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CHAPTER 1


Okaying Tia dressing up this extra living room as a library-slash-gentleman’s home office for me just might’ve been one of the best ideas I ever had. I mean—besides deciding to play the lottery, picking the right numbers, not throwing out the ticket, and actually paying attention when the numbers got called.

Yeah, it’s good to be a sort-of-secret accidental blue-collar billionaire. Even if right now, I’m having to do everything I can to think about literally anything except what color Natalie’s skin might be in all the places I can’t see.

Trying not to think about money isn’t helping that much. Focusing on the mohair velvet Tia used to upholster the chair I’m sitting on—well, that’s not helping either. Mohair velvet feels like the soft skin in between a woman’s thighs, you know what I’m talking about, that little stretch between the end of her thigh and the beginning of her pussy region, and that is absolutely not what I need to be thinking about right now.

Not when I’m alone in an office with Natalie.

An office with a perfect-height desk. And something Tia called a fainting couch—she told me Victorian ladies used to be expected to faint if they were enjoying sex. Which means the couch is for sex. And yeah, there I go again. Thinking about sex. And not about running for mayor.

Which is, theoretically, why I have Natalie here.

“I’m running for mayor,” I blurt out, because it’s the only way to stop my brain from saying the wrong thing.

“You’re what,” she says, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

God, I love her hair like this. All silk-press smooth and swingy. I like it when she cuts it short too, lets it go wild and crazy. She looks good in anything and everything—Amazonian strength, unbothered elegance, high cheekbones and no-nonsense eyes. No matter the hairdo.

“Yeah,” I say, committed now. “I’m running for mayor.”

I’d thought we’d just talk about it. Toss the idea around. Maybe she’d poke holes in it, and I’d look reasonable just for considering it. But now—watching her, how composed she is, smooth, graceful, in control—all I want is to impress her. Hell, if she runs the campaign, we’ll win. No contest.

“Joe,” she says—and maybe, just maybe, she looks a little impressed, though I’m not 100% sold yet—“Are you sure? I know Petra floated the idea back when the zoning drama started, but are you really up for taking that on?”

Not quite impressed enough yet, I don’t think.

“Yeah. You know me. Always looking for a way to give back. Share the wealth, spread the love, take turns on top—uhm, metaphorically. Milltown’s given me my life. This feels like the next step.”

She raises one eyebrow. There it is. The skeptical Natalie look that says she’s not buying any of this and also somehow makes my dick twitch.

“And,” I add, before I can lose my nerve, “I want you at my side. I mean—front. I mean running the whole thing. The campaign. I want you to run my campaign.”

“What?”

“Be mine,” I say. “My campaign manager. Be my campaign manager.”

She doesn’t say anything for a second—just blinks, lips parting slightly. Maybe she’s too thrilled to speak. That’s what I tell myself, anyway.

“You did all that amazing work with Petra to get the halfway house off the ground. You dealt with contractors and town council and the press⁠—”

“Joe,” she says, pulling herself together. “You were the contractor. The person I talked to on the town council was your high school BFF. And Stacy gave the editor of the Milltown Press a bj for me.”

“Exactly,” I say, beaming. “This is gonna turn out great.”

She snorts and finally stands, walking slowly around the room like she’s casing it for hidden wires. Or exits.

“This office is ridiculous,” she mutters.

“It’s a gentleman’s study,” I say. “Tia said so.”

“It’s a man cave in a three-piece suit.”

“Thank you,” I say, choosing to take it as a compliment.

She stops in front of the fainting couch, arms folded, looking over her shoulder at me. “You really think you’re electable?”

“I think you could make me electable.”

“Mm.” She walks back over, stops in front of my desk, leans both palms on the glossy wood. “And what exactly do I get out of this?”

I lean back in my chair and give her my best inappropriate wink. “I make excellent coffee. I know all the zoning loopholes. And I’m very, very grateful when people do me favors.”

Her eyes narrow. “I’m immune to your charm, you know.”

“You keep telling yourself that,” I say, grinning.

She huffs a breath through her nose. “Okay. I’ll think about it. I mean, God help us, but I’ll think about it.”

“While you’re thinking about it,” I say, “think about it this way— with me as mayor, you and Petra would never have to worry about permitting again. Hearth and Home is open for good.”

She tilts her head, expression tightening just a fraction. “Okay,” she says, and she’s definitely about to say yes, but then she pulls herself back, like any good negotiator. “I’ll definitely think about it. When do you need an answer by?”

Close enough to victory that I have to hold myself back from a fist pump. “I knew I could count on you.”

She snatches my coffee mug and heads for the kitchen. “Don’t make me regret this, Joe.”

I let my eyes drift down to her legs as she walks away. “Too late.”


CHAPTER 2


I grip the sides of the podium and take a breath, trying not to sweat through my shirt. Natalie told me to wear the blue one. Said it makes me look “stable.” I’m also in my nice jeans. The pressed ones. Because I figured if I showed up in a suit like one of those Springfield types, y’all’d start wondering who I was trying to fool.

Nah. My jeans and my button-down—this is how Milltown knows I’m keeping it real. Even after the mysterious ping pong ball and paper inheritance. (That’s what I tell people about where the money came from. Makes it sound weird enough to shut ‘em up before they start eyeing me for a lottery-sized donation.)

“Thanks for coming out, y’all,” I say, scanning the crowd. “I know it’s hot. I know most of you probably would’ve rather stayed home and watched Wheel or grilled something or done anything else but listen to me run my mouth for twenty minutes⁠—”

Polite laughter rolls across the folding chairs and iced tea cups.

I flip over the index card Natalie gave me. Her handwriting’s real tidy. Slanted, organized, full of authority. Figures.

“I’m standing here today because I believe in Milltown,” I say. “I believe in our grit. I believe in our potential. And I believe we can take care of our own better than anyone else ever could.”

A few nods. Somebody in the second row lets out a little “mm-hmm.”

“Natalie—my campaign manager—told me I should tell you my why.” I glance down. She wrote: Talk about Aunt Mae. Talk about the accident. Talk about how Milltown kept you afloat.

So I do.

“Some of you know I didn’t start out here. I came to Milltown when I was six. After my parents died, I moved in with my Auntie May.” I pause, let that settle. “She made peach cobbler every Sunday and told me if I was going to stay, I had to work.”

A few murmurs—everyone over the age of fifty remembers May.

“She’s gone now. But she gave me roots. And then y’all gave me the rest.”

I let that hang. Flip the card again.

“You didn’t just patch me up when I washed out. You gave me work. You gave me purpose. You gave me a second shot at life. And that’s what I want to do for Milltown. I want to take all the stubbornness, the stories, the weird traditions and the wild ideas, and build something out of them.”

Now I’m off-script.

“I don’t want to be a politician. I want to be a builder. A fixer. Someone you call when the sidewalk’s cracked or the grant application’s a mess or the inspector’s giving you the runaround.”

Now even the people in the back are listening.

“I’ll show up. I’ll shut up when I need to. I’ll get my hands dirty. And I’ll fight for this town like it fought for me.”

...“I’ll show up. I’ll shut up when I need to. I’ll get my hands dirty. And I’ll fight for this town like it fought for me.”

I pause, just for a second, lek Natalie told me too. “Just let your eyes float on the crowd.” and scan the crowd again.

There’s Carly—standing next to Mike and Other Mike, her bar regulars. I still can’t tell if they know what Alison gets up to under the bar when it’s slow, or if they’re just really into avoiding eye contact.

Sallie Mae, over there on the right. She gives me a big, toothy thumbs-up, probably thinking about the new heat-setting rig I installed in the salon. After the fifth time I fixed the old one with duct tape and prayer, it felt like fate wanted me to cough up the cash.

Stacy’s off to the right, front row, arms crossed but nodding like I’m saying something halfway decent. She’s the closest thing I have to a barometer—if she’s nodding, it means I’m not totally screwing this up.

And then⁠—

“Shouldn’t our politicians be married?” a voice shouts from somewhere in the middle. Sharp and smug and just loud enough to kill the mood. “You know—set a family values example?”

A ripple of discomfort rolls through the square.

Then someone else yells, “Yeah, married to just one person, too!”

Laughter from some corners. Murmurs in others.

I catch Natalie’s head snapping up like a hawk who’s spotted a rabbit. Her sunglasses come off. She’s already moving.

Behind the podium, I shift my stance. Adjust the mic. Feel the sweat under my collar bloom a little wider.

“Well,” I say, flashing the kind of smile that usually gets me a slap or a phone number, “I guess I’m not running for Pope.”
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By the time I get home, the shirt’s sticking to my back and I’m halfway convinced I have armpit-shaped political enemies. The door’s barely shut when Carly’s voice hits me like a starter pistol.

“Good God, Joe, what was that line about not being Pope?” she calls from the kitchen.

“I stand by it,” I say. “Technically accurate. Mildly charming⁠—”

“Jesus-y,” Stacy cuts in, not looking up from her phone. “You need to stay away from religion unless someone else brings it up first.”

Somewhere along the line, the kitchen seems to have become campaign headquarters—even though we set up a whole campaign headquarters at me and Stacy’s office downtown.

Carly’s up on the counter, long legs crossed, holding a beer and a slice of leftover pizza like they’re weapons. Bartender. Artist. Best friend—until one pearl necklace on one crazy night—and my queen ever since. And now? Apparently my spin doctor.

Stacy’s perched on the arm of one of the kitchen barstools, her curves framed perfectly in a linen wrap dress and chunky heels, thick black glasses pushed up on her nose. She’s tapping away on her phone, no doubt triaging comments, RSVPs—maybe even squashing the first round of gossip from the heckle-happy peanut gallery.

And then there’s Natalie, neat as a pin, straight-backed in the farmhouse-chic (that’s what Tia called it) kitchen table chair, folders and folders spread out in front of her. Her dark hair’s in a tight bun, and she’s wearing these gold earrings that catch the light every time she glances up. She’s dressed like she might pivot at any moment into a hostile takeover.

“You did okay,” Natalie says, and for her, that’s high praise. “You hit the personal beats. You made people laugh. You got sentimental without sobbing, which I honestly wasn’t sure about.”

“I don’t cry,” I say.

“You sweat cry, baby,” Carly tosses back. “Whole town saw it.”

Natalie holds up a hand. “This is the job now. Some heckler’s always gonna shout something. The trick is knowing what’s worth responding to and what isn’t. You deflected without getting defensive. That’s a win.”

I nod like I get it, but really I’m watching the way she’s tucked her foot under her other knee. The smooth line of her calf. The tiny silver anklet glinting with every shift of her leg. Unnecessary. Distracting. Possibly lethal.

“Joe.” Stacy’s voice cuts in like a scalpel. “Focus. You did well. But now we practice. We tighten your delivery. We cut the rambling. We don’t improvise unless you run it past someone first.”

“So... no more Pope jokes,” I say.

“No more anything jokes unless Carly approves them,” Natalie adds, deadpan.

Carly salutes with her beer. “Don’t worry, babe. I’ll keep you just edgy enough to stay hot and electable.”

They’re all laughing, razzing me, and it should be humiliating but instead it feels like... grounding. Like I’ve got a team. A real one. Not just women I’ve flirted with or tangled sheets with or tried not to stare at for too long in line at the co-op. People who see me. Who are still here.

Natalie sets her tablet aside and looks up at me fully.

“This is just the start,” she says, softer now. “You’re not gonna be perfect out of the gate. It’s like—like anything you’re doing for the first time.”

She glances at Carly, who smirks and raises one eyebrow.

“You gotta warm up,” Natalie continues, undeterred. “You’ve gotta prep the room. Set expectations. Stretch it open a little.”

My brows go up. “Stretch the room open?”

“Stretch the audience open,” she clarifies, flicking her pen at me. “Lubricate their resistance with charm. Eye contact. A little storytelling foreplay. You’re not just giving a speech, Joe. You’re seducing a town.”

I lean on the counter, deadpan. “So... foreplay. Stretch ‘em out. Maybe a little rimwork, metaphorically speaking.”

Carly cackles. “You’re the only man alive who could take civic engagement and make it horny.”

“I mean,” I say, shrugging, “horny’s kind of my love language.”

Natalie rolls her eyes but I catch the smile she’s trying to hide.

“You do need to pace yourself,” Stacy adds. “That’s all she’s saying.”

“Right. Learn to edge the electorate.”

That one actually gets a spit-take from Carly. Natalie just picks her pen back up like she regrets everything.
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The reason I know so much about all of that first-time stuff isn’t because I’m some kind of connoisseur of virgins—only ever had one of them. P-I-V, dick-in-vagina, I mean. My high school girlfriend. We were both virgins, which went about as well as you might expect. I mean, it was wonderful, life-changing and life-affirming, and over in about five seconds flat.

On the other hand, ass virginity….well now, that’s something I’ve become a master at. At least, I feel like I could turn this into a side gig.

About six months ago Carly’s assistant bartender, cute sorority girl called Alison, approached me about blowjob lessons (yes, I know, every man’s dream—including mine). I’m not sure she really thought she needed lessons or if it just seemed like a likely way to approach me—Carly’s bed had been big on organizing some kind of Olympics of blowjobs, Olympics of kissing, titty work, handjobs, and everything else just about every other goddamned weekend back then, when we were still running this mansion we’ve ended up in like it was some sort of sex palace.

It’s the mansion, probably, that started me on this mayoral path. Was the mayor’s house up until 20–30 years ago, for generations. Was sort of abandoned and overgrown by the time I was a teenager, exploring. Was the only place big enough and comfy enough for me and Carly and Michelle and Eva when I was on the market looking. Which is how I met Stacy; she was my real estate agent.

Yeah, I bought the mayor’s mansion and now I’m set on becoming the mayor.

“Joe?”

It’s Alison, pulling me back from my reverie about how and why I might become mayor into the present tense of my desk in my real office, the one I share with Stacy (who’s become my business partner)—which right about now looks less like a real estate/construction office and more like... a campaign for mayor-office. Lord, how things change.

“Yeah, sugar?” I wasn’t expecting to see Alison today, but there she is—long, swimming-down hair, Daisy Dukes, lollipop in hand.

She’s smiling and looks confident, and as much as she’s wearing the same old same old, it’s amazing how different she looks overall from when we first started dating. I guess that’s what anal sex will do for you. Does a body good.

She approached me about anal after the BJs. Some strange story of wanting to save herself for a real boyfriend—but wanting to get some meanwhile, learn some tricks, I don’t know what. I was sort of stuck between being offended about the real boyfriend angle—and having a hard-on so hard it took everything I had not to turn her over the desk right then, plunging one finger, two, three, stretching her out, lubing her up, spanking her pink and then plunging in, right then and there.

We took it slow. Only one finger week one, in between me teaching her about the pleasures of food play (let me just say, 9½ Weeks was a formative experience).

Week two, two fingers, and me eating her out 24/7.

Week three, telling her she didn’t need to ask me for permission to come, watching her touch herself, offering her all the magic rabbits in the world.

Week four, well, that was the cherry on top of the whole experience. Yes, I do mean popping cherries. And getting to eat them too. Like cake.

Lucky for me I had Eva to fuck on demand, and of course my regular date nights with Carly and my bro hangs with Michelle and the occasional BJ from Petra to keep me in working order. Plus being used as a tool for Stacy’s satisfaction whenever she felt like it. But Miss Alison—well, she was ready to pop off, no matter how much she’d been self-pleasuring, it clearly hadn’t hit the spot. Man, taking her anal virginity—that was a night I’ll always remember. How hot and raw she felt. Tight tight tight, so tight. And then how she wanted more, again. For a moment there I thought she was gonna start begging me to gape her.

It’s been months now, and I have to laugh—she still claims to have a boyfriend, but we’re still doing it in the ass at least once a week. (She says it ain’t cheating unless it’s in the va-jay-jay, which... okay. Whatever you say, Miss Alison, so long as you’re saying it with my dick down your throat. But also, I’m not 100% sure there is actually another man at this point.)

“Joe,” she says now, drawing herself up, “Joe, I’m ready.”

“Great,” I say. “Ready for what?”

“I want you in my pussy.”
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I take her to dinner. Figure I should try to slow things down a little no matter that I’d gotten harder than a bat soaked in pine tar during a Little League championship game in July the minute she said “pussy.”

Nothing fancy: steakhouse, cold beer, booth in the back, both of us a bit shy and awkward and not really eating our steaks.

“I broke up with him,” she says, a bit nervously, and then she quickly drinks down about half of her strawberry lemonade.

I blink. “You did?”

She nods. “Three weeks ago. I just didn’t tell you because... I don’t know. I didn’t want to spook you.”

“Well,” I say carefully, “you didn’t spook me, but I am trying to do this right. You’re young, Alison. I want to make sure you’re not just... attaching to the first guy who lets you explore your filthy side.”

Her eyes flash. “Joe, I’m not attaching. I picked. There’s a difference.”

I shift in my seat. “Picked?”

She sits up straighter, shakes her hair out, and leans in just far enough that I can smell her lip gloss and shampoo and whatever pheromonal insanity lives in her skin.

“You think I’ve just been playing? I’ve been watching you. The way you treat Carly, and Stacy, and Eva. You show up. You listen. You don’t bullshit. You give people what they need without making it about you.” She smiles, a little shy now. “That’s hot, by the way.”

I laugh—awkward, hoarse. “So this is a character recommendation?”

“This is a declaration,” she says. “You’re the one I want to give my prize to.”

I cough. Choke. Stare at her.

“Your what now?”

She grins, full sunshine and mischief. “My prize. My pussy. My last first. My real first.”

“Jesus, Alison,” I mutter, dragging a hand down my face, trying to remember I’m a grown man with a campaign to run and not some oversexed frat boy. But my dick? Yeah. He’s got other ideas. Like very hard ideas.

“I want it to be you,” she says quietly. “I want it to be us. I’m not saving it anymore. I’m offering it. Because I want you to be my person. For real.”

I stare at her. Her eyes are glassy but certain and she’s got the tiniest smear of ketchup, right there on the edge of her mouth. I reach out quickly to smear it away, to keep myself from thinking about other things that are red, like blood and virginity, and her tongue darts out to meet my finger and I pull my hand away, quickly, trying and failing at controlling my immediate physical response to her touch, which is a full-body shiver.

I swallow.

“I don’t know if I deserve that,” I say.

She leans over, presses her palm to my chest. “Let me decide that.”
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By the time we pull up to the house, the sky’s gone dark and the cicadas are screaming loud enough to drown out my thoughts—though they don’t.

I kill the engine, thumb open the group chat, and shoot off a message:

gonna be alone w/ alison tonight




pls don’t come knocking




don’t want to murder anyone mid-deflowering




The replies come fast.

Carly




TOO LATE I’M ALREADY HIDING UNDER THE BED




don’t forget the lube and the emotional validation [image: face blowing a kiss]




Michelle




just make sure she comes before you do, ya cornfed legend




also if you ruin her I WILL snip your balls with my sewing shears




I shove my phone in my pocket before the next photo comes through—Carly once sent me a diagram of a cervix with glitter pen labels, I know how this goes.

I get out, circle the truck, open her door. She takes my hand like it’s nothing, like it’s normal, and suddenly my palms are sweating again.

We’ve walked through this door a hundred times before—when she came by for movie nights, when I made her soup that one time she caught the flu, when I taught her how to use power tools and she told me I had "dad hands." And yet I’m nervous now. Nervous like I’m the one doing something new.

I unlock the door. Step inside. She follows close, our fingers still laced together, warm and sure.

The house is dark and quiet except for the ticking of the old clock Tia insisted we keep. The bedroom door’s half open. The same bed. The same nightstand. But now it feels like sacred ground.

I stop just in front of the bed.

She turns to look at me. Tilts her head.

And I realize—I don’t know what to do. Not exactly. Not with her. Not like this.

I want to touch her, but I don’t want to rush. I want to say something meaningful, but my throat is full of cotton. I want to be the man she sees when she calls me hers.

Instead, I just kiss her.

Slow. Gentle. One hand cradling her cheek, the other still wrapped around hers like I don’t ever want to let go.

I pull back after a few moments, resting my forehead to hers.

“You sure, sugar?” I ask, soft as I can. “We can still call it. Doesn’t have to be tonight. Doesn’t have to be anything.”

She breathes in, breathes out. Nods.

“I want it to be tonight. I want it to be you.”

She nods.

That’s all I need.

I bring her hand to my mouth, kiss her knuckles, then let go gently. Start with the button-down she’s tossed over her tank top—soft chambray, easy snaps. I slide it off her shoulders like I’m unwrapping something delicate, watching it fall to the floor with a hush.

Her tank top clings to her in the dim light, the outline of her nipples visible even before I touch her. I slide it up slowly, careful not to rush, not to yank. She lifts her arms, and I pull it over her head, toss it aside.

Then I lean in, kissing her collarbone first. She shivers.

Then the crease of her elbow.

Then that spot just underneath her ear—the one she likes, the one that makes her hum low in her throat like a cat in the sun.

She’s already breathing faster when I reach behind her and unhook her bra, letting the straps slide down, baring her to me fully for the first time. Her breasts are perfect, soft and round and warm under my hands. I suck one nipple into my mouth, gently at first, then with more pressure as she gasps. Then the other, tongue flicking lightly, teasing, tasting.

She’s got her fingers in my hair before I even drop to my knees.

I unbutton her Daisy Dukes, shimmy them down slow, tracing my fingertips over the skin I uncover—hipbones, thighs, knees, calves—until she steps out of them and stands there in nothing but white cotton panties and goosebumps.

I kiss my way back up her legs. One kiss on each knee. One on the inside of her thigh. One just above the edge of her underwear, where the fabric curves over her softest skin.

I mouth over the cotton, slow and steady, pressing my lips and tongue where I know she wants them most, the dampness there already sweet and clean, and her fingers slide deeper into my hair, her hips grinding forward.

“Joe—” she says, quick and urgent, like it surprised her.

I look up at her, kiss her one more time through the fabric, and then pull her panties down slow, baring her completely.

Smooth as silk. Warm. Bare.

I rub my face against her there, nuzzling in deep, breathing her in.

Then I stop. Pull back.

Look up at her from my knees.

And wait.

“Joe?” she whispers, her voice caught between confused and desperate.

I look up at her, breath warm against the inside of her thigh. “Bed,” I say, softly. “It’s time.”

Before she can ask what I mean, I rise and scoop her into my arms. She lets out the smallest gasp, but her arms go around my neck like instinct.

I carry her like something sacred. Like an offering to the gods. Or maybe like a bride on her wedding night—something ancient and ceremonial in the way I move, slow and careful, like she’s breakable but also the most powerful thing I’ve ever touched.

I lay her out on the bed, gentle, centered, limbs loose and glowing in the low light. She watches me, chest rising and falling, bare and beautiful. Every inch of her soft, flushed, waiting.

I press a kiss to the top of her foot.

Then her ankle.

Then the inside of her calf.

My hands stroke up her legs as I kiss, kneel, rise over her—mouth grazing her hip, then her stomach, her navel, the space just beneath the swell of her breasts. I kiss her under her arms, the inside of her wrist, the side of her neck.

She reaches for me, trying to pull me up, murmuring, “Please, Joe, I want⁠—”

“I know,” I say, voice rough. “Let me take care of you first.”

And then I settle between her knees.

She opens for me like she was made to. Legs falling apart, body trembling slightly under my hands as I spread her thighs wider and lower my head.

I kiss her, slow and full, just above where she’s already slick and swollen. Then I drag my tongue through her folds, tasting her. Sweet, clean, already gasping before I’ve done much of anything.

I don’t rush. I want this to last. Want to memorize every sound she makes, every twitch of her hips, every breath she catches.

When she starts rocking against my mouth, I slide one finger into her—just one, gentle, shallow.

Then two.

Curl them slightly, press up, coaxing that little patch of heaven that makes her whimper like she’s losing her mind. My tongue finds her clit and I circle it in slow, steady strokes, licking, kissing, sucking, while my fingers move inside her, deliberate and slow.

She starts to shake.

Her hands clutch at my hair again, but I don’t move. I don’t let up. I hold her open with one hand and fuck her slow and steady with the other while I suck her like she’s my last meal on earth.

“Joe,” she gasps. “Joe, I⁠—”

“I’ve got you, sugar,” I murmur into her, not stopping, not until she breaks apart right there, hips bucking, breath gone, fingers buried in my scalp as she comes with a cry that’s half sob, half prayer.

She’s still trembling when I kiss my way back up her body—her stomach, her ribs, the soft undersides of her breasts. Her eyes are half-lidded, glowing, dazed in the best way. I press a kiss to her mouth and murmur, “Let me grab a condom.” She blinks like she didn’t hear me. Then shakes her head. “I’m on the pill.” I freeze, hovering over her, heart pounding so loud I can hear it in my ears. “Still,” I say. “That’s not— I mean, I didn’t get this old by skipping⁠—”

“We swapped tests,” she says, sitting up slightly on her elbows. “Last month. Remember?"

And fuck, I do.

I remember coming in her mouth for the first time—how soft and eager she was, how she looked up at me like she wanted to swallow everything I had, like it was a gift. I remember thinking, this girl is trouble, but already being in too deep to care. I remember the way her lips parted, the way her eyes fluttered closed right before, like she was bracing for impact. And I remember how careful she was. Thoughtful. Honest. Direct.

Just like now.

I’m still here, still hovering, one hand stroking her hip without thinking, trying to get my bearings. Trying to be good. Smart. Grown.

But she looks up at me like she already knows I’m going to give in.

“Joe,” she says, voice calm and breathy. “Get my phone. My pill reminder is on there. You can check.”

That stops me cold. Not because I don’t trust her—but because it’s so damn her. Practical. No drama. No seduction. Just a fact.

I reach for her phone on the nightstand. Tap it open.

“TAKE PILL – 3:00 PM”

Checkmark’s already there.

I stare at it for a second too long.

And just like that, I give in to it—the idea of it. The heat. The risk. The need.

What it will feel like—my dick in her pussy, bare—and I can’t wait anymore.

I sit back on my heels, reach for the lube in the nightstand drawer.

She’s dripping already—slick and open from the way I worked her with my mouth—but I don’t want there to be even a second of pain. Not tonight. Not her first time.

She watches me as I coat myself, slow strokes from base to tip. Her eyes never leave my hand. Her breath hitches when I squeeze a little extra over the head, working it in with my thumb.

“You good?” I ask.

She nods, already squirming slightly, legs falling wider open. “Yeah. Please, Joe.”

I settle between her thighs again, fist myself at the base, and guide the tip to her entrance. Press in just a little.

It’s hot. And tight. And wet.

So tight I think maybe I can’t do it—can’t get in without hurting her. I stop. Pull back. Push forward again in short, shallow strokes, teasing her open a little at a time.

She gasps, hands clutching the sheets, then my arms. Her hips rise to meet me instinctively, and that makes it worse. Better. Everything.

I keep at it. Just the tip, then a little more. Then out again.

Her body is fluttering around me—like she wants to pull me in, but also hold me out. She’s writhing now, shifting beneath me, cheeks flushed, eyes wild and glassy, mouth parted, murmuring soft, incoherent things as her thighs try to clamp around me and spread for me all at once.

I can't help myself.

I push all the way in, slow but deep, burying myself in her to the hilt.

And I see stars.

I hold my breath, hold absolutely fucking still, because if I move—if I so much as breathe—I’m going to come like a goddamn teenager.

Never in my life have I felt something like this. Not just tight, not just hot. It’s that slick, yielding grip, the way her body takes me in like I belong there. Like I’ve always belonged there.

It’s possession. It’s power. It’s worship and theft and claiming, all in one, and it’s addictive.

I start to move. Slow at first. Controlled. Long, deliberate thrusts, watching the way her tits bounce, the way her hands claw at the sheets, the way she tries to bite her own lip and fails. Her eyes flicker open, meet mine, hold me there—and that look, that trust, that need⁠—

It breaks me open.

I try to hold back. I do. I slow down, then speed up, then slow again, grinding my pelvis into her clit on every downstroke just to watch her squirm. My arms are trembling from holding myself up. My thighs burn with the effort of restraint.

And she’s close.

I see it in the way her back arches. The way her breath starts to stutter. The way her hands find mine and squeeze like she needs something to anchor her.

“Joe,” she gasps. “Joe, I⁠—”

“Come for me,” I groan, barely hanging on. “Please.”

And thank fucking God—she does.

Her whole body clamps down around me and I give in, shoving deep one last time as I spill inside her, groaning her name into her shoulder, trying not to black out.

We don’t move.

For a second—ten seconds—maybe a whole minute, I just stay there. Inside her. Over her. Breathing like I ran a marathon. Heart thudding so hard I can feel it in my ears, my fingertips, my dick.

Her legs are still wrapped around me. Her hands are in my hair. Her breath brushes the side of my neck, hot and damp.

Neither of us says a word.

I finally lift my head. Her eyes are open, soft, shiny. She smiles a little, and I feel it everywhere.

“Hi,” she whispers.

“Hi.”

I kiss her once—slow, deep, just lips, no tongue. Then I ease out of her carefully, murmuring apologies even though she doesn’t wince.

She makes a little sound, more like a whimper than a word.

“You okay?” I ask.

She nods, flushed and glowing. “Yeah. Just... full.”

I blink. Try not to picture it too literally. Fail.

“I’ll be right back,” I say, rolling off the bed and padding into the bathroom.

I grab a warm washcloth, rinse it again, test it on the inside of my wrist like I’ve been trained, then head back to the bed.

She hasn’t moved. But she looks... soft now. Loose. Wrecked in the best way.

I clean her up gently, and she lets me. Doesn’t squirm. Just watches me with this little half-smile like I’m the best part of her dream.

Once I’m done, I toss the cloth in the hamper and climb back into bed, pulling her in against my chest. She fits there like she was always meant to.

I rest my chin on her head, one hand on her back, the other draped low across her hips.

“You good?” I ask again, just to be sure.

“Better than good,” she mumbles. “I think I saw God.”

I huff a laugh and kiss her temple. “You’ll definitely see stars again when you try to walk tomorrow.”

She giggles, nuzzles in closer.

And I lie there, wide awake, still inside the echo of what just happened, wondering how the hell I’m going to keep this girl in my life without screwing it up.


CHAPTER 3


The porch swing creaks as I lean back, letting my bare feet stretch out toward the fading light. There’s still enough summer in the air to make you sweat if you move too fast, but the breeze has that early-September sweetness—cut grass and wood smoke, like the world’s starting to think about putting itself to bed.

Carly hands me a chipped enamel mug. Sweet tea. Cold, strong, full of lemon and judgment.

“I swear,” she says, “it still weirds me out how quiet it gets when the cicadas die down. Like the whole county’s holdin’ its breath.”

I nod, sip. “You’d think after all that screamin’, they’d at least leave a note.”

She snorts. “Same could be said of half my exes.”

We’re on the front porch, just the two of us. Carly’s braless in cutoffs and a tank top, her boobs doing that magic thing they do—defying gravity and making every sentence sound like a double entendre. Her hair’s up in a messy bun, a pencil stabbed through it like she might sketch something or stab someone, depending on how the conversation goes.

She leans back, mug balanced on her stomach. “Y’ever wonder how this house felt the first time it had people in it who weren’t the mayor?”

I don’t say anything.

She elbows me gently. “That’s us.”

I glance at her sideways. “You think the house made me do it?”

She grins. “Little voice in the walls, whisperin’ run for office, Daddy.”

We both laugh, shoulders shaking the swing in rhythm.

“I mean,” I say, once we’ve caught our breath, “it would be the first time this town had a mayor with a harem.”

“You know how you’re gonna handle that yet?”

I shrug. “We’ve got it easy, really. It’s just you, Tia, and Michelle full-time right now⁠—”

She cuts me off with a snort. “‘Just.’ You realize that’s not a word most men get to use before listing three live-in girlfriends.”

I raise an eyebrow. “And you think the town’s figured that out?”

She tilts her head, thoughtful. “I think the town thinks I’m your girlfriend, Michelle’s your girl-guy-friend who fixes things and cooks like a southern Nana with unresolved gender feelings, and Tia’s the lovely Latina who deigns to grace us with her occasional presence when she’s not jetting off to North Carolina or Milan for furniture inspo.”

“Something like that,” I mutter.

Carly hums, sips her tea. “Well, I guess so, Joe. You’ll figure it out.”

I nod, content to let the cicadas have the next few seconds.

Then she squints at me. “Did you see my note on the fridge?”

“Depends. Was it the one next to the cartoon dick you drew next to the grocery list?”

“Not my best work,” she says without shame. “Anyway, Eva’s comin’ home. Fall break. Think she lands Friday.”

I make a mental note. “Cool.”

“She didn’t say much, just asked if she should bring anything... like, I don’t know, the innocent little sundress she wore while blowing you in the pantry?”

I nearly choke on my tea.

Carly grins. “Said she’d be happy to help with campaign stuff. Quiet-like. Proper. Helpful. The usual.”

“She is helpful,” I say, because it’s true and also because I need to say something to survive the mental image of Eva in that damn sundress, kneeling next to a stack of canned tomatoes with my cock in her mouth.

“She’s a whole public service initiative,” Carly mutters into her tea.

We swing for a bit longer. The light goes peach-gold, and somewhere down the block, someone’s burning leaves in a barrel.

Then Carly says, real casual, “So. Did you do it?”

I glance at her. “You know I did.” I know she means Alison.

“I meant did you do it right.”

I don’t say anything right away and her smile turns.. Sly. Knowing.

“Come on, Joe. You know I like the details. Give me at least three adjectives and a metaphor.”

“You are the most dangerous kind of woman,” I say, shaking my head.

“And you love it.”

I do.

She gives me a look, and I almost cave—because usually, her cuckqueanage, her curiosity, her filthy mouth? They turn me on.

But this?

This was different.

Some stuff is private.

Sacred.

I sip my tea, stare out at the yard we built together from overgrowth and old bones.

“It was...” I clear my throat. “It made me feel like a man.”

Carly goes quiet. Not fake quiet. Not teasing. Real quiet.

She reaches over, puts her hand on my thigh. “Yeah, baby. That’s the good kind.”

And just like that, I know I’m doing okay.

Even if I don’t know what comes next.
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Eva arrives Friday, sure enough.

No deadly sundress this time—but she does bring her nurse trainee uniform. The one that looks mostly regulation from the front, until you notice how high the hem rides when she leans forward. She’s even brought a white coat. And a stethoscope.

“Dr. Joe,” she says breathlessly, looking up from where she’s kneeling beside the fainting couch, “you must see this pussy!”

Tia’s stretched out like a patient in an erotic period drama—long legs bare, the top half of her silk wrap gown falling artfully open, one foot propped in a stirrup Carly cobbled together out of an easel and leather belts.

“What seems to be the matter,” I say, voice pitched low. “Is it a code red stat emergency?” I don’t watch enough hospital shows to really play this right, but Lord, I want to.

Eva grins, and I smile back at her, forgetting for a moment to wear the stern doctor face she’s requested. I met Eva the day I won the lottery—she was so sad and prim and proper, moving me through the paperwork. Until she suggested we take a break and led me back to the bathroom.

Bent over the sink and said, in the faintest, most breathless voice I’d ever heard: “Use me.”

I’d texted Carly on the drive home. Bringing someone. She needs a place to stay.

Eva’d said something about a bad boyfriend. I asked, once. She didn’t answer. I’ve never pushed. She tells me with her body, in all the ways she opens and offers and serves. She blossoms under pressure—under me, under Michelle’s fist, under anyone who needs her.

Which is why nursing’s perfect. And why this scene? This is perfect for me.

I step up beside her, where she’s kneeling beside Tia, one gloved hand braced gently on Tia’s thigh, the other reaching to part her folds with exquisite care.

“I believe so, doctor,” Eva says. “There’s excessive warmth, significant swelling, and signs of patient agitation.”

Tia raises an eyebrow. “I could show you agitation.”

Eva just bites her lip and looks up at me with wide, earnest eyes. “Should I document this?”

“Yes,” I say, “for the chart.”

I move between Tia’s legs and take a good look.

She’s wet. Glossy. Flushed just enough to make it pink where she’s usually golden. Her clit’s peeking out bold and needy, and she does this little hip roll thing that lets me know she’s playing cool, but she’s been waiting.

“Patient appears... eager,” I narrate. “Outer lips symmetrical. Inner lips... mm, soft and engorged. Clitoral hood slightly drawn back. Notable pulsing. You getting this, Nurse Eva?”

Eva’s scribbling something down with a pink gel pen in the back of a junk mail envelope. “Yes, doctor. Please continue.”

I lean in, brush my thumb along Tia’s slick folds, then press a slow kiss right over her clit. She hisses.

“Does that hurt?” I ask, teasing.

She lifts her head. “You know damn well it doesn’t.”

“Confirming sensitivity.” I flick my tongue against her, slowly circling, and Tia groans low and deep.

Beside me, Eva shifts on her knees.

“Assist her in remaining still,” I murmur.

Eva moves immediately, sliding one hand under Tia’s ass to anchor her while the other presses gently to her belly, grounding her. “Deep breaths,” she whispers, “in through the nose, out through the pussy.”

That earns a laugh from Tia—and a moan when I suck her clit into my mouth and hum low against it.

“Noting audible response to oral stimulation,” I say between licks. “Prepare for deeper examination.”

Eva moans softly beside me. Her thighs are pressed together, her eyes glassy.

“You’ll be next,” I say to her, glancing sideways. “Just stay ready.”

“Always,” she breathes.

“Vitals are stable,” I say. “But patient requires internal treatment.”

Tia lifts her head slightly. “Less talk, more medicine.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I stand up, unzip, and Eva—dutiful as ever—reaches to help. Her hands are soft and eager, careful as she slides my cock free and strokes me once, twice, coating me with slick from a bottle she’s somehow produced from the pocket of her uniform.

“Nurse,” I say. “Get her prepped.”

Eva nods and turns back to Tia, climbing between her legs, mouthing over the slick mess I left behind, tongue tracing the same paths I took moments before. Tia moans louder this time—less cool now, more animal—and her hips flex up into Eva’s face.

I grip Eva’s shoulders, tugging her gently.

“I’ll take it from here, nurse.”

Eva obeys immediately, wiping her mouth delicately and backing away so I can step between Tia’s legs again. Her thighs spread wider for me without needing the ask. Her hand comes up, curls around the back of my neck as I press the head of my cock to her entrance.

She’s ready. Slick and open, body vibrating with need.

I sink in slow, thick inch by thick inch, watching Tia’s face the whole time. Her lips part. Her back arches. Her fingers dig into the couch cushion. When I bottom out, she exhales like she’s been holding her breath for a year.

“Christ, Joe,” she whispers. “That’s it. Just like that.”

Eva watches from the floor, chin resting on the edge of the couch, eyes huge, hands fidgeting in her lap.

“Don’t worry,” I murmur, starting to move. “You’ll have your turn soon.”

Tia takes every thrust like a queen on her throne, opening wider, arching harder, her legs wrapping around my hips to pull me in deeper. Her moans get louder, head thrown back, flushed from chest to hairline. The couch creaks in protest.

“Nurse,” I say, panting, “position yourself at the head of the couch.”

She moves to Tia’s face, pausing—even though I know she knows what I want.

“The patient needs to be silenced,” I say, thrusting harder.

Tia moans, loudly, and I can see Eva trying not to laugh.

“I suggest using your physical apparatus to restrain her,” I say.

And then Eva straddles Tia’s face, gasping as Tia’s tongue touches her, fingers digging into the back of the couch for balance.

And fuck, the sight of it⁠—

Tia taking me, Eva riding her face, both of them flushed and wet and needy—it almost undoes me right there.

I speed up, hips snapping harder into Tia, sweat starting to drip down my back. Her moans get drowned out under Eva’s gasping and the slick rhythm of our bodies working in sync.

Eva’s close. I can see it in the way her thighs start to shake.

“Hold it,” I tell her. “Don’t come yet.”

She whimpers, nods, rides Tia’s tongue with frantic grace, face glowing like she’s lit from within.

I thrust a final time into Tia, hard and deep. She breaks beneath me with a growl, coming hard around my cock, biting Eva’s thigh as she arches.

I pull out quick, still hard, and grab Eva by the waist.

“Your turn,” I growl, hauling her off Tia and bending her over the desk without preamble.

She’s soaking, rivers flowing down her legs already. God, I love how much she loves this stuff.

Eva makes me feel like a man, too, in a whole nother way from Alison.

For a minute I pause, thinking how lucky I am, that these ladies are willing to give it all to me, to let me feel my—manliness—in all these different ways.

Then I slap her ass, once, twice, watching the pink spread.

“Open for me,” I say, voice rough. “Taking you now.”

She wriggles a little, spreading her legs wider, and I sink home, fast and hard.

She moans something that sounds like thank you and rocks back against me, greedy.

Behind us, Tia’s still catching her breath, one arm flung across her forehead like a woman who’s seen God.

I grip Eva’s hips and start to move, pounding into her hard enough to shake the desk, her stethoscope swinging wildly around her neck.

“Assist the patient in resting,” I pant, half-laughing, “when I complete this house call.”

Eva nods frantically, still grinding back against me, mouth open, tongue out, utterly gone.

Her thighs are already shaking, her back damp with sweat, her little white nurse uniform bunched around her waist like a crumpled flag of surrender.

“That's it,” I pant, bending over her back. “Take it all. You’re doing so fucking good, baby.”

Eva whimpers like she can’t believe it. Her cheek is pressed to the cool wood of the desk, her hands scrabbling for purchase as I fuck her with steady, brutal precision—deep, controlled thrusts that leave her gasping with every stroke. Her whole body clenches each time I bottom out, fluttering around me, slick as hell, gripping like she never wants to let go.

She’s still trying to stay quiet—always the good girl—but her breath keeps hitching, voice breaking on tiny high-pitched gasps.

“You don’t have to hold back,” I tell her, cupping her tits from behind, rolling one nipple between my fingers while I stay buried deep. “Let me hear you.”

That’s all it takes. She cries out, full-throated now, hips pushing back into mine like she’s chasing it—riding the edge. Her head turns just enough for me to see her expression: eyes wide, mouth open, the picture of shock and bliss.

It feels endless.

Like I’m pouring every ounce of self-control and reverence and ownership into her.

When it finally slows, I collapse forward, bracing myself on the desk to keep from crushing her. My breath saws in and out of my chest, my body slick with sweat, spent but vibrating.

We stay like that for a minute. Just breathing.

Then I pull out slowly, careful not to jostle her, watching the way she flinches—sensitive now, raw and open. She whines quietly at the loss, blinking like she’s not all the way back in her body.

I run a hand down her spine. “You okay, baby?”

She nods. “Just... floating.”

Tia’s there, leaning in and kissing Eva. “You were incredible.”

This house.

This whole beautiful, ridiculous, sacred mess.
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The pan sizzles under the sausages I’ve got braising, and I drop in some chunks of onion and pepper. Just a Thursday. Just my life.

I’m barefoot, wearing sweats that hang low on my hips and a threadbare T-shirt I got for working my first roofing job, summer after high school. The kitchen smells like lemon, butter, and fresh herbs—bright and warm, full of light and space, the kind of place people naturally gather. It’s my house now in every way that matters, even if Carly thinks there are mayoral ghosts calling the shots.

Eva’s curled on the window bench in one of the girls’ fluffy robes, legs tucked under her, a book in her lap she hasn’t turned a page in for twenty minutes.

Across the island, Natalie flips through a legal pad with tabs and scribbles in six colors of ink. She’s in a tank top and slacks, her hair twisted into a knot on top of her head, glasses perched on her nose, expression sharp.

“You can’t duck the school board question,” she says, tapping a note. “Even if it’s bait. You need a clear answer. Firm but not polarizing.”

“I can be firm,” I mutter, nudging the fish with my spatula. “I’m firm all the goddamn time.”

Natalie snorts. “You’re firm in a way that makes people want to climb you like a jungle gym. I mean firm like policy firm. Clarity. You believe in what you believe in, and you’re willing to say so even if it costs you votes.”

I glance over my shoulder. “Isn’t that your job?”

“My job is helping you say it in a way that doesn’t get you crucified.”

Eva shifts on the bench. I hear the soft rustle of her robe and the creak of her joints as she straightens, legs sliding out beneath her like she might get up. But she doesn’t.

I glance at her. She’s watching us—Natalie and me. Something quiet and unreadable on her face.

I turn back to the stove.

Natalie doesn’t notice. She’s in full strategist mode, rifling pages, pushing her glasses up with one finger. “And then there’s the channel six spot. You’ll be live. Three-minute intro, and they’ll try to surprise you with a softball personal question at the end.”

“Like what?”

“Favorite song. Last good meal. If you believe in aliens.”

“I do,” I say, flipping the last piece of fish. “How else do you explain the people who drive PT Cruisers?”

Natalie grins. “See? That’s gold. You give them that, and then pivot back to infrastructure.”

“I’d rather pivot to your infrastructure,” I murmur, mostly just to see if I can make her blush.

Natalie rolls her eyes but it lands. Her ears go pink. “Keep it in your pants, Mayor.”

Across the room, Eva’s voice cuts in, soft but sure. “He already took it out once today.”

That gets both our attention. Natalie raises an eyebrow. I whip my head around to look at Eva.

She’s smiling, just barely. A sleepy, smug little thing. But her eyes stay locked on mine, and there’s something there I haven’t seen before.

Not mischief.

Not obedience.

Not even pride.

Something closer to... stake.

She’s watching me banter with Natalie and for the first time in all the time I’ve known her, I wonder if she’s jealous.

Not in a mean way. Not even possessive, exactly.

Just... aware.

Marking territory.

My territory.

I set down the spatula, wipe my hands on a towel, and walk over to her. She looks up at me like nothing happened, like she didn’t just drop a grenade into my neatly compartmentalized little world.

I lean down, kiss the top of her head, and say, “Dinner in five.”

She nods. “Smells good.”

“It’ll taste even better.”

When I turn back, Natalie’s already scribbling a note.
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We’re in bed.

Not fucking. Just... lying there. Sheets tangled around our legs, the AC humming low, moonlight slipping through the sheer curtains and striping the walls in pale gray. I’m half on my side, propped on an elbow, watching Eva trace patterns over my chest with one lazy finger.

She’s quiet. Has been for a while.

“Babygirl,” I murmur. “What’s going on in that pretty head of yours?”

Eva’s the least selfish person I’ve ever met. Never possessive. Never guarded. From day one, she’s welcomed every girl with that same sweet, quiet warmth. Carly with her chaos. Stacy with her spreadsheets. Alison, Natalie—didn’t matter. She made room. Always.

That’s what gets me. The way she’s been tonight—watching, not reading, drifting around the edges like she’s not sure she belongs.

She takes a breath.

“I want you to win, Joe,” she says softly. “I do. I want you to get everything. The mayor’s office. The influence. Your dreams.”

Her fingers still against my chest.

“I want to support you the way you support me,” she whispers. “But if you win… won’t you have to choose?”

I blink. “Choose?”

“Like…” Her voice hitches. “For appearances. A mayor can’t have a harem. Not officially. Not publicly.”

I feel that one like a punch to the gut.

She rolls onto her back, staring up at the ceiling like maybe it’ll give her some kind of answer. “Maybe it’ll be Natalie. Maybe it should be. She’s impressive. Smart. Put-together. The kind of woman people expect to see next to a man with power.”

There’s no bitterness in her tone. Just... quiet resignation.

I shift closer, press a kiss to her bare shoulder. “Eva.”

She doesn’t look at me.

“You know I don’t care about should. You know that, right?”

“I know.” She says it too fast.

I slide a hand over her stomach. “Babygirl. You think I’d trade this—us—for a press photo?”

Her lips curve, but it’s not quite a smile. “No. But that doesn’t mean it won’t happen.”

We lie there in silence. She’s not wrong. There are things I haven’t figured out yet. How to win and keep my life intact. How to tell a story the public will buy that doesn’t erase the truth.

I hate that I don’t have a clean answer for her.

So I do the only thing I know how to do.

I roll toward her, slide one leg between hers, kiss her neck, soft and slow.


CHAPTER 4


The third question is about storm drainage. The fourth is about the damn pothole on Second Street that’s been there since Clinton was in office. I promise to look into both, even though I know the pothole lady doesn’t vote and never has.

The fifth question is a doozy.

“I heard your campaign’s being backed by some group out of Memphis. Is that true?”

“No, ma’am,” I say, voice even. “We’re entirely grassroots. All donations are public record—feel free to take a look.”

The sixth is about a public art mural someone’s son wants to paint. It’s half suggestion, half sales pitch, and honestly kind of charming. I tell him to send in a proposal.

And then it happens.

The woman in the front row holds up a piece of glossy paper like it’s evidence in a murder trial. Her voice is steady, but her lips are thin and tight. She looks like someone who irons her jeans.

“You’ve said before you support transparency,” she says, “so are you in a relationship with multiple women or not?”

The room stills. Even the kids fidgeting with juice boxes stop to listen.

To my left, one of the moderators clears his throat, fumbling for his microphone. The other one leans toward him and, not nearly quiet enough, mutters, “So that was what Allison was doing under the bar, huh?”

A smattering of laughter breaks across the center rows. A woman behind me sucks her teeth. I glance at the back corner and catch sight of Carly, arms folded, brows lifted like she’s watching a soap opera come to life. Tia doesn’t even flinch. And Eva’s face is a polite mask—sweet and placid and unreadable unless you know her, which I do. I know what that stillness means.

Natalie shifts her weight next to the podium, but she doesn’t interrupt. She’s letting me decide.

The woman’s flyer flutters slightly in the AC breeze. I catch the headline upside down: “WHAT KIND OF MAYOR HAS A HAREM?”

I stay silent.

Not because I don’t have something to say. But because I’m thinking about how this town loves gossip more than it loves good roads, and how the real question under her words isn’t about sex or sin, but shame. I won’t give her that. I won’t apologize for something I’m not ashamed of.

So I look at her, calm as I can be, and wait.

She blinks, like she expected more fireworks.

Natalie steps forward, smooth as Tennessee whiskey. “If anyone wants to hear more about Joe’s values—about what honesty and community mean to this campaign—we’ll be live on Town Talk this Sunday morning. No spin. Just truth.”

There’s a rustle, a few scattered murmurs. I see a man in the third row nudge his wife, whisper something behind his program. She stares at me for a long second. Then she nods.

And just like that, we move on.

The seventh question is about school lunch programs.
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The house is quiet when I get back, but not for long. As soon as I manage to pour myself 2 fingers of whiskey and take a quick sip—the kind you take when you’re fixing on swallowing the whole thing down, but want to give yourself a minute to think straight before getting on the drunk train—the back door swings open hard enough to make the weathervane rattle. Natalie strides in like she owns the place—or like she’s thinking about whether she wants to.

She doesn’t say hi. Doesn’t take off her coat. Just slaps a folded flyer onto the counter next to the cutting board.

I glance down. It’s the same one from the town hall, only this one has a QR code circled in red. Above it, a header in caps: “IS THIS YOUR FUTURE MAYOR?”

“What is it?” I ask, already knowing I don’t want to know.

She folds her arms. “Someone posted about you on Reddit. Said you used to run an OnlyFans account. Linked a video.”

I go still. “Of me?”

Her brows lift. “Not just you.”

I set the glass down.

“Do I want to know which video?”

She exhales through her nose. “Eva and Michelle. You. A pool float shaped like a flamingo.”

I wince. “Ah. That one.”

She takes three steps forward, calm and controlled and very pissed. “You should’ve locked it down. Scrubbed the content. You’re running for mayor, Joe. You can’t afford to have a harem with public archives.”

“It wasn’t public. That was years ago.”

“Doesn’t matter,” she says sharply. “It’s out now. You need to manage it.”

“What if I don’t want to manage it?” I shoot back, louder than I mean to. “What if I don’t want to hide it?”

Her lips part like she’s about to say something scathing, but she reins it in. “Then maybe you don’t want to win.”

That lands harder than it should.

I take a breath. Try again. “Maybe I don’t want to live a lie.”

She stares at me for a long second. “Nobody’s asking you to lie. But life is tradeoffs, Joe. You don’t always get everything you want.”

I step toward her. We’re too close. Her breath catches. I smell her perfume—vanilla, citrus, the heat of ambition.

My voice drops. “Then tell me something.”

“What?”

I look her straight in the eye. “What do you want?”

Her eyes darken. She opens her mouth—but I don’t let her answer.

I kiss her.

She tastes like wine and fury and restraint. Her mouth is tense at first, like she wants to stay angry, but then she softens, opens. Her tongue brushes mine and something electric rolls through me.

I’ve never kissed a Black woman before. I don’t know why that thought pops into my head right now—maybe because I know this isn’t just sex. It’s politics. Power. Heat. History.

My knee slots between her legs, and she rocks into me without thinking, breath hitching.

Her hands are on my chest, fisted in my shirt, tugging just enough to make my blood hum. I want her against the wall. I want her on the counter. I want her everywhere.

But then she pulls back.

Eyes locked on mine. Cheeks flushed. Lipstick smudged.

“When the election’s over,” she whispers, voice wrecked. “Win first.”

She leans in, presses one last kiss to my mouth—soft, deliberate.

“Then you can have whatever you want.”

Then she turns and walks out, heels clicking against the tile like a goddamn gavel.
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I’ve only managed to take another baby starter sip of my whiskey before the back door bangs open. Again.

Eva and Alison spill into the kitchen like it’s a party and not a quiet Tuesday night. Eva’s holding two pizza boxes overhead like a trophy, Alison’s got a six-pack swinging from one hand, and neither of them looks remotely concerned about my existential crisis.

Eva grins. “We brought sustenance and sluts.”

Alison shoots her a look. “You’re unbelievable.”

“Unbelievably helpful,” Eva replies sweetly, setting the boxes down.

I don’t move from where I’m slouched at the counter, tumbler in hand. “Y’all are about three hours late for crisis management.”

Eva lifts a brow. “Oh, come on. That flyer was kind of iconic. You looked hot in that grainy screengrab.”

Alison snorts. “It wasn’t even a real OnlyFans. Just a Reddit repost of some dumb cam site clip.”

I don’t laugh. “Glad y’all are enjoying my public crucifixion.”

Eva bites her lip. “Sorry, Daddy. Just trying to lighten the mood.”

There’s a beat of quiet. The kitchen clock ticks.

Alison takes the whiskey from my fingers, takes a sip, hands it back. “Oh, Joe. You know you’re gonna win anyway. You live a charmed life.”

Eva’s already kicked off her shoes and is circling me with a considering gaze, like I’m a patient she’s about to take vitals on. “We’d do anything to make it happen,” she murmurs, brushing her fingers lightly across my shoulder as she passes behind me.

Alison raises an eyebrow, catching the exchange. I take another sip. It burns better this time.

Eva leans over, whispers something to Alison—just loud enough that I catch “nurse fantasy” and “you still have the glasses?”

They dissolve into giggles, disappearing down the hall like they’ve got a secret to keep. I stay planted on the stool, watching the swing of Alison’s ass in tiny cutoff shorts that barely count as legal coverage. Her thighs are sun-kissed and strong, and I know for a fact that her pussy is baby-smooth and gets wet the second she feels eyes on her.

Eva’s in one of those little romper things, loose and silky, sliding off one shoulder. There’s no bra under there. No lines, either, so if she’s wearing anything underneath, it’s for show. Or for me.

She moves like her joints are made of warm butter—slow and smooth and sinuous. Her hair’s in a braid down her back, and I remember the texture exactly—soft as silk when I’ve got a fist in it, guiding her mouth down over my cock, her eyes big and wet and grateful.

I know for a fact she’s wearing a plug right now. I know it, even before she turns and gives me a little wink over her shoulder, and I catch that tight, deliberate clench in her walk.

I take another drink.
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We’re in the basement, which Carly and Tia remodeled sometime last year, back when we all finally admitted the whole damn house couldn’t be a sex palace.

Just one room.

When did we start caring what other people thought?

I don’t really know. And maybe it’s not even about that. Maybe it was just practical. Honestly, it’s easier to have all the gear in one place. One giant room, all covered in thick, soft matting—like gym flooring, but upholstered in this microfiber-ish stuff that’s easy to clean and weirdly cozy. Smells faintly like leather and lube and whatever linen spray Carly started using after that one night someone spilled cinnamon oil. There’s ambient lighting, too. Tia insisted. “No one wants to come under fluorescents,” she said. Fair point.

There’s a spanking bench near the corner. A wall rack with restraints and blindfolds, plugs and paddles. A modified weight bench I turned into a spreader setup, mostly used for oral—what Carly once dubbed “the muff-diving throne.” There’s a sling we don’t use often enough and a couple of locking cabinets, because at some point Michelle said “we should have rules about guests.”

She’s balls deep in Eva right now, with a strap-on, I mean. Positioned perfectly so I can see Eva’s face—her panting, blissed-over face, writhing on Michelle’s stick, vibing to her every thrust.

“Like this, Joe?” Michelle asks, tauntingly. “That look on your face’s got me about ready for some cock,” she adds.

I stroke my cock a little harder.

“You know this is really for you,” Michelle says, and Eva moans then, pushes back harder on the stick, like maybe it just hit her G-spot—or maybe she really likes what Michelle’s saying.

I grin. “This is what you do for all the girls.”

Michelle snorts. “Maybe. But still. I’m definitely getting hungry for some cock.”

“When?”

“Soon.”

“Oh. Like in a few months?”

She flips me off without missing a beat. “Asshole.”

Truth is, I think Michelle’s probably gay. She fucks me every now and then—usually when she’s ovulating, or bored. It’s almost always reverse cowgirl. She likes being in charge. It’s fun, playing by her rules like that. Besides, she loves a good creampie—and I love giving it to her. That, too, makes me feel like a man, the fact that I’m the only guy she lets give it to her.

Carly’s teasing Alison with a vibe—one of the strong, silent ones she calls “the German workhorse.” She’s grinning, crouched between Alison’s thighs, and even though they are on the other side of the room I can see the slick running down Carly’s leg, that’s how turned on she is. Soaked and smiling like she’s in church, grinding on herself like she’s trying to wake her ass up after sitting on a pew for too long.

She clicks the vibe off suddenly, leans back, and says, “I think you need to learn how to put nipple clamps on me.”

Alison blinks, dazed. “I—what?”

I have to bite back a laugh. I should have known that was gonna come next. Carly loves tit torture, and if she doesn’t have a dick in her, that’s where she goes to next—wants them sucked on, hard, like for milking or something, or bitten. Keeps talking about getting them pierced and—I cannot wait. First of all, I want to play with the piercings—have this fantasy about attaching some kind of chain to her belly button piercing or maybe a clamp on her clit and—tugging—but also because I know how much Carly will get off on it, how much she’ll enjoy it. Whenever I clamp her, she gets that high, that wild look in her eyes like she’s flying.

I stroke myself again, gaze darting back and forth, Michelle fucking Eva, Alison riding Carly’s mouth now, as she tugs the reins she’s hooked up to her tits, hard.

I stroke again and then tip my head back, close my eyes, let myself get off on the moans and the cries and the squeals.

What would it be like—if this was it?

If I just watched and listened.

If I never touched again.

If I picked one woman… and all the rest of this stayed behind glass.


CHAPTER 5


I’m not fully awake when I feel her.

The sheets are warm, the light’s soft—gray-blue and muffled, the kind of morning where the world feels padded. There’s a storm coming, I think. Or maybe it passed already. My brain hasn’t quite caught up.

But my body has.

Carly’s mouth is around me, slow and wet, like she has all the time in the world.

I don’t open my eyes. Just lie still and let it happen. Let her do what she does best—what she loves, and what I never, ever get tired of.

Her lips glide down my length, inch by inch, tongue slick and hot against the underside. She pauses when she gets to the base, like she’s memorizing the way I taste. And then she sucks—firm and steady, not hard, just enough to pull a groan out of me that I try (and fail) to swallow.

Carly hums around my cock, like she likes the sound.

I reach down, still half-asleep, and thread my fingers into her hair. She doesn’t stop. Doesn’t speed up. Just moves in that same slow rhythm, deliberate as a metronome. Up, down, twist. Tongue flat, then curled. Hollow cheeks. A flick against the tip that makes my hips jerk.

She presses my thigh down with her hand.

Not yet, that hand says. Not your show. Let me.

So I do. I surrender to it. Let myself feel.

The drag of her mouth. The heat of her breath. The soft whimper she makes when she deepthroats me fully, like she’s the one overwhelmed.

Carly likes giving head more than anyone I’ve ever met. It’s not just a skill with her—it’s an act of devotion.

And today, it’s a ceremony.

She pulls off for a second—slick lips, flushed cheeks, pupils blown wide—and looks up at me like I’m a king.

Then she wraps both hands around the base and sinks back down, swallowing me like she missed me overnight. Like she wants to give me everything I need before the chaos starts.

I feel it building—pressure winding low in my spine, heat coiling in my gut.

She feels it too.

Starts to speed up, just a little. Mouth tighter. Sounds wetter. Her fingers trace my balls, my hips twitch, and her other hand presses me back down again. Let me.

It doesn’t take much after that.

I come with a low growl, hips stuttering, her name breaking loose from my lips in a half-voiced exhale.

Carly swallows it all, licks the head clean, kisses my thigh.

Then she climbs up my body, curls in beside me, presses her mouth to my ear and says, “Happy Election Day, my Mayor.”

I’m still catching my breath. I turn my head just enough to find her smile.

“Not yet,” I mutter.
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8:00 AM

I’ve barely poured myself a cup of coffee, debating between one sugar or three (it’s Election Day, after all) when Natalie blows in, door slamming. "I think you might just squeak through," she says, dropping a printout on the counter.

She’s flawless, as usual—stiletto heels, pencil skirt, crisp white blouse. She was made for this shit: campaign manager, politician’s wife, you name it. Me? I’m still trying to decide if I want toast.

9:30 AM

I’ve barely walked into my office downtown, aka the campaign HQ, when Stacy pulls me into our little secret back bedroom.

“Just for good luck,” she says, pushing me onto the bed and settling herself down on my lap, skirt around her waist.

It’s not even a proper fuck—more of a ceremonial bounce. A half-hearted ride, all adrenaline and gritted teeth. She doesn’t let me finish. “Can’t drain the charm,” she whispers, biting my neck.

Campaign superstition. Better than baseball.

10:30 AM

The minute I think this is my last press interview ever is the minute I start to wonder whether I want it to be my last press interview ever, 'cause it’s only my last one if I don’t win, right? If I win, it’s going to be press and uncomfortable questions for the next 4 years, at the least.

“What’s the first thing you’ll do if elected?”

“Probably cry in the shower,” I say. “Then fix the potholes.”

Michelle’s waiting in the green room bathroom. “Just in case you need a fluffer,” she says, already on her knees before I can close the door.

I last maybe sixty seconds before she pulls off with a wicked grin. “Save it for the voters, champ.”

12:15 PM

The polling place line’s out the door, and half the volunteers look like they’re ready to throw hands.

Some guy in camo starts heckling me—says Milltown deserves a mayor who isn’t living in sin.

Natalie steps between us with a clipboard and a killer smile. “That’s an interesting position, sir. Perhaps you should’ve run.”

Natalie points me toward the bathroom, tells me to get cleaned up before we head out, and of course the minute I latch the door behind me I realize Petra’s there, waiting, dropping to her knees for me, mouth warm and reverent.

“I prayed on it,” she whispers. “This is what God told me to do.”

I might come. I might pass out. Honestly, it’s a toss-up.

2:35 PM

The backroom of Carly’s bar feels like the place I might actually get a few minutes' peace today, and that’s true for all of five minutes before there’s a knock and I stupidly say, “Come in,” and then there’s Alison.

“You looked stressed,” she says, dropping to her knees.

She sucks me down deep, holds it, lets me twitch. Then pulls back and taps the head of my dick like she’s tasting soup.

“Still too salty,” she grins. “Back to work.”

I stumble out of the back, still adjusting my belt and trying to walk like a man who hasn’t had the soul sucked out of him by a woman who thinks blowjobs are a wellness practice.

Mike and Other Mike are already planted at the bar like furniture.

“I voted for you,” Mike says without looking up from his beer.

Other Mike nods. “Me too. Say hi to Alison, by the way.”

I raise a hand.

3:10 PM

Across the street, Sallie Mae’s out front waiting for me.

“I have it on good authority,” she says, poking my chest with one pink-lacquered nail, “that every parent in my grandson’s class voted for you.”

I open my mouth to thank her, but she keeps going.

“They really appreciated you pushing through the new playground. Swings and climbing ropes? You’re a visionary.”

And then the lights go out behind her. Probably the new blow-dryer rig, but I pull out my phone anyway.

Me: Is this an omen?

Eva’s always good with things like this, she’ll tell me if it is or isn’t, and what it all means. She replies in seconds.

Eva: Want to have phone sex?
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7:02 PM

I don’t recognize my own living room anymore.

Tia redid it last month, said it was part of my “branding.” Now it looks like a cigar lounge fucked a Restoration Hardware and they raised a little trust-fund bastard together. Rolled-arm sofas in mohair velvet, soft lighting, a walnut drinks cart I definitely didn’t buy, and a wall-mounted TV the size of a small movie theater screen.

It’s nice, I guess. A little too curated. But the couch is comfortable, and right now that’s all I care about, because the room is full of people, the polls are closed, and the returns are coming in.

I’m parked dead center. Michelle is draped over the arm of the sofa like a jungle cat. Carly’s curled up next to me, legs tucked under, stealing sips of my drink. Natalie’s perched on the ottoman with her laptop open, watching four different maps light up in real time. Petra and Alison are sharing a blanket, which is weirdly sweet until Petra reaches over and starts braiding Alison’s hair with this look of total focus, like it's a sacred act. Stacy’s already got her shoes off and is massaging one foot with the other like she’s prepping for a dance-off.

It smells like takeout, champagne, and very faintly of sex.

The news guy on TV says, “—a shocking upset in the Fourth District, where turnout seems to have favored the more progressive candidate⁠—”

“God, what a lazy take,” Natalie mutters, not even glancing up. “That guy can’t read polling crosstabs to save his life.”

Michelle chuckles. “Jealous you’re not on camera?”

Natalie shrugs. “Jealous they let him on camera with that tie.”

Stacy snorts. “I liked the little shout-out to your get-out-the-vote push, though.”

“Only took two hundred volunteers and a metric ton of pizza,” Carly adds.

“Speaking of,” Petra says, waving her phone. “Eva wants in.”

She hits speaker and sets it on the coffee table.

“Hey, y’all,” Eva’s voice comes through, warm and soft.

Michelle leans toward the mic. “Hey, exhibitionist.”

“Hey, muff diver,” Eva shoots back. “Is Joe vibrating through the couch yet?”

“I’m fine,” I say, lying through my teeth.

I haven’t come all day. Not since Carly woke me up at six-something with her mouth and a whispered “Happy Election Day, my Mayor.” Every woman in this house—plus at least one on the phone—has edged me like it’s their civic duty. I’m running on caffeine, adrenaline, and one very patient dick.

The truth is I don’t know if I want to win.

Losing would mean sleep. Privacy. Maybe even normal sex again. But it would also mean disappointing every single person in this room. Letting the town go back to petty tyrants and backroom deals. Losing would mean⁠—

“Milltown results incoming,” Natalie says, and suddenly everyone’s quiet.

The screen updates with a little ding that might as well be a gunshot.

We watch the number tick over.

“Holy shit,” Carly whispers. “You’re up.”

I blink.

The little blue bar next to my name is longer than the red one. Not by much, but enough.

Michelle whoops. Petra clasps her hands like she’s just watched a miracle. Alison shouts “SUCK IT, CHAD!” even though I’m pretty sure Chad wasn’t running.

Eva says, “Well, fuck me gently with a ballot.”

Natalie just nods. “I told you.”

They’re all talking now, excited, laughing, pouring champagne. Someone hands me a glass but I don’t drink it. I’m just sitting here, trying to feel like a winner.

I don’t. Not yet.

I feel tired. Wrung out. Grateful. Terrified. And hard as a rock under this throw blanket.

Carly leans in and kisses my cheek. “You did it.”

“I didn’t do it alone.”

“No,” she says, smiling. “You didn’t.”

Michelle flops into my lap, her hair spilling over my chest. “Now can we finally let you come?”

I look around the room—at all these wild, brilliant, infuriating women who carried me across the finish line, one blowjob and spreadsheet at a time.

“God, I hope so,” I murmur, and close my eyes just as lightning flashes through the window.
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Somehow we all make it down to the basement together, with no orgasms in between.

I flop into a bean bag, stuck in that tired-but-wired place, not totally ready yet to plunge in, just wanting to take in the haze of skin and noise.

No matter what happens next—I’m letting myself indulge tonight.

Maybe I’ll cream Michelle first, since she’s so damn antsy for it. Although watching her bite Carly’s tits right now is pretty fucking good.

Or maybe I’ll go grab Carly’s clamps, stick ’em on her, tug while she writhes and begs like she does when she’s just a little past okay.

Not sure Alison’s ready for full-on public dick-in-vaginal, but anal could be nice. Slow. Deep. She likes that more than she admits.

Or I could let Petra hoover me straight down her throat. Fuck her face until I’m groaning and empty in her stomach like some kind of offering.

I stroke myself once, slow. Just once.

And that’s when I realize she’s there.

Natalie. Right in front of me.

Hair a little mussed, breath coming shallow, wide-eyed—probably from watching the girls go at it—but there’s steel in her spine, purpose in her walk.

“Ready for me to make good on my promise?” she asks.

I meet her gaze, heart kicking up, cock twitching in my hand.

“Yeah,” I say. “I’m ready.”

Ready for everything that comes next.
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Wanna know what finds next? I gotchu
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