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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

~ Ian ~

Since I ran into Lorna, almost literally, my life has changed so much I’m pinching myself.

She’s incredible in every sense of the word, which makes me nervous.

Now she’s hiring her friend Teri to come work for us.

And just maybe, more than work.

What could go wrong?

~ Teri ~

I have to admit, Lorna’s offer is a game-changer for me and totally unexpected.

But it couldn’t have come at a better time given my situation.

Which I don’t want to get into but it’s bad.

Which I didn’t share with her.

Is that wrong of me?

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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~ Ian ~

What a difference a few weeks make.

It wasn’t that long ago when I stood on this porch and gazed up at my new home as its owner for the first time. The keys felt strange and new in my hand. The sights and scents were totally unfamiliar, but filled me with excitement to get to know them better. At the time, I was preparing to begin a new chapter in my life; one devoted to leisure, education, reading, and self-betterment.

Look where I am now.

“See you tonight, Ian,” Lorna says, with a beaming smile. She rises onto her toes and plants her mouth against mine in a tender, loving kiss. I slide my arms around her slender waist and return that soft kiss. Our tongues are entwined in mutual pleasure for a long moment before we pull apart. Lorna’s cheeks are flushed. My hands cup the erotic curve of her butt. Today, she’s wearing a white blouse and a blue skirt; a simple enough choice, but one that sets off those caveman parts of my brain. It would be so easy to lift this skirt and…

“Are you sure you have to leave right now?” I cock an eyebrow. “Maybe it won’t hurt to be a few minutes late?”

She laughs and puts her hands on my chest. “We both know it will be a lot longer than just a few minutes once we get started. Besides, my professor is a real hardass for late students. I don’t want to get on his bad side.”

I tut, shaking my head in mock indignation. “Sounds like a bad professor. Back in my day, students were allowed to be as late as they wanted. I never marked anyone down.”

“No?” She smiles. “I seem to recall you handing out extra homework to anyone who rocked up once class started.”

“That was different.”

We exchange sly grins. Maybe I wasn’t so different when I was a professor. But that was a long time ago now. A lifetime, almost.

“I’ll see you tonight.” I lean in to give Lorna another warm kiss, but she turns her head and I plant in on her cheek instead. It makes sense. The more we kiss, the longer she’ll stay. As much as I want to keep her here - and drag her back to the bedroom for a repeat performance - I also want her to do well at college. She’s fought like hell to get back to where she is and, boy, do I ever want her to succeed.

“Tonight. Maybe we could go out for dinner?” She gives a coy tilt of her head, as though there’s something on her mind but she doesn’t want to come right out and say it.

“Sure. Is there somewhere in particular you want to eat?”

“Maybe… we could go to the diner?”

Her face is the picture of faux innocence, as if she is asking to eat at a place where - by pure coincidence - we have discussed trying to employ one of the wait staff as a housekeeper. I can’t help but laugh. I take her hand and give it a warm, gentle kiss.

“Sure. Does your friend work tonight?”

“As far as I know, yes.”

“Then it’s a date.”

I pull her in for another kiss. Lorna giggles and slips from my grasp, cheeks flushed with warmth. She says, “Not until later. Behave yourself.”

We laugh. Lorna turns and walks away, leaving me with a wave and a smile. I watch her walk down the long drive - legs pumping, skirt swishing - and turn onto the main road. I let out a long sigh. How strange it is to think that I moved into this house with the intention of becoming a gracefully aging widower, only to wind up in this wonderful, exotic, sexually invigorating new relationship with one of my former students.

Everything seems brighter and clearer now that Lorna is a part of my life. She’s given me a whole new outlook. Not just in the way she views the world - a world that spent ten years kicking her to the curb before she was able to rise again - but in her approach and attitude to the carnal arts. And, I’ve got to say, she is one heck of a talented artist.

I head inside the house, noting that I don’t really view it as “my” house. Since the day I collected the keys, Lorna has been a guest here and I have no intention of asking her to move any time soon. As I assured her on that first night, she was welcome to stay until she felt ready to leave. If that happens next week, next month, or even next year, I don’t mind. I’ve got more than enough money to support the two of us - and that’s generously underestimating my bank account.

The kitchen door is still closed, as we left it last night. I steel myself and head inside. The room is still a disorganized, chaotic mess. I only wanted to sweep the floors, but that small task kicked off an avalanche that damn near buried me and forced me to realize that I am hopelessly out of my depth when it comes to household maintenance. I could just about manage after Katie passed, but we were living in a much smaller place back then. At least, it was small compared to this, with multiple bedrooms, bathrooms, recreation spaces, and at least one pantry that I know about. There could be more that I haven’t discovered yet.

So I stand in the kitchen door for a few moments and survey the mess I caused, having a brief but fierce internal debate as to what course of action is best. I know that the clutter and carnage need to be cleared, but I also know that if I start now, there will be no end to it.

No, it’s a far better use of time for me to try and figure out exactly how much work I would expect of a professional housekeeper. There’s a lot to do here and a gargantuan amount to get caught up on before any daily tasks can really begin, so maybe I should prepare some kind of presentation. The last thing I want to do is make the job seem like an insurmountable task, especially as Lorna described her former coworker as a one-woman operation, so maybe I need to break down my expectations and outcomes and-

There I go again. Always thinking like a professor. I can’t help it.

I allow a wry smile and walk through the house to one of the studies. I pick up a legal notepad and a pen to start the process of writing up my thoughts about the housekeeper position. My phone pings with a message from Lorna. I open it up, half-expecting her to have forgotten a textbook or need me to bring something to campus for her. But my jaw drops.

The photo shows Lorna standing in her room, here in the house. It’s been taken in front of the mirror and she’s wearing the same outfit as today - it must have been snapped just after she got dressed a few minutes ago.

But that’s not the part that draws my eye and causes my jaw to hang open like a dumbstruck cow. In the photo, Lorna is staring at the mirror with a provocative smile that makes her eyes sparkle. She’s lifting the bottom of her skirt in such a way that it reveals most of one thigh, offers a brief glimpse of her freshly trimmed mound, and exposes the fact that my live-in lover isn’t wearing any panties.

The photo is accompanied by the message, “This is what I’m wearing today.”

I almost growl at the picture. That caveman part of my mind has been activated yet again. I smile and make a silent promise to repay Lorna for this tease later tonight. Nobody has ever sent me photos like this with such casual playfulness before. It’s another one of the things I truly adore about Lorna.

Thinking about Lorna brings me back to mulling over the question of hiring a potential housekeeper. Lorna is right, this place is far too big for a weekly visit. If we were to take this idea seriously, Teri would need to move in with us. She’d have to live and work under my roof. How would she feel about that? More to the point, how would I feel about that?

The question gives me pause. Sharing the house with Lorna is one thing; I had known her several years before, she needed a leg-up, and I wanted to help. This is entirely different.

My mind drifts back to the photo Lorna showed me of Teri. Young. Blonde. Pretty. Perhaps it was my imagination, but Lorna seemed almost excited at the prospect of inviting another young woman into my life. She’d also reiterated that the two of us were not in any kind of relationship and that our sex life was something wholly and totally separate from our life in the house. Surely she couldn’t…

“Come on, you old pervert.” I shake my head and laugh. “That’s enough of those thoughts.”

I turn my attention to the legal pad and begin to draft an outline of what Teri, or any potential housekeeper, would need to do in this home.

~ Teri ~

“Order up!” the cook yells for the umpteenth time during my latest shift that only began an hour ago but that already feels like it’s gone on far too long. I don’t know why the Sunshine Diner seems to have it in for me tonight because in all the years I’ve worked here, I’ve never felt so depressed and alone.

Part of the problem is that I really miss my friend Lorna, who worked here with me for most of those years until a few weeks ago. I’ve seen so many employees come and go in that time but there was something about Lorna that clicked for me and not just the fact that she was gorgeous - but that didn’t hurt even though I never hit on her, much as I wanted to. I’m almost sure she knew I’m bisexual but I never made a big deal out of it, mostly because I’m still hurting from the reception that news got the last time I tried to share it with the wrong person. I’m not saying Lorna would have reacted the same way but once burned, twice shy, as the old farts love to say. And they’re not wrong.

“Teri! Order up!” James yells again even though I’ve got a tray full of dishes on one shoulder and an order of pie on the other.

“I heard you, James!” I scream back and instantly regret it because the manager, Ted, gives me a look like I’m about to set the place on fire which, come to think of it, isn't a terrible idea. I’d be out of another job but at this moment, that sounds like a godsend.

I drop the pie on a guest’s table and ignore the dirty look he throws my way because I made him wait for it and he can’t seem to grasp that we’re understaffed because Ted still hasn’t replaced Lorna. He said something about there still being a labor shortage due to the pandemic but that was five freaking years ago and how long is he going to use that tired excuse to not do his damn job? I set the tray of dirty dishes on the dishwasher’s table and he shoots me a dirty look like it’s my fault we don’t have a backup for him either because I’m pretty sure Ted is throttling down our payroll expense so he’ll soothe the owner’s nerves which is a total crock because Nick-the-Greek as we all call him behind his back is a lost cause when it comes to soothed nerves.

I run to the pass to grab the grilled cheese that James has been breaking my balls about and he gives me a ton of attitude like he doesn’t know we’re all dying out front. I half-run to the booth where the customer has been waiting patiently for once when I see her.

Lorna.

And she sees me.

And smiles at me.

“What the fuck, Lorna?” I almost scream and she jumps up and we hug each other for the first time, maybe ever, but at least in a good long while. I’m almost in tears when she finally pulls away from me but suddenly I want to slap her silly.

“What the fuck did you do, up and quitting on me and leaving me all by my lonesome here, you stupid bitch?” I’m half-smiling which is good because I’m only half-kidding.

“Nice to see you too, Teri,” she says in a voice that is so sweet that my teeth hurt.

“Don’t give me that,” I say as I punch her arm. “You didn’t even give any notice and who does that?”

“I had extenuating circumstances,” she whines with a laugh which really is starting to piss me off because this is serious and who the fuck does that and damn, it’s good to see her. I pull her in for another hug and she lets me.

“Teri, this is my friend, Ian,” she says as she backs away from me and points at the geezer sitting across from her in the booth which I just noticed.

“Your friend?” I ask with a raised eyebrow but I turn to the guy, who on second look isn’t half bad, and offer my hand.

“Nice to meet you, Teri,” he says with a gorgeous smile. Suddenly, I’m struck by the obvious. I turn to Lorna and she cocks an eyebrow and half-smiles and I don’t know whether to hit her, hug her, or throw her out on her ear.

“Are you shitting me?” I ask in a tone I immediately regret. “Lorna, really?” I whisper but Ian hears it because of course, he does.

“Hey,” she says quickly. “I know you’re slammed so go do your thing and come by when you’ve got a minute to talk, okay?”

I don’t know what to say so I nod and half-run back to the pass because James is yelling at me again what is going on with Lorna, I wonder as I juggle four big plates and four glasses of water. I turn to Ted to ask him when he’ll hire another busser or another server or any warm body but he turns away as soon as he sees me coming, the coward.

Why can’t anyone do their freaking job anymore?
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~ Ian ~

In the end, it takes a good couple of hours before Teri can catch her breath long enough for a break. It’s probably our fault for coming during the busiest time of the day, but that’s all on me. After Lorna finished college, I had been thinking about her risque photo for several long hours and needed to show my appreciation before we did anything else. After that, I was starving and Lorna suggested we head out to grab some food - unless there was a third round left in me.

We sit in our booth in the fifties-style diner, watching the world go by. This place seems to host an eclectic mix of clientele. There are families who seem to know the staff by name. Working men and women grabbing a quick bite on the way home, in both office suits and grubby, dust-covered protective clothing. A few older-looking guys stare into space while their latest pot of coffee cools. Young lovers out for a nervous first date. And us.

After a moment, I realize that this is technically our second date. Assuming that Lorna counts the first time we had dinner together - just a meal between old friends reconnecting after a long period of absence - as a “date”. Unless she doesn’t think of it like that, which would make this meal our first date. We’ve already been making love every day for several weeks and now we’re going out on our first date. I grin at the thought. Ian, you sly dog.

“What’s so funny?” Lorna looks at me over her glass of iced tea. She still has that wonderful post-coital glow about her.

“Nothing much. Just thinking that our date-to-sex ratio is wildly skewed.”

We exchange a wicked smile. Teri appears at our table. She looks harried, but lets out a sigh of relief and says, “Okay, I’m on break now. I’ve got twenty minutes.”

Lorna slides across the bench and pats the empty space. “Come and join us. Unless Ted has a problem with you sitting next to customers?”

Teri glances over her shoulder at an older man loitering near the cash register, pretending that he isn’t keeping a close eye on everyone in the diner. She rolls her and slides into the booth. “Screw Ted. if he has a problem with it, he should hire more waitresses, instead of trying to make the books look good.”

Lorna places a supportive hand on Teri’s arm. The two women share a knowing look. Teri shakes her head as if brushing all this off.

“Anyway, enough about me. How are you, girl? You up and quit and now you look better than ever. What’s going on?”

Lorna beams in delight. “That’s so sweet. Thanks. Well, it’s kind of a crazy story. I ran into Ian one day. He’s my old professor at college.”

Teri’s eyes slide toward me. I give her my warmest, friendliest smile, hoping that I seem approachable, and don’t come across like some kind of old pervert. Honestly, sitting across from these two beautiful women, I kind of feel like one. Teri watches me but speaks to Lorna.

“I thought you said he was a friend?”

A ripple runs through me. A look seems to cross  Teri’s pretty face - one of disapproval and judgment. I suddenly understand what she’s thinking.

“I’m not a sugar daddy.” I hold both my hands up, palms forward, in pleading. “That’s not what this is, I swear.”

Lorna giggles. Teri frowns and looks between us. Me, flustered and worried. Lorna, amused by it all. My mouth flaps open and closed. The words don’t come. How do I explain that I’m not a sugar daddy without making myself sound exactly like a sugar daddy? I’m just some obscenely wealthy former professor of Lorna’s who invited her to live with me and now we’re having passionate sex all the time. That sounds way, way worse.

“No, it’s not like that, not at all.” Lorna manages to recover enough to speak. “Ian’s not a sugar daddy. He’s a friend. A really good, really close friend. And my former professor, which is how we reconnected.”

“Right.” It seems that Teri only slightly believes what we’re saying. She studies Lorna for a moment with a careful eye. “But you’ve totally… you know…”

Heat explodes through my cheeks. I don’t know how she’s deduced that fact or how I’m supposed to react to all this. But Lorna picks up the thread without a hint of embarrassment.

“Of course we have. I’m not a nun. Besides, can you blame me?” She places her hand on top of mine and winks. “He’s more of a man than all my ex-boyfriends combined.”

“Lucky you.” Teri purses her lips. I can’t tell if she’s jealous of Lorna or me.

“But that’s enough about us. What about you, girl? How are you getting on? I see you’re still dealing with that jackoff Ted.”

“Oh, brother.” Teri gives a sigh that’s only exaggerated slightly. “Where do I begin? He hasn’t even bothered advertising to fill your role. Almost all of us are pulling doubles at least once a week. Don’t get me wrong, it’s great to have extra money - God knows, the tips are helping cover my rent - but damn, it’s exhausting.”

Lorna glances at me and I take over the conversation. “So, Lorna tells me that this is only your part-time job, is that right?”

“That’s the idea.” Teri suddenly looks tired, as though the weight of the world is crushing those slender shoulders. “I’ve been trying to get my cleaning business up and running for about five years now, but…”

“But what?”

Something in her expression and tone and poise reminds me of the moment I met Lorna again, all those weeks ago, when she looked at me across that dirt road, lugging her worldly possessions in a suitcase. Like Lorna, it seems that this young woman has been beaten down by life but hasn’t quite thrown in the towel just yet. Teri takes a breath and I see a moment of doubt in her eyes, as though she’s deciding how honest to be with the two of us.

“It’s never really taken off. Honestly, my dream is to have a business and be my own boss, but it’s so tough to get started.”

“What’s stopping you?” I can’t help but try to probe further. Lorna’s eyes gleam, knowing that I’m intrigued.

“Oh, jeez, where to start? Licenses, taxes, permits - everything.”

“But you have all the equipment? Everything you need?”

“Sure, yeah.” Teri gestures with her hands, as if pointing toward her cleaning supplies off to one side. “I have everything I need and I manage to book a few clients here and there. The hard part is getting a foothold. Every time I start to gain some momentum, I hit a roadblock and have to start over. It’s beyond hard.”

Now Teri frowns. She narrows her eyes and looks at Lorna with suspicion. Lorna can’t hide a gleeful grin.

“What?” Teri glances at me. “Why do you ask?”

I lay my hands on the table. I wrote up a whole list earlier today, but it doesn’t feel like the right time to break that out just yet. I say, “I have a business proposal for you - if you’re willing to hear me out?”

~ Teri ~

“What kind of business proposal?” I ask without a clue as to what he’s going to say. Is he going to invest money in my little one-woman cleaning business? I’ve watched enough Shark Tank to know that’s a losing proposition. I can’t seem to make a go of it just trying to support myself. How would I be able to support an investor? And a pretty well-off investor from the looks of him.

“Well, I want to hire you, Teri,” he says with a warm smile. “I need a housekeeper and a cook, full-time. Lorna says you can handle both jobs. If you’re interested, of course.”

I stare at him for a few seconds, trying to process what he’s saying. “So, I would just work for you, no other clients?”

“Do you have any other clients?” Lorna asks gently but the implication still pisses me off. Even though it’s true.

“Well, no. Not really.”

Ian nods. “I’m sure we can make arrangements so that if you get other clients, you can take care of them, Teri.”

“So, what’s the catch?” I ask, trying to keep my skepticism out of my tone. “How can you have enough work for me to be there every working day?”

“It’s a big house, Ter,” Lorna says. “Huge. You should see it.”

“And I would give you your own room, no charge, and you would eat with us,” Ian adds.

I turn and look at him. “So, I’d be a live-in maid?”

“I wouldn’t call it that, no,” he says haltingly. “More of a live-in chef and housekeeper.”

“Does the label matter, Teri?” Lorna asks. “He’s offering you free room and board so you can save up and really get your business off the ground the right way.”

“When would I do that, Lorna? If I’m working for you full time?” I look back and forth between them. “I assume you two are living together, right?”

Lorna almost blushes. Ian actually does.

“Yeah, we are living together,” Lorna admits with a mix of pride and embarrassment to my ear. “Is that a problem?”

“We’re getting a little away from the subject at hand, here,” Ian says in his most fatherly tone which puts me off, big time. “More than anything, I need help with maintaining some sort of order in the house. Secondarily, Lorna says you’re a good cook, Teri, and we definitely need help in that regard as well. I don’t mind going out or getting food delivered once in a while but I much prefer home cooking. If you’re half as good as Lorna says you are, that would be the icing on the cake, no pun intended.” He smiles apologetically and it’s both cute and offputting at the same time, how, I’ll never know.

“So, would I be on call twenty-four, seven?” I'm not anywhere close to saying yes to this preposterous scheme but asking questions buys me some time to think.

“No, not at all,” Ian says quickly. “I’ve never had live-in help before, but whatever is customary will suffice.” He looks at Lorna. “Do you know how that kind of thing works?”

She laughs. “How would I know? Do I look like the type of person who grew up with a household staff?” She turns to me. “Not that we’d think of you as staff, Teri. You’d just be doing your thing, so to speak. I’ll be at class and buried in my studies most of the time.” She looks at Ian and he seems to understand it’s his turn to reassure me that they won’t work me to death.

“Yeah, and I’m trying to get my arms around my new book collection,” he says cryptically. “There’s enough work there to keep me busy for years and I want to focus on that instead of, well, all the other stuff.”

“So, I’d be handling all the other stuff,” I asked, not trying to sound dismissive but not quite pulling it off.

“I’d pay you well, Teri,” Ian says with a lopsided smile.

I look at Lorna and she’s still smiling so I suppose I haven’t put them off yet.

“How well?” I ask. In for a penny, in for a pound…

Ian looks at Lorna, surprisingly. I expected him to be the one who decided minor details like how much he’d be paying me but he seems to be throwing the ball to Lorna.

“What would you say is fair, Teri?” she asks, punting the ball to me. God, I hate that! Make a fucking decision, I want to scream at her.

I look at her for a long moment before I turn to Ian. He’s got a really nice shirt on and he probably paid a fortune for his haircut. I only wish I’d seen what car they drove here. I raise an eyebrow to make a point and buy me some time. I do a quick calculation and decide to double it. Just to see how it lands.

“Five thousand a month,” I say with a catch in my voice that totally blows my tough-girl act. But Ian doesn’t bat an eye. I’m impressed.

Then Ian smiles while Lorna sucks in a breath. I just hold mine.

“Let’s make it ten, Teri.”
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~ Ian ~

“T-ten?” Teri’s eyes glaze over for a moment, as though the idea is completely and utterly impossible to grasp.

“That’s what I said.” I trace shapes on the table with the tip of a finger, mentally outlining the steps involved in giving her such a figure. “But I am asking for a lot, Teri. You haven’t seen the house yet, so you might regret asking for five when you visit. I think it should more than cover anything you need, plus leave you enough to save and pay all those damned licenses and fees for your business.”

“Ten.” She blinks. I can’t tell if she’s listening or still stunned by the figure I’ve plucked out of the air.

“Yes. Ten. Plus room and board.”

Now Lorna slides an arm around her friend’s waist and pulls her into a tight hug. She says, “Are you okay?”

“Yeah.” Teri almost whispers. She takes a long, deep breath and looks at me with a deep frown of concern. “Are you for real?”

“In what way?”

“Come on, man. Nobody walks into a place like this and offers a total stranger that kind of money. What’s going on here?”

Her sudden suspicion catches me by surprise. My brain misfires and I can’t find the right words to answer. Thankfully, Lorna steps up.

“I promise, Teri - it’s real. I can vouch for Ian. He’s a one-of-a-kind man. If he says that’s what he’s going to pay, he’ll pay it. Ian changed my life. Thanks to him, I’m going back to college and getting my life on track. Imagine what you could do with your life and your career after working with Ian for just a few months.”

Teri glances at Lorna, before turning those dazed - yet still sharp - eyes in my direction. She says, “And what is it that you want from me?”

Initially, I think that the giant salary has caused Teri to forget our entire previous conversation. I spread my fingers on the table and lay out the job description again. “I need a housekeeper. Full-time. Live-in. Plus chef.”

“Uh-huh. I heard you. And what else are you expecting?”

“What do you mean?”

Teri gives me a look. Not just a look but a look. And suddenly I understand.

“Nothing else, I promise!” Again, I feel heat rising inside me. It doesn’t help that I’m an older man - a fabulously wealthy older man - sitting opposite two beautiful younger women. If anything, that thought makes my blush beam all the brighter.

“It’s not that kind of arrangement.” Lorna pats her old friend, intervening for me. Thank God for this woman. I’m fifty and still flush when trying to explain the ins and outs of my sex life. “Honest. Ian has never asked me for anything like that. It just kind of happened.”

Teri’s features soften. The suspicious look in her eyes fades a fraction. Lorna giggles and says, “Actually, I’ve kind of always had a crush on Ian. You wouldn’t believe how many times he turned down my advances before we hooked up.”

Her openness and direct nature surprise me once again. Every day is a learning experience with Lorna. I’ve never been so forthright in discussing the intimate details of my life, not even when I was a younger man wooing Katie and telling my friends about it.

“Oh.” Teri seems surprised by the revelation. Perhaps she had believed that I used my money and influence to coax Lorna into my bed, like a classic predatory sugar daddy. Her previous hesitation and caution now make sense. “So you guys only just started dating recently?”

“We’re not dating.” Lorna hurries to correct her friend. “There’s nothing official about this. It’s not even a real arrangement, in that kind of sense. We live together and sometimes we sleep together.”

“Sometimes?”

Lorna grins, unable to stop herself. Teri looks at me but I glance away.

“More than sometimes,” she says. “I can live with that.”

“It’s a perk.” Lorna gives me a sly wink. “I’d be fine with what we have even without that little bonus. But, trust me, it’s way more fun like this.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.” Teri appraises me with fresh eyes now, as if reassessing all her previous instincts and judgments. Maybe now she sees someone different sitting here; not a filthy old pervert who used his money to bed Lorna, but someone lucky enough to have the means to help an old friend.

“Listen,” I raise both hands to get their attention, “I think we’re getting off-topic here. The whole reason I wanted to speak with you is to see if you’d be interested in the position of housekeeper. I do not and will not have any other expectations of you besides that.”

Teri’s body softens into Lorna’s arm, as though letting go of a deeply-held worry. But, at the same time, something flickers across her face. Not just a shadow of relief, but something else. Maybe it’s my imagination, but I glimpse a hint of disappointment there.

“Thank you,” Teri says. She brushes a strand of hair behind her ear. “But for ten grand a month, I’d do the job in my underwear if you insisted.”

Now we let out a combined burst of raucous laughter that causes several heads to turn in our direction, including Ted the manager, who frowns and checks his watch. As our giggles subside, I turn my attention back to Teri.

“I won’t lie to you, the job isn’t going to be easy. I still haven’t seen every corner of every room myself yet. You might look around the house and decide that ten thousand isn’t enough, in which case, we’ll discuss the job and your expectations and make sure everything is fair.”

“In what freaking world is ten grand not enough?” Both Teri and Lorna giggle together for a moment. “But, yeah, okay, I guess it would make sense to see the house first.”

“Fantastic. How’s tomorrow for you?”

“Well, I’m supposed to have a shift here, but…” Teri glances over her shoulder. She sees Ted tapping his wrist, the universal symbol of a jackass reminding someone about the time. “Fuck it. I don’t care how big the house is. Even if you live in a castle, I’m taking the job. This is my last shift.”

Lorna beams and hugs her friend tighter. I feel a strange uplifting surge in my heart. I've just changed someone’s life - hopefully for the better. Lorna says, “Great! I’ll be in class, so it’ll just be the two of you.”

Teri and I gaze at one another over the table. A curious ripple runs through me. As silly as it sounds, I hadn’t really thought about what it would be like to be alone with this stunning young woman. A smile tugs at the corner of her soft mouth.

“Great. You and I can get to know each other… boss.”

At first, I’m so surprised by her use of the word boss that I’m unable to ponder what she means in the rest of that sentence. I grimace and say, “Let’s get one thing clear right away, I have no intention of being your boss, Teri. I’ve been one before and I don’t care to do it again. I might be paying for your time, but we’ll be living together as roommates. We’re equals, okay?”

Teri nods. She says, “Roommates?”

Lorna gives me a wink. I truly don’t know what to say in reply. If either of these women expects anything beyond what I’ve laid out here tonight, I don’t know how to talk about it. But Teri herself spares me from further blushes by sighing and sliding out of the booth.

“I gotta get back to the trenches. I’ll be over tomorrow at ten, if that’s okay, Ian?”

“Perfect.”

“Great. And I’ll bring some homemade pie along. See you tomorrow. And - thanks. Really, thank you.”

Teri turns and heads back to the kitchen. This time, there’s a notable spring in her step. All that previous weight, worry, and stress has dissipated from her shoulders. Lorna takes my hand.

“I told you she’s amazing, didn’t I?”

“You did. I’m excited to see her again.”

“I’ll bet you are.” She offers me a suggestive grin. Before I can say anything, she adds, “Shall we head back home?”

“We haven’t had dessert yet.”

Her suggestive smile deepens. Now we’re both thinking the same thing. “We can have dessert at home, Ian. Whipped cream included.”

We almost stumble in our hurry to leave. I throw some cash on the table to cover the check and follow Lorna’s swaying hips out of the restaurant and back to the car. I almost break the speed limit in my haste to get this beautiful, sensual young woman back home.

~ Teri ~

My Uber drops me in front of the house that matches the address I gave the driver but just before it drives away, I’m tempted to whirl around and climb back into the back seat. The house is too big, the situation is too weird, and my heart will not stop pounding in my chest. I’ve worn my best skirt and one of my white tops that emphasizes my girls a little too much and which strikes me in the clear light of day as somewhat presumptuous and borderline inappropriate for a first meeting of employee and employer. The case could be made that last night’s meeting qualified as the first but I hadn’t been offered so I clearly hadn’t accepted the job when the meeting began and I’m rambling again.

I can’t quiet the voice in the back of my head long enough to tell the Uber driver to wait so she drives away as I’m dithering, a fresh apple pie in hand and my purse slung over my shoulder. I didn’t bring any cleaning supplies because this is just a get-to-know-you meeting as I understood it so I can’t be expected to actually start working when we haven’t really determined all the details of my employment other than my monthly salary, which is beyond extraordinary, but nothing about benefits or expectations, really, and how can you be expected to begin a job with so many lose ends still hanging out there and, fucking hell, I’m rambling.

Again.

I look at the house one last time before I heft my purse, secure the pie, and walk up the path to the steps that front of the porch. It’s a great porch, old-timey, the kind that wraps all the way around the house. I love that. I love the house. It’s got character, unlike so many houses in this part of town. I can’t imagine when it was built but I don’t need to dwell on that right now. What I need to think about is what I’m going to say to Ian when he lets me in and shows me around.

I need to think of something quick, because there he is.

“Teri, you made it, come inside,” he says with a warm smile as he holds the screen door open for me. I smile back at him and slip past him into the foyer and look around and holy shit. The place is gorgeous. Weird as fuck, no question about that, but full of character and life, so charming and eclectic and strange all at once. I turn to Ian with my mouth hanging open.

“You just moved in and this…” I don’t know how to frame the question without coming off like a pompous ass.

“I did but everything you see here came with the house,” he explains quickly, relieving me of the humiliation I so richly deserve. I smile gratefully but he just stares back at me, a slight tilt to his head as if he’s trying to figure out what exactly I was getting at. Or maybe he’s just that nice.

“It’s wonderful,” I tell him like a raving fangirl. “I mean, it’s so eclectic.”

“Thank you,” he says with a self-deprecating smile. Suddenly, I can appreciate what Lorna sees in Ian. He’s polite and grown up in the best possible way, cute as fuck, and he just bought this place. What’s not to like? “I’ve admired this house since I worked at the college. I got lucky when, well, an old colleague who owned it passed away a year ago.” He looks vaguely embarrassed by his good fortune, a far cry from most rich assholes who act like the universe owed them everything they had coming but also they earned it without a lick of help or luck or their membership in the lucky sperm club.

“This is for you.” I hand him the pie and he smiles warmly.

“Thanks. Let me put this down. I’ll be right back.”

I look around wondering if I should have followed him but he returns quickly and explains. Sort of.

“I thought I’d leave the kitchen for last,” he says as if that makes sense. I smile like an idiot and nod enthusiastically.

“Want to show me around?” I suggest and he lurches forward.

“Yes, of course.” He motions for me to follow him. We’re off to a great start, I think as I fall in behind him.

We do a quick tour of the main floor which is just a continuation of what the foyer and living room hinted at – an incredible place carefully assembled and curated by someone with cultivated if eccentric taste. The furnishings and art all make sense together and Ian had the foresight not to screw things up by changing a thing, from what I can tell.

“So, the bedrooms are upstairs and we’ll get there eventually, as part of the tour and so you can pick your room,” Ian explains as we return to the staircase that dominates the main floor. “But first, I want to show you the real reason I bought the place.”

My heart sinks as he reaches for a door knob and I have visions of a mancave in the basement or some sort of masculine nightmare in the garage, featuring a sports car or monster truck or who-all-knows what else men do to indulge their unfulfilled boyhood dreams and desires. When he pulls the door open to reveal a descending staircase, I grit my teeth and prepare for the worst.

We tromp down the stairs and around a corner to reveal the last thing I would have expected, a large room full of shelves stuffed with books in varying states of dust and disarray. I turn to Ian, my eyes wide to reflect my astonishment when he chuckles.

“You’re a librarian?” I ask, not knowing the word for someone who collects rare books or first editions or both.

Ian laughs. “No, not even close. I don’t know the first thing about books other than I love to read them. I used to, anyway.”

“You’re going to read all these books?” I almost laugh. “There are so many.”

“I know, but I’m going to start and see where it leads me.” He gives me a look and a shrug that I don’t know how to take. But I turn to look at the volumes that are close at hand, not knowing much about books myself. I was never much of a reader and it showed in my grades. I can’t imagine reading a book I wasn’t required to read. I doubt I ever have. It’s just not my thing.

“So, do I have to clean down here, too?” I ask tentatively.

“No, I don’t think so, Teri,” he assures me. “It’s not like this is going to see a lot of foot traffic and I might have to be careful about some of the books, so we’ll just say that you stay and look after the upstairs areas, okay?”

“Sounds good to me,” I admit, wondering why he brought me down here. “Can we look at the places I do need to worry about?”

“Let’s,” he says with another warm smile and I’m impressed that he doesn't take anything I say the wrong way. Maybe I’ve been too hard on myself about that sort of thing. I always feel like I’m putting my foot in my mouth without realizing it.

I follow Ian up the stairs, both sets until we reach the second-floor landing and I look through what is clearly the door to the master bedroom. I’m tempted to ask if he shares his room and his bed with Lorna full time but I back off, content not to risk getting off on the wrong foot less than an hour into my tenure. But Ian seems to read my mind.

“So, this is my room,” he says without emphasis as he leads me into the room. I don’t see any signs of Lorna’s things but that proves nothing. I imagine that once I move in, I find out soon enough what their sleeping arrangements are but it won’t matter to me, anyway. I’m going to be a good girl and get paid a ridiculous amount of money for what looks like a pretty easy job. I mean, how bad can it be cleaning up after two relatively neat adults? There are no pets or kids that I’ve seen so far, and a whole floor that I don’t need to bother about. I’m beginning to feel optimistic about this gig.

“It looks like you’re pretty neat, Ian,” I say and he beams.

“I try, but don’t let this fool you,” he stage-whispers behind the back of his hand. “I cleaned up before you arrived.”

“Still, that says something,” I add. I’m not sure what but I don’t say that. “And Lorna’s room?” I ask, deciding it’s better to just ask than tiptoe around the elephant in the room.

“This way,” he says, leading me out of his bedroom and one door down the long hall to another that is not quite as big or sumptuous as the master but it’s pretty damn sweet. I tell him as much.

“Yeah, the former owner was an old colleague of mine and I was blown away by this place. He never dressed the part of a guy who lived in a home like this.”

“Maybe he relied on his wife for the decor,” I offer. He shrugs.

“Anything’s possible.” He nods at the door. “Come on, let me show you the other guest bedrooms so you can pick the one that suits you.”

I like the way Ian puts things – ‘the one that suits me’ – emphasis on me. In my experience, that’s a rare quality in a man and even more rare in a wealthy person, where the bigger the bank balance, the bigger the ego and asshole quotient. I’m so sick of dealing with Karens who love rubbing my nose in the fact that I am nothing more than the hired help and deserve no consideration as a fully functional human being.

I follow Ian to the first doorway, lean in and suck in a breath. The view out the windows is spectacular, as is the canopied bed, the sofa under the window, the old-fashioned vanity and a walk-in-freaking-closet, and best of all, my own bathroom. I mean, come on! Who builds a house where every guest room gets its own bathroom?

“There are three others…” he begins but I cut him off.

“I’ll take this one, Ian.”
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~ Ian ~

Her smile is infectious. She looks around the space and gives a small nod, as if approving of her room, fingers drumming on her thighs. Her eyes sweep left and right and I can only imagine that she’s already picturing how the room will look once the move is complete. There is a brief moment of silence and I feel the absurd urge to fill it as quickly as possible.

“Obviously, if you can’t move in straight away, that’s not a problem. We can work out the finer details later.”

Teri shakes her head. “No, I can move in pretty quickly. If you want me to begin tomorrow, I’ll move in before I start.”

“So soon?” My surprise must be readily apparent because Teri smiles at me.

“I’m not exactly on one of those, uh, legitimate leases, you know? I pay my landlord for the month and we’ve never signed anything official. If I want to walk, I can walk.”

“I see.” In truth, I don’t see. That sounds like a dangerous way to live, but I’m lucky enough that I’ve never had to experience anything like it. “Just so you know, all the rooms are the same, and I’ll never come in here without your permission. I’m not a landlord or an employer. This is your space, not mine.”

“Thanks.” Her warm smile turns wicked. “How many times have you been in Lorna’s room?”

A blush creeps up my neck, but I force myself not to look away from this charming young woman or act embarrassed about the way I live my life. “A few - but only ever when she asks for me.”

“I see. So your bed is mostly the one getting a workout?”

Teri’s wicked smile emboldens me. I get the urge to say something to try and shock her. “The bed. The couch. The kitchen table. The shower. One time, even the stairs.”

But my ploy doesn’t seem to have any impact. Teri’s wicked smile only deepens and her sharp eyes shine with interest. If I was trying to shock her, I’ve failed spectacularly.

“You dog, Ian. I didn’t know you had it in you.”

Now the blush creeps around my neck to my cheeks and I am finally forced to look away from those keen eyes. I turn back to the hallway and say, “Maybe we should continue the tour?”

Teri giggles from behind and follows me. I guide her down the hallway, pointing out the other bedrooms - currently sitting empty, although I can’t honestly see them getting used at any time in the future - and the luxurious bathroom.

“Now this is nice.” Teri walks past me into the space. Her eyes scan the room, assess all the little chrome and glass features. She examines the sink and nods to herself, as though satisfied at the shine on the fittings. “Yeah, this is really nice. I can see why Lorna would enjoy showering with you in here.”

That little jab puts me on the defensive and I’m forced to say something in reply. “I have to know, is my relationship with Lorna an issue?”

“No. Should it be?”

“I don’t - I mean, no, obviously.”

“Besides, I didn’t think it was technically a relationship.” Now she studies my face with the same attention she pays to the rest of the surroundings. “Lorna doesn’t seem to think it is.”

“I suppose it’s not. She’s made it quite clear that what we have is loose and informal. Sometimes I feel very old trying to understand her attitudes to love and sex. I don’t really know what to call it.”

“Are you fuck buddies?”

“I… uh…” My brain misfires at the surprise of hearing her describe us in such crude, yet strangely fitting, terms. “Maybe.”

Teri runs a finger over a shelf and inspects the dust. She gives a small frown. She turns back to me. “Okay. You can show me the kitchen now.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

We head back downstairs and through the house. Teri’s head is on a swivel. I can’t tell if she’s looking around the house through the eyes of its newest inhabitant or the housekeeper. When we reach the kitchen door, I pause and extend an arm to stop her from walking further.

“Look, before we go in, I just want to say-”

Teri ducks my arm and walks through the door. I hang back, unable to stop wincing. The kitchen is still in a state of total devastation from a few days ago. I haven’t found the courage to even think about cleaning it yet.

“Good size space.” Teri turns around slowly, her eyes sweeping the room. Unlike me, she doesn’t seem perturbed by all the chaos and clutter on the floor. In fact, she barely seems to register it as she steps between the bottles and cans and cleaning supplies I left everywhere. “Modern appliances - that’s good.”

I let out a slow breath. Part of me had been expecting her to turn around and storm out of the house - and I would not have blamed her in the slightest - but Teri is a professional. She’s not intimidated by the mess.

“How often do you cook here?” Her eyes rest on the stove with the conspicuously clean burners.

“Not as often as I should.”

She nods. “Where do you keep the cutlery?”

I point to a drawer. She opens it and removes two forks and sits at the table, where I’ve placed the pie. I get the hint and sit opposite her. She hands over a fork and waits for me to take the first bite. The pie is sensational. Freshly baked, with a fluffy crust that almost melts on the tongue, complete with a filling that makes me giddy with how light and crisp and flavorful it is. I groan in sheer satisfaction.

“Wow, Teri. That’s honestly one of the best pies I’ve ever had.”

She smiles and tries to play it cool, but I can see how happy my reaction has made her. She takes a forkful and chews it slowly, nodding at her achievement. We eat a few more bites together in comfortable silence before I speak again.

“Now that you’ve seen the place, what do you think?”

“It’s amazing. A stunning home. I’ve worked in a handful of really nice places, but this one takes the crown. I can’t really believe that you want me to live here.”

“It’s the least I can do. I don’t truly know the extent to which you’ll be working, so it’s only fair to give you room and board in return. It’s a big place and a heck of a job.”

“That it is.” She nods. “I guess what I really want to know is, what are you expecting from me?”

“Expect? That’s the wrong word.” I frown and shake my head to dismiss the thought. “That makes it sound like we’re going to have monthly performance reviews. No, I’m not expecting anything from you, Teri. Like I said, I need an experienced housekeeper to help me stay on top of maintenance around here. Ideally, you’ll make sure the place is neat and tidy. If you find any issues that need fixing, tell me, and I’ll get them sorted. As an added bonus, I’d love to eat more of your cooking, as often as possible. My question to you is, do you feel that I’m paying you fairly?”

Teri shoots me a look that suggests I’m crazy and I almost offer her even more before she cuts me off.

“More than fair. God, Ian, what you’re suggesting is beyond my wildest dreams. And don’t worry, I’m going to work hard for you, I promise. No free rides just because you’re paying me so much. I’ll work seven days a week.”

“Hey, woah, there’s no need to go crazy.” Her enthusiasm and earnestness bring joy to my heart. “I’m not going to work you to death. Like I said before, you’re not my employee. You live here. If you want to chill and read a book, you do that. If you’re tired, stop. If you want to join Lorna and I-”

Her eyebrows lift up and she can’t stop a smirk from spreading over that pretty face. I immediately realize what I’ve said and launch into a flustered explanation.

“No, not like that! I mean, if we’re watching TV or in the backyard. Not in a sexual way! I promise I’m not inviting you here to take advantage of you!”

Teri bursts into laughter. I stare at her for a moment, then give a nervous chuckle. She laughs and wipes a tear from her eye.

“Your face, oh my God! Relax, Ian. It’s okay. I’m just yanking your chain. I know what you mean and I’m grateful. Truly. And if you and Lorna want some privacy, you just say. Hell, if you want an audience, you can let me know, too.” She winks. “You’re good-looking people; I don’t mind.”

Again, I don’t know quite what to say in reply. Why do these beautiful young women manage to fluster me so? I swear I wasn’t like this with Katie in my youth. She laughs again, but this time I have no idea if she’s yanking my chain or halfway serious.

“Uh, okay…” I put down my fork. The pie is delicious, but I should save some for Lorna. “What else do you need?”

“All my equipment and supplies are back home. I just need to bring them over. I guess I could order a cab. Oh, but I’ve got all my things to pack up, too…”

“I’ll drive you.” I’m up and out of my seat before I know it, plucking my car keys from the bowl with a metallic tinkle. “It’s the least I could do. Besides, I’ve got the time-”

I turn and Teri is right there. She’s looking up at me with shining eyes, her features soft. I almost start to worry that something is wrong. But then she throws her arms around me and kisses my cheek. I return her embrace. She’s slender and warm and soft and smells so good. She speaks in a soft whisper, her voice almost muffled by my chest.

“I don’t know what I did to deserve this, but thank you. I won’t let you down.”

And before I can tell her that I haven’t done anything yet, Teri releases me and walks toward the front door. All I can do is watch her gentle, graceful movements, my eyes fixed on her swaying hips. My belly tightens at the sight. I’m the one who should be giving thanks, not her…

~ Teri ~

There’s an awkward silence between us as Ian drives me to my apartment. I almost feel compelled to say something just to break the tension that has unexpectedly developed between us but I don’t. I’m content to let the tension simmer.

As I give Ian directions to my place, I let my eyes linger on him as he drives. Once again, I’m struck by how attractive he is – kind eyes and a strong jaw, flecks of gray in his beard and hair making it clear that he’s comfortable with looking his age. He’s fit but not aggressively so. I hate men who go overboard with the weights to convince themselves they’re still the young guns they used to be. Ian seems to be more than comfortable in his own skin.

As well he should if he’s sleeping with Lorna. I can’t really blame either one of them for seeing something in the other that is too good to ignore. I know I do. I’ve been attracted to Lorna from a distance almost from the day we met even though I never got any sense that the feeling was mutual. She struck me as a committed heterosexual woman back then and nothing over the years changed my initial assessment. Much to my chagrin.

Ian is cut from the same cloth and even more square than Lorna, if that’s possible. I can’t see him even considering a threesome or an open relationship and risking whatever it is that he and Lorna are doing. Which is a downright shame because I’m getting all kinds of twinges as I think about walking in on them in flagrante delecto.

“I’ll just be a minute if you want to wait in the car,” I tell him after he pulls up my building’s front door.

“Nonsense,” he says with a grand gesture. “I’ll help you carry your things down.”

“There’s honestly not much to carry.” I’m lying and thankfully, he doesn’t believe me. I could use the help and he trails along behind me as I enter my building, hopefully for the last time. We jog up the stairs and I open the door to my apartment while gritting my teeth. I’m sure my roommate Beth is home – she’s always home – and I’m not looking forward to the argument she’s sure to give me about bailing on her and my share of the rent.

“What the fuck, Teri?” Beth shouts as we walk in the door. She’s sitting in her usual spot on the ratty sofa we salvaged last year from someone’s curbside trash pickup and never got around to replacing. She’s wearing her usual torn jeans and decade-old hoodie, her hair a mess and her expression snarly. “Why aren’t you at work?”

“Why don’t you have a job, Beth?” I ask just to annoy her. She’s always talking a big game but never seems to come through when the rent is due. How she’s managed to wheedle the extra cash out of our two other roommates, I’ll never understand.

“Who’s the geezer and why are you bringing him here in the middle of the day? Are you starting up a new side hustle or something?” she says as she eyes Ian up and down. “How much is she charging you, Grandpa?”

I’m about to launch myself at the bitch when Ian calmly holds up a hand with a glance my way. He’s got a look in his eyes that stops me dead in my tracks so I rein in my anger, and my balled fists, and just stand in the middle of the living room, seething, waiting to see what he has in mind for my slattern roommate.

“You must be Beth,” he says as polite as you please, thank you very much. “It’s so nice to meet you.” He holds out his hand and Beth has no choice but to shake it.

“What’s your game, Gramps? You looking for a threesome or what? Although from the looks of you, I don’t think you’re really up to it.” She smirks and then laughs, forcing it which only makes it worse. She doesn’t move from the couch, though.

“I’m sorry to be stealing your roommate away from you, Beth,” he says as he reaches for his wallet in his back pocket. “I imagine that will make things a little tight for you next month.”

“Wait, what?” Beth shouts, shoots to her feet, and glares at me, her nostrils flaring and her eyes burning holes in me. “You’re bailin’ on me?”

“She’s coming to live at my place, Beth,” Ian says calmly but I have no idea how he’s doing it. My head is about to explode. He pulls a stack of hundreds out of his wallet and begins to thumb through them. “How much is her share of the rent, Beth?”

Every time he says her name she looks at him and I almost have to smile at the effect he’s having on her. Until I realize what he’s doing.

“Hey, wait a minute,” I tell him quietly. “You don’t have to do that, Ian?”

“The fuck he doesn’t!” Beth screams at me. “I think two or three months is in order seeing as she gave us no notice whatsoever.” She shouts the last word right in my face and I’m back on the launching pad until Ian steps in once again.

“Just give me a number, Beth,” he says in that too-calm voice of his before he turns to me. “No charity here, Teri, if that’s of concern. We can call it an advance on your salary.”

“Wait, what?” I sputter and Beth whirls on him.

“So you are paying her?” she shouts triumphantly. “I knew it.”

“How much, Beth?” he asks again in a slightly firmer tone. “Or are we good here?”

“No, no,” she says quickly. “I’ll take your money, old man.” She looks at me. “And a little extra for my inconvenience of having to find a new roommate, I think.”

“Can you just give me a number, Beth?” Ian asks sternly.

“Two grand,” she says after a half-second pause. “No, three.”

Ian shoots me a look and smiles. I’m about to object when he puts his wallet away and Beth almost loses her shit. “What the fuck, Boomer?”

He shakes his head at her. “I can’t believe you pay that much for this place, Beth, but I’ll give you the benefit of the doubt, just to smooth your transition.” He reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a stack of money with the bank wrapper still on it, like something out of a mob movie. “Here’s five grand and we’ll call it a day.” He flips her the cash and this time I find my voice.

“Wait a minute,” I begin but he cuts me off.

“It’s on me, Teri. I’ll cover it as a moving expense.” He turns back to Beth. “We square, Beth?”

She stares at the stack for a beat before she looks at Ian. “Yeah, we’re good, Gramps.”

“Go grab what you need, Teri,” he tells me before he turns back one last time to my now-former roommate. “Oh, and I’m Gen X all the way, Beth. Just to be clear.”

“Whatevs, old man,” she says with a wave as she thumbs the money like a deck of cards.

Ian follows me into the bedroom and I almost lose it. “Why did you…?”

He cuts me off with a casual wave. “Cost of doing business, Teri. Everyone expects to pay one way or another when acquiring talent.”

“Talent?” I ask, dumbfounded. “What talent?”

He smiles and looks around for something to carry. “That pie was world-class, Teri. Don’t kid yourself.”

“Seriously?” I ask, feeling all kinds of weird and proud at the same time. “One pie?”

“Oh, I’m sure they’ll be others,” he says as he picks up a basket full of my clothes and moves toward the door before he glances at me. “Right?”

I smile broadly. “You know it, boss.”
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~ Ian ~

The ride back to my - scratch that, our - house is much more animated than the drive out. Teri is almost overflowing with excitement for both her new home and the chance to finally, really, truly, get her business venture off the ground. She’s almost bouncing in the passenger seat, unable to stop herself from smiling for the entire journey. I’ve only ever seen one person anywhere near this level of bubbly delight before in my life, and that was Lorna, after she had signed up to attend college again.

A man could get used to feeling this swell of pride in his chest, I tell you.

Finally, there’s enough of a lull in Teri’s giddy monologue for me to ask a simple question. “Has your old roommate always been so… endearing?”

“Beth?” She scoffs at the notion. “Honestly, she’s always been kind of a pain in my ass, but beggars can’t be choosers, right? Besides, as weird as it is to admit, she’s far from the worst roommate I’ve ever had.”

“I shudder to think.”

“Oh, I’ve got stories.” She giggles. “Maybe you get enough wine in me and I’ll start spilling the beans. Some of the shitholes I’ve lived in will probably make your toes curl.”

I pull up in front of the house and park to make the unpacking trip as smooth as possible. Teri hops out of the car and pops the trunk and begins ferrying the first box inside before I’ve ever unbuckled my belt. I step out of the car and watch her disappear through the grand front door of the house. She’s humming with happiness. That sound - and the sight of her jubilant, bouncing steps - makes my heart swell with delight. Only a day or so back, I had joked with Lorna about adopting a bunch of stray young women. At the time, it seemed absurd. Now, however, it feels better. It feels right. This is what a man like me should be doing with his remaining time on earth. I have the means and the ability to make a difference to as many people as I wish. Why shouldn’t I do exactly that?

Teri emerges from the house and almost skips to the trunk of the car for the next box. She says, “Everything in the trunk can go to my room. The stuff on the back seat is cleaning supplies; that can go in the hall for now. I’ll sort it out as I work.”

“You’re going to start work now? Today?”

“Sure I am. I’ve gotta clear out the kitchen, otherwise, how am I gonna make dinner later?”

I purse my lips, unable to make a comeback. Teri grabs the next box from the trunk and races back inside the house. Meanwhile, I open the back doors and begin unloading her cleaning equipment into the main hall. She has a lot of stuff. Not just the usual solutions and wipes and sprays, but a vacuum with more attachments than I have fingers, plus all manner of clever-looking handheld gadgets that serve purposes beyond my limited imagination. As silly and pathetic as it sounds, I’ve never really paid attention to cleaning and housekeeping duties. Most of these items are far outside the range of my experience.

After a few minutes, I emptied the backseat of all the bags and boxes. Now I turn my attention to the trunk. Teri has already taken most of this indoors, leaving me to grab the final piece of luggage; a tattered and beaten-up suitcase. I grab the handles and gasp at the weight. Whatever is in here, it’s heavier than it looks. I haul it out of the trunk and lock the car and haul the case through the doors and into the house. Now, for the first time, I regret owning such a large house. It’ll take me almost thirty minutes to lift this case up the stairs and along to the bedroom.

“Oh my gosh! Let me help you with that!”

Teri appears like an angel, bouncing down the stairs toward me, her beautiful figure framed in wondrous light. It’s impossible for me not to enjoy the sight of her curvy chest jiggling with the momentum. Hey, I’m still a man, after all.

She grabs the other end of the case and together we carry it up the stairs and all the way to her bedroom. She guides me toward the bed and we drop the case to the mattress. I could swear that the frame protests under the weight.

“What the heck have you got in there?” I flex my aching fingers. “Bowling balls?”

Teri laughs. She yanks the zip and the case almost bursts open. It’s filled with clothing. We laugh together. I glance around the room. She’s stacked boxes full of possessions here and there already, spaced out on the floor and on top of the furniture. It already feels like the room belongs to her. I nod in approval.

“Anything I can do to help?”

Teri thinks for a minute. Then she turns her back to me and takes off her top. Her smooth, silky back and the clasp of her bra are completely visible to me. I almost flinch in surprise. She says, “You can grab my cleaning outfit from the case. Should be in the zip compartment inside the flap.”

I yank my eyes to the case and begin to search, not daring to look in any other direction. Heat rushes to my face. The sound of rustling fabric fills my ears, followed by the gentle humming of a happy woman. I wade through a bottomless sea of feminine attire and find the zip compartment nestled within the case’s inner flap. I open it and pull out the contents. It’s a simple loose gray T-shirt and a pair of red shorts.

“Here.” I turn around and almost drop the clothes in surprise. Teri is standing there wearing nothing more than her panties and a smile. As much as I try not to look, my eyes have already seen her firm, perky breasts and soft pink nipples. “Oh, gosh - I’m so sorry, here-”

She giggles and takes the clothes from me. “Relax, Ian. I figure that we live together, you’re probably gonna see me eventually. Why not get it out of the way?”

“Uh… sure. Right. Makes sense.” My eyes are fixed on a point of incredible interest that happens to be located on the ceiling. “Do you do that with all your roommates?”

“Only the hot ones.” Even with my gaze far in the air, I can tell that Teri is smiling. “What’s the matter? Is this a problem?”

“I’m not used to women I barely know getting undressed in front of me.”

“Better get used to it, Ian. Because I can’t clean in my nice, normal clothes, so I’m going to change a lot. It doesn’t bother me if you’re in the room or not.”

“I… I see…”

There’s the rustle of fabric as Teri gets changed. I can feel her move in front of me. I should walk out of the room but she’s blocking the route, whether she meant to or not. After a moment, she says, “There. You can look now.”

I pull my gaze from the ceiling to her amused face and sparkling eyes. She’s now wearing that loose gray shirt and red shorts. It’s a curious choice of outfit. Humble, homey, relaxed, and yet she still looks sensational. Teri grabs a scrunchie from the case and styles her hair into a loose bun. I can’t take my eyes off her.

“You know,” she says, offering a teasing smile, “I kind of thought you’d take the chance to eyeball me. Lorna wasn’t kidding, you really are a gentleman.”

“Wait, that was a test?”

“Kind of.” She shrugs. “I was mostly curious to know what you would do. But I also really did want to get any awkwardness out of the way up front.”

“You’re a bad girl, Teri.”

“You have no idea.”

She winks and backs out of the room. I hear her footsteps pad down the hall, before the stairs creak. I stand in the middle of her room, still stunned. These young women with their sexual freedoms will surely be the death of me.

~ Teri ~

My cheeks hurt from smiling so hard but I can’t stop. My heart is racing with excitement – in just 24 hours, my situation has done a complete 180 and I’m giddy with the idea that I never have to deal with Beth or that stupid apartment ever again. But most of all, I’m vibrating with excitement that I am now living with a woman I’ve longed to be with for years and a man who, while he doesn’t press all my buttons, he’ll do.

First things first, though. I need to tackle the kitchen. It’s a gem but it’s been neglected for years, maybe decades judging from the buildup of grit and grime on the surfaces that matter. I need to focus on getting things under control so I can do the job I was hired to do, which is cooking for Ian. I’m sure that Lorna will be happy with whatever I put in front of her but Ian has lived in one of the culinary capitals of the world for the past five years and even though he said my apple pie was world-class, I’m sure that was an exaggeration for effect in the moment. It worked – I was touched by everything he said and did at my apartment, from putting Beth in her place to spending an ungodly amount of money just to smooth my exit. Still, he’ll be tough to please. Not that I’m worried I can’t do it, I just have to get my ducks in a row.

“Anything I can do to help?” he says as he rounds the corner a few minutes after I’m done carting my cleaning supplies from the foyer to the kitchen. “I don’t mind pitching in, you know.”

“I appreciate the offer, Ian,” I tell him with a warm smile. “But I am very particular about my workspace and I’ve found over the years that nobody lives up to my unrealistic expectations, so let me do it myself,” I tell him. It’s total BS but I need to set the right tone and ground rules from this moment forward.

“Well, if you change your mind…” he says as he just stands there watching me unpack my supplies.

“I won’t, but I appreciate your offer all the same, Ian.” I smile again and turn to the sink, mostly to start but also to send a message that I need him to leave me alone. I keep my back to him for a few moments before he takes the hint and exits. I listen carefully to the sound of his footsteps as he moves through the house and I’m not surprised to hear him disappear down the stairs into the basement. That book collection of his is enormous, bigger than most libraries I’ve seen, and he said he bought the house in part because of the books. I’ve no idea why someone would buy more books than anyone could read in three lifetimes but I’m not a reader so what do I know? I’m just happy he’s not going to sit around watching me work.

Not yet, at least.

I pull on my rubber gloves and run the hot water to fill a bucket so I can tackle the stove and the range hood, both of which are ancient but well-made and still in great shape. I start scrubbing and go over what happened in my bedroom with Ian. I always think best when I’m working.

As I’m scrubbing the range hood, I think about Ian’s reaction to my testing him. I had a feeling from the way Lorna described him that he’s a button-down guy who is looking for an excuse to bust loose from his inhibitions. I’m usually more interested in women than men but he’s intriguing precisely because he’s so uptight. I’ve had my share of cocks in my day and I still find them deliciously decadent if they’re attached to the right individual. Ian checks most of the boxes on my internal checklist, which makes him and this new situation quite intriguing.

But Lorna is my real focus. I’ve been interested in that raven-haired minx since the day we met years ago at the diner, but I always got the impression she was strictly a red wine drinker, never white or even rosé. The meeting in the diner with Ian was the first time she ever even hinted that she might be willing to indulge and that alone makes this experiment in our living arrangements irresistible. Throw in the money and the escape they offered me from Beth and my other now former roommates and I’m in hog heaven.

I just have to be careful not to spook either of my new roommates before I captivate them with my womanly charms and uninhibited sexuality. Ha!

Once I’m satisfied with the state of the range hood, I turn my attention to the stove and oven, which has been cleaned now and then but not well and not recently. That’s a bigger job than the hood and a glance at the clock on the wall tells me I should make something for Ian for lunch. I could eat, too. I go to the fridge, expecting to find a bottle of seltzer and some leftover Asian food but I’m pleasantly surprised. The SubZero is fully stocked with a wide assortment of fresh vegetables, cheeses that were carefully selected, and even cold cuts that were sliced yesterday according to the labels. Ian and Lorna must have gone shopping as soon as they offered me the job.

This just keeps getting better and better.

I grab most of the vegetables and start slicing and dicing. Then I make a sandwich with what looks like a delicious ciabatta roll before I stop and wonder if I should make one for myself. I’m hungry but not starving and there’s something about serving Ian and not eating with him that makes me tingle where it counts. I have no idea why or where this feeling is coming from but I go with it and make just one sandwich.

When I’ve got a plate arranged with the sandwich and cut veggies, I go to the door to the basement and call down to him that lunch is on the table. He calls back up and soon I hear his footsteps on the wooden stairs, then in the hallway that leads to the kitchen. I’ve got his lunch laid out on the island and I stand waiting for him to ask what he wants to drink. I rein in an urge to smile as he comes around the corner, again I have no idea why, but I give him a serious look when he takes in the scene. He looks impressed, pleased, and a little taken aback.

“What’s all this?” he asks with a smile blooming across his handsome face. He really is good-looking, I note once again. “Aren’t you going to join me, Teri?”

“I’ll eat in a bit but you go ahead and dig in, Ian,” I tell him with a small smile of my own. “What can I get you to drink?”

“Water is fine,” he says as he sits on the stool in front of his plate. I shake my head and give him a look.

“I can do better than plain water, Ian,” I gently chastise him. He looks at me with mild confusion. “Do you like fresh lemonade?” I noticed a bunch of lemons in a bowl near the pantry, way more than I would need for cooking.

“That sounds like a lot of trouble, Teri,” he says as he picks up a slice of yellow pepper and munches it. “This looks great, by the way.”

I nod. “Thanks, but lemonade is no trouble at all.” I grab the bowl of lemons, an old-fashioned juicer made of glass, a cutting board, and a knife. With a few quick strokes, I’ve got a fresh-squeezed glass of lemonade that I hand to him. He takes a sip and his eyes dance with appreciation.

“Best I’ve ever tasted, no lie,” he says after he puts the glass down. “But I’m feeling a little weird eating while you’re working, Teri. Aren’t you hungry?”

“I’m fine,” I tell him, which isn’t true – I’m hungry – but for some unknown reason, I get a little thrill out of serving him. This isn’t like me. It’s not something I’ve ever experienced before even though I’ve been a server for years. This feels different.

I like this feeling.

“My god, Teri,” he says as he bites into his sandwich. “This is really good. What did you to make it so…” He struggles to talk with his mouth full, which is slightly adorable.

“I’ll never tell.” I give him a quick, flirty smile before I go back to cleaning the stove. I wonder if I should ask him what he’s doing downstairs but he almost reads my mind.

“I’m not sure how many books I have now but it’s overwhelming. I’m thinking about getting some help just to catalog what I’ve got.”

“With an eye toward selling them at some point?”

“Oh, no. I can’t see any circumstances where I would sell a single volume. If something turns out to be a hidden gem, I might lend it out or whatever you do with old first editions and such, but I do not need to sell.”

We discuss what little we know about the rare book market for the rest of the time Ian takes to finish his lunch. When he slides the plate toward the middle of the island, I remove my grimy glove and put it in the sink. This is so different from the diner, where I’ve cleared dishes for diners for ages but as part of my job as a waitress. This feels much more domestic to me, something I didn’t realize I would enjoy, but I do. I enjoy it a lot.

Ian stands up to leave the kitchen when we hear the front door open.

“Hey,” Lorna calls out from the front of the house. “You two decent?” She laughs at her joke as her footsteps come toward the kitchen. When she rounds the corner, I’m surprised by her appearance.

She’s dressed to kill, in a short, tight skirt, a sexy top, and heels. Stilettos, in fact. What the fuck?

“Hey, you two,” she says as she goes straight at Ian. “I’m not interrupting lunch or anything, am I?” She melts into his arms and kisses him, not with a ton of passion but with enough to make the point, if that was her goal.

He’s mine.

“I was just finishing up,” Ian says with a hint of embarrassment in his tone.

“Are you hungry, Lorna?” I ask quickly, partially to bail him out but also to cover the sudden color that I feel rising in my face. Why am I embarrassed? I wonder. I turn away from them and busy myself scrubbing the stove again.

“I am hungry, but not for lunch,” she says with a surprisingly lascivious tone. “Come with me.” She drags Ian away from the island and I can’t stop myself from looking up and I see them just as they disappear around the corner. Seconds later, I hear their footsteps on the stairs.

Wow.
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~ Ian ~

Confession time. In all the years I’ve been on this planet, I have never, ever had a woman come to visit me in the middle of the day purely to have sex. I have also never had one woman tear me away from the company of another because she wants to jump me.

I have also never felt as wanted and desired and sexually attractive as I do at this very moment.

Lorna has always been insatiable, but this is on another level. Her mouth is pressed against mine before I can even ask how her day is going. Her fingers are working the buttons of my pants before I can even wrap my arms around her slender body. Her moans of lusty anticipation are filling my ears before I can even process what’s happening to me. To her. To us.

We shed our clothes as easily as we shed our inhibitions. Within forty seconds of entering my bedroom, Lorna and I are both naked. Within sixty seconds, she’s pushing me to the bed and mounting me with a smile on her face and a serene glitter of wickedness in her eyes.

The bed rocks and creaks beneath us, squeaking a familiar tune that fills the air in a low symphony. That sound is soon accompanied by Lorna’s enthusiastic, erotic delight. Unless my ears are deceiving me, she’s being a little louder than usual today. She’s never been shy about vocalizing her enjoyment, but this sounds more pronounced than normal. Almost as if there’s a touch of performance in her lovemaking today.

And what a performance she gives. Lorna rides me with a ferocity she’s barely shown before, her hips pistoning in my lap and her warm, yearning sex enveloping my length as though she never wants to release me. Her body arches back to push those wonderful, tantalizing breasts out, allowing me to watch them rock and shake with the momentum. Her face is the picture of erotic ecstasy. All I can do is clutch her sensual thighs and do my best not to erupt before she’s satisfied.

Easier said than done.

“Oh, fuck, Ian!” She tosses her head back, crying out to the ceiling. I can’t tell if she’s trying to make sure Teri hears us or if she wants to make our new roommate jealous over this arrangement. “Yes! Fuck! Don’t stop!”

She says don’t stop as if I have a say in the matter. All I can do is lay on the bed and hold onto her creamy thighs and watch her ride me as if it’s our last day on earth. She bounces and rocks and sways in my lap, alternating between furious, intense movements and gentle, sensual glides. Just when I think this can’t possibly get any better, Lorna spreads her intimate lips with two delicate fingers so I can see the full, mouth-watering sight of her silky pussy swallowing my length over and over again. Her tight entrance grips my shaft, almost clinging to it as she rises, and the sight damn near causes me to explode. All I can do is try to focus on my breathing and hold on, dammit, as much as I can manage.

I’ve never felt so lucky in my entire life.

“You like that, Ian?” Lorna smiles at me like a queen on her throne, already knowing the answer. Only an insane person could fail to enjoy this. Her enthusiasm and passion and the feel of her incredible body giving me so much pleasure are off the freaking charts. “You like the way I’m fucking you?”

“I love it!” Just gasping out those three words takes an incredible amount of effort and concentration. The masculine side of my brain wants me to take control of Lorna and give her an equally rigorous demonstration of my prowess. But this is all about her and I’m happy to go along for the ride.

The bed shakes and rattles with more intensity than I’ve ever heard before and I have the sudden absurd urge to check beneath the mattress in case we’re damaging the frame. We’ve made love in this bed a lot over the past few weeks, but this is something different. This is fast, heavy, passionate, intense sex. This is what the kids call fucking.

By now, we’ve been going at it like savages for a good few minutes and I’m beginning to lose the battle. Lorna‘s incredible, sensual, talented, lithe body rises and falls above me, her hips undulating like ocean waves. I’m moaning with arousal alongside her - masculine groans mingling with feminine cooing gasps in the air around us - and it feels like I could go insane if I try to hold on any longer.

And that’s when I notice movement off to the side. I glance away from the wondrous vision of my young lover and suddenly realize that we’ve left the door open. A thought flashes across my mind that Lorna must have done that on purpose. But that’s not the only thing that surprises me. The door to the bedroom is yawning wide open and Teri is lingering in the hallway. Her face is flushed and her eyes are glazed and she’s watching us with curious hunger.

Lorna sees my distraction. Instead of being shocked or surprised or whatever reaction I might have expected from her, she smiles wider and moans louder.

“Fuck, you’re so good, Ian. Oh, my God! I can’t believe it. Fuck, Teri - you gotta try this!”

Even at this distance and from this angle, I can see the hungry expression deepen on Teri’s face. I can see the lusty glaze harden over her eyes. She places a hand on the doorframe, still watching us, displaying no discomfort or shame about being caught peeping. And why should she? It’s her house too; we left the door open; we made it perfectly clear how our arrangement works.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Lorna grabs my hands and pulls herself into my lap as deep as she can sink, spearing the head of my swollen manhood fully inside her creamy hole. She lets out a wordless cry of rapture and shudders above me. I can see every beautiful, perfect detail of her orgasm. The way her lips are half-parted and her cheeks flush and her eyelids flutter and her fingers clench and her nipples are firm pink points in the air. I can see it all and I can feel it all; her tight sex grips me and spasms around my pulsing prick. It’s such a wonderful feeling. A divine sensation.

And with that, I finally go crashing over the edge into sweet, reckless oblivion.

My balls empty their precious cargo, a thick, heavy spurt of sheer delight that floods her tunnel with all the power of a volcanic eruption. My climax makes her orgasm even more intense and she lets out a shrill, wordless wail of wonder. Her tightening womanhood causes me to cum even harder. Our pleasure becomes the best kind of vicious cycle imaginable - each making the other climax with more intensity.

But, finally, the last of my load flows into her warm, willing body and we come back down to earth together. She looks flushed and satisfied. God only knows what I look like. I feel as though I’ve been on the wildest rollercoaster in the world.

Lorna leans forward and kisses me. Soft, slow, gentle. A kiss of thanks. Then she turns her attention to our voyeur in the doorway and says, “Did it look as good as it felt?”

“Yes.” Teri sounds husky.

“You think it’ll be weird living in a house like this?” Lorna remains in place over me, her warm sex embracing my aching rod.

“I can get used to it.”

Now Lorna extends a hand toward the door. Teri enters the room, treading on silent, bare feet. She links her hand through Lorna’s. Both women smile at one another. Both women smile down at me. I must be dreaming. This can’t be real. This can’t be my life.

“You’re going to love it here.” Lorna gives her friend’s hand a gentle squeeze. “I know I do.”

Teri swoops down and places her lips on Lorna’s, sealing them together in a fierce, intense kiss. I can tell that Lorna likes the kiss; her sex trembles against my shaft. The girls sigh in pleasure. Teri kisses Lorna as if she had been waiting for this moment. It’s a deep, lusty kiss, full of barely-restrained urgency.

Finally, the two pull apart. Teri is speechless. I can’t tell if it’s because she enjoyed the kiss or because she’s so caught up in this moment. Lorna gently lifts and breaks the connection between us, a thin trail of my delight rolling down her thigh.

“That was just what I needed,” she says. “Best lunch break ever.”

“You’re not… staying?” Teri’s brow creases.

“I’d love to - believe me - but I have more classes this afternoon. I just really, really needed to cum. I’ve been thinking about you two all day.”

She climbs out of the bed and gathers her clothing, completely unashamed to be naked and freshly fucked. Both Teri and I watch her move around the room and begin to get dressed again. I don’t even bother to pull the sheets over me. What’s the point? Teri’s already seen more of me than almost anyone else on earth.

Lorna slides her panties back into place around the gentle curve of her ass. She smiles at us and says, “I’ll be back as soon as I can tonight. Try not to wear him out before I come home, okay?”

She winks and walks out of the room and along the hall and down the stairs. After a moment of breathless silence, the front door clicks shut, leaving Teri and I alone together again. I feel like I’ve been thrown around by a hurricane - snatched, fucked, and left behind - all in the space of twenty minutes.

“Woah.” Teri giggles to herself. “Some arrangement you have here.”

“I, uh, I should apologize for that. I really didn’t expect-”

“Why are you sorry? You both had fun. Besides,” she offers a sly smile, “there’s no better way to understand how you guys work than by watching it for myself. The only question is… can you go again?”

~ Teri ~

“Uh, now?” Ian asks, amazingly enough. I have to restrain myself from saying something snarky because I don’t want to spoil the mood of whatever this is. I’ve never been handed a man on a platter like this before and I don’t want to screw it up.

“I can wait as long as you need, Ian,” I tell him as I pull my tee shirt over my head. He doesn’t answer me but he does watch me undress, closely, which is fine. I don’t need him to talk. I need him to fuck.

“I won’t need long, Teri,” he says as I climb naked onto the bed next to him.

“We have all the time in the world, Ian,” I whisper, amazed that this is happening so fast but pleased as I can be that it is. I need to talk to Lorna about what she was thinking but I put her out of my mind for now. I want to focus on the task at hand.

“That’s true,” he says with a smile that seems to just come out of the realization that he’s hit the sexual jackpot, an idea I want to cement in his mind.

“You know,” I whisper as I lean close and breathe in his ear. “I’ve been waiting to kiss you since we met.” I move to his lips and kiss him lightly, teasingly. He’s passive but that’s fine. I can live with a man who doesn’t have to go apeshit every time we fuck. I’ve had my fill of that type. I’m quite content to take the lead right now and for the foreseeable future if it comes to that.

I touch his cheek with one hand and reach for his wet, softening dick with the other. I kiss him more deeply and once again, he lets me. He doesn’t reach up to grab my head, doesn’t roll me onto my back, he just lets me have my way with him. I could get used to this.

“Mind if I…?” I ask as I pull back from kissing him. I don’t wait for an answer, I just smile and duck down to take his dick into my mouth. I’ve never been with a guy and a girl in a threesome so it’s a new experience for me to taste another woman’s vagina on a man’s penis, but it’s good. Better than good, it’s great. It’s a physical manifestation of what just happened, and if I’m reading Lorna correctly, a sign of things to come. Unless and until she tells me otherwise, I’ll consider myself invited into their bed at any time.

“Teri,” Ian says without saying anything else. I’ve never felt like I had much to offer when it came to fellating a man but with the remnants of Lorna and Ian’s passion has elevated my technique to a new level. I can’t get enough of his head, his shaft, even his balls, something that never did anything for me before. But now, I am all in.

“Teri,” he says with more urgency. “I’m a little sensitive.” I moan my disappointment before I let his member slip from my lips and plop on his belly with a wet smacking sound that makes me giggle. I turn and look up at him to find him smiling self-consciously and it is so freaking adorable that I move quickly to kiss his mouth again. He doesn’t flinch even though I’m sure he can taste himself on my lips and tongue. I’m surprised, impressed, and more than pleased all at once. Ian’s got game.

“How much time do you need?” I whisper when I lean away from him. “I can wait but…”

He smiles. “Not long,” he tells me as he rolls me onto my back and props himself on one elbow. “I’d like to reciprocate, if that’s okay.”

I smile. “You never have to ask, Ian. Not about that.”

He smiles back at me, then he slides down my body, stopping at my hard nipples just long enough to kiss them both before he positions himself between my thighs. He kisses my mound, thighs, my labia, and my clit in rapid succession which is fine. I’ve never met a man who is as adept at cunnilingus as any woman who’s willing but I’ve also found that good intentions make up for a lack of technique. And besides, technique can be taught. Technique can be improved. Perfected.

And it suddenly occurs to me that Lorna can instruct.

This is going to be so freaking awesome!

“Oh, yeah,” I tell him to encourage him. “Right there, yeah, right there.” He’s going at my nub a little aggressively but at least he knows where it is so I’ll take it for now. He’s got his eyes on me which I love, as if he’s reading my face for signs that he’s doing it right. He’s not but we’ll fix that. As I said, we have all the time in the world.

“Fuck me, Ian,” I tell him at last and he doesn’t hesitate, big surprise. I welcome him into my arms and reach down to guide him home. Between watching him and Lorna, and even with his inept if endearingly earnest attempt to pleasure me with his mouth, I’m more than ready for him to fuck me.

Which he does.

“Oh yeah,” I encourage him. He’s big but not too much, energetic but not manic, and he grinds his pelvic bone against mine just the way I like it. As much as I love women, there is something about a man that is just so satisfying. I moan like I mean it because I do.

Even better, I soon realize, he’s not going to cum again anytime soon. I can relax and enjoy myself, a true gift. He strokes in and out of my chamber with perfect rhythm and I moan to signal my enjoyment. I’ve found that men respond to verbal feedback almost as well as women do so I don’t quite lay it on thick but it’s a fine line. I don’t want to make it too obvious but I am enjoying him so much that it’s not a stretch at all. He is good!

I reach up and caress his head in my hands, something I enjoy when someone does it to me and he kisses me with sudden passion. Is he reading my mind? I wonder. He’s supporting himself with his arms so I don’t feel the full weight of his body on mine but I want him to flatten me into the mattress. The weight of a man’s body is one of the contrasts I love. I wrap my ankles around his thighs and pull him to me in time with his thrusts and I revel in the feel of him, so deep inside me but not battering my cervix like my last inept but well-endowed boyfriend. Or was it the one before that? No matter, this is some of the best lovemaking I’ve experienced with a man in my life and it’s our first freaking time together.

“Cum in me, Ian,” I whisper and almost immediately I feel him swell and his urgency ticks up. I don’t need to cum to enjoy this but suddenly I feel like I’m on the edge and his need for me pushes me over the edge and I moan and dig my heels into his thighs and grab his head with my hands to bring his mouth to mine and oh, fuck, oh fuck, oooohhhh fuuuuck!

He spasms and floods me with his seed and it feels so fucking good. He grunts and surges and pulls back and thrusts deep inside me again, then again, then one more time before he settles and collapses on me, panting, sweating, nuzzling my neck with his lips and tongue. I caress his body with my hands as we float to a complete standstill, calm, peaceful, satisfied.

“That was incredible, Teri,” he whispers and I nod just enough.

“A really good start, Ian,” I respond but he tenses.

He lifts his head. “Start? I can’t go again, you know.” His look is one of mild concern but it’s so freaking adorable.

“No, that’s not what I meant.” I caress his face with my hands. “It was our first time together, that’s all.”

His relief is palpable, genuine. “I’m already worried about keeping up with you two,” he says with a crooked grin. “I’m not a young man, you know.”

“Don’t sell yourself short, Ian,” I tell him earnestly. “You are an extraordinary lover.”

He gives me a look that confuses me because he looks confused, or hesitant, perhaps.

“What?” I ask.

“It’s just that…” I wait. “Lorna was…” He hesitates again and looks at me. I nod and raise one eyebrow. “She said you mostly date women.”

“That’s true but I’m not a lesbian, Ian. I love men, too. It’s just that I’ve not had the best luck with them.”

I have to smile that we’re discussing my sexual orientation with Ian’s cock wilting in my vagina but I keep that observation to myself. He does pick up on my amusement, though. He cocks an eyebrow and I laugh gently.

“It’s nothing,” I tell him but he raises up and looks at me with sudden seriousness.

“What?” he asks more forcefully and it sends a tingle down my spine. Where the fuck did that come from? I wonder. “Tell me what you’re thinking, Teri.” He’s not asking, not really. Is he ordering me? Is that going to fly? I also wonder.

“Let’s not spoil the moment, Ian,” I tell him, unsure of myself as much as him. “We’re off to a very good start. Let’s leave it there.”

Suddenly, his expression softens. He rolls off of me but keeps his eyes on mine. “Yeah, you’re right. I’m just…a little unsure of myself right now. This is all very new to me.”

“To me too, Ian,” I tell him. I touch his cheek and guide his lips to mine. “We’re just getting started here, so don’t beat yourself up, okay? That was amazing and I feel like the luckiest person in the world right now. I really do.”

He grins and looks down. “I was just thinking the same thing.”

“I do have one question for you, though,” I say softly. He looks up and nods. “I’m not sure that Lorna knows it but I’ve been very attracted to her almost since we met five years ago. Is that going to be an issue for you, Ian?”

“Why would it be?” he asks.

“You’re not the jealous type?” I raise an eyebrow.

“Jealous of what? We’re not in a relationship, Teri. I thought we made that clear.”

“Well, saying it and believing it are two different things, Ian.”

He studies me for a long moment. “I get what you’re saying, Teri. But think about it. If Lorna has no problem sharing me with you, and clearly she doesn’t, how could I possibly have a problem sharing her with you?”

I shrug. “That sounds all well and good, Ian. But I’ve run into this before. Guys get all excited about sharing and the idea of watching two girls get it on and all that. But then the shit hits the fan once post-nut clarity kicks in.”

He looks at me. “Post-nut clarity?”

“A guy sees the world differently after he’s orgasmed. It’s a thing.”

He looks down at his shriveled dick. “Uh, in case you hadn’t noticed, Teri…” He doesn’t finish his thought. He doesn’t have to.

I smile, then lean in and kiss him again. “We’ll see, Ian. We’ll see.”
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~ Ian ~

This cannot be my life. Never, not even once in the wildest days of my hormone-corrupted adolescence, did I ever consider the thought of making love with two different women in the same month, much less the same day - hell, the same hour!

But, despite everything, this is my life. I don’t need to pinch myself to know that this is real. This is genuine. I am not lost in the most exquisite dream of my life.

Teri climbs off the bed and stretches, displaying her wonderful body for me one more time. She gathers up her fallen clothes and dresses, a smile lingering on her lips. She says, “You know, I’m glad we got that out of the way. I was a little worried that I might end up being the third wheel, listening to you two go at it through the wall. I’m gonna go finish up in the kitchen. Let me know if you want another round later, okay?”

She turns and leaves the room before my overwhelmed brain can even think up a response. How am I supposed to answer that? I’m still naked in my bed and now I’ve watched two beautiful women walk out of the room with my seed dripping from their swollen pussy lips. Who the hell am I? Have I truly become some sort of sexual lothario in my advancing years?

This brave new world of sexual freedom and erotic liberation is still so wildly new to me. So new and so unfamiliar. I barely know Teri, yet I’ve given and received oral sex and orgasmed inside her; unprotected, no less. Before today, I’ve only made love to women where there was a deep, emotional connection and spiritual investment. Everything that I’ve just experienced is completely new.

Is this what the kids call, “friends with benefits”? I can see the appeal. There's something wonderful and freeing in the concept of having an undefined, unstructured sexual connection with someone like this. But this isn't just one someone. It's two someones. Lorna and Teri. I've already promised my heart to Lorna and here I am enjoying the pleasure of another young woman. Even though it was Lorna’s idea - and she was the one who initiated the entire arrangement - I can't help but feel like I've crossed some invisible boundary. Both women say that they're completely fine with this, whatever this is, but I need to be sure. I need to know.

Lorna answers the phone on the second ring. I'm sitting on the edge of the bed, still naked, eyes fixed on my wilting penis. The shaft is coated with juices and I can't tell if it’s Teri’s saliva, Lorna’s cream, or Teri’s cum.

The mind boggles at such a wild thought.

“Hey, Ian!” Her voice has a teasing edge to it. “Didn't think I would be hearing from you yet. Not for at least another hour.”

“You figured I was going to call you?”

“Of course. You were either going to let me know that Teri totally blew your mind, or you want me to reassure you that everything is completely fine between us and I'm not at all jealous about you two getting it on.”

I let out a gasp of surprise. “Oh, dear God. Am I so predictable?”

Peals of delighted laughter fill my ear for a few seconds. I can picture Lorna on the other end of the line, covering her mouth with a hand as she tries to control herself. It's impossible not to smile along with her.

“No, Ian. You're not predictable. Not like that. I just… when I saw you calling, I guessed it had to be one of those two things. So which is it? Are you about to tell me that she's just rocked your world and I've gotta step up my game?”

“No, God no! I would never-”

Another gale of laughter greets my ears. “Relax! I know. I know. Do you want to tell me what's on your mind?”

I take a deep breath. How on earth am I supposed to articulate this typhoon of conflicted emotions that swirls within my gut right now? I decide to say everything that comes to mind.

“I love you, Lorna. That hasn't changed. But I've just had sex with someone else. And I liked it. And I have to be honest, I really, really hope it happens again. All of it. I've never done anything like this, but I feel, I don't know, like I've been sleepwalking my entire life and now the dust has finally cleared from my eyes. Does any of that - I mean, am I crazy?”

“No, you're not.” Her tone is softer now, less teasing, more understanding. “People like Teri and I grew up in a very different world than you. We're more used to this kind of deal. I can't imagine how strange it must be for you.”

“But, Lorna.” It's hard not to let a slight whine creep into my words. “I love you. And I've told you that. How can I love you and still do things like this?”

She pauses for a moment. I imagine that she's tilting her head to the side, deep in thought, dimples appearing on her cheeks.

“You have a big heart, Ian. Huge. At least twice the size of every other man in the world. Are you telling me that you can't possibly find room to love more than one person at the same time?”

I can't think of an answer for that. The concept is beyond all my life experiences. But I don't get a chance to say anything else before Lorna speaks again. Now she sounds distracted.

“Listen, I gotta run, I'm almost at my next class. If this is really bothering you, I promise, we can talk about it later.”

“Actually, I think you should talk to Teri when you get home. I think she could use a heart-to-heart.”

“No problem. Can't wait! And, Ian?”

“Yes, Lorna?”

“Thanks for lunch.”

Her wicked giggle echoes in my ears long after the line disconnects.

~ ~ ~

I spend the rest of the day in the library, working my way through a classic volume of Dickens’s works. Usually, I'd allow myself to get lost in the world of Victorian London and the myriad of street urchins and ragamuffins populating the pages, but I'm distracted today. All the female characters seem to have Lorna’s face and Teri’s voice. I can't stop thinking about Lorna’s parting words, her suggestion that it's possible to love more than one person at once.

Is it really?

I grew up in a world where one man and one woman settled down together and agreed to share their lives. It was a commitment. There was a ceremony and witnesses and legal documents.

Now I'm entering unknown territory. No two days are alike. I've professed my love for one young woman, yet she has no qualms about sharing me with someone else. In fact, unless it's my imagination, I believe that she enjoys the prospect of letting me be with Teri. There is no commitment in this world. No ceremony, no witnesses, no legal documentation to clearly define the terms and boundaries of our situation. What we have is loose and new and completely unfamiliar to me, yet that's what makes it so compelling. I love this strange, unorthodox relationship we've established between the three of us. After spending most of my life in a monogamous relationship with Katie, it feels as though I've been unleashed at long last.

“What are you reading?”

Teri’s gentle question makes me flinch. She's standing at the foot of the stairs, peering into the library. I giggle at my startled reaction.

“Oh! How long have you been standing there?”

“Long enough to know that you aren't reading that book.”

I close the covers and place the volume back on the shelf. She sits on the other chair and all I can think about is how damned good she looks. Her hair is still in a messy bun - messier than before, thanks to our bout of passion - and she makes a plain shirt and shorts look like a catwalk outfit. She has a coy smile, as if knowing what's going through my mind. I wonder if she can still feel my cum in her tunnel.

“Kitchen's finished.” She stretches both arms to the ceiling. The gray shirt lifts and reveals a flash of stomach. “And I've got dinner on the way.”

“Wow. Thank you. What's on the menu for tonight?”

“Nothing fancy. Some fish with vegetables. I hope you like it.”

“If you made it, I'm going to love it.”

We share a smile. Somewhere above and in the distance, the front door opens and Lorna calls out a warm hello. I see a ripple of nervousness wash over Teri’s face.

“Go upstairs.” I give a gentle nod. “Go and talk to her. I can see that you want to.”

Teri smiles. She rises from the chair and walks out of the library and heads up to where Lorna is waiting.

~ Teri ~

I climb the stairs to the main level of the house and find Lorna in the kitchen looking at the meal I’ve got prepped and waiting to cook. She hears me coming and spins around to offer me a smile and open arms. I take her up on her offer and go to hug her.

She feels amazing.

“I hear you had some fun with Ian this afternoon after I left,” she whispers as we’re still clutching each other. I pull back to see if she’s okay with everything and she just beams at me.

“I did,” I say softly. “Are we still good?”

She laughs. “More than good, Teri. We’re great. I’m so glad you two hit it off so quickly, not that I’m surprised.” She side-eyes me slightly and laughs again.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I ask as lightly as I can. I’m not sure how this is going to work even though we’re off to a good start. I just don’t want to cause any issues because I’m so excited about the possibilities this presents, in so many ways.

“Exactly what you think it means, Ter. I’m happy for you and I’m thrilled for Ian. I imagine you shocked him even more than he let on.”

“He called you, right?”

“He did, and I was happy he did or I would have been distracted all day in class which I really can’t afford. These classes are a bitch, let me tell you.” We finally let go of each other and she turns to the salmon I’ve got prepped and ready to grill. “This looks fantastic, by the way.”

“Woah, girlfriend,” I chide her. “Not so fast. We’re not finished talking about this afternoon’s events.” She gives me a look before she laughs again.

“That’s fair,” she admits and sits on one of the island stools. “What do you want to know?”

I hesitate but only long enough to remind myself that I’m going with brutal honesty at every opportunity. “What did he say about me?” I’m only human – I need to know.

“What do you think he said, girl? That you blew his mind. That he’s died and gone to heaven. That no man should be this lucky but he’ll live with it if that’s what we want. Stuff like that.”

I shake my head. “He didn’t say any such thing, Lorna.”

She rolls her eyes. “Words to that effect, Ter. Come on, work with me here. I didn’t take notes or anything but that was the gist of what he said. He was blown away and well he should be. You get that, don’t you?”

“I suppose so,” I admit with a shy smile. “I did have fun and it seemed like he did, too.”

She hops off the stool and sidles up to me, wrapping one arm around my waist and pulling me close. “He had a great time, Teri. And I’m glad you did, too.” She nuzzles my neck. “I’m looking forward to having some fun with you myself if you’re interested.”

I close my eyes and moan, partly because I can’t help myself and partly for Lorna’s benefit. I’ve dreamed of the day I’d be able to make love to my friend and can’t believe that day has finally arrived. But I don’t want to jump the gun or risk ruining everything.

“You know I’ve been interested in you for a while, right?” I whisper as I nuzzle her back.

“Yeah, I had a feeling…” she admits and my heart skips a beat.

“I know you’re not as interested in me as I am in you, Lorna,” I tell her, wondering if I’m taking my new honesty-above-all kick to unsustainable heights.

“Let’s not jump to any conclusions, okay?” she whispers and I just want to scream with excitement but I control myself. Barely.

“We should eat first, though,” I tell her and she agrees with a nod.

“And I have a sneaking suspicion that if we don’t let Ian watch, he’ll be crushed.”

I give her a look. “But we’re not just putting on a show for him, are we?”

“No, Teri. We’re not just putting on a show for him or anyone else.” She takes my face in her hands and kisses me, lightly at first but with ever-increasing passion until I’m almost faint from the overwhelming sense of joy and happiness that wells up inside of me. I’ve fantasized about this moment for years but always suppressed my desire for my friend who I always assumed was a committed heterosexual. Now that she’s hinted – more than hinted – that she might be more inclined to switch it up than I dared hope, I’m cautiously ecstatic, if there even is such a thing.

“We should talk with Ian, too,” I offer and she nods.

“That’s a good idea. Before or during dinner?”

“Before.” I cock an eyebrow. “Like, right now.”

“Agreed.”

“Ian,” we yell simultaneously, then giggle uncontrollably.

Not surprisingly, he comes bounding up the stairs a few moments later. We wait for him with our arms around each other’s waist until he comes around the corner into the kitchen. The look on his face is priceless – surprise, happiness, and a bit of doubt thrown in for good measure.

“What’s this?” he asks with a crooked grin.

“We need to have a conversation, Ian,” Lorna tells him. I’ve long decided that I will let her lead when we’re all together out of a sense of deference to her making this happen in the first place, but also because it feels so right to me. I’ve always been the pleaser in all of my relationships and while none of them worked out in the long run, it’s still the role I’m most comfortable with. And Lorna seems more than happy to lead.

“About what?” he asks with a shit-eating grin that makes us all laugh. “No, I get it. Where do you want to have it?”

Lorna looks at me with a smirk before she turns back to Ian. “Well, I think the bedroom might be too distracting, so how about we do it in here while we watch Teri cook for us?” She cocks an eyebrow and I’m struck by how easily she took on the role of ordering me around and how much I like being ordered around by her. This is not the way she acted at the diner but I love it. My belly clenches with excitement.

“Teri, are you okay with that?” Ian asks. I look from Lorna to him and nod, my voice suddenly lost to me. “Lorna?” he says as he pulls one of the barstools out for her. She lets go of my waist and circles the island, smiling at Ian as she takes her seat. He sits next to her and they look at each other for a few seconds before they turn to look at me.

“Do you know if you own an apron, Ian?” Lorna asks with a slight smirk. I’m sure I blush hard but I saw one hanging in the pantry when I explored the kitchen. It looked completely out of place in such a modern kitchen but I know exactly what Lorna is doing and when she catches my eye, she cocks an eyebrow again. Fuck, the girl has my number.

“I have no idea,” Ian says but I nod and go to the pantry, take out the frilly, old-timey apron, and slip it over my head. I blush even harder but the smile on Lorna’s face is worth my embarrassment. When I reach behind myself to tie it she waves for me to come to her and I go to let her help me. It is so freaking hot I can’t believe it.

“Okay, then,” Ian says with a trace of embarrassment. “What did you want to talk about?”

“Ground rules,” Lorna says authoritatively. “I have a couple of ideas.”

I don’t say a word but go about starting the broiler to cook the fish as I listen, their eyes on me. “Go on,” Ian says.

“First thing’s first,” Lorna continues. “Ian, you’re in charge here. Whatever you say, goes. I think we’ve both shown, Teri and me, that we don’t have a problem sharing you, right Ter?”

I nod.

“Use your words, Teri,” she chides me and I blush hard again.

“That’s right,” I whisper without meeting her gaze.

“I’m not sure I’m comfortable being in charge, Lorna,” Ian says. “It seems…” He looks at her and then at me. “I guess it feels a little anachronistic.”

“We don’t have to justify ourselves to anyone, Ian,” Lorna says softly. “I want to be whatever you want me to be, and I think Teri feels the same way.” She turns to look at me. “Isn’t that right?”

“That’s right,” I whisper. “More than anything.” She smiles at me again and my heart soars. I look at Ian but he still looks doubtful. “We’ve got plenty of time to work things out but I’d love to be…” I hesitate. “I work for you, Ian.”

“I get that, Teri,” he says quickly. “But that’s just as my cook and housekeeper. You’re not being paid to…” He blushes, hard. It’s so endearing.

“I think we both know we’re not being paid for sex, Ian,” Lorna says gently. “But that’s not what we’re saying. We just want to be available for you, whenever and wherever you want us. Isn’t that right?” She looks at me.

I nod. “Exactly that, Ian.”

“What about you two?” he asks. “Lorna said you’ve never been…” He hesitates again.

“Together sexually?” Lorna adds. “No, we haven’t. But we’d like to, as long as it’s okay with you, Ian.”

“Wait, what?” Ian asks, incredulous. “Why would you need my permission?”

“It just feels right to me,” Lorna says softly. My stomach sinks but I know what she means. I want to be with her in the worst way but only if Ian approves. It’s his house and he’s in charge. Of everything.

“That seems ridiculous, Lorna,” he says with an eye roll. “Why would I have a problem with you and Teri being together?”

“I have no idea, Ian. But I know I want your permission.” She looks at me again. “We both do.”

“Well, you have it,” he says warmly.

“Do you want to be there?” I ask. He looks at me. “It’s fine, we were just wondering…”

“I’d like to but it’s not a requirement,” he says.

“Why not?” Lorna asks with a sly smile. “What if we only make love to each other in your presence, Ian?”

He looks at her without comment for a long moment. Finally, he says, “That seems a little much, to be honest.”

Lorna shrugs. “I think it’s hot as hell.” She looks at me. “Ter?”

“I agree.” My pussy is practically gushing.

“But why?” Ian asks, almost unnerved.

Lorna whispers, “I don’t know, it’s just so… sexy.” She looks at me. “Are you as turned on as me, Teri?”

“More.”

“Can dinner wait?”

“It can.”

“Ian?” she asks as she stands up and takes his hand. “Would that please you…Daddy?”

He rolls his eyes. “Don’t call me Daddy, Lorna.”

“Yes, sir.”
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~ Ian ~

She’s waiting for me to make the first move. I don’t make her wait long. I wrap my arms around Lorna’s body - so slender, so firm - and our lips in a fiery, hungry kiss. This is slower and more gentle than the kiss she gave me earlier today, but no less intense. As we kiss and our tongues collide like the dancing swords of competing fencers, Lorna guides me back to one of the stools and I make a clumsy attempt to sit. It’s more difficult than you’d think with your eyes closed and brain otherwise engaged.

Our kiss lasts a few more blissfully sensual moments before Lorna pulls back. Her smile dances in those bright, clear eyes. Her cheeks are flushed with excitement. Is she eager about the potential experience we’re about to take together or is she excited to introduce me to another part of this wonderful, unusual world of total sexual liberation?

Lorna beckons to our newest addition. Teri switches the broiler off and steps closer to join us. I cannot help but feel a curious surge in my manhood as she approaches. Something about the combination of her sudden humility, the submissive and feminine look of the apron around her body, and the yearning hunger in her eyes threatens to shut down my brain. The thoughtful, rational part of my body is succumbing to those innate caveman urges. Man see pretty girl. Man take pretty girl.

Man see two pretty girls.

Man cannot resist.

The two girls stand before me and turn to face each other. Lorna places her hands on Teri’s cheeks and, with God as my witness, Teri seems to wilt at her touch. They slowly move closer , eyelids fluttering closed, lips parting, until the inevitable happens. Their lips connect in a delicate, sensual embrace. Slowly at first. Gently. Then the kiss builds in intensity. I hear both women inhale through their noses and moan into each other’s mouth. I can see their cheeks moving as their tongues spar and connect and glide. I can feel how much they both crave this.

Teri wraps her arms around Lorna’s waist, hands roaming, fingers caressing, body squeezing. She clutches Lorna with a desperate need I’ve never seen before. As much as I yearn to get involved - man want pretty girls - it’s probably more prudent to sit back and wait until I’m called.

Damn, I didn’t know I could still think of a word like prudent with all my blood racing south.

Teri’s slender fingers slip beneath the fabric of Lorna’s top and move upwards, raising the clothing like the curtain on a stage. I have gazed at Lorna's silky, creamy body a hundred times by now, but I have never seen it like this. It feels as if Teri is half doing it to undress Lorna and half putting on a show for my benefit. Either way, I cannot complain. Every red-blooded man in the world would kill to sit on this island stool right now.

I clutch the marble top of the kitchen island to keep myself upright. The rest of the kitchen, the rest of the house, the rest of the planet, melts away into nothingness. All I can see are these two beautiful young women surrounded by a halo of warm light. Lorna’s top falls to the floor like a leaf in the fall. Her skirt soon follows. Teri clutches and caresses her lover’s firm ass. I can see the restraint in those clutching fingers; if Teri wasn’t so controlled, she could easily go crazy. Lorna lets out a muffled moan. The sound makes my manhood throb. I can’t recall the last time I enjoyed this many erections in the same day. Surely not since my honeymoon.

Now Teri is passionately kissing Lorna, who stands in the kitchen in just her bra and panties. They pull apart for a moment, breathing hard, both smiling like this is the best moment of their lives. Lorna whispers something in Teri’s ear and I see Teri shiver in full-body excitement. Lorna spares me a sultry, heavy-lidded glance and says, “Want to help me unwrap her?”

I’m on my feet again in a flash, taking up position on the other side of Teri’s trembling figure. Lorna and I work together without saying a word. I part the straps on the apron and Lorna eases it away. I ease Teri’s loose gray shirt up and Lorna removes it entirely, revealing those firm, luscious breasts in all their glory. Lorna locks eyes with Teri and brings her soft lips to one rose-pink nipple. The sound of erotic bliss that escapes Teri’s mouth is incredible, like a lioness purring. While Lorna concentrates on Teri’s front, I amuse myself by kissing the young woman’s soft, sensitive neck from behind. My hands slip inside her shorts and ease them to the floor. Lorna doesn’t waste a second. From the moment Teri is undressed, Lorna’s fingers begin a slow, sensual exploration of that gorgeous body. Both women are so absorbed in one another and so caught up in the moment that I disappear from their minds. Not that I have a problem with it, of course. This is more about them than me.

“God, Lorna…” Teri’s breathless whimper is interrupted by a heavy gasp as Lorna’s fingers find a particularly sensitive place between those soft thighs. Silky moans fill the air, accompanied by the intoxicating, unmistakable sound of fingers probing wetness. Again, Teri shudders before my eyes, her body overcome by the exquisite bliss of Lorna’s touch. She trembles, head tilting back, parted lips letting out a groan of pure satisfaction to the heavens above.

All I can do is watch and not allow my mouth to hang open like some kind of slack-jawed yokel. Lorna’s mouth - so soft and warm, I can personally attest - concentrates on Teri’s hard nipples, moving between each in turn. Meanwhile, her fingers glide back and forth between Teri’s parted thighs. At first, Lorna teases and stimulates those glistening intimate lips, exploring Teri’s sacred grove at a slow, languid pace. Then I hear Teri let out an utterly unforgettable gasp and I know that Lorna has pushed a finger inside.

Lorna glances at me, her mouth still wrapped around Teri’s nipple. She nods to the other breast, silently telling me not to leave a girl unattended.

I don’t need to be told twice. I join Lorna in the delicate act of worship. Both our warm mouths encircle Teri’s tender nipples, tongues slowly tracing lusty patterns on her sensitive skin. Teri’s moans of surrender grow and swell and surge, spurring us both on. Lorna continues to weave a careful spell between Teri’s thighs. I can hear how much Teri enjoys it. Not just in her moans, but also in that intense, delicious sound of her wetness.

“Oh my God, this is… Mmm…”

Lorna and I giggle at how low and breathless Teri is now. She’s almost intoxicated by lust. Lorna’s fingers clutch and probe deeper, pushing more gasps and cooing sighs from Teri’s throat. It’s curious to my ears, but there’s a notable difference in the moans Teri is making now versus the sounds she made with me earlier. I’m not jealous in the slightest, just intrigued. I want to hear more.

After a few passionate minutes, Teri trembles again from head to toe. She places both hands on Lorna’s cheeks and pulls her into a deep, fiery kiss. Both women give muffled groans of passion. As they part, Teri says, “I need to taste you.”

Lorna turns her eager face in my direction. She raises an eyebrow and says, “Sir?”

The way she seeks my approval is every bit as adorable as it is empowering. I feel like a Roman emperor, about to give the thumbs up or thumbs down and change the course of someone’s life. But I can’t drag the moment out for too long. These girls are desperate to continue indulging their desires and who am I to stop them?

“Of course, Lorna. Right here.”

I lift Lorna into the air and place her on the edge of the island counter. She giggles, knowing exactly where this is going. Teri also understands without needing to be told and positions herself between Lorna’s legs and eases her panties all the way down. Lorna is already soaking wet, her intimate lips swollen and puffy and vibrant pink. She unlocks her bra, joining Teri in total nudity, while I’m still dressed. I move to the side and take a front-row seat. Teri only has eyes for Lorna and who could blame her? She’s been waiting for this moment for years now. Almost as long as Lorna waited for me.

Teri leans forward and presses her mouth to Lorna’s molten-hot sex in a lusty, sensual kiss. Fresh moans fill the kitchen. Again, unless my ears deceive me, Lorna’s breathless pleasure sounds different when she’s with Teri. I listen to it with both a measure of excitement and the faintest twinge of jealousy. I feel like an amateur keyboard player watching a concert pianist perform; I’m good, yet she’s doing something totally different.

“Oh, holy fuck!” Lorna’s wail of sheer delight is long, loud, and completely genuine. No theatrics here. She’s enjoying it that much. “Teri, yes-!”

The wails of encouragement spur Teri on, but she is in no hurry. After waiting for years to reach this incredible moment, Teri is content to make it count. I, too, am not going to demand that she pick up the pace. I’m watching a skilled oral performer at work. I feel like getting a pad and taking notes.

Teri swirls her tongue around Lorna’s outer lips and slowly, slowly, slowly, circles in toward that deliciously creamy center. Lorna writhes in wonder on the countertop, clutching her breasts and looking down into Teri’s shining eyes. I am witnessing something truly special and utterly unique. Teri laps at her slick prize, tongue gliding along the length of Lorna’s slit, from entrance to clit and back again, each movement slowed and exaggerated to maximum effect. Lorna isn’t shy about letting us both know how good it feels. I have never heard a woman in rapture to this extent before.

“Fuck, Teri, oh my - fuck, it’s so good!”

And still Teri remains calm and composed and collected. If I were in her place, I wouldn’t be able to resist applying more pressure or quickening my movements. Teri does neither. She wallows in the moment and allows Lorna to feel every exquisite flick and swipe and glide of her talented tongue. I thought she gave a good blowjob earlier today, but that pales in comparison to her cunnilingus abilities.

I’m sitting on the sidelines of the most intense, erotic thing I have ever watched. The stool feels too hard and my pants feel too small. I can hardly blink for fear of missing something I’ve never seen before.

“Teri… Oh, Teri…”

Now she begins to push her tongue inside Lorna, teasing and fucking that soaking entrance at a gentle pace. Lorna spares me a look and her face tells me everything. This moment is beyond her wildest dreams and fantasies. Teri gently, slowly, lovingly, stokes the fire in Lorna’s belly, allowing it to flourish and spark and grow without any force or pressure. She is so careful and considerate that Lorna’s climax feels less like an objective and more like an inevitable outcome. I’m fascinated by Teri’s skills and turned on watching this display in equal measure.

As I watch, Lorna’s body seems to tense and draw in, her muscles clenching and contracting. Her breath is fast and shallow; her moans loud and senseless. Even her eyes seem unfocussed now. She’s on the cusp, the precipice, the edge of oblivion.

For the first time, Teri’s eyes swing toward me. For a second, I wonder if she wants me to look away, to preserve this incredible moment between the two women. But then I understand why she’s seeking me out. She wants my permission.

“Make her cum.”

And she does.

Oh, God, does she ever.

“Teri-!” That single cry explodes out of Lorna’s parted lips and she shudders in all-consuming pleasure on the island counter, her legs twitching, fingers clutching her breasts. Her eyes close and her cries become more intense than anything I’ve ever heard before in my entire life. Thank goodness these women have already brought me to orgasm twice today; without that, I might not be able to make it through this experience.

The louder Lorna climaxes, the more Teri licks her pulsing, throbbing lips. Teri drinks her lover’s orgasm with undisguised delight, eyes sparkling, moaning her own pleasant lusty tune at the same time.

It seems to continue for minutes. Teri keeps Lorna in that beautiful stage of breathless torment. The longer Lorna orgasms, the more intense it becomes. Her face turns red with the power of Teri’s talents.

“Fuck!”

And with that, Lorna gasps for air and finally comes back to earth. She spasms and shakes again. Teri doesn’t stop her gentle, relentless exploration until Lorna finally waves both hands in helpless surrender. Teri eases back at once. Her lips are coated in Lorna’s passion and she’s smiling in total bliss.

“Oh… God…” Lorna’s eyes are wide. She looks at me and giggles. “Thank you… sir.”

I have no words. What is a man supposed to say after witnessing something like this? I can’t help but be in awe of them both. This is how they live. This is how they understand sex and intimacy. I am hopelessly out of my depth - but I’m willing to learn.

“That was so worth the wait.” Teri stands and stretches. She extends a hand and helps Lorna down from the counter. The two naked girls embrace and kiss, sharing the taste of Lorna’s orgasm. Finally, they turn their sultry gazes to me.

Lorna says, “Maybe we should show Ian how much we appreciate him?”

“Mmm… that would be fun…”

They take me by the hands and guide me through the house. They sit me on the comfortable couch in the living room.

And then they proceed to blow my mind. Again.

~ Teri ~

I’m perfectly content to let Lorna lead for our first threesome with Ian. I asserted myself with her but that was enough for now. The more I think about it, or just feel it, the more I like being told what to do. Whether by Lorna or Ian is immaterial to me.

Although I get a sudden twinge in my belly every time Lorna calls Ian, ‘Sir.’ I want to follow her lead but I don’t know if I have the courage to even do that. So I just stay quiet.

“Now you just relax, sir, and let us take care of you,” Lorna says as she sits beside Ian on the sofa. She motions with her eyes for me to sit on the other side of him and I am quick to follow her unspoken instructions. She reaches for his cheek and pulls his face into a kiss as I watch. She kisses him lightly for a few seconds before she backs away and nods for him to kiss me. He turns to me and I wait for him to kiss me but he doesn’t, not at first and I’m unsure of what to do about it.

“Come on, you two,” she chides us gently as her hand drifts down to Ian’s pants. She caresses him through the fabric, clearly in no rush to liberate his cock but content to draw out our foreplay. Ian glances at her hand before he turns to me again and this time, thankfully, he leans in to kiss me. I let him and moan into his mouth as I close my eyes and luxuriate in the feel and taste of him. He really is a fantastic kisser.

We don’t linger too long and when Ian ends our kiss, he turns to kiss Lorna again and she lifts her hand from his crotch to touch his cheek again. I wonder briefly if I should caress his manhood in her absence but I decide against it. I will be, in every way I know how, more reticent and more subservient than her. I’ve never felt this way before but it feels so right to me.

Ian’s kiss deepens with Lorna as I watch them and I find myself hoping he does the same thing with me when it’s my turn again. I wait for their kiss to run its course and when it does, Ian turns to me and I smile appreciatively, bat my lashes before I close my eyes again and lose myself in his delicious lips and tongue. I’ve known this man less than a day and I already feel myself falling hard for him. He is so masculine without being overbearing, so decisive without being rude, and so delightfully male in stark comparison to Lorna’s delicious femininity that I am bowled over by the sensual bounty I’ve stumbled into. I feel indebted, in the best way, to both Lorna and Ian for my sudden good fortune.

“Let’s get you out of these clothes, sir,” Lorna says when Ian finishes kissing me. She pulls his shirt over his head and he lets her as I watch. After she tosses the shirt playfully over her shoulder, she kisses his mouth again but briefly, just long enough before she nuzzles his neck and he turns to me again for a similar brief kiss. I love that I get to mirror her and Ian gets it and we haven’t said a word about it; everything about this is just so easy and natural and right.

When Lorna ducks her head down to lick Ian’s nipple, I follow her lead and we play with his hard nubs for a few seconds. Then she stands up unexpectedly and pulls Ian up from the couch. She’s unbuckling his belt before I stand up to join them and she shoots me a look with a playfully cocked eyebrow and a knowing smile as she sinks to her knees next to him so that I will too. We liberate his hard cock from his jeans and she looks up at him with an appreciative smile. I glance up as well to find his eyes dancing back and forth between us, a broad smile lighting up his gorgeous face as he watches us.

“Follow my lead,” Lorna whispers to me as if Ian can’t hear her but it’s irrelevant. The man is clearly blissed out and I’m beyond thrilled to be a part of it. She kisses the side of his shaft but keeps her lips planted on the root of his cock until I join her on the other side. She licks and kisses his shaft as she works her way out toward the head as I mimic her. Ian is a good size but not huge and we reach his helmet-like head quickly, then slide past it and our lips meet, Lorna kisses me and our tongues mesh and I feel euphoric until she slides back to his head and down his shaft and I do as well and we go back and forth a few times and Ian just lets us and fuck! This is so, damn, sexy!

After our second or third pass, Lorna takes his shaft in her hand and aims it at my mouth just as she ducks her head down and licks one of his swollen, juicy balls before she sucks it into her mouth. I take his dick in my mouth and swirl my tongue around the head in a desperate effort to prove I know what I’m doing but I’m not the best at this, or so I’ve been told by assholes and - why am I thinking about them? I suck Ian’s dick until Lorna reappears and drags his dick from my mouth, gently but I get the hint. She takes it into her mouth and I have to assume I’m to suck his other testicle into my mouth. Should I be gentle? Enthusiastic? Does it matter?

I’ve never been a fan of sucking a guy’s balls, but this is surprisingly erotic. That Lorna is sucking his dick just inches away likely has a lot to do with my newfound pleasure of putting one of Ian’s disgusting appendages in my mouth. I just hope he’s enjoying it as much as I am.

“Ladies,” Ian says out of the blue. “If you want to fuck me, now’s the time.”

Lorna backs away from Ian’s dick, looks up at him, and says, “Oh, we definitely want to fuck you, sir. If that suits you.”

“It suits me very much,” he says with another devastating smile.

I follow Lorna’s lead and we disengage fully from Ian and she eases him down onto the couch. She tells him to lie down and I watch as she kneels beside him to kiss him. Before she does, however, she gives me a look and then nods at his erect member. I don’t need any further explanation or instruction. I straddle Ian and aim his erection at my wet pussy, ease down, and moan softly as I take him into my needy vagina.

Fuck, he feels good.

“We’ll switch after a bit if that’s okay,” Lorna says when she backs away from kissing Ian. He’s lying almost still as I rock up and down, back and forth on him. I watch as Lorna kisses him deeply and it’s such an unusual thing to watch the man whose dick is inside me make out with another woman. Not just any woman, mind you, the one I’ve lusted after for years and just moved in with to share her new boyfriend as I’m doing at this very moment.

Life is good.

After an indeterminate time where we just have our way with Ian, Lorna rises from her knees and I understand that it’s time to dismount. I’m impressed that Ian has been able to stave off his orgasm while I tried my best to work with him. Whenever I felt him swell inside me I stilled my motion to let him regain control. I’ve never been so mindful of a man’s readiness to climax before. I have a feeling I’ll be learning a lot about Ian in the coming weeks and months. A thought that thrills me to my core.

As Lorna and I switch positions, I look into Ian’s eyes and he stares back at me with a sweet smile on his lips that makes me feel wanted. He’s doing an amazing job of working with us to make us feel equally important even if I know in my heart that Lorna will always be first among equals. Which is fine. I’m just grateful to be included.

“Oh, fuck,” Ian moans as he closes his eyes when Lorna eases his rigid cock into her vagina. I take my opportunity to kiss him and he responds perfectly, pushing his tongue deep into my mouth and wrapping it around mine as we make out like I’m sure we all did in high school. But this scene is nothing like high school, I realize. This is the most adult thing I’ve ever done, my first threesome but just the first of many. I can’t wait.

Suddenly, Ian tenses, and I back away. His eyes go to Lorna above him and I sit back and watch him finish inside her, his body spasming and his face contorting with pleasure. She looks down at him, a beautiful smile on her lips as she puts her hands on his chest and then bends to kiss him as he pistons in and out of her. It’s a bittersweet sight for me as I wanted another turn with him but I’m good. Better than good. This is going to be incredible.

After Lorna kisses Ian softly and lovingly for several tender moments, she turns to me and beckons me with her eyes. I lean in and kiss her. Then I kiss Ian and we all break into a mild case of the giggles.

“Is anyone as hungry as I am?” she asks at last.

“I’ll get dinner on the table in two shakes,” I tell them as I stand up and they go back to cooing and caressing each other. I know I should feel something akin to jealousy at this moment but I don’t. I’m oddly at peace with the idea that I’m a third wheel in what is turning into a real relationship between Lorna and Ian but I don’t care. I’m happy to be included for now, for however long now turns out to last.

Whatever we’re doing, I’m fine with it.
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~ Ian ~

Whatever this is, I’m fine with it.

How could I not be fine with it?

Just like when Lorna first moved into the house, it takes a few days to really find our rhythm as a group and begin to gel. But once we click, boy, do we click.

Lorna spends most of the week at college, working hard and completing her assignments. Usually, we only see her at the start or end of the day, plus weekends. This leaves me with plenty of time alone with Teri.

Our new housemate is diligent, devoted, and disciplined - all of which I respect tremendously. Teri spends her first days becoming familiar with the house and adjusting to the size of each individual room. Before the end of that initial week, she has created a set schedule for her activities to help focus her energy in the right areas. The most occupied rooms - kitchen, living room, bathroom, and bedrooms, get the most attention, while other areas enjoy a brief spruce every other week. There are enough rooms in this house that Teri’s schedule relies on a two-week rotation. I’m happy to take my hands off and let her work in whatever way suits her best.

In those first few days, Teri is almost shy around me. Initially, I attribute it to these strange new living conditions - who among us can honestly say that they would be able to adjust to living and working in a strange new house while being part of a strange sexual relationship with the owner? But I soon come to realize that it’s more than just shyness on her part; she’s almost reluctant to engage in sexual fun with me while Lorna is out of the house. After some careful questioning and casual conversation, I deduce that there are a couple of reasons for her hesitation. Firstly, Teri is unsure of her place under this roof and keen to avoid upsetting the applecart, so to speak. Teri doesn’t want Lorna to feel like she’s being usurped during college hours, so she instead chooses to remain aloof and distant. Secondly, Teri has a definite bias toward the fairer sex, and I can’t fault her for that.

Lorna, however, ensures that we both understand her desires. She isn’t just hoping that we’ll enjoy ourselves in her absence; she insists on it. At some point early in Teri’s second week of residence, Lorna returns from college, throws her book bag to the floor, marches to find us watching TV in the living room, and sits in the chair opposite. Both Teri and I watch with stunned giddiness as Lorna removes her panties and spreads her legs in the most indulgent display of erotica I’ve seen since - well, since the last time Lorna committed such an indulgent, erotic display. Lorna caresses herself and says in a low, husky voice, “I’ve had a shitty day. Tell me what you guys did while I was gone. Make me jealous.”

After that, Teri’s inhibitions are whisked away like a bedsheet in the wind. She begins to flirt more openly. Her casual dress seems to become more and more scandalous, until she’s literally walking around the house in her bra and panties. There will be no complaints from me about her outfit choices. Teri is remarkably easy on the eye and the sight of her graceful body leaning, bending, stretching, and moving is a delight. Whenever she catches my absent-minded gaze settling on her sensual form, she smiles and exaggerates whatever she’s doing in that moment, ensuring that I have the best view possible.

Teri begins to settle into the house and becomes part of the routine. Soon, she’s playing music while cleaning, singing along in a soothing, happy voice, and the house feels so alive and vibrant that my heart swells at all the joy drifting down the halls. It’s been a while since I’ve had the pleasure of hearing a woman singing happily while taking care of a home. I had forgotten how much I’d missed that wonderful sound.

Before long, Teri feels comfortable enough to approach me with erotic intentions while we’re alone together. Once she has gotten on top of the general household maintenance and established her routine, Teri has a little more free time and chooses to spend it with me. It starts with coffee breaks at the kitchen counter and quickly escalates into passion breaks over that same counter.

The two of us soon develop a kind of shorthand together. Teri approaches me in the late mornings and asks a question.

“I’m going to make some lunch soon, sir. After my break. Would you like some company?”

That’s my cue to beckon her closer for a bout of passionate lovemaking.

Teri is a noticeably different lover compared to Lorna, at least when it’s just the two of us. Where Lorna was - and still is - insatiable, aggressive, desperate, and yearning, Teri is softer and gentler. Sometimes I can’t tell if she’s playing the role of a submissive housekeeper or if she really is content to let me take charge in the bedroom. Through her, I get to explore some boundaries of my own; namely the strange and exotic new world of being The Man. I take charge and issue orders and give commands that Teri obeys without complaint or hesitation. I can tell that she absolutely prefers giving oral to Lorna, so I don’t force her to do it with me. Instead, I’m content to tell her where, when, and how we’re going to enjoy ourselves for that day.

Sometimes we don’t stop for lunch until late in the afternoon. Being around Teri and living so close to her incredible mind, body, and spirit brings out something in me. I come to enjoy my new role as the mentor-slash-alpha in the house. As with everything I’ve experienced in these last months, it’s bold new territory for me. In my marriage to Katie, we were equals in most matters. Now, I am the one in control.

“Sir?” Teri’s voice pierces the jumped thoughts rolling through my mind. I blink and pull my gaze away from the open book in my hands. She enters the library on silent feet. Her hair is still in a bun, but it’s messy from our lunchtime activities. She wears a plain white blouse with the top buttons open to show off her assets and a pair of plain black panties.

“Hello, Teri.” I close the book and put it aside.

“I hope I’m not disturbing you?”

“No.” I can’t help but smile at her. She stands before me, the picture of meek servitude, but she has that smile, that knowing look in her eyes, that suggestive posture about her body. Her firm nipples create dark, delicate points in the pale fabric of the blouse. “To be honest, I wasn’t really reading. I was thinking about how glad I am that you’ve become part of this home.”

Her delight is real, delightful, and infectious. “I’m really happy to be here. Thank you. I really can’t… you’ve changed my life.”

A swell builds in my chest. It’s impossible not to feel proud of having such a positive impact on the lives of these young women. Teri glances away. There’s something in her demeanor this time. It’s not just her being subservient.

“What is it?”

“Well, sir, it’s… I’ve finished everything for today and… I don’t know how to say this. I’ve been working for you for a month now, and…”

“Oh! Of course.” I hold out my hands to tell her that I understand. She entered the house technically as an employee of mine and it is now her payday. I get up from the seat. “Has it really been a month already? Time flies. Come with me.”

Teri follows me up to the living room, where my phone is waiting on the arm of the couch. Most young people are glued to these devices, but I usually forget that mine exists. I grab it and open the screen to a picture of Lorna and Teri smiling at the camera. I have no idea how to change the background like that, but the image always makes me smile. I swipe through a few screens and launch the banking application. In a few moments, I’m setting up a new monthly payment scheme and entering Teri’s details. She glances at the screen and nods to confirm that her information is correct. I press the button to confirm and, just like that, my housemate, housekeeper, and lover is ten thousand dollars richer. Her phone pings and she stares at the notification with disbelieving eyes.

“Oh my God…”

“I’m sorry you had to remind me, Teri. It won’t happen again, I swear. I’ll make sure-”

She silences me with a fierce, intense kiss. One of gratitude and hunger and overwhelming need. We fall to the comfortable couch, her on top of me, fingers clutching, hands grasping, tongues lashing, bodies grinding. My zipper is yanked open by both of us at once. She eases my stiffening manhood free, tugs her underwear aside and sinks onto me with a lusty, breathless moan. I hold onto Teri’s thighs and watch her begin to move and grind and roll her hips in my lap, taking me fully inside her warm embrace. She removes her blouse and tosses it to the floor. She is magnificent. Truly magnificent. I think I’m finally starting to understand what Lorna meant all those months ago when she said that I surely had room in my heart for more than one person. I do. I really do.

Teri rides me with a slow, gentle rhythm for a few long, luscious minutes before the front door opens and Lorna returns. She walks into the house and pauses to call out her usual greeting.

“Honey, I’m home!”

Teri moans in reply. Lorna rushes to the living room. She stands in the doorway and smiles at us and says, “Damn, couldn’t wait for me this time, huh? Looks like I’ve got some catching up to do…”

~ Teri ~

I moan when I hear Lorna enter the house but not because I’m disappointed she’s interrupting Ian and me. I’m excited that she’s here. As much as I enjoy being alone with Ian, I love being with both of them, together.

“Mind if I join you?” she asks playfully as I ride Ian while she undresses. Her smile tells me that the question is completely rhetorical which is good because I cannot speak. I’ve been on the edge of an orgasm while riding Ian’s cock for a few minutes and although the distraction of Lorna’s interruption eases me away from the precipice, I’m thrilled for her to join us.

Once she’s naked, she kneels next to the couch and bends to kiss Ian. I watch as they enjoy themselves for a few seconds before Lorna looks up at me and leans to kiss me. I can taste Ian on her lips and it’s amazing. She whispers how glad she is that I’m here and my heart swells with gratitude and love for this amazing woman. I take her face in my hands and pull her toward me for a deeper kiss, both of us lost in our desire for the other. She stands but keeps her lips on mine and I tug at her gently to imply she should join us but in a way we haven’t tried before even though I’ve imagined it countless times. She hesitates and pulls away with a look of confusion until I look at Ian and nod for her to climb onto the couch. Understanding and approval blooms across her face as she eases one knee across his body and straddles his head.

“Oh, yeah,” Ian says as he realizes what Lorna is doing. He reaches for her thighs as she positions herself and lowers her sex to his mouth, then she looks at me and smiles again, shyly this time which isn’t like her but she looks so freaking gorgeous as she leans forward to kiss me again. I wrap my arms around her shoulders and she fondles my breasts as we kiss until she gasps as Ian’s tongue finds her nub.

In a flash, we find our rhythm as I grind my hips into Ian’s pelvis and rub my clit against his body. Lorna moves her hips as Ian’s hands guide her until he lets go of her and reaches for my nipples. Lorna moves her hands to give him access to my breasts and she pulls me close, her lips mashing mine, our tongues insistent and unrelenting. I feel Ian swell inside me as my orgasm wells up and crashes over me like a tidal wave. Lorna gasps and spasms, then Ian douses me with his release. I shudder with unrelenting pleasure until I can’t take it anymore and I pull away and shake my head and gasp for air.

“Oh, my, fucking, god, that was hot,” Lorna whispers but all I can do is nod my agreement, unable to form words or thoughts, really. I’m not sure how or when she dismounted from Ian’s head before she suffocated him but she did and sits on the other side of him as I fall forward and he welcomes me into his arms and kisses me. “Is there even a name for what we just did?” Lorna asks with a laugh. “There should be.”

“I agree but I really don’t know,” Ian says when I pull back from his mouth to breathe again. I slip between him and the back couch’s back cushions and Lorna stands to slide in next to us, one of Ian’s arms around us as we look at each other before the giggles begin. They subside quickly but we’ve achieved another milestone – the threeway simultaneous orgasm.

Does life get any better than this?

“I talked to a new friend after class today,” Lorna says after a few delicious minutes of quiet cuddling. “She’s a senior and works for the school paper. I told her about your book collection, Ian. She’s interested in doing a story about it.”

I peek at Lorna over Ian’s nose. She’s smiling at me but there’s something in her smile I can’t quite put my finger on. I think we’re not getting the whole story.

“What’s the part you’re not telling us, Lorna?” he asks without opening his eyes. Finally, he turns to look at her and she laughs.

“Yeah, you got me. She’s gorgeous.”

I want to ask why that matters but I keep quiet. Ian looks at the ceiling again and blows out a breath.

“Why are you trying to complicate things, Lorna?” he asks in an exasperated voice.

Lorna sits up and looks at me first, then Ian. I sit up as well.

“Look, I’m not trying to upset what we have here, you guys. I’m really not. This just keeps getting better and I love it. But Jamie is interested and she’s got a story angle that makes sense. Why not meet her and see if you get the same vibe that I got?”

“How much did you tell her about us?” I whisper.

Lorna turns to me. “Not a lot. More about the books, to be honest. It’s not like I was coming on to her or anything.”

“Why is she interested in books, anyway?” Ian asks, still not getting it. “Is she studying library science?”

Lorna rolls her eyes. “No, she’s an English major, I think. Or maybe journalism. She remembered the professor you bought the house from and knew about his collection.” Lorna winks at me.

Ian turns to look at her. “What class do you have with an English major, Lorna?” he asks with a sly smile.

“I didn’t say we’re in the same class, Ian. I said I talked to her after class, at a coffee shop near the east quad. We both love their cappuccinos.” She laughs and turns to stand up and stretch. “So you’re okay with having her over sometime?” I’m staring at Lorna’s body as she stands over us and wondering what I should do or say about her inviting another woman into our home. It feels more than a little aggressive of her but that’s not out of character, not lately, at least. Lorna has been asserting herself more and more with me as if I work for her instead of Ian. What’s even more surprising is that I like it. Being slightly subservient to both of them is comforting in a way I didn’t know I needed. Or would enjoy it as much as I am.

“How do you feel about this, Teri?” Ian asks me suddenly. I look at him with my eyes wide before I turn to Lorna. She’s smiling but there is something in her smile again that puzzles me. Is she goading me? Is she challenging me to challenge her? Doesn’t she realize that’s the last thing I want to do?

“I don’t have a problem with it, Ian,” I answer in a quiet tone. “Whatever you guys want is fine with me.”

Ian stands up and looks down at me. I don’t exactly cower under him but I look up with alarm. He looks pissed. What did I do?

“Teri,” he says at last. “Don’t just tell us what you think we want to hear, okay? That’s a surefire way to blow this up, whatever this is. You need to be honest with us.”

Lorna comes around the coffee table and sits next to me, boxing me in. I’m still naked – we all are – which makes this even more uncomfortable than I would have believed possible. I want to get dressed and go cook dinner but they’re not going to let that happen. I look at Lorna and then at Ian as I hold back tears.

“Babe, it’s okay,” Lorna says as she takes my hand. “We’re on your side, Ter. If you don’t want to do this, I’ll tell Jamie that Ian’s a big ole stick in the mud and she’ll believe me, seeing as there’s more truth to that than fiction.” She smiles past me at Ian and I hear him snort. I feel surrounded so I sit back against the cushion to bring both of them into my field of vision. They’re staring at me as if I might burst into flames at any second. Which feels about right.

“Talk to us, Teri,” Ian says gently. “You’re just as big a part of this as either of us.”

“Yeah, what he said,” Lorna adds with a lopsided smile. I smile in spite of myself.

I blow out a breath.

“I’ll be honest with you, this is way outside my comfort zone.”

“Define ‘this’,” Ian says.

“I can’t,” I respond immediately. “That’s part of the problem. I don’t have a clue what we’re doing here.” I cringe as Ian and Lorna exchange worried looks. “But don’t misunderstand me. I like what we’re doing. It’s just so different from anything I’ve ever done before.”

“Same, girlfriend,” Lorna says as she squeezes my hand.

“Ditto,” Ian adds.

“So, you guys are as uncomfortable as I am?”

They exchange looks again but not as worried as before. More quizzical.

“I don’t know that I’d say I’m uncomfortable,” Lorna says. “Just uncertain.”

“Really?” I ask. “You seem like you know exactly what you’re doing and I feel so inadequate in comparison.”

“Babe, I’m a basket case,” she says and now it’s my turn to snort. “I am,” she protests with a laugh.

“You seem pretty sure of yourself to us, Lorna,” Ian says and I could kiss him for it. “I mean, what are we, three weeks into this threesome and you’re out recruiting? It’s pretty damn aggressive.”

Lorna deflates. “I didn’t mean to upset you guys.”

I watch Ian and he soothes her with a hand on her shoulder. “No, that’s not what I meant. I’m not upset, Lorna. It’s just a lot to take in and we’ve already covered so much ground so quickly.”

“I’m not upset either, Lorna,” I add. “I’m just a little overwhelmed. But in a good way. And I want to keep going. See where this leads. We don’t have to do anything but meet her, right?”

Lorna looks at me. “Well, I did invite her over for lunch tomorrow.” She laughs and shrugs. “But I can uninvite her if that’s what you want to do.”

I look at Ian and he looks at me. We nod.

“No, that’s fine,” I tell them. “I want to meet her.”

“Great,” Lorna says as she leans in to kiss me. “Now, I’m starving, girlfriend. Get your naked ass in the kitchen and make it snappy.” She laughs and claps her hands together.

“Yes, Ma’am!”
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~ Ian ~

Mercifully, the moment of awkwardness remains just that - a moment. Teri fixes up some snacks and we join her at the kitchen island to eat. None of us bother to get dressed again. It doesn’t seem worth the effort. We all know without saying it aloud that there will surely be more erotic fun to follow later, whether it be Lorna and I, myself and Teri, the girls together, or some other fabulous and unbelievable combination of us all.

I still can barely believe that my life has evolved into this. Widower to Lothario. It’s the kind of story that a Hollywood producer would reject for being too outlandish. But it’s my life.

Teri recovers from her earlier worries and soon joins us with her usual infectious joy and charm. We sit in a loose triangle around the table, making conversation and chatting about this and that. It’s so strange that we’re all so comfortable being naked like this. Nudity no longer phases us. Once our plates are empty, I decide to redirect the discussion back to where it’s most needed.

“Okay, Lorna. Your friend…”

“Jamie.” She can’t even say the name without a sly smile pulling at the corner of her lips.

“Yes, Jamie. English major, writing for the paper. Interested in books.”

“And pretty.” That damned sly smile could melt granite, I swear.

“I didn’t ask that. I just want to know what she’s expecting from me - from us - and how I fit into all this.”

“Like I said, she knows about the book collection from your old friend, the one who used to live here.” Lorna dabs her cheeks with a napkin, brushing away a loose crumb. “She’s never seen it before. I happened to overhear her talking about it with someone else and we got to chatting. You know how these things go.”

“Sure.” I leave out what I’m really thinking - that it’s surely just a coincidence that Jamie is another young, beautiful woman.

“Anyway, she thought it would make an interesting story for the college paper. That’s all. See? Nothing nefarious, no other intentions, I swear.”

“The college paper?” My nose wrinkles in a subconscious gesture. “I can’t imagine too many students would be interested in reading a story about my book collection.”

Lorna laughs at that. “College papers have changed a lot since you were a professor, Ian. Nobody really reads it. The writers publish articles for credit and experience.”

“Even so…”

“I think it’s nice.” Teri’s voice intrudes between us, dragging our eyes over to her. My gaze settles on her face, before being dragged lower and drifting over the soft yet firm curves of her chest. I force my eyes back to her beautiful, flushed face. “It’s an amazing collection, wouldn’t it be good to share it with the world? Even if it is for a small college paper.”

Now Lorna shoots me a look. It’s that look of, See? I told you. I give a slow nod of agreement and think carefully before responding.

“I’m not objecting to being the focus of her story. I’m not even objecting to letting her into the library, God knows I’m happy to share this amazing resource with anyone who wants it.”

Lorna leans closer to Teri and says in a voice that’s not quite a whisper, “For someone who isn’t objecting, it sure sounds like he’s making a lot of objections…”

Teri laughs and puts her arm around Lorna. I catch myself mid-sentence and decide to pivot in another direction.

“What I’m trying to say is, this woman is going to be only the third person that I invite into the house. And she’s a reporter in training, so that means she’s sharp and observant and keen.”

“I don’t understand the problem,” Teri says. She’s the picture of innocence right now; doe-eyed and naked and still glowing from our mutual orgasm.

“I do.” Lorna raises one eyebrow. “Ian is worried that Jamie might have some – how should I put it? – concerns about him being a wealthy older man shacking up with two young women and their unorthodox living arrangements. Does that about cover it?”

“In a word, yes.” I gesture with my hands that there’s nothing I can do about these worries. “I love what we have here. The last thing I want is for someone - especially a journalist - to poke around and start making accusations or inferences.”

The girls laugh together and I feel an absurd blush rise in my cheeks.

“Come on, Ian!” Lorna shakes her head in disbelief. “It’s not like we’re going to be having sex in front of her!”

“I know that! I know that, obviously, and I’m not going to suggest it. But…”

Teri places her hand on top of mine. It’s small and warm and soft. “You don’t want to be judged.”

I exhale and nod. That’s the exact word I was avoiding, but it’s also the perfect description. “Yes. I don’t want someone coming in from outside and spoiling this by making me feel bad about it. What we have is so unique and wonderful and special to me. I can’t even properly describe it.”

“Relationship?” Lorna says.

“Arrangement?” Teri toilets her head.

“Arrange-sonship?”

We laugh together at that. It’s a silly, yet fitting description. We’re three adults sharing a roof, sharing our lives, sharing our bodies, without any formal discussions or proposals. It just happened. Naturally. Perfectly. As if it was meant to be. I calm myself enough to speak again.

“So long as her efforts are entirely on the books, I don’t have a problem.”

“Of course, Ian.” Lorna adopts a diplomatic tone now. “The way I see it, she’ll come over and look at the library. I’ll be in class all afternoon tomorrow, so that won’t be a problem. Teri will be working in some other part of the house. It’ll just be you and Jamie. You can have a formal discussion about the books and then she’ll leave.”

“And that’s all she’s expecting?” I can’t help but be a little skeptical. Lorna makes it sound so easy and obvious and innocent. But I’m apprehensive about inviting someone into this home who might potentially cause problems for us.

“What else could she expect?” Lorna shrugs. “She’s writing about the library. Just show her the library, talk about books. Easy.”

“Easy,” Teri says, in echo.

I pause for a minute. There are a lot of unknown factors involved here; enough to cause me concern. But Lorna is clearly excited about the opportunity and Teri says that she has no problem inviting this stranger into our home. The only stick in the mud is me.

“Okay, fine.” I offer both my hands in surrender. “Lunch and a conversation. But I don’t want to put our… arrange-sonship, as you called it, at risk. We’re just going to eat and talk about books. That’s all.”

Lorna beams, knowing that she’s won the day. She pulls Teri into a big, warm embrace. As tired as I am and as drained as I feel, there really is no sight quite like that of two naked women hugging each other to get the blood pumping again.

I have no idea if Lorna expects anything else to come out of this conversation with her new friend Jamie, but I’m slightly nervous about the prospect. Of course, I’m more than happy to discuss my books with anyone who might want to listen, but the thought of a potentially nosey, judgmental reporter being exposed to this delicate yet gentle arrangement is a risk. I can’t foresee that Jamie would have ulterior motives for wanting to see the library, nor can I imagine Lorna deliberately approaching a near-total stranger and saying something like, “Hey, come and see the place where I live; there’s this rich guy and another beautiful woman and we’re hopping in bed together all the time.”

But you never know.

~ Teri ~

We table any further discussion about Jamie for the rest of the evening and go to bed to have more fun. I’ve always been a sexual person but my sex life has never, ever been this active, even allowing for our New Relationship Energy. I’ve had new relationships before but they were nothing like this.

Not a day goes by where I’m not being kissed or being fondled by, or kissing or fondling Lorna and/or Ian at least a dozen times. Sometimes it’s a quick peck on the lips or a hand on my bottom, sometimes it starts with something innocuous and turns into a sudden, passionate encounter of indeterminate intensity and duration. It’s the spontaneity of each instance that thrills me and keeps me off balance, never knowing what’s coming or where it will lead.

Just last weekend, Ian had to go into town for something which left Lorna alone with me for the first time in a while. She didn’t search me out or anything – at least, I don’t think she did – but it wasn’t long before we were naked and sweating together in the throes of intense but unpremeditated sex in the laundry room of all places. After several mutual orgasms of varying and unexpected intensities, we held each other and talked about how much we longed to do this for most of the time we worked together at the diner.

“I can’t believe we wasted so much time we could have spent like this,” I whispered as she nuzzled my neck in a pile of sheets and pillowcases I’ll have to rewash. “It makes me sick just to think about it.”

“I’m not sure I would have been as open to your advances a few years ago, babe,” she told me. “I’ve come a long way in a short time, you know.”

“You really had no interest in girls before you moved in with Ian?”

She laughed. “I’m not saying I didn’t think about it, the way most women do,” she said with a far-away stare. “I’m just not sure I would have known how to react if you’d been direct with me back in the day.”

“I won’t ask if you’re just shining me on, Lorna,” I told her in a mock-serious voice, “because I don’t think you’re a good enough actor to pull off a performance like we just had.”

“No way, Jose,” she giggled. “I’m all in on the fairer sex, babe. It’s kind of why I pushed Ian to meet with Jamie. To see if it’s just you or if I have a thing for all the girls I’ve never loved before.” She laughed at her own joke and I rolled my eyes.

“You really know how to sweet talk a girl, don’t you?” I deadpanned and she faux-moaned.

“Don’t be like that, babe,” she whispered. “I’ll be yours for as long as you’ll have me no matter what happens with Jamie or Ian or whomever.”

“Really?” I asked, suddenly dead serious. “You mean that?”

“Fuck, yeah, girlfriend,” she almost yelled. “Seriously? You can’t tell?” She sat up and took my face in her hands. “I am over the moon in love with you, Teri. So much so that is scares the shit out of me. I’ve never felt like this about anyone before, man or woman. I won’t go quoting all the cheesy rom-com lines that are bouncing around in my head right now but they all work. Every last one of them.”

“Give me one line, at least,” I begged, my heart pounding in my chest. I couldn’t believe she felt as strongly about me as I felt about her.

“No, that would ruin it,” she said with a knowing smile. “Just believe me when I tell you that I love you, Teri.”

“Do you love Ian, too?”

She sighed. “Yeah, but I’ve got to be careful with him. He’s not ready to hear it yet.”

“But I am?”

She kissed me. “I think so.”

We made love again and I couldn’t stop thinking about her and what she’d told me. I still can’t.

The day that Jamie is coming over for lunch begins with Lorna off early for a class, leaving me and Ian alone for longer than usual. I dress more conservatively than I have been lately because he’s so nervous about giving a reporter, even a college newspaper reporter, the wrong idea about anything. He’s so cute when he gets all bent out of shape about things like that.

“I’ll be out of the way the whole time,” I tell him as I clean up after breakfast. “You don’t have to worry about anything.”

“I know,” he allows reluctantly. If he could send me away for the day, I’m sure he would but I want to make a nice lunch for them before I disappear into another section of our immense house.

I still can’t get over thinking of it as our house. It’s such a thrilling thought.

“I just don’t want to give her the wrong impression,” he says for the umpteenth time since we heard about Lorna’s invitation. I smile and pat his hand.

“Are you still afraid of getting canceled, Ian?” I ask softly as I walk to him and nestle in his arms near the island in the kitchen. “It’s not like we’re doing anything to be ashamed of here.”

“No, of course not,” he protests half heartedly. I kiss his lips softly.

He gives me a look when we break from the kiss and it’s clear I surprised him. Which is fair because I surprised myself, too.

“Are you feeling okay?” he asks with a forced chuckle. “I mean, I love this but it’s… unusual, no?”

“I’ve been doing some thinking about this. And about us.”

“Define us, Teri.”

“You and me. You and Lorna. Lorna and me. Us.”

His eyes go wide. “Tell me more.”

“I’ve been trying to figure out just where I fit in all of this,” I tell him as I lean against his chest. He feels good. Better than good. “Does that make sense?”

“Of course,” he says and it’s perfect. I’ve never been with a man who could be comforting when I need him to be. I think it’s a function of his age but I don’t care. I just find his presence so soothing. “Is there anything I can say or do to help you figure it out, Teri?”

“No, just hold me like this for a bit. I like it when you hold me, Ian.”

“I like holding you, Teri,” he whispers and I close my eyes and nuzzle his chest. He smells great, feels even better and I find myself getting lost in the comfort of his embrace. It’s deliciously decadent, something I’m not used to in a relationship.

But I have work to do, so I reluctantly extract myself from his strong arms and kiss him again. He lets me go and I turn away to get to work on his lunch. But he lingers in the kitchen.

I decide this might be a good time to broach a subject I’ve been wanting to discuss with him since my interlude with Lorna in the laundry room.

“Do you mind if we talk?” I ask as he watches me cut vegetables for his lunch with Lorna’s new friend.

“No, not at all. What’s on your mind?”

I sigh and shoot him a look. He smiles and raises both eyebrows.

“When I moved in with you guys, I said I wanted to get my cleaning business up and running, remember?”

“Of course,” he says with a nod. “How’s that going?”

“That’s just it,” I respond with another look, more serious this time. “It’s not.”

“What’s the problem?”

I hesitate. Finally, I put the knife down and plant my palms on the counter. “That’s just it,” I whisper. “This place is the problem.”

He looks confused. “The house?”

“Everything.” I’m on the verge of breaking down which is exactly what I didn’t want to happen. “You, Lorna, the house…”

“Is it too much for you, because if you need to cut back…?” He raises his hands to placate me but he’s not getting it. I’m not communicating, something I’ve never had a problem with before I met Ian.

“No, it’s not that. It’s…” I look at the ceiling. “I’m too comfortable here. I like it – no, I love it here, and that’s killing my motivation to…” I look at him again and whisper, “Leave.”

“Then don’t, Teri. I don’t want you to go anywhere, and I know Lorna feels the same way.” He comes around the island and takes me in his arms again. I almost break down but he just holds me close and soothes me.

“It’s not what we agreed to, Ian,” I whisper, my voice cracking. “I don’t want to be here under false pretenses and become a burden to you. I mean, I love our arrangement but I don’t want to take advantage of you. I know you were being generous when we agreed to my salary so I could save and start my business. Now, it feels like I…” I trail off because I can’t think of how to say it without sounding like an idiot. Or a scam artist.

“Teri,” he says and it feels like he’s about to add something when he stops himself. We stare at each other for a few seconds before he finds the words to go on. “You are not taking advantage of me. I can afford your salary indefinitely if that’s your concern. But more than that, we love having you here. We want you to stay.” He leans back and touches my chin with his finger to raise my eyes to his.

“Really?”

“Look,” he says, suddenly all serious. “Lorna is at least two years away from completing her degree, maybe three. She’s not going anywhere anytime soon. Why should you?”

“You mean that, Ian?” I ask, my heart swelling in my chest. “It’s not what we agreed to.”

“I don’t remember any kind of timeline when I agreed to bring you on as my, uh, housekeeper. The house will need keeping indefinitely.” He pulls me to him again. “And I love having you here, Teri.”

My tears are staining his shirt but it’s just cotton so I shouldn’t have any trouble cleaning it. It occurs to me that he shouldn’t wear nice shirts when I’m emotionally vulnerable which seems to be happening all the damn time lately…

“Hey, you guys,” Lorna says out of the blue. “Look who I brought home with me…” I turn to see her and a redheaded woman I don’t know. “Oops,” Lorna adds.

I push away from Ian and wipe my eyes.

“You’re a little early,” Ian says awkwardly as we back away from each other.

“Yeah,” Lorna says with a chagrined look. “We ran into each other at the coffee shop and I decided on the spur of the moment to…”

The woman steps forward and offers her hand to Ian. “Hi, Ian,” she says with a bit of attitude as she ignores me completely.

“Hi,” he says tentatively as he shakes her hand. “Ian Chandler.”

“Jamie Martin.”

Here we go.
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~ Ian ~

Just as I started getting used to having two beautiful women at my beck and call,

Lorna tells us she has a third in mind for us all to consider.

My mind is still reeling when Teri and I meet Jamie,

Of course, she’s gorgeous.

And interested?

Perhaps.

~ Teri ~

I’m lost in a swirl of sensual eroticism, emotional turmoil, and personal upheaval.

My life has improved in every way but I can barely keep up.

Not that I have a problem with it all.

It’s been thrilling, to say the least.

And disconcerting.

In every way imaginable.
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