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Chapter 1


The clock on the dashboard read 2:47 AM when Mike killed the engine in the driveway.

The house loomed quietly in the predawn dark, its windows dark except for the soft glow of the porch light Catherine always left on.

One week in New York. Seven days that somehow had felt like a month.

The glass-and-steel world of Takeguchi Holdings, with Reiko’s seductive games and Nami’s healing smiles… and the scorching heat they both had given him: it had been intoxicating and overwhelming.

For most such a life would be the closest thing to heaven. But for Mike, something had been missing.

He sat for a moment in the rental car, letting the engine ticks fade into silence. His pickup truck was just where he had left it on the driveway.

When he opened the door, it smelled like damp grass and distant rain, nothing like the metallic tang of Manhattan.

It smelled like home. Real home.

Mike grabbed his bag, slung it over his shoulder, and let himself into the house as quietly as possible.

He toed off his shoes in the hallway, feeling the hardwood under his socks. The house was still and peaceful.

He headed straight for the shower, stripping off his travel-worn clothes and stepping under the hot spray. He let the heat soak into his tired muscles.

New York had used him—Reiko especially—but here, under this familiar shower head, he felt like himself again.

He was Mike Stewart. The guy who belonged with two women who loved him; he was not some high-powered executive’s convenient stress relief.

Toweling off, he pulled on a fresh pair of black boxers and went upstairs.

The bedroom door was ajar. Soft breathing drifted out, the gentle rhythm of two women lost in sleep.

Two shapes curled under the covers. Catherine on the left side, as always. Abigail was facing away with her back turned toward the center.

Mike’s heart swelled at the sight. He’d missed this. Missed them.

He lifted the edge of the duvet carefully and crawled in from the foot of the bed, sliding up between them like he belonged there. Because he did.

The sheets were warm, scented with the faint smell of Catherine’s lotion.

He settled on his side, facing Abigail. He slipped an arm around her waist and pressed his body against hers, spooning her tightly. His chest to her back, and his hips to that perfect, firm behind.

Wait a minute.

She stirred with a sleepy little moan and pushed back against him instinctively.

Mike’s cock, already half-hard from the simple comfort of being home and the delicious feel of her body, swelled as her soft, round cheeks nestled against him.

His boxers did nothing to hide how happy he was to be there.

But there was one thing amiss.

He knew Abigail’s buttocks very well—and this woman was definitely not Abigail.

She let out a low, pleased hum and began to move. She rolled her hips in slow circles, grinding that plush, incredible ass back against his rapidly hardening length. The friction was pure magic with her warm, bare skin sliding along his shaft through the thin barrier of fabric.

She pressed firmer, trapping him between her cheeks and rocking gently, teasing him with every movement.

Mike’s breath hitched as he realized he knew this ass as well. “Janice…?”

The familiar, sleepy giggle floated up from under the covers.

It was Janice.

She glanced over her shoulder, eyes heavy-lidded and sparkling with mischief in the pale light. “Mike… you sure are happy to see me… mmmm.”

His cock was fully hard now, wedged snugly between her full, bare ass cheeks.

Her skin was hot as she continued that slow, sinful grind.

“Janice?” he whispered, half-laughing, half-stunned. “What the hell are you doing here? Where’s Abigail—what—”

Janice didn’t answer with words. She kept rolling her hips for another long, delicious minute, working his cock between her ass cheeks like she had all the time in the world, letting his thick shaft slide up and down her cleft. It sure made him shut up.

Then, with a wicked little sigh, she reached back, hooked her fingers in the waistband of his boxers, and tugged them down just enough to free him.

Then she slid completely under the covers in one fluid, practiced motion.

Soon, wet heat spread around his cock as he first felt her full lips slide over his tip.

Then she took him fully, swallowing the whole length.

Mike’s head fell back against the pillow with a low groan. Janice’s mouth was pure sin with its eager technique.

The covers tented with her movements. Soft, wet sounds muffled from under the sheets, but were unmistakable in the quiet room.

Catherine stirred behind him. A sleepy arm snaked around his waist, pulling him back against her soft curves. Her full breasts pressed warmly into his back, lips brushing the nape of his neck.

“Mmm… welcome home,” she murmured, voice thick with sleep.

She hadn’t noticed Janice yet. Her hand drifted lazily down his stomach, fingers brushing the base of his cock where Janice’s lips were currently working him over.

Mike’s breath hitched. “Cat—”

The sucking sounds grew louder, and wetter. Janice wasn’t being subtle anymore. She popped off just long enough to swirl her tongue around the head with an obscene slurp, then sank back down, taking him to the back of her throat.

Catherine’s eyes snapped open. “Wait… what?”

She lifted the edge of the covers and peeked underneath. A startled laugh bubbled out of her. “Oh my God. Janice, you absolute menacing slut.”

Janice pulled off Mike’s cock with a wet pop, grinning up at them from under the sheets. “Morning, roomies.”

Catherine shook her head, still laughing softly as she pressed a kiss to Mike’s shoulder. “I was going to tell you Janice is staying over, but I guess you found her yourself.”

Mike could only breathe heavily, cock throbbing in Janice’s mouth. “Little warning would’ve been nice.”

Janice pulled back, and Catherine’s hand replaced her mouth, stroking him slowly, lazily. “Where’s the fun in that?”

She nipped his earlobe. “How was New York, baby? Tell us everything.”

Mike tried. He really did. “It was… intense. Reiko is—” A particularly firm stroke from Catherine made him groan. “Fuck… she’s something else. The whole place is—”

Under the covers, Janice dove back down, sucking him with renewed enthusiasm. The contrast of Catherine’s calm, sleepy questioning and Janice’s filthy mouth short-circuited his brain.

“Hold on… can I?” Mike managed, voice strained.

Catherine rolled her eyes with an affectionate smile. “Sure. Show her who’s boss.”

That was all the permission he needed.

Mike reached under the covers, found Janice’s hair, and guided her head. She moaned as he started thrusting into her mouth. He went slow at first, then deeper, and harder.

Janice took it beautifully, delighted squeals and gagging sounds vibrating around his cock. Her hands gripped his thighs, urging him on.

Catherine watched with one hand between her own legs now, clearly enjoying the show. “That’s it,” she whispered hotly in his ear. “Welcome home, Mikey.”

It wasn’t long before Mike’s hips stuttered. He held Janice down, her nose pressed against his crotch as he came hard, pulsing his release straight down her throat.

She swallowed every drop with happy little moans, taking it all.

When she finally emerged from under the covers, she licked her lips with a satisfied grin. “Talk about a protein-rich breakfast.”

Catherine burst out laughing, shaking her head. “You’re impossible.”

Mike lay between them with a stupid, sated smile on his face. The three of them tangled together in the big bed, the first hints of sunrise just beginning to bath the room in soft gold.

“Okay,” Mike said, still catching his breath. “What’s going on here? Where’s Abigail?”

Janice snuggled closer on one side, Catherine on the other. They exchanged a look over his chest.

“Out,” Catherine murmured, kissing his jaw. “But she’s fine. She’ll probably be back later. Right now… we’ve got you all to ourselves.”

Mike closed his eyes, surrounded by soft skin and the sensual scents of home. New York felt like a distant dream already.

“Sooo,” Catherine said. “That internship didn’t last three months.”

Mike smirked. “I missed this too much,” he said, “I’m addicted to you guys.”

Janice pulled herself closer. “You don’t say.”

Catherine popped herself up on an elbow. “Reiko wasn’t good to you?” Her voice had a sliver of seriousness to it that woke Mike up.

“No, no,” he said, looking at her. “It’s not that; she was lovely.” He thought for a second. “She, uhm, just wasn’t good for me.”

Catherine frowned. Then, after a moment, she sighed. “There was no internship, was there?”

Mike nodded. “Not exactly.”

Catherine dropped herself on her back and sighed again. “I should’ve guessed. That slut.”

Janice leaned. “Oh this sounds juicy. Do tell.”

“It’s more complicated than that,” he said toward Catherine.

“More complicated than what?” she asked, staring at the ceiling. “Her being a mere slut?”

“Yeah,” Mike said.

Catherine laughed at that. “Oh come on,” she said. She then looked at him. “So did you?”

“Do what?” he asked, even though he could guess what she wanted to know.

“Did you do her?” she asked. “Or well, did she do you is perhaps a better way of putting it.”

“Yes,” Mike said honestly.

Janice leaned in again. “Way to go, Mike,” she said.

Catherine lay on her back again and sighed.

Janice arched an eyebrow. “You jealous?”

Catherine shook her head. “No.”

Janice chuckled and pressed her lips to Mike’s ear. “Definitely jealous.” Then she pulled back. “Reiko, was it? Sounds exotic. Must have been delicious.”

Mike couldn’t disagree, but he had his eyes on Catherine, wondering what she was thinking.

Catherine again shook her head. “It’s fine, really. I’m happy if Mike is happy. It’s just…”

Mike put his hand on her arm under the blankets. Their gazes met.

Catherine’s eyes hardened. “I don’t like that she tricked me. I really thought I was helping you with a legit opportunity.” She looked at the ceiling again. “If she just wanted a fuck toy she could’ve just looked around her. New York is one big cock.”

Mike laughed, dropping his head back.

“What?” Catherine asked, her face softening.

“New York is one big cock? That’s the best thing I’ve ever heard,” he said between laughs.

Janice giggled. “Guess I should move there.”

Mike calmed down, wiping away a tear from his eyes.

Catherine placed her hand on his cheek. “I don’t like that she took you away from us so she could have you for herself. That’s just not right.”

Janice wrapped her arms around his waist. “I have to agree with that. Sneaky bitch.”

Catherine kissed him softly. “But I guess she was looking for someone special for once. I should’ve kept my mouth shut about you.”

She bit her lip. “But can you blame me? Too proud to have you.”

Her hand wrapped around his cock and she softly stroked him. “Mikey boy.”

Mike groaned, his cock still sensitive after Janice’s sensual work.

Catherine shook her head. “But I’ve learned my lesson. From now on, you’re not going anywhere. You’re ours,” she added, her voice slightly trembling.

Mike knew that tone in her voice all too well—she was horny.

Her strokes went faster now, making his chest heave. He couldn’t help but release a chuckle. This had been the homecoming he had been hoping for.

Welcome home.

The bedroom door suddenly swung open with a loud, slightly off-balance thud against the wall.

“Ladies! Wake up! I have it!”

Abigail stumbled in, still wearing the same clothes from the night before: a loose blouse half-untucked from her skirt, one heel missing, the other dangling from her fingers.

Her blonde hair was a wild, sexy mess, and her cheeks were pink from whatever drinks she’d been downing.

She was clearly drunk, but in that happy, glowing, I-just-had-an-epiphany kind of way.

She didn’t even glance at the bed properly. Her eyes were bright with excitement as she waved her free hand like she was unveiling a grand prize.

Catherine’s eyes went wide for half a second. Without missing a beat, she yanked the covers up and over Mike’s head, tucking them firmly around them like she was hiding a body.

Her hand never left his cock, and she kept stroking him firmly under the covers.

Janice bit her lip hard, shoulders shaking with silent laughter as she buried her face in her pillow.

“I’ve been thinking all night,” Abigail announced, swaying a little as she kicked off her remaining heel. “I know exactly how to refresh my life. What I’ve been missing. What we’ve been missing.”

Catherine kept her voice calm, even as her fingers wrapped tighter around Mike’s thickening length. “Oh? Tell us, babe.”

Abigail flopped dramatically onto the edge of the bed, making the mattress bounce. Mike had to bite back a groan as Catherine’s hand pumped him faster under the blankets.

“A family vacation!” Abigail declared, throwing her arms out. “A real one. Not just the three of us going to some resort and pretending we’re not horny the whole time. A proper family vacation. Since we don’t have kids yet…” She paused, then brightened. “We’ll just make our own family! You, me, and Janice—yes, you can come too, Jan! We’ll all go together. Beach, mountains, whatever. Somewhere we can really bond.”

Janice lifted her head, somehow managing to keep a straight face even though her eyes were sparkling with barely-contained laughter. “That sounds… lovely, Abigail,” she said in an overly polite, slightly too-formal voice. “Thank you so much for the invitation. I would be honored to join the family vacation.”

Catherine had to cough to cover her own laugh. Under the covers, she shifted closer to Mike, pressing her back against his chest.

His nose snuggled into her long brown hair, smelling her shampoo. Her hand guided him between her thighs.

She was wet. With a subtle roll of her hips, she lined him up and pushed backward, taking him inside her in one slow, delicious slide.

Mike’s breath caught. His cock was still sensitive from Janice’s earlier work, but Catherine’s tight pussy wrapping around him was pure heaven.

She squeezed the muscles around his shaft deliberately, then started rocking her hips in tiny, hidden movements.

Spooned behind her, he had no choice but to match her rhythm with slow, deep thrusts that made the bed creak just enough to be dangerous.

Abigail kept talking, completely oblivious.

“I already looked up places. Somewhere warm. Somewhere we can all sleep in the same big bed if we want. Or have separate rooms for… privacy.”

She giggled at her own implication. “I miss Mike so much. I know he’s coming home soon, you know. He texted me that he’d be back, but I can’t wait. He always keeps his word. God, I can’t wait to see him. I hope he’s on his way right now. I’ve been thinking about him all week…”

Under the covers, Catherine reached back and gripped Mike’s hip, urging him deeper. Every slow thrust sent sparks up his spine.

He was still sensitive, but the overstimulation was turning into something addictive. That tight, building feeling that promised another orgasm even though he’d already come once.

He kissed and nibbled on the smooth skin of her back, biting back the urge to moan.

Janice had turned onto her side, face buried in her pillow again, hiding her laughter.

Every time Abigail said something especially earnest, Janice’s body shook harder.

Abigail sighed dreamily, hugging a pillow to her chest. “I just want us all together. You two… and Mike. It’s going to be perfect. A real family trip. No stress, no bullshit. Just us.”

Catherine’s breathing had gone a little ragged. She was trying to stay quiet, but every time Mike pushed deep, her walls tightened around him. Her hand found his under the blanket and squeezed.

Mike couldn’t hold back much longer. His thrusts grew a fraction faster, deeper, the head of his cock kissing her cervix with every push.

Abigail was still talking, eyes half-closed like she was already imagining the trip.

“I hope he walks through that door any minute. I miss his arms around me. I miss the way he looks at me like I’m the only woman in the world even when Janice is being a total—”

She turned her head toward the bed.

And froze.

Her eyes landed on the suspicious lump under the covers and on the way the blanket was moving in rhythm.

Abigail blinked slowly. Then the blanket shifted.

Mike’s face appeared over Catherine’s shoulder just as his orgasm hit him.

He groaned helplessly as he buried himself deep inside Catherine and came hard.

His cum flooded her while she bit her lip and squeezed around him, getting every drop with tiny, hidden circles of her hips.

The room went dead silent for half a second.

Abigail’s mouth fell open. “…Mike?”

Catherine let out a breathless, guilty laugh, still trembling through her own quiet climax. “Surprise?”

Janice finally lost it, laughing so hard she had to sit up, wiping tears from her eyes.

Abigail stared for another long moment, processing the scene while Mike spooned behind Catherine, both of them now breathing hard, the unmistakable scent of sex in the air, and Janice cackling like a gremlin.

Then Abigail’s drunk, delighted smile slowly returned. “…Well,” she said, voice wobbling. “I guess our family vacation just got a head start.”

Mike, still buried inside Catherine and coming down from the intense orgasm, could only manage a dazed, sheepish grin.

“Hi, baby. I’m home.”


Chapter 2


The morning sun was warm and pleasant, shining through the trees that bordered Catherine’s backyard.

The pool water sparkled like liquid glass and the air was thick with the scent of cut grass. A gentle breeze rustled the leaves, and somewhere in the distance a lawnmower hummed.

Mike sat at the edge of the pool in nothing but his black boxers, legs dangling in the cool water, a steaming mug of coffee cradled in both hands.

Catherine lounged beside him in a thin silk robe that had slipped open just enough to show the curve of her bare breast, her own coffee balanced on her knee.

Janice sat on the sunbed a few feet away, wearing one of Mike’s old T-shirts that barely covered the tops of her thighs, her dark hair still messy from sleep.

They had all woken up around 8:30. Abigail had been dead to the world at the very foot of the bed, curled up like a cat with one arm dangling off the edge.

They’d tucked her in properly before sneaking downstairs like teenagers avoiding a parent.

Now the three of them were soaking in the morning. Mike took in the sounds the soft lapping of the pool and the occasional sip of coffee.

He stared into his mug for a long moment before speaking. “New York, New York,” he said after Catherine had asked him about it. “Reiko is this force of nature. Beautiful. Powerful. The kind of woman who makes you feel like the whole city belongs to her, you know.”

Catherine nodded. “She’s always been like that. Determined and very driven.”

Catherine reached over and rested her hand on his thigh. “You don’t have to explain everything, you know. We get it,” she said.

Janice swirled her coffee. “Sounds like the kind of fantasy that’s fun until it isn’t.” She sucked her teeth. “But ah well, at least you got some hot action out of it. Am I right or am I right?”

Mike chuckled. “Yeah,” he said as he lowered his head. “But I kept thinking about home. About how nice it is to just… be here. No masks. Just us.”

After a moment of silence, Catherine broke it, her voice gentle but curious. “So, what are you going to do now? About work, I mean.”

Mike shrugged, watching the ripples his feet made in the water. “I’ll get my delivery job back. Alonso said I could come back anytime.”

Catherine smiled, clearly pleased. “Good. I like having you around.”

Before Mike could say anything else, the sliding glass door opened behind them.

Abigail shuffled out onto the patio wearing the same clothes she fell asleep in. Her blonde hair was a spectacular disaster, and she was clutching the biggest mug in the house; the giant one they normally only used for tea. It looked comically large in her hands.

She saw them staring at. She shrugged. “I need it,” she mumbled, voice hoarse.

Catherine scoffed. “Is that coffee?”

Abigail smirked. “Filled to the very edge.” She made her way over on autopilot, plopping down on the lounge chair across from them and taking a long, desperate gulp of coffee.

Catherine raised an eyebrow. “Well then, good morning to you, lightweight.”

Abigail waved a hand dismissively. “Don’t start. I remember everything.”

Janice’s lips twitched. “Everything?”

“Everything,” Abigail confirmed, finally opening her eyes properly. She looked at each of them in turn, then focused on Janice. “Unfortunately, I’m one of those people who can’t have a bad night out and forget about it.”

She took another big gulp. “By the way, I meant what I said last night. About the vacation. I wasn’t just drunk-talking. I want us to do it. All of us.”

Catherine tilted her head. “You were serious?”

“Dead serious.” Abigail took another sip, then looked at Janice again. “You can come, right? I want you there.”

Janice’s expression softened. She glanced down at her coffee for a second before answering. “I can,” she said. “My husband’s been… a dick lately. And not the good kind of dick. That’s why I ended up here last night. I needed a break. A real one.” She gave a small, tired smile. “Getting out of town for a while with people who actually like me sounds pretty perfect right now.”

Abigail’s face lit up with genuine relief and excitement, even through her hangover. “Then it’s settled. The four of us. Somewhere nice. Somewhere we can just… be together without any bullshit.”

Mike watched the exchange quietly, a warm feeling spreading through his chest. “Do I get a say in this?”

“No,” Abigail teased. “You are unemployed and ours. You have no choice but to obey.”

She looked at him over the rim of her mug, and he caught the twinkle in her eyes.

The words amused him. He raised his hands in a disarming gesture. “Understood, m’am.”

He wasn’t in any rush to go back to work anyway. Not yet. Not when the people he loved most were right here, already planning something that sounded a hell of a lot like the future he actually wanted.

He leaned back on his hands, letting the sun hit his face, and smiled. “Sounds like we’ve got some planning to do.”

Abigail raised her massive mug in a toast. “To family vacations,” she said.

Catherine raised her coffee. Janice did the same.

Mike raised his cup and brought it to his lips afterward. “What a family, indeed,” he said into his mug.


Chapter 3


Things had moved fast. Abigail had found a beautiful lake resort that still had a midweek opening, and the women had collectively decided there was no point in waiting.

“Why drag it out?” Catherine had said with that decisive little smile of hers. “Let’s just go.”

They left in the early morning two days later in Catherine’s car, before the worst of the morning traffic.

Mike behind the wheel, Catherine riding shotgun with her bare feet up on the dash, and Janice with Abigail in the back seat.

With three women together in such a small closed-off space, the car’s interior soon smelled like attractive body lotion mixed with a faint trace of the perfume Abigail had sprayed on.

Sunlight streamed through the windows as the miles rolled by.

Abigail had made a playlist full of upbeat, slightly suggestive road-trip songs that kept making Janice snort.

Catherine read out ridiculous roadside attraction signs while Mike drove with one hand on the wheel and the other resting on her thigh.

Now and then, Abigail would lean forward between the seats to steal a kiss from him or feed him a piece of the fruit she’d packed.

It felt good. Like the four of them had been doing this for years.

Around the two-hour mark, they pulled into a large service station for gas and a stretch. The parking lot was half-empty, with the asphalt warm.

Janice unbuckled first. “I need something cold to drink. Anyone want anything?”

“I’ll come with you,” Catherine said, already reaching for her purse. She glanced back at Mike. “You good to pump the gas, Mikey?”

“Got it.”

They stepped out of the car, and Mike stretched his arms high up into the air.

Abigail stood next to him and stayed quiet until the other two disappeared inside the small shop. Then she turned to Mike with bright, excited eyes and grabbed his hand.

“Come with me,” she whispered, already tugging him toward the side of the building.

“Abby—?”

She didn’t answer. She just pulled him around the corner toward the restrooms, moving with a kind of giddy urgency he hadn’t seen in her for a while.

He took her in as she moved, her blond hair golden in the sunlight. Her tanned shoulders were bare in her red top. She wore denim hot pants that drove him wild; her ass looked so good in them.

They entered the small building. The second they were inside the small, surprisingly clean family bathroom and the door clicked shut behind them, she was on him.

Her hands were already working his belt open as she pushed him back against the wall. He let her.

“I’m so fucking excited,” she breathed against his mouth, kissing him hard and fast. “I haven’t had a real vacation like this in years. No work. No stress. Just us. All of us. I’ve been thinking about it nonstop since I woke up yesterday.” Her breathing turned heavy. “And I’m so fucking hungry for you.”

Mike barely had time to answer before she dropped to her knees on the tiled floor.

Abigail yanked his jeans and boxers down just far enough, unleashing his cock, and took him straight into her mouth with zero hesitation.

She was hungry for it, sucking him hard and deep from first contact, one hand gripping the base while the other braced on his thigh. The wet, eager sounds filled the small bathroom as she worked him with enthusiasm, like she’d been waiting all morning for this exact moment.

“Fuck, Abby…” Mike groaned, one hand sliding into her hair.

She pulled off just long enough to look up at him with turned-on eyes. “I want you to cum in my mouth before we get back on the road. Please. I need it.”

Then she was back on him, sucking harder, faster, taking him deep into her throat with wet, filthy determination.

He wanted to rip off her hot pants and fuck her hard, but she was so eagerly sucking him it was too hard to pull her away.

Her head bobbed quickly, saliva running down her chin, her free hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. She was making these happy little noises every time he twitched against her tongue.

Mike’s head fell back against the wall. The combination of her enthusiasm and how good her mouth felt was overwhelming. His hips started moving on their own, fucking gently into her mouth as she took it greedily.

It didn’t take long, and he didn’t hold back.

He came with a low, rough groan, pulsing into her mouth.

Abigail moaned around him and swallowed, sucking him through it until he was twitching and oversensitive. Only then did she slowly pull off with a satisfied, slightly dazed smile.

“God, that was good,” she whispered, standing up and wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Good thing I fed you all that fruit.”

Mike smirked. “So that was your plan all along, ey?”

She kissed, her lips soft and sweet. “Now go fill up the tank, handsome. I’ll meet you back at the car.”

Mike stood there for a second, dizzy and breathing hard, trying to remember how legs worked.

By the time he made it back outside, Catherine and Janice were already waiting by the car with drinks and snacks. Abigail appeared a minute later, looking far too pleased with herself as she climbed into the back seat.

Mike pumped the gas on slightly unsteady legs, the taste of Abigail's lips still on his tongue and the memory of her mouth still making his cock glow.

When he finally slid behind the wheel again, Catherine gave him a look. “Everything okay?” she asked innocently. He could tell she knew something happened.

Mike started the car, the engine rumbling to life. “Yeah,” he said, glancing in the rearview mirror at Abigail’s smug little smile. “Everything’s perfect.”

He pulled back onto the highway, the lake resort still two hours away. The afternoon sun warm on the windshield, and his cock buzzed with its afterglow in his pants.

If this was a sign of what the rest of this getaway would provide, it was going to be one hell of a vacation.

The lake appeared through the trees just as the sun began to dip, turning the water into liquid gold.

The resort was even more beautiful than the pictures had promised, with a cluster of elegant wooden bungalows scattered along the shoreline, connected by winding paths.

The main building sat higher up on a gentle rise, all glass and dark wood, with wide terraces overlooking the water.

From what the website had promised, the complex housed the reception, a luxurious restaurant, a lounge bar, a spa, and a large infinity pool that seemed to spill right into the lake.

Mike parked the car in the designated area near the main building. The four of them stepped out into the late-afternoon air, stretching after the long drive.

Abigail was practically bouncing with excitement again, while Catherine and Janice looked relaxed and quietly pleased.

They headed inside to check in.

The reception area was spacious with high ceilings and warm lighting. A massive window wall framed the lake perfectly.

Behind the polished wooden desk stood a striking woman in her early forties with sleek blonde hair pulled back into a low ponytail, sharp cheekbones, and an elegant presence. She wore a tailored cream blouse that showed off her figure in all the right places and a name tag that simply read Linda.

She looked up as they approached, her smile polite at first… then slowly turning into a more amused and curious look as she took in the group.

“Good afternoon,” Linda said smoothly, her voice cultured with a hint of playfulness. “Welcome to Lakeview Reserve. Checking in?”

Catherine stepped forward with the confirmation on her phone. “Yes. Stewart party. Two nights.”

Mike pulled up his eyebrows and looked over at her, surprised to hear the reservation was in his name.

Linda’s fingers moved gracefully over the keyboard as she checked the reservation. Her eyes flicked up once, then again, lingering a fraction longer on Mike before returning to the screen.

“Four guests… one bungalow,” Linda said lightly, almost as if she were thinking out loud. “One man, three women. I do hope this isn’t a booking mistake. We wouldn’t want anyone feeling left out.”

Janice let out a soft snort of laughter.

Abigail’s cheeks went pink, but she was grinning.

Catherine didn’t miss a beat. She slipped her arm through Mike’s and gave Linda a warm, confident smile. “Not a mistake at all,” she said breezily. “We’re one big happy family.”

Linda’s eyebrows rose just slightly, but the smile that followed was genuinely amused and unmistakably intrigued. She handed over the key cards, her gaze drifting back to Mike once more.

This time her eyes stayed. There was open appreciation in her gaze as she took him in.

Mike felt a flush creep up the back of his neck. He was used to attention when he was with the girls, but something about Linda’s gaze made it feel different.

Not uncomfortable, but… noticed.

He offered her a small, slightly sheepish smile in return, and her eyes sparkled.

“Enjoy your stay, Mr. Stewart,” she said, voice dropping just a fraction. “If you need anything… anything at all… don’t hesitate to ask for me personally.” She tapped her name tag. “Just ask for Linda.”

Catherine squeezed Mike’s arm, clearly fighting a smile of her own. “Thank you, Linda. I’ll let you know when we want fresh bed sheets.”

Linda gave a polite nod, but Mike felt the tension underneath it. “Enjoy your stay, ladies.” She looked at Mike. “Sir.”

They collected their bags and headed out.

The walk to their bungalow offered a good ten-minute stroll along a smooth concrete path that wound gently through the forest.

Late-afternoon sunlight fell through the tall trees. The air smelled rich and green, with the faint, clean scent of the lake drifting on the breeze.

Soft, warm lights were already beginning to glow along the edges of the path. It were elegant, low lamps that gave the whole walk a cozy, almost romantic feel even in daylight.

Every so often the trees would part just enough to offer a glimpse of the shimmering water between the bungalows.

Abigail walked ahead a little, practically skipping, while Catherine and Janice flanked Mike, each occasionally brushing against him.

Mike felt the last of the soreness from the drive finally leave his shoulders.

The forest was peaceful, the company was perfect, and for the first time in what felt like weeks, he wasn’t thinking about what happened in New York at all.

Just the lake, the trees, and the three women walking with him.

Their bungalow finally came into view at the end of the path. It was a beautiful, spacious wooden structure raised slightly on stilts, with a wide deck that overlooked the water.

It looked private and secluded. Exactly what they needed. Exactly what he needed.

Mike unlocked the door and pushed it open.

The bungalow was even more stunning inside than it had looked from the path.

Mike wandered through the open-plan space while the women immediately gravitated toward the bedroom area at the back.

The living room flowed into a sleek kitchenette, all warm wood, with a massive L-shaped couch facing floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the private deck and the lake beyond.

A thick rug covered the polished floor, and everything smelled faintly of cedar and fresh linen.

In the bedroom, two large king-sized beds sat side by side with a small nightstand between them. Abigail had already dropped herself on one of them.

Mike looked at her buttocks in her hot pants as she lay on her belly, and smiled at the lovely view.

“Okay, logistics,” Catherine said, hands on her hips as she studied the layout. “Mike can’t just sleep in one bed the whole time. That’s not fair.”

“Exactly,” Abigail agreed, flopping onto her back. “He has to rotate. Night one with me, night two with you two.”

Janice crossed her arms. “I’m not waiting till then, thank you very much. And how come you get him alone?” She didn’t wait for an answer and seemed to think for a moment. “Or… we push both beds together. Make one giant bed. Then nobody has to rotate, and we can all pile in whenever we want.”

“That’s actually a good idea,” Catherine mused, already moving to test how far the beds could shift. “We could probably push them right up against each other. The mattresses are the same height.”

Mike leaned against the doorway, arms folded, watching them argue with fond amusement. Their voices overlapped in playful bickering mixed with genuine excitement about the sleeping arrangement.

So this was happiness. Simple, uncomplicated happiness.

He left them to it and stepped back into the living room and out onto the wide wooden deck.

The view was breathtaking. The lake stretched out in front of him, calm in the late afternoon light, surrounded by dense forest.

A private wooden staircase led down to a small dock and the water’s edge. The air was fresh, carrying the scent of pine and water.

Mike took a deep breath, letting the tension melt away.

On impulse, he dropped into a push-up position against the sturdy wooden railing and knocked out a quick set of twenty. The burn in his shoulders and chest felt good.

When he stood back up, he rolled his neck and smiled to himself.

Yeah. This was a good idea.

He headed back inside.

Janice was the only one in the living room. She stood near the large wooden dining table that dominated one side of the space, her back to him. Abigail and Catherine were nowhere in sight.

“They went to check out the jacuzzi on the side deck,” Janice said without turning around, her voice casual. “Said they wanted to see if it was big enough for all four of us.”

Mike was about to answer when Janice suddenly bent forward over the table.

She placed her hands flat on the smooth wood and arched her back, pushing her ass out toward him. The thin fabric of her light summer dress rode up slightly, showing the curve of her cheeks. Her full breasts pressed against the tabletop.

At first, Mike thought she was admiring the wood grain or testing the table's sturdiness.

Then she reached back with one hand, slowly lifted the hem of her dress, and slid her fingers between her legs. She rubbed herself through her panties in slow circles. A visible wet spot was already darkening the thin fabric.

She let out a soft, breathy moan.

Mike’s body reacted instantly with a surge of arousal.

Janice glanced over her shoulder at him, eyes dark with need. “Mike… could you please?” she asked, voice low and sweet. “Just a little? I’ve been thinking about it since the car.”

He chuckled, already moving toward her. “Sure.”

He’d been semi-horny ever since Abigail had sucked him off at the service station. The sight of Janice bent over like this, openly touching herself, was more than enough to finish the job.

Janice chuckled as she hooked her thumbs into her panties and tugged them down just below the curve of her ass, then gave one cheek a sharp little spank that made it jiggle.

Mike bit his lip and stepped up behind her, taking out his cock. He rubbed the head along her folds. She was soaked.

He pushed inside slowly, letting her feel it.

Letting him feel her. He groaned out softly as he watched his cock disappear. He focused on the warm sensation of feeling her walls slide alongside his shaft, his tip dipping into the warm, tight embrace.

Janice moaned, pressing her cheek against the cool wood as he went in deep.

Mike then gripped her hips and started fucking her in slow thrusts, savoring the wet flesh of her pussy and the way her ass rippled every time he bottomed out.

His mind drifted for a second to Abigail and Catherine. Any minute now, they could walk back in through that door. He pictured their reactions of amused smirks, maybe a little playful jealousy that would quickly turn into them joining in.

The thought only made him more aroused.

God, he was happy. This vacation had been a brilliant idea.

He was just picking up the pace, the squishing of his cock sliding in and out of Janice filling the room, when he heard the soft click of the side door.

Mike’s eyes flicked up.

He bit his lip, reached forward, and grabbed a handful of Janice’s dark hair. He pulled her up and turned her head toward the door so she was facing it, still bent over the table, still getting fucked.

He wanted Cathy and Abby to see them in action. They would get a kick out of it.

Janice let out a surprised little laugh at first, clearly enjoying his playfulness.

Then the door opened, and her laughter died instantly.

“Oh…” she breathed, voice shaky as Mike kept pounding into her from behind with the juicy sounds of their fucking echoing through the living room.

Standing in the doorway, one hand still on the handle, was the lady from the front desk: Linda.

The resort manager’s eyes widened as she took in the scene of Janice bent over the table with her dress hiked up and Mike fucking her hard.

Mike froze, and for a long moment, nobody moved.

Linda’s gaze lifted from where Mike’s cock was disappearing into Janice, then up to his face. Their eyes locked.

A smile curved her lips. “Well,” she said softly, voice smooth and amused, “my apologies. I’ll take my leave.”

She stepped back and closed the door.

Mike stayed buried deep inside Janice, one hand still fisted in her hair, both of them frozen mid-thrust.

Janice’s eyes were wide, her mouth slightly open as she stared straight at where Linda had stood in the doorway. Then she found her voice. “What the fuck,” she breathed, still bent over. “Nosy bitch.”

Mike let out a short, surprised chuckle. “What was she doing just walking in like that?”

He tried to stay still. He really did. But Janice’s pussy felt so amazing, and the sheer absurdity of being caught balls-deep by the resort manager only made his arousal stronger.

His hips started moving again. Slow, deep grinds at first, rolling into Janice with heavy thrusts.

Janice tried to speak. Her mouth opened, but all that came out was a shaky breath.

“M-Mike…— fuck—” She gave up. “Oh just destroy me already!”

Mike yanked her hair harder, pulling her head back as he slammed into her with force.

The wet, filthy sound of his cock pounding into her soaked pussy echoed through the living room again.

Janice’s moans turned into loud, shameless cries as he fucked her hard and deep, hips snapping forward with every thrust.

He fucked Janice like he was trying to break the table, one hand gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks while the other kept her hair wrapped around his fist.

Janice was screaming now in a loud, raw voice. Her tits squeezed against the wood as he railed her.

The side door burst open.

Abigail and Catherine came rushing in, probably drawn by the noise. They stopped dead in the doorway, taking in the scene.

Then they slowly shook their heads in perfect sync.

“Really?” Catherine said, half-laughing.

Abigail just stared for a second before muttering, “Unbelievable.”

Mike’s rhythm faltered as his orgasm crashed into him. He pushed himself in completely with a deep moan and came hard.

Janice moaned brokenly beneath him as she shuddered and squeezed around him.

Abigail crossed her arms. “Couldn’t wait, huh?” she said, voice dripping with accusation. “You just had to, huh?”

Janice, still bent over the table and panting hard, turned her head just enough to look at Abigail. Her voice came out shaky but smug. “Says the one who secretly got some dick for herself in the fuckin’ roadside toilet.”

Abigail’s mouth dropped open. “How did you—“

Catherine burst out laughing. “You’re an open book Abby.”

Mike, still inside Janice and caught in his high, could only shake his head and grin.

His hands felt comfortable on the warm skin of Janice’s wide hips, her buttocks firmly pressed against his crotch.

His eyes rested on where Linda had stood. The look in her eyes as she had caught them red-handed was burned into his retina.

He couldn’t help it. The lady intrigued him, and he wanted to know more about her.


Chapter 4


It was just past midnight when Mike finally accepted that sleep wasn’t coming.

He lay wedged between Catherine and Abigail in the middle of the two king beds they had pushed together earlier.

The women had been very clear about their claim on him tonight. After Janice’s very public performance in the living room, Catherine and Abigail had exchanged a look and declared that ‘Janice had already had more than her share for the day.’

Mike hadn’t argued. He’d smiled and let them pull him close.

They had started the evening with big plans. Wine on the deck, teasing, touching, maybe even dragging him inside for something more involved once it got dark.

But the combination of the long drive, the fresh air, and several bottles of good wine had worked against them.

One by one, the ladies had gotten properly drunk. It made them giggly and pleasantly handsy, but also increasingly sleepy.

They had teased Mike relentlessly with their hands sliding under his shirt, soft kisses turning into longer, slower ones, but eventually the yawns had won.

Mike had stayed mostly sober. He’d had a couple of glasses, but he wasn’t in the mood to get drunk tonight.

Someone had to make sure everyone got to bed safely.

When all three of them had dozed off, he had carried Catherine first, then Abigail, both of them mumbling sleepy protests and nuzzling into his neck as he brought them inside.

Janice had followed on her own two feet, half-asleep and swaying. At the bed she had pulled him in for a long, surprisingly passionate kiss, her hands sliding into his hair.

But before it could go anywhere, Catherine and Abigail had reached out from either side, each grabbing one of his arms and tugging him down between them like a favorite teddy bear.

Janice had pouted, muttered something about “unfair,” and eventually curled up on Catherine’s other side with a dramatic sigh.

Now the three women were fast asleep around him.

Catherine had one arm draped possessively over his chest, her face tucked against his shoulder. Abigail was pressed against his other side, one leg thrown over his thigh, breathing softly against his neck.

Janice was on the far side of Catherine, facing away but still close enough that her foot occasionally brushed Mike’s leg in her sleep.

Mike stared up at the dark wooden ceiling for a long time, listening to their breathing and the faint nocturnal sounds from outside.

He was happy. Deeply, stupidly happy. But his mind was still too awake, too full of the day.

Carefully, he slipped out from between Catherine and Abigail, moving slowly so he wouldn’t wake them. He pulled on a pair of soft sweatpants and a T-shirt, then walked quietly out of the bedroom.

The bungalow was dark and quiet. He stepped out onto the deck, the cool night air brushing against his skin.

The path leading back toward the main complex was softly lit by the same low lamps that had guided them earlier. It looked almost magical at this hour with their golden pools of light against the dark trees, the occasional firefly drifting between them.

Mike followed the path at an easy pace, hands in his pockets.

The forest was peaceful at night. Every so often, he could hear the distant sound of laughter or low music drifting from the main building.

When he reached the complex, a few people were still out. A couple sat close together on one of the terraces, sharing drinks and speaking in low voices. Another pair was curled up on a lounge chair near the pool, half-asleep under a blanket. The bar inside still had its lights on, though it looked mostly empty now.

Mike bypassed the bar and headed for one of the smaller, more private terraces on the side. There, tucked away in a quiet corner, was a couple of low chair beside a small fire basket. The flames were low but steady, casting an attractive orange glow across the wooden decking.

He dropped into a chair with a quiet sigh, stretching his legs out toward the fire. The night air was not too cold, but the crackle of the flames was soothing.

From here he could still see the distant lights of the bar and the occasional silhouette of other late-night guests, but it felt private enough.

Mike leaned back, letting the warmth of the fire soak into him as he stared out at the dark lake in the distance.

He had no idea how long he’d been sitting there when he heard soft footsteps approaching from behind.

A second later, someone dropped into the empty chair beside him.

It was Linda.

She was still in the same cream blouse from earlier, though she’d swapped the tailored pants for a pair of soft black lounge trousers. Her blonde hair was now loose, falling in gentle waves over one shoulder. She looked relaxed, almost casual, but there was still that same sharp glint in her eyes.

She glanced at him, one eyebrow raised in mild surprise. “Still awake?” she asked, voice low and amused. “I’m impressed. Most men would be completely wiped after being so… active today.”

Mike turned his head slowly to look at her, one corner of his mouth twitching.

“What’d you come to the bungalow for?”

Linda reached into the pocket of her trousers and pulled out a small, elegant envelope. She held it between two fingers like a peace offering. “I forgot to give you this earlier. It’s a voucher for our private spa course. Very exclusive. Usually booked weeks in advance.” She tilted her head. “I figured your… family might enjoy it.”

Mike narrowed his eyes at her, accepting the envelope but not opening it yet.

“You always walk into guest bungalows without knocking?”

Linda shrugged, completely unapologetic.

“Only when the guests are particularly handsome. Sometimes I get lucky and catch them with their pants down. Gives me a nice little peek.”

Mike let out a short laugh. “Well,” he said, “you certainly got more than just a peek today.”

Linda’s lips curved into a delighted smile.

“I got the whole course,” she replied smoothly.

Mike studied her for a moment, genuinely curious now. “How do you talk like this to customers? You’re not afraid of getting fired?”

Linda laughed. “Fired?” she repeated, eyes sparkling. “I’m usually the one doing the firing.”

Mike’s eyebrows rose. “What do you mean?”

Linda leaned back in her chair, crossing one leg over the other with lazy elegance.

“I own the place.”

Mike stared at her for a second, then let out a disbelieving chuckle. “You own the resort?”

“Yes.”

“Then why work the front desk?” she said, not believing her.

Linda’s expression softened slightly. She looked out toward the dark lake for a moment before answering. “I do it occasionally. I like people. I like connecting with the ones who fascinate me.” She turned her head and met his gaze directly. “And you, Mike Stewart, fascinate me.”

Mike felt a slow, warm pull in his body. He liked the way she said his full name.

“How so?” he asked, voice lower now.

Linda leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. The firelight danced across her face. “Come on now,” she said, almost teasing. “A young man like you shows up with three gorgeous women who are clearly not your family members.”

Mike chuckled, enjoying the game. “But they are.”

Linda pulled her eyebrows up in mock disbelief. “You fuck your sisters?” She tilted her head, considering. “Or, well… I suppose they’re more qualified to be your mothers.”

Mike laughed under his breath. “Ouch. Better not let them hear that. They were then very young when they gave birth to me, apparently.”

Linda grinned, conceding the point with a small nod. “Okay, fair enough. Your aunts, then. You have sex with your aunts?”

Mike leaned in slightly, matching her energy, letting the tension settle between them like smoke from the fire. “All the time,” he said, voice low and steady.

Linda’s smile widened, a glimmer of appreciation in her eyes. She didn’t look away.

For a long moment, the only sounds were the soft crackle of the fire and the distant murmur of the lake.

Then Linda spoke again, quieter this time.

“You’re either the luckiest man alive,” she murmured, “or the most dangerous.”

Mike held her gaze, the corner of his mouth lifting. “Probably both.”

Linda held his gaze as she sucked her teeth. “Want a drink? On the house.”

“Thanks.”

“What are you having?” she asked.

“Whatever is on the house,” Mike said.

Linda smiled and waved a waiter over.

The man leaned in and she whispered in his ear.

Mike took her in now that she wasn’t looking: her full chest, the shape of her hips as they flared out thanks to her crossed legs. She was gorgeous.

Cool it.

When the waiter disappeared, she turned back to Mike and caught him looking. “Like what you see?”

“How does someone get to run a place like this?” he asked, playfully ignoring her.

She sat back, leaning in her sofa chair. “One builds it from scratch.”

Mike pulled up his brow, impressed. “Really?” He blurted out. He hadn’t expected that.

She let out a laugh. “Thought I inherited it from a rich daddy?”

He shook his head. “I wasn’t thinking much about it, honestly. That must have been quite the challenge, I mean to set this all up?”

Linda nodded slowly, biting her lower lip. “You don’t know the half of it.”

Mike watched her for a moment, the firelight catching the sharp line of her jaw and the subtle curve of her mouth. He could feel his interest shifting. It was no longer just physical attraction, but something more curious. More intrigued. “How long did it take you to build all this?” he asked, voice quieter now.

Linda exhaled through her nose, a small, wry smile appearing. “Five years from the first blueprint to opening day. Another two before we turned a real profit.” She glanced out toward the lake. “I bought the land when it was nothing but trees and mud. Had to fight three different zoning boards, two environmental groups, and one very persistent ex-business partner who tried to sue me out of spite.”

Mike let out a low whistle. “That’s a lot.”

“It was.” She turned back to him, and for the first time that night her expression lost some of its playful edge. “Most people think running a place like this is just smiling at guests and making sure the towels are fluffy. It’s not. It’s payroll, permits, supply chains, staff drama, and praying the weather doesn’t ruin your high season.”

She gave a small shrug. “But I love it. Even on the days I want to burn it all down.”

Mike found himself leaning forward slightly, elbows on his knees. He liked this version of her, the one who wasn’t just teasing or testing him. “You’re not what I expected,” he admitted.

Linda’s eyes sparkled again, the teasing glint returning. “And what did you expect, Mr. Mike Stewart?”

“Someone more… corporate. Less willing to walk into a guest’s bungalow while they’re balls-deep in one of their girlfriends.” He wasn’t sure why he said that, but it slipped out. Maybe the wine from earlier had finally hit.

Linda laughed loudly at that. “I contain multitudes.”

The waiter returned with their drinks: two glasses of a liquid that looked dark and amber.

Linda had ordered without asking, and Mike didn’t complain. He took a sip. It was smooth and expensive, and it went down far too easily.

They talked more. About the resort. About the long winters when the lake froze and the place turned almost ghostly quiet. About the ridiculous demands some guests made.

Mike found himself genuinely listening, asking questions, wanting to know more about how she’d done it all on her own.

At some point he realized he’d stopped thinking about Catherine, Abigail, and Janice for a little while. Not because he’d forgotten them—never that—but because Linda was surprisingly easy to talk to when she wasn’t actively trying to fluster him.

She caught him looking at her again; this time it was not at her chest, but at the way the firelight moved across her face. The slight tiredness around her eyes only made her more attractive.

Linda tilted her head, studying him right back. “But enough about all this business stuff,” she said, voice softer, more intimate. “You are at a resort with three gorgeous older women who are totally infatuated with you…” She let the sentence hang for a second, her eyes never leaving his. “How so?”

Mike took another slow sip of his drink, buying himself a moment.

He could’ve deflected. Could’ve made a joke. But something about the way she asked in that direct, genuinely curious way, without judgment, made him want to answer honestly.

He leaned back in his chair, the fire crackling between them. “They’re not just infatuated,” he said quietly. “They actually care about me. And I care about them. It’s… complicated. Messy sometimes. But it works.”

Linda nodded slowly, like she was turning the answer over in her mind. She was quiet for a moment, just watching him. “You’re more honest and direct than I expected, Mike Stewart.”

He met her eyes. “And you’re more than just the flirty resort owner who likes walking in on people having sex.”

Linda laughed again, but this time it was softer. “Careful,” she murmured, leaning in just slightly. “Keep talking like that and I might start thinking you’re actually interested in more than just talking to me.”

Mike held her gaze, the tension between them thick and warm like the fire.

“Maybe I am,” he said.

Linda’s smile deepened, but she stayed quiet. She then lifted her glass, took a sip, and let the silence stretch between them.

From somewhere deeper in the main building, faint music drifted out across the terrace.

Neither of them moved to leave.

She then licked her lips and looked at her watch. “You’d better head back to your aunts,” she said. She met his gaze. “They’re probably missing you.”

Mike let out a low chuckle, shaking his head.

“They’re probably passed out,” he replied. “After the day we had… and the amount of wine they put away, I doubt they even noticed I left the bed.”

Linda’s eyes sparkled with amusement, a flicker of heat in her gaze that hadn’t quite faded. “Still,” she said, “You should probably get back before one of them wakes up and realizes their favorite toy is missing.”

Mike raised an eyebrow, leaning back in his chair with a lazy smile. “Toy?” he echoed. “That’s a bold assumption.”

Linda tilted her head, studying him.

“Is it?” she asked. “You seem very well looked after.”

Mike could feel the magnetic temptation that had been building since she sat down. He knew, without a doubt, that if he pushed just a little harder, if he leaned in and said the right thing, he could probably take her back to one of the private suites.

She was interested. He could see it in the way her eyes kept drifting to his mouth, in the way she hadn’t moved to leave either.

But he could also feel her holding back.

There was a deliberate restraint in the way she sat, in the measured way she spoke.

Like she was enjoying the tension… but had already decided not to cross the line tonight.

So Mike didn’t push.

He smiled. “Well, I like being well looked after,” he said quietly.

Linda’s expression softened. She held his gaze for another long second, then gave a small nod, like she understood exactly what he wasn’t saying.

She stood up, smoothing her hands down the front of her trousers. “I should get back to work,” she said. “Even owners have to pretend they’re busy sometimes.”

“At 2:00 Am?”

Linda smiled. “When you’re the one running the show, there’s always something that has to be taken care of.”

Mike stood as well. “Thanks for the drink,” he said. “And the company.”

Linda gave him one last look. “Anytime, Mike Stewart.”

She turned and walked away across the terrace, her silhouette outlined by the light shining from inside.

Mike watched her go, unable to look away. The sway of her hips, the elegant line of her back, the way her loose hair moved with each step. It lit a slow, steady fire low in his stomach.

He sat down again and stayed where he was for a while longer, staring into the fire. The taste of expensive whiskey was still on his tongue, and the image of Linda walking away burned into his mind.

Eventually, he finished the last of his drink, stood up, and made his way back down the illuminated path toward the bungalow.

The night was quiet.

Something told him this wouldn’t be the last time he and Linda crossed paths.


Chapter 5


Mike woke up after only a few hours of restless sleep.

When he’d returned to the bungalow sometime after 2:30 AM, Catherine and Abigail had rolled toward each other in their sleep, leaving no space between them. Their bodies were tangled together in the middle of the pushed-together beds, limbs draped over one another like they’d unconsciously decided to claim that spot for themselves.

He had stood there for a moment in the dark, quietly amused, before giving up on how to best wedge himself in between, and slipped in beside Janice instead.

Janice had stirred the second he settled in. Half-asleep, she’d rolled toward him with a soft, satisfied moan, one arm sliding across his chest as she pressed herself against his side.

“I just knew you couldn’t have enough of me…” she’d murmured, voice thick and drowsy, before falling back asleep.

Mike had smiled, wrapped an arm around her, and let the warmth of her body pull him under.

It was now 7:30 in the morning.

Catherine and Janice were still fast asleep, breathing deeply. Abigail’s side of the bed was empty.

Mike carefully extracted himself from Janice’s loose hold, pulled up his boxers, and walked quietly out of the bedroom.

He made his way through the living room, but didn't find Abigail anywhere. He opened the glass sliding door and slipped through the opening and onto the main outside deck.

The morning air carried the scent of the lake and pine trees. A thin layer of mist still hovered over the water, glowing in the early light. It was quiet and peaceful.

He leaned against the railing for a minute, breathing it in, when he heard the low, steady bubbling of the jacuzzi coming from the side deck.

Curious, he followed the sound.

There she was: Abigail in the hot tub.

She was sitting with her back against the edge, arms stretched out along the rim, head tilted back slightly as she enjoyed the morning. Steam rose around her, and the bubbling water hid most of her body, but not enough.

She opened her eyes when she heard him and smiled. “Hey,” she said softly. “Morning. Slept well?”

Mike shook his head. “Only got a couple hours. Too many girls around me makes it hard to sleep.” He grinned.

Abigail tilted her head, eyes sparkling.

“Come join me.”

He glanced down at his boxers, then back at her. “Okay. I’ll go grab my trunks real quick.”

Abigail let out a soft, amused laugh and shook her head. “Don’t be silly,” she said, voice low and playful. “Get out of those boxers and get your fine naked butt in here.”

Mike raised an eyebrow, but the corner of his mouth lifted. He didn’t argue. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and pushed them down, stepping out of them. The cool morning air brushed against his skin for only a second before he climbed into the jacuzzi.

The hot water felt incredible. As he sank down across from her, he realized Abigail wasn’t wearing anything either. Her full breasts were just barely breaking the surface of the bubbling water, nipples tight from the contrast of hot and cool air. She watched him with satisfied eyes as he settled in.

Abigail moved in immediately. She slid through the water toward him, settling between his legs. Her hand disappeared beneath the surface and found his cock, already hard from the sight of her naked body in the morning light.

She wrapped her fingers around him and started stroking.

Mike let out a low breath, leaning his head back against the edge of the tub. He chuckled. “Good morning, Abigail.”

She smiled, eyes horny despite the early hour. “I woke up and you weren’t there,” she murmured, continuing to stroke him. “Then I found you next to Janice…”

“You and Cathy didn’t give me much of a choice. You two were like glued together.”

Abigail touted her lips. “Should’ve been more forceful. Claim your place.”

He smiled. “And wake you up? I would never.”

“You might have gotten lucky. I’m always horny when I wake up.” She sped up the pace.

Mike narrowed. “Always?”

Her hand moved even faster, making his cock tingle with every stroke. The combination of the hot, bubbling water and her moving grip was intense.

She licked her lips. “Always.”

Mike’s hands found her waist under the water, pulling her closer until she was straddling his lap.

Abigail guided him to her pussy and pulled him in while she moved down onto him.

They both groaned at the same time as he stretched her.

She was hot and tight around him, the bubbling water streams making everything even more stimulating than it already was.

He loved her wet breasts in his face, and enjoyed the sensation of feeling her soft skin brush against his cheeks and mouth.

Mike gripped her hips as she started to ride him slowly, the bubbling water sloshing gently around them with every movement.

The view behind her was stunning with the misty lake stretching out in the soft morning light, the forest quiet and still.

But Mike couldn’t look away from her. The way her wet hair clung to her shoulders, how her breasts moved with every bounce, the soft, breathy sounds she made every time he pushed into her.

She was so much more stunning than any other view.

Abigail leaned in and kissed him while she kept moving.

It wasn’t rushed. They weren’t in a hurry.

It was lazy, sensual morning sex, indeed the kind that felt like it belonged to the quiet peace of the lake and the rising sun.

Mike held her close, thrusting up to meet her, the water churning around them as they lost themselves in each other.

For a little while, the rest of the world faded into the background. There was only this. Only Abigail, the morning light, and the ecstasy of passionate, loving sex.

This was his drug—these women were. Mike realized it all too well in moments like this when the mutual passion reached its highest point and they were bringing each other toward climax.

Abigail’s pace quickened.

The water now bubbled violently around them as she rode him harder, faster, her hands braced on his shoulders for leverage.

Her breath came in short, heated pants against his ear. “Cum inside me,” she whispered, voice tight with pleasure. “Don’t you dare pull out. We can’t make the water dirty…”

Mike let out a low, strained laugh, his hands gripping her waist tightly as she slammed down onto him again and again.

“I’ll fill you up,” he groaned, voice shaking.

Abigail’s eyes were wild. She leaned in close, lips brushing his as she spoke.

“To the brim,” she breathed. “Make my pussy choke on it.”

Mike’s hips jerked upward as his orgasm hit him. He groaned deeply and came, shooting inside of her.

Abigail moaned loudly and immediately pushed herself down as far as she could go, grinding her hips in tight circles, pressing her pussy against his crotch like she was trying to seal every drop inside.

She stayed there, locked onto him, breathing hard against his neck while he kept twitching and spilling deep within her.

They came to an eventual standstill. Mike felt himself glow against Abigail. The sound of the bubbles was louder now that his senses seemed to have sharpened after climaxing.

Abigail let out a soft, breathless laugh. “We should probably stay like this for a while,” she murmured. “You know… make sure it’s all absorbed.”

Mike chuckled, still pushed deep inside her, his hands stroking her back. “Yeah,” he agreed, voice rough. “Wouldn’t want to waste any.”

Eventually, they had to get out.

Mike carefully stood up in the jacuzzi, holding Abigail against him, his cock still inside.

She wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck as he stepped out of the water, carrying her. He managed to stay inside of her the entire time, not wanting to pull out until they were completely clear of the tub. He did his best not to slip.

Abigail giggled, clearly enjoying this whole situation.

Only once they were standing on the wooden deck did he finally ease her down.

As he slipped out of her, a thick trickle of cum immediately leaked from her pussy and ran down her inner thigh.

Abigail looked down at it and started laughing. “Fuck,” she giggled, reaching down to wipe it away with her fingers. “We tried. But at least the water is clean.”

Mike watched her, completely transfixed.

She was standing there completely naked, skin glistening with water in the early morning sunlight, hair wet and messy, trying to clean his cum off her thigh. The sight of her, so wet and cheeks red, sent a fresh surge of lust straight through him.

His cock, which had barely softened, hardened fully again almost instantly.

Before Abigail could straighten up, Mike stepped behind her, grabbed her hips, and pushed back inside of her.

Abigail gasped loudly. “Mike! You horny beast—ahhh—“

He didn’t answer with words. He just started fucking her. Hard.

His hips snapped forward, driving into her from behind with powerful strokes. The wet sound of skin slapping against skin echoed across the quiet side deck.

Abigail braced herself against the wooden railing, moaning as he pounded into her, her breasts swaying with every thrust.

Mike didn’t care if anyone could hear them.

He gripped her hips tighter and fucked her like he couldn’t get enough—because right now, he really couldn’t.

The sight of her wet naked body, the way she was still leaking his cum while he fucked more into her, the soft sounds she made every time he bottomed out: it was driving him crazy.

Abigail looked back over her shoulder at him, eyes filled with ecstasy, and gave him a breathless, wicked little smile. “God, you’re insatiable this morning,” she panted, pushing back to meet his thrusts.

Mike leaned forward, pressing his chest against her back as he kept fucking her.

“I blame you. You are too fucking beautiful,” he growled against her ear.

She laughed.

And then he fucked her even harder.

Mike was deep in it now, having stretched her open, her womanhood accepting his every inch with smooth elasticity.

He had Abigail bent over the railing, her hands gripping the wood as he fucked onward and beyond.

He could feel his second orgasm building fast when that deep, heavy pressure in his balls told him he wasn’t going to last much longer.

Abigail felt incredible around him, still juicy from the first load he’d pumped into her.

Every thrust pushed some of it out, making a filthy mess that only turned him on even more.

He was completely lost in the feeling when something in the distance caught his eye.

Across a stretch of open water, not directly on the other side of the lake but further along the shoreline, was another bungalow.

Trees partially hid it, but from this angle, he had a clear line of sight to its deck.

Someone was standing there. A small figure in a white bathing robe. Long, light blonde hair catching the morning sun.

Mike’s rhythm faltered for a second as he focused. He now noticed the person was holding something up to their face.

Binoculars. A flicker of light reflected off the lenses as they adjusted them.

They were being watched.

For a moment, Mike’s mind tried to process who it could be, how long they’d been standing there… but the thought barely had time to form before it was swallowed by pure, raw lust.

Instead of slowing down, he kept on fucking.

His grip on Abigail’s hips tightened. The sound of meat slapping against skin grew louder again and echoed across the water.

Abigail let out a sharp moan, pushing back against him. “Fuck, Mike—!”

He didn’t answer. He just kept going, eyes flicking between Abigail’s body and the distant figure with the binoculars. The knowledge that someone was watching them sent a dark, filthy thrill through him.

He was beyond caring. If anything, it made him want to put on a show.

He could feel his orgasm rushing up fast.

Mike slammed into her as he came. His cock pulsed violently as he unloaded a second thick load inside, flooding her already messy pussy with even more cum.

He kept thrusting through it, pushing every drop as far inside her as he could while Abigail trembled beneath him.

When he finally slowed down, Abigail glanced back over her shoulder. He couldn’t tell if she was wet from the water or sweat.

“Jesus,” she panted. “You really needed that, huh?”

Mike's eyes were still on the distant bungalow. The figure in the white robe was still standing there, still watching.

And still from this distance, Mike could’ve sworn they hadn’t lowered the binoculars.

He couldn’t tell with certainty, but the long light hair did make him wonder. Without a second thought, he blew a kiss in the person’s direction.

Abigail looked in the direction of the kiss. “What is it?” She then felt her shiver. “Oh, fuck! You think they can see us?” she said.

“Yep,” Mike said matter-of-factly, still looking out across the water.

Abigail’s eyes widened. “Are you serious right now?” she hissed, quickly pulling away from him. A trail of cum began running down her inner thighs as she hurried toward the sliding door. “Jesus Christ, Mike…”

She slipped inside without another word, leaving wet footprints and a small, glistening trail on the wooden deck.

Mike stayed where he was.

He stood there completely naked, skin still damp from the jacuzzi and sex, the morning sun warming his body while the lake breeze brushed over him.

After two intense orgasms, he felt incredible. Relaxed, powerful, and strangely euphoric. The post-nut clarity mixed with the fresh air and the open view made him feel almost untouchable.

He looked back toward the distant bungalow and raised two fingers to his forehead in a casual salute.

The figure in the white robe stood there for another second… then slowly turned and disappeared back inside their own bungalow.

Mike let out a low laugh. “Hope you enjoyed the show.”

He reached down and lazily stroked his still half-hard cock a couple of times, almost as if he were putting on one last little show for whoever might still be watching from behind their curtains.

Then he bent down, picked up his boxers, and walked back inside the bungalow, completely unbothered.

Abigail was already in the shower when he stepped inside. He could hear the water running and caught a glimpse of her through the glass door, quickly rinsing between her legs.

Mike smiled to himself and headed toward the bathroom to get a towel.

Now that the high of sex and adrenaline had started to settle, he realized just how sweaty and sticky he was and desperately in need of a shower as well.

He heard the water shut off in the bathroom. A moment later, Abigail stepped out with a towel wrapped around her body and another around her hair. There was a blush on her cheeks, and her skin was still glowing.

Mike walked straight up to her without a word and kissed her. Before she could fully react, he reached around and gave her ass a firm slap.

Abigail let out a surprised little yelp, then laughed. “What has gotten into you?” she asked, eyes sparkling with amusement as she adjusted her towel.

Mike grinned and shrugged. “Just what pure happiness does to a man,” he said with a wink, then stepped past her into the shower and closed the glass door behind him.

He took his time washing up, letting the hot water rinse away the sweat and the lingering traces of sex.

By the time he stepped out, dried off, and pulled on a fresh pair of shorts and a T-shirt, he felt like a new man.

When he walked into the living room, all three women were there.

Catherine and Janice were sitting on the couch, looking thoroughly hungover. Catherine had a large glass of water in one hand and was rubbing her temple with the other, while Janice was slumped back with a cold bottle of water pressed against her forehead.

“Remind me never to try and keep up with Abigail again,” Janice muttered.

Catherine groaned in agreement. “We’re too old for this shit.”

Mike chuckled and sat down across from them. He then remembered and reached into his pocket and pulled out the elegant envelope Linda had given him the night before. “Before you start suffering too much,” he said, sliding it across the coffee table, “I got these last night.”

Abigail picked up the envelope and opened it. Her eyes widened when she saw what was inside. “No way,” she said, holding up the vouchers. “Private spa day? Massages, facials, the whole treatment?”

Catherine leaned over to look and immediately perked up. “Oh my God, yes. That’s exactly what I need right now.”

Janice lifted her head, suddenly interested. “Are these for all of us?”

Mike nodded. “Four vouchers. The manager said it’s usually booked out for weeks, so I figured you three should make the most of it.”

The women exchanged excited looks. Even in their hungover state, the idea of a full day of pampering was clearly too good to pass up.

Catherine looked at Mike. “You’re not coming with us?”

He shook his head with a small smile. “Not really my thing,” he admitted. “You three go enjoy yourselves. Get the full treatment.”

Janice raised an eyebrow, smirking. “Oh, I’m sure you could help with the facials,” she said teasingly.

Mike grinned. “I was just about to say that.”

Abigail reached over and gave him a playful slap on the shoulder while Catherine and Janice laughed.

Mike held up his hands in surrender.

“Go,” he said warmly. “Seriously. I’ll keep myself busy. You three go relax and get spoiled. I’ll see you tonight.”

Catherine leaned over and kissed his cheek. “You’re the best,” she murmured.

Janice gave him a tired but grateful smile. “We’ll make it up to you later.”

Abigail just winked at him as the three of them started getting ready.

Mike watched them go about their business, enjoying their little quirks and way of doing.

He then took a deep, satisfied sigh and headed toward the kitchen for a cup of coffee. He looked out over the lake, peering toward the bungalow where the mysterious figure had been. From what he could see, the deck was empty now.

He smirked and walked over to the coffee machine. “So,” he said, “what am I going to be doing today…”


Chapter 6


After the women left for their spa day, Mike’d spent some time on the deck with a book and a late breakfast, but the quiet eventually started to feel a little too quiet.

He wasn’t used to having entire days to himself anymore.

After a quick search on his phone, he found a highly rated hiking trail that started just a fifteen-minute walk from the resort. It climbed into the hills and looped around part of the lake, with an estimated total time of about five hours.

Perfect. He could get some fresh air, clear his head, and still be back by late afternoon to meet the girls for dinner.

He packed a small daypack with a jug of water, a couple of protein bars, and a light jacket, then set off.

The trail started easy, going gently through the forest before gradually gaining elevation. The air grew cooler the higher he went, filled with the scent of pine and damp earth. Every so often the trees would thin out and he’d catch a breathtaking view of the lake glittering below.

As he walked, his mind wandered.

He thought about Catherine, Abigail, and Janice, and how easily the four of them had fallen into this rhythm together. How natural it felt to wake up tangled between them, to laugh with them, to fuck them.

He thought about New York and how far away it already seemed. This world really was the stark opposite of the Big Apple's concrete jungle.

He also suddenly wondered how Sophie was doing. They hadn’t been in much contact since their passionate night together. He hadn’t meant it to be the final time he’d spent with her, but strangely enough it had turned out that way.

Elaine’s smile flashed through his mind. Sophie’s possessive mother. He missed her playfulness and admitted that he wouldn’t mind getting ridden by her again…

He shook his head. “Look at you,” he muttered under his breath. “What has gotten into me indeed,” he said, mirroring Abigail’s thoughts.

He walked onward.

Maybe he should contact Sophie again when they were back in Bloomingdale.

Maybe.

What good would that do, though?

He finally had something good going on with Catherine, Abigail, and Janice. Why would he want to complicate it again?

He stopped in his tracks, taking in the view.

Talking about complications… Linda.

He hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her since last night. The way she’d looked at him by the fire. The way she hadn’t pushed, but hadn’t pulled away either. There was something about her with that confident and self-made manner that pulled at him in a different way than the others.

His time with her had definitely lit a fire within. A flame that was only grower hotter, turning him into the beast that had set upon Abigail in the morning.

Why did Linda have such a influence on him?

Mike was so lost in thought that he almost didn’t notice the figure coming down the trail toward him until they were only a few meters apart.

His breath got caught in his chest.

“You've got to be shitting me,” he said with a chuckle.

It was Linda.

She was dressed for hiking in fitted dark green pants, sturdy boots, and a light gray long-sleeve shirt that showed off her figure. Her blonde hair was tied back in a loose ponytail, and she had a small backpack slung over her shoulders.

She froze for a moment, probably thinking the same as he was. She looked surprised, but pleasantly so. “Well, well,” she said, stopping a few steps away. “Didn’t expect to run into you out here.” She narrowed her eyes playfully. “You aren’t following me now, are you?”

Mike smiled, genuinely happy to see her. “Could say the same. Taking a day off?”

Linda nodded. “Yes. I’d have to thank you for that. After our talk last night, I realized I’ve been working way too much lately. Figured I should take my own advice for once.” She tilted her head, studying him. “How are you doing? You probably didn’t get much sleep after you left.”

Mike rubbed the back of his neck and chuckled. “A few hours. That’s about it.”

Linda raised an eyebrow, clearly amused.

“And yet here you are, hiking through the hills. I’m impressed. Most men would still be recovering from that kind of… morning workout.”

Mike paused. “What makes you think I had a morning workout?”

Linda shrugged, but the corner of her mouth curved upward in a little smirk.

Mike stared at her for a second, then let out

a short laugh as realization hit him. “So it was you?” he said. “With the binoculars.”

Linda didn’t even try to deny it. She just held his gaze, completely unapologetic as she shrugged.

“You really like to peep, don’t you?” Mike asked, stepping a little closer.

Linda laughed, the sound warm and rich.

“No, no, no,” she said, holding up a hand. “You like to put on a show. Do you have any idea how loud and public the two of you were? If anything, as the owner of this resort, I should be the one giving you a warning for disturbing the peace with your very enthusiastic exhibitionism.”

Mike had to admit she had a point. He rubbed the back of his neck again, suddenly feeling a little sheepish. “Yeah… fair enough. Sorry about that.”

Linda shook her head, her expression softening. “No need to apologize. I let you continue for a reason.”

Mike looked at her, curious. “Which is?”

Linda took a small step closer. The trail was narrow here, forcing them to stand closer than they normally would. “I liked it,” she said quietly, taking a moment. Her gaze deepened, making him shiver for a moment. “I like you.”

Mike felt it immediately; the same tension that had been there by the fire last night.

Linda’s eyes dropped briefly to his mouth before flicking back up. They were standing close enough now that he could smell the faint trace of her perfume mixed with the fresh mountain air.

He leaned in slightly. She didn’t pull away.

For a second, it felt inevitable. Their faces were only inches apart.

Mike could feel the warmth of her breath. One small movement and he could kiss her.

And he was very tempted to.

But then Linda spoke, her voice softer than before. “Won’t your aunties be upset?”

Mike let out a low chuckle, the tension breaking just enough for him to smile.

“No,” he said honestly. “They’d probably encourage me.”

Linda’s eyes lit up, and her lips turned into a deeper smile.

Before either of them could say anything else, a loud crack split the air. Lightning flashed in the distance, followed almost immediately by a deep, rolling thunder that seemed to shake the ground beneath their feet.

Linda cursed under her breath and quickly checked her watch. “Shit. I thought that would come in way later.”

“What?” Mike asked, frowning.

“Storm,” she said, already turning to look back the way she came. “Heavy rain. This whole area is going to get hit hard for the next few hours.”

Mike felt a wave of frustration with himself. He hadn’t even thought to check the weather before heading out. He’d just thrown some things in a bag and left. Dumb.

Linda was already moving. “Come on,” she said, grabbing his wrist. “I know a place nearby where we can wait it out. We need to hurry, though, if we want to get there dry.”

Without waiting for an answer, she started leading him down a narrower side trail that branched off the main path.

The first few raindrops were already starting to fall. Mike followed without hesitation, the sound of thunder growing louder behind them.

Then the sky opened up without warning.

One second they were hurrying along the narrow side trail, the next a solid wall of rain came crashing down. There was no wind, making the downpour just a thick, straight curtain of water that hit them like a waterfall.

Within seconds they were both completely drenched, clothes plastered to their bodies, hair stuck to their faces.

“Shit!” Mike shouted over the sudden roar, but the downpour almost swallowed the sound.

Thunder rolled again, louder now, closer. The storm had arrived much faster than expected.

Linda grabbed his hand without hesitation and pulled him forward. “This way! We’re almost there!”

They ran through the deluge, water streaming into their eyes, boots splashing through quickly forming puddles.

Mike could barely see more than a few meters ahead. For a moment he genuinely thought they might be too late and that they’d have to endure the storm out in the open.

Then, through the sheets of rain, a small wooden structure appeared between the trees like a mirage: a remote hut.

They sprinted the last stretch and ducked under the wide wooden canopy that extended from the front of the hut. The rain was so heavy it still sprayed them even under the shelter, but at least they were out of the worst of it.

Linda let out a laugh, pushing her wet hair out of her face. Water dripped from her nose and chin. Her shirt clung to her body, completely see-through in places.

Mike couldn’t help it and started laughing too. The situation was ridiculous. They were soaked to the bone in under a minute.

Another flash of lightning split the sky, followed almost instantly by a deafening crack of thunder that made both of them jump.

“Jesus!” Linda yelped. She quickly reached into the pocket of her soaked pants and pulled out a small key on a simple ring. Without wasting another second, she stepped up to the wooden door, unlocked it, and pushed it open.

“Come on,” she said, grabbing Mike’s wrist again and pulling him inside with her.

The door shut behind them with a solid thud, cutting off most of the roar of the rain and thunder.

For a moment, the only sound inside the small hut was their heavy breathing and the water dripping from their clothes onto the wooden floor.

They were finally out of the storm.

Mike looked at Linda. She looked back at him. Both of them were breathing hard, and standing close.

The tension that had been building between them since last night suddenly felt a lot heavier in the quiet of the hut.

Mike didn’t think.

She didn’t hesitate.

They stepped forward and their mouths found each other.

The kiss was wild. The tension: it all exploded at once. Linda’s hands flew up to his face, fingers digging into his wet hair as she pulled him closer.

Mike groaned into her mouth and backed her up against the door, his body pressing hard against hers.

Their clothes were clinging to every curve and muscle. Water dripped from their hair and ran down their faces as they kissed like they were starving for each other.

Linda’s hands dropped to his shirt. She grabbed the wet fabric and yanked hard. Buttons popped open.

Mike didn’t care. He was already doing the same to her; grabbing the collar of her shirt and pulling it from her body, the wet material giving way with a sharp sound.

Her bra was visible underneath, soaked and basically transparent at this point.

They broke the kiss just enough for Mike to pull her shirt over her head and toss it aside.

Linda did the same with what was left of his clothes, her hands immediately sliding over his bare, wet chest. “Fuck,” she breathed against his lips, voice rough. “I’ve been wanting to do this since the first time I saw you.”

Mike didn’t answer with words. He kissed her again, harder, and reached behind her to unhook her bra with one hand while the other slid down to grip her ass. Her bra came off and joined the growing pile of wet clothes on the floor.

Linda’s hands were already at his belt, tugging it open with impatient fingers. She shoved his pants and boxers down in one rough motion, freeing his cock.

Mike kicked the rest of his clothes off while she did the same with her own pants, both of them stumbling slightly in their desperation to get naked.

Within seconds they were finally both bare.

Linda’s body was glistening from the rain. Her full breasts rose and fell with her heavy breathing as she looked at him.

Mike grabbed her by the hips and lifted her, pressing her back harder against the door as he kissed down her neck, tasting rain and skin.

She moaned and wrapped one leg around his waist, pulling him closer.

“Mike—”

He kissed her again, deep and filthy, one hand sliding between her thighs to find out she was wet there as well—not from the rain.

Linda gasped into his mouth and reached down, wrapping her hand around his cock and stroked him firmly.

The heat between them was almost unbearable.

The rain hammered on the roof, thunder cracking loud enough to shake the small hut, but neither of them noticed anymore.

All that existed was the two of them, wet skin sliding together, desperate hands, and the overwhelming need to finally have each other.

“Mike, fuck me like I’m one of your women,” she begged, pulling his cock toward her entrance and rubbing it between her pussy lips.

Mike grinned. “You are one of my women,” he said.

Her eyes lit up only to narrow in desperate little slides when he pushed inward and penetrated her.

Linda let out a long, shaky moan as he stretched her open. Her pussy was hot, and Mike didn’t rush it. He took his time, savoring the way she felt around his shaft.

“Fuck…” she breathed, head falling back against the wooden door. “You feel so good.”

Mike stayed still for a moment, letting her adjust, kissing her neck.

The storm outside may be raging, but the only thing that mattered was the feeling of being deep inside Linda.

He started to move. Slow, deep thrusts at first. Each time he pulled back and pushed in again, Linda’s breath hitched. Her hands slid up his wet back, nails digging in as she held onto him.

Mike kept one hand on her ass, lifting her slightly so he could fuck her at a better angle, while the other braced against the door beside her head.

“You wanted it like this?” he whispered against her ear, picking up the pace. “Like I fuck them?”

“Yes,” Linda moaned, her voice breaking as he started thrusting harder. “Just like that. Don’t hold back.”

Mike didn’t. He fucked her with deep strokes, the wet sound of his cock driving into her pussy mixing with the sound of the storm outside.

Linda now wrapped both legs around his waist, locking her ankles behind him as he pounded into her. Every thrust made her moan louder, her breasts pressing and rubbing against his chest.

“God, yes— Mike—!”

He kissed her hard, swallowing her moans as he fucked her against the sturdy aged door. The whole hut seemed to shake with every thrust.

Linda was dripping around him, and the way she kept begging for more only made him fuck her harder.

She was no longer the composed resort owner. She was just a woman getting thoroughly fucked; and loving every second of it.

Mike pulled back just enough to look at her magical face with her lips parted and eyes drunk with pleasure.

“You’re mine now too,” he said, voice thick as he drove into her again and again. “Say it.”

Linda’s eyes met his, wild and desperate.

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Fuck—I’m yours!”

Mike groaned and pushed deeper, determined to make her feel every word. She opened up even more.

The feeling was too great—too ecstatic. Mike could feel it building fast.

His thrusts grew rougher, deeper, his breathing turning ragged.

She was moaning with every thrust now.

“I’m close,” he growled against her neck.

Linda’s response was immediate. She locked her legs around him even tighter, ankles crossing behind his back as she pulled him in deep. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders, holding him against her so he couldn’t pull out even if he wanted to. “Don’t you dare pull out,” she breathed, voice shaky and desperate. “Cum inside me, Mike. I want it so bad.”

“Fuck—“ Mike slammed into her one last time and came hard. His cock shook violently as he unloaded inside her, his cum crashing into her pussy like a tsunami.

Linda moaned and held him even tighter, her body shaking. Her walls clenched and fluttered around him as he kept grinding into her, pushing as deep as he could go.

The two of them shook through their shared climax like the storm outside.

Mike stayed buried inside her for a long minute, savoring the moment. Linda’s legs were still locked around him, keeping him right where she wanted him.

Eventually, she loosened her grip and let her legs slide down. Mike slowly pulled out of her, both of them letting out soft sounds at the sensation.

Linda leaned back against the door, chest rising and falling, unstable on her legs. A satisfied smile played on her lips as she looked at him. “Shit…” she whispered. “That was intense.”

Mike let out a low chuckle, still catching his breath. He reached up and brushed a strand of wet hair from her face. “Yeah,” he agreed. “It was.”

Linda gave him one last soft kiss, then gently pushed him back so she could stand on her own. “I’ll look for a light,” she said, voice still a little husky. “There should be some supplies somewhere.” She stepped away from the door and walked into the dark interior of the hut.

Mike stayed where he was for a moment, watching her. Even in the dim light, she looked stunning. Her naked body shiny with a mix of rainwater and sweat, her skin flushed from sex. Her hips swayed naturally as she moved through the small space, completely unbothered by her nudity. Mike couldn’t help but love the view.

He turned and carefully cracked the door open just a little, peeking outside.

It was still pouring. A solid, heavy curtain of rain was coming down with no sign of stopping anytime soon. Thunder rumbled in the distance.

He closed the door again.

A minute later, Linda returned holding a small box of candles and a box of matches.

“No power,” she said, shaking her head. “But I found these. Luckily, they keep them here for emergencies.”

Mike smirked as he took the matches from her. “Guess this is an emergency.”

Linda chuckled. “It is indeed,” she said, striking a match and lighting one of the candles. The small flame flickered to life, casting a soft golden glow across the hut.

She placed the candle on a small wooden shelf and looked back at him with a glimmer in her eyes. “Or well… the biggest emergency might be that I might not be able to walk back down to the resort after being taken like that.”

She let out a long, content sigh and leaned back against the wall, her skin glowing in the candlelight. “Damn, Mike,” she murmured, eyes half-lidded as she looked at him. “You are something…”

They eventually moved away from the door and found a small couch along the back wall of the hut. It wasn’t much, but it was dry.

Mike grabbed his soaked backpack and pulled out the protein bars he had and his water bottle. Linda had a small bottle of water in her own pack as well.

They sat side by side, still completely naked, letting the air and their body heat slowly dry their skin. The candle flickered on the shelf across from them, casting soft, warm light across their bodies.

Outside, the rain continued to pour, and thunder rumbled in the distance.

They just passed the water bottle back and forth and split the protein bars between them. It wasn’t exactly fine dining, but after the intensity of what they’d just done, it felt strangely grounding.

Linda took a bite of the protein bar and made a face. “Chocolate peanut butter,” she said after swallowing. “Not bad. Though I have to say… this is not how I pictured my day going when I decided to take some time off.”

Mike chuckled, leaning back against the wooden wall. “Same. I was just trying to clear my head with a hike.”

Linda glanced at him, her expression softening. “You’ve got a lot on your mind?”

Mike was quiet for a moment, then nodded.

“Yeah. I do.” He took another sip of water before continuing. “This trip is great. But life is waiting when I get back to the real world, you know.”

Knowing that the world was the ever-strange Bloomingdale might make the trip extra surrealistic, though.

Linda listened quietly, not interrupting. She just watched him with those sharp, attentive eyes.

Mike looked over at her. “What about you?” he asked. “You built all of this from nothing. That’s… impressive as hell. But it must get lonely sometimes.”

Linda let out a soft breath and leaned her head back against the wall. “It does,” she admitted. “I love the resort. I’m proud of it. But most days I’m so busy being the boss that I forget to actually live. Last night, talking to you… It reminded me how much I’ve been missing. Real connection. Not just polite guest conversations or staff meetings.”

She turned her head to look at him. “That had been my first sex in like… forever,” she said with a sad smile. She sighed. “You reminded me why I started this place in the first place. I wanted to create somewhere people could escape to. Feel something real. I just forgot to let myself do the same from time to time.”

Mike smiled back. “I’m glad you took the day off then.”

Linda laughed softly. “Me too. Though I didn’t exactly plan on getting fucked senseless in a storm hut.”

Mike grinned. “Neither did I. But I’m not complaining.”

The candlelight sparkled in her gaze. “Oh, I’m definitely not complaining.”

They shared the last of the water and finished the protein bars.

The candlelight danced across Linda’s skin, highlighting the curves of her body. Even now, after everything, Mike couldn’t help but admire how beautiful she looked in this relaxed, naked state. He loved how completely at ease she was with him.

Linda glanced around the small, dimly lit hut and let out a quiet laugh. “You know,” she said, turning to him with a playful glint in her eye, “this is actually kind of romantic when you think about it.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “Stuck in a tiny wooden hut in the middle of a thunderstorm, eating protein bars while being butt naked after having sex against a door?”

Linda smiled wider, clearly amused with herself. “Exactly. Very romantic. I’m sure this is what all the great love stories are made of.”

Mike laughed. “You’ve got a weird definition of romance.”

“Maybe,” Linda said, still smiling as she leaned her head against his shoulder. “But I’m not mad about it.” She bit her lip as her gaze slowly traveled down his body and back up again. “I’m… mad about you though.”

Their eyes stayed locked for a long moment.

Then both of them burst out laughing at the same time.

“Oh my God,” Linda said, her body shaking as she covered her face with one hand. “That was so bad.”

Mike shook his head, still chuckling. “That was perfect.”

As the laughter slowly faded, Mike felt his longing for her.

If she lived in Bloomingdale… I don’t think I would’ve been able to resist her.

He could already picture Linda fitting into his chaotic little world; trading sharp remarks with Catherine, laughing with Abigail, and probably driving Janice crazy. The idea didn’t feel strange. It felt almost natural.

Before he could overthink it, the words slipped out. “Why don’t you join us for dinner?”

Linda lifted her head from his shoulder and looked at him, one eyebrow raised. “You mean… with you, and your aunties?”

“Yeah,” Mike said with a small shrug, trying to play it casual even though he already felt the awkwardness creeping in.

The second the words left his mouth, he realized how it might sound.

Hey, we just fucked in a storm hut and I like you, so why don’t you come hang out with my three girlfriends?

He winced internally. “I’m sorry,” he added quickly. “I know that probably makes you uncomfortable. I didn’t mean to—”

“How so?” Linda asked, cutting him off. There was no judgment in her voice.

Mike looked at her, caught off guard by how calmly she was taking it. “I just…” He rubbed the back of his neck. “I want them to get to know you better. And I thought—I mean, I just thought it might be nice if you joined us. But I get it if that’s weird. I’m sorry.”

Linda studied him for a moment, then her lips slowly turned into a mischievous smile.

She leaned in closer, eyes sparkling with amusement. “Ohhh,” she said, drawing the word out playfully. “Mr. Mike Stewart…” She tilted her head, voice dropping into a teasing tone. “Are you saying that you want me to become one of your aunties?”


Chapter 7


The rain finally eased after another hour, tapering off into a drizzle before stopping altogether.

The forest smelled fresh and alive, water dripping from the leaves in soft, rhythmic patters. The storm had passed, leaving the world glistening and clean.

Mike and Linda emerged from the small hut, their clothes still damp and clinging uncomfortably to their skin.

Mike’s tip was sore in the best way, a lingering reminder of just how hard he’d gone at it with her.

They walked side by side along the trail in comfortable silence for a while, Mike still processing everything that had happened in that little wooden shelter.

Eventually, the path split into a fork.

One trail led back down toward the main resort complex. The other continued along the ridge, the route Mike had originally planned to take.

They stopped at the junction. Linda turned to face him, her damp blouse still slightly see-through in places, her hair loose and wild from the rain and their earlier activities.

“I guess this is where we part ways,” she said, a small smile playing on her lips. “For now, at least.”

Mike nodded, feeling a strange mix of reluctance and contentment. “Yeah. I should head back and meet the girls for dinner.”

Linda’s smile widened. “I look forward to the dinner invite. Though…” She paused, tilting her head thoughtfully. “Why don’t I make it easier? There’s a private room at the resort restaurant. Very intimate. Great view of the lake. I can reserve it for you four tonight.”

She sucked her teeth. “Then I can join, if the mood allows it.”

Mike raised an eyebrow, surprised but pleased. “I’ll ask my aunties,” he said with a grin.

Linda let out a soft laugh and stepped closer. She reached up, gently brushing a damp strand of hair from his forehead.

“I’m looking forward to it,” she murmured, her voice warm. Then, with a playful wink, she added, “Try not to wear them out too much before then.”

She turned and started walking down the path toward the main resort, her hips swaying with that graceful stride Mike had come to enjoy a bit too much.

He stood there for a moment, unable to look away. Even with her clothes still damp and her hair messy from the storm and their frantic sex, she looked stunning. The way the wet fabric clung to the curve of her ass as she walked away sent a fresh spark of arousal through him.

Mike let out a slow breath and shook his head, smiling to himself. “Damn,” he muttered under his breath.

He watched until she disappeared around a bend in the trail, then turned and started down his own path back toward the bungalow.

The afternoon sun was starting to break through the clouds, warming his still-damp clothes. He had a few hours before dinner. Plenty of time to shower, rest, and figure out how exactly he was going to explain to Catherine, Abigail, and Janice that he’d invited the resort owner—the woman who had watched them fuck—to join them for dinner.

He chuckled to himself as he walked, having to watch his step now that the trail was wet.

Mike made it back to the bungalow a little after five. The hike had taken longer than expected thanks to the storm and of course everything else that happened in the hut.

His legs were tired, and his body felt pleasantly used.

The bungalow was quiet when he stepped inside. No sign of the women yet. He took advantage of the empty space, stripping off his clothes and stepping into a long, hot shower.

The water felt good, and he took his time washing the trail dust and lingering traces of Linda off his skin, then dried off and changed into clean clothes: a fitted T-shirt and comfortable shorts.

He had just finished when the front door opened.

Catherine, Abigail, and Janice walked in, and Mike immediately smiled. They looked incredible. Their skin was glowing, looking soft and radiant from the spa treatments.

Their hair was freshly styled, and they all carried that relaxed, pampered energy that only a full day of massages, facials, and beauty treatments could bring.

Abigail spotted him first and lit up. “There he is!” she said, crossing the room and pulling him into a warm kiss. Her lips tasted faintly sweet, probably lip balm from the spa.

Catherine was next, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him slowly. “Hey, baby,” she murmured against his mouth.

Janice came last, giving him a playful little smirk before kissing him too.

They all smelled amazing, clean and expensive.

“Looks like you ladies had yourselves a great time,” Mike said.

Abigail dramatically rolled her eyes. “Ooh Mike it was wonderful. I haven’t felt so relaxed in months!”

Catherine placed her bag onto the couch. “How was your day?”

Mike kept his tone casual. “Yeah. Found a nice trail that went up into the hills and around part of the lake. It was good. Cleared my head.”

He didn’t mention the rain. Or the hut. Or Linda.

Before he could say more, he remembered the dinner invitation. “Oh—we got invited to dinner tonight,” he said. “At the resort restaurant. They have a private room with a view of the lake. Thought it might be nice.”

Janice raised an eyebrow, already grinning. “Let me guess… that offer came from the owner lady?”

Mike blinked. “Yeah. How’d you know?”

Janice laughed. “Because she definitely likes you. I saw the way she was looking at you when we checked in. And of course, when you and I were, ahem, busy. Better watch out, Mike. She’s got that ‘I want to eat you alive’ vibe.”

Mike rubbed the back of his neck, smiling sheepishly. “Actually… she might join us for dinner.”

The room went quiet.

All three women stopped what they were doing and turned to look at him at the same time.

Catherine’s lips curved. “Okay,” she said, tilting her head. “What really happened today?”

Mike shrugged. “What do you mean?”

“Spa tickets to get us out of the way… sudden fancy dinner invitation…” Catherine stepped closer, eyes sparkling. “Come on, Mikey boy. Spill.”

Janice started laughing first. “Oh, they definitely had sex.”

Mike sighed, caught. He looked between the three of them and finally gave in. “Okay… yeah. I did.”

Abigail’s eyes widened slightly, curiosity sparkling.

Mike shook his head. “How did you know?” he asked.

Janice smirked. “Sixth sense. Every woman has it.”

Abigail crossed her arms, still smiling. “Was she the one who was peeping on us this morning?”

Mike nodded. “It was.”

Abigail shook her head with a small laugh. “I knew it. Makes sense now.”

Janice leaned against the counter, looking thoroughly amused. “Well, as she walked in on Mike and me earlier too… She knows exactly what kind of heat Mike can give. No wonder she dove right in.”

Catherine stepped in close to Mike, studying his face. Her voice dropped to a more intimate tone. “How was she?”

Mike felt heat rise in his cheeks. He rubbed the back of his neck again. “Great.”

Catherine sucked her teeth, narrowing her eyes playfully for a second before her smile returned. She stepped even closer, sliding her hands up his chest. “She did look very pretty,” she murmured.

Then Catherine’s eyes gleamed with mischief. “Do you think she also likes women?”


Chapter 8


The restaurant was a vision of luxury.

Nestled within the resort's main building, it featured high ceilings with exposed dark wooden beams, and warm amber lighting that glowed softly from elegant wall sconces and a massive central chandelier. It also boasted the floor-to-ceiling windows they’d started to expect, offering a breathtaking, unobstructed view of the lake.

The water shimmered under the early evening light, reflecting the last traces of sunset in soft hues of gold and deep blue.

Quiet conversation and the soft clink of glassware filled the air of the dining hall, blending with the faint sound of live piano music drifting from the main area.

The four of them were escorted through the restaurant by a poised young waiter in a crisp white shirt and tailored black vest. He led them past several beautifully set tables to a secluded hallway at the back. At the end of the short corridor stood a red door, which he opened.

The private room was even more atmospheric than Mike had imagined.

It was a beautifully appointed space with warm wooden paneling and soft recessed lighting.

A large round table positioned perfectly in front of the wide windows. It had polished silverware and crystal glasses, ready for their usage. The center of the table had a low centerpiece of fresh wildflowers. Candles accentuated the elegant and welcoming atmosphere.

Catherine noticed the table setting immediately as they stepped inside.

“Five seats,” she murmured under her breath, glancing sideways at Mike.

The waiter pulled out the chairs for them. “Ms. Carter will be joining you shortly,” he said politely. “May I pour some wine to start the evening?”

Janice didn’t hesitate for even a second.

“Please do,” she said with a bright smile, already reaching for her glass. “And keep it flowing!”

The waiter’s lips twitched with amusement. “I certainly will, ma’am.”

They took their seats around the table, the soft glow of the candles flickering gently across their faces.

A few minutes later, the door opened again.

Linda stepped inside. Mike’s heart skipped a beat. She looked stunning. She had changed into a sleek black blouse tucked into a short, fitted skirt that showed off her long, tanned legs, paired with elegant heels. Her blonde hair fell in soft, loose waves, and she walked in with that same graceful presence Mike had come to recognize.

She smiled warmly as she approached the table. “Good evening,” she said. “I’m happy to see you’ve accepted my invitation. It’s a pleasure to finally meet you all properly.”

She greeted each woman one by one, shaking their hands. When she reached Mike, she extended her hand with a small, playful wink that only he caught. “Mr. Stewart.”

“Ms. Carter,” he replied, fighting back a smile as he shook her hand.

Linda turned back to the group with a polite smile. “I hope it’s alright that I join you tonight. I didn’t want to intrude.”

Catherine spoke first. “Of course. After those wonderful spa tickets and this lovely dinner invitation, we couldn’t possibly say no.”

Linda looked genuinely pleased. “I’m glad to hear that.”

She took the remaining seat across from Mike and Abigail, with Janice on her left and Catherine on her right.

For the first little while, the conversation stayed light and polite. They talked about the resort, how beautiful and well-maintained it was, and how much they had enjoyed their spa day earlier.

The women thanked Linda for her hospitality, and she responded with appreciation, sharing small, charming stories about running the property.

The waiter kept coming with wine, keeping their glasses filled as promised. Outside, the water had now turned a deep, velvety blue as night settled in.

Then Janice leaned forward with a mischievous glint in her eye. “So,” she said, swirling her wine glass, “we’ve already repaid your hospitality in a way. I mean, you’ve got to use our man.”

Linda was clearly caught off guard. A faint blush crept up her cheeks as she glanced briefly at Mike. “I… I’m sorry?” she asked, her voice slightly higher than usual.

Janice giggled. “He does have a very nice cock, I totally agree. Magnetic. Totally irresistible.”

Linda looked momentarily speechless, her lips parting but no words coming out right away.

Catherine stepped in smoothly, reaching over to gently pat Linda’s hand. “Don’t worry,” she said warmly. “It’s fine. We want Mike to spread his wings and enjoy life.” She glanced over at Janice. “You have to excuse Janice… She’s a bit direct.”

Janice raised her glass with a proud grin. “And may that never change.”

That broke the tension. Everyone laughed, even Linda, who visibly relaxed. She shook her head, still smiling, and took a sip of her wine. “Well,” she said, recovering her composure, “I can honestly say I’ve never had a dinner start quite like this before.”

Catherine gave her a reassuring smile.

“Welcome to the chaos,” she said lightly. “It only gets more interesting from here.”

Linda narrowed her eyes as she sipped her wine again. She then leaned forward slightly, her expression curious but friendly. She swirled the wine in her glass as she looked between the four of them. “I have to ask,” she said, her tone light but genuinely interested. “How did you all get together like this? How do you… Share one man so openly?”

Janice let out a short, amused chuckle and didn’t miss a beat. “Have you seen the man in question?” she asked, raising an eyebrow and gesturing dramatically toward Mike. “Hello? How can we not share this gorgeous hunk?”

Mike felt heat rise in his cheeks and shook his head with a small laugh, but he didn’t interrupt.

Abigail, however, answered more thoughtfully. She glanced at Catherine first, then back at Linda. “Catherine and I actually had a relationship years ago,” she explained. “We lost touch for a while, but we found our way back to each other through Mike. He kind of… brought us back together.”

Linda’s eyes widened slightly, clearly intrigued. “Oh, I see,” she said, nodding slowly. “That’s understandable then.” She tilted her head, studying Catherine and Abigail with open curiosity. “So you… also date each other?”

Catherine nodded without hesitation.

“We do.”

Linda’s gaze shifted to Janice, the silent question clear in her eyes.

Janice grinned, completely unbothered.

“Oh, I’m just collateral damage,” she said with a playful shrug. “I’m the bonus. I do everyone.”

The table erupted into laughter. Even Linda couldn’t help but laugh, covering her mouth for a second.

Mike sat back in his chair, smiling as he watched the exchange. The wine was definitely helping to loosen tongues and soften any final remains of awkwardness. He felt a quiet sense of peace and joy spreading through him as he looked around at the four women.

Janice was being her usual bold, unfiltered self. Abigail was open and sincere. Catherine was effortlessly graceful, guiding the conversation. And Linda… She looked very interested in what everybody had to say, to say the least. He’s started to feel a little tipsy from the wine himself, and seeing Linda like this sure let some naughty thoughts roam free.

Mike took another sip of his wine, keeping quiet as he let the conversation flow around him while enjoying the moment.

He’d wait and see where this would end up.

Catherine shifted slightly in her seat, turning her body more toward Linda with a subtle but unmistakable change in energy. She rested her chin lightly on her hand, eyes sparkling with interest as she looked at the other woman.

“So,” Catherine said, her voice a little lower than before, “you seem very open-minded. Have you ever been with a woman?”

Linda clearly had not been expecting the direct question. A faint blush crept up her neck. “I experimented a little,” she admitted after a moment. “With a friend from high school. But that’s where it stayed. Just once or twice.”

Catherine’s smile widened, clearly pleased with herself. “Or twice, ey? I knew it,” she said softly.

Linda shrugged, still looking a little embarrassed but not uncomfortable. “I haven’t been with a woman since. It never really came to mind after that. I wasn’t planning on it.”

Catherine tilted her head, lips pursed in thought. “That’s how it usually goes,” she said. “But it’s always nice to have… especially once men disappoint you.” She glanced sideways at Mike with a teasing little smile. “Not you, dear. Don’t worry. I’m talking about my ex-husband.”

Mike raised both hands in surrender, laughing quietly. “No offense taken whatsoever.”

Catherine turned her attention back to Linda, leaning slightly forward. The movement made her blouse shift just enough to draw the eye, showing a dashing view of cleavage. Mike knew the move well, having been on the receiving end plenty of times. Catherine was clearly making her move on Linda.

This will be interesting…

Catherine’s voice turned more intimate.

“How was it?”

Linda frowned slightly, confused. Her eyes went back and forth between Catherine’s face and voluptuous breasts. “What was?”

Catherine’s smile turned playful. “Your experience with women.”

Linda went quiet for a few seconds, her ears now visibly red. Then she let out a small, nervous giggle. “It was fine.”

“Just fine?” Catherine pressed, clearly enjoying herself.

More soft laughter rippled around the table. Linda covered her mouth for a second before giving in. “Yeah, okay… it was pretty great,” she admitted, laughing along with them.

The women all laughed warmly. Even Linda seemed to relax more as the sound filled the room.

Catherine leaned in even closer, her voice now lower, and teasing. “Your partner having a body much like your own helps a lot in giving each other pleasure, doesn’t it?”

Linda’s blush deepened, but she didn’t look away. There was a spark in her eyes as she held Catherine’s gaze. Her eyes fell down to Catherine’s bosom again. “I would kill to have a body like yours,” she said softly, swallowing a lump in her throat.

Mike sat back in his chair, watching the exchange. He could feel the erotic tension between the two women building. The wine had worked its magic. The private room started to feel smaller and more intimate with the candlelight flickering.

Catherine suddenly pushed her chair back just enough, her eyes gleaming with that familiar mischievous spark.

Without another word, she slipped beneath the table.

Linda froze mid-sentence, her glass halfway to her lips. “What—what are you doing?” she asked, voice tight with surprise, cheeks already red. “What is she doing?”

A second later, her body jolted. She flinched hard, eyes widening, a sharp little gasp escaping her as her thighs instinctively tried to close.

Then the tension melted. Her eyelids fluttered, lips parted, and a low, involuntary moan slipped out. Her back arched slightly against the chair.

Janice just chuckled into her wine glass, taking a slow sip, eyes dancing with wicked amusement.

Mike glanced at Abigail.

Abigail was staring at the spot where Catherine had disappeared, her mouth slightly open in an “oh my god” expression, equal parts shocked and thrilled.

Their eyes met for a moment, and Mike felt heat coil low in his stomach.

Under the table, the sounds were unmistakable now: soft and wet. Catherine wasn’t being subtle.

Linda’s breathing grew heavier, more ragged. Her hands gripped the edge of the table as she tried—and failed—to stay composed. Her eyes found Mike’s across the table, and the look in them was pure, unguarded hunger. The passion that had been simmering between them since the hike ignited all over again.

Squishy sounds continued, steady and obscene beneath the white tablecloth. Linda’s hips shifted in her seat, her legs spreading wider despite herself. She bit her lower lip hard, but another soft moan escaped anyway.

Then her gaze drifted sideways… and locked onto Janice.

Something electric passed between them. Janice set her wine glass down slowly, never breaking eye contact with Linda.

Janice then leaned in, and Linda didn’t pull away.

Their mouths met in a deep French kiss. Janice’s hand came up to cup Linda’s jaw as their tongues slid together.

Linda moaned into the kiss, her body trembling as Catherine’s tongue worked her relentlessly underneath.

Mike watched, transfixed, his cock hardening beneath the table. Abigail’s hand found his thigh and squeezed, her own breath quickening as she watched the two women kiss with growing intensity.

Abigail shifted in her seat beside Mike, her cheeks flushed and her breathing uneven. She’d been watching everything, and it was clearly getting to her. Without a word, she slid her hand under the table and found Mike’s lap. Her palm pressed firmly against the growing bulge in his pants, rubbing slowly at first, then with more intent.

Mike glanced at her, amused, one eyebrow raised.

Abigail met his eyes, biting her lip. “I don’t want to be left out of the fun,” she whispered.

She made quick work of his zipper, reaching in and pulling out his cock. Abigail then leaned in, her hair falling forward like a curtain, and took him into her mouth.

The wet warmth of her tongue slid along the underside as she went down, sucking eagerly.

Mike exhaled through his nose, one hand resting lightly on the back of her head as she started bobbing.

Linda broke the kiss with Janice just enough to gasp, and it cut off into a sharp moan as Catherine seemingly did something particularly wicked with her tongue.

Linda’s whole body tensed, her thighs trembling under the table. A second later she came hard with her hips jerking, back arching sharply against the chair as she shook through it. A soft, broken cry escaped her before she could fully bite it back.

Janice pulled away slightly, licking her lips, and glanced under the table. Her eyes landed on Abigail’s head moving steadily in Mike’s lap. She started laughing in a low, delighted sound. “Oh my god,” Janice said, grinning. “Of course she is.”

The door to the room opened. The waiter stepped inside with a fresh bottle of wine, only to freeze mid-step. His eyes went wide as he took in the scene.

Linda recovered first. She lifted one hand in a calm, authoritative gesture, still slightly breathless. “We’re good on wine for now,” she said smoothly, voice only a little shaky. “And you can hold the food. We’ll let you know when we’re ready.”

The waiter nodded quickly, eyes darting once more toward Mike’s lap where Abigail was still working him. His face turned bright red.

Janice, completely unfazed, held out her glass with a bright smile. “Actually, could you top me off real quick before you go? Thank you so much.”

The waiter hurried over, poured with slightly trembling hands, and was gone the second the glass was full. The door clicked shut behind him.

The moment it did, Linda let out the moan she’d been holding back; loud and unrestrained. Her head fell back as the aftershocks rolled through her.

She reached under the table, found Catherine’s hair, and gently tugged.

“Come here, you,” Linda said, voice husky.

Catherine emerged from beneath the tablecloth with her lips shiny.

Linda pulled her up and into a deep, messy kiss, tasting herself on Catherine’s tongue.

The two women kissed passionately, hands roaming, completely lost in each other while Abigail continued sucking Mike with eager, wet sounds and Janice watched with a satisfied grin, swirling the fresh wine in her glass.

Mike had one hand resting on Abigail’s hair as she worked him with her energetic sucking. The sounds were deliciously obscene from the glide of her mouth, and Catherine and Linda’s soft moans across the table as they kissed and touched each other.

Then came the first knock. The door opened without much warning. A different waiter, younger than the first, stepped in carrying a fresh basket of bread he clearly hadn’t been asked for. “I just wanted to check if everything was—oh.” He stopped dead in his tracks.

Abigail didn’t even pause. She kept sucking, completely hidden by the tablecloth, while Mike’s cock was still buried in her mouth.

Linda broke the kiss with Catherine just enough to glance over, breathing hard. “We’re fine,” Linda said, voice slightly strained but still carrying that natural authority. “Thank you. You can go.”

The waiter’s eyes flicked toward Mike’s lap for half a second before he quickly looked away, nodding rapidly. “Of course. Sorry to interrupt.” He backed out and closed the door.

It was only a few minutes before the latch clicked again and another waiter came in.

Abigail pulled off Mike’s cock and looked up at him with sparkling eyes. “They’re starting to talk out there,” she said, amused.

Janice snorted into her wine. “Let them talk.”

The waiter was again dismissed, and they tried to settle back into it. Linda pulled Catherine in again for another kiss while Abigail went back to work on Mike. For a few minutes, it was good—then another knock.

This time it was a female server with a pitcher of water. “Just topping up your— Jesus.” She nearly dropped the pitcher when she saw the state of the table.

Linda was half in Catherine’s lap now, one hand clearly between the other woman’s legs under the table. Abigail’s head was still bobbing steadily beneath the white cloth.

Mike’s face was red now, his jaw tight as he tried to keep some semblance of composure.

Linda’s voice was sharper this time. “We don’t need anything else right now. Please tell the kitchen we’ll call when we’re ready for the course.”

The woman left in a hurry, but not before her eyes had lingered a bit longer.

The mood was starting to crack.

Linda pulled her hand out from between Catherine’s legs and sat up straighter, though her voice stayed remarkably calm. “Okay,” she said. “I love the chaos, but this is getting ridiculous. Word is clearly spreading out there and they keep finding excuses to check on us. It’s killing the mood.”

Janice grinned. “So what do you want to do?”

Linda looked around at all of them, then at Mike specifically. Her eyes dropped briefly to where Abigail’s mouth was still wrapped around his cock. “My place,” she said. “It’s private. On the property but separate from the main building. No staff. No interruptions.” She smirked. “And a much bigger bed.”

Abigail pulled away from Mike’s cock again, and looked up excitedly. “I’m in.”

Catherine nodded, already reaching for her purse. “Same. Let’s go before someone else walks in with more bread we didn’t ask for.”

Janice stood up, grabbed the half-full bottle of wine from the table without asking, and tucked it against her side like it was the most natural thing to do. “Alright,” she said cheerfully. “Operation: Get the hell out of here before we traumatize the entire staff.”


Chapter 9


Mike tried to tuck himself back into his pants, but it was a losing battle. His cock was still rock hard and very obvious against the fabric. He adjusted himself as best he could, but there was no hiding the bulge.

Janice noticed.

She grinned and reached for him the second he stood up, fingers brushing against his crotch like she was trying to “help.”

Mike laughed and stepped back. “Janice—”

“What?” she said innocently, reaching again as they started moving toward the door. “I’m just making sure you’re comfortable.”

He dodged her hand with a laugh, trying to walk normally while his erection strained against his pants. “You’re not helping.”

Janice kept trying the entire short walk through the restaurant's back hallways. Every time they slowed down or paused for even a second, her hand would sneak toward his crotch with little sneaky grabs.

Mike kept laughing under his breath and swatting her away while trying, and failing, to look casual.

Abigail was giggling behind them, clearly enjoying the show. Catherine walked beside Linda, occasionally glancing back with an amused shake of her head.

By the time they made it outside, Mike’s cock was still hard and Janice had managed to get one successful squeeze in before he twisted away.

“Woman, behave,” he said, though there was no real heat in it.

Janice just smirked and took another swig straight from the wine bottle she’d stolen.

“No promises.”

Linda glanced back at them, her eyes lingering on the very obvious outline in Mike’s pants. She bit her lip. “My place is just up this path,” she said. “Five-minute walk. Try not to get arrested for public indecency before we get there.”

Mike groaned, half laughing and very turned on, while Janice made another playful grab at him as they walked. He gave a playful slap on her firm ass.

Linda’s private residence was a beautiful, modern wooden house set slightly apart from the main resort. It was surrounded by trees and had its own small deck overlooking a quieter part of the lake.

The moment they stepped inside and the door clicked shut behind them, it was like they had entered their own little world.

Abigail didn’t waste a second. She pushed Mike back against the nearest wall, kissing him hard while her hands went straight for his pants. Janice was right behind her, laughing as she helped yank his shirt off over his head.

“Finally,” Janice muttered. “No more fucking rules.”

Catherine stepped up behind Mike and started kissing the side of his neck while Abigail dropped to her knees and pulled his cock out again. The three women worked together with smooth, hungry coordination.

Within seconds, Mike was completely naked, his back against the wall and his cock hard in Abigail’s hand.

Linda stood a few steps away, watching them with a mix of surprise and clear arousal. Her eyes moved over Mike’s body, then over the three women touching him so openly.

Janice pushed Abigail aside. “My turn,” she said and took him into her mouth right there in the entryway, sucking him with wet and slurping noises.

Mike let out a low groan, one hand resting on her head.

Linda didn’t stay on the sidelines for long.

She kicked off her heels, walked over, and reached for the hem of her blouse. In one smooth motion she pulled it over her head and dropped it to the floor, revealing a simple black bra. Her eyes stayed locked on Mike the entire time as she reached behind her back and unclasped it. The bra joined her blouse on the floor. “I want him on my bed,” she said, voice low but firm. “Now.”

Janice pushed herself down on last time, gagging as she pressed her nose against his crotch, then came back up and took a large inhale. “Yes, m’am,” she said, eyes watery.

The house had an open layout, and the large bedroom was only a short distance down the hallway. They half-walked, half-dragged Mike toward it, hands still all over him.

Janice had stripped off her dress completely and was walking naked, still carrying the wine bottle in one hand.

The moment they reached the bedroom, clothes came off even faster.

Abigail got on her knees at the edge of the large bed, and sucked Mike with passion.

Catherine climbed onto the mattress and kissed him deeply while her hand slid down his chest.

Janice placed the wine bottle on the nightstand and turned toward Linda with an inviting look.

Linda finished undressing, pushing her skirt and panties down in one motion. She climbed onto the bed and looked at Janice.

Janice grinned. “Let me taste you.”

Linda’s voice came out a little shaky with anticipation. “I want to taste you too.”

Janice chuckled. “Say no more.”

Linda's face lay close to Mike’s. When they looked at each other, she quickly kissed him. “I love your family,” she said.

Linda’s face disappeared as Janice climbed onto the bed and straddled Linda’s head, lowering her pussy onto Linda’s mouth. At the same time, Janice leaned forward and buried her face between Linda’s thighs. The two women started eating each other, slurping as they went.

Mike watched the sight, his cock still buried in Abigail’s mouth. He reached out and gave Janice’s ass a firm slap.

Janice flinched and moaned into Linda’s pussy, her hips jerking slightly.

Abigail pulled off Mike’s cock for a moment, looking up at him with a wicked smile.

“You’re not even inside anyone yet, and you’re already this hard,” she teased. “You really like having all of us at once, don’t you?”

Mike let out a low laugh, but it quickly turned into a groan when Abigail took him back into her mouth, going deeper this time.

On the bed, Linda was starting to lose herself. Her moans were muffled against Janice’s pussy, but they were getting louder. She had her arms wrapped around Janice’s waist now, pulling her in tighter. Her hips rolled against Janice’s tongue while her own tongue worked eagerly between Janice’s folds.

Catherine had moved behind Abigail. She reached around and started playing with Abigail’s breasts while whispering something in her ear.

Abigail moaned around Mike’s cock, the vibration making him twitch in her mouth.

Linda suddenly pulled her mouth away from Janice’s pussy and looked up at Mike, her eyes overflowing with lust. “Fuck me,” she breathed. “I want to feel you inside me while they watch.”

Janice lifted her head and smirked, still grinding slowly against Linda’s face.

“Looks like someone’s getting greedy already.” She pushed her ass backward, taking Linda’s face deeper between her ass cheeks.

Mike groaned, torn between the sensuality of Abigail’s mouth and the sight of Linda spread out and desperate beneath Janice.

Linda pulled her mouth away from Janice’s pussy, breathing hard, and looked up at Mike with desperate eyes. “Please fuck me,” she said again, voice hoarse. “I need your cock. I want it deep.”

Janice sat up with a sexy grin and finally moved off Linda’s face.

Linda came up, and Janice gave Linda’s ass a sharp slap. “Go on then,” she said. “Go get it.”

Linda didn’t hesitate. She got on her hands and knees in the middle of the large bed, arching her back and looking over her shoulder at Mike. Her pussy was visibly wet, glistening under the soft bedroom lighting.

Mike didn’t need to be told twice.

Abigail released his cock and moved aside as he positioned himself behind Linda. He grabbed her hips, rubbed his tip at her pussy, and penetrated her.

Linda moaned loudly, her arms nearly giving out as he bottomed out. “Fuck—yes—”

Mike saw stars as the ecstasy of penetration thrilled his body. She felt so good with her firm ass pressing warmly against his crotch. He started fucking her, goosebumps spreading over his body. He gripped her hips tightly.

The wet sound of his cock sliding in and out of her now filled the room. Catherine moved in front of Linda and lifted her chin, kissing her while Mike continued to take her from behind.

Janice stayed beside them, one hand rubbing her own clit as she watched.

Linda was tight—in this angle she felt even tighter than in the hut. Every time Mike thrust forward, she pushed back to meet him, taking him as deep as she could. Her moans grew louder and more desperate the harder he fucked her. “Don’t hold back,” she gasped. “I can take it.”

Mike groaned and picked up the pace, pounding her harder. He could already feel how close he was getting, so he forced himself to slow down a little, breathing through it.

He didn’t want to cum yet.

Hell no.

He was only just getting started.

After a few more deep thrusts, he quickly pulled out.

Linda let out a frustrated little whine, but before she could complain, Mike was already moving on. He knew his girls were waiting.

He grabbed Abigail by the hips and pulled her into position next. She was still on her hands and knees from earlier, so it was easy to line up and push into her from behind.

Abigail moaned loudly the second he entered her, her pussy narrow after all the teasing. “Fuck, Mike—yes, just like that,” she gasped.

He fucked her with the same powerful tempo, breaking a sweat. Abigail pushed back against him greedily, meeting every thrust.

Catherine did the same as she did with Linda and stayed in front of her, kissing her and playing with her tits while Mike slammed onward from behind.

Janice moved behind Mike now and pressed her body against his back, her hands roaming over his chest and stomach as she watched him fuck Abigail. “You’re doing so good,” she whispered against his ear, her voice teasing. “But don’t you dare cum yet. We’re not done with you.”

Mike let out a strained laugh, his rhythm faltering for a second. “Fuck—you’re all trying to kill me.”

“That’s the idea,” Janice purred, reaching down to gently squeeze his balls while he kept thrusting into Abigail.

After a few more moments, Mike pulled out of Abigail and moved on to Janice. She was already in position, ass up and face down on the bed, looking back at him with a challenging smirk. “Come on then,” she said. “Show me what you’ve got.”

“Now hold on a fucking minute!” Catherine cried out.

Mike froze at the firmness in her voice. She was a tour de force as she straightened herself, her firm, beautiful breasts pointed forward. “During this whole fucking vacation, every single one of you has had cock and cum inside of you.” She pointed at herself. “Except me.” She moved over and gently pushed Janice aside, parking her own ass right beside her, turning it toward Mike. “If anyone is getting that cock next, it is gonna be me”.

The other women remained quiet while Mike chuckled.

Then Janice burst out laughing and looked at Mike. “You heard her, Mike. Fuck the shit out of this bitch.”

Catherine turned to say something, but Janice slapped her ass hard, making her moan instead.

Mike gripped her hips and pushed into her. Catherine turned out to be the loudest of the three so far: moaning and cursing with every thrust, pushing back hard against him like the others.

She was incredibly wet, making a mess of the sheet. He fucked her hard and fast, the wet sounds of her pussy edging him on, making him louder.

Abigail had moved to Linda’s side, and the two of them were now touching each other while they watched Mike fuck.

Linda’s hand was between Abigail’s legs, fingers moving steadily as they both kept their eyes on the scene in front of them.

Mike was breathing hard, sweat now streaming down his back. He could feel his orgasm creeping closer again, so he slowed down, rolling his hips in deep, grinding thrusts instead of fast ones. Catherine moaned in protest. “Don’t slow down—fuck me properly.”

“I’m trying not to cum,” Mike admitted with a strained laugh.

Catherine looked back at him over her shoulder, smirking. “I don’t care who you are fucking, I am getting that load today, understood?”

Mike groaned and kept going, switching between deep and hard, doing everything he could to hold on. After a few more minutes, he pulled out of Catherine and moved back to Janice, who was already waiting on her hands and knees again.

“Finally done with that bitch?” Janice murmured, some genuine disdain in her voice. It only made Mike more excited.

He fucked Janice hard from the start, one hand in her hair, pulling her head back as he pounded into her. He knew she loved it like that.

She was moaning loudly. “Oh Mike, fuck!” she begged. “Yes! Fuck me harder, Mike— please—”

He gave her what she wanted, fucking her with punishing strokes until her arms gave out and she dropped down onto her elbows, moaning into the sheets.

When he finally pulled out of Janice, his cock was throbbing and he was right on the edge. “Ah fuck,” he moaned, desperately squeezing the base. His tip was tingling with magic, wanting to erupt.

Catherine quickly crawled over to him and wrapped her hand around his drenched cock. “Here, hurry!”

The other women laughed and clapped, clearly enjoying how desperate he looked.

Mike didn’t have the strength left to be gentle. He let himself drop on top of Catherine the second she guided him between her legs. She wrapped both her arms and legs around him tightly as he pushed inside her in one rough thrust.

The moment he sank into her, Mike let out a broken, almost animalistic sound.

Catherine’s pussy felt different from before now that he was so close to climax: tighter in a way that made his brain short-circuit.

She locked her legs high around his waist and pulled him in deeper, one hand gripping the back of his neck while the other slid down to grab his ass.

“Fuck me,” she whispered against his ear. “Blast into me.”

Mike started pounding her immediately.

There was no rhythm anymore, just raw, frantic thrusts. His hips snapped forward hard and fast, the wet sound of his cock slamming into her soaked pussy overtaking all other sound.

Catherine moaned loudly beneath him, her nails now digging into his ass cheeks as she held on.

The other women didn’t stay quiet.

Janice was on her knees beside them, one hand between her own legs as she watched. “That’s it, Mike!”

Abigail was on his other side, running her hands over his back and shoulders, occasionally leaning in to kiss his neck or bite his ear. “You’re so close.”

Linda had moved closer too. She was lying on her back right next to Catherine’s head, watching Mike’s face with fascinated eyes.

She was loving this.

Meanwhile, Mike was losing it. His breathing had turned uneven, almost hyperventilating as he kept slamming into Catherine.

Sweat was dripping from his forehead onto her chest. Every thrust made his overstimulated cock drag against her tight, slick walls, pushing him closer and closer to the edge.

He couldn’t hold it anymore. “I’m—fuck, I’m gonna—” he choked out, voice cracking.

His whole body shook.

Catherine tightened her legs around him even more, locking him into place. “Do it,” she moaned. “Cum inside me!”

Mike slammed into her one last time and completely fell apart. His orgasm hit him so hard it almost made him go blind.

He buried his face in Catherine’s neck and screamed with a raw, broken sound as his cock blaster violently inside her. His cum shot deep into her pussy, pulse after heavy pulse, while his whole body vibrated on top of her.

His hips kept jerking in short, desperate thrusts as if his body refused to stop moving.

Catherine held him through it, one hand stroking the back of his head while the other stayed locked around his waist.

“That’s it,” she whispered, voice soft but filthy. “Give it all to me. Every drop.”

The other women watched in silence now for a few seconds, probably amazed by how hard he was climaxing.

Janice let out a low whistle. “Holy shit…”

Abigail grinned, biting her lip. “Look at him shaking…”

Linda didn’t say anything. She just stared at Mike’s face with wide, aroused eyes as he trembled through the aftershocks.

Mike stayed buried inside Catherine neck, breathing as if he’d just run a marathon. He didn’t want to leave. His arms were shaking from holding himself up. Sweat was running down his back and chest. He felt completely wrung out—and was yet somehow still hard inside her.

It was so raw and emotional, he felt like crying.

Catherine kept her legs wrapped around him, gently rocking her hips as his penis tingled magically inside of her.

He locked eyes with her. She was so goddamn beautiful.

“Fuck…” Mike finally managed to breathe out, his voice hoarse. “I love you,” he whispered.

The moment he’d uttered the words, goosebumps rattled his skin. The sudden emotion that came with it was overwhelming.

Catherine’s eyes lit up. She seemed surprised by his sudden words, but her smile beamed up at him. “Mikey boy,” she whispered, her grip around him tightening. “I love you too.”

Mike let out a weak breath against her neck, falling silent.

The romantic moment evaporated when Janice reached over and gave his ass a light slap. “Stop whispering you two,” she laughed.

“Lucky girl,” Abigail said with a chuckle. “Now’s there no cum left.”

Catherine laughed at that, and Mike joined her.

“Don’t worry,” Mike said and looked at Linda.

She gave him an amused stare.

Mike grinned. “Give me twenty minutes or so.”


Chapter 10


By the time they left Linda’s house, it was past 2:00 in the morning.

The five of them had completely lost track of time. After the intense session in the bedroom, the women had taken turns with Mike again; less frantic and needy this time, but no less filthy.

Catherine had ridden him while Linda sat on his face. Her taste was incredible. Janice and Abigail had taken turns sucking him between rounds, keeping him hard even when he thought he couldn’t possibly go again.

While it had been messy and deeply satisfying for all of them, and they had wanted to keep going, eventually, exhaustion had won.

Linda had offered them a place to stay the night at her place, but Catherine, Abigail, and Janice had politely declined. They wanted to sleep in late without feeling like they were in the way, and Mike knew they craved the comfort of their own bungalow. Linda hadn’t pushed. She understood.

Now they were walking back along the softly lit path that connected the house to the main resort area.

Mike walked a few steps behind the three women, who were giggling and leaning on each other as they made their way home. They were all a little drunk and dead tired, but at the same time energized and restless from all the sex.

At the fork where the path split, Mike slowed down. “I’ll catch up,” he told the girls.

Catherine glanced back, smiled, and gave him a little nod. “Go get her, tiger.”

The three of them continued ahead, their laughter fading into the night.

Linda still stood in the open doorway of her house, as if she had expected him to come back. She wore nothing but one of her white dress shirts. The sleeves were rolled up, and the hem barely reached the tops of her thighs. The top few buttons were undone, giving Mike a clear view of the soft curve of her breasts and the shadow between them. The shirt also rode up slightly when she shifted her weight, revealing the neat, trimmed patch of pubic hair above her womanhood.

She looked effortlessly sexy in that half-dressed, post-sex kind of way.

Mike stopped in front of her, and she beamed. “You’re really something, Mike Stewart,” Linda said.

He smiled faintly. “So are you.”

She stepped a little closer, the shirt shifting again. Mike’s eyes flickered down for a second before he caught himself.

Linda noticed and smiled at him, but she didn’t tease him for it. “You’re really blessed to have them. Catherine, Abigail, Janice… they’re special. The way they look at you… The way they care about you. Not many men get that kind of love. Treasure it.”

Mike already knew, deep down, what she was really saying. He looked at her standing there in nothing but that shirt, being a statement of feminine beauty and completely out of reach in the way that mattered most, and understood.

Linda would never be part of Bloomingdale.

And maybe that was for the better.

This had been a fantasy. A beautiful, intense, unforgettable fantasy. But it wasn’t his real life. His real life was waiting for him back at the bungalow, tipsy and very happy.

He knew he wouldn’t regret this. Not for a second. But he also knew this was where it ended. “I will,” he said quietly. “I do.”

Linda stepped forward and kissed him. It was surprisingly tender. Not the frantic kisses from before, but softer. It felt like a real goodbye.

“You’d better go,” she murmured. “They’re a bit drunk. Someone should make sure they get back safely.”

Mike nodded. “Yeah.”

“Thank you,” she said. “For making me see there is more to life than work.”

He looked at her one last time and smiled. Then he turned and started walking after his three ladies.

Linda stayed in the doorway, watching him go.

Mike didn’t look back. He already knew this chapter was closed, and looking back would only make him long for something that was going to disappear.


Chapter 11


The morning sun was pleasantly warm when they finished loading the last of their bags into the truck.

The resort looked different in daylight. Peaceful, but almost ordinary after the magic that had been last night.

Catherine leaned against the side of the car, arms crossed, watching the main building in the distance. “You think she’ll come say goodbye?” she asked, half-curious, half-teasing.

Mike shook his head as he closed the tailgate. “No,” he said. “Last night was the goodbye.”

Janice, who was already in the passenger seat with her feet up on the dash, let out a low, satisfied laugh. “Felt more like a very big hello to me,” she said. “That girl had something locked away for a long time. Passion like that doesn’t just appear out of nowhere.” She glanced back at Mike with a grin. “You have a talent for finding the ones who’ve been waiting to let it out.”

Mike smiled but didn’t answer. He just shook his head and climbed behind the wheel.

Catherine and Abigail got in the back, still glowing from the last few days. The engine rumbled to life, and they pulled away from the bungalow for the final time.

As they drove past the main building, Mike’s eyes drifted toward the large glass windows of the reception area and the upper balconies. He told himself he wasn’t looking for her. He told himself it didn’t matter.

But he looked anyway.

Linda wasn’t there.

No sign of her on the terrace, no familiar silhouette near the entrance. Just staff moving about their morning routines. Mike felt a strange mix of relief, but also disappointment.

They continued toward the front gate.

Mike slowed the car as they approached the exit, for another car was coming in from the opposite direction, waiting for them to pass.

Mike glanced at it out of habit.

And then his eyes locked with the driver.

Time seemed to slow for a second.

Elaine.

She was behind the wheel, sunglasses pushed up into her hair, looking straight at him. The recognition was instant on both sides. And in the passenger seat beside her sat a woman with bright red hair, turned slightly as she spoke to her mother.

Sophie.

Mike’s heart skipped a beat.

The memories hit him fast: hot, vivid flashes of naked bodies, breathless moans; the way Elaine had looked at him when she came, the way Sophie had laughed against his mouth while riding him.

The light that had burned hot and fast once upon a time. He hadn’t expected to see them any time soon. Let alone here of all places.

Elaine’s eyes stayed on him as their vehicles passed each other. She didn’t smile. She didn’t wave. But she didn’t look away either.

Sophie turned her head at the last second, and Mike was almost certain their eyes met too.

Then they were gone, the other car disappearing behind them as Mike continued through the gate.

For a few seconds, the car was quiet. Janice was the one who broke it. “Everything okay?” she asked, glancing at him.

Mike exhaled slowly and nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “Just thought I saw someone I knew.”

He didn’t say more, and they didn’t ask.

A few minutes later, as they merged onto the highway heading back toward home, his phone buzzed in the cup holder.

Mike didn’t need to look to know who it was.

He could already picture Sophie’s name on the screen. The message would probably be something short, the way she used to text him when she wanted his attention. Or maybe it was Elaine, but he couldn’t remember ever getting her number.

Either way, he knew what it meant. They had seen him. And he was back in their minds; it wouldn’t take long for them to find their way to him in Bloomingdale again.

Mike glanced in the rearview mirror at Catherine and Abigail, gazing sideways at Janice; the three women who had become his home.

Then he looked back at the road ahead, the long stretch of highway that would eventually lead him back to the life he had chosen.

A smile formed on his lips.

He had a feeling things were about to get even more mixed up than they already were.

But this holiday had him recharged and he was ready for whatever Bloomingdale would be throwing at him.

And in all honesty, he couldn’t wait.

Let it all come down on me.


From Damon Everest


Hi, I hope you enjoyed part 8 (already part 8!) in Mike’s journey. Expect more to come with Book 9. I had actually promised that Mike would be back in the suburbs with this book, but things turned out differently as Abigail forced me to let them have a vacation after Mike’s New York escapade… And how can I say no to lovely Abigail?

Thank you for reading! And see you at Mike’s next adventure.
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