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Brrring. Brrring. Brrring.

I wake up slowly, unsure of where the sound is coming from. It takes a few minutes of rubbing my eyes and pawing around on the side table, and two minutes, one spilled glass of water, and five swear words later, I manage to find my phone—the annoying sound that woke me up—and turn it off.

Shit.

It’s 8 a.m., which means I’m super late starting my rounds this morning. Why, oh why, oh why did I have that extra beer at Carly’s last night? Okay, two extra beers? And that shot?

Carly’s is the local dive bar just across the street from my apartment. I own this building—inherited it from Auntie May—on this little strip of downtown. Carly’s is catty-cornered across the street, at the corner.

Our town—Milltown—has seen better days. Used to be a factory town, back when the mill was still running, but that shut down a decade ago. Now, it’s mostly small businesses scraping by, a couple of chain stores out on the highway, and a lot of folks just making do. We’ve got a little town square where every year on the 4th of July, there’s still a parade, speeches, and sparklers, though the floats look a little sadder every year, and half the storefronts are empty.

One street off the square is my stretch of town—Carly’s, my repair shop, a pharmacy, dry cleaners, a pawn shop. The usual essentials in a place like this. A few apartment buildings, then the road leads out past neighborhoods that used to be nice, before they weren’t.

There’s a state college about thirty miles away, but we’ve got a tiny satellite campus just outside of town, mostly for kids trying to get their gen-eds done on the cheap before moving on to something bigger.

I never got that far. Drove in every morning from Auntie May’s house until tuition got to be too much and she got too sick, and I figured I might as well put all those fix-it skills my dad taught me to good use. Dropped out of school to pay the bills.

Man, how long ago was that now? Must be going on eight years. Some days it feels like yesterday, and sometimes I super regret it—not too often, though. Mostly, I’m happy with this apartment—two bedrooms, a living room/dining room kind of area, a kitchen I remodeled myself in an attempt to charge higher-end clients, though mostly I just ended up giving discounts to old ladies and people down on their luck.

I own the joint free and clear, and that’s a lot more than most 28-year-olds can say for themselves. Have my own truck, too. And I still read a book every now and again, even if they don’t write ’em like they used to—Louis L’Amour and Larry McMurtry, my favorites. Today everything’s too postmodern and political and whatever. I like every one just the same, well enough, but also, I like things straightforward. Black and white. Good defeats evil. With a pretty girl on the side and a happy ending, like how life’s supposed to go.

Of course, last night, I didn’t get the girl. When it comes to Carly, I never do.

She’s the bartender at Carly’s.

Kind of new to town—blew in maybe three years ago? Carly’s was already named Carly’s then, after Mack’s late, lamented wife. And when Carly—my Carly, okay, well, not my Carly, that would just be in my dreams—but this Carly, current Carly, stopped by and asked for a job, told Mack her name, well, he said that was that, just hearing about her name.

Didn’t hurt that she could make a mean dirty martini, I’m sure, but mostly Carly’s regulars are just there for a shot and a beer. A boilermaker if you wanna make it fancy.

Anyway, I keep getting away from myself—she took over maybe two years ago, when Mack decided to hang it up for good. Retire to Florida. Go fishing all day long with his new lady love, Adelaide. After all those years of getting blown in the back room by a new girl every night, he finally met a lady to replace his beloved Carly.

Carly 2 bought him out fair and square, put in some effort—flyers for ladies’ night, cheap wings for college kids, even convinced me to build her a stage for live music on weekends. Really started picking up business—which is a good thing, probably the only business off the square doing much business these days since Tom-Mart came to town.

Anyway, with more business came more things breaking and more need for me to fix things up. And man, is that Carly a firecracker.

But she’s always surrounded, it’s always busy there.

She called me yesterday around 4 p.m.—busted faucet in the boys’ room. Another time, I would have run to her bar, fixed it for her super speedy. But I’ve learned over the years, no matter how nicely Carly purrs into the telephone or how much she flirts with me—or anybody—her business is her baby. Her business comes first.

And anyway, she’s always way too busy. So I stopped at the packy store and bought my usual Friday night lottery ticket and a few six-packs for the weekend, just like I would any Friday weekend, before I headed over to the bar.

The handle—got it fixed so quickly you’d think it had never actually been busted at all. That was the funny thing.

“Thanks so much, Joe,” Carly had said, sliding a beer my way when I got done ten minutes later. “How much do I owe ya?”

For a minute, I thought about letting this one go—after all, Carly was giving me free beer. But then I thought about the electricity bill—the rates just keep going up, and it’s been a cold winter—and the fact that Carly likes to flirt with me all the time and has never actually really looked my way, and⁠—

“Thirty bucks. I’ll put it on your monthly tab.”

“Thanks, Joe,” Carly said, and I’d started to feel bad, right then and there. “You’re a lifesaver. It’s just been the worst day.”

And with that, she started to cry. Told me this whole story about the mean sorority girls who came in and made fun of her for being old. (I mean, Carly’s not even that old—thirty, tops, and hot as hell, even when she’s pissed off.)

And then another beer. And then another story about some grabby frat boys and how they’d caused some trouble with one of her waitresses, so she was shorthanded tonight.

That got me to another beer. And then, of course, I had to help.

Which led to me working the whole shift, mostly behind the bar with Carly.

It was fun. By the end of the night, we were in a good rhythm, knew without talking when to cut someone off. Knew when to offer a refill or gently shoo an overly aggressive guy away.

Carly closed up and then got me another beer. I don’t know how many it had been by that point.

And now, this morning, I was supposed to be at Sarah Mae’s hair salon at 7:30 to fix the sparky electrical outlet before her first client at 8, and this is just not working right.

I flip the radio on just in time to catch the readout of the lottery numbers from last night—apparently, they finally had a winner.

19 I like 19, I always play that number first. That’s how old I was when I dropped out of college to help my auntie.

6 My age when my parents died.

24 When Auntie died

My theory with these numbers– is I play all my bad luck numbers then the universe has to give me back a god luck number– an amount of money– in return. Like it kinda owes me?

54

55

The two pages that were missing from my first copy of Lonesome Dove. Didn’t know anyone else into it and lived miles from a library and it drove e nuts for forever what happened on those two pages, distracted me from missing my first girl and then when I went to lose my virginity the only way i could keep myself from jizzing super fast was thinking about those two pages.

28

My age, I always end with my age-

Wait, did I just win the lottery?
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Iget to Sallie Mae’s at about 8:45, and sure enough, Mrs. Hedges is already there with sopping wet hair, tapping her toe impatiently for me to fix the big overhead dryer. Those things freak me out; they look like something from outer space. And Sallie Mae says the girls these days like a regular blow-dry, but the oldsters would never let her get rid of the overhead beehive torture treatment to set their hairdos just right. She’d tried once, but the backlash had been worse than the time someone suggested knocking down the old movie theater to make room for a new parking lot.

My Aunt May was like that, too. Always had her hair set once a week by Sallie Mae, without fail. No matter how tough times got, she always wanted to keep up appearances—plus she said Sallie Mae needed the money, too. She had enough to share.

Aunt May knew what it meant to take care of people. A quality I think about more and more lately.

Which makes me think—what would she do with $100,000,000?

I’ve looked at my ticket 50 times on my way to the salon, and it really is the same number, even if I can’t totally believe it yet.

“How much do I owe you, Joe?” Sallie asks.

I start to tell her, “$30,” but I remember Aunt May. “On me.”

“Joe,” Sallie Mae says, startled, patting my arm. “Are you sure?”

The truth is, besides Carly, I don’t actually let my bills slide that much. Or if I do, it’s just until the end of the month. I own my house free and clear—thanks, Auntie—and the little office/store/workshop down below, so I don’t have those expenses. But the truth is, I don’t charge that much—and handyman work doesn’t pay that well. I always have a couple of six-packs in the fridge, and I never go hungry—but some weeks, it’s baloney sandwiches on special all week.

But now? Now I’ve got $100 million sitting in my pocket. I don’t need Sallie Mae’s $30. And it feels good to let it go.

Let the $30 go for Sallie Mae, who, as Auntie pointed out, isn’t rolling in it. And really, she got up early, too, just to take care of Mrs. Hedges, who for sure isn’t giving her any kind of great tip.

Not that Mrs. Hedges isn’t a sour pot—she is—but she doesn’t have that much money to spare, either.

“Yeah,” I say, smiling at Sallie. “This one's on me.”

It feels good to be able to do that.

It feels even better when she lights up, straightening like I just handed her the key to the city. She flips her hair back over her shoulder and leans in close to me, and I swear to god, if she wasn’t old enough to be my mother, I’d think she was flirting with me. She puts a hand on my forearm.

“Thank you, Joe. And, what can I do for you?”

Huh. I mean, I don’t really think she’s flirting with me, right? She must really have been sweating that $30, for one reason or another. Man. Even I don’t sweat $30.

After that, the whole day is like that.

I go to the Porters to fix a lock and just charge them for the part—why not—and I get a slice of pie and a cup of coffee with cream, and it’s the nicest conversation I’ve ever had with Lizzie Porter, who I learn wants to go to nursing school when Katie gets into kindergarten. It’ll bring in some extra money, she says, plus she can help the community. Says the $100 in labor I didn’t charge her (and should have) will go into the college fund kitty.

Then there’s Mr. Nguyen over at the corner store. His old neon sign—BRUCE’S LIQUOR—has been busted for months, the T and Q completely out, leaving it reading BRUCE’S L I OR. He’s been meaning to get it fixed but, well, things have been slow. I clean the contacts, swap out a few bulbs, and—bam, it’s shining again. Mr. Nguyen pats me on the back like I just saved his business, then sends me off with a free bag of beef jerky and a “Joe, you good man.”

At Sam Baker’s bait shop, I’m the second man in a mass fridge-moving operation (the bait got loose), and when I wave away the $10 he offered me and even manage not to look annoyed, Sam gives me a whole six-pack. Which is really something, since Sam is tighter than a rusty lug nut. A six-pack from him is basically a town-wide declaration of love.

At home, over a plate of Hot Pockets for dinner (I decided to treat myself), I look at the ticket again. I called the office at lunch, they said pending verification, I’d need to drive to the state office to get my check. Asked me if I wanted it all at once or in payouts. [Put this in dialogue earlier.]

Just for the fun of it, I google “what happens to lottery winners” on my phone while I eat. It’s page after page of sad sack stories, people spending all their money or getting swindled, although it does seem worse if they take it as a lump sum. I’d thought about telling someone all day, but now that I’m clicking through these stories, I know why I haven’t: I don’t want anyone to take advantage of me.

Still, I want to celebrate somehow, even if I don’t tell anyone. Maybe I could tell one person?

Hot Pockets done, I start to grab another beer. Staring at the label, I think about Carly and how we almost kissed last night over beers. An idea comes to me—what if I have champagne tonight? To celebrate just for me? I’ve always thought it was a pansy girl kind of drink, but right now I really want some champagne.

“Carly,” I say, tipping my baseball cap to her as I belly up to the bar.

She looks surprisingly well-rested after our late night, makeup in place, and like she maybe got a haircut somewhere in there today—or maybe it’s just how she’s done her hair, soft golden waves all down instead of in her usual ponytail, skimming her collarbone, drawing my eyes downward before I can stop myself.

Her breasts are very very large, but not like pornstar’s, all plastic and hard. They– move around a lot, if you know what I mean. Nice and jiggly like a bowl of jello. Like breasts are supposed to be. I have always wondered what they’d feel like in my hands. Soft and doughy and warm and perfect.

“Joe.” Carly’s voice snaps my eyes back to hers. She’s smirking, and I brace for the usual—some teasing about getting caught staring. But then… she shifts. Just a little. Rolls one shoulder back, the other forward, like a stretch. But all it does is give me more of a view.

My pulse kicks up. Is she…? No, she’s just messing with me. Right?

In my defense, her black top is pretty low-cut—and pretty tight. Usually, I’d look away or pretend I wasn’t looking (hah!), but tonight, I don’t know why—I dip my eyes down again, really quick, just to confirm she caught me.

Her smirk doesn’t falter. If anything, it deepens.

“What’ll it be?” Carly asks, tilting her chin, watching me too closely. “The usual?”

“Actually,” I say. My throat’s dry. I grab the back of my neck, shake it off. “Wanna mix it up. How about opening a bottle of champagne? Pour yourself a glass too?”

“Champagne?” Carly raises an eyebrow. She leans on the bar, closer than necessary. Her cleavage shifts, just slightly, like an invitation. But I must be imagining that. “Are you feeling okay?”

“Yeah,” I say. “Just wanna celebrate.”

“Celebrate?” Carly asks, confused. “Celebrate what?”

“I won—” I start. And stop. “I wanna celebrate the first day of the rest of my life.”

It’s a quiet night in the bar, which is a good thing after the craziness of last night, just a few of the regulars down at the other end of the bar, a foursome playing pool. Now, Carly comes around from behind the bar and sits down next to me.

“What does that mean?” Carly asks. “Everything okay?”

She actually looks a bit concerned, sitting next to me and leaning in again, a little too close. The warmth of her skin brushes against my arm.

I should pull back. But I don’t.

“Yeah, I feel great, actually,” I say. My brain feels half-stuck on her skin on mine. “Just realized I’ve spent a lot of time waiting around for stuff to happen—and well, sometimes it happens.” I’m not making a lot of sense. “Get busy living or get busy dying, and I’m here for the living.”

Carly leans back, just enough that the brush of her skin is gone. But not before I swear I see her hesitate. Like maybe she didn’t mean to move away at all.

She studies me, tilting her head. Then she pours us each a glass of champagne.

“Here’s to the rest of your life, Joe.”

We toast, and I drink the champagne all the way down real quick, thinking it would taste awful, like medicine. But actually, it tastes pretty good, so I pour myself another glass.

Carly smiles at me, sipping her own glass, watching me, but saying nothing. Her eyes flicker down my chest—quick, like she doesn’t mean to. Like I do to her.

She sets down her glass, rubs a slow circle on the bar with her fingertip. It’s nothing. And yet… something.

“Let me go check on Mike and Matt,” she says, pointing at the regulars. “Don’t go anywhere, okay?”

I stay right there all night, waiting. Actually, it isn’t that long, and when she goes back to Mike and Matt a second time—I follow her after a few minutes and ask them if they’d like me to buy them a last round. Carly gives me a sort of startled look when she hears that, but Mike and Matt just chuckle and leave pretty quickly.

She flips the lock and then the closed sign and turns back to me.

“Okay, what was that about? What on earth is going on with you tonight? First the champagne and then⁠—”

I just go for it. I kiss her, like I’ve wanted to for so long, tongue on tongue.

Carly pulls back.

“Well, okay, Joe,” she says. She exhales, eyes still a little dazed. “Thought you’d never get around to that.”

I push her back against the glass of the door, kissing her hard and harder, just letting myself feel how her tits push against my chest. They are so big. And so, so soft, just like I thought they would be.

“Mmmhmmm,” Carly says. “Wanna take this to the back?”

“We could go to my place,” I say. After all, I live right across the street.

“I don’t wanna wait,” Carly says. “I’ve been waiting for you for it for so long, Joe. I just wanna do it now.”

We go back to her office, sinking into the cracked leather couch and in my head I promise myself that next time this will be in a bed.

Carly reaches for the hem of her top, lifting it slowly—too slowly.

I know what’s coming, but still—fuck.

She peels it over her head, then flicks her bra clasp open like she’s done it a hundred times before. And suddenly—suddenly, they’re right in front of me. Her tits. The ones I’ve been trying not to stare at for three years.

They move.

Like, really move. Jiggly as hell, soft as a dream, full and perfect, and—fuck—I was right. They’re real.

I don’t even think. I just bury my face in her, licking first one breast and then another, biting down on her nipples, too.

“Oh yes,” she sighs. “God, I love having my breasts sucked. Harder.”

Her breasts are so warm and so big. I lean back a moment, rubbing my fingers across first one nipple and then the other, watching how they stiffen, changing colors from pink to plum.

I bury my face there again. It’s all I can do.

“Woah, honey,” Carly says. “Wanna put something else in there?”

I can’t believe she’s asking. I look up at her, just to be sure. Oh, she’s definitely asking.

“Wanna fuck my tits?”

I get her down on the couch as she talks, start unbuttoning my jeans.

“You sure?”

“Yeah,” Carly says. “I love having them fucked. Makes them good for something.”

I don’t need to be asked twice.

“Lube me up a little?” I ask, bringing my cock to her lips.

“God,” Carly says, shuddering. “I didn’t know you were this sexy.” She sticks her tongue out a little, licks at me just like a lollipop.

“Your cock is really big, Joe.” She sounds surprised.

“Thanks,” I say, sort of sheepishly. I mean, I know it’s kinda big, which has been a problem for the few girls I’ve dated—worried about getting hurt and all.

“You can fuck my face a little if you’d like,” Carly says, sticking her tongue out like a kitten, just letting it drape out of her mouth.

I dip in a little, now I’m shuddering too. It’s been a while. One stroke, two. God, her mouth is warm. Warm and wet.

“Ah ah ah,” Carly says. “Don’t want you coming in my mouth.”

This kind of takes me out of it, but okay.

“Give mama her pearl necklace.”

I move back towards Carly’s torso, push her tits together. They are full, huge. So damn big they spill over my hands. I pinch her nipples, roll them in my fingers, just to see her shudder beneath me.

I pick up her left hand and put it where my right one had been, cradling the side of her breast, and then I do the same with her right hand.

“Hold yourself together for me,” I manage to say. It’s hard to get the words out—she looks so fucking good like this, just like I’ve always imagined.

I hold my palm up to her mouth to lick and then wet my cock again.

Damp enough, I start sliding in between her tits—it’s a little rough without any real lube, but fuck, the visual is insane.

Before I can say anything, she squeezes them tighter for me, pressing them together just the way I like. "Like this?" she asks, smirking.

Carly and her pretty face and blue eyes and long wavy blonde hair, lying back on the couch, throat exposed, and then my cock peeking its head out from between two huge mounds of joy, fingers encircling her tits, tweaking her own nipples. Yeah, I like this.

I fuck her like this for a few minutes before I ask her to tilt forward, and then I’m driving my cock through that perfect squeeze of her tits, into the heat of her mouth—and I don’t last very long like that. Heat surges up my spine, locking my whole body in place, driving me uncontrollably into my orgasm, before I know it, the combination of the visual and her boobs and her mouth just all too much. Not to mention it’s been so long since I fucked anything besides my right palm.

When I open my eyes, there is cum everywhere, on Carly’s neck, sure, but also in her face, running into her hair.

“Oh my god, Carly, I’m so sorry⁠—”

“Don’t worry about it,” Carly says, sneaking a tongue out to lick some of my cum off of her top lip, and I swear to god I start to get hard again. “That was super hot. Hottest thing I’ve seen in a while, you coming like that.”

She wipes her face a little and then holds her hand up to me. I suck her fingers, one by one. I taste okay, thank god.

“Okay,” Carly says eventually. “Now, what are you gonna do for me?”

“Do for you?”

“Yeah, fair’s fair, Joe. You owe me an orgasm.”

Hmm.

“Well, let me get you cleaned up first,” I say, getting off of Carly’s torso and going to the bathroom for some paper towels. Really, I’m trying to buy some time to think about how I can get her back to my place. I can’t believe she let me give her a pearl necklace—and I can’t believe how bad I want to do it again.

But when I come out of the bathroom, it’s all over.

Carly’s taken off all of her clothes and draped some sort of print blanket—like the kind of thing college kids would call a tapestry—over the couch, and then arranged herself on top of it, fluffed her hair over her shoulder so her long waves are tickling her tits, which are still purple and pointy at the tips, and all the rest of her is stretched out there like a feast for me to devour—so I do.

I fall on her. Kissing her and kissing her, just letting myself run my body up and down her body, letting myself feel her breasts crush into my chest, moving down to clean my cum off of her with my tongue–forget the towels–moving a knee in between her legs, feeling her heat and her wetness there, on my knee.

I reach a hand down, fumble around her super wet landing strip to find her core. She’s so gushy.

“This is how you get just from kissing?” I can’t help but ask.

“No, silly,” Carly says, giggling a little. “It’s how turned on you coming all over me got me. You getting so turned on by me—it was the biggest turn-on with a guy I’ve had in a while.”

“In a while?” I ask, fishing. “With a guy?”

Carly rolls her eyes, kisses my cheek.

“Yeah, silly. I’ve been waiting for you for a while.”

“But—Bob? Mike?”

“Bob was like a year ago. I mean– there are guys, people come into the bar. A girl has needs right?” She giggles a little. “Although I guess that’s what Michelle is for.”

Ah. Michelle. Our town mechanic. I’ve always wondered about the two of them.

“But, this is different,” Carly says. “I feel so relaxed with you. I love that we are such good friends. I’ve always wondered what it was going to feel like. Took you a while to figure it out though!”

I’m not totally sure what she’s talking about, but what I have figured out while she’s been babbling is that she really likes me pressing on that her little pleasure button, right there⁠—

“Ohh!”

At the top of her clit.

I move my finger down lower, dipping into her pussy.

“Hmm, yeah baby, keep going.”

I stroke around a little inside of her, just listening to her sighs and gasps. I like the way my name sounds in her mouth, the way she’s twisting and turning.

My second girlfriend ever, Sylvie, the exchange student I dated during my brief time at college, taught me a trick I’ve never really thought about using on another girl until now. Felt like it would be kind of gross, disrespectful to Sylvie to bring her into another woman’s bedroom. Or disrespectful to the other woman to bring her there—not that there have been that many other women.

But for whatever reason, tonight I decide to go for it. If it works on Carly, I’ll be giving her as much pleasure as she gave me by letting me fuck her tits. God.

I add another finger inside of her pussy and press around a little, exploring, until I find a little spongy mass of tissue. It lines up right behind where her magic button is on the outside of her—just like it did on Sylvie’s body too. I bite my lip and start stroking, rhythmically, lightly at first and then harder and harder, faster and faster, in time with Carly’s moans.

“Ohh, yeahhhh, oh, Joe, oh—how⁠—”

She looks fantastic coming, too, eyes rolled back into her head, head rolling side to side on the arm of the sofa.

Carly opens her eyes.

“That was amazing. Thank you.”

I bite my lip, look away. As fun as getting her off was, I’m ready to go again, but I’m sort of worried she’s saying this is it. I lean against her thigh a little, letting her feel my hard-on.

“So when are you gonna stick it in me?”

“I thought you’d never ask,” I say, shoving down my boxers.

I sit back on my knees, stroking myself for a few minutes, just taking in Carly, her beautiful face and her long blonde hair. And her damp damp damp pussy. The curtains match the rug, which I’ve wondered about for three years. Her 10–20 extra pounds make for some really nice soft curves, so many places to grab on to and hold and squeeze close.

But for now—I can’t wait to be inside of her, to feel her creamy core squeezing tight around me.

And so I stroke in, losing myself in her warm, wet heat. For just a minute I let myself go and don’t worry too much about her coming—she already came, after all—but then I remember my manners and stroke at her pleasure spot with my thumb. I angle my dick to stroke her inside, too, and then soon enough she’s sighing in the same way she was before, like she’s gonna come, and I let myself go back to losing myself in her—letting the zip go up my spine and my eyes go black—and—coming all over inside of her.

“Shit, I’m so sorry,” I say, pulling out. “I didn’t even think⁠—”

Carly’s breathless, giggling, coming down from her own orgasm. “Don’t worry about it. I’m on the pill. And I’m clean. And I know you are, Mr. Celibate. Besides, I like it messy,” she says, sighing and smiling at me in a way that makes me think I’m gonna want to go again, real soon. “I like having a piece of you in me. On me. Making me yours.”

“Mr. Celibate?”

“Yeah, I told you, Joe, I’ve been waiting for you to figure it out for a while. I’ve been checking on you.”

“You have?” I say, still as dumbfounded and shocked as I was when she hinted at this earlier.

“Yeah,” she says, more shyly now, stroking my arms. “For three years, ever since you pointed me to the door of this place.”

She’d been lost, looking for a payphone, a place to get a water, anything. I’d warned her about Ward—but figured things would be okay since they shared a name.

“Me too,” I say, and suddenly, it’s true. “Me too. And yeah, you’re mine. Definitely mine.”

And then I go back to claiming her.
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Wednesday morning, I still haven’t gotten around to scheduling a time to drive to Springfield to turn in my lottery ticket, but I have spent a whole heck of a lot more time in Carly’s bed.

Not that I’m complaining.

But the calls are backing up, and I figure I better get back out there to help more people.

First up? Petra.

I’ve fixed a few things at her house before—her husband is a long-haul trucker, always on the road, not home to play Mr. Fix-It that often—but I’ve never really chatted with her. Sure, I wave back when she waves at me from across the park or smile and nod when we pass each other on the street—but that’s it. If anything, she’s maybe tried to say more than hello to me—but I’ve just kept walking. I’ve never been that chatty with casual acquaintances. People have way too many problems.

Today, though, when Petra calls me to fix her showerhead, I resolve to do different. To be more. If she wants to talk—I’ll let her talk. I’ll help, for real, besides the plumbing.

Petra lives in one of the ranch-style houses over near the elementary school, just a little past where Milltown stops pretending it’s a proper town and starts fading into the countryside. It’s a quiet street, the kind where the yards are tidy but tired, a little too much dirt showing through the grass.

The first thing I notice when she answers the door is her eyes.

Blue, sharp. Way too cold for this sleepy little town.

The second thing I notice is that she looks exhausted.

She’s wearing a fitted white tank top and loose gray sweatpants, hair scraped into a ponytail like she threw herself together at the last second, but she’s got the kind of body you expect to see in a glossy magazine—long, lean, ballerina-like. But without any shine. Just tired eyes, a deep frown, and a stiffness to her shoulders like she’s bracing for something. Like she’s used to bracing.

"Joe?" Her voice is soft, burred gently by her accent. Someone told me once where she’s from, not that I remember—somewhere Eastern European or Russian, some place like that. I wonder if that’s why and how Buddy married her.

If she got a little more sleep, she’d be a stone-cold fox. As it is, there’s something about her that doesn’t quite sit right. Despite my resolve to be more helpful, I’m not really sure what to do with my noticing. Even if I want to be a better person—I’m still just me. Joe the handyman. Not a private investigator or some kind of head shrinker.

"That’s me," I say, tipping my chin. "Here to fix your shower."

She stares at me for a beat, and for a second, I think she’s about to tell me to forget it. But then she nods and steps back, pulling the door open wider.

Inside, the house is clean but sparse. Black leather three-piece set, a clock on the wall, two framed wedding photos on a mostly empty bookshelf, and a 60” TV on the opposite wall.

"Shower is broken," she says, leading me down the hall.

The bathroom is small, lean, clutter-free just like the living room. White tile, white towels, perfectly angled soap dispenser, of course. It’s starting to give me the creeps, actually, how clean and empty this house is. Besides the wedding photos, you’d think no one lived here.

Petra stands in the doorway while I check out the showerhead.

"Water pressure’s weak, or…?" I ask, running my fingers over the metal, checking for buildup.

She exhales through her nose. "No pressure. No hot water."

I flick the faucet on. Barely a trickle comes out.

"Probably a clog," I mutter, reaching for my toolbox.

She doesn’t move, just stands there watching me, not saying anything. Most people in this town would’ve offered me a cup of coffee or a glass of water right when I came in—we ain’t a rich town, Milltown, but we’re polite, and we share what we have. That’s one thing you can say for us.

And honestly, plenty of people I check in on see me as their social time, just yap yap yap the whole time I’m in their house—maybe that’s why I’m not so chatty with my acquaintances when I’m out in public. But Petra just watches me, staring. Like she’s trying to figure something out.

"Something on your mind?" I ask.

For a second, she looks startled, like she didn’t expect me to ask. Or maybe didn’t realize I’d notice. Not used to having anyone pay attention to her.

She shrugs, crossing her arms over her chest. "You are always working. I see you going to this house, that house, all the time. Everyone says, ‘Joe, hard worker.’"

"That’s kind of the job."

"You don’t rest?"

"I rest." I pause. "Guess you don’t, though."

She presses her lips together but doesn’t answer.

Something twists in my gut. It’s not my business. But looking at her, the way she’s this close to being gorgeous but instead just looks worn down, I can’t help but wonder.

"Buddy around much?" I ask, meaning her husband.

We were in high school together, a few years apart. Didn’t care for him even then. He was the kind of guy who wasn’t exactly a bully, but wasn’t exactly kind either. The type to leave people out more than push them down. I don’t think he ever shoved anyone into lockers, but he’d stand people up on a date and act like he forgot. Laugh it off like it was no big deal. The kind of guy who never did anything bad enough to call out, but just enough to make you not trust him.

She gives a small, humorless smile. "No."

Silence settles between us.

Then, softly, she says, "I don’t think I know how."

It takes me a second to realize what she means.

Rest. She doesn’t know how to rest.

I tighten the wrench, feeling the pipe shift under my grip. She’s still standing there, arms crossed, watching me.

"You like it here?" I ask, keeping my tone easy.

Petra tilts her head like she’s considering whether to answer. "It is… fine."

I snort. "That’s not a yes."

She presses her lips together, shifts her weight. Then, after a moment, she says, "Your town is small."

"That’s true."

"Small and quiet."

"That’s also true." I glance up, catch the way her fingers are pressing into her arms. "You’re not used to small and quiet?"

Her mouth twists, but she doesn’t answer right away. Instead, she exhales through her nose, unfolds her arms, and leans against the doorframe.

Then, suddenly, it just spills out.

"I come from a city. A real city. Loud, crowded, fast. People always moving, always something happening. Not like here. Here, it is just… I don’t know. Empty. I meet Buddy online. That is what you are thinking, yes? That I am a mail-order bride. I am not. But maybe it is close enough. I was working at a cafe in Springfield, and he comes every week. Always smiling. Brought me flowers. Liked to show me off. And now he is never here, and when he is, it must be clean—everything perfect. I work very hard. But he is tired. Always so tired when he is home. If house is not clean, it is hard for him to relax.”

She laughs a little, looking surprised, like she hadn’t expected so many words to come out. It’s the most I’ve ever heard her say, that’s for sure.

"I have never even had—what do you call it—orgasm? When a woman goes away in sex? The little death?”

It’s all I can do to keep from dropping the wrench, and for a minute, I think about running away as fast as I can.

“Orgasm is what they call it.”

I finally meet her eyes. I’m not sure if I’m trying to give her the look—you know the kind I mean, all what an action—or trying not to give her the look. Try to give her a look, if you know what I mean. I kinda wonder what Carly would say about this conversation—but it’s just a conversation, right?

“You really never had one?”

“I mean,” she says, softening a little, smiling. “With my hands, sure. But I always thought it would be my husband to—” She looks away, twisting the washcloth she’s holding in her hands. “To make me a woman. Like that.”

She looks back up at me, and now she’s the one giving me a look. It’s definitely that kind of look, too, her eyes have come alive, all warmth and fire, and her lips are parted a little, and just for a moment, I wonder what it would be like to slide in there, touch her tongue with mine.

“You—you want that to change?” I manage. I can feel my cheeks getting a little hot—like hers. Her cheeks are flushing the prettiest shade of pink I think I’ve ever seen.

“Yes,” she says.

Carefully, slowly, I step out of the tub. I put the wrench down on the sink and then turn back to her where she’s waiting.

“Well, alright,” I say. “I think I can fix this, too.”
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By the time we’ve made it to Petra’s bedroom and she’s dropped to her knees, unzipping my jeans, I’m convinced someone dropped Ole Buddy Boy on his head when he was a baby or something.

Because how could you look down at Petra—perfect ice-white hair, flame-blue eyes, round pink blowjob lips—and not want to get lost in her forever?

And Petra sure knows her way around a man’s body, sucking me down like a pro, deep-throating me without a single moment’s hesitation. No choking or coughing, just looking up at me the whole time, eyes locked on mine.

Makes me kinda sad to think about it, all the work she’d been doing with nothing in return.

That sorry, sorry, sorry man.

I drag her up to my mouth, kissing her gently.

“Hey now, not that I don’t appreciate it, Petra, but let’s let this be about you.”

She looks up at me shyly through her eyelashes, smiling and nodding.

I pull back from the kiss, watching her face, waiting for her to change her mind.

She doesn’t.

Instead, she blinks up at me, soft and open now, like she’s just realized she’s allowed to want this.

“Let me see you,” I say, dragging my hands down her sides, slow and steady, giving her every chance to stop me.

She doesn’t.

I ease her tank top up, pull it over her head, let my palms roam over her warm, smooth, lean body. Her breath hitches when I reach behind her, unhooking her bra, and then her tits spill free, perfect handfuls, nipples already tight.

God.

She shivers when I thumb over them, then gasps when I dip lower, fingers tracing the waistband of her sweatpants.

“Okay?” I ask.

She nods.

I push them down, kneeling to drag them past her hips, then her panties too, until she’s bare in front of me, stretched out against the bed like something out of a dream.

Her legs press together, like she’s trying to disappear, so I smooth my hands over her thighs, slow, steady, nudging them apart.

“It’s okay,” I tell her. “I got you.”

She exhales. And then, finally, she lets me open her up.

And fuck—she’s glistening.

I press a kiss to the inside of her knee, then another, working my way up, watching her face the whole time. She’s breathing hard, hands clenching and unclenching against the sheets, body tense like she doesn’t quite believe this is happening.

So I take my time.

I lick her slow, just once, right where she needs me.

She jolts.

“Oh—”

I grin against her skin.

Usually, licking pussy isn’t really my kind of thing, but she’s made it easy for me—shaved bare, all soft pink flesh. Besides, this is for her. And even better? She tastes fantastic, like pineapple.

I ease a finger inside of her as I suck on her clit, feeling around for the magic spot I found last night, with— Carly.

Fuck. Carly.

I slow down, just tonguing Petra gently while I think about what Carly would think. I actually don’t think she’d mind at all. Wouldn’t be pissed in the slightest. This moment with Petra—it’s not like it is with Carly. Me and Carly, we’ve been best friends for three years. Have been waiting on each other for about as long, apparently. But more than that, this moment with Petra—I mean, it’s about her. Helping her. And I think Carly would be all about that.

Petra’s clenching tight all around me, her body wound up so tight. I figure she’s tense because she’s on edge, dying to come but maybe not knowing how to with a man.

“Relax,” I murmur, nipping at the soft, soft skin of her inner thigh, distracting her. “I got you.”

Then I go again, lapping at her softly at first, then deeper, firmer, waiting for her to stop holding her breath, waiting for her to sink into it.

And she does.

She melts into the bed, hips tilting, legs falling wider, fingers finding my hair like she’s holding on for dear life.

I slide another finger inside her and curl them faster and faster, against that little spongy patch of flesh she’s got—right there on the inside of her pussy—stroking in time with my tongue.

And she fucking breaks.

“Oh, Joe⁠—”

She shatters, thighs squeezing around my head, breath ragged, body rocking against my mouth as she falls apart.

Goddamn.

I keep going until she’s too sensitive to take it, then kiss my way back up, hovering over her.

Her lips are parted, her skin flushed, her body completely relaxed. I’m suspecting it's not just that a man has never made her feel this way before, but maybe not another person. Or maybe just not at all, ever.

I press a kiss to her jaw, then her cheek, then her lips.

“You want more?” I ask, cause this is all about her.

She blinks up at me, still dazed, then nods.

A little shyly, she says, “Do—do you want to? Is okay for you?”

“I want to fuck you,” I tell her, voice low, because she needs to hear that. Needs to know a man can desire her.

I put a little bit of ache into my voice, on purpose. “But only if you want to. And only if you’ll let me help you come again. I want this to be good for you.”

I let that sit between us, giving her the chance to refuse.

She doesn’t.

“Yes,” she says, and then she moves to lie back on the bed, spread out, starfish-like—which I figure is what Buddy trained her to do, just lie there and take it until he was satisfied. The bastard.

“Turn over,” I say. “I think this way will be a little easier for me to pleasure you.”

When I’d fingered her, I’d noticed her sweet spot was angled a little funny, in a way that makes me think I’m gonna hit it better if she’s on her hands and knees–and I’m railing her from behind.

She flops onto her stomach, flat on the bed, legs together, headed buried in the pillows. Jeez, Buddy was really a class act.

I tug at her waist until she’s up on all fours.

I lean over her back and trail kisses down her spine—her skin is so soft, so smooth. She’s shivering all over by the time I get to her ass, and I can’t help but squeeze both those juicy lobes in my hands, taking a moment to admire. Petra really does do a lot to keep herself in shape, she deserves some recognition.

“So beautiful.”

You could bounce a dime on this ass, no kidding. I kiss first one ass cheek and then the other, and then I dip down and get one more taste of that sweet pineapple cream.

“Okay?” I ask.

“Oh, yes. Yes. Yeah,” she says, searching for words, and I can’t help but chuckle.

But just for a moment, because I really want to get inside of her and feel her creamy, juicy center all over my dick.

I kneel back and fish around in my jeans pocket for a condom, real quick, before rising up, right back at her ass like I never left.

I stroke my dick between her ass cheeks, just giving her a taste, and then I’m sliding down between her legs, getting myself lubed up a little.

“Ready?”

“Oh, yes, please just stop asking me,” she says, and again, I’m chuckling. “Oh Joe, you need to just fuck me, please, I’m begging you.”

I figure I might as well accommodate the lady, and slip right in.

For a second, I think about going slow, steady, gentle— for sure, that’s not what Buddy Boy is giving her. But for just a moment, I do a little just for me, and I slide all the way in, all at once, letting her stretch out around me, so hot and so, so tight. Like a damn virgin.

She gasps.

I groan.

I pull back, then, just let myself take one, two, three sweet strokes— God, I really want a fourth, a fifth, but I remind myself, this is about her.

Instead, I focus on short, sharp strokes, focus on hitting her just right. And just like that, she comes, wailing.

And then I run my hands down her back, gently pushing her head and neck and shoulder down, just a bit and then hoisting her hips a little higher. Letting myself have a little bit for me, fucking into her. Harder and harder— and then, when she’s squeezing all around me, screaming my name, coming on me all over again⁠—

I come too.


4




By Thursday morning, I was beginning to think that doing good was a good workout. Almost too good—I was plumb worn out.

Of course, that wasn’t even the start of it.

Let me back up. Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday—every day, something was growing in me. A compulsion, almost. Like the more I helped, the more I felt like I had to keep helping. Like if I stopped now, the whole damn world would fall apart. Maybe it was the lottery money, maybe it was just who I was all along, like Aunt Jo always said. Either way, by the time Thursday rolled around, I was damn near running on fumes.

Although, the sex probably had something to do with that too. If I thought Monday and Tuesday had been a fuck-a-palooza with Carly, well, that had nothing on Wednesday.

I wandered into the bar that night after my shower, knowing I had to tell Carly about Petra. No getting around it. The question was—how the hell was she gonna take it?

Before I could even open my mouth, she beat me to the punch.

“So… had coffee with Petra this afternoon,” she said, smiling this cute little almost-a-leer kinda smile as she leaned over the bar. “She’s the happiest I’ve ever seen her. Whadja do, Joe? Spill. I ain’t gonna be mad—you know that.”

I blinked at her, trying to figure out if I was in trouble. But that smirk? That little knowing glint in her eye? Shit. This wasn’t about to go the way I thought.

I barely got one-quarter of the story out before she was asking Allison—the college girl who helps out some weeknights—to watch the bar for fifteen. Next thing I knew, she was pulling me into the back room and sinking down onto her knees—for a blowjob comparison, she said.

Wanted tips for how not to gag, she said.

Maybe she should call Petra, she said.

But before she could get very far, I yanked her up, flipped her around, and fucked her from behind. Bent over the couch, sucking on my hand so she didn’t make too much noise—after all, there were twenty people out front.

Fifteen minutes later, I was sidled up to the bar and sucking down an ice-cold beer, but apparently, Carly hadn’t had her fill because I wasn’t even halfway through the pint before she was telling Allison she could run the whole show for the night, keep the tips.

“Just don’t forget to lock up.”

It was another long, long night of fucking. Every position you can imagine and even a few I hadn’t thought of, Carly begging me to tell her exactly what I did to Petra, how I did it. A stroke-by-stroke narration, you might call it. All while I was deep inside her, of course.

So by Thursday morning?

I was feeling it.

Took me twenty whole minutes to roll out of bed. Another twenty to remember how to drink coffee. And then, when I finally dragged myself into the shower, I thought no way would I be in the mood to jerk off like I usually did in the mornings. (Doesn’t everyone?)

But of course, the second the hot water hit me, I started thinking about Carly on her knees in the shower last night, cleaning up but making sure to clean me up first.

Then I thought about her practicing her deep-throating skills.

Then I thought about Petra, and how goddamn good she was at sucking dick.

Then I thought about how I never even got to come inside her.

And—well. There I was.

Coming all over myself.

Which meant another ten minutes of cleanup in the shower.

And wouldn’t you know it? By the time I got to my truck?

It wouldn’t start.

Now, considering my new billionaire lottery-winner status, I was tempted to just say fuck it and go buy a new truck.

But seeing as how I hadn’t picked up my check yet, that didn’t seem like the wisest idea.

So instead, I called Michelle, our local mechanic. Also known as Carly’s BFF (besides me), and apparently, her sometime fuck buddy—though they’d both done a damn good job keeping it on the down low, at least as far as I was concerned.

Smart move, considering this town ain’t exactly the most progressive place.

Michelle came pretty quick to pick up the truck, but then that left me at loose ends. I sat in my little storefront for 15 minutes, looking at what were supposed to be my “books” (really, at $30 a pop, there wasn’t a lot to “book”), and rearranging the shelf of steel wool (swear to God, it fixes everything) and duct tape (also a lifesaver) before I decided to walk on over to Michelle’s garage.

Sure, it’s two miles away, but what else was I gonna do? Twiddle my thumbs? And maybe me being there was gonna spur Michelle to work a little faster, get me my truck back in time to do a house call or two today.
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By the time I make it to Chase’s Auto, my truck is already up on the lift. Michelle’s half-hidden underneath it, just her legs sticking out from the tangle of metal and pipes.

For a minute, standing there, I wonder if I should’ve just stayed at my shop—inventorying duct tape and steel wool and unpaid invoices, dreaming of how to spend my billion-dollar winnings, and everything else. But the honest truth? I didn’t want to pass up a chance to check out Michelle.

Maybe it’s because Carly mentioned her last night. Or because I know she and Carly are tight. Or because… well, there’s always been something about Michelle. A sharp little hook in me, even when I wasn’t looking too hard at it.

Not that I’m about to admit that.

So instead, I tell myself I’m just here to check on the truck. Maybe hurry things along.

I push through the door, letting it swing shut behind me—loudly.

“Figured I’d find you here.”

A loud clank echoes from under the truck, followed by a sharp, pissed-off, “Motherfucker.”

Michelle slides out, wiping her hands on an already-filthy rag, grease smudged across one sharp cheekbone. She always looks kind of delicate at first glance—small frame, little sparrow bones—but the second she moves or speaks, that illusion shatters.

“Joe.”

I give her my best shit-eating grin. “That’s me.”

She exhales through her nose, eyes narrowing—big, dark, and full of attitude, always. Her short black hair sticks up in six different directions, like she’s run her hands through it too many times and doesn’t give a damn how it looks.

“You expect your truck to be fixed after,” she pauses, checks the oversized sports watch swallowing up her thin wrist, “one hour?”

Michelle is all sharp angles and spiky edges, wrapped up in tattoos and grease stains, but she has that kind of old-school movie star face—sharp cheekbones, button nose, dark lashes that make her eyes look even bigger. Like if you cleaned her up and stuck her in some Breakfast at Tiffany’s dress, she’d pass for a Hepburn. If Hepburn could hotwire a car and curse like a sailor.

“Figured I’d check on the progress.” I step closer, smirking. “Make sure you weren’t slacking.”

Michelle barks out a laugh, then chucks the rag straight at my chest, hard.

“You’re lucky I don’t charge extra for being a pain in my ass. Although, keep at it, and you’ll be asking for a whopping.”

I catch the rag before it hits the floor, but she’s already smirking, cocky as hell, hands on her hips.

She’s fast, sharp, always two steps ahead—probably one of the only people in town who never lets me get away with shit.

And right now, she’s looking me up and down like she’s measuring something.

I raise an eyebrow. “What?”

"You look like shit."

"Thanks."

"No, really." Michelle tilts her head. "What’s wrong with you?"

"Nothing."

She takes a step closer. Too close.

“Just worn out from all the fucking?”

“Whaaat?”

Michelle snorts, crossing her arms over her chest. "Oh, please. Carly can’t stop talking about you. And her. You know,” she waves a finger between me and some imaginary Carly standing beside her, “you and her. What’s going on.”

I blink. "Carly’s… talking about me?"

Michelle’s smirk deepens. "Talking? Try bragging. I swear, Joe, if I didn't know better, I'd think she was trying to sell tickets."

My stomach does something weird—some mix of pride and embarrassment—but I mask it with a cocky grin. "That right? She giving me good reviews?"

Michelle rolls her eyes, but there’s something sharp in the way she’s looking at me now, something assessing.

“Let’s just say she’s making you sound like the second coming of the magic wand. And Joe, I know she’s got a magic wand, so that’s saying something.” She tilts her head, playful, amused. “What’s your secret? You pull out the toys already? You some kind of sex wizard?”

I try to keep my mouth from dropping open, scrambling for something to say. I wasn’t prepared for this conversation. At all. Not that I’m complaining.

“Sounds like you’re curious," I say, shifting around, trying to adjust myself, somehow, without actually using my hands mand making it super obvious that my jeans are definitely getting a little too tight, just from this conversation.

“You know,” Michelle says, stalking closer to me, “I wouldn’t say I see Carly’s… enthusiasm the same way she does. I mean, she’s always liked dick. I think she likes you so much because she’s never had a guy she actually liked and who knows what the fuck he’s doing.”

Shit, I really am going to have to adjust at some point, like with my hands. What kind of man am I, getting this turned on from a woman talking dirty to me?

“Well, I didn’t mean to be kicking you out of anything, Michelle—I’m sure you and Carly⁠—”

“Oh, I’m not jealous,” Michelle says easily. “Just wondering if you’ve gotten to play with her fingers yet. Me, I prefer them as a fist.”

My brain stutters to a stop at that, and I have no idea what my face looks like or says, but whatever it is Mciheelle sure thinks it’s funny cause she gives a little laugh, leers at me a little before she goes on.

“As much as I love women—and their bodies—those tits of Carly’s, am I right?" Michelle whistles, low. "I like coming with something inside me. A peg, the rabbit, Carly’s fist, you name it.”

“Uh, yeah,” I breathe. Michelle’s got me backed up against the workbench, and I figure she won’t notice if I actually go ahead and adjust myself. I move an arm down, just—there to the left—yeah, a little more room.

Which lets my big brain start working again.

“So if you like something inside you when you come,” I say, voice lower than I mean for it to be, “what’s stopping you from doing it with a guy?”

Michelle raises an eyebrow. “What, like I haven’t? I’ve been with plenty of men—big, little, long, short, thick, thin. And you wanna know the one thing they all had in common?”

I swallow. “What?”

They don’t work for it.”

She plants both hands on the workbench on either side of me, trapping me in place.

She shakes her head, exasperated. “Men. They think they’re doing something just because they’ve got a dick. Like, congrats, you were born with one. That doesn’t mean you know how to use it. You ever had a guy pump away like a jackhammer, thinking it’s getting you off when it’s just… ow?”

I fight a laugh. “Can’t say I have.”

She ignores me, rolling right into the next part. “Or the ones who think all you need is a little clit action, but it’s like they’re playing whack-a-mole. Wrong angle, wrong speed, wrong everything. Then they wonder why I’m not shaking the walls.”

Now I do laugh. “Whack-a-mole?”

“Yeah, whack-a-mole. With my pussy.” She waves a hand vaguely toward her jeans. “And don’t even get me started on the guys who think spitting on it is foreplay. Like, gee, thanks, real sexy. Or the ones who act like an orgasm is some—some optional side quest.”

“You really sound like you’ve had a time of it.”

She exhales sharply. “You’re goddamn right. So forgive me if I don’t believe you’ve got some magic pole that can just adjust to any woman’s needs automatically. That your fingers are that magic, your tongue’s flow that sweet. That you, Joe, are somehow different from every guy who thinks ‘oh, I’ll just shove it in, and poof—squirting, screaming, best sex of her life.’”

I cock my head. “You sound curious.”

Her eyes flick to mine. Just for a second.

Then she grins.

“Maybe I am.”

Then, instead of walking away, she leans in again, dragging a single finger down the middle of my chest.

“I mean,” she says, slow, thoughtful, “Carly’s raving about you. And I trust Carly.”

Her fingers hook into my belt loop, tugging me just enough that I feel it, but not enough to let me do anything about it.

“But I think I’d rather find out for myself. You know—firsthand.”

My stomach tightens. “So, uh. You wanna call Carly… right now?”

Michelle grins. “Not exactly what I meant.” She pulls out her phone anyway, tapping the screen. “But hey—good starting point.”

She smirks like she knows she’s got me.

The phone rings twice before Carly picks up.

"You should totally double-check,” She says, giggling. “Get a taste for yourself, Michelle."

Michelle smirks. "Do I need an instruction manual for this magic wand or anything? "

"Oh, just try it, you’ll like it,” Carly says. The phone crackles a little, like maybe she’s humming, and then when she speaks again her voice is dropped lower, thick. “Maybe keep me on speaker, maybe I can offer tips."

Michelle tosses the phone onto the workbench and points towards the filthy couch in the back corner. "Why don’t you show me what I’m working with."

I walk towards the couch, tossing my shirt and flopping down as quick as I can. Lying back on the crackly old pleather, I shimmy my dick up from my boxers as best I can, stroking myself while I watch her strip down. She unzips her work jumpsuit, slowly, slowly, eye contact all the while, which is pretty fun, and then with one hand, she rips it off, going fast at the end, standing there in front of me in nothing but white granny panties, a little ribbed tank top, and combat boots.

Fuck.

It’s like some teenage dream I never let myself have, and I can’t look away. When she bends to take off her boots, I stop her with a rough inhale.

"Please don’t."

Michelle straightens, blinking. "Huh?"

"Leave the boots on."

"Oh–" It’s like mid-word she gets it, her whole tone shifts, and a sly smile spreads across her face. She watches me a second longer, then slides her panties off over her boots. She walks very slowly to the couch, letting me watch, watching me watch the whole time. Standing next to my head, she strokes my face for just a moment before she climbs on and straddles my face, lowering herself onto my mouth.

Slowly, I move my hands to her ass, holding her up, giving her control. I suck on her clit for a while, nice and slow, letting her take the lead, letting her just sway and rock over my face, before I get bold enough to nip at her inner thighs to slow her down enough for me to spread my tongue and dip inside her.

Michelle shivers, grinding down, breath hitching.

I don’t really think there’s any way I can make her come like this—but that doesn’t stop me from trying, alternating deep thrusts of my tongue with playing the alphabet over her clit, soft bites to her inner thigh, and then back all over again, teasing my nose into her full, lush, surprisingly soft bush.

She moans. "Pretty good, but I’m not sure you’re living up to my expectations yet, Joe. Let’s see what the rest of the equipment can do."

Her voice is smug, but the way she’s dripping tells another story.

She dismounts, standing in front of me, trailing her hand over my chest before dipping lower to stroke my cock, lazy and assessing.

"You're pretty hard," she muses. "Gotta give you that."

I groan. "Sexy woman in front of me, what more could I want?"

I move to wipe her slick off my face, but she stops me, catching my wrist.

"Leave it," she murmurs. "I like you like this. Wet. Messy. Hard for me."

Then she kisses me, all thrusting tongue and biting lips, and she doesn’t stop as she sinks down onto me, taking me in one slow, steady stroke.

I groan into her mouth, but before I can get used to the feel of her—hot, tight, stretching around me, so, so deep—she pulls back, spins, and straddles me reverse cowgirl style.

"Wow," I exhale. "You give a whole new meaning to screwing."

Michelle glances over her shoulder, smirking. "Glad you liked that."

Then she shifts, planting her hands on my thighs, adjusting her angle.

"Now shut up and let me fuck."

I’m biting my lip and trying not to groan and moan the way I really want to—I know Michelle’d never let me hear the end of it—wondering if she’d mind if I grabbed her ass, just a little, right there where that cute little lightning tattoo is, when I slowly tune into the fact that—well, I’m not moaning, and Michelle’s sort of grunting, all effort and concentration—but there’s also a breathy moan in the room, awfully familiar⁠—

"Enjoying that, Carly?" Michelle calls out. She looks back over her shoulder at me. "Guess Carly’s enjoying the show." She snickers. "The porno radio."

Some part of my brain feels like I should be saying something, should be thinking something about all of this—but really, I don’t care. All I care about is how slick and hot Michelle feels, slip-sliding up and down me, how it feels to be fucked, used. How much I like it like I never could have imagined, how much I also want to lean Michelle over and give as good as she’s giving.

It’s over pretty quick, and I have to say I’m pretty impressed with how well Michelle knows her body, that she’s able to get herself off like this, shuddering around me, clutching me so hard inside of her.

She lets out a long, low moan of satisfaction as she comes to a stuttering stop. For a moment, she collapses down around my feet, rubs her face against my ankles, leaving me to stroke my finger in her crack a little, squeeze first one ass cheek and then another. The honest truth is I’m not really sure of the etiquette here: as hard as Michelle came, squeezing tight all around me—I didn’t come. Harder than anything, in fact.

After a moment, though, Michelle puts me out of my misery, hoisting herself off of me and coming to stand next to my head again.

“So what’dja think?” I manage.

“Not bad,” Michelle says, cocky tone firmly in place. “But I feel like I did all the work.”

She trails a hand up and down my chest, and then wraps a hand around my still-hard dick, cocking an eyebrow at me.

“Yeah, well, I didn’t have too much choice there,” I say, staring up at Michelle and willing my dick not to move, no matter how hard– oh, yeah– she squeezes and strokes.. For some reason, I’m kinda scared to move without Michelle giving me the say-so.

“You’re just gonna let it go like that?” Michelle says. She pouts a little. “Don’t you have any game in you, Joe?”

Oh.

She wants me to make a move.

My smile turns slow. “Oh, so you’re done taking what you want, huh?”

She shrugs, playful. “For now.”

“Well,” I say, and then I move.

As quick as I can, I hop to my feet and flip Michelle down onto the couch where I was just lying.

She looks a little startled, and I can feel myself smirking as I lower myself on top of her.

Her eyes go wide for half a second, and I grin, pinning her wrists above her head with one hand, pushing her tank top up just enough to free her tits.

First things first.

I duck my head, wrap my lips around one nipple, let my tongue flick over it before moving to the next, sucking just hard enough to make her gasp. Then it’s butterfly kisses all the way down to the soft patch of curls between her thighs.

She lets me, for a while.

But when I tease a bite at the inside of her thigh, she groans, shifting her hips, grinding against my mouth like she’s losing patience.

“Not bad,” she breathes, like she’s grading me. “But let’s see what the rest of the equipment can do.”

I sit back on my knees, giving myself a few strokes, watching her.

“You got any condoms around here?”

She shakes her head. “I want you bare, Joe. ‘Sides,” she says, “Carly says you’re clean.”

“Yeah…” I say slowly. “But Carly’s on the pill.”

Michelle shrugs, dragging her nails up my abs. “I’ll make you a deal. Fuck me good enough, and you can come anywhere but inside. My mouth, my tits, wherever you want, and I’ll figure out something for next time.”

I lift an eyebrow. “Next time?”

She smirks. “Next time… if you fuck me good enough.”

Enough said.

Michelle’s earlier complaints about men still ringing in my ears, I slip inside as slowly as I can.Slowly, slowly, painfully slowly. Even though she’s as wet as can be and already had an orgasm, she feels almost dangerously tight.

“So tight.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, like…” I stroke in an inch, then pull out, pushing in a little deeper. “ Yeah, like you sure you fuck guys?”

She exhales a shaky laugh, but it cuts off when I thrust all the way in.

I start slow, feeling her adjust, feeling her open up.

“Maybe,” she breathes. “Just—never the right one.”

That’s all the permission I need.

I shift forward, pinning her wrists again, pushing deep, grinding against her, pulling out slow before slamming back in.

She’s moaning really loudly now, head tilting back, neck bared to me. I lean down and kiss her there, hard.

Just for a second, I lose myself in it. Three strokes, deep and hard, just enough to let her feel everything I’m holding back. Maybe just a little payback for how she was using me earlier. But then—control. I dial it back, focusing on her, shifting to shorter, faster thrusts, working her up instead of chasing my own end.

She tries to keep it together, but when I add my thumb to her clit, she lets out a half-strangled “Fuck, Joe—” and that’s when I know I’ve got her. She’s chasing it now, panting, squirming, her hands gripping my shoulders, her nails dragging down my back, needing it. And then she breaks, legs locking around me, her whole body arching as she comes, hard, clutching me tight, so tight, pulling me deeper as she shudders apart.

It’s all I can do to pull out, my body tense as I lay my cock across her stomach, pressing into her, chasing the last sharp edge of pleasure. She’s still shaking, her stomach rippling beneath me as I stroke once, twice, and then I’m gone.

White-hot blinding pleasure rips through me as I come. My brain shorts out, my body still jerking as I press into her, shuddering, emptying myself over her.

I open my eyes, still breathless, and there it is—white everywhere, dripping down her stomach, her tits, pooling in the dip of her navel. So hot, and such a mess.

Michelle’s watching me, of course she’s smirking. And it’s not until she speaks that I realize I’m still holding my breath.

"Next time," she says.
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Friday, I drive to Springfield.

I don’t do the drive that often, but it’s nice, even if it is a bit too long. Pretty with wildflowers along the side of the road and not too much traffic. Sort of soothing with my truck humming steady underneath me. Steady but old. I should probably think about getting a new one. And actual real option now, even though it still doesn’t feel real.

After thinking about it all week long—in between all the fucking and fixing everything I can find—I’ve decided on what the nice lady on the phone said was called a single dispersal. They’re gonna have to write me one big-ass check, all at once. Nice and simple. I’ve even figured I’m going to put it all in a couple of bank accounts and just pay myself a little salary outta the interest. And then, I’m also going to take another bit of the money and—well, I have an idea. Not totally baked yet, but it’s forming.

What about investing in my fix-it work? Like, for the town? Sallie Mae could use a new hair dryer rig, that’s for sure. And maybe fixing up the park in the town square. Haven’t figured out exactly how I’m gonna make it happen—but I know I want to. I want to put something back into Milltown. You know, like people do when they get some extra cash.

That’s about as far as I’ve gotten—between all the fucking.

And then, of course, last night Carly had to go blow my mind—in between blowing my dick. On ride number three—or was it four, I don’t remember—Lord, is my dick sore—she started talking about what it would be like if she had actually seen me fucking Michelle. About how maybe Michelle could suck her tits while I fucked Michelle from behind.

I had a moment there where I wondered if my feelings should be hurt—did I not suck her tits well enough? But I got over it real fast when Carly put my hands on the back of her head and told me to hold her down and come in the back of her throat.

Yeah, that was nice. Her throat muscles working on me, massaging me, her nose buried in my pubes, breathing heavy on me as I came, shooting straight down to her stomach.

Then after, she rolled over, propped herself up on one elbow, and kept talking like she hadn’t just drained me dry.

“Wouldn’t it be nice, though?” she murmured. “If we had a whole place. A house. You could fuck whoever you wanted. Every day, something different. A different hair color, a different ass, a different pair of tits.”

I snorted. “You offering to play house, Carly?”

She just smirked. “I just like sharing. Like it even better when you share, too.”

I don’t know if she’s really serious about a house and all, but I get her larger point. That I should keep right on fucking and maybe bring her along, too.

God, winning the lottery is great.
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Between having to pull over and jerk off thinking about Carly and then stopping to fill up the truck again, it takes me a whole four hours to drive to Springfield, and I’m pretty worn out by the time I haul ass from the parking lot to Eva Stone’s office.

The building’s all beige walls and flickering fluorescent lights, and Miss Eva’s office is no different—worn down and beige. Just like her: mid-20s, beige hair, beige skirt, kinda creamy beige blouse, buttoned up all prim and proper. Shoulder-length bob. Beige, beige, beige. Beige rim on her glasses, which keep sliding down her nose, real cute-like.

She checks my ID, clicks her pen, and barely looks at me.

“Congratulations,” she says, flipping through the forms. “You’d be surprised how many people never actually claim their winnings.”

I shrug. “Never really crossed my mind to leave it sitting there.”

She glances up, pauses.

“You okay?”

I raise a brow. “Yeah. Why?”

“You just look…” She squints, tilting her head. “Tired.”

I huff out a laugh. “Long drive.”

She studies me, too long, too close.

“You should take a break,” she says, setting the paperwork in front of me. “Rest for a bit before you drive back.”

I pick up the pen, sign. “Yeah? You got a break room in the back?”

Eva exhales through her nose, like she’s thinking about something. Then she leans forward.

“Something like that.”

I follow her down a narrow hallway, past a half-broken vending machine, a door marked EMPLOYEES ONLY.

Eva stops in front of the women’s restroom.

I frown.

She reaches for the handle, glances back at me.

“It’s the only one with a lock,” she says simply.

Something shifts. Maybe it’s the way she says it. Maybe it’s the way she lingers.

But before I can think too much about it, she’s bending over the sink.

I shove her skirt up, watching her in the mirror the whole time, watching her watch me, our eyes locked.

I shove a finger in her roughly, and god, she’s wet, creamy, dripping. I guess this whole scenario is some kinda turn-on for her.

And honestly? It is for me, too.

Not thinking anymore about it, I unbutton my jeans and pull my dick out—and sink into her.

I keep my eyes locked on hers the whole time, but that’s about it, as far as caring for her.

This time, I just take.

And god, does it feel good.

I exhale slowly, hands still on her hips, still inside her.

Eva is breathing hard, staring at herself in the mirror.

For a second, neither of us speaks.

Then, she catches my reflection watching her.

“You okay?” I ask.

“Yeah.” She shakes her head lek she’s got brain freeze or fuck freeze or something. “Just really needed to clear my head.”

I snort. “Happy to help.”

She shakes her head, a little dazed, a little amused.

“I mean it,” she says, finally pulling away, straightening her blouse. “I need to get out of here.”

I watch her, feeling something shift again.

And without thinking, I say:

“If you ever need to get away, you can always stop by for a visit.”

Eva lets out a nervous laugh.

Then she glances at me, lips parted, something careful in her eyes.

“Might be sooner than you think.”

I freeze.

“Do you need to come now?”

She lets out a breath.

Then nods.

“Yeah.”
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Wanna read more about this whole accidental secret billionaire with a brand-new harem situation?

I got you.

Highway to Heaven (Smalltown Harem Book 2) is locked, loaded, and ready for your click.

[image: backhand index pointing right] Read it now— you know you want to.

(Free in KU, naturally.)


ONE MORE THING…


If you enjoyed reading this book even half as much as I enjoyed writing it, please rate and review it. You’d be doing me a huge favor— feedback is an absolute gift. And if you enjoyed reading this book and want more like it, why dontcha go ahead and subscribe to my newsletter? You’ll to be kept up to date with my new releases and the occasional special offer, like discounts on new books or heck, even free ones.


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Blake Steele loves writing harem romances about everyday guys who find themselves at the center of something much, much bigger. His stories feature sexy encounters, multiple women, and plenty of fun along the way.
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Going Downtown
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