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College Harem Book One




By Carley Hitchens



Copyright 2024 © by Carley Hitchens



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







 
Chapter One




 The sun was low and lazy, casting a golden smear across my truck’s windshield, and I downshifted then eased off the gas as I rumbled toward the comic book shop. I pulled to the far end of the parking lot then let the big box truck idle for a bit, giving the wheezing air conditioner a moment to cool down the cab, then slid out to stretch my legs.



 My feet ached inside my steel-toe boots and my uniform was damp with sweat but I was feeling good. I still had an hour to go before I could head back to the station and punch out, yet I only had one more parcel to deliver and I was looking forward to waiting out the clock with my feet up on the dashboard, my sketchbook balanced on my thighs.



 I went to the back of the truck and turned the latch and let the gate swing open. I hoisted myself into the back, where ratchet straps were strewn across the floor and the slim, dusty shelves, and slugged water from a crinkled plastic bottle before hoisting the final package onto my shoulder.



 My delivery route was nice. The mornings were busy as I hustled through the little college town, dropping packages to small businesses and student housing on Main Street and bigger loads to the university’s various administrative offices. But from lunch onward, my route took me west of town where it had a more rural flavor, more of a sleepy, easygoing vibe, and if I hustled on the early end, the back part of my day was always a breeze.



 Though it wasn’t always my final delivery, I usually killed the last hour of my shift right here, outside the comic book shop. The owner didn’t mind if I let my truck idle in his parking lot, but I was a reliable customer; I was good for at least a few purchases a week, graphic novels mostly, but I was no stranger to the shop’s rather extensive movie section, either.



 I stepped into the shop and gave a fist bump to the young twenty-something clerk at the counter. “Hey man,” I said. “You guys are my last stop for the day.”



 “What’s up, Billy?” the clerk said, looking up from a new indie comic that must have just come in this week.



 “Looking forward to getting home and taking my dog out by the pond,” I said, suppressing a yawn as the clerk signed the slip to accept the delivery. “A warm day like this, I might even pour myself a whiskey on rocks after dinner.”



 “You’re a lucky man, dude,” the clerk said as he passed the slip back to me. “I’d kill to have a place like yours.”



 Yeah, it wasn’t bad. I was a city kid, but my godfather died prematurely – heart attack – and left me his farmhouse out here, just a few miles from the college, which was cool since I’d gone to school here and always liked the area. My godfather paid the house off years ago, so I had no rent or mortgage, and with acres of land behind the house, Bandit had lots of room to run.



 It was a simple life, a quiet life, and at only twenty-nine years old, I wasn’t eager to change it.



 I finished chatting with the clerk then headed back out to the parking lot. A car had just pulled in, a slick Tesla Model 3 – matte black paint job, utterly spotless – and parked in front of the shop. I glanced at the driver, some young blonde woman sporting designer sunglasses, rapping her fingertips on the steering wheel as she stared at her cell phone in frustration.



 Stepping past her car then heading toward my idling truck, I looked back again, just in time to see the blonde step out of the Tesla, still holding up her phone, glaring at the screen. She wore an oversized Balenciaga T-shirt that fell down to her waist, nearly concealing a tight-fitting pair of workout shorts. Fashionably casual, I guess you could say, and I figured the T-shirt and the sunglasses combined probably cost more than my first car.



 Yeah, she looked like she could buy and sell a guy like me. I took her for an early-twenties co-ed who got turned around on her way back to sorority row. This far out of town, cell service could get spotty, so I figured her GPS was acting up.



 She had her hair pulled back in a lazy, yet effortlessly eye-catching ponytail, with just a few gold-spun strands sweeping across her face when the warm wind gusted. She was lightly tanned – natural-looking, gently sun-kissed – and frowned sharply as she held her phone in the air, desperate for service.



 She stepped forward half-blindly – her eyes still fixed firmly on the phone screen – and caught her foot on the rectangular concrete parking block ahead of her front bumper. I darted forward, arms splayed out, as the girl went sprawling.



 “AH CRAP!” she yelped as she lost her hold on her phone.



 I didn’t know I could move so swiftly. My boots crunching on the blacktop, I closed the distance between us with three bounding steps then caught her with my left arm. I snatched her airborne phone mere seconds before it could shatter on the pavement.



 As the blonde fell into my grip, her ponytail whipped up and brushed across my face, tickling my nose. Her body rested lightly against mine and I lost my breath when she planted her palms on my chest to steady herself.



 Her Burberry sunglasses slid down her nose slightly, revealing two gleaming sapphire eyes the color of ocean water. Her soft pink lips – frowning sharply a moment ago – curved into a sudden, yet very soft grin.



 I cleared my throat, helped her right herself then handed the cell back to her. “That was a close one,” I said.



 She smiled as she brushed those loose blonde strands back and the sunlight danced in her eyes, gleaming blue over the rims of her sunglasses. “I’m a klutz,” she said. “Always have been. Thanks for making sure I didn’t break my neck.”



 “Are you lost or something?” I asked. “I saw you looking at your phone. Looked like you got turned around.”



 She laughed, a bit sheepishly, then jerked her thumb toward the comic book shop. “No, I’m exactly where I am supposed to be. I was just trying to call my mom back, but cell service blows out here. She left me this angry voicemail and…well, that’s not important,” she laughed then nodded to the comic shop. “This is my happy place. I come here when I’m stressed.”



 All the times I’d stopped here, I’d never seen her.



 “You’re…into comics?”



 “Not so much the comics, but I love their movie selection,” she said. “I can’t stand streaming movies. I like to have physical copies. DVD, VHS, I don’t care; I just like holding it in my hands before I watch it then putting it on a shelf when I’m done with it.”



 I paused. There was a Walmart on the other side of town. The comic book shop had a good movie section but the one at the Walmart dwarfed it.



 She looked at me, somewhat expectantly, and I started to get the feeling that I was overstaying my welcome.



 “Anyway,” I said, gesturing to my truck. “I should get back to work. Good luck with your mom.”



 She pushed her sunglasses back up her nose, hiding those sapphire eyes, then shot me one more easy smile. “Thanks again for saving my life,” she said.



 I felt my face suddenly flush red. I turned away, my heart pounding, fight-or-flight mode, and even as I hustled back over to the box truck, I realized I’d screwed up.



 That expectant smile.



 The way she lingered, the way she looked into my eyes…



 “What are you talking about?” I whispered to myself. “Did you see her car? That Balenciaga shirt? Those sunglasses? Girls who look like that don’t get with deliverymen, bro.”



 I was probably right. But girls who looked like that didn’t tend to frequent comic book shops, either.



 Anyway, this wasn’t the time to sweat over missed opportunities with pretty women. This was my time; outside of getting home to Bandit, there was nothing else I looked forward to more than sketching in my truck at the end of the day.



 I cranked up the AC then loosened my bootlaces and kicked my feet up on the dash then took my little 14x18 Blick sketch pad from my backpack. I popped open the tin pencil container then took out a freshly-sharpened 9H pencil and got to work shading a little black-and-white landscape sketch I started a few days back.



 It was a scene from my place, out by the pond, with Bandit sitting at the water’s edge. She looked pretty good, but I wanted to get the shading right on the bandanna I often fixed around her neck.



 Within minutes, I got lost in my work, in the rhythmic sound of pencil scratches on the page. My hands – callused from my years handling parcels on the truck – were gentler and more precise than you might expect. I got into a Zen-like rhythm as I etched the sequined pattern of Bandit’s bandanna, tiny curves and angles that required precise strokes. Before I even realized it, I’d spent nearly forty-five minutes on the sketch.



 Then came her voice, muffled by the truck’s window and the rattling wheeze of the air conditioner: “Hey, thanks again!”



 It was the blonde. She stood outside the driver’s side door of my truck with a collection of DVDs and old VHS tapes in her arms. Had she really spent the better part of an hour in the shop?



 “Yeah, um…no problem,” I stuttered.



 I did a double-take when I glimpsed the movies she’d purchased. Most prominently, she held VHS copies of
 Eraserhead
 and
 The Exorcist 3
 . Not exactly the kind of movies I’d expect from a chick like her.



I froze, a deer in the goddamn headlights. The blonde shot me that easy smile, then that expectant look, and said, “Here, take this.”



 She held out a scrap of paper. I rolled the window down, dumbfounded when I realized she was giving me her number. The name EVELYN was written at the top.



 I was still reeling when she looked at the sketchpad on my lap then turned back to me, somewhat surprised. “You’re an artist?”



 “No,” I stuttered. “Well kinda. Yeah. A little. But no.”



 She giggled. It was a sweet sound, almost musical. Playful.



 “Since you’re having trouble speaking, you can tell me your name later,” she said.



 My mouth opened but nothing else came out. Evelyn laughed and walked away.



 I watched her stride back to her Tesla, her blonde ponytail bouncing and the oversized Balenciaga T-shirt swaying at her slim waist. She got into the car, looked over at me, grinning again, then waved goodbye.



 As she drove off, I set my sketchpad down and buried my face into my open palms.



 “You, sir, are the world’s biggest idiot,” I whispered to myself. I wasn’t even sure why I slid Evelyn’s phone number into my wallet; after the way I reacted to getting her number, she probably regretted giving it to me in the first place.



 Maybe she felt as stupid as I did.



 I hightailed it back to the station, parked my truck in the yard and handed in my delivery slips then clocked out. I’d been dreaming of having a whiskey once I got home. Tonight, I thought I’d make it a double.



 Or even a triple.









 
Chapter Two




 I fell to work like a man determined the following morning, humping parcels and stacking them four and five boxes high on my hand truck, sweating buckets through my stops on Main Street, trying my hardest not to hate myself.



 Yeah, I’d blown it with Evelyn, alright. I never got around to calling her or even texting her the previous night. I even went so far as tossing her number in the trash…except something compelled me to pull it back out.



 Even Bandit had been looking at me funny.



 I kept up my frantic pace through mid-morning, trying to purge my embarrassment with sweat. By the time I was starting to think about lunch, I’d delivered almost three-quarters of my parcels. Normally, that would have been great, and I’d just spend the extra time out front of the comic shop sketching.



 But given how badly I handled things with Evelyn, I didn’t think I could ever step foot near that shop again.



At least it was getting close to the start of summer. Evelyn would probably be graduating soon, so at least I wouldn’t have to suffer the embarrassment of seeing her around town again.



 It was almost noon. One more stop before lunch. Down by student housing – past sorority row – I pulled into a big apartment complex then fetched the parcel. It was a big one, four-feet high and bulky, so I popped it onto the hand truck then secured it with a ratchet strap. I tilted the hand truck at a safe angle then pushed it into the lobby.



 I found the apartment number on the parcel then punched the digits into the digital intercom just inside the lobby door.



 “Yeah?” came a female voice, veiled in static.



 “Delivery,” I grunted, then squinted at the packing label. “For Briana Kane.”



 “She’s out at the moment,” the voice answered. “Leave it and I’ll come down later.”



 I rolled my eyes. “Can’t. Someone needs to sign for it.”



 “Okay,” the voice answered through the static, polite, but slightly annoyed.



 With the parcel secured on the hand truck, I did a lap around the lobby, whistling softly, my thumbs hooked into my pockets. My stomach growled and I thought it might be a good afternoon to get Chinese, maybe Thai…



 “First you don’t call me,” a familiar voice said sharply. “Now you show up at my goddamn apartment building to stalk me?”



 I turned, mouth agape, in shock when I saw Evelyn standing there. She scowled, her bright blue eyes flashing with anger.



 I put my hands up in surrender, suddenly freaking. I pointed to the parcel. “I’m just delivering a package,” I said. “I’m not –”



 She cracked a smile. Her ocean eyes softened back into that easy look I recognized from the day before. Then came another note of that musical laughter. “You looked like you were going to die just now,” she quipped.



 Relieved, but still feeling defensive, I nodded to the package again. “I’m waiting for someone to sign for this.”



 She tucked her chin into her chest and batted her eyelashes, subtle adorability that left me reeling. Only then did I notice what she was wearing.



 That oversized Balenciaga T-shirt she’d worn yesterday hadn’t come close to doing her justice. Today, she wore a spaghetti strap crop top, faded gold in color, almost matching her bronzed skin. The top revealed her abdomen, soft but with slight hints of definition. She wore gray cloth shorts that fell just over the crest of her thighs, with a simple pair of beach-ready flip-flops, exposing toenails painted the ocean color of her eyes.



 “Briana’s one of my roommates,” Evelyn said, then she looked at the size of the parcel and frowned. “And by God, I don’t know what the hell she ordered, but that thing looks like it weighs a ton.”



 I nodded. “I won’t lie, I almost pulled my back out getting it off the truck,” I said.



 She stepped closer to me, her soft cherry tongue flicking across her lips. “Can you get it up for me?”



 My jaw nearly hit the floor.



 “Up to my apartment, I mean,” she giggled.



 “Yeah, obviously,” I said, chuckling. I tilted the hand truck back and balanced the load then looked to Evelyn. “Lead the way.”



 I followed her down an adjoining hallway toward the elevators.



 “How long have you been going to the comic shop?” I asked. “I’ve never seen you there before.”



 “Since I was just a nervous little eighteen-year-old freshman who could barely muster saying two words to anyone,” she said. “I sorta buried myself in movies back then, and the shop was the only place I could score my favorites, so I became a regular quick.”



 I remembered the haul of DVDs and VHS tapes she’d purchased. “You have an interesting taste in horror movies,” I said.



 She smirked, one eyebrow cocked playfully. “
 Eraserhead
 rocks but
 The Exorcist 3
 is hands down my favorite horror flick of all time.”



 “I wouldn’t say it’s my favorite, but it’s definitely up there,” I answered.



 She stopped, hands on her hips, chin thrust forward, her smile bright and her blue eyes gleaming. “OH MY GOD YOU’RE AN
 E-3
 HEAD!?” she asked.



 “George C. Scott absolutely kills it in that one,” I said. “And Brad Dourif, don’t even get me started. People know him for
 Chucky
 but –”



 “Shh,” she said, putting her upraised forefinger against my lips. “Please do not say another word. Be absolutely silent.”



 I froze, her finger resting against my mouth, and my heart downshifted like I’d just popped the clutch on my box truck. I shifted my eyes down to her finger – fingertip pressed lightly against the tip of my nose – and noted that her fingernails were painted the same color as her toes, ocean blue to match her eyes. I swallowed. My lips shifted and I caught the faintest taste of her skin.



 “Zip it!” she yelped. “It looked like you were about to say something just then.”



 I resisted the urge to laugh, but her mock-serious face and the light tickling of her fingertip on my nose caused me to chuckle.



 She took a deep breath, composing herself, then slowly lowered her finger. “Did you just tell me that you think Brad Dourif’s performance in
 E-3
 beats his voice acting in
 Chucky?”



 The warmth of her finger lingered on my lips, the subtle taste of her skin. “That’s what I said, yup.”



 She stepped closer to me, nearly nose-to-nose. “Mr. Deliveryman,” she began, very seriously, “you are one of the top five-percent of human beings worldwide, one of the elite few who recognize Mr. Dourif’s tour-de-force. You are a sigma male of the highest magnitude. A true Top G, as the kids say these days.”



 She held my gaze for what seemed like minutes, her bright blue eyes wide and her pink lips curved with an adorable enthusiasm.



 I shrugged. “Well, it’s a really good movie,” I chuckled. “And you can call me Billy, by the way. That is, unless you prefer ‘Mr. Deliveryman.’”



 She burst into laughter then nodded farther down the hallway. “Nah, Billy’s just fine. C’mon, the elevator’s just down here.” She walked slightly ahead of me before turning back, her ponytail whipping across her shoulder. “So you’re a horror movie head, too?”



 “Just a movie buff in general,” I said. “Horror’s an underrated genre, though. Sure, there are some horror flicks that are truly high-brow artistic stuff, yeah, but there’s something to be said for the schlock of old-school 80’s horror, too. You take a movie like, say,
 Nightmare on Elm Street,
 and people forget the amount of work that went into the practical effects and general atmosphere of the world represented in the film.”



 She paused again, so suddenly that I nearly bumped into her. “Mr. William Deliveryman, are you a serial killer?”



 I laughed. “No.”



 “Drug dealer?”



 I shook my head.



 “Con-man? Insurance fraudster? Undercover CIA agent trying to topple third world democracies?”



 “No, no, and definitely no,” I said. “Why do you ask?”



 “Because I’ve never met someone with such perfect opinions about my favorite movies before,” she said with a certain sweet kind of sincerity in her voice. She reached back and brushed her fingertips across my forearm, little more than a glancing touch, but it sent a thrill down my spine.



 She pulled her hand back quickly, and somewhat sheepishly, then blushed, as if she’d just crossed a line.



 “No offense, but you don’t look like the type of girl who loves horror films,” I said. “You look like more of a…”



 I trailed off, suddenly catching myself. I didn’t want to admit any assumptions I had that might offend her.



 “More like a stuck-up rich sorority chick?” she asked.



 “Well, yeah. You’ve got the look, I mean. Blonde, pretty.”



 She nibbled her bottom lip and giggled softly to herself, averting her eyes from mine, blushing at my compliment.



 “I
 am
 a rich girl,” she admitted with a joking roll of her eyes. “That, I’m guilty of. But hey, I couldn’t help that my mom’s a hedge fund manager and my dad’s a finance ghoul. You wouldn’t blame Michael Corleone for having a gangster for a father, would you?”



 I waved her off. “You’re talking like you’ve got something to be ashamed of,” I said. “You were born into some cash. Who cares?”



 “You’d be surprised how many people care about exactly that,” she said, with a soft vulnerability in her eyes that led me to believe she’d been bullied about her family in the past.



 I could sympathize with that. For long stretches of my childhood, my parents were broke. Not like, dire poverty or anything like that, but it was common knowledge in the neighborhood that, from time to time, our power would get turned off, or our water service would get cut, once the unpaid bills piled up.



 And yeah, there were kids on my block who bullied me about it, as if it were my fault. To this day, I hated bullies.



 I leaned in closer to Evelyn then whispered, “Fuck those people.”



 She shifted her eyes back to mine. That sheen of vulnerability made her that much more gorgeous, I had to admit.



 A long silence passed between us before, finally, we both cracked a smile.



 “Elevator’s right around the corner,” she said quietly.









 
Chapter Three




 The elevator was cramped, especially with the parcel and the hand truck, and we had to squeeze in, close enough I caught another whiff of Evelyn’s delicious lavender scent.



 And then my heart stopped, frozen with horror. I’d been sweating buckets all morning. I must have smelled horrible.



 The elevator doors closed, pristine and chrome-plated, clear as mirrors.



 “Hey, uh, sorry if I don’t smell so fresh,” I said. “It’s been a hot morning and I’ve had a ton of deliveries.”



 “I don’t mind,” she said, then added a little shrug. “It’s cute, actually.”



 Whoa, stop.



 Record scratch.



 Did she just call me ‘cute?’



 I cleared my throat, somewhat lost for words.



 “Every day I’m surrounded by these pampered college douches,” she said. “Most of them have never done an honest day’s work.”



 “You mean they don’t stink,” I laughed. I didn’t mention that I’d gone to college, although I hadn’t been pampered nor a douche.



 “I mean they don’t smell like men,” she corrected me, then flicked her eyes to the side, smirking again. “Lots of women think it’s attractive, by the way. The smell of a working man, I mean.”



 Yeah, now my head was spinning. It wasn’t like I was some kind of virgin guy – I had girlfriends before, a few of them – but no woman half as gorgeous as Evelyn had ever complimented me so openly.



 Reeling, I tried to regroup. Tried to think of something witty to say…except then I found her reflection in the chrome-plated elevator doors.



 She stretched her arms, making the crop top ride up her abdomen, revealing the gentle suggestion of her ribcage, the bronze-gold landscape of her bare stomach. I stared at the strand of hair resting in the crook of her neck, near her collarbone. I stared at the curves of her hips, glimpsed a freckle or two, all those little intimacies you only noticed when you were physically close to someone.



 And then, in the reflection, I saw Evelyn watching me stare.



 I expected her to crack me in the teeth for ogling her so obviously. Instead, she offered me that familiar smirk.



 The elevator
 dinged
 and our doppelgangers vanished as the doors slid open.



 “This is my floor,” Evelyn said. She stepped out, I followed, the hand truck’s wheels rolling quietly over the hallway carpet.



 She walked with a quiet, almost rhythmic buoyancy in each step, like she was bopping along to a song that only she could hear. She walked slightly ahead of me, so that I could see the very low-cut back of her crop top decorated with multiple crisscrossing straps that turned her skin into a checkerboard, then studied the smooth curvature of her back, the slender bend of her spine.



 There was a lone door at the end of the hall, cracked open. She nudged it fully ajar then stood to the side, waving me in. Two hands on the hand truck’s handle, I grunted as I carefully rolled the load over the threshold then set it down just beyond the foyer.



 “Whoa,” I said, just now noticing my surroundings. “Nice apartment.”



 Over the years, I made deliveries to student housing complexes all the time. I hadn’t, however, realized these buildings had suites. This place was more like a penthouse. It had a breezy open floor plan between the living room and the kitchen, making it feel even larger. Even with the abundant clutter – takeout boxes, empty soda bottles, rumpled laundry, assorted college girl miscellanea – the apartment felt like pure luxury.



 Evelyn shut the door behind me. I heard the door handle click, the metal-smooth kiss of the deadbolt sliding through the strike plate.



 I was now completely alone with the most beautiful woman that I’d ever spoken to.



 She kicked off her flip-flops and let them fall among the clutter. “Yeah, it’s a big place,” she said with a no-big-deal shrug of her shoulders. “It’s expensive as hell, but I foot most of the bill so I don’t have to live with strangers.”



 “Oh yeah,” I said. Then I remembered the name on the parcel sticker. “Your roommate’s name is Briana, right?”



 “Briana and Kay,” she added. “We met a month into freshman year and we’ve been inseparable since. The moment I realized I could score this place with my monthly allowance, I snatched it up and invited the two of them to move in with me. That way, we didn’t have to live with strangers.”



 Remembering Evelyn’s comment about being bullied for her wealth, I tried not to look surprised…but still, that must have been one hell of an ‘allowance.’



 “That’s cool as hell that you live with your friends,” I said. “When I went here, I pretty much stayed to myself. A loner, you could say.”



 “You graduated from here?”



 I nodded. “Yup. It feels like a lifetime ago.”



 “I had no idea,” she said, then leaned on the upright parcel, shifting forward, and I had to force my eyes away from the slim canyon between her breasts. “What was your major?”



 “Graphic design,” I said with a sigh. My student loans were my only debt, the one gnawing burden I had hanging over my head. Each payment was a reminder that I’d thoroughly wasted my time getting that damned degree.



 “Oh, now it makes sense,” she grinned. “That sketchpad, those drawings. You’re talented. It’s a shame that you don’t have a job putting your degree to good use.”



 “Trust me, it’s not a shame,” I laughed. “And I bet I can guess your major.”



 “Go on then, Mr. Deliveryman,” she purred. “Take your best shot.”



 “Finance.”



 She sighed. “It’s that damn obvious. Kill me now, I swear to God.” She extended her forefinger and her thumb to pantomime a gun, then stuck the ‘barrel’ against her head and added: “Boom!”



 “Actually it’s not really obvious,” I laughed. “I just figured it was a good guess, considering your parents’ line of work.”



 Judging from Evelyn’s reaction, I also got the feeling that she wasn’t enthusiastic about her major.



Hmm.



Yesterday, outside the comic book shop, she mentioned an angry voicemail from her mother. I wondered if it had anything to do with Evelyn’s major.



 Anyway, I didn’t ask. I barely knew the girl and I didn’t want to seem nosey.



 “So you graduated then stuck around the neighborhood,” Evelyn said. “Do you live nearby?”



 “A few miles outside town,” I said. “In a farmhouse by a pond. It’s nice. I think you’d like it. Maybe…” I caught myself, then went silent.



 Idiot!



 I barely knew the girl and here I was, damn near inviting her over. She must have thought that I was some kind of –



 “Maybe what?” she pressed, still leaning on the parcel, giving me an eyeful, almost like she was daring me to sneak another look at her breasts.



 Then I thought, what the hell? Evelyn was dropping hints left and right. For once, I was going to throw caution to the wind.



 “Maybe you’d like to come by sometime,” I said. “We can sit by the pond with my dog.”



 “Oh my God,” she giggled. “You live in a lakeside farmhouse, just you and your dog? That is the cutest thing ever.”



 “It’s a pond, not a lake, but yeah,” I said. “Just me and Bandit.”



 “Aw, that’s a cute name for him.”



 “A cute name for
 her,”
 I corrected her.



 She clutched her hands over her heart, rocking back and forth playfully on the balls of her feet. “Awwwww! You’ve got a little doggy daughter! Will you just please stop being adorable for five goddamn minutes? You’re so sweet I’m gonna choke to death.”



 She rocked forward on the parcel as she said this. For just a moment, her lips were close enough to kiss.



 Then the apartment door swung open. A young woman with shockingly dark black hair stepped inside. She wore a sleeveless blouse, the top button unfastened, showing off the smooth pale skin of her chest, and a tight matching pencil skirt with a slim slit over her left knee, showing hints of her thigh. On her feet, she wore high-heels, stylishly black in color, contrasting with the near-alabaster tone of her skin.



 She smiled, her cherry-red lips sliding back across pristine white teeth. Her eyes were on me, scanning me slowly from top to bottom then back again.



 She wore black-rimmed glasses, slightly angular at the edges, giving her an almost feline look. Her eyes had a golden, amber hue, colored like whiskey. As she stepped forward she slid out of her high-heels, every movement precise, then ran her fingers down the face of the parcel.



 “It’s finally here,” she purred with a silky, sultry tone. She ran her hand across the parcel, a languid, vaguely cautious movement. “Please stop leaning on it, Evelyn.”



 Evelyn, who was very much still leaning on the parcel, crossed her eyes and stuck out her tongue.



 The dark-haired girl giggled and flicked Evelyn on the forehead. Evelyn yelped and backed away from the parcel, then shot forward and grabbed the dark-haired girl by the waist, tickling her, both of them laughing.


“Get off me, crazy bitch!” the dark-haired girl laughed.



 I stood there watching, a dumb smile on my face as I watched their easy rapport, and then the dark-haired girl gripped Evelyn by the hip and pulled her a few feet away from me. All the while, both were looking at me with a curiously playful look in their eyes.



 The dark-haired girl cupped her hands over Evelyn’s ear then whispered audibly, as if she weren’t really trying to whisper at all.



 “Is this that cute delivery guy you were talking about?”



 “Shut up!” Evelyn giggled, then grabbed the dark-haired girl firmly by the wrist and pulled her forward to make a proper introduction. “Briana, this is Mr. Deliveryman, also known as Billy. He just lugged your heavy-ass box up here.”



 Briana slid her hand forward with that cat-like patience. I took her hand lightly in mine – her hands were perfectly smooth, cool to the touch – and shook it. “Got your package up here nice and easy, Briana,” I said.



 “Thanks so much, Mr. Deliveryman,” she purred, stepping closer, her whiskey gaze tightening on me. “I’ve been waiting on this for a long time.”



 Though Briana was just as gorgeous as Evelyn – although in different ways – I made a concerted effort not to stare at her. I’d just gone through the trouble of asking Evelyn out on a date, I didn’t want to ruin it by ogling her flirty best friend.



 Suddenly, there was a buzzing noise. Evelyn’s phone.



 “Shit, it’s my mother,” she said. “Billy, can you hang out for just a minute while I take this?”



 I nodded. “Sure.”



 “Be right back,” she said, then ducked out of the room.



 Briana went back toward the foyer, where she slid her bare feet into a pair of flip-flops, just one of many pairs of discarded footwear strewn about.



 I paused, then noticed that she’d just slipped into Evelyn’s flip-flops. “Hey, not trying to be weird, but those are Evelyn’s,” I said.



 “Oh, they are, aren’t they?” Briana said, then wore them anyway with a casual, indifferent shrug. “Me, Evelyn, and Kay have been like peas in a pod for four years.” She shrugged again, grinning. “We share a lot.”



 I nodded toward the parcel. “That’s a heavy delivery,” I said.



 “Ironically, it’s a miniature,” she said, then headed over to the fridge, took out a bottle of water, and cracked it open. She tilted it back to her cherry-red lips and took a long sip. A stray bead of water trickled over her bottom lip, toward her chin, where she caught it on her fingertip then popped it into her mouth.



 “Miniature?” I asked.



 She grinned then gestured toward a hallway just beyond the kitchen. Her bedroom was there. She turned the knob and pushed the door open, revealing a room jam-packed with models and hand-painted figurines.



 I laughed. Her bedroom could have doubled for a glass showcase at a comic convention. She had miniatures from every sci-fi/fantasy IP imaginable, plus other, more obscure characters that I’d never seen before.



 “You,” I said emphatically, “and your friend are both total geeks.”



 It was almost surreal, the more I discovered about these two. Evelyn looked like a bleached-blonde snob at first glance, yet she was a horror movie nerd who’d grown up bullied. Briana looked like the picture of feminine severity – her blood-red lips, the clashing aesthetic of her dark hair against pale skin – yet she was quick with a smile and surrounded herself with pure nerd paraphernalia.



 Briana looked proudly at her collection, then prouder still at the little worktable she had set up in the far corner of her room, near her bed. There were specialized lamps and various microscopes and little rows of acrylic paints in jars with a matching collection of brushes. There was a black tarp beneath it all, paint-splattered, to protect the hardwood underfoot.



 “Wow, you’re a pro,” I said.



 “A girl’s got to have a hobby,” she laughed.



 Footsteps behind us, bare feet slapping lightly against hardwood, and Evelyn rejoined us a second later. She looked a bit frazzled from the phone call with her mother, but flashed me that familiar smirk regardless.



 “Sorry about that,” Evelyn said. “My mom.” She rolled her eyes. “But at least it gave you the chance to see Briana’s collection.”



 Briana glanced at Evelyn knowingly then took another sip from the water bottle. “Anyway, it was nice to meet you, Billy,” Briana said. “I’ve got to take a quick shower before my next class.”



 “The pleasure’s all mine,” I said. “I’ve got to get back to my truck, anyway.”



 “I’ll walk you out,” Evelyn said.



 My hand truck in tow, I followed Evelyn back out into the hallway. We lingered by the door a moment. “Maybe we can do dinner at my place tomorrow?” I asked.



 “That would be fantastic,” Evelyn agreed. “Plus, I’m dying to meet Bandit.”



 “She’s a handful, I gotta warn you,” I grinned.



 Again, we lingered for a moment in silence. She looked at me, nibbled her bottom lip, then looked away, blushing.



 “Alright,” I said, “I guess I’ll see you –”



 She popped up onto her tiptoes and kissed me. It was a quick, light kiss, yet in that moment, it seemed to go on for hours.



 Her pink lips were soft and cool, welcoming and eager. Her lip gloss tasted like peaches and strawberries. She parted her lips ever so slightly, making her mouth slick against mine, and she raised her right hand and brushed her fingertips against my cheek.



 With one hand on the hand truck, I slid the other around her waist, pulling her closer, blood rushing to my cock as my hand moved across the smooth, delicate canvas of her bare skin. She put her palms on my chest, fingertips tickling my sternum through my work shirt’s cotton fabric. Her lips parted wider. I reciprocated. I brushed my tongue against hers, a subtle dance, and I felt her growing tense in my grip, a palpable warmth emanating off her trim body.



Lightly, and quickly, she closed her mouth around my bottom lip, sucked it gently, and when our lips finally parted, I felt lightheaded.



 “Sorry,” she said. “I just had to know what it was like. See you tomorrow, Billy the Deliveryman.”









 
Chapter Four




 The next morning, I was up before dawn, already buzzing with adrenaline. Before my coffee even finished brewing, I was rushing through the house doing a quick cleanup, wanting the place spotless before I brought Evelyn over.



 Bandit trailed behind me, wagging her little stumpy tail, ears folded back, watching me curiously as I gave the living room floor a once-over with the Swiffer.



 “We’re going to have company tonight, Bandy,” I said. “So be on your best behavior.”



 Bandit – a Corgi-mix, built like a cinderblock – vaulted from the floor into my arms, knocking the Swiffer from my hands, and feverishly peppered my face with kisses.



 “Yeah, I know, you’re still my Number One Girl,” I laughed as I rubbed her belly.



 I kept a fairly tidy house for a bachelor, so I finished the cleanup job quick then scrambled some eggs for our breakfast. I flipped half onto my plate then scraped the rest into Bandit’s food bowl, which I then set on the dining room table. Just as I sat down at my plate, Bandit bounded from the floor to a chair then from the chair to the table, her stump wagging as she lapped up her eggs.



 “I wonder if Evelyn will be cool with a dog eating dinner next to her,” I wondered aloud.



 Bandit cocked her head to the side then barked at me.



 “Fine, fine,” I laughed. “I hereby promise to never date a girl who has a problem eating dinner next to you, Bandy.”



 Bandit barked again, wagged her stump, then finished off her eggs.



*****



 Down on Main Street, I was flying through my stops faster than usual. The pre-summer heat that had been baking the town relented, giving way to a refreshing late-spring breeze. I knew that Evelyn said she enjoyed a working-man’s scent, but since I was planning on scooping her up right after I clocked out at the station, I preferred not to sweat buckets today.



 It was getting close to lunch. I’d just finished unloading a big delivery at the college’s enrollment office when my phone went off. It was Evelyn.



 “Hey,” I answered. “I was just thinking about you.”



 “Yeah well I haven’t stopped thinking about you since you left yesterday,” she countered.



 I sat down on the truck’s rear bumper. “I was thinking we could order in tonight,” I said. “Maybe grab something along the way.”



 “Well here’s the thing,” Evelyn said, “I might have jumped the gun a little bit when I said I could visit your house tonight.”



 At that, my heart sunk. My stomach dropped. The air ripped from my lungs.



 “Oh,” I grumbled.



 “No, no, no!” Evelyn answered. “Please don’t take it like that! Billy, I’m seriously
 dying
 to hang out with you, it’s just that I’ve got this final tomorrow. I should probably spend the night studying for it.”



 “Oh,” I repeated, although in an entirely different – and hopeful – tone. “Shit, I thought you were blowing me off.”



 “Obviously not,” she giggled.



 “Well hey, you can still come over to the house,” I said. “I promise to have you back home early.”



 She responded with that musical laughter then said, “Mr. Deliveryman, if I’m heading to your place, I’m definitely
 not
 going to be in the mood to leave early. Judging by the way we kissed yesterday, I doubt I’d leave at all.”



 I parted my lips to respond. Nothing came out.



 “You still there?” she asked.



 “Yup,” I said. “You just left me a little speechless, that’s all. But hey, that’s fine if tonight’s no good. Just let me know when you’re free.”



 “Tomorrow night, rain or shine,” she said.



 “Sounds good to me.”



 “And I mean it,” she pressed. “Tomorrow night, we’re hanging out. I don’t care if there’s a goddamn meteor falling onto the town.”



 “If that’s the case, we can sit on my roof and watch the fireworks,” I responded.



 She laughed, then trailed off. For a moment, she didn’t say anything, but I could somehow sense that there was something on her mind.



 “Hey Billy,” she said. “You’re about to take lunch.”



 I checked the time. It was almost noon. “I sure am,” I said.



 “Swing by my apartment real quick,” she said, lowering her voice a bit.



 Then, in the background: “Evelyn, are you talking to that guy again?”



 “Shut up!” Evelyn giggled.



 “Yeah, I can swing past,” I said.



 “Hurry up,” she said. Then she whispered: “I’ll come down and meet you.”



*****



 When I pulled up out front, Evelyn was already waiting for me. She leaned near the entrance, watching my truck approach with a little smile on her face. She wore a navy-blue hoodie with the university’s mascot emblazoned on the chest – an anthropomorphic steer with big muscles sporting a cocky grin, “Go Bulls!” – and tiny black nylon shorts.



 Evelyn rushed up to the driver’s side door just as I was pulling it open. “Hey,” she beamed, her ocean eyes brimming with something strange, something curious…something exciting.



 “Hey,” I said, sliding out. “Sorry it took me so long to get over here. There was traffic on Main Street. A garbage truck or something. You want to get lunch?”



 “I don’t have time for lunch,” she said. “I’ve got an afternoon class in twenty minutes.”



 “I’ve got an extra peanut butter and jelly sandwich in my cooler,” I offered.



 She looked away, gnawed on her bottom lip, then suddenly grabbed me by both wrists. She walked backwards, smirking, pulling me along with her as she edged toward the rear bumper.



 “I’ve always wanted to see what’s inside a delivery truck,” she whispered.



 I chuckled. “Boxes, mostly.”



 She pulled me back to the rear door, still walking backward, then looked at the door’s latch. She released my right wrist and snagged the latch with a confident grip and turned it –
 KA-THUNK
 – and the door slid open. The interior light clicked on automatically.



 “Looks like there’s room for two,” she said, leaning toward me, pressing her body against mine as she slid her hands down to my belt.



 I was dumbfounded, nearly punch-drunk, but when she gave me another tug on my belt, I snapped back to my senses.



 I took a quick look around. No prying eyes. I grinned and hopped onto the rear bumper then extended my hand to help her up. Gripping me tight, she took a gingerly step up then into the back and leaned backward, her grin fading into something considerably more lustful, then curled her forefinger slowly, beckoning me to follow.



 The truck’s shocks groaned quietly as I hopped inside and pulled the door shut. For a moment, we were shrouded in shadow as the interior lights switched off but I hit the switch, clicking them back on just as Evelyn moved toward me.



 She threw her arms around my neck and hopped into my arms. I caught her by the hips and felt the pressure of her thighs as she wrapped her legs around my waist. She pulled her mouth to mine. Holding her aloft with one hand, I slid the other up her sweatshirt, under the tight-fitting undershirt she wore beneath, and felt my way up the length of her spine.



 Evelyn breathed sharply as we kissed, my tongue against hers, almost like we were just continuing that flash of passion we’d shared in the hallway outside her apartment the day prior. As I continued to move my hand up her back, I felt her skin break out in goosebumps. I pushed my hand up past the top of her hoodie then gripped her tight by the back of her neck, pulling her in closer, kissing her more deeply.



 She shifted her head to the right. Correspondingly, I shifted mine to the left. She leaned harder on me, I did the same, pushed my tongue tighter to hers, so tight I could count her individual tastebuds. Our lips smacked eagerly, the sound echoing in the truck.



 Evelyn released her thighs from my waist, shimmying back down to her feet, and for one awful moment I thought the encounter was over. She
 did
 have class in twenty minutes, not to mention that final tomorrow morning, and it wasn’t like she could spend the entire afternoon making out with the delivery guy.



 Except she wasn’t done yet. She exhaled slowly then tickled her fingertips down my uniform shirt, pressing against the thin fabric, probing my chest down to my stomach then down farther yet, until she was tugging at my belt again.



 Her fingers spread wider, palms splayed out, and her hands shifted down to the almost painful erection throbbing in my pants. She licked her lips as she pinched at the tent poking up against my polyester work pants, wiggling her fingertips beneath the flap of fabric hiding my zipper, then smirked naughtily as she caught the brass slider between her forefinger and thumb.



 “I don’t have a condom,” I whispered.



 She pressed against me, her soft lips against my neck then leaned up, those lips brushing across my earlobe. “I don’t have time to go all the way with you,” she whispered. “But even if I did, I wouldn’t make you use a condom.”



 I tightened my grip on her, my cock aching something fierce.



 “And don’t think I go around letting guys into my pants bareback,” she whispered as she sucked my earlobe, wet lips nibbling lightly, still tugging playfully on the zipper slide.



 No, I most certainly didn’t think that. Evelyn conducted herself with an air of class, even when she was acting goofy…even when she was getting dirty in the back of a delivery truck. Even before it came up, at no point did I worry about whether she was out fucking guys without protection. You’d take one look at Evelyn and know immediately that she wasn’t that type of girl.



 Even so, knowing that about her only made her revelation that she’d take me without a rubber that much hotter. I cupped my hands around her face and kissed her again, lowering my hands to her throat, tickling her skin. She leaned forward into my kiss then I felt her lips curve suddenly and sharply into a naughty smile.



 A heartbeat later, she pulled down my zipper, slowly freeing those little interlocking brass teeth. My cock pushed through the slit in my boxers. Evelyn pulled her lips from mine and stared deeply into my eyes as she fished my cock out, brushing her fingers across my shaft, tightening, then tickling slightly, then tightening again.



 Her ocean eyes seemed to go a shade darker as she closed her fingers around me, as she made that first stroke, with both hands, rolling those delicate fingers slowly and pensively up to my tip, then back down again, making a tight O-shape with her forefingers and thumbs, pressing the tips together, before holding me tight at my base.



 “Evelyn, holy shit,” I gasped.



 She didn’t break eye contact as she slid down to her knees, flipping my boxers down then pulling the elastic waistband over my cock, freeing it entirely. Taking both my pants and my boxers in her hands, she yanked them all the way down to my thighs then closed her fingers at my base again.



 “I’ve never done anything like this before,” she whispered.



 I lowered my right hand to the top of her head, clenching my fingers in those bright aureate locks, and waited for her to make her next move.



 She pursed her lips – her eyes still trained on mine – and pressed them lightly against the tip of my cock. I watched, hardly breathing, as my beading precum smeared across those pink lips. She kissed my tip again, then around my hood, then down the left side of my shaft. She shifted me, pushing my cock upright, then ran her tongue long and slow up the underside of my erection before rolling it across my tip and closing her lips around me completely.



 With little more than a gasp, my mouth wrenched open, every muscle in my body tensing as I took a second handful of her hair, clenching it tight in both fists. Evelyn took me deeper, soft wet lips rolling down the length of me, air-tight, setting every nerve ending alight as my cock was grinding smooth across her tongue.



 Her grip tightened at my root. She took me into the back of her throat then pulled back again, leaving my shaft slick with a wet sheen. She followed her lips with her fingers, sliding them up the saliva-wet length of my erection. Evelyn moved her hands with a subtle clockwise twist all the way up to my hood, then kissed it again before sliding her fingers back down and taking me deep into her mouth allover again.



 My body tightened, every muscle, every nerve. My stomach clenched and I half bent over, hovering over her, and the obvious pressure building in my body only spurred Evelyn to please me further.



 Her lips closed even tighter around me. She stroked her fingers breezily up and down my cock then took me deep again and again, her confidence increasing with every lap, her lips smacking wet and tight until my cum churned in my balls like volcanic slag about to rupture.



 She got higher on her knees, my cock upright in her grip again, her head bobbing up and down with each vigorous lap. On instinct, I wrapped her ponytail around my fist and clenched it tight, her head seeming to rise and fall in unison with my thunderous heartbeat.



 Suddenly, the pressure reached a sharp crescendo. I tugged gently on her ponytail, not wanting to surprise her.



 “Evelyn, shit, I’m about to cum,” I warned her.



 She responded with a muffled giggle, the trill only serving to tease my cock further, and she didn’t relent. If anything, she only tightened her lips, quickened her pace. She slid her left hand up beneath my work shirt, then moved it around my hip, down toward my ass, where she clenched me firmly, as if to hold me in place, like she didn’t want me to pull my cock from her throat.



 I leaned back, shuddering as I came, and Evelyn suddenly paused, her lips tight just beneath the head of my cock. At no point did she flinch or loosen her seal as I released inside of her mouth.



 She let out a pleasant, muffled groan as my seed filled her mouth. She rapped her fingertips playfully across my ass then slowly moved her sapphire gaze back to my own, the edges of her lips curving into a slight grin with my cock still resting between them.



 Her cheeks tightened. Her throat shifted. Her eyes glistened as she swallowed every last drop. Only then did she break her seal, rocking back slightly on her knees, then gingerly raised her fist to her mouth to wipe her lips.



 She saw the obvious satisfaction in my face then her grin sharpened. “That should give you something to think about until we meet up tomorrow for – OH!”



 I wasn’t finished with her. We might not have had time to go all the way, but I wasn’t going to be a greedy lover.



 Snagging her by the hips, I drew her close then shifted her, spinning switching positions as I pushed her up against the inside of the rear door. She took me by the wrists, pulling me closer to her, gasping when I suddenly slid my right hand up beneath her hoodie, then beneath the tight-fitting undershirt she wore beneath.



 Her stomach muscles tightened in anticipation of my touch. Her flat stomach tensed beneath my fingertips as I lowered them down past her navel, circling my forefinger around her belly button, hinting at going lower.



 “We don’t have much time,” she whispered.



 “I don’t need much time,” I countered.



 I slid my hand lower, beneath her tight nylon shorts, felt the soft indentation the elastic waistband left in her skin. I grit my teeth as I felt the smooth curvature of her mound, then the small tuft of golden pubic hair blossoming over her sex.



 I opened my fingers in a V-shape then slid them tight around the sides of her sex, stretching, opening the wet cleft of her labia ever so slightly. An anticipatory shiver shot through Evelyn’s body, then her hands gripped my forearm, fingernails digging sharp into my skin, and she pulled my hand deeper between her thighs.



 Shifting my hand’s position, I deftly slid my forefinger inside her. Her pussy, wet and tight, constricted immediately around my finger. I pushed it deeper, almost to the knuckle, then curled my finger and brushed my fingertip against her innermost intimacy.



 There was a tiny flash of pain – her fingernails digging deeper into my forearm, hard enough to leave a mark, not quite hard enough to draw blood – and her pink lips trembled as her walls closed tighter around my digit.



 “Billy, Christ…”



 I put the gentlest pressure on her G-spot then pulled my finger out, slick from her sex, then began to circle it around her clitoris.



 I made concentric circles around the hood of her cherry, drawing closer with each round pass. When I finally brushed my fingertip across her clit, she let out a lustful moan and dug her fingernails into my forearm anew.



 I didn’t mind the pain that came from her fingernails sinking deeper into my arm. Considering her pleasure, a little pain was a burden well worth bearing.



 I kept working my hand around her sex, gently brushing my dewy fingertip against her clit again and again until her nub felt like a tiny cherry dipped in honey. With my free hand, I grabbed a fistful of her hair. Yanking back to expose her throat, I lay my lips upon her neck and sucked gently – not hard enough to leave a mark, of course, she was too classy for a hickey – and the next time I rolled my fingertip across her nub, her body went taut and still. She let out a warm, raspy exhalation as she came, almost silent, though her lips were quivering as if she were hypothermic.



 She kept that sharp grip on my forearm, regarding me with an exaggerated frown when she glimpsed the light red divots she’d left in my skin.



 “Aw,” she grinned. “I hurt you.”



 “You could never,” I said, then kissed her throat again.



 She giggled then smacked her tongue across her lips before letting out a satisfied, “Mmmmm,” as if she’d just taken a bite from a particularly delicious fruit. She was still trembling a bit – her legs still twitching, her knees wobbling, aftershocks from her orgasm – and she ran her fingers through my hair before kissing me on the forehead. “No one’s ever made me cum like that,” she panted, the words coming out uneven and a bit stiffly, given that her lips were still quivering. Then she smiled broadly, chuckling, and added: “And holy shit, you didn’t even give me your cock yet.”



 “Then it’s something for us to look forward to,” I said, still nuzzling my mouth against her throat, simply enjoying her sweet scent, the faint lavender hints on her skin.



 “I hope you still have time to eat your lunch,” she giggled.



 “After all this, I feel like I could go all day,” I answered.



 She squeezed my cock, which was already rock-hard again. “All day and all night, by the look of it,” she laughed.



 I shifted away from her neck, smiling, and she gave me another soft kiss, on the lips this time. “Tomorrow night then,” I said.



 “Tomorrow night,” she echoed.



 “You want anything in particular for dinner?” I asked.



 “I’m a simple gal,” she said. “Pizza. Burgers. Fries. All three,” she added with a shrug.



 Then, I couldn’t help it. Visible worry crept across my face as I considered the one thing that might create a problem between us.



 “Oh no,” Evelyn said, catching the sudden look in my eyes. “Please don’t tell me that you have to cancel on me tomorrow night.”



 “Well, there is this one thing,” I said.



 “Oh no, you were lying about Brad Dourif in
 E-3
 , weren’t you?” she said with mock-concern. “You pretended to have perfect opinions about horror movies just to get your hand between my legs.”



 “Dourif’s a king in that movie,” I laughed. “And George C. Scott is a close second, but no, that’s not it. It’s just that I need to make sure that you’re respectful of the other woman in my life.”



 For just a moment, her smile dropped. “What other woman?” she spat.



 “Bandit,” I said like she should have remembered, using a jokingly mocking tone. “My little girl. My goddamn princess.”



 Evelyn’s smile returned, but she gave me a soft shot in the shoulder. “You had me going, you ass,” she said. “But what about her?”



 “There is a one-hundred percent chance…” I paused, then corrected myself. “I’m sorry, there’s a one
 -thousand
 percent chance that, when we sit down to eat, Bandit is going to hop up onto the table to dine with us.”



 “You’re telling me that you allow your dog to eat at the table with you?” she asked.



 I nodded and answered flatly, “Yes.”



 “Every time I think you can’t get more insufferably cute, you go ahead and one-up yourself,” she said, then gave me another peck on the lips. “Not only am I cool with eating dinner with your little princess, I
 insist
 that I get to sit next to her.”



 “So I’ll pick you up after my shift tomorrow?” I asked.



 “I’ll be here waiting,” she answered.



 We got dressed then I opened the rear door again. Briana stood there, leaning against a parking pole, her cherry lips locked in a soft red smile. She wore a form-fitting cardigan woven from cotton with a slim khaki skirt that hugged the curvature of her thighs.



 “You two are insatiable, I swear,” Briana laughed.



 I was no exhibitionist by any means – I wasn’t even a huge fan of public displays of affection – but realizing that Briana had been just a few feet away from us the entire time sent an acute thrill through my chest.



 I kind of liked the idea of Briana knowing what I was capable of doing to a woman, as a matter of fact.



 “How much did you hear?” Evelyn asked, giggling as I helped her down from the truck.



 “Enough to be impressed with Mr. Deliveryman,” Briana said knowingly, which caused me to blush immediately. “Anyway, I wasn’t out here trying to be a pervert.” She held up her Evelyn’s phone. “You left this upstairs. Your mother’s been calling non-stop.”



 Evelyn groaned then looked skyward, rolling her eyes so hard I could see the whites. “The woman wants to drive me insane,” she said, then quickly turned back to me as Briana handed her the phone. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Mr. Deliveryman,” she said, then blew me a kiss.  









 
Chapter Five




 It was another cool spring day and I shot back to the station as my shift winded down, parked my rig and handed in my delivery slips then punched out hard enough to almost knock the time clock off the wall. I practically sprinted to the locker room where I ditched my work clothes and slipped into something a bit more presentable. Never a fashion-forward guy – I owned one suit that didn’t fit well and it was reserved for funerals only – I threw on a crisp, light cotton flannel shirt rolled up below my elbows, some fresh jeans and my cleanest boots, spit-shined until I could almost see my reflection in the black leather.



 I jumped into my pickup and cranked the engine then took off, the shocks rattling as I tore ass toward town. Before my shift ended, I went down Main Street and scored roses for Evelyn from a local florist, plus chocolates in a bright red heart-shaped box. Cheesy, I know, but I thought Evelyn would like it.



 When I pulled up to her apartment complex I saw Briana standing outside, the first time I’d seen her dressed down, sporting a hoodie and sweatpants and, yup, Evelyn’s flip-flops. She swaggered up to my truck as I got out and ran her fingers through that midnight hair.



 “Evelyn’s right,” Briana said as she eyed up the chocolates and the roses. “You really are just too cute.”



 “Is she still upstairs?” I asked.



 “She’ll be down in a second,” Briana said, then took another step closer to me, grinning. She might have been dressed for comfort, but her lips were that same cherry-red color, plump and full. “I just wanted to wish you good luck. Evelyn’s a great girl.”



 “I hope I get your approval,” I said.



 “Lynnie hasn’t dated many guys,” she answered. “And when she has, I’ve never liked them.” Another step closer, a smirk growing on those red, red lips. “Until now.”



 I sensed something with Briana. I caught a curious flash in her catlike eyes. I almost took a step backward – she was getting really close now – but held my ground, not wanting to be impolite.



 “That means a lot to me,” I said. “Really, I mean it. I guess I just have to endear myself to Kay then I’ll be good to go.”



 Briana grinned then pinched a rose petal between her fingers, squeezing it ever so gently. “Kay’s dying to meet you,” Briana said. “Her class schedule’s just been weird. It’s that time of year, you know.”



 Several feet behind Briana, the apartment complex door swung open. My jaw went slack when I saw Evelyn.



 She was wearing a red satin dress so tight it might as well have been painted on. The dress was skin-tight, so tight there wasn’t enough slack for a single wrinkle in the fabric. It was sleeveless with a thin red strap over each shoulder, a slit on the right side flashing her bronzed thigh. She wore felt heel boots, zippers on the sides coming up just above her ankles. She’d pulled her hair back into two tight braids woven together in dovetails then draped across her left shoulder, Rapunzel-like, a modern-day princess.



 “You look incredible,” I gasped.



 She grinned somewhat bashfully, toying with the small Michael Kors purse in her hands.


“You’re not looking so bad yourself, Mr. Deliveryman,” she said.



 I chuckled. “Please! I’ve never felt more terminally underdressed.”



 “No, you look great,” Briana said. She’d released her pinch on the rose petal. Now, she was pinching my shirtsleeve, caressing the cotton between her forefinger and her thumb. She looked back to Evelyn. “Get a move on, Lynnie. My mom always told me to never waste time when you found yourself a good man.”



 Briana spun back around to me. She shocked me when she flung her arms around me, hooking her hands behind my neck, pulling herself close, so close that it would have felt like we were doing something wrong if Evelyn hadn’t been watching with an approving grin.



 I froze, keeping my hands away from Briana, resisting the urge to hug her back, but she didn’t seem to mind.



 With Evelyn having a full view, Briana kissed me on the earlobe, tightening her grip around my neck, and I swear, I could feel her nipples growing hard as nails beneath her hoodie.



 “Treat my girl right,” she said, then kissed my ear again.



 “Uh…yeah,” I answered, fully flabbergasted.



 Briana broke her hold on me then walked with a feline-sultry swagger over to Evelyn. She leaned in close and whispered something in Evelyn’s ear. Evelyn covered her mouth as she giggled and said, “We’ll see, we’ll see, let me get to know him first,” at a low-pitch, just barely above a whisper.



 What the hell was going on here?



 Briana gave Evelyn a tight hug then headed back inside. I stood by my truck, holding my hand out like a gentleman. Evelyn took my hand.



 “These are for you,” I said, passing her the chocolates and the roses.



 Her lips peeled back into a youthful smile brimming with excitement. She flashed her nostrils over the roses, breathing deeply, and clutched them to her chest. “Like I said,” she quipped. “You’re so sweet I just might choke.”



 With her hand in mine, I escorted her to my truck. Then I remembered that she’d just taken her final this morning. Between the way Briana was acting, then glimpsing Evelyn in her striking red dress, I’d almost forgotten all about it.



 “Shit, your final!” I said. “How did it go?”



 She stopped, then rolled her eyes. She shook her head slowly and took a long, deep breath. “It went fine, I guess,” she said. “I absolutely
 hate
 these classes and I’ve been struggling all year…except for when I actually put some effort in.”



 “That’s the way with everything, though, isn’t it?” I asked.



 “Yeah, I guess,” she said. “But at some point in your life you have to wonder if what you’re doing is even worth the effort. That maybe if you’re going to work your butt off your whole life, you might as well put that effort toward something that doesn’t make you crazy.”



 I nodded, thinking about my graphic design degree, thinking about the route in life I’d almost taken.



 “You’ve got a point,” I said. “I can’t really argue with you there.”



 She looked over my truck, eager to change the subject. I couldn’t blame her.



 “I love your ride,” Evelyn said. “It’s very…you.”



 It wasn’t an impressive vehicle at first glance. The truck was forty years old, my uncle’s Chevy S-10, real redneck-looking with a lift kit and a roll bar at the bed. “This old girl runs better than most modern trucks,” I said.



 “You work on it yourself?” she asked as I helped her inside.



 “Nah, aside from basic repairs, I’m not really a car guy,” I said. “But my buddy is a mechanic at the station. He keeps it in tip-top shape for me.”



 Somehow, this got the strangest smile from Evelyn.



 I paused, cocking an eyebrow. “What?” I laughed.



 “I’ve never dated a guy who had a mechanic friend before,” she said. Then she shrugged. “I think I’m going to enjoy dating a blue-collar guy.”



 Yeah, that comment right there stopped me in my tracks.



 “We’re dating?” I asked. “As in, boyfriend and girlfriend dating?”



 She hesitated for a moment, her smile never wavering, although it did grow a bit sharper. “Let’s see how the night goes before we put any boyfriend-girlfriend labels on us,” she answered with a certain knowing tone that left me somewhat confused. “But yes, Billy, we are definitely dating.”



 I chuckled. “I don’t really know how to respond to that, but it sounds like a good start,” I said.



 “You can respond by getting your ass behind this steering wheel and getting me to your place,” she giggled, then patted the driver’s seat, lightly scratching her fingernails across the worn old leather.



*****



 Though we chatted during the ride, Evelyn quieted down the moment I turned off the main road onto the gravel path leading up to my house. Her eyes shone wide with wonder as we passed the old and regal oak trees lining the path – the oaks dated back to the Civil War, or so my uncle told me – and her face lit up when a groundhog poked its head up from the knee-high grass to our right.



 Up ahead, the farmhouse came into view. Several whitetail deer meandered across the path, but only turned calmly when they heard the truck’s tires crunching in the gravel. They didn’t run, only stepped aside, almost politely, as I rolled the truck past them.



 


“Oh my gosh, they look at you like they know you!” Evelyn gasped.



 “Most of the deer around here know my truck,” I said. “They haven’t run from it in years. Sometimes the fawns might run off, but they usually warm up to me after awhile.” I laughed. “I wish I could say the same about when they spot Bandit.”



 Evelyn scrunched her nose. “She’s a little hunter, I bet,” she said.



 “Maybe one day she’ll catch one,” I laughed. “Anyway, here we are.”



 Evelyn gazed admiringly at the farmhouse. It was three-stories high, rooms aplenty, although my uncle had always been a bachelor. Old but handsome, the house had a weathered paintjob – blue paint chipping away from the lumber – but I always thought the chipped paint gave it a certain charm. Evelyn appeared to agree.



 In the living room window beside the front door, Bandit was jumping up and down on the couch, her front paws scratching against the window glass, and Evelyn’s musical laughter filled the truck when she heard Bandit’s muffled yaps.



 “She’s so pretty!” Evelyn said, then popped out of the truck before I even took the keys from the ignition. “I’ve GOT to meet her!”



 Evelyn rushed up onto the porch, dashing past the twin rocking chairs sitting by the stairs, and Bandit went wild, her muffled yaps now turning into snarling barks, bounding up and down with her pawprints smearing across the window glass.



 Evelyn looked to me as I joined her on the porch. “She’s like the world’s tiniest junkyard dog,” she joked.



 I cast a worried glance at Bandit, still doing angry backflips in the window, then hesitated before sliding my key into the doorknob. “She’s really worked up,” I said. “Maybe we shouldn’t…”



 Evelyn grabbed my forearm and looked me in the eye. “Billy, open the door,” she said calmly. “Give your little princess a chance to warm up to me.”



 I took a deep breath and slid the key in. Bandit vanished from the window and was now barking loudly behind the front door. I twisted the key and the knob shifted. Slowly, I pushed the door open, at which point Bandit went silent, backing away quietly, not daring to step over the threshold.



 “Easy now, honey,” I said.



 But Bandit wasn’t looking at me. Her sharp little gaze was trained on Evelyn. Bandit took another step back, into the cool shadows of the living room, and bared her teeth.



 Undeterred, Evelyn tugged her dress up safely around her thighs then got down on her knees, holding one hand outstretched, then whistled softly. “Hey Bandit,” she said. “I’m Evelyn. It’s so nice to finally meet you.”



 One moment, all was still.



 The next, my heart skipped into my throat when Bandit suddenly surged forward, bounding faster on those stumpy, muscular legs than I’d ever seen before.



 For one heart-wrenching second, I thought Bandit was going to sink her teeth into Evelyn.



 Instead, Bandit’s tail wagged furiously as she hopped into Evelyn’s arms and promptly licked Evelyn’s face, wiggling back and forth, bending at her waist like a fish, her mouth open wide in a doggy grin.



 Evelyn cackled happily as she rubbed Bandit’s belly, and when Bandit’s paws left little dusty scuff marks on that gorgeous satin red dress, Evelyn didn’t even bat an eye.



 
 Yeah,
 I thought to myself.
 I think it’s safe to say that I found myself a keeper.



*****



 With Bandit trundling between us, I took Evelyn’s hand then showed her around the farmhouse.



 My house didn’t have a modern look. Instead, I kept it mostly the way it had been when my uncle was alive. Aside from replacing a few creaking floorboards and some rusted penny nails, the place was as he left it. There were antiques on lacquered lamp tables, oil paintings depicting Revolutionary War scenes, even a big golden Crucifix over the archway to the dining room even though I was never religious.



 I showed her the dining room, with its big oak dining table with old-timey floral pattern placemats, porcelain China plates and spotless silverware already set.



 “You could feed an army at this thing,” she laughed.



 I paused, thinking about her comment. Maybe I’d never feed an army here, but a big family perhaps…



 She turned to me, beaming. “Show me your room,” she said.



 I looked at her, grinning. “Yeah?”



 She gave me a playful swat on my shoulder. “Not
 for that,
 ” she giggled. Then added, just under her breath: “Not quite yet, anyway…”



 I pretended that I didn’t hear her, but I couldn’t help but grin. I also couldn’t help it when the blood rushed to my cock. Quickly, I shifted in my jeans, hoping to keep the bulge hidden.



 Since she asked, I took her upstairs next. Bandit shot up first, her little round ass wiggling.



 “Oh man, she’s got a little dumper, doesn’t she,” Evelyn laughed.



 Bandit stopped at the top step, grinning, then yapped.



 “We’re coming, we’re coming,” I said.



 We passed the second-floor bathroom, all spotless white tiles along with a picturesque claw-foot tub sitting just beneath a skylight window, which was just wide enough that the tub always had sunlight beaming down on it.



 “Remind me to take a bubble bath in here,” Evelyn said, gripping my right arm as she walked beside me.



 An image flashed through my mind: Evelyn in my tub, naked, soapy bubbles clinging to her delicious sun-kissed skin. I squashed this thought right away, not because I wasn’t enjoying it, but it really wasn’t helping with the bulge growing in my jeans.



 I led her to my room, the master bedroom, down the hallway. “I didn’t change much in the house, but I got a new bed when I moved in,” I said as we neared the doorway. “I loved my uncle a ton but it felt weird sleeping in the same bed as him. Plus, his mattress was hard as hell, like sleeping on plywood.”



 She winked at me. “Well, I’m glad you got something more comfortable,” she said. “It bodes well for how I’m going to sleep tonight.”



 That comment didn’t help my bulge, either.



 I pushed the door open. It was the largest bedroom in the house, with my big king-sized bed sitting in the middle. It was a plush down mattress in a brass bed frame, freshly made this morning – I made sure to throw fresh linens on there, knowing that Evelyn was coming over – and Evelyn jumped toward it, spinning, then fell back-first onto the comforter.



 I had to admit, I liked the way she looked lying on my bed. She propped herself up on her elbows, grinning, twirling her feet.



“A girl could get used to a bed like this,” she said. “It’s soooo comfortable, you must have paid a pretty penny for it.”



“I don’t splurge often,” I said. “But sometimes, you gotta.”



Her eyes drifted around the room, almost as if she were searching for something. Bandit hopped onto the bed and nestled against her. Evelyn scratched Bandit behind the ears and asked, “So where are all your drawings?”



Thrusting my hands into my pockets, I lowered my head, slightly embarrassed. “They’re around,” I said. “Play your cards right and maybe I’ll show them to you.”



Her normal smirk gradually fell away from her face. She regarded me with a quiet curiosity. “You never told me why you didn’t get into graphic design,” she said. “Why you never chased your dreams.”



“I did,” I corrected her, then joined her on the bed, with Bandit resting between us. “I graduated with great grades, more recommendations than I could use. My work was good enough that a firm hired me straight out, no internship or anything like that. I even signed a contract. A hundred grand per year, at least, guaranteed, with big salary increases based on productivity. Practically, I was looking at a quarter-million a year if I played my cards right.”



“Billy, that’s incredible,” she said. “Why didn’t…”



“My first project was designing a corporate mascot,” I said. “I put in the work, made a snazzy little anthropomorphic groundhog who sold auto insurance, and got paid.”



“And then?”


“And my second project was another corporate mascot,” I sighed. “But not like the first. This one was totally different.”



“How so?” she asked.



“It was a snazzy little anthropomorphic pig who made pasta sauce.”



“Oh geez,” she rolled her eyes, then raised an eyebrow. “But I bet the third project was really something you could sink your teeth into.”



“A certain social media platform – I can’t say which, NDA – wanted me to redesign its logo so that, and I quote, ‘Maximize user engagement on an emotional level; when our users log in, we want them to feel at home to market their brand.’”



Even Bandit gave me a dirty look when I repeated those words.



“The money must have been crazy,” she said. “But that sounds awful.”



“It sure was.”



“Did you redesign the font?”



I shook my head. “Nope,” I said. “I spent an hour at my sketchpad, then set my pencils down, went online, and filled out an application to be a deliveryman. The second-best decision I ever made. I’ll never be rich, but I got a union card with a solid wage and decent vacation time. Plus, in my down time on the truck, I’m free to sketch anything I damn well please and never, not once, do I have to listen to some sniveling corporate advertising rep gloat about how
 their
 anthropomorphic animal spokesman is different from the others.”



Evelyn stared at me for a long moment. The sun was beaming down right across her face. Little motes of dust drifted past, giving the scene an ethereal, almost dreamlike quality. Her sapphire eyes reflected the golden sunlight, jewels for eyes.



“Most guys I know would have just chased the money,” she said. “You know, do the conventional thing.”



“I’m not that conventional, I guess,” I said.



She smiled for a moment. “You said that was the second-best decision you ever made,” she said. “What’s the first?”


“Walking up to you in the parking lot the other day,” I said. “Now what do you think about taking a walk down to the pond?”









 
Chapter Six




If you were to get up into the trees and look down on it, the pond would have resembled a big silver dollar nestled in the trees, a blue-silver eye flaring half-gold beneath the sun. We walked down there. Bandit darted off, chasing a squirrel or maybe a groundhog, and I took Evelyn by the hand, our fingers intertwining, and we barely said a word as we walked through the meadow on the way to the water.



The grass was high, up to your knees in some places, waist-level in others. We hadn’t had much rain this spring, so the tallest grass was faded yellow at the tips, and with the gentlest breeze the entire meadow would dance, green to yellow.



Another quarter-mile and the ground sloped slightly downhill and we came upon the pond, the silver dollar, with slumberous chestnut trees sloping down gently toward it, lazy branches dancing in the wind, the sun so bright you could count the filaments in each leaf.



The water lapped gently. Here and there, a little fish darted past. I’d already laid out a large, soft quilt next to a cooler filled with ice and drinks. 



“This house, this property…” Evelyn said wistfully. “It’s incredible, Billy. It really is.”



She sat down on the quilt, curling her knees to the side, red satin tight over her thighs, and I sat down next to her, liking the way she looked with the sun beaming down, casting her in sunlight and shadow.



Out across the pond, I spotted Bandit leaping through the grass almost twenty yards away. A squirrel darted out then vanished into the bramble with Bandit giving chase.



Evelyn touched my forearm. I cracked open the cooler. There was chilled white wine and a few light beers inside, but I felt no need to open any, and Evelyn didn’t ask, so I closed the cooler and turned back to her, wordless, then I ran my hand across her braided, princess-like hair. I counted the dovetails in her braids then trailed my fingers across her cheek, soft and radiant, then brushed my thumb across her lips.



Something shifted inside me. I moved closer to her, leaning in, and held Evelyn by the chin as I kissed her.



She melted into my kiss, leaning back against my slow forward momentum, and I clasped one hand on her hip and moved down with her as she laid across the quilt. She slid her hand through my hair, to the back of my neck, fingernails tickling my flesh as she gripped at me, whimpering in blissful anticipation as I slipped my hand up her dress. I started at the slit over her thigh, kneading her skin, shifting to the inside of her thigh, cupping her flesh as she allowed me to push my hand higher between her legs.



Overcome by a sudden hunger, I broke our kiss, slipped my other hand up her dress, and just like that, I was tugging her at her panties. Evelyn watched with bated breath, her respirations growing clipped and short as she tugged up on her dress, pulling it over her hips.



Despite my hunger, I moved slowly, patiently, pressing my lips against her belly, kissing her through the satin. I switched my grip and pushed my fingers up beneath the side strings of her panties, gripping, squeezing, and I moved down to her hips, then her thighs, kissing the smooth flesh of each.



Evelyn rested her left leg on my shoulder, the other splayed out slightly to the side, and she winced with anticipation as I rolled my tongue across her panties, tight enough to feel the cleft of her sex, the dew beading at her labia, and she gasped, “Billy…” when I finally tugged her panties all the way down to her knees.



With Evelyn wiggling, I tugged them off, little black lace panties, and set them to the side. Her sex was tight and pink, punctuated with a tidy tuft of golden pubic hair. I deftly licked the tips of my fingers then grazed them across her sex, wetting them with her honey, before gently rolling my fingertips around her nub, teasing her clit.



Kissing her knees, then along her thighs, I stared into her ocean-blue eyes as I made my way down to her slit, pink and dew-drenched, and when I slathered my tongue across her opening Evelyn gasped and arched her back, thrusting her sex against my mouth.



That first lap of my tongue across her lips felt like an eternity. The salty-sweet taste of her slit made my mouth water. I flicked my tongue across her clit then closed my lips around it slowly, sucking gently, at which point Evelyn moaned and draped her other leg across my shoulder.



She lay back, chest rising and falling rapidly, twisting the quilt between her fingers as her nipples grew hard beneath her dress. I squeezed her thighs tight in my palms and lavished her clit, teasing, licking, until Evelyn’s thighs began to tighten gradually around my face.



She thrust up with her hips again reflexively, then clapped her palms over her mouth as she struggled to keep herself quiet.



I paused, smirking against her mound, then reached up and grabbed her wrists and pulled her hands away from those pretty pink lips.



“We’re completely alone,” I whispered. “No one will hear you.”



I kept one hand on her thigh then slipped the other beneath her, cupping the small of her back. When I closed my lips and sucked softly on her clit again, Evelyn shuddered, gripped the quilt desperately, and cried out, a shrieking moan that shot through the trees, causing birds to flee the branches.



Her legs closed tighter around me. She wasn’t just thrusting her hips, but grinding them, smearing her nectar across my mouth as I licked her clit once more then slid a finger into her tight folds.



 The moment I touched her G-spot in unison with my mouth on her cherry, Evelyn’s walls snapped tight around my finger. Her thighs constricted, nearly suffocating me, and she released the quilt but gripped my hair tight. She rocked herself forward, sitting upright, desperately pulling my mouth tighter to her sex.



 She drew one gasping breath then, for a moment, snapped tight and still in my grip. I worked my lips around her clit in a kissing, slightly circular movement and she shrieked, convulsing, and there was a sudden gush against my lips as she came.



 I got up and wiped my lips with the back of my hand, staring down at her as she laid back, twitching, her knees wobbling. I caressed her thighs, bent forward, and kissed the inside of her right knee. My cock was raging, the tent in my jeans obvious, my erection so hard it was painful.



 Evelyn lay there a moment longer, looking out over the water with halting breaths, her lips quivering, struggling to catch her breath. I could barely hold myself back. Having tasted her, I simply had to have more.



 But as I began to move on her, she held her hand up, staring deeply into my eyes, the want and lust dripping from her sapphire gaze.



 “Let’s go to your bed,” she panted.









 
Chapter Seven




 I could have scooped her into my arms and sprinted back to my bedroom, but after her powerful release, Evelyn wanted to take her time.



 When she saw how eager I was, she grinned and kissed my cheek. “Just give me a few minutes to recover, you animal,” she giggled. “Because that was…wow…I mean…”



 She trailed off, a knowing smirk on her face.



 I think it was safe to say she enjoyed it.



 Out in the meadow, we heard Bandit yapping happily. She’d be okay out there on her own for awhile. I never had to worry about Bandit wandering off too far, and she never, ever got close to the main road.



 As we drew closer, the farmhouse came into view, rising up over oaks and chestnuts. The sun lingered overhead, stubbornly resisting its descent to the western horizon, and I was glad for it; I was in no rush for this day to end.



 Evelyn regarded the farmhouse with a slightly sad smile. “It’s a shame that your house has all those empty bedrooms,” she said.



 I shrugged. “My uncle always wanted a big family, but it never happened for him.”



 “And what about you, huh?” she asked, tightening her grip around my forearm and pressing against me as we walked.



 “I never really thought about it before,” I said. “A family, I mean.”



 “No?”



 I shook my head then draped my arm around her shoulders. “No, but I think I’m starting to come around to it. And you?”



 “I’d love to have a big family,” she said wistfully. “Not just big, but
 huge.
 Big houses shouldn’t be lonely. They should be crowded, full of life.”



 “It sounds like you want lots of kids,” I asked, not sure how she’d take that comment.



 Evelyn smiled softly, then walked beside me for a minute or two, thinking it over.



 “I’d like to have one or two,” she said. “Maybe three if it feels right.”



 “Three wouldn’t be enough to fill all those empty bedrooms, though,” I chuckled.



 “There’d be other ways,” she said.



 “Huh? What do you mean?” I asked.



 “I mean…that I think we’re getting a little too far ahead of ourselves,” Evelyn finished.



 Then we heard Bandit yapping. Out in the woods, there came the sound of her little paws clipping through the grass.



 A little brown bunny rabbit shot across the path directly before us. Then there was Bandit, a furry flash past the path, there and gone again, blink and you’d miss it.



 “She is a savage, isn’t she?” I laughed.



 Evelyn stopped then pivoted in front of me, hooking her fingers beneath my belt, halting me in my tracks. She pressed up against me, flicking her tongue across her pink lips. “I want to say something that might sound a little forward,” she said. “A bit presumptuous, too.”



 I put my hands on her hips, squeezing, pressing on her skin through the satin. She stepped closer. I slid my hand up her back and she walked her fingertips up my arms to my shoulders. “Say it,” I said. “In case you couldn’t tell, you can be honest with me.”



 She took a deep breath, steadying herself. She looked back at the farmhouse, then back toward the pond, then back to me. “This place already feels like home,” she said.



 She caught me by the hand, slid her fingers inside mine, then tugged me along, grinning as we approached the porch. Still holding my hand tight, she moved ahead of me, pulling me with her, then we stepped back into the shadowed coolness in the living room.



 Evelyn made directly for the stairs with me following close behind her, my eyes drawn to her toned golden calves, flexing with every step. The painted-on dress, vacuum-sealed on her body, so tight I could see the light definition in her leg muscles. She looked back at me, the dovetail braids swinging, and something tightened in my chest when I envisioned going up to bed with her like this every night.



 The thought so thoroughly enraptured me that time seemed to skip ahead. I blinked and we were in my room, door shut and locked behind us, wrapped in each other’s arms as we kissed passionately standing by my bed.



 I rolled my hands down her hips, pulling at her dress, when suddenly Evelyn planted her palms against my chest and pushed me onto the bed.



 I fell into a sitting position, looking up at her. She hovered over me then unzipped her dress, the red satin slowly falling away. She let the dress tumble to her waist, stood there topless save for a see-through bra, her nipples eager and bright pink beneath the meshy black lace.



 She reached behind her back and unclasped the bra, letting that fall to the floor, then ran her hands sensually down her bare torso, over her flat stomach, past her belly button, and despite the shadows growing in the bedroom, her eyes took on an even brighter, striking blue shade.



 She took my hand then guided it to her bare stomach. I dragged the pad of my thumb across her waistline, feeling every fine hair, every bump in her skin, then grabbed her by the hips and pulled her toward me.



 Leaning forward, I pressed my lips against her stomach, her murderously red dress twisting in my fists. I lowered my hands again, slid them up her dress, cupping her thighs as I slid them upward, toward the heat burning between her thighs.



 “Billy,” she gasped as I trailed my tongue along her waistline, still sliding my fingers upward, at which point I realized she’d never put her panties back on after our encounter by the pond.



 My left hand on her hip, my right between her thighs, I slavishly kissed and sucked lightly on her stomach then slid two fingers into her heat up to my knuckles, curving them, two fingertips upon her G-spot. My thumb found her clit, already flushed and ripe, and I worked my fingers inside her and upon her until she was gripping my hair tight in her fists, her bright pink lips twisting in lust.



 One sharp breath, her head tilting back, her right hand splayed out over her breasts, then I felt her cunt tighten around my fingers. She let out an uneven, rasping breath then turned back to me, her eyes lust-drowsy, and slowly slid down to her knees before me.



 She took me by the belt, unclasped it, then popped the button on my jeans and slid the zipper down. My cock thrust out from the slit in my boxer shorts like a loaded weapon. Evelyn wrapped her fingers around it, and stroked down to my root, eyes gleaming as she kissed it lightly, her lips pressed against my tip.



 With my cock in her hands in an almost worshipful pose, she parted her lips wide then moved them down my shaft. The whole time, those gleaming sapphires were trained on me, her gaze on mine. I touched her cheek, moved my hand across her jawline, the room filled with the soft-wet suckle sounds of her mouth on me.



 She shifted her left hand, while keeping her right tight around my cock, then tickled her fingertip around my balls. Gently, softly, she gripped them as if in reverence, like she could feel the heat simmering inside.



 Evelyn shifted her lips and my cock left her mouth with an audible
 pop
 then she kissed my shaft, every inch, her gaze narrowing on me, studying my face for every twitch of lust, every twist of pleasure.



 Never in my life had anyone looked at me with such raw sincerity, with such a naked desire to please me. I’ve had blowjobs before. They’d ranged from pleasant to vaguely passionate to downright boring.



 This one was not like those.



 As Evelyn sealed her lips around me again, I found myself intoxicated by her sapphire gaze and her raw, naked intention to make my eyes roll into the back of my skull.



 “I want you,” I said through gritted teeth.



 She kissed my cock one last time then pulled me from her mouth. Precum stretched from my cock to her bottom lip, a strand as thin as spider silk. She caught it on her knuckles then licked it up, swallowed it, and I caught her braided ponytail then yanked her head back and put my mouth on her neck with borderline vampiric ravenousness.



 I guided her to her feet then let the dress slip from her body. She kicked off her pointed felt high-heel boots and I gazed at her naked perfection standing before me. I stood, held her by the waist, then lowered my mouth to her breasts, my lips sucking tight on her left nipple, then her right, flicking and teasing my tongue across her hard tips, then moving circularly around each areola.



 I scooped her into my arms then set her down on the bed, overcome by a need not just to take her, but to intertwine my body with hers, to hold her so close I couldn’t tell where her body began and mine ended.



 I set her down on her side, then quickly tossed my flannel shirt to the floor, kicked off my boots, then dropped my jeans and boxers.



 Her elbow propped up, she rested her cheek on her upraised palm with her other arm draped across her naked body. I paused for a heartbeat, admiring every inch of her, from her perfect face to her slender shoulders, her sculpted tits and her thighs like melted butter, then finally the pink kiss hidden between her legs.



 I lay down beside her, with her back pressed against my bare chest, my rigid cock aching as it brushed against her wet entry. She tilted her head back, cast a lustful look back at me, and I nestled my lips onto the base of her neck as I slid my arm around her waist, my open palm against her lower abdomen, and I kissed her gently as I slowly let my fingers descend to her thighs.



 “I have a condom in the drawer,” I whispered as I kissed her ear, my lips closing around her earlobe.



 She responded with a quick shake of her head. “No condom,” she answered.



 I looked at her. “Still, I’ll be careful.”



 Reaching back, she turned her face to mine, staring intensely at me from over her shoulder. “I don’t want you to be careful,” she whispered. “I just want my skin on your skin. I just want to feel you inside me.” She paused, a half-moment of tension-filled silence, then added: “
 All
 of you.”



 I nodded, quietly processing what she meant, then moved my hand down her belly, around to her hip, then gripped her thigh. Rolling her back slightly, I opened her legs, then positioned the tip of my cock against her labia.



 With hardly any empty space between us at all, I entered her.



 I gasped, then moaned, the air leaving my lungs as the shock her smooth sex became the focal point of my being. My cock tingled as I worked it deeper, through the wet-slick walls, then I slid my free hand beneath her, then wrapped it around her before slipping it over her mound.



 She reached back with her free hand and sunk her fingertips into my hips as I pumped into her, as if to draw me deeper inside, her fingernails scratching red trails into my skin as I buried every inch of my cock into her soft sex.



 Though the air conditioner was running and the day hadn’t been particularly hot, the closeness and the heat burning between us caused sweat to bead across Evelyn’s brow. As I kissed the back of her neck, I watched a single bead of sweat zigzag from her temple to her cheek then down the inside of her throat before it trickled over her clavicle and rolled hypnotically down the slim canyon between her breasts.



 I held her by the thigh, then moved my hand down to her knee, holding her leg aloft, and she hooked her foot behind my hip and pressed her bare heel into my back.



 “Harder,” she whispered, her voice quiet and ethereal yet demanding, brimming with lust, a voice I couldn’t imagine refusing.



 I pulled back then thrust in again, giving her precisely what she asked for, and the sweaty clapping sound of my hips against her hips filled the room. 



 She shifted her grip and reached backward, gripping the back of my head, pulling my lips tighter against the back of her neck, then I moved my mouth down and kissed between her shoulder blades, traces of sweat mixing with her lavender skin making a taste that overwhelmed my tastebuds.



 I moved my fingers across her mound, over the golden tuft above her sex, then circled my forefinger around her nub.



 Her face strained. More sweat trickled down her face. She gnawed desperately on her bottom lip and I held her so close I could feel every thunderous heartbeat as I brought her closer and closer to a powerful release.



 She squeezed my hair tighter, pressed her heel harder against my back, and she looked back to me with desperation in her eyes. I kissed her with a sudden ferocity, and she reciprocated, moaning against the force of my kiss as the walls of her pussy grew even tighter around my erection.



 I pushed into her deeper, harder, and Evelyn suddenly shuddered. There was a fresh, wet gush that soaked my cock, and sent little trickles down to my balls.



 She broke our kiss then bit the blanket between her teeth. I held her firmly, though, pulling her convulsing frame right back against mine as my cock started to tingle inside her.



 As if she sensed this, she spat out the blanket and turned back to me, looked me in the eyes and said, “Don’t pull out, Billy…”



 Yes, I’d been with my fair share of women before.



 Yes, I’d been cautious with each, either wearing a condom or carefully pulling out.



 In this moment with Evelyn, though, I no longer felt the need for caution. I knew exactly what could happen if I finished inside her…and I didn’t care.



 I wrapped both my arms around her and kissed her on the mouth. I pushed harder into her, buried myself in her, got myself as deep as I could possibly get.



 “Billy,” she whispered one more time, then I closed my arms around her tight and groaned as my cum rushed raw and potent into Evelyn’s welcoming fertile warmth.









 
Chapter Eight




 With everything, I’d almost forgotten that I’d ordered us dinner. The delivery driver came and went – in bed with Evelyn, I didn’t hear the notification on my phone – but when we got to the porch, the pizza was still warm in the box, the burgers and fries still warm in the grease-soaked brown-paper bag.



 Her dress was still crumpled on my bedroom floor. Now, Evelyn was draped in my discarded flannel, unbuttoned, the flaps of the shirt covering her bare breasts. She wore a pair of basketball shorts she found in my closet and sweat socks borrowed from my dresser. 



 Me, I was comfortable barefoot in my jeans, shirtless. I picked up the food then whistled for Bandit, still prowling the meadow for rabbits and squirrels.



 “Bandy!” I shouted. “It’s dinnertime girl!”



 Out in the meadow, there was bright, happy “YAP!” and she came bounding up onto the porch mere seconds later. To my surprise, she bolted straight toward Evelyn, who laughed as she caught Bandit in her arms.



 It felt good, the three of us walking back into the house like that.



 I set our feast down on the dining room table. Without being prompted, Evelyn snatched Bandit’s food bowl from the floor and set on the table next to her plate.



 “I got a quarter-pound burger patty for her,” I said as I headed toward the kitchen. “You want a drink?”



 “I’d love one,” Evelyn said as Bandit hopped onto the table. Evelyn giggled and pulled the burger patty from the grease-soaked bag then broke it up into pieces before dropping it in Bandit’s bowl.



 In the kitchen, I grabbed the bottle of whiskey then a bottle of white wine from the fridge and took them into the dining room with some glasses.



 Evelyn sat there silently as I poured myself a tumbler of whiskey then filled a wine glass with frosty Sauvignon Blanc for her.



 I placed the wine in front of her. Evelyn cocked an eyebrow but remained silent as she got up and pushed away from the table. Without a word, she went to the China closet, took out another glass tumbler, and when she returned to the table she poured herself a double.



 “White wine is for sorority chicks,” she said as she toasted with her whiskey.



 “My apologies,” I laughed, then we both took a sip.



 We ate pizza and burgers and fries, each of us ravenously hungry after our workout in my bedroom. There were jokes and conversation but – somehow, more importantly – lengths of casual, comfortable silence.



 The kind of silence you only shared when you were perfectly at ease with someone.



 She was still sipping at her first helping of whiskey while I downed the rest of mine then promptly refilled my glass. I’d been thinking about something. I couldn’t lie: I was nervous as I considered my idea, afraid I might have been overplaying my hand, but after everything that had happened between us thus far, I made my move regardless.



 I pulled a single brass key from my pocket and slid it across the table to Evelyn. “You can have this,” I said. “I mean, if you want it, you can have it.”



 She picked up the key and studied it for a moment. “A key to…?”



 I shrugged. “It’s a spare key for the house,” I said. “That way, you know, you can come and go whenever you want.”



 She held the key gingerly, looking at the key then back to me, grinning. “Mr. William the Deliveryman, are you seriously giving me a key to your house?”



 “I guess it’s a big step,” I said. “But it’s a step I’m willing to take.”



 Evelyn sat there, holding the key. Bandit, who was sitting properly next to her, cocked her head at Evelyn and yapped.



 “I think I like having a key to your house,” Evelyn smiled as she scratched Bandit behind the ears then dropped the key into the top pocket of the flannel.



*****



 It was getting late and we were out front, nursing our drinks. We sat on the porch, each of us in a rocking chair, our hands linked between the armrests as we looked out into the pitch darkness unspooled before the house.



 I tilted my whiskey back, ice cubes clinking in the glass. “I feel like I’d be rude if I didn’t at least offer to get you an Uber,” I said.



 She was still in my flannel, though now she’d buttoned it up. She squeezed my hand then smiled drowsily. “You mean you don’t want me to stay over?”



 “I’ll take that as a ‘no’ on the ride home.”



 She crinkled her nose, yawned a little, then looked back out into the dark. Out past my pickup, there was a tiny green pulse of light, an emerald flash.



 “The first firefly of the season,” I said. “They usually don’t come out this early.”



 “Must be my lucky night,” Evelyn said, then untangled her hand from mine as she slipped her cell phone out. “And even luckier for you…” she added quietly.



 I laughed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”



 She offered me a playful shrug as she tapped her thumbs on the phone screen, apparently sending a text. “Nothing,” she said, smirking and obviously lying. Her phone buzzed a moment later, a response to her text. Her eyes dazzled bright blue then she slipped her phone away again.



 I finished my drink. Evelyn set hers down, too tired to finish it off.



 I got up from my rocker and offered my hand. She took it and I helped her up and she moved close as I enveloped her in my arms.



 She cocked an eyebrow when she felt my erection pressing into her hip. “Well look who’s up again,” she grinned.



 I pulled her closer and kissed her. My cock ached as it brushed against her again. “I’ve got another round in me if you do.”



 She wrapped her arms around me and kissed me lightly on the lips but shook her head regretfully. “I’m going to need some time to rest up,” she admitted. “Don’t get me wrong, you blew my mind, Billy…but I’m a little sore now.”



 “Shit,” I groaned. “Was I too rough?”



 She shook her head again, grinning. “You were perfect,” she corrected me. “I just always get a little sensitive afterward.”



 That was fine by me. I slid my arm around her waist then led her inside. Maybe we weren’t going to make love again tonight, but we were going to do something else nearly as exciting.



 We were going to sleep in my bed together for the first time.



*****



 I fell asleep almost immediately, with Evelyn draped over my bare chest, her fingertips circling around my sternum. I swear, I must have passed out with a smile on my face.



 I’d always been a heavy sleeper, but tonight, I slept like a dead man. Between my shift at work, our walk back and forth from the pond, then fucking like crazy before having some drinks, the exhaustion had sunk its teeth into my bones.



 Around one in the morning, though, I was roused from sleep when I felt Evelyn’s lips tickling my neck. I groaned happily as she sucked gently on my skin, even biting me a little, with her teeth scraping deliciously along my flesh.



 Except when I woke up, Evelyn wasn’t kissing me.



 She was sitting next to me on the bed, her legs crossed, bending forward with an eager look in her eyes as she watched another woman curled up beside me.



 “What the…?” I gasped, but that was all I could get out before I recognized Briana.



 In the dim moonlight, her sharp black hair was brushed over one shoulder, her skin bright as polished white marble. She was resting flat on her stomach, her chin on my clavicle as she peppered my neck with suckling kisses. She wore a blood-red bra with matching thong panties, that red silk string nestled tight between her gleamingly flawless ass cheeks, tight and firm and flawless. She kicked her feet up – pink socks pulled up to her knees – and curled her toes as she moaned softly and walked her fingertips spider-like across my tightening abdomen.



 “Oooh,” Briana said, her voice sultry and smooth as honey. “Looks like someone’s awake…”



 I looked to Evelyn in stunned disbelief, my lips moving to start an apology although I couldn’t remember doing anything wrong.



 Evelyn leaned closer, held up her forefinger, and pressed it to my lips before I could say a word. “I invited Briana over,” she whispered, then shifted her bright blue eyes to Briana’s hungry gaze. “I hope that’s okay with you.”



 I chuckled, a disbelieving smile creeping across my lips. “Um…well…”



 Then it all came back to me.



 The way Evelyn had stood there outside their apartment building as Briana pressed herself against me, as she kissed me, even sucked on my ear…



 The smile on Evelyn’s face as she sent that text out on the porch earlier…



 Evelyn’s smirking remark that I’d be having a lucky night…



 “What do you say, Mr. Deliveryman?” Briana asked as she rested her chin on my sternum. “Are you up for it?”



 “I think he is,” Evelyn giggled, looking at my cock pitching a tent in my boxers.



 I swallowed hard, my heart pounding with adrenaline. “Well, Briana did tell me that you guys like to share.”



 They cast knowing glances at one another, giggling naughtily, then Evelyn curled up under my arm while Briana shifted over me, her cherry red lips leaving faint marks on my flesh as she kissed my abdomen.



 I sucked in my breath when I felt Briana shift my boxers down, unleashing my rigid cock, already simmering like a hand grenade with the pin pulled, seconds from going off. Evelyn purred softly, watching intently.



 “Are you going to…?” I asked Evelyn, my dumbfounded smirk growing wider.



 “I’m just going to watch,” she whispered. “This time, anyway.”



 Briana kissed her way down my stomach, stroking my cock with both hands, her dark eyes on me.



 “I’m not sure how long I’m going to last,” I admitted.



 Briana took one hand off my cock then placed it on my chest, tickling her fingertips down my torso as she slid down to my waist. “You just lay there and enjoy yourself,” she whispered, then grinned. “And don’t be self-conscious about how long you last.” She raised a suggestive, knowing eyebrow. “Evelyn already told me all I need to know about you, Mr. Deliveryman.”



 Briana rolled her tongue across my belly, moving it in little circles, my cock tightening as she closed her hands tighter around it. She stroked me up to my tip, where she brushed her thumb across my hole, smearing precum.



 She stared up at me, that dark gaze somehow bright in the moonlight, and she shimmied her shoulders, unclasping her bra, letting it fall. She held my cock tight then pressed it between her tits.



 I grit my teeth, trying not to spill my nut as she smothered my cock against her chest, wedged between the soft landscape of her tits. She pressed them together tighter, wrapping me in her, and her bright pink nipples contrasted with her alabaster skin tone so sharply they almost seemed garish.



 She slid my cock up the valley between her tits until my head poked out from her bosom. She pursed her lips, bent her head forward, and kissed my precum-slick tip then licked the crystalline smear from her lips.



 My lips wavered and shook, the pressure building in my cock too much to bear, and my voice took on a shaking, tremorous tone. “I’m…I’m not…I’m not gonna last…”



 Briana batted her eyelashes – they were long and elegant, I was just now noticing, slashing sharply with every flash of her eyelids – and she released my cock from her tits, caught it at the root in both hands, and her dark hair whipped backward as she feverishly locked her lips around me.



 Briana’s lips constricted around my tip. I felt the pull of her mouth as she took another inch, those cherry-red lips sliding over my hood. She took me deeper, lips sliding across my shaft, across every engorged blood vessel rippled around my cock, and beside me, Evelyn moaned quietly as she watched her roommate take me into her throat.



 Evelyn gripped my arm tight, both hands, fingernails burrowing lightly in my flesh, and she gasped at the sight of my pleasure, moaned again when I groaned, sitting upright, bowling over, my stomach muscles clenching in a reflexive response as Briana sheathed my cock in her throat.



 “Cum in her mouth,” Evelyn whispered, coiled next to me, lust dripping from every word. “Billy, cum in her mouth…”



 Briana batted her eyelashes again, the edges of her red lips curving into a grin, and she took my cock deeper, down to my base, her throat shifting with a subtle gag reflex, yet she kept her lips sealed tight



 I turned to Evelyn a heartbeat before I erupted and kissed her as I took Briana’s midnight hair in my fist and pushed her down harder on my cock. I groaned as I came, shooting my load into Briana’s mouth, and the dark-haired girl kept stroking me, tugging and squeezing, wringing me out until I had nothing left.



 Briana leaned backward, up on her knees, and she looked to Evelyn, curling her finger, beckoning.



 “Kiss her,” I whispered to Evelyn.



 Evelyn fell into Briana’s embrace. I witnessed platonic love boil into a simmering sexual desire as they gripped each other madly, as they kissed, as their lips and tongues shifted as they shared my seed until it dripped down their chins in thin white streams.



 Evelyn’s bright blue eyes were shining in the moonlight as she wiped her mouth, grinning at me. “And you haven’t even met Kay yet.”



 
 Well,
 I thought.
 This whole thing just got very interesting.
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Chapter One




I’d fallen into a restless sleep between them, Briana on one side, Evelyn on the other. It was restless, yes, but in a good way. Pleasantly scattershot dreams woke me intermittently – dreams about what we’d done earlier in the night, dreams about what we might do later – and I lay there in the grayscale moonlight, listening to them sleep.



Another fractured slumber – ten or fifteen minutes, I estimated – then I was up again, bleary-eyed. Only this time Briana was gone, the bed empty beside me, the bedding still warm.



Evelyn breathed lightly at my other side. Her golden hair – dovetail braids, like Rapunzel – was draped down the back of her shirt, right along her spine. She lay on her belly, the blanket down at her waist, her face turned toward me. She slept with a little smile on her face, hinting at happy dreams.



I sat up quietly, not wanting to rouse her, yet wondering if Briana had left when I dozed. I wore pajama pants and a sleeveless undershirt, my bare feet cool against the hardwood floor, then went out to the hallway.



Hmm. Bandit was gone, too. My little mixed Corgi ride-or-die sometimes slept down on the living room sofa, but she’d always beeline up to my bedroom to meet me once she heard me rising, no matter the hour.



Moonlight filtered through the hallway windows, gray-blue, dream colored. The stairs creaked softly beneath my feet and I saw a light was on in the living room, a lamp by the sofa, a single bulb burning against the dark. I turned to the left, toward the front door, then realized the porch light was on.



I peeked through the window, pushing the curtains aside, and saw Briana sitting on one of the rocking chairs, Bandit curled sleepily in her lap. Briana wore the flannel shirt I’d sported last night, halfway buttoned, along with a pair of my boxer shorts, borrowed from my dresser. Her feet were clad in soft pink socks, the left one pulled up tight around her calve, the right one scrunched accordion-like around her ankle.



Now and then, she’d take a pull from a vape pen then gingerly blow gray-white vapor swirls off the porch, taking care to keep the vapor away from Bandit.



I smiled.



Late as it was, and with no real sleep, there was no way I’d be going into work in the morning. Checking the time, I saw it was nearly four in the morning. My shift started in two hours. I left Briana and Bandit to their privacy then went into the kitchen, scrolling through my cell contacts until I found the number for dispatch.



“Dispatch,” the overnight dispatcher growled, a voice as pleasant as you’d expect for a guy who worked the graveyard shift at a trucking company.



“Hey, it’s Billy,” I said.



The dispatcher slurped coffee audibly over the speaker. “Billy, what’s happening bud,” he said.



“I’m putting in for a personal day,” I said. “It’s been a late night, hardly slept.”



“You sound chipper enough,” he chuckled, though this was just a friendly aside, not like he was trying to grill me on calling out so close to punch-in time. The dispatchers were union guys, just like the drivers, and we always looked out for one another.



“Hey, I’m not saying I didn’t have a good night,” I laughed softly.



“Glad to hear it,” the dispatcher responded. I heard him punching his keyboard, swift
 clitter-clacks
 as he punched in my call-out. “Enjoy your long weekend, buddy.”



Damn, I’d almost forgotten it was Friday. I just lucked into a three-day weekend without even realizing it. If that didn’t call for a little late night/early morning celebration, nothing did, and I was planning on going back to bed at some point anyway, so I poured myself a light helping of whiskey over ice then joined Briana out on the porch. 



She was petting Bandit softly on the nose when I stepped out. Despite the fun we had earlier in the night, her lipstick was still perfect, cherry red lips the color of sin. She grinned, cocking one black eyebrow up over the rim of those glasses that gave her eyes a feline look, confident and subtle and cerebral.



Her legs were pale and delicate, mostly bare, save for my boxers and the flaps of my flannel dangling at her upper thighs. She ran a hand through her sharp black hair, her red fingernails – matching her cherry lips – vanishing into her midnight locks before emerging brightly at the base of her neck. “You’re up early,” she said, smiling. “Or late, depending on how you’re counting.”



“Trouble sleeping,” I said. “No big deal.”



Bandit looked up, wagged her tail, then rested her chin back on Briana’s bare thigh.



“I’m glad to see you two are getting along,” I said as I sat down on the other rocker.



“She barely even barked when Evelyn let me inside earlier,” Briana said.



Bandit lightly licked Briana’s hand then lay her head back down again.



I mean…Bandit had already approved of Evelyn. I guessed this meant she approved of Briana too, right?



Bandit licked her hand again, another sign of approval. I grinned.



Briana leaned back in the chair. The rockers groaned softly, the porch floorboards creaking beneath. She took that vape pen out again.



“Juul?” I asked.



She shook her head. “THC, actually. It’s medicinal. Do you mind?”



“No worries,” I said.



She smiled softly then pulled on the vape, exhaling vapor through her nostrils, which she waved away with her free hand so that it didn’t drift toward Bandit. “I’m no pot head,” she said, somewhat defensively.



“I didn’t accuse you of being one,” I said, then raised my glass. “We all have our little vices. I don’t judge.”



I sipped my whiskey. It burned, in a good way. There was something about the way a stiff drink hit in the predawn hours that was just relaxing, almost like you were getting away with something.



“I barely even catch a buzz from it, to tell you the truth,” Briana said, slipping the vape pen back into the top pocket of my flannel. “It’s just one of the only things that helps my anxiety.”



This struck me as odd. Though I hadn’t spoken to her often, Briana struck me as a calm, measured, confident personality. Definitely not the type to suffer from anxiety.



“That seems a little odd,” I said. “You don’t seem like the type.”



“Everybody says that,” she smirked. “That is, everybody who knows about my anxiety, not that there are many. When I get anxious, I usually just work on my miniatures, but the vapes help, too. Anyway, do you want a hit from it?”



I shook my head. “I’d love to, but we get drug tested randomly,” I said.



She nodded. “Can’t have stoners driving those delivery trucks, I guess.”



We sat for a bit, mostly in silence save for a lonely whippoorwill singing out in the dark among the trees.



“A bit early for birdsong, isn’t it?” Briana asked.



“Not for the nightjars,” I corrected her. “That’s a whippoorwill.”



“A whipper-what?”


“A whippoorwill,” I said, pronouncing it slower this time. “A night bird. The males sing when they’re protecting their territory or looking for a mate.”



The bird called out again, smooth and rhythmically. An owl hooted along with him.



“I’m a city gal,” Briana said. “I’m not used to country sounds.”



“I wasn’t either,” I said. “I was born and raised in Columbus before coming out here. City boy through and through. Let me guess: You’re from Cleveland.”



“Not even close,” she smirked. “The Big Apple. Astoria, Queens, to be specific.”



“You don’t have that NYC accent,” I laughed.



She shrugged, grinning. “My cousins do,” she said. “I wasn’t lucky enough to pick it up.”



We sat quietly again. She took another pull from her vape, I took another sip from my whiskey, the ice cubes slowly melting in the increasingly cloying pre-dawn humidity, signaling that we were in for a hot morning. I kept glancing at Briana, wondering what had gotten her so anxious.



“Hey,” I finally said. “I hope that you’re not anxious because…you know…of that fun we had earlier up in my bedroom.”



“Trust me, it’s not that,” she said. “I’ve just got a little road trip planned this weekend. It’s got me nervous, that’s all.”



“Road trip where?” I asked.



“Closer to home,” she said. “The Jersey shore.”



“Geez,” I said. “That’s not quite a ‘little’ road trip.”



“Tell me about it,” she agreed. “And this isn’t the first time I’ve made the drive, either. Close to nine hours, even without traffic. If money wasn’t so tight, it might be easier to just fly out there, but anyway…” she trailed off.



“So why the trip out to Jersey?” I asked.



  “That’s where my dad lives now.” She sighed, somewhat fretfully, her anxiety betraying her otherwise calm demeanor.



So, it was family trouble. Her father, I guessed.



“He runs this pizza joint along the Wildwood boardwalk,” she continued. “It’s his latest business venture.”



By her tone, I sensed that it wasn’t going well.



She went silent for a bit. She pulled out her vape and tucked it between her lips before reconsidering and slipping it back into the flannel.



“I’ve never been to the Jersey shore,” I said. “Never been to the beach, period.”



She perked up, that black eyebrow raising over her glasses again. “Would you…” she paused, then shook her head. “Never mind.”



“No, go ahead,” I said, sipping my whiskey again. Between the whiskey and my scant sleep, my head was swimming pleasantly.



“It’s a long drive out there,” she said. “If you’re not doing anything this weekend…”



“I’ll go to the shore with you if that’s what you’re asking,” I said. “I’d love to, actually.”



At that, her shoulders – which had been somewhat stiff – relaxed. She exhaled slowly, as if she’d been holding her breath and I simply hadn’t noticed. Bandit stirred in her lap. Briana soothed her, scratching her behind the ears. Bandit went still again.



“We won’t be there long,” Briana said. “I’ll talk to my dad and we can zip back. I’ll pay for gas and the tolls and I swear, we can get back by Saturday night.”



I shrugged. “Why the rush? I don’t work weekends. If you want, I’ll see about getting a motel room, maybe somewhere close to the beach. We’ll head out early Saturday morning, get there around dinnertime, then enjoy the boardwalk. Sunday morning we can get up at sunrise then hang out at the beach for a few hours before heading back.”



I thought about it for another moment, then reconsidered the timeline. “Hell, if you’re up for it, we can even stay until Monday morning. I’m not sure what your class schedule is like on Mondays, but I can get out of work with no problem. My union isn’t perfect, but it gets us more time off than most other gigs.”



Briana watched me in silence for a moment, her cherry lips curving into a smirk, and she rocked lightly back and forth in the rocker again.



Though she was smirking, I suddenly took her quiet reaction for hesitation. I leaned toward her, hoping I hadn’t been too forward. “We can see if Evelyn and Kay want to come, too,” I said, wondering if that would make her more comfortable with the idea.



She kept her eyes trained on mine, unwavering, with that calm, confident look slowly returning. “Evelyn’s going to be busy this weekend,” she said. “Ditto for Kay. If we spend the night at the beach, Mr. Deliveryman, then it’s just going to be me and you.”



Suddenly, Bandit jumped up, tail wagging, and she looked at me quite seriously and barked.



“Me and you plus Bandit,” I laughed.



Bandit leapt from Briana’s lap to mine and hopped onto my chest then furiously licked my chin, wiggling her butt back and forth.



“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” Briana cackled, a raucous infectious sort of laughter. Bandit hopped back onto Briana’s lap. Briana half-yelped, half-laughed as Bandit’s little toenails left bright red scratches down Briana’s bare thighs.



“Bandit, easy girl!” I said.



Briana waved off those bright red marks on her thighs and pulled Bandit back into her arms. “Eh, those are just love scratches,” Briana said.



I leaned back, laughing quietly, and took another sip from my glass. The whippoorwill had quieted down but now the first hints of the birds’ morning chorus began, with intermittent chirps coming from the dark. To the east, the night sky grew purple at the horizon, dawn’s light slowly warming through the black. I checked the time. It was close to five. Goddamn, time moved fast when you were in good company.



“What time does Evelyn usually wake up?” I asked.



Briana looked at the clock on her phone. “Soon,” she said. “Lynnie’s an early riser.” She paused, sighing, frowning slightly. “Plus, I think she’s got a phone date with her parents today.”



I grimaced. Evelyn had been hinting at trouble with her parents, her mother, specifically. When it came up yesterday during our date, she’d quickly evaded the topic and I hadn’t pressed her on it.



While I could have asked Briana for some background on Evelyn’s situation, I decided against it. If Briana wanted to offer those details, I’d let her do it on her own.



Stifling a yawn, I got up from my rocker.



“Going back to bed already?” Briana asked.



“Nah,” I said, “not quite yet. But since you guys showed me such a great time last night, I figure I should be a good host and whip up some breakfast for you two.”



“Oooh,” she purred. “A bachelor who can cook.”



I looked back at her. Briana giggled.



“Well, maybe you’re not quite a bachelor anymore,” she added.



I thought back to what Evelyn had said yesterday. About how we were going to hold off on the boyfriend-girlfriend label for the time being. By the look in Briana’s eyes, I figured she felt the same way.



“Maybe not,” I said. I jerked my thumb toward the front door. “You want to keep me company while I crack some eggs?”



She shifted her eyes to my whiskey, then her smirk took on a naughty sheen. “I will if you fix me a drink,” she said. “I wouldn’t mind an early-morning nightcap before we slip back into bed.”



I paused, smiling dumbly. I cleared my throat. “So…you’re going to get back into bed with me?”



She shrugged. “I don’t have classes today,” she said. “Where else would I go?”



 









 
Chapter Two




Whatever lingering anxieties Briana had seemed to melt away as I got started with breakfast. Unlike Evelyn and her rueful sentiment that “White wine is for sorority chicks,” Briana sat at the kitchen table sipping a small glass of chilled Sauvignon Blanc as I got busy over the stove.



Me, I’d set my whiskey aside. Sneaking a snifter before dawn was nice but it was making me lightheaded. I put a big pot of coffee on then poured a mug.



“Coffee?” Briana asked. “I thought we were going back to bed.”



I grinned and toasted with my mug. “I’m a union delivery driver, Brie,” I laughed. “I live off coffee, which means I’ve got a tolerance to it. I can pound three black coffees straight and still take a nap if I’m determined enough.”



She smiled and sipped her wine then got up from the table, stalking toward the counter.



As I mixed pancake batter, I looked to the side, at Briana, her slender body framed in a burst of dawnlight coming in through the kitchen window. The lush gold hue cascaded over her, giving her pale skin a golden kiss.



Just now, I realized that she’d rolled up the waistband of my boxer shorts, hiking them farther up her thighs. When she bent over to rub Bandit’s belly, my flannel rode up her back and I glimpsed the dimpled clefts of her ass, right where her thighs met her backside.



Staring slack-jawed, I splattered pancake batter across my chest.



Briana, still bent at the waist, looked back at me, catching me staring red-handed.



“Uh, sorry,” I chuckled, then looked away, blushing.



“Don’t be,” she said, her tone just a few octaves higher than her normal sultry pitch. She sounded flattered, almost tenderly so.



Briana stood upright and Bandit bopped along at her heels as she plucked a few paper towels from the counter. She folded them over then ran hot water in the skink. Dabbing the paper towels, she curled her forefinger, beckoning me to come closer.



When I stepped toward her, she wiped my undershirt with the moist towels, cleaning off the batter smears. “Can’t let you get all messy now, can I?” Briana whispered. “Especially since I…distracted you.”



Grinning, I slipped my hands around her waist. She set the paper towels aside, then poked the wet marks on my chest, tickling me with her fingertips. “You’re easy on the eyes, I’ll give you that,” I laughed.



She walked her fingertips up my sternum then onto my shoulders, leaning into me as she slowly wrapped her arms around me. Her soft pink tongue darted out, flicking over her cherry-colored bottom lip, then she shifted her eyes up to me, feline and pensive behind those black-rimmed glasses.



“I’m happy Evelyn invited me over,” Briana said, her voice so low that it was almost drowned out by the gentle smack of her lips. “And I’m even happier that you agreed to let us share you.”



I pushed my fingertips up beneath the flannel. When I felt her soft pale skin beneath my fingers, the blood rushed jarringly into my cock, giving me an instant, almost painful erection.



“I don’t think there’s a man alive who could turn down you two,” I responded. I paused, however, then leaned back slightly, not quite pulling away from Briana, but almost. “But, uh…would Evelyn get angry if she knew we were this close right now?”



Briana’s catlike eyes grew sharper. At first, I took this to mean she was offended, but I was wrong. Her sharp gaze merely hinted at an underlying conviction.



“I’d
 never
 do a thing to hurt Evelyn’s feelings,” she said. “Neither would Kay. And we both know that Evelyn would never hurt us, either. So rest easy, Billy. We’re not doing anything that Evelyn wouldn’t
 love
 to walk in on.”



Then, from behind us: “Oh shit, are you guys about to get it on? Because I
 totally
 want to watch but I
 also totally
 don’t have the time,” Evelyn said.



I snapped my head to the side, laughing as I saw Evelyn standing there. She’d raided my dresser just like Briana had, looking downright scrumptious in an oversized Columbus Blue Jackets hockey jersey that she wore like a dress. She must have been up for a few minutes, since she’d removed her Rapunzel braids, her golden hair now brushed smooth and simple over her right shoulder.



“Mr. Billy the Deliveryman is busy making us breakfast,” Briana smirked as she took her white wine from the counter and gingerly took a sip. “You were right. He really is sweet enough to choke on.”



Evelyn bounded effervescently across the kitchen and joined us. I slipped an arm around Evelyn’s waist and pulled her into a three-way hug, giving her a deep, long ‘good morning’ kiss on the mouth.



Briana watched with a sultry sparkle in her eye.



We broke our kiss. Evelyn leaned back just a touch, her eyes closed, licking her lips as if relishing the memory of our kiss. When she finally opened her eyes, she shifted her gaze down to the monstrous erection in my pajama pants.



“Well my-oh-my,” Evelyn giggled. “If only I had some spare time to help you out with that, Brie.”



“Sit down, both of you,” I said, then broke our three-way embrace and tossed some butter onto a skillet. It hissed then I began to crack eggs. “It’ll only take me a few minutes to finish whipping this up.”



Evelyn and Briana remained in each other’s arms, watching me, but then Evelyn checked the time on her phone and exaggeratedly threw her head back in annoyance. “Oh God, I’m so sorry, but I don’t have time for anything except a quick coffee to-go,” Evelyn said.



“Really, this early?” Briana asked. “I know you’re busy, but –”



“The parentals are crawling up my butt again,” Evelyn said bitterly. “I need some alone time to clear my head before I get on the phone with them. Billy, seriously, I’m sorry that I can’t stay longer.”



“Don’t sweat it,” I said. “Between me, Brie, and Bandit, we can finish off some eggs and pancakes, can’t we, girl?”



Bandit stood up on her hind legs and yapped.



“See?” I said.



Evelyn got down on her knees and held her arms open wide. Bandit bolted toward her and peppered Evelyn’s face with kisses. “Good morning little princess!” Evelyn laughed.



Bandit bounded up again, pawing her way onto Evelyn’s chest, and both of them went bowling over to the floor. Briana clutched her stomach, roaring with laughter, and Bandit pinned Evelyn to the floor, both paws on her chest, her tail a living, wiggling exclamation point as she slathered Evelyn’s face with kisses.



I put my fingers up to my lips and whistled, quick and high-pitched. Bandit popped her head up – still standing on Evelyn’s torso, of course – and wiggled from head to toe, her ears folded back flat, doggy grin wide and toothsome.



“Here ya go girl,” I said, then grabbed a slice of wheat bread and hurled it into the living room.



“Oooph!” Evelyn yelped as Bandit bounded away from her.



Setting my spatula aside, I scooped Evelyn, into my arms, and she draped her arms around my neck and gave me an exaggerated, playful frown.



“My face is covered in dog food,” she said.



“That’s a lie and you know it,” I smiled back at her. “I cook for my princess every day and I don’t know the recipe for Kibbles ‘n Bits.”



She shrugged then pulled her face up to mine, grinning wide. “Whatever. If I’m gonna have dog slobber smeared across my face, then so are you,” she said, then planted a big kiss on my mouth.



I laughed, kissing her back.



As I set Evelyn back on her feet, she put her hands on her hips, suddenly serious. I paused, then looked over to Briana. Briana shrugged.



“Okay, so this is awkward,” Evelyn said. “And I don’t want you guys to think I’m some sort of eavesdropping stalker or whatever, but I need to get this off my chest. Something about the two of you…down here together…whispering.”



I paused, my heart dropping into my stomach. I knew it had been too good to be true. I caught myself a real keeper with Evelyn. And then she introduced Briana into the mix, thinking it was a good idea. That they might share me the way they did with everything else. Except I’d just pushed things too far. I overplayed my hand, as it were, and now I’d gone and blown it.



But then Briana stepped forward, arms crossed over her chest, smirking. “You’re about to launch into some bullshit story about how you heard me and Billy talking about taking a trip to the Jersey shore and how you’re
 soooooo upset
 that’d we’d dare to plan a trip like that without you.”



Evelyn frowned sharply.



Then her frown cracked into a smile.



“You’re such a bitch,” Evelyn said. “I had him going for a moment there.”



Briana giggled. “Well, you always telegraph your pranks!”



I sighed with relief, then couldn’t help but laugh. Evelyn was convincing when it came to pranks, maybe a little too convincing. “Just to be clear, you’re cool with me and Briana going to the shore together?”



“Of course I am, Mr. Deliveryman,” she laughed, then flicked me lightly between the eyes. She turned back to Briana. “And now, for ruining my prank…dog slobber for you, missy!”



“No, shit, no!” Briana laughed, but it was too late, Evelyn was already on her, pressing her slobber-slick face against Briana’s.



Bandit, standing in the kitchen doorway, chomped down the rest of that wheat bread and yapped before darting over to the girls, tail wagging, happier than I’d seen her in a long time.



*****



Evelyn took off in Briana’s car – sharing everything, yet again – then I whipped up scrambled eggs, bacon, pancakes, and buttered wheat toast for us.



We ate at the kitchen table, gobbling down big helpings, both of us starved from our long early-morning, with Bandit up on the kitchen table, scarfing down helpings nearly as generous as ours.



Briana paused, her hand covering her mouth, struggling, fighting…then she burped into her palm, a sound as guttural and deep as grinding tectonic plates.



She went still. Her pale cheeks went nearly as red as her lipstick.



“Well, you just went and did it,” I said.



Once again, she cocked that black eyebrow above her wireframes. “I did what?” she asked quietly, her palm still over her mouth.



“You burped like a truck driver but managed to remain utterly beautiful while doing it,” I grinned.



With her palm to her mouth, she giggled uncontrollably, her shoulders heaving, her slim eyes narrowing into a sharp feline stare. When her laughter subsided, she took a long sip from her glass – orange juice now, she’d ditched the wine before we sat down – then slowly stood up from the table.



“Funny flattery,” Briana said as she gathered our empty plates. “Cute.”



“I got those,” I said, attempting to get up from my chair.



She stopped me, her forefinger to my chest, and gently pushed me back into my seat. “Me and Evelyn didn’t come over here because we need a waiter,” she said, grinning.



“Fair enough,” I laughed, then finished off the last few sips of my coffee. It did nothing to ease my exhaustion – my tolerance to caffeine was too high – but it felt good in my stomach after such a feast.



Briana took the dishes over to the sink then turned on the spigot. I watched her from the table. She soaped and scrubbed the dishes quickly, slipping each into the dish rack off to the side, then paused for a moment after she’d turned the water off.



She had her back to me, but I could tell she had her hands clutched to her chest, working at something.



Next, she slid her hands down to her waist, shifting herself a bit.



“You ready for bed?” I asked, half-yawning.



She turned slowly, pensively, then leaned backward, leaning back on the counter on her elbows.



The morning light blazed behind her, hot and gold, alabaster skin contrasted with the bright light and corresponding pooled shadows, her slender silhouette like something from a dream.



She’d unbuttoned the flannel. It hung open, revealing her apple-red bra, her otherwise bare torso. I gasped quietly at the sight of her. She crossed one ankle over the other, pressing her thighs together, which drew my eyes to her hips. She’d yanked the straps of her thong up over those borrowed boxers, red as Satan’s heart against her pale skin, a cherry drizzle over vanilla.



Her body was slender and fit, yet slightly angular, the way a supermodel might have struck a pose. In a strange way, Briana looked entirely at home in her body, fully in control, like she never made a move before seriously considering it.



It was that thought that made my cock stir achingly. As Briana had been doing the dishes, she made a very conscious decision to display herself like this for me. Yeah, her body was off the charts, but the singular purpose behind her unbuttoning her shirt drove home just how much she wanted this.



We stared each other down in a pulsing sort of silence before I finally pushed away from the table.



She remained just as she was, her back arched slightly backward, her fingernails scratching across the Formica countertop. The flaps of my flannel shirt swayed back, revealing her flawlessly porcelain abdomen.



Briana exhaled sharply as I closed the distance between us, my hands settling on her waist, cupping that pale skin and tugging at the red thong straps hiked up over the boxer shorts’ waistband.



For a quick beat, she stared up at me, eyes growing narrower yet behind her glasses, before she took them off with her usual smooth, quiet precision and set them down on the counter behind her.



She ran her right hand down my face, across my growing morning stubble, then traced her fingertips down to my chin, eyeing my lips before shifting her gaze back to my eyes.



Slowly, I brushed my thumbs outward, feeling the curvature of her slim hips and pressing my fingertips tight against her skin, soft and delicate and cool to the touch.



She pushed forward from the countertop ever so slightly, just enough to hang her arms across my shoulders, behind my neck, and I pulled her body against mine. Our bodies pressed together, her left bra cup slid down, her bare nipple a pink punctuation on her pale, firm breast.



I reached toward it, tugged at the cup, brought down the right one with it. Briana shrugged her shoulders, unclasping the bra with that simple movement, and I clenched my jaw as it fell away, leaving her tits naked before me.



Briana’s breath took on a staccato rhythm when I gripped her breasts gently and curled my thumbs around her areolas, moving steadily toward her nipples. I brushed my thumbs across each, teasing them until they were stiff and perky. Briana moaned and pulled herself closer yet, hardly half-an-inch of free space anywhere between us.



She unclasped her hands then spread her fingers wide, tickling her fingertips up my neck before sliding up into my hair. Briana took my hair into her fists, closing her fingers tight, then pulled herself up to me, pressing her lips against mine with just the slightest trepidation.



I kissed her lightly, just my lips on hers, feeling her shake. I pulled back a little.



“You’re trembling,” I said. “Is it your anxiety again?”



She looked away, like she was embarrassed. “I have some…peculiarities about the way I have sex,” she said. “It has to be a certain way or else I can’t enjoy it.”



“Hey, I’ll keep an open mind and all,” I grinned, “but if you’re about to start talking about pegging, I’m going to have to pass.”



She erupted with her infectious, cackling laughter, then gave my hair a painless, playful tug. “Oh God shut up!” she snorted. Her laughter faded, along with that confident artifice in her eyes. That masked slipped and the vulnerable, anxious young lady from Queens showed her true face again.



“We don’t have to do anything you’re uncomfortable doing,” I assured her, holding her with a comforting grip. “If you tell me that you’d rather just get some sleep, I’m good with that, too.”



She wiggled closer to me, which caused my erection to press into her hip. She managed a naughty grin, even with her rising anxiety. “Going to sleep is the last thing I want to do,” she said. “But, well…I have this thing. In bed, I mean.” She shrugged, somewhat apologetically. “I just have to feel like I’m in control.”



“You’re saying that you like to be on top,” I said.



“That, but also I like to control the rhythm,” she said. “I haven’t been with too many guys, but the ones I have been with didn’t like that.”



“Then they’re insecure losers,” I said. I brushed a stray midnight hair away from her face then kissed her lightly on the mouth again. Then I whispered, “I just want to make you feel good. Show me how I can do that.”



“Yeah?” she asked, a hopeful tone creeping into her voice.



I nodded, my cock aching. “Yeah.”



Her anxiety-ridden smile melted away, replaced now with a desirous curve in her lips. She tightened her grip on my hair then, suddenly, forcefully jumped up onto me, wrapping her legs around my waist as I took her into my arms.



I held her tight, standing tall as I held her, as she tightened her legs around my hips and moaned at a low pitch as she began grinding herself against my throbbing cock.



She thrust her mouth on mine, open-lipped and eager, her tongue in my mouth in a heartbeat, her kiss so aggressive that our teeth audibly clacked together. I matched her eagerness, pushing my tongue right back against hers. She released her right hand from my hair then frantically forced it down between us until she was gripping my cock through my pajama pants.



I grunted as she stroked me, firm and tight, and then she wrenched her lips away from me and stared deep into my eyes.



“Carry me upstairs,” she told me breathily, her tits heaving against my chest with every rapid breath.



I winked at her. “It would be my pleasure.”









 
Chapter Three




Her slender frame was light in my arms, plus the adrenaline rushing through my veins made her an easy burden to bear. However, she kissed me ferociously every step of the way, still grinding herself against my erection even as I took the stairs two at a time.



She was so eager for me, I could actually feel her dew soaking through her thong then wetting the boxer shorts, the heat of her mound pulsing through the fabric.



Inside my room, I kicked the bedroom door shut behind me – I didn’t want Bandit following us in, obviously – and the moment the doorknob
 clicked
 into place, Briana jumped from my arms.



She took me feverishly by the collar of my undershirt then spun around, pulling me with her, until her back was up against the bedroom door. Still gripping my collar tight, she yanked me close enough to kiss.



She thrust her hips out, further grinding herself against my crotch, then slid her hands down her sides, red fingernails dancing down her torso until she hooked her thumbs into the boxers’ waistband. She pushed the boxers down to her thighs, exposing her thong, the bright red fabric soaked dark.



“Kiss me down there,” she purred.



Once more, she gripped my hair in her fists as I got down on one knee, almost worshipfully, yanking those boxers completely off before catching the thong strings in my grip. She breathed heavily and stared with raw hunger as I peeled her thong away.



She raised one foot daintily as I tugged it off, then the other, and I tossed her wet panties aside then felt an animal hunger rising up into my throat as I moved my lips closer to her sex, shaved clean, every inch of her body as pale as the face of the moon.



Her pussy lips were bright pink, even brighter than her nipples, and I carefully trailed my lips up her left thigh, then kissed her gently up toward her hip bone.



“Fuck,” she panted.



Moving crosswise, I then kissed my way across her waist, toward her right hip, then moved my mouth gently down her right leg, making my way toward her inner thigh, priming her pussy with every kiss.



When I ran my tongue light and smooth across her labia her body stiffened. She clenched my hair in her fists so tight that it almost stung.



She held her breath. I continued licking upward, slowly, then brushed my nose slightly against her clit. With that, she exhaled sharply, her red lips wrenched open wide, and she suddenly gripped my hair tighter and yanked my face forcefully against her mound.



“Kiss it,” she moaned, grinding her sex against my face with subtle shifts of her hips. “Kiss it, Billy, kiss it like you love it…”



I swirled my tongue around her clit twice then closed my lips soft around her cherry, teasing and sucking lightly, before I rolled my tongue across the face of it, feeling her nub perking up with each motion.



“Lay back,” she panted suddenly, hooking her left leg around my shoulder without warning.



Balancing myself as carefully as I could, I sat down then leaned back, even as Briana kept coming toward me, pressing her sex insistently against my face as I continued to lap my tongue around her clit.



As I laid back flat, she straddled my face, looking down at me with a ferocious kind of lust as she began rocking her sex back and forth across my mouth.



Grinning – not that she could see it, with my mouth pinned beneath her slit – I gripped her pale hips tight and thrust my tongue deep into her pussy as I nestled my nose busily against her clit.



She gasped, going still, and I felt her inner walls snap tight around my tongue before the wet gush exploded across my mouth.



She bent her head back, throwing her face toward the ceiling, her eyes shut tight, blinded by her orgasm. She ran a single hand up her trembling belly, farther, up between her breasts, before holding her open palm across her sternum, like she was trying to feel her own heartbeat.



I stayed just like that, gripping her hips, my nose moving glancingly against her clit, my tongue deep in her tight walls.



Slowly, she exhaled, then cupped her hands over her breasts. Her hands then glided down over those perky pink erect nipples then across the lower portion of her tits and farther still, sliding over her ribcage. Her fingers were drawn to her cunt like steel filings to a magnet. As they drew closer, Briana began to sway her hips.



She shifted them left to right, then back and forth, then at opposing angles, belly dancing to music only she could hear. I slipped my tongue free from her slit then lifted my head, giving myself room to roll my tongue across her clit.



“…oh…!” she gasped, her slender frame shuddering as if suddenly caught in an invisible fist.



She leaned forward, looking down with eyes near-delirious with passion, and slid her open palms down toward her sex. She lifted the hood of her clit then gripped my hair tight and yanked my face upward, burying her clit between my lips.



Briana then arched backward, bending her body like a gymnast…no, not a gymnast. She was far too elegant to be a gymnast. Her slender body moved like a ballerina’s, smooth and fluid and natural as she turned at the waist, angling her mouth down toward my pulsing erection.



I shifted with her, rolling slightly to the side as she moved her hips, keeping my mouth tight on her clit, flicking it with my tongue and sucking gently, but I paused when she put her lips around me, those soft, plump cherries closing tight around my tip.



“Briana, holy fuck!” I gasped.



She twisted, righting her spine, then shifted her thighs until she had my face locked between them, her ankles crisscrossed and heels digging into my back. Her wet mouth grew tighter yet, her tongue rolling in tight circles around my tip, her jaw and throat shifting as she eagerly swallowed my precum.



Squeezing my balls lightly with one hand, she stroked me with the other, slathering ropes of her saliva around my shaft as she kept her lips sealed around my head. Then, just as suddenly as she took my cock into her mouth, she plucked it out, straddled my face for another moment, then promptly spun herself around and moved down toward my waist.



I lay back, half in a daze. She was facing me now, straddling my waist, gripping my cock at the root, both hands wrapped tight around me. I got up on my elbows, hoping to sit upright, if only to put my mouth on those rigid pink nipples or even just for a kiss, but Briana stopped me, her palm against my chest, pushing me down to my back again.



“No,” she said breathlessly. “I want you to lay there and let me ride your cock until your balls are empty.”



I might have chuckled, but the muted fervor in her voice got my blood simmering. I took her tighter by the waist, sinking my thumbs into her hipbones. When I spoke next, my voice came out in a growl.



“Ride it, then,” I snarled. “Give me what I’ve been dreaming of.”



Wordlessly, she stroked my cock three more times, each movement pensive and precise, her spit glittering up and down my shaft. She popped up, higher on her knees, then shifted herself onto my cock, holding still for a moment, content to tease the head of my cock with her wet pussy lips.



Then, slowly, she took me into her.



I watched the pleasure roll across her features. Her mouth seemed to shrink, her red lips tightening into a thin line. Her long, elegant eyelashes slashed quickly as her eyelids fluttered and a small, yet deep, rasping moan escaped her.



I squeezed her hips harder as she descended, taking me deeper, until finally I felt her smooth, cool ass cheeks settle against my balls.



Once more, she began swaying her hips, tight, precise movements like she was keeping pace with a metronome. Her hips were hypnotic, rocking back and forth, her walls clamping tighter with every thrust.



Her tits were tight and firm, jiggling subtly as she rode me, her nipples the shade of azalea petals, pink as cotton candy, fueling my temptations to clamp my lips around each to suck them ‘til she moaned.



Yet she retained control, with her open palm still splayed across my sternum. She closed her eyes, entranced by our lust, her body moving to its own tempo that was equal parts impatient yet deliberate, as if she was trying to focus on every little sensation, from her cunt tightening around me to the slight bulges of the veins in my cock grinding against her inner walls.



Without warning, she gasped. I felt a sudden heat, like her pussy was about to boil, and with one hand upon my chest her fingernails scratched down my sternum hard enough to leave red trails collapsing to a single point.



Though aware of her desire for control, I lost myself in her pussy, her walls simply too tight, her dew too slick, and I instinctively thrust my hips up toward her, deeper into her. Still straddling me, her knees bucked inward, tight against my hips, and the globes of her ass snapped tight and firm as they clapped down hard on my balls.



“…fuck…!” she gasped, that lone expletive hissing near-silent from her lips, quiet as a blow dart.



I sensed the change in her. Subtle and gradual, her pretense of keeping control began to weaken, like overnight frost thawing as the sun rose at dawn. Her eyes – which had been shut tight – suddenly cracked open.



Her glare was still thin and narrow but now there was an unmistakable obedient sheen to her eyes.



Her voice came out low, submissive and somewhat petulant.



“Will you let me cum?”



I nodded fiercely, close to erupting myself.



She leaned down toward me, moving her hips once more, resuming with a slower, but much more forceful tempo, grinding every last inch of her cunt up and down my erection.



“Please, Billy, please? Will you let me cum on your cock, please please please?”



I nodded furiously, thrusting up into her again, and Briana squealed, riding me harder, then leaned down face-to-face and clamped her lips on my mouth. Our tongues met as one, slipping past, brushing one another’s teeth, and Briana buried her fingertips deep and sharp into my shoulders as she came to a halting, quiet, yet ultimately forceful orgasm. Her discharge surged down my cock, gushing until it ran trickling over my hips.



Emboldened by her obvious pleasure, my balls tightened, about to burst, then I remembered that I wasn’t wearing a condom, that neither she nor I had ever even considered any protection at all.



“I’m going to cum!” I growled through clenched teeth.



“No, wait, I want to see it,” she hissed, then quickly pivoted off my cock, sliding lengthwise down to my waist. “Fucking paint my tits, Billy, can you please paint my tits…?”



Then she stroked me until I burst, until my cum flew up in a high arc and fell thick and pearlescent across her pale white tits.



I groaned long and loud as I finished, with Briana moaning along with me, her narrow gaze following the trickles of my seed running down her tits, snaking their way between her breasts, dripping white-crystalline from her right nipple like water melting from an icicle’s tip.



She moved her upraised forefinger to her nipple, catching a bead of cum before it fell. She parted her trembling lips and smeared it across her tongue before swallowing it, her fingertip resting on her bottom lip, her eyes closed, her breath halting.



Then, finally, she grinned. Her eyes slid open again, satisfied but exhausted, downright sleepy.



“Well,” she purred, “that was fucking intense.”



 









 
Chapter Four




We slept through the morning, neither of us stirring until the sun reached its afternoon peak, burning white and hot against a pale blue sky. My central air conditioning unit rattled loud down at the back porch, cool air surging through the vents, and I smiled to myself when I awoke, sensing the heat, one more reason to be glad I called out before my shift.



Briana lay next to me, her head resting on my chest, her hand draped across my stomach. I had my arm around her. I could feel each goosebump on her back, skin prickled from the cool air, and she wiggled closer to me, the blanket draped across our waists.



“Are we still on for the road trip tomorrow?” she asked.



“I wouldn’t miss it for anything,” I answered.



She smiled and kissed my chest. “We can take my car if you’d like.”



“We can take my truck,” I said. “I like putting miles on it. Every time that odometer creeps up another thousand miles it just reminds me of how sturdy she is.”



“Mmm, I’ve been dying to get a ride in that truck of yours,” she smirked. “But I’ve got to head back to the apartment soon. There are some loose ends I’ve got to take care of before we head out tomorrow.”



“Stay in bed awhile longer,” I said, yawning. “I’ll fix us coffee and some lunch then give you a ride home, let you get into the truck a day early.”



She purred throatily, then kissed my chest again. “That’s insanely tempting but I’ll grab an Uber,” she said.



“Tired of me already?” I asked.



Giggling, she circled her forefinger around my abdomen. “The opposite, actually,” she said. “Because if I get you anywhere near my bed, I’m dragging you into it. If I want to get anything at all done today, Mr. Deliveryman, I need you to stay far, far away from my bedroom.”



Back in my pajama pants and undershirt, I cracked open the bedroom door and found Bandit lying on the floor, her ears perked up, tail going a mile a minute.



“Ah shit,” I laughed. “I forgot to let you out to do your business.”



She popped up and yapped, then bolted across the hallway and down the stairs. I followed. When I reached the top of the stairs, I saw Bandit waiting impatiently at the bottom.



I pulled the front door open and let her out. Bandit, having presumably held in a bladder full of pee for hours, promptly forgot that she had to go once she got a squirrel in her sights. She took off snarling and vanished into the bramble.



“Psycho,” I laughed. I left the front door cracked open, but the screen door shut; in the off chance Bandit scored a kill, I didn’t want her dragging any dead squirrels back into the living room.



Back upstairs, I heard the shower pipes rumbling, then the wet splatter of water in my clawfoot bathtub. That put a smile on my face, knowing Briana felt comfortable enough to take a bath here.



Speaking of which, I needed a nice long bath myself. After having Evelyn last night then Briana this morning, I smelled like pure, raw sex.



I went out to the kitchen, rinsed out the coffee pot from this morning, then brewed another. Despite our feast of a breakfast, my morning workout with Briana left me ravenously hungry. I tossed two frozen pizzas into the oven and cranked the temp up as high as I dared then fixed some ham and cheese sandwiches while it cooked.



Just as I finished, Briana was coming down the stairs. She turned into the kitchen looking mutedly radiant, dressed down, sporting baggy black sweatpants that cupped her hips and a halter top that left a sliver of her waist exposed. Her hair was brushed back, still wet, smelling of shampoo.



“Oh my God I could
 live
 in that bathtub,” Briana said. She joined me at the kitchen table, where I’d already fixed her a plate and had a coffee waiting for her, black, cream and sugar on the side. She spooned some sugar in, stirred it, then added cream, just a dash, black coffee turning mocha-colored. “The hot water is just never-ending. I
 wish
 the water back at the apartment was that on-point.”



I sipped my coffee. “This was my uncle’s house. My godfather.”



“It would be the cutest thing if you’re about to tell me he built it with his bare hands,” she said.



“Not quite, but he did all the improvements on his own,” I explained. “Refitted the pipes and installed a good water heater, nothing fancy, just an old and sturdy model that’s been chugging along ever since.” I looked longingly around my kitchen, at my house in general. “He put love into this place.”



“You can feel it,” Briana agreed, then broke off a piece of her sandwich and popped it into her mouth. “The love. I’m not just saying that, either.”



“Well, I haven’t had this much company in…well, in the entire time I’ve lived here,” I said.



She paused, mid-bite, then propped her elbows up on the table and rested her chin between her upturned palms, studying me. “Don’t even act like you haven’t had chicks over here before,” she said, a touch playfully.



“I’m no man-whore,” I responded.



“That’s not even what I’m saying,” she pressed. “But you’re a cute guy. You’ve got this downright romantic place. C’mon. You’ve had to have at least a few girlfriends living here with you.”



Out back, Bandit yapped loudly. Probably chasing down a groundhog.



“That’s the only girl that’s ever bunked here with me before you and Evelyn,” I said. “Now, I’m not bullshitting you. I’ve definitely had girlfriends before. Flings or whatever. But no, I’ve never had any stay here, not even overnight.”



It seemed strange to say it out loud, but it was the truth. I knew most guys my age in my situation would have turned this place into a party house, being this close to the university and all. But not me.



“How come?” Briana asked. 



“Dunno,” I admitted. “It just never occurred to me. I guess it didn’t feel right at the time.”



Her eyebrow shot up, sharp and angular and inquisitive. “And now?”



“Now I guess it feels right.”



We sat in silence for a long moment, looking one another in the eye, until Briana’s phone vibrated on the kitchen table.



“Shit, that’s my driver,” she said. “I’m surprised he found his way here so quickly, being out in the woods and all.”



I chuckled. “We’re just a few miles from campus. ”



Her phone vibrated again, her driver pulling up out front. Briana got up then leaned across the table. “For a dyed-in-the-wool Queens bitch from The City That Never Sleeps, this might as well be the wild blue yonder,” she grinned, then gave me a quick kiss on the mouth.



“Well, I’m glad you’re enjoying my homestead,” I laughed.



“Swing by tomorrow morning and we’ll swap the country for the beach. I’m not eager to see my dad…” her grin faded into a quick frown, then snapped back again, “…but I’m dying to spend a day at the shore with you.”



 



*****



Merely walking around my property, you might not even realize I had a garage. Years back, when my godfather was still alive, he’d spend half his time out there with a revolving collection of vintage fixer-uppers, ratcheting gears and turning cranks and popping off restrictor plates, turning hoopties into outlaw rides. Back then, there were tire tracks – bald lines, the grass obliterated by countless weathered Firestone treads – running from the front driveway all the way around back, but the grass had grown back in over the years.



Likewise, I allowed the shrubs and bushes to sprout, lending the garage some privacy. That was a must when I was working on a new canvas.



Or…back when I used to work on new canvases.



I headed out there now. The shrubs had grown wildly since I’d been out here last – poison ivy sprouting among them, a natural deterrent – but I stepped through it, with Bandit padding along behind me. Past the shrubs, the old garage sat in a clearing, a thick canopy woven from chestnut branches creating a naturally shadowed nook. The twin carriage doors stood closed, a chain dangling between the handles with a loose, bronzed padlock threaded between them.



I popped the padlock off then shook the chains loose and swung the carriage doors open, casting sunlight on my little collection for the first time in a year or more.



The air inside was sterile, kept at a steady, dry temperature that wouldn’t damage my art. (Compliments of an expensive window unit AC that I kept chugging year ‘round at seventy degrees, the perfect temperature to preserve art on a cotton canvas.) The garage had been constructed with quality cedar back when my godfather first bought the place, but I took extra steps to weatherproof it, adding layers of polyurethane to keep out the water, mold, and rot.



I stood there, the sun coming in slanted behind us, me and Bandit preceded by our shadow. There were seven easels set up, resting on their tripod legs. Canvases remained on the easels, covered with protective canvas tarps. That ran me a pretty penny, all those high-quality canvas tarps, not just for the canvases still resting on the easels but the other pieces I’d completed over the years, dozens resting along the back wall, hidden from sunlight.



There was a cupboard and a work bench on the eastern wall, just beneath a window. There on the workbench standing in slapdash rows sat my brushes, paints (oil and acrylic and latex), standard pencils and colored – my Prismacolor oil pastel pencils being my favorite.



Yeah, I still sketched. I’d still bust out my sketchpad and draw landscapes and portraits, but it had been a long time since I sat down in the garage to put in some serious work.



Bandit paused as I looked over the long-neglected workbench. She was looking at one easel in particular – the canvas covered with a lime green tarp – sitting alone, off in the corner, away from the rest.



Bandit looked back at me, barked, then turned to the canvas again.



I chuckled. Somehow, she remembered. That had been the last piece I worked on before I abruptly gave up on serious artwork. I never finished it. In fact, I couldn’t even remember what I’d been painting when I ditched it, half-finished, unsure if I’d ever put another proper brushstroke on a canvas again.



I knelt down, scratching Bandit behind the ear, staring at the covered canvas.



I’d been in a rough spot – creatively speaking – the last time I worked out here. For years, I’d been content with my life. Me and Bandit. My house. My stress-free work on the truck. With my old job designing corporate logos in my rearview, I’d been free to make art on my own terms…except I never showed my work to anyone. I couldn’t bear to do it. That shit gig in graphic design had paralyzed my desire to share my art, let alone shop it around for cash.



That day, I suddenly wondered why I’d been putting in all that work at all. I mean, what was the point of making art if I was just going to keep it all in here, locked away? There was no point, I concluded. I’d still do sketches – sketching relaxed me, put me at ease in a way nothing else could – but I decided then and there that my art would go no further than my sketchpad.



At that moment, I tossed my paintbrush aside and jammed stoppers in my paint jars and blindly tossed the tarp over the half-finished painting. It fell crookedly over the aborted work and stayed that way ever since, the tarp slipping slightly off the top upper-left corner of the canvas.



I hadn’t worked out in the garage since…although I always took care to keep the AC running and always,
 always
 checked the weather-proofing, especially after a storm.



Looking over my old work now, something strange shifted inside me. A buzzing, electric sort of excitement I hadn’t felt in over a year. I felt a sudden urge to create. Not just a sketch or some light doodling I’d make in the delivery truck in my downtime, but an honest-to-God piece of actual artwork.



“Well how about that,” I said, rubbing Bandit’s belly.



Bandit looked at me, her head cocked quizzically to the side.



“It’s inspiration, honey,” I said. “And it’s been a long time since I felt it.”



Bandit hopped up on me, propping her forepaws on my leg, and she gave me the strangest look, like I was missing something obvious.



I had to laugh. “Yeah, I think you’re right, I guess it’s not much of a surprise,” I told her. “I guess I’ve had plenty of inspiration as of late, haven’t I?”



Bandit yapped and licked my chin. 









 
Chapter Five




Earlier in the morning, the sky had been overcast, silver-gray clouds like smoke. By mid-morning – about the time I started heading toward campus to snatch Briana – the cloud cover began to break, cracking with blue streaks and, soon after, sunlight piercing the grayscale gloom.



I pulled up to the apartment building and left the truck idling with the AC running. The day wasn’t going to be as hot as the day prior, but the temperature was almost approaching eighty-degrees and I had Bandit sitting in the cab.



She jumped up, her front paws on the passenger side window, tail wagging as she peered outside.



“You hold tight, little princess,” I said.



She yapped impatiently then snarled when a passing robin caught her attention.



I headed to the front entrance. I’d already texted Briana so she knew I was on the way, but I still couldn’t get inside without hitting the buzzer first.



I pressed the button and waited a moment. An unfamiliar, yet slight, almost deferential female voice answered.



“Hello?”



I cracked a smile. This must have been Kay.



“Hey, I’m here to pick up Brie,” I said.



A momentary pause, then the buzzer clicked on again. “Billy the Deliveryman?”



I chuckled. “That’d be me.”



Another pause. When she spoke again, her voice was considerably lower. Basically a whisper.



“Briana’s still in the shower, so just hold on,” Kay said. “I’m going to come down to the lobby to meet you.”



“Ugh, yeah, sure. No problem.”



I stepped away from the buzzer, thrust my hands into my pockets, and frowned a bit. Kay seemed shy as hell, but it almost seemed like she didn’t want me up in their apartment. Odd, since both Evelyn and Briana had both told me that Kay had been eager to meet me.



A minute passed, then two, then I heard soft footfalls coming down the adjacent hallway leading down to the lobby. I turned and looked, then did a double-take, mistaking the girl with the bright red hair for some kind of wood nymph.



Her hair wasn’t naturally red, that was obvious. It had a slight magenta hue in some parts, others so bright it bordered on neon. Her hair was curly and bountiful and long, almost down to her waist. Above her left ear, there was a bright yellow dandelion flower tucked into her hair. Her face was dotted with light freckles, her skin was fair, giving her the look of a Celtic princess.



She was barefoot, each toenail painted a different color, with an aquamarine-blue anklet dangling over her right ankle. She wore a flowing, sleeveless dress that appeared to be handmade, handwoven and tie-dyed. The dress was low cut at the chest, forming a sharp V-shape that cut down between her breasts and showed a flat, lightly freckled stomach.



The sides of the dress had mismatched slits, the right one coming up to her knee, the left one considerably more revealing, going well up her left thigh.



She paused, eyeing me warily at first, before offering me a hesitant smile. “Billy?” she asked.



“That’s right,” I said. “And I’m assuming you’re Kay?”



She nodded, but kept her distance. She didn’t seem off-put, just cautious.



In a way, I couldn’t blame her for being this shy, maybe even a little intimidated. By now, she must have heard tons about me from Evelyn and Briana. This strange delivery guy suddenly thrust into the lives of her best friends. No wonder she wanted to keep me at arm’s length for now.



She looked back down the hallway, saw it was empty, then turned back to me. “I’ve heard lots about you,” she said, her cheeks turning red as she spoke.



“Hopefully nothing too bad,” I laughed.



She smiled shyly, running one hand through her hair, then averted her eyes, turning them to the floor. “Um, I don’t mean to be weird about this, and I’d much rather have our first conversation be a bit less formal than this, but we need to talk about Briana.”



I put my hands up, showing that I had nothing to hide. “Hey, I can totally understand if you’re feeling protective about her,” I said. “You don’t know the first thing about me and it’s totally natural if you’re –”



“It’s not that,” she said quietly, cutting me off. She paused, then looked back down the hallway again. Whatever she was about to say, she didn’t want Briana to overhear it.



“I hope everything’s okay,” I said.



“Yeah,” Kay grumbled. “Me too.” She turned her eyes back to mine. Just now, I noticed their warm, deep emerald color. She had eyes like lush grass, green and chlorophyl-bright. She lowered her voice. “You know that Briana is meeting her father today, I assume.”



I nodded. “Of course,” I said. “We’re heading to his pizza shop down on the Wildwood boardwalk. Brie says she has to meet him for something.”



“Tuition money,” Kay said ominously. “Hopefully.”



I grunted in confusion. “Brie doesn’t have student loans?”



“She couldn’t qualify when she first started college,” Kay said quietly. “Stuff with her dad, the way he runs his businesses. He didn’t file his taxes right, he hid income from the IRS…long story. I probably shouldn’t even have told you that without Brie knowing.”



“Hey, I won’t repeat a word,” I assured her.  



She plucked the dandelion from her hair and toyed with it, a nervous tic. “Anyway, that’s kind of irrelevant in a way,” Kay went on. “The important thing is this: I don’t know how this day is going to go for Brie. Her dad…” she paused, considering her words carefully. “He loves her, but he’s not a stable guy. Always in debt…sometimes to bad people. He’s always running some scam, some sort of con. Long story short, Briana’s had a chaotic life. You wouldn’t know it to look at her, given her demeanor, but her life hasn’t been easy.”



I thought about her anxiety…and also about the way she made love. The way she insisted on staying in control.



Shit, I guess sex was one thing she could keep from getting too chaotic, right? I guess it all made a little more sense now.



“Things might get rocky with her father,” I said, nodding in understanding. “I’ll do what I can to keep her in good spirits, then.”



Kay paused, smiling a little more purposefully now. She still kept her distance, but that cautious air around her seemed to ease off. “You’re not freaked about by all this?” she asked.



I shook my head. “Growing up, my family life could get a little chaotic, too,” I admitted. “From what you tell me, my life was nowhere near as crazy as Briana’s, but I know what it’s like when things get rough.”



She tugged at a dandelion petal, but didn’t pull it off. Gently, she rolled the stem between her fingers, making the bright yellow petals swirl and turn. “A lot of guys in your position would have just turned tail and took off the moment they heard about all this drama,” she said. “Not you, though.”



Her emerald eyes continued to soften toward me, her smile continually growing brighter, less hesitant.



“Being cool to be people is really, really easy,” I said with a shrug.



She slipped the dandelion back into her hair, over her left ear. “That’s not a bad philosophy to live by,” she responded.



“It’s working for me pretty good so far,” I chuckled. “But hey, I know that Brie said you and Evelyn were both busy today, but feel free to come along if you want. There’s plenty of room in my truck if you’d like to take a ride.”



Her smile slipped away. Those warm emeralds turned a chilly shade. “And I bet you only have one bed in that motel room you got, huh?” she asked. “I bet you think I’ll just curl up beside you and Briana and join in the fun, right?”



I stopped, speechless…but then I noted something familiar in her delivery.



“Wait, you’re messing with me,” I said. “You learned how to do this from Evelyn, didn’t you?”



Kay covered her face with her hands and snorted happily. “God, I’m no good at pranks,” she said. “But c’mon, I had you going for a second, right?”



“For a second, you absolutely did,” I laughed. “And, for your information, I also absolutely booked a motel room with two beds.”



She giggled quietly and shook her head, making those colorful bright curls dance from her shoulders down to her waist. “That’s a great offer and I wish I could come, and I know I don’t look like it, but I’m in the middle of a busy workday.”



“Yeah?” I asked. “What line of work are you in?”



She tugged at her handmade dress. “You’re looking at it,” she said. “You wouldn’t think there’s much of a market for weird tie-dyed clothes made by a crazy hippie chick, but it pays my bills.” She paused, then shrugged. “Most of the time, anyway.”



“I bet you do pretty good with it,” I said. “You look like an artist type. I can spot one from a mile away.”



“I guess it takes one to know one,” she countered.



“I’m no stranger to sketchbooks,” I smirked.



“Lynnie says you’re talented from what she’s seen,” Kay went on. “Some day soon maybe you can show me your work.”



“I’d like that,” I said, even though it had been over a year since I’d shown my art to anyone.



It was a strange feeling, talking to Kay. We weren’t quite flirting…but we weren’t
 not
 flirting, either. I kept feeling like I was doing something wrong, I kept feeling like I should stop myself…and then I kept reminding myself that these ladies – by their own admission –
 loved to share.



“If you’re cool with it,” I said, raising my phone from out of my pocket, “maybe I could get your number.”



She giggled and pulled out her own phone. “I’ve already got yours from Evelyn,” she said, blushing brighter. “She figured it would save some time if she just gave it to me.” Then she tapped her fingers across her screen. A heartbeat later, my phone buzzed. “And now you’ve got mine.”



I stood there, smiling. She matched my grin. The lobby fell silent, broken only by the distant
 ding
 of the elevator ringing out faintly at the end of the hallway.



“That’s probably Briana,” Kay said, stepping furtively toward me. She held up her right pinky finger. “Promise you won’t repeat a word we spoke?”



I held up my own pinky then hooked it around hers. “Promise.”



Then, from down the hallway, I heard Briana call out: “Is he working his magic on you already, KK?”



She tightened her pinky around mine and took another step closer, her caution all but gone now. “I think he is,” Kay laughed. “I dunno, Brie. This dude might be dangerous.”



Brie slid up beside us. She looked stunning in her beach getup. Reflective sunglasses over her eyes, her hair pulled back into tight little braids. A tie-dyed beach sweater draped over her torso, her left shoulder exposed – smooth pale skin, already protected with sunscreen – and beneath it, a tiny beach skirt concealing a black bikini.



“If you think he’s dangerous, you should meet his dog,” Brie giggled. “That little girl is ferocious…toward squirrels.”



“You said Bandit’s a total sweetheart,” Kay answered. “Except for the squirrel part, yeah, but a total sweetheart otherwise.”



I pinched the sleeve of Briana beach sweater, rubbing the tie-dyed fabric between my fingers. I turned to Kay. “Is this one of yours?”



“Is it that obvious?” Kay reacted.



“Of course this one of KK’s,” Brie laughed. “You already know our deal, Mr. Deliveryman.”



“Yeah, I know, I know,” I chuckled. “You guys share everything.”


My pinky finger was still intertwined with Kay’s. She tightened hers further, then stepped a little closer. “You got that right,” she said. She smirked once more then released her pinky from mine. “Okay you two beach bums, try not to get sunburned. And remember to –”



“Bring back saltwater taffy, yes, I heard you the first ten times,” Briana laughed.









 
Chapter Six




We took it easy on the highway, I-70 Eastbound through Columbus then out toward more rural country as we neared the Pennsylvania border. Once we put Columbus behind us, I clicked off the air conditioner then rolled the windows down. The day was getting hot but at sixty-five miles per hour the wind whipped cool and breezy through the truck’s cab.



Bandit switched between resting on the center console and Briana’s lap. An hour into the drive, though, Bandit curled up tight on Briana’s thighs and dozed. Brie had her bare feet up on the dash, the beach skirt drifting up her pale thighs, showing hints of the thong bikini hidden beneath.



Brie nodded toward the sun visor, where I had a Bluetooth speaker hooked up. “You mind if I put something on?” she asked.



“It’s all yours,” I said.



She synced her phone up to the speaker then pulled up a playlist. Given her look and demeanor, I expected some easy pop music, perhaps some R&B…and then I was shocked when Rancid blared over the speaker and Tim Armstrong snarled,
 “Took the 60 bus out of downtown Cambell…”



I’d been wearing sunglasses. I popped them off then turned to Brie, an eyebrow raised. “Rancid?” I asked.



“Would you prefer something softer?” she smirked.



“I didn’t take you for a punk rock chick,” I laughed.



“You didn’t take me for a geek who makes Lord of the Rings miniatures, either,” Briana said.



“You guys keep finding ways to surprise me,” I answered, then I hit the accelerator while Armstrong went on, shout-singing about punk rock kids getting drunk and scrounging for spare change.



We rumbled over the PA border then cut off the highway at a rest stop for a break. Brie ran inside to use the restroom while I hooked Bandit up to her leash and walked her out into the grass to do her business. (Bandit hated the leash and I was tempted to take it off her, but she kept eyeing up passing big rigs flying down the highway, that same murderous look she got when she spotted a squirrel, so I kept a tight hold on my sweet little princess, just to be on the safe side.)



Bandit finished, but Briana was still inside. I let Bandit back into the truck and left the AC running then went into the rest stop to see if there was anything decent to eat.



Yet, once I got inside, I saw that Briana already had the same idea. There were several fast food counters in the food court and she’d scored us some fries and burgers – good and greasy, already soaking through the brown paper bag – but she was lingering by the door, on her cell phone, a worried look on her face.



I hung back a few feet, not wanting to eavesdrop. I started to think about what Kay mentioned, about Briana’s father. Fingers crossed that this call wasn’t about him.



Briana saw me and waved. She started toward me, still with her phone at her ear. I only caught the end of her conversation when she said, “Alright, let me know how it turns out, Lynnie.”



I frowned. So it wasn’t Briana’s father. It was Evelyn.



Briana clicked off the phone and slid it back into her purse. She held up the grease-soaked bag and shrugged. “Sorry I took so long,” she said. “I wanted to get us some lunch, then Lynnie called.”



“What’s up?” I asked.



She took off her sunglasses, a worrisome sheen in her eyes. “She got into it with her parents something fierce,” Briana said eventually.



“Christ,” I said. “She told me she was having trouble with them. Something about her major, right?”



“She’s been slaving away at this finance degree for years,” Briana said. “But it sucks, since she’s hated every second of it.”



“From what she says, high finance isn’t exactly her passion,” I said.



“Yeah, well she just told her parents that she’s not going into the field,” Briana said. “She said she’s going to get the degree – because they’ve been dogging her to do it since she was a kid – but that she’s not going to spend her life doing something she hates.”



“Well that sounds like a good thing to me,” I said. “If her parents had any sense, they’d understand that.”



“They don’t see it that way,” Briana said. “Anyway, I don’t want to put too much of Lynnie’s business out there…but it seems like they might be cutting her off financially.”


“What!?” I shot back. “You can’t be serious.”



“Her parents are pretty cutthroat,” Briana said. “They can be cold as hell. Lynnie says her mom and dad both just threatened to drain her bank account if she doesn’t ‘clean her act up.’” Briana shook her head. “I don’t know how that’s going to go.”



Something bad churned in my stomach. Just then, I remembered their financial situation. Briana and Kay didn’t have the kind of cash to afford living in that penthouse. Evelyn footed the bill, but with the money her parents gave her.



Without it, their living arrangement would be in jeopardy.



However, Briana didn’t mention any of that. She merely fixed her sunglasses and sighed. “Anyway, that drama can wait until we get back,” she said, then held up the greasy bag and waved it back and forth. “What’s say we get back on the road and share some of this greasy goodness with your little princess?”



*****



It was funny. I felt like I knew everything about Briana at this point. I’d been intimate with her. Slept in bed with her twice. Supported her emotionally when the need arose. I even knew that she preferred 90s punk music to anything that came before or after.



I knew she had control issues stemming from a chaotic childhood. I knew that her father was some wheeling-and-dealing NYC con-man who seemed to have a gambling problem, scoring big cash windfalls in shady business ventures one moment, dead-broke the next.



Above all, I knew she was tough. That for all her anxiety problems, her calm demeanor wasn’t all artifice, not really. Even if ‘cool-calm-collected Brie’ was just some kind of front, it still held up under pressure, kept her from spiraling into an anxiety-ridden wreck, so how much of a front could it have really been? At that point, it was just another side of her personality, a yin-yang, one just as valid as the other.



I knew all this about her yet I couldn’t tell you her major.



I couldn’t tell you precisely how she felt about her father, whether she loved him or hated him, whether she resented him or was willing to give him a second (or third, or fourth, or tenth) chance at redemption.



However, I did know this: The closer we got to Wildwood, the quieter she got.



During our last rush across the New Jersey Turnpike, where the ocean loomed large in the distance and seagulls coasted lazily in the sky, she barely said a word.



By the time we were rolling through the little retro-vibe blue collar beach town, she wasn’t saying much of anything at all.



Instead, she leaned on me quietly, her head resting upon my shoulder with Bandit lying serenely in her lap.



She killed the music miles back. No punk rock soundtrack for this leg of the journey, no AM/FM radio, either. Just the windows rolled down, summerwarm breezes with a saltwater flavor and the distant, excited collective cries of folks whipping and twisting over the boardwalk on candy-color roller coasters.



Her head on my shoulder, one arm wrapped around mine, her fingertips now and again tickling my forearm idly. I looked down at her. Her face was tranquil, her eyes hidden beneath her sunglasses.



I couldn’t tell if she was actually calm or masking some hidden, burgeoning anxiety. Couldn’t tell if she was afraid of what she might find when she met her father or quietly resigned to it.



But then I could see one thing, right as we rolled down toward our motel on the corner of Glenwood and Surf Avenues: No matter what was to come, she was glad she wasn’t here alone.



I pulled into an open parking space outside the motel office. She looked up at me, my own face staring back at me in her reflective sunglasses, and she smiled. The smile was warm. It was slightly sad. It was a smile of someone who was glad she had someone with her, a shoulder she could lay her head upon.



“You alright?” I asked.



She paused, considering this question. She looked off to the side, through the passenger side window, at the fifties-vibe retro stylings embedded in this beach town, with murals of local doo-wop singers long past and somewhere out by the boardwalk, an obscure Frank Sinatra tune blared, as faint and natural to the town’s vibe as the cries of seagulls and waves hammering the shore.



She turned back to me, squeezed my arm, then kissed my shoulder. “Right now I am,” she said, smiling again. “And I think I’ll be alright no matter what happens as long as you’re standing there next to me.”



Bandit’s head popped up from Briana’s lap. The princess whimpered.



“And as long as you’re here, too,” Briana laughed, then scratched Bandit behind the ears.



I slid my arm around her waist and tugged her toward me. I touched her chin, tilted her head back, and kissed her gently on the lips. “We can check in then take a breather in the room if you’d like.”



She smirked, kissed me back, then tickled her nose against mine, a little Eskimo kiss. “No,” she said. “You go, get us a room. But I’m going to wait out here, if you don’t mind.”



“I mean, I can carry our bags up, that’s no problem,” I explained. “I was just saying that you can get out and stretch your legs awhile if you want. It’s been a long ride.”



Indeed, it had been. Just over nine hours with only rare pitstops.



She shook her head, smirking still. “As much as I’d like to chill out for awhile, I’d rather not,” she said, “I really want to face my father and get this shit over with.”



I sighed, then kissed her on the lips again. “I understand completely,” I said. “You hang back. I’ll talk to the front desk, get our room, then we can get this party started.”



 









 
Chapter Seven




I got us checked in, took up our luggage – not much, just a backpack for me and a duffle bag for Brie – and got Bandit settled into the room. It had been a long day for my girl and I didn’t want to take her onto the boardwalk; it would be crowded and I didn’t want the hustle-bustle to overwhelm her.



Once that was in order, me and Briana headed to the boards.



Like I mentioned, Wildwood was a thoroughly blue-collar beach town. The crowds were a mixed lot, mostly working-class Philly natives sprinkled with some NYC visitors – outer-borough New Yorkers, more likely to be longshoremen or teamsters than Wall Street douchebags – adding to the flavor.



If anything, the town was unpretentious. There were game booths hosted by dudes who could have doubled as carnival barkers, shouting into megaphone for you to try your luck tossing darts at balloons or rings at milk bottles, overpriced and likely rigged but everyone was in on the joke, us included.



Roller coasters and Ferris wheels loomed over the boardwalk at three different piers, each roughly a mile from the next, so that no matter where you walked it was to the booming background effect of screaming riders and cheering children and rust-bucket thrills-rides with blinking lights.



The sun was getting low. Me and Briana walked hand-in-hand, her fingers clutching tighter around mine the closer we drew to her father’s pizzeria. It was nestled in a small, cramped storefront between a T-shirt shop and a saltwater taffy store. Kane’s Pizza was slightly rundown, with a crooked sign framing Brie’s surname with intermittently blinking lights and a caricature of an old-world Italian pizza chef in sauce-stained whites. Despite the rundown sheen, the pizzeria was doing brisk business, with folks waiting at the counter with dollar bills clutched in their hands and families sitting in cramped booths with cracked leather cushions knocking back slices.



As Briana clutched my hand, I felt her shaking. She took off her sunglasses, a nervous wariness in her eyes bordering on tears. She looked across the front counter, among the busy staff thrusting wooden peels into roaring ovens, snatching pies from the fires then slashing them eight-wise with stainless steel cutting wheels. The whole operation was like a ballet, with one man standing among it all, barking orders and pulling chits and slinging slices to grinning customers. He was a potbellied man in his late-forties, balding, rosy-cheeked with an easy smile, sweating profusely, his apron stained with marinara sauce.



“That’s my dad,” Briana said wearily, gazing at the man.



Busy as he was, the moment her father saw her standing there outside his shop, he ground to a halt. He smiled at her, somewhat sadly, and the worry lines on his face folded into deep creases. He grabbed a nearby cook and shouted into her ear – “Gimme ten minutes,” his lips said – then he hustled his way through the waiting crowd, his smile equal parts loving and melancholic as he came out to meet us.



“Oh Brie, you look gorgeous sweetie,” he said. While his face was indeed slopped with sweat and his apron looked like it was fresh out of a murder scene, I noted that his hands were immaculate, not so much as a speck of dirt beneath his fingernails. He untied the apron, pulled it off, then tossed it over his shoulder. “And who’s this gentleman?”



“This is my…friend, Billy,” Briana said.



He chuckled. “Friend, right.” He extended his hand to me, warm smile only growing warmer. “Nice to meet ya, William.”



“Mr. Kane, likewise,” I answered.



Mr. Kane had something in his right pocket. An envelope, with a thick, rectangular shape inside.



Money.



Brie tugged at my arm. “Can you just give us a minute, Billy?”



“Absolutely,” I said, nodding toward the saltwater taffy outlet. “I’ll grab Kay her candy. Nice to meet you, Mr. Kane.”



“Same here, William. And hey.”



I turned to him.



“This girl means the world to me,” he said, tapping Brie lightly on the shoulder. “I want you to remember that.”



 



*****



I never heard of saltwater taffy before. I stood there at the counter, holding a pound of it, each piece wrapped tight in colorful plastic, each piece colorful in and of itself; each flavor was a different pastel color, light blues and greens and oranges.



I unwrapped one, frowning as I held it between my fingers. It looked like candlewax. It
 felt
 like candlewax, albeit partially melted candlewax. I popped one into my mouth and the clerk – a friendly older woman with too much makeup on her cheeks – grinned wide and joyous.



“So…how do you like it?” she asked in a rough South Philly accent. “Best ya ever had, right?”



The shit was so gunky and thick that I had a tough time chewing it. Could have sworn I pulled a back tooth slightly out of its socket, too.



I forced a smile, which was almost as hard as forcing that gooey-gunk down my gullet. “Tastes great, ma’am, thank you very much,” I answered, tears beading at the corners of my eyes.



Stepping back outside, I saw Briana and Mr. Kane standing at the edge of the boardwalk, leaning on a railing overlooking the beach. Briana nodded quietly as Mr. Kane spoke to her. She clutched the envelope full of money to her chest protectively.



Finally, Mr. Kane hugged her. Briana hugged him back emphatically, pulling herself tight to the potbellied man. Someone shouted to Mr. Kane from behind the pizzeria counter. He waved back, then turned to Briana, gave her one last hug, then walked back the way he came.



He approached me on his way back to the shop. “William, is it?” he asked.



“That’s right, Mr. Kane,” I said.



Mr. Kane sighed. It was then I realized there was a slight teary sheen in his eyes. “I ain’t been the best dad in the world,” he said. “Lord knows my Briana deserves better ‘n me.”



“Hey, I’m sure –”



“Just be quiet a second, kid,” he said. He put his hand on my shoulder. “My little girl likes ya. I can see that clearly. Just do me a favor, will ya?”



“Of course,” I answered.



“Be the kind of man she deserves,” he said. He choked back a sob then turned his face to the side, surreptitiously wiping a tear from his eye. “Be more of a man for her than I ever could. Can you do that for me, William?”



I nodded dutifully. This man wasn’t perfect. Far from it. But for all his mistakes – and I was sure there were plenty – he
 did
 love his daughter.



I shook his hand, gripping it tight, with respect. No way I’d break a promise to this guy.



“I promise, Mr. Kane,” I said.



He nodded once more then headed back into the pizza shop, slipped under a gap in the counter then grabbed his filthy apron and tied it back around his waist. “Alright, two large pies, sausage-peppers-mushrooms, coming right up!”



I looked back by the railing over the sand dunes. Briana stood there, leaning on it, tugging at the envelope. I joined her.



She looked relieved, but shaken. The way someone would look after narrowly avoiding a car wreck.



I stood there next to her, silent. She kept quiet for a long time before resting her head on my shoulder. She held up the envelope, thick with cash. “I need to take two more classes in the summer semester if I want to graduate,” she said. “If he hadn’t given me this money, I wouldn’t have been able to attend it.”



I put my arm around her. “At least he got it to you.”



She shut her eyes, tears welling at the corners. “I didn’t think he would. My whole life, whenever I needed something, it was always a toss up. Right down to the wire. With me not knowing if I’d get it or I’d find out he pissed it all away at some illegal poker game.”



Suddenly, she sobbed, deep and wrenching, and she buried her face in my chest. I held her tight, feeling the tears soak into my T-shirt.



“I got you,” I said, holding her, my arms tight around you. “Don’t worry, Briana. I got you.”



She looked up at me, tears in her eyes glittering like colored diamonds from the lights burning off the amusement rides. “Promise.”



“I promise.”









 
Chapter Eight




We walked through the amusement pier, hand-in-hand, fingers intertwined, neither of us saying much.



We didn’t have to. Each time we looked into each other’s eyes, each time one of us squeezed the other’s hand, both me and Briana knew precisely how the other felt.



The sun had all but set, now the faintest curve of fading golden light to the west, and we stood in line at the Giant Wheel, a 156-foot Ferris wheel glowing in lush purple-green-orange lights embedded in the spokes, blinking and moving like a massive kaleidoscope. The line moved briskly. I kept an arm around Briana’s waist. Now and again, her beach sweater would ride up her abdomen and I’d find my skin on her skin. Cupping her hip, I felt the black string of her bikini thong. Catching it between my fingers, I tugged idly on it.



Briana leaned closer to me. She kept one desperate grip on her purse – the cash envelope was inside – with her other hand on the small of my back, fingertips tickling the base of my spine.



We stepped up. The operator greeted us then scanned our ticket cards and showed us into the cab. We sat down. The operator shut the door, which locked with a reassuring
 snap,
 and we began our ascent, the cab rocking quietly in the summernight breeze.



The cabs near us were empty – out of commission for maintenance issues – lending our ride an air of privacy. Wordlessly, Briana slipped closer to me, so close that she shifted her right leg and draped it across my left.



I ran my hand up beneath her sweater again, cupping her flesh again, cool and goosebumped, smooth as silk.



Mindful that, in romantic situations, Briana liked to control the tempo, I held back, resisting my painfully acute temptation to steal a kiss. Somehow, though, she caught the hunger in my gaze.



She bent her thigh, curling it around mine, and she must have felt the erection pulsing in my shorts.



I felt her right hand fall onto my bare knee, then creep upward, beneath the leg of my shorts, red fingernails grazing my bare skin, pleasantly with a slight tickle. My cock throbbed again, tenting through my boxers and becoming apparent, stabbing up against the fabric of my shorts.



Still, I stayed my hand, my temptations just barely in check. Briana leaned in closer, setting her precious purse aside on the floor of the cab, that hand now splayed across my chest, tickling across my sternum, and she kissed my neck.



Grunting softly, I sat back, gripping her waist tighter. She moved her lips to my jawline, then my cheek, before pressing them light and moist against my right ear. She parted her lips, a sensation that sent a pleasant shiver down my spine, then closed them lightly around my earlobe, sucking, tugging slightly.



Her right hand continued upward, toward the top of my left thigh, creeping closer toward my erection…but then she suddenly stopped.



Her lips still on my ear, she whispered, “I want you to take control.”



I turned to her. She looked up at me, somewhat nervous, equally expectant, fully titillated. Her leg was still draped across mine, the other cocked to the side, the slip of her skirt falling between her thighs.



I grit my teeth, clenching my jaw. I pulled her tighter by the waist then lifted my right hand, staring into her eyes, and lay it upon her left knee. My fingers moved up her inner thigh smooth and easy, goosebumps breaking out across her skin along the way, her body reacting to my touch.



I paused, looking over both shoulders, ensuring there was no one watching. With those other cabs out for maintenance, we were very much alone and out of sight. The walls of the cab were protectively high; with us sitting there, the top edge encircled us up to our shoulders. Even a sharp-eyed person with binoculars wouldn’t be able to see what we were doing in here.



I pushed my fingers higher, slipping up beneath her skirt, every tiny bump and crevice on her inner left thigh grazing across my fingertips as I ventured higher, higher, until I felt the tight spandex resting somewhat damp over her mound.



She was already wet. My cock ached anew.



The Giant Wheel crept up slowly, stopping now and again to let on riders we’d never see, alone in our quiet, private section of the wheel. I slipped my fingers beneath her bikini, her mound smooth, her lips very wet. Briana constricted against me, white teeth clamping nibblingly on her bottom lip, body tightening at my touch.



I worked my forefinger and middle finger lightly against her lips, spreading them, massaging them, not quite pushing inside yet, just giving her the gentlest touch. I turned my thumb in tight circles around her cherry, glancing it here and there, Briana’s grip on me tightening whenever I brushed against it.



Wildwood and the surrounding county spread out both behind us and below us, beside us, with the ocean covering the world before us. Daylight had faded now, the sky turning black and the water practically invisible below it save for roiling whitecaps striking the shore.



I sank my middle finger into her, sliding deep and smooth and slow, her inner walls soft and wet as flower petals glinting with morning dew. She gasped. Still with my free hand on her waist, I felt her abdomen tighten in anticipation. I slid my forefinger inside as well. Her stomach tightened further.



When I brushed the pad of my thumb across her cherry, she yelped audibly, a sound lost among the roar of the amusement pier, among the doo-wop music blaring from the boards, among the strong winds blowing in off the water and the crashing waves below.



I pushed in deeper, brushed her clit again. Her thighs tightened around my hand, like I was caught in the most pleasant trap, and her chest began to rise and fall visibly beneath her sweater, heaving breaths that made her tits bounce.



“Take control,” she insisted with a purr-whisper.



I sank my fingers deeper yet, then circled my thumb more tightly around her nub.



She wrapped her arms around me, kissing my neck again, then my ear, teasing my with her tongue against my earlobe, whispering, “Take control, take control,” over and over, hardly over a whisper yet it was the only sound I heard.



Her purr-whisper promptly stopped when I pressed my fingertips against her G-spot, just the slightest pressure, massaging her sensitivity, her innermost intimacy, and she abruptly let out a shrieky, high-pitched wail.



She bent at the waist, bending forward, the weight of her resting against me, her thighs constricting tighter around my hand, around my wrist, and I felt a sudden gush against my fingers, around my knuckles, as she came hard with my hand buried between her legs.



She shuddered against me, her slit downright leaking down my hand. Her pale face glowed in the dancing lights on the Giant Wheel’s spokes and a sudden frustration set deep in my bones. I wanted her so fucking badly, but I wouldn’t be able to take her here, now. Our cab was just about to reach the height of the wheel. We’d be back on the ground again in just a few minutes.



“Control me,” she purred haltingly, shuddering, but writhing her hips against my touch as I continued to move my fingers in and out of her. “Control me…”



Then, suddenly, the Giant Wheel jerked to a stop. After such a smooth ride, it was jarring, with the cab swinging lightly back and forth. Jarring, yeah, but I hardly noticed. The same went for Briana, who continued to gently writhe her hips, her breath quickening once more as I began to slide my fingertips toward her back walls, her pussy constricting around me again.



Each cab had speakers wired to the ceiling. A voice crackled to life, soft and pleasant and calm. It was the ride operator.



“Sorry about that folks,” the operator announced pleasantly. “We have a minor technical issue that we need to work out. Unfortunately, the ride is going to be paused for about ten, maybe fifteen minutes. Please just hang tight and we’ll give you a full refund for your tickets when you exit your cab. We thank you for your patience!”



At that, Briana’s eyes grew sharp. She nibbled on her bottom lip again. She squeezed her pussy walls tighter around my fingers.



Grunting, I slipped my arm from around her waist then took her by the hand. Guiding it to my thigh, I growled as she slipped her hand back up my bare skin.



“Grab my cock,” I told her, fully in control now.



Given my mood, given my hunger, I could have ravished Briana’s body for an hour straight.



However, I could very much settle for ten minutes right now.



Still grinding her hips subtly, she unbuttoned my shorts, yanked my zipper down, and stared deep into my eyes as she pulled my boxers down by the waistband, my cock throbbing as she revealed it.



Briana’s soft lips trembled as she stroked me, leaning closer to me with each pump. My fingers and knuckles were soaked, her dewy nectar trickling down to my wrist.



“Up on your feet,” I told her.



She stood up. I gripped her by the hips – smearing her nectar across her waist, my fingers still dripping – then pushed the beach sweater up past her waist. She was trembling, standing there, then trembled harder when I pressed my lips against her belly button, my hands now drifting up her skirt, tugging down on her bikini thong.



She bent forward slightly, her hand still in my lap, stroking my cock, my erection like a time bomb. I pulled her closer, bent down, thrust my mouth between her pristine alabaster thighs and buried my face against her mound, snuffling against her sex, my nose teasing her clit until her labia were dripping freshly.



“Turn around,” I growled, and she did, spinning one-eighty in the other direction, taking hold of the stabilization pole running from the floor of the Ferris wheel cab up to the canopied ceiling. “Bend at the waist.”



She snapped forward, thrusting her ass out. I pushed her skirt back up over her hips then gripped her ass cheeks tight in my palms, spreading them, my eyes peeled on the dewy pink sex sandwiched between her thighs.



“Billy, Christ…”



I slid my tongue into her entry, massaging her clit with two fingers, the heat pulsing from her sex growing hotter by the moment. Her knees quaked. I felt a bead of her nectar fall from her pussy lips down to her inner right thigh. Glancing down at her feet, I saw her toes curling in her sandals.



I pushed my tongue deeper, I swirled my fingers more swiftly. She yelped and shuddered, holding onto the stabilization pole like she’d fall to the floor otherwise. When she came again, she thrust her hips abruptly back against me, making her nectar spill gushingly down my chin.



She held herself there, swaying slightly, trembling almost violently, her face twisted in a portrait of overwhelming pleasure that caused her teeth to chatter.



Down on the pier, I heard maintenance staff working, the distant whine of an impact driver, the metallic squeal of steel bolts loosening then tightening again. It wouldn’t be much longer before the wheel was spinning again.



“Billy?” she whispered, looking back from over her shoulder, still bent at the waist, obedient to the letter.



I slipped up behind her, my right hand on her waist, my left folded across her smooth chest, and I pulled her upright, her back to my chest. “What is it?”



“I know I told you that you’re in control,” she whispered. “And…and…and I’ll let you do
 whatever
 you want to me…but…but…”



“Go on,” I said softly, brushing her hair away from her throat before kissing her neck, grinding my bare cock against her wet opening.



“Well…I know that you and Evelyn…” she trailed off, averting her eyes, which shone from the multicolored lights blinking on the spokes. “I know that you and Evelyn…didn’t use protection.” She swallowed hard, throat shifting, her lips collapsing into a quaveringly tight line as she summoned the courage to continue. “I know that…she let you cum raw inside of her.”



I nodded, my jaw clenched, my cock still pressed lengthwise against her opening, her dew smearing across my shaft, turning it slick, so much so that I felt it trickling down my balls.



“That’s right,” I growled. “I came inside of her. She wanted me to, so I did.”



“And…well…what if I asked you to do the same to me?” she whispered.



“Well first, I’d make sure that you’re certain that’s what you want,” I responded, then sucked gently on the snow-white skin of her neck.



“It’s what I want…” she whispered, grinding herself against me now, causing her labia to split as she ground it up and down the length of my shaft, her inner walls warm and wet and aching for my seed.



I slid my open palm from her chest up to her throat, then gripped her firmly, not quite squeezing but holding her tight. “Then I’m going to fill you up right here and now, Brie,” I growled.



One hand around her throat, the other on her hip, I held her at what felt like the top of the world. Not a soul watching us. Not a single person within earshot. I pressed my lips once more against the back of her neck then shifted my cock, pressing my tip against her dewy opening.



She held her breath, one single inhalation coming sharp through her clenched teeth. She turned her head slightly, watching me from the corner of her catlike eyes, her bright red lips quivering as I pushed the head of my cock inside of her.



“…oh…” she purred, stiffening against me, her hands wrapped tight around the cab pole as I gave her another inch, my tip nestled in her entryway, her walls already starting to constrict around me.



Another inch. Her lips peeled back. I slipped my hand from her waist, around to her thighs, then down to her mound, running my forefinger around her clit.



“…deeper…” she whispered.



I pumped again, halfway in, and I swore I could feel the pure fertility emanating from her sex, an inner yearning to carry my seed. No, not just inside of her. Not just in her slit. I felt it in her posture, the way she thrust her ass against me, which pushed my cock even deeper. I saw it in her gaze as she watched me from the corner of her eye. I felt it in her fingers when she suddenly gripped my wrists, the one at her throat, the other between her thighs.



She pushed back against me again. “Take control of me,” she whined, a quiet, sultry desperation dripping from her tongue. “Control me, Billy, please just fucking control me…”



I raised my hand to hers, pulled it down between her legs, shifted it to her pussy as I pushed my cock in and out of her. My shaft was slick, dripping.



“Hold me right at the base,” I said. “Grip it tight, yeah…like that…”



I grit my teeth, jaw pulsing. She held me right where I told her, tight at my root, squeezing and giving me subtle strokes after each thrust, every time I pulled back, letting her fingers roll tight and slick up my slippery erection.



With her fingers locked around my base, I slid my own hand back to her clit. She shuddered when I began teasing it again. I still held her by the throat. I squeezed, just a little, and her pale cheeks bloomed red as her lips coiled in pleasure.



She met my thrusts, pushing back against me, all the while whispering, “I want your cum, I want your cum, make me cum, I want your cum…” until her voice faded like a wisp of dissipating smoke. Her lips, however, continued to move, lipping the words, the wet smack of her tongue the only sound.



I growled and kissed her ear, slipping my tongue across it, nibbling her earlobe, squeezing her throat just a touch tighter. She came again, spraying her nectar down my erection, and as her knees buckled, I felt her cunt clamp greedily around my cock.



She looked back at me, her lips still working, repeating those silent words, until she stared deep in my eyes, caught her breath, and whispered: “Please give me your cum, Billy…”



With my hardest thrust yet, the cab swung on its upper moorings. I looked skyward and groaned audibly as I came, utterly emptying my seed into her, an unprotected explosion of lustful passion that might have seemed irresponsible to some – considering that I’d just done the same to Evelyn not long ago – but felt perfectly natural to me.



She kept her grip on my root, squeezing tight, shivering as the last errant drops of my passion filled her womb.



I released my hold on her throat, pushed her hair aside, and gently kissed her neck. She ran her hand up behind her and gripped my hair, pulling at it, leaning against me, her supple sex weeping a mixture of our fluids.



We both knew that, in a matter of minutes, the wheel would begin to rotate, spiriting us back to solid ground.



Neither of us were in a rush to get there.
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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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Chapter One




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



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



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



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



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



It was creativity.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 
 HONK!



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



*****



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



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



“Two chicks? Seriously!?” said another.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 









 
Chapter Two




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



I nodded. “And that is?”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



I did a double take and Carmen caught me.



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



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



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



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



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



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









 
Chapter Three




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“You alright?” I asked, concerned.



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



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



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



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



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



 









 
Chapter Four




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



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



“You okay over there?” I asked.



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



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



Briana and Kay, as well.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



*****



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



Brie and Kay exchanged puzzled glances.



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



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



“Give us a hint, c’mon,” Kay pressed.



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



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



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









 
Chapter Five




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“The Wood Elves?” I asked.



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



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



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



“You sure?” I asked.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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









 
Chapter Six




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



I smirked, knowing what was coming next.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



Neither was wearing a bra, I noticed.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Here,” Kay said. “Try it on.”



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Good idea,” I said, half-growling.









 
Chapter Seven




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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












 
Chapter Eight




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



*****



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



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



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



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



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



They were from another man.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



*****



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 



 









 
Chapter Nine




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Here, get into bed,” I said.



Bandit yapped quietly, in agreement.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



“Second thoughts?” I echoed, quietly shocked.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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









 
Chapter Ten




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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









 
Chapter Eleven




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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



I expected a kiss.



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



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



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



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



It didn’t matter.



Those words ringing in my ear…



That image lingering in my mind’s eye…



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



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



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



“I meant it,” she whispered.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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









 
Chapter Twelve




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



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



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



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



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



“Good morning,” she grinned.



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



*****



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



*****



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



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



Then I heard them.



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



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



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



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



I grinned. My ladies were home.
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