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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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“Goddamnit!”

It’s the fifth damn cold shower I’ve taken this week. And before you say, why haven’t I done anything sooner? Why don’t I take a shower first instead of third, or a shower before the dishwasher gets turned on—well, woulda, shoulda, coulda, and actually, I got a totally legit reason for each of them options.

Anyways, right now, what I need to do is fix this goddamn water heater, not worry about workarounds or excuses or anything else.

I slip on a flannel and some dirty jeans—no sense doubling up on the dirty clothes, that’ll just use up even more hot water, which I clearly don’t have—and make my way to the dim, dark recess of my basement, only to find that the water heater is hummin’ along, working perfectly—and on full blast.

Part of me doesn’t know whether to shame old Joe, who clearly was bein’ a bit of a dummy with his money, runnin’ a hot water heater on full blast for just one person—might as well be runnin’ the AC with the windows open just to “air things out.” And part of me is wondering if it was actually me who left ol’ Betty running on high like this. ‘Cause honestly, old Joe wasn’t that big of a dummy. I got a feeling maybe one of my new roommates might have taken it on themselves to be enterprising around the particular matter of our hot water, maybe Miss Eva being her sweet self and trying to caretake, making everything warmer for everyone. Maybe Carly called Michelle over and had her do it—though I don’t really think Michelle would mess with another toolie’s workspace.

I fiddle with the settings, jiggling the dial, tapping on the side like I got some special mechanic’s touch, and I do find a tiny bit of give—hopefully enough for me to eke out a decent shower this morning. If nothing else, the time I’ve spent down here should be long enough for Betty to fill up again, even though it’s probably inevitable that I’m gonna have to come up with a different solution long-term, seeing how many people are over here lately. Maybe one of them tankless deals, although I’m betting they’re a pretty penny more than what just straight-up replacing Betty would be. Decisions, decisions.

Sure enough, back upstairs, the water hits full-blast hot for close to three whole minutes—before it starts tickin’ down to lukewarm.

Of course, by that time, I don’t care too much. I’ve already got myself in hand, working myself over thinking about the ladies causing me all this trouble. Sweet little Eva, who just aims to please. Carly, my best friend forever. Hell, even big ole butch Michelle, who can ride like a hellcat. What to choose for my morning delight?

I stroke myself a little harder.

Carly feels like home, how she wakes me up stroking my cock, coaxing me along, how she smiles at me like she knew all along we’d end up here. On the other hand, sweet Eva, who never wears panties in the house, who’s always eager to bend over the kitchen counter. “I just want you to take what you need.”

Carly’s touch is steady, grounding. She’s playful but knows exactly what she wants from me. Eva is pure surrender, eager, hungry. God, I’m a lucky bastard. My hand drifts down, and I finally settle on switching back and forth between the two, why choose, Carly wet and moaning against the shower wall, Eva’s soft little gasp whenever I smack her ass.

I stroke myself slow, steady, imagining their hands on me, their mouths, imagining the way Carly grins up at me before she takes me in her mouth, that knowing look she always gets right before she makes me come. Pleasure tightens, heat racing up my spine, and when I come, I can’t help but chuckle, shaking my head as I let the water rinse me clean.

Funny thing is, I wouldn’t have this problem at all—no hot water—if I didn’t also have the ultimate solution to any problem you can imagine: I’m rich.

Hell, ain’t that something? Won a hundred million dollars six weeks ago, and here I am, standing in my bathroom, trying to jerry-rig my way into getting a little extra heat.

I laugh, shaking my head, running my hands through my hair. I was damn near invisible six weeks ago. A good man, yeah. Handy with a wrench. But I didn’t have the kind of confidence to go after the things I wanted. Not till the money hit my account, till I could finally breathe a little and quit worrying about making ends meet.

And, well…

After a whole year of celibacy, a whole lifetime of pinin’, I finally had the guts to proposition my best friend, Carly. And hoooo boy, did that go well. So well that when Petra propositioned me, well, I went to town on her, no questions asked. She needed help, after all. And then Michelle looked at me twice, and hell, I didn’t even have to think twice before jumping at that chance.

It’s like the money set me free.

I won a hundred million dollars six weeks ago.

I don’t need to be jerry-rigging a damn water heater.

I step out of the shower, towel off, look at myself in the fogged-up mirror.

Hell, if I’m so damn rich, why don’t I just buy a house?
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It’s on house number three where I get a little sassy.

“Ain’t you got anything else a little—cleaner—on that damn handheld computer of yours?” I ask.

Of course, I know it’s not a computer, that it’s a smartphone—hell, I have an iPhone, not that I’m whipping it out to show Ms. Prick-Up-Her-Jiggly-Luscious-Fat-Ass Stacy Kendrick, who wants to ostentatiously (and yeah, I did go to college for three semesters before I had to drop out and take care of Aunt May) whip out her Android phone every five minutes and tap away.

She gives me this look, sharp and unimpressed, before tapping at her screen again.

“Joe,” she says, like I’m testing her patience, “this is what’s available in the market.”

It’s not, I’m sure, but I’m equally sure that it’s what’s on the market that she thinks I can afford.

I should be more annoyed by that than I am. Instead, I’m just distracted. Distracted by how her blouse pulls against her tits when she shifts, how those thick thighs of hers flex when she moves. The kind of woman you could really sink into.

But that attitude. That attitude.

“You sure ‘bout that?” I say, tilting my head, trying to get a read on her. “Ain’t like I’m askin’ for a palace, just somethin’ that don’t look like it’s ‘bout to fall over in the next strong wind.”

She gives me a long, slow look, like she’s debating whether I’m worth the effort of a real response.

“Joe, these are the listings in your price range.”

Oh.

That’s what it is. She thinks I’m broke.

I should correct her. Should say something about my real budget, about how I could buy damn near every house on this street in cash, but I haven’t really solved on how to tell people about my nice little windfall; only Eva– who was actually the one who handed me my check– and Carly know. So I settle for the next best thing, which is, naturally, watching Stacy. Watching the slight purse of those blowjob lips, the way she huffs before glancing back down at her phone. I have no idea why, but there is something sexy about the condescension of the whole thing.

Of course, the fact that she ain’t taking me seriously at all? Not very sexy. At all.

“Alright,” I say, standing up straighter, rolling my shoulders back. “Lemme see the next one.”

The tour drags on. Five houses. Six. All of them rough as hell. Barely a step up from the worst parts of town. Some of them worse. By the time we’re done, I feel like I’ve walked three miles, sweated through my shirt, and sat through the most irritating conversation of my life.

I need to get out of here.

By the time I hit my shop, I know exactly what I’m gonna do.

Eva’s holding down the fort, standing behind the counter, neat and tidy as always. Petite, mousy, beige. Shoulder-length brown hair, glasses perched on her nose, like she’s ready to do someone’s taxes. The kind of woman you’d walk past a hundred times without noticing.

Until we’re doing the deed.

There’s something a little bit weird about the whole thing, how she lights up brighter than a Fourth of July sky the minute my dick gets inside her and then meanwhile it’s like midwinter midnight, but I haven’t figured out how to solve her problems. Yet. I hate to say it, but this always-on availability she likes to hand out has been—well, a bit distracting.

Usually, I think I like my ladies to give as good as they get. Like Carly, for example. Nobody’s fool, even if a bit bossy, if I don’t say so myself. I can see Petra getting there, growing out of the temporary shell Buddy put on her, but Eva—well, as much as I like my ladies knowin’ what they like and holdin’ their own– there’s also something downright intoxicating about a woman who’ll just flip up her skirt at the barest of glances, which is really what I need right now, after my day from hell with Stacy.

I lock the door behind me and flip the shades, and as quick as I am, Eva’s quicker—already standing up from the desk at the end of the room, pushing back the chair and bending over, ready for me to take her.

Of course, seeing as we’re not at home, she had the good sense to wear some panties—cute big white things—but it’s easy enough to shift them aside. I slide my fingers between her legs as I fumble my jeans undone, my cock already hard in my hand.

She gasps, trembles, but like always, Eva is wet and waiting.

So I go ahead and plunge in.

All the way in, stuffing her full, pulling out, slamming in again and again, fucking her hard and fast, pounding her into the desk and pounding my frustration right out of my head.

That’s the plan, at least.

Except as soon as I come, I realize it’s not enough.

Panting deeply, I stagger back from her, pulling up my pants with one hand as I pull her up with the other.

“C’mon,” I say. “Not done with you yet. Let’s go upstairs.”

For the first time ever, Eva hesitates.

It puts a hitch in my step. She’s never hesitated before. Not once. Not with me.

“But,” she says, lower lip trembling just a little, “what if anyone calls looking for help?”

Oh.

Of course. That’s what she’s worried about.

Not that she doesn’t wanna fuck. But that she’s supposed to be helping people.

I should’ve known. Eva’s a giver. Always putting everyone else first. Always worrying about what she’s supposed to be doing.

“Oh, baby girl,” I murmur, shaking my head. What kind of bastard must her ex have been? “I’m sure Walt and Irma and everyone else can handle themselves for an afternoon.”

She still looks a little uncertain, so I lean real close and whisper in her ear. “Besides, I need you to do some takin’ care of me.”

Which, of course, gets her moving through the back door and hustling upstairs real quick.

And like that, we’re in my bedroom.

The whole way up the short flight of stairs, through the apartment door, crossing the living room, down the hall, and into my bedroom, it’s all I can think about—sinking my dick into her ass, watching how her little rosebud anus swallows my dick—the sweetest sight I’ve ever seen.

There’s just something itching under my skin today. Some tension I can’t shake. Something scrabbling at me, looking for a rough and dirty and hard way out.

I’m not totally sure what it is. Stacy’s annoying self or how she looked at me—which, let me tell ya, ain’t how I look at myself in the mirror in the morning. Not that I really know who I am when I look anymore. Got me some fancy shaving cream, Eva looking at me like her knight in shining armor when I dick her down, saving Sally Mae’s hair parlor—I just don’t know.

And it’s all with a secret, too.

This damn money, which—the longer I go without telling anyone about it—the harder it’s getting to figure out how to tell people. I mean I don’t have to tell them about all of it I figure, but things like- buying a house. What if I wanna new truck, someone gonna look sideways at me for that?

By the time we get to the bedroom—well, instead of taking care of me—the me I ain’t totally sure even I recognize anymore—all I want to do is take care of Eva.

Want to lose myself in her sweet little body.

Want to see if I can coax something more out of her when my dick ain’t inside of her. Just focus on her, her needs, her wants.

Just like Eva, I like to help people, I know it. That’s for sure the strongest part of me. The part I can hang on to right now.

Eva’s waiting for me, looking up with those soft, eager eyes, already shifting toward me like she’s ready to offer herself. Like she can feel the edge in me, and she’s already looking to take care of it. Take care of me.

But I don’t want her to take care of me right now.

I want to see her.

I need to touch her, taste her, make her come so hard she forgets the way she holds herself back.

So I lower her onto the bed, stripping her slow, pressing kisses down her body, smoothing my hands over her perfect pale skin.

She lets me.

Lets me lay her out.

Lets me spread her legs, kiss my way down to that soft, pale pink pussy lis, bare for me. So sweet. So damn easy to get lost in.

There’s a moment when she tries to pull me up, and I know it’s to offer herself to me again. That’s what she always does—puts me first. But I just shake my head, press her hips down, and flatten my tongue against her, lapping softly.

I can feel it, the tension ebbing out of her body, slowly, inch by inch, and I start to relax too, just letting myself be in this moment, not worrying about how long it will take, not worrying about what will come next, just latching on and sucking on her clit, hard, until she shrieks.

Smiling, I ease first one finger and then another inside of her, slowly, softly. For as much fucking as we’ve done, I’ve had barely a moment to explore Eva’s body, to really get to know her. The soft peach skin on the inside of her thighs, the crease between her pussy and her ass, the crest of her hips, the long, long lips between her clit and her cunt.

She gasps, soft and sweet, the sound of her unraveling just a little.

Good.

I move back up to her clit, circle it slow while I—softly, gently—look for her magic spot on the side, smiling when I feel her clench and drench, pulling my fingers in deeper. Found it.

She’s squirming and twisting the sheets beneath her hands, breathless and needy, and I just let myself relish it, let her relish it, trying not to build to anything besides more worship of her body, losing myself on the edge of her orgasm for I don’t know how long, holding off any thought of sinking into her, no matter how much I want to—pushing off the image of my dick in her, her screaming my name⁠—

“Getting started without me?”

Carly’s voice slides over my skin like warm honey, smooth and teasing.

I freeze.

Eva gasps beneath me, writhing on the mattress, her whole body shaking and shuddering around my hand, cum drenching my face, and not hiding herself at all but her back arching, her ass pressing into the mattress, like she’s presenting herself—not just to me, but to Carly.

She likes being watched.

Well, damn.

I glance up, and there’s Carly, standing in the doorway, hip cocked, lips curved in that knowing smile. She tilts her head, dragging her gaze over me, over Eva.

“Hi, Carly,” Eva breathes.

Her voice is soft, almost shy. But she’s trembling around me, a full-body reaction to Carly stepping into the room.

Carly moves closer, resting a hand on my arm, running her fingers up my bicep. Soft. Just a touch. Just enough to make my hips twitch, driving my rock hard cock into the mattress.

“Hi, Eva,” Carly says. Her hand is stretched out to my arm, but she’s looking at Eva, smiling at her. “You look good like that.”

Eva whimpers again, her fingers gripping the sheets, her cunt clutching around my fingers still buried deep inside her.

Jesus Christ.

Carly’s eyes flick to me, heat sparking behind them. “And you,” she murmurs, her fingers trailing up my jaw until she’s cupping my face. “You look like you’re about to lose your damn mind.”

She leans in and kisses me.

It’s slow at first, teasing, her lips brushing against mine, her breath warm and full of promise. And then—just when I think she’s gonna pull back—she deepens it, tongue sliding against mine, claiming, taking.

Eva moans beneath me.

Carly pulls back, and it’s like some spell’s been broken in the room. I straighten up, so does Eva.

“Sorry, I just jumped in here,” Carly says, not sounding sorry at all. “I’ll go.”

“N–no–,” Eva manages.

Carly pauses halfway to the door.

“I mean, unless you want to go,” Eva says lamely. “I bet you’ve had a busy day. Have things to do.”

“Well actually,” Carly says, “it’s just my boobs that are killing me. Gonna go take my bra off and flop on the bed. Maybe get a shoulder massage while I’m at it.”

I want to laugh—I have never heard a more direct come-on in my life—but I keep quiet, hopeful that maybe the girls won’t notice I’m here, and I can just watch this little seduction scene play out. If they’re okay with it.

For all the sex we’ve all been having, it’s all been one-on-one. I haven’t actually seen any of my partners with each other. Not that I mind. Like I said, I get a full-flavor pack of potato chips with this setup, a different flavor for every mood, everyone independent, themselves, not forced into anything.

But now Carly’s kneeling on the bed next to Eva, letting Eva take her bra off, and Eva—she’s not hesitant, not exactly, but she’s checking. Watching me watching her.

She parts her lips, hesitating for a second before lowering her mouth to Carly’s nipple, sucking soft, then flicking her tongue. Her eyes flick to me.

She’s waiting for my reaction.

Carly must notice it, too, because she hums, dragging her nails down Eva’s spine. “Mmm, yeah, baby. Just like that.”

Eva sucks harder.

I exhale through my nose, fisting my cock, just taking it in—the contrast of Carly’s soft curves against Eva’s delicate frame, Carly’s ginormous tits against Eva’s perky handfuls. Long wavy hair, short bob. Cookies and cream. Or maybe a caramel swirl.

Carly’s the one who breaks the moment first, looking over at me like she just remembered I was here.

“You need some help?” she asks, voice smooth, teasing.

She turns toward Eva. “Should we help him, baby?”

Eva’s breath stutters. Her gaze flickers between us, lips parted like she’s about to say something—but instead, she lets her eyes drift down to my cock.

She bites her lip. Then, slowly, she nods.

Carly grins. “I thought so.”

And just like that, I know I’m about to experience something I’ve never had before.

Carly moves first. Sliding down onto the bed, positioning herself between my legs, easing Eva up with her.

“Come here, baby,” she murmurs, guiding Eva’s chin toward her. “Let’s take care of our man.”

Eva’s breath hitches. But when Carly leans in, brushing their lips together, she doesn’t just melt—she angles herself so I can see everything. The way Carly’s tongue slides against hers. The way Eva’s eyes flutter closed for a second, only to flicker open again—to me.

Jesus Christ.

I stroke myself slowly, watching them, watching the way Carly kisses Eva—soft at first, then deeper—the way Eva clings to her, thighs squeezing together like she’s aching for more but doesn’t quite know how to ask for it. Or maybe, she’s just waiting for me to tell her.

Carly’s eyes flick up to mine, dark and knowing.

“You like watching, don’t you?”

“Fuck,” I breathe.

She smirks. Then she grabs my cock.

I groan, head tipping back as she strokes me, slow and teasing, before guiding Eva’s hand to my length.

“Together,” Carly murmurs. “Let’s make him feel good together.”

And then—oh, fuck.

Two mouths. Two tongues. Licking, sucking, teasing me together.

Carly licks up one side of my cock while Eva licks up the other, their tongues meeting at the tip, wet and hot and holy fucking hell.

Eva whimpers, taking me into her mouth first, sinking down, sucking slow and deep. Carly watches her, eyes dark, then leans in to lick at my balls, sucking one into her mouth, her other hand still working my base.

I am going to die.

I have to touch them.

I bury my hands in both of their hair, watching as they trade. Carly takes over, sinking down on me in one smooth glide, while Eva kisses my thigh, her tongue teasing over my skin.

When they start kissing each other with my cock between them, licking at my tip, sucking me together like I’m a fucking lollipop⁠—

I almost black out.

“Jesus Christ.”

Carly grins up at me, her lips red and slick. “Like that?”

I can’t even answer. My hips buck, desperate, aching, needing more.

I stroke myself slowly, watching them, mesmerized. The contrast between Carly and Eva—Carly’s soft, lush curves, the long waves of her hair, her confidence, versus Eva’s delicate frame, petite and eager, like she’s discovering something new—sends a shudder down my spine. It’s like cookies and cream. Or maybe a caramel swirl. Either way, it’s fucking delicious.

Carly leans in first, brushing her lips against Eva’s, coaxing, teasing. Eva gasps, hesitates for just a second before melting into it, letting Carly guide her. Their mouths part and meet again, slow and exploratory, tongues tangling in a way that makes my cock ache.

Jesus Christ.

Carly’s eyes flick up to mine, her lips curling into a smirk. “You like watching, don’t you?”

“Fuck,” I breathe.

Carly reaches out, wrapping her hand around my cock, stroking slow and teasing, the heat of her palm making my whole body tense. Then, with a wicked gleam, she guides Eva’s hand to my length, showing her how to move, how to grip me just right.

“Together,” Carly murmurs, voice honey-smooth. “Let’s make him feel good together.”

And then—oh, fuck.

Two mouths. Two tongues. Licking, sucking, teasing me in tandem.

Carly drags her tongue along one side of my cock while Eva mirrors her on the other, their soft, wet tongues meeting at the tip, swirling together before pulling back, only to do it again. Eva whimpers, taking me into her mouth first, sinking down, sucking slow and deep. Carly watches her, eyes dark and approving, then leans in to lick along my balls, sucking one into her mouth, rolling it over her tongue.

I have died. I have fucking died and gone to heaven.

I bury my hands in both of their hair, threading my fingers through soft strands, guiding them, needing to touch them, to feel them. Eva takes more of me, her mouth stretched, her tongue working against the underside, and Carly groans like the sight alone is turning her on.

“Good girl,” Carly murmurs, stroking Eva’s back, encouraging her. “Just like that.”

Eva moans around me, the vibration shooting straight up my spine, making my thighs tense. Carly shifts, kissing Eva again with my cock between them, their tongues flicking against my tip, sharing the taste of me as they lick and suck in perfect harmony.

I groan, body strung tight, as Carly takes her turn, swallowing me down with one smooth glide, her throat working around my length. Eva pulls back to watch, wide-eyed and panting, her fingers still stroking my base. Carly pulls off with a wet pop, a string of spit connecting her lips to my cock, then she turns to Eva and kisses her again, messy and deep.

I can’t breathe. Can’t think.

They kiss like they’re savoring me, like they’re savoring each other, and then Eva giggles breathlessly, licking at Carly’s lips before leaning in and pressing a line of kisses down my shaft. Carly follows her lead, kissing along the opposite side, their tongues meeting over the ridge of my head, teasing, flicking, making me fucking insane.

“You’re killing me,” I rasp, hips jerking involuntarily.

Carly just grins. “That’s the idea.”

She wraps her lips around me again, sinking down as Eva presses wet kisses along my thigh, her nails scratching lightly, sending little shocks of pleasure through me. Carly takes me deep, then pulls back slow, letting Eva lean in, her tongue tracing patterns over my slit, lapping up every drop of precum, moaning at the taste.

I am going to lose my goddamn mind.

They move together like they’ve done this a hundred times before, licking and sucking, their hands gliding over my thighs, my stomach, keeping me on edge, dragging me closer and closer until I don’t know if I can take it anymore.

My grip tightens in their hair, my breath ragged. “Fuck—gonna⁠—”

Carly pulls back just enough to meet my eyes, wicked and knowing. “Not yet,” she purrs.

Eva whimpers, looking up at me with those big, eager eyes, her lips slick and swollen. “Please, Joe,” she whispers.

And that’s it. That’s all it takes.

I lose it, my body locking up, my hips bucking as they both hold me down, licking and sucking me through it, milking every last drop until I’m shaking, until I’m fucking ruined.

By the time I can breathe again, they’re still watching me, still touching me, still tasting me.

Carly wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, smirking. “You’re not done yet, are you?”

And the thing is—I’m not.

Not even close.

But in the back of my mind, beneath all the haze of pleasure, that one nagging thought lingers. The one I still haven’t figured out how to solve.

The money.
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Stacy’s waiting for me at the front desk, tapping her foot impatiently when I roll up the next morning, both tired and wired from all the sex, and feeling a little guilty that I slipped out of bed early to get the first shower. Didn’t think showing up to Kendrick Realty smelling like a whorehouse was gonna win me any points with Miss Stacy.

She’s standing there, arms crossed under those perfect, heavy tits, giving me that unimpressed look that gets under my skin more than it should. Tight pencil skirt, blouse stretched just enough to make my brain short-circuit, her thick belly pressing against the fabric, the kind of body you could really sink into. Lips pursed like she’s already decided this morning is a waste of her time.

I hate how much I like it.

“Well,” she says, tapping at her phone, “if you’re here, I assume you’ve changed your mind about the places I showed you yesterday. What did you call them… rat traps?”

She looks at me expectantly, but I don’t say anything, just sip on my coffee, waiting for her to let her mad out.

“Figure out how to build a better rat trap?” she says, sniggering a little.

That does it.

“I have definitely changed my mind,” I say. “About seeing the same old, same old. Want to see something better.”

She tilts her head, studying me like she’s trying to decide if I’m wasting her time or not. “You do realize ‘better’ costs money, right?”

Oh, for fuck’s sake.

I exhale through my nose, trying not to let it get to me. “Yeah, sweetheart. I realize.”

Her lips twitch like she wants to smirk but won’t let herself. “Alright, handyman. Let’s see what I can do.”

The second tour starts off better than the first.

Still small houses, still on the cheaper side, but at least these ones don’t look like they’re holding up the past with a few termite-infested beams. I nod along as she talks, letting her ramble about square footage, zoning laws, renovations.

I barely hear a damn thing she says.

Because all I can think about is how her blouse strains every time she gestures, how her thick thighs press together when she shifts her weight, the soft curve of her stomach against her skirt. She moves like she knows men look—like she knows I’m looking.

Her eyes flick over me once, quick but noticeable, before snapping back to her phone.

I smirk. “See something you like?”

She snorts, rolling her eyes. “Just wondering how you’ve made it this far in life with a brain like that.”

House number three—which only has two bedrooms, nice lot but not nearly enough space for me, Eva, Carly, and anyone else who might move in with us—is when I decide to drop the bomb.

Stacy’s tapping and swiping on her phone again, scrolling through photos when I stop her, tapping my finger on a picture that sure looks a whole heck of a lot like the Heller place.

“How much does something like that cost?”

Stacy sputters.

“Joe, the Heller place is run down, but it’s not that run down.”

The Heller place is down on Paradise Drive, not that far from our town square but on a whole half-acre lot. Rumor has it, it was the mayor’s mansion for years, but that was already a rumor when I was a kid.

“My dad used to say the mayor who lived here ran the town like a king,” I murmur, mostly to myself. “People used to throw parties here. Whole town would show up.”

Stacy huffs. “And now look at it.”

I quirk my eyebrow at her, waiting.

“It’s gonna go for half a million, easy,” Stacy says, waving her hand at me. And she has the prettiest hands, plump and shapely, long fingers that I can just imagine looking real good wrapped around something thick⁠—

“Oh,” I say breezily, “I thought you were going to say a million or two.”

Stacy looks at me queerly.

“I came into some money,” I say, slowly.

Her expression doesn’t change. If anything, she looks even more skeptical. “You came into some money.”

“Yeah.”

“Like, a couple grand?”

I laugh. “Try more.”

She crosses her arms, eyes locking on mine. “More?”

“Way more.”

Her brows lift, but she still doesn’t say anything. Just stares at me like she’s trying to make sense of the guy standing in front of her.

And that’s when I realize that I gotta sell this.

I can’t just say I’m rich now and expect her to buy it. I need a story. Something believable.

“I inherited it,” I say. “From an uncle. A rich one.”

Stacy narrows her eyes. “Uh-huh. And what did this rich uncle of yours do?”

Shit.

“Uhm, funding education,” I say, without thinking, 'cause that’s how I always justified buying a ticket every week, that the money went into the schools, supposedly. “And repaving roads,” I sputter uncontrollably. Jeez, Joe, get a grip.

Stacy’s staring at me like I’m some kinda fruitcake, like she’s waiting for a real answer.

But all I can think about is playing the lottery. I’m not ready to say how much I won, and if I say lottery it will be super easy to find out, and besides, I haven’t told Carly yet, and she deserves to know.

“Balls,” I say, the image of the Powerball machine flashing through my mind. “Balls and—paper.” Me scratching out numbers on a little paper.

And then I get smart and zip my mouth shut.

Stacy stares at me for another long second, and I swear to god she’s trying not to laugh.

She sighs, rubbing a hand over her face. “Jesus, Joe.”

I grin. “That mean you’ll show me the Heller place?”

She mutters something under her breath but pulls out her phone and starts tapping away.

That’s a yes.

As we drive toward the old mansion, I can’t shake the thought—Carly’s gonna kill me when she finds out.

The Heller place is nice. Big old Victorian mansion, always looked a little run-down on the outside even when I was a kid. These days, the rose bushes out front are completely overgrown. But inside, well, it’s had a little work done on it since then, judging from the age of some of the millwork and the countertops. The kitchen’s probably got a good five years left. Big porches, bay windows, high ceilings. Needs work, but I can see it already—what it could be. A real home. A life.

And then Stacy, of all people, surprises me.

We’re standing in the kitchen, and she’s rattling off something about restoration costs when she pauses, looks around, and says, almost to herself, “Shame to see houses like this fall apart.”

I glance at her. “Yeah?”

She nods, fingers trailing absently along the old countertop. “Grew up around places like this. My mama cleaned houses for rich folks. Used to take me with her sometimes. Made me wonder what it’d be like to have something like this, you know? A home with history.”

I watch her, something shifting in my chest.

I’d figured her for just another hustler, another woman trying to make a buck off people like me. But there’s something in the way she says it—soft, almost wistful—that makes me wonder.

For the first time since this whole house hunt started, I stop thinking about what I want. And start thinking about what I could do.

I glance back at Stacy. At the sharp, calculating way she watches me. At the weight in her voice when she talks about her past. And I realize something weird—I don’t just wanna fuck her.

I respect her.

And that?

That might be the most surprising part of all.
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Carly’s on her back, her head hanging off the edge of the bed, eyes locked on mine.

“Go slow at first,” she murmurs, voice husky. “Petra said I need to get used to it. Work up to taking it all.”

She drops her mouth open, wide, tongue darting out to lick her lips, all kitten-like.

Jesus Christ.

As many times as I’ve watched throat-fucking porn, and for as long as Carly’s been teasing me about getting pointers from Petra on how to take me deeper—well, I never thought I’d see the day.

Not that I’m complaining.

Nope, not at all. What I am doing is whipping out my dick and trying not to come just from looking at Carly, who looks like some kinda fairytale porn goddess, what with her head hanging down, dark blonde waves spread out around her like some kinda halo. Or a rope for me to hang onto. And those big old tits perking up on her chest…

I squeeze my dick a little harder, rub my cockhead against her lips. Every hair on her arms flutters up, her breath catching, but I don’t give her the taste she’s chasing with her tongue. Want to make this last.

“Yeah?” I rasp, teasing the tip against her mouth. “That what you want, sweetheart? Hungry for it?”

Her eyes flash, a challenge as much as an invitation. “Starving.”

Fuck.

I press forward, easing in slow, letting myself take in how it all feels, like I’m getting my very first blowjob almost. The heat of her mouth, the wetness. The way her mouth stretches wide around me. The press of her tongue against the bottom of my cock, her nails scraping up my thighs, gripping tighter as I sink deeper. And deeper. And deeper. Her eyes flutter closed, and I lean into the dangerous feeling, the sensation of hitting the back of her throat.

I can feel her swallowing around me. Feel every twitch, every squeeze.

It’s almost too much, but what nearly pushes me over the edge is Carly’s reaction—how she’s pulling me in with those nails in my thighs, how her hips are rolling. Like she feels me all the way through her body, like my cock’s buried so deep in her throat it’s reaching her pussy.

“You like that, huh?” I murmur, voice thick. “Like learning how to be my cockslut?”

She moans around me, the vibration making my hips jerk involuntarily.

“Relax your throat, baby,” I murmur, guiding her. “Breathe through your nose. You can take more.”

And she does.

Fuck, does she ever.

Her throat clenches, spit pooling at the corners of her mouth, her eyes flickering open—glazed, eager, fucking beautiful. I growl low in my throat, gripping her tighter, holding her still as I push deeper, testing her limits. I swear I can see my dick bulging in her throat.

I pull out, let her breathe, and she pulls me back in—and that does it. I fucking lose it, bucking into her, setting a pace that has her moaning around me, eyes rolling back.

I’m covered in thick ropes of saliva when I finally relent and pull all the way out, giving Carly some air.

“More,” she breathes, once she’s caught her breath, looking up at me through mascara-smeared bedroom eyes, and who am I to say no to a lady’s request?

This time, I play with her tits, try to thrust gently, try to lean in and kiss her clit for a moment before giving in again to the clamp of her throat—but it’s a trick, bending over her like that, ‘cause it just makes it that much easier for her to clutch at my ass, to bury her nose in my pubes, to suck it all down when I shoot off, spilling my seed deep in her stomach.

“You really liked that, huh?” I murmur, running a hand down her thigh, watching the way she melts under my touch.

Carly hums, stretching out like a cat, all soft and smug. “Yeah. I like pushing myself. Feels good to know I can still change. Grow. Even if it’s just a stupid thing like learning a new sex trick, that’s something, right?”

I smirk, tracing lazy circles over her hip. “You’re already a lot, babe.”

She laughs, light and easy, flipping onto her side to face me. “Yeah, but why stop here?” She nudges me with her knee, her bare skin warm against mine. “What about you?”

I grunt. “What about me?”

“You ever think about changing?” Her fingers trail down my chest, aimless, like she’s not expecting a real answer.

I consider it. I mean, I’ve been thinking about it a lot lately, haven’t I? But instead of saying all that, I give her a teasing smirk.

“Gonna be around later?”

Carly raises an eyebrow. “Allison is coming in late,” she says, meaning the college girl she has working bartender part-time. “Figured after that I’d have a drink with Michelle, maybe actually sleep at my place for once. Water my plants, you know. Be an adult.”

I grin, shifting to face her fully, my hand settling on her waist. “What would you think about moving your plants somewhere new?”

Her brows pull together slightly. “Huh?”

“Thinking about using some of my money and buying a house. Like, for all of us. You, me, Eva…”

She tilts her head, considering, then gives me a slow, wicked smile. “We could even invite more people.”

God, I love this woman.

“Yeah…”

“At least for a party.” Carly rolls onto her stomach, resting her chin on her hand, eyes glinting with mischief. “Joe, you have the money to buy a sex palace.”

I chuckle, shaking my head, but damn if she isn’t already painting a picture in my head.

I step into the shop, stretching my arms, feeling loose and satisfied.

Eva barely looks up from the counter, tapping away at the computer, but I catch the little smirk she’s trying to hide.

“Have a good lunch?” she asks, waggling her eyebrows.

I snicker, grabbing a rag. “Yeah, but I think Carly ate more’n me.”

Eva lets out a breathy little laugh, shaking her head. “Figures.”

Before I can say anything else, the bell above the door jingles, and Walt steps in, looking like a man with a mission.

“I swear, Joe, this thing’s got demons,” Walt mutters, shaking his head as he sets it on the counter. “First, it burns everything. Then it won’t toast at all. Just sits there, humming like it’s thinking about it.”

I snort. “You’re the only man I know who brings in a new busted appliance every week, Walt. You collecting ‘em, or just looking for excuses to come shoot the shit?”

“Irma send you over to get some company, “ Eva asks, chuckling.

“Damn right,” Walt grumbles, crossing his arms. “Ain’t nothing to do in this town but watch the buildings rot.”

That sticks with me.

I tinker with the toaster, barely listening as Irma and Walt go back and forth, their usual banter filling the shop like it always does. But underneath it—underneath the comfort of their voices—is something sad.

Something tired.

Walt isn’t wrong.

I look out the window, really see Main Street. The boarded-up windows. The cracked sidewalks. The abandoned houses left to rot.

This town used to be something. Used to be alive.

And then, just like that—I know what I have to do.

I wipe my hands on a rag, pull out my phone, and scroll to Stacy’s number.

She picks up on the second ring. “Joe?”

“Yeah.” I lean against the counter, looking out the window. “You got time today? Need to talk.”

She’s quiet for a beat, then, “Is this about the house?”

“More than that.” I exhale, running a hand through my hair.

“Meet me at the office in an hour.”

I grin. “See you soon, sweetheart.”

I hang up, shove my phone back in my pocket, and wipe my hands one last time.

Time to get to work.
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“Ready to buy a house?” Stacy asks, looking up at me from her computer. Her expression is as unimpressed as it ever was.

“Yeah, about that⁠—”

Stacy rolls her eyes, blowing her bangs out of her face.

“I knew it,” she says. “All big talk, no money.”

I start laughing. Laughing.

“Oh, sweetheart, I’m definitely a lot of talk,” I say, leaning against the edge of her desk, grinning down at her. “But I also definitely got the goods.”

I maybe shift a little when I say that—not outright grabbing my dick through my jeans, but just enough that I know she notices. And hell, she’s not exactly subtle about giving me a slow once-over right back, her gaze flicking down, lingering.

I don’t know if it’s the way her blouse stretches across her soft belly, the thickness of her thighs pressing against that chair, or the curve of her hips spilling over the sides—but something about Stacy Kendrick sitting there, plush and powerful, has got my brain spinning.

I’ve never fucked a fat girl before—not that I ever thought about it like that. Women are women, I like ’em all. Apparently.

But the idea of Stacy—well, the idea’s taken root, gotten stuck. Hard and fast.

And actually, maybe I should be taking my time with this conversation. Slowing things down, as it were.

“I wanna buy two houses.”

She blinks, surprised. “Two?”

“Yeah, uh,” I stutter. I’d come up with the idea just an hour ago, and really, I’m still getting used to it. Trying to figure out what it means. “More than that, actually. I wanna buy up the whole damn block.”

She sets her pen down, straightens up, and gives me her full attention now. “Oh?”

I nod. “Fix ‘em up. Rent ‘em out. Keep ‘em local. Ain’t interested in flipping. This town’s already got too many empty houses rotting away. I wanna see people living in ‘em again.”

That stops her.

She tilts her head, studying me like she’s trying to see something new. Like maybe I’m not just some dumb handyman with a sudden windfall.

“You’re serious,” she says.

“Dead serious.”

She exhales, leaning back, arms crossing under her tits—big, round, bouncing slightly with the movement, and I have to drag my gaze back up to her face before I get completely lost.

“This is… a bigger deal than I realized,” she admits. “We should talk this through properly.”

She glances at the clock, then back at me. “You eaten yet?”

I can barely keep my chuckle inside my mouth—can’t help that Stacy’s words bring to mind what my mouth was doing about 20 minutes ago. All full of Carly. Carly’s mouth full of me⁠—

“Yeah,” I say, leaning in, “but I can always eat.”
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The diner is only half full when we get there. We squeeze into a booth on our lonesome until Jennie comes over to take our order, and I take advantage of giving Stacy a longer once-over.

She’s a big girl, but always perfectly put together. I was surprised when she said she’d grown up poor. I’d never have known it with how polished she always is—manicure, pencil skirt, the works. But maybe that’s why—making damn sure she fits in, looks like she belongs. Like she was never poor.

She’s a tough cookie, Stacy. Sharp, too. Has to have been to pull herself up.

But I’m quickly distracted from any deep thoughts about Stacy’s character or personal history by the pleasure of getting to watch her eat.

Holy hell, does she eat.

She orders a full plate—chicken fried steak, mashed potatoes, cornbread, extra butter, extra gravy—and she goes to town on it, not picking at her food like some women do when they want to be delicate about it, but actually enjoying herself.

“How’s that steak?” I ask, smirking.

She glances up at me mid-bite, eyes narrowing slightly, like she can feel me watching. “Joe, you’re gonna put me to shame, just sitting there with your pie and coffee.”

I tilt my head, watching her chew. “Nah,” I say, slow and easy. “I’m getting full with my eyes.”

Stacy rolls her eyes, but I see the way her lips twitch, like she’s fighting a smile.

I really mean it, though. The way her mouth moves, the way her tongue flicks out to catch a little corner of sauce from the edge of her mouth—it’s got me thinking.

And not about food.

“Want a bite?” she asks, holding up a forkful, watching me like she knows exactly what she’s doing.

I lean forward, taking the bite straight from the fork. Chew slow, savoring.

It’s good. But the real treat is the way she watches me.

Her lips curl at the corners, eyes flickering just a little lower, lingering where I’ve adjusted my jeans, where I’m still shifting in my seat.

“Good, huh?” she murmurs.

I clear my throat, dragging my coffee cup closer like it’ll do something about the heat creeping under my skin. “Yeah.”

She pops another bite into her mouth, chewing thoughtfully. I watch the slow press of her tongue against her lip as she swipes up a stray bit of gravy.

Jesus.

“Joe?” Stacy’s watching me, a little smirk playing at her lips. “You listening?”

I blink, shaking myself out of it. “Yeah,” I lie. “You were saying?”

She gives me a knowing look but doesn’t call me on it. Instead, she leans forward slightly—her tits pressing against the table, her stomach soft and full between us—and says, “I was saying, if you’re serious about this, you’re gonna need a property manager.”

“Yeah?” I say, taking a long sip of my coffee. “Know anyone?”

She quirks an eyebrow, lips curving. “You’re looking at her.”

I let my eyes drag over her again, slow, deliberate. “Yeah?”

She doesn’t blink. Holds my gaze steady. “Yeah.”

She’s got the brains to run this better than me. Hell, she’s been runnin’ things in this town long before I had a dime to my name. If anyone can make this work, it’s her.

I reach out, wiping the little bit of sauce her tongue missed from the edge of her mouth. Then, real slow, I bring my finger to my lips and suck it clean.

“That might be an idea,” I murmur. “Got any more like that?”

She watches me, eyes dark, a slow smile spreading across her face.

Yeah.

I think this is gonna work out just fine.

By the time we finish the meal, we’ve got a plan.

Stacy will manage the properties. She’s got the connections, the know-how, the ability to actually handle all the logistics I don’t wanna deal with.

And me?

I’ll fix the damn things. Do some fix-its myself, maybe hire some of the renters to do more. This’ll be my new big project.

“Let’s go sign, “ She says. She tilts her head, lips quirking. “And then I’ve got an idea for how we can celebrate.”
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I don’t remember getting back to her office.

I don’t remember who started it.

All I know is that the signing pages are scattered across the floor, the chair’s been shoved back, and Stacy is straddling me—her thick thighs squeezing against my hips, her belly soft and warm, pressing into me—and I am hard as a damn rock.

She watches me through half-lidded eyes, teasing, rolling her hips slow, making me feel every inch of her weight, every soft curve molding against me.

Fuck.

I grip her waist, fingers sinking into plush softness, and groan.

“Fuck, sweetheart,” I mutter. “You always been this—soft?”

She laughs, low and husky, pressing in closer, her tits spilling forward, her stomach warm between us. “You just now noticing?”

I grab a handful of her ass, grinding her down against me harder, feeling the way she gasps, how her breath stutters.

“Noticing a lot of things,” I say, voice rough.

She leans in, lips brushing my ear, rolling her hips again, slow and teasing. “You gonna talk about your noticing,” she purrs, “or you gonna do something about it?”

I don’t talk. I shove the chair back, stand, and set her ass on the desk, her skirt riding up her thighs.

She’s all curves, all softness, spilling over the edges of the desk, her thick legs squeezing around me. I drag my hands down, pushing her skirt higher, rolling her pantyhose down slow, ignoring her impatient sighs.

“Joe,” she huffs, tapping her nails on the desk.

I ignore her, dipping my head between her thighs, inhaling deep before dragging my tongue through her slick heat.

Fuck. She’s perfect.

She gasps, her thighs trembling, her body arching up to me. I let myself get lost in her, gripping her thighs, dragging my tongue over her clit until she’s whimpering, grinding against my face.

Her fingers tangle in my hair, tugging—impatient, demanding.

“Joe, c’mon,” she huffs.

I grin against her, then stand, undoing my jeans, barely keeping control.

She pulls me in, her legs wrapping around my waist, her nails digging into my shoulders, and then I’m inside her, sinking deep, her heat gripping me tight, sucking me in.

“Jesus,” I hiss, pressing my forehead against hers, trying to hold on.

She just smirks, rolling her hips, dragging me deeper. “You better not be holding back on me, handyman.”

Challenge fucking accepted.

I grip her thighs, brace myself against the desk, and start moving.

Hard.

Deep.

Stacy gasps, clinging to me, her plush body bouncing with every thrust, her thick thighs wrapped tight around me, keeping me locked to her, trapped in her heat.

It’s messy, frantic, fast—the desk creaking beneath us, the scent of her everywhere, the blinds rattling against the window like the whole damn town could hear us.

I don’t care.

I bury my face against her neck, groaning against her skin, losing myself in the way she feels, the way she takes it, the way she fucking owns it.

She tightens around me, body tensing, her breath catching, and then she’s coming—clenching down on me, dragging me over the edge with her.

I fuck her through it, hips snapping, holding onto the edge as long as I can before I lose it completely, shaking, gasping, wrecked.

For a long second, neither of us move, just breathing hard, tangled together, the desk an absolute disaster beneath us.

Then Stacy laughs, breathless.

“Well,” she murmurs, dragging her nails down my back, “that’s one way to seal a deal.”

I groan, pressing a kiss to her shoulder, already feeling my brain struggling to reboot.

She smirks, nudging me with her knee. “You still with me, handyman?”

I exhale, dragging a hand through my hair. “Yeah,” I mutter, pulling back, straightening up, looking at the absolute wreck of her desk.

She follows my gaze and snorts.

“Well,” she muses, adjusting her blouse, smoothing her skirt. “That’s one way to close a deal.”

I chuckle, still catching my breath. “Hell of a signing bonus.”

Stacy smirks, arching an eyebrow. “Think you can handle the workload, handyman?”

I shake my head, grinning as I tuck myself back into my jeans. “Guess we’ll find out.”

She hums, tapping at her keyboard like she wasn’t just bent over her desk five seconds ago. “Oh, we will.”
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By the time I left Stacy’s office, my head was clear, my pockets were lighter, and my dick? Well. My dick was workin’ overtime. Maybe this whole ‘owning shit’ thing wasn’t so bad after all.

I barely make it two steps into Carly’s bar before she’s leaning against the counter, arms crossed, that smirk already forming, like she’s caught me red-handed.

“You had fun with Stacy,” she says. Not a question.

I blink. “The hell⁠—”

Carly laughs, slow and syrupy, eyes gleaming. “Oh, baby. You’ve got the look.”

I glance at myself in the mirror behind the bar. Hair’s still a little messy. My shirt definitely ain’t what you’d call crisp. And I’ve got that loose, easy feeling in my bones that only comes from getting thoroughly fucked.

Carly tilts her head, stepping in closer, her fingers tracing slow circles on the bar top.

“So?” she purrs. “You finally got a handful of the jiggle?”

I must have said more last night than I realized. I scrub a hand over my face. “Christ, Carly⁠—”

She giggles, loving this, loving that I can’t even get a sentence out.

I clear my throat, leaning in. “I came to tell you about the house, sweetheart.”

She raises a brow. “The house.”

“Yeah.” I smirk. “Y’know, the thing I actually did today besides get my dick wet.”

Carly snorts, shaking her head as she grabs a glass and starts pulling a beer for one of the guys at the end of the bar. The foam rises thick and high, and I get momentarily distracted, watching the way it spills over the rim just a little, the way she tilts the glass at the last second to keep it from overflowing. A little white trail trickles all the way down the side.

She wipes it up with her finger.

Pauses.

Then—real slow—licks it off, her eyes flicking up to meet mine just as her tongue swipes over the pad of her fingertip.

“You good over there?” Carly asks, looking away from me and sliding the beer down the counter with practiced ease.

“Yeah,” I say, shifting on my stool. Who the hell ever invented jeans? Only the most restrictive garment known to mankind. “Just admiring your technique.”

Carly hums, pulling another glass and pouring a whiskey neat. She swirls the liquid in the glass first, tilts it slightly, then sets it down with a little clink. “Mmhmm. Guessing I’m not the only one with good technique tonight.”

I shake my head, chuckling, but before I can say anything, she hands the whiskey off, gives the customer a quick nod, and turns right back to me.

“You gonna make me work for it, or you gonna tell me how she felt?”

Jesus.

I shift against the bar, adjusting myself again, and Carly’s grin widens.

“Yeah,” she breathes. “Thought so.”

I let the silence stretch. Let her want it.

Then I lean in, slow and easy, dropping my voice like honey.

“Soft,” I murmur. “So fucking soft, Carly. Warm. Full.”

Her breath catches.

I grin, dragging it out. “You were right about the jiggle.”

Carly’s breath hitches—just a little—but before I can enjoy it too much, she turns, grabbing another order, her back to me now.

“Lucky for you,” she tosses over her shoulder, “I love being right.”

I could let it go.

I don’t.

The next time she swings my way I lean in and whisper in her ear.

“Funny thing is,” I say, like I’m just reminiscing, “it ain’t just the jiggle that got me. It’s the way she moves.” I lift my hand, rolling my wrist lazily, like I’m picturing it all over again. “The way she rides it. Slow at first, teasing—like she knows she’s got you right where she wants you.”

Carly makes a strangled noise.

I smirk. Gotcha, sweetheart.

The bell above the bar jingles, and Allison strides in, tugging off her jacket.

“Just in time,” Carly says, whipping off her bar towel and throwing it at Allison before she’s even finished hanging up her jacket.

“What? Whoa, okay,” Allison says, slipping behind the bar as Carly grabs my hand and drags me through the back door.

The second we’re on the other side, Carly’s on me. No hesitation, no warm-up. Just full-body, desperate heat, like she’s been holding back all night and can’t anymore.

I raise an eyebrow. “Ain’t you having drinks with Michelle?”

“Oh, she’s on her way,” Carly breathes. Her hands are already on me, but her eyes flick past my shoulder, fast. I follow the glance, catching the glow of the clock on the wall.

She’s checking the time.

That’s when it clicks.

I barely get a word out before she presses against me, soft curves meeting hard muscle, the scent of her warm skin rising up between us. Her fingers skim up my chest, slow and teasing, but there’s a tremble in her breath.

“I can’t even think straight,” she mutters. “I need it, Joe.”

Her hands are fast now, belt buckle clinking, the pop of buttons giving way to rough impatience. Her jeans slide down her hips in one smooth motion, and I don’t even get the chance to appreciate the sight before she’s pushing mine low enough to free me.

Her hand wraps around my cock, her lips parting like she’s about to drop to her knees—but it’s not about that, not really. She just wants me hard enough to take her, and she knows exactly how to get me there.

But just as I start to enjoy her touch, leaning into sloppy, hard kisses, Carly’s turning around, shrugging down her jeans, bending over that beat-up old couch, bare-assed.

She looks over her shoulder, eyes flashing, mouth half-parted.

“Fuck me, Joe,” she says, demandin’ tone dripping honey.

I blink. Well, all right then.

No need to ask me twice. I grip her hips with one hand, line myself up with the other, and sink all the way in.

Something fun about doing it like this—fly dressed, so fast. Carly’s so wet just from my words. I pull out halfway, ready to start really slammin’ into her—ain’t that the way you’re supposed to fuck, when you and your lady are both fully clothed and she’s so hot for it—when I hear it.

The soft sound of footsteps.

Then the door snicks open.

“Well, well.”

Michelle’s voice is low, dry. Amused.

Carly glances over her shoulder, grinning. “Took you long enough.”

I swear I lose a stroke right there.

“Hey, Joe,” Michelle says, like it’s every day she sees me balls-deep in Carly, or Carly with another man.

I grit my teeth. Don’t like that thought.

“Uh, Michelle—” I start, but Carly backs up against me, bumping her ass into my crotch.

Oh. She wants me to keep fucking.

Well, who am I to deny a lady?

“Yeah,” is all I say, sinking deeper, thrusting into Carly, speeding up as fast as I can, eyes closed.

When I open them again, Michelle’s standing next to me, tank top off, jeans unbuckled, stroking Carly’s back.

Carly turns her head just slightly, and Michelle’s fingers drift lower, teasing. They exchange a look—one of those wordless, knowing things women do that I’ll never understand—and Carly bites her lip, like she’s barely holding back a smile.

Michelle smirks.

“Gonna save some for me?”

I’m about to answer when Carly just about purrs, “Joe bought a house.”

I damn near lose my rhythm.

“What?”

Carly giggles, breath hitching as I sink back into her. “Mmm. House, baby. Big ol’ one.”

I pause for half a second, brain scrambling. What the fuck does that have to do with⁠—

Carly arches back against me. “C’mon now, sugar, don’t stop.”

Michelle just shakes her head like I’m a damn fool. “Keep up, Joe.”

I exhale hard, focusin’ back in. “Carly, you want me to fuck you—make you come—or you wanna chat homeownership?”

She laughs, voice all lazy tease. “How ‘bout both?”

I don’t know how they work it, but eventually, I’m sitting on the couch, and Michelle’s in her favorite position with me—riding me reverse cowgirl—while Carly’s standing in front of her, getting fingered and munched.

And damn, I should be all in right now, but my brain’s got a hitch.

Last time Michelle and I fucked, she told me next time, I could come inside her.

And this? This is next time.

Hell if I haven’t been thinkin’ about that ever since. Especially since I had to wrap up with Stacy earlier. Not that I minded—Stacy’s got rules, and I respect ‘em—but somehow I’m feeling this itch to shoot my load, deep. Plus the way Michelle said it. The way she meant it.

And now?

Now, Michelle’s got her hands planted on my thighs, rolling her hips slow and deep, her bare skin tight and hot around me, and it’s damn near killing me.

She’s thinkin’ about it, too.

I can feel it in the way she moves, in the way she keeps glancing over her shoulder like she wants to see my face when it happens.

Carly smirks down at her. “Us, baby.”

Michelle hums, picking up her pace. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” Carly sighs, rocking forward, grinding against Michelle’s tongue. “Think we oughta christen it.”

Michelle laughs, breathy and low, leaning back against me.

"You holdin’ back on me, Joe? Thought you were gonna give me what I asked for."

And that’s it. I feel myself getting close, my grip tightening on Michelle’s hips, the tension curling low in my spine.

“Gonna let me come inside you this time?” I rasp, voice rough, barely hanging on.

Michelle tips her head back, eyes dark, mouth parted.

“Yeah,” she breathes. “Give me that.”

My head spins.

Fuck.

She wants it.

I groan, hands digging into her waist, trying to hold off just a little longer, just enough to feel every last second of her wrapped around me.

Later, when Michelle and Carly are leaving for their girls’ night out, Michelle tosses back over her shoulder⁠—

“This gonna be a sex house, Joe?” She gives me one of those sharp, knowing looks. “Got me a key?”
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“Welcome home,” Stacy says, dropping the keys into my hand.

They feel like a million pounds—like one of ’em lead weights, the kind you use for fishing real deep. Where the dead bodies are.

“Woo-hoo,” Carly says, pushing past me and Stacy and walking into the old Heller place.

I shake my head. This is real. Not some dream of the dead down with the fishes. This is it. This is my life.

Pretty good life, actually.

And this ain’t the old Heller place, not anymore. It’s the new Joe place.

Carly pops her head back out, looking impatient. “You coming, or you just gonna stand there making moon eyes at your new girlfriend?”

I snort, shaking my head as I follow her in.

Inside, the air smells like fresh paint and wood polish, but underneath that—age. In a good way. Like chestnut you can’t cut anymore, chisels that ain’t been used in a hundred years. Elbow grease and echoes of laughter, times gone by.

I’d had like five minutes where I thought I’d make the house my first big project, do a whole damn renovation before we moved in. But then I reminded myself—just because I had the money didn’t mean I needed to spend it all at once. And besides, the kitchen seems to have gotten redone not that long ago, and the bathrooms—well, I like the pistachio tile, no matter what Petra says.

None of the bathrooms seem to have been redone since the 1940s or 1950s—maybe some kinda rural electrification / indoor plumbing project. And to my eye? They’re beauts. Ceramic hand-glazed tiles, nickel fixtures. The kind of thing you can’t buy new no matter how much money you’ve got.

“Fuck, I love these,” Eva murmurs, running her fingers over the Pepto-pink raised pattern tiles in the powder room.

“Told you.” I grin. “Gonna have to drag Petra here so she can admit I was right.”

She snorts, shaking her head. She’s right. Petra’s not gonna admit anyone else is right.

The living room is massive—high ceilings, a crystal-cut chandelier, huge windows pouring in golden afternoon light.

Carly’s already ordered floor-to-ceiling curtains for the windows and keeps talking about ambiance.

“Ambiance for what?” I asked her yesterday.

She just gave me a slow grin and said, “Guess you’ll find out.”

A double fireplace sits in the center of it all. Gonna get real cozy in here once we drive to Springfield and buy some furniture.

There’s a library too, and I might actually put some books in it now that I have the space and the money. No silly leather-bound first edition things—my beat-up collection of Larry McMurtry paperbacks will do just fine.

The kitchen—like I said, it got redone at some point, and it’s got a nice breakfast bar. Yes, I do have ideas for bending one or two or three ladies over it.

The breakfast nook—bench looks a little narrow for any real action, but we could try it.

Out back, there’s a deck with a grill, table, and chairs leading into a capacious backyard. (Yeah, that’s the right word—this place is capacious.) Big old fig tree overseeing everything, pool tucked in behind.

“Pool’s nice,” Michelle says, leaning against the railing. “Could throw a hell of a party out here.”

Carly hums, tilting her head. “Yeah, I was thinking about that too.”

I don’t know what exactly she’s thinking, but the way her lips curl makes me real sure it’s not about a casual barbecue.

The first floor’s also got a den—Carly’s already ordered a sectional for it, and I got my eye on a 60-inch screen we’ll mount. That’s about all that’s gonna fit in there. Then, a dining room, which honestly feels way too formal for any of us, but hell, we’ve got the space.

Upstairs, four bedrooms, two bathrooms, and then the attic level—another two bedrooms, or a bedroom and dressing room. Plus a little porch tucked up top.

Big. Spacious. Huge. A masterpiece of old-school craftsmanship.

And half-empty.

Carly’s gonna be here full-time—guess she got tired of pretending she wasn’t already spending every night in my bed. She’s ordered a few pieces of furniture and then said she wasn’t no housewife—or an interior decorator.

Eva’s burned through my credit card like it was an Olympic event—cleaning products, fancy vacuums, home health aide supplies. And no furniture, besides a new bed.

Michelle’s suggested some tools and things I needed to fix right quick. Won’t commit to moving in, which I guess is her excuse for not ordering any furniture—not that I necessarily want a house full of black leather.

Damn it, I’m going to have to buy a home design magazine or get some help with the rest of this.

Not that I wanna go all ornate or anything, but I also don’t wanna sit on cardboard boxes and orange crates for the rest of my life either.

But first—getting the damn furniture inside.

I sigh, looking down at the keys still sitting in my palm.

What the fuck did I just sign up for?

Behind me, Carly slaps my shoulder. “C’mon, dumbass. Let’s get this shit inside before you start thinking too hard.”

I groan but follow, pushing the door open wider.

Welcome home, indeed.

“Alright,” Michelle calls from the truck. “Whose spicy-time books are these?”

“All books go in the library,” Carly says.

I shoot her a look.

“You’re the one who said we needed to fill the place up,” Carly says.

Chaos. Pure, unfiltered chaos.

Michelle has cracked open a beer, leaning against the side of the house like she’s about to give a TED Talk on effective delegation, while Carly goes off on some rant about how heavy the small bedside lamp she’s holding is.

Eva’s actually moving things, but she’s also tracking every single person like a goddamn triage nurse.

Someone coughs? She’s checking in.

Someone winces slightly? She’s touching their arm, asking if they’re okay.

“Jesus,” I mutter, hauling a box up the steps. “How the hell do I have this much shit?”

“You don’t,” Michelle says, sipping her beer. “Most of this is Carly’s.”

Carly huffs. “I like a cozy space.”

“You brought five boxes of throw pillows.”

“Cozy.”

I shake my head and trudge inside, dropping the box in what will eventually be the living room. I barely have time to turn before⁠—

THUD.

A yelp.

A crash.

“Shit,” Michelle hisses.

I spin back, already moving. “What the hell⁠—”

But Eva’s already there.

Michelle is sitting on the bottom step, foot cradled in her hands, face pinched in pain. A box lies spilled across the floor.

Before Michelle can even process what happened, Eva is kneeling in front of her, fingers grazing over her ankle, checking for swelling.

“You okay?”

I crouch down next to them, but Eva’s already handling it. She’s not just fast, she’s instinctive.

Michelle winces. “I’m fine. Just—fuck. That box was heavier than I thought.”

Eva gives her a look. “You need ice?” Her tone is light, but her hands are firm, checking Michelle’s foot like she’s ready to splint it if necessary.

Michelle flexes her foot, testing it. “Nah, I’ll live.”

I glance at Eva, watch the way she moves. She’s like a damn first responder. Always taking care of people, smoothing things over, making sure everything’s fine before anyone even realizes there’s a problem.

But who the hell is making sure she’s okay?

By noon we’ve gotten to that annoying stage of moving day where you get a revolving door of drop-ins, people stopping by to say “hey” and “can I help” but really to check things out, maybe mooch a snack or a give away.

Walt brings a toaster and Irma suggests we get a dog. Mike and Mike arrive, move a lamp, expect a beer, because of course. Sallie Mae shows up and actually unpacks a box of towels, which is more than I can say for Carly who’smoved maybe one more additional lamp

Stacy swings by, claiming she just wanted to make sure I got my bedroom set up—only to break a nail opening a box. Before she can even swear properly, Eva’s already pulling a fresh acrylic from her bag and fixing it for her. Like it’s just normal to have an emergency nail repair kit in her damn purse.

Petra pokes her head in through the open door. “Is there space for me, Joe? Should I need to come?”

I freeze. Not thinking about Petra’s blowjob skills. Not thinking about Petra’s blowjob skills.

I clear my throat. “But of course, Petra.”

Eva shakes her head, muttering something under her breath, before smiling at Petra. “Let me get you some more iced tea.”

Of course she does.

It’s been a long day all around, and by the time I flop down on my bed at 10 p.m.—boxes out, everything in the right rooms, almost all unpacked, and still five damn empty rooms left—I’m spent. Just looking forward to falling asleep for once.

No action. No interruptions. Just sleep.

Of course, Eva has other ideas.

I’m half-asleep when I hear the door snick open. I lie there, arm over my eyes, trying to see if I can tell who it is just from the pad of their feet across the floorboards—used to know back home—well, this is home now. I’ll have to get used to all the creaks and squeaks in a new way.

I’m pretty sure it’s Eva by how lightly she lands on the bed, but just for fun, I keep my eyes closed, waiting. Half hoping she’ll think I’m asleep and take off—after all, she’s worked about as hard as anyone today. I’m not really sure how to tell her to take a load off, take a break, without offending her. She seems to get so much juice out of helping people.

It’s one hand in my waistband and another at my fly, and I grab her hand.

“Hey now,” I say. “You don’t have to do that.” I try to make my voice as gentle as possible. “It’s been a long day.”

Eva looks up at me, pouting, and for a minute, I think I’ve really done it wrong—hurt her feelings in exactly the way I didn’t want to.

“But Joe,” she says. “This is for me. I—I need to relax. I’m tired too.”

Well, what can I say to that?

I lean back and just relax into it, losing myself in the soft butterfly kisses she breathes into the coarse hair on my stomach, the silvery trail her tongue lays down on top of my treasure trail.

She doesn’t rush. Takes her time.

Breathe into the feel of her mouth, hot and eager, wrapping around me, sinking down slow, so slow, too slow.

I have a minute where I want to buck in, where I think about all the times she’s put my hands in her hair and asked me to guide her, and I guess I make some move to do the same now—but she swats my hands away, pushes my hips down.

I groan at that.

This one’s about her.

She hums against me, soft and pleased, sinking deeper, taking me slow like she’s savoring every inch. Like she’s enjoying it just as much as I am.

And I just let my head flop back and enjoy being her tool for once.

Something about that⁠—

Something about being her tool for once, about letting her take what she wants⁠—

Has me groaning. Surrendering.

I give up the fight. Let her use me.

Then—

There’s a sharp inhale, and I cock open one eye and see Carly, leaning in the doorway, watching.

“Damn, Eva,” she says, voice thick with amusement. “I was gonna ask how today went, but I guess you’re already showing him.”

Eva doesn’t stop, doesn’t even pause, just flicks her eyes up to Carly, dark, heavy-lidded, wicked. Like—yeah, you like that?

Carly does. I can see it in the way her body shifts, the slow, lazy lick of her lips. The way her fingers drag against the doorframe like she’s thinking about touching something else.

It’s all I can do to not pump into Eva right then, hard and rough as I’ve ever been, and of course, she feels it. And picks up her pace.

Carly leans against the doorframe like she’s settling in, like she’s getting comfortable.

And of course, that’s what flips me over the top—my tired body, Eva working me over, while she’s rubbing herself too, one hand snaked down her own body, Carly watching the whole thing, heat pooling in her eyes.

It’s a deep, shuddering, exhausted orgasm, pulling every last bit of tension from me.

“I think we need to have a blowjob-off or something,” Carly says, smirking.

Eva pulls off with a pop, licking her lips, smug as hell. “I’d win.”
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Getting a blowjob last night was a good idea, I think, fiddling with the coffee maker.

Made everything feel real.

I bought a house.

I own this place.

The walls, the floors, the land. The ridiculous pistachio-green kitchen tile. The massive library that I actually might put some damn books in just because I can.

The floors that probably need reinforcing if last night was anything to go by.

I glance at the keys sitting on the counter, the weight of them heavier than I expected. This isn’t just a place to crash. It’s a home.

For me. For them. For however the hell long this whole thing lasts.

I exhale, running a hand through my hair.

Guess I better make the most of it.

"So, when’s the party?"

Carly’s voice pulls me back, and then she’s behind me, slipping her arms around my waist, pressing against my back, voice all syrupy amusement.

I frown. "What party?"

She rolls her eyes. "You just bought a house. That means a housewarming."

Eva pads in, barefoot, looking way too awake for someone who spent all day moving furniture. She grabs a mug, pours herself coffee, and doesn’t even look up. "Like a normal one?"

I snort. "Yeah, sure. Just a nice little get-together. Potluck, maybe."

Eva sips her coffee, still not looking at me. "Or a filthy, nasty one?"

I choke.

Carly grins like a cat who just found the cream. "Both," she declares.

I rub my face, already regretting this conversation. "I’m reinforcing the floors first."

Carly snickers, already scheming. "Yeah, handyman. You’re gonna need it."

I sigh, but my phone buzzes before I can argue.

It’s Stacy.

New message: "Think bigger. Sending some storefronts. Call me when you’re up."

I stare at the screen.

Storefronts?

I glance out the window, looking past the backyard, past the old fence, toward Main Street.

Can’t stop now, can you?

Book 3 turns the heat all the way up. You can pick right up with it, right here. Go on, do it. You know you want to — only, make sure you’ve got some alone time scheduled before diving in. Trust me.
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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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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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Going Downtown

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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