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Chapter 1

I got the call from my younger daughter Tiff halfway through writing a sentence I’d been staring blankly at for five minutes. It wasn’t so much that I didn’t like it, but it was almost too good for the paragraph. The words stuck out less like a sore thumb than a boxing glove on a toddler.

If it was anyone else but one of my daughters, the phone call wouldn’t have come through. I had the “do not disturb” feature enabled for just that reason, to keep the world at bay while I pounded out the next great American novel, or at least, the next thriller keeping me comfortable. I answered the call as I highlighted the line in question and prepared to chop it and drop it into a document I kept open along with whatever book I was working on for just such a dilemma. In my line of work, you never delete a good sentence or a good idea, but save it for another project the way a carpenter saves scrap wood. Maybe I couldn’t use the sentence with my current work-in-progress, but I could definitely find a home for it at a later date.

“Hey, Tiff,” I said.

“Hey Dad! Am I interrupting at a bad time?”

“Nah. Just the right time, actually. Editing as I go and I could use the break. What’s up? You okay?” I asked the last because it was an unusual time for her to call me. My other daughter, Kayla, would call whenever she damn well pleased, my time and work boundaries be damned, but Tiffany would usually wait until after five. Dads aren’t supposed to have favorites, and I’m not saying I do, but let’s just say one of my daughters got an extra big mental hug on that front.

“I’m fine. Sorry for calling while you’re working.”

“Don’t worry about it. I could use another cup of coffee and a stretch anyways. What’s going on?”

“Mm, kind of have a big favor to ask you.”

“Oh no. Am I about to go even more broke?”

“Ha ha. No, they’ll chip in. And I will too, if things get out of hand.”

“They? And chip in for what?”

“Well, do you remember meeting my friends Violet and Desi?”

I had a vague memory of those names but my daughter was gregarious, and I’d met dozens of her friends throughout her college days. She went to school there in the city and I must have met dozens of her friends before she graduated and moved a couple hours away the previous year.

Just as I was about to say no, it hit me. I remembered a pair of brunettes, one cherubic-cheeked with huge eyes (no, not a euphemism) and a friend with more delicate features. The big-eyed one had been named Violet, I remembered that clearly now. The name had inspired me to name one of my characters Dahlia the year before. And if I’m being honest, the two incredibly cute twenty-somethings had inspired more carnal thoughts too. If I recalled correctly, they were a couple years behind Tiff in college, which would make them juniors.

“We had lunch with them last year at that taqueria near the campus, right?”

“That’s right! Well, listen, they were going to travel home for spring break but their families really don’t have the money. I told them, hey, we have the extra rooms and a pool. And they haven’t explored the city much, or anywhere around it, so I thought it might be fun for you to take them sightseeing, maybe even up to the mountains for some hiking or camping or something, maybe even just a hot dog and s’mores. And I’ll come home and say hi, help kinda facilitate things. I know I should have asked you first and you can say no, but you’d be doing them a huge favor.”

“Tiffany,” I said, mildly annoyed at my daughter inviting two strangers to stay in my home for a week but not entirely disliking the idea. They really had been a sexy young pair and the thought of them lounging around my house in bikinis or swimsuits was a hell of a way to get me to lick my chops, so to speak. And if it meant Tiff came home for a day, all the better. “So grocery shop for four.”

“Like I say, they can chip in.”

“Forget it. I’m not charging them. But baby,” I said, aiming for sounding reasonable, “I am forty-two. They’re twenty.”

“Twenty-one.”

“Right. That’s not really appropriate, them staying with a single guy twice their age. I mean… my God, what would their parents think?”

“They’re old enough their parents don’t really have a say in the matter.”

“But hopefully wise enough that what their parents’ say should matter.”

She groaned. “Don’t go twisty-turny on me. Let’s assume that their parents are okay with it. Would you be opposed then?”

“Yes! Of course I would!”

“Dad, they have nowhere else to go.”

“Don’t play that card.”

“All alone. Here at the dorms. Through spring break.”

“I’d be happy to buy them a tank of gas to come stay with you and Jeff or to drive home.”

“Violet doesn’t drive. She’s from New York so she’s never really had to. And Desi… you don’t want Desi driving that far. It’s like human pinball with her behind the wheel. You’d probably be saving someone’s life by letting her stay there.”

“And why can’t they stay with you?”

She listed the reasons rapid-fire, obviously having given this some thought. “They’d have to sleep on the couch and the floor, I don’t have a pool, Jeff and I both have to work-”

“So do I,” I grumbled, but she moved right past that.

“-and you’re a much, much better cook than us.”

I was faltering and she knew it, because she knew me. Knew the idea of two perky-bodied twenty-one-year-olds around the house would tempt me. That it was a setup, I knew from the very beginning. My daughter wasn’t fooling anyone. She was sending lambs to the wolf and telling the wolf to have the barbeque sauce ready.

“Come on, Dad. Two beautiful twenty-one-year-olds keeping you company for a week? Swimming in our pool? Tell me that doesn’t appeal to you after Her Royal Bitchiness.”

She was referring to Kame, my girlfriend of a year or so up until Christmas, when her complaint about the model of phone I bought her left me giving myself the present of walking her to the door and wishing her a happier life than with me. My daughters, both home for the day, actually cheered, and Jeff slow-clapped. I really liked that young man. I hoped he and Tiff made it official someday.

She knew the buttons to push. Both my daughters were well aware of my nighttime proclivities. I wasn’t shy about bringing home the occasional woman, not since their mom died. It wasn’t like I flaunted my numerous girlfriends in front of them but they were fully aware that I had an appetite. Tiff knew I couldn’t resist a pair of beautiful women, even if they were her age.

“I have three conditions before I’ll even consider it.”

“Yay!”

“I haven’t agreed yet, Tiff.”

“You have. But continue.”

“I want to know their parents are okay with them staying with me. No tricks, no bullshit. If I find out otherwise, I’m no longer paying your half of the rent. That’s not an empty threat.”

“Okay. Yeah. That’s doable. We can set up a video conference later. What else?”

“No boys allowed.”

“Yourself included?”

“I’m serious. No parties, no strangers in my house.”

“Okay. They don’t have boyfriends so that’s a non-issue. They can stay?”

“One more thing. They have to obey my rules. I don’t want to spend the week babysitting.”

“You won’t have to, I promise,” she said, but considering both young women were only twenty-one, I doubted it. “Soooo…”

I sighed. “They can stay the week.”


Chapter 2

The day Desi and Violet were set to arrive, along with the company of my daughter and her boyfriend, I spent an extra hour outside making sure the pool and hot tub were ready to go. They were the real highlight of the house, the pool wide and deep enough for my daily laps, the hot tub the real deal, built into a corner of the pool. Near the base of both was a pergola adjoining a barbeque pit area. The whole yard was ringed in flowerbeds, with an apple tree in the corner that would bear delicious little plum-sized fruit later in the year. Those had been Annie’s dream when we bought the house after I signed a big contract extension. I was happy I got to give them to her before the plane crash that took her life, and every year, I took pleasure and solace in working the ground for her. It might not have been my hobby ten years ago, but it was now, like she left me a little something of her to comfort me on my moodiest days.

When I finished cleaning the pool and put away the net again, I headed inside to prepare everything to make Tiff’s favorite, steak nachos. I did them up right, making the spicy cheese sauce on the stovetop, marinating and grilling the sirloins, handmade tortilla chips from our favorite local Mexican restaurant – but the real secret was in the refried beans, which I loaded up with two types of onion, white and green, and added my secret ingredient, which is definitely not just hot sauce from a fast food chain. No sir. Okay, maybe it is, but it works shockingly well.

I was just grating cheese when I heard them pull up and honk. My heart swelled as it did every time one of my girls came home. I brushed errant shreds of cheese from my flannel shirt and headed for the door. Tiff and Jeff emerged from Tiffany’s car, my daughter the spitting image of her mother with a soft, warm face, dark waves of unruly curly hair, and just a bit of extra softness to her. Jeff was a big man, broad shouldered, barrel-chested, and with a little softness of his own. At twenty-three or twenty-four, he was already starting to lose a little hair, but baldness would look good on him.

Behind them pulled in a sedan. I noted with amusement that just as Tiff said, there were three visible dings to Desi’s car, and those were just the ones I could see from this side. My two guests for the week emerged, Desi pushing a pair of sunglasses up on her head, Violet looking around with delight. Both were slender, short, brunettes, Violet with the darker hair, softer face, and matching huge eyes, like an anime doll brought to life, while Desi had sharper, more haughty features, just as beautiful, but more severe, almost cold. Her light brunette hair was kissed by blonde, silkier and straighter than Violet’s darker wavy hair.

“Daddy!” Tiff shouted, and though I knew she was using the term of endearment solely because I’d agreed to this wild inconvenience, I got a little choked up. I still expected my little girl every time she came home, the same one who tried to give herself a haircut at age six, the same one who loved coveralls until her teenage years, the same one with butterfly clips in her hair, but no, she was a woman now, a college graduate out there in the world and kicking ass.

She came to me. Though she was tall, the only thing she really inherited from me, I dwarfed her, hugging her tight and pressing her head against my chest. I heard Violet say, “Aw,” as the two young women came up the sidewalk.

Jeff came to us, grinning. He had a good grin, an honest, affable smile that perfectly conveyed his spirit. I let go of Tiff to give him a hug. He’d earned that right the day Tiff first brought him home and he stood silently, listening to the stories she told him about the pictures on the wall of her mother and growing up with me as the sole parent after Annie died. The pain in his face, the way he hugged her tight when she began to cry, it made me like him immediately. As a law student, he wasn’t earning much money but hell, he was a kid yet, and he had a good head on his shoulders. I didn’t mean helping prop them up. It was a blessing I made as much money as I did and I could help them.

“How ya doing, Walt?” he asked.

“Doing good, doing good. You? Good trip?”

“Yeah. A little rain but nothing too terrible.”

I nodded and turned to the two young women joining us. Tiff laid a hand on Violet’s arm. “Dad, you remember Desi and Violet?”

“I do,” I said, and had to fight my body’s stirring. Violet was dressed in comfortable denim shorts and a tank under an open blouse. Her breasts weren’t obscenely big, but on her slight frame she was packing some serious firepower. Desi’s khaki shorts showed off her long, lightly tanned legs, and her frilly top was both cute and tight enough I could see the bra underneath.

This week was going to be both nirvana and hell, and I was looking forward to it.

“It’s nice to see both of you again,” I said.

“You too!” Violet said. She surprised me by leaning up and kissing my cheek awfully close to my lips.

“Violet!” Desi hissed, then shifted her focus to me. “Um, it’s nice to see you too, Mr. Hewitt.”

I didn’t ask them to call me Walt, at least, not yet. I thought it best to keep some emotional distance from them this week. Plus, my cock really, really liked the slightly breathy way Desi hung onto the “Mr. Hewitt.”

“Let’s go inside. Steak nachos for dinner tonight.”

“Yessss,” Tiff said. “Dad is the best cook.”

“He really is,” Jeff said.

“I’m looking forward to finding out,” Violet said.

Desi nudged her, and added, “That sounds very good, thank you.” Like I was a waiter offering the special of the day. She was going to be interesting.

Tiff gave them a tour of the house. It had been new-ish when I bought it, a modern take on the farmhouse, with a stunning white and black exterior, a wide front porch and a grand arched portico, the feature that sold me the moment we saw the place. For Annie, it was all the space inside. With two daughters, four bedrooms seemed perfect. Now that it was just me, the house was an extravagance, but it was also where the good ghosts of my past lived. I could get lonely, yes, but I never felt alone there even when it was just myself. I’d never move if I had the choice.

I had put most of Tiff and Karla’s things away in the garage a couple years after they started college, turning their bedrooms into guest rooms. They were my most frequent visitors, of course, but it was nice to have when friends or family came to town for skiing in the winter or camping in the summer. Desi and Violet would be staying in those, and Violet sitting and bouncing on the bed had me damn near drooling. The third bedroom was my office, with a great view of the pool and what used to be undeveloped rolling hills beyond, which were now teeming with nice homes. I didn’t mind. I was more a city guy than a rural one, and so far, the extra development hadn’t come with any real pains.

The backyard was killer too, and drew a happy gasp from Violet. Even cool Desi couldn’t help a “wow.” The pool, communal barbeque pit area, and the little pool house with its own shower and toilet should make for an okay week of lounging around the house.

“One of the chores I’ll be expecting of you is to take care of the pool,” I said. “It gets covered at night and cleaned during the day.”

“We can do that,” Desi said, staring at the pool as though she might jump in right then and there. For the first time, she almost smiled, but just as fast, she seemed to realize her guard was down and she looked at me. “Leave us a list of everything you want done this week.”

“There’s not too much else. Pick up after yourselves and don’t cause too much trouble and we’ll all have a good week.”

Tiff looked at her friend, puzzled, but she said nothing, at least not then. After we brought in the girls’ suitcases and overnight bags, Tiff got me alone in the kitchen as I was pouring a ginger ale and bourbon.

“I’m not sure what’s going on with Desi,” she said. “She seemed excited about this. I think she’s just nervous but I’m sorry.”

“Don’t sweat it,” I said. “Worse comes to worse, I send them back to the dorms.”

“I guess,” she said glumly. “She has such a crush on you, I thought this would be fun for her. But instead she’s acting like a pissed-off cat.”

“A crush, huh?”

“Oh, Dad. All my girlfriends have a crush on you and always have. Karla’s too.”

“Thanks for the ego boost.”

She took a spot next to me, leaning against the counter. Just like her mother used to do, she hooked her fingers under the lip of the countertop and tapped them. It transported me back, and I couldn’t help a smile.

“What?”

“Nothing. Your mom used to do that. The finger tapping under the counter thing. It’s sweet.”

We had a visitor. Violet peeked around the corner. “Am I interrupting?”

“No, no, come in. Cocktail?”

“What are you drinking?”

“Ginger ale and bourbon.”

“Try a sip,” Tiff encouraged her. “It’s good.” To me, “Violet will try anything once.”

“Tiffany!” Violet said, blushing hard. I probably would have missed the innuendo if she hadn’t, but I chuckled and handed over the highball glass. She took a tiny sip and made a face.

“No?” I asked.

“Uh uh,” Violet said. “But I’m not much of a drinker.”

“Oh, hell, I didn’t mean to tempt you.”

“No! It’s okay! I want to relax a little this week. I really do like trying new things.” She gave Tiffany a mock glare. “Not a word.”

Tiffany held up her hands. “She didn’t even try beer until you were… what, nineteen?”

“That’s right,” Violet said. “I was always the derpy girl too afraid to get into trouble to go to real parties and try things like beer and weed.”

“And now?” I asked.

“Okay, so… my roommate last year, her brother bought her some gummies. She knew I’d never tried some and I was having a really stressful day because I’d worked my ass off on a midterm only for the professor to get sick and have to reschedule.” Desi came into the kitchen now, listening and staying quiet as she took a seat at the breakfast bar. “So she told me, look, a gummy on a Friday night wasn’t going to affect me all through the weekend and it could help me relax. I made her promise not to let me do anything really stupid or crazy, and ate one.”

“What did you think?” I asked.

“You know, I didn’t hate it. I didn’t feel anything for a long while, then I realized I was talking way too much about this old rom-com I loved, and that started me giggling. I’m already pretty giggly and it felt like… mm… like my brain was fizzy.”

“That’s a good way to describe it,” I said.

“How about you?” Desi asked, drawing our attention. “Are you the stereotypical writer with a drug and drinking habit?”

“Desi,” Tiff said, her tone a little angry.

“That came off as more sarcastic than I meant.”

I rested a hand on my daughter’s arm to let her know it was okay. “No, not really. I mean, I like a drink and I’ll smoke a joint now and then if I’m wanting to feel mellow, but all that stuff about writers writing better drunk, it never really worked for me. My brain’s the best tool I have, and screwing that up seems pretty dumb.”

Desi nodded thoughtfully at that. “Sure. That makes sense.”

“You?” I asked.

“I like edibles but that stuff’s expensive.”

“True,” I said.

The girls and Jeff went to see a movie and do some shopping that afternoon. They invited me, but I felt like the old man trying to hang with the cool young folks, and begged off so I could work on my novel. There, in my office, I hid out, trying not to think about the two beautiful young women and failing, eventually giving in to my baser urges and stroking myself to thoughts of sweet, slightly ditzy Violet staring up at me with those big brown eyes as she stroked and sucked my cock. Desi I was cooler on, at least for the moment, but Violet was throwing me go-ahead signals the entire hour or two she was around the house, and I was eager to see where this was going.


Chapter 3

“Morning,” Violet said, coming into the informal dining nook adjoining the kitchen.

I half-turned, smiling. “Morning. Help yourself to some coffee.”

“Thanks. I need it. You ever sleep so good that you wind up more tired afterward than if you’d slept terribly?”

“Oh yeah. But I’m also glad to hear it.”

As she set about popping a K-cup into the Keurig, I pretty openly stared. But then again, I was meant to. A pair of lacy pajama shorts barely covered her luscious ass, and a matching spaghetti-strapped top showed off a tantalizing expanse of cleavage. She’d brushed out her hair but had yet to style it, and I liked the windblown look on her. It made me imagine her freshly fucked like that – again, definitely on purpose.

“So the bed was comfortable enough then?” I asked nonchalantly, trying not to bite the rim of my coffee mug as I brought it to my lips. Violet must have noticed me watching out of the corner of her eye, because the corner of her lip turned up in a knowing smirk.

“Very. And the comforter was so plush. Like a great big warm hug.” She turned to me. “Got any creamer?”

“Just the dry kind.” I started to tell her it was in the cabinet above the coffeemaker, but I had a wicked idea. If she was going to tease me, well, turnabout was fair play. I stood up. “Let me show you.”

Violet watched over her shoulder as I came to her. A smile dawned on her face as she realized what I was up to, the kind of smile that could drive a man to rabid heights of depravity or love. I slipped in behind her, my groin against her ass, and reached up for the cupboard’s door.

“Here,” I said softly into her ear.

She reached up and pressed her hand to mine while at the same time pressing her tight curvy butt back against me. “Here?”

“That’s right,” I said, my lips going to her neck. Violet was so fucking warm, an inferno, and I wanted to take her to my bed and let her keep me nice and toasty on that cool morning. Against her skin, I murmured, “I’ll get you the liquid creamer later.”

“Promise?’ she asked in a sing-songy voice that had me wanting to bend her over and fuck her.

“If you’re very good, you can have anything you want this week.” I opened the cabinet and pulled down the two bottles of dried creamer. “And Violet? Anything you don’t want, I’m okay with that too.”

She turned around in my arms, her eyes sparkling. “You heard Tiffany. There’s nothing I won’t try once.” Her hand slid down to my cock in my sweatpants. “And I’m very greedy.”

I kissed her. Those big brown eyes twinkled as our tongues met, our breath mingled, and our lips had conversations all their own. I slid a hand up the diaphanous fabric of her shorts, squeezing that tight bubbly ass, but before we could get up to too much more, I heard my daughter call, “Dad?” from the living room. She and Jeff planned to leave the night before, but they had a drink too many with dinner and made beds on the big sectional couch in the living room despite Violet and Desi trying to insist they should take one of the rooms instead.

“Fuck,” I grunted.

Violet giggled, and kissed me again. I backed away just in time as Tiffany came into the kitchen, bedraggled and looking a little hung over. I said, “So yeah, tell me anything else you might want, and I’ll do a little grocery shopping later.”

“I will. Thank you, Mr. Hewitt.”

Tiffany looked between us, then focused on Violet with a smirk. “Going in for the kill early? Looking good, babe.”

Violet looked down at herself, pretending to be shocked. “Oh my gosh, I am seriously underdressed, aren’t I?”

“Don’t change on my account,” I said, and my daughter cracked up.

* * *

Tiff and Jeff got a late start back home, opting to stick around for omelets and hashbrowns, and then taking another lazy hour grocery shopping with the three of us. Desi volunteered to pay for some of the groceries, but I overheard her the night before quietly trying to tell Tiff that she’d pay her back for some of the day’s purchases and the movie ticket, and my daughter telling her to not worry about it and just have fun this week. It made me pay more attention to little things about Desi, like the balding tires on her car and the frayed shoes she wore. Tiff hadn’t been lying when it came to her financial situation.

When we went grocery shopping, I paid attention to what Desi and Violet looked at for longer than a moment or two, especially Desi. Apples and grapes were easy enough to toss into the cart without giving anything away, but I had to devise a little bit of trickery and tell my daughter that I forgot a few things and they should go on ahead with the snacks they picked out for their road trip home. I went back and grabbed a few twelve packs of the flavored seltzer water, crackers, and good cheese I’d seen Desi eyeball as well as some cheese popcorn Violet had looked at. I expected them to wait for me outside, but standing by my cart still was a visibly upset Desi, shaking her head.

“I knew it, I knew you’d do that,” she said. “Mr. Hewitt, I never expected or wanted you to, to spoil me like this.”

“I know,” I said gently.

“Don’t be condescending. I don’t need your pity. I don’t want to feel like I owe you.”

The kindness I was trying to show her now felt more like a bear trap. “All right,” I said. “You can mow the lawn. That’ll make us square. Sound good?”

She looked at the groceries, then me, still heated but considering it. Finally she nodded. “Okay. Um… thanks. I don’t… I…” She sighed. “Thanks.”

I nodded, deposited the drinks and snacks on the conveyor belt, and started pulling out the things in the grocery cart to add to them. Desi helped, and when she pulled out the apples and grapes, she said quietly, “You got these because I looked at them, didn’t you?”

“Yeah.”

Her hand touched mine when she put them on the belt. “Thanks. I’m… sorry I acted like a bitch there. I don’t mean to sound ungrateful or… I just…”

I nodded again, and dug out my wallet to pay. The clerk gave us a commiserative, tired smile and I smiled back. When everything was bagged up and ready, I grabbed most the bags and the twelve-packs, but stopped before we left the store and joined the others. “Desi.”

“Yeah?”

“It’s not pity, and I’m not doing it because I expect anything in return. It’s who I am. It’s okay to have fun this week. I’m going to want to treat you both, and there’s no expectation there. And if that makes you uncomfortable, I get that. But you can let your guard down. I’m not going to make you do anything you don’t want to.”

She surprised me then, her eyes going liquid. She blinked away tears, and nodded. “Thank you.”

* * *

We saw Tiff and Jeff off in the parking lot and headed for home. Desi and Violet talked some more about their aspirations after college. I already knew Desi was a marketing major, and learned she planned to intern with a local company that summer.

“They’re nice people,” she said, “and they represent some really big clients, like Harpy General Hospital. I still haven’t made up my mind if I want to stay here in New Bainbridge forever, but it’s not like I have to decide right away. I can get some experience and figure out things somewhere down the line.”

“That’s smart,” I said agreeably. “What about you, Violet?”

“Oh, I love this city,” she said. “I’ll stay here if I can. And I should be able to. I worked for a little clinic in Berenger last summer as a receptionist and they want me back again next summer. But once I finish veterinary school, I’m hoping to land somewhere closer to the city. There’s not much there to do.”

“How much more school will you have after you get your undergraduate degree?” I asked.

“Four more years.”

“That’s not too bad. And hey, you’ll always find work,” I said.

“Yes! And I love animals, so it’s a win-win.”

To Desi, “What made you want to go into advertising?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “I thought I was going to go into economics or accounting, but one of my electives was taught by one of my marketing professors and he inspired me to check it out. I’m good with numbers but they kind of bored me, and this seemed more exciting. So here I am.”

They talked some about how they met and became friends, both of them living in the same dorm as Tiffany used to, who liked living in the same city as me but wanted her own space, which I completely understood. Tiffany was also liked the communal living aspect. I think if she could have lived in the dorms the rest of her life, she would have been happy.

We made it home, and while I wanted to continue fooling around with Violet like we’d started that morning, Desi wanted to get started on mowing, and so I showed her where I kept the riding lawnmower for the larger stretches of the yard and the push mower for the more crowded areas. She was okay with the push mower but had never used a riding one. I enjoyed teaching her. She was an aggressive learner, sometimes pushing too hard or growing too eager to try something without me having gone over it, but I didn’t have to tell her anything twice.

I kept an eye on Desi and did some other spring yardwork I’d been meaning to get around to, like raking the mess of leaves the snow could no longer hide and dragging out the hoses. Violet changed into a bikini and a pair of denim cutoffs that showed off both plenty of ass cheek and the tail of her bikini bottoms. I nakedly watched as she rubbed sunscreen all over her young, lithe body, grinning at me as she got all those hard-to-reach places with the kind of enthusiasm that made me wonder how flexible she was.

She loved teasing me. As we cleaned up the flowerbeds, Violet’s bikini would constantly slip down across her pink nipples, giving me a hell of a show that had me painfully hard. She’d pretend not to notice until I’d stare overly long, then she’d gasp and say something like, “Oops! Oh my gosh, did that slip free again?” or “Mr. Hewitt! You should have told me I was flashing you. Oh, this is so embarrassing!”

I was ready to drag her to the freshly-cut grass and pound the everloving fuck out of her. If it wasn’t for Desi cutting the grass and making me feel guilty by doing actual yardwork, I might have. As it was, we kept our hands to ourselves for the moment, Violet’s grin growing ever wider. There was only one time I couldn’t help myself, and that was when we were working along the side of the house while Desi was mowing the other side. Violet was on her knees, bent over and plucking weeds. I slipped my thumbs into the back of her shorts and pulled them down. She giggled sweetly, and wiggled her perfect round bubble butt back at me. Her bikini bottoms left little to the imagination, and I had to have a taste of that sweet, forbidden peach. I slipped the bottoms down, and she gasped as I brought her ass up higher so I could bury my mouth against her ripe pussy lips.

“Fuck,” I growled, tasting her wetness, then drawing my tongue all the way up to her little bleached asshole. The sound of the mower got louder, and I pulled her bottoms and shorts back up into place before giving her a hard little spank. “To be continued later,” I told her.

“Looking forward to it, Mr. Hewitt,” she said, her voice soft and dripping with honey.


Chapter 4

After dinner that night, Desi and Violet settled in to watch a reality TV show while I got in a workout. Since the living room was my usual workout spot, I took my dumbbells into the backyard instead after changing into a pair of swim trunks.

I prided myself on keeping fit well into my forties. Sure, I liked to eat, and I had a little layer of dad bod softness from it, but I put in real effort five times a week on keeping myself in even better shape than my twenties. Sometimes that was at the gym, but I enjoyed working out at home too.

I powered through a set of core exercises, spurred on by the pair of sexy young beauties in the house. For half the damn day, my dick went through a range of hardness, from half-chub to raging erections. I hadn’t yet had a chance to handle myself. I thought about knocking one out in the backyard but didn’t. I’d promised Violet we’d play later and I fully intended on it.

Only, she struck first. The rear doors opened, and out she came, moving towards me like a languid cat, her eyes drinking in my shirtless chest, the hard muscles and the downy dark hair there. I’d yet to start going gray, but I feared it wouldn’t be long.

“God, you are the hottest fucking dad,” she said, and I chuckled.

“And you two are the sexiest young things I’ve ever entertained,” I said as she came to me. I dropped the dumbbells beside me and gripped her arm to pull her in tight to me, my other hand going to her ass and squeezing. “I’m fucking this before the week is done,” I growled.

“I’ve never let a man do that,” she whispered, her cherubic cheeks blazing.

“No?” My hand snaked down the back of her shorts, teasing her little asshole with my middle finger. “Then tomorrow I’m buying you some toys and you’ll wear them this week to get ready for me.”

“Mmm, Mr. Hewitt…”

“You’ve been teasing me all day. Leaving my balls aching.” I tsked tsked. “I think it’s time for me to get you back.”

“Yeah?” she asked breathily.

I pulled my hand out of her shorts and gripped her shoulders, pushing Violet down to her knees. “Yeah.”

Her fingers hooked into the band of my shorts, but before she tugged them down, Violet asked. “Do you want her too?”

I didn’t hesitate. “Yeah. I do. Is that a problem?”

“Uh uh,” she said, grinning up at me. “I think it’s hot.” Then she slid the shorts down, and her eyes feasted on the length and size of me. I was pretty goddamn blessed in that regard. I kept myself clean-shaven, and she seemed to approve, pressing my cockhead against my belly with one slender hand while she gave me a long lick from the base of my nuts to my tip.

“Yummy,” Vuiket breathed, and began to lick me in earnest, lapping at my base, her big brown eyes bright and lathing onto mine with a twinkle in the fading light. It wasn’t long before I was grunting, loving the show she was putting on, her ass rocking back and forth with her excitement as she brought me such fucking taboo pleasure. Twenty-one. Jesus.

I reached down and slid one shoulder of her bikini top down, showing off those tits to me again. I wanted to bury my face in them, suck them, fuck them. I wanted to see Violet cup them as she rocked on top of me. I wanted to see them bounce as I fucked her. I wanted to see them dripping my come.

Violet sucked me into her delicate mouth, her lips wrapped wide around me as she determinedly took me deeper and deeper. Her jaw stretched wide as she took inch after inch of me, her breathing coming hard through her mouth.

“Put that tongue back to work on the bottom,” I growled. She moaned as best she could and slid her tongue against my base. There wasn’t much room for her to work, but she tried her best for me. Fuck, she was so eager to please me, and that in itself was hot as hell.

“That’s it, take that fucking dick,” I grunted, sliding deeper, deeper still, making her eyes water and her breath come even harder through her nose. “Fuck, Violet, that’s a good little cocksucker.”

She pulled back and drove down even further on me. My hands went to her head and I brushed the hair out of her eyes, grabbing fistfuls of it as I began to use her, my hips rocking to meet her hungry mouth. She took me deeper yet, my cock hitting the back of her throat and making her gag.

“Urk! Urk!”

“So close to taking every inch of me. You can do it. You can take me down that pretty little throat.”

A look of determination crossed Violet’s eyes. She pulled back, drew a deep breath, then shoved down my length, my cockhead hitting the back of her throat again… then sliding deeper still. Her throat bulged with me, her hands going to my ass, squeezing, tears from a lack of oxygen rolling down her cheeks. Her throat worked, then she came off me with a gasp.

“Oh my God!” Desi shouted from the door into the house.

Violet gave her a casual, almost dismissive look over her shoulder. “Ignore her, baby,” I said. “Suck that cock. It’s your world now. What you were made for.”

“Yesss,” Violet whimpered, and drove down my length again and again. The back door slammed as Desi went back inside. I’d deal with her later. Right now, my balls were churning, and I was close, so goddamn close.

I knew what Violet could take now and I gave it to her, pumping into her mouth, hitting the back of her throat, fucking her face. She stared up at me, worship in those sweet twenty-one-year-old eyes. I was close, right fucking there, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw a figure peeking out my open office window. Desi, watching her college bestie deepthroat me, a man twice their age.

“Coming, baby,” I growled loud enough for our audience. “Close those eyes.”

Violet did, grinning, as I pulled out of her mouth and jacked myself off on her face. Rope after rope of me painted her forehead, her cheeks, her tits. She ran her fingers through it and sucked it down.

I helped her to her feet and pulled her to a patio lounge chair close to the house. Most the windows were open, and I wanted Desi to hear it when I made Violet come. Gripping her ass, I said, “On your hands and knees,” and she gave me a breathy, “Yes, Mr. Hewitt.”

“I should tell you to call me by my first name, but fuck it, that’s hotter.”

She giggled and got on her hands and knees for me. I undid her shorts, and pulled them and her bikini bottoms down her legs. The muscles of her thighs drew my eyes as she stretched out first one leg, then the other to get rid of the material.

“Fuck, I love this ass,” I growled, and I dove in, taking the meal I’d only had a taste of earlier. I ate Violet like a man possessed, sloppy deep thrusts of my tongue. I wanted to fuck her but I wanted Desi to be there when I did, so she would see what was in store for her too – load after load after load of my fresh, hot come, deposited inside their tender young cunts.

Violet rocked back against me, gasping and moaning. “Oh, oh Mr. Hewitt, mmm…”

I lapped up her wetness. She tasted like sweat and soap, and her thighs still smelled of the banana-scented lotion or sunscreen she’d been using. I loved it, but I wanted a taste of something else too. I spread her tight round ass cheeks and dragged my tongue slowly up her soft, delicate flesh until I reached her bleached little asshole. Her head whipped up as I tongued it and she cried out, “Oh! Oh, Mr. Hewitt! That’s so dirty!”

I saw movement at the window again and heard Desi gasp. It made me want to grin. Instead, I focused on the young woman in front of me, her pleasure, her body. I wasn’t going to be satisfied until I’d made her come over and over again, so I brought my mouth back down to her tasty ripe cunt and devoured her again. She slammed back against me, one of her hands going between her legs and playing with her clit.

“Mr. Hewitt, ohhh, Mr. Hewitt, ahhhh, that feels so good, tongue… feels… so good inside me… oh, oh God, oh fuck.”

What I loved nearly as much as the taste of Violet and her pleasure was the simple feel of her, tight and so fucking ripe. Everything was taut with youth, her body as yet unblemished by age. I wanted to run my hands over every inch of her, then utterly destroy that tight little body. I wanted to drive my come inside her every hole, stretch her pussy, gape her asshole. I wanted to get it on camera when I made her throat bulge again. I wanted her dainty feet coated in my come, I wanted her thighs wrapped around my cock, I wanted to jack off into her lovely brunette hair. I wanted to defile the temple of her youth.

But not yet. When I took her, I would take her with Desi too. And the thought left me grinning.

She came so easily for me. Her cries at first might have been played up for Desi’s benefit but no longer. When she wailed, “Mr. Hewitt!” and quivered against me, it was real. I shot up her body, my cock in one hand, my other hand going to her cunt. I slipped my middle finger into her tight wet pussy and she shook even harder, throwing her ass back at me, head twisting to watch me with wide, delighted eyes.

“This is going to be my cock soon,” I said, jacking my finger in and out of her, making her spatter wetness against the slats of the lounge chair and the concrete below. I heard a soft mewling from inside, and added, “You too, Desi.”

“Oh fuck,” Desi whimpered.

“Did you think I just wanted Violet? Say no and I back off, but otherwise, you’re mine this week.”

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” Violet cried out. I added a second finger and pumped even harder, my fingers whipping in and out of her as she rocked back frantically against me. I held out the hand that had been wrapped around my cock to her face. “Spit in my palm.”

She did, once, twice, three times, and I wrapped the hand back around my cock again while I continued to drive my fingers into her. This time, I didn’t stop until she was shaking from head to toe, the pleasure overwhelming her again. “Fuck, oh God, Desi, he’s making me c-come so hard, oh, ohhhhh!”

She came, and when she did, there was a splash of wetness. She squirted. It drove me rabid, and I withdrew my hand, slapping my cock against her pussy. Christ, I wanted to fuck her in that moment, to drive my dick inside her and release, to fill her up, whether she was on the pill or not. Instead, I grunted and came all over her back, shots arcing up nearly to her shoulder blades. She felt it and giggled.

“He came so much again for me, Desi, came all over my back and my butt. Take a look.”

Desi did, coming to the window and whimpering, “Oh, oh wow.”

I really had painted Violet again, my come streaks all over her back and ass. I ran a thumb through some of it and went to the window. I reached inside, and told Desi simply, “Taste it.”

She came to me, and I saw her shorts were undone. A hint of her panties peeked out, and I wondered if she’d come too. If she hadn’t, I’d take care of that soon enough. But not that night. I was going to drive her wild first, make her beg for it.

And as she sucked my come off my fingers, I knew it wasn’t going to take very long at all.


Chapter 5

In the morning, I got in thirty laps in the pool, working off some of my sexual energy. The girls, being college students, still weren’t awake even after that, so I showered and decided to do a little ninja work.

Desi left her purse and her keys on a console table by her bedroom. I grabbed her keys and headed out into the brilliant morning sun. We had a light drizzle sometime during the night and everything smelled and felt fresh and oh so green. Or maybe that was just my mood. I had two gorgeous young women craving my dick, and that, ladies and gentlemen, will make any forty-year-old guy feel like breaking out into song and dance.

Desi’s car was filthy in the way that all college students’ cars seem to be filthy. Fast food bags and wrappers, napkins stuffed into every crevice, receipts littering the floorboard like confetti. I didn’t want her to catch me in the act so I drove to a gas station and cleaned out the sedan there, keeping all her receipts and anything that looked important, bundling it all together in an empty mesh sack hanging from the back of the passenger’s seat. While I did that, I called around and found a mechanic who could change the tires and check the oil that morning. I drove there, sure at any moment the bald tires underneath me would explode, but I made it safely and without incident.

The mechanic eyed the car with the same skepticism I felt about driving it. While he worked on the rolling deathtrap, I took a walk to a diner he recommended nearby. It was a little run-down and the employees looked exhausted, but it smelled fantastic, so I took a seat in a booth by a window and settled in. There, I sat sipping coffee and eating my weight in bacon and waffles. The place wasn’t busy and a far sight more comfortable than the mechanic’s, so I worked on my novel on my phone.

My waitress came by eventually, curious as to what I was doing. “Looks like you’re having one intense conversation,” she said.

“No ma’am. Well, kind of. I’m a writer. Just killing some time working on my next one while I wait for the mechanic.”

“No kidding? A writer?”

I smiled and dug out my wallet. I had business cards made up with some of my book covers on them. I showed her, and duly impressed, she said she’d have to check me out online. She was starting to get glares from some of her other tables when I got a call from Desi.

“Um, Mr. Hewitt, where’s my car?”

“Oh, yeah, mine’s out of commission. It needs spark plugs. Hope you don’t mind me borrowing yours for a few errands.”

“Why do I have the feeling you’re lying?”

“Me? Lie? I’m hurt.”

“What are you really doing?”

“Eating breakfast. Waffles and bacon. Good stuff.”

She sighed. “I was hoping we could talk about yesterday.”

I ditched the bullshit and the jokes. “Hey, Desi, listen. I meant what I said last night. Anything you don’t want to do, we don’t do.”

“You really mean that, don’t you?”

“Yes. And if I’ve made things too uncomfortable, I’ll put you up in a hotel for a week.”

“No, I… I just wanted you to know, it’s okay.”

“What’s okay?”

She was quiet a moment, and when she spoke again, her voice was lower and thicker. “If you like her more than me. I get it. Violet’s so perky and beautiful and sexy. And I’m Ms. Grumpy. I don’t want to be. I really don’t. But I know that’s how I come across.”

I smiled to myself. “I promise you, I want both of you.” My waitress, who had picked that moment to come back by, gave me another speculative look. “I’ll have your car back soon, and we’ll talk.”

“Okay. I just… I guess what I want more than anything is for Violet to be happy. She deserves that. And I know she’s already crazy about you.”

“You have a thing for her.”

“I… yes. But we’ve never done anything. So just… if it’s just you she wants, be good to her. Okay? I need to go.”

“I’ll have your car back soon.”

And I intended to, but I still had a couple more stops to make. The mechanic called me shortly thereafter, the car having successfully not blown up. He would have been done a lot sooner but he ended up doing an alignment. I was irritated he hadn’t called me about it first, but I agreed that it needed to be done. The car didn’t exactly purr when I pulled out onto the street, but the Grim Reaper wasn’t sitting over my shoulder any longer.

After I filled it with gas and took it through a car wash, my next stop was an adult store deep downtown. I felt wildly out of place there, and had no idea where to begin my search for butt plugs. The clerk, a young Goth guy with a chain from his ear to his nose, showed me to the right part of the store, and told me with a voice he tried to make husky that they also sold paddles and floggers for even more anal fun. I told him I was flattered but played for the other team, and he sighed theatrically and said, “Your loss.”

The plugs came in boxes of three, with sizes ranging from “aw, that’s cute” to “holy shit, how can an asshole take that?” Both my new girlfriends would need the latter, but would have to work up to it that week. I also bought lube and stopped at a grocery store for wipes.

When I came home, it was to the smell of chocolate chip heaven. Violet and Desi were in the kitchen, music playing from one of their phones. Violet was washing a mixing bowl, while Desi was scooping out spoonfuls of chocolate chip cookie dough onto a cookie sheet. Next to her on a plate were a dozen freshly baked cookies.

They didn’t notice me at first, but when Desi looked up, her smile was shy and gorgeous, heartwarming and heartbreaking all at once. The last time a woman was in my kitchen making cookies, it was my wife. For just a moment, I thought I heard Annie’s gentle laugh. Yeah, she’d get a kick out of this, her widower husband falling just a tiny bit in love with his college-aged houseguests for making cookies.

“Those look and smell amazing,” I said.

“We wanted to do something nice for you,” Desi said.

“It was all her idea,” Violet said. “I can’t cook.”

I came to Desi. She looked up at me, her eyes going a little dazed as I nestled a finger under her delicate chin. “Is that true?” I asked, my voice a low growl.

“She… she helped, she measured and…”

I kissed her. She trembled like a leaf on a windy day in the fall, but I held the kiss and ran my hands up her arms to her face, cupping it. “Thank you,” I said. “This is the best surprise I’ve had in a long time.”

Then I went to Violet, and I roped my arms around her and kissed the side of her neck. She twisted her head, and I kissed her lips. “Could you take over cookie baking duty for a minute?”

“Jus a minute? Aw, I think you should sneak her away for an hour or two and show her what you can do with that tongue.”

“Violet!” Desi said.

I kissed Violet’s neck again, and turned to Desi. She followed me out of the kitchen and to the front door. We went out into the sunshine, and she saw the new tires on the sedan. She gasped, and I turned to her.

“I wanted to get this done now so that it didn’t feel like a payment or a reward for anything we might get up to this week. I said it before and I’ll say it again. I want you and Violet both, but I don’t want to push you towards anything. This, taking care of you like this, it’s just a friend looking out for you. There are no expectations for it.”

Desi took my hand. I brought hers up to my lips and kissed it gently. She gave me a faraway look, then pulled me down the sidewalk towards the car. But instead of getting in, she let me go to lean against the hood, her arms crossing under her breasts. I took a spot next to her, letting her gather her thoughts before she spoke.

“My parents are really good people. They try so hard. Mom got pregnant with my oldest brother at fifteen or sixteen, and she never really had a chance to do anything with her life. She works at a grocery store. My dad refills vending machines. That’s what he’s done the last ten years.” She sniffed and brushed at her eyes. “I’m not saying that because I’m embarrassed. I just… they’ve worked so hard all their life for so little. All they ever wanted is for me and my brothers to go to college because they think so highly of it. To them, it’s the promised land, you know? If I graduate college, maybe I can do something with my life they couldn’t. I try, Mr. Hewitt. I’m not them. I don’t do the ten or twelve-hour days, but I do try. I get As. It’s not easy, but I do. I have a part-time job during the summer and I do a work-and-learn program during the school year. I try so hard not to rely on anyone, especially not them. So… it’s hard for me to see this and just accept it.”

I thought about that. “I think you’re wrong about one thing.”

“What?”

“I don’t think it’s college they worship. I think they see the potential in you.”

She leaned her head against my shoulder, and I wrapped my arm around her. “Thank you,” she whispered.

“You’re welcome.”

“Do you want a cookie? I make really, really good cookies. Maybe I should be a baker, not work in marketing.”

“I would love a cookie. You’re the first woman to make them for me since my wife died. That’s special to me.”

“Really?” she asked as I let her go and we started towards the door.

“Yep. Well… my mom makes them around the holidays, and every once in a while there are some church ladies who come by with plates of them, kind of a bribe to come to Jesus.”

“Does it work? I could probably be convinced to go to church for really good lemon bars.”

“Hasn’t yet, but I have proposed my undying love to them for their buckeyes.”

“Who could blame you, really?”

And with that, she surprised me one more time. She grabbed my arm and stopped me, darting up for a long, wide-eyed kiss that was as scared as it was excited. So taken by surprise, I nearly didn’t respond, but then I pulled her to me and tried it again, kissing my Desi good and long, smiling when she moaned for me.

“Your lips taste like maple syrup,” she whispered. “Yum.”

“And I can’t wait to find out what your lips taste like.”

“You just… oh. Ohhhh. Old dirty man.”

“The oldest and the dirtiest.”

“Do me a favor?”

“Hm?”

She took my hand again and squeezed. “Don’t tell either one of us again that we can back out of tis. We want you. I thought you’d want to be with her because she’s… well, she’s amazing. But I’m glad it’s both of us.”

I squeezed her hand back. “Been a while since I’ve done this with a woman too. Holding her hand. So promise me I get to do a lot of that this week, and I’ll let you both go back to college a happy man.”

“Deal.”


Chapter 6

I sat at the kitchen table and Desi brought me a trio of cookies on a saucer along with a glass of milk. She smiled shyly and looked down and away from me. I gripped her arm and said quietly, “Don’t look away.”

Her gaze swung back towards me. I pushed the chair back from the table and pulled her onto my lap. She roped an arm around my back, staring into my eyes. I kissed her, and she kissed me back, gentle, sweet, a message being delivered.

Don’t hurt my heart.

But her seriousness didn’t last long. She picked up one of the cookies and brought it to my lips. I bit into it. It was perfection, soft, chewy, exploding with chocolate. “That is a fantastic cookie,” I said.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

She smiled to herself. In the kitchen, Violet came around the breakfast bar and leaned against it, watching us with keen interest as Desi fed me another bite of the cookie, chasing it with the cup of milk. Her ass rubbed against my groin. I was wearing jeans, but I swear to you, I could feel the heat of her through them and her itty-bitty pair of athletic dolphin shorts.

I reached around her and cupped one of her small tits in her blouse. “Mr. Hewitt,” she moaned, and yet again I was reminded why I had yet to tell them to call me Walt.

“Should I leave you two alone?” Violet asked. Her voice was husky, and she was laser-focused on my hand on Desi’s breast.

“No,” Desi and I said as one. I added, “Watch us the way she watched you and me.”

“Fuck,” Desi moaned.

“Do you like that idea?” I asked.

“Uh huh.”

“Like your bestie watching me touch you?”

“Yesss.”

“Turn you on? Tease you?” I slid the hand on her breast under her top and brought it up to her breast again through her lacy bra. “I’m not going to fuck you yet, Desi. You or Violet. But I bought some toys today for the both of you. Toys I will expect my obedient young lovers to wear for me this week. Is that understood?”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

I groped her tit and squeezed. “That’s very good.”

She ground harder on me, her hands going to her blouse and working the buttons as she rocked. Violet slid her own shorts down her thighs, her hand going to her bikini briefs and in. I smiled at her and winked over Desi’s shoulder, and she winked back.

Desi dropped her blouse and I stared down at her perky handfuls in her cute little black bra. I shed her of that too, and my eyes roved past the glass of milk on the table and then back to it. I positioned Desi until she was straddling me, her breasts at face level. She tossed back her brunette hair and I grabbed the glass of milk from behind her. She looked over her shoulder, and I said, “I had my cookie. Now it’s time for milk.”

I tipped the glass over her breasts, letting just a cold trickle fall. She gasped at the sensation, her small brown nipples peaking almost immediately. I buried my mouth against them, lapping at the milk, though little of it actually made its way into my mouth. Most if it simply coated her, or drizzled down to the floor.

“Fuck,” Violet whimpered behind my lover. She came around the table, pulling out the chair beside me and angling it so she could watch up close and personal. I thought they might kiss then, but not yet. They were still too shy around each other for that. I enjoyed them stretching it out like that, knowing when they did come together, it was going to lead to the week’s biggest fireworks.

The milk must have been cold against Desi’s skin but she rocked on top of me, dry-fucking me with sharp rolls of her slender hips. I was hard as stone by that point and she ground against my length, gasping as I sucked her nipple into my mouth. I put aside the milk and gripped her ass, meeting her hips with my own, fucking up at her as she rode out her pleasure.

“Mr. Hewitt, oh, oh God…”

“Suck her boobs, oh, that’s hot,” Violet breathed. She slid lower on her chair, legs spread wide. I could just make out her mound as her fingers worked, making such lewd wet noises within herself. Her eyes were dazed and delighted, her trembling free hand reaching out towards her best friend. Desi took it, and they stared at each other, Violet’s sweet small lips hanging open as she rocked in tandem to Desi grinding on me.

“Told him… it should be you… he’s with,” Desi whimpered.

“Nuh uh. I want to share with you.”

“Our friend’s dad,” Desi said.

Violet giggled that vapid, ditzy giggle she got when she was wildly turned on. “Uh huh. Our friend’s hot dad… mmm… and his big dick.”

“Going to fuck us… going to fuck both of us… oh, oh Violet, I’m close… it’s so embarrassing…”

Violet shook her head emphatically. “You’re beautiful, you’re so sexy like this, wild and riding our man…”

“Our man. Our… man… oh, oh, our man, our… maaaaaa-aaaan!” Desi cried out.

She came on top of me. I shoved aside the cookies and the nearly empty glass of milk, the glass tipping over and spilling what little was left across the table until the glass came to rest against the napkin holder at the center of the table. I picked Desi up and laid her out on the table, her legs spreading wide for me instinctually. I yanked down her shorts, leaving her in nothing at all. Her pussy lips were non-existent, her folds wet and glistening when I dropped like a stone to consume her with my lips, my tongue.

“Oh, oh, God, Mr. Hewitt!” she cried out.

I said nothing at all. I was gone to my need for her pleasure, my tongue and fingers all over her. I shoved my middle finger into Desi, tight, so fucking tight, and I lapped at her small clit. She clapped her thighs against me, rocking and jerking up and down as though I were electrocuting her, but it was her pleasure coming fast and hard.

Beside us, Violet sat on the table too, fingering herself to the pace I was fingering Desi. She clutched at her best friend’s hand, whimpering, “Desi, so sexy, oh my God, you’re so beautiful, I love watching you with him, watching your beautiful face.”

“Vio-let…” Desi keened.

I pulled away just long enough to growl, “On your back too.”

Violet dropped, wiggling her bare butt against the wood grain. She and Desi locked eyes as I reached over and drove two fingers into Violet, fucking them with a seesaw rhythm, first one, then the other. They rocked to it, their eyes holding whole conversations, but they still were shy, still held off on what they both so obviously wanted.

Desi came first, and it wasn’t my name she eked out, but Violet’s. Violet shivered at that, her pleasure right there too, and she joined in soon with a cry of her own. “Desi, oh, Desi!”

I stood upright, twisting my hands inside them and fucking them with my fingers as my lips drew back in what my wife used to call my sex sneer. She said when I was in a mood, I looked both angry and cocky, though I was anything but angry with my two young lovers. The sight of them letting go of themselves, freeing their hearts and minds for whatever they wanted this week was so fucking sexy.

I hammered my fingers into their tight young cunts, their wetness spattering the table. Violet was resting in a long streak of the milk and never seemed to notice, cooing to Desi wordlessly, like a songbird calling to its mate. I don’t know why the splash of white underneath her turned me on so much, but I roared, “Fuck!” and leaned down to kiss her, never realizing my lips were still wet with Desi’s pussy juices until this was done. Violet didn’t care, though. She clutched my face, thrusting her tongue into my mouth, hips rocking, coming again with a delighted squeal and a giggle.

I turned my attention back to Desi and locked lips with her before leaning down further and sucking one of her tits into my mouth. She gripped the back of my head, moaning, “Mr. Hewitt, oh, oh fuck, you’re going to make me come again.”

The words incensed me and my plan to hold off on fucking them fled my mind. I pulled my fingers out of Violet and worked the button on my jeans, then the zipper. My cock flopped out, and Desi clutched at my head as I gripped myself, preparing to slide up her body and shove my dick home inside her warm, wet folds, to pump my come into her, protection be damned.

But as I started to pull my fingers out of her to replace them with my cock, the oven timer went off. “Fuck!” I roared, conscious thought slamming back into place. She still had a year and change left of college. A baby would be crazy. It would wreck her future. I brought myself back from the point of no return and spat into my palm, jacking myself until she slid off the table, dropping to her knees and staring up at me with those haughty eyes as she took me in her mouth. She swallowed me down, taking me nearly to the goddamn root on her very first go, gagging on me and coughing when she came back off, but just as eager to slam her face down my length again. And again. And again. I was barely cognizant of Violet hurrying off the table and running to the oven as I gripped the back of Desi’s head, pounding into her mouth, fucking her delicate young face, eyes wild and dark with desire. My muscles surged, my hips and ass flexing as I fought not to pummel her mouth. I hit the back of her throat, went deeper still, choked her with my dick… and she loved it, grinning around me as best she could even as tears from need of oxygen formed in her eyes. I pulled out of her and she eagerly wrapped her hands around my cock, stroking me as Violet rejoined us, watching open-mouthed as I began to come all over Desi’s face, a fucking flood of come that left her dripping me.

“Vio-let…” she whimpered, her throat hoarse and her eyes still closed. And Violet was there, dropping beside her, scooping up the come, whispering little things to her. “Sexy, so sexy, oh Desi, you took him so good…” She fed Desi first, then Desi swiped her fingers through what was left and gave it to her best friend, Violet sucking down the two fingers while they stared into each other’s eyes. They might have kissed then if I hadn’t said something. I didn’t mean to. It was an internal thought that slipped through the floodgates.

“I gotta remember to buy condoms.”

Desi looked up at me, smirking. “Are you clean?”

“Yeah, I thought this might happen and I got tested. You two?”

They looked at each other and Violet giggled. Desi said, “We thought it might too. So we got tested.”

“And we’re on the pill,” Violet said. “So come in us anytime you want, Mr. Hewitt.”


Chapter 7

The pair slept most of that afternoon. We hadn’t technically fucked but I had exhausted them nonetheless. I spent the time working, losing myself in a post-orgasmic haze that helped me concentrate for the first time in a few days, and I pounded out the words.

At some point, I looked up, and it was nearing dark outside. My back was stiff, and my mug of tea was long forgotten about. I saved my work-in-progress, shut everything down, and emerged to a lit living room. Violet was standing in front of a row of pictures by the stairs, studying them with a sad, lost look in her eyes. I set the mug of tea down and came to her, wrapping my arms around her from behind and nuzzling her neck.

“Your wife was very beautiful,” she said as she melted back against me.

“She was.”

“What was her name? Tiffany told me but I’m sorry, I’ve forgotten.”

“It’s all right. Annie.”

“Would you tell me about her?”

I thought for a moment. “She was always amused by everything. She was smart, but maybe more importantly, she was observant. She watched the world like someone watching children play. People confused her for kind, which she could be, if she liked you, and she did like most people. But if she didn’t like you, she was fast with her comebacks and little snipes, like a viper. She was something else at parties.”

Violet smiled at that. “And here at home?”

“Here, she was… hm. She could let herself go and float. The girls gave her a focus but when it was just the two of us, she would lose herself in gardening or reading by the big window. That’s how I almost always imagine her, on the big old couch we used to have by the window, her legs tucked up under her, reading. And when it came to the girls, there was no one who loved them more. She was their protector, their teacher, their friend. They were young yet, and that might have changed when they got older, but I don’t think so. At least that’s not how I imagine it.”

“Did you two always plan on two kids?”

I drew a deep breath, remembering Annie’s tears and long, lonesome nights when our old rental felt like a ghost was wandering through it. “After Tiffany, she suffered from postpartum depression. It got pretty bad. She couldn’t sleep, lost a lot of weight, she’d sometimes lose herself for a little while. Eventually she came out the other end, and she used that pain to become an even better mom, but we agreed to go through that again was unfair to her, so she got a tubal ligation.”

“That’s so sad.”

“Mm.”

“Did you want more kids?”

I smiled and kissed her neck. “Still do, someday. You?”

“More than anything. I have four brothers and sisters and I want that someday. A house full of kids and noise and love.”

“Yeah?” I murmured in her ear, squeezing one of her breasts. I wasn’t sure when I’d moved my hand there, but I had. I realized too we had an audience. Desi was standing in the hallway, her hair sleep-tangled and her eyes half-lidded.

“Come on,” I said to them. “To the bathroom with the both of you. It’s time I showed you your new toys.”

“Will this hurt?” Violet asked.

I kissed her neck again, and let go of her tit reluctantly. “If it does, baby, we stop. I promise. I would never do anything to hurt you, and if it’s too uncomfortable or too painful, you tell me and we won’t do it. I won’t be angry or even put out. I am all about your pleasure and your fun this week.”

“Like doing us up the butt won’t be fun for you too,” Desi said, and I laughed.

“Yeah, well…”

I guided them into the bathroom and tugged down Desi’s sleep shorts and Violet’s pajama bottoms. They stood side-by-side, holding each other’s hands as I lubed up the smallest two toys from the sets I bought them. Desi was more relaxed, Violet clenching her cheeks together until I rubbed her shoulders and reminded her gently if she didn’t want to try this, all she had to say was no. I thought she might, but Desi offered to go first, to see how she liked it, and that seemed to relieve Violet.

She watched with an open mouth as I slid the butt plug home into Desi’s tight little ass. Desi let out a little coo, and Violet asked with guarded interest, “Does it feel good?”

“It feels… different. Like I’m full. I think it would feel really good if I was playing with myself or if Mr. Hewitt was fucking me.”

“Do you want to try?” I asked Violet.

She hesitated, then nodded, blushing. She stuck out her wonderful bubble butt and I brought the plug to her entrance. She tensed, and I murmured, “Relax, baby, you got this.” She did, closing her eyes, and let out a little, “Ooh,” when I slid the butt plug into her. Her eyes opened, and she said, “Oh! That’s not bad at all!”

“Not stretching you too wide?” I asked.

“Uh uh. It feels good. Like Desi said… different, but good.”

“Good.”

* * *

One of the things Tiffany clued me in about my two houseguests well before spring break was that they hadn’t done much outdoorsy things there in the city, which was criminal considering how many lakes we had and how close we were to the Harpy Mountains. She also told me one of the things Violet really wanted to try was kayaking, no doubt influenced by my daughter, who loved kayaking from an early age. Karla too, and I still owned their kayaks, paddles, and life vests.

I got the kayaks down off the garage walls the next morning, and had already made arrangements to use a friend’s lakeside house and its dock in exchange for a six-pack of his favorite beer. I figured that was a pretty good deal, although it offended my manly sensibilities to be buying berry-flavored beer even if it was for someone else.

The girls didn’t know about any of this, and when they got up and going the next day, I sprang it on them. Violet gasped, “Tiffany told you, didn’t she?”

I couldn’t help a grin. “Yeah. She gave me some ideas as to what you two might want to do this week. Obviously I can’t buy you new tires and have your alignment done, but I can make sure you have some fun and do some spring break things. I know it’s not a beach in Mexico or Miami, but…”

Her face took on a severe cast. “Mr. Hewitt, I don’t want a beach. I love being here with you and Desi. This has already been the best spring break yet.”

“I agree,” Desi said.

“Still, you’re young. You should be with your friends, making crazy decisions and drinking way too many fruity drinks.”

“We want to be with you,” Violet said, and Desi nodded. “So stop with that. And you don’t need to entertain us or spend money on us or anything. We’d be just as happy sitting around the house.”

Well, I wasn’t going to let that happen, so I told them to grab jackets and something warm to change into in case they got dunked. They hurried to it, but Violet stopped just shy of the stairs, looking back at me with a naughty grin and sliding her shorts down to show me the plug in her ass. And it wasn’t the small one, either. She’d jumped to the middle-sized of the three, and wiggled her butt back and forth at me.

“Fuck,” I moaned.

She giggled and raced away.

With a stop at a grocery store for cold fried chicken, coleslaw, chips, and wine for our lunch later, we drove to my friend’s place. Rhys was gone for the week. He had his kids for their own spring break, and was flying with them down to California for an amusement park run of epic proportions. I was kind of jealous.

This was not my first time staying at his place. I went there sometimes to get away from the city and write, and I knew where he kept his spare key. We let ourselves inside, and once I stowed away lunch, I put Violet into a kayak for the first time, looking cuter than hell in a lifejacket a size too big for her.

If you can swim, you can use an oar. It’s the same principle, pulling yourself through the water rather than splashing at it. In that regard, both Violet and Desi were naturals, as they were already good swimmers and understood the concepts easily. The kayaks only seated one person, so I went out with one of them at a time on their first runs, staying close in case they tipped, but they had much better balance and poise than me my first few times doing this, and cut through the water like old pros. It didn’t hurt that the lake was calm that day, the breeze at most ruffling the water’s edges but never getting worse than that. I felt confident Violet and Desi could go out on their own, and watched from the dock, eating chips and enjoying the sunshine. It wasn’t so warm that they could do without the jackets, but I’d definitely seen it a hell of a lot colder that time of the year.

The one thing about kayaking is that it can be tiring, especially if you’re not used to working those muscles. After a couple hours, Desi and Violet and I were sitting under the shade of one of Rhys’s big oaks, sprawled out on a blanket and listening to country music drifting from across the lake. Violet rested her head on my lap and soon fell into a doze. Desi dug out her phone and started reading. When I asked what, she blushed and held out her phone shyly. It was the first in my big thriller series.

Wrinkling my nose but feeling strangely proud, I said, “Damn, that looks boring. Don’t you have anything better to do with your time?”

“It’s really good. I’m supposed to ask you to sign something for my dad. He’s a big fan, especially after the TV show.”

“I’ll put together a little something for him. I’ve got some old promotional stuff and some advanced reader copies of my next book. Will that work?”

“He’ll love that. Thanks. I thought it might be embarrassing to ask, but now I get why he’s a fan. I watched some of the TV show but it’s pretty different.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I didn’t have much to do with it but I liked most the changes they made.”

“How involved were you with that?”

“Not very, other than some promotional stuff. I don’t know where to start when it comes to screenplays or TV shows or that sort of thing.”

She set aside her phone. “Tiff said you got to visit the set?”

“We all did, yeah. Very surreal. Donovan Kriss, asking me for advice on how to play Cameron, and I’m just standing there starstruck, like, dude, you’re Donovan frickin’ Kriss, you’re the expert here, I’m just some asshole.”

She giggled at that. “That must have been crazy. Tiffany said it was really fun getting to fly down and see the show being made.”

“Yeah, it was a good time. Her, Karla, me. They shot it down in New Orleans, mostly, and we’d never been there. So we were doing the tourist thing, you know, Bourbon Street and all that.”

Her eyes twinkled and I knew what she was about to say next. “And she says you seemed to hit it off nicely with Laurel Watkins.”

Yup, there it was. I thought about my three-night fling with the lead actress of the TV show and smiled. “Laurel’s great. And that’s all I’ll say about that.”

“All right, all right, I won’t pry. But nice pull, old-timer.”

“What about you? I’d have thought guys would be waiting by my front door for a date with you.”

“Ah, well… I was dating a guy. Reilly.”

“Reilly’s an asshole,” Violet murmured, her eyes still closed.

“Which I should have seen, but I didn’t. I thought we really had something, but he cheated on me with a half-dozen other girls. Then he hit on Violet and I know she wouldn’t lie to me about that. It wrecked some of my friendships. Other girls told me he came onto them and I wanted to believe so much they were lying to me. I was stupid.”

Violet sat upright and rested her hands behind her, thrusting her boobs out. “He was good at acting like a nice guy. It’s not your fault.”

“What about you, Violet? Any boyfriends I’ll have to fight off?”

“Not for a while now. I had a boyfriend my first couple years here but he graduated and we kinda realized it was time to move on. This year I’ve just been having fun. And when Tiffany said we should stay here for spring break, I thought… well, if there’s a chance…”

“You mean you’ve been planning on sullying my honor? I am shocked, young lady.”

“You’re loving having your honor sullied and you know it,” Desi said.

“Yeah,” I said.

They went back out on the water soon after that, taking a couple lazy laps halfway down the lake and back. I watched them, thinking about that trip down to New Orleans. It was a couple  years after Annie died, and it was maybe the first time since that my daughters and I did something that felt… okay. Where my good cheer wasn’t forced, and where they didn’t try to put on a brave face for me. Karla was cranky, her natural state, and Tiffany was Tiffany and tried to get away with murder because she was a daddy’s girl. Laurel and I hit it off when I visited the set, especially when I caught her between scenes reading a fantasy novel. It was a complete, obvious honeytrap, and I sprang it gleefully, because she was breathtakingly gorgeous, and I was a man finally coming back to the world after the agony of losing someone I expected to be together with until I was old and decrepit. It was a good week. We promised each other no drama. She had her career, I had my life in New Bainbridge. We met up a couple times beyond that, when one of us was traveling, but nothing came of it but good memories.

I watched my young lovers paddle through the water and I made a silent wish for them. Whatever came, whoever they wound up with – and I suspected that would be each other – I wanted them to be okay too. I wanted them to have the kind of love that makes them hear their wife’s voice in odd moments out of time. I wanted them to have the experience of knowing their lover’s hand was on their shoulder on a dock in need of repainting, even if she wasn’t there.

And as I watched them come back towards me, laughing about something, I realized something. Something very big, but which I held close to my heart like it was very small, a thing needing to be nurtured and nourished lest it fly away from me and I was left without the emotion again.

I was, for the first time in a very, very long time, in love again.


Chapter 8

“All right, lick, drink, suck. Lick, drink, suck,” Violet said.

“Right,” I said.

“There’s really no worm?” Desi asked, wrinkling her nose as she looked carefully at her shot.

“No worm, I swear. That’s mezcal, and it’s only in Mexico, if they still sell it at all,” I said. I took her free hand and squeezed. “I promise, I’d never make you do anything that would squick you out like that.”

“Okay. I trust you. Lick, drink, suck.”

“That’s it,” I said. “Three, two, one!”

I was surprised to learn my two girlfriends – and I was already thinking of them like that, at least for the week – had never tried most liquors. They were largely wine and vodka cranberry girls, and that was totally fine, but when Violet mentioned she never had a margarita or a pina colada, I decided to take them out for a few drinks.

We were at the Fun Run, a brightly-lit and cheerful college bar that still had a younger crowd even through spring break. A lot of college kids stayed on campus for the break and with nothing else to do, that meant a lot of drinking, so the place buzzed, especially with half-price specials every night of spring break, something we were taking advantage of while we waited for our bartender to bring us a margarita, a pina colada, and a Mai Tai. Usually I wasn’t so much of a pain in the ass to bartenders, but this guy saw my girlfriends and grinned wide when I told him what we wanted to sample.

He wasn’t the only one eyeing them as an easy score. A dozen guys around the bar were blatantly staring at Desi and Violet, but who could blame them? They were dressed in their customary short shorts and tiny tops. Violet in a crop top that ended somewhere just shy of decency and Desi in a spaghetti-strapped top with no bra. I was the goddamn luckiest man in the world, and it was going to kill me to give them back to the dating world at the end of the week.

We licked the salt around the rim of the shot glasses, downed the shots of tequila, and sucked the lime wedges. Violet did okay with hers, but Desi coughed and nearly spat hers out, shaking her head. “Ugh, no no no no,” she said, pushing her half-full shot glass away.

I chuckled and said, “Then probably steer clear of the margarita.”

“Oh no. I’m trying the margarita.”

To Violet, “What do you think?”

She shook her head. “Not for me either.”

“Yeah, it’s never been my favorite.”

The music was fed by a digital jukebox, and a breathy pop song came on by a woman whose voice I probably would have recognized if my daughters were still living at home and in charge of the music. Violet whooped along with half the women in the bar, and hopped off her stool. Desi slid down and they danced together right there, laughing as I hungrily drank in their bodies’ movements. They didn’t have a lot of room for it, so they mostly just raised their arms and swayed, but when I tell you it was enough to make damn near every guy in that room stop and stare, I’m not exaggerating in the slightest. They owned that bar in that moment.

The dancing stopped when the drinks hit the bar. Violet still bounced to the beat, my hand going instinctively to her ass as she jumped back up on her stool. Desi stood beside me and I roped my other arm around her, giving her a kiss to the side of the head that left her smiling to herself.

We tried the cocktails, each of us taking a sip of one and then swapping. I thought the margarita was a little weak, but they thought it a little strong. They loved the rum drinks, so I told the bartender we’d need a daiquiri too. “Strawberry and banana,” Violet hurried to add. I grinned and we made it three, two fruity ones, and the third the classic lime.

In the meantime, we sipped our original cocktails, the girls taking the Mai Tai and the pina colada while I took on the bland margarita. I knew Desi and Violet were going to be lightweights, and their cheeks were already reddening from the tequila and the cocktails. The daiquiris would be our last drinks of the night, even if we were taking an Uber home. I wasn’t close to being drunk, and I trusted myself not to do anything with them, but I didn’t want to put them in the position where that was even a possibility. It was hard not to think of my own daughters at that age and what I’d do to some asshole who loaded them up on liquor at a bar.

A good-looking college-aged guy two stools over eyed Desi and stood up. It was hard to compete with the guy, what with his black hair done in a severe Caesar cut that worked well for his stormy face. I guess those haircuts were back in style considering at least three other guys in the bar had them. It beat the hell out of the man-bun and side fades of the last ten years. Amused at my own old man inner grumblings, I smiled amiably as the guy made his move.

“Hey, you look like you’re out to have fun tonight. Let me buy you another drink?”

“Thanks, but my boyfriend’s buying.”

Her boyfriend. I liked that a whole hell of a lot, and brought my hand down to her ass like I’d been doing with Violet earlier.

The guy’s smile only grew wider. “This guy? He’s old enough to be your dad.”

“Look where his hand is,” Desi said, picking up her drink and sipping it coolly. The guy looked, and I squeezed.

“Come on. For real?”

“She’s giving you the back off signal,” I said mildly.

“I’m talking to her,” the guy asked.

I turned in my seat. I’m not a physical guy by nature but I’ve gotten into a good number of fights through the years. It’s a disadvantage of being a tall, muscular guy in any social situation – the little roosters always want to prove they belong with the hens. I didn’t have to say anything. Desi and Violet did the talking for me, Desi turning and resting a hand on my cock, and Violet twisting around too and leaning in to lick and suck my earlobe into her mouth. I turned to her and kissed her, loving the sweet taste of the liquor on her lips. Then I did the same to Desi to the roar of approval from our audience, who I hadn’t noticed up to that point.

The douche finally backed off, looking irritated. He walked out of the bar, and I dug out my wallet when our bartender came by. I passed him a five, and said, “Since he didn’t leave a tip.”

The bartender grinned and said, “Thanks. Man, that’s the best show I’ve seen in here in weeks.”

I kissed Desi and Violet on the sides of their heads, and couldn’t wait to get back home.

* * *

Desi pulled me into the backseat of the Uber behind her, Violet following. We’d barely pulled away from the bar before Desi had her tongue down my throat. I wasn’t going to fuck them after our night out, but I sure as hell was fine with some good old-fashioned making out as we headed home.

I twisted my head and Violet was there, hand on my thigh, kissing me hard. The driver muttered something under his breath, and Violet grinned against my lips.

Desi wasn’t going to be denied, and before I broke contact with Violet, she was there, kissing my neck, my cheek, my lips when I turned towards her. Violet gave a cute little “hmph!”

“This week, you’re mine,” I growled.

“Uh huh,” Violet agreed, and Desi whispered it. “Yours.”

Then they were kissing me again, one taking my lips, the other my shoulder, my neck, my ear, my cheek, my jaw. Desi held my eyes with deep contemplation and seriousness, Violet anything but. Maybe it was the booze talking, but I thought I felt a reflection of my own growing feelings for the two young women. That had to be my imagination, I told myself. My slightly buzzed overactive mind playing tricks on me. They would have their fun this week and then they would move on.

And then it happened. Out of nowhere and on accident, and it was a moment that made me whisper, “Holy shit.”

Desi’s lips were on mine. Violet brought hers to my cheek. I moved my head just slightly when she whimpered in need, and Desi’s lips slipped away from mine… to Violet’s.

They jerked back from each other, Desi’s eyes going huge, Violet raising a hand to her lips.

“Violet, I… I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to, I…” Desi started.

“You… didn’t want to?” Violet asked.

“What?” Desi asked.

“It’s okay, we’ve been drinking, we shouldn’t… I shouldn’t have…”

“Tell me what you mean,” Desi said, sounding amused.

“I thought… maybe you and I, I thought we were, um, kind of vibing and…”

“Jesus!” the driver said.

“Eyes on the road, asshole,” I growled.

Desi reached across my lap. “Oh. Oh Violet. Yes, I want it too, but I didn’t want to screw things up between us and-”

Violet lunged for her. They met in front of me, lips pressing to lips, little gasps escaping both of them, a sound of wanting fulfilled, of a moment years in the making for them. I was forgotten about, and I was perfectly okay with that. It was what I wanted for them, to have each other when this week ended. I was the luckiest man in the world to see their love jump from sparks to a roaring blaze, and that would have been more than enough for me.

We made it home, and I paid very close attention to the way they walked. Desi, the lightweight of the two, stumbled a little but she wasn’t looking like she was going to fall off the face of the earth. If they had seemed drunker than that, I might have stopped them. Or maybe not. I wouldn’t have fucked them, but would I have let them fuck? I don’t know. As it was, they were giggly, but I didn’t think anyone was going to be waking up in the morning with regrets.

They finally remembered I was there when they had to wait for me to unlock the door, their hands entwined. “Let’s go to Mr. Hewitt’s bedroom,” Desi said. “We’ll take care of him and-”

“No,” I said gently, leading the way into the darkened house and throwing on the lights. “Tonight is all about you two. I want you two to have fun.” They looked at each other, Violet’s eagerness on full display, and Desi’s hesitance only the thinnest veneer of politeness. I chuckled and squeezed both their asses. “Go. Be together. I’ve hoped you two would find each other all week. And I think it’s time we stop with the Mr. Hewitt stuff. It’s Walt.”

Desi looked up at me, her eyes no longer so serious, but shining with happiness. “Thank you, Walt.”

“Walt. That’s such an old man name,” Violet said, and I smacked her ass. She gave me a long, lurid kiss, then grabbed Desi’s hands. “We’re really…”

“We’re really,” Desi said, nodding emphatically. It made Violet giggle, and they were off, chasing each other to Violet’s bedroom.

I threw the lock on the door, took off my shoes, and headed for the kitchen and a good bottle of bourbon my agent sent me for Christmas one year and which I’d been keeping for a special occasion. This felt like one. I’d managed to stumble my way into playing matchmaker for two young women I had moved well beyond liking and into loving. They wouldn’t be mine for long, and that was part of why I was drinking, but that night was more a night of celebration than my megrims.

I heard laughter, and I smiled to myself. I decided to let them have the house, and took the bottle of bourbon into the backyard, setting up shop in a padded wrought-iron chair facing the pool. It was a beautiful thing at night, the cool blue and white lights glimmering through the dappled waters like jewels. I pictured Annie cutting through the water, her dyed-blonde hair streaming out behind her, her face drawn in focus.

I took a long drink of the bourbon, remembering our first night in the house together. In all the excitement of the move, the girls fell asleep early and Annie couldn’t contain herself. We had no lawn furniture yet, so I made love to her on the first few steps of the pool, both of us in our underwear since our swimwear was packed away, Annie bent over, head twisted to kiss me as I drove into her, both of us deliriously happy.

This place was our dream. And now it had delivered to me two more loves when I thought my life was destined to have no one but my wife.

“Are you laughing up there, Annie?” I asked the stars. I took another long drink and held the bottle up to where I was sure she was, my wonderful, loving wife. “I love you. I miss you. But I’m happy, baby. Isn’t that something?”

I heard noises coming from the house, noises of passion and pleasure. Soft noises, sharp noises, eventually a cry of Desi’s name. My phone rang and I answered it. I was good and drunk by then, and I answered with a cheerful, “Hey, hon.”

“Hey Dad! How’s it going?”

“Couldn’t be better.”

“You okay? You sound a little out of it.”

“Ah, been drinking. Took the girls out to the Fun Run earlier. I am the last man left standing.” It was a lie, but a gentle one. I wasn’t going to out Desi and Violet. That would be their story to tell.

I could imagine Tiffany smiling. “Oh, now that sounds fun.”

“It was. Had them try a… let me think. Margarita, Mai Tai, ummm… daiquiris and pina coladas.”

“And what did they think?”

“Big no on tequila but a firm yes on the rum drinks.”

“Are they treating you right, Dad?”

That got through my booze-addled fog. “Don’t you mean am I treating them right?”

“Come on. You had to know I was trying to hook the two of them up with you.”

I did, but I was still floored by the admission. “Tiff, I…”

“I already know you three are into each other. Violet texted me and wanted to make sure it was okay. She has such a guilty conscience. So… are they treating you okay?”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah. They’re… they’re some kind of amazing. I haven’t had this much fun since your mom… well… you know.”

“I do. I’m glad. You deserve the best, and they’re really sweet. So go enjoy yourself. Okay?”

“I will. Love you, Tiff. You and Karla. You’re my world.”

“I know. But I want for Violet and Desi to be your world too. So go make it happen.”

I ended the call and nearly fumbled my phone. Yup. Way past buzzed. I smiled to myself, took one more sip of the bourbon, and without realizing it, began to sing. It was our song, Annie’s and mine, an old 90s alt rock song, cheesy and stupid, but it was ours, and I cried some singing it. But for once, they were good tears. Healthy tears. The song fell away, and I leaned back, on the edge of passing out.

But there, at the periphery, were two beautiful, very naked young women smiling down at me. “You’re drunk,” Desi said.

“Oh yeah,” I said. “Big time.” She giggled at that, and I grinned too. “I have a secret,” I added conversationally. “I’m falling in love with you two.”

“Very drunk,” Desi said.

“Nevertheless, it is true.” I was very proud of myself for saying “nevertheless” without slurring my speech.

“Come on. Let’s get you into bed,” Violet said.

“I’m okay. Very comfy chair.”

“A very comfy metal chair. Your butt and back will thank us tomorrow,” Violet said. “Come on, up you go. And no falling into the pool. I don’t think we could get you out again.”

I let myself be guided to my feet. “You two should be together tonight. I wanted you to be together tonight,” I mumbled. “Don’t forget the bourbon. Very good stuff.”

They ignored that, and guided me into the house. I made it upstairs, the world teetering. In the bedroom, they undressed me, and I muttered again that this was their night, that they belonged together, that I wanted them together, that they should be in love and forget me, but I was so goddamn grateful when they didn’t listen to a word of it and slid into bed with me, one on either side. They tucked into me, and I held them, hoping the spinning would stop and I wouldn’t embarrass myself by getting sick. I didn’t, but I did head for the darkness fast.

Before I fell asleep, Violet tucked in tighter against me and whispered in my ear, “We love you too, Mr. Hewitt.”


Chapter 9

My only regret was the hangover.

I remembered what I said to them, that I loved them, and oddly, I felt no shame about it. I was glad it was out in the open, even if I’d been drunk and they probably hadn’t taken it seriously. I did love them, and I didn’t really care that they knew or not. I wasn’t so foolish as to think this relationship would go anywhere. They had their futures ahead of them, Desi in marketing, Violet as a veterinarian. They would go places, be wonderful people, maybe together, maybe not. That future was theirs to take hold of, and I wanted it for them, to see them blossom. I didn’t think that was with me, a forty-something man who spent his days in a silent office in a silent home tapping keys.

I slept later than both of them, and woke to the terrible need to pee. I groaned my way out of bed and into the bathroom, where I took a long, long time doing my business, showering, and then shaving. I even contemplated taking a bath, my favorite hangover cure, but I had two beautiful young women to cook breakfast for. Or maybe that was lunch, given the late hour.

When I came downstairs, it was to a quiet house. Desi was curled up on the couch, a paperback in her hands. She’d upgraded from the version of my book on her phone to this, probably nabbed from the boxes of books in my office, and I was surprised to see she was nearly done with the thing.

“Good morning,” she said, looking up at me with a devilish grin. “Feeling okay?”

“I need a gallon of coffee and some serious carbs,” I mumbled.

“We have your hookup for the carbs. We were, um, up early and got breakfast from the bakery down the street.”

“Brandler’s?” I asked with real pleasure.

She nodded. “That’s it. I think I’d weigh a thousand pounds if I lived this close to it.”

“It’s the best,” I said. “Where’s Violet?”

“I’m here!” Violet called. She came out with a laundry basket under one arm. “Hope you don’t mind. I was getting low on clothes.”

“No, no, not at all.” I looked between them. “So… are you two official now?”

They both broke out into the most beautiful smiles I’d ever seen. “Definitely,” Desi said.

“Oh yeah,” Violet said.

“That makes my week,” I said, and went first to Desi to kiss her, then Violet. She set her basket of clothes aside and embraced me. I held her close, kissing the top of her head as she snuggled in tight to my chest. “All I wanted for the both of you was for you to see what I saw when you looked at each other.”

“And what is it you want?” Desi asked, putting aside the book and twisting to look at us.

“I just told you. The two of you. Together.” Violet looked up at me, an odd, contemplative look on her face. And Desi… Desi looked hurt. I asked, “What did I say?”

“Nothing,” Desi said.

“Last night, you told us-” Violet started, but Desi cut her off.

“Don’t. He was drunk. That’s all it was.”

“I told you that I loved you,” I said. I got it then. Oh, I was an idiot. A blessed idiot, but an idiot. I tried not to smile to myself as I remembered Violet whispering they loved me too. Instead, I went to the front window, noticing something I hadn’t before. “Guess the twenty-five percent chance of rain became a hundred.”

“Mr. Hewitt… Walt,” Violet started.

“Don’t,” Desi said.

“I had plans for us to go camping tonight,” I said. “Up in the mountains. I know this gorgeous campsite. It’s a hell of a hike, especially with camping gear, but it overlooks the city and no one knows about it and-”

“Goddamn it,” Desi said.

She stood up and stormed towards the kitchen. I turned in that direction. Violet said quietly, “Don’t you get it? We don’t want to take trips or do anything but be here. With you. And each other.”

“I remember what you whispered to me last night,” I said quietly, coming to her. She looked up at me, preparing herself for a verbal blow. Maybe I should have told them no. I ran through all the arguments again in my head as to why I was bad news for them, and then every single reason blew away like dandelion fluff on the breeze as I wrapped her in my arms. I kissed her, and took her hand to pull her into the kitchen with me. Desi was in there, standing in front of the coffee machine, tears streaming down her face.

“I had an ulterior motive for coming here,” she said.

I moved behind her and wrapped my arms around her. “Oh?”

“I thought, famous writer-”

“Famous is debatable.”

“Shut up and listen. I thought, famous writer, has to have an agent and a marketing team, that’s my in, if I can get close to him, I can… I can…” She brushed at her eyes and whispered, “I’m horrible. I’m so horrible. But the first day, the very first day, I realized it’s you I want, but I thought you and Violet should be together because she wasn’t trying to use you and… and…”

I turned her around and kissed her gently. “I wasn’t exactly innocent in all this either, Dez.”

“What do you mean?”

“I knew what Tiffany was trying to do, setting us up. I knew we would probably sleep together, and I knew if I was given the choice, I would. Even if you’re half my age. That doesn’t exactly make me the most moral person in this house.”

“For what it’s worth, I am completely sweet and innocent,” Violet offered. I pulled her in and gave her ass a little spank. My hand moved to her bud, and I felt her plug there waiting.

“Totally innocent,” I said, and she giggled.

“I’m not joking,” Desi said. “I feel really horrible but I love you, Walt, and I want to be with both of you. I’m sorry.”

“Hey. Apology accepted. And of course I’ll introduce you to my agent and my publishing team. I’d have done that anyways, whether we slept together or not. Anything for Tiff and Karla’s friends.”

She leaned up and kissed me. I held her close, pressing her head to my chest. Violet joined us, wrapping us both in a hug, then pulling us gently out of the kitchen. For the second time in as many days, I was guided to my bedroom by the two women I loved.

* * *

They kissed as I undressed them slowly. Both were in sweat bottoms, Desi in a sweater, Violet in a band tee. I took my time doing the most important job on God’s green earth, taking one article of clothing off them at a time, slow, easy, as though I might startle them and they would run out of that house bare-assed. The thought amused me.

It had been so long since I loved a woman like I loved them, that whole-hearted yearning. I’d miss them every day they were at their classes. I wanted them with me, always. My bed would never be right without them again. These were all things I knew instinctively from my nights with Annie and the nights without her. There would always be a hole in my heart where Annie belonged, but as it turned out, maybe my heart was more like a mansion than a one-bedroom apartment.

I took them to bed, sliding their plugs out of them. There would be time for that later that week, a grand finale of sorts to our debauchery. For now, I put them on their backs and alternated between them, kissing them slowly, giving them my heart with every brush of our lips. We had all the time in the world. We had eternity.

I guided them towards each other, and slipped off the bed to undress. None of us had spoken in a while, but their whispered names fell between them now, their hands clasped, my beautiful twenty-one-year-old girlfriends. Soon, Desi slid on top of Violet, the dominant one, the bossy one. She brought her delicate hand to Violet’s pussy, their lips still locked together. Violet moaned against her, and I rejoined them, kneeling down to trail kisses along Desi’s legs and her tight little ass. I brought my hand to her pussy, teasing her lightly at first, then with more intent, getting her wet and ready for me.

She looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes so vulnerable, so goddamn beautiful. “Please, Mr. Hewitt. We need you.”

“I have you,” I promised her, and I put her on her back again, Violet twisting onto her side, stroking our lover’s mound as I guided my hard cock to Desi’s delicate folds for the first time.

“Oh,” she whimpered. “Oh!”

I moved inside her slowly, her young body tense at first, her pussy gripping me so tight I worried I might hurt her. But I could see her pleasure, the slow droop of her eyelids, her eyes going sightless, her lips parting. And I could feel her pleasure too, the tremors to her, the way her pussy gripped me.

“Is he good?” Violet whispered.

“Uh huh. But it sh-should have been you first, you deserve him first, I-”

Violet cut her off with a kiss, her hand going to Desi’s mound. She looked down and gasped. I realized why. Violet’s mound bulged with me inside her, the sight so goddamn lewd that it made me smile. “Is it too much?” I asked Desi, and she shook her head vehemently.

“Keep going, please, keep going, just go slow, oh God, it feels so good.”

I moved inside her, gently rocking my hips at first until she relaxed, until her pleasure came on her in a slow wave. I took her hand as she came that first time, pinning it by her shoulder and kissing her, my Desi. Then I began to fuck her, not taking her fast that first time together but thrusting deep, making her gasp each time, then hiccup out her pleasure as she crested again. This time, she kissed Violet, their fingers interlocked, their eyes telling stories of the depth of their love for each other.

I moved harder within her, her tight pussy milking me, my pleasure nearly upon me. I knew they were both on the pill so I wasn’t worried about coming inside them but I wanted Violet to feel this too before I came. I steeled myself, intent on bringing Desi there a third time. It was a race, and their soft young bodies tempted me into release, but I hung on, gripping Desi’s ass and hip, lifting her off the bed a little and plunging into her, making her cry out, the new position hitting her spot just right.

“Walt, Walt, ahhhh, it feels good, I love you, I love you…”

“I love you too, baby,” I said, and drove deep again, and again, and she was coming, her hands gripping at the bedspread, feet rolling as she quivered around my cock.

I pulled out of her, and guided her down to the mattress. Violet rose to her knees, grinning. “Can I be on top?” she asked.

“My love, you can ask me for anything you want and I’d give it to you.”

“Anything? Like… say… us coming to stay with you on the weekends?”

“This is your home now,” I said, dropping onto my back. She straddled me, gripping my cock and holding it upright.

“Home,” she whispered, and she dropped. Violet took me straight to the root, her eyes widening, her jaw dropping. “Oh, oh fuck.”

“It’s so good, isn’t it?” Desi asked. Her voice was breathless and hoarse.

“Uh huh,” Violet said, her eyes closing. “So big. Filling me… so much… oh, oh, Mr. Hewitt, Walt…”

“So fucking beautiful. The both of you. Goddamn,” I said.

Desi pushed herself up to her knees and slowly crawled around the bed until she was positioned behind Violet, straddling my legs. She reached around her lover and ran her hands all over Violet’s soft stomach and her mound, kissing her shoulder and her neck. When Violet turned her head, the two kissed, gentle at first, but soon reaching urgency as Violet rocked on my cock.

“Dez-ee,” she moaned.

Desi giggled sweetly and ran her fingers down to where I was spreading Violet. Violet cooed as Desi played with her pussy, the two of them now looking back at me. I gripped Violet’s waist and began to meet her rocking with my own, Violet reached a hand out and traced my face.

“So serious when you’re on the edge,” she said. That made me grin, and I took her hand and kissed it, clenching it in mine. She liked that, and rocked faster on me. Her brunette hair fell across her eyes and Desi brushed it back for her, kissing her neck again, both of them staring down at me. There were so many emotions on their faces. Devotion. Love. Apprehension. Pleasure. We didn’t yet know the shape of this thing we were making, but we knew we would build it together. That was enough.

Violet came with a breathy cry. I told Desi to let me put her on her back, and I made love to her, taking her harder, faster. Desi stayed on her knees, her hand roaming Violet’s skin. They made lovely little cooing noises to one another, love sounds, and Violet came again, louder this time, her body shivering from head to toe.

I was close, too close to hang on, and I pulled out of Violet, stroking my cock as they got on their hands and knees for me, beaming up at me, then kissing as I began to come, happy, so goddamn beautiful it was like my soul was flooded with light after having the shutters drawn for years.


Chapter 10

No spring break was complete without a road trip. I told Desi and Violet to pack enough things for a couple days, which amounted to a suitcase, overnight bag, and laptop bags for both of them. That made me shake my head and smile.

The tiny town of Magnussen was largely unremarkable. With a population of just eight hundred, there was no real reason for the spring or fall break crowds to visit. There were only three restaurants and one hotel with access so limited that it might as well have been private property. There was a small amount of tourism every fall when hunting season came around, but by and large, it was a town forgotten by time, with one major exception – the Hotel Magnussen.

It was a massive affair, a gorgeous old Victorian home, once the hunting lodge (and I am using “lodge” very, very loosely) of mining magnates and now the darling of the select few who knew about its existence. It was usually booked months in advance by the sort of people who understood the difference between classy and opulent, the wealthy with taste, with no interest in bringing in the masses to convert the town into yet another resort. It would happen someday – that was the way of the world – but for now, it was a hidden sanctuary.

“This is beautiful,” Desi said, staring up at the grand old manor.

“It’s incredible,” Violet said, twirling around, taking in the pines and the gorgeous, hip-tall labyrinth of shrubbery and the fountain at its center. “We’re staying here?”

“We are,” I said, going to the back of the SUV and pulling out our luggage. Already the front doors were opening and a bellhop and the concierge were rushing towards us. I knew both of them well. The turnover at the Magnussen was minimal, to say the least.

“Walt! So good to see you again!” the concierge said.

“Hey Julio. Been too long.”

“That it has, my friend.”

“Hey, Lyle” I said to the younger bellhop. I say “younger,” but he was a couple years older than I was. Julio was nearing sixty.

“Hello, Walt. Welcome back.”

“Thanks.”

“Your companions are gorgeous,” Julio said, taking in Violet and Desi with sparkling eyes. “Annie would be jealous.”

“They really are, and yes she would.” I made introductions, and added, “I used to work here back during my college days in the summer, and I come up now and then on little creative sabbaticals.”

Julio nodded sagely while Lyle grabbed our luggage and headed for the hotel. “Our artist in residence, and one of our best cooks.”

“I floated the idea of bringing a couple guests to Julio and the owner, seeing if they had any vacancies, and… well, here we are.”

“This is incredible,” Desi said.

“Thank you so much for letting us stay,” Violet said.

“The honor is ours,” Julio said. He started leading us not towards the hotel, but the labyrinth, a small thing that looked like three cubes set within each other, like Russian nesting dolls. There were benches at various points, and at the center was the fountain. “He has an open invitation here, especially after what he did for Mrs. Gaines.”

I shook my head slightly at him, while Desi and Violet looked puzzled. Desi asked, “What did he do? And who’s Mrs. Gaines?”

“She is the wife of the owner of the hotel, and suffers from seizures from time to time. There is no hospital close by, and there was a terrible early winter storm. The medical helicopter could not fly in, as would usually be the case, and Mr. Gaines was away. So Walt put Mrs. Gaines in his car and drove through blizzard conditions to get her off the mountain and to a hospital, then he stayed by her side until Mr. Gaines arrived, and even then, stayed close until he knew she was okay.”

Violet took my arm and beamed up at me. The attention made me feel uncomfortable. “I didn’t do it for future favors, Julio. You and Peter and Shauna know that.”

“We do. But you are forever a part of our family here, and it’s our honor to have you back. You and your special guests.” His smile made my girlfriends smile too. “Please, enjoy your stay.”

* * *

We hiked for a good part of the afternoon. There was a half-dozen trails on the Magnussen’s property, of which there was roughly a thousand or so acres. It was a big chunk of property. We weren’t the only ones out and about. An older couple in matching designer khaki shorts and crisply starched camp shirts meandered along the path, eyeing us as though we might mug them until we passed them and were gone again.

We talked of little things, of the classes Desi and Violet would be returning to and plans of theirs when their friends returned to the dorms. We talked too about how we wanted to do this going forward. They had to stay in the dorms a certain amount of nights per week or else face problems with their scholarships, but they could come stay with me on the weekends, and it wasn’t like they were confined to their dorms. We could have dinner or hang out after they were done with classes, and they could return to the dorms later. At most, it was a minor inconvenience, and it was secretly kind of fun for me. I felt a bit dirty, talking about how my college-aged girlfriends were going to get around the rules of their dorm life.

We stopped by a little lake to watch the brookie trout dapple the surface for bugs. We took some selfies up there, then circled back on a second path that took us up over a gentle incline to look down onto the small town. Violet cried at the beauty of it, and we held her, and we kissed some, until the grumpy old couple caught up to us again and their irritated murmuring made us laugh and break apart.

We arrived back at the hotel just in time to dodge a gentle drizzle and relaxed in front of the main hall’s grand picture window, watching the rain sharpen the greens and browns outside and sipping lattes and a mocha. My old boss in the Magnussen’s kitchen had passed away some years ago, but I knew his replacement and had, in fact, worked with him back in the day. Like I said, no one ever really quit the place, not even me. I was roped into helping cook that night’s meal, ravioli made with elk burger, while Julio entertained my girlfriends and the other guests, of which there were only eight. When dinner was ready, Julio introduced me with much more grandiosity than my books entitled me to, but I was touched nonetheless. And thankfully, after that, he seemed to sense I wanted the next two nights alone with my girlfriends, because he gave them to me.

* * *

I prepared the bed for them while they giggled in the bathroom together. I laid out towels across the big bed along with the lube, and left wipes on the bedside table. In a bucket of ice was a bottle of champagne, and on the windowsill overlooking the grand pine forests and the peaks of the Harpy Mountains were several bottles of good wine. I had that window open, letting in the smells of the damp earth and the greenery of spring. I thought to myself this could be heaven, if only Annie were here too.

But I knew my wife would have wanted me to put away thoughts of her for a little while, and when the bathroom door opened and my lovers pranced in nude as the day they were born, my smile was genuine, warm, and all for them. They looked at each other and bent over and rested their hands on the bed, showing off the largest butt plugs I’d bought for them.

“Did we do good?” Violet asked.

“So good, baby,” I said, stroking her ass. I rubbed their pussy lips as they leaned together and kissed, hands clasping. They were eager for this, so I didn’t tease them long, easing out their plugs and taking care of them before kneeling on the bed in front of them and telling them, “Get me hard.”

They took turns blowing me, getting competitive with it, seeing who could deepthroat me deeper, who could hold me longer. Both were pretty much a tie, and of course, I was the real winner. But soon it was time for the main event. There was only one fair way to decide who got to try it first, and so after a quick, very naked game of Rock, Paper, Scissors, we settled on Desi first.

Violet grabbed the lube and I showed her how to prepare our lover. Desi wasn’t as tense as I thought she would be, not nearly as when I fucked her the first time. Already her body had come to trust me. Instead of tensing, she rested on her hands and knees, watching us, swaying a little back and forth when Violet’s fingers brushed her bud and slid into her to lube her up. Then Violet prepared me, and I said quietly, “Put me against her bud, baby.”

“Yes, Mr. Hewitt,” Violet said, making me grin. I kissed her, then I focused on my Desi.

She arched as I slid into her, just barely breaching the entrance. “Oh,” she said softly. “Oh, I kinda like that.”

I went slow, sinking quarter-inch by quarter-inch into her, letting her body and her breathing tell me when it was safe to go deeper. She’d tense, then relax. Tense, then relax. Violet watched, eyes wide, as Desi took inches of my cock.

“Oh my God, that’s hot.”

“Y-yeah?” Desi asked.

“Uh huh. You’re taking so much of him, and the way he’s stretching you out… oh, oh wow, Desi.”

“I know,” Desi said, and giggled a vapid giggle more Violet’s style than her own. “It’s so much bigger than the plugs, but it’s more, mm, padded. It feels good, Violet, it feels really good.”

“I want to lick her while you’re doing that,” Violet said. “I want to take care of her pussy.”

I had to pull out anyways to add more lube, so I did that, and Violet slid underneath Desi. Desi settled on her mouth, and moaned when I pressed my freshly re-lubed cock to her entrance again. I moved a little faster but never hard that first time. There would come a day when they would both scream for me to fuck their asses and fuck them hard, but not yet. That night was for achingly slow pleasure, soft cresting for all of us.

“God, that’s good, the two of you, the sensations… together, I love you, I love you both so much, ohhh, ohhh…”

Desi surprised me by rocking back against me, taking even more of my cock in her delicate little ass. I was already stretching her so goddamn wide that it was obscene. But almost as fast she tensed, and I knew she’d taken the limit. I was careful not to go deeper than that, and we soon built up an easy tempo, more a swaying of our hips than a true fucking.

And beneath us, Violet worshipped her best friend and her lover. Their love was already a push and pull, Desi more dominant, Violet more submissive and exuberant. It was a joy to watch them, to be a part of this in the earliest days of their love realized. And together, Violet and I took Desi to the edge, her body tensing, her head coming up as she cried out her pleasure.

“Ah, full, so full, ahhhh, ahhhh!”

I pulled out of her, taking a moment to massage her ginger backside. She twisted around, good tears in her eyes, and she kissed me. I held her cheek, and gave her an unspoken question with my eyes. Are you okay?

“I love it,” she said. “I’m glad you were my first.”

I cleaned her up carefully, Violet helping me again to learn how to do it properly. Then I went into the bathroom to clean myself up, taking my time about it in the shower. Desi joined me and Violet watched, playing with herself as Desi stroked me to keep me hard while we worked together to make sure I was ready for Violet.

And soon enough, I was.

Desi took Violet’s spot on the bed, eagerly bringing our lover down to her lips to repay the earlier favor. Violet lapped at her pussy in response, but her attention soon shifted to me as I prepared her and myself.

And then I took her.

“Oh fuck,” Violet breathed, and stuttered out a laugh. “Ohhhh, I like that, that feels so good. Keep going, Mr. Hewitt. Keep… fucking my ass… ohhhh.”

She took so goddamn much of me, inch after inch. I stopped, thinking she was trying to please me, but I’d come to learn my Violet loved anal and could take whatever I dished out. But not that first time. I was careful with her, stopping an inch deeper than Desi. Again, I took my time, not rushing this, but I was barely holding on. Violet’s tight little bubble butt spread around me was a vision of debauched perfection, and her naughty grins over her shoulder set my blood on fire.

I fought the urge to fuck her ass hard, to plow into her, to give her my every inch. I gripped her waist, sliding back and forth inside her ass as Desi lapped at her pussy, her clit. Violet rocketed towards a fast orgasm, her ass tensing and relaxing around me as she came.

“Ohhhh, Walt, Walt, Desi, mmm, f-feels so good, deep inside me, licking my little clit, ahhhh, ahhhh, oh, oh please, please like that, Gaaaaawd!”

I felt her quake and I was there, moaning, “Violet, goddamn, Violet, Desi…”

Desi hurried out from under her, coming to me, kissing me, stroking my ass, her best friend’s back. I pulled out of Violet, my balls tensing, my release right there, and she collapsed onto her stomach, laughing delightedly, and I stroked myself over her back, coming, erupting all over her, shouting, “Fuck!”

I dropped back onto my knees, and Violet was there too, touching me, Desi, kissing us, rocking back and forth. “Promise us this weekend isn’t it, Walt,” she said, her voice giddy.

“I promise. I swear. You two… I need you both in my life. I need you so goddamn much.”

“We need you too,” Desi said, taking my hand. Violet too, the three of us just sitting there for a moment, taking each other in as outside the window the patter of rain began again.


Chapter 11

We spent the next day relaxing and lazing in bed, Desi and Violet on their sides, still ginger from our antics the night before. There was no sex, just talking, laughing, dozing, being. We drank wine and I had food brought up to us from the kitchen, first breakfast in bed, then an early afternoon charcuterie board we lazily fed to each other, and at night, the best roast chicken I’d ever tasted. Or maybe that was my girlfriends’ doing. Being with them seemed to make everything taste better, the world seem brighter, the heart warmer. Sappy? You bet your ass. I was in love. I would forever be in love.

The day after that, we said goodbye to my friends there at the Magnussen and drove back to my place so Desi and Violet could do laundry and prepare for life back at the dorms. We got in another swim and some gentle lovemaking, and then it was time to give them back to the college, at least for a while.

I returned to work when they left. We’d taken twenty or so selfies that week, and I went through them all, printing them up to frame them later. I stared at their smiling faces and chuckled before turning my attention back to the book I was writing.

Maybe it was time to try writing a romance novel.

* * * * *
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Bites

Delectable Fancies

Nooners

Naughty Bites

And if that’s not enough, check out my other steamy pseudonyms below!

Grayson Banks
Dark, steamy fiction often focused on cheating

Cooper Harrelson

Steamy monster/supernatural thrillers and suspense

Desmond Brant

Steamy crime thrillers/suspense

Tuck Morris

Long-form harem fiction and steamy romance for men
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