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BLURB


I came to the mountains to rebuild a cabin. I'm staying to build a harem.

My life imploded in spectacular fashion- failed marriage, dead-end job, empty bank account. The last thing I expected was inheriting a falling-apart cabin in the middle of nowhere.

Even less expected:

Three incredible women who all want a piece of what I'm building.

Elena: Park ranger, perfectionist, and the kind of woman who makes surrender feel like victory.

Harper: River wild, barefoot beautiful, and determined to drag me into every adventure.

Claire: Corporate shark in designer heels who discovers some deals are worth more than money.

Between storm repairs and stolen kisses, between morning coffee and midnight confessions, I'm learning that home isn't a place—it's the people who choose to stay when the weather turns rough.

High heat harem romance proving that the best construction projects require multiple skilled hands. Approximately 17,000 words of steamy mountain romance.
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I killed the engine and sat there a moment, listening to the sudden quiet. No traffic. No phones buzzing. Just the tick of the truck cooling and the whisper of wind sliding down the ridge.

The cabin stood thirty yards ahead, tucked against the pines. From a distance it looked sturdy, almost proud, but up close the flaws showed: shingles curled like old bark, porch rail sagging, a window cracked with a spiderweb pattern. My grandmother would've called it "character." I called it work.

When I climbed out of my pickup truck I could smell cold mountain air, sharp with pine and the faint bite of woodsmoke from somewhere down the valley. I hauled out the first box and my toolbox, boots crunching on the frosted dirt.

The front steps groaned under my weight. One tread was loose, easy to catch with a boot if you weren't careful. I crouched, pressed on it with my hand. Yeah. Loose nails. Nothing a hammer couldn't fix. I hadn't even made it inside and already I could see the work piling up.

The key was stiff in the lock, but it turned. The door swung wide on hinges that screeched their protest. Inside smelled of dust and cedar, maybe old smoke from the stone hearth. Light filtered through lace curtains, catching dust motes in the air like lazy snowflakes.

I set the box down, stretched my shoulders.

"Well," I said out loud, voice rough in the empty room. "Guess it's just you and me."

I built a fire before I even unpacked. Chopped kindling on the porch, the rhythm of the axe steady, comforting. Sparks jumped when I laid it right, flames catching quick and hungry. Soon the cabin breathed with it—pops of sap, a low roar, warmth spreading through stone and timber.

I sank into the one armchair by the hearth, watching the flames lick higher. For the first time in months, I felt quiet. No investors breathing down my neck or deadlines shifting every hour. No ex-wife listing my failures. Just a cabin that needed fixing, and hands that knew how to fix it.

I hadn't planned to come back here. Hell, a year ago I didn't even know this place still existed. Then my uncle passed, and somehow my name ended up on the deed. At the reading of the will, my cousin laughed, said, "Good luck. City boys don't last out there."

He wasn't wrong about the city boy part. Fifteen years of glass towers and endless traffic had made me soft. Every day was a battle of spreadsheets, conference calls, networking events I didn't want to attend. And the kicker? None of it mattered. When the company folded, I was just another guy boxed up in a cardboard layoff notice.

The marriage didn't survive that either. I couldn't blame her, not really. She wanted certainty; all I could offer was long hours and a head full of worries. When she left, she didn't even slam the door. Just walked out like it was the most rational thing in the world.

Now it was just me, this cabin, and my toolbox. Maybe a second chance if I didn't screw it up.

I leaned forward, held my hands out to the fire. Calluses lined my palms, scars from years of building and fixing when I was younger. Before office life. Back then I worked with my dad—deck repairs, cabin builds, even a few hunting trips. It had been years since I touched a hammer for anything bigger than hanging a shelf. But the weight of the axe outside felt good. Natural. Like slipping back into a part of me I'd buried under ties and meeting agendas.

The wind howled harder, rattling the shutters. I looked up, noticing the roof timbers bowing ever so slightly. Another job to add to the list. If I wanted this place to stand, I'd have to become the kind of man who could make it stand.

I reached for the battered notebook my uncle had left behind on the mantle. His handwriting filled the first few pages: dates, weather notes, supply lists. A man who lived by routine. I flipped through until one line caught my eye: "A cabin's not just wood and nails. It's who you share it with."

I set the book down, frowning. I wasn't sharing it with anyone. Just me, the fire, and the storm outside.

The valley wasn't empty though. I'd seen the ranger station on my way up, the trailhead where a Jeep was parked. People lived out here. Maybe I'd meet them sooner than I thought.

The fire popped, tossing a spark onto the hearth. I leaned back letting the warmth crawl into my bones. It felt good to just sit here, with the fire as my only company.

For now, it was enough. Just a man, a cabin, and work that needed doing.
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The knock came just after sunrise, sharp, fast, impatient. Not tentative, not polite. The kind of knock that belonged to someone who expected you to answer.

I picked up my coffee mug and crossed the room. The fire I'd started last night was still hanging on, embers glowing, smoke threading up the chimney. Cold air leaked in around the window frames, and the smell of wet pine drifted under the door. I pulled it open, already braced for bad news.

It wasn't the storm. It was her.

A woman stood on my porch in full ranger uniform, hat tucked under her arm, clipboard against her side. Tall, maybe five-eight, with black hair pulled into a neat ponytail that caught the morning light. Her skin was golden, sun-touched, and her cheekbones cut sharp angles in her face. Dark eyes, almost black, locked on mine without blinking. Her mouth was full, lips pressed into a straight line that made my blood warm in a way I hadn't felt in months.

Christ.

She stood perfectly straight, weight balanced, like she'd grown up in these mountains and belonged here more than the trees did. The uniform fit her like it was tailored, jacket hugging her waist, pants showing the curve of her hips. When she shifted the clipboard, the fabric pulled tight across her chest, and I felt heat crawl up my neck. My mouth went dry.

"Morning," she said. Her voice was low, clipped, carrying the weight of someone used to being obeyed. "Elena Torres. Park ranger."

I swallowed hard. Hearing my name in that voice would probably wreck me. I realized I was holding the door halfway open, coffee mug dangling stupidly in my hand, staring at her like I'd never seen a woman before.

Maybe I hadn't. Not one like this.

"Uh. Hi. I'm..."

"I know who you are," she cut in. "The new owner."

Her gaze swept over me, head to boots. Slow. Thorough. I felt it everywhere it touched: chest, arms, the way my jeans sat on my hips. My skin tightened under her scrutiny, and something stirred low in my stomach. The kind of want I hadn't felt since the divorce.

"Word travels fast," I managed, my voice a bit rougher than it should be.

"It does." She pulled the clipboard free, flipped a page with quick fingers. No rings. Calluses on her palms from real work. I wondered what those hands felt like without the gloves. "This property has issues. Loose porch rail. Cracked window on the east side. Evidence of roof damage."

I blinked, forcing myself to focus on her words instead of the way her lips moved when she spoke. "You just, what, spotted all that walking up?"

She didn't answer, just tapped her pen against the page. The sound was crisp, authoritative. I wanted to lean closer, catch her scent under the pine and morning air.

I glanced back at the porch rail, the same one that had creaked under me last night. "Yeah, I got in late. Haven't exactly had time to remodel."

Her brow lifted, just enough to let me know she wasn't impressed. "Most men don't last a week out here. Cabin work looks easier than it is."

That tone, flat, certain, should have irritated me. Instead, it sent heat straight to my groin. There was something about her confidence, the way she took control of the conversation, that made me want to see if I could crack that composure.

I set the mug on the step, crouched, and pulled my hammer from the toolbox I'd left by the door. Two nails later, the rail was snug against the post. I gave it a firm shake, then stood, closer to her now. Close enough to see her eyes weren't pure black after all.

"Better?"

She didn't smile, exactly, but her lips twitched. Just barely. Her eyes flicked from the fixed rail back to me, and for a second, I thought I saw something warmer there. Something that matched the heat building in my chest.

"Better. Surprised you knew which end of the hammer to hold."

I grinned, feeling bold. "Guess I'm not most men."

Something flickered across her face: amusement, maybe, or challenge. Hard to tell with her. She jotted another note on the clipboard, and I found myself watching the way her fingers moved. Precise. Controlled. I wondered if she did everything with that same focused intensity.

"Chimney needs sweeping before you build another fire," she said. "Creosote buildup's a hazard. If it sparks, you won't get help fast enough out here."

I nodded, trying not to think about being stranded up here with her. "I'll climb up this afternoon."

"Good." She tucked the clipboard back under her arm, every movement economical. "I'll stop by later in the week to check progress."

The thought of seeing her again sent a jolt through me. I almost laughed. She sounded less like a ranger and more like a building inspector. But I didn't laugh, because she was already turning, boots crunching on frost.

I watched her go, unable to look away. Her hips swayed with each step, not exaggerated, just natural rhythm that made my hands itch to span her waist. The ponytail brushed against her collar, dark hair catching sunlight that filtered through the trees. Her legs were long in the uniform pants, and she moved with the easy confidence of someone who knew exactly what she did to men.

My jeans felt tighter. I gripped the porch rail, knuckles white.

The mountain air felt sharper after she left, colder, like she'd taken all the heat with her. But the want she'd stirred stayed put, coiled tight in my chest, spreading lower.

I picked up my coffee with unsteady hands. The mug was still warm, but it was nothing compared to the fire she'd lit under my skin.

"Most men don't last a week," I repeated softly.

I wasn't sure if it was a warning... or a challenge. Either way, she'd hooked me. I wanted to prove her wrong. Not because of the cabin.

Because I wanted to see what it would take to make Elena Torres lose that perfect control.
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The fire had burned down to a glow by the time evening settled. Outside, the storm that had threatened all afternoon finally broke. Rain hissed through the pines, steady and cold, and every gust of wind sent water slapping against the windows.

The cabin creaked in reply, timber bones flexing against the weather. Old wood groaned, nails shifting in their beds. I sat there in the half-light, listening, and thought: She's still got fight in her.

I'd spent the day making lists. Loose boards on the porch. Cracked window on the east wall. Roof sagging near the chimney. Half the shutters missing their hinges. The cabin wasn't falling apart yet, but I definitely couldn't afford to sit still.

So I worked. Tightened bolts. Reinforced a step. Chopped enough wood to last a week. Nothing fancy, but enough to feel the ache in my shoulders and the sting in my palms. Enough to remember what real work felt like.

By the time the light began to fade, the lodge already felt different. Less like a stranger's house, more like something I might claim.

Dinner was simple. I cooked on the old gas stove, half-expecting it to sputter out. Instead, the burner clicked, the pan hissed, and soon the cabin smelled of onions and venison sausage I'd picked up in town. Grease popped, windows fogged. I ate at the little table by the window, rain streaking down the glass while thunder rolled outside.

The chair wobbled under me, one leg shorter than the others. I braced it with my boot, chewing slowly. It wasn't much of a meal, but it beat takeout eaten hunched over a desk.

The quiet felt good.

After I washed the pan and set it aside to dry, I wandered back to the fire. The logs were burning low, throwing long shadows against the wood-paneled walls. I dragged the armchair closer and sank into it, boots off, socks steaming from the heat. The blanket I'd found in the hall closet smelled of cedar and dust.

This was the moment I'd been chasing without realizing it. No buzzing phone or fake-urgent emails. No arguments about money. No cold silences at dinner. Just me, the rain, and the fire.

I leaned my head back, closed my eyes. The sound of rain on the roof was steady, almost hypnotic. My chest felt unclenched, for the first time in a long time.

Of course, peace never lasted long.

The wind shifted, harder this time. Something rattled upstairs—a shutter maybe, banging against the siding. I grabbed the flashlight from my toolbox and headed up.

The staircase groaned under my weight. Dust stirred with every bootfall, carrying the dry, musty scent of rooms long closed. The upstairs was worse than the main floor. Two bedrooms, both stripped bare except for old furniture draped in sheets. Wallpaper peeling in vertical stripes, ceiling stained where the roof had leaked.

The rattle came again, sharp against the storm. I found the culprit: a shutter had come loose, clattering with every gust.

I wedged the window open and leaned out into the rain. Cold drops stung my face, ran down my neck. The wind tried to shove me back, but I gripped the frame with one hand and held the shutter steady with the other. Metal hinge, slick with rust and water, bit into my fingers as I forced it back into place.

Clumsy, awkward work. My shoulder screamed from the angle, my shirt plastered to my back. But after a few tries, the latch dropped into place with a solid thunk. The shutter stayed put.

I pulled back inside, dripping water across the warped floorboards. For a moment I just stood there, panting, wet hair in my eyes, listening to the storm batter against the cabin. And I laughed—quiet, almost disbelieving.

Most men don't last a week.

Elena's words again. The way she'd looked at me, sharp and certain, dark eyes cutting right through me. The memory of her hit me harder than it should have—the curve of her mouth when she'd almost smiled, the way her uniform had pulled tight across her chest when she'd shifted that clipboard.

My pulse kicked just thinking about her.

Maybe she was right. Maybe I'd lose patience, throw up my hands, admit defeat.

But standing there with the shutter locked down and the storm still raging outside, I knew one thing for sure: not tonight.

I wiped my sleeve across my forehead and headed back downstairs. Another log on the fire. Sparks leapt, flames flared, heat pushed back the chill.

I sat again, staring into the blaze. My thoughts drifted—to the office towers I'd left behind, to the marriage that had come apart in silence and cold shoulders, to the ranger whose dark eyes had cut through me that morning.

Elena Torres. Even her name sent heat crawling up my spine.

The ache in my muscles. The warmth of the fire. The storm pressing against the cabin, and the satisfaction of knowing it was holding because I'd made it hold.

This was why I came.

Not to run away. To prove, maybe for the first time, that I could build something that lasted.

The storm hammered harder against the roof, but the cabin didn't give. Neither did I.

I stretched out, pulled the blanket tighter around my shoulders, and let the firelight blur into sleep. But even as I drifted off, I couldn't shake the image of Elena's mouth, the way her lips had twitched when I'd fixed that rail.

I'll stop by later in the week to check progress.

I was already looking forward to it.
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By morning the storm had passed. The ridge dripped with leftover rain. Mist hung in the trees. The sun was just hitting the peaks. The ground was soft underfoot, every pine needle damp, every stone slick with rain.

Lift, swing, crack, stack. I'd been at it since dawn, splitting kindling outside. The scent of resin filled the air, sharp and satisfying.

That's when I heard the crunch of tires on gravel.

No one drove this road without a reason.

I straightened, resting the hatchet on the chopping block. A faded green Jeep appeared over the rise, engine coughing, muffler rattling. The vehicle rolled to a stop in front of the cabin, and before it even settled into silence, the driver's door flew open.

She jumped out of the jeep, barefoot, and I forgot to breathe.

Her hair was a riot of curls—chestnut shot through with gold, damp from the morning mist, tumbling past her shoulders in waves I wanted to bury my hands in. A red flannel shirt was tied loose at her waist over a faded tank top that clung to the curve of her breasts, leaving a strip of tanned skin exposed above low-slung cutoff shorts. Her legs were long, golden, the kind of tan that came from hours in the sun, not a salon. She moved fast, fluid, like every step was a dance she'd been born knowing.

My blood went hot.

"Hey!" she called, spotting me on the porch. Her grin was wide, unrestrained, white teeth flashing. She waved like we'd known each other for years, and the gesture made her tank top ride up higher, showing more of that smooth stomach.

Her voice was warm honey, cutting through the cool mountain air with a sing-song quality that made me want to hear her laugh.

"You must be the guy crazy enough to take on this old place."

"That's me," I said, suddenly aware of my sweat-damp shirt clinging to my chest, the way my hands were probably shaking. "Name's Jack."

She bounded up the porch steps two at a time, stuck out her hand. When our palms met, her skin was warm, calloused from real work. Her grip was firm, confident, and she held on a beat longer than necessary. Long enough for me to notice the freckles dusting her nose, the way her lips curved just shy of a smirk, the quick glint in her green eyes that said she was already sizing me up.

And liked what she saw.

"Harper," she said. "I live down the ridge a ways. Well—'live' is generous. I crash there when I'm not chasing trout or guiding tourists through trails they've got no business attempting."

She was close enough now that I could smell her—woodsmoke and river water, something clean and wild that made my mouth water. When she tilted her head, curls spilled over one shoulder.

"You fixing this place up, or just trying to keep it from collapsing on your head?" she asked, gesturing with her chin at the sagging roofline.

"A little of both," I managed and chuckled.

She laughed—loud, easy, the sound hitting me square in the chest. Her whole body moved with it, shoulders shaking, head thrown back enough to expose the long line of her throat. I wanted to put my mouth there, taste the salt of her skin.

"Good answer. Because if it caves in, I'm not hauling your body out. I'll just claim your tools and call it fair trade."

Before I could reply, the crunch of boots on wet gravel drew both our eyes.

Elena appeared from the trail, posture razor-straight, clipboard under her arm. She stopped short when she saw Harper standing close to me on the porch. Her gaze flicked from Harper's bare feet to the easy grin on her lips, then to the spot where Harper's shoulder nearly brushed mine.

The air changed between them.

"Harper," Elena said. Her voice was flat, controlled.

"Elena." Harper leaned back against the porch post, still smiling, clearly entertained by the tension crackling between them. "Don't worry, I'm not trespassing. Just meeting the new guy." She gave me a playful elbow in the ribs.

The touch was light, harmless. Still, I felt Elena's stare burn the spot where Harper's arm had made contact, sharp enough to raise heat under my skin.

"You'll want to be careful," Elena told me, her dark eyes locked on mine. "Harper has a history of borrowing things that don't return in the same condition."

"Lies," Harper shot back, widening her eyes in mock innocence. "I always bring things back. Eventually."

The air between them crackled with history—old arguments, old wounds, old something that made Harper's grin widen just to needle Elena, and Elena's jaw clench like she'd played this game before and lost.

I cleared my throat. "Seems like good neighbors are hard to come by up here."

Harper turned that grin on me, bright and wicked. Elena's lips pressed into a thin line.

"Well," Harper said, "if you get tired of eating canned beans and burnt stew, swing by my place. I'll fry up whatever I pull out of the river. I've got a mean cast iron pan and zero shame about using too much butter."

The way she said it—low, teasing—sent blood rushing south. I shifted my weight, turning slightly away.

"Generous offer," I said.

Her eyes sparkled. "Damn right it is."

She glanced toward Elena, then back at me. "Coffee? You've got some going, right? I can smell it from the Jeep."

It was true—the half-empty pot on the counter was still sending steam into the cool air. Before I could answer, Harper had already ducked past me into the doorway, bare feet silent against the creaking floorboards.

She made the cabin feel smaller just by being in it. She moved like she owned the place—glancing at the fireplace, running her fingers over the rough pine table, bending to peer at the tools lined by the wall. When she bent, her shorts pulled tight across her ass, and I gripped the doorframe almost hard enough to leave marks.

"Cozy," she declared, dropping into one of the chairs and tucking a bare foot under her leg. The position made her shorts ride up higher on her thigh. "Rustic. I like it."

Elena stayed on the porch, arms crossed, watching through the open door. She didn't step inside. Didn't need to. Her presence was a cold weight at my back.

I poured Harper a mug, slid it across the table. She accepted it with both hands, fingers curling around the ceramic, and took a long sip. Her eyes closed, a soft sound of pleasure escaping her throat that went straight to my cock.

"Oh, thank God," she said, lashes fluttering open. "I knew you weren't one of those instant-coffee types. Didn't peg you for it."

"You knew nothing about me ten minutes ago," I pointed out.

"Wrong." She studied me over the rim of the mug, green eyes sharp. "I knew you had calluses. I knew you split wood instead of buying it pre-chopped. And I knew you weren't boring."

I laughed despite the tension. Elena shifted in the doorway, leather creaking.

Harper drained half the cup in one go, then stood, pushing the chair back with a scrape. "Alright, mountain man. I'll let you get back to hammering things and flexing your muscles." Her gaze dropped to my chest, lingered. "But I meant what I said—come by my place sometime. I'll even wear shoes if it makes Elena here sleep better."

She winked, set the mug down with a clink, and breezed past Elena as if she were nothing more than furniture.

The Jeep rattled back down the hill, leaving behind the faint scent of pine, woodsmoke, and something I couldn't quite name but wanted to chase.

Elena lingered on the porch, watching me gather the mug. Her dark eyes held questions she didn't ask, warnings she didn't repeat.

"She's chaos," she said finally, voice low and careful.

I nodded, though the heat coiled in my chest betrayed me. "Got it."

But when Elena walked down the trail, I couldn't help watching the road where Harper's Jeep had disappeared.

Chaos had never felt so inviting.
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The morning broke impossibly clear, the kind of blue sky you only get after a storm has scrubbed the world raw. Mist still clung to the valley, curling around the tops of spruce and pine before dissolving in the light. Every surface glistened: pine needles slick, stones damp, grass bending beneath beads of water.

I was in the shed, sorting through an old tackle box I'd found under a pile of tarps, when an engine growled up the ridge road. A rattle I already knew.

Before the Jeep even stopped, Harper's voice rang out, bright and unapologetic. "Jack!"

She killed the engine, hopped out, and slammed the door with her hip. Today she wore cut-off overalls, one strap unclipped and hanging loose against her ribs, a white tank top, damp with humidity. Her curls were twisted into a messy bun, but half of it had escaped. Wild spirals framed her sun-browned face. And of course—barefoot again, toes muddy from the ridge road.

My pulse kicked hard. She moved the same way she always did—hips swaying, loose strap bouncing. The tank top was thin enough that I could see the outline of her bra underneath, lace edges pressing against white cotton.

She swung two rods off her shoulder and clunked a tackle box onto the porch rail. "You fish?"

I grinned despite myself. "I used to."

"Perfect." She beamed, teeth white against golden skin. "Muscle memory. Grab your boots, mountain man—we're going to the river."

I thought about the roof beam that still needed shoring, the list of chores I'd scribbled last night. But Harper's grin was the kind that steamrolled excuses. When she bent to adjust the tackle box, the denim stretched across her hips. Decision made.

"If I outfish you," I said as I laced my boots, "you're cooking."

"Deal," she said, already bounding toward the trailhead.

The trail down was steep. Gnarled roots broke through the moss like knuckles. Harper moved like she'd grown up on it, leaping logs and ducking branches, light on her bare feet. I followed with steadier steps, rods in hand, but couldn't stop watching her move ahead of me—the loose strap of her overalls swung with each step, her strong calves flexed as she moved, her curls bounced wildly.

She must've felt my gaze. She tossed a grin over her shoulder. Mischief sparked in her green eyes. "Careful, city boy. Trail bites back if you're not paying attention."

I nearly slipped on a wet root right after she said it. She laughed. The sound echoed down the valley, rich and warm.

By the time we reached the river, the mist was gone. The current rushed clear and cold over granite boulders. Spray threw rainbows into the air. The air smelled sharp—wet stone, pine sap, and that crisp metallic tang of fresh water moving fast.

"This," Harper said, dropping her gear on a flat rock and spreading her arms wide, "is my church. Best pews in the world."

She spun once, barefoot toes gripping stone. Her curls shook completely free now. The movement made her tank top ride up and show a strip of tanned stomach above the low waistband of her overalls.

We set up on the rocks, rods rigged. Her fingers were quick, competent, knotting line and bait with practiced ease. She didn't brag, but I could feel her waiting for me to notice. And I did. I watched her work. Her hair fell forward into her face. She pressed her lips in concentration. Her tongue darted out briefly to wet her bottom lip. My jeans immediately felt tighter.

"First cast is mine," she declared. Her line arced high and caught the sunlight before plunking neatly into an eddy. She leaned back, satisfied, and flashed me a grin.

I set my line, let the weight of the rod sit in my palm. Muscle memory kicked in—the flick, the release, the clean whistle of line through guides. My lure landed smooth on the far side of the current.

Harper let out a low whistle. "Well, look at you. Not just arms and flannel. You've got finesse."

"Wait till you see what else I can do."

Her eyes narrowed playfully, green eyes with flecks of gold in the sunlight. "Well, I do like a good surprise. Don't keep me waiting."

We fished side by side for a while. The sun warmed our shoulders. Water roared steady beneath. Harper filled the quiet with stories: the time she swore a bear made off with her backpack, the tourists who thought hiking boots were optional, the lightning storm that forced her to sleep under a ledge with a goat for company.

I found myself laughing more in an hour than I had in months. But it wasn't just her stories—it was the way she told them. Her hands moved as she talked. Her eyes lit up. Infectious energy seemed to pour off her skin.

Then Harper hooked the first trout. Her whoop split the air as she reeled it in. The silver body flashed in the light. Droplets scattered from the line. She cradled it briefly. Water dripped through her fingers. Then she slipped it back into the river with a grin.

"Mercy," she said. "Your turn."

I hadn't caught a thing yet. She made sure to notice.

"Come on, mountain man. Can't let me outshine you."

By midday, we stretched out on the sun-warmed rock. Our rods lay beside us, forgotten. Harper dangled her legs in the water, toes bright against the current. I sat boots-on, arms draped across my knees, trying not to stare at the way water droplets clung to her calves.

"You're different," she said suddenly.

I glanced over. She was studying me, head tilted. Her curls slid over her shoulder and revealed the curve of her neck.

"How so?"

"Most guys up here… they're all puffed chests and big talk. Like they've got something to prove. You don't strut. You just… do things. Chop wood. Fix shutters. Fish." Her lips quirked. Her tongue darted out again to wet them. "It's sexy."

The word hit low and hard. Blood rushed south.

Before I could answer, she scooped a handful of water and splashed me. Cold rivulets soaked through my shirt, making me gasp.

I retaliated, flinging a spray back at her. Soon we were half wrestling on the slick stone. Her laugh rang through the valley. She shoved me down with surprising strength and straddled me. Her curls flew as she pinned my wrists above my head.

"Gotcha," she panted. Damp spirals of hair covered her face.

My chest heaved under hers, breath colliding. I could smell her—woodsmoke and pine, river water, and something warm beneath that made my cock strain against my jeans. Her thighs pressed against my hips. When she shifted and ground down slightly, a groan escaped my throat.

Her eyes sparkled, daring me.

And then she kissed me.

It wasn't tentative. It was urgent, hungry, her mouth hot and demanding against mine. I kissed her back, hard. My hands twisted free to grip her waist. I felt the slick heat of her skin under the damp tank top.

She laughed breathlessly and shifted position, settling fully into my lap. The remaining strap of her overalls slipped free. It bared one smooth shoulder, sun-browned and dotted with freckles. My fingers traced the curve instinctively. I marveled at the warmth of her skin, the way she shivered under my touch.

"See?" she whispered between kisses, voice rough. "Knew you weren't boring."

Her lips tasted of coffee and river spray, sweet and sharp all at once. Her laugh turned into a soft moan when I pulled her closer. Her thighs tightened around me. The rough denim of her shorts rubbed against my jeans in a rhythm that made me see stars.

She tugged at my shirt. The damp fabric clung as she pushed it up. Her palms slid across my chest. I gasped at the heat of her touch, the wildness of it.

Her hair spilled across my face as we tangled together. Every movement was fast, breathless. She bit my lower lip gently, sucked it between her teeth, then kissed me deeper. Her hips rocked against the hard line of my cock through too many layers of fabric.

I gripped her hips. My fingers dug into soft denim. I guided her movement. Her tank top had ridden up. I could see the soft underside of her breasts. I couldn't resist leaning up to press my mouth to the valley between the, tasting salt and her soft, warm skin.

"Fuck," she breathed. She ground down harder against me. "Jack."

My name on her lips undid me. I pulled her tank top over her head in one swift movement. Her big, perfect breasts had dusky pink nipples already tight from the cool air and my touch. She didn't cover herself, didn't hesitate—just arched her back and offered herself to me.

I took her left nipple in my mouth and sucked hard. My tongue flicked across the sensitive tip. She cried out. Her fingers tangled in my hair and held me against her. I switched to the other breast with the same attention. My teeth grazed gently before I soothed with my tongue.

"God, yes," she moaned. Her hips rolled frantically against me now. Her hands fumbled with my belt, desperate, shaking. "I need you. I need this."

I helped her. Our fingers were clumsy with want as we worked my belt free and popped the button of my jeans. She reached inside and wrapped her fingers around my cock. I nearly came right then from the heat of her palm and the way she stroked me with sure, confident movements.

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of her shorts beneath the overalls. I tugged them down her hips along with the scrap of lace underneath. She lifted herself up and helped me work them off. She kicked them aside without a care. Naked except for the overalls pooled around her waist, she settled back over me. She positioned herself at the head of my cock.

As I watched, my body was screaming for her to move, to take me, to end this sweet torture.

She sank down on me in one smooth, devastating stroke.

We both cried out. She was tight, hot, perfect. Her body gripped me like she was made for this. For me. She stayed still for a moment with her head thrown back. She adjusted to the stretch. I fought every instinct to thrust up into her.

Then she started to move.

Slow at first. She rolled her hips and found the rhythm that made us both groan. The sun beat down on our tangled bodies. The river rushed past. Nothing existed except the slide of skin on skin and the heat building between us.

"Faster," I growled. I gripped her hips and guided her movements.

She obeyed. She rose and fell on me with increasing urgency. Her breasts bounced with each thrust. I sat up and wrapped my arms around her. I took her nipple in my mouth again while she rode me. She sobbed my name. Her nails raked down my back and left marks I'd feel for days.

I could feel her getting close. Her movements became erratic. A flush spread down her chest. Breathless sounds spilled from her lips. I slipped a hand between us and found the sensitive bundle of nerves at the apex of her thighs. I circled it with my thumb.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck…Jack!" She came apart in my arms. Her whole body tightened and shook. She threw her head back and cried out her release to the mountain sky.

The sight of her, the feel of her clenching around me, pushed me over the edge. I thrust up hard, once, twice. Then I was coming. The pleasure hit like lightning.

We collapsed together on the sun-warmed stone. We breathed hard. Sweat cooled on our skin. Harper's head rested on my chest. Her curls tickled my chin. Her body still trembled with aftershocks.

For a long moment, neither of us spoke. The river roared on, indifferent to what had just happened on its banks.

When Harper finally lifted her head, her eyes were bright, satisfied. A lazy smile curved her lips. "Well," she said, voice hoarse. "That was better than catching trout."

I laughed, the sound rusty. "Yeah. It was."

She kissed me once more, soft this time, almost tender, before rolling off me and reaching for her scattered clothes. I watched her dress. I memorized the way the sunlight played across her skin and the graceful movements of her hands as she pulled on her tank top.

But as we gathered our gear and prepared to hike back up the trail, Elena's face flickered in my mind. Her sharp eyes, the warning in her voice. The way she'd looked at Harper yesterday on my porch.

Guilt slid in, cold as the river.

She glanced over as she shouldered her rod. "Don't overthink it," she said quietly. "We're just having fun."

She was right. This was just physical. Just pleasure. Nothing more complicated than two adults who wanted each other.

So why did it feel like I'd just crossed a line I couldn't uncross?

"Come on," Harper said, already heading for the trail. "Loser still owes dinner. And you, mountain man, didn't catch a damn thing."

I forced a laugh and followed her up the steep path. But as we climbed toward the cabin, the weight of what had just happened pressed heavy on my shoulders.
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The ridge was quiet again, the kind of hush you only got after a storm: birds tentative in the branches, the river below swollen and restless, the air sharp with damp pine. I was tightening bolts on the porch rail, trying to push Harper's laughter out of my head, when a sound cut through the stillness.

Not Harper's Jeep. Not Elena's boots. Something smoother.

A low, purring engine.

A black SUV rolled up the gravel road, chrome flashing against the wild backdrop of mountain and pine. It stopped in front of the cabin, humming softly even after the driver cut the ignition.

The door opened, and a stunning blonde stepped out. Everything about her commanded attention. Tall, long legs, blazer tailored to her waist, dark jeans hugging her hips. Her boots weren't scuffed—sleek leather with polished buckles that caught the light. She closed the door with measured precision, shouldered a slim leather bag, and turned her face toward me.

Her hair was pulled back in a perfect twist at the nape of her neck, not a strand out of place. I noticed her lipstick that caught the afternoon sun, making her mouth look wet.

My throat went dry.

"Jack Miller?" she asked, voice smooth as glass, carrying just enough authority to make it clear she wasn't guessing.

"That's me."

She extended her hand. Firm, warm skin, perfect nails. It was a handshake that didn't linger a second too long or too short. Calculated. But when her fingers wrapped around mine, I felt the heat of her skin sending a rush of warmth through my body.

"Claire Donovan. High Peak Development."

The name hit me like a slap. I knew it before she explained: developers had been circling mountain properties for years, sniffing out places to turn into vacation rentals and corporate retreats.

"You're here to buy me out," I said flatly.

Her lips curved, not quite a smile. The expression made her mouth fuller, more inviting.

"I'm here to present options. This property has… potential. But it also has liability. Roof damage, structural fatigue, questionable access road." Her eyes flicked up to the cabin with clinical precision. She caught details I hadn't yet touched—sagging eaves, water stain near the chimney, uneven porch boards.

I leaned on the rail, forcing a grin. "You've been here thirty seconds and you're already listing problems."

"That's my job," she said simply. "To see flaws. And solutions at the same time."

She walked up the steps without waiting for permission, her heels clicking against the boards. For a second, I forgot to breathe. She moved with the kind of confidence that made my chest tighten—shoulders squared, pace even, every line of her body said she belonged wherever she decided to stand. When she climbed the steps, her blazer pulled slightly across her chest, and I caught a glimpse of white silk underneath.

Heat shot straight to my groin.

Inside, my cabin seemed to shrink against her presence.

"You'll forgive me if I'm not interested in selling," I said, crossing my arms.

"Of course," she replied, though her eyes stayed locked on mine. Blue eyes, I realized, framed by dark lashes.

"But sentiment doesn't keep roofs from leaking. And from the look of those beams, you'll be repairing more than shingles before the year is out."

She set her bag on the porch table, pulled a folder free, and slid a sheet toward me. Spreadsheets, estimates, market values- typed neat, no smudges, every column lined.

My throat went bone dry as I stared at the generous swell of her breasts beneath that white silk blouse. The fabric strained slightly against her curves as she leaned over the documents.

"High Peak can offer you fair market value plus relocation incentives. Quick close. Clean title. You'd walk away with profit, no burden of upkeep."

The words were professional, detached. But the way she looked at me when she said them- steady, unblinking, lips slightly parted- felt personal. I caught a hint of her perfume again, something that made me want to step closer.

Before I could form a reply, I heard steps coming from the forest.

Elena emerged from the trail in her crisp ranger uniform. She carried a clipboard under her arm. She stopped short at the sight of Claire on the porch beside me. Her eyes narrowed, mouth pressing into a line.

"He's not interested in what you're selling," Elena said, stepping up onto the porch, shoulders stiff.

"Funny." Claire's smile sharpened to a blade. "I don't remember him appointing you his spokesperson."

"What are you doing here?" Elena demanded.

"Exploring opportunities." Claire didn't look at her. She kept her gaze on me, and when her tongue darted out to wet her bottom lip, my mouth went dry.

Elena glanced at me.

Claire slid the folder closer. "Jack, you're new here. I understand. But this property will cost more to maintain than it's worth. High Peak can turn it into something viable. A boutique lodge. A retreat. Something more than a ruin clinging to the ridge."

"And what happens to the ridge in your plan?" Elena demanded. "Another scar of vacation homes and rental cabins? Another piece of land carved up and sold?"

Claire's tone didn't waver. "It's better than letting it rot."

They stared at each other, tension crackling between them.

I stood between them, trapped. My chest tightened with something I didn't want to name. Because even as they sparred, I couldn't stop noticing: Elena's dark eyes, steady and protective; Claire's bright blue ones, the way her fingers drummed against the folder, the small mole just above her collarbone that I wanted to trace with my tongue.

"I'm not selling," I said finally. My voice was rougher than I meant it to be.

Claire tilted her head, studying me. A small smile curved her lips, and for a moment her professional mask slipped. Something hungrier flickered in her eyes.

"Think about it," she murmured. "And when you're ready you just give me a call."

Her gaze lingered on mine—longer than professional courtesy allowed. Long enough for me to notice the way her chest rose and fell with each breath, the pulse beating at the base of her throat.

And God help me, I felt it.

She closed the folder with a decisive snap, slipped it back into her bag, and turned. Her perfume drifted in her wake as she walked down the steps, each heel strike ringing sharp against the wood. When she reached the SUV, she glanced back once, eyes locking on mine again, and for a heartbeat it felt less like a business transaction and more like a promise.

Then she was gone, the engine purring low. The wheels crunched down the road until the sound faded into the valley.

The porch felt too quiet in her absence.

Elena hadn't moved. She stood arms crossed, clipboard clutched to her chest, watching me with an expression I couldn't untangle—anger, warning, maybe something else.

"She's dangerous," Elena said finally.

I nodded, though warmth still burned in my chest where Claire's eyes had held me. "Yeah."

She studied me for a long moment, then her stance softened. The clipboard lowered to her side. "Out here, we watch out for each other," she said quietly. "Even newcomers who don't know what they're getting into."

Then she smiled—just a small curve of her lips, but it transformed her whole face. The sharp edges softened, her dark eyes warmed, and for a second I saw past the uniform to something more vulnerable underneath.

Heat shot through me, different from what I'd felt with Claire. This was unexpected, like finding a spring in the desert.

"Thanks," I managed.

She nodded once, that hint of a smile still playing at her mouth, then turned and headed down the trail. I watched her go, until she disappeared into the trees.

I leaned against the porch rail and stared at the empty road, caught between Claire's calculated heat and Elena's unexpected warmth. And I couldn't shake the thought: sometimes the real danger was the one you never saw coming.
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The morning broke sharp and cool, the kind of air that bit the lungs but felt clean going down. Sunlight speared through the pines and cut across damp needles still wet from the storm. Birds had come back tentatively, their calls sharp and deliberate in the quiet.

The cabin had survived, but not without scars. The porch rail sagged like a drunk against a wall. Shutters rattled against warped frames. The chimney needed scraping before the next fire, and the firewood stack was pitifully low.

Good.

I wanted work. Work was simple, direct. Work didn't smirk like Harper, didn't stare like Elena, didn't linger in memory like Claire's blue eyes. Work stayed fixed when you were finished.

I strapped on my tool belt, felt the weight of the hammer at my hip, and pulled the saw from the shed. The smell of oil and rust hit first, then the sharp bite of raw pine as I cut new planks. The saw rasped, teeth biting. Shavings curled and stuck to the sweat already on my arms.

Every sound echoed — the metallic ring of nails, the creak of the porch boards, the hammer's thud up my forearm. Sweat dampened the back of my shirt. Sawdust clung to my skin, itched against my neck.

That's when the Jeep rattled up.

Harper.

She hopped out barefoot, because of course she did, and swung a cooler from one hand. Today she wore cutoff shorts with strings against her thighs and a tank top faded by years of sun and river water. Her curls were barely contained in a messy bun.

"Morning, mountain man!" Her grin was wide enough to feel like the sun had just climbed higher. She dropped the cooler onto the porch rail and leaned her hip against a post to watch me.

"Look at you. Sweaty, serious, tool belt hanging low. This is practically a lumberjack calendar shoot."

I shook my head, set another nail. "You planning to help, or just narrate?"

"Depends. Do you own a hammer that doesn't weigh more than I do?" She wiggled her fingers to show off callouses and rope scars. The lie was obvious — she could swing one as well as me — but she wanted to see if I'd call her bluff.

Before I could answer, I heard boots approaching and when I looked up theres was Elena.

Her ranger jacket was unzipped, her clipboard tucked under her arm, as usual. She stopped at the edge of the porch and let her eyes move from Harper against the post to me at work.

"Morning," she said, her tone was flat.

"Morning," I echoed.

Harper's grin stretched. "Elena, you're just in time. He was showing off his hammer skills."

Elena's eyes slid to me, then back to Harper. Her mouth tightened. "At least someone's keeping the porch standing."

Harper put a hand over her chest in mock offense. "Oh, sweetheart, don't be jealous. There's plenty of him to go around."

They stared at each other, neither backing down. I gripped the hammer tighter.

"Give me a hand?" I asked quickly and held up a board.

Harper grabbed one end instantly. "On it."

Elena sighed. She set her clipboard aside and stepped closer with the level.

We all worked in tense silence. My fingers brushed Harper's as we lifted the plank into place; she smirked, lips twitching. Elena pressed the level firmly against the wood. Her arm brushed mine briefly while her eyes stayed sharp and steady.

The nails sank fast and the board held.

"There," Elena said crisply. "That'll last."

Harper leaned close, her voice low but aimed to hit. "Man knows how to handle wood."

The hammer slipped in my grip. Elena's gaze snapped to mine, unreadable. Her dark eyes locked on me.

"I think its time for lunch," I blurted and set the hammer down.

Inside, Harper popped the cooler. Two trout on ice, already cleaned. Wild herbs bundled with twine. One lemon, still damp from her cooler's melted ice.

"Caught them yesterday," she said proudly. "Figured you'd know what to do with 'em."

I pulled out the cast iron, set it on the stove. I heated oil until it shimmered. The smell rose instantly, rich and sharp. Salt, pepper, lemon — I rubbed them into the fish with quick, practiced hands. The butter hit the pan, hissed, foamed golden.

Harper hopped up onto the counter. Her bare legs swung while her curls slipped loose from her bun. She leaned on her elbows and propped her chin in her hands, eyes bright and focused on me.

Elena stood by the door with her arms folded, watching Harper before fixing her eyes on me.

"You cook too?" she asked, voice steady but edged.

"My grandmother taught me," I said and flipped the fish. The skin crisped and crackled, filled the cabin with the smell of citrus and fat. "She said a man should be able to feed himself, and anyone who sat at his table."

Harper let out a theatrical moan. "God, marry me already." She licked a smear of butter off her thumb, tongue slow and deliberate.

Elena's eyes flicked to me, then back down.

I set the plates down with care. The trout looked perfect — golden-brown and flaking, skin crisped just right, herbs melting into the butter. I scooped fried potatoes from the skillet, the edges crispy and steaming, then filled three chipped mugs with coffee strong enough to wake the dead.

We ate on the porch with the valley laid out in gold and green. Harper devoured her fish and hummed with every bite. Juice ran down her wrist. She licked it clean with a grin, then winked at me. Elena ate slower, each bite neat, precise, but her lips softened when she tasted it.

"This," Harper said around a mouthful, "is why he needs me. I catch, he cooks, everyone wins."

Elena set her fork down with a click. "Or why he doesn't need you at all. He seems perfectly capable on his own."

The jab landed. Harper smirked. "Didn't look too lonely yesterday by the river."

I went still. Elena's head snapped toward me.

"What?"

"She's exaggerating," I said quickly.

"Am I?" Harper teased and dragged her fork slow through butter, eyes on me the whole time.

No one spoke. The only sound was the river far below.

I forced a laugh, lifted my mug. "Well let's just eat. There's still some work to do."

The afternoon passed in a blur of sawdust and loaded glances. I worked hard — planed boards, hammered nails, patched cracks in the siding. Harper lounged barefoot on the rail. She passed me tools and teased whenever my shirt stuck to my back.

Elena measured every board twice and noted each cut. She kept steady as a post, though she watched us more than the wood.

Sweat dripped in my eyes. My shoulders ached. But when the last board was nailed in place and the porch stood straighter than it had in years, satisfaction filled me. The porch stood straight and true now. Our work. Our sweat. Something that would last.

As I coiled the extension cord, Harper had already sprawled across the steps. Hair spilled over her shoulders. Her skin looked bronzed and dusted with sawdust. She stretched out with a sigh, toes pointed, every muscle relaxed.

"Hell of a day," she murmured.

Elena hadn't moved from the porch post. The clipboard was back under her arm, and her eyes stayed fixed on me, unreadable.

I'd watched Harper's legs swing on the rail, caught the curve of her grin when she teased. I'd felt the weight of Elena's stare, steady and sharp, like she knew every thought in my head.

Two women. One cabin. And me in the middle with a hammer in hand, trying to build something steady while the ground shifted beneath my feet.

The sun dropped behind the ridge and painted the sky orange. The mountains fell quiet again. And I knew the storm I had to weather wasn't out there in the valley.

It was right here. The tension between us grew stronger every time one of them looked at me.
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The storm returned after dark.

Wind shook the cabin. Rain hammered the roof. The shutters banged loose on their hinges. I'd been tightening the last of the new boards on the porch when the first drops fell, and by the time I hauled my tools inside, the ridge was roaring with thunder.

I stacked more logs on the fire and watched it climb the stone hearth. The heat spread slow, but it couldn't chase off the damp that crept into the corners. I rubbed my hands together, trying to shake the chill.

The knock came low.

I opened the door to find Elena. Rain streamed down her jacket. Her dark ponytail was plastered to her back. She stood tall against the storm, but her eyes were softer than I'd ever seen them.

"Your roof's leaking on the north side," she said, raising her voice above the wind. "Figured you'd need another set of hands."

I didn't argue and just stepped aside.

Inside, she peeled off her jacket. Drops splattered across the floor. Her long-sleeved shirt clung damp to her arms and outlined muscle and curve. She smelled of rain and pine.

"Tools?" she asked briskly.

I grabbed the ladder, rope, a hammer, a bundle of nails. We worked side by side and climbed into the storm to tarp the north slope. The rain stung our faces. Wind pulled at every step. Twice she braced me when the gusts nearly knocked me sideways. Her grip was strong and sure.

When the tarp was tied and the last nail hammered, we climbed back down soaked through and shivering hard enough to rattle teeth.

Inside, the fire blazed, waiting for us.

She stripped her shirt off without hesitation and wrung water from it. Her black sports bra hugged her chest. Water traced the hollow of her collarbone. She tossed the shirt over a chair and crouched by the fire with her arms wrapped tight around herself.

I hesitated. But the cold was in my bones, so I pulled mine off too. Steam rose from the fabric. Heat washed over my bare skin as I held my hands out to the flames.

She glanced at me then. Her eyes were dark and lingering.

"You work like you've been here your whole life," she said quietly. "Most men would've run back to the city by now."

I shrugged. "Nothing left to run back to."

Her mouth twitched, the closest she came to a smile. She inched closer and let the firelight paint her skin gold. A strand of wet hair slipped loose and curled against her cheek.

For a moment, silence—just rain on the roof, wind against the shutters, fire popping sparks.

Then her hand brushed mine. Barely a touch. Testing.

I turned, met her eyes.

The air between us shifted. She leaned in first. Her lips brushed mine, hesitant, almost like she hated giving in. I kissed her back, firmer, and she melted—just for a heartbeat—before she caught herself.

"This…this is a mistake," she whispered. Her breath was hot against my mouth.

"Maybe," I said. "But it feels right, doesn't it?"

Her hand curled against my jaw, rougher now, and pulled me back. The kiss deepened. Heat flooded my chest. I felt her body press into mine. Her skin was slick with sweat and rain. Her lips parted, and I groaned at the taste of salt, fire, her.

We stumbled toward the rug in front of the fire, half pulling, half falling. She straddled me. Her eyes blazed. Her hair fell forward. Damp strands stuck to her cheeks. My hands traced the line of her back—strong muscles shifted under warm skin.

Her breath hitched when I kissed the hollow of her throat. She gasped when my palms slid to her waist and gripped tight. She met me kiss for kiss, fierce, like she had to fight herself not to hold back.

Then something shifted. Her rhythm slowed. The fierceness softened into something else—need, not battle. She reached between us, her fingers wrapping around my cock, stroking once, twice. I groaned at her touch, already hard, throbbing in her hand.

"I need you now..," she whispered, positioning me at her entrance.

She sank down slowly, taking me inch by inch. We both gasped. She was soaking wet, hot, gripping me tight. Her head fell back, and I leaned forward to kiss her exposed throat, tasting rain and salt on her skin.

She began to move, rolling her hips in slow circles. Each movement sent heat racing through me. I thrust up to meet her, and she moaned, the sound raw and desperate. My hands found the bottom of her sports bra and just pushed it up, freeing her breasts. They were perfect- firm, with dark nipples already hard.

I cupped them, feeling their weight, then lowered my mouth to one peak. She cried out when I sucked her nipple between my lips, my tongue circling. I could taste her sweat, salty, as I moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention while she rode me harder.

"Fuck," she panted, grinding down onto me. "Your mouth...ohgod…"

I kissed down between her breasts, licking her skin, then back up to capture her lips. She kissed me hungrily, her tongue tangling with mine as she bounced on my cock. The wet sounds of her taking me filled the cabin.

I flipped us suddenly, pressing her back against the rug. Her legs wrapped tight around my waist, and I drove deep, swallowing her gasp. This angle was perfect- I could kiss her throat, her breasts, watch every expression cross her face as I fucked her.

"Look at me," I commanded, and her eyes snapped open, dark and wild.

I kept a steady rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before thrusting deep. My mouth found her nipple again, sucking hard while my hand slipped between us. My thumb found her clit, circling in time with my thrusts.

"Oh god, right there," she moaned, her pussy clenching around me. "Don't stop, I'm going to⁠—"

I increased my pace, driving harder while my mouth moved across her throat, kissing and licking every inch of skin I could reach. Her breasts bounced with each thrust. Then I caught a nipple between my teeth, biting gently and feeling her whole body shiver.

That sent her over. She came with a cry, her back arching off the floor. I kissed her deeply, swallowing her moans as her orgasm rolled through her. I could feel every pulse and clench of her inner muscles around my cock. I kept moving, drawing it out, my tongue in her mouth and my thumb still circling her clit, never stopping.

As she shuddered through the aftershocks, I kissed her again. The sight of her—flushed, panting, nipples wet from my mouth—pushed me to the edge.

"Elena," I groaned, burying myself deep as my own release hit. She held me tight as I came inside her. Her sharp nails bit into my shoulders. She moaned right against my ear, and the sound sent another wave through me.

When it was over, we both collapsed. Her head rested on my chest. Her hair spilled across my skin. I held her, stroking slow circles on her back, listening as her breath evened out.

For a long time, it felt like peace.

But then Harper's laugh echoed in my head. Claire's blue eyes flashed across memory. And guilt settled in my chest.

Elena stirred. Her eyes were half-lidded. "Don't overthink this," she murmured. "Just… be here…with me.."

I kissed her temple, but the storm inside me only grew louder.

The rain eased outside. The fire crackled low. She drifted to sleep against me. I lay awake and stared at the ceiling beams I'd repaired just that morning. The cabin wasn't the only thing held together by nails and luck.
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Rain stopped hitting the roof sometime before dawn. I woke to silence so complete I heard my own heartbeat. The fire in the hearth had burned down to faint orange embers, lazy smoke curling up the chimney.

Elena was still with me. She was warm against me. Her dark hair spilled across my chest, and damp strands stuck to my skin. I lay still, staring at the ceiling beams, feeling every inch of her pressed into me.

For a moment, I let myself imagine it meant something simple. That the night before hadn't been tangled with hesitation and whispered this is a mistake. That her body curled into mine was a promise, not a crack in her armor she'd regret.

But the guilt crept in, heavy and inevitable.

I remembered Harper's laugh—the way she straddled me on the sun-warmed rock by the river. Water dripped from her curls. Her lips had bruised mine with playful hunger. My stomach twisted. I'd wanted that just as much.

And behind all of them. Even Claire's blue eyes stayed with me- sharp and unforgiving.

I exhaled slowly, my chest tight. Carefully, I slid free from Elena's weight, her breath catching but not waking. I pulled the blanket higher around her shoulders, stoked the embers, and slipped outside.

I stepped onto the porch barefoot. The ridge stretched out. Mist hung low across the valley. It curled between trees and lifted in thin sheets as the sun pried its way over the peaks. The air smelled of wet stone and grass.

I took a deep breath. Work waited- repairs always did- but the quiet pressed down heavy. My hands twitched for the hammer.

By the time Elena stirred, the sun was higher, light catching in the wet branches. I had coffee brewing, the smell filling the cabin. She sat up slowly and straightened her shoulders.

"Morning," I said softly, handing her a mug.

"Morning," she echoed. Her eyes lingered on me, just for a second longer than they had yesterday, before she turned her gaze into the coffee. She sipped. Her jaw worked silently.

We didn't talk about the night. The silence between us wasn't cold, but it was careful, like glass balanced on the edge of a table.

I tried not to read into it. Tried, and failed.

The Jeep rattled up mid-morning, exhaust coughing. I knew it before I heard her voice.

"Jack!" Harper called, hopping out barefoot, curls bouncing.

She bounded up the porch. She swung a cooler from one hand and grinned. Cutoff shorts, faded tee knotted at her waist, freckles bright from the sun. She glanced once at Elena sitting with her coffee, then turned that grin on me.

"Hey there, mountain man. You survived another storm. Should I be impressed or concerned?"

Elena's back stiffened.

I cleared my throat. "We patched the north roof last night. Held fine."

Harper's eyes lit. "We did, huh?" Her gaze flicked from me to Elena, the corner of her mouth curling.

Elena set her mug down with too much force.

"It was work. That's all."

Harper smirked. "Sure. Just work."

Nobody spoke.

"Coffee?" I asked quickly, heading for the pot.

"Thought you'd never offer," Harper said, slipping past me inside. She took a sip straight from the pot. She closed her eyes and sighed.

"Mmm. Strong. Just how I like it."

Her gaze landed on me deliberately. Elena's lips pressed thin.

I poured mugs anyway, slid one across the table to Harper. She hopped onto the counter, her bare legs swinging. She sipped loud enough to be irritating. Elena sat straighter, arms folded, her silence sharper than words.

The cabin couldn't hold the tension, so I took us back to work.

Chimney first. I hauled the ladder out, braced it against the stone, scraped black soot down while the wind tugged at my shirt. The acrid smell coated everything. Grit covered my hands. My arms ached by the time it was clean, but the sight of fresh gray stone gave me a rare, simple satisfaction.

The women hovered. Elena jotted neat notes on her clipboard. Her eyes darted up to me often, steady and unreadable. Harper lounged barefoot against the porch rail. She handed me tools and hummed off-key.

"Need me to wipe your brow, mountain man?" she teased when sweat slid down my temple.

Elena rolled her eyes. "Some of us are here to work."

"Some of us," Harper shot back, "keep the air from getting too heavy."

Their voices clashed, but both sets of eyes landed on me. I didn't answer. I just hammered harder, the sound ringing sharp in the mountain air.

By noon, I was starving. I fried bacon and potatoes in the skillet, the smell rich and greasy, clinging to the rafters. Fat spattered in the pan.

Harper perched on the counter again, stealing strips before they hit the plate. "God, you're a saint," she moaned, licking grease from her thumb.

Elena sat at the table, posture straight, sipping water with careful precision. Her eyes flicked to me whenever Harper leaned too close.

I set the plates down. Bacon crisp, potatoes browned, black coffee steaming. Harper dragged her plate closer to mine without asking. Elena's fork scraped against her plate too loud.

We ate in near silence. Harper groaned with every bite and licked butter and salt from her fingers. Elena's movements were neat and controlled. She stared at her food like it had personally offended her.

My chest burned with it- two women circling, me at the center, guilty and exhilarated in equal measure.

After lunch, Elena gathered her jacket and slung the clipboard under her arm. "I'll patrol the ridge," she said simply. No goodbye, just a long look that carried too many things I couldn't untangle.

The door shut behind her.

The cabin went quiet.

Harper whistled low and tilted her head toward the door. "She's wound tighter than a rope on a dock."

"She's… Elena," I said. It was all I had.

Harper slid closer. Her bare shoulder brushed mine. Her voice dropped low, conspiratorial.

"Don't worry. I'm not asking you to pick sides." Her lips curved slow. "Different flavors, right? You'll figure out what you want."

She searched my eyes. Her freckles stood out against sun-flushed skin, and my pulse spiked. I swallowed hard.

"Harper—"

"Relax," she said, but instead of pulling back, her hand slid to my thigh. "I'm not asking for a ring." Her fingers traced higher, brushing over the bulge already forming in my jeans. "Just been thinking about this all morning. About how you'd feel in my mouth."

My breath caught. "Harper, we shouldn't⁠—"

"Why?" She slid off the counter, moving between my legs. Her hands rested on my knees, freckled face tilted up at me.

"Because of Elena? She left, Jack. I'm here."

She was right. Elena had walked out without looking back. And Harper—God, Harper was warm and willing and looking at me like I was water in the desert.

Her hands moved to my belt. "Tell me to stop," she murmured, fingers working the buckle loose. "If you really want me to stop, just say it."

I couldn't. My hand found her hair, those wild curls soft between my fingers. She smiled at that, victorious and sweet.

"That's what I thought."

She unbuttoned my jeans, pulled down the zipper tooth by tooth. Her fingers hooked into my waistband, and I lifted my hips to help her slide everything down. My cock sprang free, already hard and aching.

"Mmm," she purred, wrapping her hand around the base. "So pretty….god I so much want to taste you.." She stroked once, twice, her grip firm but teasing.

Her tongue flicked out, catching the bead of moisture at the tip. I groaned, my hand tightening in her hair.

"Shh," she teased, licking a long stripe from base to head. "Wouldn't want Elena to hear if she comes back."

Then she took me in her mouth, and coherent thought fled. Her lips stretched around me as she sank down, taking half my length before pulling back with a wet pop. She was confident, playful even now- swirling her tongue around the head before taking me deep again.

"Fuck, Harper," I breathed as she found her rhythm.

She hummed around me, the vibration making my hips buck. She took it in stride, one hand gripping my thigh for balance while the other worked what her mouth couldn't reach. Her head bobbed faster, cheeks hollowing with suction.

I watched her work, those freckled shoulders moving, sunlight from the window catching in her hair. She looked up at me through her lashes, eyes bright with mischief, and relaxed her throat to take me deeper. The sight of her lips stretched around my cock, the feel of her throat constricting⁠—

"Ohgod…," I warned, voice rough. "Harper, I'm going to⁠—"

She just moaned encouragement, taking me to the hilt. Her hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently, and that did it. I came hard, pulsing into her throat while she swallowed around me. She stayed there, milking every drop, before slowly pulling back.

A thin strand of saliva connected her lips to my cock before she wiped it away with the back of her hand, grinning like she'd won a prize.

"Now," she said, tucking me back into my jeans with surprising tenderness, "aren't you glad I stopped by?"

I was still catching my breath when she stood, kissed my lips until I could taste myself- then she grabbed her cooler.

"Think about what you want, Jack," she said, heading for the door. "Elena or whoever else catches your eye—I'm not the jealous type."

She paused at the threshold, grinning over her shoulder.

"Just save some energy for me when I come around. I like knowing you've got options. Makes it more fun when you choose me."

The Jeep's engine faded down the mountain, leaving me alone with the echo of what we'd just done and the taste of her still burning in my memory.

By evening, the cabin was stronger. The chimney was swept clean, east wall was sealed with mortar, new firewood was stacked in careful rows. My arms burned, shoulders tight, but the ache was good. Work always gave back what you put in.

The women were gone, but they hadn't left. Not really. Harper's laugh still echoed in the rafters. Elena's guarded eyes haunted me when I closed mine. Claire's blue gaze cut through both, sharp and undeniable.

I sat on the porch as dusk bled across the ridge. The air cooled, pine sharp and damp. The fire inside flickered against the window and threw long shadows across the clearing.

The weather had cleared. The tension between us hadn't.
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The ridge was silent. After days of storms and hammer blows, even the birds had gone quiet.

I'd spent the afternoon stacking the last of the split wood, my shoulders raw, hands blistered under the tape. Sweat soaked my shirt. Sawdust and pine resin coated my skin. I thought the work might burn off the tension that had been crawling under my skin since Harper's teasing and Elena's silence.

It didn't.

The low purr of an engine reached me before I saw the SUV. Sleek, black. It rolled up the ridge, too clean for the dirt road. My stomach tightened even before the door opened.

Claire stepped out.

Her blue eyes hit me first- sharp and clear. They caught the light in a way that made them impossible to ignore. Her hair was pinned in a smooth twist again, a few deliberate strands loose to frame her face. She wore dark jeans, a cream blouse tucked neat into the waistband. Her heeled boots clicked against gravel, spotless despite the dust.

She looked wrong here- too polished for the wilderness.

"Mr. Miller," she said smoothly, though her eyes lingered on me longer than formality required.

"Claire," I returned, setting the axe aside. I was still breathing hard from work, shirt soaked with sweat.

"I thought I'd find you here." She smiled faintly, lips painted just enough to glint. "You work hard for someone who doesn't intend to stay."

"I never said I didn't intend to stay."

"Didn't need to. Men like you always think you can fix what's broken. Until it breaks you."

Her words cut, but her eyes softened- or maybe I imagined it. Her blue eyes stayed steady on mine.

She moved past me without waiting, climbing the steps of the porch. I caught jasmine in her perfume. Inside, the cabin looked suddenly small with her in it, like she owned the place already. I followed her in.

"You've done improvements," she observed. Her fingertips brushed the new railing.

"But it'll cost more. Always more."

The fire was low, embers still glowing red. She set her bag on the table, pulled out a slim bottle of wine, two glasses.

"I don't make a habit of negotiating without hospitality."

"I didn't agree to negotiate."

Her lips curved. "Then call it a neighborly talk."

She poured. The wine was dark red in the firelight. When she handed me a glass, her fingers brushed mine- cool, deliberate. Her nail polish was perfect, pearl-colored, catching the light.

We sat. I felt the heat of the fire, but mostly I felt her eyes on me. She was sizing me up.

"You don't belong here," she said softly.

"Don't worry about me. I'm making it work."

Her gaze flicked down my arms, across the sweat-stained shirt, then back to my face.

"I can see that." She took a sip of wine. Her tongue darted out to catch a drop on her lip. The movement was unconscious, natural, but it sent heat shooting through me.

Neither of us spoke.

"You could sell. Walk away. Start fresh. Or- " Her eyes pinned mine. "You could stay. With help."

I swallowed. "Your help?"

She leaned forward. I caught jasmine again, stronger now. Her blouse gapped just enough to show pale skin, the curve of lace beneath.

"I don't offer help lightly."

Her eyes reflected the firelight as she moved closer. I felt my pulse hammer, heat rose under my skin despite my better judgment.

"I shouldn't," I muttered.

"No," she said, setting her glass down with a quiet click. "But you will."

Her hand slid to mine, cool fingers tightening, pulling me closer. Her lips found mine before I could think.

The kiss was nothing like Harper's playful hunger or Elena's hesitant tenderness. It was direct, commanding, confident. Her mouth pressed hard, her tongue pushing past my resistance, her hand cupping the back of my neck to hold me there. She tasted of wine and mint- probably lipgloss.

I groaned against her, my body betraying me instantly, heat surging low. Her perfume filled my head, and every part of me screamed danger—even as I leaned into it.

She pulled me to the rug before the fire. She shrugged out of the blazer with practiced ease. The silk blouse followed. It slid off her shoulders. Her skin was pale in the firelight. Her bra was lace, expensive. But it was the confidence in her movements that made my breath catch- the way she arched her back, offering herself without hesitation.

My hands found her waist, silk under my palms, then bare skin, smooth and taut. Her skin was impossibly smooth, like she'd never done a day's work. But she was warm, real, her pulse racing under my fingers.

She straddled me, eyes steady, lips parted. Her hands worked at my shirt, tugging the damp fabric over my head, her nails trailing across my chest in a way that made me shiver.

"You want this," she whispered, not as a question. Her voice was breathless now, losing her professional composure.

I couldn't lie. My hands gripped tighter, feeling the smooth curve of her hips, the way her body moved against mine with slow, deliberate rhythm.

The fire cracked behind us, shadows moved across her skin. I kissed her again, harder, her nails biting into my shoulders, her body rolling against mine.

Her skin was soft, unmarked by sun or work—a city woman who spent her days in air-conditioned offices and her nights in expensive hotels. But beneath the polish, I could feel her need, raw and immediate. Her breath hitched when I kissed the hollow of her throat, when my hands found the clasp of her bra and worked it free.

"God," she breathed, head falling back as I took her breast in my mouth. Her nipple was pale pink, sensitive, and she arched into me when I circled it with my tongue. Her hands tangled in my hair, holding me against her, and for a moment the mask slipped completely. She was just a woman, wanting, needing.

Her jeans were next, expensive denim that fit like a second skin. I worked them down her hips, revealing matching lace underwear. When I touched her through the fabric, felt her heat, her dampness, nothing else mattered.

She reached for my belt, fingers sure despite the tremor in her hands. When she freed me, wrapped her cool fingers around my cock, I nearly lost it right there. Her touch was expert, confident, but I could feel the slight shake that gave away her own need.

"Please," she whispered, the word almost lost against my mouth. It was the first time she'd asked for anything, and the vulnerability in it undid me.

I positioned myself at her entrance, felt her slick heat against the head of my cock. She was tight, perfect, her body accepting me with a soft sound that made my vision blur. When I sank into her, her nails dug into my arms. Holding me, holding herself.

I started moving inside of her. She felt incredible—silk and warmth and practiced perfection. Her breasts pressed against my chest, her breath hot against my ear, her body responding to every touch, every thrust.

The fire threw light across our tangled bodies. I could taste salt on her skin, feel the slight tremor in her thighs as she wrapped them around me. Her perfume mixed with the scent of sex.

"Don't stop," she gasped, her voice breaking on the words. "Please don't stop…"

I couldn't have if I wanted to. She was everything I hadn't known I needed- polished and expensive and utterly focused on this moment, on me. She came with a sharp cry, her body clenching around me in waves that pushed me over the edge.

When release came, it left me sprawled against the rug with her weight pressing into me. Her hair had come loose, blonde strands falling across her flushed face, blue eyes still locked on mine.

We lay there catching our breath. The fire popped. She felt different now—softer, more real. Her mask had slipped completely, revealing something vulnerable underneath.

Then the guilt hit like a hammer.

Elena's warmth still clung to my skin. Harper's laugh still echoed in my ears. And here I was, tangled with Claire, the one woman who wanted to take the cabin away entirely.

You're absolutely right - that's repetitive and lazy. Here's a better ending:

She must've seen it on my face. She leaned down, lips grazing my ear, her voice steady again. "This changes things between us. You know that."

"Does it?" I asked, though we both knew the answer.

"Everything's negotiable, Jack." Her fingers traced lazy circles on my chest. "The land, the cabin, this. But some deals are better than others."

She was already rebuilding her armor, piece by piece. The vulnerable woman who'd whispered 'please' was disappearing behind the developer's calculating gaze. But I could still feel her pulse racing where our bodies touched.

"You still want me gone," I said.

"I want what's profitable." She shifted against me, and I felt her breath catch. "Maybe that's changed."

Her words were careful, measured. But her body told a different story—the way she stayed pressed against me, the slight tremor in her thigh, the way her eyes kept drifting to my mouth.

I closed my eyes, felt her heartbeat slow against my chest. Whatever game we were playing had just gotten more complicated. The guilt stayed anyway, heavy as silent forest outside.
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Sunlight hit the windows early. Claire was gone. Only her perfume lingered on the sheets, jasmine and something heavier. The wine glasses sat empty on the table. Evidence.

Everything hurt- my shoulders from splitting wood and my conscience from last night.

I made coffee black and hot, hoping it would clear my head. Standing on the porch, I watched the sunrise paint the peaks gold. Mist hung low in the valleys. The world looked clean and simple. Unlike the mess I'd made.

I worked. The shelves Elena had asked for days ago- I'd finally get them done. My hands moved automatically- measuring, cutting, fitting. The repetition helped. Hours passed. Sweat soaked through my shirt as the pile of boards grew.

That's when Elena appeared.

No uniform today. Jeans, hiking boots, a flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up. Her hair was loose, catching the light. She didn't have the ranger's uniform confidence or the developer's sharp precision. This was just Elena, and somehow that made my chest tighten even worse.

"Thought I'd find you working," she said softly.

"I'm making shelves," I managed. "The ones you wanted."

She nodded, leaning against the porch rail. She watched me work. Her dark eyes seemed to see everything- the guilt, the confusion, maybe even traces of Claire's perfume still clinging to my skin.

"Jack." My name on her lips was gentle. Too gentle. "We need to talk."

I set the hammer down. "Yeah."

She sat beside me, close enough that our shoulders brushed. The contact sent heat through me despite everything.

"I know about Harper," she said simply. "And Claire was here last night. Her car's not exactly subtle."

My stomach dropped. "Elena⁠—"

"I'm not angry." She touched my hand, her fingers warm.

"Maybe I should be. But I understand. We're all drawn to you for different reasons."

"I never meant t- "

"I know." She squeezed my hand. "You're searching for something. We all are." Her eyes met mine. There was something ancient in her gaze, something rooted.

"The question is what you'll choose when you find it."

She paused, then added, "Though maybe choosing is the wrong word. I'm thirty-four, Jack. Old enough to know that the best things in life don't always fit in neat boxes."

I studied her face. "What are you saying?"

"I'm saying I want you. Have since that first night in the storm. And if Harper wants you too, if Claire does..." She shrugged, a small smile playing at her lips. "I'm not walking away from something good just because it's not exclusive. I've spent too many years alone in these mountains to throw away warmth when I find it."

"Elena—"

"No guilt," she said firmly. "Not from you. Not from anybody else. I know what I'm doing. The question is whether you can handle it- having what you want without the shame."

She stayed through lunch. We worked on the shelves together, her hands sure with the tools, our movements falling into easy rhythm. The weight on my chest eased slightly. Elena had made her choice clear- no judgment, no ultimatums. Just acceptance.

The afternoon faded into evening. Elena had just set the last shelf in place when Harper showed up, her Jeep rattling up the dirt road.

"Well, well," Harper called out, hopping down. She wore one of my work shirts like a dress, the hem hitting mid-thigh, nothing underneath but confidence.

"Well, the gang's all here. Almost."

Elena's jaw tightened, but she didn't move away.

Harper bounded up, kissed my cheek, then surprised me by kissing Elena's too. "Don't look so serious, both of you. Life's too short."

She produced a bottle of whiskey from somewhere- Harper always had supplies- and poured three glasses.

"To complicated arrangements," she toasted, eyes sparkling with mischief.

We drank. The burn felt appropriate.

"Come here," Elena murmured, and then all three of us were kissing—messy and sweet and absolutely perfect. Harper tasted like whiskey, Elena like coffee and pine. When we finally broke apart, we were all breathing hard.

"See?" Harper grinned, eyes bright. "That wasn't so difficult."

Harper's grin widened. She pulled the work shirt over her head in one smooth motion, revealing her sun-kissed skin, those freckles I'd mapped with my tongue. No bra, just perfect medium breasts with pink nipples already hard.

Elena's breath caught. Her eyes traveled over Harper's body with undisguised want. When Harper moved closer, Elena met her halfway.

This kiss was different from their first- deeper, hungrier. Harper's hands tangled in Elena's dark hair while Elena gripped Harper's waist, pulling their bodies together. I could see their tongues dancing, hear the soft moans they made into each other's mouths.

"Don't just stand there," Harper murmured against Elena's mouth. "This was your idea too."

I moved behind Elena, pressing my already hard cock against her ass through our clothes. She pushed back with a soft gasp as I kissed her neck, tasting salt and pine on her skin. My hands slid around to work at the buttons of her flannel. Harper helped from the front, their fingers tangling with mine as we undressed her together.

Elena's bra was simple cotton, white against her olive skin. Harper traced the edge with one finger before reaching behind to unclasp it. When it fell away, Harper made a sound of pure appreciation.

"God, look at you," Harper breathed, cupping Elena's full breasts, thumbs brushing over dark nipples. Elena arched into the touch, her head falling back against my shoulder.

"Bed," Elena gasped when I found that spot below her ear, grinding back against my erection. "Please. I need you both."

We stumbled to the bedroom, a tangle of hands and mouths and half-shed clothes. Elena pushed Harper down onto the mattress, crawling over her with intent that made Harper's teasing confidence falter into genuine need.

"You're beautiful," Elena breathed, running her hands over Harper's freckled skin. "I've wanted to do this since I saw you that first time."

She lowered her mouth to Harper's breast, circling the nipple with her tongue before sucking hard. Harper arched with a cry that went straight to my cock. I watched, mesmerized, as Elena worked her way down Harper's body, kissing every freckle, every curve.

"Jack," Harper gasped, reaching for me. "I want to see you."

I shed the rest of my clothes, my cock springing free, already leaking. Both women's eyes locked onto it.

"Fuck," Elena breathed. "Come here."

I joined them on the bed. Elena shifted, pushing her jeans down her hips, revealing black lace panties already soaked through. The scent of her arousal filled the air, mixing with Harper's sweeter smell.

"I want you inside me," Elena said, looking at me with dark eyes. "While I taste her."

Harper whimpered at the words, spreading her legs wider. Elena settled between them, ass in the air, presenting herself to me. I nearly came just from the sight—Elena's mouth descending on Harper's pussy while her own dripped with need.

I pushed Elena's panties aside and ran my fingers through her folds. She was drenched, hot, ready. When I pushed two fingers inside, she moaned against Harper's clit, making the blonde buck and cry out.

"Please," Elena begged, pushing back against my hand. "I want your cock."

I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock sliding through her wetness. When I pushed inside, we all groaned. Elena was tight, perfect, her inner walls gripping me like a vice. The angle meant I went deep, hitting spots that made her whole body shudder.

"Fuck, yes," Harper panted, watching us over Elena's shoulder. "You look so good taking him. How does he feel?"

"Big," Elena gasped, lifting her head briefly. "So fucking good." Then she dove back down, her tongue working Harper's clit with renewed intensity.

I started thrusting, slow at first, then harder as Elena pushed back to meet me. Each thrust pushed her face deeper into Harper's pussy, creating a perfect rhythm. Harper's hands tangled in Elena's hair, holding her in place as her thighs began to shake.

"Oh god, I'm close," Harper whimpered. "Don't stop…fuck….don't stop."

Elena doubled her efforts, two fingers sliding into Harper while her tongue flicked rapidly over her clit. I could feel Elena getting closer too, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock. I reached around to find her clit, circling it with my thumb.

Harper came first, her back arching off the bed, a scream torn from her throat. The sight and sound pushed Elena over, her orgasm hitting hard. She cried out against Harper's sensitive flesh, her pussy clamping down on me so tight I saw stars.

I thrust through her orgasm, prolonging it, until I couldn't hold back anymore. I buried myself deep, cock pulsing as I filled her with hot spurts of cum. Elena moaned, pushing back to take every drop.

We collapsed together, sweaty and satisfied. But Harper wasn't done. She pulled Elena up for a kiss, tasting herself on Elena's lips.

"My turn," Harper said with a wicked grin, flipping Elena onto her back. "I want to taste you both."

She moved down Elena's body, spreading her legs wide. I watched, cock already twitching with renewed interest, as Harper's tongue traced through Elena's folds, lapping up the mixture of Elena's juices and my cum.

"Fuck," Elena gasped, oversensitive but pushing into Harper's mouth anyway. "Your tongue... god..."

Harper hummed against her, the vibration making Elena writhe. She looked up at me, eyes sparkling with mischief, and crooked a finger. "Come here. Want to suck you while I eat her out."

I moved up the bed, kneeling beside Elena's head. My cock was half-hard already, still wet from being inside Elena. Harper took me in her mouth without hesitation, moaning at the taste. The vibration must have transferred to Elena because she cried out, hands fisting in the sheets.

I was fully hard again in seconds, Harper's talented mouth working me while her fingers and tongue drove Elena toward another orgasm. Elena turned her head, pressing kisses to my thigh, my hip, anywhere she could reach.

"I want to watch you fuck her," Elena panted.

Harper released me with a pop, grinning. "You heard the lady." She crawled up to kiss Elena deeply, then positioned herself on her hands and knees between Elena's spread legs. "Come on, Jack. Show her how good you make me feel."

I moved behind Harper, running my hands over her perfect ass. She was dripping, her inner thighs slick with arousal. When I pushed inside, she was tighter than Elena, her pussy gripping me like a fist.

"Fuck yes," Harper moaned, immediately pushing back. "Been wanting this all day."

Elena watched with hooded eyes, one hand on her breast, the other between her legs. "You two are so hot together," she breathed. "I love watching his cock disappear inside you."

I set a hard rhythm, knowing Harper liked it rough. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixed with Harper's increasingly loud moans. She lowered her head to Elena's pussy again, licking and sucking while I pounded into her from behind.

"Harder," Harper demanded, lifting her head. "Fuck me harder…ohgod…I want Elena to see how good you give it to me…"

I gripped her hips tight enough to bruise and really let go, slamming into her with everything I had. Harper screamed her pleasure, the sound muffled against Elena's clit. Elena's back arched, her fingers tangling in Harper's hair as another orgasm approached.

"Fuck, I'm close…" Elena gasped. "Don't stop…"

I increased the intensitiy, grabbing her hair, thrusting deep into her and pushing her over the edge. She came instantly, her pussy clenching around me in waves. The feeling of her coming on my cock while eating Elena out was too much. I thrust deep one last time, flooding her with cum.

Elena followed seconds later, thighs clamping around Harper's head as she rode out her orgasm.

We collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap. Harper in the middle, Elena and I pressed against her sides. The room reeked of sex, the sheets were ruined, and we were all completely spent.

"Well," Harper said when she could speak again, voice hoarse. "That was worth waiting for."

Elena laughed, pressing a kiss to Harper's shoulder. "More than worth it."

I pulled the blanket over us, still trying to process what had just happened. My body hummed with satisfaction, but more than that—this felt right. Natural. Like we'd been missing pieces that finally clicked into place.

"Stay," I said to both of them. "Please."

"Try to make us leave," Harper murmured, already drowsy.

Elena's hand found mine across Harper's hip, our fingers intertwining. "We're not going anywhere."

We held each other, warm and complete. Tomorrow would bring complications—Claire, the town, reality. But tonight was perfect.

The guilt was finally, completely gone.
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Morning light cut through the mist, sharp enough to sting. The ridge steamed. Ribbons lifted off soaked ground. Pine needles dripped steady, and the air hung thick with wet earth and sap.

The cabin stood scarred but unbroken. Its timbers groaned like they still remembered the night. Smoke drifted from the chimney, pale against blue sky.

Inside, the air carried smoke, wet wood, and bacon I'd thrown in the skillet at dawn. My hands ached from every nail driven. My shoulders burned from hauling beams through the storm, but the ache was good. Earned.

I looked at the women scattered around the cabin. Harper had curled up near the hearth. She'd tangled herself in a stolen blanket, and her freckles stood bright against flushed skin. Elena slumped at the table. Her head hung forward, and she'd abandoned her clipboard beside her elbow.

Two women who looked like they'd stepped out of different dreams, both somehow here with me.

I moved slow, careful, frying bacon and potatoes. The hiss and crackle filled the quiet. The smell rose thick through the beams. The coffee bubbled in its pot, bitter and strong.

This was the part I hadn't realized I missed. The quiet after a storm. Making a house breathe again.

Harper awoke. She stretched like a cat and her curls spilled across her face. She rubbed her eyes, blinked at me.

"You're insane," she muttered, voice rough. "Did you even close your eyes?"

I flipped the bacon. "Breakfast doesn't fix itself."

Her grin came instant, lazy and wide. "God, that's hot."

The spatula went still in my hand.

Elena woke next. She lifted her head slow and rubbed her neck. Dark eyes found me across the room. She studied me with an expression that wasn't judgment anymore. Respect, maybe.

"Morning, handsome" she said finally.

She pressed her lips together, and I caught the ghost of a smile before she reached for her mug.

We ate together at the table. Bacon crisp, potatoes golden, coffee poured black. Harper hummed with every bite. Her bare feet swung under the table, and she stole strips from my plate without shame. Elena ate with careful precision, but her gaze flicked to me whenever I refilled her cup unasked.

The hostility from last night had burned off with the rain. Not peace exactly, but something warmer. Something real.

After breakfast, we cleaned in easy rhythm. Elena swept sawdust into piles. Harper banged pots like percussion. I checked beams, patched leaks, stacked wood. Every time I bent to work, I felt their eyes- different weights, different meanings.

By late afternoon, the cabin breathed again. Stronger. Warmer. Alive.

I stepped onto the porch with fresh coffee and let sun soak into me. Fallen trees scarred the landscape. The river ran swollen and furious, but the air smelled fresh and alive.

I let myself breathe. For the first time in years, I felt anchored. Not drifting, not running. Rooted and at home.

The door creaked behind me. Harper slipped out first. She was barefoot, and the light caught her curls. That lazy grin still clung to her face. She pressed her shoulder to mine, warm, casual. "Hell of a show last night. I guess we all found a home. If you will take us in."

Before I could answer, Elena followed. She stood close. Her sleeve brushed mine. "Don't let it go to your head," she said, though her tone carried more warmth than bite.

The sound of an engine cut through the quiet. A black SUV wound up the access road, picking its way around fallen branches. It stopped twenty yards from the cabin.

Claire stepped out.

She wore pressed slacks and a cream blouse, heels that had no business on mountain dirt. Her blonde hair caught the late sun. She surveyed the damage—the scarred trees, the muddy ground, the patched cabin—with those sharp blue eyes.

Then she looked at us. At Harper pressed against my side. At Elena standing close enough to touch. At me, coffee in hand, looking nothing like the man she'd tried to buy out days ago.

She walked closer. Her heels sank slightly in the soft earth but she didn't stumble.

"Quite a storm last night," she said, voice smooth as whiskey.

"We managed," I said.

Her eyes flicked between Harper and Elena, then back to me. A smile played at the corner of her mouth. "I can see that."

She stopped at the bottom of the porch steps. "So. Have you reconsidered my offer?"

I set down my coffee. "Not interested in selling. Not now. Not ever."

She studied me for a long moment. The smile spread full across her face.

"Good," she said.

She climbed the steps. Harper and Elena shifted but didn't move away. Claire stopped directly in front of me. She reached up and touched my jaw. Her fingers were soft against stubble.

"I was hoping you'd say that," she murmured.

Then she kissed me.

Her lips were warm, deliberate, claiming. Not asking permission. Taking what she wanted. When she pulled back, her eyes held mine steady.

Harper laughed, bright and sudden. "About damn time."

Elena's rare smile broke across her face. "The ridge suits you better than a boardroom, Claire."

Claire's hand stayed on my jaw, thumb tracing slow. "I'm starting to see that."

The cabin creaked behind us, alive, waiting.

For the first time in a long time, I wasn't just surviving. And I wasn't alone anymore. Whatever this was becoming, I wasn't walking away. I'd found my place. Found my people. Found home.
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I came to California to save a vineyard. I didn't expect to fall for the women who'd save me.

My restaurant empire crashed. My girlfriend left. Then my old friend Julia offered me a partnership at her struggling Napa vineyard. Should've known there was a catch.

Gabriella, the passionate winemaker, moves through the vines like she owns them—all dangerous curves and a smile that makes me forget why workplace romance is a bad idea. When she kisses me in the equipment barn, I'm done for.

Julia, sophisticated and calculating, brought me here to save her inheritance. But the way she touches me during our late-night business meetings suggests she wants more than my financial expertise.

While I'm trying to save this failing vineyard from bankruptcy, I'm caught between two incredible women who are making me question if I ever want to go back to Chicago.

Some men can't handle one complicated woman. Turns out I might need two. Or even more…

Vineyard Desires is a sweet contemporary romance with approx. 15k words.
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