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Chapter 1


Mike looked at the house at the end of the driveway and sighed. Here he was again, the fourth time within a week.

Normally, that wouldn’t be strange when you work in deliveries. But the man living at this Bloomingdale address was starting to get on Mike’s nerves.

The first delivery had been fine—normal, in fact—with the man opening the door, receiving the package, and signing. Mike had noticed a few curious looks, but nothing out of the ordinary.

The second delivery came fast after that. That time, the man just stared at Mike, observing his every move. It had been awkward to say the least, as if the man had frozen in place. He finally seemed to snap out of it when Mike wished him a good day.

The third time had only been yesterday, and had been the strangest yet.

After handing over the package and asking for a signature, the man had asked, with a completely straight face, “Can you flex for me?”

Mike had been taken off guard, wondering if he had heard the man correctly. “Excuse me?”

“Can you flex for me? You look like someone who works out. Your muscles are amazing.”

Mike had grinned awkwardly. “Uh… thanks.”

“Could you please?” the man asked.

Mike waited a second, then realized things would probably get more awkward if he refused. He swung up a single arm and hit a quick bicep flex.

The man’s face lit up. “Nice, man,” he said. “Inspiring.” He narrowed his eyes slightly. “You must get a lot of attention from the ladies, huh?”

Mike scoffed internally.

If only you knew.

“I can’t complain,” Mike said after a pause.

The man smiled wider. “Yeah, I imagine. You got them big hands, eh?”

Mike froze. “Big hands?” he said.

The man nodded enthusiastically. “Yeah, man. You know what they say. Big hands, big elsewhere.” He laughed and smacked Mike on the shoulder. “I’m right, aren’t I?”

Mike could only grin sheepishly. “Yeah… real lady killer,” he mumbled.

The guy laughed again. “I knew it!”

Mike wanted to get out of there quickly. “Well, have a nice day.”

The man winked and pointed a finger at him. “Leave some women for the rest of us now. Take it easy!”

Mike walked away, forcing a laugh. “Can’t make any promises!”

The man laughed as the door closed.

Now back at the same house, Mike dreaded having to deliver another parcel. “Just make him sign and leave quickly,” he muttered under his breath.

It was a shame, really, because most of his other experiences in Bloomingdale had been the complete opposite of this one. Women opening the door instead of men. Him ending up in bed with nearly all of them.

Mike’s stomach flipped as he walked up the stone path to the doorway, the women in his life flashing through his mind.

All so different. All so beautiful and sexy. Some sweet and caring. Others wild and unpredictable.

Life had been anything but boring ever since he moved here.

As he pressed the doorbell, his mind drifted to Abigail and Catherine, who were now living together while Abigail settled her divorce. They had invited him over again, and he couldn’t wait to lie between them in bed. Being with them felt like stepping into another world. Safer. Warmer. More satisfying.

Then there was Sophie, who had been asking for a third date. After what had happened with her mother, Elaine, Mike had been more than interested—although the thought still intimidated him.

Elaine had gone too far last time. And Sophie had let it happen.

Mike had gotten used to a lot of things since being introduced to Bloomingdale, but having sex with the mother while the daughter watched was something on another level.

Not that he would say no if it happened again—but he needed to develop a bit more confidence before stepping back into that particular dynamic.

Janice, meanwhile, had been awfully quiet. After she had bumped into him, arm in arm with Abigail and Catherine, he had expected an order from her to come in soon. But for the past week, nothing had happened.

As Catherine had pointed out, he had expected Janice to be all over him, but maybe he had been assuming too much.

Don’t let it get to your head.

He often reminded himself to stay grounded. It was too easy to start feeling special when getting the attention of so many women, and to start acting like someone he wasn’t. In short, he would become an asshole. And that was the last thing he wanted.

He let out a deep breath as he heard movement behind the door. “Here we go,” he muttered.

Let’s hope he isn’t too awkward.

The door swung open. Mike expected to meet those weird, needy eyes again. Instead, he was hit by a wall of perfume, and his jaw almost dropped as he took upon the vision standing in front of him.

Damn.

The woman was absolutely stunning. Her brown hair shone in the sunlight as it fell to her shoulders, the light catching the elegant lines of her face.

His heart beat faster as he tried not to look at her body—gorgeous curves proudly accentuated by the clothes she wore.

She broke into a bright, white smile. “Hi there,” she said.

And to his surprise, her eyes traveled all the way down his body before slowly returning to his face. She checked him out without the slightest hint of shame.

“Hello,” he said, handing over the package.

Her eyes didn’t even move to the parcel. They stayed on him, lips slightly parted as she openly looked him over again.

“Uh… signature, please,” Mike said, clearing his throat.

The woman smiled again and casually set the package aside. “Of course,” she said. Her gaze finally dropped as she signed the slip, and Mike caught a glimpse of her cleavage.

Wow. What a woman.

His eyes snapped back up just as she looked at him again. He forced a polite smile as he accepted the pen and slip back. “Thank you,” he said.

“Oh, I like you,” she said suddenly, her voice carrying a strange note of excitement—almost primal.

Mike frowned. “Sorry… what was that?”

She only smiled. “What’s your name?” she asked.

Mike wondered if he had actually heard her correctly or if he had imagined it. “Mike,” he said.

The woman gave a small nod, her eyes twinkling. “Mike,” she repeated softly. “Nice to meet you.” She extended her hand.

He shook it, noticing her nails—beautifully manicured and painted a soft baby pink.

“I’m Tatiana,” she said, her voice smooth as she pronounced her name.

“The pleasure is mine,” he replied.

She held his hand a moment longer than necessary, giving it a small squeeze. “Oh no,” she said with a teasing smile. “I’m quite sure the pleasure is all mine.”

Mike gave an awkward grin while she giggled lightly, twirling a strand of hair with her free hand. “Well… have a nice day,” he said.

“See you soon,” she replied, giving him a playful wink as she closed the door.

Mike stood there for a moment before walking back down the path, shaking his head with a small, amused laugh.

That had been strange again. But definitely a more pleasant kind of strange.

He wasn’t entirely sure what she had been hinting at, but something told him another delivery to this house would be scheduled very soon.


Chapter 2


Mike didn’t go straight home after his shift. After parking his truck in front of his apartment, he pulled on the running shoes he kept in the back, and went for a jog.

He ran to a small playground near the edge of town, the kind of place that was lively during the day but deserted at night. The streetlights cast pale yellow pools over the empty swings and slides. The air smelled faintly of damp woodchips and cool evening grass.

It was quiet. Perfect.

Mike dropped his bag near one of the benches and rolled his shoulders loose. His body still carried the energy of the day, the strange encounter replaying itself in his head.

Tatiana. The way she had looked at him. The way her voice had trembled with excitement.

And then there was the strange man, whom Mike assumed was her husband.

‘Can you flex for me?’

Mike chuckled under his breath as he stepped toward the monkey bars. “Weird guy,” he muttered. Maybe the man had simply been admiring his build. Or maybe he was gay—who knew. But then why was he married to such a beautiful woman? Bisexual?

Mike jumped up, gripping the metal bar. His muscles tightened as he pulled himself upward, the familiar burn settling into his arms and shoulders.

One rep. Two. Three.

Normally, his mind would calm down when he worked out, but tonight it refused to stay quiet.

The man’s words echoed again.

‘You must get a lot of attention from the ladies.’

Mike dropped back to the ground and shook out his arms.

Maybe the guy had noticed something Mike hadn’t. Then there were the looks Tatiana had given him with almost predatory curiosity in her eyes.

Or maybe the man had simply been messing with him.

Mike grabbed the bars again and started another set of pull-ups, slower this time. His muscles flexed under the strain, his body working through the tension that had been building inside him.

Bloomingdale was at it again with strange situations he kept finding himself in.

A month ago he had been a delivery driver trying to figure out what to do with his life.

But now? Now he had women waiting for him in wealthy houses, complicated relationships forming faster than he could process them, and strangers asking him to flex his arms on their porch.

He dropped to the ground again, breathing heavier now.

Tatiana’s voice drifted back into his mind.

‘Oh, I like you.’

Mike rubbed the back of his neck and shook his head. “Yeah,” he muttered. “Something weird is definitely going on there.”

After a few more exercises and a short sprint around the playground path, he grabbed his bag and started jogging home.

The night air felt good against his skin. The quiet streets helped clear his head as he ran the last stretch toward his apartment building.

When he turned the corner, he nearly ran straight into someone standing near the entrance. “Whoa—easy there.”

“Sorry—” Mike slowed down, recognizing the voice.

Fred stood under the porch light, holding a toolbox. The older man looked up at him with a raised eyebrow. “Evening workout?” he asked.

“Something like that,” Mike said, catching his breath.

Fred nodded toward Mike’s sweat-soaked shirt. “Looks like you’re taking it seriously.”

Mike leaned against the railing for a moment, breathing in the cool night air. “Had to burn off some energy,” he said.

Fred gave a knowing grunt. “Good habit to have. I just sit on the couch and sigh,” he added with a laugh.

They stood there for a moment in comfortable silence.

Mike glanced toward the upstairs hallway. Suddenly, the memory came rushing back.

Betty’s apartment door. Her silk robe. The way she had looked at him that night. The warmth of her skin against his.

It had only been a week ago. And now she was gone. He hadn’t expected that to bother him as much as it did.

“Everything alright?” Fred asked, noticing Mike’s expression.

Mike snapped out of it and nodded. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

Fred followed his gaze toward the building. “Betty told me about you before she left,” Fred said casually. “Said you were a good tenant.”

Mike smiled faintly. “She was a good landlady.”

Fred nodded. “She spoke highly of you.”

Mike smiled at that, then pushed off the railing and headed toward the door. “Good night,” he said. “Things do change fast around here.”

Fred chuckled. “That they do. Good night.”

Mike stepped inside the building and headed up the stairs toward his apartment. By the time he reached the landing, the building had gone quiet again. He unlocked his door and stepped inside.

Life had a strange way of moving forward, whether you were ready or not. And ever since Bloomingdale had entered his world, nothing seemed to wait anymore.

It just kept pulling him deeper and deeper.


Chapter 3


Mike pulled into the self-service car wash just as the sky was turning orange with the last light of the evening.

His truck needed it. A week of deliveries had left a thin coat of dust over the hood, streaks of dirt along the sides, and a floorboard that looked like it had hosted a small construction project.

He parked in one of the vacuum bays and stepped out, stretching his arms over his head before grabbing the hose. The hum of the machine started as he pressed the button, the vacuum roaring to life.

For a few minutes, he let himself focus on the simple rhythm of it. The nozzle moved across the floor mats, along the seats, and under the pedals. Dust and crumbs vanished into the machine’s steady pull.

It was quiet here. Just the sound of the vacuum, distant traffic, and the faint whir of the automatic wash tunnel beside the lot. It was exactly the kind of mindless task he needed. He always enjoyed these simple, almost meditative tasks.

He leaned into the truck and finished the last corner of the passenger side floor.

Then he heard a car pull into the bay next to him. Mike glanced up briefly.

The car door opened, and a familiar pair of long legs stepped out.

Janice closed the door behind her and leaned casually against the hood of her car, sunglasses perched on her head even though the sun was almost gone.

Her eyes traveled over him slowly as she smirked. “What do you know, if it isn’t our busy man,” she said.

Mike stood there for a moment, vacuum hose still in his hand. “Well,” he said finally with a smile, “look who decided to show up again.”

Janice smiled lazily. “Miss me?”

He chuckled. “You kind of disappeared. Didn’t receive any deliveries.”

“Oh, I’ve had deliveries,” she replied. “Just different guys showing up. Nobody near as cute or fun as you.”

Mike raised an eyebrow.

She tilted her head slightly, studying him the same way she had the first time they met. “You’ve been very busy lately,” she said.

Mike shut off the vacuum. “Oh?”

Janice’s lips curved. “Oh, come on, Mike. Don’t act like you don’t remember what I ran into the other day.” She pouted her lips playfully. “That would be unfair.”

Mike leaned against the truck door. “You keeping tabs on me now?” he asked teasingly.

“Bloomingdale keeps tabs on everything,” she said.

That was probably true. News traveled fast there.

Janice pushed herself off the hood and walked a few steps closer. Her eyes swept over him again. “You look different,” she said.

“How so?”

“Relaxed,” she said. Her gaze dropped briefly to his chest, then back up. “Normally you are more… edgy when with me.”

Mike shrugged. “Maybe I’m just getting used to things.”

Janice laughed softly. “Oh, you definitely are.”

He finished tossing the vacuum hose back into its holder and wiped his hands on a rag.

Being in her presence again, having her this close, stirred something in him.

“Well,” he said, not sure what else to say, “I’ve got to run this through the wash.”

He nodded toward the automatic tunnel.

Janice glanced over her shoulder at it. Then back at him. “Perfect timing.”

Mike frowned slightly. “For what?”

She didn’t answer and gestured for him to go on with a smile.

He frowned with a grin, then climbed back into the driver’s seat and pulled forward toward the wash entrance. The machine hummed as he rolled up to the payment kiosk.

The gate lifted, and Mike slowly drove into position. The rails caught the tires and guided the truck forward.

When the first spray of water hit the windshield, the passenger door suddenly opened. Mike turned his head just as Janice slipped inside and slammed the door shut behind her. “What the—”

She grinned. “Hi.”

The machine started roaring around them as the first spinning brushes lowered over the truck. Water slammed against the windows in thick sheets.

Mike stared at her, his heart hammering in his chest as her scent filled the car. “You just broke into my car.”

Janice shrugged. “It’s a long wash, and you looked lonely.”

He shook his head, half laughing. “You’re unbelievable.”

She leaned back comfortably in the seat. “I know. Great, isn’t it?”

The foam sprayers kicked on, covering the windshield in thick white soap. The world outside disappeared behind swirling water and spinning brushes.

Inside the truck, everything suddenly felt close and private.

Janice turned toward him. “You know,” she said, her voice lower now, “the other day.”

Mike glanced at her.

“With Catherine and Abigail.”

He didn’t answer. He was surprised she knew their names, but then realized he shouldn’t be. Bloomingdale was its own little world.

Janice smiled slowly. “That looked fun.” Her hand slipped onto his lap, the top of her finger tapping his bulge.

Mike rested his arm on the steering wheel and swallowed. “What about it?”

She leaned closer. “I’m intrigued, Mike.” She gently squeezed his hardening cock through his pants, his body reacting to her touch. “And I’m jealous, Mike. I’m adult enough to admit that.”

The truck rolled forward slowly along the track as the massive rotating brushes thumped softly against the sides.

“You’ve got quite the situation going,” she said.

Mike exhaled. “It’s complicated.”

Janice laughed. “Oh, please.” Her fingers grabbed his zipper and slowly pulled it down. “You like complicated.”

He met her eyes. “Maybe.”

The foam began rinsing away in heavy streams of water.

Janice’s expression softened slightly. “I want in.”

Mike gasped as she pulled out his cock. She started to stroke his shaft slowly. “What?”

“You heard me.” She shifted closer, her thigh pressing against his leg, and she sped up the pace.

His cock grew. “Janice, ah—” he murmured as the feeling started to grow with his shaft, making his entire body tingle.

“You, Catherine, Abigail…” Her voice dropped to almost a whisper. “Whatever it is you three are doing…” Her eyes held his. “I want to be part of it.”

Mike studied her as his cock was engulfed in ecstasy. “You’re serious,” he said as he panted.

Janice tilted her head. “When have I ever not been serious with you?”

The machine roared louder as the dryers began spinning above the truck. Warm air blasted across the windshield.

Janice leaned even closer now. Her hand sped up. “So,” she said softly, “what do you think?”

Mike’s heart was beating faster now as the feeling in his cock got even stronger, making him harder than ever. “You don’t even know what you’re asking,” he muttered, although the thought of three women all over him was tempting.

She smiled. “Oh, I know exactly what I’m asking.” She stopped her movement and squeezed his shaft, making him ooze in a delicious edging glow. “And I know you.”

Mike exhaled slowly and moaned. “Oh, Janice. You’re trouble.”

Janice’s smile widened. “That’s why you like me.”

Before he could react, she pulled him toward her. Her lips crashed into his. The kiss was deep, the kind that erased the world for a moment.

Outside, the final jets of water blasted across the glass.

Janice pressed against him, one hand tangled in his hair as she kissed him like she had been waiting days to do it. Her hand started to move again—at a merciless and rapid speed.

Mike felt the familiar rush of heat that always came with her. He moaned in her mouth as his orgasm approached.

She broke the kiss just as suddenly as she started it, and he was about to explode. She dove forward with her mouth open and swallowed his cock as she kept on jerking his shaft.

Mike moaned hopelessly as he came, his orgasm powerful, rocking his body. “Janice, aahhh—” He shot load after load right into her throat. She swallowed it all up, pumping him dry, bobbing her head.

When the final drops had left him, and he was squirming in his seat, Janice came back up, a smile on her face. “Mm,” she hummed, “I like how you taste.”

Mike just grinned, his head spinning.

The dryers finished their cycle and the truck rolled forward out of the tunnel into the open evening air.

Janice sat back in the seat like nothing unusual had happened. “You should think about what I said,” she murmured.

Mike stared at her.

She met his gaze, and they both laughed. It was a pleasant moment, releasing tension.

“You’re serious about this,” Mike asked.

“Very,” she said. “Just think about it, Mike. You, Catherine, Abigail… and me.”

She opened the passenger door as the truck came to a stop near the exit lane. Before stepping out, she leaned back in and kissed his cheek. “I’m sure they’d be interested. I’m quite fun, you know.”

Mike chuckled. “I know that much.”

She winked and took a small piece of paper from her pocket. She put it on the dashboard. “My number,” she said. “I’m done wondering if it’s going to be you at my door.”

Mike smiled, indeed realizing they had never exchanged numbers.

She smiled. “Tell Catherine and Abigail I said hello.” She slipped out of the truck.

Janice walked back toward her car, hips swaying slightly.

Mike sat there for a moment, staring out the windshield, taking in her sensual silhouette.

He ran a hand through his hair and laughed quietly to himself. “Hot damn,” he muttered.

“There she goes.”

He let out a deep breath as she drove off. “Catherine, Abigail… and Janice,” he said.

The three of them? At once? Even though she had just sucked him dry, a rush of excitement rushed through him. “Holy shit,” he said. “Wouldn’t that be something.”

He doubted if Abigail and Catherine would be interested, but a seed had been planted.

He started the engine and chuckled.

Janice was back in the picture, and she wasn’t planning on leaving.


Chapter 4


Mike drummed his fingers lightly against the steering wheel as his truck rolled through the quiet streets on his route. The late afternoon sun hung low, painting long shadows across the road and glinting off the windshields of parked cars.

It had been a good day for deliveries so far; steady and uneventful.

His thoughts were on tonight, though, as he would finally be visiting Catherine’s house. A slow grin tugged at the corner of his mouth as he drove. Abigail and Catherine.

It had been a while since the last time the three of them had been together like that. Too many things had been happening lately—Abigail was dealing with the split from Brad, and Catherine was helping her settle in after the divorce began to move forward. Then Mike had been juggling work and whatever chaos life kept throwing his way.

But tonight would be a long-awaited moment of togetherness and hopefully peace. Abigail had texted him a while back with a message that still lingered pleasantly in the back of his mind.

Come over. Catherine says we should make up for lost time.

The anticipation had sat in his chest like a quiet electric current ever since.

He pictured Catherine, cool as she seemed to guide every situation without forcing it. In combination with Abigail’s sweet warmth and the way she melted into moments once she let herself stop worrying.

He shifted slightly in his seat as the truck rolled through an intersection, the hum of the engine steady beneath him.

Still, another thought kept creeping into his mind: Janice.

He couldn’t help letting out a quiet laugh as he remembered the car wash a few days back. Her sudden appearance and the way she had slipped into the passenger seat like it was the most natural thing in the world.

‘I want in.’

Mike exhaled slowly.

That conversation tonight might get interesting. He could already imagine Catherine’s reaction. Probably a raised eyebrow, maybe burst out laughing. Abigail might only smile first and then ask if he was serious.

Janice didn’t do anything halfway. If she wanted something, she went straight for it.

And the idea of bringing that energy into the comfortable little balance he had with Catherine and Abigail… Janice might just bring chaos to it all.

Mike rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Yeah,” he muttered to himself. “That conversation’s going to be fun.” But first, he had a couple more hours of work to go.

His phone buzzed, and he checked the display. Mike recognized the address the moment he saw it. It was Tatiana’s place.

Mike chuckled. “Here we go.”

After picking up the delivery, Mike headed to the address. He slowed the truck slightly, glancing toward the large white house sitting behind the trimmed hedges. 

The strange husband's request for him to flex his arm came to mind. “Let’s hope Tatiana opens the door,” he said.

Bloomingdale really did have a sense of humor.

He parked the truck, grabbed the medium-sized parcel from the passenger seat, and walked up the stone path toward the front door. He pressed the doorbell and heard footsteps approaching almost immediately.

The door opened.

Ugh.

It was the husband. He stood there, smiling.

The man looked exactly the same as before in his casual polo shirt, relaxed posture, eyes that seemed to be studying Mike with a quiet intensity. “Well, well,” he said, stepping aside slightly. “Mike, right?”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Yeah,” he said, realizing Tatiana had mentioned his name.

The man extended his hand. “I’m Dirk,” he said.

Mike shook it, then as he let go, handed over the package. “Signature, please.”

Dirk scribbled his name quickly, then looked back up. Instead of handing the slip back immediately, he waited. “You got a minute?” Dirk asked.

Mike paused. That question alone made him wary. “For what?”

Dirk gave a small shrug. “Just a drink. Nothing weird.”

Mike couldn’t help but laugh.

Dirk chuckled and gestured inside the house. “My wife’s not home if that makes it less awkward.”

That made it all the more awkward. Mike hesitated another second and kept quiet. He should probably just leave.

Dirk raised his eyebrows. “Nothing weird. I have a proposition for you.”

Mike frowned. “What exactly?”

Dirk gestured. “One minute. Inside, please. That’s all I’m asking.”

Mike was still wary, but his curiosity was winning. “Alright,” he said. “One minute.”

Dirk stepped aside with a huge smile and waved him inside.

Mike stepped inside and followed Dirk through the wide hallway toward the seating area. The house smelled faintly of perfume and polished wood. 

As he walked, his eyes drifted over the walls. There were photographs everywhere: large framed portraits of Tatiana and Dirk smiling at beaches, restaurants, and formal events. 

But mixed among them were other pictures that made Mike slow his glance: Tatiana alone, draped across a couch in a silk robe; another of her leaning against a balcony railing in a backless dress; one where she looked over her shoulder at the camera with a playful, almost teasing smile. 

They weren’t what you would call indecent, but they felt strangely intimate, like the kind of photos meant for a private album rather than something you’d hang where guests could see them. 

Mike couldn’t help thinking that Dirk had placed them there very deliberately.

“Please have a seat,” Dirk said, gesturing at the couch across from him. He leaned back in the armchair opposite Mike.

Mike noticed how there was already a cup of coffee on the small table between them. 

“You were expecting me?” Mike asked.

Dirk smirked. “I like being prepared. It’s still warm.”

Mike sat down, still feeling awkward, wondering what this was all about.

Dirk stared at him. “So, you work out,” he said.

Mike nodded. “We’ve established that.”

Dirk nodded slowly, as if confirming something he had already decided. “Yeah,” he said. “You’re exactly what I thought.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “That supposed to mean something?”

Dirk took a sip of his own drink, then set the glass down on the table. “Well, you’ve been here a few times now,” he said. “Enough for me to get a sense of you.”

Mike leaned back slightly. “And what sense is that?”

Dirk shrugged. “You seem like a decent guy. Calm. Not arrogant. Handsome too.”

Mike laughed softly. “That’s a low bar.”

“In Bloomingdale?” Dirk said. “Not really.”

That made Mike curious. “Dirk,” he said. “What is this about?”

Dirk leaned forward slightly now, elbows resting on his knees. “Okay, look,” he said. “I’m going to be gone for a while.”

Mike waited.

Dirk gestured vaguely toward the house. “Business trip, you know,” he said. “Two weeks. Maybe a little longer.”

Mike nodded slowly, unsure where this was going. “Alright.”

Dirk picked up his glass again. “And while I’m gone,” he continued casually, “I need someone to take care of my wife.”

Mike tilted his head. For a moment, he genuinely thought he had misunderstood. “You mean… like watering plants or something?”

Dirk chuckled. “No.”

Mike shrugged. “Sorry, I’m not really a babysitter.”

Dirk shook his head slowly. “No, Mike,” he said calmly. “Not that kind of taking care of.”

There was a brief silence.

Mike stared at him. Then realization hit. “Wait, what? You mean… You’re kidding.”

Dirk took another sip of his drink. “I’m not.”

Mike let out a short laugh of disbelief and leaned back against the couch. “You’re serious.”

“Very.”

Mike ran a hand over the back of his neck. “Wait, so let me get this straight,” he said. “You invited me into your house to ask me to take care of your wife while you’re away?”

Dirk shrugged, as if it were the most reasonable thing in the world. “Well, yeah. You met Tatiana,” he said.

Mike nodded slowly. “Yeah.”

“You think she’s attractive? Cute little thing, right? Sexy in all the right places.”

Mike couldn’t believe his ears. “I noticed she’s… pretty, yeah,” he said carefully. “What are you getting at, exactly?”

Dirk smiled. “Well then, do you wanna fuck her?”

Mike had just put the cup of coffee to his lips, almost choking on it. “What?” He had been careful in his assumption, but he then realized he had indeed understood Dirk correctly. 

“My wife,” Dirk said calmly, “has a very strong appetite.”

Mike stayed quiet.

Dirk continued as if he were explaining the weather. “She likes attention. She likes excitement. She likes feeling desired.”

Mike stared at him. “And you’re… okay with that? Sharing her?”

Dirk nodded immediately. “Of course.”

Mike leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “I’m trying to understand why you two are married,” he said with a chuckle.

Dirk laughed softly. “Because I love her.” He said it without hesitation. Without irony.

Mike frowned slightly.

Dirk continued. “Tatiana deserves to be happy,” he said. “And I’m realistic about what that means.”

Mike studied him carefully. “You can’t keep up with her.”

Dirk shrugged. “I travel a lot.”

“That’s not what I mean.”

Dirk smiled. “You’re right.”He leaned forward again. “But here’s the thing.” He tapped the table lightly. “If I leave her alone for two weeks…” He spread his hands. “She’ll find her own entertainment. She’ll go out, hit the clubs as if she were in her twenties again. And she’ll go, uhm, looking for certain people. Men.”

Mike couldn’t help smirking. “That sounds like a problem.”

Dirk shook his head. “Yes,” he said. “That becomes my problem.”

Mike nodded slowly. “I see.”

Dirk sighed. “Then it’s random guys.” He pointed at Mike. “Since I can’t stop her, I’d rather it be someone I’ve picked myself.”

Mike was still slightly startled. “I see.”

Dirk nodded with a smile. “And I’ve decided it to be you.”

Mike leaned back again, still processing. “So you’ve been… checking me out?”

“A little.” Dirk didn’t deny it.

“That’s kind of weird,” Mike said with a chuckle.

Dirk shrugged. “Maybe. I know what Tatiana likes.” He smiled. “And I was right.”

Mike looked at him. “Right about what?”

Dirk gestured vaguely toward Mike’s shoulders, arms, and posture. “You take care of yourself.” He tilted his head slightly. “And my wife clearly liked what she saw.”

Mike couldn’t argue with that. The look in Tatiana’s eyes, the way she had said she would see him again soon.

Dirk continued. “She told me about your visit.”

Mike raised an eyebrow, acting as if he was surprised. “She did?” 

Dirk laughed. “Oh yeah.”

Mike rubbed his chin. “So she’s okay with this idea?”

Dirk smiled. “Yes.”

Mike leaned back and stared at the ceiling for a moment. He then looked back at the man seated in front of him. “And you think I’m just going to say yes to this.”

Dirk shrugged. “I think you’ll consider it. I know your type.”

Somehow that stung. “My type?“ Mike said, “You don’t even know me.”

Dirk raised an eyebrow. “I know enough. I know you love women.”

Mike waited. “Hm?”

Dirk leaned forward again. “Am I wrong?”

Mike stayed silent.

Dirk smiled. “You’re already involved with women in the neighborhood, aren’t you?”

Mike stiffened slightly.

Dirk smiled as he noticed Mike’s posture. “Relax.”

Mike stared at him, feeling invaded in his privacy. “You’ve been doing an awful lot of observing...”

Dirk shrugged again. “Not really. This neighborhood talks. That’s all.” He laughed. “Don’t worry, I haven’t been spying on you, if that’s what you mean.”

Mike relaxed at hearing that, but he didn’t like the idea of being the talk of the town.

Dirk continued calmly. “And I don’t know, but you don’t seem like the type who causes drama.”

Mike scoffed. “You clearly haven’t met the women I know.”

Dirk laughed. “Well, yeah. The ladies of Bloomingdale are a breed apart. That’s exactly why I picked you.”

“What do you mean?” Mike asked.

Dirk spread his hands. “You’re an outsider. And on top of that, you’re already navigating complicated situations. You seem to be good at it. What’s one extra woman?”

Mike stared at him. “So you think adding one more woman to the mix is no big deal.”

Dirk grinned. “Exactly. And seeing how the other women don’t seem to get enough of you, I think you are perfect for my wife.”

Mike shook his head again, still half-amused, half-bewildered. “You’re unbelievable.”

Dirk raised his glass slightly. “I’ve been called worse.” He took a sip. “And hey, look at you juggling all those women. It’s you who's unbelievable.”

Mike nodded. “Okay, I’ll give you that.”

There was a moment of quiet between them. 

Mike took another sip of coffee. “So what exactly are you proposing?”

Dirk leaned back comfortably. “While I’m away,” he said, “you spend time with Tatiana. Doesn’t have to be 24/7, but enough to keep her hooked.”

Mike waited.

Dirk added calmly, “Keep her entertained. That she doesn’t go looking elsewhere.”

Mike snorted. “You mean satisfied.”

Dirk smiled. “That too.”

Mike rubbed his face. 

Dirk narrowed his eyes. “Do you have a large penis?”

Mike let out a laugh, taken aback by the sudden question. “Didn’t you already check out my hands?”

Dirk nodded. “Yes. So you do?”

This is nuts…

Tatiana’s beautiful face and body flashed through his mind. Mike cleared his throat. “It does the job,” he decided to say.

Dirk nodded. “Good.” There was no jealousy in Dirk’s voice. No resentment. The man was oddly sincere.

Mike finally stood up. “Look, I should get back to work.”

Dirk didn’t stop him. “Of course. You will think it over?”

Mike walked toward the door, still processing the entire conversation.

As he reached the hallway, Dirk followed after him. “Just think about it.”

Mike turned.

Dirk smiled. “At least take my card. Two weeks is all I’m asking.” He felt like the perfect salesman.

Mike shook his head. “I’ll… consider it.” He took the card.

Dirk nodded. “That’s all I’m asking. Thank you so much, Mike.”

Mike stepped outside into the afternoon sunlight.

He walked back down the stone path toward his truck, still trying to wrap his head around what had just happened. He climbed into the driver’s seat and started the engine. Then he laughed quietly to himself. “Another wife,” he muttered. “Offered by her own fucking husband.”

Bloomingdale had officially gone completely insane.


Chapter 5


The porch light at Catherine’s house was already on when Mike pulled into the driveway.

Warm light spilled from the windows, giving the place a welcoming glow that immediately made him feel at ease. After the strange conversations and deliveries of the day, the sight alone was enough to loosen the tension in his shoulders.

He stepped up to the door and knocked.

Abigail opened the door, her hair loose over her shoulders, wearing a comfortable dress that showed off her cleavage. “There you are,” she said warmly.

Mike smiled. “Miss me?”

“Maybe a little,” she replied. She kept her eyes on him as she moved her head to the side. “Cathy!” she yelled in the house.

“Yeah!” a voice from deeper in the house sounded. 

“There’s a creep at the door!” Abigail yelled back, half laughing.

A moment of silence followed, then Catherine’s voice sounded again: “Is he handsome?”

Abigail playfully let her gaze slide over Mike. “A bit shabby, but he’ll do!” she yelled.

Mike pulled a grimace. “Ouch,” he said with a smile.

“Well then, let him in!” Catherine shouted back.

Abigail stepped aside as she pulled up her eyebrows. “You may enter,” she said with a posh accent.

Mike bowed back. “Why thank you, my fair lady.”

They laughed, and she hugged him, then kissed him on the lips.

Catherine’s place always had that comfortable atmosphere, as the outside world stayed firmly on the other side of the door.

Catherine herself appeared from the living room a second later, a glass of wine in her hand and that familiar, amused expression already forming. “Well,” she said, eyeing him slowly, “you weren’t kidding, Abby. A bit shabby but definitely doable.”

Mike chuckled. “It’s the best I can do.”

“True,” she said, walking closer. “Very doable.”

She leaned in and kissed his lips lightly before passing him a glass of wine. “Come sit,” she added, gesturing toward the couch.

The three of them settled in together. Abigail tucked her legs beneath her on one side of the couch while Mike leaned back into the cushions, Catherine sitting comfortably beside him.

Conversation flowed the way it always did when they were together; lightly teasing, little updates about the week, Catherine joking about something ridiculous one of her clients had done earlier that day.

For a while, Mike let himself relax completely. Being there with them so carefree felt like a gift.

Catherine rested her arm along the back of the couch behind him, her fingers brushing lightly against his shoulder as she talked. “So,” she said eventually, tilting her head. “You’ve had an interesting week, I assume.”

Mike gave a small laugh. “You could say that.”

Abigail smiled softly. “That usually means something happened.”

“Oh, something always happens with Mikey boy,” Catherine added knowingly.

Mike took a sip of his wine, considering how to bring it up. “Well,” he said slowly, “I ran into someone the other day.”

Catherine raised an eyebrow. “That’s vague.”

Mike sighed. “Janice.”

That got a reaction immediately. Catherine burst out laughing. “Of course you did.”

Abigail’s expression shifted more cautiously. “Where?”

“Car wash,” Mike said.

Catherine laughed harder. “That sounds exactly like something she would orchestrate.”

“She jumped into my truck,” Mike continued.

“Even better,” Catherine said, clearly delighted. “Did she, ahem, do anything?”

Abigail looked between them. “Wait, she just… got in your car?”

Mike nodded. “She had something she wanted to tell me.”

Catherine leaned forward with interest. “Just talk?”

Mike grinned. “You know Janice…”

Catherine’s smile widened. “Let me guess, she wants to join us.”

Mike didn’t expect that. “…You already know?”

Catherine lifted her glass slightly. “Please. Janice has been hinting at it both times I saw her. Especially the time she ran into us three. She’s an open book. And a genuine sex pot. No surprise there.”

Abigail sighed quietly.

Mike looked at her. “You’re not surprised either?”

“I’m not surprised,” Abigail said carefully. “I’m just… cautious.”

Catherine waved her hand dismissively. “Janice is chaos, but she’s honest chaos. She’s straightforward.”

Mike chuckled. “That sounds about right.”

Catherine looked at him again. “So what exactly did she say?”

Mike leaned back into the couch. “She said she wants in. With us. Whatever this is.”

Catherine leaned back and laughed again, clearly enjoying the idea. “I like her already.”

Abigail shook her head with a small smile. “Of course you do.”

Catherine looked at her. “What? She’s fun.”

“She’s unpredictable,” Abigail replied.

“That’s part of the fun,” Catherine said. “I mean, she doesn’t have to move in here. I just mean we could be open to having some fun altogether, no?” She sipped her wine.

Mike watched them with amusement. “So that’s your reaction?”

Catherine grinned at him. 

Abigail leaned her head lightly against Mike’s shoulder. “I’m not against it,” she admitted quietly. “I mean, she’s very attractive. And she likes Mike, so… I just think we should be careful.”

Catherine nodded thoughtfully. “Fair.” She glanced at Mike. “And what do you think?”

Mike looked between the two women. The warmth of the room, the soft closeness between them, the sense of trust that had slowly grown over the past weeks. “I think,” he said slowly, then fell quiet, looking at his feet.

Catherine laughed softly. “Such a shy boy. Come on! Please tell us how you really feel. No secrets here.”

Abigail smiled, squeezing his hand gently.

Mike pulled up his eyebrows. “It does sound… awesome, of course,” he admitted. “Just, uhm, intimidating. And can’t really picture you all together.”

Catherine chuckled. “Once we’re all in our birthday suits, you’ll change your mind very quickly, I think.”

Abigail let out a laugh and reached over Mike to slap Catherine playfully on her leg.

“Well,” Catherine then said, her voice warm again, “we can figure that out later.” She lifted her glass slightly. “Tonight,” she said, “we have other priorities.”

Mike smiled as the three of them settled closer together, and Catherine placed her glass on the table and cleared her throat as she looked at Abigail. 

Abigail nodded and placed her wine on the table as well, snuggling up to Mike. 

Catherine leaned in first, her emerald eyes locking onto his. “Tonight, you’ll have to do with just two. Is that okay?”

Mike licked his lips. “It’ll do for now,” he said with a chuckle.

Catherine let out a passionate hiss. “I’ve been waiting for this,” she murmured. Her lips met his in a slow, deep kiss, her tongue teasing his with the lingering taste of wine. 

Mike’s hands instinctively rose to cup her face, pulling her closer as a spark ignited in his chest, spreading heat through his veins. 

She broke the kiss with a soft gasp, her cheeks flushed, and turned to Abigail with a knowing smile.

Abigail didn’t hesitate, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief and affection. She shifted closer, her breath warm against Mike’s ear. “My turn,” she whispered, before claiming his mouth in a kiss that was equally passionate, but lighter and playful.

Mike melted into it, his free hand finding the small of her back, feeling the curve of her body.

As Abigail pulled back slightly, Catherine reached across Mike, her fingers brushing Abigail’s cheek. The two women leaned forward, their faces inches from Mike’s, and their lips met in a passionate kiss right before his eyes. It was mesmerizing, the way Catherine’s dominance met Abigail’s eagerness.

Mike’s breath hitched, his hands sliding down to grasp their asses, firm under his palms. He squeezed gently, feeling the heat of their skin through the thin fabric of their dresses.

Taken by their shared desire, Mike leaned in, pressing kisses along Catherine’s neck while his hand explored Abigail’s thigh, inching higher. 

The women parted from their kiss, turning their attention back to him. 

Catherine’s hands roamed over his chest, unbuttoning his shirt, while Abigail’s fingers worked at his belt. “You feel so good between us,” Abigail whispered, her voice affectionate. 

Catherine nodded, her lips brushing his ear. “We want you, Mike—all of you. It’s been too long.”

They guided him to stand, the couch forgotten as they took off his clothes, their hands and mouths worshipping his exposed skin. 

Mike felt a surge of love wash over him, not just lust, but a profound sense of being cherished, as if he were the center of their universe. 

Catherine dropped to her knees first, her dark hair falling forward as she took his hard cock into her mouth, her movements slow and sensual, her eyes never leaving his. 

Abigail stood beside him, kissing him deeply while her hands caressed his back, her body pressing against his side.

The transition to the floor was seamless, the soft rug cushioning them as they arranged themselves. They stripped out of their clothes, their naked bodies finding each other like magnets.

Catherine straddled Mike’s face, her thighs framing him as he tasted her, his tongue exploring with reverent hunger. She arched back, moaning his name, her hands intertwining with Abigail’s as the blonde positioned herself over his hips, sinking onto him with a gasp that echoed through the room. 

The rhythm built naturally, passionate and unhurried, with Abigail rocking against him, her breasts bouncing, while Catherine ground against his mouth.

Mike’s hands gripped Abigail’s hips, guiding her as pleasure built inside him. The sounds of their shared ecstasy filled the air: soft cries, whispered moans, and his thrusts into her. He loved tasting Catherine, her delicious taste exploding on his tongue again.  

Catherine leaned forward to kiss Abigail again, their bodies pressing together above him. 

Mike felt utterly comfortable, surrounded by their love, their desire mirroring his own.

They shifted positions gracefully, with Catherine lying back on the rug and pulling Mike toward her with a gentle tug. “Come here,” she murmured, her legs parting invitingly as Abigail nestled beside them, her fingers caressing Catherine’s skin.

Mike positioned himself between Catherine’s thighs, his hands caressing her curves with tender reverence. He penetrated her slowly, savoring the feeling as he slid in, her warmth drawing him deeper. 

Catherine’s back arched, a moan escaping her lips as she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. 

Abigail leaned in, kissing Catherine’s neck and then Mike’s shoulder, her presence amplifying the intimacy.

He moved with a steady, passionate rhythm, with each thrust building on the last, his eyes locked on Catherine. 

She met him eagerly, her hips rising to match his pace, whispers of “You feel amazing” spilling from her lips. 

Abigail’s hands explored them both, adding layers of sensation that gave Mike goosebumps. 

As the intensity peaked, Mike’s orgasm came in sudden and crashed over him like a tidal wave, powerful and all-consuming. He thrust into Catherine as he squirted his cum, his body shuddering with release, stars exploding behind his eyes. 

Catherine pulled him close, trembling against his lips.

He rolled onto his side, between Abigail and Catherine, and they snuggled up close. Their skin was soft against his, their sweat mingling, and the smell of sex fresh in the air.

Mike couldn’t stop smiling. This was what happiness was, without a doubt.

After a few more moments in silence, Abigail chuckled. “Shall we move to the bedroom? The carpet is not very comfortable.”

The bed was cozy and warm.

The lamps were off now, leaving only the faint glow of the bedside clock cutting through the darkness. It read 2:32 AM.

Mike lay on his back between the two women, staring at the ceiling for a moment while his breathing slowly returned to normal. The sheets were tangled around their legs, the air still warm from the heat of the night.

Catherine lay on one side of him. Abigail rested against his other shoulder, her hair spread across the pillow.

The shared silence felt comfortable, the kind that only comes after this kind of shared intimacy.

Mike exhaled slowly.

Catherine shifted slightly, stretching like a cat before settling again. “Remind me tomorrow,” she murmured, “to never let you disappear for that long again.”

Mike chuckled quietly. “I thought tonight was going well.”

“Oh, it was,” Catherine replied. “I’m just saying… we’ve clearly lost practice.”

Abigail laughed softly against his shoulder. “I think it went pretty darn well?”

Catherine smiled into the pillow. “Practice makes perfect. Means we have to do it more often.”

Mike closed his eyes for a moment, letting the warmth of both women sink in. Being here always had a way of quieting his thoughts. Almost.

Abigail shifted slightly beside him. “What are you thinking about?” she said.

Mike opened one eye. “What makes you think I’m thinking about anything?”

“Because you do that thing you always do,” she replied gently.

“What thing?”

“That quiet thinking thing.”

Catherine lifted her head slightly, looking at him now.

“She’s right,” she said. “You’ve been doing it all evening.”

That made Mike laugh. “Am I that obvious?”

“To us?” Catherine said. “Yes.”

Abigail tilted her head up to look at him. “Is it Janice?”

Mike shifted his head a bit on the pillow. “Not really.”

Catherine’s eyebrow lifted. “Oh?”

Abigail propped herself up slightly on one elbow, watching him. “What is it then?”

Mike hesitated. “Well,” he said slowly, “I don’t know where to start. There’s this man, or well, there’s another woman.”

Catherine laughed softly. “Man? Mikey boy, you sure know no boundaries.”

Mike smiled. “No, not like that. The woman’s name is Tatiana,” he said.

That got their attention. Abigail leaned up a little more now. “Tatiana,” she repeated. “Do we know her?”

Catherine shook her head. “Doesn’t ring a bell.”

Mike rubbed the back of his neck. “She’s married.”

Abigail raised an eyebrow. “Okay…”

Catherine bit her lips. “Uh oh, sounds like just your type.”

Mike hesitated again for a second. “And her husband asked me to sleep with her.”

Silence filled the room for a second. Then Catherine started laughing. Not mocking laughter, but genuine amusement. “Of course he did,” she said.

Abigail stared at Mike. “He actually asked you that?”

Mike nodded. “He’s going away for two weeks on business. He said she has a… high needs.”

Catherine laughed again. “That sounds like this neighborhood, alright. I mean, they live in Bloomingdale, I take it?”

“Yeah,” Mike said.

Abigail shook her head slowly, processing it. “Her husband is really okay with that?”

“He scouted me and everything,” Mike said.

Abigail lay back again beside him, staring up at the ceiling now. “Well,” she said slowly, “that’s, uhm, interesting.”

Catherine rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand. “So,” she asked Mike, studying him in the dark, “are you attracted to her?”

Mike hesitated, thinking back to Tatiana’s face, body, and the way she had moved, talked, smelled. “Yes.”

Catherine nodded calmly. “And do you feel comfortable with the idea?”

Mike thought about that question for a moment. “I’m not sure,” he admitted.

Abigail looked at him again. “Did it make you uncomfortable?”

“Kind of,” he said honestly. “But more, surprised.”

Catherine put her head back on the pillow, her mouth close to his ear. “Do you think you’d enjoy spending time with her?”

Mike chuckled softly. “That seems very likely.”

Catherine leaned over and rested her chin lightly on his shoulder. “Then what’s the problem?”

Mike shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s strange.”

Catherine gave him a small nudge. “Mike,” she said, “I think nothing about your life has been normal lately.”

Abigail smiled. “That’s true.”

Mike laughed quietly. “Fair point.” He realized he was naked in bed with two gorgeous women nearly twice his age. His sense of what was normal had been seriously affected since living near Bloomingdale.

Catherine stretched again before settling against him. “If you want to do it,” she said calmly, “do it, I would say. Why not. A nice sexy adventure.”

Abigail nodded. “And if it doesn’t feel right,” she added, “you can always walk away.”

Catherine looked up at him again. “And honestly?” she said with a mischievous smile.

Mike looked over at her.

“That sounds like the kind of opportunity that creates very interesting memories.”

Mike laughed quietly. “You’re encouraging this.” He had half expected Catherine to jump on board, but Abigail? It seemed like the divorce was making her into a new person. And living with Catherine probably also had its effect.

“We are encouraging you to enjoy your life,” Catherine said simply.

Abigail rested her head back on his shoulder. “And to trust your instincts.”

Mike lay there for a moment, feeling the warmth of them on either side of him.

The clock beside the bed ticked quietly—2:41 AM.

“Life really is quite something, isn’t it?” Mike murmured, feeling drowsy.

Catherine kissed his shoulder lazily and softly bit it. “You’re only just starting to figure that out?”


Chapter 6


Mike was already halfway through his morning route when the thought returned.

He had started his shift early, when the city was still waking up with its coffee shops opening, commuters filling the roads, the sun climbing steadily above the rooftops.

Dirk’s proposal had been sitting in the back of his head ever since receiving the proposal the day before, quietly resurfacing every few minutes.

Mike tapped his fingers against the steering wheel as he waited at a red light.

‘I want you to take care of my wife.’

He still couldn’t believe the man had said that with a straight face.

The light turned green, and Mike rolled forward, the truck humming steadily as he followed the GPS toward his next stop.

Tatiana’s face flashed through his mind again. The way she had looked at him at the door. The way she had said his name.

‘Oh, I like you.’

Mike exhaled slowly, feeling a surge of excitement climb through his body. “Yeah,” he muttered under his breath. “This town is something else.”

He turned down another quiet street and parked in front of a small townhouse, grabbing a padded envelope from the passenger seat.

Two minutes later, he was back behind the wheel, scanning the next delivery address before pulling away again.

The route was steady today. No surprises. No strange requests to flex his arms. Just normal routine, which somehow made the whole Dirk situation feel even more surreal.

Mike drove for another fifteen minutes before pulling into a grocery store parking lot to organize the next set of packages in the back of the truck. He climbed in, shifted a few boxes around, then leaned against the open door for a moment.

His phone sat in the cup holder. He stared at it. “Well,” he said quietly to himself. If he was going to do this, he might as well say it out loud.

Mike grabbed the phone and scrolled to Dirk’s number, which he had saved from the card. 

The call connected after two rings. “Hello?” Dirk answered, sounding awake and upbeat.

“Morning,” Mike said. “This is Mike.”

“Oh! Good morning.”

Mike leaned against the truck, watching a couple of shoppers cross the parking lot with grocery bags. “I thought about what you said,” he said.

A brief pause. “And?” Dirk then asked.

Mike scratched the back of his neck. “I’ll do it.”

Dirk let out a pleased laugh. “I already had a feeling today was going to be a great day.”

Mike shook his head with a small smile. “You sound very confident for someone asking a delivery driver to sleep with his wife,” he said.

Dirk chuckled. “You’re more than just a delivery driver, Mike. You are special.”

Mike snorted softly. “Okay,” he said.

Dirk continued as if they were discussing business arrangements. “Tatiana will be happy. We talked about it last night. That you were considering it.” Dirk cleared his throat lightly. “To hit things off, I’d like you to come by this afternoon.”

Mike frowned. “For what? You are leaving today?”

“No, not yet. Just for a quick conversation,” Dirk said. “The three of us.”

Mike shifted his weight. “You mean while you’re still there.”

“Yes.”

Mike let out a slow breath. That hadn’t been how he imagined things starting. Honestly, he’d pictured showing up once Dirk was already gone. Less awkward. Less formal.

“It’s better if we talk first,” Dirk continued. “Make sure everyone’s comfortable. Set expectations.”

Mike leaned against the side of the truck, staring out across the parking lot. There was logic in that. Even if the whole situation still felt surreal. “Okay,” he said.

Dirk sounded amused. “You’ll come?”

“Yeah,” Mike said. “I’ll come.”

“Good,” Dirk replied. “Around four work for you?”

“That’s fine.”

“Perfect.”

Mike pushed himself away from the truck and stepped back inside to reorganize the packages.

Dirk’s voice softened slightly. “And Mike?”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you.”

Mike paused. “No problem,” he managed to say. He had almost said ‘my pleasure,’ but given the circumstances, that felt too weird to say.

“I’ll see you this afternoon,” Dirk said.

They hung up.

Mike slid the phone back into the cup holder and climbed into the driver’s seat.

For a moment, he just sat there. Then he chuckled quietly to himself. “Alright,” he murmured. He started the engine and pulled out of the parking lot, the GPS already guiding him toward the next delivery. “See you guys at four, then.”

Mike parked his truck at the curb outside Dirk and Tatiana’s house just before four.

He watched the front door, feeling nervous. “What am I even doing?” he said out loud.

The nervousness changed to excitement, and even a faint flicker of arousal came through. 

That’s why.

He stepped out of the truck and walked up the stone path, trying not to overthink the situation. He remembered Catherine and Abigail, encouraging him to live a little. And how many times would he get a chance like this? He shouldn’t complain.

He rang the bell. The door opened almost immediately, and Tatiana stood there.

Mike felt that same jolt of surprise he’d felt the first time he saw her.

She was dressed casually, but somehow the look only made her more striking. A soft blouse hung loosely from her shoulders, and the light fabric moved slightly as she shifted her weight in the doorway. “Mike,” she said warmly.

She didn’t even try to hide the way her gaze moved over him again. “I was hoping you’d come back.”

Mike smiled politely, though he felt the familiar heat of her attention. “Good to see you again.”

Tatiana stepped aside slowly. “Come in.”

As he entered, the same faint scent of her perfume lingered in the air.

Dirk was already sitting in the living room, relaxed in an armchair with a drink in his hand. He looked up as Mike walked in. “Right on time,” Dirk said with a friendly nod. “You clearly work in logistics,” he said as he got up. “Punctual.”

Tatiana moved ahead of Mike toward the seating area, her movements unhurried. She took a seat on the couch, folding one leg beneath her as she looked between the two men.

Dirk shook Mike’s hand and gestured toward the chair across from them. “Have a seat, Mike.”

Mike lowered himself into the chair, aware of Tatiana’s gaze lingering on him.

Dirk leaned back comfortably. “So,” he said. “Like we discussed this morning...”

Mike nodded. “Yeah.”

Dirk glanced at Tatiana. “He said he’s willing.”

Tatiana’s expression brightened immediately. “Really?” Her eyes met Mike's with unmistakable excitement. “That’s wonderful.”

Mike shifted slightly in the chair, surprised that Dirk hadn’t mentioned it to her before coming over.

Tatiana’s reaction was enthusiastic, to say the least.

Dirk watched her with an amused smile. “I told you he would.”

Tatiana laughed softly, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “I had a good feeling.”

Mike looked between them. 

Tatiana caught him looking and leaned forward slightly now, her attention entirely on Mike. “Don’t worry,” she said gently. “This isn’t strange for us. Let’s have some fun.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “That’s reassuring.”

Dirk chuckled. “My wife appreciates attention,” he said.

Tatiana gave him a playful look. “That’s a very polite way to put it, darling. I’m just a slut.” She laughed.

Dirk laughed with her. “Honesty works too.”

Mike chuckled at the straightforwardness. “Okay,” he said.

Tatiana turned back toward Mike again. “And I appreciate enthusiasm,” she added, her tone lighter but her eyes still studying him.

Mike could feel the subtle tension building in the room.

Dirk didn’t seem bothered by it at all. In fact, he seemed almost amused. “So,” he said, setting his glass down. “Let’s talk about how this works.”

Mike nodded. “Okay.”

Dirk leaned forward slightly. “I’ll be gone starting Thursday morning,” he explained. “Two weeks, give or take.”

Tatiana watched Mike’s reaction carefully.

Dirk continued. “During that time, I’d like you to spend some time with Tatiana. Nothing complicated. Just keep her company, and fuck her whenever she wants.”

Tatiana laughed softly at that description.

Mike looked at her. There was something almost electric in her excitement. 

She shifted slightly on the couch, her eyes never leaving Mike. “I liked you the moment I saw you,” she said.

“Well, that’s good to know,” Mike said.

“The important thing,” Dirk said calmly, “is that everyone feels comfortable.”

Tatiana tilted her head. “I already do.”

Mike chuckled softly. “You’re very confident.”

Tatiana smiled. “I know what I like.”

Dirk looked between them, clearly pleased with how the conversation was unfolding. “So,” he said. “Any questions?”

Mike thought for a moment. “Not really.”

Dirk nodded. “Good.” He stood up. “Then Tatiana will see you next Thursday?”

Mike also stood up. “I’ll have work, but I can drop by afterward.”

Dirk smiled. “Splendid. Tatiana can give you her number.”

Tatiana rose, arching her back as she did, looking at him temptingly. She was playing her games already, and Mike couldn’t deny feeling the attraction.

This woman is wild.

They got to the door after exchanging numbers, and he turned to say goodbye.

“Well, then,” he said. “See you Thursday, Tatiana. Dirk, have a good trip.”

Dirk smiled. “Thank you, Mike.” He turned to his wife. “Tatiana, why don’t you be a darling and give Mike a proper goodbye?”

Tatiana giggled and stepped forward. Dirk gave her a dominant slap on the ass, which echoed through the room, startling Mike.

Tatiana seemed unfazed and wrapped her arms around his neck, pressing her breasts against his chest. 

Mike wasn’t sure where to put his hands, surprised by the sudden action. Tatiana still giggled giddily as she pressed her mouth onto his and kissed him deeply while she moaned.

Mike was overwhelmed to say the least, carefully placing his hands on her wide hips. 

When she broke free, she kept her mouth close to his, her breath warm. “See you Thursday, Mike,” she whispered. And then, softly, so that only the two of them could hear: “can’t wait to feel your big cock inside of me.”

Mike swallowed as she stepped back, biting her lips.

Dirk was all smiles, tapping her behind. “That’s a good girl.” He turned to Mike. “Thank you again, Mike.”

His lips still tingling, Mike slowly walked back. “My pleasure,” he now said with confidence, Tatiana’s taste still on his tongue.

The door closed as his eyes stayed locked with Tatiana’s, sending a shiver down his spine. 

“Fuck,” he murmured. He was all in now, and the beast in him came out to play. No matter how bizarre this all was, he couldn’t deny the erection in his pants. 

And he couldn’t wait to taste more of her.


Chapter 7


Mike spotted Sophie before she saw him.

The bowling alley sat at the edge of town, glowing in neon against the dark parking lot. Inside, music thumped softly, and the crash of pins echoed across the lanes.

Mike and Sophie had been chatting back and forth for a while since their last get-together, in which her mother, Elaine, had shown exactly how their dynamic worked by riding him in front of Sophie.

Sophie had reacted like it was the most normal thing in the world, which was as hot as it was completely nuts.

They had eventually settled on their third date, as Mike couldn’t ignore the attraction he felt toward both Elaine and Sophie.

His mind worked in mysterious ways. He somehow found it hard to talk to Catherine and Abigail about this wild entanglement. For one reason or another, he didn’t feel like sharing this. Not yet, at least.

Mike had just stepped through the door when he noticed Sophie near the shoe counter.

First mini golf, and now this.

He saw a pattern forming. She sure had a liking for activities.

She was examining the row of bowling balls as if considering an important life decision. Her red hair was tied loosely behind her head tonight, a few strands falling around her face. She wore fitted jeans and a light sweater that showed her curves, making Mike momentarily stare.

His chest warmed. For a second, he just watched her. He scanned the area, as he couldn’t help wondering if her mother might suddenly appear out of nowhere again.

Sophie turned just then and spotted him. “Mike!”

She walked toward him quickly, smiling widely. Stopping close in front of him, she looked him up and down in a way that made him chuckle. “You look nervous.”

“I’m not nervous,” he said.

She tilted her head. “You are a little.”

Mike laughed and gestured around the bowling alley. “I was just checking for surprises.”

“What kind of surprises?”

He leaned slightly closer and lowered his voice. “Your mom jumping out from behind a bowling lane.”

Sophie burst out laughing. “Oh my god.”She shook her head, still smiling. “Relax. Tonight it’s just me.”

Mike pretended to wipe sweat from his forehead. “Good. I’m not sure I could survive another ambush. Can’t blame me.”

Her eyes sparkled. “You survived the last one just fine.”

He grinned as he recalled the feeling of being drained, Elaine’s meaty hips riding back and forth. “Barely.”

They walked toward the counter to get their shoes. The place was busy but relaxed. Groups of friends laughed at nearby lanes, someone cheered after a strike, and the smell of fried food drifted from the snack bar.

Sophie slipped on her bowling shoes and stood up again, holding a ball experimentally. “You bowl?” she asked.

“Not well,” Mike admitted.

“Good.” She flashed a mischievous smile. “I like winning.”

He followed her toward their lane. “Oh, it’s like that already?”

Sophie placed her ball on the rack and looked back at him. “You have no idea what you are getting yourself into.”

They started the first game with easy teasing.

Mike rolled first and knocked down six pins.

“Not bad,” Sophie said.

She stepped onto the lane next, swinging the ball smoothly. It curved and crashed into the pins. Strike.

She turned back toward him with a smug grin.

Mike groaned. “Oh come on.”

“Beginner’s luck,” she said sweetly.

But when she threw another strike two frames later, Mike realized she hadn’t been joking about liking to win.

Between turns they leaned against the scoring table and talked.

Sophie stole fries from the basket Mike had ordered and laughed every time he pretended to guard them.

At one point, she stepped behind him while he lined up a shot. “You’re doing it wrong.”

“Oh really?”

She moved closer. “Here.” Her hands rested briefly on his hips as she adjusted his stance.

Mike froze, feeling his spine tingle at the gentle touch and her scent washing over him.

Sophie leaned slightly into him as she guided his arm. “Like this.” Her voice was calm, but there was a playful warmth in it.

Mike rolled the ball. It curved and knocked down eight pins.

Sophie clapped lightly. “See? I’m a great coach.”

Mike turned to her. “You just wanted an excuse to grab me.”

She smiled without denying it. “Maybe.”

The night moved easily after that. They played two games, laughing and teasing each other, and by the time the second game ended, Mike had actually won.

Sophie stared at the scoreboard. “This is unacceptable.”

Mike raised his arms in victory. “I told you I was good.”

“You were terrible in the first game.”

“I was warming up,” he said. “… and you taught me well, remember?”

She stepped closer and poked his chest. “Rematch next time.”

“Next time?” he said.

Sophie caught herself and smiled. “I mean… if you’re lucky.”

They returned the bowling shoes and stepped outside. The night air was cool, and the parking lot had grown quieter. Sophie said she had come by bus, so he offered her a ride home.

Mike opened his truck door for her. 

“Thank you,” she said.

He walked around to the driver’s side and climbed in. The glow from the dashboard lit the car softly as he started the engine.

The drive was short.

They talked about small things at first: music, work, the ridiculous bowling score.

But as the neighborhood grew quieter, the conversation softened. When he pulled into the driveway of her house, the porch light was on.

Mike noticed immediately that the driveway was empty except for her car. “No, Elaine tonight?” he asked.

Sophie shook her head. “She’s out.”

Mike nodded slowly, his mind drifting to the last time they had been together in his car.

Sophie turned toward him in her seat. “You had fun tonight?”

“Yeah,” he said honestly.

“Me too.” She studied him for a second. “You want some more fun?”

He looked at her, making her smile.

“No surprises tonight,” she said. Then she reached for the door handle and stepped out of the truck. “Come inside.”

Mike followed her up the walkway toward the house. The door unlocked, and they stepped inside. The living room lights were dim, and the house was quiet.

Sophie kicked off her shoes and glanced back at him. “You can leave yours by the door.”

Mike did. He looked around the room briefly. Something about being here felt different tonight. More private. The house was very quiet.

Sophie noticed him taking it in. “My mom really is gone,” she said with a small smile.

“I believe you.”

She walked toward the hallway and paused halfway there. “Come on.”

Mike followed her upstairs. His pulse had started to climb again, but not with the chaotic energy he felt around some of the other women. This was something else. Maybe it was because she was closer to his own age, maybe it was because of the whole situation with her mother. He wasn’t all that sure.

Sophie opened her door and stepped inside. She flicked on a light, making the room warm and softly lit. She turned toward him again once he entered.

For a moment, they simply stood there.

Mike looked at her. 

She stepped closer. “And now, what?” she whispered.

Mike could feel the warmth of her body near his. “I can think of something.”

Sophie laughed softly. “You know what they say. Great minds think alike.”

She kissed him, deep.

Mike wrapped an arm around her waist as she leaned into him.

When they broke the kiss, Sophie rested her forehead lightly against his. “Stay,” she said quietly. “Make love to me.” She took his hand and tugged gently, guiding him further into the room.

And as the door closed softly behind them, they fell on the bed. They kissed wildly, heavily breathing through their noses, tongues dancing. He let his hands roam, exploring her body, cupping her breasts, feeling her ass.

She unzipped him and freed his hardened cock. As they kept kissing, she stroked him, making his shaft glow in her grip.

He lifted her shirt, making her momentarily reach behind her back to unhook it.

She threw it onto the ground, and Mike dived in, pressing his face between her warm, soft breasts.

She moaned as he flicked her hard nipples, sucking them eagerly. 

He felt hungry, eager to taste her, to feel her. He had wanted her for so long, but somehow had always ended up with his cock in her mother. He chuckled as the thought hit him, tasting her as he sucked and twirled his tongue around them.

He broke free and found her mouth again. They kissed as they rose, taking off their clothes, freeing themselves from constraints.

When he was completely naked, and Sophie had nothing but her panties on, she gently pushed him back. “Wait,” she said. She touched the tip of his nose with her index finger. “Wait one second. Get comfortable. I’ll be right back.”

She got off the bed and tiptoed to the door. He watched her go, her cute behind jiggling as she moved. 

He smiled as she sneaked out the door. A glow inside his body, he slipped under the covers, lying on his back as he released a satisfied sigh. The bed smelled like her, and he took a deep breath in. “Finally,” he whispered. “Sophie.”

He’d been chilling there for what felt like ages. The room was quiet, save for the distant hum of the city outside.

Then he heard it, the door clicking open and shut softly. The lights flicked off, plunging the room into near darkness. 

A thrill shot through him; she was back, playing it teasingly like always. He grinned into the shadows, his heart picking up pace. He felt the mattress dip as she slipped under the covers with him.

Soft lips brushed against his chest, trailing kisses down his torso, warm breath sending shivers across his skin. 

She then crawled up, straddling him, her body pressing close. Her hand wrapped around his cock, guiding it toward her pussy. The tip rubbed against her entrance, sliding through the wetness, brushing against the soft, trimmed pubic hair that felt so familiar. He groaned, his hips bucking instinctively, ready to dive in.

But something was off.

As she settled on top, her breasts felt heavier, fuller against his chest—larger than he remembered. Her ass was juicier, rounder as she ground down. And the scent… that subtle, intoxicating skin aroma he knew all too well, but it wasn’t Sophie’s. It was richer, more mature.

His eyes widened in the dark. “What the—”

Before he could finish, she pushed down, sinking his cock into her wet tightness in one smooth motion. 

He gasped, the sensation overwhelming with inner walls gripping his shaft.

“Mmm, Mike, good evening,” Elaine purred, her voice low and husky.

“Elaine? What the fuck!” He tried to sit up, but she leaned in, her body pinning him, her mouth hovering over his, breathing hot against his lips.

“Ssst,” she whispered, her breath mingling with his, “Sophie might hear us.” She released an excited giggle. “Fuck me, come on. I know you love it. You naughty, nasty boy. Fuck me.”

It felt incredible—too incredible. Her hips ground against his crotch in slow circles, pulling him deeper into her. 

He couldn’t think straight; his body betrayed him, thrusting up into her despite the shock. 

She kissed him, passionate and deep, her tongue invading his mouth, wet and insistent. She moaned into his mouth.

A click sounded as the switch flipped on, flooding the room with light.

Sophie stood in the doorway, naked, eyes wide. “Mom! What the fuck!”

Elaine didn’t stop, just glanced over her shoulder with a sly smile as Sophie yanked the covers off, exposing them both. 

Mike’s cock was deep inside her mother, glistening with her arousal.

Sophie looked furious. “Mom! Let me have him for once! Stop being so damn greedy!” she snapped, her cheeks flushed with anger.

“Oh come on, Sophie,” Elaine said as she straightened up. “It’s just a little sex. You can have him soon,” Elaine replied breathlessly, still grinding slowly. “He’s got enough for the both of us.”

Mike lay there, stunned, his body on fire, caught between the two of them as the air thickened with tension, his hands on Elaine’s sexy thighs. “Sophie, I— Elaine—“

She kept on grinding, stimulating his cock mercilessly. 

Fuck, it feels so good—

Sophie placed her hands on her hips, her naked body beautiful in the dimmed light. “Stop, right now.”

Elaine scoffed. “Oh, come on. You were like this with John. Never let me have any of him.”

Sophie’s mouth fell open. “That was three years ago! You’ve gotta let that go. You can’t keep holding that against me!”

Elaine shrugged and let out a moan. “It’s only fair.” She moaned again, almost theatrically, rubbing it in Sophie’s face.

Mike panted, his orgasm approaching rapidly as she kept grinding his cock into her juiciness. “Elaine—I—“

“Mom, come on! Stop fucking him!” Sophie went on.

“Just a little longer, sweetheart.”

Mike pressed her thighs to stop her, but the rapid way the ecstasy was building up, he couldn’t. “Ah, fuck, I—I—aaahh—“ he grunted softly as the women kept on bickering.

His abs contracted, and his balls launched his load, shooting cum down his shaft and into Elaine’s wet embrace.

As he shook underneath her, breathing heavily while releasing, she looked away from her nagging daughter and down at him. “Oh! So warm—oh yes, come all into me, mmmm,” she moaned.

Sophie looked down at Mike’s red face, who was now oozing in ecstasy, feeling both sorry and not at all. “Sophie, ah, I—“

Sophie shook her head, took one more angry look at her mom, grabbed her clothes from the floor, and left the room. The door slammed shut behind her.

Elaine shrugged, then leaned back in, pressing her big warm tits against his torso again. “Mmm, Mike. Don’t mind her. She’ll come around.”

Mike somehow didn’t feel so sure, but the post-orgasm glow was fogging up his brain. 

His cock leaked more semen.

Elaine kept on slowly moving her hips, stimulating his now oversensitive cock. He shivered under her, intoxicated by her body pressing down on him and her scent wrapping around him.

After a few more moments, she started picking up the pace again, jerking her hips more needily. “Now,” she said, “my turn. Make me cum.”

Mike looked up at her, her face smirking down on him above her large breasts. He thought of Sophie, of her anger, and how he had wanted to finally have sex with her.

But Elaine had intervened yet again, claiming him. He felt a surge of anger, frustration—but also arousal. She was so fucking hot and sexy, a sensual goddess that kept on enchanting him.

He heard a car door slam shut in front of the house below, followed by the engine starting. Mike imagined Sophie behind the wheel, furious as she drove away.

Elaine released a laugh, slow and mischievous. “Well, looks like we have the house to ourselves,” she said. She brought her face close to his. “Now fuck me like you mean it!”

Pissed off and impossibly horny, Mike grabbed her asscheeks and started to thrust up into her—hard and powerful slams that made her pussy squish. “You fucking slut,” he hissed as he gritted his teeth.

Elaine arched her back, laughing and moaning. “Oh, that’s it, fuck me like the slut I am!”

Mike obliged, digging his fingers in the meat of her big ass. He’d show her. He’d make her cum like never before.

Now that he had cum once and he had managed to cross the oversensitiveness of his tip while staying hard, he could go on for ages, as it would be more challenging to cum again.

Her ass jiggled as he thrust into her, deep and strong. He was rough, but he knew she could take it—of course she could.

Her moans became more desperate, deeper, and more natural. “Ah, Mike, aaah—“

Take that you slut.

He was all done being Mr. Nice Guy. Somehow, her attitude had made something snap and dip into a primal lust he had never felt before. He just kept on pumping.

Her face turned desperate, moans spilling between hurried breaths. “Ah, Mike, I—you’re making me—aaaah!”

There she goes.

Her inner walls clenched around his shaft as he kept on slamming into her, the meaty sound of his thrusts filling the room.

Her body shook violently as he felt her wetness expand, soaking his cock as she came hard. She fell forward onto him, which made Mike prep up his hips, planting his feet onto the mattress as he kept on fucking her.

She laughed hysterically. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

He was a beast, devouring his prey. Sweat pored over his body while Elaine’s juices soaked his crotch—and Sophie’s bed.

It felt so wrong, yet so right.

Eventually, his limbs cramped up, and he gave one final thrust before letting his legs fall down, his arms to his side. He lay there spread-eagled with Elaine on top of him. They both glistened in sweat, the scent of sex filling the room.

They both panted loudly, chest heaving as they caught their breath. 

She started laughing first, then he joined her, both totally high on ecstasy.

“Oh, Mike,” she said. “You are amazing. No wonder I feel so attracted to you. I have such difficulty sharing you.”

Mike kept silent, oozing in the glow and taking in her sensual scent.

It was then that he decided he was going fuck the shit out of her throughout the night. She had released something within him that even Janice had not managed to. 

This was something new; something powerful. It scared him, but he also wanted more of it. It made him feel special, wanted, and strong. In control.

And God help him: he loved it.


Chapter 8


Sophie didn’t return home that night. 

The sky was just beginning to lighten when Mike stepped outside. The early morning air was cool, waking him up. It carried that quiet stillness that only existed before the town fully got going.

The night replayed in flashes in his mind. “Jesus,” he muttered under his breath. His tip was sore from the wild night. He and Elaine had really gone at it. He had fucked her senseless—and himself. 

He walked down the driveway toward his truck, his legs feeling heavier than usual. Part of it was exhaustion. Part of it was something else.

Beneath the frustration and awkwardness, something darker lurked quietly under his skin. 

Elaine had pushed his buttons, and he had given in without hesitation, completely sidelining Sophie. That realization unsettled him more than he wanted to admit.

Mike opened the truck door and slid into the driver’s seat, letting his head fall back against the headrest.

The image of Sophie’s face when she realized what was happening came back with uncomfortable clarity. The anger. The hurt. The way she had stormed out of the house.

He glanced at the darkened front door of the house. Mike rubbed his face with both hands. “This is a mess,” he said quietly.

While the two women had been teasing and agreeing that they’d shared him, reality wasn’t as easy. Feelings got in the way, as they always did in the end.

Mother and daughter. What a clusterfuck.

He started the engine, and his truck rumbled softly to life. As he pulled away, Mike couldn’t shake the strange feeling sitting in his chest.

Part of him felt guilty about Sophie. Part of him was irritated with Elaine. But another part of him felt excitement.

Elaine had unleashed him. He had been under the impression that Janice had, but now he knew that had been but a small step.

The streets were empty as he drove home. It was a little after 05:00, and Bloomingdale slept peacefully.

Somewhere out there, Sophie was probably still furious with him. And he knew he was going to have to face her again. 

But right now he didn’t want to think about that. Trying to contact her would probably just throw fuel on the fire. He’d wait a while, then he would text her. See if she'd be willing to meet up and talk about it.

He shook his head. She had been okay with her mom riding him in front of her before, but he guessed that once had been the limit. He scoffed. What a strange little world he was living in.

The rest of the day was uneventful. When his phone had been quiet for too long, he reached for it during his break.

No messages.

Mike hesitated for a moment before opening his conversation with Sophie. He typed:

Hey. I’m sorry about last night. I didn’t expect that to happen.

He stared at the message for a few seconds before sending it. The little “delivered” mark appeared. Then nothing.

Mike sighed and tossed the phone onto the seat next to him.

The first day passed quietly.

Mike tried not to check his phone too often, but every time he stopped at a light or pulled over for a delivery, his eyes drifted to the screen.

Still nothing from Sophie. By evening, he sent another message.

Can we talk?

Again, the message sat there unanswered. Mike forced himself to put the phone away. If Sophie needed space, pushing her wouldn’t help. Still, the silence gnawed at him.

But someone else started messaging. The first message came late afternoon.

Hi Mike :)

He had been sitting in his truck during a break when the notification popped up.

He opened it.

I hope you’re having a good day, handsome.

Mike smiled despite himself and typed back.

Hi Tatiana. Day’s not bad. How about you?

Her reply came almost instantly.

Better now.

They texted back and forth a bit, and Mike suddenly realized that the day he was supposed to be at her house was only a day away.

Dirk left this morning. The house already feels quiet.

Mike leaned back in his chair, reading the message. A moment later, another one appeared.

Tomorrow still works for you, right?

He thought for a second before replying.

Yeah. Tomorrow works.

Three dots appeared immediately.

I’ve been looking forward to it. Can’t wait for us to get busy haha ;)

Mike licked his lips. Neither could he.


Chapter 9


Mike adjusted his collar in the rearview mirror of his car, parked in a quiet spot.

Somehow, he felt like parking on the driveway would be too much, as he had done the same at Catherine’s and Elaine’s, which he now realized might catch too much attention. 

He’d showered after his shift, swapped his work clothes for a crisp button-down shirt and fitted jeans, showing his athletic build. A splash of cologne, hair styled—he was here to impress, and yeah, to fuck. 

This wasn’t some spur-of-the-moment fling; it was arranged.

He’d learned by texting with Tatiana that Dirk was off to the other side of the country.

Mike grabbed the bottle of wine he’d picked up; a nice red, nothing too fancy but thoughtful. He strolled up the driveway. The sun dipped low, casting a golden hue over the lawn. His heart was pounding with anticipation. He rang the doorbell, his mind already racing ahead to the night.

After a few moments, the door swung open, and there she was: Tatiana, a vision in a skimpy red sundress showing her curves like it was painted on. Her dark hair was in loose waves, and her eyes sparkled.

He now knew she was fit from regular yoga sessions. Her breasts strained against the fabric of the dress, and her hips swayed like an invitation. “Mike! Right on time,” she said, leaning against the doorframe, her voice laced with playful exaggeration. She eyed him up and down, biting her lip. “Look at you, all dressed up. Come to impress?”

Mike grinned, handing her the wine. “Absolutely. And more.” He stepped inside as she ushered him in.

The house felt different at night. Cozy in dimmed, warm lighting, but there was an undercurrent of something electric. 

Tatiana locked the door behind him, her fingers brushing his arm deliberately as she walked past. “We’re finally all alone,” she said. “Excited?”

Her tone was teasing as she led him to the living room, which was different from the seating area where he had previously sat. There were plush couches facing a massive TV.

“More than you know,” Mike admitted, his eyes roaming her body. 

She noticed, twirling slowly to give him a full view. “Good. Because I’ve been thinking about this ever since I first saw you.” 

She set the wine on the coffee table and pushed him gently onto the rug in the center, a thick, soft shag that felt like luxury underfoot. 

Mike let her and sat down on the rug.

“First, though…, she said, “a game. To warm up.”

Mike raised an eyebrow, intrigued, settling back on his elbows. “What kind of game?”

Tatiana smiled as she disappeared into the kitchen for a moment, returning with a tray: a bottle of chilled champagne, two glasses, and a set of vibrant tubes. Strawberry red, cherry pink, vanilla white, and a naughty chocolate brown. 

“Strip poker,” she said, “but with a twist. No cards, just truths or dares. Loser drinks, winner chooses… and paints.”

She popped the cork with a flourish, foam spilling over her fingers. She licked it off slowly, her tongue tracing her lips, eyes locked on his.

Mike chuckled, already feeling the heat build. “You’re on.” He was dressed to impress, but that wouldn’t last long. He lifted his chin toward the tubes. “What are those?” he asked.

Tatiana released a giggle. “Body paint,” she said. “Perfectly edible…”

Mike swallowed as his lips turned dry.

This is going to be very interesting…

They sat cross-legged on the rug, sipping the champagne. First round: Tatiana dared him to strip off his shirt. He obliged, slowly unbuttoning his shirt, revealing his toned physique with broad shoulders and abs from his active life. 

She whistled appreciatively. “Dirk was right; you’re built for this.”

His turn: Truth. “What’s the weirdest thing you’ve fantasized about with someone like me?” he decided to ask.

She thought for a moment, then leaned in, whispering, “Being turned into a tasty canvas, painted and licked clean in all the right places.” Her cheeks flushed, but her smile was wicked.

Mike swallowed. “Sounds delicious,” he said.

The game escalated. Mike dared her to dance for him. She gave him a little show: slow, seductive, her dress hiking up to reveal lace panties. She moved like liquid, hips grinding the air, hands roaming her body. 

Then came her dare: she would paint something “surprising” and make him taste it.

Mike grinned. “Accepted.”

She squeezed the strawberry paint onto her fingers, the scent filling the air; sweet and tangy, like ripe fruit. With a grin, she smeared it across his chest in swirling patterns, the cool gel making his skin tingle. 

Mike frowned. “Wait… I thought you meant on you?”

Tatiana’s eyes flashed mischief. “Lick it off yourself big boy… or let me help.” 

Mike laughed. “Well, in that case. Please do help me.”

She laughed and guided his hand to dip into the paint too. She then brought it to his body and trailed it lower, toward his navel. 

She leaned down, her tongue flicking out to sample, moaning softly. “Mmm, tastes good… but I want it nastier.”

Mike, wanting nothing more than to rub her full with the stuff and eat her like dinner. He quickly unzipped his pants and removed them. The paint dripped onto his boxers. His erection tented the pants.

Tatiana gasped and playfully applied some paint on his bulge before leaning in and sucking the tip of his erection, soaking the fabric of his underwear.

He hissed as his breathing became heavier, and gazed at her ass sticking backward. She was so damn hot.

When she came back up, licking her lips, she sat back and spread her legs, her dress still covering her womanhood. She guided his hand to her thigh, where he now noticed she’d drawn a temporary tattoo. It was a cartoon arrow pointing to her crotch, saying ‘Enter Here.’ 

Her eyes lit up as she saw him smirk at it.

“Paint over it,” she commanded, handing him the cherry pink tube. 

He squeezed it out on his tongue. 

Tatiana gasped in delight, having not expected him to do so.

The flavor burst on his tongue: tart and juicy. He leaned in and used his tongue to paint the small tattoo, but didn’t stop there and went on to explore her inner thighs. The pink paint glistened like arousal, and she spread her legs wider, inviting him to go deeper in between. 

The taste mingled with her natural scent, turning the act intoxicating as his mouth wandered, teasing the edges of her panties.

When he got too close, she pushed his head gently away. She stood for the next dare, slipping out of her dress, now in just those lace panties and a bra that barely contained her. “Your turn,” she said, unhooking her bra. Her full breasts were beautiful, stirring a whirl of lust through him.

Mike grabbed the vanilla paint and slowly walked to her. He held the tube up above her breasts and squeezed.

Tatiana gasped as the liquid fell onto her curves, goosebumps forming on her skin. “Oh yes, paint me like your nasty little dessert,” she said.

His fingers spread the creamy white over her nipples, making them peak under the sticky layer.

She dared him to paint her curves with chocolate, layering it in drips that ran down her body like forbidden nectar. 

The flavors were chosen deliberately: strawberry for her lips, cherry for her thighs, vanilla for her breasts, and chocolate for the intimate parts he was dying to explore. 

As he explored her body with his fingers, the paint ended up together in messy swirls. 

He licked paths clean, savoring the blend of sweet and her musky, feminine taste. 

She squirmed under his touch, begging breathlessly, “Mike, make it dirtier—paint me everywhere.”

The real spice came when she flipped the script. “Dare,” she said. “Let me paint you… down there.” She pushed him back on the rug and pulled down his boxers. 

She squeezed cherry paint directly onto his cock. It was cold, making him shiver. She stroked it in, the slickness making him throb. 

“Taste yourself now,” she teased.

Mike was taken aback for a second. “What?” he asked.

She laughed and, instead, leaned down, her mouth enveloping him, mixing the flavor with her saliva. She bobbed her head eagerly, and sloppy sounds erupted. 

Mike moaned as the cold paint mixed with her warm saliva, stimulating his cock and making the head tingle.

She pushed deep, gagging as she held him in her throat for a while, savoring it.

Then, she came back up with a gasp. With watery, ecstasy-filled eyes, she leaned back and opened her legs. She painted her own pussy lips through the lace, the cherry seeping in, and pulled him close. “Taste me,” she whispered, guiding his face between her legs. 

He licked at the paint, the taste blending with the thin fabric of her panties.

Frustrated with the panties keeping him away, he pulled them aside and dove in with his tongue. Her arousal was tasty and wet, and he devoured her. 

Her moans grew louder as he delved deeper, his tongue exploring the skin mixed with paint, the artificial sweetness mixing with her natural juices.

Tatiana raised her hips, pushing his face harder between her legs. She shivered as she came and squirted. 

High on the pleasure of it all, he tasted her sweetness and marveled at the wet wonder splashing on his tongue.

Tatiana gritted her teeth as she pulled him upward. “Enough games,” she whispered, voice husky. 

They were a mess of sweat, paint, and juices; the primal smell of arousal in the air.

She peeled off his boxers completely, her hand wrapping around his cock, stroking firmly with paint-slick fingers. “I need you inside me. Now.”

Mike flipped her onto her back, the rug cushioning them. He hooked her panties aside, his fingers dipping into her painted wetness—she was soaked.

She looked up at him, her gaze deep and longing. “Fuck me.” 

He thrust in, deep and sudden, her tightness enveloping him like a glove, the faint sweetness of the paints adding a nasty slickness. 

She arched, her breath hot on his skin. The intensity of it all was overwhelming. He went hard, pounding her relentlessly, her legs wrapped around his waist, urging him deeper. 

She kept her gaze connected to his, sending powerful shockwaves through him. It was almost too much, but he couldn’t look away—he didn’t want to.

She suddenly turned to her side, and Mike moved with her. It flipped them with Tatiana ending on top. She rode him wild, her breasts bouncing, and her head thrown back in ecstasy, paint streaking their bodies like war paint from their filthy fun. 

The room echoed with thrusts and her squishing. They both moaned without shame, and there was the occasional giggle as the sticky smears transferred between them.

He pulled her down for a deep kiss, tongues battling as he thrust up, hitting that spot that made her shatter. 

She came, clenching around him, crying out his name, “Mike! Yes!” 

Hearing her scream his name ignited the special feeling within him—a powerful force that overtook his very being. He kept on thrusting; hard, merciless pounding as he did with Elaine. This wasn’t making love as he did with Abigail and Catherine—this was plain hardcore fucking.

The pace pushed him over, spilling inside her with a deep roar. His cum shot inside of her with an almost unnatural force. It almost scared him, dizzying him.

Tatiana laughed as she fell forward, licking his skin, and he did the same, swallowing her sweat and remnants of the edible paint.

There they were, sweaty and spent, laughing amid the scattered paint tubes and spilled champagne. 

She eventually rolled off of him and knocked over the champagne bottle, the inside buzzing as it disappeared into the rug. 

“Oops,” Mike said.

Tatiana shrugged. “No worries, we still have your wine.” She snuggled up to him and grabbed his cock, making him flinch. “And we still have the whole night…”


Chapter 10


Mike stepped out of Tatiana’s house just after sunrise.

He paused on the front steps, stretching slightly, his body still humming with the lazy afterglow of the night.

Behind him, the door opened again. He turned and found Tatiana leaning against the frame, wrapped in a thin silk nightgown that barely seemed interested in doing its job. The pale fabric caught the early light, outlining the curves she clearly had no intention of hiding.

Her hair was loose, a little messy from sleep, and she watched him with the same bright curiosity she’d had since the first time he’d knocked on her door. “Well,” she said softly, crossing her arms under her chest, “that was a very good first time.”

Mike chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck. “I aim to please.”

Tatiana tilted her head, studying him like he was an interesting new toy she hadn’t finished examining yet. “You definitely do.”

She stepped a little closer to the doorway, bare feet on the cool stone. “You’re coming back, right?”

Mike smirked as he looked at her breast slipping out of the gown. She had no intention of closing up. “That’s the deal,” he said.

Her smile widened. “I’ll be waiting.” She pouted her lips. “This was just an appetizer,” she said. “We still have the main dish”—she sucked her teeth—“and dessert.”

She let the words hang there for a moment before adding casually, “Are you free Saturday?”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “I think so.”

Tatiana shrugged lightly, the movement doing absolutely nothing to help the situation with the nightgown. Her eyes sparkled. “You can even stay the whole weekend, if you’d want...”

Mike laughed under his breath. “I’ll check my schedule.”

“Do that,” she said. 

He leaned in and kissed her. She guided his hands to her breasts, and he felt their warm softness against his palms.

Then she leaned against the doorframe again, clearly enjoying the view of him walking down the driveway. “See you soon, Mike.”

He gave her a small salute and walked to his truck across the street.

As he started the engine, he glanced once more toward the house.

Tatiana was still standing there, watching him with that same pleased expression.

Mike shook his head with a quiet grin and drove away.

He felt like he was floating on air as he drove into town. To start his days like this was a strange way of making him feel invincible.

He had just turned onto the main road when his phone buzzed on the passenger seat.

Mike glanced down at the screen when he stopped at the next light. He was expecting an early order, but instead he saw a name he hadn’t seen in several days.

Sophie.

His chest tightened slightly as he opened the message.

Can we talk?

Mike stared at the screen for a second. Then he typed back.

Sure.

Three dots appeared almost immediately.

Face to face.

After everything that had happened that night with Elaine, he couldn’t blame her. 

Okay, he wrote. When?

A moment passed.

Then:

Tomorrow afternoon?

Mike nodded to himself.

That works.

Another pause.

Thanks.

The message thread went quiet again.

Mike set the phone down slowly. He wasn’t sure what that conversation was going to look like. But he would rather have it than leaving them stuck in limbo.

The rest of the day moved quickly. Deliveries in the usual rhythm he had gotten used to. He still felt positively buzzed, though, about his time with Tatiana. He couldn’t forget the taste of her.

By the time evening rolled around, the sun had already dipped below the rooftops of Bloomingdale. Mike parked outside Catherine’s house just after dark.

Her message earlier that afternoon had been simple.

Come over tonight.

He stepped out of the truck and walked up the short path to the front door, wondering what was up. 

The porch light glowed warmly above him. It felt almost like coming home. He was amused by that feeling, making him smile.

A moment later, the door opened, and Catherine stood there, one hand resting casually on the doorframe. Her eyes swept over him once before she smiled. “Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” he said. “You had ordered a Mike?” 

She grinned and stepped aside to let him in.

The familiar warmth of the house wrapped around him as he walked into the living room. “Abigail here?” he asked.

Catherine closed the door behind him. “Oh, she’s here. In the kitchen.”

Mike nodded and walked a few steps further inside toward the kitchen.

Then he stopped.

At the large table in front of the fridge, Abigail sat with a glass of wine in her hand.

And across from her, Janice.

Janice leaned back comfortably in the chair, one leg crossed over the other with a glass of wine in her hand. Her eyes lifted to meet Mike’s, and a smile spread across her face. “Well,” she said, raising her glass slightly. “Well, well, well.” Her gaze swept over him with open amusement.

Mike was speechless for a moment. “Janice,” he finally managed to say.

She tilted her head. “Look who decided to drop by.”

To be continued in Book 6, coming soon!


From Damon Everest


Hi, I hope you enjoyed part five in Mike’s Bloomingdale adventure! More is on the way; Bloomingdale is not done with Mike yet, trust me. Expect more heat coming soon in Book 6.

Thanks for reading all the way to book 5! (Book 5 already!)

I know I say this at the end of every book but, you’re truly awesome. I’ll keep on going to bring more sexy stories. Just you wait, I’ve only just started.
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