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I carry another box up the stairs for Daisy. She has more stuff than any of us, even Cynthia rolls her eyes when I walk through the door. 

“Put it in my bedroom,” Daisy directs. Like an obedient puppy I do as she says. 

Cynthia stands against the doorframe glaring at me. “Are you going to unpack for her too.” 

I grin and nod. “Yes, and I’ll place a mint on her pillow too.”

“As if she’d like that. I know you’re into her, but you don’t know her very well. Frilly she’s not.” Cynthia regards me.

I set the box down. “Really, I’m not. Just helping her get moved in,” I say. 

“Sure.” Cynthia walks away. 

Truth is both Cynthia and Daisy are acquaintances I met when taking an economics class. We got to talking one day and decided splitting rent three ways was better than one or two. While the two women are on the butchy side, I’d do them. Daisy is petite but not into frills.

Daisy comes in after a shower. She’s dressed in a tight tank top and barely there shorts. Her long auburn hair drips on the ends. Her tank is wet at the shoulders. Her long shapely legs are shaved smooth. Scratch the thought that she’s butchy. Of the two women she’s less butchy than Cynthia.

Of the two Daisy is the prettiest. Cynthia isn’t bad but her butch stance makes her less appealing to me. Not that any of us will be hooking up soon. Daisy walks by, oh her scent. My brow lifts when she settles in the seat across from me. Her small tits are pointing right at me through the braless shirt. Swallowing hard I try not to notice but it’s as if the taut little nubs are calling to me. Shit, my cock rises, and I shift uncomfortably on my seat.

“What’s the matter, Oscar? You act like you have ants in your pants.” Leave it to Cynthia to notice the obvious. Thankfully, Daisy doesn’t pay any attention.

I grimace at Cynthia. “Back injury giving me grief,” I lie.

My sentiment doesn’t impress her as she hmphs my lie. I put my hand behind my back for good measure. I don’t give a fuck if she notices my bulge. If she says something, I’ll invite her to suck it.

I wonder what life will be like living with these two women. One who is crass and the other a fucking flaunting show off. My cock throbs so hard I want to crawl to Daisy and suck her little tit into my mouth. Women like her are wild in bed I hear.

Daisy lifts her arms and yawns. Her fucking nipples stand at attention. Did I just witness Cynthia giving her a desirous glance? If she did, Daisy didn’t acknowledge it. Fuck, that’s hot. What I’d give to see those two go at it. Fuck, I need to rub one out before I suggest such things that could get me thrown out of the apartment.  

I reach my room just in time. My damn balls are turning blue. Quickly, I come out of my pants and my cock is so long and hard I can hardly stand it. My fingers squeeze over the head as I lie back on the bed, relaxing on the pillows. I look down at my stiffy and think about Daisy’s small tits growing hard under the thin shirt. I imagine her and Cynthia going at it, kissing, and fingering each other until I’m lurching forward with a yelp and squirt the hot cum straight up in the air. I’m always amazed at how high I get it to go and how much there is. I squeeze and rub until I come back down from the euphoria of the powerful orgasm.

I sneak out the door to the bathroom that's mine across the hall. I blush when I realize I must have been loud while masturbating. If either Daisy or Cynthia heard they didn't make it obvious. My heart slows down as I wash up and I began to come up with ways to do things so that no one will hear. Next time, I'll turn my music up and that way I can have a good old time with my hands. Sighing heavily, I smirk at myself in the mirror. My hands are not what I want to use. 

I help decorate the apartment the next day, making it look like a home instead a giant storage shed. I really could care less but I do things to help the girls in hopes of getting along with them. 

I do everything I can to play nicely with Cynthia and Daisy. They are women, after all. Their monthly cycles are synced so of course the bad mood ensues at the same time. During that time, I make myself scarce so as not to get a rise out of them. But for the most part, we act like adults and we get along swimmingly. 

“Davis, why don't you run to the store and grab some charcoals, and we’ll have a cookout,” Cynthia says when I walk in one Saturday morning after I had gone for a jog.

I pause to catch my breath. She is such a butch that she calls me by my last name like she’s one of the guys. I've asked her more than once to call me Oscar, but she won't. I nod as I'm still breathing heavily. Daisy comes in wearing her cute little sun dress with her long shapely legs smooth in glowing. She smiles at me and bends over to peer into my face.

“I think you need a drink of water,” she says as she stands up and walks into the kitchen to fetch me water. She such a sweet person always caring and always brooding over Cynthia and me.

“Thank you, Hun, it's just what I need,” I say as I turn the bottle of water up and drink nearly half of it.

Taut little nipples poke out through the thin material of the dress. Damn, Daisy’s not wearing a bra again. It's all I can do to keep from gawking at her chest. She made a passing comment one time that she didn't have enough boobs to merit wearing a bra. Cynthia, of course, told her that was all good. I have often wondered about the two of them, but I've never seen them doing anything or sneaking into each other’s rooms at night. 

Cynthia glares at me with her hand on her hip. I clear my throat. “Yeah, okay I'll run down to the market and get the charcoals. Do you need anything else?” I ask.

“No, love, just get the charcoals. We’re grilling tonight! We already have all the food.” At least Daisy knows how to speak to a man. 

I return from the market and the ladies grill as I help. Cynthia is very bossy, and it is as if she's the man of the house. I cower down from her because she's so butchy and mean. I don't know that she means to be like that, but she is abrasive to me. I do notice she treats Daisy very nice. I wonder if the woman has a thing for her, but I don't think Daisy reciprocates.

Sitting back and drinking beers helps us to relax and chill. I take my moment when Cynthia excuses herself to go take a shower. Daisy and I are sitting on our back porch enjoying the cool night air while downing our beer. 

“Is there anyone special in your life right now?” I ask. I really want to know.

Daisy kind of smirks as she shakes her head. “No, I'm not dating anyone right now. Are you?” she asks brightly. 

My heart quickens at her question. Suddenly, I realize I have a thing for this woman. I smile at her because I realize this is a defining moment. “No, there's no one special in my life right now. But I'm always open to the possibilities,” I say as I look off in the distance dreamily.

Daisy joins me in the moment of contemplation. She sets her focus off in the distance at some unseen thing. We’re both smiling slightly as we're thinking and I'm wondering if she's thinking about me like I am about her. I almost get the courage to ask her that question, but I realize that it's a question where there's no turning back. I sit forward but the gall comes up in my throat and stops me with the fear that she will say no. I look at her and smile. 

“Were you about to say something? You look like you were,” Daisy says as she regards me. 

I open my mouth about to be out with it when Cynthia walks back out. She has such a presence that it completely spoils the moment for me. I just smirk and shake my head. 

“Nah
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