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CHAPTER 1


Carly’s smells like fryer oil, old varnish, and whatever lavender-scented crap she’s been spraying lately to make the place “more inviting.” Probably got it from Petra. It’s not working, whatever it is. I mean, the bar still smells like the same old bar smell. But hey, the lights are on, the cooler’s humming, and I’m here like the dependable boyfriend I am, covering her Saturday lunch shift so she can finally get a damn pedicure.

And okay, I thought I flipped the CLOSED sign. I meant to. Might’ve even done it. But maybe I got a little too distracted by how Allison was stroking her lollipop with her tongue, all kitten-like, when she showed up about 20 momentous minutes ago to “help.”

“Thought you weren’t on til 5 p.m.? If you think I’m splitting whatever measly tips I earn with you—well, think again.” I was joking, of course. One thing winning the lottery’s been good for is not needing to scrape by on other people’s tips anymore.

“Thought I’d help,” she’d said, licking on her lollipop. Which was certainly something, not sure I’d call it helping. Although Little Joe definitely would, stood right up at attention then.

Come to think of it—maybe it was Allison who flipped the sign over. Being helpful and all.

Yeah, real helpful.

So helpful that right about now, Mike and Other Mike settled in front of me for their usual 4 p.m. special, I’m clinging onto the edge of the bar for dear life, praying that they won’t notice that I’m completely frozen in place, doing my best to get even stiller’n that.

“Mike,” I say, biting the side of my cheek like maybe that’ll keep me from squeaking my voice too high, “you wanna make that shot a boilermaker?”

Figure if I can drop the shot into the beer glass—well, then it can all be a one-handed thing. And I can use my spare hand for other things. Like grabbing a glass or a rag or making a lot of noise to cover up noises. Or providing guidance, if necessary.

“Aw, Joe,” Mike says, “that’s a mighty fine idea. Haven’t had one in a month of Sundays, I reckon.”

“Yeah,” says Other Mike. “Joe, make mine a boilermaker too.” He slides his mostly empty pint glass back toward me.

I move on from biting the inside of my cheek to biting my lip—whatever it takes to not groan out loud—but of course it slips out anyway.

Other Mike looks at me, startled. “I mean… if you’re still serving, you don’t got somewhere to be, do ya?”

“Mayor Fix-It,” says Mike. “Always on the go.”

“Our Joe,” says Other Mike, nodding, as I draw the two beers, drop the shots in, and quietly—very quietly—come in Allison’s mouth, down there where she’s hidden underneath the bar, on her knees for me like the good girl she is, always helping.

“Allison, you know I enjoy our time together,” I say once we’re in Carly’s office, Carly having finally shown up from the world’s longest manicure. Did a little do-si-do with me so Allison could crawl out on all fours and sneak into the back without Mike and Other Mike ever realizing she was there.

“It’s just not—not—appropriate,” I tell Allison. “Mike and Other Mike didn’t consent to a live-action sex show. As much as I’ve been enjoying it.”

It’s been a thing. Allison showing up at the odd moments when Carly’s gone off for a doctor’s appointment or a manicure or lunch and munch with Michille. Last time Carly was having her little bisexual hangout with Michelle, Allison’d even said that was her motivation—why should Carly have all the fun, she’d asked, before dropping to her knees.

Yeah, you could say Miss Allison has something of an oral fixation, although I suppose you could say that about me too. As in, I’m fixated on her oral.

I still can’t believe that jackass ex-boyfriend of hers told her she couldn’t give a good blowjob. She was plenty fine the first day she went down on me. She’s got this move, just a little twist of her wrist and a hum deep in her throat, that makes me holler louder than a preacher at a revival meeting. And I grew up Pentecostal, so that’s saying something. Not that that’s stopped me from enjoying these training sessions. Getting her real good at getting it sloppy, taking it deep, coaching her on when to tease the frenulum, how to milk my balls. You know, all the important stuff.

“No,” Allison says now, licking her damn lollipop and looking up at me through her lashes.

She looks like a damn college brochure fantasy—long, shiny brown hair, cutoff denim shorts, lips glossy from whatever cherry-flavored sin is currently on a stick. Sweet as sugar, with those big innocent eyes and that soft little voice, like she’s just here to ask about the syllabus.

Only, she’s doing all this in the middle of Carly’s office, which looks like it’s been through a bar fight and lost. Desk’s buried in paperwork and takeout containers. There’s a duct-taped leather couch I’ve definitely fucked Carly on one too many times, and the carpet has a stain I really hope is from coffee.

It’s a hell of a contrast. Fresh-faced Allison, all lollipop and sunshine, surrounded by the grungy leftovers of my questionable decisions.

“No?”

“No, I’m not gonna stop.”

“Aww, c’mon, Allison,” I say. “Think about poor Mike and Other Mike.”

“I bet they’d like it.”

“I bet they would too. But that’s not the point. If we get caught, it could cost Carly her liquor license. Then you’re out of a job. This is for your own good.”

She just twirls her hair, unbothered.

Allison is Carly’s assistant bartender, in between interning as my unofficial blowjob assistant. Not that Carly’s been complaining—not about the blowjob stuff. Actually, I’m pretty sure the idea of me and Allison getting caught turns her on, too, but Carly’s smart enough to think with her big head about this stuff.

Last night, she threatened to withhold titty sex if Allison and I kept up with the ongoing exhibitionist exhibition in her bar. Of course, she said that while I was already sliding my cock back and forth between those perfect, perky tits of hers—God bless whatever physics keeps those things riding high on her ribcage. And God bless whatever perversion made her stretch her tongue out to lick the tip as I fucked them.

Sometimes I think the real miracle in my life isn’t the lottery win. It’s Carly—best friend, music junkie, tit-fuck genius, and queen of the open relationship.

And here’s Allison: barely old enough to drink, shiny-lipped, freckled, flipping her glossy ponytail like she knows exactly what she’s doing to me.

I press a palm down against my dick through my jeans, adjusting how I’m half-sitting on the edge of Carly’s desk. Try not to watch Allison’s tongue on that lollipop. Try not to imagine what she’ll ask me for next.

“I won’t give you any more lessons,” I start, just as she says:

“I’ll stop blowing you at the bar if you give me real lessons.”

We both blink.

I cross my arms. “What kind of lessons are we talking about?”

She shrugs, tilting her head. “More than blowjobs. More than hands. The other stuff. I want to feel comfortable. Confident.”

“You trying to get laid?”

“No,” she says. “That’s exactly it. I’m not trying to get laid. But I want to stop freaking out about it.”

I raise a brow.

She fidgets with the wrapper from her lollipop. “I’ve had chances. With people I liked. But every time it gets close, I panic. I don’t know what to do with my hands, or what face I’m making, or what sounds I’m supposed to make. So I bail.”

“And with me?” I ask.

“You let me try stuff. You said what felt good. You didn’t rush me. It was fun. I want more of that. So that when it’s finally someone I want to be with for real—I’ll know how to enjoy it.”

I blink again.

“I want to feel powerful,” she adds. “Not nervous.”

“…Okay,” I say slowly. “That actually makes a weird kind of sense. But you don’t have to learn how to perform for some guy. You do it for your own pleasure. If a man’s lucky enough to be with you, he oughta be the one asking for your lessons.”

She smiles sweetly.

“And this doesn’t count as cheating, by the way,” she says.

“Jesus, Allison.”

“It’s research.”

“…You have a boyfriend?”

“Kind of,” she says. “But he doesn’t know what he’s doing either. This is… a prep course.”

“I can’t believe I’m saying this, but what exactly do you want to learn, then?”

“Oh, everything,” she says cheerfully. “Oral. Toys. Restraints. Positions. Dirty talk. How to tease.”

“And penetration?” I ask, half-dreading the answer.

She shakes her head, totally matter-of-fact.

“Oh no,” she says. “I want to stay a virgin. In my pussy. But we can do anal. That’s fine.”

I stare at her.

God help me.
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As intrigued as I am by Allison’s offer—okay, “intrigued” is the most polite word I can come up with for horny as hell and drooling like a damn fool—I don’t say yes right away.

For one thing, I actually do get one of those Mayor Fix-It calls, almost as soon as she finishes her little speech.

I won the lottery a few months ago, and overnight went from a hand-to-mouth fix-it guy to a multimillionaire. It’s not something I’ve told a lot of people—probably because I don’t have to. Folks figured something was up when I stopped charging for repairs. Which, naturally, made me busier than ever.

I’ve been buying property with Stacy, doing real work on it, funding some downtown redevelopment stuff. But the funny thing about the fix-it work is—well, it’s not just faucets and washing machines anymore. It’s, like… whole lives.

Like today. I’m headed over to see Petra—who, once again, has a busted faucet. Which probably means, once again, I’ll get primo A-plus deep-throat action. Petra’s a goddamn artist with that mouth. I wouldn’t dare tell Carly, but truth is… Petra’s the best.

A few months ago, though, I helped Petra leave her husband. Just showed up to fix the sink, ended up helping her pack her shit and walk out the door. She stayed at the mansion for a few weeks while she figured things out. Now she’s got her own place. Real nice one. Back deck. Lavender in the front yard.

She looks different these days. Brighter. Straighter spine. More comfortable in her own skin.

I notice it as soon as she opens the door.

"Joe!" she says, grinning. Her hair’s up in a knot, and she’s wearing a soft-looking dress that clings just right.

"Petra," I say, trying not to stare. "You glowing, or is that just the faucet pressure?"

She laughs, then pulls me in for a hug—not a sexy one, just warm. Familiar. Friendly.

“I think it’s the job,” she says. “I’ve got a friend staying with me this week—Natalie. She’s helping me with some of the business stuff. Grant writing, branding, all that.”

I glance past her into the living room, where a tall Black woman is sitting cross-legged on the rug, laptop open, glasses perched on her nose. She looks up and gives me a polite smile. Doesn’t even bat an eye. No flirt. No flash. Just a nod.

I nod back. Friendly, but—okay, yeah. A little disappointed.

No blowjob today.

But Petra’s happy. And honestly? That hits me in the chest in a different kind of way. Makes me think maybe the whole Mayor Fix-It thing isn’t just a joke after all.

“I’ll grab my wrench,” I say.

Petra beams. “Of course you will.”
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We come apart with a wet sound, like the kind of sound a peach makes when you’ve left it to ripen on the counter for too long and then you go to pick it up and it—squelches in your hand. Like that. Gross, I know. But sticky and sweet and somehow slightly dangerous.

Just like the best sex.

I stare at the ceiling fan whirring above us, trying to catch my breath, and after a minute I realize Carly’s sort of laughing at me, one leg flung over me, propped up on her elbow; must have moved while I was still in dreamland about beaches and squelchy sounds and all the good stuff they symbolize.

I reach over and cup the breast that’s not pressed up against me. Can’t help myself. It’s reflex at this point.

“Mmm,” she murmurs, stretching like a cat. “You gonna talk to ‘em? Or just keep squeezing ‘em like stress balls?”

“Multitasking,” I say, thumbing her nipple lazily. It tightens under my hand, like it likes the attention. God knows I do.

“Let me guess,” she says, voice slow and sticky. “Petra gave you another soul to rescue?”

I snort. “Nope. Petra had her shit handled. Even had a friend in the living room. No blowjob.”

Carly mock gasps. “You poor thing. Someone get the boy a medal. Or a mouth.”

“Thought that was your job,” I murmur.

She leans in and presses a kiss to my jaw, then flops back onto the pillow.

“So what is the latest crisis from the people of Joe’s Town?” she asks.

I hesitate.

“…Allison.”

Carly’s eyebrow arches. “Lollipop girl?”

“That’d be the one.”

Carly reaches lazily for the sketchbook on her nightstand, flipping it open one-handed like she already knows what page she wants—a half-finished sketch of Allison, close-up on her mouth—complete with lollipop.

The room around us looks like something out of a Victorian fever dream—purple velvet curtains pulled half-closed against the afternoon sun, a carved mahogany dresser littered with rings and lipstick tubes, and a gilt-framed mirror that definitely saw some shit before Tia rescued it from a flea market. Everything’s burgundy and gold and low-lit and vaguely perfumed, like a teenage girl’s imagining of a Parisian artist’s studio. Perfect for Carly.

Perfect for sketching—blowjobs?

“Taking up pornography?” I ask. I think she could stand to make my dick a little bigger. Assuming that is my dick she’s sketching.

“You inspire me,” she says. “What does Allison want, go on.”

“She asked me for… lessons,” I say.

Carly grins without looking away from her sketch, shakes her head.

“On bartending?”

“Ah. Sex ed.”

“Blowjob 201 was just the start. Now she wants a whole damn curriculum.”

“Of course she does.” Carly yawns. “Town handyman and therapist. Fixing pipes and people.”

She sketches a bunch of pipes with that. Skinnier than my dick, which is nice, even if she hasn’t done anything about making the length more appropriate.

“Allison is getting out of hand.”

“Just your hand?”

“Carly,” I groan.

She pats my chest. “You should run for mayor.”

“One job that wouldn’t require a PhD,” I mutter. “Between the ad hoc therapy and the sex lessons I feel like I’ve finally finished college when I wasn’t paying attention.”

Carly reaches down, grabbing at Little Joe.

“I don’t think you’d qualify for a shrink job,” she says, tweaking me a little.

“Then what’s with this picture,” I say, fake dismayed, pointing at her sketchbook.

“I think maybe you got your proportions wrong, girl. My proportions,” I say.

She laughs and leans in to kiss me.

“Wanna show me how wrong I am?”

“Again?”

She waggles her eyebrows at me. Who am I to say no, but⁠—

“You okay with me teaching Allison?”

“So long as she documents everything,” Carly says, completely deadpan.

I’m halfway down Carly’s body, back to my happy place—the valley between her boobs—but that gets me.

“Wait, what?”

She grins. “I’m just saying—if you’re gonna offer free training, you might as well make it educational. Think of it as a public service. Feminist, even.”

“You want me to run a nonprofit sex school out of the bar?”

“You already are.”

We both burst out laughing.

I kiss her nipple like it’s the punchline, and she hums, threading her fingers through my hair.

“You’re ridiculous,” I say.

God help me.


CHAPTER 2


By the time it rolls around for Allison’s first official lesson—Monday, 5PM sharp, my bedroom, and only if Mike and Other Mike can make it through two Happy Hours without commenting on what sex smells like—I am more than ready.

Ready as in: stiff for half the day, distracted through three faucet replacements, and holding my temper like a hot coal since nine-thirty that morning.

It all started with Tia.

Tia, who I like—hell, who I funded, when she pitched me her high-end interior design + home goods fusion pop-up. Tia, who gives great blowjobs and even better back massages. Tia, who showed up at the mansion this morning in a matching loungewear set and a clip board.

I was sitting on the edge of the couch with her on her knees in front of me, warm mouth wrapped tight around my cock, both of us having a perfectly fine time.

Then she pulled off with a wet pop, wiped the side of her mouth with her thumb, and said, “Hey, babe, can I redo Stacy’s office?”

I blinked. “Uh… sure?”

She smiled and went back down like she was clocking in for overtime.

I didn’t think much of it at the time. In fact, I forgot about it completely. Took a nap. Ate a sandwich. Fucked Carly in the shower. Did a supply run. Spent most of the afternoon fixing a busted lock on Petra’s back gate. Didn't even make it back to the mansion until nearly four.

So imagine my surprise when I walk past Stacy’s office and find her standing in the middle of it, arms crossed, glaring at a tasteful new rug.

There’s also a gold lamp where her floor file cabinet used to be. Her whiteboard has been replaced with some kind of artsy cork installation. The shelves are arranged in color-coded stacks.

Stacy is not pleased.

“I hate this,” she says flatly.

I stop mid-step. “What?”

“This isn’t an office anymore. It’s an influencer set.”

I blink. “Tia said she wanted to freshen it up.”

“It looks like a Glossier store in here, Joe.”

“Yeah, well… it’s not that bad,” I say, scratching the back of my neck. “You still got your desk. The Wi-Fi works. She didn’t throw out your stapler.”

Stacy turns toward me, her expression unreadable.

“She took my whiteboard.”

I glance at the corkboard. “You could pin stuff to that.”

“I don’t want to pin stuff, Joe. I want to plan stuff. That’s what the whiteboard was for.”

“Okay,” I say slowly. “So… we get you a new whiteboard?”

She stares.

“You’re missing the point.”

“Honestly,” I mutter, “do you need to get laid or something? Because I sure do, and I’m still being nice about it.”

Her eyes go wide. Then narrow.

“Excuse me?”

I throw up my hands. “I’m just saying, there’s a lot of stress in the room.”

“Oh, there’s stress,” she snaps. “Because the entire organization I’ve built from scratch is now apparently subject to design changes dictated by whichever woman last had your dick in her mouth.”

“Jesus, Stacy.”

She stomps past me, muttering about boundaries and professionalism and how I’m going to “ruin everything by letting it become a fuck palace.”

And just as the door slams behind her⁠—

“Hey Joe,” Petra says, walking in from the hallway with a paper bag in one hand and a breezy smile on her face. “I brought cookies.”

Beside her stands Natalie, tall and cool, in a denim dress and clear-framed glasses. She’s holding a thermos and surveying the scene like she’s already writing a Yelp review.

“Oh,” she says. “We walk in on something?”
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At 5:02, Allison knocks on the screen door like she’s at a job interview.

She’s wearing a dress I’ve never seen before—white eyelet cotton, the kind that looks like you could tear it with your teeth. Her lips are shiny. She’s got a little pink bow in her hair. She’s trying not to look scared, and not quite pulling it off.

“Hey,” I say, opening the door. “You’re late.”

“It’s two minutes.”

“And I’ve been hard for sixty.”

She blushes, eyes flicking to the porch floorboards like they might offer her an escape route. I reach past her for the pitcher of lemonade I made mostly to keep my hands busy and wave her toward the wicker chairs.

“Come sit,” I say. “We’ll start with a drink.”

She obeys—prim, polite, perky—and takes the glass I hand her with both hands like she’s auditioning for a farm-to-table seltzer ad.

We sit. Sip. Listen to the cicadas. It’s hot but not sweltering. Breezy. Quiet.

After a few minutes, she shifts in her seat and says, almost too soft to hear: “Are you mad?”

I turn toward her. “Why would I be mad?”

“That I… asked. For this.”

I shake my head. “Allison, no. I’m glad you asked. I just don’t want you doing it because you think you’re supposed to. That’s how people wind up miserable.”

She picks at the edge of her dress. “That’s kind of why I asked. I get in my head. I never know what to do. With my hands. Or my hips. Or my face. It’s like, I want it, and then I freeze.”

I nod, slow. “So let’s take it slow.”

She looks up, eyes bright. “Can we… go back upstairs?”

I set my glass down. Stand. Hold out a hand.

“Absolutely.”

She’s draped across me like she was poured there—bare legs soft against my ribs, belly rising and falling, one foot twitching just a little every time I circle her clit with my tongue.

I’ve got my hands wrapped around her thighs, and she’s got my cock halfway down her throat, but there’s no urgency. What I like about 69—something so lazy about it. Sensual. Kinda hard to come this way—for either party, I figure, with how distracting the whole setup is.

Allison’s good at giving. Already was. Focused. Eager. But what she needs to learn is how to receive.

Not just to lie there, but to notice.

She shifts a little—barely—but I feel it. The subtle clench of her thighs around my ears, the way her hips angle, like her body’s trying to chase the pressure. Her breath hitches around my cock.

I smile against her, then nip the inside of her thigh—light, teasing. Not enough to hurt. Just enough to make her flinch and hum around me in surprise.

That hum goes straight through me.

“Good girl,” I murmur, lips brushing where she’s slick and aching. “You’re paying attention.”

Her breath. Her sounds. The way her hips start to chase my mouth when I ease up. These are things I want her to clock. To own.

She pulls off, panting, and shifts to look back at me. Her chin’s shiny. Her eyes are glassy.

“Joe,” she says, voice wrecked. “I feel like I’m floating.”

“That’s good,” I say, licking my lips. “What made you float?”

She blinks. Thinks.

“The circles,” she says after a second. “With your tongue. When they slowed down.”

I smile. “You just learned something.”

She tries to settle back down to keep blowing me, but I stop her with a gentle hand on her hip.

“Switch,” I say. “Your turn.”

She looks surprised, then flops down onto her back, nervous and flushed. I grab a small bullet vibe from the nightstand—nothing crazy, just something basic. She stiffens a little as I flick it on, so I place it in her hand.

“You hold it,” I say.

She frowns. “I thought you⁠—”

“I will,” I say. “But first, I want you to try. Just a little. Let me watch.”

She hesitates. Then nods.

She runs it over herself, tentative at first, then more deliberately. Her knees fall open. Her breathing goes shallow. I watch every twitch, every flicker of tension and release. Her hips lift once, then again. Her free hand grips the sheet. Her lip tucks under her teeth.

She’s right on the edge when I touch her wrist and say, “Pause.”

She whimpers, blinking up at me. “What?”

“Take a breath.”

She does, shuddering.

I brush her hair back from her face. “What were you feeling?”

She’s quiet a moment. “Hot. Tight. Like if I moved wrong, I’d lose it.”

I nod. “Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Want to go again?”

She swallows. “Yes.”

I take the vibe from her and slide down between her thighs. Kiss the inside of her knee. Then the other. I take my time.

When I finally press the toy to her clit again, I do it in bursts—soft pressure, then none. Long swirl, then nothing. Every time she starts to float, I pull her back down.

She gasps. “Joe⁠—”

“Shh.”

Her hips lift. Her heels dig into the bed. Her hands flutter up like she doesn’t know where to put them.

I run my free hand over her belly, her ribs, up to her breast. Trace circles around her nipple while the toy does the same between her legs. She’s shaking now, thighs trembling.

Then I take it away again.

She wails, flinging her arm over her eyes.

“Why,” she gasps.

“Because I want you to feel it build. You spend so much time worrying about doing it right—this is what happens when you let go.”

She pants. “Joe—please—I want to—can I come?”

I pause.

Look up.

“Okay,” I say, setting the vibe aside. “Let’s get something straight.”

She blinks, chest rising and falling like she just ran a sprint.

“This ‘asking me if you can come’ stuff?” I say. “It’s for the birds. I’m not your dom. I’m not your boyfriend. You don’t need my permission.”

Her lips part.

“If you want to come, then fucking come. Say it like you mean it. Say it because it’s yours.”

Her breath hitches. “I want to come.”

“Louder.”

“I want to come.”

I press the toy back to her clit and hold her gaze.

“You’re allowed.”

Her whole body bows.

She cries out—half sob, half scream—as she comes, legs locking around my shoulders, sheets twisting beneath her fists. I keep the pressure steady until she’s done twitching, then ease it off and kiss the inside of her thigh.

When I crawl up beside her, she’s boneless. Glowing. Beautiful.

I tuck her against me, one hand lazily stroking her hair.

“That,” I murmur, “was a very successful first lesson.”
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Of course by the time I get done edging Allison, I am on edge myself. At least that's my excuse for why I say yes to Carly's idea of Round 2 of Sex Olympics: a poolside handjob-off.

“Forget mayor,” she says, laughing. “You’re the pleasure czar.”

“So long as I get what’s mine.”

It all kicks off Saturday morning.

Me on a lounger by the pool, bare as the day I was born, half-hard and covered in coconut-scented oil while Carly makes a show of “warming me up.” Tia’s already out there too, stretched on the lounger next to mine, practically vibrating with anticipation.

“Room for one more?” she asks, already lubed up and wearing nothing but sunglasses and lip gloss.

“Always,” Carly says, shifting over so Tia can straddle one of my legs. Carly keeps working my chest. Tia starts on my thighs.

Then Michelle shows up, looking like she just stepped out of a goddamn pinup calendar with her hair up and a vibrator tucked into the waistband of her bikini bottoms.

Then Eva, hair still damp from the shower, smelling like honey and salt.

And then Stacy walks by, muttering something about liability waivers and godlessness.

“Jesus Christ,” I say, as four women coo over my dick like it’s a prize-winning melon. “Are we filming a thing?”

“Nope,” Carly chirps. “Just practicing teamwork.”

They take turns like they’re doing a clinic—Michelle with the grip strength, Eva with the twist, Carly coaching from the sidelines, and Tia just flat-out grinding against my hip.

Somewhere in the middle of round two, the group vibe tips.

Tia starts rubbing herself between strokes, moaning softly as Carly kisses Michelle, and Eva starts nibbling at Carly’s neck.

Tia gasps. “Fuck—okay—okay—I need cock.”

Michelle lifts her head. “I’ve got the strap.”

Tia shakes her head. “Not silicone. Cock. I want to feel it.”

I glance at the clipboard Carly left on the poolside table.

“Tia,” I say, doing my best to sound serious. “We have a schedule.”

“I need it,” she says, panting. “Please, Joe—I’ll go crazy.”

I sigh.

The things I do for this community.

Michelle’s already lubed up and mounting Eva with the strap-on, Eva letting out this cute little whimper as she lifts her hips to meet it.

And me?

Well.

Sometimes a man’s just got to scratch an itch.

I maneuver Tia around so she’s kneeling on the grass, torso bent over the lounger.

The skin on her ass is glowing a golden tawny brown in the sun, and man, it’s just like—a brown peach. Perfect. I’m a lucky son of a gun. I grab a little lube and lube her ass, just ’cause I can—the ass cheeks, I mean, not her hole. Just long enough to make her whimper a little more, and then I slide in—slow and steady, no ceremony. Just thick and deep and there, like I’m tightening a bolt or filling a damn pothole.

She gasps and arches back against me, and I wrap a hand around her waist, steadying us both as I start to move.

“Atta girl,” I murmur. “We’ll get you sorted.”

“You needed it, huh,” I murmur, thumbing the curve of her ass as I bottom out. “Poor girl.”

She moans, high and helpless. “Yes—Joe, yes, fuck, thank you⁠—”

I start to move—long, deep strokes, angled just right to pull that little cry from her every time I push in. Her legs are shaking already. Her tits bounce with every thrust, and I reach forward, palm slick, to squeeze one while the other brushes the towel.

From the corner of my eye, I catch Michelle. She’s got Eva flat on her back on a towel, her strap-on grinding slow and smooth into Eva’s hips while Eva keens under her, clinging with both arms. Michelle’s focused, precise, her hand on Eva’s hipbone like she’s fine-tuning a machine.

They do this a lot now.

Sometimes it’s fingers. Sometimes her fist. Sometimes it’s the strap.

They never fuck alone—always in front of us, part of the bigger scene. A show. A ritual.

And every damn time, I feel it—that pull. Watching them is almost as good as fucking. Sometimes better. The way Eva writhes under Michelle, open, undone, eager to be used. It gets me every time.

Michelle glances up and catches my eye as she pushes deeper into Eva. She smirks. It’s not jealousy—it’s solidarity. She knows I’m watching and she likes it.

So does Carly, apparently, because she leans in and captures my mouth in a kiss just as I drive deeper into Tia. Her lips are warm, a little citrus-sweet from her drink. She slides her tongue along mine, fingers curling around the back of my neck, and I groan into her mouth.

Tia’s crying out now, grinding back against me like she’s gone wild, slick thighs quivering. My hands are full: Tia’s ass, Carly’s tit. Eva’s moaning, Michelle’s hips; my brain is melting in the heat.

Tia chokes out, “I’m gonna come—I’m gonna⁠—”

“Do it,” I growl, smacking her ass as she clamps down around me.

She breaks apart with a sharp scream, trembling all over. I follow, coming deep, buried to the hilt, jaw clenched, body tense as hell.

And even as I soften, I keep watching Michelle and Eva—like I always do.

I slump back on the lounger like I’ve just run a triathlon with my dick.

Tia’s curled up next to me, boneless and grinning, while Eva lays sprawled across the other chair, Michelle stroking her hair like a well-fed cat. The sun’s baking us all into a satisfied stupor, and the air smells like coconut oil, chlorine, and come.

Carly perches on the armrest beside me, one leg draped over mine, idly tracing circles on my chest.

“Joe,” she says, voice syrupy and smug, “you have so many jobs.”

I grunt.

“Handyman,” she says, ticking it off on her fingers. “Sex instructor. Emotional support jackhammer. Pool entertainment director.”

I groan and cover my face with one arm.

“Landlord. Masseuse. Cock therapist. Inspirational leader of the Pleasure Olympics.”

“Stop.”

“Mayor Fix-It.”

“You forgot clipboard guy.”

“Oh right,” she says, mock-serious. “Logistics. Vital.”

She leans down and presses a kiss to my cheek.

“You’re really good at all of them, you know.”

I peek out from under my arm.

She’s smiling. Not teasing now—just… warm.

“I mean it,” she says. “You show up. Every time.”

My throat gets a little tight, but I just nod.

“I’m gonna nap,” I mutter.

“Of course you are,” she says, brushing her fingers through my hair. “Take five, Coach. You’ve earned it.”
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My office still smells like printer toner and old ambition.

The A/C’s clanking, the fluorescent light’s flickering, and I’m on my third cup of coffee trying to remember how to spell initiative. My shirt’s sticking to my back. My dick’s been through a war. And there’s a pink handprint on my thigh I can’t explain to anyone outside a porn set.

So when Petra knocks on the glass and steps inside, I blink like I’m seeing a mirage.

“Joe,” she says crisply. “Do you have ten minutes?”

I check the clock. “Sure. I’ve got… I dunno, twenty brain cells left. Use them wisely.”

She smiles. Small, tart. Dressed like she’s about to lead a wellness seminar, in a sleeveless linen dress and platform sandals. Natalie follows behind her, tall and calm, tablet in hand, highlighter tucked into her ponytail.

“This is Natalie,” Petra says. “She is my—” she glances back, “—my thinking friend. She has helped shape this.”

“Nice to meet you,” Natalie says, holding out a hand. Her grip’s firm. Her vibe’s unfazed.

Petra sits first. Natalie perches beside her. They don’t wait for small talk.

“We want to create a support service,” Petra says. “For women who are lonely. Who don’t have community. Who don’t know how to leave bad situations. Or who come out of something bad and don’t know what happens next.”

“Like a shelter?” I ask.

“No,” Petra says quickly. “That already exists. This is after that. We want to build skills. Belonging. There would be host homes. Training programs. Some counseling. Some… sexual health, too.”

My eyebrows lift. Natalie picks up smoothly.

“Hearth Sisterhood,” she says. “That’s the name. A soft place to land, and a path to something more stable. We’ve drafted a proposal for a pilot—five women, three months, three homes.”

Petra watches me carefully. “We would run it. Not you. But we need startup funds. And permission to use one of the renovation houses as our first location.”

I lean back in my chair.

It’s not a bad idea. Hell, it’s a good one. It fits. Threads right through what we’re already doing—housing, health, education, repair. I glance at Petra. She’s sitting very straight. Her hands are folded neatly in her lap.

“I know you already give us a lot,” she says quietly. “But this—this I think is worth it.”

There’s no seduction in her voice. No flirt. Just the kind of fierce, bone-deep conviction I’ve come to expect from Petra when something matters.

I tap my pen against the desk.

“You run it clean,” I say. “Not a sugar-baby pipeline. Not a halfway house. Something real.”

Petra nods once. “Of course.”

I turn to Natalie. “You do the admin?”

She nods. “Budget, partnerships, brand language. I’ve got a nonprofit background. Petra’s the heart, I’m the calendar.”

“I can see it now,”I say. “You two are gonna be dangerous.”

“Dangerous is for good,” Petra says, smiling.

I push the folder back toward them. “Let’s do it.”

Petra blinks. Then leans forward slightly, hands still folded.

“You are very good man,” she says. “Very good boss. I do not know how you run everything, but I hope you don’t stop.”

Then she stands. Smooth. Sharp.

Natalie smiles. “We’ll follow up with paperwork,” she says, and then they’re gone, leaving me staring at the door and wondering how I became the kind of man people look up to.


CHAPTER 3


I tie her to the bed with soft scarf bindings—her arms stretched above her head, her legs parted and bent, knees supported by rolled towels. Nothing tight. Just enough to keep her still.

She’s blindfolded. Breathing fast. Her chest rising and falling like she just sprinted a mile in summer heat.

“This okay?” I ask.

She nods, hard.

“Words, Allison.”

“Yes,” she whispers.

I trace a finger down her sternum, feel the shiver ripple all the way to her toes.

Feather first.

Light as a sigh. Over her nipples, down her stomach, between her legs—never quite touching what she wants. She whimpers, trying to follow it, hips shifting, hands twitching in their bindings.

Then the ice cube—just one, slow, wet trail down her inner thigh.

She gasps. Whimpers again.

“Relax,” I say. “You’re safe. Just feel it.”

Then comes the honey. Drizzled over her breasts, sticky and slow. I lick it off, tongue wide and flat, sucking each nipple between laps until she’s squirming hard enough to make the bed creak.

Ice cream next.

Just a tiny spoonful—cold as sin—dabbed over her belly, just below the navel.

“Joe—” she gasps.

“I know.”

I lower my mouth to her skin, and the contrast nearly breaks me—the shocking chill of cream against the sun-warmed heat of her belly, the way her whole body jumps under me like she’s been branded in reverse. Her skin tastes like summer: a little salt, a little sweat, the faint ghost of sunscreen. The ice cream melts fast, slick and sweet on my tongue, sugar tangled up in the taste of her.

I lick it off slow, messy. I drag my tongue over the curves of her stomach, chasing every drop as it dribbles down her side, and she shivers—hands fisting the towel beneath her like she’s trying to anchor herself to the earth.

And Jesus, I am so hard I could split wood.

This whole setup—her tied up and begging, flushed and slick, body straining against her own arousal—it’s fucking unreal. My cock’s been leaking since I tied the second knot.

I had sort of second thoughts when Tia showed me her mood board/master plan/whatever you call it for my master bedroom. Antique walnut carved four-poster bed seemed a bit over the top at the time, but of course, Tia was right. It’s perfect for tying a girl or two up.

It’s nice in here, comfortable. Linen sheets and the floor stained dark, and thinking about the furniture and how nice this whole room is—nice like I never thought my life would be like, a year ago—it’s not working, in terms of taking my mind off my dick.

No matter how nice the sheets are.

Allison’s cuffed up in soft cotton ties I rigged myself, and her whole body is open and arching for me, and if I’m being honest, I’m this close to fucking her mouth just to take the edge off.

But she’s not ready for that.

She’s not quite there.

I pull back, hands shaking, breath shallow. I try to focus on the sound of the cicadas humming outside, looking for any kind of way back to “clean thoughts only.”

Where the hell is Carly?

Probably at the co-op kitchen, checking on those goddamn turmeric bone broth jars. Michelle’s at the garage, elbow-deep in someone’s transmission. Petra’s probably out sourcing spiritual leaders, since she’s got Natalie handling admin.

A roll in the back room with Stacy? Maybe. If I want to get yelled at before she lets me bend her over the table.

A visit to Tia would take too long. She’d want to come twice. Minimum.

Eva?

Eva’d let me do whatever I want.

I look down at Allison—glistening with honey, breathless under the blindfold, legs twitching like she’s trying to fuck the air.

Jesus.

If I don’t bury myself in Eva’s ass after this, I’m gonna black out from the sheer unspent tension.

“Allison,” I say, licking honey off my lower lip, “you still doing okay?”

She nods. “It’s… a lot.”

“Good.”

I drag the feather between her thighs again.

She gasps so hard it sounds like a sob.

I smile.

This is exactly what she signed up for.
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By the time I make it back downstairs, everyone’s already halfway through dinner.

Long table in the courtyard. Mismatched chairs. Lights strung up like it’s a party even when it isn’t. Carly made some kind of roast chicken thing, Stacy brought wine, and Michelle’s halfway through a story about a client who thought a rattling noise meant “ghosts in the undercarriage.”

The girls are loud. Laughing. Talking over each other. Petra’s wearing her reading glasses, passing the salad like she’s running a board meeting. Tia’s feeding Eva grilled zucchini off her fork.

Carly waves me over. “There he is. Our man of the hour.”

“Please,” I say, collapsing into the empty seat between her and Michelle. “I’m officially out of hours.”

Petra looks up. “You’re lucky I don’t need you tonight. Zoning board email has ruined my mood.”

“What now?” Carly asks, pouring me a glass of wine I absolutely did not ask for.

“They want commercial paperwork,” Petra says, shrugging. “It’s bullshit. They didn’t care until we started having success. Now they are ‘concerned about occupancy.’”

“It’s a house,” Michelle says. “It’s literally a house.”

Petra nods. “But not just a house. Not anymore.”

I let my eyes wander across the table to Eva, sitting quiet at the far end.

She’s smiling at something Tia said. Laughing a little. Her hand’s resting on Tia’s thigh. Her cheeks are flushed from the wine or the sun or the orgasm she had about an hour ago bent over the bed while I railed her ass like it was a religious calling.

Carly makes me feel alive. Seen. Challenged.

Eva makes me feel…

I don’t know. Safe, maybe. Known.

She likes what I like. She wants it rough. Hard. Unfiltered. Doesn’t flinch, doesn’t fake. Just opens up and lets me in, over and over, like it’s the easiest thing in the world. Like it’s ours.

And I love that about her.

She catches me watching, smiles at me like she knows exactly what I’m remembering.

Then, like she’s dropping in a weather update, she says:

“I’m leaving in two weeks, by the way. Just so everyone remembers.”

The table goes quiet for half a second, just long enough for it to land. Not new information. Not a surprise. But it still hits me like someone dropped a plate.

I nod. Slowly. Swallow the ache in my throat with a sip of wine.

She’ll be back, I think.

I hope she’ll be back.
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I pull into the gravel lot out front of the diner and idle a second, just looking at it. The place cleaned up nice. New paint job I slapped on a few weeks ago—soft yellow with crisp white trim, not too precious, just enough to make it look like someone gives a damn. I touch the brim of an imaginary hat to myself. Town might not say it out loud, but they notice.

Inside, the AC is trying its best and the linoleum’s doing that sticky-squeak thing under my boots. There’s a half-full pie case by the register and Patsy Cline on the radio.

“Morning, Joe,” says Janine, wiping down a table by the window.

“Hey, darlin’. You keeping those boys in line?”

She rolls her eyes and jerks her chin toward the kitchen. “Trying. You want your usual?”

“Maybe in a bit,” I say, nodding toward the booths.

I spot Doug Wexler in the back—same thick neck and lopsided smirk from high school, but now softened by politics and small-town PR. He waves me over like we’re still on the football team.

“Joe,” he says, standing just long enough to clap me on the shoulder. “Damn good to see you.”

“Wex,” I nod, sliding into the booth. “You still making excuses for your broken tackles?”

“Only when there’s witnesses,” he chuckles, and sips from a chipped mug.

The waitress tops me off without asking. We talk about the new sidewalks by the middle school, about the fishing permit initiative, about his kid getting waitlisted at Davis. It’s normal. Friendly.

And then, casually, he leans in.

“So… that house you’ve got up on Larkspur,” he says, not looking up. “Getting some attention.”

I sip. “From who?”

“Depends. Realtors. Retirees. That group that does family values surveys.”

I wait.

“You’ve got a lot of women coming and going. Different vehicles, late hours. Donation requests with no 501(c)(3) on file. Some neighbors are… curious.”

I raise an eyebrow. “They could just ask.”

“Sure,” he says, still not looking at me. “But they’re not gonna ask you. They’ll ask each other. Then they’ll ask me.”

“And what do you tell them?”

He meets my eyes now.

“That I remember you as a decent guy. Who built his own carburetor junior year. Who helped my cousin patch his roof for beer and a sandwich.”

He leans back.

“But I also tell them that politics is perception. And if you don’t define the story, someone else will.”

There’s a silence between us. Thick and buzzing.

“Are you threatening me, Doug?”

He smiles. “Not at all. I’m offering you the chance to frame your narrative.”

“Uh-huh.”

“There’s a council meeting next Thursday. Open mic. Five minutes if you sign up early. Might be a good moment to remind folks you’re not running a cult. Just… investing in the community.”

I stare at him. Think about Petra. About Eva. About the house and everything we’ve built, messy as it is.

“I’ll speak,” I say.

Doug nods like it’s a business deal.

“Good. You always did have a decent voice.”


CHAPTER 4


Tuesday morning. Downtown office. Me and Stacy, two coffees deep and surrounded by paperwork.

She’s in her usual perch by the window, legs crossed, tablet in one hand, highlighter in the other. Hair up, dark glasses on, sandals kicked off. We’ve been reviewing our properties for an hour now—rental timelines, renovation budgets, occupancy permits.

This is our rhythm. Every week. Our version of pillow talk.

“So Petra’s getting heat,” I say, flipping through a folder. “Zoning board wants her to reclassify Hearth as commercial.”

“Of course they do,” Stacy says without looking up. “Because it’s not a strip mall and they don’t know what to do with it.”

“She’s pissed.”

“She’s Ukrainian. She’s always pissed.”

I chuckle. “She’s also right. They’re trying to stall her.”

“Then don’t let them,” Stacy says. “Buy the damn B&B outright. Put it in a community investment trust.”

I blink. “Say that again?”

She shrugs. “Petra’s going to run part of it as a B&B, right? To give the girls real-life work experience? That part, use a structure where you find it and locals buy in. You guarantee a modest return—like three percent, nothing flashy. But it’s their money, invested here. Keeps the influence in-town.”

She leans back, taps her pen against her thigh.

“The dot-commers are already circling. You and I sold them houses, Joe. And we made them agree to fund roads, teachers, clean water. But this—this could be bigger. Smarter.”

I stare at her. “How long have you been sitting on this?”

“Since Petra pitched Hearth. But I needed you to say she was serious before I burned the match.”

I nod slowly. “She’s serious.”

“Then light it.”

We sit in silence for a moment. Outside, someone’s trimming hedges. A truck rattles by.

“Vibe’s been weird lately,” Stacy says finally.

I glance over. “Weird how?”

“Too much… palace. Not enough purpose.”

I know what she means. The parties. The sex. The swirl of girls and needs and feelings. It’s not bad—but it’s not the tight ship we started with.

“I miss the early days,” she adds, almost too quietly.

“Tia’s business is blowing up,” I offer. “She’s decorating half the hill. Everyone wants her coastal-farmhouse-maximalist-boho bullshit.”

Stacy snorts. “You hate that style.”

“I hate the name. It’s working for her.”

“She’s gorgeous,” Stacy says, not quite smiling. “She walks in a room and everyone adjusts.”

I let that sit.

“For a while,” she adds, “I was the only one like me. The only professional woman. You always said you liked that.”

“I do,” I say. “I like you. You’re sharp. Strategic. Brutal when you need to be.”

She shrugs. “Maybe. But something’s changed.”

I want to say no. That it’s still us. That she’s still the one I go to when I need to figure out how to fund a dream without setting it on fire.

But I don’t.
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It’s supposed to just be a pool hang.

But of course, it’s Carly.

Which means at some point, the sunscreen turns into lube, the frozen grapes become foreplay props, and the whole thing shifts into “Show Allison How We Take Care of Joe” Day.

It starts slow.

Carly is the first to pull me over, slick from the pool, beads of water tracking between her breasts. She lays back on a lounge chair, cups her tits together, and grins.

“Come on, baby,” she says. “Show Allison how you start your day.”

I drop to my knees without protest. Slide my cock between her tits, already half-hard from the sun and the smell of her skin. She moans, arches a little, flicks her tongue out to tease the head when it pops through the top.

Allison watches, rapt, legs crossed, arms hugged around her knees. Her mouth slightly open.

When Carly’s done—pulling me in for a deep, messy kiss—Michelle is next.

She doesn’t ask.

She commands.

“Stand up,” she says, towel knotted around her hips, eyes sharp as her jawline. “Hands behind your back.”

I obey.

She walks a slow circle around me, dragging her nails across my chest, my thighs, the small of my back. Then she palms my cock and squeezes—not gentle.

“Good boys don’t move,” she murmurs. “Let the pressure build.”

I grunt. She smiles.

When she finally lets go, I’m leaking and desperate.

Then it’s Tia’s turn.

She approaches like she’s seducing a saint—soft touches, sweet praise, slow kisses along my neck. One hand slides into my waistband, the other to my jaw.

“Joe,” she whispers, “you’re always so good to me.”

She dips her hand lower. I moan.

“Which is why,” she adds brightly, “when I wanted him to agree to baby puke green tile for the new powder room at work⁠—”

“You said it was olive.”

“You heard what you wanted to hear,” she says, kneeling in front of me. She sticks her tongue out and licks a slow line up the underside of my cock.

Stacy mutters from behind her sunglasses, “I knew it.”

Carly cackles. “What, like you’ve never sweet-talked a contractor?”

“I didn’t say that,” Stacy says tightly.

“I’m just saying,” Carly adds, “a well-timed charm offensive goes a long way when you need someone to sign off on plumbing.”

Everyone laughs—except Stacy, who mumbles something about “charm offensive in what language?”

Eva’s still in the pool, arms cross over the edge. hums, still in the pool, arms draped over the edge. “I just ask Joe nicely,” she says.

Michelle snorts. “You ask Joe with your ass in the air and a bottle of lube in your hand.”

“Exactly.”

I’m drenched in attention, cock twitching, brain barely online.

Allison looks like she’s watching a baptism. Or a public execution.

And then, like divine intervention—or punishment—the first fat drops of rain hit the patio.
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The rain comes in fast—hot, fat drops splattering the patio like someone upended a bucket.

Carly shrieks. Tia grabs the sunscreen. Michelle grabs me.

“Inside, now,” she says, tugging me by the wrist like I’m a misbehaving teenager and not a man currently half-hard and drenched in coconut oil.

Everyone stumbles in through the sliding glass doors, laughing and dripping and slightly feral.

Towels hit tile. Wet swimsuits slap the floor. Someone turns on the Bluetooth speaker and something funky and way too rhythmic starts playing.

“I vote Naked Twister,” Carly announces, already digging the spinner out from a bin by the couch. “We’ve got a new recruit to haze.”

“Demo mode only,” Stacy says dryly, towel-wrapped and still managing to look like a CEO. “No sprained wrists or broken penises.”

“Party pooper,” Michelle mutters.

“Reality check.”

Tia, already halfway down the hall with a basket of toys, calls over her shoulder, “If we’re doing this, we’re doing it downstairs.”

Carly beams. “Basement playroom it is. Joe, grab the lube.”

The rain comes in fast—hot, fat drops splattering the patio like someone upended a bucket.

Carly shrieks. Tia grabs the sunscreen. Michelle grabs me.

“Inside, now,” she says, tugging me by the wrist like I’m a misbehaving teenager and not a man currently half-hard and drenched in coconut oil.

Everyone stumbles in through the sliding glass doors, laughing and dripping and slightly feral.

Towels hit tile. Wet swimsuits slap the floor. Someone turns on the Bluetooth speaker and something funky and way too rhythmic starts playing.

“I vote Naked Twister,” Carly announces, already digging the spinner out from a bin by the couch. “We’ve got a new recruit to haze.”

“Demo mode only,” Stacy says dryly, towel-wrapped and still managing to look like a CEO. “No sprained wrists or broken penises.”

“Party pooper,” Michelle mutters.

“Reality check.”

Tia, already halfway down the hall with a basket of toys, calls over her shoulder, “If we’re doing this, we’re doing it downstairs.”

Carly beams. “Basement it is. Joe, grab the lube.”

The game starts silly. Naked limbs everywhere. Carly somehow manages to cheat and flash everyone at once. Tia keeps losing because she insists on arching her back every time she bends over, which, frankly, is nobody’s complaint.

Michelle fakes a leg cramp just to press her tits against Stacy. Eva plays like she’s high and boneless, just smiling and stretching and letting people crawl over her.

Allison’s right in it—giggling, competitive, brushing bodies without flinching. She’s sweating and flushed and having the time of her life.

Then she lands on the red circle.

And something in her stutters. Shoulders tense. Smile flickers, just for a second.

Carly doesn’t miss it. Tips her head, one hand still braced on the floor, the other sliding slow over Michelle’s thigh.

“That’s the… advanced placement spot,” she says, voice light but loaded.

Michelle snorts. “She means anal.”

Allison goes pink to the ears. “Oh.”

Carly straightens up, still half-twisted around Michelle’s thigh, and gives her the out like a pro. “Tell you what. Demo mode only tonight. You’re doing amazing, and if that’s too much right now? That’s completely okay.”

Allison swallows hard. “Okay.”

She eases out of the game after that. Slips back to the edge of the room with her wineglass, wraps a towel around herself like she’s cold, even though her cheeks are burning.

Still smiling. Still nodding along. But now she’s watching—intensely.

And I’m watching her.

She’s perched on the arm of the couch, pretending to sip wine, but her thighs are pressed tight together, and every now and then she shifts like she’s trying to get some relief without moving too much. I see the way her breath catches when Carly straddles Michelle and grinds slow, moaning into her mouth like they’ve done this a hundred times. See the way Allison’s tongue peeks out to wet her bottom lip when Eva rolls her hips against the floor like she’s riding someone invisible.

Stacy leans back, legs spread, fingers absentminded between her thighs while Tia licks salt off her collarbone—long, slow, deliberate.

Allison’s wine sloshes just a little. She doesn’t blink.

She doesn’t leave. Doesn’t look away.

But she’s buzzing. Flushed, squirming, practically vibrating with need.

And I’m so hard it hurts.
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Allison’s in my bed, curled on her side, wearing one of my old T-shirts and nothing else. Her hair’s still damp from the shower, sticking to her cheek. She hasn’t said much since the party ended.

I slide in behind her, slow and careful.

“You good?” I ask.

She nods. Then pauses.

“That was… a lot.”

“Too much?”

She shakes her head against the pillow. “Not in a bad way.”

I wait.

She rolls onto her back, stares up at the ceiling. “I didn’t know it could feel like that.”

“Like what?”

“Fun. Hot. But… safe.” She looks over at me. “Even the part that scared me. I was still… okay.”

There’s a long beat.

I watch her thighs shift under the sheet. She’s still turned on. Been squirming all night. But she hasn’t asked for anything. Not yet.

“You don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for,” I say.

“I know,” she says. Her voice is quieter now. “But I want to. I just…”

She trails off. Chews her bottom lip.

“…I want to be ready,” she finishes.

I nod, reaching over to brush her hair back from her face. She leans into it, eyes closing just for a second.

“We’ll wait,” I say. “And when you are? We’ll take it slow. I’ll talk you through it. We’ll make it good.”

She opens her eyes again. There’s something molten behind them. Soft. Hungry. Scared. Curious.

I feel her knee brush mine under the blanket. Feel the warmth radiating off her skin.

I’m half-hard already.

But I don’t move.

Because tonight wasn’t about taking. It was about showing. And she got it. All of it. Every look, every laugh, every moan. She drank it in like she was starving.

I can wait.

Barely.
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As crazy as the week was, it ends on the best note ever: handing Petra the keys to one of the properties Stacy and I bought up this spring.

“Haven’t found an owner for it yet,” I say to Petra. “Thinking this can be a B&B. Run by you.”

“With profits divided between your new nonprofit,” Stacy says, “and Joe’s new community fund.”

Petra looks so startled I think I could knock her over with a feather.

“Tia’s agreed to do a remodel, oversee everything—I’ll pay for that part too,” I say, thinking this might be a worry.

“I don’t know what to say,” Petra says, finally.

“Just say yes,” I say. “Also, figured this kind of outright ownership and cross-integration makes the whole community have a stake. And it puts some pressure on the town council over the zoning. Makes it harder to say no. Which is what I’ll tell them tonight at the meeting.”


CHAPTER 5


Didn’t wear a suit.

Didn’t seem honest.

Just clean jeans, boots, and the button-down Carly says makes me look “like I own property but still change my own oil.”

The meeting’s in the old council chambers, the one that smells like dust and dried glue, with folding chairs that squeak and a mic that buzzes like a pissed-off hornet.

I wait through two dog park complaints and one guy angry about garbage pickup. Then they call my name.

I stand. Step up. Clear my throat.

“My name’s Joe,” I say into the mic. “Some of you know me as the guy who fixes stuff. Some of you probably know me as the guy who owns the old mansion on Larkspur. The one people are talking about.”

Pause.

“I’m here to tell you what we’re doing. And what we’re not.”

I grip the sides of the podium. Not tight. Just steady.

“We’re not running a business. We’re not running a cult. We’re not hurting anybody. What we are doing is building something better.”

“There’s a woman—Petra—some of you know her. She left a bad situation. She had nowhere to go. Now she’s running a pilot program out of a property I just gave her the keys to. It’s called Hearth Sisterhood. It’s a place where women who’ve lost their footing can land, and learn, and start again.They’ll be doing that by running a B&B. Tia, another local businesswoman, is redesigning it herself. You might’ve seen her work on half the houses in the hills.”

“There’s a community investment trust funding it. Meaning you—this town—owns part of it. It’s not charity. It’s training. For the women involved, for the town investors, for me. It’s people learning to hold each other up and keep the receipts.”

I take a breath.

“This is not just about zoning. This is about neighbors. And if what makes people uncomfortable is that I live with women who take care of me and who I take care of in return—emotionally, sexually, logistically—then I invite you to ask yourselves why that makes you so mad. Especially when we’re also fixing roofs and filling potholes and building businesses and keeping each other safe.”

Another breath.

“This is a new kind of family. And it’s working. For all of us. So let private be private. And let good work be good work.”

I nod once, step back, and return to my seat.

Carly squeezes my hand.

Michelle mutters, “Fucking nailed it.”

And I think, for once, that maybe I did.
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I park outside her sorority house like a fucking creep.

Engine idling, windows cracked, truck clean—Carly made me wipe the dash and everything, said I wasn’t allowed to pick up a girl this young with gum wrappers on the floor.

She’s not that young. Twenty-one. Maybe twenty-two. But still—Stacy’s voice is ringing in my ears.

Too much fuck palace. Not enough purpose.

Allison jogs down the steps, denim skirt, tight white T-shirt, hair up in a high ponytail like she’s trying to cosplay her own porn search terms.

She opens the passenger door, hops in, and gives me a smile so bright I forget how to drive for a second.

“Hey,” she says. “You cleaned your truck.”

I grunt. “Carly made me.”

She laughs. “Smart woman.”

We pull away, windows down, heat still clinging to the pavement. I head out toward the bluffs, no music, just wind and gravel and the sound of her bare legs sticking slightly to the seat.

“You nervous?” I ask.

“A little.”

“Me too.”

She looks over. “Really?”

“I don’t want to fuck this up.”

“You won’t.”

I glance at her. She’s fidgeting with her hands, thumb sliding over the knuckle of her opposite index finger like she’s rehearsing something.

She looks young, yeah. But not helpless. Not passive. She wants this. Has asked for this over and over in her own way. And now she’s showing up.

I pull off at the lookout. Park. Turn toward her fully.

“If you’re not ready,” I say, “we can just hang out. I’ll take you to get fries and we’ll talk about terrible exes.”

“I’m ready,” she says, almost before I finish.

And then, softer: “I want it to be with you. I mean, in my ass. Just there.”
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Back at my place, I let her walk in first.

She pauses in the entryway, looking around like she’s never really seen it before. The walls. The light. The bed.

I give her space. Head to the kitchen. Pour us both a glass of water, set one by the nightstand.

When I come back, she’s sitting on the edge of the bed, knees together, fingers clenched in her lap.

“Allison,” I say gently. “Come here.”

She looks up and stands. Walks to me in three small steps.

I lift my hand and slide it into her ponytail. Tilt her face up. Kiss her slow.

She opens for me right away—soft, warm, eager. Her hands stay at her sides until I guide them to my waist. Then she holds on.

When I pull back, her lips are shiny. Her eyes are glassy.

“You sure?” I ask.

She nods. “Yes. I’ve thought about this for weeks.”

“Then we do it right,” I say. “No rush. Just us.”

I start with her shirt. Slide it up, over her head, and kiss the top of each shoulder. She shivers. I unhook her bra. Trail kisses down her chest. Suck one nipple into my mouth, then the other, while she gasps and clutches my shoulders.

She’s trembling already. Not from fear—from focus.

“Lie down,” I murmur.

She climbs onto the bed, watching me the whole time.

I strip slowly—shirt first, then jeans, then boxers. She stares at my cock like it’s a test she’s been studying for. I smile and kneel beside her, pulling a bottle of lube from the drawer.

“Breathe,” I say. “We’re going to go slow. You tell me everything you feel.”

She nods.

I start with kisses.

Her mouth, her neck, the hollow of her throat. Her belly. Her hips. I run my hands up her thighs, open her gently, and lick her slowly until she’s writhing under me, whispering “ohmygod” like a prayer.

Then I loop my arm around one thigh and lick lower.

She stiffens.

I glance up. “Still okay?”

“Yes,” she says. Breathless.

I go back in. Slow, teasing, licking just around her asshole before pressing the tip of my tongue to the center. She moans, high and startled, then bucks up into me. Her hands claw at the sheets.

“Jesus,” she whispers. “I didn’t know that would feel that good.”

“Good,” I murmur. “Let’s make it better.”

I slick up my fingers with lube and tease one inside. Just the tip. I watch her face the whole time.

“You okay?”

“Yes,” she breathes. “I want it.”

“Tell me if anything hurts. Tell me if anything doesn’t feel amazing.”

She nods. “Okay.”

I work her open slow—one finger, then two. Gentle twisting, soft strokes inside. Her ass clenches around me and I murmur praise into her skin, kissing her thigh as she moans and writhes.

“Joe,” she says finally, “I’m ready.”

“Joe,” she says again, eyes wide, voice trembling. “I’m ready.”

I don’t rush.

I kiss her first—soft and deep—while I lube my cock. She watches, flushed and open, legs splayed, breath catching when I stroke myself slow and steady, getting slick, getting sure.

Then I nudge her thighs wider. Help her turn to her side—one leg bent up, the other long, so I can control the angle. So I can see her.

“This way’s easier,” I murmur, mouth at her ear. “You can push back when you want more. Pull away if you need a break.”

She nods, fingers curling in the sheets.

I guide the head of my cock to her ass. Let it rest there. Just a moment. Let her feel the heat of it, the weight.

Then I press—slow, controlled, just the tip.

She makes a sound. Gasp. Groan. Halfway between panic and ecstasy.

“Breathe,” I say. “You’re doing so good, baby. Just like that.”

Another inch.

Her whole body shivers.

“Ohmygod,” she whispers.

“You okay?”

“Yes—yes—don’t stop⁠—”

I keep going, pausing between each push, letting her stretch around me. Letting her want it.

And fuck, the visual is unreal—my cock disappearing into her tiny hole, the way she opens around me like a raspberry splitting open in the sun. Plush and swollen and pink. The dark chocolate heat of her just underneath—slick and trembling and mine.

She’s so fucking tight it’s like I’m being squeezed by a fist made of velvet. My fingers dig into her hip just to keep from losing it. I can see everything—the slow stretch, the way her body fights it and takes it all the same, the little flutter of her rim around the base of my cock when I pause just inside.

“You feel incredible,” I rasp. “So fucking tight. You’re taking it like a champ.”

She whimpers. Presses back against me, giving me more. Letting me in.

And then—I’m buried.

All the way in.

My vision whites out. There’s a roaring in my ears. I have to bite my own tongue not to come from the goddamn intensity of it. From the way she holds me, squeezes me, like her body was built for this exact moment.

“You okay?” I whisper, kissing her neck.

She nods. Breathless. “It’s a lot. But I want it. I like it.”

“Tell me when you want more.”

“Now,” she says, hips tilting.

I start to move.

Slow, grinding strokes—inch out, press back in. Just enough to feel the drag, the tight squeeze all along my cock as she clenches around me. She moans every time. Soft and open and messy, like the sound’s being pulled right out of her.

Her hand slips between her legs. She rubs herself while I fuck her, low and deep and steady, hips rolling to meet mine like she can’t get enough.

“Yeah, baby,” I murmur, breath hot against her shoulder. “Touch yourself. I want you to come just like this—full of me.”

I reach around and join her—two fingers on her clit, circling, guiding. She’s so wet it’s obscene, the kind of slick that makes your fingers glide and stick all at once.

She chokes on a moan. Her whole body locks up—every muscle taut—and then she unravels. Comes with a sob, thighs trembling, hand clutching my wrist like I’m her anchor in a goddamn storm.

But I’m not done.

She’s still fluttering around me, still sensitive and soaked, and I fuck her through it—slow but relentless. Stroke after stroke, drawing out the aftershocks. My cock’s so deep she gasps, twitching with every thrust, moaning into the pillow like she doesn’t know if she wants more or mercy.

Her ass clenches around me, greedy and perfect, and I can’t hold it back any longer.

I let go with a groan, burying myself to the root as I spill inside her, heart thudding in my throat, the kind of orgasm that blanks everything out except her body and the heat between us.

We stay like that.

Panting. Pressed together. Sweat-slick and half-conscious.

I stroke her back. She kisses my forearm.

And for a minute, the whole world goes still.

“That,” she says finally, voice hoarse, “was so much better than I thought it would be.”

I smile into her shoulder. “You did good.”

She rolls onto her back and looks at me—eyes wide, dazed, like she’s not quite sure what planet she’s on now. Her lips part like she might say something else, then close again.

She’s glowing.

Spread out across my bed, one thigh hitched over the blanket, hair everywhere, flushed and wrecked in the prettiest way. She looks like she just stumbled out of a dream and isn’t sure if she’s supposed to wake up yet.

I hand her a glass of water. She takes it with both hands, sips slow like she’s been through something holy.

“You okay?” I ask, brushing a thumb over the inside of her knee.

She nods. “I feel amazing. Like, religious-level amazing. Like I should start a cult.”

I laugh. “One girl ass cult?”

She shrugs, grinning—loose-limbed and flushed, glowing like she’s been rewired from the inside out.

“Be right back,” I murmur.

I make my way to the bathroom, legs a little unsteady. My ears are still ringing—like there’s static in the air, or maybe I just haven’t come down yet. I turn on the tap, let the water run cold, and grab a washcloth from the shelf. Soak it. Wring it out. Do something with my hands while I try to breathe like a normal person.

Then I catch sight of myself in the mirror.

Jesus.

Hair a mess. Bite marks on my shoulder. Eyes wild. I look like I barely survived something—which is about right.

I shake my head. Press the cold cloth to the back of my neck, then my face. Try to reset. Try to get a grip. She’s new. I’m supposed to be in control. Supposed to be the one leading, anchoring. Not the one staggering around the bathroom like I got possessed by the Holy Spirit and fucked it out of myself.

I take a breath. Then another.

Okay.

Back in the bedroom, she’s curled up on her side, sheets tangled around her waist, face soft and open.

I slide in next to her, pressing the damp towel between her legs, softly, gently. She nestles against me, legs akimbo, breath soft.

“Thank you,” she says, quieter now.

I press a kiss to the top of her head.

“You’re welcome,” I murmur. “You were perfect.”

“Thanks,” she says again. “I can’t wait to do it again.”

I grin. “Yeah?”

She props her chin on my chest, beaming. “Totally. But don’t get any ideas about my vagina.”

I blink. “Noted.”

“I’m saving that for Bobby.”

I freeze. “Bobby.”

She nods, all earnest.

“My boyfriend. I told you.”

“No,” I say slowly, “I don’t think you did.”

Well, maybe she did—but not in a way that I understood her to mean boyfriend boyfriend. What kind of boyfriend can it be if she’s over here sticking her ass in the air for me?

“Oh,” she says brightly. “Well, anyway. He’s not a bad guy—Bobby, I mean. Just… kind of perfect? Like the kind of guy you don’t want to mess things up with. My ex said I was too stiff, so I figured… if I got more confident, more experienced, then maybe this time it would go better.”

She pauses, then tacks on, almost like it’ll make it better:

“This isn’t about you or anything. You’ve just been—really helpful.”

I stare at the ceiling for a long moment.

She kisses my chest. “You’re such a good teacher, Joe.”

“Glad to be of service,” I say, trying not to die.

She yawns. “I’m gonna nap.”

“Sure. Great.”

She’s asleep in sixty seconds.

I lie there, wide awake, one hand on her hip, brain short-circuiting.


CHAPTER 6


The espresso machine hisses like it’s personally offended by me.

Tia had it installed last week—some Italian monstrosity that costs more than my first truck and apparently requires either a master’s in mechanical engineering or the blessing of a Tuscan grandmother to operate.

I’ve taken it apart twice already this morning.

Nothing’s wrong.

Except everything.

I jab the chrome button again. It sputters. Beeps. Makes a noise like it’s about to launch.

“Make the damn coffee,” I mutter. “That’s your one job.”

It wheezes—and finally, miraculously, starts to pour. Thick, rich crema. Liquid proof that persistence sometimes counts.

I lean on the counter, palms flat on the cool stone.

The kitchen’s quiet. Everyone’s out or upstairs. Sun slanting through the glass like we live in a better version of the world.

And then my eye catches the calendar on the fridge.

Big black X. Two days from now.

Eva Leaving.

I stare at it longer than I mean to.

It’s not a surprise. She told us. Twice. Maybe three times. She even packed early—quietly, neatly—like she didn’t want to make it a thing.

Still. It’s not fun to read those words, tajes the air right o tof my lungs.

This room—it’s great, this kitchen. It feels like a family palace, with all of Carly’s pots and Michelle’s random rolls and hats that always end up in there. The family calendar. The beautiful white marble Tia ordered especially. The five of us are a family, and I don’t know what’s going to happen when Eva’s not here. Are we still going to be a family, then?

I grab the espresso and head back to the stairs, deep in thought—not that I could tell you what I was thinking except sad. Sort of… dislocated. Not like my bones (well, okay, maybe my dick is feeling a little dislocated this morning, but lately, that’s every morning)—but like something’s out of place.

At the top of the landing I stop and take another sip of coffee. It’s good. Real good. Probably some long con on Tia’s part to jerry-rig the house with fancy machines that make us all happy but take all of my time to keep up to snuff. Like that damn rabbit thingamajig always needing new batteries.

I’m about to take another sip of my coffee when I realize that my bedroom door is open a little, and I know I closed it when I went downstairs—just a habit I have from when I was a little kid and we had a cat that liked to eat socks and underwear (yes, really—you would not believe the vet bills).

Inside my bedroom, in the middle of the room, kneeling on the floor⁠—

Is Eva.

Naked and blindfolded, arms tied to her sides in some kind of complicated shibari-type setup.

She’s all aligned on the rug, although I’m figuring the girls must have set this up—but it’s quiet here. And honestly, I don’t think about anyone else but me and Eva after a split second.

The silk is beautiful, the way it’s wrapped around her. Light and symmetrical. Her knees are spread just enough that when I bend down real close I can smell her excitement. Can see her slick.

God.

Like she’s excited about being on offer to me this way.

Wow.

Being with Eva—it really never gets old.

I trail my fingers over her shoulder, down the curve of her spine, stopping when I hit the plug that’s nestled in the crease of her ass.

“You look perfect,” I say quietly.

A tremor runs through her.

I don’t know where to start, but she starts it for me, opening her mouth and letting her tongue loll out like a kitten’s, and I know an invitation when I see one. So I move around to her face and lay my cock on her tongue, watch her lap at it, hands free for a few moments. Like a little cat, drinking cream. God, she is so delicious.

Eva’s a light little thing so it’s easy enough to pick her up after that, and put her on my bed. Wrassling her around for a few minutes until I have her positioned just perfect, knees bent but her torso down low on the bed, legs spread, dying for me.

I palm her cheeks. Spread her open. Smack her a few times ’cause I know how much she likes it. And I like it too—watching how her ass turns pink, watching how her ass backs up to my hand, how she chases air trying to get more contact. I smack her pussy, too. Just lightly.

“Gonna take you now,” I say.

She whimpers, and that’s all I need, lining myself up and easing in.

For a minute I go slow, soft. But then I remind myself—this is Eva. And that’s not what she came for.

And then I just go hard.

Clutching her ass for dear life, railing into her for—I don’t know how long—but it’s not enough. And eventually I pull the little L-plug that’s there, waiting for me, teasing me, and pull myself out of her, pausing for only the barest of moments of lube before I thrust myself into the tiniest hole, the most perfect hole, becoming as much one with Eva as I possibly can. Joined.

“You okay?”

“Yes. Yes—don’t stop⁠—”

I keep going. Pausing between each thrust. Letting her stretch around me. Letting her want it.

She’s tight. Obscene. The heat of her wraps around me like velvet pulled taut.

Her fingers dig into the rug. Her spine arches.

She starts pushing back—slow at first, then harder. Desperate for more.

“Harder,” she begs. “Please, harder.”

I groan—low and broken. I can’t take it.

I pull out just enough to see her gape open, the slick stretch of her hole clinging to me.

“Good girl,” I growl.

I slam back in.

She screams.

It’s half a cry, half a prayer. Her thighs shake. Her pussy clenches like she’s coming just from that.

I fuck her hard. Deep. Unrelenting.

Her hips slap the rug with every thrust. Her breath breaks apart into sobs.

She’s gripping the rug like it’s the only thing tethering her to earth.

And I am losing it.

“Mine,” I grunt.

She nods, frantic. “Yours. I’m yours. Please don’t stop⁠—”

I don’t.

Not until her arms give out and she collapses forward, ass still up, gasping.

And even then⁠—

I stay buried.

Grinding slow, milking it. Holding her open with one hand on her hip, the other tangled in her hair.

I don’t pull out until I come—loud, guttural, pulsing deep inside her while she moans through the aftershocks.

Afterward, I ease her down onto her side.

Untie the blindfold.

Wipe her face.

Press a kiss to her temple.

She blinks at me—slow and dazed—and smiles like she’s never been more at peace.
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I’m on my back.

Blanket kicked down. Arm flopped across my eyes. Body still humming like I just walked away from a controlled burn.

The sheets smell like sex and lavender detergent. My thighs are shaking. I’m half-hard again, which seems medically implausible.

Carly slides her hand up my stomach.

Then her mouth follows.

She doesn’t ask.

She never does when it’s like this.

Just takes me in—slow, warm, familiar. Like a ritual. Like she’s resetting me with her tongue.

I groan. She hums.

I slide my hand into her hair, not to guide her. Just to touch. To anchor.

She pulls off for a second, kisses the inside of my thigh.

“Mayor Fix-It,” she says casually, like she’s offering a second helping of dessert. “Has a ring to it.”

I groan again. Not from the blowjob this time.

“That’s not a no,” she adds, stroking me now, slow and steady.

“I didn’t say yes.”

“You didn’t say no.”

I lift the edge of the pillow off my face. Look down at her.

She’s grinning like a menace, hair falling in her eyes, mouth shiny, hand still moving.

“You’re gonna need a campaign manager,” she says.

“I’m not running.”

“Sure you’re not.”

She leans down. Sucks me back in.

And I let her.

Because honestly?

It’s not a no.
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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.

[image: ]


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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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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