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Chapter 1

❦

Iquit my job on a Wednesday.

By Friday I was halfway to Vermont with everything I owned in the back of my beat-up Honda Civic. The decision felt insane and liberating in equal measure. Five years of spreadsheets and fluorescent lights had left me hollow. At twenty-six I was supposed to have it figured out. My ex wanted marriage and stability. I wanted to figure out what the hell I actually wanted from life.

The farm job posting had been simple: "Organic farm seeking summer help. Room and board included." I'd sent an email on impulse. Chloe Bennett had called the next day.

The dirt road curved through dense forest before opening to rolling fields. The farmhouse sat at the top of a gentle hill, white clapboard with a wraparound porch. Smaller buildings dotted the property-a red barn, a greenhouse, chicken coops. Beyond them, neat rows of vegetables stretched toward distant tree lines.

I parked next to a dusty pickup truck and climbed out. The air smelled like earth and growing things. No car exhaust. No coffee shops. Just quiet and birdsong.

"You must be Alex."

I turned. A woman stood at the edge of a tomato field, maybe twenty feet away. Mid-twenties, athletic build, honey-blonde hair in a braid down her back. Tank top and cutoff shorts, both dusted with dirt. Sun-browned, no makeup, all function.

"That's me." I walked over, hand extended. "Chloe?"

"Yeah." Her handshake was firm, her palm calloused. "You made good time. Come on, I'll show you where you're staying."

She led me past the main house toward a converted barn. Up close I could see the definition in her shoulders and arms. Heat had darkened the cotton across her back. Farm work clearly kept her strong.

"This is yours." She pushed open the barn door.

Clean, simple. Queen bed against one wall, small kitchenette, bathroom visible through an open door. Exposed beams overhead gave it character. One window on the fields.

"Wi-Fi password's on the counter," Chloe said. "It's decent, actually. Cell reception's hit-or-miss but the internet works. We're isolated but we're not savages." She gave me a quick smile. "Bathroom's got a shower. Hot water's reliable. You'll want it after field work."

"This is great. Really."

"Job's straightforward. Help with harvest, field maintenance, animal care, whatever needs doing. We'll show you the ropes. Six hundred a week plus room and board." She leaned against the doorframe. "Dinner's at six. Main house. Don't be late-Ivy gets cranky when food gets cold."

"Ivy?"

"My business partner. We bought this place together after college." She checked her watch. "I've got to finish the tomatoes before it gets dark. See you at dinner."

She left before I could ask more questions.

I brought my bags in and looked around. The bed was comfortable. The shower worked. The window framed a view that didn't include a single building other than the ones on this property.

I'd made it. For better or worse, I was here.

Dinner was in the main house kitchen, a sprawling room with an ancient farmhouse table and mismatched chairs. Two women were already there when I arrived at six sharp.

"Alex!" The first one bounced up from her seat. Shorter than Chloe, curvy, with auburn hair falling in waves past her shoulders. Green eyes, freckles across her nose, a sundress with a low neckline. "I'm Ivy. Ivy Morrison. Welcome to the farm!"

Her hug caught me off guard. She smelled like soap and sun-warm skin.

"Thanks. Good to meet you."

"Sit, sit." She gestured to a chair. "Diana's cooking. You're going to love her food. It's the only reason Chloe and I haven't starved."

The third woman turned from the stove. Older, maybe mid-forties, dark hair with silver streaks pulled into a loose bun. Elegant face, curves that were impossible to ignore. Casual jeans and a fitted button-down. She smiled warmly.

"Diana Russo. Don't listen to Ivy-they're both perfectly capable cooks when they try." She brought over a platter of roasted chicken and vegetables. "How was the drive?"

"Long but fine."

Chloe appeared from somewhere deeper in the house. Hair down now instead of braided. She'd showered and changed into clean shorts and a t-shirt. Without the dirt and sweat, she was even prettier than I'd realized.

We ate. The food was incredible.

Ivy asked most of the questions. Where was I from? What did I do before this? Why farming?

"I needed a change," I said. "Corporate accounting was killing me slowly."

"God, I can't imagine." Ivy wrinkled her nose. "Being stuck inside all day? With numbers?"

"It paid well."

"Money isn't everything," Diana said gently. She brushed a crumb from my jaw with her thumb. Purposeful. "Sometimes you need to get your hands dirty to figure out what you really want."

"Exactly." I took another bite of chicken to avoid elaborating.

"What about relationships?" Ivy asked. "Girlfriend back in the city?"

"Ivy," Chloe said. "Let the man eat."

"What? I'm just curious." She met my eyes. "You don't have to answer."

"It's fine. Broke up eight months ago. She wanted different things."

Ivy and Chloe exchanged a quick glance. I couldn't read it.

"Well, you won't find much dating out here," Ivy said. "Nearest town is eight miles away and it's got about three bars and a grocery store. We go once a week for supplies and that's it."

"Sounds peaceful."

"Isolating," Chloe corrected. "But it's what we signed up for."

Diana stood to clear plates. "Chloe and Ivy bought this farm two years ago. I was their agricultural professor in college. When they told me about their plans, I believed in them. So I joined as a business partner." She met my eyes. "Best decision I ever made."

"Even with the isolation?" I asked.

"Especially because of it." Her gaze held mine for a moment. "Sometimes distance from the world is exactly what you need."

After dinner, Ivy insisted on showing me around outside. The sun was setting, painting everything gold and orange. She pointed out the chicken coops, the small orchard, the greenhouse. As we walked she touched my arm. Once when she laughed. Again when she pointed. Light, casual contact that felt deliberate.

"You'll get the hang of everything fast," she said. "It's not complicated. Just repetitive."

We stopped near my barn. She stood close, looking up at me. In the fading light, her freckles stood out against her skin.

"Your hands really are soft." She'd grabbed one of mine before I could react, running her thumb over my palm. "City boy hands."

"They won't stay that way long, I'm guessing."

"Nope." She released my hand. The smile lingered. "See you tomorrow, Alex."

I watched her walk back to the main house. The sundress swished. She bounced on the balls of her feet. Yeah.

This was going to be interesting.

Later that night I lay in bed staring at the ceiling. Three women running a farm together in the middle of nowhere. All three attractive in different ways. Chloe with her athletic intensity. Ivy with her playful touches. Diana with that knowing warmth.

This was work, I reminded myself. A job. A chance to clear my head and figure out my life.

Not a fantasy.

The first several days passed in a blur of work.

Day two, Chloe taught me the morning routine. Feed the chickens. Collect eggs. Check irrigation lines in the vegetable fields. It was physical in a way my gym habit hadn't prepared me for. The gym had been air-conditioned, with machines and mirrors. This was real work under the sun. By noon I was drenched in sweat and my shoulders ached.

Chloe was patient but didn't coddle me. When I struggled to lift a fifty-pound bag of feed, she showed me the technique once. "Hips. Not back." Then she watched me figure it out. I noticed the way her muscles moved when she demonstrated. Biceps flexing, core engaged, her whole body working in sync. Sweat made her tank top cling. The outline of her sports bra underneath. I tried not to stare.

She caught me looking once. Didn't say anything. Just gave me a small smile and went back to work.

Day three, Ivy recruited me for the farm stand. I drove while she navigated. We loaded the truck with vegetables and fresh eggs, set up at the stand near the road entrance. She was chatty with customers, charming and bright. I mostly carried boxes and tried to keep up. She wore a yellow sundress, and every time she leaned over to arrange produce or hand someone their change, she'd touch my forearm. Just a brush. Just enough to notice.

On the drive back, she reached across from the passenger seat for her phone in the cupholder. Her fingertips skimmed the inside of my knee. There, then gone. She grabbed the phone and pulled away like nothing happened. But the spot where she'd touched me felt warm.

"You're doing great," she said. "For a city boy."

"Thanks. I think."

A quick laugh. Her hand stayed close to my leg for the rest of the drive. Not quite touching. Close enough that I was aware of every bump in the road, every turn that might bring her fingers back to my thigh.

Day four, Diana brought lunch to me in the field. Homemade sandwiches wrapped in cloth, cold lemonade in a mason jar. She sat on the grass beside me while I ate.

"Chloe says you're a fast learner."

"I'm trying."

"Why did you really leave accounting?" Her voice was gentle. "You don't have to tell me. But I'm a good listener."

I looked at her. Warmth in her expression. Interest.

"I felt lost," I admitted. "Like I was doing what I was supposed to do instead of what I wanted to do. And I didn't even know what I wanted."

"That's a brave admission."

"Or a stupid one."

"Sometimes they're the same thing." She stood, gathering the empty containers. "You're in a good place to figure it out, though. The farm has a way of clarifying things."

I watched her walk back toward the house. She moved with unhurried certainty. Deliberate. Unapologetic.

Day five was brutally hot. I was replanting a section of tomatoes, shirtless because the heat was unbearable. At one point I looked up toward the farmhouse and caught movement in a window. Someone watching. I couldn't tell who.

Later, Ivy brought me lemonade. Her fingers brushed mine when she handed over the glass.

"You're getting tan," she said. Eyes traveling over my chest. "Looks good."

"Thanks."

She bit her lip. Glanced at my shorts. Didn't bother hiding it. Then a quick smirk before she walked away.

I glanced back at the house.

A thud in my throat.

Day six evening, they invited me to the main house for movie night. All four of us crowded onto the couch. Diana and Chloe on the ends, Ivy next to me in the middle. Some action movie I couldn't focus on.

Ivy's bare leg pressed against mine. She left it there. A light, unbroken line of heat against mine. Her thigh. My jeans got tight. I stopped hearing the movie.

Breathe. Don't move.

I'd been celibate for eight months. I was surrounded by three attractive women on an isolated farm. And one of them had her leg pressed against mine like it was the most natural thing in the world.

When the movie ended, I excused myself quickly and headed back to the barn.

I needed a cold shower.

The shower helped. I stood under the spray until the water started running cool, trying to clear my head. This was a job. They were my employers. The fact that they were all attractive didn't matter. The fact that Ivy had been touchy all week didn't matter.

I toweled off and wrapped it around my waist. My bedroom was small enough that I usually just changed right there.

Someone knocked.

I froze. It was almost eleven.

Another knock.

I opened the door.

Ivy stood there in short pajama shorts and a thin tank top. No bra-that was immediately obvious. Her hair was down, wild around her shoulders.

"Hey. Sorry, is it too late?"

"Uh. No. What's up?"

"I couldn't sleep." She stepped inside without waiting for an invitation. "Thought I'd check if you were settling in okay."

She sat on my bed like she'd done it a hundred times before. I was acutely aware that I was wearing only a towel.

"I'm settling in fine. Great, actually."

"Good." She looked up at me. In the lamplight, her eyes were very green. "You seemed tense during the movie."

"Did I?"

"Mm-hmm." She patted the bed beside her. "Sit. You're making me nervous standing there all wet and half-naked."

I sat. Kept the towel secure.

"Do you think I'm pretty, Alex?"

The question caught me completely off guard. "What?"

"Simple question." Her head tilted. "Do you?"

"Yes. Of course."

"Good." She moved closer. "Because I think you're attractive. And I've been thinking about you all week."

Her hand landed on my thigh. Intentional this time.

"Ivy-"

"Is there a rule against this?" She met my eyes. "Did Chloe say you couldn't hook up with us?"

"No, but-"

"Then stop overthinking it."

She kissed me.

Her lips were soft and eager. She tasted like mint toothpaste. I responded before my brain caught up, my hand finding her waist. A small satisfied sound escaped her. She pressed closer.

The towel was between us. She solved that problem by pulling it off entirely.

I was already hard. She glanced down. A quick smirk.

"Definitely not a problem," she murmured.

She stripped her tank top over her head. No hesitation. Her breasts were full and perfect, nipples already tight. The shorts followed. She wasn't wearing anything underneath.

"Ivy-"

"Shh." She pushed me back onto the bed. "Let me do this."

Kneeling between my legs, she wrapped her fingers around me. Slow and confident. Her eyes locked on mine. She stroked once. Twice. Watching my face. Then she leaned down and took me into her mouth.

Fuck.

Warm and slick. Her tongue working. Lips sliding down. She started slow. Deliberate. Deeper each time. Her auburn hair fell around her face. She looked up. Mouth full. I almost lost it.

"God," I breathed.

She pulled off. Her hand kept stroking. "I've been wanting to do this." Grip warm and sure. "All week. Watching you work. Getting sweaty. I kept thinking about this."

Then her mouth sank back down. Faster now. Slick and hot. I gripped her hair. Not guiding. Just holding on. She opened wider. Let me feel the back of her throat.

Her free hand dug into my thigh. Nails biting. She was into this as much as I was.

Ivy, on her knees in my barn apartment, sucking me like she'd been thinking about nothing else all week. The small hums of satisfaction between strokes drove me insane.

She pulled back, catching her breath. Her hand still worked me. "You can guide me. I like it."

I tightened my grip on her hair slightly. She moaned. Took me back in. Let me control the pace. Faster. Deeper. Everything I gave her. Her hands braced on my thighs. Fingernails digging in. She hollowed her cheeks. Twisted her wrist on the upstroke. Spit slicked her fist. She didn't wipe it.

The pressure built fast. Too fast. Eight months of nothing, then this.

"Ivy, I'm close-"

She doubled down. Sucked harder. Faster. Her tongue traced and swirled. She wanted this. Wanted me to come in her mouth. The realization sent me over the edge.

I came with a groan. Hips jerking. She stayed with me, mouth sealed around me as her throat worked, swallowing. When I was finished she licked me clean. Slow and thorough. Her tongue tracing along my shaft, licking my balls clean. Then she sat back on her heels.

Lips swollen. Hair messy. A satisfied gleam in her green eyes.

"Holy shit," I managed.

She crawled up the bed and kissed me. I could taste myself on her lips. It should have been weird. It wasn't.

"Don't worry about Chloe," she said softly. "We share everything."

Then she stood. Pulled her tank top and shorts back on. Headed for the door.

"See you at breakfast, Alex."

The door closed behind her. Near midnight according to the clock on my nightstand. I lay there stunned. Breathing hard. Staring at the ceiling.

This is real. This actually happened.

My pulse wouldn't slow. My hands were still shaking.

I didn't sleep much. My brain wouldn't stop replaying the last hour. Ivy on her knees. The way she'd looked at me. The casual way she'd said "we share everything" like it was the most normal thing in the world.

By the time dawn broke, I'd convinced myself I'd imagined it. Or misunderstood something fundamental about farm life.

I walked to the main house at seven for breakfast. My stomach was in knots.

Diana was alone in the kitchen, making coffee. She looked up and smiled.

"Morning, Alex. Sleep well?"

"Uh. Yeah. Fine."

"Mm." She poured two mugs. Handed me one. "Ivy came back late last night. Looked happy."

Oh god.

My face must have shown my mortification because Diana laughed.

"Relax. You're all adults."

"I didn't mean to-I mean, she just-"

"Alex." Diana's voice was kind but firm. "It's fine. Really."

Footsteps on the stairs. Chloe appeared. Hair still damp from a shower. Clean work clothes. She poured herself coffee and leaned against the counter. Professional and cool as always.

"Morning," she said.

"Morning."

Did she know? Her expression gave nothing away.

More footsteps. Ivy bounced into the kitchen in cutoff shorts and a crop top. Bright and energetic. She walked straight to me and kissed my cheek.

"Morning, Alex."

Chloe raised an eyebrow but said nothing. Just sipped her coffee.

Ivy grabbed toast and sat at the table. That smile aimed at all of us.

Diana set down plates of eggs and bacon. "Eat up. It's going to be a long day."

I ate in silence, trying to process. Diana definitely knew. Chloe probably knew. Neither seemed upset.

At breakfast every sound was too bright. Mugs clinked like bells. My thoughts stuttered like a misfiring engine.

What kind of farm had I signed up for?

Chloe finished her coffee and stood. "Alex, you're with me this morning. Greenhouse work."

"Sure."

As we headed outside, I glanced back. Ivy was watching me. Still smiling. Diana caught my eye and winked.

My pulse kicked up again.

But I couldn't say I minded.
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Chapter 2

❦

The greenhouse was humid and green. Rows of seedlings in black plastic trays covered long tables. Sunlight filtered through the translucent roof, turning everything hazy. Warm humidity wrapped the rows; damp soil and crushed tomato leaves scented the air. Sweat gathered at the small of my back.

Chloe handed me a trowel. "We're transplanting these into bigger pots. Watch first."

She demonstrated. Quick, efficient movements. Scoop the seedling with its root ball. Transfer to new container. Pat soil around it. Done. Her hands moved with the confidence of repetition.

I tried. Slower, clumsier. Got dirt under my fingernails. Nearly dropped a seedling. She watched without comment. No judgment. Just observation.

We worked in silence for a while. Just the sound of dirt and plastic. The occasional bird call from outside. My mind kept wandering back to last night. Ivy on her knees. The way she'd looked up at me. The casual way she'd said they share everything. The fact that Chloe seemed completely unbothered by Ivy kissing me at breakfast.

I gripped a seedling too hard. Soil spilled across the table.

"So," Chloe said suddenly. "Tell me about your ex."

I looked up. "What?"

"Ivy mentioned you broke up eight months ago. What happened?"

"She wanted marriage. Kids. The whole plan. I wasn't ready."

"Because you didn't love her or because you didn't know what you wanted?"

No filter. Straight questions.

"Both, I think." I moved another seedling. "I couldn't commit to a future I wasn't sure I wanted."

Chloe nodded. "That's honest at least."

Silence again. Then she set down her trowel and met my eyes.

"Ivy told me you two hooked up."

Heat flooded my face. "Yeah. She, uh-"

"I'm not judging." Her voice was calm. Practical. "We're capable of handling this like adults out here. And it's been a long time since either of us had... options."

My throat tightened.

"I just wanted you to know I'm aware," she continued. "And I'm okay with it."

She went back to transplanting as if she'd only mentioned the weather.

My hands moved automatically. My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

Afternoon was farm stand duty with Ivy again. She was even more openly flirty now. Every touch lingered. Every glance held weight. When we loaded crates of vegetables into the truck bed, she brushed against me. It wasn't an accident-she wanted me to notice. Her hand on my lower back as she reached past me for a box of carrots.

At the stand, she was all charm with customers. Bright smile. Easy conversation. But between sales, her attention turned to me. Fingers trailing across my shoulder when she walked past. Standing closer than necessary when we counted change together.

In the truck on the way back, she put her hand on my thigh. Higher than before. Her fingers traced slow circles through the denim.

"Last night was fun," she said. Eyes on the road. Casual. "We should do it again."

"Yeah?"

"Mm-hmm." Her hand slid higher. Dangerously high. "Maybe tonight. Or maybe you'll be busy with someone else. Chloe and I compare notes."

The way she said it-knowing, measured.

"What do you mean?"

She just smiled. Mysterious. "You'll see."

Her hand stayed on my thigh the rest of the drive. I was half-hard by the time we pulled up to the farmhouse.

Back at the farm, Diana asked me to help move furniture in her bedroom. Rearranging, she said. Making space.

Her room was tidy. Lavender scent in the air. Photos on the dresser-her teaching, traveling, younger and laughing with students.

We moved the dresser together. It was heavy. She stood close on the other side, hands next to mine.

"You're getting stronger already," she said. Her fingers brushed my forearm. Deliberate.

I was hyper-aware of her body. The curve of her hips in those jeans. The fitted button-down showing her shape. Her warmth.

I glanced at her chest. Couldn't help it.

"It's okay to look, Alex." Her voice was low. Amused. "I don't mind."

"Sorry, I-"

"Don't apologize." She stepped closer. Just slightly. "You're surrounded by women who find you attractive. It would be stranger if you weren't looking."

I focused too hard on the bed frame.

She smiled. Patted my chest. "Come on. Let's finish this."

We moved the bed frame next. When we were done, she handed me a glass of water. Our fingers touched.

"Thank you for the help," she said.

"No problem."

I left before I did something stupid. A flush climbed my neck.

That evening I was in the barn apartment, fresh from the shower, when someone knocked.

Late again. About the same time as last night.

I opened the door expecting Ivy.

It was Chloe.

Tank top and sleep shorts. Hair down. No makeup. She looked younger like this. Less guarded.

"Can I come in?"

"Of course."

She stepped inside. Sat on my bed. Her hands twisted together in her lap.

"I need to ask you something."

I sat next to her. Waited.

"Are you and Ivy exclusive?"

"What? No. I mean, we just-it was one night."

"Good." She held my eyes and wouldn't let me look away. "Because if you're not, I'd like to spend time with you too."

My stomach tightened.

"You would?"

She laughed. Short and surprised. "You're here. I'm here. Ivy won't shut up about you." She moved closer. "And I haven't been with anyone in over a year. So yes. I would."

"Chloe-"

She kissed me.

Different from Ivy. Less playful. More urgent. Her hand slid into my hair, gripping. I kissed her back. My hands found her waist. Strong and warm under my palms.

She pulled back just enough to speak. "I need this. Do you want this?"

"Yes."

"Good."

She stripped her tank top off. Sports bra underneath. Then that came off too. Her breasts were smaller than Ivy's. Firm. Perfect handfuls. Her tan lines showed pale skin where the sun hadn't reached. Defined abs from farm work. Strong shoulders. The lean muscle of someone who worked hard every day. She was beautiful in a completely different way.

I reached for her. She pushed me back gently.

"Let me undress you first."

She pulled my shirt over my head. Her fingers traced my chest. Exploring. Learning. Down my stomach. Following the line of hair below my navel. Hooked into my shorts and boxers and pulled them down together. Slow. Deliberate. I was hard.

She studied me. Really studied me. Taking in every inch. A small satisfied smile curved her lips.

"Lie back."

I did. She stripped her shorts and underwear off. No hurry. No hesitation. Stood there naked. Confident. Letting me look the same way she'd looked at me. Her body was all lean muscle and strength. I wanted to touch every part of her.

Then she climbed onto the bed. Straddled my chest.

"I want your mouth first," she said.

She moved up. Positioned herself over my face. I gripped her thighs and pulled her down.

She was slick. Ready. I licked her. Slow. Tasting her. Salt and musk. She made a small sound. Her palms planted flat on the headboard above me. The bed frame creaked slightly.

"There," she breathed. "Slower. Circles."

I followed her directions. She wasn't shy about telling me what she wanted. A little faster now. Softer. Right there. Don't stop. Her coaching was precise. Specific. She knew exactly what worked for her and she wasn't afraid to ask for it.

Her thighs tensed around my head. Strong muscle against my ears. She rocked against my mouth. I could barely breathe but I didn't care. I gripped her thighs harder. Held her in place. I worked her with my tongue. Focused on her clit. Kept the rhythm steady. She was panting now. Small gasps. Her hips moving in time with my mouth.

"Yes. Keep that pace. Don't-fuck-"

She came against my mouth. Thighs shaking. A quiet moan. She rode it out, grinding down until she was finished. Then she climbed off.

No recovery time.

"Now fuck me," she said. Breathless. "Please."

She lay back. Pulled me on top of her. Wrapped her legs around my waist.

I pushed inside. Tight and hot. Perfect. She gasped. Her gaze locked on mine. Blue and unwavering. She kept my eyes and wouldn't let me look away.

"Deeper," she whispered. "Angle up."

I thrust harder. She pulled me closer with her legs. Her heels pressed into my hips. Her nails dug into my shoulders. Scratching down. Leaving marks.

We fell into a driving rhythm. Face to face. The angle hit deep. Her breathing got faster. More desperate. Small sounds escaping with each thrust. She counted pace with her breath. Watched me the whole time. Quieter than Ivy but more focused. More demanding.

"Touch me," she said. "My clit. Circles. Slower."

I reached between us. Found the right spot. Slick and swollen. She moaned. Louder than before. Her hips bucked up to meet me.

"There. Keep that rhythm."

Her whole body tensed. Muscles going rigid. She tightened in ripples around me. The pressure was incredible. Almost painful. I couldn't hold back.

"Come inside me," she said. Commanding. "I need to feel it."

That broke me. I drove deeper. She cried out. Her orgasm pulsed around me and I followed. Stayed buried. She held me there with her legs. Clenched around me. Spilling into her.

We lingered there. Both panting. Her heels still locked at the small of my back.

"Fuck," she whispered.

"Yeah."

She released her grip. I rolled onto my side. She turned to face me. Vulnerable in a way I hadn't seen before.

"I needed that. More than I wanted to admit."

I brushed hair from her face. "Me too."

She kissed me. Soft this time. Then settled against my chest. Wiped my chest absently with the hem of her discarded tank top.

We didn't talk much after that. Just lay there. Her breathing slowed. Deepened. She fell asleep still pressed against me.

I stared at the ceiling. Thoughts spinning.

Last night, Ivy. Tonight, Chloe.

My pulse kicked. I missed a breath.

Morning light woke me. Chloe was still in my bed. Rare, I'd guess. She didn't seem like the type to stay.

She stirred. Opened her eyes. Met my gaze.

"Hi," I said.

"Hi."

She kissed me. Morning breath and all. I didn't care. Her hand slid down my stomach. Found me already half-hard.

"Again?" I asked.

"Again."

This time started slow. She pulled me on top. Missionary again. Her legs hooked around me. We moved together. Connected. Her hands traced my shoulders, my back.

When she was close, she pushed at my chest.

"Let me."

I rolled onto my back. She climbed on top. Straddled me. Eased down with her eyes closed. Savoring it.

Slow. Deep. Her hand on her clit. A gasp. My name.

She set a rolling rhythm. One hand braced on my chest for balance. The other between her legs. Touching herself. Circling while she moved. I watched her. Couldn't look away. The way the morning light caught her skin. Golden. The small sounds she made. Soft gasps. Little moans. The focus on her face. Eyes closed. Lost in the sensation.

"I'm close," she breathed. Her rhythm getting faster. Less controlled.

"Me too."

She leaned down. Kissed me deep. Her tongue in my mouth. Her hand still working between her legs. We came together. Her gripping in pulses around me. Me filling her again. Quiet and intense. Connected.

Afterward she rolled off and stretched. Cat-like.

"We should get breakfast."

"Yeah."

We dressed. She borrowed my shirt to wipe between her legs before tugging her tank back on and pulling on her shorts. Small intimacy. Then we walked to the main house together. The morning air was cool. Dew still on the grass. My stomach tightened as we approached the kitchen. What would Ivy say? Diana? Would this be awkward?

Ivy was already at the table with Diana. Both looked up when we entered. Ivy's mouth tipped, eyes glittering with recognition.

"Slept well, roomie?"

Chloe poured herself coffee. Completely unfazed. "Very well, actually."

Diana set down plates of pancakes. Steam rising. The smell of bacon and syrup filling the kitchen. "I'm glad you're all getting along."

I sat down. Tried to act normal. Ivy's foot found mine under the table. Deliberate. Her toes sliding up my calf. I glanced at her. She was buttering toast. Innocent expression. A crooked smile tugging at her lips.

We ate. The conversation was surprisingly normal. Weather. Which fields needed attention today. Farm stand schedule.

Then Diana set down her coffee mug and studied all of us.

"As long as everyone's clear and comfortable," she said calmly. "This farm is isolated. If this arrangement works for everyone, I see no issue."

Ivy leaned back in her chair. "Are we sharing him officially now?"

Chloe sipped her coffee. "Seems like it."

Chloe and Ivy exchanged a quick look. A slight nod between them. Years of friendship in that one gesture.

I looked between them. My brain couldn't quite catch up. "I don't want to cause problems between you two."

"We've shared everything since college," Ivy said. "Why not this?"

Diana's expression was warm. Approving. "As long as everyone's comfortable."

I waited for the catch. The complication. It didn't come.

The casual way they discussed it. Matter-of-fact.

Chloe stood. "We should get to the orchard. Pruning today."

Work continued. Apparently nothing had changed. Except everything had changed.

After pruning through late morning, Chloe and Ivy took the truck to town for supplies. Weekly grocery run. They'd be gone for hours.

I found myself in the farmhouse kitchen with Diana. Just the two of us. The house felt quieter without the other women. More intimate.

She was teaching me to can tomatoes. Blanching them in boiling water. Peeling off the skins. Packing them into mason jars with salt and herbs. Her hands guided mine through each step. Patient. Teaching. She stood close. Close enough that I could smell her perfume. Something floral and warm. Her body brushed against my back when she reached around to adjust my grip on a jar. The press of her breasts against my shoulder blades. Not accidental.

"You're handling this well," she said. "Not every man could navigate two best friends who share everything."

"I'm still not sure I'm navigating it. More like... being swept along."

She laughed. Warm and genuine. "Fair. But you're not running. That says something."

I worked on the next jar. She watched.

"What about you?" I asked. The words came out before I could stop them.

"What about me?"

I turned to face her. She was close. Those warm brown eyes fixed on mine.

"Ivy said you all have needs. You're out here too."

Bold. Where did that come from?

Diana studied me. A small smile played at her lips.

"I'm old enough to be your mother, Alex."

"That's not what I see when I look at you."

The smile widened. She reached up. Touched my face. Her thumb traced my jaw.

"We'll get to me," she said softly. "When you're ready. I'm patient."

Warmth crawled up my throat. She held my gaze for another moment. Then turned back to the tomatoes as if she'd only adjusted a burner.

My hands trembled slightly as I reached for the next jar. The lavender hint of her perfume lingered on my shirt.

Dinner that night was easy. Comfortable. All four of us at the table. Laughter. Good food. The windows catching the last of the sunset.

After we finished, Chloe made a suggestion. "Alex, you should stay in the guest room tonight. At the main house."

"He hasn't gotten the full tour yet," Ivy said. Playful. Testing. "All three bedrooms."

Diana raised an eyebrow. "Are you volunteering my space?"

"I'm saying he should see everything." Ivy grinned.

Chloe met my eyes. Matter-of-fact. "I'm comfortable with this. With all of it. Just so we're clear."

Diana's expression was patient. "Would you like to stay over tonight, Alex? I can promise better breakfast than you'd make yourself."

Three sets of eyes on me.

"Okay," I said. "Yeah."

Ivy was on her feet immediately. "Good. Come on."

She grabbed my hand. Pulled me toward the stairs.

Her room was exactly what I expected. Colorful. Messy in a lived-in way. String lights and photos covering the walls. Polaroids of her and Chloe. Concert tickets pinned up. Clothes on the floor. A laptop open on her desk playing music softly. The space smelled like her. Sweet and warm.

She shut the door. Locked it. Turned to me. Already stripping her sundress over her head. One smooth motion.

No underwear. Just bare skin and curves.

"I want you fast this time," she said. Grinning. Hungry.

She pushed me onto her bed. I fell back onto her unmade sheets. She climbed on top. Straddled my hips. Kissed me hard while her hands worked my belt. Fumbling slightly in her eagerness, her breasts bouncing. Got my jeans and boxers down just far enough. My cock sprang free. Hard the moment she touched me.

Then she turned around. Bent over her desk. Glanced back at me over her shoulder.

"Come on. Show me how bad you want it."

I stood. Positioned myself behind her. She was soaking. I pushed inside. She moaned immediately. Her back arched.

"Yes. Harder. Make the desk move."

I gripped her hips. Pulled her back onto me. Gave her what she asked for. Urgent and unrestrained. She braced against the desk. Her palms flat on scattered papers. A pen rolled off and hit the floor with a soft click. The desk scraped forward with each thrust. She didn't care. Neither did I.

"Fuck yes," she gasped. "Just like that. Faster-don't you dare slow down."

She was loud. Didn't care who heard. Wanted them to hear. I wondered if Chloe and Diana could hear from downstairs. Were they listening? Knowing what was happening? The thought made me surge harder. Made me fuck her faster.

The desk hit the wall. Rhythmic thumping. Ivy's moans matching each impact. Her hand reached back. Grip branded my wrist. Encouraging me. Pulling me deeper.

"Let them hear," she whispered between gasps.

She came quickly. Loud and shameless. Her whole body shaking. Clenching around me. I followed. Buried deep. Held myself fully inside her while I finished. Pulsing. Filling her.

We lingered there. Both breathing hard. Sweat-slick.

Then she turned. Kissed me. Wolfish smile. She laughed as the desk thumped back into place when I pulled away.

"Go to Chloe," she said. "Diana's waiting after."

I stared at her. "What?"

"You heard me." She grabbed a robe from the floor. Pulled it on. "This is happening. Enjoy it."

She pushed me gently toward the door.

I yanked my jeans up. Wiped my hands on my shirt. Stepped into the hallway in a daze.

Knocked on Chloe's door.

This was really happening.


❦




Chapter 3

❦

Iknocked on Chloe's door. Still catching my breath from Ivy.

"Come in."

Her room was the opposite of Ivy's. Neat. Orderly. Everything in its place. Photos of her family on the dresser. A stack of farm business ledgers on the nightstand. The bed was made with tight hospital corners.

Chloe sat on the edge of it. Loose t-shirt. Sleep shorts. Hair down. She looked up at me.

"Sounded like Ivy had fun."

Heat flooded my face. "You heard?"

"Everyone heard. She wanted us to." A small smile. "Come here."

I sat beside her.

"How are you feeling?" she asked.

"Overwhelmed."

"Good overwhelmed?"

"Yeah."

She shifted closer. Her knee touched mine. "I want you tonight too. But slower than Ivy."

She kissed me. Soft at first. Her hand cupped my jaw. I responded. My palm found her waist through the thin t-shirt. The kiss deepened.

When she pulled back, her eyes were darker. "Undress me. Take your time."

I reached for the hem of her shirt. Pulled it up slowly. She raised her arms. Sports bra underneath. Simple. Practical. I traced the edge of it with my fingers. Her skin was warm.

She stood. I hooked my fingers in her sleep shorts. Eased them down along with her underwear to her ankles. She stood there in just her bra, shorts pooled at her feet.

She was lean muscle and tan lines. The definition in her abs. The curve of her hips.

"Your turn," she said.

I stripped. Already half-hard again despite just finishing with Ivy.

Chloe's gaze traveled down. Lingered.

She reached back. Unclasped her bra. Let it fall. Her breasts were small and firm. Pink nipples already tight. She stepped out of the pooled fabric and stood naked before me.

"Lie back," she said.

I climbed onto her bed. The sheets smelled clean. Like lavender detergent.

She climbed on top. Straddled me. Didn't rush. Just settled there. The heat of her against my cock. Slick already. She rocked slowly. Grinding. Building.

I reached up. Cupped her breasts. Thumbed her nipples. She made a small sound. I traced down her ribs. Her stomach. The defined muscle there. She shivered.

"I've been thinking about this since this morning," she said.

"Me too."

My hands explored her thighs. The inside of her knees. She guided one hand back to her breast. The other to her hip.

She leaned down. Kissed me. Her hair fell around our faces like a curtain. Her hips kept moving. Deliberate circles.

Finally she reached between us. Gripped me. Positioned me. Eased down slowly.

Heat closed around me. Snug enough to steal my breath.

She sat fully seated. Eyes closed. Just feeling it. Her thighs trembled slightly.

Then she started moving. Slow rolls of her hips. Taking me deep each time. Her hands braced on my chest. She set an unhurried pace.

I gripped her hips. Not guiding. Just holding. Feeling her move.

"You feel so good," she breathed.

Her rhythm was steady. Controlled. She wasn't racing toward anything. The concentration on her face. The small gasps escaping with each roll of her hips.

I slid my hand between us. Found her clit with my thumb. She jerked slightly.

"Yes. Keep that pressure-don't chase it."

I circled. Matching her pace. She moaned. Her movements got more intense. More urgent. But still not fast.

"Alex-"

Her breath hitched. Went utterly still. Then a low sound escaped as she came, clenching in waves around me. The rhythmic pull dragged me over. I thrust up once more. She gasped as I let go inside her. Both of us locked together.

She sagged forward onto my chest. Still joined. Her breath warm against my neck.

I stayed still. Stroked her back.

After a moment she lifted her head. Kissed me. "Stay for a bit?"

"Of course."

She rolled off. Curled against my side. Her fingers wandered across my chest in lazy patterns.

"This is strange," she said quietly. "Sharing you. But we've shared everything since college. The apartment. The money to buy this place. The risk."

"The risk?"

"Everyone thought we were crazy. Twenty-two years old buying a failing farm." Her voice was soft. "We bet everything. And then it was just us out here. Ivy and me. Diana. No one else for miles. The isolation..." She trailed off. "It gets to you."

I held her closer. "You're not alone now."

"No." She was quiet for a moment. "Diana's been out here with us for two years. No dating. No options. She needs this too."

My cock twitched at the thought.

Chloe noticed. Laughed softly. "You like that idea."

She settled against me. Her breathing slowed. Within minutes she was asleep, one leg thrown over mine.

I carefully extracted myself. She murmured but didn't wake. I pulled the blanket over her. Grabbed my clothes.

The hallway was quiet. The guest room door was slightly ajar. Light spilled out.

I walked toward it. Pushed it open.

Diana sat on the guest bed. Silk robe. Dark green. Her hair was down for the first time. Silver-streaked waves past her shoulders. She looked up at me and smiled.

"I heard you with both of them."

My throat tightened.

She stood. Walked toward me. The robe clung to her curves. "Now it's my turn."

She reached up. Untied the robe. Let it fall.

Her body was mature. Full breasts. Soft stomach. Wide hips. She didn't hide anything. Didn't apologize.

"Undress," she said. Not a request. "Sit on the bed. Let me show you something."

I stripped quickly. Sat on the edge. Already hardening again.

She knelt between my legs. Looked up at me with those warm brown eyes.

"How many times have you come tonight?"

"Twice."

"Good. That means you'll last." She wrapped her hand around me. Stroked once. Slow. "I'm going to make this last."

She leaned in. Her tongue traced the underside of my cock. Light. Teasing. I gripped the bedsheets.

She took just the head in her mouth. Swirled her tongue around it. Then pulled off. Looked up at me.

"Watch."

She went down slowly. Taking me inch by inch. Her lips sealed tight. Her tongue working the whole way. When she reached the base, she held there. Throat relaxed. Swallowing around me.

Holy shit.

She pulled back just as slowly. Her hand followed her mouth. Twisting. Using the spit for lubrication.

This was different from Ivy. More deliberate. Years of experience in every movement.

She worked me with her mouth and hand in perfect coordination. Building slowly. When I started breathing harder, she eased off. Let me calm.

"Not yet," she said. "I want to feel you properly ready when I ride you."

She kept that pattern. Building me up. Backing off. Her eyes never left mine. The way her tongue traced patterns. The suction she used. The twist of her wrist.

My hands gripped her hair. She hummed approval. Took me deeper.

"Diana-"

She pulled off. Stood. Climbed onto the bed. Lowered onto me.

Hot and slick. She settled fully. Rolled her hips.

"There," she breathed. "Perfect angle."

She started riding. Her hands on my shoulders. Her movements were practiced. She knew her own body. Knew what worked.

I was mesmerized. The way her breasts moved. The soft curve of her stomach. The confidence in her expression.

She reached for my hands. Placed them on her hips. "Here. Guide me. Feel how I move."

The roll of her hips. The slight rock forward on each thrust.

"That angle," she said. "Feel that? Pay attention-Chloe likes it slower. Ivy needs more pressure when she's close."

She was teaching me even now. While riding my cock.

Her breathing got faster. "Touch me. Skim lightly-trace small arcs."

I reached between us. Found that bundle of nerves. She jerked.

"Slower. Lighter."

I adjusted. She moaned. Her rhythm faltered slightly.

"Yes. Just like that. Don't stop."

Her inner muscles fluttered, then pulsed. A low hum of satisfaction escaped her. Her hips kept working through it, drawing out every wave.

But she didn't stop. Kept going. Still taking me deep.

"Again," she breathed. "I'm going for two."

She adjusted the angle. Leaned forward more. The friction shifted. My thumb stayed on her clit. She guided my other hand to her breast.

"Squeeze. Not too rough." I did. She gasped. Every muscle went taut. This orgasm hit harder than the first. "Right there," she murmured, then sagged forward onto my chest, waves rippling through her.

I was right on the edge. Hadn't come yet. Barely holding on.

"You're learning," she said softly against my ear.

She lifted off me. Climbed down. I groaned at the loss.

"Not yet," she said. Positioned herself between my legs. "I want to taste us together."

She took me in her mouth. The sensation was overwhelming. Her tongue swirled. She hummed with satisfaction.

"Diana-"

She pulled back slightly. Licked along my length. "You taste different now. Mixed with me." Her eyes met mine. "I like it."

She took me deeper. Her hand working the base. The other cupping my balls. She knew exactly what she was doing. Building me back up with expert precision.

My breathing got ragged. Hips starting to move on their own.

"I'm going to-"

"Not yet." She pulled off completely.

I almost spasmed. My cock twitched desperately. Every muscle locked tight. Right on that impossible edge.

"Breathe," she said. Her hand wrapped around the base. Squeezing. Holding me back from the brink.

I gasped. Tried to calm down. But I was so close it hurt.

She waited. Watching me. That knowing smile on her lips. When my breathing slowed slightly, she lowered her head again.

But not to my cock. To my balls. Her tongue traced slow circles. Gentle. Teasing. The lightest touch.

"Diana, please-"

"Shh. I'm in control here."

She licked. Sucked gently. Took her time. My cock throbbed above her face. Desperate for attention. But she ignored it. Just kept working my balls with that maddening patience.

Then her tongue traced up. Along the underside. Slow. So fucking slow.

She reached the head. Swirled around it. Then took me in her mouth again.

This time she didn't stop. Didn't tease. Just took me deep and worked me with purpose. Her hand twisted at the base. Her mouth hot and wet.

"I'm-Diana, I can't-"

She didn't pull away. Took me deeper instead. Her eyes locked on mine. Permission clear.

I came hard. Harder than I ever had. She swallowed. Kept her mouth on me through every pulse. Her throat working. Taking everything.

When I finished, she released me slowly. Licked her lips. Smiled.

"Perfect," she said softly.

She grabbed tissues from the nightstand. Cleaned me gently. Caretaking even in the afterglow.

"You're going to make us all very happy this summer," she said.

She put her robe back on. Sat beside me, one hand resting on my sternum. "Get some sleep. Tomorrow's a full day."

A thumb brushed across my eyebrow. Then she left.

I lay back. Staring at the ceiling.

Three women in one night.

Morning light woke me. The guest room was warm. Sunlight through thin curtains.

Diana appeared with coffee. Still in her robe. She handed me the mug and sat on the edge of the bed.

"How are you feeling?"

"My brain's lagging a step behind my body."

She laughed. "That's normal." She brushed hair from my forehead. "Get dressed. Breakfast in ten."

I joined everyone at the kitchen table. Pancakes and bacon. The smell of coffee. Chloe and Ivy were already there. Both dressed for work.

Ivy grinned at me. "Morning."

"Morning."

Chloe met my eyes briefly. A small private smile.

Diana set down plates. Sat at the head of the table. "We should talk about this arrangement."

Ivy leaned back. "So we're officially sharing him?"

Chloe nodded. "Seems like it."

Diana's voice was calm. "As long as everyone's comfortable. Knock before entering Alex's barn. Anyone can say no anytime."

I set down my fork. "I can't believe this is real."

All three women laughed.

"Believe it," Ivy said.

Chloe added, "Farm work comes first. We have a business to run."

Diana grinned. "And plenty of time for other activities."

We ate. The conversation moved to the day's tasks. Normal farm business.

But nothing was normal anymore.

Morning work was in the orchard with Chloe. Finishing the pruning we'd started. The sun was already hot. I'd stripped my shirt off within an hour.

Chloe worked nearby. Tank top and cutoffs. Her movements efficient.

We'd been working in comfortable silence when she suddenly grabbed my wrist.

"Come here."

She pulled me behind a thick cluster of apple trees. Out of sight.

She kissed me. Urgent. Desperate. Her hands in my hair. I responded immediately. My palms found her waist. She pressed against me.

Her hand slid down. Cupped me through my jeans. Already half-hard.

"I need you," she breathed against my mouth.

"Here?"

"No. Later. Tonight." She ground against my thigh. "When we're done with work. My room."

We made out like teenagers. Her back against the tree trunk. My hands exploring. She was grinding against me. Both of us getting worked up.

Then we heard Ivy calling from the farmhouse.

Chloe pulled back. Breathing hard. Eyes dark with want.

"Later," she repeated.

"Yeah."

We returned to work. She bit her lip. I adjusted myself and pretended to focus on pruning.

Afternoon was farm stand duty with Ivy. Slow day. Hardly any customers. We sat on stools behind the stand.

Ivy was wearing a yellow sundress. Thin straps. Low neckline. No bra-typical Ivy. Every time she leaned forward to arrange produce, I got an eyeful.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

When a full hour passed with no customers, she stood. Stretched. The dress rode up her thighs.

"Come here."

She grabbed my hand. Pulled me around to the back of the stand.

She kissed me. Hungry. Her hands already working my belt.

"Ivy-"

"No one's coming. I checked." She got my jeans open. Her hand slipped inside. Wrapped around me. "I've been wet all morning."

I groaned. She stroked me through my boxers.

"Later," she whispered. "I want you to fuck me so hard I can't walk tomorrow."

She kissed me again. Deep and dirty. Her tongue in my mouth. Her hand squeezing.

Then a truck rumbled up the road.

She pulled back. Giggling. Fixed her dress. Bounced back around front.

I stood there. Trying to calm down.

We drove back in silence. Her hand rested on my thigh the whole way. Not moving. Just there.

At the farmhouse, Diana was waiting. She met my eyes. A small knowing smile.

"Alex, I need help in the basement. With the preserves."

Ivy smirked. "Have fun."

Chloe glanced between us. "I'm going to shower and crash early. Rain check on tonight?"

"Yeah. Of course."

So tonight would be Diana. Chloe's promise becoming tomorrow's anticipation.

I followed Diana down the wooden stairs to the cellar. Cool and dim. Rows of shelves with mason jars. A wooden table for canning.

Diana turned to face me. Cool damp stone pressed against my thigh as I leaned on a shelf. "We're not actually checking preserves."

"No?"

She stepped closer. Her hand found my chest. "I've been thinking about you all day."

She kissed me. Confident. In control. She tugged open the buttons of her shirt as she kissed me, the fabric gaping.

Her hands worked my belt. Got my jeans open. Pushed them down with my boxers.

Then she turned around. Bent over the canning table. Looked back at me over her shoulder.

"Take me from behind."

She worked her jeans down her hips. Stood there bent over. Bare ass in the air. No underwear.

"Diana-"

"Don't make me wait."

I positioned myself behind her. She was slick. Ready. I pushed inside. She gasped. Arched her back.

"Yes. Don't hold back."

I gripped her hips. Gave her what she wanted. The table creaked with each thrust.

"Pull my hair."

I grabbed her hair. Pulled gently.

"Get a fistful."

I pulled harder. She moaned.

"Spank me. Once."

I hesitated.

"Do it."

I slapped her ass. Not too hard. She cried out. Locked around me.

"Again. Leave a mark. Good boy."

I did. The crack echoed. She went rigid, then came with a rush. The vise of her grip nearly finished me. Her knuckles white on the table edge.

I kept going. Right at the edge.

"Come in me."

The permission tipped me over. I drove deep and emptied into her. The cool cellar air raised gooseflesh on my shoulders.

When I finished, she stayed bent over. Catching her breath. I pulled out carefully.

She stood. Turned. Pulled her jeans up. Kissed me deeply.

"You're getting confident."

She fixed her hair. Buttoned her shirt. Looked completely composed.

"Bring up a few jars when you come up."

She left. I stood there catching my breath. The stone chill needled my skin.

After a minute, I yanked my jeans back up, grabbed two jars, and headed upstairs.

Day eleven morning was field work. Routine. But the tension was building.

By afternoon I retreated to the barn apartment. Needed a shower.

I'd just gotten out when someone knocked.

"Come in," I called.

Ivy walked in. "I'm done waiting."

She was on me before I could speak. Kissing me. Pushing me backward. The towel fell off.

She stripped fast. Sundress over her head. Nothing underneath.

She pushed me onto the bed. Lowered onto me. Guided me in. One smooth motion.

She didn't start slow. Just started riding. Relentless. Her nails digging into my chest. Her breasts bouncing.

"Fuck, you feel good."

I gripped her hips. Tried to slow her down. She smacked my hand away.

"No. I want it rough."

She rode me like she was trying to break me. Fast. Deep.

"Touch yourself," I managed.

"You do it."

I reached between us. Found her clit. She jerked.

"Yes. Don't stop."

I kept circling. She was close. Her inner muscles fluttering.

"Get a fistful-make me behave."

I grabbed her auburn hair. Pulled. She cried out. Rode faster.

"Mess me up."

I pulled harder. Her scream broke the quiet. A breathy laugh turned into a shout. She went boneless, collapsing forward.

But I wasn't done yet.

I flipped her over. Onto her stomach. She laughed through ragged breaths.

"Yes. Like this."

I pulled her hips up. Pushed back inside. Took her from behind. Driving into her.

She buried her face in the pillow. I gripped her hair again. Pulled her head back.

"Let me hear you."

She moaned. Loud and shameless.

"I'm gonna come again," she gasped.

"Do it."

She did. Locked around me. That dragged me over. I lost control, giving in to it while buried to the hilt.

We collapsed together.

She turned her head. Grinned. "Worth the wait."

She rolled over. Stretched. Arched and yawned, shoulders loose. "Diana wants to talk to you later. About tonight."

"What about tonight?"

"You'll see." She kissed me. Quick and playful. Then got dressed. "See you at dinner."

She left. I lay there. Exhausted.

Dinner was normal. All four of us. Easy conversation.

After we finished, Diana looked at me. Then at Ivy.

"Ivy and I have been talking. We have a proposal."

Ivy grinned. "Diana wants to teach me some things. And she needs you for that."

Diana smiled. Patient. "Ivy's enthusiastic. But there's always more to learn."

Ivy rolled her eyes but she was still smiling. "I'm plenty skilled."

"You are. But you could be better." Diana turned to me. "Are you interested? Both of us. I'll guide."

My mouth went dry. "Yeah. Yes."

Chloe stood. Cleared plates. "Have fun. I'm exhausted-going to bed early." She kissed my cheek. "Don't forget about me."

"Never."

Diana and Ivy led me upstairs. To Diana's room. Her bed was larger. Queen size. Dark sheets.

Diana closed the door. "Undress him, Ivy. Slowly."

Ivy moved toward me. Her hands found the hem of my shirt. Pulled it up slowly. Her fingers traced my chest. She pulled it over my head.

Then my belt. She worked it slowly. Watching my face. Got my jeans open. Pushed them down with my boxers.

I stepped out. Already hardening.

"Good," Diana said. "Now undress yourself."

Ivy grinned. Pulled her sundress off. Naked underneath.

Diana unbuttoned her shirt slowly. Let it fall. Unhooked her bra. Her breasts were full and heavy. She pushed her jeans down. Stepped out. No underwear either.

Both women naked. Two different bodies. Ivy young and curvy. Diana mature and voluptuous.

"Sit on the bed, Alex."

I sat. They both approached. Diana knelt on one side. Ivy on the other.

Diana wrapped her hand around me. Stroked once. "Watch."

She leaned in. Licked from base to tip. Slow. Deliberate. Her tongue flat and savoring.

"See the pressure? The full contact?" She glanced at Ivy. "Put your hands on him. Feel the tension while I work."

Ivy's palms settled on my thighs. Firm. Diana took me into her mouth. Slow and deep. Ivy watched closely. Hands squeezing my legs.

Diana pulled off. "Your turn with your tongue."

Ivy mimicked the long lick. Learning.

"Good. Now together."

Both of them. Tongues from different angles. I groaned, gripping the sheets.

Diana took me into her mouth. Deep. Slow. Her eyes on Ivy the whole time. Showing her. Then she pulled off.

"Your turn. Relax your throat."

Ivy tried. Got halfway. Gagged slightly. Pulled back.

"Breathe through your nose. Don't fight it." Diana demonstrated again. Taking me all the way. Holding there.

Ivy watched. Fascinated. "How?"

"Practice." Diana pulled off. "Try again."

Ivy did. Got deeper. Still not all the way. But closer.

"Better," Diana praised.

They took turns. Diana showing technique. Ivy learning. My head was spinning. I was right on the edge-Diana's look steadied me.

"Enough," Diana said. "I want to show you something else."

She climbed onto the bed. Lay back. "Alex, on top. Ivy, watch."

I moved over Diana. Positioned myself. She wrapped her legs around me as I pushed inside.

"See the angle?" Diana instructed. "Hip movement. Not just in and out. Roll slightly."

She guided my hips with her hands. Showing me. Ivy knelt beside us. Watching intently. Her hand between her own legs.

"Touch my clit, Alex."

I did. Diana moaned. She reached for Ivy's free hand. Placed it on my shoulder. "Feel his rhythm. The muscle tension."

Ivy's palm pressed against me. Warm. Learning by touch.

Diana came quietly. Her breath sinking into a low, pleased hum. I held still.

"Good," she murmured.

"Now switch," Diana said. "Ivy's turn. Show me what you learned."

Ivy lay back. I moved over her. Pushed inside. She gasped.

I tried to replicate what Diana taught me. The angle. The rhythm. My fingers finding her clit.

Diana knelt beside us. "Ease off the pressure on her clit. There. See how she responds?"

Ivy was panting. Eyes closed.

"Make her come."

I kept the pace. Ivy's breathing got faster.

She came with a cry. Her back arching. Nails digging into my shoulders.

"Perfect," Diana said. "Now something different. Ivy, on top. Ride him cowgirl."

Ivy scrambled up. I lay back. She straddled me. Hovered, then took me inch by inch, one hand steady on my chest.

Diana knelt beside us. "Roll your hips more, Ivy. There. See how he responds?"

She placed Ivy's hands on my chest for balance. Then guided Ivy's rhythm with a hand on her lower back.

"Keep that pace. Feel how deep that gets?"

Ivy was focused. Competitive edge showing. Trying to get it perfect.

"Like this?" Ivy asked.

"Perfect. You're a fast learner."

Ivy kept riding. Diana's hand stayed on her back. Guiding. Coaching.

"Now touch yourself while you ride. Find your rhythm."

Ivy's hand went between her legs. She moaned.

"That's it. You're in control now."

Ivy came hard, grip tightening. I almost lost it right there but Diana's look steadied me.

"Good," Diana said. "Now let's finish this. Ivy, hands and knees at the edge."

Ivy scrambled into position. Breathless.

"Alex, take her from behind."

I positioned myself. Pushed inside. Ivy moaned into the sheets.

"Good. Now Ivy, I'm going to help." Diana knelt beside Ivy. Reached under her. Found her clit.

"Oh god," Ivy gasped.

I took her from behind while Diana worked her clit. Ivy was trapped between us.

"Give her everything," Diana instructed me.

I went deeper. Ivy was making desperate sounds.

Diana's fingers were relentless. Circling. Pressing.

"I'm gonna-fuck-"

Ivy came. Trembling. Nails scratching the sheets. I was right at the brink-

"Pull out," Diana said. "Finish on her back."

I pulled out, dazed. Diana's hand wrapped around me. Two firm strokes. I came across Ivy's lower back. White streaks against tan skin.

Then Diana leaned down. Her tongue traced the mess. Licking it off Ivy's skin. Slow. Deliberate. Chasing every trace.

Ivy gasped. Looked back over her shoulder. Eyes wide. "Holy shit."

Diana finished. Sat back. Lips glistening. A wry look and a thumb swipe at her lip. Ivy and I both stared.

All three of us collapsed on the bed. Tangled together.

Diana stroked both our backs. "You both did very well."

Ivy grinned at me. "We need to do this again. With Chloe?"

Diana considered. "Maybe. If she's interested."

We lay there. The window open. Night air cooling the room. Distant cricket song drifted in.

Eventually I got dressed. Diana walked me to the door. A palm to my cheek. "Sleep well."

I walked back to the barn apartment. The stars were bright. My legs felt hollow but I was grinning.

Inside, I collapsed on the bed. Fully clothed.

Three women. In various combinations. Over two days.

And somehow, it was working.

I fell asleep with that thought. Spent. Floating. Definitely not complaining.


❦




Chapter 4

❦

The next morning I woke alone in my barn apartment. Sunlight streamed through the window. My body ached in the best way possible.

I'd come to a farm expecting hard work and clarity. What I got was three women who seemed to want me as much as I wanted them.

The arrangement had settled into something resembling a routine. Mornings usually started with Chloe-field work that sometimes ended in quick sessions in the barn or greenhouse. Afternoons with Ivy-farm stand runs that turned into playful encounters in the truck. Evenings with Diana-dinner prep and teaching me to cook, followed by intimate time in the guest room. Some nights I slept alone in the barn; others I stayed in the main house with one or more of them.

It shouldn't have worked. But somehow it did.

Day twelve started with Diana.

A knock on the barn door after breakfast. I opened it to find her standing there in fitted jeans and a button-down. Hair pulled back.

"Morning," I said.

"Come with me. I want to teach you something."

"What?"

"How to make me come with just your hands."

My throat tightened. She said it like she was offering to show me how to prune tomatoes.

I followed her to the main house. Chloe and Ivy had left for the farm stand an hour ago. We had the place to ourselves.

Her room smelled like lavender. She closed the door behind us.

"Undress me," she said.

I unbuttoned her shirt slowly. Let it fall. Unhooked her bra. Her breasts were full and heavy. I traced my hands down her sides. Warm skin. Undid her jeans. Pushed them down with her underwear.

She stepped out. Completely naked. Patient.

"Lie down," I said.

She settled onto the bed. Lay back against the pillows. Legs slightly parted.

I knelt between her thighs. Started slow. Kissing the inside of her knee. Working up. Her skin was soft. Warm. She sighed-low and pleased.

"Don't rush," she murmured.

I took my time. Kissing. Touching. Learning what made her breath catch. The small hitch when I kissed just above her knee. The way her stomach tensed when my fingers grazed her hip. My fingers traced patterns on her inner thigh. Circles. Figure eights. Getting closer but not quite there. She was already wet. I could see it. The scent of her.

"Alex."

"Yeah?"

"Touch me."

I slid one finger through her folds. She was slick. I found her clit. Circled slowly.

"Lighter," she breathed. "Like a feather."

I eased the pressure. Her hips lifted slightly.

"There. Just like that."

I kept that rhythm. Light circles. Watching her face. Her eyes were closed. Lips parted. The lavender scent mixing with her arousal.

"One finger inside. Curl it up."

I did. She gasped.

"Feel that spot? Press a little rougher there. Not too much."

I found it. A slight ridge. I stroked it while my thumb worked her clit.

"Yes. Hold that pressure."

Her breathing got faster. Shallow. Her thighs tensed.

"Another finger. Stretch me."

I added a second finger. She moaned. Stretched around me. I kept the rhythm. In and out. Curling up to hit that spot. Thumb circling her clit. Light and constant.

"Faster. Just a bit."

I picked up the pace. Her hand gripped the sheets. White knuckles. The other found my wrist. Guiding the angle. Pressing me deeper.

"Right there. Hold exactly that-"

I didn't change anything. Her whole body tensed. Back arching off the bed. Thighs trembling. Went rigid. Then she came with a low cry. Pulsing around my fingers in waves. I kept the pressure steady. Worked her through every pulse. Rode it out with her.

It took almost a minute before she relaxed. Her breathing still ragged. A satisfied hum escaped her.

"Again," she said softly. "A little faster this time. Different angle."

I adjusted. Curled my fingers more. Picked up the pace slightly. She was still sensitive. Already close again.

"There. Perfect."

Her second orgasm came faster. Quieter. Heat fluttered tight around my fingers. She unraveled in steady waves. When she finished, she melted into the bed.

When she finished, I eased my fingers out. She pulled me down. Kissed me deeply.

"Perfect," she whispered. "You're learning fast."

She got up. Dressed. Kissed me again-a brush of lips, then she was straightening her shirt.

"Now get back to work. The irrigation won't fix itself."

I left her room grinning. My fingers still slick with her.

Afternoon was Chloe.

The farm stand crew returned just after noon. Storm clouds were building, so we called off field work early. With field work paused, I ducked into the greenhouse to check on the seedlings. Chloe found me there.

"I need something."

I looked up from the seedlings.

Her eyes were dark. Intense. Her hair was still tied back from the morning. "I need you to be rough with me."

"Rough?"

"Hair pulling. Spanking. I want to feel it tomorrow."

A jolt went through me, sharp and electric. Jesus-okay. "You sure?"

"I wouldn't ask if I wasn't."

We went to her room. She locked the door, stripped in three quick moves, then climbed onto the bed-naked, tan lines stark against pale skin, defined muscle everywhere.

"How do you want me?" she asked.

"On your stomach."

She climbed onto the bed. Face down. Ass in the air. Looking back at me over her shoulder. Waiting.

I stripped. My hands shook slightly. I positioned myself behind her. Palms at the small of her back. Slid inside without preamble. Heat and tightness. She gasped. Her fingers clutched the pillow.

"More."

I gripped her hips. Bruising pressure. Deep and fast. Punishing. The headboard thumped against the wall. Rhythmic. Loud.

"Pull my hair."

I grabbed her blonde ponytail. Wrapped it around my fist. Pulled. Her back arched. Head yanked back.

"Yes. Fuck."

I pulled harder. Used it for leverage. Drove into her. She was tight and slick. The angle hit deep. Her moans got louder.

"Spank me."

I hesitated.

"Chloe, I-"

"Do it," she demanded. Breathless. "Mark me."

I brought my palm down on her ass. Not too hard. The crack echoed.

"Harder."

I did it again. Harder. She cried out.

"Yes. Again."

I spanked her while I fucked her. Alternating cheeks. Her skin turned pink under my palm. Then red. The sound echoed. Crack. Crack. She was moaning into the pillow. Shameless. Loud.

Each impact made her clench around me. Tighter. My rhythm lost its neat timing.

She tilted her hips to catch more of me. Her voice gone ragged. "Again."

I did. One more hard smack. She bowed, breath snagging, then shuddered apart. Whole body going rigid. Clenching around me in rhythmic pulses. Release tore through me, stuttering. Buried deep. Filling her.

We stayed locked together. Both shaking.

When I pulled out, there were red marks on her ass. Handprints.

She looked back over her shoulder. Satisfied smile. Surprised.

"I didn't realize how much I'd like that."

"Good?"

"Perfect. I'll feel that all day tomorrow."

Evening was Ivy.

She knocked on my barn door around eight. When I opened it, she pushed inside.

"I want to try something," she said.

"What?"

She bit her lip. "Anal. Diana said you'd be good about it."

A deep throb answered her, a demanding pulse I couldn't control. "You've never?"

"Never. But I trust you."

I swallowed. Hard.

We took it slow. I laid her on her back first. Spent time with my mouth between her legs. Tasting her. Working her clit with my tongue. She came once. Loud. Then again a few minutes later. Quieter. Her whole body relaxed. Boneless.

Then I flipped her over. She reached into her pocket-shorts discarded on the floor-and produced a small bottle of lube. Diana had given it to her, clearly.

"She said you'd need this," Ivy said with a grin.

I warmed it between my fingers.

One finger. Slow circles around her ass. Then pressing in. She tensed.

"Breathe."

She did. I worked deeper. Found a rhythm. Then added a second finger. Working her open. Stretching her. She was panting. Squirming. Her hand reached back. Gripped my wrist.

"I'm ready," she said.

"You sure?"

"Do it. Wreck me."

I positioned myself. More lube. Slick and wet. Pressed the head against her. Slow pressure. She was impossibly tight. Resistance.

"Breathe," I said.

She did. Long and slow. I pushed in. Just the head. She tensed. Her whole body going rigid.

"Relax."

"I'm trying." Her voice was strained.

I held still. Didn't move. Let her adjust. My hands stroked her back. Soothing. After a moment she relaxed slightly. Nodded.

I pushed deeper. Inch by inch. So fucking tight. She was gripping the sheets. Knuckles white. Small sounds escaping with each inch.

"Fuck. That's so much."

"You okay?"

"Keep going. All the way."

I bottomed out. Held there. She was shaking.

"Move. Slow."

I did. Gentle thrusts. Building. She reached between her legs. Touched herself.

"Oh god. This is-fuck-"

I picked up the pace. Still careful. But more confident.

"Harder," she gasped.

"Ivy-"

"I can take it. Make me behave."

I gave her what she wanted. Deeper. Faster. Real thrusts now. She was moaning. Touching herself frantically. Fingers rubbing her clit in fast circles.

A gripping heat. Velvet pressure. Like nothing I'd ever felt. My legs shook.

"I'm gonna come-don't hold back-"

She did. Screaming into the pillow. Her whole body shaking. Convulsing. The tight ring clenched impossibly tighter. That pushed me over. Vision tunneled. Came hard. Harder than I had all day. Buried in her ass. Every muscle locked. Stars behind my eyes.

We collapsed together. Both breathing hard.

"Holy shit," she whispered. "I love this. We're doing that again."

She left around midnight. Kissed me at the door. Long and slow. Walked funny back to the main house. I watched her go.

I fell asleep grinning. Couldn't believe my luck.

Day thirteen morning. A knock on the barn door.

Diana stepped in. "Ivy and I had fun the other night. Chloe's feeling left out."

"She wants to join?"

"I'm thinking all four of us. Tomorrow night. I'll coordinate everything."

My stomach flipped. "All four?"

She smiled. Patient. "Think you can handle it?"

"I don't know."

"You can." She kissed me. "Save your energy. Tomorrow's going to be intense."

She left. I sat there processing.

A foursome. All three women. At once. How was this my life?

Later that morning, I found Chloe in the orchard. Asked her about it.

She was direct as always. "Diana told me. I'm in. I want to see what all the fuss is about."

"You're okay with it?"

"I wouldn't agree if I wasn't."

At lunch, Ivy was practically bouncing in her seat. Couldn't sit still. "Full foursome tomorrow! This is going to be amazing."

Chloe just sipped her water. Calm. But I saw the flush on her cheeks.

Diana laid out expectations. "We all focus on pleasure. Alex, you can ask for breaks anytime. Everyone can decline anything. No pressure. I'll help keep things flowing."

I nodded too fast. Nervous. Aroused. Overwhelmed. My stomach was doing flips. Three women. At once.

Day fourteen. The anticipation was unbearable. Every moment felt charged. Electric.

Morning. A knock, then Ivy burst in-didn't even wait for my answer. Just pushed me against the wall and kissed me. Hard. Desperate. Her hand down my pants. Stroking me through my boxers.

"Save it for tonight," she whispered against my mouth. Then she left me there. Hard and frustrated.

Afternoon, Chloe pulled me behind the greenhouse. Intense kissing. Her tongue in my mouth. Her hand palming me through my jeans. Squeezing.

"Tonight," she breathed. Eyes dark. "I can't wait."

She walked away. Left me aching.

Evening, Diana stopped me before dinner. Her hand on my chest.

"No more until everyone's together. Save your energy." A knowing smile. "You're going to need it."

After dinner, we rearranged the living room. Blankets on the floor. Pillows everywhere. Soft lighting from lamps.

We came back clean and loose. The lights were low. I was already hard.

Diana took charge. "Everyone comfortable?"

All three women nodded. I managed a yes.

"Good," Diana said. "Let's begin."

She gestured to the blankets. "Alex, lie back."

I did. Heart pounding. The blanket soft under my shoulders.

All three women surrounded me. Diana knelt on my left. Chloe on my right. Ivy at my feet.

"We're going to undress you," Diana said. "Slowly."

Six hands on me. Everywhere at once. Pulling my shirt up over my head. Unbuttoning my jeans. Multiple fingers working the button and zipper. Sliding everything off. I was already hard. Achingly hard.

"Beautiful," Ivy murmured. Her hand wrapped around me. One stroke. Then released.

Diana leaned down. Kissed me. Soft and deep. Her tongue exploring. When she pulled back, Chloe took her place. More urgent. Intense. Claiming. Then Ivy. Playful. Teasing. Teeth grazing my lower lip.

My head was spinning.

They took turns kissing me. Rotating. Each one different.

"Now watch," Diana said. "I'm going to show Chloe and Ivy something."

She lowered her head. Her tongue traced from base to tip. Slow and expert. Deliberate. I groaned. Couldn't help it.

She took me into her mouth. Deep. All the way. Her throat relaxed around me. Her eyes on mine. Knowing.

"Chloe, watch how I use my tongue," she said, pulling off for a moment. "Ivy, see that hand position?"

When she took me deep again, Chloe watched closely.

Diana pulled off. "Your turn, Chloe. Relax your throat."

Chloe took over. More focused. Intent. Different technique. Suction. Twisting her hand at the base. Working me. She took me deeper, gagging slightly, then found her rhythm.

"Good," Diana praised. "Now Ivy. Show us what you learned last time."

"I already know," Ivy said with a bratty grin. "Watch this."

She was enthusiastic. Competitive. Taking me as deep as she could. Deeper than Chloe. Trying to outlast her. Not caring when she gagged.

They rotated. Taking turns. Diana coaching softly. Three mouths. Three different styles. Three different sensations. I was going to lose my mind. Wasn't going to last. Diana seemed to sense it.

"Hold it," Diana said. "We're just getting started."

She pulled off completely. Stood. Stripped her clothes. Button by button on her shirt. She shimmied her jeans down her hips. The other two followed. Ivy's sundress over her head. Chloe's tank and shorts.

Three naked women. Different bodies. All beautiful. All wanting me.

No way this is my life.

Diana straddled me. Positioned me at her entrance. Eased down slowly. Inch by inch. Seated herself fully. Heat surrounding me. She rolled her hips. Slow and deliberate. Perfect rhythm.

"Chloe, sit on his face."

Chloe moved up. Positioned herself over my face. Hovered. I could see everything. Smell her. I gripped her thighs. Strong muscle under my palms. Drew her down. My tongue found her immediately. She gasped above me.

Ivy knelt beside us. Touching herself. Fingers between her legs. Eyes glazed. Watching us.

Diana rode me with practiced rhythm. Hip rolls. Taking me deep. "That's it, Alex. Make Chloe come. I can feel you getting close-hold it."

I was. Vision narrowing. But I focused on Chloe. On her taste. Her breathing.

Chloe was breathing hard above me. Thighs trembling already. I focused on her clit. Circles. Light pressure. The exact way she liked it. Steady rhythm.

"Right there," she gasped. Quiet and focused. Controlled even now. "Stay there."

I didn't change anything. Diana's rhythm on my cock was making it hard to concentrate. Nearly lost the pace. Chloe's thigh tight against my ear. Diana's hair tickling my chest. But I kept going. Found the rhythm again.

Chloe's breath fractured. She went still and quiet, then softened in ripples. Thighs shaking around my head. She climbed off carefully. Stumbled to a nearby chair. Collapsed into it.

Diana kept riding. "Hold it. We're not done."

She climbed off before I finished. Ivy immediately took her place.

Ivy sank down on me. Fast. No hesitation. All at once. We both groaned.

She set a frenzied pace. Bouncing. Skin slapping together. "Bet I outlast both of them."

Diana leaned in from the side. Kissed me. Tongue exploring my mouth. "You're learning fast. Stay with her pace."

Ivy's fingers worked her clit. Fast circles. She rode me without restraint. Breasts bouncing. Head thrown back. Lost in sensation.

"Yes. Don't hold back. Yes!"

Her movements turned erratic. Chasing release. Fingers frantic.

"Oh fuck-I'm gonna-oh god-"

She came screaming. Body going rigid. Then liquid heat flooded over me. Soaking my stomach and thighs. Squirting. I felt it splash warm between us. The first time I'd seen her do that.

"Holy shit," Ivy gasped. Eyes wide. Surprised. "I've never-"

She collapsed forward. Shaking. A breathless laugh breaking into a moan.

Chloe had recovered. She returned. "My turn. For real this time."

She straddled me reverse cowgirl. Diana and Ivy watched from different spots-Diana kept them on opposite sides, using me as the separator. Both touching themselves.

"Roll your hips more, Chloe," Diana coached. "There. See how he responds?"

Chloe was focused. Taking what she needed. Quiet but commanding.

"Touch me. Now."

I reached around. Found the spot. She bowed, breath snagging, then melted around me. Clenching. Completely in control.

My thighs shook. I was desperately close. Diana stopped everything. Grabbed my wrist.

"Hold it. We're not done with you."

I groaned. Frustrated. Aching.

Brief recovery. Diana brought water. I drank. Tried to catch my breath. My cock was still rock hard. Slick. Twitching.

"Ready?" Diana asked.

I nodded.

She bent over the couch arm. Looked back at me. "From behind. Now."

I positioned myself behind her. Hands bracketing her hips. Slid inside in one smooth motion. She moaned. Pressed back into me.

Ivy knelt at my side. I reached down. Two fingers sinking into her. Curling up to find that ridge. She gasped. I worked her while moving inside Diana. Two women. Two entirely different sensations. My brain stuttered trying to track both.

Chloe moved behind me. Her hands on my ass. Spreading.

"What are you-"

Then her tongue. Wet. Warm. Circling my asshole.

I nearly buckled. Triple sensation. Diana's wet heat wrapped around my cock. My fingers buried in Ivy. Chloe's tongue teasing somewhere I'd never been touched.

"Holy fuck-Chloe-"

She didn't stop. Just kept working me with her tongue. Circling. Teasing. Hands holding me open.

"Angle up," Diana breathed. "There. Stay-yes. Good boy."

The triple assault pushed me dangerously close. Diana tipped over first. A low satisfied sound. "You've learned so well."

Chloe pulled back. Licked her lips. Satisfied smirk on her face.

I pulled out before finishing. Ivy immediately took Diana's place.

"My turn. And don't you dare go gentle."

I fucked Ivy from behind. Chloe reached down. Rubbed Ivy's clit from above.

Ivy came fast. "God, yes! I win!" She gave me a playful shove as she climbed off. Triumphant.

My vision narrowed. Every nerve screaming. Beyond holding back.

"Not yet," Diana said firmly. "We're going to make you work for it."

All three women knelt in front of me. Close together. Eyes hungry.

"Show us your cock," Diana instructed.

I held it out towards them. Cock throbbing. Desperate.

Diana's fingers circled me. Slow and deliberate. My hips bucked.

"Stay still," she commanded.

She worked me with practiced skill. Building the pressure. Heat gathering low in my spine. Almost there. Almost-

She let go. Complete withdrawal.

A frustrated sound tore from my throat.

Chloe's hand replaced Diana's. Tighter grip. Urgent rhythm. Focused. The pressure rebuilt fast. Balls drawing up. Every muscle tensing-

She released. Stepped back.

"No-fuck-"

Ivy grinned. Eyes bright with competition. "Let me show you how it's done."

Both her hands wrapped around me. Twisting as she stroked. Then her mouth on the tip. Wet heat. Tongue circling.

The edge rushed at me. Pulse hammering in my ears. Vision blurring-

She pulled back. Released completely.

"Christ!"

All three laughed. Low and satisfied. Watching me shake.

"One more cycle," Diana said.

They rotated again. Each bringing me to the brink. Then abandoning me there. My thighs trembled. Sweat ran down my spine.

"I can't-please-"

"You can," Diana murmured. "Final round."

Chloe's hand wrapped tight. Relentless pace. I was past the point of control.

"Now," Diana said. "All three of us."

They opened their mouths. Kneeling in a row.

I positioned myself at Diana's mouth first. She opened wide. I sank in. All the way. Her throat relaxed around me. Swallowing.

Pulled back. Shifted to Chloe. Slid between her lips. She gagged. Recovered. Eyes watering but determined.

Withdrew. Moved to Ivy. She tilted her head back. I drove forward. Hard. She moaned around me.

Back to Diana. Then Chloe again. Then Ivy.

Cycling through them. Each mouth different. Each throat taking me.

The pressure built. Unstoppable. I couldn't hold it anymore.

"I'm-fuck-I'm gonna-"

I pulled out of Ivy's mouth. They all opened wide. Leaned in close together.

I came. Explosive. White streaks across all three faces. Diana's cheek. Chloe's lips. Ivy's waiting tongue. More landing on foreheads. Chins. Dripping down their necks, onto their breasts.

The release kept going. Longer than I'd ever lasted. Covering all three of them. They held still. Mouths open. Accepting every drop.

When I finished, my legs nearly gave out. Thighs trembling.

They licked their lips clean. Fingers scooping what remained. Savoring every bit. Then they took turns cleaning me with their mouths. Gentle now. Diana first with practiced care. Then Chloe with focused attention. Then Ivy, lingering longest.

"I definitely got the most," Ivy said. Face still covered.

Chloe rolled her eyes. Satisfied.

Diana laughed. Brought water and towels.

We all collapsed on the blankets. Scattered in different spots. The blanket damp against my cheek. Ivy's knees pink from the floor.

"Everyone okay?" Diana asked. "That was intense."

"Incredible," Ivy panted. Then giggled. "I definitely won."

"That will do," Chloe said wryly. A small smile.

I couldn't speak. Just nodded. The room smelled like sex and sweat. Cool night air drifted through the open windows, drying sweat into salt.

We lay there. Tangled together.

Eventually we drifted off. Right there on the living room floor.

Morning light woke me. All four of us still tangled on the blankets. Diana's hair brushing my stomach. Chloe's palm warm on my wrist.

Diana stirred first. Got up. Started making coffee. The smell pulled the rest of us awake.

Ivy stretched. "My whole body hurts."

"Good hurt?" I asked.

"Best hurt."

Chloe sat up. Hair messy. A small smile on her face. "We have six more weeks of summer."

Ivy grinned. "Best hiring decision we ever made."

Diana handed me coffee. "I'd say he's earned a permanent position."

We made breakfast together. Easy. Comfortable. Like nothing extraordinary had happened.

But everything had changed.

I'd come to the farm to figure out my life. To find clarity.

I still didn't know what I'd do in the fall. But right now, I was exactly where I wanted to be.

Chloe squeezed my hand under the table.

Ivy kissed my cheek.

Diana winked.

Six more weeks of summer stretched ahead. Hard work. Good food. Three women who wanted me as much as I wanted them.

I'd come to the farm looking for clarity.

I found something better.
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Free Use Ski Season
Available on Amazon
I came for the snow, but stayed for the heat. When a blizzard traps me at Evergreen Lodge, I discover the staff's secret tradition - "sharing the warmth" means women are available to all men. Despite my shock, my body responds with undeniable desire. Soon I'm wearing the red consent armband, learning the lodge's rules in every shadowy corner. Each encounter strips away my inhibitions until I crave being shared. Snowed in and marked, can I handle the heat that now consumes me?


First Time at the Swingers Resort
Available on Amazon
One weekend can shatter inhibitions and ignite desires you never knew existed. Riley and David thought they were escaping their routine life for a simple getaway, but an invitation from adventurous friends leads them to Elysium—an exclusive resort where clothing is optional, and every sexual fantasy is on the menu.


Free Use Swingers Spa
Available on Amazon
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.


Free Use Hotel
Available on Amazon
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?
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I'm Evelyn Wild. I recently crashed out of a soul-crushing office job and I'm trying my hand at writing. I've always been an avid reader, and I wanted to see if I could write about some of the things that really get my imagination going.
My stories explore themes of power dynamics, freedom, and the thrill of letting go. I'm fascinated by situations where the usual rules don't apply, and deeper instincts take over. I'm interested in exploring the intense, and sometimes challenging aspects of relationships, because that's what interests me.
This is new territory for me. I'm exploring my own interests, pushing my creative boundaries, and sharing it all with you. It's a journey of self-discovery, fuelled by a desire to break free from expectations. Maybe my stories will help you break free, too.
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