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Chapter 1


Janice.

When Mike looked toward the kitchen and saw her sitting there, comfortable in her own sensual skin, he was both surprised and not at all.

It was so like her to be there in Catherine’s kitchen, talking with Abigail as if nothing was the matter.

In a way, it was perfectly normal of course. Just two gorgeous women talking to one another.

But with how Mike’s life had been going lately, being involved with multiple women at the same time, having these two ladies cross paths like that was something of huge proportions. 

It opened a whole new can of worms, but it also brought completely new possibilities.

Excitement sparked inside him as he took Janice in. She was wearing a flimsy dress that barely kept her generous breasts in check, and accentuated the rest of her curvy body without a hint of shame.

It was classic Janice, and he loved it. But he didn’t show it. He didn’t feel like giving her that satisfaction.

Not yet.

Abigail sat at the table with a glass of red wine in her hand, her posture relaxed, a faint smile tugging at the corner of her lips.“Hi, Mike,” she said softly, her voice hoarse in that sexy way he loved.

Catherine’s perfume wrapped around him as she walked in behind, briefly placing her arms around his waist and resting her chin on his shoulder. “Relax,” she whispered, kissing his ear before letting go and walking past him into the kitchen.

Janice leaned back in her chair, one long leg crossed over the other. Her dark hair fell loosely around her shoulders as she slowly swirled her glass with wine.

Mike let out a quiet breath and shook his head as he looked at the surprise guest. “I had a feeling you were behind this sudden invitation.”

Catherine laughed softly. “Oh, please,” she said. “You say that like it’s a bad thing.”

Janice tilted her head, studying him. “Is it?” she asked sweetly. “Do you really think so, Mike?”

Mike stepped further into the kitchen, resting his hands on the back of one of the empty chairs. He couldn’t help smiling a little.

Always playing games. Always one step ahead.

“Depends,” Mike said.

Janice raised an eyebrow. “On what?”

“On what exactly you’re doing here,” he said. He knew exactly why she was there, be he wanted to hear it directly from her.

Abigail chuckled quietly into her wine.

Janice noticed. “Oh come on,” she said. “You guys make it sound like I broke in or something.”

“You kind of did,” Mike replied with a wink. 

Trying to wedge yourself in between Cathy and Abby…

Janice turned to Abigail. “Abby, did I break in?”

Abigail smiled warmly and shook her head.“You absolutely did not.”Then she looked at Mike. “Why are you so tense? We thought you might like it?”

Janice looked back at Mike with exaggerated innocence. “There you go.”

Catherine opened the fridge and pulled out another bottle of wine. “You’re acting surprised, Mikey,” she said, pouring into an empty glass and sliding it toward Mike. “But you were the one who brought this up.”

Mike frowned slightly as he took the glass. “I did?” he said, even though he knew he did.

Janice leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table. “Oh yes,” she said. Her voice lowered slightly, playful but pointed. “I indeed heard from these two lovely ladies that you three had a very interesting conversation.”

Mike felt Abigail’s eyes flick toward him. 

Catherine leaned against the counter, relaxed. “You remember, Mike,” she said. “The possibility of Janice joining us.”

Mike glanced between the three women.

Janice looked thoroughly entertained.

Abigail looked curious, maybe a little nervous, but still open to the idea.

Catherine looked like she had been waiting for this for too long and was finally seeing actual progression.

Mike took a slow sip of wine. “Right,” he said carefully, not sure how to take this.

Is it really that simple?

Janice’s smile widened. “Right.” She leaned back again, stretching slightly. “Mike, you know very well I’ve been thinking about it.”

She twirled a finger in the air, then gestured downward toward his crotch playfully. “I mentioned it the last time I saw you.”

She leaned forward again, her heavy breasts shifting slightly as the neckline of her dress dipped. “Or did you forget?” she teased. “I can imagine you did… maybe you only remember what else happened then.”

Mike smirked. “Oh, I remember it all.”

The way she had gone down on him in the car wash did overshadow the conversation a little—but how could he forget her saying she wanted in on their relationship?

Catherine smirked as she drank her wine.

Mike looked at Cathy for a moment, her dark brunette hair catching the dim kitchen light. Catherine had been on board from the moment he’d mentioned Janice’s interest. Her adventurous nature made it almost inevitable.

Abigail, though… that surprised him. It felt slightly out of character. But then again, she was in the middle of a divorce and had been living with Catherine. And the people you surround yourself with have a way of influencing you. She was becoming a little more like Catherine by the day. Not necessarily a bad thing. But it was getting harder for Mike to keep up with all the changes.

Janice’s eyes stayed locked on him. “You see,” she continued calmly, “I realized something.”

Mike waited, curious what would come out of that sensual mouth he loved so much.

Janice swirled her wine again. “You three are already doing something interesting.”

She gestured lightly between Catherine and Abigail. “You two clearly enjoy each other.”

Then she looked back at Mike. “And you enjoy both of them.”

Mike opened his mouth to respond, but Janice raised a finger.

“I’m not judging,” she said. “In fact, I love it. It’s a very sexy dynamic.” She sighed softly, almost dreamily. “And I really like you, Mike. You know that.” She bit her lip before glancing at Abigail. “And I’m all for sharing… and exploring the same sex.”

Abigail shifted slightly in her chair.

Janice noticed immediately. “And before anyone gets nervous,” she added with a small smile, “I’m not here to steal anybody. Or make anyone uncomfortable.”Her eyes returned to Mike. “I just really want to be a part of this.”

The room fell quiet for a moment.

Catherine broke the silence first with a small laugh.

Abigail carefully set her wine down. “And what exactly does ‘in’ mean. Like, exactly?” she asked.

Janice’s smile softened. “A fair question.” She gestured lightly with her glass toward Abigail. “I heard you started living here… I won’t be doing that.” She looked between the three of them. “I just want to be part of your… get-togethers. Whenever I’m welcome.” She pouted slightly. “Mike is a little bit mine too, after all.”

Mike felt butterflies in his stomach as all three women looked at him. He had feelings for all of them—different ones, but powerful all the same.

“You all seem to have figured out something most people never do,” Janice continued.

Mike crossed his arms. “And what’s that?”

“That desire doesn’t have to be small, and constricted.”

Catherine hummed approvingly.

Janice leaned forward again. “I’m not interested in drama. Or competition.” Then she looked directly at Mike. “I just want to hear what you think about all of this.”She sucked her teeth thoughtfully. “I think,” she said slowly, “that the four of us could have a very good time together.”

Catherine giggled. Mike knew she partly did out of excitement. She probably loved this. She had called Janice hot before, after all.

Abigail’s cheeks flushed pink.

Janice simply smiled. Then she looked back at Mike, completely unfazed. “So,” she said. “Are we going to keep talking about it…” Her gaze lingered on him. “…or are we finally going to do something about it?”

Mike looked at Catherine. Then at Abigail. “You… are okay with this?”

They smiled, nodding.

Mike felt three pair of eyes on him. For a moment, he didn’t say anything as his mind worked it all out.

He looked down into his wine, swirling it slowly as his thoughts tried to catch up with the moment.

Because this… this was big. Not just playful flirting. Not just another wild Bloomingdale situation he’d somehow stumbled into.

Mike leaned on the chair’s backrest, thinking. Because the truth was, these women came from completely different worlds.

Three completely different energies. Three completely different dynamics. And somehow they were all sitting here, looking at him like the decision belonged to him alone.

Mike exhaled slowly. “It’s strange,” he admitted.

Janice tilted her head. “How so?”

“You three,” he said, gesturing lightly between them. “You’re all so different.”

Catherine smiled faintly. “That’s usually how people work.”

Mike shook his head with a small laugh. “No, I mean… it feels like completely different worlds.”

Janice grinned. “Oh, I like where this is going.”

Mike looked down at the floor for a moment, then back up. He realized that when he first met Catherine and Abigail, they felt like two separate worlds, too. 

He was involved with both separately, and the thought of them together seemed impossible. Two parts of Mike’s life that would never overlap.

He looked around the room. But now, he slept in bed with both, with them being wildly in love with each other. Where both women had felt so different, so opposite, now they were living in the same house, and this place felt almost like a home to Mike. A comfortable nest were he could unwind from the big bad world outside.

He took another sip of wine, thinking. So, adding Janice to it all might feel strange at the moment, but he realized it might all turn around. It might feel like a clash right now, but why not see what happens?

If it worked, a new kind of heaven would present itself. 

And if not? Then things could go back to how they had always been?

Can people ever really go back?

That was the part that worried him. Feelings would naturally get involved one way or another. And feelings were fragile.

If this didn’t work out, things could get very messy.

Mike laughed quietly, then shook his head with a smile. “You know what the funniest part of this is?” he said.

Janice smirked. “What?”

Mike gestured toward himself. “I’m the guy who’s sleeping with all of you.”He spread his hands. “And somehow I’m the one hesitating.”

Catherine burst out laughing. “Damn straight.”

Abigail covered her mouth, smiling.

Janice shook her head slowly, clearly amused. “Oh, Mike,” she said. “That’s because you’re the only one here still pretending to be reasonable.”

Mike raised his glass slightly. “Well,” he said. “I guess we’ll find out how reasonable this actually is.”

Janice lifted her own glass in response, her smile widening. “Oh,” she said softly. “I have a feeling we will.”

Mike grinned. “To us. This might get messy,” he said honestly, “but here’s to the four of us.”

Janice bit her lips as she moved her hips in her seat. “Oh, messy, I certainly hope so.”

Mike gave her a playful look as he sipped his wine.

Janice finished her in a single drink. She stood up. “Okay, then, it’s time for me to get going.”

The others were surprised to hear that.

“You are not staying a bit longer?” Catherine asked. 

Janice shook her head, amused. “Can’t give in to you all at once,” she said teasingly. 

Mike raised an eyebrow. “That doesn’t sound like you.”

Janice smiled. “Oh, don’t worry,” she said. “I’m very patient when something good is coming.”

She stepped around the table. First, she walked toward Catherine.

Catherine watched her approach with that familiar calm amusement in her eyes, one hip resting against the counter.

Janice stopped in front of her, placing a hand lightly on Catherine’s shoulder. “You,” Janice said softly, “have excellent taste.”

Catherine smirked. “I try.”

Janice leaned in and kissed her. It wasn’t hurried or shy—just a warm, confident kiss.

Mike felt a jolt run through him as their lips met.

When Janice pulled back, Catherine’s smile had grown slightly wider.

“See you soon,” Janice whispered sensually.

“I’m counting on it,” Catherine replied softly.

Janice turned next to Abigail.

Abigail straightened slightly in her chair as Janice approached, her cheeks already red from the conversation and the wine.

Janice’s expression softened a little. “Don’t overthink this,” she said gently.

Abigail laughed nervously. 

Janice placed a hand lightly against Abigail’s cheek. Then she leaned down and kissed her. The kiss was soft, reassuring rather than playful. 

Abigail looked slightly stunned when Janice pulled away, but she was smiling.

“Goodnight, Abby,” Janice said.

“Goodnight,” Abigail replied quietly.

Finally, Janice turned toward Mike.

He was still standing near the chair, watching the whole thing unfold with an amused expression he couldn’t quite hide.

His cock was half-hard. He couldn’t help that either. Janice and her games were arousing him as always.

Janice stopped directly in front of him. “So,” she said.

“So,” Mike echoed.

Janice stepped closer. “You worry too much,” she murmured.

Mike chuckled. “Someone has to.”

Janice lifted a hand and lightly hooked a finger into the collar of his shirt, pulling him down just a little. “You’re so adorable.”

She kissed him. The kiss was slow, confident, and noticeably longer than the others.

Mike felt the familiar heat that always came with her; that bold energy that seemed to spark every time she got close.

It was a wet kiss, her tongue twirling in his mouth, soft moans escaping her.

When she finally pulled back, her eyes were bright. “See?” she said softly. “Everything’s going to be just fine.”

Mike shook his head, smiling. “Janice, you’re one of a kind,” he whispered.

Janice laughed. “Oh, absolutely.”

She gave Catherine and Abigail one last look over her shoulder, wiggling her fingers in goodbye as she walked toward the door.

“Sleep well, you three. Don’t stay up too late, now.”

Her high heels echoed through the emptiness of the adjoining room. The front door opened and closed behind her a moment later.

For a few seconds, the house was quiet again.

Mike raised his eyebrows and let out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding while listening to her leave.

Catherine picked up her wine glass. “Well,” she said. “That escalated nicely.”

She looked at Mike over the rim of her glass.

Mike looked at the two women, and the three of them started chuckling.

There was a shared excitement in the air. A new player had entered the field, and everybody was game.

Mike shook his head with a quiet grin.

His horizon had just expanded a little further.

And somehow, in Bloomingdale, that was starting to feel perfectly normal.


Chapter 2


Mike spotted Sophie sitting on the low stone wall before she noticed him.

She was facing the lake, her elbows resting on her knees, staring out across the water like she had been there for a while. The late afternoon sun shimmered across the surface, and the breeze lifted a few strands of her red hair.

Mike slowed his steps.

The last time he had seen Sophie, she had stormed out of her own house, furious, hurt, and clearly done with both him and her mother.

He hadn’t been sure she would want to see him again. But then the message had come.

Can we talk?

So here he was.

Sophie noticed him and turned her head. Their eyes met. Her expression shifted, a mix of relief and hesitation. “Hey,” she said.

“Hey.” Mike stepped closer, stopping a few feet away.

Sophie gestured beside her. “You can sit,” she said with a chuckle.

Mike sat down on the wall next to her. The lake stretched quietly in front of them.

After a few seconds of silence, Sophie let out a long breath. “That night…” she said.

Mike nodded slightly. “Yeah.”

She rubbed her hands together nervously. “I’ve been replaying it in my head for days.”

Mike waited.

Sophie turned to face him fully now. “I invited you upstairs because I wanted to be with you, and finally, well, you know, go at it.”

There was no embarrassment in her voice.

“But then my mom…” she continued, shaking her head. “She always does things like that.”

“Like what?” Mike asked gently.

“Pushes me,” Sophie said. “Takes things from under my nose. Especially men.”Her eyes drifted back to the water. “She thinks everything is a game.”

Mike exhaled. “Sometimes she makes it feel like that, yeah.”

Sophie gave a quiet laugh. “You have no idea.”She turned back to him. “I wasn’t angry because you slept with her. We were very clear about that since the beginning, and I still stand by it. You can have both my mom and me.”

“You weren’t angry because of that?”

She shook her head. “I was angry because she took the moment I wanted to be mine.”

The words hung quietly between them, and Mike studied her face.

Sophie looked down at her hands again. “I wanted you that night,” she said softly. “Not because she pushed it. Because I did. I’ve wanted you inside of me for so long.”

Mike felt something shift in his chest, and a blush formed on his cheeks. He had gotten used to a lot since delivering in Bloomingdale, but women telling him confessions like this to his face still made him feel awkward. “And now?” he asked.

Sophie’s lips curved slightly. “Now I’m still deciding if you’re worth the trouble.”

Mike laughed under his breath. “Guess that’s fair.”

She nudged his arm lightly. “You’re lucky though… I like trouble.”

They sat quietly for another moment.

Then Sophie looked at him sideways. “So… tell me honestly.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “What?”

“Was she better than me?”

Mike groaned softly. “That’s a trick question, isn’t it?”

Sophie smiled. “Maybe.”

He studied her for a moment. “You really want to know?”

She nodded.

Mike leaned a little closer. “I haven’t exactly been with you yet, so…” He looked deep into her eyes, feeling the heat building. “I’d rather find out the answer tonight.”

Sophie’s cheeks flushed slightly, but she didn’t look away. “Smooth,” she said. “Very smooth.”

“I try.”

The quiet settled again, and Mike decided to ask the question that had been in his mind since that night. “So,” he asked carefully. “Who’s John?”

Sophie clearly froze for a moment, and her body tensed. Then she regained her composure and seemed to relax. She sighed. “I guess I owe you an explanation on that one.”

In the heat of the moment, with Elaine riding Mike while arguing with Sophie, the name John had come up.

Sophie looked out over the lake. “John was a guy my mother and I both dated at the same time.” She smiled. “He was a nice guy, but my mom had a stronger liking for him.”

She figitted with her dress. “My mom and I had a fight about something different, and I decided to take out my frustration by doing basically the same thing my mom did with you.”

Mike nodded slowly, studying her face. He wasn’t surprised he wasn’t the first man this mother-daughter duo had bedded, as the thought had crossed his mind before. However, hearing it so straightforward from her did warm his ears. “I see,” he said.

Sophie shrugged. “Not my finest hour, I admit. I’m not proud of it. And my mother doesn’t forget things like that.” She shifted in her place. “Things with John didn’t last, of course, and my mother still blames me for it. She is good at holding grudges.” She bit her lips. “She had a pretty big crush on him.”

Sophie placed her hand on his knee. “I’m sorry. I realize the whole situation must have made you feel uncomfortable too.”

While definitely uncomfortable, the awkwardness of it all had been overshadowed by the orgasmic feeling building up. Elaine had kept on grinding her hips with his cock deep inside of her. 

But he didn’t say that.

“That’s alright,” he said. “I just hate to be the cause of your relationship with your mother going bad,” Mike said.

Sophie smiled and squeezed his knee. “Don’t worry. It’s not our first rodeo.”

I wonder how many rodeos there have been…

“I’m sorry,” he suddenly blurted out.

Sophie looked at him, an amused look on her face. “You’re sorry?”

Mike shrugged, not sure why he had said it. “I don’t know, it was just strange. I wanted to be with you. But then your mom, and… You were right next to us, so—I don’t know, I should have just stopped her—“

Just shut up, you’re making it worse.

Sophie pulled a face. “—but instead you moaned like a little boy and came right inside of my mom?”

Mike’s eyes widened as her words silenced him. “Uhm, yeah. I guess I did.” 

Great going, idiot.

Her expression was unreadable.

“I—I’m sorry,” he quickly uttered.

Sophie burst out laughing. “You should see your face!” she said and patted his knee. “It’s okay! It isn’t easy to just stop that from happening. Especially when someone as fierce a woman as my mom is grinding it out of you!”

Mike smirked sheepishly. “Yeah…” he said.

Sophie let out another laugh, hopped down from the wall, and dusted off her dress. “Well?”

Mike looked up at her. “Well what?”

She tilted her head. “Your place isn’t far from here, right?”

Mike felt a jolt of excitement and smiled. “About ten minutes.”

“Good.” She extended a hand to help him off the wall. “Let’s get going then.”

The short walk back to his apartment was quiet.

The tension that had been sitting between them at the lake had softened into something warmer now. Their hands brushed once or twice as they walked, and neither of them moved away.

By the time they reached the building, Sophie was smiling again, and she felt like the glowing girl he had met in the supermarket again.

Mike unlocked the front door and held it open for her. “Welcome to my glamorous bachelor pad,” he said.

She stepped inside and looked around the hallway.

“It already feels safer than my house.”

Mike chuckled. “No hot moms trying to jump me and get my pants down?”

Sophie laughed and playfully slapped him on his back. “Oh shut up.”

They walked up the stairs together. When Mike unlocked his apartment door and stepped aside to let her in, Sophie paused in the doorway for a second.

She looked around the room. Then back at him. “Well,” she said softly. “Cozy.” She looked over her shoulder. “And at least this time we know exactly who’s in the house.”

Mike closed the door behind them. “And that would be?”

Sophie stepped closer. “You,” she said.

Then she reached for his shirt and pulled him down into a kiss. 

Mike’s hands slid around Sophie’s waist the second their lips met, pulling her tight against him. Her mouth was soft but demanding.

He groaned and took control. He angled her head back, deepening the kiss until she moaned, her fingers twisting in the front of his shirt like she never wanted to let go.

Sophie broke the kiss just long enough to breathe, “God, Mike… I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw you in that damn supermarket.” Her voice was husky, eyes dark with desire. 

She pulled his shirt up and over his head, nails scraping lightly down his chest as she exposed him. 

Mike didn’t waste time and walked her backward toward the couch, mouth on her neck, sucking and biting just hard enough to make her gasp.

Her red hair was like liquid fire in his hands as she tilted her head to the side so he could drag his tongue along the sensitive skin beneath her ear. 

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he whispered. A sudden urge of lust rushing through him, he yanked her blouse open with one sharp tug, buttons snapping open. 

Underneath, a lacy bra cupped her full breasts, pale skin flushed.

Sophie arched into him, pressing those gorgeous tits against his chest. “Then stop talking and do something about it,” she teased, but her voice cracked when he reached behind her and unhooked the bra in one motion. It fell away, and Mike cupped her breasts immediately, thumbs circling her hardening nipples. 

She moaned, hips rolling against the growing bulge in his jeans.

He dropped his head and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking hard while his hand kneaded the other. 

Sophie’s head fell back. “Yes… Mike, just like that.” Her hands were frantic now, fumbling with his belt, shoving his jeans down his hips until his cock came free.

She wrapped her fingers around him without hesitation, stroking from base to tip with a firm grip that made his vision blur. Her eyes were wide and hungry as she looked down at him. 

Mike hissed through his teeth, hips bucking into her hand.

“Right here,” she said. “I want you right now.”

That was all it took. Mike lifted her like she weighed nothing, spun her around, and bent her over the back of the couch. He shoved her skirt up around her waist, ripping her panties down her thighs in one motion. Her ass was round and perfect, and he couldn’t resist slapping it once. 

Sophie moaned, pushing back against him.

“Mike… please.”

He gripped her hips, lined up his cock, and slowly pushed inward. 

She was soaking, her wetness accepting him slowly as he penetrated. 

Sophie cried out, fingers digging into the couch cushions as he filled her completely. “Oh my God… yes!”

Mike didn’t hold back. He pulled out almost all the way and pushed back in, setting the rhythm. The feeling built, and he slowly sped up.

Every thrust made her red hair swing, her breasts bouncing beneath her. “You feel so good,” he said under his breath, leaning over her, chest pressed to her back. 

Sophie pushed back to meet him thrust for thrust, her walls tight around his cock.

“Don’t stop—harder,” she begged, voice breaking. “I’m so close…”

He gave her exactly what she wanted, fucking her deeper, faster. His free hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back gently so he could kiss the side of her neck. 

Sophie came, her whole body shaking as she clenched around him, pulsing so tight it nearly dragged him over the edge with her.

But Mike wasn’t done. He pulled out, flipped her onto her back on the couch, and spread her legs. Her pussy was beautiful, and he couldn’t resist going in with his tongue. 

Sophie’s hands flew to his head, gripping his hair as she writhed. “Mike—fuck—I can’t—oh God!”

He sucked and flicked his tongue relentlessly until she came again, screaming his name, thighs clamping around his ears. 

Only then did he rise and slide back into her in one smooth thrust. 

He took it slow, went deeper, and watched her face. Her flushed cheeks, parted lips, those stunning eyes locked on his.

Sophie wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. “Come inside me,” she whispered, nails raking down his back. “I want to feel you lose it.”

That was it. Mike drove into faster and faster with powerful strokes, pushing in all the way, again and again. He went faster and faster, keeping his eyes locked on hers.

It was magic shared.

His orgasm crashed over him. He groaned her name against her mouth, hips jerking as he filled her, pulse after pulse.

The climax oozed hard in his brain, making his eyes water as he drowned in her gaze. 

They stayed locked together, breathing hard, sweaty skins pressed close. 

They kissed and stayed as they were for a while in each other’s embrace.

“Round two in the bed?” she murmured, smiling up at him with that same wicked spark.

Mike kissed her slowly and deeply, already feeling himself stir again inside her. “Give me five minutes,” he said against her lips. 

Sophie chuckled. “And so?” she then asked after another moment.

“So what?” Mike asked.

“Better than my mom?”

Mike stayed silent for a moment. “Hmm,” he hummed. “Need to fuck you some more for that,” he teased.

She kissed him. Then she pulled back and looked him deep in the eyes again. “What are you waiting for?”


Chapter 3


Morning came faster than Mike wanted. He lay on his back, one arm behind his head, staring up at the ceiling.

Next to him, Sophie shifted slightly under the sheets. She then turned onto her side, propping her head up on her hand as she looked at him. “Well,” she said softly.

Mike glanced at her, a small smile forming. “Well.”

She smiled. “That was better than getting interrupted, now was it?”

Mike laughed quietly. “Yeah. I’d say so.”

She smiled, satisfied, then let her hand rest against him. For a moment, her expression softened. “Last night,” she said, a little more serious now, “felt like it was actually ours.”

Mike nodded. “It was.”

She studied him for a second, as if weighing something. Then she leaned in and kissed him, slow this time, softer. When she pulled back, she sighed. “I should probably go.”

Mike groaned lightly. “Already?”

She laughed. “Well, I live close.” She looked at him, her head dancing around her shoulders. “We should definitely do this again sometime soon.” 

She slipped out of bed, grabbing her clothes from the floor. 

Mike watched her as she dressed, the morning light catching in her hair.

“You’re staring,” she said without turning around.

“Can you blame me?”

She smirked. “Not really.” She looked over her shoulder and blew a kiss while she winked. “I’m pretty hot.”

Mike smirked. “Smoking.”

A few minutes later, they stepped out into the hallway together. The building was quiet, the early morning ambiance drifting through the walls. They walked side by side toward the stairs.

Sophie brushed lightly against his arm. “I really had a good time,” she said.

“Yeah,” Mike replied. “Me too.”

As they started down the stairs— “Morning.”

Mike looked up.

Fred stood halfway down the staircase, holding a small toolbox in one hand. His eyes flicked between the two of them, taking in the situation.

“Morning,” Mike said.

Sophie gave a polite smile. “Good morning.”

Fred nodded once. “Beautiful morning, isn’t it,” he said. Then, after a brief pause, his eyes settled on Sophie again. “Beautiful girl.”

Mike smiled at that. “Yeah.”

Sophie gave a small, amused laugh. “Thank you.”

Fred stepped aside to let them pass.

They continued down the stairs, but Mike could feel Fred’s gaze linger.

Outside, the air was crisp. Mike walked Sophie to the end of the premises. “I can drive you,” he offered.

She shook her head. “No, it’s okay. I like walking.”She glanced down the street. “It’s a nice morning. And I’m really not that far.”

Mike nodded. “Alright.”

She turned back to him, stepped closer, and gave him a quick kiss. “Text me later,” she said.

“I will.”

She smiled, then turned and started walking down the sidewalk.

Mike stood there for a moment, watching her go. The morning sun caught her hair again as she moved further away, her figure slowly shrinking into the quiet street.

He let out a small breath, then turned back toward the building.

Fred was standing just inside the entrance. Waiting.

Mike slowed slightly as he approached.

Fred leaned against the wall, arms crossed now, expression less friendly than before.

Mike frowned faintly. “Everything alright?”

Fred nodded once. “Yeah,” he said. A pause. “That your girlfriend?”

Mike shrugged lightly. “Something like that.”

Fred gave a small hum. “Nice girl.”

“Yeah.”

Mike stepped past him, heading toward the stairs.

“Betty had a rule. I’m sure you remember,” Fred said.

Mike stopped and turned.

Fred hadn’t moved. “No women,” he said plainly.

Mike exhaled. “Yeah… I know.”

“Do you?” The tone had shifted.

Mike frowned. “I wasn’t trying to cause trouble.”

Fred let out a short breath through his nose. “That’s funny,” he said. “Because last time a woman showed up here, we had a guy outside yelling her name like he wanted to tear the place apart.”

Mike’s jaw tightened slightly. “That wasn’t exactly planned.”

“Still happened.”

Mike rubbed the back of his neck. “Look, I’m sorry. It won’t—”

Fred cut him off with a small shake of his head. “No.”

Mike looked the man in the eyes. “No?”

What the hell got into this guy?

Fred straightened, setting the toolbox down on the floor. “Betty trusted you,” he said. “Told me you were a good tenant.”

Mike frowned. “I am.”

Fred scoffed quietly. “She leaves, and what happens? You start bringing women over right away.”

Mike’s expression hardened. “It was one night.”

Fred gave him a look. “You think this is a hotel?”

Mike stared at him. “Come on, man.”

Fred picked up his toolbox again. “You’ve got until the end of the month.”

Mike froze. “…What?”

“You heard me.”

Mike took a step forward. “You’re kicking me out? Over this?”

Fred’s expression didn’t change. “I’m enforcing the rules.”

“That’s insane,” Mike said. “I’ve never missed rent, never caused problems—”

“You already did,” Fred cut in.

Mike shook his head in disbelief. “This is ridiculous.”

Fred shrugged. “End of the month.”

Mike stared at him, trying to process what he was hearing. “This doesn’t make any sense.”

Fred turned toward the stairs. “It doesn’t have to.”He started walking up, then paused briefly. “If Betty were still here, maybe it’d be different.”

Mike clenched his jaw.

“But she’s not,” Fred then said.

Fred continued up the stairs without another word.

Mike stood there in the entrance, dumbfounded. For a moment, the quiet of the building pressed in around him again. But it felt very different now.

He let out a slow breath. “… You’ve got to be kidding me.” 

He had less than a week to find a new place.


Chapter 4


Mike sat on the edge of his bed, phone in hand, staring at apartment listings that all started to blur together after a while.

Too expensive. Too far. Too big. Already taken.

He exhaled and leaned back, dragging a hand over his face. “This is ridiculous,” he muttered.

The room felt colder now: not like his home anymore, but temporary, like he was already halfway out, even though his things were still there.

Fred’s words echoed in his head again.

‘End of the month.’

Just like that. No discussion. No flexibility. Just… done.

Mike sat up again, scrolling through another listing. Basement studio. Tiny window. Questionable location. He snorted. “Yeah, that’s a downgrade.”

He tossed the phone onto the bed beside him and leaned forward, elbows on his knees.

A few weeks ago, his biggest concern had been figuring out what to do with his life.

Now?

Now he had multiple women in it, a landlord who wanted him gone, and a housing situation that was about to collapse under him.

He shook his head with a quiet laugh. “What the hell happened to my life?”

The women part was absolutely thriving, but the rest…

His phone buzzed. Mike reached for it lazily, expecting another useless listing alert.

Instead, he found a message from Tatiana.

A small smile tugged at his lips before he even opened the message.

Hi Mike :) Busy today?

He leaned back again. Mike huffed a quiet breath through his nose. “Of course,” he muttered. Because of course she would message now. Right when his brain felt like it was tied in knots.

He typed back:

Just hanging.

The reply came almost instantly.

I could use some help.

Mike raised an eyebrow.

Help?

A pause.

Then:

You know… your other job ;)

Mike laughed under his breath. “Yeah,” he said quietly to himself, shaking his head. He had almost forgotten.

Taking care of the wife.

He stared at the message for a second. Then looked up at the ceiling. He should be focusing on finding a new apartment. Time was ticking. 

But then there was Tatiana.

No pressure. No thinking. Just a reset of his foul mood.

Mike grabbed his keys. “Screw it,” he said, pushing himself off the bed. “Duty calls.”

The drive to Tatiana’s place felt better than last time. Less uncertain and more familiar. He already knew what kind of energy waited behind that door, and it was exactly what he needed right now.

No complications to solve. Just distraction and pure pleasure.

Mike pulled into the driveway and killed the engine. The stress was still there, but it had softened around the edges. He tried to fill his mind with Tatiana’s beauty, pushing the negative thoughts away for now.

I’ll deal with that shit later.

He stepped out of the truck and walked up to the door. Before he could even knock—it opened.

Tatiana stood there, already smiling, like she had been waiting. “Mike,” she said softly.

His eyes couldn’t stay on her face: she was wearing nothing more than a flimsy towel held in front of her body, barely covering her.

Mike leaned casually against the doorframe. “You said you needed help.”

Tatiana’s smile deepened. “I do. I’m pretty cold…”

Mike looked at the towel again. “Wearing some clothes would probably help.”

She bit her lip and shrugged. “Probably. But I don’t want to, though…”

She stepped aside, letting him in, then closed the door behind him with a soft click.

Mike turned back to her, his stomach twisting with arousal. 

“Well,” she said. “I’m also a bit dirty.” She dropped the towel. 

Mike’s eyes took in her naked body, beautiful and sensual in the lighting. 

She sucked her teeth. “Very dirty.”

Mike slowly parted his lips as he took her in, inch by sexy inch. “I like dirty.”

Tatiana laughed. “No, I think I need cleaning.” She walked past him, her scent radiating from her body, driving him wild with lust. “Follow me,” she said.

Mike chuckled as he did, the last bit of tension finally slipping off his shoulders.

Tatiana swayed her hips as she led the way, that perfect round ass flexing with every step up the staircase. 

Mike followed close behind, eyes locked on the way her cheeks jiggled, her long legs climbing ahead of him. With the towel gone, nothing but smooth skin and the faint scent of her arousal already thickened the air.

Halfway up, she glanced back over her shoulder, biting her lip with a wicked little grin. “You like the view?”

“What do you think?” Mike said. 

Tatiana didn’t wait for him to make a move. She slowed just enough to arch her back, then pushed her ass backward straight into his face, grinding those soft, warm cheeks right against his mouth and nose while she kept climbing the stairs. 

Her pussy parted as she pressed herself onto him.

Mike groaned into her and dove in. He ate her pussy from behind while they slowly moved upward, tongue dragging through her with every step she took. 

She kept pushing back into him—ass bouncing lightly against his face, hips rolling in slow, teasing circles as she climbed higher, moaning.

He sucked hard, tongue plunging deep inside her while her juices coated his chin. 

Tatiana moaned even louder, gripping the banister, legs trembling. “Fuck… Mike… Keep going,” she gasped. She stood still for a moment, but then led the way further up the stairs, ass never leaving his mouth. 

Every step she took, she shoved herself backward even harder, fucking his face with greedy little rocks of her hips until they finally reached the top landing.

Only then did she pull away just enough to turn, eyes glassy with lust, breathing fast. She grabbed his shirt and dragged him toward the open bathroom door. 

Steam rolled out like an invitation. Inside, the big clawfoot tub was already filled to the brim, bubbles floating on hot water that smelled like vanilla and something sweeter.

She giggled and stepped in first, sinking slowly into the heat with a long, satisfied sigh. 

Water lapped at her full tits, her nipples hard. “Come here,” she whispered, spreading her legs wide under the surface. “I need you inside me right now.”

Mike stripped in two seconds flat, throwing his clothes onto the ground. His cock bounced free. 

He climbed into the tub across from her, the comfortable hot water enveloping his body. 

Tatiana’s gaze dropped downward to his crotch, now underwater. She bit her lip, moving toward him with deliberate slowness. The water rippled softly around her as she rose, then straddled his lap.

She didn’t take him all at once. Instead, she hovered just above him, letting the swollen head of his cock tease her; rubbing up and down her slit in lazy strokes. 

Mike’s hands gripped her hips, thumbs stroking her skin, but he let her control the pace, savoring the torture. “You tease,” he whispered.

Tatiana smirked, eyes half-lidded. “You love it.” She then lowered herself inch by inch, her tight pussy stretching around his thickness until she finally took his all. 

A shared groan filled the steamy room. She stayed there for a long moment, simply grinding in slow, deep circles with hips rolling.

She moaned in his face, then kissed him passionately, savoring the feeling of their connection.

Only when her breathing turned ragged did she start to move more. She rose slowly, then sank back down, building a sensual rhythm that made the water slosh in gentle waves. 

Her full tits bounced inches from his face; Mike leaned forward and captured one nipple in his mouth, sucking hard while she rode him. 

Tatiana’s moans grew louder, her pace quickening and bouncing faster now, ass slapping the surface with wet smacks that echoed off the tiles. Water splashed around them, spilling from the tube and soaking the floor.

“Harder, Mike!” she panted, bracing her hands on his shoulders.

He thrust up to meet her, matching her rhythm as the water churned into a frenzy. 

His hands squeezed her ass. 

Tatiana leaned back, arching beautifully as the intensity climbed higher.

Mike suddenly flipped her in one smooth motion, bending her forward over the wide edge of the tub so her slick tits pressed against the cool porcelain. 

Water surged around them as he slammed back in from behind, pounding deep and relentlessly now. 

Her ass bounced with every thrust, and she pushed back just like she had on the stairs—greedy and desperate.

“Don’t—don’t you stop,” she gasped, fingers clawing at the tub. “I’m gonna come all over your cock!”

Mike pounded harder, and felt her explode with her pussy pulsing hard, squirting hot into the bathwater as she screamed.

He kept thrusting through every wave of her orgasm, jaw clenched tight as he fought back his own climax. 

The feel of her squirting around his cock was almost too much, but he wasn’t done with her yet. 

When her tremors finally eased into soft whimpers, he slowly pulled out, his thick shaft glistening with her juices and squirt.

Mike dropped lower in the steaming water, spread her ass cheeks wide with both strong hands, and buried his face between them. 

His tongue licked greedily at her tight holes, making her gasp and push back harder.

“Mike—right there,” Tatiana moaned, voice hoarse, hips rolling as he ate her slowly. 

He sucked and probed, tasting every inch of her while the water lapped at his chin, her ass cheeks smothering his face.

Only when she was trembling again did he rise back up, lined up his cock, and went straight back into her. 

He fucked her even harder now; deep and powerful, making the tub water clash in wild splashes over the sides again. 

One hand gripped her hip, the other tangled in her wet hair as he pounded her.

Tatiana’s moans turned into desperate cries. “Yes—that’s it—please!”

Mike’s balls tightened, and he grunted as the pressure finally became too much. 

He pushed in one last time and came hard, flooding her insides with thick cum while the bathwater splashed around them.

He almost fell over, his legs shaking as his body radiated the orgasm. He slowly moved his hips, grinding against her firm buttocks as he emptied himself.

Then he stayed pressed in, locked together, panting heavily. 

Tatiana turned her head, smiling that same satisfied grin.

“Still cold?” Mike asked.

She laughed breathlessly. “No. Nice and warm now.” She pulled up her eyebrows and tilted her head. “Hmmm, not very clean, though.”

He smirked. “Even dirtier now.”

“I love it.”

The water had gone still.

Steam lingered lightly in the air, fogging the edges of the mirror and softening the world around them. The intensity from earlier had faded.

Tatiana lay back against Mike, her damp hair brushing against his shoulder, her body relaxed in his arms.

Mike rested his chin lightly against her head, one arm draped loosely across her waist.

Tatiana let out a soft sigh. “That,” she murmured, “is exactly what I needed.”

Mike chuckled quietly. “Rough day?”

She tilted her head slightly, as if considering the question. “Not really,” she said. “But I get restless.”

Mike smiled faintly. “I’ve noticed.”

Tatiana laughed softly under her breath. “Yeah… I don’t hide it very well, do I?”

He didn’t answer. He didn’t have to.

She shifted slightly in his arms, getting more comfortable, her fingers idly tracing his forearm. After a moment, she spoke again.“Dirk loves me, you know.”

Mike raised an eyebrow slightly, though she couldn’t see it. “I didn’t doubt that.”

“He really does,” she continued, her tone quieter now. “Like… really. The kind of love people write about. Loyal and devoted.”

She let out a small breath. “He would do anything for me.”

Mike listened.

Tatiana’s voice carried something different now. It was still light, but not entirely. “He knows how I am,” she went on. “How I’ve always been.” She paused, then gave a soft, almost self-aware laugh. “I know I’m an insatiable slut,” she said, the words half-joking, half not.

Mike chuckled. “That’s one way to put it.”

She smiled faintly. “It’s the honest way.”Her fingers slowed on his arm. “I get bored easily,” she admitted. “I need attention. Excitement. Something new.”

Mike stayed quiet. There was a vulnerability there now. Subtle, but real.

“He tries,” she added. “Dirk, I mean. He really does. But he’s not…” She trailed off.

“Not enough?” Mike offered carefully.

Tatiana was quiet for a second. Then she shrugged slightly against him. “Not in the way I need.”

Mike felt it then. That shift. The playful woman who had opened the door for him earlier, who was all flirt and play, and the actual person underneath. For a moment, she wasn’t teasing or performing. 

He felt the real Tatiana in his arms.

Mike opened his mouth slightly, as if to say something—but before he could, Tatiana shifted again.

She turned her head slightly, glancing up at him with a familiar sparkle back in her eyes. “But hey,” she said lightly, her tone lifting again, “that’s why I have you right now, isn’t it?”

The vulnerability was gone. The moment passed, just like that. It was replaced and covered.

She smiled at him, playful again, as if nothing had just happened. “As my very dedicated stand-in husband,” she added teasingly.

Mike huffed a quiet laugh. “Is that my official title now?”

Tatiana grinned. “It’s that, or fuck boy.”

They both laughed.

“Okay,” Mike said, “I’ll take the former then.”

She reached up, brushing a finger lightly along his jaw. “Don’t get too attached to it.”

There it was. Mike studied her for a moment. And then he understood. She knew exactly what she had just done. Opened up—just enough. Then closed the door again. Because this wasn’t real or long-term. Dirk would come back. And when he did, whatever this was would end.

Mike wasn’t part of her life. He was a moment: a release, a temporary answer to a permanent problem.

Tatiana leaned back into him again, completely at ease. “Don’t think too much,” she murmured, almost as if she could hear his thoughts.

Mike smirked. “I’ve been told that before.”

“Good advice,” she said.

Her hand went under water and reached behind her back, between his legs. She gazed over her shoulder. “Ready for more?” Her fingers wrapped around his shaft.

Mike pressed his mouth against the skin in her neck and kissed her. 

Time for round two.


Chapter 5


It was late when Mike got back.

The street outside his apartment building was quiet, most of the windows dark, the night settled into that still, almost heavy silence that came after a long day.

The warmth from earlier still lingered faintly in his body, a relaxed haze from his time with Tatiana.

For a second, he almost forgot. Then it hit him again.

The apartment. Fred.

‘End of the month.’

“Shit,” Mike muttered under his breath.

He grabbed his keys and stepped out of the truck, the night air snapping him back into reality.

He walked up the steps, unlocked the front door, and stepped inside.

The hallway lights buzzed softly overhead.

Mike made his way up the stairs, unlocked his door, and stepped into his apartment. He closed the door behind him and leaned back against it.

Boxes. That was what this place was going to turn into soon. Boxes and deadlines.

He pushed himself off the door and walked into the room, running a hand through his hair. “Okay,” he said quietly. “Think.”

He grabbed his phone and sat down on the edge of the bed. If anyone knew something about housing right now, it would be Catherine. She and Abigail had just gone through it in search of Abigail’s new housing.

He tapped her name, and the phone started ringing.

“Hey,” Catherine’s voice came through.

“Hey,” Mike said.

“What’s up?” she asked. “Wanna come over again already?”

Mike leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees.

“Maybe,” he said. “Quick question,” he then added. “Do you know a good real estate agent? Someone who works fast?”

There was a brief pause on the other end. “For you?”

“Yeah.”

Another pause. “What happened?”

Mike sighed. “My landlord.”

Catherine didn’t say anything.

Mike continued. “He’s kicking me out. End of the month.”

“…What?”

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

“Because I had, uhm, a girl over,” Mike said, rubbing his face. “And because of that thing with Abigail’s husband before. He’s apparently still holding onto that.”

Catherine let out a quiet breath. “That’s pretty ridiculous.”

“Tell me about it.”

There was a small silence.

Mike stared at the floor. “So yeah,” he said. “I need to find something fast.”

Another pause. Then Catherine said the words he had never expected. “You could just stay here.”

“… Sorry?”

“At my place,” Catherine said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

“No, I mean—yeah, I know I could, but—” Mike stammered.

“Not visit,” she said. “Stay.”

Mike straightened a little. “Catherine…”

“I’m serious.”

Mike let out a small, disbelieving laugh. “You already have Abigail there, you can’t just—”

“Why not?”

He paused. “Well… because—”

“The house is big enough,” she said calmly. “You know that.”

Mike opened his mouth, but closed it again. He pictured it. The house. The extra rooms.

Together in the kitchen every morning with Catherine and Abigail, eating toast and drinking guava juice.

“That’s different,” he said. “That’s… living together.”

“Yes.” She didn’t hesitate. Not even a second.

Mike ran a hand through his hair again. “This isn’t just crashing for a night or two.”

“I know.”

“And Abigail?” he asked.

“She’s here,” Catherine said. “You can ask her yourself if you want.”

Mike let out a breath. This was moving fast. Too fast. 

Or maybe… it had been moving this way for a while already.

“Just until you figure things out,” Catherine added. Her tone softened slightly. “No pressure.” A small pause. “Just makes things easier.”

Mike looked around his apartment. Then he thought of Catherine’s place, which was warm and alive. Filled with the love of two women he cared for and who cared for him.

“…Okay,” he said.

He pictured Catherine smiling on the other end of the line; he could practically hear it. “Okay?”

“Yeah.” He leaned back, shaking his head. “Okay.”

“Good,” she said. “We’ll make space.”

Mike let out a quiet laugh. “Guess I’m moving in, then.”

“Guess you are.”

They hung up a moment later. Mike sat there for a second, phone still in his hand. Then he looked around the room again. It didn’t feel like a problem anymore. “Alright,” he muttered to himself.

His life had just shifted again. And somehow, he wasn’t even surprised anymore. 

The more he thought about it, the more it felt like something that had been waiting to happen ever since he’d first set foot in Bloomingdale.


Chapter 6


Mike closed the last box and let out a slow breath. That was it. He looked around the room. Empty.

Or at least, almost empty. Just the bed, a few scuff marks on the wall, and that faint imprint of where things had once been. It didn’t take long for a place to lose its identity. Funny.

It hadn’t even been that long since he’d moved in. And yet, it felt like a different life.

He stepped into the middle of the room, hands on his hips, turning slowly as his eyes traced the space one last time.

The door where Abigail had stood that night. The corner where he’d dropped his bag after long shifts. The bed where, yeah...

That one held more than a few memories.

Mike chuckled quietly under his breath. “Not bad,” he muttered. For a short stay, it had been eventful to say the least.

He grabbed the last box, tucked it under his arm, and walked toward the door.

One last look. A small, almost nostalgic smile tugged at his lips. “Alright,” he said quietly. “That’s enough.”

He stepped out and pulled the door shut behind him.

Mike adjusted the box in his arms and made his way toward the stairs. His footsteps echoed faintly as he went down.

“Leaving already?” Mike stopped and looked up from his feet.

Fred stood at the bottom of the stairs, leaning casually against the wall like he had been waiting.

Mike sighed under his breath and continued down. “Yeah,” he said. “Thought I’d make it easy for you.”

Fred smirked faintly. “Appreciate that.”

Mike reached the bottom and set the box down for a second, stretching his arms. “Well,” he said, “guess this is it.”

Fred nodded. “Guess so.”

There was a pause. Not awkward, but definitely loaded.

Mike glanced at him.

Fred was watching him in a way that hadn’t been there before.

Mike narrowed his eyes slightly. “What?”

Fred huffed a short breath. “I really don’t get it.”

Mike frowned. “Get what?”

Fred pushed himself off the wall and stepped closer. “You and Betty.”

Mike went still.

Ah. There it is.

The real reason.

Fred shook his head slowly, a humorless smile pulling at his mouth. “Thought you were slick, huh?”

Mike didn’t respond. He didn’t need to.

Fred laughed under his breath. “She talked about you,” he said. “Like you were something special.”His jaw tightened. “I’ve been around her for years.”

Mike watched him quietly now. The pieces clicking into place.

Fred shook his head. “I helped her with things. Fixed stuff around here. Showed up when she needed it.” He scoffed. “And then you show up out of nowhere—some delivery guy—and suddenly…” He trailed off, shaking his head again.

Mike let out a slow breath. “So this isn’t about rules,” he said.

Fred looked at him. Cold. “It’s about respect. But I guess you don’t know a lot about that, huh?”

Mike almost laughed. “Sure it is.”

Fred’s eyes narrowed. “You think you’re better than me?”

Mike tilted his head slightly. “I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to.” Fred stepped a little closer. “You walk around here like everything just falls into your lap.”

Mike met his gaze and didn’t back down.“Doesn’t mean it did.”

Fred scoffed again. “Yeah? Because from where I’m standing, it all looks pretty easy for you.”

Mike thought about that for a second. Then shrugged. “Maybe it is.” 

That didn’t help. Fred’s expression hardened.

Mike picked up the box, adjusting it in his arms. “You know,” he said casually, “you could’ve just said you didn’t like me.”

Fred didn’t answer.

Mike smirked slightly. “Would’ve saved us both some time.”

Fred’s jaw tightened, but he stayed quiet.

And that told Mike everything. He nodded once. “Right. Take care, Fred.”

He walked past him, heading for the door.

Fred didn’t stop him this time, and didn’t say anything else.

Mike walked to his truck and set the box in the back with the others.

It wasn’t much. A few boxes and a few things. That was it.

He closed the tailgate and leaned against it for a moment, looking back at the building.

Fred was still standing inside the entrance. Watching.

Mike shook his head with a chuckle. It was funny. For a second there, Mike had actually been annoyed with the guy.

But now? Not so much.

Because the more he thought about it, the clearer it became. 

Fred had been here for years. Same building. Same routine. Same… nothing.

And Mike?

Mike pushed himself off the truck and slid into the driver’s seat.

He was leaving. Still young, and still moving.

Still figuring things out. And now, he was about to move into a house with two gorgeous women waiting for him.

Mike smirked as he started the engine. “Yeah,” he muttered under his breath. “Sucks to be you, Fred.”

The truck pulled away. And just like that, another chapter of his life was over.

And a new one was about to begin.


Chapter 7


Mike parked his truck in front of Catherine’s house and sat there for a second.

What a turn of events.

This was not just another visit. Not another night that would end with him going back to his own place. He was moving in.

The thought still felt strange when he said it in his head.

But also, just right.

He stepped out of the truck and walked around to the back, opening it up. The boxes stared back at him, forming a single, compacted unit that barely filled half the truck bed.

He turned.

Catherine stood in the doorway, one hand on the frame, the other holding a glass of something pale and fresh. She was smiling, like she’d been waiting for this exact moment to happen eventually. 

Behind her, Abigail appeared, practically bouncing on her toes. “You’re here!” she said, stepping out onto the porch.

Mike laughed. “Heard you had a room up for rent?”

Abigail didn’t wait. She walked straight past him to the truck and peeked inside. “That’s it?” she asked, glancing back at him.

“Yeah,” Mike said.

Catherine stepped down from the porch, taking a sip from her glass. “That just makes this easier.”

Mike raised a hand. “Hey—hold on, I’ve got it. You don’t have to—”

Too late: Abigail had already grabbed a box.

“Oh no,” she said over her shoulder, smiling. “You don’t get to show up and not let us help.”

Catherine set her glass down on the porch railing and reached into the truck for another one. “Exactly,” she added. 

Mike shook his head, but he couldn’t stop the grin from forming. “Alright,” he said. “But if you drop something—”

“We won’t,” Abigail cut in.

“And if you do,” Catherine added smoothly, “we’ll just blame you for packing it badly.”

Mike laughed.

The next ten minutes passed fast, and his stuff was inside in no time. They went back and forth.

By the time the truck was empty, Mike stood in the living room, hands on his hips again.

“Done,” Abigail said, brushing her hands together as she’d just finished something important.

Catherine walked in from the kitchen with three glasses. “Now we celebrate.”

She handed one to Mike.

Guava juice. Of course it was. They settled into the couch and chairs, the energy shifting. More settled.

Abigail curled slightly into the corner of the couch, looking at Mike with soft curiosity. “So,” she said, “how does it feel?”

Mike leaned back, glass in hand, and thought about it. “Honestly?” he said.

They both nodded.

“Hasn’t really settled in my brain yet.” He laughed.

Abigail smiled. “You fit here.”

That landed deeper than expected. Mike glanced at her, then at Catherine.

Yeah. Maybe he did.

His phone buzzed: Once. Twice. Three times.

Mike frowned slightly and reached into his pocket, pulling it out.

It was from Tatiana—a string of messages:

Mike

Are you free right now?

Come over

Please come now

It’s urgent

Mike straightened a little. That didn’t feel like her usual tone. He stared at the screen for a second.

Catherine noticed first. “Trouble?” she asked, casual but observant.

Abigail leaned slightly closer. 

Mike hesitated. “…Tatiana.”

They exchanged a quick glance. Then, almost in sync, they shared a smile.

“Oh,” Catherine said lightly, taking a sip of her drink. “That kind of urgent?”

Abigail chuckled softly. “Sounds like it.”

Mike shook his head, still staring at the messages. “No, I’m not sure.”

Catherine studied him now, a little more seriously. “Then you should go.”

Abigail nodded. “Yeah. If it feels off…”

Mike looked between them.

“You think so?”

Catherine smirked. “Mike,” she said, “we both know she didn’t text you to talk about the weather.”

Abigail laughed.

Mike cracked a small grin, but it faded quickly. He grabbed his keys from the table, “I think I should go.”

Catherine waved a hand. “Go.”

Abigail added, “We’ll be here.”


Chapter 8


Mike barely had time to knock. The door swung open almost immediately.

Tatiana stood there. Her eyes locked onto him, wide and bright, something restless and urgent flickering behind them. “Mike.”

Before he could even respond, her hand shot out, grabbing his shirt and pulling him inside.

The door shut behind him with a sharp click.

And then she was against him. Her body pressed firmly into his, warm, insistent, her hands sliding up his chest.

It caught Mike off guard. “Hey—what’s—”

Tatiana kissed him. Hard.

Mike staggered back half a step as she pushed into him, her energy completely different from before: way more consuming.

Her fingers tightened in his shirt, holding him there. “Finally,” she murmured against his lips.

Mike pulled back just enough to look at her. “Tatiana—what’s going on?”

She searched his face for a moment, her breath slightly uneven. Then she let out a quiet, almost frustrated laugh. “I’ve been going crazy all day,” she admitted.

Mike frowned. “Because of what?”

Tatiana shook her head, stepping back just enough to look at him properly—but she didn’t let go of him. “Because it’s almost over.”

“Dirk?”

She nodded. “He’s coming back sooner than expected.”

Mike felt something tighten slightly in his chest. “When?”

Tatiana reached behind her back and opened her dress. “In about twenty minutes. Give or take.” Her dress fell to the ground. She was naked.

Lust surged through Mike’s body, seeing her like that so sudden. “What—“

She stepped forward, pressing her now naked body against his, her hand pressing against his growing erection. “Fuck me. Do me good one last time.”

Mike squeezed the flesh of her firm ass between his fingers. It was sudden, it was urgent. He inhaled her sensual scent as the softness and warmth of her body further charged his now raging erection. 

He gritted his teeth. “With pleasure.”

Mike didn’t waste another second. He spun her around and shoved her back against the door, the wood rattling under the force. 

Tatiana’s gasp turned into a low, needy moan as he dropped to his knees, spreading her thighs apart. 

No time for teasing. He buried his face between her legs, tongue dragging hard and flat up her already soaked pussy, tasting how wet she’d been waiting for him.

“Mike—” Her fingers twisted in his hair, hips bucking against his mouth. His two fingers plunged deep inside her without warning, curling exactly the way she liked. Her legs shook. The wet, obscene sounds of his mouth and fingers filled the room, messy and loud.

She came in under a minute, thighs clamping around his head, a sharp cry ripping out of her as her pussy clenched and pulsed around his fingers. 

He didn’t stop and kept licking her through it until she was whimpering and trembling.

Then he was up. He ripped his belt open, and yanked his zipper down.

Tatiana’s eyes were wild, with pupils blown. She grabbed his shirt and pulled him into a kiss, her other hand wrapped around his shaft and stroked him.

Mike lifted her like she weighed nothing, pinning her back to the door. Her legs locked around his hips. He lined up and thrust in deep, one stroke that pushed him into her tight heat.

They both groaned. No gentleness. Just raw, frantic fucking.

He pounded into her, hips snapping hard and fast, the door banging rhythmically behind her with every thrust. 

Tatiana bit his shoulder to muffle her cries as he drove into her again and again, cock dragging over that perfect spot inside her with every stroke. “Harder—God, yes—don’t stop—” she panted, voice breaking.

Mike held on to her ass. He angled his hips, grinding deep on every thrust, feeling her clench and flutter around him. 

The wet squish of her pussy taking every inch was filthy, obscene. Her juices ran down his balls, dripping onto the floor.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” he said, teeth grazing her neck. 

Tatiana’s head fell back against the door, mouth open, eyes half-lidded in pure lust. “Come inside me—hurry.”

That did it.

Mike fucked her faster, harder, the pace brutal. The door shook violently. Her tits bounced with every slam. She came again with a broken sob, pussy spasming so hard around his cock that he lost rhythm for a second. 

The squeeze was too much. He pushed himself to the root and came with a loud groan, thick squirts of cum pulsing deep inside her. He kept thrusting through it, his tip soon oversensitive.

They stayed locked together for a few moments, panting, her thighs trembling around his waist.

Then reality hit.

Mike pulled out slowly, a thick strand of their mixed release stretching between them before breaking. 

Tatiana’s legs wobbled as he set her down, but she didn’t let him go far, as she grabbed his face and kissed him again, slower this time.

Mike leaned in, letting it happen, his erection pressed between their bodies.

Suddenly, the sound of a car pulling up made them freeze.

Tatiana gasped as she pulled herself away. “Get dressed! Quickly!” she said.

Dazed and still slightly lightheaded from his climax, Mike quickly put his cock back into his pants as he watched Tatiana slip back into her dress at top speed.

What the hell is even going on?

He had received the green light for this. Hell, the husband himself had practically arranged it. So why did this suddenly feel like something they had to hide?

Before he could ask, the front door opened.

Tatiana’s entire posture changed. It was subtle, but immediate. Her shoulders relaxed. Her breathing slowed. The urgency disappeared as if it had never been there.

By the time Dirk stepped into the room, she looked perfectly composed.

“Tatiana,” Dirk said as he walked in, setting his keys down. His voice was calm, almost pleasant. He hugged her, and they shared a kiss.

When he let go, his eyes landed on Mike. “Mike.”

Mike straightened slightly. “Hey.”

Dirk looked between them, taking in the scene. 

For a split second, Mike wondered if he had seen something. Not evidence, just from the atmosphere.

But if he had, he didn’t show it. Instead, Dirk smiled. “Didn’t expect to find you still here,” he said. “I got back earlier than planned.”

Tatiana walked past Mike, slipping effortlessly into her role. “Oh?” she said lightly. “That’s a surprise.”

Mike watched her, trying to reconcile the woman from seconds ago with the one now standing before her husband.

Two completely different people.

Dirk nodded, then looked back at Mike. “I assume everything went well while I was gone?”

Mike hesitated for half a beat. Then nodded. “Yeah.”

Dirk smiled again. “Good.” He stepped forward and extended his hand.

Mike took it. It was a firm grip.

“Appreciate it,” Dirk said. “Really.”

Mike nodded once. “No problem.”He glanced at Tatiana.

She wasn’t looking at him. She was looking at Dirk with a soft, calm expression in her eyes. Like she had flipped a switch.

Mike stepped back slightly. “Well,” he said, “I should probably head out.”

Dirk nodded immediately, stepping aside. “Of course.”

Mike walked toward the door, his mind still trying to catch up with what had just happened.

He turned around and found Dirk standing in the doorway. But the smile was gone. His expression had flattened, and his posture was now more rigid. “Alright,” Dirk said quietly.

Mike didn’t move as Dirk stepped just outside the door, lowering his voice. “You did your part.” The tone had changed. “That’s where it ends.”

Mike held the other man’s gaze. Dirk took another small step forward. “Stay away from my wife. You hear me?”

So that was it. The truth of it. Mike was talen aback by the sudden change, but managed to give a small nod. “Got it.”

Dirk watched him for another second. “If I find you coming around here, I will call the cops. Do we understand each other? You stay, the fuck, away.”

It was like a totally different person was talking to him. The friendly ‘gimme a flex and please bang my wife’ guy had suddenly disappeared. This sounded like a genuine threat. One that got under your skin and lingered there like a chill. 

Mike frowned. “Kind of difficult when working in deliveries,” he said, trying to lighten the mood a bit. 

A faint smile, which soon disappeared. “You catch my drift, playboy. Stay away or I’ll have your head, you hear me?”

Playboy? Have my head?

Mike scoffed, now feeling agitated. “Loud and clear. Thank you, Dick—I mean Dirk.”

Dirk frowned. He didn’t get it, which was probably for the best.

Mike stepped back to walk away, but not before he caught one last glimpse of Tatiana.

She was standing behind Dirk. Watching him. She lifted her hand slightly and gave him a small, careless wave. That same playful look lingered in her eyes. Like this had happened before. Like it always played out this way.

The door shut.

Mike stood there for a second. “Yeah,” he muttered. Now it made sense.

He turned and walked back toward his truck. Whatever that had been, it had never been as simple as it had looked like on the surface.

He shook his head. It was probably for the best he stayed away, although he admitted he would miss Tatiana’s fire. 

“Ah, well,” he said under his breath as he got into his truck. “Might end up getting rehired again.”

Dirk’s steel gaze replayed in his mind. “Or maybe not,” he sighed.


Chapter 9


Mike pulled away from Tatiana’s house, still feeling the chill under his skin as he drove.

For a while, he didn’t turn on the radio. He just drove, letting everything replay in his mind.

Tatiana.

The urgency when he arrived. The way she had pulled him in without hesitation, as if nothing else mattered. And then, just as quickly, it was over. The shift when Dirk appeared. The warning.

‘Stay away from my wife.’

Mike shook his head, his grip tightening on the wheel before relaxing again.

It shouldn’t have bothered him. That had been the arrangement from the start: temporary. He had known exactly what he was stepping into. And yet, the way it ended left something behind. Not regret, not exactly. Just a faint sense of something unfinished, like a door that had been closed a little too quickly.

He exhaled. “Don’t overthink it,” he muttered.

That had been Tatiana’s philosophy, hadn’t it? Don’t think. Just enjoy.

And he had. More than enough.

Still, letting go wasn’t easy. But he knew he had to. For his own sanity.

As he got closer to Catherine’s house, his thoughts shifted. Because if he was being honest with himself, it wasn’t like he was walking away empty.

Not even close. Catherine and Abigail. Waiting for him. At Home.

A faint smile formed on his lips.

Home.

Two women who were actually his. Not borrowed. No husband setting limits or deciding when things ended. No shifting rules depending on who was watching.

Something real. Something that felt right.

The tension in his body eased as he turned onto Catherine’s street, the familiar houses lining the road bringing a sense of calm.

Almost home.

He slowed as he approached the house, his headlights sweeping across the porch—

And then he frowned.

Someone was there.

At first, just a shape. A figure moving in sharp, agitated motions. Then the sound reached him.

Banging. Loud and aggressive.

Mike leaned forward, narrowing his eyes. Then it clicked as he spotted who it was.

It was Brad.

Abigail’s ex-husband stood on the porch, his fist slamming against the door again. “Abigail!” he shouted. “Come on!”

The quiet street carried his voice farther than it should have, making the whole scene feel exposed.

Mike’s gritted his teeth. Of course this wasn’t over.

He slowed the truck further, pulling up along the curb a short distance away as he watched.

Brad hit the door again, harder. “You can’t just ignore me! You’re still my wife!”

Mike studied him for a moment. The guy looked worse than before—more agitated, more desperate—but he wasn’t slurring his words. He was sober. 

Which made him more dangerous.

Mike let out a slow breath. “Well,” he muttered. “Guess I’m not done dealing with husbands today.”

He put the truck in park, opened the door, and stepped out. “Hey!” His voice cut through the air, firm and controlled.

Brad turned, eyes narrowing as Mike approached. Then he laughed. “Well, well… it’s you again. Seriously—stay the fuck out of this.”

Mike shook his head, stopping a few feet away. “I don’t think so. That’s my door you’re knocking on. You’d better leave.”

Brad’s expression flickered between amusement and confusion as he glanced back at the house. “Your door?” He stepped toward Mike. “What?”

Mike didn’t flinch.

Brad scoffed. “You live here?”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Problem?”

Brad took another step.

Mike shifted slightly, ready.

“That’s bullshit,” Brad said. “You’re just a delivery boy.”

Mike stiffened.

Brad smiled, something ugly creeping into it. “Oh yeah… I remember now. You always looked familiar.” He shook his head. “Just a good-for-nothing delivery boy.” He stepped closer. “You really think you have what it takes to please Abigail? I make more in a month than you do in a year.”

Mike’s muscles tensed as his blood started to boil.

Brad leaned in slightly. “She has expensive taste. Eventually, your little prick won’t be enough. Trust me.”

Mike’s eyes hardened. “It seems to be doing the job just fine,” he said quietly.

“Why you—” Brad swung.

Mike stepped aside just in time, the punch cutting through empty air.

“Stop it!” Catherine’s voice rang across the yard.

Both men turned.

She stood in the doorway, instantly commanding the space. High heels, tight black skirt, white blouse—composed, powerful, unshakable.

Mike couldn’t help but smile.

She looked like she owned the world. “What the hell do you think you’re doing, Brad Lelan?” she said sharply.

Brad blinked, thrown off. “I—what—you live here?”

“You’re damn right I do,” she snapped. “Now get off my property before I call the cops.”

Brad hesitated, then glanced between Mike and Catherine. “He doesn’t live here, does he?”

“He certainly does,” she said firmly.

Mike felt it—her presence, her certainty. Protective, strong… And incredibly attractive.

Brad exhaled. “I just want to talk to Abigail. Please.” His tone had shifted into something softer.

Catherine didn’t budge. “She doesn’t want to talk to you. So leave.”

Brad opened his mouth, but then stopped.

Someone stepped into view behind Catherine. It was Abigail. She wore a white summer dress and had a calm expression on her face. “It’s okay,” she said. “I’ll talk to him.”

Catherine glanced at her, then stepped aside without a word.

Mike felt tension spike in his chest. “Abigail—”

“It’s okay, Mike,” she said gently. “Please. Give us a minute.” She looked steady and in control.

Mike hesitated, then nodded slowly. He met Brad’s eyes briefly: there was less anger there now, but more uncertainty.

Mike looked back at Catherine.

She gave a small, subtle nod toward the inside.

He sighed and walked past them, onto the porch, and into the house.

The door closed behind him.

Mike immediately moved to the window, peering through the blinds.

Outside, Abigail and Brad talked. They seemed calm and measured.

Too calm.

“I don’t trust that guy,” Mike muttered.

Catherine stepped up behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist, resting her chin on his shoulder. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “Let it go. She needs this. For closure.”

Mike swallowed, his eyes still fixed outside. “Yeah…”

“So,” Catherine murmured, her lips close to his ear, “how was your little rendezvous with Tatiana?”

Mike had almost forgotten: the intensity, the abrupt ending. “Whatever it was,” he said quietly, “it’s over.”

Catherine hummed softly. Then, with a faint smile, her finger traced lightly downward, tapping his crotch. “Did you at least have some final fun?”

Mike grinned. “Yeah.”

He felt her smile against his skin. “Good.” She kissed his neck and let go. “You want something to drink?”

Mike sighed as he walked away from the window. “Yeah, thanks,” he said, dropping into a nearby lounge chair.

He closed his eyes for a moment, trying to empty his mind. For a few minutes, everything finally felt still.

Then the front door clicked open. Mike turned his head immediately.

Abigail stepped inside, closing the door gently behind her. For a moment, she just stood there in silence.

Mike straightened and got up. “Is he gone?”

She nodded slowly. “Yeah.”

Catherine walked toward her. “You okay?” She placed the glass she had brought on a side table nearby.

Abigail let out a small breath, like she’d been holding it in for a while. “I think so.”

Mike studied her face: no panic or fear. Just something settling. “What did he want?” he asked.

Abigail hesitated, then gave a faint, tired smile. “The same thing he always wants. Another chance.”

Catherine’s expression didn’t change. “And?”

“I told him no.”

Mike felt something loosen in his chest. “He didn’t argue?” he asked.

“Oh, he tried,” Abigail said softly. “But…” She shrugged lightly. “I think he finally heard it this time.”

She stepped further into the room, her shoulders relaxing more with each step. “It’s done,” she added.

Catherine nodded once. “Good.”

Mike exhaled quietly, leaning back slightly against the wall.

Abigail looked between them, then smiled. “You know,” she said, “a few weeks ago I would’ve been terrified of that conversation.”

Catherine crossed her arms, watching her with a small, proud smile. “And now?”

Abigail glanced at Mike, then back at Catherine. “Now I just wanted it to be over.”

Mike nodded slowly.

Abigail stepped closer. Her fingers brushed Mike’s hand before she slipped hers into it. She looked up at him. “I’m glad you were here,” she said. “It gave me the courage to step outside and talk to him.”

Mike squeezed her hand gently. “Always.”

Catherine watched them for a moment, then stepped closer too, her presence wrapping around them naturally. “Well,” she said lightly, “I’d say that was a productive evening.”

Mike let out a quiet laugh. “That’s one way to put it.”

Abigail smiled again, softer this time. Then something seemed to click. “Oh—speaking of productive,” she said, turning to Mike. “How was your sudden date?”

Mike chuckled. “Done,” he said simply.

Abigail tilted her head. “Done?”

Catherine sucked her teeth. “He’s been busy, alright.”

Abigail let out a soft “ohhh,” understanding dawning.

Mike laughed. “Anyways, I’ve officially been released from my services with Tatiana.”

He wrapped an arm around each of them, pulling them close. “So now,” he said with a smile, “it’s just you two.”

Abigail kissed him, warm and lingering. Catherine followed. Warmth filled his body.

His phone buzzed in his pocket, pressed between him and Catherine’s hip.

“Oh?” Catherine said, glancing down. “Maybe Tatiana isn’t completely done with you yet?”

Mike pulled out his phone and looked at the screen.

It was Janice, calling.

Catherine chuckled softly as she saw the name. “Never mind Tatiana,” she said. 

She looked up at him, eyes glinting with amusement. “Looks like someone else doesn’t like being left out.”


Chapter 10


Janice didn’t knock.

“Well,” she said as she stepped inside, her eyes sweeping across the dimly-lit room. “This looks cozy.”

Mike leaned back against the couch, watching her with a half-smile. Catherine was already in the kitchen, pouring drinks, while Abigail stood near the couch, her fingers nervously playing with the hem of her dress.

Mike could tell that Janice noticed everything. Of course she did. A smile curled on her lips. “Oh, I like this already.”

Catherine walked over and handed her a glass. “You usually do.”

Janice took it, their fingers brushing briefly. She held Catherine’s gaze before taking a slow sip. “Good,” she murmured. “You’re setting the tone properly.”

Mike chuckled. “Is there a tone we should be aware of?”

Janice turned toward him, eyes glinting. “Oh, absolutely.” She moved further into the room, slowly, her heels clicking softly against the floor. When she stopped in front of the couch, all eyes were on her. 

She moved her body like a leopard, and it was a gorgeous sight. 

Janice had practically invited herself. She had sounded excited and energetic when she’d called. “We’ve exchanged numbers, but I haven’t heard from you…,” she had said with playful disappointment in her voice. 

“Sorry,” Mike had said. “Busy times.”

“I can imagine with two of them drop-dead gorgeous women by your side,” Janice had replied.

When Mike revealed that Catherine and Abigail were standing right beside him, she said she could be there in a flash. “Let’s have some fun!” she had said.

Catherine had shrugged. “Why not?”

Abigail, who clearly wanted her mind off of Brad, had agreed.

Now, there she was, strolling through the living room like sex on heels. Just seeing her here in proximity to Catherine and Abigail made his heartbeat race with anticipation. 

“I’ve been thinking,” Janice said.

Catherine raised an eyebrow. “Do tell.”

Janice ignored her, her gaze moving between them. “We need something to break the ice a bit. Heat things up.”

Mike tilted his head. “Oh yeah?”

Janice lifted her glass. “Game night.”

Catherine nodded. “Could be fun.”

Mike groaned. “I already don’t trust this.”

Abigail looked between them, curiosity winning her over. “What kind of game?”

Janice’s eyes sparkled. “Truth or dare.”

Mike shook his head. “Absolutely not.”

“Oh, come on,” Catherine said, amused.

“No,” Mike replied, pointing at Janice. “That’s exactly the kind of thing you suggest when you’re planning something.”

Janice placed a hand over her chest in mock offense. “I’m hurt.”

“You’re unpredictable,” Mike said with a smirk.

She grinned. “Remember. That’s why you all like me.”

Abigail let out a small laugh, her shoulders relaxing. “It could be fun.”

Mike looked at her. “You’re on her side now?”

She shrugged, smiling. “Maybe.” 

Catherine took a sip of her drink. “I think it’s perfect.”

Mike looked between the three of them. Three against one.

He sighed. “…Alright. But we’re keeping it reasonable. No weird questions.” 

He wasn’t sure why he felt so uptight. Maybe it were the nerves. Three gorgeous women with interest in him was quite the scene. Somehow, it was hard to wrap his head around.

Janice’s smile widened. “Don’t worry.” She winked.

That tone meant the exact opposite.

They sat down in the living room, the energy shifting as Catherine dimmed the lights even more slightly and soft music filled the background.

Janice sat first, crossing one leg over the other, her energy radiating. “Alright,” she said. “Rules are simple. You don’t get to refuse everything, and no boring answers.”

Mike leaned back into the couch. “I already regret this.”

Catherine nodded. “Agreed. I’m in.”

Abigail bit her lip, but nodded too.

Mike sighed with a chuckle. “Fine.”

Janice clapped her hands lightly. “Perfect. You first.”

“Of course,” Mike muttered.

She tilted her head. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

“Safe choice,” Janice said, leaning forward slightly. “Let’s start easy. Which one of us did you think about the most today?”

Catherine let out a soft laugh, and Abigail’s cheeks flushed instantly.

Mike blinked. “Straight to that, huh?”

Janice didn’t look away. “Answer.”

Mike exhaled slowly, then smirked. “You really want me to get myself in trouble one minutes into this?”

“Yes,” Catherine said, raising her glass.

Abigail just smiled.

Mike looked between them, then shrugged. “Fine… Abigail.”

She seemed surprised. “Me?”

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

Mike leaned back slightly. “Because how can I not?”

He glanced at Catherine, who winked at him. “He’s got a point,” she said.

Abigail blushed.

Janice hummed approvingly. “Smooth. You already are getting the hang of this game.”

Catherine smirked. “Smart answer.”

Janice pointed at Abigail. “Your turn.”

Abigail hesitated, then said quietly, “Truth.”

Janice tilted her head. “Predictable.”

She thought for a moment before asking, “What’s something you’ve wanted to try… but never dared to say out loud?”

Abigail froze slightly. Mike glanced at her. Catherine didn’t move.

Janice simply waited.

Abigail swallowed, then looked up. Her eyes flicked briefly toward Catherine, then Mike, then Janice. “I’ve been curious,” she admitted.

She thought for a moment, then continued, “…about what it would feel like to not have to choose between lovers.”

Mike felt the shift in the room.

Catherine’s expression softened, and Janice smiled slowly. “There it is.”

Abigail looked flushed in her face, and didn’t take it back.

Janice leaned back again. “I like that.” She then turned to Catherine. “Your turn.”

“Dare,” Catherine said without hesitation.

Janice grinned. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

She tilted her head, considering, then said, “Sit closer to the person you’re most curious about right now.”

Catherine didn’t hesitate. After a few seconds, she shifted on the couch, moving closer to Janice until their legs touched.

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Not very subtle.”

“I never am,” Catherine replied.

Janice’s smile deepened.

The air had changed, becoming instantly more charged.

The game continued, each question peeling away another layer. While dares were kept to a minimum, questions became sharper, and the space between them grew smaller with each passing moment. Before they realized it, they were sitting very close to each other.

Janice seemed to have the most fun of all as she orchestrated a setup for something that started to feel inevitable. 

Everyone played along, and Mike noticed that all of them clearly started wanting something to happen.

Eventually, Janice set her glass down. “Alright,” she said softly.

Something in her tone made everyone look at her. “We’re done pretending this is just a game. Or at least, I am.”

Mike leaned back slightly as he watched her.

Janice’s eyes moved between the three of them, steady and certain. “You all know why we’re here.”

Janice shifted, turning toward Catherine first. Their faces were close now.

“You’re still in control, you know,” Janice said quietly. “This being your house and all.”

Catherine smiled faintly. “I know.”

Janice’s gaze softened. “Good. But now it’s my turn.”

She leaned in and kissed her.

Catherine responded immediately.

Mike felt Abigail tense slightly beside him and turned his head.

She was watching, mouth slightly hanging open. Her chest heaved faster. She was taking it all in.

Janice pulled back slightly and glanced at Abigail—a silent question.

Abigail hesitated for only a moment. Then she leaned forward. And that was it: her lips met Janice’s in a deep, passionate kiss.

The moment tipped.

Mike exhaled slowly as the last bit of distance between all of them disappeared.

No one stopped. No one wanted to. 

The game was over. Something else had begun.

The three women were tangled together on the wide couch, their bodies flushed and eager. 

Catherine went in, joining the kiss.

Abigail’s hair spilled over Catherine’s shoulder as their mouths moved together in slow, hungry kisses. 

Janice leaned in from the other side, her tongue flicking between their lips, tasting both of them at once. 

Soft moans filled the room; wet, breathy sounds. Hands had started to roam freely. Abigail’s fingers slipped under Catherine’s dress to cup a full breast, and Catherine’s palm slid up Janice’s thigh.

Janice kissed Abigail’s neck with open-mouthed kisses.

Mike sat close to them, watching while his heart pounded, and cock straining against his jeans. He couldn’t look away. The sight of these three stunning women, lost in each other, had him rock-hard and breathing shallowly. 

His hand rested on his thigh, fighting the urge to stroke himself as he watched their bodies press closer.

Janice pulled back just enough to glance over at him, her dark eyes smoldering. That slow smile curved her lips. “Dare,” she said, voice husky and commanding.

Without breaking eye contact with Mike, Janice reached for Abigail, guiding her by the hips until she was kneeling between Mike’s spread thighs. 

Abigail’s blue eyes sparkled with excitement as she looked up at him, lips parted. He could see she was completely into it.

Janice’s fingers made quick work of Mike’s zipper, tugging his jeans open and freeing his throbbing cock. It sprang up hard, the head already glistening.

“Suck his cock,” Janice ordered, her voice low, never once looking away from Mike’s gaze. She tangled her fingers gently but firmly in Abigail’s hair and guided her forward.

Abigail didn’t hesitate. She leaned in, lips brushing the swollen tip before she took him deep into her warm, wet mouth. 

Mike groaned, his hips twitching as her tongue swirled around him, sucking with slow, passionate strokes. 

Janice kept her hand in Abigail’s hair, setting a rhythm, watching every inch disappear between Abigail’s lips.

After a moment, Janice leaned down beside her. She pressed a hot, open-mouthed kiss to the side of his shaft where it slipped free from Abigail’s lips, then took her turn—sucking him deep and greedy while Abigail licked along the base. 

Mike’s head fell back, a moan escaping him at the dual sensation.

Oh shit. This is fucking amazing—

Catherine, not one to be left out, slid off the couch and joined them on her knees. She pressed in close, the waves of her hair tickling Mike’s skin as she licked a long, slow stripe up his cock alongside Janice. 

The three mouths worked him in perfect, filthy harmony. Mike did his best not to explode right then and there. 

Abigail and Janice pulled back just enough to kiss each other deeply right over the head of Mike’s cock, tongues tangling, while Catherine sucked him down with little moans.

Then Janice took him fully again, hollowing her cheeks and sliding him to the back of her throat with a groan of pure pleasure. 

That was when Catherine moved behind her. She lifted the hem of Janice’s short dress, exposing the smooth curve of her ass, and hooked her fingers into the lacy black panties, dragging them slowly down Janice’s thighs. 

Janice shivered but didn’t stop sucking. She only moaned louder around his cock as Catherine spread her cheeks and buried her face between them.

Janice’s hips rocked back against Catherine’s mouth even as she kept her lips sealed tight around Mike, sucking him faster as she felt the pleasure build in her own body. 

The sight in front of Mike was like a fever dream. This couldn’t be real—but it was. Very.

Abigail reached around, sliding her hands under Janice’s top to cup and knead her full breasts, rolling her nipples between her fingers until Janice was whimpering and trembling between them.

Mike watched it all through half-lidded eyes; Janice’s head bobbing on his cock, Catherine’s face buried in her ass, Abigail’s fingers teasing those gorgeous tits.

Mike felt lost in the wet heat, the moans, and the raw, passionate hunger surrounding him. 

Janice pulled her mouth off Mike’s cock with a wet, obscene pop. She rose slowly, dark eyes locked on his like she owned every inch of him, and climbed into his lap, straddling his thighs on the armchair. 

She was putting up a real show. And he loved it.

Her dress was bunched uselessly around her waist, her pussy hovering just above his hard tip. 

Catherine and Abigail stayed pressed close on either side, their hands never stopping—Catherine’s fingers digging into Janice’s hips, Abigail’s mouth teasing along the curve of her neck.

“Dare,” Janice breathed, voice thick and commanding, never once breaking eye contact.

Holy fuck.

Mike’s heart hammered against his ribs. 

She’s gonna go hard. I’m already so close… don’t lose it now.

She lifted herself higher, gripping the back of the couch for leverage, and lowered just enough that the head of his cock nestled right between her folds. 

Then she started rocking, slow and deliberate slides that rubbed him back and forth along her soaked slit, teasing her clit with his tip, coating him in her arousal. The wet, obscene sound of it filled the room.

Oh my God!

Mike’s mind screamed, teeth clenched so hard his jaw ached. He wanted to thrust up in her so badly. But he held back.

Don’t move. Don’t you fucking move or you’ll explode before it even starts.

“We are going to ride you one by one,” Janice murmured hotly against his ear, still torturing him with that maddening grind, her breath ragged. “A minute each. And you will not cum. Not until we tell you to.”

The words hit him like a lightning bolt straight to his balls. 

One minute each? Three of them? Fuck… I’m already right on the edge and she hasn’t even taken me inside yet. How the hell am I supposed to last?

Mike nodded frantically, sweat already beading on his forehead, every muscle in his body locked tight in obedience.

Janice suddenly sank in one smooth, greedy motion, taking every thick inch until her pussy pressed down into his pubic hair. 

Her pussy was tight, gripping around him like she never wanted to let go. 

She started riding him first slowly, then picked up the pace. She went hard and deep, with her hips slamming down with powerful, rolling thrusts that made her ass bounce and her tits shake under her top.

Oh my god… she feels incredible.

Mike groaned, head falling back against the backrest again.

So deep, so fucking perfect. 

She was being classic Janice, knowing fully well he might not make it very long at this pace.

Don’t cum. Don’t you dare cum. Think of anything else—baseball, taxes, anything—but fuck, her pussy is taking me so hard!

Abigail yanked Janice’s top down and sucked one nipple into her mouth while Catherine kissed Janice fiercely; the added moans vibrating through Janice’s body pushed Mike even closer to the brink. 

His balls tightened dangerously, cock pulsing inside her with every downward slam. 

I’m gonna blow… I’m so fucking close already… hold it, Mike, hold it!

The minute felt like an eternity of both pure ecstasy and torture. When it ended, Janice lifted off with a wicked smirk, his cock slipping free and slapping wetly against his stomach. 

“Wow,” Janice panted. “I am impressed.”

Catherine was next. She climbed on without a word, her long hair falling around her flushed face as she impaled herself on him in one slick glide. 

She felt different: tighter at the entrance, hotter inside, with those fluttering little squeezes that always drove him wild. 

She rode him fast and shallow, quick bounces that made her full breasts jiggle right in front of his eyes.

Fuck…

Mike’s thighs trembled.

Don’t cum. Don’t cum.

His control was fraying, sweat dripping down his chest, cock throbbing dangerously inside her as she chased her own pleasure.

Catherine’s minute ended, and she climbed off on shaky legs, leaving him glistening and desperate.

Abigail took her turn last for the round, blonde hair falling over her shoulders as she straddled him with a hungry grin. 

She sank down very slowly—inch by torturous inch—until he was buried balls-deep. 

She rode him with long, sensual rolls of her hips, grinding her clit against his pelvis on every deep stroke.

It was the perfect pace for him to take a breather, but it also felt dangerously good. All she needed to do was speed up once and he was done for.

She kissed him passionately while riding him, and for a moment, Mike was back in that motel room with her. Just the two of them, lovingly into each other's arms.

Mike’s mind was hazy with lust. 

I want to explode so fucking badly.

He knew he could, but somehow Janice’s challenge kept him from doing so. He didn’t want to give her that. He wanted to show he was capable of more, and that he had more to give than just being a young dumb cum machine that would do what she wanted.

Judging by the look on her face, he had already made an impression.

When Abigail’s minute was over, Janice climbed on again. She leaned forward as he penetrated her, her warm breasts pressing against his chest. He saw a mischievous smirk on her face before she reached his ear.

“Dare!” she whispered, panting. “Cum inside me! Fill me up!”

And just like that, all resistance was gone. All the big talk of being his own man and not wanting to give in to what she was telling him to do. 

He wanted to cum in her so bad.

The young dumb cum machine was back.

He grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed. Then he went to work with hard, deep slams into her.

His balls slapped loudly against her buttocks with every thrust.

Fuck yes!

All his earlier resistance shattered like glass in a single heartbeat. The second Janice gave him that dare, the dam inside him didn’t just crack—it exploded. 

No more holding back. No more trying to prove he was anything but exactly what she wanted right now. 

He wanted to be their young dumb cum machine. He wanted to empty every last drop into her.

He gripped her ass cheeks harder, fingers digging into the warm, firm flesh as he spread her wider and slammed up into her with raw, animalistic force. 

Janice cried out, a sharp, throaty moan that vibrated against his chest, her tight walls squeezing around his cock.

He pounded into her relentlessly, hips snapping upward with savage, deep strokes. 

The wet sound of meat slapping meat echoed through the room, mixing with Janice’s broken moans and the slick sounds of her dripping juices coating his balls. Her full breasts bounced heavily against his chest, nipples hard and dragging across his skin.

Abigail and Catherine were still there, enjoying each other, but Mike couldn’t deny they had fallen into the background. 

Janice had played her game well.

“That’s it, Mike,” Catherine purred against his ear as she leaned in. “Give it to her.”

Janice moaned louder, voice cracking with need. “Yes—cum inside me! I want every drop!”

Shit, I’m so close!

Mike’s thoughts were a frantic, desperate blur. His balls were aching.

His thrusts turned erratic, harder, deeper, almost violent in their intensity. He drove into her like a man possessed, chasing the release he’d been denied.

“Oh fuck—Janice!” he groaned, voice raw and broken.

His orgasm hit him like a freight train: earth-shattering, blinding, ripping through every nerve in his body. 

Mike’s entire frame seized up as the first powerful jet of cum erupted deep inside her, thick and hot, flooding her pussy in heavy, pulsing ropes. 

His cock throbbed again and again, wave after wave crashing through him so intensely his vision whited out, toes curling, muscles locking as he kept thrusting through it, pumping every last drop as deep as he could go. 

Moans tore from his throat with each spurt, his hips stuttering but never stopping. His mind blanked out in pure, overwhelming bliss. 

Janice shuddered and cried out on top of him, her own orgasm crashing over her. She drew out every last spurt until Mike was completely drained, trembling beneath her.

He stayed deep inside her, breathless as the aftershocks rolled through both of them in long, shuddering waves. 

Abigail and Catherine watched with satisfied smiles, their hands still stroking and teasing.

Janice started to laugh, overcome with emotion. “Oh, Mike,” she breathed in his ear. “Of all those delivery boys, I am so happy it was you who came to my door.”


Chapter 11


Mike stirred slowly.

For a moment, he didn’t know where he was. The room was dim, washed in the soft blue light of early morning. His body felt heavy and completely spent, but also surprisingly relaxed.

Then it came back to him. Everything. The game. The tension. The way the night had unfolded, step by step, until there had been no turning back.

A slow smile formed on his lips as the memories settled in. “Jesus…” he murmured under his breath.

He shifted slightly and immediately felt warmth on both sides of him.

Catherine lay pressed against his left side, her breathing slow and steady. On his right, Abigail was curled close, her face peaceful in sleep.

Mike looked at them, taking it in. He shook his head faintly, almost in disbelief.

How the hell did I end up here?

A quiet laugh escaped him. Lucky didn’t even begin to describe it.

His gaze drifted across the room, and then he noticed movement. It was Janice.

She stood near the chair where her clothes had been left, slipping into her dress in the dim light. Her movements were calm and slow.

Mike pushed himself up slightly on one elbow. “Morning,” he whispered. “You’re leaving?”

Janice glanced over her shoulder, her silhouette outlined softly by the early dawn. A small smile touched her lips. “Yeah,” she said quietly. “I’ve never really been a morning person.”

There was that familiar lightness in her tone, playful as always, but softer now.

Mike watched her for a moment. “You don’t have to rush off, you know.”

Janice slipped the strap of her dress into place and smoothed the fabric down her side. “I do,” she said, though there was no real urgency behind it. Then she added, with a faint smirk, “Wouldn’t want to overstay my welcome.”

Mike frowned slightly. “There’s no such thing.”

Janice paused briefly at that, then looked back at him. Something flickered in her expression—amusement, yes, but something more grounded beneath it. “I don’t live here, Mike,” she said gently. She bent down to slip on her heels, balancing with ease. “And I have a husband to go home to.”

There it was again, that subtle shift. Still playful, but undeniably more real.

Mike leaned back slightly, watching her.

Janice slipped on her second heel and straightened. “He’s probably just getting home too,” she added casually.

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

She shrugged lightly. “From his side girl.”

That comment caught Mike off guard.

Janice immediately noticed his reaction and grinned. “Romantic, isn’t it?” she said, giving him a wink.

Mike huffed a quiet laugh and shook his head, but as he looked at her, it started to make sense. That was just how they worked. No illusions or pretending.

It was just their own version of things. And by how his own life had been over the past months, he realized he was the last person who should be judging.

Janice picked up her purse and walked toward the bed. She stopped beside him and looked down.

Catherine and Abigail were still asleep, completely undisturbed.

Janice’s expression softened. Then she leaned down, her hand brushing lightly along Mike’s jaw before she kissed him.

When she pulled back, her eyes lingered on his. “We should do this again sometime,” she said quietly.

Mike smirked. “I’d say that’s a great idea.”

Janice smiled at that. “Good.”

She straightened, gave him one last look, and then turned toward the door.

The room remained quiet as she moved, slipping out as effortlessly as she had entered the night before.

The soft click of the door echoed faintly.

And then she was gone.

Catherine shifted slightly against his side, her hand tightening just a little on his chest, while Abigail murmured in her sleep and pressed closer.

Mike lay there between them, staring up at the ceiling as the first light of morning now slowly started to fill the room.

Mike looked at the women beside him for a moment. Then he let out a quiet breath.

A few months ago, none of this had existed. This house, these women, this life—it had all been something distant. Something other people had.

Now?

Now it was his.

It was not something he was visiting anymore. This was home.

A faint smile formed on his lips as he settled back into the bed.

Yeah. He wasn’t going anywhere.

Because the truth was: Bloomingdale had already wrapped itself around him.

And he now realized that once it did… it didn’t let go.

To be continued in Book 7.


From Damon Everest


Hi, I hope you enjoyed part 6 in this ongoing adventure. Expect more heat coming soon in Book 7. Yes, there is more to come—just like Mike, who will definitely will come a whole lot more… wink wink.

Thank you for reading!
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