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Chapter 1: The Night Shift

⚜

The thing about working security at a gym from ten to six is that nothing ever happens. Eight hours of nothing, five nights a week. I made my rounds, checked the locks, watched the cameras, and spent the rest of the time scrolling my phone or half-heartedly doing curls in the empty weight room.

Apex Wellness Club. That was the name on the building. Sounded fancier than it was -- though it was pretty damn fancy. Two floors of polished hardwood and chrome equipment that cost more than my car. The main gym floor was upstairs: weights, machines, a whole row of treadmills facing the windows. Downstairs was where the real money went. Yoga studios with heated floors. A lap pool that stayed at exactly eighty-two degrees. Sauna. And a jacuzzi tucked into the back corner past the locker rooms.

I'd been there three months. Enough time to learn the layout, figure out the alarm codes, and discover that the night shift came with an unexpected perk.

Three women had after-hours access.

Kendra was a personal trainer. Worked with clients during the day and came back at night for her own sessions. I'd hear the clang of heavy plates from the weight room around eleven, and if I walked through, I'd find her pulling deadlifts or doing hip thrusts with numbers that made me embarrassed about my own lazy sets. She was tall -- five-nine -- with fair skin and dirty blonde hair she kept pulled back in a short ponytail. Strong everywhere. Defined arms, powerful legs, and an ass her tight workout shorts did nothing to hide. She moved like she owned whatever room she was in.

And she'd been flirting with me for weeks.

It started small. Comments when she stopped by the front desk after her workouts. "You've got decent shoulders, Nate. You ever actually use the equipment here, or is it just decorative?" Then came the lingering touches. A hand on my arm when she leaned across the desk to grab a pen. Her fingers brushing mine when she handed back her key card. Two weeks ago she'd started showing up at the front desk in just a sports bra and tiny shorts, still glistening from her workout, leaning on the counter to chat about nothing while I tried not to stare at her abs. I failed. She knew.

Then there was Priya. She taught yoga classes in the evenings and stayed late for her own practice in Studio B. I'd see her through the glass wall as I did my rounds -- flowing through poses in the dim light, wearing thin tank tops and those yoga pants that might as well have been body paint. Priya was built completely different from Kendra. Curvy in every direction. Wide hips, thick thighs, and breasts that strained against whatever she wore. Full lips, long dark hair that hung past her shoulders or got swept into a loose braid. She was twenty-nine and carried herself like she'd figured out something about life that the rest of us were still working on.

Priya's thing was touch. Not aggressive -- just present. When she passed me in the hallway, her hand would find my arm. Not a pat or a tap. A slow slide of her palm across my bicep, warm fingers trailing off as she moved past. She'd hold eye contact a beat too long, then smile this half-smile that made my stomach tighten. Everything about her felt deliberate and unhurried, like she had all the time in the world and knew exactly what she was doing.

And finally, Suki. Twenty-two, competitive gymnast. Tiny -- four-eleven and all compact muscle. She trained late to dodge the daytime crowd that apparently couldn't stop gawking at her routines, and I couldn't blame them. Muscular thighs, tight little waist, dark hair pulled into a ponytail that whipped around when she flipped. Her leotards left next to nothing to the imagination, and she didn't seem to care.

Suki was the least subtle of the three, which was saying something. She'd stretch on the mats right next to wherever I happened to be standing, bending herself into positions that shouldn't have been legal. Legs behind her head, full splits, backbends that put her chest on display while she looked at me upside-down and grinned. If I said something about her flexibility, she'd hit me with a line like "You have no idea" and wink. She was a brat about it. Loved watching me squirm.

Three women. All gorgeous. All training in an empty building where I was the only other person for eight hours straight. And all of them, in their own way, making it very clear that they'd noticed me.

I kept it professional. Or at least I tried. I was twenty-four, freshly dropped out of a business degree I'd hated, and this security gig was supposed to be temporary while I figured out what came next. I wasn't about to lose it because I couldn't keep my hands to myself.

That was the plan, anyway.



Monday night. My shift started at ten like always. The last of the evening classes cleared out by nine-thirty, and the front desk staff locked up at ten on the dot. Then it was just me and the building.

I did my first round at ten-fifteen. Upstairs: gym floor empty, machines wiped down, everything in order. I could hear music coming from the weight room -- Kendra, already going at it. Through the doorway I caught a glimpse of her doing barbell squats, headphones in, eyes focused on the mirror. Her sports bra was bright orange against her fair skin, and her shorts rode up as she sank into each rep. I kept walking.

Downstairs: pool still, sauna off, studios dark except for Studio B. Priya was in there, cross-legged on her mat, eyes closed. Meditating or warming up or whatever she did before her practice. She was wearing a loose white tank top that was almost sheer under the studio lights, and black leggings. I could see the outline of her bra through the fabric. Or the absence of one.

I moved past the glass before she opened her eyes.

The gymnastics area was empty. Suki wasn't here yet.

Back at the front desk, I settled in. Pulled out my phone, checked the cameras on the tablet. Kendra squatting. Priya flowing into a sun salutation, her tank top falling forward as she bent. Deserted hallways. Still pool.

I switched to my phone and scrolled through job listings I'd already seen. Marketing coordinator. Sales associate. Entry-level project manager. All of them wanted experience I didn't have. I put the phone down.

Around eleven-thirty, Suki breezed through the front door, key card in hand. She was wearing an oversized hoodie and spandex shorts, gym bag slung over one shoulder.

"Hey, night owl," she said, tapping her card on the reader.

"Hey. Late start tonight."

She shrugged. "Couldn't sleep." She leaned on the counter, chin on her fist, studying me with those dark eyes. "What do you do all night in here by yourself? Seriously."

"Guard stuff. Very important."

"You look bored out of your mind."

"That's my professional look."

She laughed -- this quick, bright sound that bounced off the quiet lobby walls. "You should come work out with us sometime. Get those shoulders back in shape." She poked my arm through my uniform shirt. "I can tell you used to swim."

"How?"

"Shoulders are too wide for the rest of you. Swimmer's build." She stepped back, looked me up and down without an ounce of shame. "You're getting soft, though. We could fix that."

"I'll pass."

"Your loss." She gave me a grin that said she knew something I didn't and headed downstairs to the mats.

I watched her go. The oversized hoodie covered her ass but not the backs of her thighs. Compact, toned, slightly bowed from years of gymnastics.

I turned back to my phone. This was fine. I could handle this.



The next few hours passed quietly. I did another round at midnight, then again at one. Kendra finished her workout around twelve-thirty and stopped by the desk on her way out, a towel draped around her neck, sweat still shining on her shoulders.

"You need a training plan," she said, leaning on the counter. "I'm serious. I'll put one together for you."

"You don't have to do that."

"I want to." She smiled. Wide, confident. "Let me know when you're ready to stop hiding behind that desk." She tapped the counter twice with her palm and headed for the exit. "Night, Nate."

"Night, Kendra."

Priya left around one-fifteen. She stopped in front of the desk, her yoga mat tucked under one arm, and just looked at me for a second. Her hair was down, slightly damp at the temples.

"Long night?" she asked.

"They're all long."

She reached across the counter and took my hand. Not a handshake. Just held it, her thumb pressing slowly into the center of my palm, a small massaging circle. Her skin ran warm -- almost hot. Something about the deliberate pressure sent a spike of heat up my arm that I hadn't expected. "You should take better care of yourself," she said. "You look tired."

"I'm fine."

"Mmm." That half-smile again. She let my hand go and walked toward the exit, her hips swaying in those painted-on leggings. "Good night, Nate."

"Good night."

The door clicked shut behind her. I looked down at my hand. My palm was still warm where she'd touched it.

Two down. One to go.



By two a.m., the building was dead silent except for the hum of the HVAC system. I'd finished my rounds upstairs and everything was locked down. Time to check downstairs.

The pool area was dark, the water perfectly still. The sauna light was off. Studios empty. I walked past the locker rooms and turned the corner toward the jacuzzi.

The light was on. Warm, amber-tinted light spilling out from behind the frosted glass partition.

I heard water moving. A soft splash.

I came around the partition and stopped.

Suki was in the jacuzzi. Sitting on the submerged bench, arms stretched along the tile rim, her head tipped back with her eyes closed. She was wearing a bikini -- if you could call it that. A black triangle top that barely covered what little she had, and bottoms that were more string than fabric. Her wet hair was loose for once, plastered against her neck and shoulders.

She opened one eye. "Took you long enough."

"You're not supposed to be using the jacuzzi unsupervised."

"Good thing you're here to supervise." She leaned back, water rippling around her. "Come on. Get in."

"I'm working."

"You're patrolling a dead building at two in the morning." She sat up straighter, water streaming down her small, tight body. "Who's going to rob the place?"

"That's not really the point."

"Nate." She said my name like she was talking to someone who was being very stupid. "Get in the jacuzzi."

She splashed me. A quick flick of her wrist that caught my arm and the front of my shirt. I looked down at the wet patch, then back at her. She shrugged, completely unapologetic.

I looked at the water. It was steaming, jets bubbling. The pool area was deserted, the cameras pointed at the main pool and the entrance, not back here. I'd checked the angles my first week.

I shouldn't have. But I was four hours into an eight-hour shift of nothing, and there was a wet, barely-dressed woman looking at me like I was the one being unreasonable.

I pulled off my uniform shirt, then my undershirt. Undid my belt and stepped out of my work pants. Kicked off my shoes and socks. I was standing there in my boxers, and Suki was watching every move with open amusement.

"Cute," she said.

"Shut up."

I climbed in. The water was hot. Almost too hot. I sank down onto the bench across from her, the jets pounding against my lower back.

Suki didn't stay across from me for long. She slid along the bench until she was right next to me, close enough that her knee bumped mine under the water.

"So," she said. "How's your night?"

"It was quiet."

"Was?"

"Past tense."

She grinned. Her skin was flushed from the heat, drops of water catching the light on her collarbones, the tops of her small breasts just visible above the waterline.

"I like your shoulders," she said. Something brushed my calf beneath the surface. Her foot. She slid it up slowly, dragging along my shin and onto my thigh, and left it there. Casual, like she was just finding a comfortable position. "Kendra's right. You used to be in shape."

"Thanks."

"That was a compliment. 'Used to be' means you still have the frame." Her toes pressed lightly into my quad. "Just need to put in the work."

"Everyone keeps telling me that."

"Maybe you should listen." Her foot slid higher. Not quite to anything critical. Just higher. My leg tensed under the contact.

I turned my head to look at her. She was already looking at me. Close. Wet hair, dark eyes, water beading on her lips. She wasn't smiling anymore. That bratty energy was still there, but there was something else underneath it. Focus.

"Suki--"

"Shh." Her hand reached across and pressed against me through my boxers. I was already getting hard. Had been since the moment I'd rounded that corner and found her sitting here like this.

She shifted, turning her body toward me. Her hand came up to my chest, palm flat, and she swung one leg over to straddle my lap. Just like that. My brain went completely blank. The girl I'd been trying not to stare at for three months was suddenly in my lap, small and light in the water, like this was the most natural thing in the world. Her arms draped over my shoulders.

"You've been staring at me for three months," she said, her face inches from mine. "Every time I stretch. Every time I bend over. Don't even try to deny it."

"I wasn't going to."

"Good." She rolled her hips against me, a slow grind that pressed her body against my cock through two thin layers of wet fabric. Her lips were right there. "I've been wondering how long it would take."

"How long what would take?"

"For one of us to snap." She kissed me. Quick, testing. Pulled back to check my reaction.

I grabbed her waist and pulled her back in. She made a small, pleased sound against my mouth and kissed me harder. Her tongue slid against mine, her hips still moving in these slow circles that were making it very difficult to think.

She broke the kiss. "See? That wasn't so hard."

"Suki--"

"Stop saying my name like you're about to give me a lecture." She reached down between us, hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers, and dragged them down to my thighs. My cock sprang free into the hot, swirling water. She wrapped her hand around it.

I sucked in a breath. Her grip was firm and sure, and she started to stroke -- slow, deliberate pulls from base to tip. The hot water made everything slippery but her grip stayed tight, the friction intense in a way I hadn't expected. She twisted her wrist on the upstroke, thumb pressing right into the ridge beneath the head. My hands went to her hips on instinct, fingers digging into the strings of her bikini bottoms.

"Relax," she said. She kept stroking, slow and steady, her eyes on my face. "Just sit there and let me take care of you."

She leaned closer, angling her wrist. Her forearm moved in a steady rhythm beneath the surface, the water swirling around her hand. If anyone had walked in, they wouldn't have seen a thing. But we were completely alone.

"How long have you been thinking about this?" I asked. My voice came out rougher than I intended.

"Since your first week." She squeezed harder and I grabbed the edge of the bench. "You came downstairs while I was doing floor work and just stopped and watched me for like thirty seconds before you caught yourself. It was cute."

"I didn't--"

"You did." She tightened her grip and sped up. "I've been thinking about this ever since." Her free hand was on the back of my neck, fingers in my hair. She was watching me like this was a game and she was winning. Which she was.

The heat of the water, the jets, her hand. It all blurred together. She was so casual about it. Stroking my cock with the same energy as someone telling a story at a bar, that bratty little smile on her face, her eyes flicking between mine and my lips.

"You're making a face," she said.

"Can you blame me?"

"No." She leaned in and kissed the side of my neck, right below my ear. Her hand didn't stop. "Just making an observation."

I was getting close. The pressure was building, and she could tell. She sped up, grip tighter, her breath warm against my neck. Her hips were still pressed against me, pinning me to the bench.

"Come on," she murmured against my skin. "Don't fight it."

I didn't. My hips snapped forward off the bench. I came hard -- a thick, hot pulse that clouded the churning water between us, then another. My whole body seized. One hand locked around the tile rim. The other dug into her hip hard enough to leave marks. She kept stroking through the spasms, slower now, milking out every last shudder. Her lips curved against my neck as my grip finally went slack.

I slumped back against the wall of the jacuzzi, chest heaving. The water bubbled around us like nothing had happened.

Suki climbed off my lap with that same easy grace. She settled back on the bench beside me, stretched her arms along the rim, and looked at me with the most self-satisfied expression I'd ever seen.

"That was just a preview," she said.

I stared at her. My brain was still catching up. "A preview of what?"

She stood up in the jacuzzi. Water cascaded off her lithe frame -- her toned stomach, the small curve of her breasts in the black bikini, her powerful gymnast's legs. She climbed out, grabbed a towel from the hook on the wall, and wrapped it around herself.

"Guess you'll have to wait and find out." She winked at me over her shoulder as she padded away, leaving wet footprints on the tile.

I sat in the jacuzzi alone, staring at the ceiling. The jets hummed. The water was still hot. My boxers were still around my thighs.

What the hell just happened?

I stayed in the water for a while. Long enough for my heart rate to come back down and my brain to start working again. Then I climbed out, peeled off my soaked boxers, and wrung them out over the drain. Toweled off and pulled my uniform back on commando. The shirt was slightly wrinkled from the splash. Nobody was going to notice.

I walked back to the front desk and sat down. Checked the cameras. The gymnastics area was empty. Suki was gone. The building was dark and still.

I pulled up the job listings on my phone again. Marketing coordinator. Sales associate. Entry-level project manager.

I put the phone down.

Maybe the night shift wasn't so bad.
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Chapter 2: Double Time

⚜

Ispent all of Tuesday telling myself it was a one-time thing.

Suki was impulsive. Everyone could see that. She'd gotten bored, I'd been there, and the jacuzzi had set a mood. It didn't mean anything. It definitely didn't mean it was going to happen again.

By the time I clocked in at ten, I'd almost convinced myself.

Almost.

The building did its usual thing -- the last staff trickled out, the front door locked behind them, and the silence settled in like a blanket. I did my opening round. Upstairs first. Treadmills off, weight room empty, windows locked.

Except the weight room wasn't empty.

Kendra was on the cable machine, doing lat pulldowns with the kind of form that belonged in a textbook. Black tank top, gray compression shorts, headphones in. She caught me in the mirror and nodded without breaking her set.

Normal. Fine.

I headed downstairs. Studio A was dark. Studio B -- Priya's studio -- had the lights on low. She was in there, mid-flow, moving through some sequence that had her bending forward with her hands flat on the floor, her ass in the air, and her loose tank top hanging open. I caught a flash of skin -- the heavy curve of her breasts swinging free beneath the fabric -- before I made myself look up. She was already looking back. She caught my eye through the glass and smiled. Slow. Warm. Like she'd been expecting me.

I kept walking.

The gymnastics area was at the end of the hall. The lights were already on, and I could hear the rhythmic thud of feet hitting mats before I turned the corner. Suki was on the floor, working through a tumbling pass. She landed a back tuck, stuck it clean, and turned to find me standing in the doorway.

She waved. Just a casual little wave with her fingers, paired with a grin that hit me right in the gut.

That grin said she remembered. Every second of it.

I waved back like an idiot and kept moving.

Back at the front desk, I sat down and tried to focus on the monitors. Kendra pulling weight. Priya flowing. Suki tumbling. Three women moving through the building like they owned it. Which, after hours, they basically did.

I was the one on borrowed time.



Kendra showed up at the desk around eleven-fifteen. She'd ditched the headphones and had a water bottle in one hand, towel slung over her shoulder. Her tank top was dark with sweat across the chest and stomach, clinging to every line of muscle underneath.

"Hey," she said, leaning on the counter.

"Hey."

"Quiet night?"

"They're all quiet."

She took a long drink of water, watching me over the rim of the bottle. There was something different about the way she was looking at me tonight. Not the usual playful flirting. Something more direct. Like she was sizing me up for something specific.

"You look tense," she said.

"I'm not tense."

"Your shoulders are up by your ears." She reached across the counter and pressed her thumb into the muscle above my collarbone. Hard. I flinched, and she laughed. "See? Tense."

"Maybe I just don't like being poked."

"Mmhm." She didn't move her hand. Her thumb traced a slow line along the ridge of my shoulder, firm enough that I could feel the calluses on her fingers. "Suki mentioned you two hung out last night."

My stomach dropped. "She told you?"

Kendra's smile widened. "She tells me everything." Her hand left my shoulder, and she tapped the counter twice -- the same little move she always did before walking away. "Relax, Nate. It's a good thing."

She picked up her water bottle and headed for the stairs. I watched her go, trying to figure out what the hell that meant. Her workout shorts left absolutely nothing to the imagination, her round ass shifting with each step. She glanced back and caught me looking.

She didn't seem to mind.



Midnight came and went. I did my rounds. Pool still, sauna dark, studios lit. Priya had been in the studio the whole night, and around twelve-thirty she appeared at the front desk, water bottle in hand. Not leaving -- just taking a break, working the kinks out of her shoulders while she filled up at the fountain beside the desk.

"Good night, Nate," she said, which was how she always said hello after hours. The phrase meant something looser in her mouth, like enjoy the rest of it.

Her hand found my forearm on the counter and squeezed gently, her thumb brushing across the inside of my wrist. Unhurried. Like she had nowhere else to be.

"Night, Priya."

She smiled -- that calm, knowing smile that always made me feel like she was reading something in my face I hadn't meant to put there -- and headed back toward the lounge. I watched her round the corner toward the studio hallway.

The building felt emptier without her right in front of me.

One down for the night. I pulled up the screens. Suki was still in the gymnastics area, stretching on the mats. Kendra was on the gym floor, doing cable rows. Normal.

An hour passed. I did my midnight check upstairs, came back, settled in. At one-fifteen I pulled up the cameras again before heading down for my one-thirty round.

Suki's mats were empty. Kendra was gone from the gym floor.

Huh.

I cycled through the security grid. Lobby, empty. Pool, still. Hallway, clear. Studio A, dark. Studio B -- Priya, back on her mat. Gym floor, nobody. Weight room, nobody. Gymnastics area, nobody.

Both their cars were still in the parking lot. Neither had swiped out.

I grabbed my flashlight out of habit and headed downstairs.



The men's locker room was the last stop on my downstairs loop. I never spent long in there -- quick check of the rows, make sure no one had left a bag or propped open a window. Three months of the same routine, and I'd never found anything more interesting than a forgotten protein shaker.

I pushed the door open and stepped inside. The overhead fluorescents were on their nighttime setting, casting that flat, bluish light that made everything look like a hospital. Row of lockers on the left. Wooden bench down the center. Shower area at the back.

Kendra was leaning against the lockers at the far end, arms crossed, one foot propped behind her. She'd changed out of her sweaty tank top into a clean sports bra -- tight, bright red, pushing her medium breasts together. The tight spandex sat low on her hips.

Suki was sitting on the bench in the middle of the row, legs crossed, still in her leotard from practice. A black one with a high cut that showed off the full length of her muscular thighs. She was swinging one foot idly, expression bored in the way of someone who's been sitting there long enough to get impatient.

They both looked at me when I walked in.

"Took you long enough," Suki said.

I stopped. My hand was still on the door. "What are you--"

"We figured you'd come by eventually." Kendra pushed off the lockers and stood straight. "You do the same route every night, you know that?"

"It's a patrol route. It's supposed to be the same."

"Makes you predictable." She was walking toward me now. Slow, deliberate steps. Suki hopped off the bench and fell in beside her. Two women, closing the distance from different angles, and I was standing in a locker room doorway with no exit strategy.

Not that I wanted one.

"Kendra, what is--"

She kissed me. Closed the last step between us and pressed her mouth to mine, one hand gripping the front of my uniform shirt. It wasn't like Suki's kiss last night -- testing, playful. This was a claim. Her lips were firm, her tongue pushing past mine, and her fist in my shirt pulled me down to her height. She tasted like mint and smelled like clean sweat and something faintly floral.

While my brain was still trying to catch up, I felt hands at my back. Small hands. Suki grabbed the hem of my shirt and yanked it up. I broke from Kendra long enough to raise my arms, and Suki peeled the shirt over my head and tossed it on the bench. Then my undershirt, pulled up from behind.

"There we go," Suki said, pressing her palms flat against my bare back. Her hands were cool against my skin. She ran them down my sides, fingertips tracing each rib. "Much better."

Kendra stepped back to look at me. Her eyes traveled down my chest, my stomach, the trail of hair below my navel. She nodded like she'd confirmed something. "Told you he had a good frame."

"I never disagreed," Suki said from behind me. Her fingers were already working on my belt.

"Hold on--" I started.

"Shh." Kendra put a finger on my lips. "Sit down."

There was something about the way she said it. Not a suggestion. An instruction. The same voice she probably used with her training clients, except none of her training clients had two women cornering them in a locker room at one-thirty in the morning.

I sat down on the bench.

Suki had gotten my belt open while I was mid-sit. She appeared in front of me, crouching to pull my shoes off one at a time. Kendra stood over me, hands on her hips, watching with undisguised satisfaction.

"Pants," she said.

I lifted my hips and Suki dragged my work pants down my legs and off. I was sitting on the wooden bench in just my boxers, two women standing over me, and the fixtures humming overhead.

"Last night was a solo project," Suki said, tossing my pants onto the pile with my shirt. She straightened up and exchanged a look with Kendra. "Tonight's a collaboration."

Kendra dropped to her knees between my legs. Just like that. No buildup, no hesitation. She knelt on the hard tile floor and hooked her fingers into the waistband of my boxers. I lifted my hips again -- it was becoming automatic -- and she pulled them down to my ankles.

My cock was already hard. Had been since Kendra kissed me. It stood against my stomach in the harsh blue light, and both women looked at it with the kind of attention that made my skin prickle.

"Not bad," Kendra said, wrapping her hand around the base.

"Told you," Suki said. She sank down beside Kendra on the tile, both of them fitting between my spread thighs. Two women kneeling on the locker room floor, looking up at me. Kendra's blonde ponytail and Suki's dark hair side by side, both faces tilted up, both focused on the same thing.

I gripped the edge of the bench.

Kendra went first. She leaned forward and took me into her mouth in one smooth stroke, no teasing. Deep, wet, aggressive. Her lips sealed tight around my shaft and she pulled back slowly, cheeks hollowing, her tongue pressing flat against the underside. She bobbed again, taking me deeper, and her hand twisted at the base where her lips couldn't reach.

I made a sound I wasn't proud of.

Suki watched, her chin resting on my thigh, dark eyes tracking Kendra's mouth. "Don't hog it."

Kendra pulled off with a wet pop. Her lips were still shining when she turned my cock toward Suki with a firm hand, making the offer. Suki's approach was completely different. She licked the tip -- a slow, circular swirl of her tongue around the head -- then flicked the underside with quick, teasing strokes. She took just the first few inches into her mouth, sucking lightly, her tongue doing something complicated that made my toes curl against the tile.

"Fuck," I breathed.

Suki pulled back and grinned up at me, still gripping my shaft. "That's more like it."

They traded. Kendra pulled me deep -- deeper than before, her throat relaxing around me, her nose nearly brushing my stomach. Her eyes stayed locked on mine the entire time. Intense. Challenging. Like she was daring me to look away.

I didn't.

Suki dipped lower. While Kendra worked my shaft, Suki cupped my balls and took one into her mouth, her tongue rolling soft and warm. The dual sensation -- Kendra's tight throat and Suki's wet heat below -- sent a spike up my spine that had my hips lifting off the bench. Both my hands landed on their heads. Kendra's ponytail was coming loose under my palm. Suki's ponytail was silky between my fingers.

They were working in sync now. Not taking turns -- working together. Kendra pulled off my shaft and Suki immediately took over, and they met in the middle. Their lips touched around the head of my cock, tongues sliding against each other with me between them. Kendra's hand was wrapped around the base, stroking steadily, while their mouths moved together.

I was watching two of the most beautiful women I'd ever seen kissing each other around my cock and my brain just... stopped. Every thought in my head emptied out. No job listings, no career anxiety, no late-night existential dread. Just this.

Suki pulled back and ran her tongue from base to tip. "I can go deeper than you," she said to Kendra.

Kendra raised an eyebrow. "Prove it."

Suki wrapped her lips around me and pushed down. She gagged slightly at the halfway point, recovered, and kept going. Her throat was tighter than Kendra's -- she was smaller everywhere -- but she was determined. She pulled back, breathed, and went again, getting further this time.

Kendra watched with her arms crossed and a competitive smirk. When Suki came up for air, Kendra took over. She swallowed me in one fluid motion, all the way down, and held me there. Her throat worked around me. Three seconds. Four. Five. She pulled off, licked her lips, and looked at Suki.

"That's how it's done."

"Showoff," Suki muttered.

But she wasn't upset. She was grinning. They both were. This was a game to them -- a game they were both winning, and I was the prize.

They fell into a relentless rhythm. Suki's tongue worked the head while Kendra's fist pumped the base, and then they swapped effortlessly -- Kendra swallowing me to the root while Suki dragged her wet mouth down to my balls, sucking gently, her hand running up my inner thigh. I couldn't keep up. The locker room faded into the wet sounds of their mouths and the agonizingly good friction.

The pressure was building fast. That tightening in my core, the heat spreading through my thighs.

"I'm--" I managed.

Kendra didn't pull off. She took me as deep as she could, her hand working the base faster, her dark eyes staring up at me. Suki was right there beside her, one hand on my thigh, watching my face with that bratty anticipation.

I came. Hard enough that my vision whited out for a second. My hips jerked off the bench and Kendra caught every pulse, her throat swallowing around me, her hand milking the last of it. I gripped the bench so hard the wood creaked under my fingers.

When I finally went slack, Kendra sat back on her heels and turned to Suki. She pulled Suki in by the back of her neck and kissed her -- deep, open, sharing what I'd given her. Suki made a small, eager sound and kissed her back, their tongues moving together. A thin strand of saliva connected their lips when they separated.

They looked up at me. Both of them. Flushed, grinning, lips swollen.

I was sitting naked on a locker room bench with my boxers around my ankles and I couldn't form a single word.

Kendra stood first, wiping the corner of her mouth with her thumb. She was completely composed -- like she'd just finished a normal workout. "Same time tomorrow night?"

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.

Suki patted my knee as she stood. "I think he's broken."

"He'll recover." Kendra picked up her towel from the bench and slung it over her shoulder. "We'll see you tomorrow, Nate."

They walked out of the locker room together, Suki bumping Kendra's shoulder with hers, both of them laughing about something I couldn't hear. The door swung shut behind them and the sound echoed off the tile.

I sat there.

The overhead bulbs buzzed. A faucet dripped somewhere in the shower area. My clothes were in a pile on the bench beside me.

Two women. Coordinated. They'd planned this. Talked about it beforehand, picked the location, waited for me to walk my predictable little route right into their trap. And Suki had told Kendra about last night, which meant they were comparing notes. Sharing information.

I didn't move. Suki's saliva drying on my thighs. The faucet dripping somewhere at the back. I'd walked right into it, completely blind, and now I was shivering on the wood hoping I wouldn't get fired.

I dragged in a long, shaky breath.

I could not wait for tomorrow.



I got dressed. Took my time about it, because my legs weren't fully cooperating. Walked back to the front desk on autopilot and dropped into the chair.

The tablet was quiet. Suki's car pulled out of the parking lot at 2:05. Kendra's followed five minutes later.

The building was nearly empty now. Just me and the pool and the hum of the HVAC -- and Priya, still in Studio B, finishing her practice.

At three-fifteen, I was doing my next round when I heard footsteps in the downstairs hallway. Soft, bare feet on tile.

Priya was coming out of the yoga studio with her mat under her arm. She'd been in there for hours. Her dark hair fell loose around her shoulders, slightly damp at the temples from her practice.

She stopped when she saw me, and her eyes traveled over my face with that unhurried attention she always gave me. The hint of amusement in her expression was new.

"You look flushed," she said. "Long night?"

My ears went hot. "Just... the rounds. Walking. Exercise."

"Mmhm." She stepped closer. Her hand found my arm, her thumb tracing a slow circle just above my elbow. The same deliberate touch as always, except now it felt like she was reading me through my skin. "You should drink some water. You look dehydrated."

"I'm fine."

"You keep saying that." Her half-smile deepened. She held my gaze for a long, weighted moment. "Get some rest, Nate. You look like you need it."

She gave my arm a final squeeze and walked past me toward the exit. Her hips swayed beneath those painted-on leggings, her dark hair shifting across her shoulders as she moved. Just before she reached the lobby, she looked back over her shoulder.

That look again. Unhurried, certain, harboring a secret.

Like she'd expected this exact outcome. Like she was next.

The door closed behind her. I stood in the hallway, staring at the spot where she'd been, my pulse doing things it had no business doing at three in the morning.

I walked back to the desk and sat down. Pulled up the camera display. Every room empty. Every hallway still.

Three women. Three months of late-night flirting. Two nights of things I never should have let happen.

And tomorrow was Wednesday.

I closed the app and stared at the ceiling.

I was in so much trouble.




⚜




Chapter 3: Personal Training

⚜

Wednesday night I walked into the building half-expecting an ambush.

After what happened in the jacuzzi on Monday and the locker room on Tuesday, I'd spent the entire day running scenarios. Would Suki be doing splits in the lobby? Would Kendra be waiting at the front desk in nothing but a sports bra? Would they both be somewhere in the building, plotting their next coordinated attack on whatever was left of my self-control?

Instead, the building was quiet. Normal quiet. Almost disappointingly quiet.

I did my ten-fifteen round. Upstairs: gym floor empty, cardio machines off, weight room dark. Huh. I headed downstairs. Studio A, dark. Studio B -- Priya, right on schedule. She was deep into some sequence that had her in a low lunge, arms reaching overhead, her thin gray tank top riding up to show a strip of soft brown stomach. Her eyes were closed, and she didn't look up when I passed the glass.

The gymnastics area was empty. Mats rolled up. Lights off.

Suki wasn't here.

I tried not to feel anything about that and mostly succeeded. Back at the desk, I checked the parking lot cameras. Two cars. Priya's silver Civic and one other -- Kendra's black SUV. No little hatchback with the gymnastics sticker on the bumper.

So it was just the three of us tonight. One woman in the yoga studio who'd been giving me slow, knowing looks for weeks without making a move. One personal trainer who'd swallowed my cum last night and walked out of the locker room laughing. And me, the security guard who was rapidly losing the ability to distinguish between his job and his sex life.

Normal Wednesday.

I checked my phone. Same job listings. Marketing coordinator. Sales associate. Entry-level project manager. I stared at them for about thirty seconds before turning the screen facedown on the desk.



Kendra showed up at the front desk around eleven-thirty. She'd finished her workout -- I'd watched the tail end of it on the cameras, her doing barbell hip thrusts with a weight that looked like it might crush a lesser person -- and she was in her usual post-session state. Glistening with sweat, tank top damp, water bottle in hand. Except tonight she was wearing a bright yellow sports bra that popped against her fair skin under the lobby lights, and shorts so small they were basically underwear.

She leaned on the counter and looked at me like she was evaluating livestock at a county fair.

"You never work out," she said.

"I work out sometimes."

"Doing three lazy sets of curls at four in the morning doesn't count."

"It absolutely counts."

She shook her head. "You've got the frame, Nate. Wide shoulders, long arms. You could actually look good if you put in the effort." She took a swig of water. "When's the last time you benched?"

"Define 'benched.'"

"Lay on a bench. Pushed a bar above your chest. With weight on it."

"College, probably."

She stared at me. "That's criminal." She set her water bottle down and straightened up. "Come on. I'm giving you a session."

"What?"

"A training session. Right now. Free of charge." She jerked her head toward the stairs. "Upstairs. Let's go."

"Kendra, it's almost midnight."

"And? You're not doing anything. I'm warmed up. This is literally the perfect time." She tapped the counter twice and pushed off. "Bring your water. You're going to need it."

She was already heading for the stairs. I looked at the desk, the cameras, the empty building. Then I looked at Kendra's ass moving under those tiny shorts, the muscles in her legs flexing with each step.

I knew where this was probably going. I'd have to be an idiot not to, after the last two nights. But there was enough plausible deniability -- she was a trainer, I was out of shape, this could just be a workout -- that I could pretend I was making a reasonable decision.

I grabbed my water bottle and followed her.



The gym floor at midnight was different. During the day it was all chrome and mirrors and pop music. Now the overhead lights were off, replaced by the ambient glow of the emergency strips and the streetlights coming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The equipment cast long shadows across the rubber floor. It was quiet except for the low hum of the building's ventilation.

Kendra flicked on the lights over the free weight section. One bank of overheads buzzed to life, illuminating the bench press station, the squat rack, and the rows of dumbbells while leaving the rest of the floor in dim half-light.

"Bench first," she said, already sliding plates onto the bar. "Light weight. I want to see your form."

I pulled my uniform shirt off and draped it over a nearby bench. She watched -- not the clinical assessment of a trainer, more like she was cataloguing something for later -- and then went back to loading the bar.

"Lie down," she said.

I lay back on the bench in my undershirt. The padding was cool against my shoulder blades. Kendra moved behind the bar to spot me, leaning over so her stomach was right above my face. The yellow sports bra caught the light, and I could see the definition of her abs through the sheen of leftover sweat. I kept my eyes on the ceiling.

"Grip wider," she said, wrapping her fingers around my wrists to adjust. "There."

I unracked the bar and lowered it slowly. Easy. Pressed it back up.

"Three seconds on the negative. Controlled." She tapped the middle of my chest. "Here."

I did ten reps while she watched, occasionally pressing a finger against my elbow or the ridge of my shoulder to correct the angle. She was all business. Sharp corrections, economical words.

"Not bad," she said when I racked it. "Your right side is stronger. We can fix that."

She added weight. I did another set. This one took real effort, and by rep eight I was grinding through the last two with my teeth clenched.

"Two more. Push."

I pushed. Racked it. Sat up, breathing harder than I wanted to admit.

"Good." She stood in front of me now, arms crossed, studying my chest with something that had passed beyond trainer-mode. "It's hot in here."

It was. The ventilation wasn't doing much for this section of the floor, and genuine effort had built a genuine sweat.

"Yeah," I said.

She grabbed the hem of her sports bra with both hands, pulled it up and off over her head, and dropped it onto the bench.

Just like that.

Her breasts were firm and round, medium-sized, with barely any sag. Dark nipples, already stiffening in the cooler air. Her whole body was a sculpture under those lights -- defined shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, the shadow of her abs, those shorts sitting dangerously low on the cut of her hip flexors.

She looked at me looking at her.

"What?" she said. "It's just us."

My throat went completely dry. Something came out of my mouth that wasn't a word.

"Your turn." She nodded at me. "Shirt off too. I need to see your scapular positioning for the next set."

I pulled the undershirt over my head and added it to the pile.

She straddled the bench in front of me before I'd fully sat back down, knees on either side of mine. Up close, she was warm, radiating heat from her workout, and I was embarrassed to notice I didn't mind the smell of her at all.

Her hands came up to my chest.

"There's actually something here to work with," she murmured. Not a compliment so much as a professional assessment she'd decided to deliver at extremely close range. Her palms were slightly rough from years of grip work, and she ran them down my sides, thumbs tracing the muscle along my ribs. Not clinical. Not checking anything. Just touching. "You've been hiding under those uniforms."

"Kendra--"

"I like how you say my name when you're nervous." Her hands slid lower, down my stomach. Her fingers traced the trail of hair below my navel, and then she was cupping me through my work pants. Firm. Deliberate. My cock jumped to full attention under her palm. She felt it and smiled. "Yeah. Okay."

She leaned in and put her mouth on my neck. Slow at first, then harder, her teeth grazing the tendon just below my ear. Her hand worked me through the fabric while I gripped the edges of the bench.

"The thing about you, Nate," she said against my skin, "is that you think you're just along for the ride." Another squeeze that knocked the air out of me. "And you are. But I wanted you to know this time is just me."

"Just you?"

"Monday was Suki. Last night was both of us." She pulled back enough to meet my eyes. "Tonight is mine."

She stood, hooked her thumbs into my belt, and had the buckle open in three efficient seconds. She crouched and pulled my sneakers off one at a time, set them aside. I lifted my hips. She pulled my work pants down and off, then peeled my boxers all the way down after them.

I was completely naked on the bench while she stood in front of me in nothing but tiny shorts.

"Stay," she said.

She slid to the side and dropped to her knees on the rubber floor between my legs.

What happened next was Kendra at her most focused. She took me into her mouth and my hips jerked off the bench before I could stop them. Her eyes came up, dark and completely composed, watching my face while her tongue dragged hard against the underside of my cock with every stroke. She wasn't rushing. Long, exacting pulls that read my responses in real time -- harder when I tensed, deeper when my fists balled against my own thighs.

No audience tonight. No competition with Suki, no performance. Just her mouth, wet and relentless, working me with the kind of focused intensity that blanked out everything else. The overhead light caught the flex of her shoulders, the stillness of her body -- nothing moved except her head. I watched from above, the barbell rack framing the whole scene, and my brain went completely quiet.

She pulled off, spat on her palm, used it. Met my eyes. Kept going.

The pressure reached a point where I wasn't going to last much longer, and she could tell. She took me deep, held the tension there while every muscle in my body locked up, then pulled off clean. A slow drag of her lip. She swiped it with her thumb without looking away.

"On your back," she said.

I lay flat. The padding was warm now from my own heat. The barbell sat in the rack above me, framing the ceiling. I focused on breathing.

Kendra stood, stepped out of her shorts in one motion. Nothing underneath. She stood in the middle of the weight room at midnight -- all of her, every line carved by years of deliberate work, skin gleaming.

She climbed onto the bench and straddled me. Reached up and gripped the barbell rack overhead with both hands and used it for leverage as she lowered herself down.

My breath punched out of me as she sank. Tight, wet, hot -- she took me in one long controlled drop until her hips were flush against mine. Her fingers flexed around the rack. She sat there for a moment, adjusting, feeling it.

"Don't move," she said.

She started to ride. Slow at first, using the overhead bar to pull herself up and drop back down with precision. The bench groaned under us, a rhythmic complaint from the metal frame. Her core worked in tight, controlled rolls that squeezed my cock with every drop of her hips. I was pinned flat on my back, completely at her mercy -- nothing wasted, every movement precise.

She built the pace. Hips dropping harder, faster, grinding down on each stroke to press her clit against the base of my shaft. I could read the focus on her face. She wasn't performing. She was working. Taking what she needed.

"God," she breathed. Her jaw was set. "You feel that?"

I gripped her hips tighter and lifted to meet her, and she clenched around me hard in response. Her thighs squeezed the bench. The metal supports let out a low creak. I had a brief, absurd thought about the morning staff.

She came with a sharp cry, her whole body locking. Knuckles white on the barbell rack. I felt it from the inside -- tight, rhythmic squeezes that went on and on while she rode through it, hips slowing but not stopping, jaw open.

She released the rack and pressed both hands flat on my chest. Looked down at me, her breathing ragged, a bead of sweat running from her jaw to her collarbone to my sternum.

"Stand up," she said.

My legs barely cooperated. I stood. She climbed off and walked to the preacher curl station at the edge of the free weight section -- the angled pad for bicep curls. She bent forward over it, forearms resting on the padded top, hips angled back. The pad caught her right at hip height.

She glanced over her shoulder. Said nothing.

My legs were shaking but the sight of her bent over that pad wiped out any thought of exhaustion. I stepped up behind her, grabbed her waist, and pushed my cock inside her in one long stroke. She was dripping wet from the bench and I slid in to the hilt. She let out a breath against the pad, hands gripping the edges. The angle was deep and steep and completely different from before -- I could feel every inch of it. She pushed her hips back immediately, pulling me in as far as I'd go.

"There," she said, low. "Don't hold back."

I didn't. Three nights of everything pent up in this building poured out. I gripped her waist and drove in hard, and she answered every stroke -- pushing back, matching the force, her body absorbing all of it. The pad scraped against the rubber floor. Sound bounced off the mirrors.

She reached back and pressed my hand against her clit. I rubbed in tight circles and felt her lock around me right away.

"Right there," she said, voice going rough. "Don't stop."

Her forehead dropped to the leather, and I felt her building again -- her breath coming in bursts, her thighs shaking against my legs.

She came harder the second time. The sound traveled all the way to the ceiling. Her body clenched and I lasted three more strokes, then drove deep and finished inside her, one fist against the back of the pad, the other dug into her hip. The release went through me like a circuit tripping -- white for a second, then very quiet.

I leaned forward, chest against her back, both of us breathing hard into the silence around us.

We stayed like that for a moment. My forehead between her shoulder blades. The preacher pad slightly askew.

Kendra straightened and I stepped back. She turned around, completely unselfconscious, and stretched her arms overhead, rolling her neck side to side. Like she'd just finished a particularly satisfying set.

"Your form needs work," she said. "We'll do legs next time."

I was naked in a weight room at midnight and she was critiquing my form.

"Next time?"

"Same time tomorrow?" She grabbed her sports bra from the bench and pulled it on over her head, then stepped back into her shorts. Thirty seconds and she was dressed again, looking like nothing had happened except for the flush across her chest and the glistening on her inner thighs.

She picked up her water bottle, took a long drink, and walked past me toward the stairs. At the dumbbell rack she paused and tapped it twice with her fingers -- same rhythm, same move.

"Good session, Nate."

Her footsteps on the stairs. Then the distant beep of the front door.

I stood where she'd left me. The ventilation blew cool air across my bare skin. The mirrors showed me approximately fourteen different angles of a naked security guard in well over his head.



It took a full minute to start moving. I gathered my clothes and pulled them on -- work pants commando, shoes, uniform shirt. The boxers went in one pocket. The undershirt got balled up and stuffed in the other; I'd wiped the bench down with it and it was staying there.

I walked back downstairs, checking the tablet as I went. Gym floor, clear. Pool, still. Studio B --

Priya was standing at the glass wall, facing the hallway.

She'd been watching the door. Not practicing. Just standing, mat rolled under one arm, waiting.

I stopped. She pushed the studio door open.

"Done with your workout?" The word landed with gentle emphasis.

"How did you--"

"The bench." She gestured toward the ceiling above her. "It's directly overhead. It was quite... expressive tonight." Her half-smile arrived, warm rather than teasing. "Everything all right up there?"

"I don't know what to say to that."

"You don't have to say anything." She stepped into the hallway and closed the distance between us, moving the way she always did -- unhurried, certain of her right to take up space. The smell of her practice was still on her: sandalwood, clean effort, that faint floral note I'd never been able to name. She looked at my face the way she always did, reading something I hadn't tried to conceal.

Her hand settled on my arm, just below the shoulder. Her thumb began its slow circle -- that deliberate press I'd come to know. But this time the nail dragged lightly against my skin on the upswing. A small, precise pressure. Just enough to feel different from every time she'd done it before. Not comfort. Not quite.

"You look like you could sleep for a week," she said.

"Pretty close."

She held the touch a beat longer than usual, then let go. "Drink some water. Eat something real." A pause. "And rest. Tomorrow is Thursday."

Something in how she said it: not a warning, not quite a promise. Just a fact being noted. Thursday is a day that exists, Nate.

"Priya--"

"Good night." She gave my arm a single firm squeeze, then moved past me down the corridor.

I turned and watched her go. She walked the same way she always did -- weight rolling through her hips in those dark leggings, completely at ease with her body, with the space around her, with everything. Near the end of the hall she looked back. Not a wave. Just a look: patient, certain, already knowing how Thursday would go.

The door beeped. Her car started in the lot. Then it was just me and the building.



I made it back to the front desk and dropped into the chair. Every monitor showed nothing: empty floors, still pool, dark hallways.

I sat there for a while before reaching for my phone. The job listings looked back at me. Marketing coordinator. Sales associate. Entry-level project manager. Same as always. I turned the screen off.

Three nights. Three encounters. Suki's handjob in the jacuzzi -- casual, bratty, like she was doing me a favor and enjoying herself about it. The coordinated ambush in the locker room, two women who'd compared notes and timed my route to the minute. And tonight -- Kendra alone, methodical, taking exactly what she wanted and walking out like she'd crossed something off a list.

Which she probably had.

And Priya had been listening through the floor the whole time.

I tipped my head back and stared at the ceiling.

Whatever was happening here, it wasn't slowing down. And the calmest, most patient, most deliberate of the three had just told me Thursday was coming.

I closed my eyes.

I was so far past trouble I couldn't even see it from here.




⚜




Chapter 4: Flexible Arrangements

⚜

Thursday night I didn't even pretend it was going to be normal.

Three nights in a row. Suki in the jacuzzi. Suki and Kendra in the locker room. Kendra on the weight bench and the preacher curl pad. Each one bigger than the last. And every morning at six I'd driven home replaying it, unable to process anything in real time.

And Priya had been there through all of it. In the background. That easy smile through the studio glass. That slow thumb on my wrist. That half-smile that said she knew exactly what was happening in this building after hours and she was content to wait.

Tomorrow is Thursday, she'd said. Like a fact. Like gravity.

Well. It was Thursday.



I clocked in at ten. Did my opening round. Upstairs first -- gym floor dark, machines off, weight room empty. No Kendra tonight. Her parking spot was vacant when I'd pulled in, and the camera feeds confirmed it. She'd said "same time tomorrow" when she left last night, but her spot was empty. Part of me wondered if she'd cleared the schedule on purpose.

Downstairs. Pool still, sauna dark. Studio B had the lights on low, and Priya was already there. I could see her through the glass wall as I came around the corner -- mid-pose, one leg stretched behind her, arms overhead, back arched. She was wearing a thin lavender tank top and dark yoga pants that clung to every curve of her hips and thighs. Her long dark hair was loose tonight, falling past her shoulders, swaying with her movement.

I slowed down without meaning to. She transitioned into a forward fold, bending at the waist, her fingertips touching the mat. The tank top fell forward. The neckline gaped. I could see the heavy swell of her breasts hanging free beneath the fabric -- no bra, just skin and softness and the pull of gravity. Her eyes were closed, and her face was completely at peace.

I stood there. Longer than I should have. Then I kept walking.

The gymnastics area had its lights on. Suki was on the mats, working through a tumbling sequence. She saw me in the doorway, landed a roundoff, and padded over.

"Hey." She was in a black leotard, same as always, ponytail swinging.

"Hey."

"I'm heading out early tonight." She grabbed her water bottle from the bench. "Just getting some reps in before a meet this weekend." She took a long drink, watching me over the rim. "Make sure you get some sleep." The grin was pure Suki -- knowing, bratty, thrilled with herself. "You'll need it."

She patted my arm on her way past, grabbed her gym bag from the bench, and disappeared down the hall. Two minutes later I heard her car start in the parking lot.

Just me and Priya. The whole building.



I went back to the front desk and dropped into the chair. Pulled up the cameras. Pool, still. Hallways, empty. Studio B -- Priya flowing through a sequence that involved her dropping into a deep hip stretch, knees wide, chest sinking toward the mat. Her tank top pooled around her, and I could see the curve of her waist, the width of her hips pressing against the yoga pants. She made it look effortless.

I pulled out my phone. Marketing coordinator. Sales associate. Entry-level project manager. I scrolled past them without reading the descriptions and turned the screen off.

At eleven-thirty I did another round. Upstairs, nothing. Downstairs, nothing. I paused at the glass wall of Studio B.

Priya was in a seated straddle, legs spread wide in a full split on the mat, her torso folded forward with her forearms resting flat in front of her. Her hair curtained the sides of her face. The stretch pulled the yoga pants tight across her ass and inner thighs. She held the position with a stillness that made the rest of the building feel rushed.

She lifted her head. Saw me through the glass. And smiled.

Not Suki's grin. Not Kendra's competitive smirk. Something softer, slower. Like she'd already made up her mind and was letting me catch up. She straightened her spine, swept her hair behind her shoulders, and tipped her head toward the studio door.

"Want to join me?"

Her voice carried through the glass. Soft and even, like she was asking me if I wanted tea.

Priya held the door open. I stepped inside. She closed it behind me. The latch clicked, soft and final.



The studio was warm. Heated floors, dim lighting -- the overheads off, just a row of wall sconces casting a soft amber glow. The air smelled like sandalwood and eucalyptus, something from the diffuser in the corner. Priya's mat was in the center of the floor, a second one rolled up against the wall.

"Grab that one," she said, nodding at it.

I unrolled it beside hers and stood there, feeling overdressed in my uniform. She was still seated, looking up at me with those dark eyes, patient as always.

"Shoes off," she said. "And that." She gestured at my uniform shirt.

I toed off my shoes, pulled the uniform shirt over my head, and dropped it by the door. Undershirt and work pants. She considered me for a moment, something unreadable crossing her face, then stood in one fluid motion.

"Start here." She moved behind me. Her hands settled on my shoulders and pressed down, gently but firmly. "You carry all your tension up here. Drop them."

I let my shoulders fall. Her thumbs dug into the muscle along my spine, just below my neck. Slow, deliberate circles. The same touch she'd always given me at the front desk, except now it was both hands, and she was standing close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her body.

"Breathe," she said.

I breathed. Her hands slid down my arms, adjusting their position, then came to rest on my hips. She turned me gently to face the front of the studio.

"Forward fold. Bend at the waist. Let your arms hang."

I bent forward. It wasn't pretty. My hamstrings screamed in protest and I got about halfway before my body decided that was the limit.

"Relax into it." Her hand pressed flat against my lower back, solid through my undershirt. "Don't force it. Just let gravity do the work."

I exhaled and sank a fraction deeper. Her hand stayed there, thumb tracing along my spine.

"Good." She moved beside me and demonstrated a lunge. Left foot forward, right knee on the mat, hips sinking low. She sank into the lunge effortlessly. No resistance, just smooth control. The yoga pants stretched tight over her thighs and the curve of her ass. Her tank top rode up, showing a strip of brown skin at her waist, the soft give of her stomach.

"Your turn."

I tried. It was awful. She corrected me with her hands -- adjusting my front knee, pressing my hips lower, her hand pressing flat against my inner thigh to guide the stretch.

"Don't clench," she said. Her fingers lingered on my thigh. "Let it open."

We went through three more poses. A warrior something. A pigeon stretch that made my hip flexors burn. Some kind of seated twist that put my face about six inches from hers when she demonstrated the rotation.

Through all of it, her hands were on me. On my hips, my ribs, my lower back. Not corrective anymore. She'd adjusted my alignment on the first two poses. After that, her touches were something else. Her palm sliding across my stomach to check my core engagement. Her fingers tracing the line of my obliques. Her thumb pressing into the groove of my hip flexor where it met my waistband.

She didn't hesitate once. Not with her hands, not with her eyes. Like she'd been working through this in her head for months -- and now it was finally my turn to keep up.

"One more," she said. "Watch me."

She turned around and dropped into a deep forward fold, her ass rising behind her as her chest lowered to the mat. From where I was standing, I was looking directly at the curve of her backside -- wide hips, thick thighs, the spandex clinging mercilessly to every curve. She held the position, her back arched, her arms stretched out in front of her.

Then she looked back over her shoulder. "You're not breathing."

I wasn't.

She straightened slowly and turned to face me. Calm. Knowing. She stepped forward until we were inches apart, reached out, and pressed her palm flat against my chest. I could feel my own heartbeat hammering against her hand.

"Your heart rate is up," she said.

"No kidding."

She sat down and opened her legs into a wide straddle. Patted the space in front of her. "Sit."

I sat, facing her, our legs overlapping. She reached forward and took my hands, pulling me gently toward her. The stretch opened my hips, but that's not why she was doing it. Our faces drifted closer. I could see the small gold studs in her ears. The tiny scar on her chin. The way her lips parted slightly as she watched my mouth.

"You've been very patient," she said quietly.

"I don't think I've been patient about anything."

"I have." Her fingers tightened around mine. "Three months of watching you watch the three of us. Three months of touching your arm at the desk and wondering when you'd touch me back."

"Priya--"

She kissed me. No hurry. No ambush. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine, soft and slow, like she was testing the temperature of something she'd been sitting with for a long time. Her mouth tasted like mint tea. Her free hand cupped my jaw, thumb pressing lightly, guiding the angle.

I kissed her back. She was nothing like the other two. This was deliberate. Her tongue slid against mine in a slow sweep that made my whole body tighten. She deepened it gradually, pulling me closer, her hand sliding from my jaw to the back of my neck.

She broke the kiss slowly. Her eyes were darker. Her breathing had changed.

"I've been wanting to do that," she said, "since you walked in looking flustered on your second night and didn't know where to put your hands."

She reached for the hem of her tank top, crossed her arms, and pulled it up and over her head.

I'd caught glimpses. Through loose necklines, through sheer fabric, through the glass. None of it had prepared me for the reality. Her breasts were heavy and full, brown skin smooth in the amber light, dark nipples already stiff. They rose and fell with her breathing, and everything about her body said she was perfectly comfortable sitting topless in front of me.

She took my hands and placed them on her chest.

"Don't be gentle," she said.

The weight of her settled into my palms, heavy and soft, her nipples pressing against the centers. When I squeezed, she inhaled through her nose, a small sound of approval catching in her throat. My thumbs dragged across her nipples and her eyes fluttered shut.

"Harder," she murmured.

I squeezed harder. Rolled her nipples under my thumbs. She bit her lower lip and her hips shifted beneath her. Her hand fisted in my hair and pulled me down to her chest.

I took one nipple into my mouth and she let out a breath like something had been pressing behind it for weeks. Her nails scraped my scalp. I sucked, and her back arched into me, pressing more of herself into my mouth, her other breast pressed warm against my cheek.

"That's it," she said softly. Her voice had dropped. Lower, rougher at the edges. "Just like that."

I switched to the other side. Circled it with my tongue before closing my lips around it. Her grip tightened. I could feel her pulse through the breast against my face -- fast, steady, at odds with the calm in her voice.

She guided me down. Not with words -- just pressure. Her palm steady on the back of my neck, her body easing backward onto the floor, drawing me with her. I kissed down the center of her chest, the soft curve of her stomach, the rise of her hip. She lifted her hips, and I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her yoga pants and peeled them down her legs.

She wasn't wearing anything underneath.

She lay there completely bare. Everything I'd been imagining for three months, laid out in the amber light. The soft flare of her hips. The dark patch of hair between her legs trimmed close. All curve and heat, unapologetically real.

She opened her legs and reached for me with both hands.

"Come here."

I started at the inside of her knee, kissing my way up. The skin grew softer as I climbed, and by the time I reached the crease of her thighs she was already slick. She inhaled sharply when my mouth grazed the sensitive skin there, her grip tightening on my shoulder.

"Higher," she said.

I pressed my mouth between her legs and she made a sound that resonated through the studio -- low, surprised, like she'd been holding it back and it had slipped out anyway. She was wet already, and I tasted her, tongue flat and slow, dragging up through her folds. Her thighs pressed against either side of my head.

"Slower," she breathed. "Don't rush."

I slowed down. She guided me with her hands -- small adjustments, tilts of her hips, fingers pressing the back of my skull when I hit the right spot. Not bossy about it. Her body told me everything I needed to know.

"There." Her voice caught. "Stay right there."

I focused. Soft, circling pressure with the tip of my tongue, steady rhythm. Her thighs tensed around my head. I could hear her breathing change -- deeper, more ragged, the calm cracking at the edges. I slid two fingers inside her and she clenched around them immediately, her hips lifting off the floor.

"Stay with me." Her fingers dug into my scalp. "Please. Just like that."

I curled my fingers forward, working them in rhythm with my tongue, and she went very still for a moment. Every muscle in her body tightened. Then she came -- not loud, not performative, just a deep, rolling contraction that pulsed through her thighs and her stomach and her grip on my head. A long, shuddering exhale. Her hips pressed up against my mouth and held there while the aftershocks rippled through her.

When she loosened her grip, I pulled back and looked up at her. She was lying flat, hair fanned out around her, chest rising and falling in slow waves. Her eyes were closed. She looked wrecked in the best way -- and way too composed for how hard my pulse was going.

She opened her eyes. Looked at me. Smiled.

"Get up here."

I crawled up to her. She pulled me down and kissed me -- long and slow, her tongue thorough, tasting herself on my mouth without hesitation. Her hands pushed at my undershirt.

"Take this off."

I pulled it over my head. She ran her palms down my chest, then lower, working open my belt. My pants came off, then my boxers. Naked next to her, completely exposed, and she looked at my body like she'd been waiting for exactly this for a very long time.

"Turn me over," she said.

I put my hand on her hip and guided her onto her stomach. She pushed up onto her hands and knees, looking back over her shoulder with an expression that made my blood pound. I knelt behind her. The sight of her on all fours, her hair falling over one shoulder, her back arched and her full ass lifted toward me -- I gripped the smooth curve of her waist just to have something to hold onto.

I lined up and pushed inside her slowly. She was still swollen and slick from coming and her wet heat clamped down tight around me. She exhaled through her teeth, her fingers curling into the mat.

"All the way," she said.

I sank to the hilt. For a moment I just stayed there, both of us adjusting, both of us breathing. Her body was everywhere around me. Tight, wet, burning hot.

She started to rock back against me. Slow at first, a controlled roll of her hips that drew me almost out, then pulled me deep again. I matched her rhythm, hands locked around her hips, finding the pace she was setting.

She wasn't frantic about it. Every movement was measured, intentional. She knew exactly what angle she wanted and she adjusted herself to get it, her back arching deeper, her knees spreading wider. The change in angle made me groan.

"There," she said, her voice rough. "That's it."

I reached forward and cupped her breasts. They hung full beneath her, swaying with each thrust, and when I closed my hands around them she gasped and arched deeper. The weight of them filled my palms. I squeezed, kneading, rolling her nipples between my fingers while my hips drove forward. She dropped to her elbows, pressing her face sideways against the floor, and the sound she made was low and abandoned and nothing like the controlled woman who'd been guiding stretches ten minutes ago.

I sped up. She met every stroke, her ass pressing back into my hips. The rubber shifted beneath our knees. I could hear it -- the wet sound of our bodies connecting, her breath catching in stuttered bursts, the occasional word that was half-instruction and half something else entirely.

"Harder," she said into the floor. "Give me all of it."

I stopped holding back. Gripped her hips hard enough that my fingers sank into the soft flesh above her hipbones and drove into her with everything I had. Her body took every inch, and our hips slapped together hard, her breasts swaying in my grip. I pinched one nipple and she shuddered, clenching around me so tight that my vision dimmed.

"Close," she gasped. "I'm close."

I kept the pace. One hand on her breast, the other reaching beneath her, finding her clit. Two slow circles and she locked up around me -- a full-body clamp that dragged me in deep. She came with her face pressed into the rubber, her whole frame trembling, her breath punched out in short bursts that echoed off the studio walls.

The feel of her clenching around me was too much. I pushed in deep and finished -- a heavy, pulsing release that emptied me completely. My forehead dropped between her shoulder blades. My hands dug in, holding her in place, both of us staying locked together while the last tremors ran through us.

Silence. Just our breathing in the quiet studio. The hum of the diffuser. The faint buzz of the wall sconces.

She eased forward and I slipped out. She turned over and reached for me, pulling me down beside her. We lay there on our backs, shoulder to shoulder, staring at the studio ceiling. The heated floor glowed under my spine.



For a while, neither of us said anything. I listened to her breathing slow down, watched the amber light play across the ceiling tiles. Her hand found mine and she laced our fingers together. Not tight. Just there.

"You're different," I said.

"From whom?" That quiet, knowing look, even lying down.

"Suki's... Suki. Kendra's Kendra. You're--"

"Me." She turned her head to look at me. Her dark hair fanned across the surface, a strand stuck to her damp neck. "I don't need to be in a rush. I've known this was going to happen since the first time you couldn't stop looking at my hand on your arm."

"Three months ago."

"Three months ago." She squeezed my fingers. "I'm a patient woman."

I kept my gaze on the ceiling. "How much do you three talk about me?"

She laughed. Low and amused, like she'd been expecting the question. "Quite a bit, actually." She rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow. Her breasts settled against each other, her free hand resting on my chest. "Suki told Kendra about Monday before you'd even dried off. Kendra told me about your locker room visit on Tuesday while I was still in the studio. And last night..."

"You heard through the floor."

"I heard through the floor." Her thumb traced a slow circle on my sternum, the same way it used to trace my wrist. "That weight bench is directly above this studio, Nate. Every creak. Every sound."

My face went hot.

"Don't be embarrassed." Her lips found my collarbone. "I liked what I heard. And I liked waiting." Her hand slid lower, resting on my stomach. "They like you. I like you. We've been discussing something."

"Discussing what?"

"An arrangement." She said it casually, the way someone might say they'd been discussing dinner plans. "The three of us have been talking about it. Since Monday, actually. Once things started happening, we figured we should be honest with each other."

I propped myself up on my elbows. "You planned this?"

"Not planned, exactly." She pushed me back down with a gentle palm on my chest. "More like... we saw what was happening and decided to be honest about it. All three of us wanted you. We could either fight about it or share." She smiled -- easy, certain. "Sharing sounded like a lot more fun."

"And you went last."

"I went last because I wanted to be the one to tell you." Her hand came up to the side of my face. Her thumb traced my cheekbone. "Suki would have blurted it out between giggling fits. Kendra would have made it sound like a training schedule. I wanted you to hear it like this. Lying next to me. After I finally got to show you exactly how much I've wanted you."

I just looked at her. My pulse was still thudding against my ribs. I'd thought I was just getting lucky. I had no idea they'd been orchestrating the whole thing.

"Tomorrow night," she said. She leaned down and kissed me. Soft, slow, her lips lingering against mine. She lifted her head. Dark eyes, steady. "All of us. Together. In this studio."

"All three of you."

"All three of us." She lay back down beside me, our shoulders touching. "Suki and Kendra are already planning what to wear. Which, knowing them, won't be much."

The diffuser hummed in the corner. The sconces buzzed above us.

"I don't know what to say," I said.

"You don't have to say anything." She squeezed my hand. "No pressure. No expectations. Just show up."



We got dressed slowly. No urgency, no post-encounter scramble. She pulled on her yoga pants and tank top and ran her fingers through her hair. I found my boxers and pants and undershirt and put them on in the right order this time. On the way out I grabbed my uniform shirt from where I'd left it by the door.

She rolled both mats up and tucked them against the wall. Turned off the sconces. In the doorway she stopped and looked at me in the dim hallway light.

"Thank you," she said.

"For what?"

"For being worth the wait." She touched my arm one last time -- that familiar press of her palm, her thumb finding the spot on my bicep it always found. But this time she held it. Held it and looked at me with something that wasn't just warmth, wasn't just desire. Something I couldn't name.

Then she let go.

"Good night, Nate."

"Good night, Priya."

She walked down the hallway toward the exit. Same easy stride. Same natural sway. But something had shifted in the space between us, and we both knew it.

The door beeped. Her car started.

I walked back to the front desk. Sat down. Every monitor showed an empty building. The pool unmoving. Hallways dark. Studios quiet.

I pulled out my phone. The same three job listings. Still unread. Still waiting.

I closed the app. Opened a new tab. Typed nothing. Closed that too.

Four nights. Three women. Four encounters. A handjob, a double blowjob, a full-on gym floor session, and now this. And tomorrow night, all three of them, together, in the studio I'd just had sex in.

I set my phone face-down on the desk and leaned back in the chair.

The building hummed around me. Silent and hushed and still smelling like sandalwood.

I had absolutely no idea what I'd signed up for. But for the first time, I wasn't thinking about what came after the night shift.

I was thinking about tomorrow.




⚜




Chapter 5: Full Session

⚜

Friday night I drove to work with my heart in my throat.

Four nights. A handjob in the jacuzzi. A double blowjob in the locker room. Kendra on the weight bench. Priya on the yoga mats. Each one bigger than the last, each one harder to process, and each one barely real by the time I pulled into my driveway at six in the morning.

Tonight was all three of them. Together. In the studio.

Priya had said it like a weather forecast. All of us. Together. In this studio. Like it was already decided. Like the only variable left was whether I'd survive it.

I clocked in at ten. The building was empty. No cars in the lot except mine. The front desk staff had already locked up and gone. I sat behind the counter and stared at the camera feeds. Dark hallways. Still pool. Silent gym floor. Every room waiting.

I did my ten-fifteen round on autopilot. Upstairs: equipment off, windows locked, weight room dark. Downstairs: studios empty, pool flat, sauna cold. The building had never felt this quiet. Like it was holding its breath.

Back at the desk, I pulled out my phone. Opened the job listings. Marketing coordinator. Sales associate. Entry-level project manager. My thumb hovered over the screen for a few seconds. I closed the app without scrolling.

Whatever I was doing with my life, this wasn't the night to figure it out.



Priya arrived first.

Her headlights swept across the front windows at ten-forty-five. I watched her on the parking lot camera -- climbing out of her silver Civic, gym bag over one shoulder, hair loose and dark around her face. She wore a deep green wrap top and black yoga pants, and she moved through the lot with that unhurried stride I'd spent three months watching.

She swiped her card at the front door and stepped into the lobby. "Hi."

"Hey."

She set her bag on the counter and looked at me. Really looked, the way she always did -- that steady attention that made me feel like she was reading something I hadn't written yet. But tonight there was something else in it. Anticipation. A faint electricity behind the calm.

"Nervous?" she asked.

"Yeah."

She smiled. Not her half-smile. A real one. "Good. You should be."

She picked up her bag and headed downstairs. I watched her on the cameras as she let herself into Studio B. She flicked on the amber sconces, leaving the overheads off. Opened the supply closet and started pulling out yoga mats -- not one or two, but six. She unrolled them across the studio floor, overlapping them until the center of the room was covered in a thick padded surface. Then she lit the diffuser and adjusted the wall sconces until the light was soft and gold.

She was setting a stage.

I sat at the desk, watching her work, and tried to remember how to breathe.



Kendra and Suki arrived together at eleven-fifteen. Kendra's black SUV pulled in next to Priya's Civic, and they both climbed out -- Suki from the passenger side, bouncing on her toes, gym bag swinging. Kendra walked around the front of the car and said something that made Suki laugh, the sound carrying faintly through the lot speakers.

They swiped in together. Kendra was wearing a fitted black tank top and gray leggings, her dirty blonde ponytail tight and high. Suki had on an oversized hoodie and tiny shorts, same as the first night I'd met her. Except the hoodie was already half-off her shoulders, unzipped to show a dark sports bra underneath, and the look she gave me as she passed the desk was nothing like a first meeting.

"Hey, night owl," Suki said. Same greeting as Monday. Same grin. Completely different context.

Kendra paused at the counter. "You ready?"

"I have no idea."

She smiled -- wide, confident, not a trace of sympathy. She rapped the counter twice with her knuckles and headed for the stairs. "Come down in ten minutes."

They disappeared into the stairwell together. I heard their voices echoing off the concrete, indistinct but bright, and then the click of the studio door.

I sat in the silence of the empty lobby. Checked the clock. 11:15. Checked the cameras. Three women in Studio B. Priya was saying something to the other two, gesturing at the mat-covered floor. Kendra was stretching her shoulders. Suki was already pulling off her hoodie.

Ten minutes.

I stared at the ceiling. My pulse was thudding so hard I could feel it in my fingertips. I checked the clock again. 11:25.



I locked the front desk, pocketed my keys, and went downstairs.

The hallway was dim. Emergency strips casting their usual blue glow on the tile. I could see warm light spilling from Studio B's glass wall before I turned the corner. I could hear music -- something low and rhythmic, barely there, just enough to fill the quiet.

I pushed the door open and stepped inside.

The studio was transformed. Six yoga mats covered the floor in a wide rectangle, edges overlapping. The sconces painted the walls in soft gold. The diffuser was running -- sandalwood and something sweeter I couldn't name. Warmth rose up through the mats from the floor below.

Priya was sitting cross-legged near the center, her wrap top loose, her dark hair falling across her bare shoulders. Kendra stood by the far wall, tank top still on, rolling her neck. Suki was on the mats already, her hoodie gone, stretching her quads in just the dark sports bra and tiny shorts, ponytail swinging as she shifted.

Three women. One room. All of them looking at me.

"Door," Priya said.

I closed it behind me. The latch clicked.

"Shoes off," Kendra said. "And come here."

I toed off my shoes and walked to the edge of the mats. My uniform felt ridiculous. The polyester shirt, the heavy belt, the work pants. I was the only person in the room who looked like they had somewhere else to be.

Priya rose smoothly and crossed the mats to me. She took my hands and pulled me onto the padded surface. Her fingers were warm, her grip steady.

"We're going to start slow," she said. "Just follow my lead."



She guided me to the center of the mats and had me sit facing her. Kendra dropped down to my left, cross-legged. Suki to my right, tucking her feet under her. Three women arranged around me in a loose triangle.

"Breathe," Priya said.

I breathed.

She led a stretch. Or what she called a stretch. Pairs facing each other, hands clasped, leaning into each other's weight. It started with her -- pulling me forward until my chest nearly touched my knees, her hands on my lower back, fingers pressing slowly into the muscle along my spine.

"You're wound tight," she said. "Let go."

Easy for her to say.

They rotated. Suki took Priya's place, sitting across from me with her legs extended on either side of mine. She grabbed my wrists and pulled me toward her, stretching my hamstrings while pressing her small, firm body against mine. Her face was inches from my chest.

"You smell nervous," she said.

"That's helpful."

"I'm just saying." She grinned up at me. That electric, impish grin. "It's cute."

Kendra's turn. She didn't bother with the pretense of a stretch. She sat behind me, legs on either side of mine, her chest flush against my back. Her hands slid around my stomach, fingers interlocking just below my navel.

"Relax," she said against my ear. "We've got you."

Over Kendra's shoulder, I watched Suki lean over and kiss Priya. Not a peck. A real kiss -- slow, open, Suki's hand on Priya's jaw, Priya's hand on the back of Suki's neck. They broke apart and Suki bit her lower lip, eyes dancing. Priya's half-smile surfaced.

Then Kendra kissed the side of my neck, and Priya reached for the front of my shirt, and the warm-up was over.



Priya gripped the hem of my uniform shirt while Kendra held me from behind. She pulled it up slowly -- deliberate, watching my face the whole time. I raised my arms and she lifted it over my head. Kendra took it and tossed it aside.

"Undershirt," Suki said, already tugging at the hem. She yanked it up and off. Kendra's hands were on my bare back instantly, her palms warm and rough. Priya's hands found my chest, sliding down to my belt.

"Stand up," Priya said.

I stood. All three of them knelt around me on the mats. Priya worked my belt open. Suki unzipped my pants and tugged them down past my thighs. Kendra pulled them off my ankles from behind while Suki snapped the waistband of my boxers.

"These too," Suki said.

Kendra hooked her fingers in and dragged them down. I stepped out of them. Naked. Standing in the warm glow of the sconces with all three of them kneeling around me, looking up.

Priya's dark eyes traveled up my body. Calm. Approving. Kendra's gaze was sharper -- evaluating, the way she looked at equipment before picking it up. Suki just stared, a grin spreading across her face.

"Okay," Suki said. "I've been thinking about this all week."

Priya moved first. She shifted forward on her knees, took me in her hand, and pressed her lips to the tip. Soft. Almost reverent. Then she opened her mouth and took me in -- slow, deep, her tongue flat and warm. She slid down until I was halfway in and held there, eyes closing. Her hand wrapped around the base, thumb stroking. She worked me with the same unhurried rhythm she brought to everything. No rush. Just attention.

She pulled back and turned my cock toward Kendra.

Kendra didn't ease into it. She grabbed the shaft, leaned in, and swallowed me to the root without a pause. My knees buckled. Her throat was tight and wet and her eyes locked on mine as she held me there, cheeks hollowed, nostrils flaring. She pulled back in a long, slow drag that left me trembling.

"My turn," Suki said.

She took the head between her lips and swirled her tongue in tight circles -- fast, teasing, the tip of her tongue flicking the ridge underneath. She pulled off and licked a long stripe from base to tip, then took me in again, bobbing in short quick strokes that were nothing like the other two. Playful. Competitive. She glanced up at me from under her lashes with a teasing, self-satisfied light in her eyes.

Then they worked together. Kendra's mouth on the shaft, lips dragging in long strokes. Priya's mouth on the head, slow and thorough. Suki dipped lower, cupping my balls, taking one into her warm mouth. Three women. Three mouths. The sensation was so overwhelming it stopped being individual -- it became this surging pressure coming from everywhere at once.

Priya's tongue met Kendra's around the head. They kissed around me, lips sliding against each other with my cock between them. Suki's mouth moved up the side, joining them. Three tongues, three sets of lips. I gripped Priya's shoulder with one hand and the back of Kendra's head with the other and tried not to fall over.

"Breathe," Priya murmured against my cock.

I was trying.



Priya pulled back and rose to her feet. She pulled the wrap top over her head and dropped it on the edge of the mats. Her heavy breasts fell free, the dark peaks tightening in the cooler air. She pushed her yoga pants down her hips and stepped out of them. Completely bare.

Kendra stood next. She yanked her tank top over her head. Sports bra after it. Her medium breasts, firm and round, catching the warm light. She stripped her leggings down and kicked them aside. Nothing underneath.

Suki was last. She peeled off the dark sports bra -- her small, tight breasts barely shifted. Then the shorts, sliding them past her muscular thighs. She stood on the mats, compact and toned, grinning like she'd won something.

All three of them, bare now, standing in front of me. Each one distinct -- Priya's curves, Kendra's sculpted muscle, Suki's compact gymnast's frame. All of them looking at me like I was the center of the room.

Priya put her hand flat on my chest and pushed me down. "On your back."

I lay down on the mats. The padding was thick beneath me, radiant warmth seeping up through it from below. Priya straddled me immediately, her thick thighs settling on either side of my hips. She reached between us, guided me to her entrance, and sank down.

Hot. Slick. Tight. The breath went out of me and didn't come back. She sat fully on me, feeling it, her eyes half-closed. Then she started to move -- slow, deep rolls of her hips that ground her clit against me on every stroke. Her breasts swayed with the motion, heavy and hypnotic.

A shadow fell across my face. Kendra swung one leg over me and lowered herself onto my mouth, facing Priya. Her thighs clamped around my ears. I gripped her hips and pulled her down, tongue finding her clit. She was already wet -- slick and swollen, and when my tongue hit the right spot she gasped and rocked against me.

Suki appeared on my left. She took my hand, guided it between her legs, and pressed my fingers against her. I pushed two inside and she shuddered, her thighs clamping around my wrist. She was so tight and warm around my fingers it made my brain skip. Her hand covered mine, showing me the angle she wanted, and then she started grinding against my palm while I worked her.

Three at once. Priya riding me in long, rolling strokes. Kendra grinding against my tongue. Suki rocking on my hand. The input was overwhelming -- sensation from everywhere, every nerve lit up, and I couldn't focus on any one thing without the other two pulling my attention away.

Above me, Kendra reached forward and grabbed Priya's breasts. Priya arched into the touch, her rhythm faltering for a second before she recovered. Kendra squeezed and Priya moaned -- deep and low, a sound I felt down to my toes. Suki leaned across me and kissed Kendra's back, her hand still clamped over mine between her legs.

Priya's pace increased. Her hips dropped harder, faster. I could feel her clenching around me as she built toward it, her body tightening in waves. She leaned forward, one hand braced on my chest, the other gripping Kendra's thigh.

She came with a long shudder that I felt from the inside out. Her body locked around me, pulsing, her nails digging into my chest. I kept my tongue moving on Kendra, kept my fingers working in Suki, and Priya rode through it until her hips slowed and she sagged forward, breathing hard.

She lifted off me. My cock was slick and hard and aching. Above me, Kendra let out a rough breath and rocked back, lifting off my face. She left me wet.

Suki pulled my hand from between her legs. "My turn."



Suki dropped to the mats on her back, knees drawn up, and then did something that reminded me exactly who she was. She grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs up and back -- all the way back, past her shoulders, until her knees were beside her ears. Full gymnast fold. Bent entirely in half, compact and impossibly flexible, every part of her exposed and presented.

She looked up at me from between her own thighs, a wicked grin already on her face. "Come here."

I knelt between her legs. The angle was steep -- her hips tilted up, her pussy right there, glistening. I lined up and drove into her. The position was unbelievably tight. She was small everywhere, and folded like this, it was almost too much. She gasped, her hands gripping her ankles, eyes going wide.

"Holy shit," she breathed.

I started to move. Short, deep strokes, careful of the angle. She was so compressed that every inch of me dragged against every inch of her, and the friction was intense enough to blur my vision. Her face was flushed, her mouth open, none of that teasing composure left.

Kendra appeared beside us, naked and flushed. She leaned down and kissed me while I thrust into Suki. Her tongue pushed past mine, aggressive, claiming, her hand gripping the back of my neck. I could taste her on my lips from the face-sitting, and she could taste Priya on my cock, and all of it was mixing together in the amber light.

Priya settled on the other side. She draped herself along Suki's body, one hand teasing Suki's nipple, her mouth trailing down Suki's stomach. She looked up at me while she kissed the skin just above where I was entering Suki, and the sight of her dark eyes watching from that angle made something clench in my chest.

Suki was getting louder. Short, punched-out cries every time I bottomed out. She couldn't move in this position -- just take it, folded and pinned, her ankles locked in her own hands. The sounds bouncing off the studio walls.

"Harder," she managed.

I went harder. My hips snapped forward and she shook with each thrust. Kendra bit my shoulder and I growled. Priya reached down and rubbed Suki's clit in tight circles while I drove into her, and Suki's eyes squeezed shut.

The orgasm hit her fast and sudden -- a strangled cry that broke into something wordless, her body clenching around me so hard I had to stop moving. The pressure was too much. The contractions pulled me over the edge. I buried myself and came inside her, my hips pressed flush against her, both of us shuddering through it together.

I pulled out, gasping. Suki let her legs fall open, chest heaving, staring at the ceiling with a dazed expression.

"Okay," she said. "Wow."



I needed a minute. My whole body was ringing. I sat back on the mats, catching my breath, while the three of them rearranged themselves around me.

"Lie down," Priya said to Kendra. She guided her by the shoulder, and instead of taking charge like she had all week, Kendra practically melted onto the mats -- chest heaving, legs falling open, flushed and boneless, heavy with exhaustion and wanting. Priya settled between Kendra's thighs and lowered her mouth. Kendra's breath hitched.

Suki curled against my side, her body still flushed and warm. She kissed my shoulder. "You okay?"

"Barely."

"Good." She reached down and wrapped her hand around me. I hissed through my teeth -- every nerve still firing from finishing inside her. But Suki kept it slow. Soft, careful strokes that didn't overwhelm, just coaxed. Not trying to rush it -- just keeping me in the game while Priya worked Kendra open with her tongue. Suki kissed my neck while she stroked, and I watched Priya's dark hair moving between Kendra's thighs, Kendra's hands fisting in the yoga mat, her abs tensing.

The visual did the rest. Suki's hand and the sight of Priya going down on Kendra and the sound of Kendra's breath getting ragged -- I was hard again inside a minute.

Suki noticed. She gave me a squeeze and a grin. "He's back."

Priya lifted her head. Her lips were wet. She looked at me like she'd already read the last page. "Good. Kendra's ready."



Kendra rolled over onto her hands and knees. She looked back over her shoulder -- hair coming loose from her ponytail, cheeks flushed, pupils blown. "Come on."

I moved behind her. Gripped her hips. Sank into her in one smooth stroke. She was drenched from Priya's mouth and she took me easily, exhaling hard as I filled her. I pulled back and drove forward again, harder, and she braced her arms against the mats.

Suki slid underneath Kendra, face up. She positioned herself so that her mouth was directly below where Kendra and I were joined. Her tongue found Kendra's clit, licking in flat, broad strokes that I could feel vibrating through Kendra's body. Every time I thrust forward, I drove Kendra down into Suki's mouth.

Kendra made a sound I hadn't heard from her before. Not controlled. Not measured. Raw. Her elbows buckled and she dropped to her forearms, face buried in the mat, her round ass still high in the air.

Priya knelt behind me. Her breasts pressed against my back, warm and heavy. She reached around my sides and down, one hand cupping my balls, the other resting flat against my lower stomach. She kissed the back of my neck, then dragged her nails lightly down my spine.

"Don't hold back," she said.

I didn't. I grabbed Kendra's hips and gave her everything -- hard, fast strokes that made the mats shift underneath us. Suki's tongue worked between us, licking Kendra's clit every time I pulled back, and Kendra was gasping into the mat, her fingers clawing at the rubber. Priya's hand on my balls squeezed gently with each thrust, and her mouth traced the muscles along my spine.

Kendra's orgasm tore through her. The sound filled the studio -- raw, unguarded. Every muscle in her locked up, her back arching, her thighs trembling against my hips. She squeezed me so tight I almost went with her, but I held on -- barely, teeth gritted, knuckles white on her waist.

She collapsed forward when it passed. Suki squirmed out from underneath, mouth glistening, looking thoroughly pleased with herself.



I pulled out of Kendra and knelt there, breathing hard. Three positions. One orgasm spent in Suki. My body was telling me I was done. The room disagreed.

Priya stretched out on her back, arms opening. Open. Patient. Her dark hair fanned out around her, her full breasts rising and falling with her breath. She looked at me the way she had last night -- that steady certainty, like she'd always known this was where the week was heading.

"Come here," she said.

I settled between her legs. She wrapped them around my waist, her heels crossing at my lower back, pulling me in. I eased into her slowly and she sighed -- deep, full-bodied, her eyes on mine. She was impossibly soft around me, still warm and slick, and the contrast after the frantic pace of the last two hours hit like something physical. No urgency. Just weight and heat and her body drawing me in. Face to face. Everything else had been intense. Overwhelming. This was something different. Intimate.

Kendra lay beside us on the right, still catching her breath. She draped an arm across Priya's chest and kissed her cheek, then put her mouth on Priya's neck. Suki took the left side, her small body curving against Priya's. She traced light circles around Priya's nipple, then leaned in and took it into her mouth. Priya arched beneath me.

I moved slowly. Deep strokes that pressed me all the way in, then drew back until just the tip was inside. Priya's legs tightened around me, urging me deeper. Her hand came up to my face, cupping my jaw. Her thumb traced my cheekbone -- the same gesture from last night, from the post-sex quiet on the heated floor.

"Stay with me," she said.

I stayed. I couldn't have looked away if I'd tried. Her eyes held mine while I moved inside her, and the room narrowed to the two of us -- her warmth, her wetness, the pull of her legs. Kendra's mouth on her neck. Suki's lips on her breast. But Priya's eyes were on me.

She started meeting my thrusts. Her hips lifted to take me deeper, her body moving in that flowing rhythm I'd watched through the studio glass for three months. She pulled me down and kissed me. Long. Deep. Her tongue sliding against mine while her body matched my pace.

The pressure built slowly. Not like the first two times -- frantic and sharp. This was a wave. She tightened around me by degrees, her breath shortening, her fingers twisting in my hair and pulling me closer. Kendra and Suki both went still beside us, watching.

I gripped her hip with one hand. The other was laced through her hair, holding her close. Our foreheads touched.

"Now," she whispered.

I drove all the way in. She clenched around me and the wave broke -- through both of us at the same time. I came inside her, pulsing, my face buried in her neck. Her body arched off the mats, her legs locked around me, and I felt her contracting in long, rolling waves that pulled everything out of me. Every last thing.

We stayed there. Connected. Breathing each other in. Her fingers in my hair. My hands on her skin.

The studio was very quiet.



We lay in a pile on the yoga mats. Four bodies, tangled and spent.

Priya was on her back beside me, our fingers laced. Kendra lay on my other side, one arm thrown across my chest, her face pressed against my shoulder. Suki was draped halfway across my legs, cheek resting on my thigh, eyes closed. Soft light on the walls. The heated floor baking into my spine.

Nobody spoke for a while. The diffuser hummed. Someone's stomach growled. Suki laughed, quiet and tired.

"So," she said, lifting her head. "Same time next Friday?"

Kendra snorted. "We should make this a regular thing."

Priya turned her head toward me. That half-smile. Rooted. Unhurried. "I think that can be arranged."

I stared at the studio ceiling. All of them tangled around me, each one different, each one extraordinary. Four nights ago I'd been a bored security guard scrolling job listings in an empty building. Now I was lying naked on yoga mats at two in the morning with Priya's nails still stinging across my back and three women's warmth soaking into my skin.

I'd taken this job for a quiet paycheck. I'd ended up with something else entirely.

"Nate?" Priya's thumb traced a slow circle on my palm. "You're quiet."

"Just thinking."

"About?"

"I'm going to need a bigger water bottle."

Suki burst out laughing. Kendra shook her head against my shoulder. Priya just smiled -- wide, real, the warmest thing in the room.

I closed my eyes. The building hummed around us. Silent except for their breathing and the quiet thud of my own pulse in my ears.

Whatever came next, I wasn't scrolling job listings to find it.




⚜

Thank You for Reading!

⚜

I hope you enjoyed this story! If this gave you butterflies, made you blush, or kept you reading past your bedtime, I'd love to stay in touch.

Join my newsletter for exclusive content, early access to new releases, and special subscriber-only stories. I promise no spam—just updates when I have something steamy to share.

Visit my website to sign up and explore all my books:

www.evelynwilderotica.com 

Thank you so much for your support. It truly makes all the late-night writing sessions worth it!

With gratitude,
Evelyn Wild
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Harem Apocalypse
Available on Amazon
Eighteen months after a pandemic killed eighty percent of humanity, Garrett Shaw is saved by four women who've survived by relying on each other. As he proves his worth, their interest shifts from practical to personal. When raiders threaten everything, five survivors discover the end of the world might be the beginning of something extraordinary.


Harem Apocalypse 2: The Rescue
Available on Amazon
Three weeks after repelling a raider assault, a stranger staggers through Haven's gates with a warning: a religious fanatic holds women captive in a fortified compound. Garrett leads the rescue, but as Lily heals at Haven, she finds herself drawn to this unusual family. From tender recovery to passionate nights, this is survival, found family, and bonds forged when the old world's rules no longer apply.


Harem Apocalypse 3: The Solstice
Available on Amazon
The fighting is over. Now comes the reward. Haven is thriving and Lily Warren has discovered something about herself: she loves sex. Constantly. With everyone. As rescued women begin their own journeys toward intimacy, the series culminates in a winter solstice celebration where both communities unite in one unforgettable night.


Sorority Harem
Available on Amazon
Marcus Cole built a two-billion-dollar venture fund from nothing. At forty-four, divorced and successful, he returns to his alma mater to finish his degree—six credits shy of graduation after dropping out twenty-two years ago. When a hazing prank goes wrong at the sorority house next door, Marcus intervenes. The grateful president invites him to their mentor dinner. By the end of the night, her social chair has followed him home. Within days, the president makes her own move. Then the shy pledge he rescued. Then the skeptical pre-med student. They know about each other. They're not jealous. They're sharing. Marcus discovers what happens when four driven young women decide they want the same experienced man—and choose collaboration over competition.


The College Harem
Available on Amazon
Ethan arrives at college expecting the typical freshman experience—awkward icebreakers, communal bathrooms, and late-night study sessions. Instead, he finds himself on a co-ed floor where three girls seem unusually interested in the shy pre-med student. Maya initiates during a late-night study session in his room. Sienna teases him in the communal shower. Harper surprises him with quiet intensity. They're not competing—they're collaborating. Over two weeks, Ethan goes from overwhelmed virgin to the center of a dorm room harem where his hallmates have decided he's theirs to share.


The Flatshare Harem
Available on Amazon
Three months post-breakup and desperate for housing, Jake signs a lease for a room he can actually afford. His new roommates seem normal enough—until Lexi drops to her knees in the kitchen at 2 a.m., Brooke pulls back the shower curtain, and Riley closes his bedroom door with a look that says she's been waiting. They're not competing for him—they're sharing him. From breakfast interruptions to evening group sessions, Jake discovers what it means to be the center of a harem where three beautiful women have decided he's theirs and pleasure is the shared currency.


Farm Girl Harem
Available on Amazon
Burned out from corporate life, Alex takes a summer farmhand job in rural Vermont. The farm is run by two best friends in their twenties and their experienced mentor, all starved for male attention after years of isolation. Within days, the youngest visits his barn apartment. By week's end, her business partner makes her own proposition. Their mentor shows the younger women how it's really done. Alex discovers what it means to be shared by three women with insatiable appetites and no jealousy.


Island Yoga Retreat Harem
Available on Amazon
Tyler books a private island off Belize to recover from a messy breakup. When he arrives, three women are already there—a yoga instructor and two students who've sworn off sex for their discipline retreat. Both parties are stranded together for ten days with no way to contact the outside world. In the tropical heat, vows dissolve one by one. The corporate lawyer cracks first. The playful social media manager rationalizes every boundary. Even the composed instructor can't resist forever. By the end of the retreat, Tyler discovers what happens when three women who swore off men decide he's worth breaking their promises.


The Free Use Nurse
Available on Amazon
Desperate for a fresh start after her divorce, Grace finds the perfect nursing job in Pine Creek—with a salary too good to be true. The reason? The female staff serve the doctors in ways that transcend medicine. As Grace surrenders to commanding Dr. Blackwood's "free use policy," she discovers pleasures she never knew existed. But when their arrangement faces exposure, how far will she go to protect the life she never knew she needed?


The Free Use Wife
Available on Amazon
Four top executives. One willing wife. When Josie's husband offers her to his executives to save their failing company, she discovers an unexpected truth—she craves being shared. What begins as sacrifice becomes addiction as she's passed between powerful men, but success comes at a price. Caught between marriage vows and darkening desires, Josie must decide how far she'll go to satisfy her newfound hunger for being freely used.


Free Use Town
Available on Amazon
After losing her job in Seattle, twenty-two-year-old Daisy accepts a mail carrier position in the remote mountain town of Haven Valley, Montana, where her revealing uniform and the community's Federal Free Use Act mean her duties extend far beyond delivering packages. As she transforms from shy outsider to the town's most sought-after service provider, each delivery becomes an opportunity to discover desires she never knew existed—until innocent newcomer Harper joins her route and Daisy must guide another woman through the same awakening that changed her life forever. Note that this novella has a very high heat rating and is lighter on plot than my other works!


Free Use Office
Available on Amazon
Desperate for work, 26-year-old Olivia Bennett accepts a marketing role at Apex Dynamics with an extraordinary salary and vague terms about "team support" and "availability." In this glass San Francisco high-rise, she quickly discovers her duties extend far beyond campaigns—she becomes an amenity, freely available to the driven men who keep the company winning. From focus rooms to boardroom deals, Olivia surrenders to her new role until her ex Daniel arrives as a senior developer and witnesses her transformation. When a hostile takeover threatens everything, Olivia must prove that pleasure drives performance and decide whether the life that set her free includes her past.


Free Use Wedding
Available on Amazon
One tropical island wedding, endless possibilities for pleasure. Bridesmaid Cora discovers Azure Resort’s free use policy, where guests are always available for pleasure. As she surrenders to the island’s sensual freedom, her boundaries dissolve and her desires awaken—especially when her ex-boyfriend witnesses her transformation. By the end of the celebration, Cora must decide whether to return home changed or stay and help others embrace the same liberation.


Free Use Flatshare
Available on Amazon
In the heart of Brooklyn, Emma Knox finds a housing solution with a single condition: be available to her flatmates on demand. Three professional men—dominant and irresistible—transform her from career-focused to willing participant with just the signal of her bracelet. As urgent desires and jealousy collide, Emma discovers her primal nature while balancing between being shared and being claimed.


Free Use Island
Available on Amazon
When anthropology student Maya is abandoned on a remote island for six weeks, she discovers the tribe's sacred tradition of women freely surrendering to men's desires—a primal custom that awakens an intensity within her she never knew existed, leaving her torn between returning to civilization or embracing a new life of uninhibited pleasure that feels more like home than anything she's ever known.


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


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


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


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


Free Use Maid
Available on Amazon
In the multi-level penthouse suite crowning Las Vegas's Pinnacle resort, casino mogul Marcus Cooper and his sophisticated wife Eliza enforce unique rules. When 21 year-old Lexi, desperate for work, accepts the position of Villa Maid, the extraordinary salary and vague contract terms about "personal attentiveness" hint at a new reality. From the moment Eliza's hands linger during the uniform fitting, Lexi discovers her role extends far beyond cleaning. She is an amenity, freely available to Marcus, Eliza, and their powerful guests.
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