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Chapter 1: Moving In

⚜

Istood outside the apartment building with three boxes stacked precariously in my arms, trying to figure out which button to press on the intercom. The ad had said "4B-Flatshare, your own room, $650/month, available immediately." In this neighborhood, that was suspiciously cheap. But after three months of crashing on my friend's couch post-breakup, I wasn't in a position to be picky.

The rent was too cheap to make sense. I didn't ask why. I needed a room.

The door buzzed before I could decide. I shouldered it open and climbed the stairs, arms aching.

The apartment door was ajar on the fourth floor. I knocked anyway, balancing my boxes.

"Come in!" a voice called.

I pushed the door open with my foot.

The woman who appeared made me nearly drop everything. She was mid-yoga pose-some kind of backbend-wearing a black sports bra and shorts so tiny they were basically underwear. Straight black hair to her shoulders. When she straightened up, she was maybe five-four, petite but toned.

"You must be Jake!" She walked toward me, completely unbothered by her state of undress. "I'm Lexi. Here, let me help."

She grabbed the top box before I could protest. Up close, dark brown eyes. Sheen of sweat on her skin.

"Thanks," I managed. "Sorry if I'm interrupting."

"You're not. I do yoga here all the time." She grinned. "Come on, I'll show you around."

I followed her down the hallway. Kept my eyes on the walls, not the hem riding up her thighs. The apartment was bigger than I expected. High ceilings. Beat-up hardwood that still worked. Kitchen with a breakfast bar. Big windows. Light everywhere. Yoga mat in one corner. Books stacked on every surface. Lived-in, not messy.

"Brooke!" Lexi called. "New roommate's here!"

A woman emerged from the kitchen, and I had to work to keep my expression neutral. Taller than Lexi. Maybe five-seven. Long wavy auburn hair. The crop top and high-waisted jeans she wore showed off curves-full breasts, hourglass figure. When she smiled, her green eyes sparkled with amusement, like she could read my mind.

"Hey there," she said, voice warm. "I'm Brooke. Want some lunch? Making sandwiches."

"I'm good. Just ate."

"Your loss." She bit into a sandwich, and I looked away from her lips.

Lexi led me into the living room. A third woman sat curled on the couch with a book. Short blonde pixie cut. Oversized t-shirt sliding off one shoulder. She glanced up.

"Riley," Lexi said. "This is Jake."

Riley gave a small wave. Blue eyes studied me. Measured. Then back to her book.

"So," Lexi spun to face me. "Two bathrooms, four bedrooms. You're at the end of the hall. Riley and I share the bathroom near our rooms. You and Brooke share the other one." She grinned. "Hope you're okay with limited privacy."

I thought about what that meant. Sharing a bathroom. With Brooke. Who looked like that. Probably a lot of awkward near-misses. Walking in on each other. Schedules that didn't quite line up. Hearing the shower running. Seeing her in a towel. Or less. Steam and skin and too-small spaces.

The mental image made my pulse quicken.

"I'll manage."

"Perfect." She set down the box. "Need help with the rest?"

"Few more loads in the car."

"We'll help," Brooke said, appearing with her sandwich. "Won't we, Riley?"

Riley glanced up. "Sure."

The four of us made the trip downstairs. Not much to haul-I'd left most things behind after the breakup. Clothes, books, computer setup, a few boxes of miscellaneous crap I couldn't bear to throw away.

They were friendly. Chatty. Easy to talk to.

Lexi asked about my work. Software development, I said. Remote. Work from home.

"That works," she said, mouth curving. "I work from home too. Graphic design. We won't be alone during the day." She balanced a box on her hip. "Though sometimes I need the place quiet. Fair warning."

"No problem."

Brooke asked where I was from. London originally, I told her. Moved here six months ago for a job. Software company that promised growth but delivered shit management and long hours.

"And you stayed?" she asked, eyebrow raised.

"Cheaper than London. Better weather."

She laughed. "You must hate London weather."

Riley wanted to know what I did for fun. Climbing, I admitted. Though I hadn't been in months. Too broke, too busy, too depressed after the breakup.

"There's a good gym about twenty minutes from here," Riley said, carrying a box of books like they weighed nothing. Soft voice, thoughtful. "I run in the mornings. Could show you where it is if you want." She didn't smile. Just filed the information away, like she was making a plan.

"That'd be great. Thanks."

"What'd you climb?" she asked. "Bouldering? Sport?"

"Both. Mostly bouldering lately. Less gear to deal with."

She nodded. "Makes sense."

In the narrow hallway, Brooke brushed past me with a box. Her hand steadied herself on my back, brief and warm, lingering just a second longer than necessary. In my room, Lexi reached high to set a box on my shelf, her sports bra and the fabric of her shorts riding up to expose her toned stomach, the curve of her ribs. Riley bent to pick up books near my bed, the oversized shirt slipping off her shoulder again, gaping at the neckline. I caught a flash of her sports bra, the curve of her small breasts, collarbones sharp and defined.

By the time we finished, I was sweating. Three attractive women in my space. All comfortable in their own skin. All practically living in their underwear, unbothered by my presence.

It had been too long since the breakup. Three months without sex, without even a date. I was hyper-aware of every movement, every glimpse of skin.

"Thanks for the help," I said, surrounded by boxes.

"No problem," Lexi said. She squeezed my arm briefly. "Let us know if you need anything."

They left. I heard them laughing in the hallway. The door closed.

My thoughts stalled out.



I spent the afternoon unpacking. My room was decent. Bigger than the one at my ex's place. Window overlooking the street, view of parked cars and a corner shop. Space for my desk in the corner. Double bed. White walls, blank and boring. I'd need posters or something. Make it feel less temporary.

I set up my monitors, keyboard, laptop. Plugged everything in. Tested the wifi. Fast. Good signal. Important for work calls and whatever else.

Unpacking clothes took all of twenty minutes. I didn't own much. Few pairs of jeans, t-shirts in various states of faded, one button-down shirt for the occasional video call where I needed to look professional. Underwear, socks. I hung what needed hanging, shoved the rest in drawers.

Books went on the shelf. Mostly sci-fi paperbacks and programming manuals. I stared at them for a minute, realizing how boring my life looked reduced to a single shelf.

Around six, a knock at my door.

"Yeah?"

The door opened before I could stand. Brooke walked in.

She'd changed for work. Tight black dress that hugged every curve, showing off her hourglass figure. Plunging neckline displaying the swell of her breasts, the shadow of cleavage. Dark red lips, smoky eyes, sharp winged eyeliner. Bar shift or runway-didn't matter. She looked incredible.

"Sorry to barge in," she said, though her tone said she wasn't sorry at all. "Heading to work. I bartend downtown." She glanced around my room, taking in the mess. Boxes still half-unpacked. Books on the shelf. Clothes draped over the chair. "Getting settled?"

"Yeah, mostly."

"Works fast." Her eyes landed on the picture frame I'd hung on the wall. Me and a couple climbing buddies at the peak of some mountain. Sun in our faces, gear clipped to our harnesses. "That frame's crooked."

I glanced at it. Looked fine to me. "I think it's okay."

"Let me check." She crossed to the wall, heels clicking on the hardwood. She stood close. Closer than necessary. Her hands found mine, guiding them to the frame. "Hold it steady," she murmured. Her perfume hit me-floral and sweet with a hint of vanilla underneath. Her bare arm pressed against mine as she tilted our hands, adjusting the angle.

"There," she said. But she didn't move away. Our hands still on the frame. She turned to face me. Suddenly we were inches apart. Her green eyes met mine, and my pulse kicked up. "So. Single?"

I swallowed. "Yeah. Recently."

"How recently?"

"Three months."

"What happened?" Leaned against the wall, head tilted. Genuinely curious.

"Didn't work out. She wanted different things."

"And what do you want?"

I had no idea. "Something different than what I had."

Her hand touched my arm. Fingers trailed down to my wrist. Light, deliberate. "Single suits you better anyway."

My brain short-circuited. She gave me a slow, satisfied look, like she'd already tallied me up.

"Let it simmer," she said. Then she was gone, heels clicking down the hallway.

I stood there, staring at the empty doorway. Everything short-circuited.



I couldn't sleep.

Not the room. Not the mattress. The bed was comfortable. But my brain wouldn't shut up. Brooke's hand trailing down my arm. That grin. Single suits you better anyway."

Lexi earlier. Her shorts inching up when she bent over. Dark eyes watching me.

Riley's shirt gaping. The way she measured me with that blue-eyed stare.

I stared at the ceiling. They were just roommates. Being friendly.

Three months without sex. My brain was buzzing, inventing signals that weren't there.

Around two, I gave up. Glanced at my phone. 2:03 a.m. Kicked off the covers and headed to the kitchen for water.

The light was on. Lexi sat at the table in an oversized t-shirt and white cotton panties, eating cereal and scrolling her phone.

She glanced over the rim of her bowl. "Can't sleep either?"

"Guess not." I grabbed a glass, filled it.

"New place jitters?"

"Something like that."

She patted the chair. "Sit. Keep me company."

I sat. The t-shirt barely covered her underwear. White cotton. Somehow more intimate than if she'd been naked.

"So," she said, setting down her phone. "What do you think so far?"

"About what?"

"The apartment. Us." She grinned. "The whole situation."

"It's good. You all seem nice."

"Nice." She laughed. "That's one word for it." She turned to face me. "Can I ask you something?"

"Sure."

"Do you think I'm attractive?"

I nearly choked on my water. "What?"

"Simple question." Her dark eyes held mine. "Do you think I'm attractive?"

Honesty seemed like the only option. "Yes."

"Good to know." She stood, walked around the table, stopped in front of me. "Because I've been thinking about you all day."

My mouth went dry. "You have?"

"Mm-hmm." She leaned down, hands on the armrests, face close to mine. "And I want to do something about it. If you're interested."

I couldn't form words. Just nodded.

She kissed me.

Her lips were soft, tasting faintly of milk and cereal. Sweet. I kissed her back, and she made a satisfied sound, deepening it. Her tongue touched mine, exploring. Heat shot through me, straight down to my cock.

She pulled back an inch. Her breath warm on my lips. "You want this?" Voice low, breathy.

"Yeah." I managed. "Yes."

Her mouth crooked, pleased. Eyes dark with intent. "Exactly what I wanted to hear."

She dropped to her knees.

I stared down at her, heart hammering against my ribs. She looked up at me through her lashes, fingers already working at the drawstring of my sweatpants.

"Lexi-"

"Relax," she murmured, tugging my pants down slowly. Deliberately. "Let me take care of you."

My cock sprang free, already hard. She wrapped her hand around it. Warm. Firm. Gave a slow stroke from base to tip. I groaned.

"That's it," she said softly, eyes locked on mine. "Let me hear you."

She leaned forward and took me in her mouth.

Holy fuck.

Her lips sealed around me, warm and wet. Incredible heat. She sank down. Inch by inch. Impossibly deep. I felt the back of her throat, tight and perfect, snug around the head. She hummed, the vibration shooting up my spine and spreading through my whole body. My hands gripped the armrests, knuckles white. The chair creaked under me. My breath caught.

She pulled back, slow and deliberate, tongue swirling around the head. Then sank down again, taking me to the back of her throat. Her hand gripped the base, stroking in rhythm with her mouth. Her other hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently, adding pressure. I'd gotten head before, but never like this. Never with this level of skill, this complete confidence. She knew exactly what she was doing. Every movement was intentional. The sensation was overwhelming.

I couldn't look away. She maintained eye contact, dark eyes locked on mine, watching my reactions. Every time I groaned, she smiled around me, a breathy giggle escaping.

"Fuck," I breathed. "Lexi-"

She pulled off with a wet sound. "Feel good?"

"Yes."

"Excellent." She licked up the underside, tongue flat and slow. Heat and slick pressure. "I want you to come in my mouth. Can you do that for me?"

I nodded, incapable of speech.

She took me back in. This time she wasn't gentle. Her head bobbed faster, building a rhythm. She eased down on every stroke, taking me all the way to the back of her throat. Her breathing stayed steady-in through her nose, controlled-some yoga technique, because I didn't understand how she was doing this without gagging or slowing down. The sounds were obscene. Wet. Messy. Perfect. The slick slide of her mouth, the small sounds she made when she took me deep. I felt myself getting close embarrassingly fast.

Her hand worked in tandem, stroking and twisting at the base. The dual sensation was too much. Her fingers on my balls tightened, adding just the right amount of pressure. I gasped, stomach tightening. My hips jerked involuntarily, pushing deeper. She made an encouraging sound, throat opening even more, welcoming it, taking me deeper still.

"Lexi, I'm-"

She didn't pull away. Just engulfed me completely. I felt her throat flex, tighten around me.

I came hard, vision whiting out. She swallowed, throat working, taking everything. When I finally stopped shaking, she pulled off slowly, licking her lips.

"Mm," she said, looking up with that playful grin. "You taste good."

I stared at her, brain completely offline.

She stood, stretched, walked back to the table. Wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Picked up her cereal bowl and took a bite.

"Thanks for keeping me company," she said, casual as if we'd just discussed the weather. "Goodnight."

She carried her bowl out of the kitchen, bare legs disappearing down the hallway.

I sat there, pants around my ankles. Pulse thundered in my ears. Legs weak.

Lexi had just given me the best blowjob of my life, then gone back to spooning cereal.

What the hell just happened?



Morning arrived too quickly. Sunlight through the window. Distant music. My phone said eight-thirty. I'd managed maybe four hours of sleep, mind racing every time I closed my eyes.

I lay there, wondering if last night had been a dream. Some stress-induced fantasy brought on by moving and exhaustion and three months without sex making my brain conjure impossible scenarios.

But no-the memory was too vivid. Too specific. Lexi on her knees in the kitchen at two a.m. The taste of milk and cereal when she kissed me. Her mouth on my cock, taking me deep. The chair creaking. Her hands. The way she'd swallowed everything, licked her lips, then casually returned to her bowl of cereal like nothing had happened.

That wasn't something you imagined. That was real.

I needed coffee. And a cold shower to clear my head.

Mostly coffee.

I pulled on a t-shirt and jeans and ventured out.

Lexi was in the living room, doing yoga. Gray shorts today. White sports bra. She moved through poses fluidly, completely focused.

When she saw me, she beamed. "Morning!"

"Morning," I said, voice rough.

"Coffee's in the kitchen. Riley made a pot."

I found Riley at the table with a laptop and a mug. She lifted her eyes from the screen as I entered.

"Morning," she said. Voice quiet, almost shy. "There's coffee if you want some."

"Thanks." I poured a cup and leaned against the counter.

Riley watched me for a moment. She clocked every detail without blinking. Then back to her screen.

I sipped my coffee. Tried to act normal. Like I hadn't gotten the best head of my life in this exact spot six hours ago.

Lexi appeared in the doorway, slightly sweaty from her workout. "How'd you sleep?"

"Fine," I lied.

"Excellent." She grabbed a water bottle from the fridge. Her arm brushed mine. "We're glad you're here."

She moved through the morning routine like last night belonged to some other timeline. Like she gave blowjobs to new roommates at two a.m., then went right back to sun salutations and coffee.

Riley glanced between us. Something flickered in her expression. Curiosity, maybe. Or recognition. She caught the vibe. She was cataloguing details, watching how Lexi touched my arm, how I tensed when our eyes met. Taking mental notes.

The bathroom door down the hall opened. Brooke emerged in a towel. Just a towel. Wet auburn hair over her shoulders. Skin gleaming.

"Morning," she said, stretching. The towel rode dangerously high on her thighs. "Jake, we should figure out a bathroom schedule so we're not always running into each other."

I took a long drink of coffee to avoid answering.

She gave me a catlike smirk. "Think about it."

Riley made a small sound-a quiet laugh-and went back to her laptop.

I stood there with my coffee, surrounded by three women in various states of undress.

I was in way over my head.

And I wasn't complaining.


⚜




Chapter 2: Testing Boundaries

⚜

Imade it through exactly one day before my new living situation got even more complicated.

Day two had been almost normal. Work calls. Unpacking the last boxes. Lexi did yoga in the living room, completely unbothered by my presence. Riley left for the library in the afternoon. Brooke headed out for her evening shift around seven, giving me a knowing smile on her way out the door.

I'd spent the night alone, brain cycling through memories. Lexi's mouth on me at two a.m. Her casual "goodnight" while eating cereal. The way all three of them had looked at me that morning.

Day three, I woke up around eight. Another restless night. I needed to clear my head.

Shower first. Then coffee.

I grabbed my towel and headed for the bathroom. The door was closed but not locked. Water running. Brooke must have just gotten back from her shift. I'd wait.

The water shut off a moment later. Movement inside.

The door opened. Brooke stood there in a towel, auburn hair dripping wet, skin flushed from the heat. She smiled when she saw me.

"All yours," she said, but didn't move out of the doorway. Her green eyes traveled down my bare chest, taking their time. "Sleep okay?"

"Fine."

"Liar." She stepped closer. Close enough that I could smell her body wash-coconut, tropical, warm. "You look exhausted. Late night?"

"Something like that."

Her smile widened. Catlike. Like she'd heard something. Or guessed.

I tried not to stare at the towel barely covering her curves. The swell of her breasts above the terry cloth. Water droplets sliding down her collarbone.

"I should-" I gestured at the bathroom.

"Go ahead." She moved past me, her wet shoulder brushing my arm. "Let me know if you need anything."

I escaped into the bathroom. The lock had been sticking since yesterday-I twisted it twice but it wouldn't catch. I left it - Brooke knows I'm in here anyway and the other two don't use this bathroom. I leaned against the door for a second.

I dropped my towel and turned on the shower. The water was still warm from Brooke's use. The mirror went blind with fog. I stepped under the spray and let it pound against my shoulders, needles of heat working at the tension.

Better.

I was halfway through washing my hair when I heard the door open.

"Brooke?" I called.

"Yeah." Offhand. Like this was normal. "I forgot my makeup bag. Don't mind me."

I could see her shape through the shower curtain. Moving around the bathroom. Opening drawers.

"You could've knocked," I said.

"Door wasn't locked."

"I did try to lock it."

"Huh. Must not have caught." I heard her rummaging. "So. How are you settling in?"

"Fine. Good."

"Lexi seems to like you." Loaded statement. Definite emphasis.

I froze under the spray. Did she know?

"She's nice," I managed.

"She is." A pause. "Very friendly."

Fuck. She knew.

"I need to finish showering," I said.

"Oh, don't let me stop you." I heard her move closer. Right next to the shower curtain. "Actually, can we talk? I can't hear you properly over the water."

"Can it wait?"

"Not really. This'll just take a second."

Before I could respond, she pulled the curtain back.

I stood there, naked, water streaming down my body. She was still in the towel. Her eyes dropped immediately. Took in everything. Lingered.

"Brooke-"

"Relax." She met my eyes, grinning. "Nothing I haven't seen before."

My cock, apparently unbothered by my embarrassment, was getting hard. Fast. I tried to angle away.

"Don't be shy." She leaned against the doorframe, making no move to leave. "You work out?"

"I climb. Sometimes."

"I can tell." Her gaze traveled up my body. Appreciative. Slow. Every inch a performance for herself. "Lexi mentioned you climb."

"Yeah."

"Did she mention anything else?"

I swallowed.

"Like what? Like how thick your cock is?"

My brain stuttered.

She reached for the knot holding her towel. One tug and it fell to the floor.

Holy shit.

She was stunning. Full breasts, dark pink nipples already hard. Curves everywhere. Wide hips. The light landing strip of auburn hair between her thighs. She stood there, letting me look, posed like she knew exactly what the steam and light were doing.

"Mind if I join you?" she asked.

"I-" I should say no. I didn't. "I mean, yes. I mean-"

She laughed. Velvet-lazy. "That's a yes, sweetheart."

She stepped into the shower. Unhurried. Confident.

The space was small. Brooke pressed against me immediately. Slick warmth slid between us. Her breasts against my chest. She tilted her face up, spray hammering both of us, rivulets threading down her spine.

"This okay?" she murmured.

"Yes."

"Good." Her hand wrapped around my cock. Warm. Firm. I groaned. "Lexi was right. You are thick."

She stroked me slowly. Deliberately. Watched my face while she did it, tracking every reaction.

"Brooke-"

"Shh." She kissed me. Her lips were soft, insistent. Tongue sliding against mine. I kissed her back, hands finding her waist. Pulling her closer. She made a satisfied sound and stroked me faster. Her skin was slick as soap, heat pooling between us.

She pulled back from the kiss. "Turn around."

"What?"

"Face the wall." She pushed me gently. I let her guide me. Grout bit into my palms. She pressed against my back, reaching around to stroke my cock. Her breasts soft against my spine. Her lips at my ear. "You like this?"

"Yes."

"How much?"

"A lot."

"Mm." She bit my earlobe. Gentle. Teasing. "Good."

Then she spun me back around. Pushed me against the wall. My shoulders hit tile harder than I expected.

"My turn," she said.

She kissed me again. Deeper. More demanding. Her hand never stopped moving on my cock. I was so hard it almost hurt.

Then she jumped.

Actually jumped. In the fucking shower. Wrapping her legs around my waist. I caught her on instinct, hands gripping her ass. She was heavier than Lexi, all curves and soft flesh. The angle put my cock right against her.

"Fuck me," she breathed against my mouth.

"Here?"

"Right here. Right now." She shifted her hips, positioning herself. The head of my cock pressed against her entrance. Hot. Wet. Not just from the shower. "Please."

I pushed up. Slowly. She was tight, gripping me as I slid inside. Inch by inch. Her head fell back, mouth open, spray drumming over her face and chest.

"Oh fuck," she moaned. Loud. Performative. Throwing her head back like she was on stage. "Yes."

I bottomed out. Buried completely. She clenched around me, and I had to pause, breathing hard, trying not to come immediately.

"Don't stop," she said. Fixed those green eyes on me through the steam. Pupils blown wide. "Move."

I started thrusting. Slow at first. Finding the rhythm. Her back against the tile. My hands gripping her ass, holding her up. The shower made everything slick. Hard to keep my footing. But fuck, it felt amazing.

"Give me more," she breathed.

I picked up the pace. She bounced with each thrust, breasts moving, water flying. The sound of our bodies echoed off the tile.

"Yes. Hit that spot-there. Fuck." She was loud, unabashed. Her nails dug into my shoulders. She arched harder when the sound bounced back, making sure I was watching. "You feel so good."

I braced my legs and drove up into her. The slick porcelain at my back. Her heat gripping me like a vice.

She came first. Head thrown back, screaming. Actually screaming. The walls were definitely thin. Everyone could hear this.

The thought pushed me over. I thrust deep and came, heat spiking and blurring the edges.

We stayed like that for a moment. Both breathing hard. Fog everywhere.

Slowly, she unwrapped her legs. Stood on shaky feet. Grinned up at me.

"That was fun," she said. Kissed me once more. Quick. Breezy. "Thanks for sharing your shower."

She stepped out, grabbed her towel, wrapped it around herself. Picked up her makeup bag. Glanced back over her shoulder, still playing to an audience of one.

"Oh, by the way," she said from the doorway, purring. "Walls are thin. Riley definitely heard that."

She left.

My legs were rubber. The tile felt cold. I wasn't walking out of this unmarked.



I emerged from the bathroom twenty minutes later, got dressed, and took a moment to compose myself. Found Riley in the hallway. She was heading toward the kitchen, laptop under one arm.

Our eyes met.

She smirked. A sly, corner-lifted smile.

"Morning," she said. Voice neutral.

"Morning."

"Sounded fun."

My face burned. "I-"

"Don't worry about it." She walked past me, paused. "Glad you're enjoying the apartment."

She kept walking.

I stood there, mortified. She'd heard everything. Every moan. Every word. Brooke had performed for an audience of two.



I tried to work. Opened my laptop at the desk in my room. Stared at code that made no sense. My brain kept wandering.

Lexi last night. Brooke this morning. Two different women in less than twelve hours.

What was next? Riley?

The thought made my pulse quicken.

I forced myself to focus. Client deadline. Budget tracking app. Boring but necessary.

Around noon, I heard music from the living room. Lexi's yoga playlist. I knew because it had been playing yesterday morning too.

I shouldn't look. I should stay focused.

I looked.

From my doorway, I had a clear view into the living room. Lexi was in downward dog. White yoga pants. Sports bra. Nothing unusual.

Except the window turned white fabric to nothing. The light from behind highlighted everything. The curve of her ass. The shape of her thighs. No lines because she wasn't wearing anything underneath.

She glanced over. Caught me staring.

A spark of dare in her smile.

"Hey," she called. Breathy. "Want to join?"

"I'm working."

"Sure you are." She moved into another pose. One that involved arching her back and spreading her legs. Definitely deliberate. "Want a better view?"

I groped for a sentence and came up empty.

She laughed. "We could stretch together later. Let me know if you need a break."

"I'm fine."

"Mm-hmm." She held the pose. Inhaled. Exhaled. Every muscle defined. "I'll be here."

I retreated to my desk. Tried to ignore the way my cock was pressing against my jeans.



Dinner was awkward.

All four of us in the kitchen. Lexi made pasta. Brooke set the table. Riley poured water. I tried to look normal and failed.

We ate mostly in silence. Well, I was silent. The women chatted about their days.

Lexi had a client deadline. Logo redesign for a coffee shop.

Brooke complained about a customer from last night who couldn't tip but could afford eight whiskey sours.

Riley talked about her thesis. Something about cognitive bias in decision-making.

I focused on my pasta.

Every time I looked up, someone was watching me.

Lexi's smile was playful.

Brooke winked.

Riley held my gaze without blinking. Studied every reaction.

"So Jake," Lexi said, twirling spaghetti on her fork. "How's the apartment treating you?"

"Good. Fine."

"Fine?" Brooke leaned back in her chair, stretching. The movement made her chest push forward, top straining. Bartender showmanship even at the table. "Just fine?"

"It's great," I corrected.

"Better." She took a sip of water. Smiled over the rim of her glass.

Riley hadn't stopped taking my measure. Her thumbs paused over her phone when my voice caught.

As we cleaned up, Brooke grabbed her bag from the counter. "Short shift tonight. Should be back by ten." She paused by the door, looking back at me with a sly smile. "Try not to have too much fun without me."

The door clicked shut.

I caught Lexi lean in close to Riley. Whisper something that included the word "tonight."

Riley's mouth curved. Pleased with herself. Then both of them looked at me at the same time.

"I'm gonna-" I gestured vaguely toward my room.

"Goodnight," Lexi said. Sing-song. Conspiratorial.

I escaped.



Around nine, a knock at my door.

"Yeah?"

The door opened. Riley stepped inside and closed it behind her.

She was wearing a tank top and shorts. Nothing special. But the way she looked at me made my stomach flip.

"We need to talk," she said.

"About what?"

"Don't play dumb." She crossed her arms. "I know what happened with Lexi. And Brooke."

My mouth went dry. "I-"

"I'm not complaining." She stepped closer. "I'm asking why you haven't touched me yet."

I stared at her. No idea what to say.

"Do you not find me attractive?" She tilted her head. Genuine question. No hint of insecurity. Just curiosity. Data collection.

"No. I mean yes. I mean-" I took a breath. "You're very attractive."

"Then what's the problem?"

"There's no problem. I just-" I didn't know how to finish that sentence.

"Can I touch you, Jake?" She was right in front of me now. Close enough to feel her body heat.

"Yes."

Her hand pressed against my chest. Slid up to my shoulder. Down my arm. Slow. Deliberate. Cataloguing every muscle. Like she was calibrating something.

"You're tense," she observed.

"A little."

"Relax." Her other hand joined the first. Both on my chest now. "I'm not going to bite."

"Okay."

"Unless you want me to." She looked up. Blue eyes pinned me in place. Intense. Unwavering. "Do you want me to?"

My brain was offline. "What?"

"Do you want me to bite you? Scratch you? Tell you exactly what to do?" Each question punctuated by her hands moving lower. Across my stomach. To the waistband of my jeans. "Or would you rather be in control?"

"I don't know."

"Honest answer." She smiled. Small. Satisfied. "I like that."

She unbuttoned my jeans. Unzipped them. Slid her hand inside my boxers and wrapped her fingers around my cock.

I groaned.

"Already hard," she murmured. Stroked me slowly. Measured. "Were you thinking about this?"

"Maybe."

"Good." She pulled her hand out. Stepped back. Started stripping.

Tank top over her head. Sports bra following. Small breasts, pale pink nipples already tight. Flat stomach. Shorts next. Plain cotton underwear. She hooked her thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down.

She was lean everywhere. Runner's build. Long legs. The small patch of blonde hair between her thighs neatly trimmed.

She stood there, completely naked, and watched me stare.

"Your turn," she said.

I stripped fast. Jeans. Boxers. Shirt. Kicked everything aside.

My cock stood out, hard and obvious.

She walked over. Pushed me toward the bed. I sat. She climbed onto my lap, straddling me, and kissed me.

Not gentle. Demanding. Her tongue in my mouth. Hands in my hair. She tasted like mint toothpaste.

I grabbed her hips. Pulled her closer. My cock pressed against her stomach.

She pulled back. "Not yet."

"What?"

"You're going to wait." She slid down my body. Knelt between my legs. Wrapped her hand around my cock. "I want to watch you."

She stroked me. Slow. Methodical. Taking inventory of every twitch.

"Riley-"

"Shh." Faster now. Twisting her wrist on the upstroke. "Just feel it."

I was already close. She could tell. Slowed down.

"Not yet," she said.

"Fuck."

"Hold on." She kept stroking. Building me up. Then stopping just before I tipped over. She glanced at her phone on the nightstand. "Thirty more seconds."

"I can't-"

"You can." Her voice was calm. Precise. Evaluating me. "Breathe."

I tried. Focused on breathing. Her hand kept moving. Steady. Relentless.

She checked the time. "Now."

She leaned down and took me in her mouth. Deep. All at once. I shouted, hips bucking. She took it. Swallowed around me. Tongue working. Hand still stroking the base.

I came hard. She didn't pull away. Took everything. Swallowed. When I was done, she pulled off and licked her lips.

"Good," she said. Climbed back up my body. "But we're not finished."

"I need a minute."

"You'll get hard again." She kissed me. I could taste myself on her tongue. "Trust me."

She was right. Within a minute, I was getting hard again. Her hand stroking. Her mouth on my neck. Teeth grazing my collarbone.

She positioned herself over me and sank down.

Tight. Hot. Perfect.

She didn't move. Just sat there, fully seated, staring down at me.

"Stay with me," she said.

I looked up at her.

"Right here. Don't drift."

I didn't.

She started riding me. Slow at first. Rising up until just the tip was inside, then sinking back down. Her hands on my chest for balance. Attention fixed on mine.

"You feel good," she said. Matter-of-fact. Like reporting data.

"So do you."

"I know." She picked up the pace. "Touch my breasts."

I reached up. Cupped them. Small enough to fit in my palms. Her nipples hard against my skin. I squeezed gently.

"More pressure," she said.

I squeezed. She gasped. Rode me faster.

"Yes. Keep that. Stay with me."

I couldn't look away if I tried. She was mesmerizing. Completely in control. Using me. Taking exactly what she wanted.

"I'm going to come," she said. Still measured. Still focused on me. "Keep touching me."

I pinched her nipples. Gently. Then harder when she nodded. She clenched around me, rhythm faltering. Then she came, shuddering, her mouth falling open but not looking away.

It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

She didn't stop moving. Just kept riding through her orgasm. Then she climbed off and lay back on the bed.

"Come here," she said.

I positioned myself over her. She lifted her legs, draping them over my shoulders. I pushed inside.

The angle was intense. Deep. Her face right there, inches from mine.

"Right here," she said. "Don't drift."

She hooked her ankles behind my neck, pulling me deeper. I started moving. Slow, deliberate thrusts. The angle drove me in to the hilt. Her blue eyes traced my face, following every hitch of my breath.

"Hit that spot-there," she said. Matter-of-fact.

I thrust. She gasped. Nodded.

"Again. Same angle."

I did. She gripped me tight, and I felt everything-a clutch that stole my breath, friction bright and unbroken.

"I'm going to come again," she said. Still measured. "Don't stop."

She came. Her mouth fell open, attention fixed on me the whole time.

I pulled back. Her legs slipped off my shoulders. She rolled over.

She positioned herself face-down, ass in the air.

"Get behind me," she said.

I knelt behind her. Guided my cock to her entrance and pushed inside.

"Fuck," I groaned.

"Pull my hair."

I reached forward. Grabbed her short blonde hair. Tugged gently.

"Harder."

I pulled harder. She moaned. Actually moaned. The first really vocal sound she'd made.

"Yes. Like that. Now fuck me."

I thrust. She pushed back to meet me. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room. She was talking. Telling me exactly what she wanted.

"Harder. Increase tempo. Yes. Like that. Hold-now push. Right there. Don't stop. Pull harder. Use me."

I did everything she said. Lost myself in it. In her. The way she directed me. The way she took everything and asked for more.

"I'm close," I managed.

"Come for me. I want to feel it."

A few more thrusts and I was gone. Buried deep. Everything stuttered.

She stayed still until I finished. Then pulled away. Lay down next to me.

We both stared at the ceiling. Breathing hard.

"Wow," I said.

"Agreed."

I turned my head. She was smiling. Actually smiling. Not the small analytical smile from before. A real one.

"That was-"

A door slammed somewhere in the apartment. Keys jangled. Brooke's voice carried down the hall, talking on the phone.

Riley sat up. Started gathering her clothes.

"You're leaving?"

"For now," she said, pulling on her underwear. Tank top. "Brooke just got back."

"When?"

She looked at me. That intense stare. "When I want to."

Then she was gone.

I lay there. Alone. Still trying to process.

Three women. Three completely different experiences. All in less than two days.



Around midnight, I ventured out for water. Found all three of them in the living room. Lexi and Brooke on the couch. Riley in the armchair. They had wine glasses. Music playing low.

"There he is," Lexi said, grinning. "Join us."

I hesitated.

"Come on," Brooke patted the couch. "We're just talking."

I sat. Lexi handed me a glass of wine. Red. I sipped it.

"So," Lexi said, bouncing slightly. "We should probably address the elephant in the room."

"What elephant?" I tried.

Brooke laughed. "Oh, sweetheart. Don't make me spell it out."

"We all know," Riley said. Cool. Evaluative. "About each other."

My stomach dropped. "You do?"

"I totally broke him in first," Lexi said, grinning at the other two. Not even slightly apologetic. "Just saying. After you both went to bed. Kitchen. Two a.m."

"Mm, but that shower?" Brooke stretched like a cat, arching her back, knowing exactly how she looked. "He couldn't keep his hands off me."

Riley's mouth curved. Wry. "You're both amateurs. He came twice with me."

They were competing. Playfully. But competing.

"So," Brooke leaned forward. Elbows on her knees. The position made her cleavage very obvious. Deliberate. "How do you feel about all this?"

"I don't know," I admitted.

"Overwhelmed?" Lexi suggested.

"A little."

"But not complaining?" Brooke raised an eyebrow.

"No. Definitely not complaining."

They exchanged looks. Some silent communication I wasn't part of.

"Good," Lexi said. Stood up. Walked over to Brooke. "Because we were thinking."

She sat on Brooke's lap. Breezy. Like this was normal.

Brooke's hands went to Lexi's hips automatically.

"We could keep this separate," Lexi continued. "Take turns. Be civilized."

"Or," Brooke said, voice dropping, "we could work together."

Lexi turned and kissed her.

Right in front of me.

Full kiss. Tongues. Brooke's hands sliding up Lexi's sides. Lexi's fingers in Brooke's auburn hair. They kissed like they'd rehearsed it, slow and hungry, glancing at me between breaths to see what it did to me.

I sat there. Frozen. Cock getting hard in my jeans.

They pulled apart. Both looking at me.

"That definitely got a reaction," Riley observed from her chair. She'd been tracking me. Not them. Me. Filing it away.

"So," Brooke said, still holding Lexi. "How do you feel about multiple partners, Jake?"

Thought fizzled. I nodded.

"Think about it," Lexi said. Climbed off Brooke's lap. Headed toward the hallway. "We've got time."

"Not that much time," Brooke added. Followed Lexi.

Riley stood. Walked over. Leaned down until her face was close to mine.

"Sleep well, Jake," she said. Kissed my forehead. Quick. Almost sweet. "You're going to need it."

She left.

Sleep wasn't happening. Not with the three of them plotting in my living room.


⚜




Chapter 3: New Arrangements

⚜

Iwoke up warm.

Too warm. Someone else's body heat.

I opened my eyes. Lexi was in my bed.

Completely naked. Curled against my side. One leg draped over mine. Her head on my chest. Straight black hair spread across my skin.

When the hell did she get here?

I tried to remember. Going to bed alone. Door closed. Falling asleep exhausted after everything with Riley.

She must have snuck in during the night.

I started to shift. She made a small sound and pressed closer.

"Morning," she murmured. Eyes still closed.

"Morning. When did you-"

"Around three." She stretched like a cat. Every muscle moving against me. "You were asleep. Didn't want to wake you."

"So you just climbed in?"

"Mm-hmm." She propped herself up on one elbow. Dark eyes met mine. "Problem?"

"No. Just surprised."

"You should be used to surprises by now." She glanced down. Her hand followed. Wrapped around my morning wood through the sheets. "Looks like part of you is awake."

It was very awake now. "Lexi-"

"Shh." She pushed the sheets down. Exposed me completely. "Let me take care of this."

She didn't wait for permission. Just shifted down the bed and took me in her mouth.

Fuck.

Morning sensitivity made everything sharp. Her lips, her tongue, the slick heat. She hummed, pleased with my reaction.

"Lexi-"

She pulled off. "Too much?"

"No. Just-it's early."

"Best time." She licked up the underside. Slow. Deliberate. "You taste good in the morning."

She took me deep again. Used that yoga breathing technique. Controlled inhale through her nose while she swallowed me to the back of her throat, holding me there, throat flexing. I couldn't understand how she did it. Didn't care. It felt incredible.

Her hand worked the base. Other hand on my balls. Rolling them gently. She knew exactly what she was doing. What I liked. She'd learned from that first night in the kitchen.

I tangled my fingers in her hair. Not directing. Just needing to touch her.

She pulled off with a wet sound. "You gonna come for me?"

"If you keep doing that."

"Not yet." She climbed up my body. Straddled me. "I want to feel you inside me first."

She positioned herself. Eased down onto me inch by inch.

Heat unfurled low in my belly. I groaned.

She didn't move immediately. Just sat there, fully seated, adjusting. Her small breasts right at eye level. Nipples hard.

I reached up. Cupped them. She made a pleased sound, low and breathy.

"That's it," she said. Soft. Encouraging. "Touch me."

She started moving. Slow rise and fall. Morning lazy. No rush.

I played with her breasts. Squeezed. Pinched her nipples gently. She gasped each time, riding me a little faster.

"You feel so good," she breathed.

"So do you."

"I know." She grinned. Then leaned down to kiss me. Her tongue in my mouth. Hips still moving. Grinding.

We found a rhythm. Slow and deep. Her body moving against mine. The bed creaking softly. Morning light through the window.

It was different from the kitchen. Less urgent. More intimate somehow.

She sat up. Rode me faster. Her hands on my chest for balance. Attention locked on mine like always.

"I'm close," she said.

"Me too."

"Come with me." She ground down hard. Circled her hips. "Please."

I thrust up to meet her. Found her rhythm. She gasped. Clenched around me.

"Yes. Like that. Show me."

I didn't stop. Just kept moving. Watching her. The way her mouth fell open. The flush spreading across her chest. The way she bit her lip.

She came first. Shuddering. Her pussy tightening around me. The sensation pushed me over. I thrust deep and came, heat spiking through me.

She collapsed forward. Her breath warm against my neck.

Quiet pooled between us.

"Good morning," she said eventually.

I laughed. "Good morning."

She kissed my jaw. Then climbed off. Grabbed her t-shirt from the floor. Pulled it on.

"Breakfast?" she asked. Breezy as a calendar reminder.

"Sure."

"Perfect. Riley's making pancakes." She headed for the door. Paused. Looked back. "Oh, and we're having a house meeting later. All four of us."

"About what?"

She gave me that playful smile. "You'll see."

Then she was gone.

I lay there. Stared at the ceiling.

A house meeting. About me. With all three of them.

My pulse kicked up.



A knock at my door about thirty seconds after Lexi left.

"Yeah?"

The door opened. Riley stood there holding two mugs of coffee. Tank top and shorts. Blonde pixie cut still messy from sleep.

"Breakfast is ready now that you two are done," she said. Matter-of-fact. Set one mug on my nightstand.

I stared at her. "You knew-"

"Thin walls." Small smile. "Also Lexi told us she was going to."

"Of course she did."

Riley's blue eyes measured me. Taking inventory. "Pancakes are getting cold."

She left.

I grabbed the coffee. Took a long drink.

Everyone in this apartment knew everything. All the time.

I was going to have to get used to that.



I found Riley at the stove, flipping the last of the pancakes. Lexi sat at the table, already eating. She looked up when I entered and grinned. Completely unselfconscious.

"Sleep well?" she asked.

"Eventually."

"Good." She took a bite. "You'll need energy."

Riley plated pancakes. Set them in front of me. "We're having a conversation later. Two o'clock. Living room."

"Lexi mentioned."

"Don't be late," Riley said. Sipped her coffee. Studied me over the rim of the mug.

"What's it about?"

"You'll find out." She picked up her mug. Headed toward her room.

I ate. The pancakes were good. Lexi watched me the whole time, still grinning.

"What?" I finally asked.

"Nothing. Just thinking about this afternoon."

"That's not ominous at all."

She laughed. Bright and breath-light. "Relax. You're going to like it."



I spent the morning trying to work. Failed completely. My brain kept cycling through possibilities.

What did they want to talk about? The obvious answer was the situation. All four of us sleeping together. Or rather, me sleeping with all three of them.

Were they going to ask me to choose? Stop sleeping with the others?

My stomach dropped at the thought. I didn't want to choose. I liked all three of them. For different reasons.

Lexi's playful enthusiasm. The way she giggled and initiated without hesitation. How she made everything feel fun and light even when it was intensely sexual.

Brooke's confident teasing. The performative quality that somehow made everything hotter. Her complete comfort in her own skin.

Riley's intense focus. The way she studied everything, directed precisely, made me feel seen in a way I'd never experienced.

Choosing would mean losing two of them. I couldn't do that.

I refreshed my email for the hundredth time. Stared at code that made no sense. Checked the clock. Only ten minutes had passed since the last time I looked.

Around one-thirty, Brooke got home from somewhere. I heard her voice in the hallway. Laughing with Lexi about something.

At one fifty-five, I gave up pretending to work. Headed to the living room.

All three of them were already there. Lexi on the couch. Brooke in the armchair. Riley perched on the arm of the couch.

They looked at me as I entered.

"Sit," Lexi said. Patted the couch next to her.

I sat.

"So," Brooke started. Crossed her legs. She was wearing a sundress. Yellow. Low cut. "We need to talk about what's happening here."

My stomach tightened. "Okay."

"Relax," Riley said. "You're not in trouble."

"We've been discussing things," Lexi said. "Among ourselves. And we wanted to loop you in."

"Discussing what?"

"The obvious." Brooke leaned forward. "You're sleeping with all three of us."

I nodded. Couldn't deny it.

"And we're all okay with it," Lexi continued. "We talked. We're not mad. We're not fighting over you."

"You're not?"

"No." Riley's voice was calm. Like discussing a research project. "We're adults. We can handle non-traditional arrangements."

"The question," Brooke said, "is whether you can."

I stared at her. "What do you mean?"

"We want to make this official," Lexi explained. "Not exclusive. The opposite. We're proposing an open arrangement."

"Open how?"

"We all share you," Riley said. Matter-of-fact. "You're available to all three of us. We're available to you. No jealousy. No drama."

My brain struggled to process. "You're serious."

"Very," Brooke said. Green eyes holding mine. "We like you. We want to keep sleeping with you. This way nobody has to stop."

"You want to share me."

"Basically, you have three girlfriends now," Lexi said. Cheerful. Bouncing slightly. "Or we all have one boyfriend. Math is weird."

"Or we're four adults with a mutually beneficial arrangement," Riley corrected. "No labels required."

"Honestly, sweetheart?" Brooke's voice dropped. Purring. "We just all want to fuck you. Does the rest really matter?"

I looked between them. Lexi grinning. Brooke with that catlike smile. Riley studying my reaction.

"What about ground rules?" I managed. Only question my brain could produce.

"Smart question," Riley said. Approved.

"First rule," Lexi said, ticking off on her fingers. "Consent always. If anyone's not feeling it, they can say no. No pressure."

"Second," Riley added. "Communication. We tell each other if something's not working. I can set up a shared calendar if that helps coordinate schedules."

Brooke snorted. "Only you would suggest a sex spreadsheet."

"It's practical," Riley said. Unapologetic.

"Third," Brooke said, "we keep it in the flat. What happens here, stays here. No outside drama."

"And fourth," Lexi finished, "we're honest. No sneaking around. No lying. We're all in this together."

They waited. Watching me.

"So?" Brooke prompted. "What do you think?"

I thought I must be dreaming. Three beautiful women proposing to share me. To have an open arrangement where everyone was available to everyone.

My hands were shaking.

"I'm in," I said.

Lexi squealed. Actually squealed. Launched herself at me. Kissed me hard.

When she pulled back, Brooke was grinning. "Excellent choice."

Riley just smiled. Small and satisfied.

"So what now?" I asked.

Lexi and Brooke exchanged a look. Some silent communication.

"Now," Brooke said, standing, "we celebrate."



We'd started watching a movie. Some action thing I wasn't paying attention to. I was on the couch between Lexi and Brooke. Riley in the armchair across the room.

Except nobody was watching the screen.

Brooke's hand was on my thigh. Lexi's fingers tracing patterns on my arm.

"This okay?" Brooke murmured.

"Yeah."

"Good." Her hand moved higher.

Lexi leaned in. Kissed my neck. Soft. Teasing.

I glanced at Riley. She was watching. Not the TV. Us. Her blue eyes locked on.

Brooke turned my face toward her. Kissed me. Deep. Demanding. Her tongue in my mouth.

Lexi's hand slipped under my shirt. Nails dragging across my stomach.

Brooke pulled back. "You know what would be fun?"

"What?" My voice came out rough.

"Lexi and I have been talking." She glanced at Lexi. "About what we each learned. About you."

"You have?"

"Mm-hmm." Lexi grinned. "You like when I take you deep. And you love watching."

"And you respond well to being told what to do," Brooke added. "Following direction."

"We thought," Lexi said, trailing her fingers lower, "we could work together. Combine our strengths."

I swallowed hard. "What did you have in mind?"

"Take off your clothes," Brooke said. Not a request. A command.

I stood. Stripped. Jeans, shirt, boxers. Kicked them aside.

My cock was already hard. Both women looked at it appreciatively.

"Good," Brooke purred. "Now lie down. On the floor."

I lay down on the living room floor. Hardwood cold against my back.

Lexi and Brooke stood. Started undressing each other. Slow. Deliberate. Putting on a show.

Lexi lifted Brooke's sundress over her head. Revealing lace bra and panties. Black lace against pale skin. Curves everywhere. Full breasts spilling over the cups.

Brooke pulled off Lexi's sports bra. Slid down her yoga pants. Small perky breasts. Toned body. Every muscle defined from all that yoga.

They kissed. Right there in front of me. Hands on each other's bodies. Tongues visible. Brooke's hand cupped Lexi's breast. Lexi's fingers tangled in Brooke's auburn hair.

My cock jumped. I couldn't look away.

They broke apart. Both grinning.

"He likes that," Lexi observed.

"Of course he does." Brooke removed her bra. Then her panties. "What man wouldn't?"

Lexi stripped completely. Then they both approached me.

"You take his mouth first," Lexi said to Brooke. "I want to see how he reacts when you ride his face."

Brooke smiled. "Smart girl."

They were strategizing. Planning. Using what they'd each learned about me.

Brooke straddled my face. Lowered herself slowly. Her pussy right above my mouth. Already wet.

"Make me feel good," she said.

I gripped her thighs. Pulled her down. Licked.

She gasped. "Yes. Like that."

Lexi moved between my legs. Her hand wrapped around my cock. Stroked once. Twice.

Then she took me in her mouth.

I groaned into Brooke. The vibration made her moan.

"Oh fuck," Brooke breathed. "He's good at this."

Lexi hummed around me. Agreement. Her head bobbed. Taking me deep. That yoga breathing letting her swallow me completely.

I focused on Brooke. Tongue on her clit. Circling. Flicking. She tasted sweet. Musky.

"Yes. Right there. Keep your tongue right there."

I didn't stop. Just kept licking. Sucking.

Her hips started moving. Grinding against my face. Using me.

Lexi's mouth was relentless. Slick heat. Tight suction. Her hand on my balls. I could feel pressure building low.

"I'm gonna come," Brooke said. Breathless. Playing to the room. "Make me come."

I sucked her clit. Hard. She screamed. Thighs clamping around my head. Shaking.

She climbed off. Collapsed to the side. Breathing hard.

Lexi pulled off my cock. Licked her lips. "My turn."

She straddled my face. Lowered herself. I licked immediately. She made that pleased sound I knew.

"Mm. You do like watching," she said.

I glanced up. Brooke was between my legs now. Licking up my shaft. Taking over where Lexi left off.

Different technique. Slower. More teasing. Her green eyes locked on mine. On display with bar-top confidence.

Lexi ground against my face. "Use your tongue. Inside."

I pushed my tongue inside her. She gasped. Circled her hips.

"Yes. Fuck. That's good."

Brooke took me deep. Slower than Lexi. More deliberate. Building the sensation.

I was drowning in it. Lexi's taste. Brooke's mouth. The sounds they were making.

"Switch positions," Lexi said.

They moved. Coordinated. Like they'd practiced.

Lexi climbed off my face. Brooke pulled off my cock. Then Brooke straddled my hips while Lexi moved between my legs.

"I want him inside me," Brooke said.

"Go ahead." Lexi gestured. "I'll watch for a minute."

Brooke positioned herself. Eased down onto me slowly.

Pressure. Stretch. Heat everywhere.

She started riding. Slow at first. Then faster. Her breasts bouncing. Hair everywhere.

She was performing. Arching her back. Moving like she knew exactly how she looked.

"Fuck," I groaned.

"You like that?" She smiled. "You like watching me ride you?"

"Yes."

"Good." She drove down harder. "I love being watched."

Lexi moved closer. Sitting next to us. She produced a vibrator from somewhere. Turned it on.

Pressed it to her clit.

"Oh god," she breathed. "This is so hot."

She watched Brooke ride me. Watched my hands on Brooke's hips. Used the vibrator on herself.

The visual was insane. Both of them. At once.

"I'm close," Brooke said.

"Me too," I managed.

"Not yet." She slowed down. Controlled. "I want to come with Lexi eating me out."

She climbed off. I almost protested.

"Lexi," Brooke said. "Hands and knees."

Lexi set down the vibrator. Got on all fours.

Brooke lay down in front of her. On her back. Spread her legs.

"Eat me," Brooke said. "While he fucks you."

Lexi grinned. Lowered her face. Started licking.

Brooke gasped. "Fuck. Yes."

"Jake," Lexi said, looking back at me. "Come here."

I positioned myself behind Lexi. Pushed inside.

She moaned into Brooke's pussy.

I started thrusting. Slow. Then faster. Lexi pushed back to meet me.

"Harder," she said between licks. "Don't you dare slow down."

I gripped her hips. Fucked her harder.

Brooke was writhing. "Oh god. Her tongue. Fuck."

Lexi's breathy laugh, then back to licking. Kept pushing back against me.

I could feel myself getting close. The angle. The pressure. The sounds.

"I'm gonna come," I said.

"Pull out," Lexi said. "Come on my back."

I thrust a few more times. Then pulled out. Stroked myself twice.

Came hard. All over her back. Streaks of white across her skin.

"Fuck," I breathed.

Lexi didn't stop licking. Kept working Brooke until she came. Loud. Shaking.

Then Lexi collapsed. Her breath hitching.

We all lay there. The air tasted like sweat and sugar.

"Everybody good?" Riley's voice from the armchair. Clinical. Checking in.

"So good," Lexi said.

"Mm-hmm," Brooke purred.

"Yeah," I managed.

"Good," Riley said.

I looked over. She was still dressed. But her hand was down her shorts. She'd been touching herself. Watching everything. Studying us like one of her psychology experiments. Cataloguing every detail.

Her blue eyes were dark. Intense. Hungry.

"My turn," she said. Voice husky. Not a request. A statement of fact.

My cock twitched. Already responding.

She stood. Walked over. Looked down at me.

"All three of us," she said. "Together. When you recover."

Lexi sat up. "Foursome?"

"Full foursome," Riley confirmed. Held my gaze. "You think you can handle that?"

My brain was still offline from what just happened. But my body was already on board.

"Give me twenty minutes," I said.

Riley smiled. Slow and predatory. Pulled off her tank top. Then her shorts. Underwear. She stood there naked, blonde hair catching the light. "I'll hold you to that."

Lexi laughed. "This is going to be fun."

Brooke stretched. "Best flatmate ever."

I lay there on the hardwood floor. Surrounded by three naked women. All of them looking at me like I was their favorite meal.

I was in way over my head.

And I'd never been happier in my life.


⚜




Chapter 4: Full Circle

⚜

The first week of our "arrangement" passed in a blur of work, meals, and sex. Mostly sex.

Monday morning, I woke to Riley's mouth on my cock. Barely conscious. She glanced up when my eyes opened, didn't stop, just hummed around me and kept going. When I tipped over, she swallowed, kissed my hip, and said "Have a good day" like she'd just handed me coffee. She had an eight a.m. class. I had no idea what time she'd woken me up.

Tuesday afternoon, I was trying to debug a payment integration when Lexi knocked. Didn't wait for an answer. Just walked in wearing yoga pants and a sports bra, carrying her mat.

"I need to demonstrate something," she said.

"I'm working."

"This'll just take a minute." She spread the mat on the floor next to my desk. Got into some impossible position with her legs bent beneath her and her ass in the air. "See? Pigeon pose variation."

She wasn't wearing anything under those pants.

The code could wait.

I dropped to my knees behind her, yanked her yoga pants down and took her right there on the mat while she adjusted her form, giving me pointers on hip flexibility. When we finished, she rolled up the mat and left. I stared at my monitors for ten minutes before I could focus again.

Wednesday night, Brooke came home from her shift around two a.m. Dragged me out of bed still half-asleep. Led me to her room.

"Couldn't stop thinking about you all night," she whispered.

Her hands found me under my boxers. Getting me hard. She peeled off her bartending dress and pulled me into her bed. Settled onto my lap slowly. Both of us trying to stay quiet.

We moved slow. Her body warm from the summer heat outside. She rocked in small circles, grinding rather than bouncing. Her breath hot against my ear. I gripped her hips, matching the rhythm.

When she came, she buried her face in my neck to muffle the sound. I followed right after, trying not to groan too loud. Then she kissed me softly and let me slip back to my own room. Like we'd just said goodnight in the hallway.

Thursday morning, Lexi wore a remote-controlled vibrator to breakfast. Set the controller on the table next to the cereal, slid it toward me with a wink.

"You're in charge today," she said. Grinned. "Use it whenever you want."

Riley glanced up from her coffee. "That's bold."

"I'm testing his restraint," Lexi said.

I used it three times. Once during breakfast when she was mid-sentence. Once when she was on a work call in the living room. Once when all three of them were watching TV together.

That last time, she unraveled right there on the couch. Her whole body locked up. She gasped. Grabbed the armrest. Brooke and Riley watched, amused, making no move to help or interfere. Just observing.

When Lexi caught her breath, she laughed. Flushed. Still shaking.

"You're evil," she told me.

"You gave me the remote."

"I did." She stood on wobbly legs. Walked over. Kissed me hard. Her tongue demanding. "Want to finish what you started?"

We did. In my room. I bent her over the desk and took her from behind while she gripped the edge. Loud enough that everyone heard. When we finished, she had marks on her palms from holding on so tight.

I texted my friend Matt on Thursday night. He asked how the new place was going.

"Good," I typed. "Really good."

I couldn't exactly tell him the truth.



Friday afternoon, Lexi appeared in my doorway. She was biting her lip. Nervous. I'd never seen her nervous.

"Can we talk?" she asked.

"Sure. What's up?"

She closed the door. Sat on my bed. "I want to try something. With you."

"Okay."

"I've been thinking about it for a while. Did some research. Bought supplies." She took a breath. "I want to try anal."

My brain went blank for a second. "You've never-"

"Never. But I want to. With you." She looked at me. Dark eyes serious. "If you're okay with it."

"I'm okay with it."

"Good." She smiled. Tension breaking. "I have lube. And I've been, um. Practicing. With toys. So I'm not completely unprepared."

"When do you want to-"

"Now." She stood. Started undressing. "Everyone else is out. We have the place to ourselves."

I locked the door. She was naked by the time I turned around.

"Go slow," she said. "And if I say stop, you stop immediately."

"Of course."

She got on the bed. Hands and knees. Looked back at me over her shoulder.

"There's lube in my room. Nightstand. Can you grab it?"

I went to her room. Found the bottle. Returned.

She was using her vibrator on herself. Eyes closed. Small sounds escaping.

"Wanted to get warmed up," she said when she saw me.

I undressed. Joined her on the bed.

"Start with your fingers," she said. "One. Then two. Let me adjust."

I squeezed lube onto my fingers. Pressed one against her ass. She tensed.

"Relax," I said softly.

"I'm trying." She took a deep breath. Yoga breathing. In through the nose.

I pushed gently. She opened. My finger slid inside.

"Oh," she breathed. "That's weird."

"Good weird or bad weird?"

"Good. I think." She shifted. "Move it a little."

I did. Slowly. She made a small sound.

"Okay. Another one."

I added a second finger. She gasped. The vibrator buzzed louder as she pressed it harder against her clit.

"Fuck," she said. "That's intense."

"You okay?"

"Yeah. Keep that pace."

I worked my fingers slowly. Letting her adjust. She was tight. So tight.

"I'm ready," she said after a minute. "Go slow."

I pulled my fingers out. Lubed up my cock. Positioned myself behind her.

"Remember, if you need me to stop-"

"I know. Just do it."

I pressed the head against her. She tensed again.

"Breathe," I said.

She did. I pushed gently. The resistance was intense. Then the head slipped inside.

"Oh fuck," she gasped. "Wait. Hold still."

I froze. Hands on her hips. Barely inside.

"Okay," she said after a few seconds. "More. Slowly."

I pushed. Inch by inch. She was so tight I could barely think. Her hand moved frantically with the vibrator.

"Almost there," I said. Voice strained.

"Don't slow down."

I bottomed out. Fully inside. She let out a sound that was half moan, half laugh.

"Holy shit," she breathed. "You're in my ass."

"How does it feel?"

"Full. Weird. Good. I don't know. Move a little."

I pulled back slowly. Pushed in again. She groaned.

"Faster," she said. "I'm close."

I picked up the pace. Still gentle. Still careful. But building rhythm.

She came hard. Shaking. Gasping. I felt her whole body lock up.

The sensation pushed me over. I thrust deep and came, heat spiking through me.

When I pulled out, she collapsed onto her stomach. Gulping air. The vibrator still buzzing next to her.

"That was incredible," she said into the pillow.

"Yeah?"

"Yeah." She rolled over. Grinned up at me. "We're definitely doing that again."



Saturday night, Brooke knocked on my door around eleven. I was reading. Trying to relax after a long day.

"Come in."

She entered. Closed the door behind her. She was wearing a robe. Dark red silk.

"I need to ask you something," she said.

"Okay."

"What we've been doing. It's good. Really good. But I want to try something different." She untied the robe. Let it fall. Underneath, she was wearing black lace lingerie. Stockings. Garter belt. The works. "I want you to be rough with me."

My mouth went dry. "How rough?"

"Rough enough that I feel it tomorrow." She walked over. Stood in front of me. "I want you to tie me up. Spank me. Pull my hair. Take me like you mean it."

"Brooke-"

"I know what I want." Green eyes locked on mine. "I'm asking if you can give it to me."

I stood. "Tell me what you need."

She smiled. Slow and satisfied. "Good boy."

She directed everything. That was the thing about Brooke. Even when she wanted to be dominated, she was in control.

"Tie my wrists," she said. "Use the spare stockings. The black ones on the bed."

I grabbed them. She held out her wrists. I wrapped the fabric around them. Tied them together.

"Tighter," she said.

I pulled the knot tighter.

"Good. Now tie them to the headboard."

I did. She tested the restraints. Nodded approval.

"Spank me," she said. "Not too hard at first. Build up to it."

I flipped her onto her stomach and brought my hand down on her ass. Light.

"More pressure."

I spanked her again. Harder this time. She gasped.

"Yes. Like that. Keep going."

I spanked her. Five times. Ten. Her ass turned pink. She was gulping air. Arching into it.

"Now take me," she said. Voice rough. "From behind. Pull my hair."

I positioned myself behind her, pulling her ass into the air. She was face down, ass up, legs tied above her head. Grabbed a handful of auburn hair. Pushed inside.

She moaned. Loud and shameless.

"Pull harder," she said.

I pulled. She cried out. I thrust deep.

"Call me your slut," she said.

"What?"

"Say it. Call me your slut."

"You're my slut," I said. Felt strange saying it.

"Again. Mean it."

"You're my slut." Pulled her hair. Thrust hard.

"Yes. Fuck. Give me more."

I didn't hold back. Just kept going. Rough and relentless. Exactly what she asked for.

She gave continuous feedback. Directing. Adjusting.

"More pressure. Yes. Perfect. Don't back off. Pull my hair. Spank me again. Other side. Harder. Good. Now harder. Yes. Right there. Don't you dare stop."

I followed every instruction. Lost myself in it. In her.

She came screaming. Loud enough the neighbors definitely heard.

I followed right after. Slumped next to her.

She was grinning. Flushed. Satisfied.

"That was perfect," she said. "Untie me?"

I untied her wrists. She rubbed them. Kissed me.

"You're a quick learner," she said.

"You're a good teacher."

She laughed. "We should do this again sometime."

"Whenever you want."

"Careful. I might take you up on that." She stood. Found her robe. "See you in the morning."

She left. I lay there, still catching my breath.



Sunday morning, Riley found me in the kitchen. I was making coffee. She sat at the table. Watched me.

"Question," she said.

"Yeah?"

"Would you be okay with an experiment?"

I poured coffee. Handed her a mug. "What kind of experiment?"

"Sexual. Obviously." She sipped. "I have a fantasy I want to try."

"Which is?"

"I want Lexi and Brooke to watch us. Like, actively watch. In the same room. Observing." Her blue eyes were intense. Analytical. "I get off on being watched. I want to test how far."

"You want an audience."

"Exactly." She set down her mug. "Are you comfortable with that?"

I thought about it. "Yeah. I am."

"Good." She stood. "I'll arrange it."



Sunday afternoon, all four of us ended up in the living room. Lexi and Brooke on the couch. Riley and me in the armchair. Well, Riley on my lap.

"So," Lexi said, grinning. "Riley explained her idea."

"And we're in," Brooke added. Stretched languidly. "This should be fun to watch."

Riley kissed me. Deep and demanding. Her hand working my belt.

"Just pretend they're not here," she murmured against my mouth.

"Hard to do that."

"Try."

She undressed. Then undressed me. We were both naked in the armchair. Lexi and Brooke watching from the couch. Not touching themselves. Not participating. Just watching.

Riley mounted me. Settled down onto my cock. Started moving.

"How does it feel?" Lexi asked, leaning forward with obvious interest. "Being watched?"

"Intense," Riley breathed. Eyes locked on mine. "Really intense."

She moved slowly. Deliberately. Performing but also genuinely into it.

"She's so focused," Brooke observed. "Look at her face. She hasn't blinked once."

"I want to see if she can come just from being watched," Lexi said. Curious. Scientific almost.

"Eyes on me," Riley said to me. Ignored them completely. "Don't drift."

I couldn't look away. She was mesmerizing.

"Touch my breasts," she said.

I did. She gasped. Moved faster.

"I'm close," she said.

"Already?" Lexi sounded impressed.

"Being watched really does it for me," Riley said. "Oh god-"

Then she came. Shuddering. Never breaking eye contact.

I couldn't hold back. Came right after.

We stayed like that for a moment. Both gulping air.

"That was hot," Brooke said. Voice low. "Like, really hot."

"Agreed," Lexi said breathlessly.

Riley climbed off. Sat next to me. Looked at the other two.

"So," she said. "About that full foursome we discussed."

"You think you're ready?" Brooke asked me directly.

I looked at all three of them. "Only one way to find out."



Early evening, I heard voices in the kitchen. Lexi was making tea. Brooke leaned against the counter. Riley sat at the table with her laptop. They were talking. About me, from the sound of it.

I walked in.

"So," Lexi said, bouncing over with mugs. "You're actually learning what we each like! I showed you that thing with my vibrator and you remembered it."

Brooke's mouth curved. Lazy satisfaction. "Mm, and you're lasting longer. Poor thing was struggling that first week."

Riley glanced up from her screen. Studious. "I think we're ready. All four of us together. Properly this time."

My pulse kicked up. "When?"

"Tonight," Riley said. Matter-of-fact. "After everyone showers. We'll prep the living room."

Lexi grinned. "This is going to be fun."



We regrouped after everyone showered. The coffee table and chairs were pushed to the walls. The couch stayed put. Blankets and pillows covered the floor. A pile of toys sat ready. A nest.

Riley took charge. "Everyone comfortable? Consent check? Safe word is 'flatshare' if anyone needs to stop."

"Good with me," Lexi said.

"Same," Brooke agreed.

"Yeah," I said.

"Good." Riley looked at me. "We intend to overload you. That's intentional. If you need a break, say so."

"Noted." I was already overwhelmed just thinking about it.

Lexi and Brooke started undressing each other. Slow and deliberate. Putting on a show.

Riley peeled off her clothes methodically. Folded them. Set them aside.

I was stiff just watching.

"Lie down," Riley said.

I lay on the blankets. All three women moved closer.

Brooke and Lexi knelt on either side of me. Their mouths found my cock at the same time.

Double blowjob. I couldn't process it. Two tongues. Four hands. Brooke licked up one side while Lexi took the other. They met at the top, kissing around the head. Then Lexi took me deep while Brooke worked my balls.

They switched positions without discussion. Coordinated. Like they'd planned this.

"Slower," Riley said. Standing over us. Directing. "Make him wait."

They slowed down. Teasing. Building. Brooke's tongue traced patterns while Lexi stroked the base.

My hands fisted in the blankets. I was close.

"Stop," Riley said.

They pulled away. I groaned.

"Hold it," Riley said. That analytical look. "We're just getting started."

I was already nearly gone.

Riley positioned herself under Lexi. "Lexi, hands and knees over me. Brooke, grab the harness from the pile."

Brooke snapped on a strap-on, slicked it, and grinned. "Let's see how you both handle this."

Riley lay on her back beneath Lexi, who hovered on hands and knees over her face. I moved between Riley's legs and pushed inside her missionary. Her heat gripped me. She was wet.

"Eyes on me, Jake," Riley said. Staring up at me. "I want to see you."

Lexi lowered herself to Riley's mouth. Riley's tongue went to work. Lexi moaned.

Brooke pressed the strap-on into Lexi's pink pussy-slow, careful, from behind. Lexi's moan turned into a raw gasp.

"Oh fuck," Lexi breathed. "Riley's tongue and Brooke's-I can't-"

We moved together. Some complicated rhythm. All four of us connected.

Riley came first, clenching around me while still working Lexi with her mouth. Then she pulled away, sat up.

"Switch," Brooke said.

They rearranged. Now Brooke was riding me reverse cowgirl. Arching with headliner confidence, every roll timed for her audience.

"You feel huge," she breathed. "Watch me, Jake."

Lexi and Riley kissed next to us. Hands on each other.

"Everyone having fun?" Riley asked. Clinical even now.

"So much fun," Lexi said.

I couldn't form words. Just held Brooke's hips and tried to keep up.

"I want toys," Lexi said. Produced a vibrator and small butt plug from the pile. "Who wants what?"

They distributed them. Giggling. Strategizing. Riley took the plug, slicked it, and slid it into herself with practiced ease. Small smile on her face.

"Spooning position," Brooke said. "Jake, lie on your side."

I did. Brooke lay in front of me. Same position. I entered her from behind.

Lexi pressed the vibrator against Brooke's clit. Riley leaned over Brooke's shoulder to kiss me, the plug already in place, her hand on herself.

"This is insane," I managed.

"This is perfect," Brooke corrected. Rocking back against me.

I had no idea how I was still holding it in. The combination. The sensation. I came. Pulled out. Finished on Brooke's ass and lower back.

"Fuck," I breathed. Boneless.

"We're not done," Riley said. "You get a break. We keep going."

The three of them kept touching each other. Kissing. Using toys. I watched, dragging breath in ragged pulls, trying to recover. Couldn't decide where to look. Lexi's vibrator. Brooke's mouth. Riley's fingers on herself.

Lexi made Brooke come with the vibrator. Slow circles on her clit while Brooke arched and moaned. Brooke returned the favor with her mouth, burying her face between Lexi's thighs until Lexi screamed. Riley watched them both, touching herself slowly, those analytical blue eyes tracking every detail.

Within ten minutes, I was rigid again. Impossible not to be with this happening in front of me.

Riley noticed immediately. "Round two."

She knelt in front of me. Her hand wrapped around me, stroking in unhurried passes. Then her mouth. Licking up the underside before taking me deep.

Brooke and Lexi made out next to us. Stage-ready. Giving us a show.

"Maintain pace," Riley said between licks. Edging me. Watching my reactions.

"Riley-"

"Wait for my cue." She timed it. Stroking. Sucking. Stopping. Building.

When she finally nodded, I was desperate.

"Okay," she said. "Now you can take me."

She bent over the arm of the couch. Ass in the air.

Lexi crawled underneath. "I'll help."

She positioned herself under Riley. Started licking while I pushed inside from behind.

"Oh fuck," Riley breathed. "That's-yes."

Brooke knelt behind me. Her hand reached around to stroke my balls.

"Same tempo-just like that," Riley said. Voice tight. "Keep going."

I couldn't stop if I wanted to. The triple stimulation. Riley tight around me. Lexi underneath. Brooke behind.

Riley clenched and let go. Loud and shaking. I spilled into her immediately after.

I collapsed onto the blankets. All three women joined me. Tangled together. Catching breath.

Riley handed around water, counting nods. "Everybody good?"

"Couldn't be better," Lexi said.

"Mm-hmm," Brooke purred.

"Perfect," I managed. Barely.

We lay there. Sweaty. Satisfied. Exhausted.

Someone found towels. We cleaned up slowly. No rush.



An hour later, we were all in the living room. Still naked. Ordering takeout.

"Thai or pizza?" Lexi asked, scrolling her phone.

"Thai," Brooke said. "I want pad see ew."

"Pizza," Riley countered. "With extra cheese."

"We could get both," I suggested.

"I like how you think," Lexi said.

We ordered both. Nobody bothered getting dressed. Just sat there naked, discussing food like it was completely normal.

Which it was now.

"So," Lexi said, looking at me. "You're staying, right? Lease is up in six months."

"I'm not going anywhere," I said.

"Good," Brooke said. Voice low and satisfied. "Because we're never letting you leave."

"Best roommates ever," Riley said. Quiet but sincere.

I looked around at all three of them. Lexi grinning. Brooke stretching like a cat. Riley with that small satisfied smile.

Two weeks ago, I'd been broke and couch-surfing. Wondering how my life had gotten so off track.

Now I was living with three women who wanted to sleep with me. All of them. At the same time.

I didn't know how long this would last. Didn't know if the arrangement would hold up over time. Didn't know what would happen when the lease actually came up for renewal.

But right now? Right now I was surrounded by three gorgeous, sexually adventurous women who wanted me here.

I must be the luckiest man alive.


⚜
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After losing her job in Seattle, twenty-two-year-old Daisy accepts a mail carrier position in the remote mountain town of Haven Valley, Montana, where her revealing uniform and the community's Federal Free Use Act mean her duties extend far beyond delivering packages. As she transforms from shy outsider to the town's most sought-after service provider, each delivery becomes an opportunity to discover desires she never knew existed—until innocent newcomer Harper joins her route and Daisy must guide another woman through the same awakening that changed her life forever. Note that this novella has a very high heat rating and is lighter on plot than my other works!
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Desperate for work, 26-year-old Olivia Bennett accepts a marketing role at Apex Dynamics with an extraordinary salary and vague terms about "team support" and "availability." In this glass San Francisco high-rise, she quickly discovers her duties extend far beyond campaigns—she becomes an amenity, freely available to the driven men who keep the company winning. From focus rooms to boardroom deals, Olivia surrenders to her new role until her ex Daniel arrives as a senior developer and witnesses her transformation. When a hostile takeover threatens everything, Olivia must prove that pleasure drives performance and decide whether the life that set her free includes her past.


Free Use Wedding
Available on Amazon
One tropical island wedding, endless possibilities for pleasure. Bridesmaid Cora discovers Azure Resort’s free use policy, where guests are always available for pleasure. As she surrenders to the island’s sensual freedom, her boundaries dissolve and her desires awaken—especially when her ex-boyfriend witnesses her transformation. By the end of the celebration, Cora must decide whether to return home changed or stay and help others embrace the same liberation.
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Available on Amazon
In the heart of Brooklyn, Emma Knox finds a housing solution with a single condition: be available to her flatmates on demand. Three professional men—dominant and irresistible—transform her from career-focused to willing participant with just the signal of her bracelet. As urgent desires and jealousy collide, Emma discovers her primal nature while balancing between being shared and being claimed.
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Available on Amazon
When anthropology student Maya is abandoned on a remote island for six weeks, she discovers the tribe's sacred tradition of women freely surrendering to men's desires—a primal custom that awakens an intensity within her she never knew existed, leaving her torn between returning to civilization or embracing a new life of uninhibited pleasure that feels more like home than anything she's ever known.


Free Use Ski Season
Available on Amazon
I came for the snow, but stayed for the heat. When a blizzard traps me at Evergreen Lodge, I discover the staff's secret tradition - "sharing the warmth" means women are available to all men. Despite my shock, my body responds with undeniable desire. Soon I'm wearing the red consent armband, learning the lodge's rules in every shadowy corner. Each encounter strips away my inhibitions until I crave being shared. Snowed in and marked, can I handle the heat that now consumes me?


First Time at the Swingers Resort
Available on Amazon
One weekend can shatter inhibitions and ignite desires you never knew existed. Riley and David thought they were escaping their routine life for a simple getaway, but an invitation from adventurous friends leads them to Elysium—an exclusive resort where clothing is optional, and every sexual fantasy is on the menu.


Free Use Swingers Spa
Available on Amazon
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.


Free Use Hotel
Available on Amazon
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?
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