
  
  
      
        
          Cherry Bomb

          An Alpha Boss MFM Threesome Erotic Short

		      
          SJ Rowe

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          Crow & Compass Publishing

        

      

    


  
  This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 
Copyright © 2026 by SJ Rowe 
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by an electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.
Published by Crow & Compass Publishing
Tucson, Arizona
Originally published in 2025 under author name Stella Rowe
www.stellarowe.com






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Fuse Lit
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Trail of Fire
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Showing Off
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Unproven Flame
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Double Spark
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Two Roman Candles
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Firecrackers
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Best in the State
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A Note from SJ Rowe
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About SJ Rowe
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Stella
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Fuse Lit
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I shoved the box of roman candles back onto the bottom rack, grunting as the corner caught my hip for the third damn time. The trailer was a sauna. The metal walls held the heat like a clenched fist, and the fans rattling overhead didn’t do shit to help. My tank top stuck between my tits, the sweat soaked right through. Every time I bent over, I felt it ride up my back, threatening to flash half the parking lot. 
“Those shorts oughta be illegal,” Trent said from behind me. “Or at least regulated.”
I didn’t turn around. “File a complaint with HR. Oh wait, we don’t have one. Go fuck yourself.”
He laughed. “Just saying. Some of us are trying to focus, and you keep walking around with that cherry-colored ass in our face.”
I rolled my eyes, still crouched. “Pretty sure the color’s just my hair, dumbass.”
Everyone called me Cherry. Came with the territory, I guess. Bright red hair, wild curls I usually wrangled into a messy knot, and a body built like a stack of sins. Big tits, tight waist, and a whole lot of ass I’d stopped trying to hide when I was nineteen. In the middle of a Missouri summer, modesty was a death wish.
Trent lit another smoke bomb and dropped it at my feet. Purple haze bloomed around my legs. I waved it off.
“You’re not slick,” I told him. “You’re just bored.”
“And you’re hot as hell,” he said. “So I win.”
The smoke curled up around my calves, sweet and chemical. I stood and turned just as the trailer door creaked open. Wes stepped in—silent, broad-shouldered, sunburnt, and carrying the kind of presence that made the air shift. The laughter died in Trent’s throat.
Wes didn’t say anything at first. Just scanned the trailer, then looked at me.
“You’re blocking the mortar crates,” he said, nodding toward the box I’d just shoved in.
I didn’t roll my eyes this time, but only because his voice scraped low and even, like gravel dragged across concrete. I moved the box, set it straight, and didn’t bother answering.
Wes stepped closer, arms crossed, sweat darkening the neckline of his faded tank. His eyes tracked my hands adjusting the placement, then flicked up to my face like he hoped to catch me doing something punishable.
Trent cleared his throat. “We’re almost done here,” he offered, too quick.
Wes didn’t acknowledge him.
That was the thing with Wes: he didn’t need to yell or flex. The way he watched you was enough. Made you feel like you’d either impressed him or pissed him off, and you wouldn’t know which until he decided to tell you.
And sometimes he just didn’t.
I brushed my palms on my shorts, aware of how quiet it had gotten. A beat too long, too loaded.
“Anything else, boss?” I asked, light on the sarcasm.
His eyes narrowed just slightly.
“Not yet.”
I bent to grab a pack of fountains from the lower shelf, my tank tugging up again and catching on the curve of my waist. Let it. The heat had already stripped away any fucks I had left to give.
Behind me, Trent let out a low whistle. “Careful, Cherry. Some of us are only human.”
“Some of you are barely that,” I muttered.
I stood slow, stretching just enough to make a point. My back cracked, tits lifting with the motion, and I didn’t miss the way both men went quiet for a breath too long.
“You two act like I’m fresh off the school bus,” I said, turning to face them. “You might own the stand, but I’m the one who actually sells the damn fireworks.”
Trent smirked, about to toss another cheap line, but Wes cut in before he could.
“You think this place is a joke?”
His tone didn’t rise, didn’t need to. Just settled low in my chest, where heat became something else.
I squared off. “I think you like barking orders because your dick’s bored.”
Trent sucked in a breath like I’d lit a match.
Wes stepped forward once. Just one step. Big frame, solid heat, voice like smoke.
“I think you don’t realize how fast this trailer could kill you if you keep playing tough.”
That shut me up.
He didn’t say anything else, just gave me a long look before turning back toward the door.
The silence hung thick like humidity after that. Wes pushed out the trailer door without another word, leaving it to slam shut behind him. Trent hesitated, gave me a look that was more curious than lewd for once, then followed.
I stood there a second too long.
The overhead lights buzzed faintly. One of the fans clicked in a broken rhythm. I wiped my palms on my shorts, then reached for the spray bottle and rag and started wiping down the counters. Motion for motion’s sake. The sweat between my breasts had gone tacky. My thighs stuck when I moved. My pulse hadn’t slowed.
I hated how Wes got under my skin. He never had to raise his voice. And when he looked at me like that, I felt it between my legs before I even realized my muscles had tightened.
Out front, Trent laughed at something a customer said. He was too loud, always sounded a little forced. I ignored it.
I finished wiping the shelves, dropped the rag into the crate by the register, and bent to grab my water bottle from under the counter. When I straightened, I let out a sharp breath and shook my shirt to cool my skin.
Then the door creaked open again.
I turned slow, hand still on the bottle, mouth dry.
Wes stood in the frame, backlit by the dying sun, one hand holding a cigarette pack.
“Come smoke,” he said.
It wasn’t a question.
I’d lit more fireworks than cigarettes in my life, but I still followed him out back.






  
  Trail of Fire
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Wes didn’t look back, just walked behind the trailer like the heat didn’t touch him, cigarette pack already in hand. He dropped down on the busted aluminum picnic table like it was his throne: legs spread, boots planted, shoulders loose like nothing in the world could surprise him. 
He flipped the top of the pack and offered it without looking.
I took one. Didn’t really smoke, but I wasn’t about to say no. He lit his first, then leaned over and sparked mine. His rough fingers, hot from the lighter, brushed mine. I pulled a shallow drag, held it like I knew what I was doing, then let it leak out slow.
The smoke hit sharp and dry on the back of my throat. I tried not to cough.
Wes watched me. That unreadable, unimpressed stare of his.
“You need me to show you how to suck that thing properly?”
I flicked ash off the end of the cigarette and gave him a crooked smile.
“Never had any complaints about the way I suck.”
That landed. I felt it.
He took another drag, long and slow, eyes still on mine. The silence after stretched, hot and heavy, full of the next thing he might say.
He didn’t say it. Not yet.
But he didn’t look away, either.
I took another drag, kept it cleaner this time. Didn’t inhale deep, just let the smoke hang at the edge of my mouth like I knew what I was doing. Wes didn’t comment again, but I could feel his eyes on me, measured, weighing something I hadn’t offered yet.
“You sure you’re gonna make it to midnight without needing a nap, old man?”
His brow twitched. Barely. “You ever seen me slow down?”
“Only when you haul yourself outta that lawn chair like your knees are ninety.”
“That’s called pacing.”
“That’s called creaking.”
He smirked, small but real. It looked good on him. Didn’t soften him, just carved a new line into the sharp edge.
I tilted my head. “Can I ask you something, Wes?”
“You’re gonna.”
“How come I’ve never seen you with anyone? You own a fireworks stand, drive a big-ass RV, and wear tank tops like the sexy summer stereotype you are. Shouldn’t women be throwing themselves at you?”
“They throw themselves,” he said, flicking ash. “I just don’t catch.”
I raised a brow. “So what, you don’t do repeats?”
“Don’t need more than a night.” He paused. Took a drag. “Might make an exception.”
“For who?”
His gaze pinned me. “If I could find a girl who could back up her mouth.”
I smiled around my cigarette. “Well, I’ve never had any complaints about that either.”
That changed something in the air. Just a little. Enough that I felt it settle low in my belly.
Wes took another long drag, eyes on the horizon like I hadn’t just offered him something filthy in plain daylight. But he didn’t deflect this time.
“I’d have to verify that myself.”
My stomach dipped. Not from nerves. From want.
I held his gaze and brought the cigarette to my mouth again, lips parted slow, deliberately obscene. “Go ahead.”
He watched me inhale. Then he leaned forward, plucked the cigarette straight from my fingers, and stubbed it out on the metal tabletop. His hand lingered on the crushed filter. The way he looked at me made it feel like something else had just been snuffed out too. Restraint, maybe.
Wes stood.
No rush. Just unfolded all that height like gravity didn’t apply to him. He nodded once toward the RV.
“Inside.”
I hesitated long enough to feel the weight of it. The way his voice landed didn’t leave room for questions.
He didn’t glance back to check if I was coming.
He didn’t need to.
I followed, every step louder than it should have been, my boots sticking to the pavement, my breath catching where his words had sunk deep.
The door creaked open, heavier than the trailer’s.
He stepped in.
I crossed the distance and followed him inside. 
The door shut behind me with a soft clunk, sealing out the parking lot, the heat, the world. Inside, the RV buzzed with the low hum of a window unit. The air smelled like dust, faint aftershave, and something sharper beneath. Maybe a burnt fuse. Maybe it was the smell of anticipation.
Wes sat on the edge of the small built-in couch, elbows on his knees. Watching me.
He didn’t tell me what to do.
He didn’t have to.
I dropped to my knees hard enough to feel it. I crawled forward a little, slow and sure, until I was between his thighs. His legs stayed wide, the fabric of his shorts pulled tight over the shape pressing against the front.
I reached for his belt.
He let me work it open at my pace. No noise but the soft clink of metal and my own breathing. I tugged the zipper down. My hands weren’t shaking, but my pulse was everywhere. Ears. Throat. Deep between my legs.
When I pulled him free, I looked up.
His jaw was clenched. Eyes locked to mine.
“You that desperate to prove something, Cherry?”
I smiled slow. “No. Just hungry.”
Then I opened my mouth and took him in, slow and deliberate, until his fingers knotted in my hair and his hips twitched forward like instinct got the best of him.
The low groan he gave me was worth every second I’d waited for this.
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