocean waves, but I merely held her tighter by the hips and rode along with her, my lips still sealed tight around her engorged sensitivity until her eyes bulged wide, the blues of her irises swimming in bulging white.

She screamed as she came, a scream that could have been confused for a cry of pain if I hadn’t known better, a scream that easily echoed out of the confines of my home and drifted over the chestnut and oak trees outside my bedroom window.

Evelyn slapped down at the mattress beside her, twisting the sheets in her fists, her mouth wrenched open wide like she was mid-song, belting out silent lyrics, and her eyes wide and blue, unblinking, cumming so hard that she looked like she had just seen a ghost.

She trembled as she lay there, her bright pink nipples hard and erect, her tits jiggling slightly with every breath.

Slowly, Evelyn’s lips began to stop shaking, just a low tremor now, making it easier for her to speak.

“You…” she panted, stuttering. “Y-Y-You are…so fucking…good at that…”

She trailed off, laughing lightly, a smile of satisfaction spreading across her soft pink lips, but that smile melted into something else altogether after she gathered herself and sat up.

I got up on my knees, wiped traces of her wetness from my lips with the back of my hand, and my cock throbbed against my pajama pants so hard that it hurt. I started to move toward her, but she shot out her hands, her palms across my chest.

“Hold on a sec,” she purred, then began running her fingertips down my chest, tickling down across my abdomen. She scratched the edges of her fingernails like she was tracing lines down my stomach then gripped lightly at the waistband of my pajamas. “You give a little, I give a little,” she added with a sultry smirk.

Evelyn got up to her knees then bent over, leaning forward, pressing her soft pink lips gently on my chest, in the center of my sternum, above my heart. She tugged at my waistband again, pulling it out and flipping it over my cock, exposing it, raw and aching.

Her lips smacked audibly against my chest as she began slowly kissing her way down my torso, her kiss wet, sometimes trailing her tongue across my flesh as my abdomen clenched in muted anticipation of what was coming.

I groaned softly, leaning back on my knees, and lowered my right hand down to her goldspun hair. I ran it through her brightly colored strands, watching it roll over my fingers, over my knuckles, while she circled her tongue around my belly button, her bright blue eyes still upraised, trained on mine.

Slowly, she put one hand on my cock, wrapped her fingers around it, gave me a pensive stroke. She tickled the underside of my hood with the tip of her thumb then slid her hand down, tightening her grip when she reached my root, then slid it up again, faster, and I grunted as precum glistened at my tip.

Evelyn raised her other hand to her mouth, opened it, and kept her eyes locked on mine as she slowly ran her tongue across her palm. She wrapped a second hand around me. I shivered – it was slick and cool with her spit – and she shifted the first hand down farther, cupping my balls, tugging just a little while she stroked me with her lubricated palm.

“Billy, I absolutely love the way you look when you’re enjoying me,” she whispered.

I moved my hand from her hair down to the side of her face, ran my thumb across her cheek, then across her lips. She parted them and took my thumb into her mouth, making molten hot magma churn in my heart as she teased my digit with the tip of her tongue.

“I’m going to make you cum so goddamn hard,” I whispered.

Her eyes sparkled. “I know you will…but let’s see what I can do to you, first.”


Chapter Five

Evelyn gave me that familiar smirk then parted her lips again. Her tongue crept out, rolled across her bottom lip, then her upper lip, before folding back between her teeth as she opened her mouth wide and took me in.

My body tightened as I remained on my knees, in front of her, above her, the wet smack of her mouth ringing in my ears as she slid her lips around my tip, slipping around and over my ridge then tightening wet and snug as she reached my shaft.

Her right hand moved just ahead of her mouth, fingers tight around me, the wet sheen of her saliva on my shaft being slowly devoured by the inexorable coming of her lips. She took me deeper, swallowed me, stroked me down to my root with her lips coming soon after.

Her left hand was upturned below my balls, her fingers splayed out, each fingertip lightly touching my testicles. She gently made a clutching motion – not grabbing me, though, merely tickling – and made me shiver at the light, pleasant tickle of her fingernails on my balls.

I groaned at a low pitch then leaned forward with her bent at the waist below me, taking me deeper, intent on swallowing me up to my base. I brushed her golden hair aside, over her left shoulder, then ran my open right palm down the slender curves of her back.

Her lips tightened again. I grunted when I felt her tongue slipping around me inside her mouth, the tight snug fit made even more constrictive as her soft pink tongue slid down the top of my cock, then down around the sides, then the underside, before working its way back ‘round again.

She pulled back, my hood emerging from her mouth with a wet, audible pop like she’d just plucked a lollipop from her lips. Her right hand was still on my cock. She stroked back up toward my ridge then varied her grip, cranking her hand subtly at the wrist as she slid her fingers back down to my root.

She paused to take a quick breath, stroked me once more – twisting, cranking – and put her lips around me again, letting out a muffled purr of satisfaction when she tasted the precum dripping from my tip.

I bent forward again, more sharply this time, reaching my left arm down the slope of her back, to the base of her spine. I walked my fingers down her to her left hipbone then slipped them below the waist, then between smooth thighs.

Evelyn knew what I was doing and spread her thighs for me, giving me access to her mound. When I touched her, I felt her muffled whimper of pleasure vibrate against my cock. Her head bobbed quicker, lips smacking wetly, the soft tickling scratch of her fingernails against my balls coming more insistently.

Curving my forefinger, I rolled it in a tight circle around her clitoris before gently teasing it, which made Evelyn shudder on her knees below me.

Then, her lips loosened. She pulled back, sliding her tongue around my cock like she was lapping from an ice cream cone. She tightened her lips briefly around my tip – her tongue flicking across my hole, precum across her tastebuds – then made her lips pop again when she plucked me from her mouth.

“How do you want me to take you?” I asked with a low, gravelly voice, the lust filling me with something primal and nameless.

She backed up, leaning back on her knees once again, trailing her fingertips up along my shaft as she did so. Evelyn’s gemstone blue eyes settled on mine and she rolled her fingers up to my tip, ran her thumb across it, catching precum on the pad of her thumb.

Evelyn took her thumb into her mouth and sucked the crystalline bead off it before smirking and turning her back to me. She looked back at me over her shoulder, blue eyes beaming across gold skin, and got back down on the bed the way I found her when I first pulled the blanket away from her naked body.

On her belly, propped up on her elbows, still looking back at me. Her right leg straight, her left thigh splayed out, bent at the knee, her ass slightly upraised with her pink treasure nestled between her thighs.

“Take me like this,” she whispered.

My eyes locked on hers, I crept up behind her, slowly stroking myself, my raw desire becoming increasingly more relentless the closer I drew to her body. I mounted her, pressed my hips toward hers, felt her wet lips as I pressed the tip of my cock against her sex.

Her opening felt like home. I pushed my tip inside. It slid in smoothly, I felt her walls clenching in response. Leaning forward, I lowered my mouth to her shoulder, kissing her lightly, kissing inward toward the base of her neck as I pushed inside her by another inch.

I ran my hand over her other shoulder, down her arm, squeezing, gripping that butterscotch skin tight in my fingers. Evelyn shuddered when I pushed in deeper. Her hand shot to my forearm, gripping it hard, fingernails digging into my flesh as she whispered, “Harder, Billy…harder…please…”

Near snarling, I pushed the length of me into her, a satisfying clap – my hips against hers – when I got as deep as I could get. I released my grip on her arm, gripping her hair instead, and gave it a soft yet authoritative tug.

“…oh!...”

I pulled her head backward, which exposed her throat. I kissed her cheek, pumped into her again, then rolled my lips down to her neck. She reached up and grabbed at the side of my face, pulling my lips more firmly against her neck, and her lips fell slack as I moved with a quicker rhythm, harder thrusts, my hips against her hips going clap clap CLAP.

The bed squealing beneath us, I took her free arm by the wrist then wrenched it down below her. “Touch yourself while I fuck you,” I whispered, then guided her trembling fingers toward her mound.

Between her thighs, she closed her hand around her sex. I cupped her knuckles, her fingers, felt when she slid her middle finger and ring finger into her slit, felt as she circled her thumb feverishly around her cherry.

I felt an intense pressure coiling in my lower abdomen, hinting at my coming release, but I ignored it and kept pumping, Evelyn letting out high-pitched shrill moans with every thrust, every clap of our bodies.

Her words came out shrill and clipped and breathy: “Billy…Billy…BILLY!”

Giving her hair another soft yank, I shifted upward, angling myself deeper into her, and her clipped cries turned into a moaning shriek as she came. She dug her middle and ring fingers deeper yet into her quivering gash, shuddering beneath me as I continued to kiss her throat.

She bent her legs at the knees, curling her toes, then buried her face in the mattress, twisting the sheets between her fingers, gnawing on the pillowcase.

I gasped, inching closer to my eruption, and Evelyn, even in the quivering grip of her release, seemed to sense it.

“Get…get as deep as you can then hold still,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

I nodded, breathless, unsure of how much longer I could hold back, I came down at an even sharper angle than before, driving down into her until I felt myself bump against her cervical wall.

“Ugh!” I groaned through my clenched jaw, every nerve ending in my body screaming for me to cum, to finally release this pent-up pressure.

“Hold still,” she reminded me, panting. “Billy, just hold still…”

I dug my fingertips into the soft flesh above her hips then did as she asked, holding myself, my cock buried into her up to my root…and then Evelyn did something I hadn’t been expecting.

She pulled her knees slightly beneath her, still gazing back at me from over her shoulder, then began to grind back against me, moving her hips back and forth, side to side, grinding her wet walls against my cock, pulling my aching erection even deeper into her than before.

“Fuck!” I gasped.

“Just stay like this, just hold still…I want to make you finish…”

I bent my head forward, wincing, giving myself over completely to the circular motions of her hips and buried my face between her shoulder blades, my lips pressed tight against her spine as I let out a growling snarl.

Her lips peeled back and she groaned again, her tight walls further constricting around my erection as she came once more, shivering, yet still grinding her hips backward, circular motions, clockwise then counterclockwise until…

“EVELYN, GOD!” I shouted.

“Billy, I want it, I want your cum!” she shrieked.

She thrust back against me one more time and it was all I could take. I burst inside her, a jarring release that took my breath away, that left my lungs empty and aching. My release was such that my stomach actually cramped for a moment, and I stared down slack-jawed at Evelyn’s backside as she continued to slowly gyrate her hips, squeezing her walls, rhythmically wringing every last drop of out me.

I laughed then rolled away from her, to her right side, and lay flat on my back, gasping as I tried to catch my breath. “That was next-level, Lynnie, my God,” I laughed.

She nodded in agreement, stretching out across the bed, still lying on her stomach with her ass slightly upraised. I sat up, grinning, still panting for breath, and looked between her thighs.

Slowly, my seed was dripping out of her, thin, warm rivulets trickling from her labia, running down her thighs.

All in all, it wasn’t the worst way to start a workday.


Chapter Six

I took a quick shower in the clawfoot bathtub, scalding hot water steaming up the bathroom, steam wafting up toward the skylight like cloud cover muffling the sun. By the time I dried off and returned to my bedroom with a towel around my waist, Evelyn had gone back downstairs.

Good God, she must have been exhausted. I smelled more coffee brewing down in the kitchen and wondered if she was drinking a cup; I hoped not, I really wanted her to get some sleep after such a long night.

However, down in the kitchen, I saw that the coffee was brewing for me alone. She’d already poured me a cup, with more in the pot, and she sat the kitchen table nursing a big mug of hot chocolate, looking cozy curled up on the chair, one of my hoodies draped over her.

“I can’t believe you’re still awake,” I laughed as I took my coffee black.

“I’ve got some really pleasant dreams to look forward to once I am asleep, thanks to you,” she grinned lazily, then took another sip from her mug.

Bandit lay right beneath Evelyn’s chair, curled up, her ears folded back, her eyes closed, a gentle sleep. She stirred a little as I sat down – cracking one eye open – and wagged her tail lazily. Evelyn reached beneath the seat, rubbed Bandit behind the ear, and my princess slipped her eye shut again, snoring peacefully.

I wore my work outfit, dark brown slacks and a matching button-up shirt, fresh out of the dryer. My boots were on my feet, still untied, and I stretched my legs out as I sipped my coffee. Something had stuck with me, something Evelyn had said earlier when she mentioned that she never had ‘real problems’ like Kay and Briana. Of course, I knew about Briana’s tumultuous childhood, but I knew almost nothing about Kay’s background.

“You mentioned something about Kay having it a little rough earlier,” I said. “What’s up with her? Did she grow up all chaotic the way Briana did?”

“I don’t think she’d call it chaotic,” Evelyn answered, gripping her mug in both hands as she took another sip, which left a thin chocolate mustache above her upper lip. She wiped it clean with her tongue, savoring the taste. “I mean, I’m sure you’ve noticed KK’s hippie vibe.”

“That would have been impossible to miss,” I answered, smiling.

“Well, she didn’t grow up in a vacuum,” Evelyn went on. “Her parents are these elder Gen-X hippies, not quite old enough to have been true Sixties flower children, but close. They owned this little farmhouse out in Montana somewhere, but to hear Kay explain it, they almost never lived there.”

“No?”

She shook her head, regarding the steam rising from her hot chocolate for a moment, then looked to me again. “Mostly, Kay grew up living in a big RV. Her parents loved living this nomadic life, never staying in one spot too long. Her father’s a semi-successful author – he writes science fiction novels, I think – so he had no trouble working while on the road.”

“And her mother?” I pressed.

“Her mom homeschooled her,” Evelyn explained. “Kay mentioned something about her mom having a teaching degree from back in the day, so she knows what she’s doing, but aside from Kay’s homeschooling, it’s been a long time since she had actual work as a teacher.” Evelyn blushed a little, then leaned closer, right over her mug. “For side money, her mom would work as, well…”

I raised an eyebrow. “Work as what?” I laughed.

“A stripper,” Evelyn snickered, though not in a malicious way. “Kay’s not ashamed of it. She gets a kick out of telling people about it, actually. Her writer father and her stripper mother, jumping from town to town, expressway to expressway, for almost her entire life. Like I said, real hippie vibes.”

“Heh, how about that,” I said, then took another long slug from my coffee. “That sounds cool and all, but I can see how it would be tough growing up like that. There were some rough parts of my neighborhood in Columbus growing up, but at least I knew all the other guys on my block. It must have been kind of lonely for Kay, I bet.”

Evelyn’s smile faded slightly. “More than just ‘kind of’ lonely,” she said. “You know, Kay always said that me and Brie were her first real friends. Like, friends that she could count on. Friends that lasted, I mean.”

I nodded in agreement. “In that regard, she’s luckier than most,” I said. “I think lots of people would kill to have two best friends like you and Briana.”

Evelyn shrugged. “What can I say? We like to take care of each other.”

I checked the time. Punch-in time was coming up fast. I downed the rest of my coffee and tied my boots then got up from the table, but not before planting a kiss on Evelyn’s lips. “You try to get some rest,” I said. “Curl up in bed with Bandit. She’s a world-class cuddler.”

Bandit, though with her eyes closed and snoring loudly, nevertheless wagged her tail a little.


Chapter Seven

The day got hot fast, right out of the gate. No sooner did I check out my rig and hop into the truck, the temperature seemed to shoot up to eighty, eighty-five, with the humidity keeping pace. I pulled away from the warehouse with the sun glaring through the windshield, making sweat bead at my brow despite the truck’s AC chugging along in Sisyphean fashion, pushing that boulder uphill right into the eye of the sun.

But you know what? I took it in stride. After the morning I had, how could I not face the day with a smile, sweaty or not?

My shoulder felt almost normal after Evelyn’s deep massage. Our romp in the bedroom had been one for the ages and I couldn’t forget about that bacon omelet for breakfast, either. Evelyn kept getting down on herself by saying she was some ‘spoiled rich chick,’ but she must have put in some serious hard work in the kitchen over the years. Her food just downright tasted like it.

With my belly full and my lust satiated, I got on with my route, rushing through my campus stops and my Main Street deliveries briskly, knowing I had to cover those extra stops from my sick coworker’s route before the end of the day.

No biggie. Though even my normal route was busier than usual, I was in a flow state, my truck seemingly part of me, every downshift smooth as silk, the clutch feeling like an extension of my left foot. Even the diesel fumes belching from my tailpipe smelled less toxic than usual.

Unfortunately, my route didn’t include a stop at the ladies’ apartment complex, but I still couldn’t complain. I worked a job I liked, a good union wage and a good route and good benefits. It would never make me a wealthy man, but it would keep me a content man. My house had been paid off years ago by my uncle. My student loans still hung over my head, but with time and patience and some overtime here and there, I’d be able to pay it off without too much trouble.

Yes, I was very much a lucky man, and I appreciated every second of it.

Plus, I’d been feeling that old itch again. The art itch. Last night, when I finally got home after that last long shift, I’d been sitting in the living room with Bandit on my lap, sipping a cold whiskey on the rocks, and I swear, I felt it, I almost heard it, those old canvasses out in my garage calling to me, begging me to get back to my passion.

Eh, be careful with that, buddy. The last time you followed your passion, you ended up designing insurance mascots in a goddamn cubicle.

I laughed out loud at my own cautious apprehension. I’d never again make the mistake of trading the integrity of my art for money. Again, I enjoyed my job. I might have been just a delivery driver humping parcels all day, but that suited me just fine. I didn’t need to become a professional artist or even sell a piece for pocket change to feel validated.

No? my apprehensive side asked. Are you going to lie to yourself, pal? Tell yourself that you never had that vain streak that all artists have, that one that craves validation from some fucking gatekeeper? You’re going to tell yourself that part of you doesn’t crave to an audience for your art? Buddy, that’s the mindset that got you stuck designing corporate mascots back in the day.

I laughed at my own inner dialogue, grinning as I downshifted then came to a stop at a red light at the next intersection. “I do have an audience in mind,” I whispered to myself as I thought of Evelyn, Briana, and, yes, Kay. “And I can’t wait for them to see what I can do.”

I paused, waiting for some reflexive counter from my subconscious, but my apprehensive side was silent.

Then, just as the light turned green: Actually, buddy, that sounds like a really good idea. Sometime soon, I think we should bust out the paintbrushes and see if you still got it.

*****

Even with the extra overtime route, my parcel load wasn’t particularly heavy, but that didn’t matter; eight hours into the shift, my right shoulder started to get raw again. Nine hours deep, my rotator cuff was on fire and that popping, grinding sensation returned to my shoulder joint, turning my vision to painful stars whenever I wasn’t careful.

I was on my way to my last stop, a drop-off for the university, but miles away from the main campus. I hopped on the highway for two exits then jumped off on a long rural bypass, southwest, curving down below my neck of the woods out toward the farmlands. I’d long known about the university’s agricultural college – they were actually the largest local landowner in the farmlands, save for a factory farm or two – but I’d never actually driven out there.

I followed a narrow, winding road through vast crops of wheat and tomatoes, summer squash and beans, all in various stages of growth. Here and there, in the distance, I’d spot huge crop harvesters working the land, chopping down wheat stalks and spitting out detritus with eagles circling overhead looking for field mice (or what was left of them). The sun was getting low now, evening bleeding into dusk, casting long shadows across the farmland fields, across the winding road.

After two more miles, the road cut to the right, yellow-and-black chevron signs visible along the shoulder, and when I finished rounding the bend I saw the sign, emblazoned with the university’s logo, sitting at the foot of a long, winding paved driveway.

SCHOOLS OF AGRICULTURE, HORTICULTURE, AND BOTANY.

My truck bounced along the winding path and I cursed beneath my breath as I looked out over the sprawling fields ahead of me. The path split off into three separate branches, one for each school. I double-checked the label on the parcel, saw it was going to the School of Horticulture. My shoulder ached dully as I cut the wheel and lurched left toward the path marked HORTICULTURAL STUDIES.

The path led me toward the administrative building, which sat squat and square next to the lecture hall, which appeared uncharacteristically sleek among the rustic surroundings. I frowned as I pulled up to the administrative parking lot.

It was empty.

I tucked the parcel under my good arm and went up to the front door. The lights were off, even in the lobby. I pulled the door handle. It was locked. Whatever. I’d scan the package as DELIVERED and be on my way.

I pulled the scanner gun off my hip and zapped the barcode on the parcel’s label. The screen on the scanner gun flashed red and informed me that I couldn’t deliver the parcel without a signature.

“Oh fuck me,” I grunted.

Normally, this wouldn’t have been a big deal. If a parcel required a signature and there was no one to sign, you only had to take the parcel back to the station and try again the following day. The problem was, tomorrow I was only slotted for my normal route. I’d have to go miles out of my way to deliver this parcel if I didn’t find someone to sign for it tonight.

My shoulder ached freshly – my fingers were starting to go numb again – and I cursed under my breath as I lugged the package back to my truck, still idling, and floored it over to the lecture hall.

Same deal. Empty parking lot, locked door, no one home.

From the look of it, there wasn’t a soul left out here. I guess it made sense. A school of horticulture probably operated mostly on the early side, but I had no way of knowing that or else I’d have made the stop earlier, and I still didn’t want to make this stop tomorrow.

“There’s gotta be somebody here,” I said to myself. “A janitor or a security guard or…oh, shit!”

The path continued down past the lecture hall. A quarter-mile down, I saw a series of greenhouses glinting in the fading sunlight, glass panels and roofs semi-transparent in the distance. I squinted then saw a vehicle, some kind of van, parked beside one of them.

“Bingo,” I said, then quickly hopped back into the truck, eager to get this signature then get back to the station to clock out.

I put the truck into gear and rumbled down the path. The van, it turned out, was a throwback Volkswagen Microbus sporting bright flower graphics for a paint job and the old school ‘VW’ hood ornament – rusted, but still showing silver in some places – on the front grill.

I paused. Something about that van looked familiar, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. Had I seen it before? I wasn’t sure.

I pulled up next to it then cut the engine, grabbed the parcel, and hopped out. This greenhouse was one of many – maybe a half-dozen, from what I could see – but aside from the lone VW Microbus, the place seemed deserted.

“Anybody here?” I shouted. “I have a delivery that needs a signature!”

I heard a shuffling sound inside the greenhouse. The window panels were thick and somewhat obscured by water and humidity, but I saw movement inside. One of the panels began to open – the bottom section slid outward, obviously being worked from a crank from the inside – and a head poked out of the gap.

I paused, the pain in my shoulder fading as I recognized Kay’s face, those light freckles, that neon-magenta red hair, all her curls pulled back into a sloppy ponytail with a bright tie-dyed bandanna tied around her brow.

Ah, now I remembered that VW Microbus. I must have seen it in the parking lot at their apartment building.

She grinned when she saw me, those chlorophyll-colored emerald eyes shining bright green in the rapidly vanishing sunlight. She wore a typically tie-dyed pair of denim overalls, her fair, freckled shoulders bare. Her smile was just as bright as her eyes, with far less hesitance than the last time I saw it, an easy smile. It gave her the look of a wood elf looking out from a floral palace, some kind of Celtic druid-princess emerging from briar and bramble.

Well, a Celtic druid-princess with a hippie streak, anyway.

“Billy?” she asked. “What are you doing here?”

I held up the parcel, then nodded toward my delivery truck. “Obviously I’m stalking you,” I said.

Her lips curved into a pink, sharp smile. She scrunched her nose as she giggled then stuck her hand out, jerking her thumb, directing me farther along the greenhouse. “The entrance is just down there,” she said. “I’ll meet you at the door.”

I remembered how guarded she had been when we first met, that tentative, cautious conversation we had in the lobby about Briana’s family life. This time, Kay seemed far more at ease. She slipped back through the window and cranked the panel shut and I heaved the parcel back under my good arm and hustled down the pavement running alongside the greenhouse. Just as I rounded the corner, she was opening the door.

Her denim overalls were damp with both sweat and water. She wore a small, musty-white sleeveless tank top beneath it, those pretty little freckles sprinkled across her soft, fair skin. The overalls came down just below her knees. She wore old sandals on her feet – her multicolored toes bright with fresh polish – and she wore that familiar aquamarine anklet still dangling over her right ankle.

She had gardening tools tucked into the various pockets of the overalls, little clippers coming in different sizes along with a trowel and a hand rake. She wiped her hands off with a towel, leaving it stained with wet soil.

When I saw that she still wore a yellow dandelion above her left ear, I had to smile. It was like a little exclamation point to top off her hippie vibe.

We both stood there a moment in silence, smirking, chuckling a little. “I wasn’t actually stalking you, by the way,” I laughed.

“Good thing,” Kay said, then plucked the small hand rake from her pocket. “Or else I’d have to use this on you.”

“I didn’t know you took botany classes, or whatever,” I said.

“Not botany, horticulture,” she corrected me.

“Sorry,” I said. “I don’t even know the difference, to tell you the truth.”

“A botanist studies plants in the wild,” she said. “A horticulturist grows them.”

“And agriculture is, like, farms and shit, right?” I asked.

“Farms and shit, yeah,” she laughed.

I lowered my head, blushing a bit. “I honestly didn’t mean for that to come out sounding so stupid,” I chuckled. “If I would have had an extra second to think it over, I’d have said something really slick and impressive.”

“You need an extra second?” Kay smirked.

I stood there, quiet, then said, “The last few hours have been pretty goddamn rough,” I said. “But right now, bumping into you like this…well, it kind of makes up for it. That’s not a slick or an impressive line, but it’s true.”

She pulled out the dandelion from behind her ear and rolled it in her fingers, gently tugging the petals, just not hard enough to pluck them off. She shrugged, averting her eyes bashfully. “Impressive enough for me,” she smirked, then turned those leaf-green eyes back to me. She eyed up the parcel under my arm. “So do you need me to sign for that?”

“It would save me a stop tomorrow, yeah,” I said. I paused, reconsidering my answer, then added: “That is, unless you’re going to be here tomorrow, in which case, the hell with it, I’ll tell them there was nobody here to sign for the package.”

She tugged at another petal then twirled the dandelion between two fingers before slipping it back behind her ear. “I’m only at the greenhouse Tuesdays and Thursdays,” she said. “Friday’s lecture day.”

I shrugged. “Then sign for this one and tomorrow I’ll try to find a delivery going to the lecture hall.”

She giggled as I scanned the parcel, then she took the scanning gun and grabbed the stylus, but hesitated before signing. “You sure a student can sign for this?”

“As long as there’s a piece of paper somewhere saying that you’re legally permitted to be on the premises, we’re good,” I answered.

She signed for it and handed the scanner back to me. “One of my professors has an office in the back of the greenhouse. Want to drop it off there? I can show you around a little, if you have time.”

“Actually, I have a little bit of time to kill before I’m due back at the station,” I said. “So I’m in no rush at all.”

There was a sudden throb in my right shoulder, the sharpest pain I’d felt all day. I winced suddenly, shutting my eyes tight, like someone had just driven a spike into my shoulder socket.

“You okay?” Kay asked.

I tried to shake off the pain, for all the good it did. “I’ll survive,” I said. “Let’s check out some flowers. Maybe I’ll pluck one for you.”

She cocked her eyebrow. “Hands off the plants, Mr. Deliveryman,” she giggled as she pulled out that hand rake again. “I already told you, I know how to use this thing.”


Chapter Eight

She walked me through the rows of flowers, carefully pointing out the colorful varieties of azaleas and chrysanthemums, hortensia with lush purple petals, multicolored snapdragons and bleeding hearts dangling from little green stems.

“You’re here pretty late, huh?” I asked.

“I’m in the greenhouse twice a week, like I told you,” she said. “You’re supposed to log a certain amount of hours each semester, but I always do extra.” She looked down at a chrysanthemum to her right, the petals a pristine, heavenly white, the center a slightly faded yellow, lush with pollen. “Honestly, I just like being here. I’d come in every day if I could.”

We stepped carefully over seemingly random tangles of hoses, which weren’t really random at all. “We use a mixture of irrigation systems,” she said. “The hoses on the floor partly comprise our drip irrigation system. The hoses run up through connectors on the bottom of the plants, delivering water right to the roots.”

I walked right up to a short row of hortensia, the purple petals looking downright artistic, almost hand-made, hard to believe something so perfect could have grown naturally, right out of the soil. As I leaned closer, Kay suddenly cut in next to me, grabbed me by the shirt, and pulled me back.

I thought I’d done something wrong, muttering, “Uh…” until some hoses overhead hissed, switching on meticulously placed sprinkler heads fixed over the plant rows, and wet mist burst from the sprinklers in unison, giving the entire indoor garden the look of a rainforest.

“That’s our mist irrigation system,” she laughed. “It’s triggered automatically with a trigger synced to the humidity levels.”

As we walked along the rows, she told me how these plants were cultivars, which meant plants grown with certain characteristics in mind, like certain colors or shapes. Each of these plants in the greenhouse had been altered in some way, either by grafting or cutting or seed alteration.

All of this, of course, went right over my head. She might as well have been speaking Latin, but I didn’t need to understand the specifics to grasp how much she loved this stuff.

I considered this for a moment, then remembered what Evelyn had told me about Kay, about her parents and that nomadic spirit of her childhood. I supposed that for someone who so much of their life traveling constantly, never settling down, never calling one place home, the idea of putting down roots must have been appealing. Comforting, even.

Yeah, horticulture was her passion, alright. Or one of her passions, along with making her custom hippie clothes.

I laughed softly, suddenly realizing how those passions just might have something in common. She looked back at me.

“What are you chuckling at?” she asked, smiling.

“You really are an artist,” I said. “At first glance, your interests couldn’t seem more different. You know, plants and custom clothes.”

“You’re saying they’re similar?” she asked doubtfully.

I turned toward a bright azalea off to my left, pink petals glistening from the mist spray. “You make your outfits out of these crazy combinations of fits and colors, right? Same with the plants. Altering the seeds and stems or whatever.”

“Hm,” she nodded. “You know, I never really thought of it that way.”

She bent toward the azalea, her forefinger outstretched, and she lightly dabbed a petal with her fingertip. Another cloud of mist burst from the sprinkler head, but she didn’t so much as flinch. I stood there, watching the mist fall wet and glistening on her bare shoulders, just the faintest bit of slickness, and the mist beads sparkled on her flesh like little diamonds.

As she bent forward, her undershirt rode up her stomach slightly, exposing her hips, the soft skin just below her ribcage, hints of her flat stomach. I tried not to stare, but my eyes were drawn to that fair skin, and just then, I felt like I could stand here all night, counting every freckle.

Her bright emerald eyes narrowed with a soft intensity as she looked over the azalea. As she squinted, I smirked, noticing bits of soil stained on her face, hinting at all the long hours she’d spent here today. Her hands were evidence of that, too, with little hints of black earth sandwiched under her fingernails.

Though smooth and soft to the touch, a quick glance at her hands let me know she was no stranger to working with them. There were little scars on her fingers, likely where she nicked them with her hand rake or maybe her clippers. Her denim overalls were cute and brightly tie-dyed, yes, but the knees were worn, with her creamy skin showing where the fabric had split, and I could easily imagine her on her knees in the dirt, tilling soil with her rake or yanking weeds away from her cultivars.

She frowned, spotting a dry spot somewhere on the azalea. Without a word, turned to grab a spray bottle full of water. As she did this, she slipped out of her sandals, her bare feet against the wet concrete floor smeared with soil and leaf clippings, the aquamarine anklet dancing over her right ankle.

God, she looked so at home among these plants, among these bright-colored flowers, so utterly at ease.

“You really love this stuff,” I said as I observed her.

She squeezed the spray bottle, squirting light mist over the dry leaf, then turned to me, grinning. “I do,” she said. “I mean, I better love it. A degree is expensive as hell and horticulturalists don’t exactly make the big bucks.”

I shook my head dismissively. “Forget the money,” I said, leaning forward to inspect the azalea with her. “Do what you love and everything else will just work itself out.”

I watched the beads of mist drip lightly from the azalea petal, then noticed that Kay was watching me closely, those emerald eyes soft and inquisitive.

“You love your art,” she said. “You should spend more time working on it.”

“Is it that obvious that I’ve been slacking?” I asked.

“You can always tell when someone with an artist’s heart isn’t creating,” she commented. “It’s not that you seem unhappy, or uncomfortable…just like something’s missing.”

“Funny you should say that,” I laughed. “Because recently I’ve been seriously considering getting back to it.”

“Drawing?”

“Not just drawing, but painting, too. I converted my old garage into a little art studio, you know. Maybe you can swing by and check it out sometime.”

She smiled and ran her hand up along her bandanna, then through her curls, and bashfully looked away from me. “You must show off your art all the time,” she said, blushing.

“As a matter of fact, I don’t,” I corrected her. “But I’d like to show it to you.”

*****

I dropped off the parcel in the professor’s office and, as she was showing me out, a pinching bolt of fiery pain screamed through my shoulder, causing me to wince visibly.

“Okay, that’s the second time I’ve seen you cringe in pain,” Kay said. “Stop being a big ol’ manly man and tell me what’s going on.”

“Eh,” I grunted. “An old shoulder injury from work. It’s flaring up again, that’s all.”

“Rotator cuff?” she asked pointedly.

I nodded. “Yup. My right shoulder.”

We stepped up to the greenhouse doorway. The sun had all but set – just a purple haze on the western horizon – and a velvety dusk darkness enveloped the surrounding farmlands. Flood lights winked on as we stepped through the exit and a swarm of gnats buzzed around the burning white bulbs.

Kay lingered in the doorway, thinking something over, tapping at her chin as she looked at my right shoulder. “You spend all those hours in the back of your truck,” she said. “Lifting, bending, twisting.”

“That’s the job,” I smiled.

She stepped out on the concrete steps, into the glow of the floodlights, and touched my shoulder. She slid her soft pale fingers up my short shirtsleeve, felt my bare arm, pressing her fingertips lightly against the meat of my shoulder.

Her touch was soft, still cool from the water mist, and she put a little more pressure on my shoulder. She was gentle, easy, caressing.

I hoped to God she didn’t notice the tent growing in my pants.

“I can feel the tightness in your muscles, too,” she noted, then squeezed again, which caused a fresh surge of blood to rush into my cock. She slid her fingers higher, across my shoulder then closer to my neck. She ran her thumb over my clavicle, curved her fingertips around, near the back of my neck, and squeezed again.

I cleared my throat and shifted my legs, hoping to hide my erection.

“You’ve got knots in your trap muscles,” she said, shifting her green eyes to mine, and slowly relaxed her hand…but didn’t pull it away. Her fingertips lingered on the back of my neck, her thumb pressing lightly against me. I reflexively raised my left hand and brushed it against her upraised elbow. “You should probably work on getting more flexible. Maybe some stretches.” She paused, smirking, her tongue running over her bottom lip. “Have you ever tried yoga?”

I shook my head, then noted that I was still caressing her elbow and she’d yet to pull away. “Never once,” I said, then crept my hand higher along her arm. I stepped toward her, ran my hand up her bare shoulder, then slowly slid it down to her waist, my palm running across her faded white undershirt, her skin smooth and cool beneath. “I wouldn’t mind getting a lesson, though.”

She nodded and slid her other arm around my neck. I took another step closer, slid my right hand onto her waist. I shifted my fingers toward the bottom of her undershirt, tugging up on it, felt her slim pale stomach, little goosebumps breaking out on her skin.

“You’re a busy man,” she said. “A good yoga session with me could last up to an hour. You sure you’ve got the time?”

“I’d kill for an hour alone with you,” I said at a low pitch.

Slowly, I curved my fingers, so that I was lightly gripping her waist, her hipbones, and part of me kept waiting for Kay to tell me to back the hell off, that I was moving too quickly, getting a bit too handsy…but then the gorgeous little wood nymph surprised the hell out of me when she pressed her body tight to mine, felt my erect cock poke into her belly, and smirked sharply.

“So,” she said quietly, one eyebrow upraised as she pressed against my cock again. “This is what’s been driving Lynnie and Brie so wild.”

I brushed my thumbs outward along her hips, enjoying the softness of her, the tenderness, and realized I was falling deeper and deeper into those bottomless green eyes. I slid my hands farther, along her back, cupping her flesh, threading my arms through the rear portion of her overalls until my fingers touched. I held her tighter, pulled her closer, and Kay slid her tongue over her bottom lip again. She tilted her head back. I leaned forward. Behind us, the farmlands cried out in gentle chorus, crickets and katydids and cicadas buzzing and chirping.

I kissed her, slowly pushing my lips against her lips. She tightened her arms around my shoulders, getting herself up on her tiptoes, which just caused her to grind her waist harder against my erection, eliciting a primal grunt from me.

She parted her lips, welcoming me deeper. I slipped my tongue against hers and lightly pressed my fingertips against the base of her spine, knowing full well that if I just slid them down an inch or two, I’d be cupping her smooth porcelain ass.

I might have. And I thought she would have let me…but then an angry little fire demon manifested inside my shoulder socket and dragged his claws across my raw bones.

“Ugh, fuck,” I growled, the painful bolt causing me to break our kiss. Thankfully, the pain had only come in a flash. A few seconds passed and the pain faded from a blaze to a flicker. “Sorry,” I added. “That sort of ruined the moment, didn’t it?”

Kay smirked then leaned back from her tiptoes and lay her head softly against my chest. She nodded back toward the university’s administration building where bright headlights suddenly pierced the dark. “Actually, it might have just saved me from getting expelled,” she laughed. “That’s the cleaning crew. They’ll be along shortly to empty the trash and whatnot.” She laughed breezily – and somewhat regretfully – and shocked me when she gave my erection a squeeze. “If we’d have kept it up a moment ago, the cleaning crew might have walked in on quite a scene.”

She squeezed my cock again – more firmly this time – and giggled.

I laughed along with her. “You’re turning out not to be quite as timid as I thought,” I said.

She shifted her face, now resting her chin on my chest, staring up at me, her pink lips curved into a cute, downright loveable smirk. “Maybe it’s the plants,” she said. Then she slid her hand into her pocket, grabbed that hand rake, and knocked it against my knee. “Or maybe it’s all my weaponry,” she added with a laugh.

I smiled then peeked at my phone. Damn, the night had gotten away from me.

“Shit, I have to be back at the station to clock out soon,” I said. “Company rules. Can’t clock more than a certain amount of overtime in one day or else you get written up.”

She scratched her fingertips along my back, her chin still resting on my sternum, her gaze soft and anticipatory. “Do you, um…have overtime tomorrow night?”

I shook my head. “Nope,” I said. “And our start times are staggered, so I start early tomorrow morning.”

Her ginger eyebrows shifted up, hopeful. “So…that means you get done earlier?”

“I should be wrapping up around three in the afternoon, give or take,” I said. “Maybe, uh, if you get done your lectures tomorrow around that time…”

“I’ll be done by then,” she smirked. “Then, I dunno…maybe…” She giggled and grinded against the tent in my pants again. “I can swing by and you can show me your art?”

“My art,” I chuckled. “Absolutely.”

*****

I got back to the station, turned in my keys, checked out the truck, punched the clock then zipped home. By then, my shoulder was neutral, a little tender but not aching. The night was hot, but hanging out in the greenhouse with Kay gave me an itch to taste nature, to smell natural, growing things, so I drove home without the AC on, my windows down, letting the lush night blow through the cab of my pickup truck.

Going up my driveway toward the house, I saw a few whitetail deer lingering off the path, among the oak trees, there-and-gone again in the glow of my headlights like snapshots in the dark. As usual, the deer were accustomed to my truck – even in the dark – and they watched me peacefully as I rolled past them.

I wondered what sort of beautiful plants Kay might be able to cultivate out here. The acres around my property were relatively untouched, mostly wild, and I thought Kay could have a great time putting down some roots of her own.

Plenty of room for a greenhouse out here, too, I thought with a smile.

I was somewhat surprised to see Evelyn’s Tesla still parked out front. I’d assumed she would have gone home at some point, so the sight of her sitting on my front porch with Bandit curled up at her feet put an easy smile on my tired mug.

Evelyn wore my Blue Jackets hockey jersey, oversized on her slender frame, looking more like a dress. The jersey fell halfway down her thighs and she wore another pair of my sweatsocks, scrunched up along her calves.

I noticed she had a little tray set up. Upon it, there were two empty tumbler glasses, a bucket of ice, and an unopened bottle of Johnnie Walker Red.

As I started up the porch steps, Bandit bolted toward me, leaping at me, and I caught her in my arms. Her little black nose filled my field of vision as she covered my face with doggie kisses and Evelyn giggled, jumping up to her feet, wagging her butt back and forth while hopping up and down.

“Ohmigod you’re home you’re home you’re home!” she yelped, adding a little dog bark at the end.

Bandit turned back to her, her ears upraised, looking slightly offended.

“Sorry,” Evelyn said. “I wasn’t mocking you. Imitation is the greatest form of flattery!”

Bandit folded her ears back and yapped happily.

Holding Bandit in my good arm, I slipped my right hand along Evelyn’s waist, pulled her close, and kissed her. “I’m glad you’re still here,” I said.

She saw me wincing as my shoulder flared a bit. “Ugh, poor thing,” she said, gently rubbing my right shoulder. “You need another massage, don’t you?”

I grinned. “Well, yeah, but that’s not the only reason I’m glad you’re still here,” I said.

She got up on her tiptoes and kissed me back then nodded toward the other rocking chair. “Sit down, kick off your boots, put your feet up,” she said. “Dinner’s on the way. Have a drink while we wait for it to get here.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “You ordered out?”

“Pizza,” she smiled. “Two big ones. Pepperoni and sausage.”

“Good God, you really are an angel,” I yawned.

I sat in the other rocker, slid off my boots, and kicked my feet up onto the porch railing. Evelyn cracked the cap off the Johnnie Walker bottle, tossed some ice into a tumbler, and poured the amber-gold elixir into the glass. I took a sip, warm and tingly on my tongue, and breathed in the taste of it before swallowing.

“Not a bad way to end the day,” I smiled, leaning back in the rocker as the whippoorwills chirped out in the oak trees. “Did you manage to get any sleep?”

Evelyn plopped into her rocker and poured herself a light whiskey. She swirled it, sniffed it, smiled and took a sip. “Slept like a rock,” she said. “Thank God you weren’t here. I was snoring so loud I was scaring the birds out of the trees.”

I laughed, but she gave me a pointed smile.

“Oh, I’m joking, but only a little,” she giggled. “I snore like a buzzsaw. I even wake myself up sometimes.”

“I haven’t heard it yet,” I countered.

She smirked, scooted her rocker closer to mine, and rested her head against my shoulder. Together, we looked out into the dark, where the whippoorwills chirped louder and the crickets responded in kind. “Don’t worry,” she said, yawning. “You will.”

“I think I’ll be able to get used to it,” I said. “And oh, by the way. I might not need that full month. You know, for Kay.”

She looked up at me, her bright blue eyes wide and hopeful. “You spoke to KK today?” she asked excitedly.

“I did a little more than just speak to her,” I laughed. “My last stop was over at the School of Horticulture.”

Her head popped up off my shoulder. She curled up on the rocker, tucking her knees under her, the chair still rocking back and forth gently beneath her. “OH MY GOD DID YOU TWO KNOCK BOOTS YET!?”

My truck might not have scared those deer, but her sudden exclamation did. In the halo of light surrounding the porch, I saw them dart across the path, fleeing into the bushes.

“Didn’t quite get that far,” I laughed. “But she’s coming over tomorrow.”

She threw her hands out, whiskey sloshing from her glass, her smile beaming and bright…but the chair rocked forward a little too hard and she went tumbling down onto the porch.

“Shit!” I said.

She hit the floorboards with a thump but held up her whiskey glass victoriously.

“Don’t worry,” she giggled. “I didn’t spill a drop!”


Chapter Nine

My alarm went off at quarter-to-five the following morning, at least an hour before dawn. Early as hell, yeah, but it gave me time to get ready before my earlier punch-in time over at the station.

I’d slept like a dead man last night, falling into a cheese-and-carb coma after obliterating six slices then having Evelyn ease me off to sleep with another deep shoulder massage. I woke up feeling good, but sluggish, more from the pizza than the whiskey; I had two glasses, but didn’t get halfway through the second before the exhaustion got the better of me.

I clicked the bedside light on. Heh, how about that: Evelyn was already awake and Bandit had gone with her. I sat up, drinking a glass of water I’d poured before bed and wiping the slumber from my eyes then noticed the smells. Downstairs, in the kitchen, fresh eggs and crackling meat.

The AC was up extra high – the night had been just as sweltering as the preceding day – and the house was chilly so I tossed a hoodie on and went barefoot down to the kitchen. Already, Evelyn had been busy.

My plate was finished and fixed. A lean veggie omelet and turkey bacon with a slice of peeled orange on the side, a steaming mug of black coffee already awaiting me. Evelyn sat cross-legged at the kitchen table, her eyes laser-focused on her laptop screen.

She took an absentminded sip from her coffee. She had a pen tucked behind her ear and a notebook opened beside the laptop.

“Good morning, sleepy head,” she said, grinning, yet still with her blue eyes locked on the laptop screen. “Glad to see you’ve decided to join us after sleeping so late.”

Bandit barked, standing at attention on the chair beside Evelyn, the fur around her snout littered with bits of scrambled eggs.

“I see you two already had breakfast,” I yawned as I sat across from them, sipped my coffee, then cut into my omelet. “Turkey bacon? I didn’t even know I had this.”

Her fingers were busy on the laptop, rattling off keystrokes. “I stopped at the supermarket yesterday afternoon after my long nap,” she said. “I wanted to stock up on healthy options since I had a hankering for pizza last night.”

“Mmm, damn!” I said, surprised at how delicious the omelet turned out. Veggies usually weren’t my thing, but the spinach and red peppers mixed into the eggs were off-the-charts. “I’ll have to start eating healthy more often. Anyway, what are you doing up so early?”

I looked over at her notebook. She’d made some sort of list; a quarter of it was already scratched out.

“Applying for jobs,” she said, her eyes still trained pensively on the laptop screen as she took another sip of coffee. “Like I said, I still have a few grand left in my bank account, but even with you covering the living situation, the cash won’t last long. So, here I am.”

I cut off a piece of turkey bacon then chewed it, watching her, a smirk on my face. I couldn’t stop thinking about all the times she’d self-consciously referred to herself as a ‘spoiled rich chick.’ She might have been born into money, but she was anything but spoiled.

Evelyn took a break, pushing her laptop aside, then grabbed her mug and went to the coffee pot for a refill. “It’s just that I know what my parents are thinking,” she said, her voice simmering with low-key frustration. “They think if they cut me off, they’ll just have to let me whither on the vine. That they’ll just have to wait for me to come crawling back to them, begging them for cash.” She turned to me, the coffee pot in one hand, her empty mug in the other. “I won’t do it, Billy. I swear to God, I won’t give them the satisfaction.”

I set my knife and fork aside and joined her at the counter. She had a lot of fight in her. Probably more than anyone had ever given her credit for, save for me, Briana, and Kay.

I touched her cheek then brushed away an errant golden lock, pushing it gently behind her ear. “You’re a fighter,” I said. “And I know people have given you shit about the way you were brought up, but don’t ever forget that.”

She rolled her eyes. “You don’t have to bullshit me,” she said quietly. “C’mon, I’m some silver-spoon chick who grew up in a goddamn McMansion.”

“I’m not bullshitting you,” I countered honestly. “I already told you, the neighborhood where I grew up could get rough sometimes. I knew lots of fighters, plenty of tough guys. You might not be out on the street corners throwing haymakers, but you’re just as tough as they are.”

“Oh God,” she said, a cute smile spreading across her lips.

“What?” I asked.

“Can you just stop being the perfect guy for like, ten minutes?” she giggled.

I shrugged. “I can start farting in my sleep,” I said. “Then again, you probably won’t hear it, what with all your snoring.”

She scrunched her nose and gave me a peck on the lips, then refilled her coffee and got back to work on her laptop.

*****

My shoulder started feeling raw earlier than usual, and I didn’t want it bothering me during my date – I guess it was a date, right? – with Kay later in the afternoon. I bit the bullet and took an aspirin – just one – and hoped that it wouldn’t mess with my stomach later on.

Around noon, I stopped for lunch so I could get some food in my gut after popping the painkiller. I parked on Main Street and ate my lunch – turkey and cheese on low-carb keto bread, courtesy of Evelyn, more goodies from her trip to the supermarket yesterday – and shot a text to Kay to make sure we were still on for later.

“Pick you up after my shift?” I texted her.

She wrote back: “Got some running around to do. It’ll be easier if I meet you at your place.”

“Can’t wait,” I answered.

Her response: “Me either. BTW, do you have a yoga mat?”

I chuckled. “No, why?”

“I guess you thought I was joking when I said I’d give you a lesson,” she wrote back. “We’re going to get that shoulder into good shape starting today, Mr. Deliveryman. PREPARE TO GET UR YOGA ON.”

*****

Toward the end of my lunch break, I was leaning toward the AC vents in the truck cooling down while I slugged water from my water bottle when my phone vibrated in my pocket. I smiled so fast and hard my jaw muscles ached when I saw Briana’s name on my phone screen, calling me.

“Hey Brie,” I said.

“Hey there Mr. Deliveryman,” she purred. “I hope I’m not calling at a bad time, I know you’re at work.”

“Still got a few minutes left on my lunch break, actually,” I said. “And even if I had six heavy parcels stacked on my hand truck, I’d make sure to answer your call.”
I could almost hear her smiling through the phone. “Just like Lynnie says,” she laughed. “You’re so sweet you could make someone choke to death.”

I grinned, my interest suddenly piquing. “Say, uh…have you spoken to Evelyn?” I asked tentatively.

She chuckled lightly. “I might have, yeah,” she said evasively.

I cleared my throat. “Um…what about?” I asked.

“I don’t know, Lynnie was surprisingly cryptic,” Briana answered. “She just walked up to me this afternoon in our apartment, gave me a copy she made of your house key, gave me a big ol’ wink and told me that I’d be needing it soon.”

Silence for a moment.

“Do you guys ever get tired of trying to pull these little pranks on me?” I asked.

She snorted with laughter. “No, we certainly don’t,” Brie admitted. “But we did talk about your invitation, taking in the three of us woefully underhoused young women.”

I chuckled. “About that invitation…”

“Yes, I’d love to,” she shot back happily. “All jokes aside, Billy, I seriously can’t thank you enough for this. Lynnie told me she stayed with you a while as she thought things over. I’m glad she did. I hate to think that she was so worked up feeling guilty about this stuff with her parents.”

I paused for a moment. “When Lynnie told you, was Kay around?”

“Nope,” Brie answered, her smile nearly audible through the speaker. “Lynnie told me that you’re still not done working your magic on her. Hurry the hell up, Mr. Deliveryman. I want to get a jump on moving my miniatures over to your place.”


Chapter Ten

I saw the VW Microbus parked outside my house as I pulled up, the sun slanting down through cracks in the cloud cover overhead, one golden shaft shining down perfectly, framing the van, almost like the sun was guiding me to a hidden grove.

The back of the Microbus was open, swung outward, and as I rolled behind it I saw just how much work Kay had done to the vehicle.

It was like a tiny house on wheels. There was a twin mattress – soft but comfy-looking – situated in the rear, off to the right side, pitched up over the right rear wheel well on a makeshift bedframe constructed from two-by-fours painted bright green.

The windows were covered by little curtains – tie-dyed, of course – and there was storage space, with a slim, short dresser resting against the left side, beside the left wheel well, bolted into the undercarriage with tiny metal cinches.

There was a little foldout kitchen table beside the dresser – legs locked in place, keeping it upright – and a three-foot rectangular wood cabinet bolted into the upper corner above it. The cabinet had been left cracked open and, inside, I saw a tin coffee maker, a hot plate, a little solar panel, and a scattering of condiments. Next to the foldout table there was an ice box – a fridge was too impractical, I figured – and a bottle of ice water sitting on top of it, condensation still sweating on the plastic.

“Wow,” I marveled, wondering if Kay had done all the work on her own. If so, it was some serious craftsmanship; she was clearly no stranger to carpentry.

But then something else occurred to me, something a little perturbing. Something that was, perhaps, a little melancholy.

She wasn’t a stranger to carpentry, no, but she also wasn’t a stranger to her old nomadic lifestyle. Her little mobile home was cool, yeah, but it also hinted at someone who was always prepared to get up and leave. It hinted at someone who hadn’t been able to put down any real roots, hadn’t been able to call one place home for very long.

However, I forgot all about the tiny mobile home when I saw Kay walk around to the back of the van.

She wore a long ankle-length beach sweater dress – tie-dyed, you bet, Kay’s usual do-it-yourself fashion – with a low-cut decolletage neck that dipped toward her breasts, a sliver of cream dotted with freckled pinpricks. Her breasts were larger than I’d realized, firm and shapely, her cleavage so narrow you could slide a pencil between her tits.

Her hair seemed extra curly, extra bouncy, and her curls were draped over each shoulder like tumbledown rose petals – if rose petals could even get that bright – and though her beach sweater dress was ankle-length, the left side had a slit that ran up her leg, her supple left thigh a mesmerizing revelation. As she stepped in front of the van’s rear door she waved to me, at which point the slit in her dress shifted and my mouth went bone-dry when I glimpsed the lower cleft of her ass, right where it met her thigh, a there-and-you-missed it glimpse of pale perfection.

She turned and smiled and the sun shot down through her hair, slathering her pale skin in smooth gold and her emerald eyes glinted bright, like twin green stars.

Yeah, I was surprised that my jaw didn’t flop down and hit the steering wheel.

She had a dark green carryall bag slung over her shoulder – woven from hemp or some other sturdy plant derivative – with two rolled-up yoga mats protruding from the top. Bandit rustled up next to her, her red bandanna tied around her neck, and stood at Kay’s feet wagging her stump furiously as I cut the engine and got out of my truck.

“Hey,” I said.

“I hope you don’t mind that I let Bandit out,” she said. “She was going crazy in the window when I pulled up.”

“You have a key?” I smirked.

She held it up, bright silver. “Lynnie gave me a copy earlier,” Kay said. “She stopped by the apartment to get changed earlier, said she’d be out all day pounding the pavement looking for a job.”

I held my breath, wondering if Evelyn mentioned my offer for a new living situation.

Kay just smiled, bent down, and scratched Bandit behind the ears. Bent at her knees, the slit across her left thigh split wider, riding higher, and I glimpsed a thong string running lengthwise across her hip, white fabric on white freckled skin, and felt my blood surge eagerly in my veins.

“You two became buddies pretty quickly,” I said.

Always a good sign, I thought.

She turned her emerald eyes back up to me. “She’s the sweetest little pupster in the world. It wasn’t hard making friends.”

“Pupster?” I laughed. “She’s a little older than a pup.”

Bandit flopped onto her back, showing Kay her belly.

Kay rubbed her there, laughing. “They’re all puppies at heart,” she said. “So I thought we could get in a couple good yoga stretches out in the woods.”

I chuckled. “In this heat?”

“Yoga’s best when it’s hot,” she smiled. “Even better outdoors.”

“There’s a nice spot out back, by my garage,” I said. “Afterward, I can show you my artwork. It’s all out there.”

“In your garage?” she asked.

I nodded. “You’ll like it out there,” I said. “I’ve got it weatherproofed and temperature controlled.”

A look of admiration in her green eyes. “Whoa,” she said. “You’re not just some hobbyist, then.”

I walked up toward her, bent down, and rubbed Bandit’s belly, too. “At this point, it’s been so long since I slung a paintbrush that, aside from my sketches, I don’t even think I’d qualify as a hobbyist,” I said. “But lately I’ve been thinking I’m going to change that.”

“What brought on the change?” she asked.

I shrugged, grinning. “Lately I’ve been feeling inspired, I guess,” I answered.

We remained there, kneeling over Bandit, smiling at one another. Suddenly, her cheeks grew red, blushing. I laughed, with my face turning red as well.

“You should get changed,” she said. “Put on something more yoga-appropriate. We can get to work fixing up your shoulder.”

I nodded. “Yeah, good idea,” I said. “Give me a minute.” I paused for a second, then gestured toward the front door. “You want to come in real quick? Take a look around?”

The rosy sheen in her cheeks grew twofold. “I might have gone inside and taken a peek when I let Bandit out,” she said.

“Couldn’t wait to snoop around my room and see what’s in my medicine cabinet?” I asked. “I hope you didn’t see my antipsychotic meds…”

She giggled then gestured for me to get on with it. “Go on, shoo,” she said. “Get changed then let’s get to work, Mr. Deliveryman.”

*****

I hurried up to my bedroom, kicked off my boots and work clothes, then got changed into some basketball shorts and an undershirt. I didn’t want to wear anything bulkier than that, given that she insisted on doing this yoga lesson out in the heat.

As I was slipping my sneakers on, I happened to glance out my bedroom window, down at the driveway.

“Oh holy mother of God,” I whispered when I saw her.

Yeah, I knew Kay was pretty, but her penchant for wearing big flowing outfits had led me to drastically underestimate her level of fitness.

She had pulled off her beach sweater dress, tossing it aside, and under it she wore a simple-but-deliciously-skimpy yoga outfit. It was plain black, the shorts tight and fit around her butt, cupping the top of her thighs. The top was little more than a sports bra, low cut, tight around her breasts, with crisscrossing straps along the back, leaving her back all but bare.

While I’d seen hints of her flat stomach, my eyes popped when I saw just how toned it was. Her abs had a soft definition – not ripped, really, but gently toned – and were white as cotton save for the pinpricked freckles, light and slightly faded.

Her legs had the same soft, toned look. Her thighs were slightly thicker than I first thought, yet without a single stretch mark or trace of cellulite. She set her carryall bag down in the back of the Microbus then fished out a bottle of suntan lotion, squirted a dollop into her open palm, then rubbed her hands together.

The blood rushed immediately into my crotch when she slathered the cream over her shoulders, across her chest, smoothing it down her toned belly, then along her hips. My breath hitched in my throat when she put one leg up on the rear bumper – perfectly flat, stretched out the way a gymnast might – and leaned forward, a fresh squirt on her palms. Starting at the base of her ankle, she ran her hands up her calf, up her smooth white thigh, smearing the cream all the way up toward her yoga shorts.

She pulled that leg back, kicked up the other, and did the same. This time, as she bent forward, my eyes were drawn to her ass, where the yoga shorts clung greedily to her cheeks, which were – obviously – flawlessly toned. Within moments, her entire body glistened in the soft afternoon sun…except for her back, of course.

I grinned stupidly, realizing that Kay would likely need help with that.

I spun and nearly broke into a sprint gunning for the door, only my sense of propriety kept me from really hauling ass. I tried to contain my libidinal glee when I joined her back behind her van, quiet relief flooding through my veins when I realized she still hadn’t put the suntan lotion away.

She turned to me, her body still glistening, and she giggled quietly when she saw the naked want in my eyes.

I tried to speak and nothing came out. A cloud swirled across the face of the sun, bathing us in shadow for just a heartbeat before it continued past and the sunlight hit her again. The alabaster heaven of her tits glistened in the sun’s naked eye and I found myself staring so hard I could have counted every freckle on her chest.

“Could you do me a favor?” she asked.

Still wordless, I nodded slowly.

She slid the suntan lotion bottle into my hands then turned around. She pulled her long curls over her right shoulder then looked back at me, smirking. “You mind getting my back?” she asked, then giggled. “I burn easily, if you couldn’t tell.”

Something clicked in my throat and the gears turned in my brain and, suddenly (thankfully!) I was able to speak again.

“Kay, there’s almost nothing on this planet I’d rather do right now than put this sunblock on your back,” I smiled.

Her giggle faded into a something more akin to a cat’s purr. She bit down on the corner of her mouth. The wind kicked up and made the dandelion flower tucked over her left ear dance, the petals shivering.

Looking down at the lotion, I saw it was an herbal concoction, some real new age stuff, and noted that, instead of that typical sunblock stink, it smelled faintly like flowers, sweet but not overpowering.

I squirted some into my palm, rubbed my hands together, then stepped up behind Kay. She studied me, still looking over her shoulder, and regarded me without a word as I slowly began to rub the lotion on her shoulders.

My cock throbbed. I kept back a bit – I didn’t want my erection to brush against her (at least, not yet) – and smoothed the lotion down, inward, toward her spine.

Her back was soft and cool to the touch, creamy and delicate, and Kay moaned softly under her breath – so quiet I almost missed it – and ran her tongue across her lips as I shifted my hands down to her lower back.

When I pressed my fingers into her alabaster skin, they left the faintest outline on her flesh, just a shade darker – pink on white – and I pressed the pads of my thumbs deep, on either side of her slender spine.

She bent her neck to the side, moaning again – slightly louder this time – and nibbled on her bottom lip, her eyelids slipping shut, enjoying my touch, this gentle massage.

I ran the lotion outward, toward her hips, then noticed that I could feel her body trembling lightly at my touch. My hands reached her hips, just above them, and then I went still.

She opened her eyes, turned her head, looking back at me again. Given the look in those gorgeous green eyes, I found it hard to believe that this young woman had ever been cautious around me, let alone shy.

I looked into Kay’s eyes. She leaned back against me, pressing her back against my chest…and managed to brush her tight ass against my cock.

She smirked. “There it is,” she whispered.

I almost apologized, but then I saw the desire brimming in her emerald gaze.

She slid her right hand behind her, between us, and pressed her open palm against my stomach, gripping lightly at my undershirt before shifting her hand down, her eyes still locked on mine. My pulse kicked up so hard I could feel each heartbeat throbbing through my erection as her fingers glided down my shorts, fingertips tickling my cock through the mesh fabric, slowly gripping me, slowly tightening.

I was about to slip my arms around her, but then…

“BARK!” Bandit yapped.

She was standing beside us, looking up at us curiously, wagging her tail back and forth.

Then, however, a groundhog popped up from the bushes, drawing her attention. Bandit yapped ferociously and darted off, chasing the little groundhog into the bushes and out of sight.

I turned back to Kay.

“Where were we?” she asked.

“Right here, I think,” I smiled, then leaned in and kissed her.

As my lips touched hers, my nostrils filled with the flowery scent of her suntan lotion. When she parted her lips to accept a deeper kiss, I rolled my tongue across hers and tasted her mouth, sweet and wet, and I ran my hands along her hips, toward her belly, rolling my fingertips across her abdomen.

Her stomach tightened reflexively in anticipation when I rolled my fingers downward, toward the waist of her tight black shorts. When she exhaled, I noted a distinct trembling in her breath, and for a moment, I thought she might tell me to stop.

Instead, she closed her fingers tighter around my cock.


Chapter Eleven

As my cock throbbed, pressing against my shorts, Kay ran her fingertips up my shaft, then lightly tickled my hood, making me shiver when I felt her fingers run across the tip. My body shook, like some kind of seismic event rumbling in my core, and I pressed my open palms tight against her stomach.

I broke our kiss, brushed her bright red curls aside, then placed my lips against her throat, soft and white and freckled, kissing my way up her neck, kissing her earlobe, and Kay groaned softly and circled the pad of her thumb around the tip of my cock, aching to be freed from my shorts.

Her belly quivered at my touch, then quivered more when I slipped my right hand under the waistband of her yoga shorts, peeling back the black fabric, revealing the smooth crest of her lower belly and the dark red tuft of hair between her thighs like blood-red roses blooming in snowdrifts.

She moved one hand to my right wrist, held it tight, guided me farther down. I sucked lightly on her earlobe as I felt my fingers glide across the tiny coarse hairs, a gentle thicket concealing the bright pink flower bud beneath.

“Billy,” she gasped, fingers tightening around my wrist when I circled my forefinger around her nub.

I slid my other hand beneath her waistband. Pulling it down, I revealed the skin over her hip, creamy smooth, then shifted my hand backward, rolling my open palm across her cool, delicate ass cheek.

Her shoulders tensed abruptly when I touched her clit directly, a hollow-sounding exhalation gusting over her lips. She slipped her hand down my basketball shorts, down beneath my boxers, and she pushed them down, my cock bouncing at attention as she thrust my shorts and boxers down to my thighs. She grabbed my cock, locked her forefinger and thumb just below the head of my cock before stroking me down to my base.

Still rolling my thumb around her clit, I slid my middle finger down farther, felt the wet crevasse between her labia. Kay thrust her backside against my cock and groaned lightly when I slipped my middle finger inside her, her slick tight walls yielding to my touch.

She turned back toward me, drunk on lust, and kissed me greedily. I pressed my tongue into her mouth and she responded in kind. Kay’s body tightened and shook when I pushed a second finger into her wet opening. I curled my fingers, inching deeper, and when I brushed my fingertips across her G-spot her body jerked against me. There was a burst of wetness between her thighs and her nectar dripped across my knuckles.

Kay thrust against me again

I worked my fingers between her legs – my forefinger and middle finger inside her, my thumb rolling around her clit – and I brushed my bare cock against the sculpted porcelain perfection of her ass.

“I want to taste myself,” she whispered as she broke our kiss.

A primal growl rose up from the depths of my lungs as I pulled my right hand away from her mound. Her dew glistened on my fingers beneath the warm sunshine as she guided my hand to her lips, opened them, and slipped my forefinger and middle finger into her mouth. Her lips tightened around my fingertips. She guided them deeper into her mouth, her lips sealing air-tight as she took my fingers down to the knuckles.

She held them there, in her throat, until her face began to turn red. I pulled my fingers free – her spit dangling from the tips – and she gasped for air with a light, almost musical moan.

“Should we go up to my room?” I asked.

She shook her head, impatient, like she couldn’t wait, then nodded toward the Microbus, to the twin bed inside.

“In the van,” she panted.

She led me toward the van, but stopped at the foot of it, turned around, a sharp smirk on her smooth pink lips.

“Hold on a second,” she said, then pulled me toward her as she sat down – resting her ass against the floor of the van, with me standing just outside it – and folded her hands around my cock.

I ran my fingers through her bright, fiery curls and rolled my head back, my eyes closed, the sun warm on my face as Kay’s soft lips pressed against my tip, a wet smack as she sucked a bead of precum from it, my fingers twisting in her curls as she parted her lips and closed them tight around my hood.

She rolled her fingers down my shaft as she stroked me down to my balls, her lips coming right behind, gliding wet and tight along every inch as she took me into the back of her mouth, down into her throat, then pulled back again until her lips were wrapped around my tip once more.

She took me back in again. Not content to merely remain still, I grabbed at her top, peeled the straps over her shoulders, pushed the top down to her torso, revealing her deceptively large tits, white and freckled with nipples hard like little pink candies.

When I lightly pinched her nipples between my forefingers and thumbs she gasped with my cock in her throat, a tingling reverberation of her lips against my erection, and as she rolled her lips back to my hood and kissed it, a trail of precum stretching from my tip to her bottom lip before she took me deep again.

I rolled the pads of my thumbs across her hard nipples, teasing them until her chest hitched and jerked from the pleasure, her lips quivering tight around my shaft. I ran my hands up her chest, onto her smooth bare white shoulders, then slid my hands up along her throat to her jawline.

She broke the seal of her lips from my cock then looked up at me, still stroking my erection lightly. Just before I could bend down to kiss her, Kay’s eyes shifted to the side, past me, and a muted, but expectant smile crept across her mouth, her lips curving slightly at the edges.

Lost as we were in our lust, neither of us had heard Evelyn’s Model 3 roll up behind us, nor had we heard her get out of the car. The blonde stood just a few feet behind me, dressed in a business-casual khaki skirt that came down just above her knees, a tight button-up sleeveless blouse, and heels that made the definition pop in her legs. Her long golden hair was brushed straight back, simple yet elegant. Evelyn watched us closely, her teeth scraping across her bottom lip – lips painted bright red, she’d put on lipstick for her job hunt, I supposed – and she steadied herself with one open palm across the hood of the Tesla as she worked the other up beneath her skirt.

It took me a moment to realize that Evelyn’s bright pink panties were down around her ankles.

Evelyn’s lips were trembling, her fingers still working under her skirt, a light bead of her dew cascading slowly down the inside of her left thigh. “I’ll, uh…just watch if you two don’t mind…”

I looked down at Kay, whose smile grew sharper, whose eyes grew deeper with lust, and she shook her head slowly. “No, don’t just watch,” she said softly. “C’mon Lynnie, you know that we always share…”

Evelyn’s lips curved into a quivering smile. She slid her feet out of her heels, her bare soles against the driveway gravel, and she slowly pulled her hand out from between her thighs. She started toward us, her hands at her hips, gradually unbuttoning and loosening her skirt until, when she was just mere feet away, the khaki skirt fell from her waist. The bottom of her blouse covered her waist, yet couldn’t conceal the dew dripping down the insides of her upper thighs, and she slowly unbuttoned the blouse starting from the bottom.

Kay’s lips found my cock again, pressing and kissing against my shaft, stroking me slowly, and when Evelyn strode up to my side her blouse was completely open, her nipples perky and hard, her gorgeous pink sex dripping wet between her toned bronze thighs.

Evelyn ran her hand across my chest then slid into the van, sitting next to Kay, and draped her free arm around Kay’s shoulder. Evelyn spared me the briefest smirk then leaned in closer to Kay, pressed her lips against Kay’s pale neck, then stole her hand from my chest and slowly drifted it down between Kay’s thighs.

Kay’s lips tightened around my shaft with her tongue pressed flat against my underside, her body shivering as Evelyn’s fingers vanished into her sex, Evelyn’s thumb working in tight circles around Kay’s clit, making her gush.

Kay popped my cock from her lips, delirious with lust, then stroked it – her saliva glimmering on my shaft – and turned toward Evelyn. She tangled her fingers in Evelyn’s hair then, with shocking authority, yanked Evelyn’s face back gently, but forcefully.

Kay smiled at her best friend then leaned in, kissing her, and my cock stirred at the sight of them, Kay’s soft pink lips on Evelyn’s, bright red with lipstick. Kay gasped when Evelyn slid her fingers deeper, and while she continued to stroke my cock, Kay lowered her free hand to Evelyn’s thigh.

I slid one hand down Kay’s chest, cupping her left breast, then slid my other hand down Evelyn’s chest, cupping her right. I squeezed and massaged, eliciting muffled moans from each as their lips smacked together, eager and wet, then rolled their nipples between my fingers, giving playful, pleasant tugs to each.

Kay slipped her hand between Evelyn’s thighs. Evelyn wiggled her thighs open wider, accepting her, and my breath caught in my throat when I watched Kay’s pale fingers slide smoothly into Evelyn’s pussy.

Gritting my teeth, I watched in muted anticipation, my pulse raging hotter with every heartbeat. After a moment, they broke their kiss, then turned their eager eyes to my cock.

“Suck it,” Kay whispered, her hand still wrapped around my shaft as she guided it toward Evelyn’s lips.

Evelyn moaned and wrapped her lips around me, smearing red lipstick down my shaft as her air-tight seal moved smoothly down every inch, sliding me deeper into her throat, Kay still holding a fistful of Evelyn’s golden hair as Evelyn took me down to my root.

Moving carefully, I turned and sat, guiding Evelyn with me, keeping her face in my lap, her head still bobbing up and down eagerly on my erection. I ran my right hand up Kay’s bare spine then gripped her at the base of her neck, pulling her to me, pulling her lips to mine in a hungry kiss.

I placed my open palm on her sternum then broke the seal of our lips. “Lay back,” I growled. “I’m dying to taste you.”

Kay smirked then shimmied backward, opening her thighs for me, and as Evelyn kept her lips wrapped tight around me, I bent to the side, licking my lips, hungry for the pink rose petals nestled between Kay’s creamy white thighs.

The hot summer wind rustled in the tree branches as I rolled my tongue up Kay’s labia, sticky and salty-sweet. She wrapped her left thigh around my shoulder and arched her back, gasping when I shifted higher and flicked my tongue lightly across her nub.

I kissed the inside of her left thigh – my lips pressed lightly against those gorgeous, delicate freckles – then slid my tongue up across her mound, above her clit, before moving to her right thigh, kissing that freckled flesh, my cock pulsing tensely inside Evelyn’s mouth all the while.

Suddenly, Kay shot both hands down into my hair, clutching me, twisting my hair between her fingers, then began writhing her hips against my face, breathlessly panting as each lap of my tongue around her clit made her pussy weep onto the van’s carpeted floor.

“God, Billy, God, oh God…” she panted, her pale breasts heaving, her stomach trembling, until finally she thrust her right leg around my shoulder, crisscrossing her ankles behind my neck, bucking and twisting as I teased her into a forceful orgasm.

She shrieked, toes curling, the flowery scent of her suntan lotion mixing with the sensual aroma of her sex, squeezing her thighs tight around my face until my cheeks turned red.

But Evelyn was still sucking me, her lips even tighter than before, and I felt my cock stirring in her mouth. As sweet as her mouth felt, the roiling tension inside my balls belonged to Kay.

“Stop, stop,” I panted, patting Evelyn lightly on the shoulder.

She got up on her knees, grinning, my precum glistening on her lips, and she scooted over to Kay’s side as I mounted the pale redhead, my cock tingling, close to bursting, brought to bear only by my self-control and my desire to bury myself inside Kay’s pretty pink sex.

As I pressed my cock lightly against her entry, I was about to ask Kay if she was ready, if she was sure she wanted this, but before I could part my lips to speak, she ran her hands up the back of my undershirt, wrapped her thighs around my waist, and pulled me into her.

Her pussy was still trembling, still spasming from her release, and when I pushed deep into her Kay squealed and dug her fingernails into my back, scraping down below my shoulders, her thighs growing tighter around my waist.

She dug her heels into my ass, gasping as I plowed deeper, raw and unprotected, the slick sensation of her pussy making it difficult to realize where my cock ended and her tight walls began.

Evelyn curled up beside her, slid an arm beneath Kay’s neck, cradling her, running her other hand through Kay’s red curls, urging her on.

“Let him make you cum again, KK,” she whispered, kissing Kay’s cheek, flicking her tongue across Kay’s ear. “It feels so good, so fucking good when you cum on his cock…”

“UGH!” Kay grunted as I continued to pump, as her walls snapped greedy and tight around me, her fertile depths tightening and tightening, as if demanding my seed.

“I’m close, fucking close…” I panted.

Kay scratched her fingernails deeper into my flesh, pulled me closer, and nodded eagerly, wincing in lust, in pleasure, her lips trembling as she managed to say, “Finish inside, finish inside, Billy, I want it…”

“GOD!” I roared as I let myself go, giving into my pleasure, giving into the heaven between her thighs, and I threw my head back and groaned as I relinquished all control, my cock pulsing and erupting, filling her, my heart shuddering violently when as I poured myself inside her pale pink sex.

I moaned and lowered my head, pressing my brow against Kay’s sternum. She twitched and trembled beneath me, licking her lips, tightening her walls around me as my seed trickled warmly from her lips.

Beside us, Evelyn giggled quietly.

“I told you he was good, KK,” she whispered.

Kay grinned and wrapped her arms around me, squeezing. “Mmmm…” she moaned, trailing off.

I looked up, sweat trickling down my face, dripping onto Kay’s porcelain chest, then decided – what the hell – there was no better time than the present.

“Hey Kay,” I said. “How’d you like to move in with me?”
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