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WELCOME TO MILLTOWN


Subscribe to my newsletter to be kept up to date with my new releases and the occasional special offer, like discounts on new books or heck, even a free one.
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“What am I doing here?” I ask myself for maybe the twentieth time, which honestly is a pretty good question.

Like, what kinda self-respecting 30-year-old guy finds himself hanging out at a furniture showroom at 11:30 on a Wednesday morning?

Okay, okay, this guy, apparently.

Who knows? Maybe I’m actually doing what any other formerly blue-collar, living-paycheck-to-paycheck insta-billionaire would be doing. It’s not like I’m some kinda group chat with all the other blue collar insta-billionaires and can hit them up for their details.

I actually went to college for three whole semesters before I dropped out ‘cause of money and to take care of my Aunt May, and sometimes I think about something one of the characters in one of the books I read there said—that the rich are different from you and I.

Ain’t that a thing.

“The rich are different from you and I.”

I’ve gone from being a “You and I” to being a “Rich,” just like that, and I still haven’t had time to get used to it.

And it ain’t just the fact that I could afford to stop at a Starbucks this morning. I finally decided to buy a cup there after years of thinking it cost way too much, especially for a guy who some months was counting pennies to pay his power bull. And you know what? The rich can keep their Starbucks— tastes like burnt biscotti as far as I am concerned.

Nah, it ain’t just the money.

I do my best not to tell too many folks about it, and if I do have to reveal my newfound Daddy Warbucks status in some way, I always pass it off as some secret stash of Uncle Hank’s bearer bonds in paper and golf balls. That works just fine to settle expectations because really, how much could paper and golf balls be worth? Like, I see it on the face and in the eyes of everyone I try to pass that tale off to, too, like, Ole Joe couldn’t have inherited THAT much money—which suits me just fine, let me tell you.

Nah, it ain’t just the money.

Even before I told a soul, the day after I won, my perma-friendzoning BFF Carly dropped to her knees for me after three long years of my pining and dreaming about her perfect tits. And my toolie-in-arms Michelle told me she’d never gotten a guy-orgasm and asked me to do her a favor.

It was like—I had a green halo or something.

Yeah, I have been transformed by the money in ways I still don’t understand, which everyone can see but me, and I ain’t got the faintest beginning of an idea of what to do about it.

Except enjoy it.

Bought a mansion, got two ladies living with me full-time now, another three hanging out.

But the funny thing is, for all the sex we’re having—and let me tell you, we are having loads of sex and the good kind, too—it’s like having sex in a gymnasium. The house is so empty and echoey. Michelle says less furniture means more room to fuck, but I cant help wondering when a couch became something to just bend a girl over for railing, and not a place to curl up and snuggle and watch The Office. Not even the good seasons either. Like, late-stage Jim and Pam being weird and sad and you don’t even care, just because someone’s next to you.

Aunt May’s couch was ugly as sin, corduroy mustard-gold thing with squeaky cushions and little wood feet that always wobbled on the hardwood. But damn if it wasn’t the coziest place in the world. I’d sink in, and she’d toss this old fleece blanket over my legs, faded from too many washes, smelled like dryer sheets and cinnamon tea.

It wasn’t fancy. Hell, it wasn’t even clean half the time. But it felt like home.

A real couch. Not just a sex bench with extra padding.

“Can I help you?”

It’s all I can do not to stare, ‘cause right in front of me is a vision in caramel, like some kinda dessert in motion. Caramel hair, caramel skin, and—oh my—four-inch caramel heels. Like the classy kind, not some trashy stripper thing. You know, not see-through. Nah, wrapped in some kinda fabric, something soft looking, like velvet or suede. All in all, classy. Not sassy or trashy or any other word I can think of to rhyme with classy. Classy, but not cold. The kind of woman who'd laugh at a dirty joke. But only if it was clever.

“I’m Tia,” Miss Caramel says, holding out her hand like she owns the place, bright welcoming smile in place. “Is there something I can help you with today?”

I’m used to Springfield folks turning up their noses at me, no matter how clean my jeans are or how careful I’ve patched my flannel. Back in Milltown, where I’m from, people treat you like family—even if you aren’t. Folks have known each other for decades. In Milltown, if someone smiles at you, it means they’ve known your dog since it was a puppy. In Springfield, it usually means they’re about to try and upsell you. But this? This is straight-up courtesy. Not what I expected in a city showroom.

Although honestly, I figure someone classy like her should be working in LA or New York, not Springfield. She looks like she stepped off a red carpet, not out of a break room.

“I need to furnish a house,” I say. No point beating around the bush.

“A whole house?”

She’s giving me a look. A saucy one. Like a young J.Lo, maybe, her lips twitching in the kind of smile that says she’s already having fun.

“Yeah,” I say, pulling myself together and leaning into the story. “I guess I’m here looking for a couch. Or a rug. Or maybe just not to feel like a ghost in my own damn house.”

Back at her designer’s stand—or desk, or whatever you call it, a tall, podium-y sort of thing that comes up automatically with the touch of a finger (another thing we don’t have back in Milltown: automatic furniture)—she flips open a thick swatch book, her fingertips skimming over the fabric quickly.

“So, color palette. Are you more warm tones—rust, otter, terracotta? Or cool—sky, slate, charcoal?”

No matter how many times I switch my weight from one foot to another, I ain’t gonna look like I fit into a place with something called a swatch book, where brown’s gotten renamed “otter,” no matter how gracious and well mannered Miss Caramel Tia is.

“Uh…” I stutter, stuck thinking on what the word for pink is in this place (it can’t be pussy, can it?) “I like rich ones. Creamy ones.”

Her lips quirk. “You’re talking about furniture, right?”

“I think so,” I say. “Uhm maybe some wood?” Definitely some wood.

I can feel a flop sweat gathering in my pits and at my hairline with the mental effort it’s taking me to keep little Joe from turning into my own personal walking stick or plant stand, or whatever fancy wood things they sell in this store, and the smirky smile Tia gives me helps exactly nothing.

“This one’s beautiful,” she says, holding up a swatch. “It’s called Juniper. Great texture. Works well with walnut wood, aged brass. Bold, but not flashy.”

It’s velvet—silk velvet, the swatch card says. Soft and plush. All I can think of is that it sort of feels like a lady’s leg—the high on the inside of the thigh part. Not that a lady’s leg is what I should tell Tia it feels like.

“Nice.”

Tia watches me, amused. “You like the texture?”

“It’s—luscious. Perfect. Like it would fix what ails ya,” I say, and I then have the good sense to snap my mouth shut before I say anything stupider.

You’d think I’d never cracked open a book in my life, seein’ as how my whole vocabulary this morning is somehow just fuckin’ and fixin’.

Tia laughs, then pulls out another swatch, this one the warm gold color of wildflower honey like you can get at Gertie’s in September.

“This is a silk blend—more durable than it looks. Good for accent pillows, maybe even an armchair. It’s close to my skin tone, actually.”

She holds it up to her wrist, and damn if she’s not right. That warm silk really does match her skin. And here I am, once again, left with nothing in my vocabulary but sex and socket wrenches.

“How’s it feel?” I ask, catching her eye and not looking at the swatch at all.

She arches an eyebrow at me, and I’m pretty certain she knows exactly what I mean. What I’m thinking about.

“It’s a swatch, Joe,” she says dryly, handing it over.

It’s soft but rough, so textured and I really really really have to think about how it’s the color of ice tea, and cold like ice tea and not about how it probably feels like the skin on her forearm.

“Right. Yep. Totally.”

I shift my weight a little bit again, adjust my belt. Anything to get a little more room.

“I really liked the velvet one.”

“Wait ‘til you see the mohair velvet,” she says.

She fans out a swatch the color of oxblood, deep-napped. This doesn’t feel like a woman’s arm or even her arm pit. It feels like the inside of a pussy.

“Okay, what is this. Witchcraft?” I feel really proud of myself. Witchcraft. As far as I know there is no such sex position, and it ain’t the name of a tool, either.

“That’s mohair,” she says. “And no, it’s not a sex toy.”

“Could’ve fooled me.”


2




Istumble into the kitchen, creaking and groaning just exactly like a man who spent all night fucking and forgot to stretch first.

There’s a banging noise coming from somewhere, some cursing and more banging—and glitter. Glitter everywhere, sticking to my socks like sparkly dog hair from outer space or something.

On the other side of the island, I find Michelle sitting on the floor, elbow-deep in a box of party supplies. 6:30 a.m. and already fully dressed, ready to take on the world—or at least a disco ball—like she’s the boss and don’t ask any second questions. Basically her usual morning take-charge attitude.

“What’s going on?” I ask, rubbing my eyes.

“For the party tonight,” Michelle says, like I’m some kinda dunderhead. Or maybe a guy who’s been spending way too much time fucking and not paying attention to conversations and questions. Probably a pretty accurate take.

“What party?”

Sure enough, Michelle makes a face like I just asked her what year it was. “Carly said you ordered furniture. Which means the orgy’s finally happening.”

I open my mouth. Close it. Open it again. “You’re gonna have to run that by me slower.”

She shrugs, stepping over a roll of crepe paper. “Carly said you dropped a fortune on furniture for the living room. So we figured we should get the mess out of the way first. You know—before the nice stuff arrives.”

I lean against the doorframe and try to reboot my brain. I have spent a fortune on furniture—two couches, two occasional chairs (if they are only occasionally chairs, what are they the rest of the time?), a lounger, coffee tables, end tables, sofa tables… so many kinds of tables I didn’t even know existed. Got so worn out from the furniture ordering I just gave the girls my credit card and told them to do their own rooms. Not that they spend much time in their own rooms.

“Wait, hang on. Did you… did you sleep here last night?”

Michelle gives me a look. “No, I broke into your kitchen at sunrise just for fun.”

“I just meant, Eva and Carly were in my bed. And I didn’t," I say, waving my arm around the kitchen like this is where we slept, even though it's not, we slept in my bedroom. Not that we did much sleeping. “I didn’t see you around. ”

“Slept in Carly’s room. And I had earplugs,” she says. “Though I still heard the part where Carly yelled, ‘Joe, you better not come yet or I’m gonna bite you.’”

Where Carly gets these sexual Olympics ideas from, I don’t know. Don’t care, really, since I’m the referee for all of them. The referee, the beneficiary, the hamster-ee. Last night she and Eva wanted to see how many times I could go back and forth—pussy to mouth, one to the other and then reversing which pussy, which mouth—without coming. Although I did come. So much come.

And of course I get a little hard just thinking about last night, even though you’d think there wasn’t that much left in me after all that. I give Michelle a little side eye, just to see where she’s at this morning, but she ignores me so I settle for pushing my dick down, hard, trying to refocus on our conversation. The kitchen. Furniture. Party.

“You’re… here for the party?”

She snorts.

“No, I’m here ‘cause my place is getting tented for termites. I’ve got three days to evacuate and nowhere to go.”

“Oh.” I’m terrible because I’m immediately thinking about how I’m going to get to fuck all three of them at once—which I haven’t done yet—and really I should be thinking about Michelle and her bug problem. And her living situation. I should be more like Eva, really. Always taking care of people, even if I do think she maybe takes it a little too far sometimes. That’s going to be my next project, after getting this house to feel less like a sex palace and more like a home: help Eva with—well, with finding herself.

After I help Michelle with her bug problem, that is.

“You could stay here. I mean, obviously.”

“Thanks.” Michelle doesn’t look up from untangling a string of lights. “Free rent and non-stop sex. How could I say no?”

“I’m serious,” I say, a little firmer. “You could move in. I mean, if you want. Not just while your place is being bombed.”

That gets her attention. She straightens up and sets the lights down.

“Joe,” she says slowly, “are you asking me as a friend? As Carly’s friend? Or like… what exactly are we doing here?”

“I—” I wish I had a real answer.

“I just mean… you’d have your own room. Or not. I don’t know. Whatever makes sense. You belong here, that’s all.”

Michelle studies me for a second. Then softens.

“Okay,” she says. “I’ll move in. But only if I get a brand-new bed. No decorators allowed. And no paisley.”

“Deal.”

Whatever moment we might have been about to have is interrupted by Carly busting in, holding a roll of butcher paper and looking smug as hell.

“You tell him yet?” she asks Michelle.

“Yup,” Michelle says, smirking.

“Tell me what?”

“We’re having a party,” Carly says, giving me a hug and stroking my dick, because of course she noticed my stiffy even if Michelle is playing oblivious.

“A party?”

Michelle grins. “You heard her. We’re finally having that damned sex party.”

“An orgy?” I say, because really, ain’t that the proper word for sex party?

“Figured we’d do it before the furniture gets here. So we don’t get cum all over it,” Carly says, letting go of my dick to trawl through the party supplies.

“Speaking of which,” she says, “ I have an idea for the basement, wanna run by you.”
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Long story short, Carly has a brilliant idea to turn the basement into some kind of sex playroom.

I have this moment where I feel…debauched by the idea. Like, a whole room just for sex, besides my bedroom? And then another moment where I think: Am I becoming my parents?

Back before they died and I went to live with Aunt May, we had a front parlor room we never really sat in. No TV, no music. Just the company room. And then a family room, which was where we did all our living. My momma said it wasn’t fittin’ to have a TV in the company room—but I always thought that was like not wearing your Sunday shoes any other day of the week, and then finding out a year later they didn’t fit anymore. And you’d never worn them.

Senseless.

But actually, the more I think about it, the more touched I am by Carly’s suggestion.

After all, it would mean the rest of the house could be a home. Not just a sex palace.

By the time mid-afternoon rolls around, the party prep is full steam ahead. Chaos. Laughter. Music blasting from someone's Bluetooth speaker. Carly is trying to turn a wall of mirrors into a backdrop. Michelle’s rearranging the lube stash like it's one of those damned charcuterie boards Carly’s always drooling over on Tik Tok.

And then there’s Eva, who seems to be taking turns with who to wait on, hand and foot.

First she’s blowing me, next thing she’s helping Carly twist her hair into a high ponytail, fastening it high with a clip she runs to find from her room.

Twenty minutes later she’s bringing me a bottle of water and a banana. “For potassium.”

Wiping a smudge of grease off the side of Michelle’s face, moving on to lining up towels, wipes, lube, all neat and thoughtful and never looking for a thank you.

She fluffs the cushions and then she’s kneeling in front of Michelle, hands on her thighs, asking if she wants a little fluffing of her own before the other girls arrive. “Just to get in the mood,” she says, like she’s offering a cup of tea.

And she means it. All of it.

It’s not about her—it’s about everyone else. Always.

I clocked it for a while, how important it is to her to be a giver. But I still haven’t figured out how to give it back to her. Not enough, I don’t think. Or how to help her take a little, when she needs it.
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By six-thirty, the lights are low, candles are lit, music’s thumping, and I’ve showered twice. Not because I needed to, but because I’m not sure how else a man’s supposed to prepare to host an orgy.

Basically, I’m wearing boxer briefs, a smile, and a dirty mind, in roughly that order.

But still, when Petra knocks on the door at 6:58 I sniff my pits, consider running out the back door, and freeze right in place, letting Carly answer the door instead.

“Don’t mind Joe,” she says, taking the bottle of wine Petra’s handing over. “He’s nervous.”

“Of course he is,” Petra says, smoothing down iron-flat ice blond hair, taking a spot on the couch next to me. “He is almost nude. Joe, I do not think the best way for answering the door is to not be wearing any clothing. What if Earl or Sallie Mae should ring the bell?”

“Invite them to join in?” I say. I think I sound hopeful but really what I’m thinking is God, no, and why did Petra put basically my worst nightmare in my mind? And then, Of course Carly’s right about the sex pit in the basement. Carly’s always right. Even if I do still also want a nice place for Earl to visit too. And why, why amdI thinking about Goog old Earl and carpets and curtains when I’m about to enact what’s basically every single red-blooded man’s lifelong dream?

And then Stacy rings the bell, and of course she’s in on the “poke at Joe” fun from the get go.

“Boxer briefs, huh? Aren’t you getting a little ahead of yourself, Joe?”

“I like to be prepared,” I mutter, and cross my arms over my chest like that’ll hide the fact I’ve already half-chubbed up just watching her walk.

But by 8:30 p.m., the laugh’s on them. Because we’re all naked now. Not sexy-magazine naked either—real naked. Hair messy, cheeks flushed, mouths already kiss-swollen. The kind of naked where you can’t tell where one person ends and the next begins.

I’ve got my eyes closed, but I’m pretty sure that’s three different tongues on me: one on my cock, one on my balls, and one back near my asshole, licking gently, confidently, like she knows what she's doing and she’s doing it just for her own pleasure.

Warm tongues. Rough tongues. Soft tongues.

And hands. So many hands—stroking my chest, my thighs, my stomach. One’s petting my hair. One’s stroking my inner thigh. One’s cupping my balls with something close to reverence. I’m being pulled open like a prayer.

It’s heat and scent and motion. Coconut oil and jasmine and the faint sharp sparkle of that lube Michelle loves that smells like grapefruit and champagne. And underneath it, all those candles Carly set out—100 of them, maybe more—flickering shadows across the walls, making the room shimmer like it’s underwater.

It feels heavenly.

It feels heavenly, like everything—almost everything—I could ever wish for.

And when I open my eyes—well, there’s even a feast for my eyes.

For months now I’ve heard about Michelle fisting Carly but have never gotten to see it live and in action. It’s something I’ve always wondered about. Back when I was pre-million Joe, solo Joe, I’d read a lot of erotica—don’t really have that much time for it anymore, or even the need, given the amount of fucking I have to get up to to keep everyone satisfied—I sort of miss the reading. Some of the books, well, they weren’t worth the paper they weren’t printed on—but some of them—well, they’d have a bit of heart to them. To me, that always makes the heat hotter, if you know what I mean. For a while I was really into lesbian erotica, of all things. Watching two ladies enjoy each other in front of my reading eyes. Although I never could figure out how the fisting stuff would work. A whole fist in an itty-bitty pussy? Although, seeing as how a cock can go in an asshole, I always supposed it was possible.

But I’ve always wanted to see it, just to be sure.

Across the room, Michelle’s sitting back on her heels, slowly easing a finger into Eva’s pussy.

Eva’s got this soft, glazed look on her face when she meets my eyes. Sometimes I get a little concerned that she only seems to come completely alive when I’ve got my dick inside her, like a plug in an electric socket or something, but being watched, for her, is a good close second.

And I’m pretty sure she and Michelle—and maybe even Carly—lined up the papasan chair just so, to hit my line of sight just like this. An audience of one.

Her pussy is glistening. Quaking. Michelle eases in a second finger, then a third—slow, steady, patient. And Eva clutches at her hand like it’s the only thing keeping her tethered to earth. Her hips roll forward, then stall, caught in that jagged edge between too much and not enough.

Across the room, it’s like I’m not just watching this happen, I can feel it in my body, too. The way Eva’s pussy clamps down, desperate to keep Michelle inside. The slick suction of her body, the ache in her thighs, the way she whimpers like she’s empty and full at the same time—it’s flaring a hunger inside of me, zipping up my spine from the pit of my stomach, sets my hips grinding forward like I’m the one trying to draw fingers deeper.

I reach down blindly, catch a fistful of Carly’s hair. Not to hurt, just to hold. To stay grounded while she takes me deep—deeper—until I feel the soft clench of her throat around the head of my cock.So deep and wet and tight. That’s the nice thing about throats, they are always wet. Very, very, very wet.

Across the room, Eva moans. At my feet, Carly hums. In my chest, my heart is beating faster, faster, faster, pounding in my ears and all I can do is hold on even tighter, just to keep from flying away.

For one second, I’m in charge. Claiming Carly’s throat. Owning the gaze Eva gives me. Feeling it all.

And then Michelle slides a fourth finger into Eva.

Helpless, I let go. Of Carly’s hair, of any semblance of control and command. I pull Carly up, mouth meeting hers in a frantic, wet kiss, breathing her in, doing anything I can to keep from coming, to stay here, watching this moment.

Michelle’s still moving slow, steady, knuckles deep now, and Eva’s head drops back, lashes fluttering. Her legs are shaking. And somewhere in all of it, I realize—I’m trembling too.

“That’s it, baby girl,” Michelle murmurs. “You’re doing so good. Just breathe. Let me.”

Eva whimpers. Her fingers curl into the papasan cushion beneath her, clutching like she needs something to hold her in place. Her thighs shake. Her chest rises in shallow bursts. Michelle pulls back slightly—just enough to make Eva chase the loss—and then eases in again, firmer this time.

I can feel my pulse in my fingertips, in the base of my spine, in the tight grip of the mouth wrapped around my cock—whoever it is now. Soft lips; determined rhythm. Probably Petra, but I can’t tear my eyes away from Eva, just let my head rest against Carly’s soothing hands.

Michelle withdraws, fingers slick and shining in the candlelight. Eva groans at the loss.

Then Michelle shifts. Sits back on her heels. And tosses a glance over one shoulder, like she wants to make sure I’m watching. Wants to make sure I see.

She curls her fingers into a beak-like shape, wrist turned just so⁠—

“Just breathe, baby girl,” she says—and then she eases five fingers inside.

A quick flick of her wrist⁠—

And she’s all the way in.

Eva cries out. A choked, gasping sound that shudders through her whole body.

Michelle doesn’t thrust.

Not yet.

She just holds. Lets Eva stretch around her. Adjust. Surrender.

“Good girl,” she whispers, brushing her free hand over Eva’s trembling thigh. “That’s it. You’re okay. You’re perfect.”

My cock throbs. Whoever’s sucking me now adjusts, deeper, slower, swallowing me whole like she wants to live on the taste of me.

I dig my fingers into the closest head of hair—don’t even know whose it is—and hold on, not because I need to guide her, but because it’s the only thing anchoring me in my body.

Michelle starts to move. Small motions. Gentle circles. A slow, hypnotic rhythm. Eva keens. Her hips buck. Her eyes flutter open⁠—

Right to me.

And that’s it.

I break.

My hips jerk uselessly. My whole body clenches and I spill deep into a throat that swallows every drop.

Eva comes seconds later, sobbing Michelle’s name, face soaked in candlelight and sweat and something that looks almost like peace.
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The room smells like sex and candle wax and something warm I can’t name. Maybe comfort. Maybe closeness.

I’m sprawled on the carpet, legs open, arms heavy, heart trying to catch up to my breath. Carly’s curled up against one side, cheek on my thigh. Someone—I think Michelle—draped a throw blanket over Eva, who’s still half-sprawled in the papasan like she’s floating.

No one’s talking, but no one needs to. It’s the kind of silence that glows.

Michelle’s sitting cross-legged now, rubbing slow circles on Eva’s calf, soft and absent like she’s smoothing out clay. Stacy’s lounging against the couch, hair mussed, grinning to herself like she just won something. Petra’s already up and fixing her lipstick in the mirror like she didn’t just ride my mouth like a theme park ride.

I reach blindly toward the side table and find a bottle of water—uncapped, cold. Eva must’ve left it there. Of course she did.

And it hits me, not like a thunderbolt, but like a tide.

This wasn’t just hot. It was… good.

Warm. Safe.

Something I didn’t even know I wanted until just now.

My body’s done, but my chest is full. Not just from the orgasm—but from them.

From all of it.

From the way Michelle whispered to Eva like she was tucking her in.

From the way Carly traced circles on my thigh without even realizing it.

From how Eva glowed when she was seen.

This isn’t just sex.

It’s something else.

It could be.

My phone buzzes from the kitchen counter. I blink toward it, but don’t move. Carly pushes up on her elbows and brings it over, nosy as ever.

“Text from your girlfriend,” she teases.

“Tia’s not my girlfriend.”

“She will be.”

I roll my eyes and read the message:

Tia: Thinking I’ll come out Sunday. Want me to do a full plan?

Tia: You’re making real choices. That deserves real design.

I smile.

Big.

Sleepy.

Happy.

And a little scared, too.

Yeah, I text back. Come see it for yourself.

And I look around the room.

The bodies. The glow.

The feeling in my chest that maybe I’ve already got more than I ever expected to find.
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Eva didn’t say she wanted to be a nurse all at once.

It started with her helping me fix a leaking toilet tank. Then a busted garbage disposal. Then she was answering phones at the shop and putting together invoices with this shy little smile. Somewhere in there, she started tagging along when I did calls—watching me set bones on busted screen doors and old men alike. I told her she had a knack. She said, “For fixing things?” and I said, “For care.” “I think I like helping people,” she answered, all soft and surprised, like she didn’t know it was allowed. She’s good at it, too. The kind of good that runs deep. She remembers who likes tea instead of coffee, who can’t kneel ‘cause of bad knees, where the widow keeps her spare house key. I always thought of her as a giver in the bedroom—freeuse, generous, willing—but the truth is, she’s that way with the world. She just never thought it counted for anything.

So I started telling her it did.

So here we are. Driving back to Springfield, the city where we met. Her first steps toward maybe going back to school, seeing what credits she still has. A fresh start, again. She’s still my assistant, kind of, but lately she’s been talking like someone with a future—and not just a past to run from.

She used to say she didn’t want anything for herself. Now she’s saying maybe.

Which is wild to think about, considering I fucked her about 20 minutes after we first met. She was the girl at the lottery office who handed me my winning check. Told me to meet her around the corner, locked the door on me in the ladies’ room, and bent herself over the counter—just like that. Not much conversation. Just need. Just heat.
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I’m not saying I expected to get head again at the rest stop off I-84.

But I wasn’t not thinking about it, either.

She said she had to pee, and then texted me “stall 3 ;)” and that was all it took.

Ten minutes later, I’m bracing my hands on a cracked Formica wall, Eva kneeling between my legs, humming around my cock. Moaning when I tug her hair the dirtier I talk, the harder she sucks. Doesn’t put her hand between her legs until I tell her to, comes quick right after that. Dirty, low-down, perfectly her.

And jsu like that, 20 minutes later she's snuggled into the passenger seat eating peach rings and scrolling her phone. Eva’s into sex like that, focusing on giving, being told what to do. Asking for nothing back. And sometimes I love that. Sometimes I need that.

But I love that I can have it all, too. That I’ve got Carly keeping me grounded. Michelle keeping me in line. Petra demanding my time, Stacy making me earn it.

But lately it’s a lot of sex. And I’m not complaining. But I want more. Not more fucking—plenty of that.

More… cuddling, weird as that sounds. More lazy nights in just diddling the girl next to me for no other reason than because I can. Cockwarming instead of skullfucking. That kind of thing.

I want to feel like a family.

Like how my house got turned into a home by Tia, I want to turn my fuckbuddy sort-of girlfriends into something that lasts.
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We leave the college office with a fat folder of paperwork and a list of prerequisite classes that makes my eyebrows jump.

“Anatomy?”

“Well, I am thinking about nursing,” Eva says.

“Hey,” I reply, “you already passed the hands-on exam.”

She snorts, then leans over and kisses my cheek. “Thanks for bringing me.”

“Always,” I say, and mean it.

“Joe,” she says, slowly. “I’m still thinking of doing school at Milltown, but maybe I should check out the nursing studio here, just for comparison? They’ve got a tour at 3.”

I look at her for a beat, but I think she really means what she’s saying, that it’s just for comparison.

“Sure,” I say. “Why not. I could use a stroll around, some fresh air myself.”

And before I know it I’ve walked the three blocks down to the furniture showroom.

I don’t even have an excuse ready. Just want to see her.

Maybe check on the delivery status. Maybe order more curtains.

Maybe just hear her voice say “walnut” again.

When I walk in, she’s bent over a design table in the back, a tape measure looped around her neck like a scarf. She’s barefoot. Her heels sit neatly by the door, like even they know this is sacred ground.

“Joe,” she says, glancing up with a smile that lands somewhere between curious and pleased. “What brings you in?”

I shrug, sheepish. “Thought I should check if my furniture’s being held hostage.”

She laughs. “It’s in production. You’ve got great taste, by the way. Even if you did look like you were about to pop a boner over the mohair.”

“Oh—don’t say that word to me.”

Tia raises an eyebrow. “Mohair?” she teases, dragging it out slow and wicked as she gives my arm a little tap. “I was thinking of upselling you on a mohair… throw. Or maybe some mohair cushions.”

“Cushions sound nice,” I say, stepping closer. “You got any in ‘soft like your skin’ or ‘makes a man question all his life choices’?”

She tsks, but she’s grinning now. “I do have a silk blend that might make you cry.”

“What color does it come in?” I ask. “Let me guess—Ruin a Man Emotionally, a tasteful shade of gray?”

Tia snorts. “You here for business or pleasure?”

“What if I said both?”

She gives me a once-over, slow and knowing.

“Then I’d say... watch where you aim your budget.”

I laugh, because damn, she’s quick.

“Ever think about opening your own place?”

“You mean like—a showroom?”

“Yeah,” I say, running my hand along the edge of her table. “A studio. Storefront. Whatever.”

She laughs a little, quiet and surprised. “Sure. I’ve thought about it.” Then, more slowly: “A place where I could bring in local makers. Where people could actually touch things, try things, instead of scrolling through screens. Where we make it feel like home the second you step inside.”

Her voice softens, almost like she’s telling me a secret. “I do some volunteer work, actually. With a housing project—families who were formerly unhoused. I help decorate the units once they move in. Little things. Curtains. Throws. Lamps. Just… dignity. Warmth. That’s what I want to do. Give people that.”

“You’re good at it,” I say, and I mean it.

She shrugs, but she’s watching me now. “I don’t have the money. I’m saving. Slowly. Hoping someday, you know?”

I nod. I let it hang there.

“Just curious,” I say, stepping back. “You’ve got a good eye. Seems like it oughta have its own place.”
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Wednesdays these days are usually the day Stacy and I catch up on business—property tours, tenant check-ins, all that. But this Wednesday, I’m late.

Usually I’m right on time, was brought up to think it was bad manners to be late. But after eight hours in the car with Eva, plus the time we spent in Springfield, by the time I got home I was wired and tired, in a bad kinda way. Even some nice, slow sex with Carly didn’t help anything; was up half the night tossing and turning, thinking about this whole house-and-home problem 'til I was almost too late to join Carly and Michelle in the shower.

This morning. That was nice. Sucking on Carly’s tits while Michelle blew me, which was a rare treat, since Michelle’s not really into blow jobs. Of course, I made up for it by turning her around and fucking her from behind, the shower blasting us full throttle while Carly licked her pussy like she meant it.

So yeah, maybe I’m late 'cause of my first-thing-in-the-morning threeway (could life get any better?). But really, I blame the lateness on my drive to Springfield. And my brain refusing to turn off. And seeing Tia. And my whole buddies-versus-family problem.

“You look nice,” I say. Saying I was too busy fucking our friends to bother making it to our meeting on time doesn’t really feel like an appropriate excuse.

Besides, she does look nice. Real nice. And fierce. Fancy slacks, kitten heels, a pretty cardigan. Like she might be on her way to a city council meeting or to politely ruin someone’s life in court.

She raises an eyebrow. “I always look nice.”

The first house we stop at has a sagging back porch that needs a new beam before we can rent it out in good conscience. The tenants in house number two are a single dad and a toddler, looking for permission to put in a vegetable patch—maybe some help with planters, looking for some spare lumber.

Something as simple as helping a guy grow tomatoes for his kid should be easy—but the world’s made it hard. Tariffs, markups, everyone out to squeeze a buck. That’s a nice thing about winning the lottery, makes things like this as easy to solve as snapping your fingers.

House number three has two young ladies scared out of their wits that they're living with a poltergeist.

Stacy suspects it might be a family of possums– which is a good guess based on the squeals the girls have recorded but 5 minutes of walking around outside solves the mystery: it’s a malfunctioning heat pump.

“Want me to get Jimmy on it?”

“Nah, give me an hour and a ladder. I’ll take care of it when I drive the lumber over for Dave’s planters.”

“You sure you remember how to turn a wrench, Mr. Millionaire?”

“Believe it or not, Stace, I actually used one just last week,” I say. “Didn’t even pull a muscle.”

We loop around to Main Street to check out the storefronts we’ve been helping out. Some of the businesses just need discount rent—or even just a space to rent at all—but a couple of these… well, Stacy and I are what you might call silent investors.

First up is a pottery studio we’ve backed, a coil of the art students from the college in. A space for them to work, with the deal that they have to offer classes to kids, date night lessons on Fridays and Saturdays. Involve the community.

It smells—damp. There’s clay and lavender, and when we first step in I like it, but the further back into the room we go, the heavier the smell is.

“They need a new fan in here,” Stacy says, already scribbling.

Next up is the bookstore. My soft spot. I tell myself it’s because I’m a reader, because places like this kept me sane when I was younger—but honestly? I just didn’t want to see it go.

t’s one of those narrow little shotgun spaces, old floors that creak when you shift your weight. Smells like old paper, cedar, and lemony cleaner that hasn’t quite chased off the scent of damp.

Of course I head straight for the westerns, ignoring whatever conversation Stacy’s having with Tim—the new owner, nephew of the lady who ran the store for years before it went out of business about a decade ago.

My fingers brush a worn copy of All the Pretty Horses, the spine soft, the edges foxed with age.

“Still single-handedly keeping this place afloat?” Stacy teases.

“Somebody has to preserve the legacy of Larry McMurtry,” I say solemnly. “And lesbian erotica.”

She makes a sound—could be a laugh, could be a snort. “Man of culture.”

I smile, but something else tugs at me. Books do this—settle me down, remind me who I am. You fill a house with books, it starts to feel like a home. Doesn’t matter if the furniture’s from Craigslist and the kitchen light hums. Books in a corner, books by the bed—boom. Home.

Of course, the sex palace had been too big for my dinky little collection to work that magic.

Lucky I met Tia.

Actually, the designs she came up with for the library—well, they’re gonna give me a good excuse to buy more books. Keep Tim in the black for at least a few more months.

Figure I’ll just fill it shelf by shelf, try to keep up with the reading, make it real. Not some fake TV-set library.

Nah. A shelf full of Louis L’Amour, that mohair throw Tia’s been teasing me about… She installed all these reading lights in there. Ordered a damn library ladder. I asked why, and she said I looked like the kind of man who might actually need to reach the top shelf—not that most people did. Was nice to feel seen like that.

I set the book back and shake it off.

“Place looks good,” I say, scanning the shelves. “Still doing those author nights?”

“Once a month,” Tim says. “And the banned books club is still going strong.”

I nod. Good. That’s good.

The leather shop is last.

Run by a quiet queer woman from out of state, the kind of person who minds her own business and expects you to do the same.

Hand-tooled belts line one wall, rows of work gloves hang from old brass hooks, and a couple of satchels—real beauties—sit under glass like museum pieces.

It smells like cedar, beeswax, and earth. Not a hint of plastic anywhere. Everything here feels built to last.

I run a hand over a thick brown strap that could probably tow a truck.

“You thinking of upgrading your tool belt?” Stacy asks, amused.

“I was thinking ottoman, actually,” I say. “One of those big leather ones. All tufted and rich-looking.”

She gives me a skeptical look. “Fancy.”

I half-murmur it without thinking:

“Wonder who I’d get to design it…”

There’s a pause, just long enough for her to catch the shift in my tone.

Stacy raises a brow. “That decorator got you thinking in textures now?”

I shrug, playing it off, but yeah. Textures and fabrics, and funny names for colors—and home. And family.

Outside the leather shop, Stacy pauses, arms crossed, eyes scanning Main like she’s measuring it for a coat that might not fit much longer.

“You worried?” I ask.

She nods slowly. “A little. I’ve been thinking about customers. These places—” she gestures vaguely behind us “—they’ve got charm. But charm doesn’t pay the rent.”

“We’ve got the community college,” I say. “Herman College,” meaning the girls’ school two towns over, “seen them professors wandering around all the time lately.”

“Yeah, the professors are good,” Stacy says, waving her hand, dismissing them—and honestly, I can sympathize. As much as I like to read—well, the professors can be a bit much. Hoity-toity. Don’t actually spend as much money as they do time. Like, window shopping instead of credit card swiping.”

“I’m thinking about remote workers,” she says. “Dot com money. Bay Area types. You know the kind. Still working from their laptops, but looking for something quieter. Something real.”

She shoots me a glance. “WiFi’s good enough out here. That Hellman place you want to fix up? Or the row on Piper Lane? Those are the kind of places they’d go nuts for.”

I nod. “Coastal taste.”

“Exactly.”

We stand there a minute, in the late summer sunshine, watching the cars go by. Not that many of them on Main Street, even with all the work we’ve done. But there are three moms and five kids in the park, and I’m pretty sure I saw a young couple go into the ice cream parlor on the other side of the square—and, well, that’s something too.

“They’ve got money,” Stacy says, quieter now. “But money’s got gravity.”

I know what she means. You let too much of it pile up in one place, the shape of things starts to bend. Coffee shops get twee. Trucks disappear. People start using ‘experience’ as a noun.

“Might change things,” I say, slowly. Not sure what I think about change.

She doesn’t answer right away. Just watches a couple of kids skateboard past the pottery studio, only one of them wearing a helmet.

“I don’t know,” she says. “I just want us to be smart about it. Not sell our soul for a few rent checks.”

“Guess we’ll have to figure out how to keep the soul,” I say. “While still fixing porches and building planters.”

She huffs a laugh. “You always this optimistic?”

“Nah,” I say. “Just freshly laid and well caffeinated.”

That gets a full laugh.

“Well, if you’re all full up,” Stacy says, drawing a finger across my arm, “then maybe I need to rethink my afternoon plans.”

“Your afternoon plans?”

“Was thinking maybe there was a nap for the two of us on the agenda.”

We walk slowly down Main Street, away from the town square and the park and the wholesome moms, to our own little storefront, and into the back room, where we’ve got our desks—and a spare bedroom.

Stacy grabs a beer from the office fridge and sits down behind her desk, though not in any real hurry. She’s got a lazy, late-afternoon glow about her, like she owns the place but doesn’t need to prove it to anyone. It’s her confidence that always turns me on the most. That and the jiggles and rolls.

I rub her shoulders a little and kiss her neck, pull her back against me.

“You trying to say thank you?” she murmurs, not moving away.

“Maybe.”

It’s slow, familiar. No rush, no show. Just us, bodies fitting together the way they always have—efficient, a little cocky, but warm underneath. She lets me take my time. Afterwards, we lie there on the bed, tangled and relaxed, sunlight making shadows on the floor.

“You ever think about moving in?” I ask, casual as I can make it. “With me and the girls. Full time, I mean.”

She turns her head toward me. Not surprised, exactly, but definitely registering it.

“I like hanging out with you,” she says. “And the girls. I really do. It’s fun. It’s easy. But…”

“But,” I echo.

She shrugs one shoulder, eyes on the ceiling. “I need my own space, Joe. My own quiet. Always have. You know that. As much fun as it is to visit a 24/7 porn shoot– I can’t live like that.”

“Yeah,” I say. “I understand.” And I do. I really do. “Doesn’t mean I can’t ask.”

“No hard feelings?”

“None at all.” I grin. “You’re still welcome to raid the fridge and boss me around.”

She snorts. “Good. I was worried I might lose access to the orgies and girl talk.”

“Never,” I say. “You’ve got lifetime membership.”
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Iknow I’m in trouble the minute Michelle shows up with a stopwatch.

“I’m just here to referee,” she says, snapping a headband on like she’s about to coach a decathlon and pouring some fancy electrolyte powder into a mason jar of water. We’re in the basement, technically—but it doesn’t look like any basement I ever grew up with. Thick rugs. Mood lighting. A padded bench. A mirror wall. The yoga mats are rolled up in the corner, replaced by mattresses and a low, wide couch that’s already seen some things.

By the time I cotton to what, exactly, I’m in for, Carly, Petra, and Eva are lined up in front of the couch like some kind of Olympic opening ceremony.

Carly’s wearing a cute little lingerie set with one of my old flannels open over it like a robe. Petra’s in a see-through red lace number, lips painted to match, thick mascara and smoky eyes. And Eva? Braids. Sweet, smug, and dangerous.

Whew, boy.

I sometimes wonder if it makes me a lesser man, how hard I fall for the details. But a mess of mascara on a girl’s face from taking a cock too deep? That used to be one of my go-to porn searches before the lottery glow-up. That and red lipstick blowjobs. So yeah, Petra’s got me cornered.

As for Eva’s braids? Well. I once confessed to Carly how much I liked holding on when things got heated—something about the handle, the tension, the sense of being taken. Wondered if ears were designed as secondary grip points. She laughed. Then let me test the theory.

Carly’s hair is pulled into a high ponytail tonight, and that particular bra she has on always makes me think about tit-fucking. First time we got together, she pressed her tits together and let me thrust through that perfect channel, licking my head every time it came close. Yeah. That was a night.

“You’re going to stand in front of each of them for exactly two minutes,” Michelle says, voice clear and coach-like. “Hands behind your back. No thrusting. No cheating. No coming until the end.”

“I’m gonna need some fluffing,” I say. “Sorry, ladies.”

In truth? Oral’s always been my thing. This whole setup has Little Joe halfway ready before the stopwatch even clicks.

“Way ahead of you,” Michelle says, and flips on the wall-mounted TV.

The room fills with sound. A deep male groan. Wet, rhythmic sucking. The screen shows a young woman on her knees, lips stretched around a thick cock, tears running down her cheeks as he holds her head and uses her mouth like it’s nothing but a wet hole. It cuts to another: hands tied behind her back, eyes closed, the man fucking her face slowly, tenderly almost, but still with power. Soft black and white, the light hitting her spit-slick lips just right.

Then a short one—some POV scene of a guy splayed on a couch, lazily guiding a woman’s mouth with one hand, her head bobbing up and down as he smiles and sips his drink.

It’s… goddamn beautiful.

My cock pulses just watching. The porn isn’t dirty, not really. It’s devotional. Hungry. Confident. Like they all know what they’re there for.

I feel every inch of it.

“I’m not sure how this is going to work,” I say, throat dry. “But lord, do I want to try. How about I sit here—” I drop onto the couch— “and all y’all take turns?”

“Disqualified,” Petra sniffs.

“Lady,” I say, “I’m an equal opportunity lover, not a goddamn endurance athlete.”

Carly starts first. Soft, lazy licks. Warm mouth, slow suction. She moans like she’s tasting chocolate cake. One hand wraps around the base of my cock, the other pressing flat against my hip like stay. I close my eyes, trying to focus on the ticking of Michelle’s timer.

Two minutes feel like twenty.

“Next!” Michelle barks.

Petra’s all business. Deep. Wet. Messy. No tease. She opens her throat like it’s a dare, swallowing again and again, gripping my thighs like she’s holding onto the edge of the earth. I see stars. Have to stare at the mirror behind her just to stay grounded.

“Two minutes!”

Eva comes at me like a purring cat. She nuzzles my hip, licks up the length of me in one slow, deliberate stroke, and then sucks—sharp and clever, her tongue flicking in rhythm with the timer.

“No thrusting,” Michelle reminds without looking up.

Which I take as permission to do anything else to survive. I reach out, grab Eva’s braids—because who could resist—and hold on.

“Disqualified!” Petra yells.

I give up. Flop back on the couch like a man defeated.

“I’m done. I’m finished. You win.”

Michelle raises a brow. “Who wins?”

I shake my head, breathing hard. “Nope. Can’t pick. I love you all equally. I’m a socialist.”

“You’re a coward,” Petra says, climbing into my lap.

“A man of principle,” Carly counters, straddling my thigh and grinding herself against me, slow and dirty.

Somewhere underneath both of them, I feel Eva latch on again—bless her—and I just give in. Lay my head back. Let them love on me.

We’re all winners here.
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“You know,” Stacy says, “I used to think I was the ambitious one in this operation. But then I heard about the oral triathlon happening downstairs.”

“Michelle told you?” I ask, trying to wrap my head around getting a glass of iced tea from the fridge, shaking off my sex hangover, and figuring out why Stacy’s at my back door—all at the same time. Which, frankly, is taxing on my poor sex-sated brain.

“Michelle’s got a clipboard, Joe,” she says dryly, setting down her own clipboard and handing me a stapled thirty-page report of—something.

“But that’s not why I’m here. I have a… different kind of competition in mind.”

For a second I’m both excited and terrified. Competition? Is this about who rides me best? But Stacy, ever the buzzkill-slash-visionary, pulls my mind straight out of the gutter.

“A business competition,” she says.

“You ever think,” she adds, “that if we’re gonna have this many people hanging around, we might as well put ’em to work?”

I raise a brow. “You trying to unionize my harem?”

She doesn’t laugh. Not really. “I’m serious, Joe. I’ve been thinking about how to scale the town up. Smartly. Sustainably.”

Now I’m listening.

She sets her phone down. “We create a challenge. A competition, kind of. Invite new businesses to set up shop here—real ones. Not just more pottery and tarot. Think repair shops. Bookbinders. Designers. Stuff that makes a town run.”

“And how do we get them to come?”

“We offer seed money. Rent-free space for a year. Infrastructure help.”

“From who?”

She nods at me. “Us. A fund. And here’s the kicker—we tie it to new residents too. Dot-comers. They want to move here? Great. But they have to buy into the soul of the place. Reinvest. Twenty percent of their bonus, stock, whatever. Or they mentor a business. Host a workshop. Something with teeth. I wanna recruit them but we gotta make community integration a requirement.”

I chew that over. “So we’re not just bringing in money. We’re building...”

“Community,” she says. “But with standards.”

“Take it you’re not calling it the Blowjob Investment Fund,” I say drily.

“Jesus, Joe.”

I grin. But part of me is quiet now. Not in a bad way. Just... still.

The girls are probably still tangled up on the couch downstairs, or in someone’s bed, flushed and satisfied. And I’m grateful. I am. This house—these people—it’s a kind of heaven I never imagined I’d get to live inside. But the buzz fades quick. The heat doesn’t always translate. I love them. All of them. But after the moans and the mess, I keep wondering who’s gonna stay. Who’s really home.

Maybe it’s just Stacy being here, not staying, the way she always dips in and out. Close but never claiming space. Maybe it’s the way she said community with standards, and my brain latched onto the word standards like it meant someone who’d help me build something and stick around to see it grow.

“I’ll match the first three grants,” I say, surprising both of us. “Call it a jumpstart.”

She blinks. Then nods. “Great,” she says, smart enough to take yes for an answer.

“Great,” I say, my mind already somewhere else,, thinking about turning how turning run down ole’Milltown into a real thriving community is sort of like turning a house into a home, about what it will take to turn my harem into a family.
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Post-orgy bliss, filled with civic pride and the kind of glow you get from helping other people—sharing the wealth instead of saving all your pennies for a rainy day—I offer to give Carly a night off from the bar. Any day of the week.

Carly loves her job, and her bar really is one of the actual cornerstones of our little community—as funny as it is to think of a bar as a community builder.

Milltown’s got a small community college, a VFW; two towns over we’ve got a women’s college, and in between there’s some kind of fancy mail-order flower farm that tends to attract younger folks for a year or two. Then there are people who’ve lived hereabouts for generations—like me—and the ones who bought houses nearby because we’re thirty minutes from a major interstate, have an okay school, and offer far cheaper property taxes than you’d get in Springfield or—going the other way—Luxor. I don’t understand how people do those two-, three-, four-hour long-haul commutes, but I don’t have to. It works for them.

And what works for all these different people is a cold beer at Carly’s. Seems like before I started investing, it was just about the only place in town to hang—and even now that I’ve got some of these little businesses going? Carly’s is still the one place everyone agrees on.

Carly’s different than Eva. A no-nonsense kind of gal, even if she’s also a good-time girl. Perfect person to own and run a bar, if you ask me. But lord, it’s a lot of work. I figure that’s part of why she’s so into the sex—besides just liking it—it takes the pressure off.

But really, I think she just also likes sex. Carly’s got a dirtier mind than me, and I love that kind of unclean honesty. Never thought cuckqueaning was a real thing until she and I hooked up, and boy does she like hearing about me fucking other ladies. Almost as much as she likes getting cucked herself, I think.

But even Carly has a breaking point. Lately she’s been looking tireder, and maybe a little snappy with me too.

So anyway, I offered to take on bar management duties for a night—not expecting she’d pick Friday (always her busiest night)—but kind of grateful she did. That she took some time for herself.

I’m feeling pretty proud of myself for getting to the bar an hour early, but Allison’s already there. Waiting on me, leaning against the glass and sucking on a lollipop.

“You’re early,” I say, not looking at the lollipop.

“So are you,” she replies, and I am definitely not watching the lollipop.

Really, I should have known what was going to happen.

Because for as long as I’ve known Allison, she’s been the sweet, shy, innocent college co-ed. Virginal even, if you can be a sorority girl working in a bar and still count as virginal.

Long brown hair. Strawberry shortcake type. Always in pastel tank tops and denim short-shorts.

Not really my type. Definitely someone’s type—just not mine.

“Joe,” she says once we’re behind the bar, looking down as she ties on her apron, “you like helping people, right?”

“Yeah. Sure.”

“Carly’s been telling me.”

She looks… nervous. Not scared. Hopeful. Biting the inside of her cheek, lips shiny from that damn balm. Hair in a low ponytail, skin dewy, freckles across her chest. She looks like summer. And trouble.

“I want to learn,” she says. “How to give a blowjob.”

“What?”

She tucks a strand of hair behind her ear. “Carly told me about the Olympics. About how all of you share. And... I thought maybe you’d be up for helping me.”

No sarcasm. No games. Just that wide-eyed earnestness that makes her look even younger than she already does. Barely old enough to drink, but not stupid. Not manipulative. Just honest.

“My ex,” she adds quickly, “he told me I was bad at it. Said I was too slow. That I didn’t know what I was doing. But I like doing it. I do. I want to be good.”

Before I can say anything else, she drops to her knees in front of me, looking up like she’s praying or begging or something, and who am I to say no to a lady’s request?

God help me.

Her hands are warm on my thighs as she fumbles with my jeans. I’m not really sure what to do, so I just let her go at her pace, gently tucking a strand of hair behind her ear as she unzips me.

She touches my cock like it’s something new. Like she’s learning me. I stroke her cheek, waiting. Then she teases her tongue out, gives me one slow, appraising lick—and it’s all I can do not to jump out of my boots.

“Jesus,” I breathe.

“You like that?” she asks, hesitant but hopeful.

“Yeah,” I say. “You okay to keep going?”

She nods, wide-eyed. “Can I… Can I try something?”

“Course, baby girl,” I say, stroking my thumb across her cheekbone. I tap the side of her jaw, and she opens wide. I flop my cock onto her tongue so she can get a feel for the weight of it.

She looks up at me then—so sweet, so into it—and for a second I wonder if this is some kind of setup. Because no boyfriend would’ve said no to this.

She runs her tongue along the underside of my cock like she’s mapping me, taking her time, lavishing every inch with attention before finally sucking me in.

And Jesus.

She starts slow. Lips forming a seal. Tongue deliberate. No teeth. No panic. Just rhythm. She breathes through her nose, one hand stroking what she can’t reach.

I feel like I’m floating—until I see a flicker of movement out of the corner of my eye. Through the blinds. Out on the street.

Shit. I didn’t close the blinds.

I spot Mike and Matt across the way, leaning against a truck, eyeing the bar like they’re waiting for it to open.

And I’m pretty sure neither of us locked the door.

I should stop her. Pull her off. Be the responsible adult here. But the way she juggles my balls and hums while she does it?

I can’t. I won’t.

“Allison,” I say, breath catching. “This feels amazing.”

She blushes and hums again.

“Feels so good I don’t think I can hold back much longer,” I say. “You mind if I pick up the pace? That’s something worth learning too.”

She pulls off, panting. “Yeah,” she whispers.

Then she opens her mouth all the way, sticks out her tongue, kitten-like—waiting.

God, the thrill of it.

That anyone could walk in.

That someone might already be watching.

I grab my cock, guide it back into her mouth, and gently hold the side of her head. I thrust—slow and steady, then faster. Just enough to get myself there without scaring her. Without hurting her. All while watching the window. Watching the door.

“Allison—fuck—I⁠—”

The handle clicks.

A beat. A breath.

The door opens.

Light pours in from outside⁠—

—and I come. Hard. A swallowed groan. Allison swallowing beneath me, unseen. A goddamn champ.

“…Hi.”
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It’s late into the night when I get back but, Carly’s up, hanging out on the porch. Barefoot, legs curled up under her, kindle in hand. She’s sipping on some Sun Tea, condensation running down the glass. Her hair’s up in one of those messy twists; her shirt’s falling off one shoulder like it gave up trying to keep up with her hours ago.

I pour myself a glass of tea from the pitcher in front of her and sit down next to her, both of us looking out at nothing in particular. The yard, the trees, the stars.

She doesn’t say anything, just takes another sip.

After a beat, I ask, “You think we’re just one big walking porn shoot?”

She snorts, doesn’t even look up. “I think some of us walk, and some of us crawl.”

That gets a laugh out of me. A real one, from deep down.

But the silence that follows is heavier.

“I want more,” I say finally. “I think I want something... that lasts.”

Carly doesn’t say anything right away. Just sets her kindle down, turns to me. Puts a warm hand on my knee—steady, grounding.

“Then stop acting like you don’t.”

It lands.

Soft, but true. Not judgmental. Just Carly, cutting through the fog like she always does.

I nod, slow. Take a sip. Watch the light shift on the grass.
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I stare at my phone for longer than I want to admit. Thumb hovering over her name.

Tia.

Haven’t called her since she left.

Haven’t stopped thinking about it, either.

I tell myself it’s about the business. About Stacy’s idea. About the future we’re building here. But that’s not all of it. Not even most.

I hit Call before I can talk myself out of it.

It rings once. Twice.

She answers on the third.

“Joe.”

Just my name. No warmth, but no ice either. I’ll take it.

“Hey,” I say, rubbing the back of my neck. “Hope I’m not catching you at a bad time.”

There’s a pause. “I’m guessing this isn’t a social call.”

“Not entirely,” I say. “I’ve got something I want to run by you. Business, kind of. Community, really.”

She doesn’t respond, but I hear her exhale. So I keep going.

“We’re starting something here. Stacy’s putting together this... challenge, or initiative, or whatever you want to call it. Bringing in new businesses. Offering seed money, space, support. But only if they commit to reinvesting. Into the town. The people.”

“Sounds ambitious,” she says.

“It is. And it needs someone who knows how to design for the long haul. Someone who gets function and feeling. I thought of you.”

Another pause. Longer this time.

“You offering me a job, Joe?”

I smile, even though she can’t see it. “I’m offering you a spot at the table. Could be a project. Could be more.”

She’s quiet again. I let the silence stretch.

Then she says, “Send me the details.”

And she hangs up.


5




The front door swings open and there she is.

Tia.

Hair pinned up with a pencil, sunglasses pushed to the top of her head. Simple linen blouse. High-waisted pants that make her look like a 1960s Italian film star—one of the serious ones, the kind who never breaks a sweat even while breaking hearts.

She takes one step inside and stops cold, eyes wide, lips parted.

“Oh,” she says.

I watch her take it in. The light. The furniture. The quiet hum of a home that wasn’t really a home until she sketched it on a pad and said, this wall needs to breathe.

“It’s different seeing it like this,” she says, stepping further in. “A little lived in.”

She touches the doorframe. Runs her fingers along the edge of the entry bench. Every movement deliberate, like she’s letting her body catalog it all.

“It’s so… alive,” she says. “It’s all been loved into place.”

She takes her time with the tour. Living room first. Sun spilling over the rug she picked out herself. The curved bookshelf I had custom-built to match her sketch. The brass reading lamp we argued about for a week and a half.

“Library’s my favorite,” I admit, opening the double glass doors like I’m revealing a secret.

She walks in and stops. The light is golden in here, the leather chair exactly where she placed it on the floor plan. She spins in a slow circle, smiling.

“You kept the ladder.”

“Figured I’d need it,” I say. “You told me I had top-shelf energy.”

She snorts, biting back a smile, and moves on.

Dining room. Kitchen. She takes it all in—soft wood, matte tile, vintage brass.

And then I swing the door open to the powder room.

She gasps.

“You kept the pistachio green,” she says, almost whispering it like it’s sacred.

“Of course I kept the pistachio green. You bullied me into it.”

“I guided you,” she corrects. “Relentlessly. For your own good.”

She’s grinning now, loose and radiant. The kind of grin you can’t fake. The kind that makes a man think I want to see that every day.

She glances down the hallway, eyes catching on the stairs behind the kitchen.

“What’s down there?” she asks.

“Later,” I say. “We haven’t had dinner yet.”
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It’s just the two of us, seated at the big wooden table she helped me choose.

The lights are dimmed, some early days Willie playing on the stereo, so low I can’t really hear the lyrics. Not that I’m listening for them anyway, more like I’m listening to the scrape of Tia’s fork on her plate.

Watching the fork, I mean.

Watching where the fork goes, lifting a tiny cherry tomato to her lips, her tongue darting out to cradle it so gently. Tongue like a kitten’s, all long and pink. Her thumb to the corner of her lips to catch a glisten of olive oil, sucking on her thumb, licking it clean.

I do my best to focus. Try to remember that I invited her here to talk about community planning.

But every time I open my mouth, she takes another bite. Another sip. Another slow swirl of her wine glass like she’s measuring time in something thicker than seconds.

She looks at me once and just smiles—like she knows exactly what I’m thinking.

And that’s when it hits me.

I’m being seduced.

Methodically.

Patiently.

With bread, and oil, and the way she’s sitting with one foot tucked up under her like she owns this house already.

And I am so goddamn okay with that.

She picks up a strawberry from the little bowl between us. Runs her thumb over the skin like she’s checking for ripeness. Then dips it into a ramekin of honey I’d left out with the bread.

She doesn’t eat it.

Not yet.

Instead, she leans back in her chair, strawberry between her fingers, and says, “If I came back, I’d want to do it right.”

That gets my full attention. “Define right.”

“I’d hire local for the build crews. Keep sourcing within the county if I can. There’s that guy who does woodwork out past the flower farm—he’s slow, but good.”

She licks a thin trail of honey that’s started to slide down the strawberry. Her tongue is precise. Patient.

“I’d need at least one assistant. Someone I could train. Maybe someone young, out of Herman. Or someone older who’s been doing this kind of work their whole life but never got a title for it.”

“You thinking permanent?” I ask, trying not to stare as she finally lifts the berry to her mouth.

She takes a bite. Chews slowly. Eyes locked on mine.

“I’m thinking maybe,” she says. “Depends what’s on the table.”

Goddamn. If I could bottle this moment, I would never be cold again.

She slides the rest of the strawberry into her mouth, then reaches for another. This one she dips in chocolate—dark, glossy, barely warm—and doesn’t eat it. Just holds it up between us like a question.

I feel like I’m vibrating out of my chair.

“You’d have your pick of projects,” I say, voice low. “Storefronts. Residential. Public spaces, even. We’ve got people with money, but no taste. And people with taste, but no money. You could make both kinds of spaces matter.”

She hums, considering, then smears a little chocolate onto the inside of her wrist.

“Let’s test something,” she says. “Design with intention.”

She holds her wrist out to me.

“Tell me where it should go instead.”

My mouth goes dry.

“Tia—”

She arches a brow. “You wanted to talk about community engagement, Joe. I’m engaging.”

I lean forward, take her wrist in my hand, and lick the chocolate off—slow and clean.

She watches me like she’s studying how I work. Like I’m the project now.

And I think, not for the first time, that I’d let her rebuild me from the foundation up if she asked.

“You’re playing dirty,” I murmur.

She picks up an ice cube from her water glass, rolls it between her fingers, then presses it against her collarbone. A little hiss escapes her lips.

“Always did like contrast,” she says. “Heat and chill. Light and shadow. Give them both, and people feel everything more.”

“Come work with me,” I say, softer now. “Build something here. With me.”

She looks at me. Really looks at me.

Then she takes the last strawberry, dips it in honey and chocolate—both—and sets it gently on my plate.

“Maybe I already am.”

“I—I—” As much as I want to reach out and touch her, I can’t. Not yet. My brain’s short-circuiting somewhere between her wrist and her mouth.

“Listen, Tia, there’s something I gotta tell you,” I say, slowly.

“Yeah?” she says, still calm, still cool, like she’s got all night and she knows she’s winning.

“It’s about the stairs,” I start.

She tilts her head, amused.

“You know that Carly and Eva live here, right? And Michelle—I don’t know if you met her?”

“Briefly,” Tia says. She takes a sip of wine and I swear to God she’s trying not to laugh.

“So yeah, here’s the thing... they live here live here.”

Tia raises an eyebrow. “Is this like like like like, back when we were in fifth grade?”

“Huh?” I blink. Not sure how many ‘likes’ she just said or what I’m supposed to do with them.

She takes mercy on me.

“Joe,” she says, slow and sweet, “are you trying to tell me that you have—an arrangement? That you and Eva and Carly—and Michelle, who I clearly need to get to know better—are all living here like... like you’re all together?”

“Well,” I say, and then I just go for it. “Yeah. We’re in a relationship together. I guess you could call them my harem. Not sure Michelle would love that word, but Carly and Eva—yeah, for sure.”

I sit there. Waiting. Braced.

Tia lifts her eyebrows and leans back in her chair, considering. Then, with a small, thoughtful nod:

“Honestly? That sounds kind of... relaxing.” She grins. “Also dirty, but in a good way. I figured something like that is going on.”

I blink. “Wait, really?”

She sips again. “Joe, I grew up on telenovelas and Architectural Digest. You think I haven’t imagined being in a sprawling emotional drama with good lighting and a rotating cast of lovers?”

I exhale. Laugh. “I don’t even know what to say to that.”

“You don’t have to,” she says. “Just... show me what’s downstairs.”
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The last stop on the tour is my bedroom.

Tia steps in first, pausing in the doorway like she’s crossing a threshold into something sacred.

I watch her take it in—low lighting, dark walls, the oxblood leather chair in the corner, the deep green mohair throw across the foot of the bed. She touches the wall sconce by the door, runs her fingers along the velvet edge of the headboard.

“You did it,” she murmurs.

I lean against the doorframe, arms crossed. “Did what?”

“You let it be masculine. Not performative. Not cheap. Just… grown.”

She says it like a compliment. Like she means it.

The room’s warm with her in it. The kind of warm that makes you forget you ever lived with cold. She steps forward, touching the dresser I refinished myself, the rug we picked together off that obscure Scandinavian website.

She’s in profile now, looking at the painting over my bed—one she found in a thrift store and insisted we frame.

I step behind her.

Not close enough to touch yet. Just close enough to breathe her in.

Then I reach up and brush her hair aside. Press my lips to the nape of her neck.

She doesn’t move.

Not away.

Not closer.

But I feel the shift in her breath. The yes of it.

My hands slide around her waist. She leans back into me, one of her hands covering mine.

The kiss deepens. Her head tips. I turn her slowly. She kisses like she’s making a point. Like there’s an argument she’s been waiting to win with her mouth.

I let her.

I guide her to the bed. Lay her back on the soft mohair before I crawl over her, like a goodman pilgrim on my knees, here to worship my new queen.

I push her skirt up, slowly pull her black lace panties down to reveal my prize.

My after dinner delight.

She’s got a little triangle of dark curls—neat, trimmed, the same combination of wild and polished as the rest of her. Fuck. My mouth actually waters.

“Caramel,” I breathe, because that’s what she smells like, just like I thought she would, like sweet caramel.

She laughs low, head tipping back, and then she says it:

“Entonces cómeme, papi. Eat me.”

Goddamn. Don’t need to be told twice. I dive in, tongue first, hands on her hips to hold her steady while I taste her like I’ve been starving. She’s salt and sugar and slick heat, and I swear I could live here. She moans, hips rolling, fingers twisting in my hair, and I groan right back into her—because this? This is the best goddamn thing I’ve ever won.

Her thighs tense, then relax, like she’s remembering how to breathe. I lap her up slow at first, letting the tip of my tongue trace the slick edge of her, savoring every soft, swollen curve. She tastes like heat and honey, a little salty, a little wild—like something that’s been simmering all day just for me.

I kiss the inside of her thigh, then drag my mouth right back where she wants me. “Goddamn, you taste like heaven dipped in butter,” I murmur against her, and feel her clench around nothing, already close. “Sweetest little snack I’ve ever had.”

She gasps, half-laughing, half-moan, and grabs my hair harder. “Joe,” she pants. “Shit.”

I grin into her. “You like that, mi reina? Like being my dessert?”

Her hips buck, and I slide two fingers into her, curling them just so while I suck on her clit, nice and slow. Her whole body arches like she’s caught in a wave, and I ride it with her, steady, patient, fucking devoted.

“Fucking caramel center,” I growl. “Can’t believe you’ve been walking around with this sweet little pussy just waiting to melt for me.”

She whimpers—whimpers—and then says something fast in Spanish I don’t catch, but I know it’s dirty by the way her voice cracks.

“Say it again,” I tell her, lips brushing against her, teasing.

“Estás tan rico, papi,” she gasps. “So good—don’t stop, don’t stop⁠—”

I don’t. Not till she’s shaking, thighs clamped around my head like a halo, back arching off the bed. I hold her through it, fingers working slow, tongue easing up only when she goes slack, breathing hard like I just wrecked her—in the best way.

I lift my head, wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, and look up at her. Her eyes are glassy, lips parted, hair wild against the mohair.

“Still hungry,” I say, voice low and hoarse. “Might need seconds.”

She’s still catching her breath when I crawl back up her body, kiss her belly, the curve of her ribs, the underside of her breast. I take my time, sliding the thin straps of her tank top down, kissing each inch of skin I uncover like I’m unwrapping something sacred. Her bra’s black lace too, tiny and delicate, and when I undo the clasp, her breasts spill into my hands like they’ve been waiting for me.

“Jesus,” I whisper, thumbing one nipple, then bending to take it into my mouth. She arches again, fingers threading through my hair, but slower now. Softer.

I pull back, look down at her—bare now, except for her skirt bunched around her waist and the panties I peeled off and tossed somewhere behind me.

She’s fucking gorgeous. Golden skin, flushed and glowing, like I’ve already put her through something. And maybe I have. But I’m not done.

I shift back onto my knees, unzip my jeans and free my cock, hard and slick already, aching for her. But I don’t take anything else off. Not the crisp white shirt I put on for her, not the jeans I pressed just right, not the watch she complimented when I picked her up.

I don’t know why, but it feels right. Like I like her seeing me like this. Dressed up, decent, solid.

I lean down, drag the head of my cock through her slick heat, and we both shudder. She’s still so wet, so open, I almost lose it right there. But I grit my teeth, slide in slow, inch by inch, until I’m buried in her, heart hammering like I just jumped off a goddamn cliff.

She moans, one leg hooking around my waist, her heel pressing into the small of my back.

“Fuck, Joe,” she whispers, pulling me down for a kiss. “You feel so good—so big. So deep.”

I kiss her slow and dirty, my shirt brushing her bare skin, the starched cotton catching every little bead of sweat. It’s like I’m two people at once—the man who dressed up to take her out, and the one who’s now balls-deep in her, ruined by how good she feels.

I pull back just enough to whisper, “You’re the sweetest thing I’ve ever had.”

She wraps both legs around me now, ankles locked tight behind my back, her body pulling me deeper like she doesn’t want a single part of me left behind. I’m fucking her slow but hard, grinding in deep with every stroke, and she’s meeting me, lifting into it, greedy for every inch. Her hands roam—over my shoulders, my chest, the fabric of my shirt like she’s trying to memorize how I feel dressed like this, inside her like this. She moans into my ear, breath hot.

“Dentro de mí, papi—please, come inside me.”

Her voice is pure heat, but her skin—fuck, she really does feel like mohair. Soft and plush and impossible to leave. And maybe that’s the thing. She wants all of me. Not just my cock. Not just the good jeans and the white shirt. All of me. I grip her hips, drive in once more, and let go—groaning loud against her neck as I come, spilling deep inside, holding nothing back.
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I wake to the weight of her above me.

Warmth. Movement. The slow drag of her hips against mine, slick and sure. For a second I think I’m still dreaming—but then I open my eyes, and she’s right there.

Tia. Naked. Straddling me in the soft morning light, her thighs bracketing my hips, her hands splayed on my chest like she’s grounding herself.

And fuck, she’s staring. Not just looking—seeing. All of me.

My shirt’s gone. Jeans too. She must’ve undressed me while I slept, one piece at a time, careful not to wake me. Like she wanted this part quiet. Like she needed to know what it felt like, fucking me skin to skin, no fabric, no barrier. Nothing between us.

I can feel everything—her heat, her weight, the way she’s already taken me inside her, slow and easy, like she had the right.

She rolls her hips, and my breath catches. “Jesus,” I rasp, hands going to her thighs, the curve of her waist. “Tia⁠—”

“Shh,” she says, still watching me. Her voice is soft but firm, like she’s not just fucking me now—she’s claiming me. “Let me.”

I do.

Because whatever this is—her riding me like I’m something worth savoring, both of us bare—it’s more than sex. It’s her seeing past the good shirt, the cocky charm, the half-finished house. And still choosing to be here. Still wanting this.

Me.
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The sun filters through the linen curtains.

I wake up with my arm flung across her hip, her back warm against my chest. She’s still asleep—or faking it. Hard to tell with Tia.

And the first thought in my head?

That was definitely top ten all-time sex.

And I didn’t even get a blowjob.

I smile into her hair.

Humbled.

Happy.

Wrecked.

And—

And wondering what the hell I have to do to keep her.

Not just because of the sex, though yeah—damn.

It’s the way she fit into this house. The way she saw it. Saw me.

She didn’t flinch when I told her about the girls. Didn’t blink at the idea of a shared life. She asked the right questions, teased just enough, and somehow made it all feel possible.

Not like a new chapter.

Like a missing paragraph sliding into place.

I can picture it already—her in the kitchen with Carly, both of them pretending not to be competitive about who makes the better sandwich.

Tia walking Eva through textile samples like it’s a therapy session.

Michelle… probably suspicious as hell at first. But eventually folding her in the way she always does—quiet, blunt, loyal as gravity.

Tia won’t need to fight for space. She is space. She’ll just expand the whole damn house.

And me?

I think I want that.

I want her.

Now I just have to figure out how to let the others know.

And see if she wants to stay.
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The table’s set with mismatched plates, linen napkins, and way too many candles—Eva’s idea, of course. Carly made the bread from scratch. There’s roasted chicken, a salad with grilled peaches, big bowls of lemony potatoes. The wine’s open. Michelle even set her phone aside, which is about as close to festive as she gets.

It’s not just dinner.

It’s a welcome.

Carly’s in one of those gauzy sundresses that never manages to stay on for long. Eva’s barefoot, a daisy tucked behind her ear. Michelle’s in jeans and a black tee, but she’s wearing lipstick, which means she’s trying. I’ve got on a white button-down and jeans—no idea if I look presentable or like a man trying way too hard.

When Tia walks in, the whole damn room holds its breath.

She’s in black. Long, wide skirt; cropped top, gold hoops swinging from her ears. Hair up, lips soft, something unreadable in her eyes.

She looks around. Takes in the candles, the food, the people.

“This is… a lot,” she says.

“You’re a lot,” Carly says, already halfway across the room to hug her. “And we’re glad.”

That makes Tia smile, and I finally exhale.

She slides into the seat next to me like she belongs there. Wine gets passed around. Eva tells some ridiculous story about trying to rescue a turtle and ends up talking about a goose instead. Michelle rolls her eyes. Carly feeds me a bite of peach off her fork and then eats the next one herself, grinning.

It’s good. Easy. Almost normal.

Halfway through the meal, Carly taps her fork on her glass and stands.

“To Tia,” she says. “For making our house not just sexy, but beautiful.”

“To Tia,” Eva echoes. “For choosing us.”

Michelle lifts her glass too. “God help her.”

Everyone laughs, even Tia.

Then she stands, slow and graceful, lifts her glass, and says, “To the kind of home you don’t have to leave. And the kind of people who make it worth staying.”

Glasses clink.

I look at her.

She looks at me.

Yeah. She’s staying. At least for tonight.

The food doesn’t go cold, but it slows.

Conversation gets quieter. Slower. Everyone’s eating like they’re already a little drunk on more than wine.

Tia’s still next to me, her leg brushing mine under the table now and then—like an accident she doesn’t bother to correct. She’s licking olive oil from her thumb after a bite of bread, and it’s all I can do not to drop my fork.

Across the table, Eva dips her finger into the honey bowl and runs it along Carly’s collarbone. Carly startles, then laughs—low, wicked. Doesn’t even pretend to stop her. Just tips her chin up so Eva can lick it off.

I feel Tia glance at me.

Not surprised.

Not shocked.

Just… curious.

She picks up a strawberry from her plate, dips it in the honey, then leans forward and presses it gently to my lips. I part them without thinking. She feeds it to me, watching every second.

“You’re a good host,” she murmurs.

“I try.”

Her fingers linger at the corner of my mouth, swiping a bit of juice. She licks it off her thumb.

Carly’s in my lap before I even realize she’s moved—kissing my neck, grinding slow. Eva comes around the other side, sliding her hand up Tia’s arm.

Eva’s the one who says it.

“Are you staying for good?” she asks Tia, voice soft but steady. Not teasing. Not tentative.

Tia doesn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

No flinch. No caveat. Just the word. Yes.

Carly lets out this warm little sound and leans across the table to kiss her. Eva follows. Then Michelle, standing behind Tia, places a kiss right at the crown of her head—like a benediction.

I’m still in my seat, watching it unfold, feeling something in my chest split open and bloom.

Then Tia turns to me. And kisses me.

Not the light kind. Not playful. A deep, slow-melting kiss that catches behind my ribs and rolls down through every nerve ending I’ve got.

Carly’s behind me, kneading my shoulders, her fingers digging in just right. I let my eyes fall closed, melt under both of them—Tia’s kiss and Carly’s touch, like two hands on the same thread.

I reach down without thinking, find Eva’s braid, wrap it around my hand once, gently. Guide her under the table.

Her mouth is hot, eager. She hums around me like she’s never been happier. Like this—this warmth, this giving—is what she was built for.

I let it happen. Let myself have it. The kiss, the massage, the wet, perfect heat of Eva’s mouth.

And then⁠—

Later, when Michelle’s riding my cock and Tia’s riding my mouth, I look across the sprawl of limbs and candlelight and reach out a hand to Carly.

She’s already turning away—toward Eva, who’s gasping, legs open, thighs trembling. Carly kisses her inner thigh, then leans in like she’s offering up something holy.

I squeeze Carly’s hand. She squeezes back.

Tia rocks against my face like she’s drawing something out of me—not just my tongue but my attention, my devotion.

Michelle’s bent over me, fingers in my hair, whispering something about how good I am, how hard she’s going to come.

I want to answer but I can’t—not with my mouth full of Tia, slick and sacred and goddamn proud.

This isn’t chaos.

This is order.

This is what we look like when we belong.
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Wouldja believe that wasn’t even the end of the evening? Turns out my little orgy story ran long—too long for the book, but way too good to cut entirely. I know you wanna know what Eva really meant when she said she likes to be used and for sure you want to see more of Miss Tia in action— so go on, grab the bonus scene. Don’t be shy— just make sure you’re alone.
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ALSO BY BLAKE STEELE


Just off Main Street

Winning the lottery should’ve made my life easy.

Instead, it made my life hard, in more ways than one.

One day, I was just Joe: small-town handyman, go-to guy for fixing things, spending too much time at Carly’s bar. Wondering how the hell I was gonna pay rent. The next? I was still fixing things, just…more. Bigger. And not always with my hands, although I gotta say, my fingers are pretty magic.

Yeah, just your basic, average, secret blue-collar billionaire next door.

Now, it seems like every woman I touch gets hooked.

And I keep forgetting to charge them for the repairs.
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Highway to Heaven

One day, I was just Joe: small-town handyman, go-to guy for fixing things, spending too much time at Carly’s bar, wondering how the hell I was gonna pay rent. The next? I was still fixing things—just… more. Bigger. And not always with my hands, though I gotta say, my fingers are pretty magic.

Turns out, when you go from broke handyman to secret blue-collar billionaire, you get a few new perks. Like free drinks. A few new responsibilities, like fixing every damn broken thing in town. And a whole lot of newfound friends, most of them in my bed. Carly, Eva, Michelle, Petra…

But as much as I enjoy having more roommates than I have room for, after three days of getting stuck with the last shower and no hot water, I decide I might as well spend some money and buy a mansion big enough for all of us.

Enter Ms. Stacy Kendrick. Statuesque. Luscious. Curvy. And now it’s just a question of what’s going to get done first: buying a house, or breaking down her walls – If she’ll let me.
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Joe’s new mansion is finally ready and what better way to break it in than with a no-holds-barred housewarming party, complete with group games?

A trip to Springfield brings a new player into the mix: Tia, a sexy Latina interior designer with big ideas and a killer body, who’s really into food. Eva is discovering just how far she’ll go to give others pleasure. Carly still can’t get enough of watching Joe. And Michelle? Well, she’s enjoying all this girl time.

Meanwhile, the house might be finished, but the real project is just beginning—a community investment challenge that could help rebuild the whole town.
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