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Chapter 1


The supermarket was quiet in that late-afternoon lull. The air hummed softly with refrigeration and distant music. Mike pushed his cart without much purpose, his mind elsewhere.

Only a couple of weeks ago, he would’ve been thinking about dinner. Maybe about which movie he’d turn on at night. Something simple.

Now his thoughts were all over the place.

A wealthy neighborhood on his delivery route, Bloomingdale, had done something to him. Or rather, the women there had.

He’d walked out of Catherine’s house a few days back feeling like a different man: Lighter and bolder. Like a version of himself he hadn’t known was waiting underneath his skin had finally stepped forward.

Part of him wondered if that feeling would ever really fade, or if this was simply the new way of living. Then again, a nagging sensation underneath betrayed he wasn’t quite there yet, and some insecurity still remained.

Another part of his mind kept circling back to Abigail.

She had rocked his world just as much as Catherine had, in her own way. Complicated it, too. The three of them shared a history now, charged with passion and old feelings that refused to stay away. Catherine seemed ready to explore whatever that meant. Abigail… not so much.

After things had heated up between Catherine and her, with Mike watching, Abigail had stormed out into the night. He hadn’t heard from her since. He’d sent a careful message the next morning, asking how she was doing. She had left him on read, with no reply.

“She’ll come around,” Catherine had said with calm certainty, but Mike wasn’t so sure.

Right now, Abigail felt farther away than ever, and he didn’t like it. He missed her more than he wanted to admit.

Lost in thought, he turned into the produce aisle, his gaze gliding over the many milk cartons, and nearly collided with someone.

“Oh—sorry.”

“Sorry,” she said at the same time, followed by an adorable laugh.

Mike looked up, and everything else slipped out of focus.

He guessed she was around his age, maybe a bit older, in her early twenties. Copper-red hair swept back in a lazy knot, several thick curls slipping free around her face. She had pale skin dusted with cinnamon freckles across the bridge of her nose, and green-hazel eyes that caught the light and held it.

She cradled a small basket against the curve of her hip, the motion pulling her soft top tight across her breasts. She wore jeans that fit like a glove.

She smelled faintly of citrus peel and warm skin—no heavy perfume, just the kind of scent you only noticed when someone stood close enough that you could almost taste it.

“No harm done,” she said, smiling easily. “I wasn’t watching where I was going.”

“Neither was I,” he admitted.

Her eyes flicked to his cart, then back to his face. “You look like someone who shops without a plan.”

He huffed a quiet laugh. “That obvious?”

“It’s more the wandering that gives it away,” she teased. “Like you’re expecting to run into someone.”

He shrugged. “Maybe I was doing exactly that.”

She smiled at that, intrigued, shifting her weight. “Sounds like fun.”

He frowned, amused. “Depends who I end up running into.”

Who is this girl?

Mike was suddenly aware of how awake he felt. How present. It strangely reminded him of recent events; of moments that had started just like this, with nothing more than a look and the sense that something might happen if neither person stepped away.

She tucked a curl behind her ear. “Well,” she said, glancing toward the end of the aisle, “I should probably let you get back to your groceries.”

“Right,” he said, though he didn’t move. “Can’t leave the milk waiting.”

She laughed softly. “Good luck, wandering man.”

“Good luck to you too,” he replied. “With… whatever you’re buying.”

She lifted her basket slightly as she stepped backward. “I think I already found the best thing in the store.” She winked.

Then she turned and walked away, red hair catching the light as she disappeared into the next aisle.

Mike just stood there. He exhaled, grabbed a carton of milk, and shook his head.

He didn’t know her name. Didn’t know where she lived. Somehow, he regretted not asking. He quickly pushed the thought away.

Haven’t you have enough women on your mind already? Chill.

He smirked at the thought and couldn’t help but feel amused at how his body reacted around women. Lately, things had been crazy enough already. The last thing he needed was more women in his life.

Little did he know that things were only just getting started.


Chapter 2


By the time Mike pulled into his driveway, the sky had begun to soften into early evening. A day off always went faster than he wanted it to.

He carried the groceries inside, climbing the stairs to his apartment. The building was quiet and peaceful; the way he liked it. He hardly ever bumped into his neighbors. In fact, he’d been living there for a good three weeks now, and the only person he really knew was his landlady, Betty.

He hadn’t seen her for a few days either. He wondered if she’d gone away, like she’d hinted the last time he’d seen her in the shared laundry room. She’d sounded like something heavy had been on her mind. He hoped she was okay.

Inside his apartment, he set the grocery bags on the counter and moved on autopilot. Milk went into the fridge. He rinsed and stacked the produce. Bread was set aside. The motions were familiar enough that his body handled them while his mind drifted elsewhere.

Red hair. Freckles. A cute smile that kept coming back.

He couldn’t stop thinking about that girl.

Mike shook his head and exhaled, leaning his hands against the counter for a moment.

Get it together.

There he was again with small moments turning loud in his head. Women crossing his path and leaving impressions that refused to fade. Bloomingdale had cracked something open in him, as if he’d become far more sensitive to female energy.

What is it with this town?

Maybe it was for the best that he didn’t know the girl’s name or where she lived. That made things easier. He’d forget about her in a while. He smirked. All it would take was Catherine’s warm embrace, or the memory of Abigail’s sweet scent, and that red-haired beauty would slip from his mind.

He grabbed a beer from the fridge, twisted off the cap, and took a long pull. The cold bitterness grounded him. Or well, just a little.

His phone buzzed on the counter.

For half a second, he didn’t want to look. He wanted to stay detached for a while from work, the town, and other people. Just him and his beer on a lazy day off. No obligations and complications for once.

Then he glanced down. It was a message from Abigail.

His chest tightened as he picked up the phone and read it.

Are you home?

Mike stared at the screen, thumb hovering. She hadn’t replied in days. And now this.

He typed back:

Yeah. Just got back. Everything okay?

The typing dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again. He waited, wondering what was going through her mind.

Can we talk?

He replied instantly.

Of course.

The phone rang before he could set it down. He picked up. “Hey,” he said.

There was a pause on the other end. He could hear her breathing, shallow and uneven. “I shouldn’t have kissed her,” Abigail said suddenly.

Mike stayed quiet, giving her space.

“That night,” she continued, her voice tight. “I keep replaying it. The way it felt. The way it didn’t feel wrong until it suddenly did. I don’t know what came over me.”

He leaned back against the counter, the beer forgotten. “Abigail, you don’t have to explain yourself.”

“I know,” she said. “That’s not—” She sighed. “God. It’s just… Catherine makes it sound so simple. Like we can just go back to how things were in college, no second thoughts. Like we can jump straight back into it.”

“I can see how that would be overwhelming,” he said quietly. “Being thrown back into something you thought you’d left behind like that. It probably doesn’t make much sense to both your body and mind.”

She was silent for a moment. Then she said softly, “No. It makes sense. That’s the problem.”

He could picture her now; sitting alone somewhere, probably barefoot, twisting a lock of her hair as she spoke.

“I didn’t expect it,” she went on. “The kiss. Or how my body reacted. I didn’t expect how much I wanted it. Or how much I wanted you there, watching.” Her voice dropped. “And that scares me.”

He swallowed. “Because?”

“Because I’m married,” she said flatly. “Because I’m not supposed to want this. And… Because part of me wishes I hadn’t pulled away.” She exhaled shakily. “I know it doesn’t make much sense. I’m just… a mess right now.”

Silence settled between them.

“I don’t regret leaving,” Abigail added. “I just… I don’t know what I regret yet.”

He let that sit. Then said, “You don’t have to decide anything right now.”

She laughed softly. “You sound like Catherine.”

“Maybe I do,” he said with a small chuckle, trying to ease the tension.

“I don’t want to lose you,” she said. “That’s what I’m afraid of. That whatever this is… it either changes everything, or it ends it.”

Mike stared out through the window at the dimming light. “You’re not losing me.”

Another pause.

“Promise?” she asked.

“I’m here,” he said. “That’s the only promise I can honestly make.”

She breathed out slowly. “Okay.”

“I know Catherine can be a bit much,” Mike said gently, “but she really does care about you. And she wants to be with you.”

Abigail didn’t respond right away.

“I was also surprised to hear that she wants the three of us together,” he added.

“Do you?” she asked.

“That she wants that?”

“No,” Abigail said calmly. “Do you want the three of us to be together?”

Mike thought carefully. “As we’ve talked about before, I care about you both. I’ve never made that a secret,” he said. “And I don’t want tension between any of us.” He paused, searching for the right words. “If you two care about each other too… and if you’re both open to those feelings, then, in theory… it could be perfect.”

He realized he was rambling, but he didn’t stop himself. He didn’t want to say it bluntly. This wasn’t about wanting two women for his own pleasure. He knew how fragile this was and how easily it could go wrong.

“I know,” Abigail said softly. “It’s just... Feelings are wild things. If we’re not careful, they can get messy. And people get hurt.”

“I know,” he said.

They didn’t say goodbye right away. They stayed connected a few seconds longer, then said their goodbyes.

When the call ended, Mike set the phone down carefully, lost in a haze.

He stared at the counter, and let the quiet of his apartment settle in. The beer had gone warm in his hand. He drank it anyway.

Whatever was unfolding between him, Abigail, and Catherine, he knew it was only just beginning. The call had made one thing clear: Abigail hadn’t said no. She was lost, uncertain, but not closed off.

“She’ll come around,” he murmured, echoing Catherine’s words.

He shook his head slowly and took another drink. Catherine had a way of knowing things, of seeing possibilities before they took shape. It made her all the more intriguing. And tremendously attractive.

Mike exhaled, wondering where he’d be in a few weeks’ time. If this was any indication, life wasn’t about to calm down: it was about to get a whole lot wilder.


Chapter 3


He was well into his shift when the order came in. The delivery address sat deeper in Bloomingdale than most, tucked behind a row of tall hedges and iron fencing that felt more decorative than anything he’d seen in the neighborhood so far. Mike parked the truck and glanced at the order laying on backseat.

Two large, bulging watermelons.

He groaned quietly and climbed out.

“Who the hell orders watermelons like they’re furniture?” he muttered, heading around back to wrestle them out.

The grocery store had apologized for not having them in a crate to make it easier to carry. They had also received the fruit in the same way, and hadn’t any crates that would fit them.

By the time he reached the front door, one melon cradled against each forearm, his muscles were already protesting. He managed to ring the bell with his elbow.

The door opened after what seemed an eternity with the melons straining his body.

The woman was tall and dark-haired. Effortlessly put together in a way that suggested money without needing to show it off. Her hair fell loosely over one shoulder, her blouse soft and draped just right, with jeans hugging her hips in a way that made him pause half a beat.

“Yes?” she said, her eyes flicking briefly to the melons, then back to his face.

“Delivery,” Mike said, shifting his grip, giving a smile. “Your watermelons.”

Her chest caught his attention as he said the words, trying not to look at her full bosom. 

Her mouth curved into a smile. “Ah,” she said, as if she had suddenly remembered ordering them. “You’re a lifesaver. Would you mind bringing them inside? The kitchen’s just through here.”

“Sure,” he said, already stepping forward, eager to get rid of the weight in his arms.

She moved aside, the scent of something warm and subtle brushing him as he passed. The house was cool and bright, with sunlight spilling across polished floors and wide countertops.

“This way,” she said, leading him toward the kitchen.

He set the melons down with a solid thud on the counter, flexing his fingers afterward. 

“Those look heavier than they have any right to be,” she said with a soft laugh.

“They certainly are,” he replied. “Sneaky bastards.”

That earned a genuine laugh. She leaned against the counter across from him, folding her arms loosely. He noticed the way her gaze lingered in a curious and appraising fashion, open and unashamed. “You must be new here,” she said.

“Relatively,” he replied. “Been going around Bloomingdale for a while.”

“Have you?” she asked, arching a brow. “I imagine it would have noticed sooner.”

There was something in the way she said it that made him blush.

She reached past him to grab something from a drawer, her arm brushing his lightly as she did. Neither of them moved away.

“Well,” she said, glancing at the melons. “Thank you for the extra effort.”

“No problem,” he said. “Happy to help.”

She smiled again, slow this time. “I’m sure you are.”

He cleared his throat and took a step back. “I’ll, uh—head out. Enjoy the fruit.”

“Of course,” she said, walking him back toward the front hall. “I’ll see you off.”

Mike turned toward the front door and nearly walked straight into someone coming down the stairs.

She froze mid-step, and Mike stared right into her eyes, sending a shiver down his spine.

It was her: the girl from the supermarket.

Her copper-red hair hung loose and damp, clearly fresh from a shower, darkened by water. A towel was wrapped around her body, hastily secured, one hand clutching it tighter as her eyes flew up to meet his.

For a split second, the two of them just stared.

Then her mouth parted in shock. “Oh—!”

Mike felt heat rush straight to his face. “I—sorry.”

She didn’t wait for more. With a sharp gasp and a muttered, “Oh my God,” she spun on her heel and bolted back up the stairs, bare feet slapping softly against the steps before she disappeared from view.

The moment she was gone, a light laugh broke the tension.

“Well,” the older woman said, clearly amused as she stepped closer, shaking her head. “Talk about timing.”

Mike exhaled slowly. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

“Oh, I know,” she said, smiling warmly as she stepped closer. “Don’t worry. If anything, you handled it very politely.” Her gaze flicked briefly toward the staircase, then returned to him, eyes sparkling. “And I’d say you were rather lucky.”

He swallowed. “Lucky?”

She tilted her head, lowering her voice just a touch. “Not everyone gets a view like that during a delivery.” Her smile widened.

Mike released a nervous chuckle, felt weird and quickly looked away. 

She walked with him toward the door, close enough that he caught her scent again, soft and expensive. At the threshold, she rested her hand lightly on the doorframe, blocking it for just a second.

“I hope we’ll be seeing you again,” she said, eyes drifting over him in an unhurried way. “I might need help carrying things inside more often.”

Mike cleared his throat. “Anytime,” he said, meaning it more than he should’ve.

She laughed softly and finally stepped aside, opening the door. “Drive safe,” she added. “And try not to cause any more… household incidents.”

As the door closed behind him, Mike stood on the front step, pulse still racing.

Lucky, huh.

As he walked toward his truck, he felt it: that unmistakable sensation of being watched. Not in a threatening way, but in a curious one. He didn’t turn around. He didn’t need to.

By the time he drove off, the feeling was still with him, humming low in his chest.

Bloomingdale was doing it again. He slowly breathed out, calming the warm whirl in his loins. “God have mercy,” he muttered.


Chapter 4


Mike’s truck idled at the curb for almost a full minute before he finally killed the engine.

He stared at the neat two-story house: white siding, cheerful flower boxes, quiet suburban perfection. It all looked exactly the same: too normal and clean. As if what had happened here last time belonged to someone else’s life.

Last time he was inside of that house, he had overstepped a line.

He could still feel the ghost of Janice’s hand wrapped around his shaft, slow and sure, right behind the front door.

She’d ordered something she didn’t need, just to see him. Just to toy with him.

He’d come dangerously close to blasting his load all over her hand, close enough that the memory still made his stomach tighten. She’d stopped him at exactly the right moment, leaving him squirming and breathless—then sent him back out onto the street like nothing had happened.

Now he was here again, another package resting on the passenger seat, his heart thudding, palms damp on the steering wheel.

What the hell was she going to do this time?

He grabbed the box. It was small and light. Just bulky enough that it wouldn’t fit through the mail slot. Of course it wouldn’t. Judging by the weight, it was probably something she didn’t need again.

He stepped out of the truck, nerves buzzing under his skin… and excitement curling right alongside them.

Everything with Catherine and Abigail had pushed Janice to the back of his mind, drowned out by louder thoughts and heavier emotions. But now, standing here, those memories surged back to life: sharp, electric, and impossible to ignore.

And despite his nerves, he realized he was looking forward to seeing her.

He took a breath and told himself he would be in control this time… but didn’t believe it for a second.

Janice had a way of winding him around her finger until he was the one begging for it.

The door swung open before he could even raise his hand to knock.

Janice stood there in a pale yellow sundress so thin the afternoon light nearly turned it translucent. The fabric clung to the curves of her body—the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. She wasn’t wearing a bra. The outline of her nipples pressed unmistakably against the cotton.

Her hair hung loose, slightly tousled, her skin glowing with a sun-kissed warmth that made her look unreal.

“Mike,” she said, his name soft and warm, like she’d been savoring it.

He swallowed. “Hi, Janice.”

She looks incredible.

“Package,” he managed, lifting the box slightly, as if reminding himself, and her, why he was there.

Her gaze flicked to it, then returned to his face, lingering on his mouth and his throat. “Mmm. Another thing I probably don’t need.” She stepped aside, opening the door wider. “Come in. Let’s see what it is.”

His feet carried him inside before his brain caught up. The familiar warmth of her house wrapped around him, scented with her perfume.

She closed the door behind him with a soft click.

The hallway felt smaller than he remembered. The air thicker.

Janice leaned back against the wall, one foot braced casually behind her. The hem of her dress rode up just enough to reveal smooth skin along her thigh. “You’re nervous,” she said lightly. “That’s cute.”

“I’m just doing my job,” he replied. It sounded weak, even to him.

His gaze dipped before he could stop it, pulled downward by memory; by how close he’d been last time to orgasm, how vividly his body remembered her.

She laughed, low and pleased. “Sure you are.”

She closed the distance between them in two unhurried steps. Heat radiated off her. When she reached for the box, her fingers brushed his knuckles, slow and intentional.

“Just doing your job,” she murmured again. Her eyes flicked to the package… then lower. “Let’s take this to the kitchen,” she said softly. “I want to open it properly.” Her gaze lingered, dark and unmistakable. “And maybe,” she added, voice dropping to a whisper, “we can open something else too.”

His pulse roared in his ears as he followed her down the hall.

She glanced back over her shoulder, catching his eye with a smile that promised trouble. And God help him: he couldn’t wait to find out exactly what kind. Janice didn’t bother with pretense.

The moment he stepped into the kitchen, she grabbed his shirt, yanked him close, and kissed him hard—hungry, messy, all heat and intent. When she pulled back, her pupils were blown wide. “You know what,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Lie down. Now.”

Mike’s brain shorted out. “Excuse me?” he asked. 

Janice giggled. “I want to feed you.”

His erection throbbed in his pants. He had no idea what she was planning, but he obeyed. He dropped to his knees, then flat on his back on the cool kitchen tiles, his heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat.

Janice stepped over him, straddling his chest, then slid up until her knees caged his head. The sundress was already shoved to her waist. No panties, with skin flushed. She looked down at him with pure, predatory hunger. “You’re going to eat me until I come,” she told him. “And you’re going to take everything I give you.”

She sank down without warning.

Her wet heat smothered him instantly. She ground against his mouth in slow, deliberate rolls, coating his lips, his tongue, his chin. 

The taste of her flooded his senses, sharp and sweet and overwhelming. Mike was shocked and completely taken by what was happening.

“Tongue out,” she ordered. 

Mike obeyed, dizzy with lust. 

She moaned loud, shameless, echoing through the house. Her fingers twisting tight in his hair to keep him pinned exactly where she wanted.

She rode him harder, hips snapping forward, chasing her pleasure with ruthless focus. 

He could barely breathe, and he didn’t care. His cock strained against his jeans, throbbing with every filthy roll of her body.

The kitchen door opened. Footsteps.

“Hey babe, you seen my—”

A man appeared in the doorway, beer in hand. He took one look: his wife straddling Mike’s face, thighs flexing as she ground down hard, dress bunched, Mike’s hands clamped on her ass, wet sounds filling the kitchen while she rode his face like it was the only thing that mattered.

Mike was horrified, but Janice kept him pinned down.

The man grinned, and shook his head. “Take it easy on him now, honey,” the man said. “He’s young. He’s probably never experienced this kind of heat before.”

Janice laughed breathlessly, not breaking rhythm. “He’s so good at this.”

The husband took a long pull from his beer, eyes gleaming. “Make him drown in you, sweetheart. Don’t hold back.” He leaned forward and looked at Mike. “Hold in there, buddy.”

Then, casual as anything, he turned. “I’ll be in the garage. Have fun.”He walked off without another word, footsteps fading down the hall.

They were alone again.

Mike was speechless—even though he already couldn’t say much with Janice all up in his face.

Janice’s pace turned feral now. She rocked faster, harder, her pussy grinding up and down against his nose, tongue plunging deep inside her with every forward thrust.

“Yes—right there—” she gasped, voice breaking. “Don’t stop—don’t you stop—”

Mike gripped her thighs tighter, tongue working frantically, desperate to please her. She was shaking now, thighs trembling around his head, breath coming in ragged pants.

Then she broke. A sharp, keening cry tore out of her as she came, hard.

Her hips jerked uncontrollably, grinding out every last pulse against his tongue while she rode the waves, taking him in completely.

Mike groaned into her, overwhelmed and soaked.

When the aftershocks finally eased, Janice stayed seated a moment longer, catching her breath, letting him feel the last fluttering contractions against his mouth.

Then she lifted off slowly.

She looked down at him and gave a slow, satisfied smile. “Good boy,” she murmured, reaching down to pat his cheek. “You took that like a champ.”

She stood on unsteady legs, smoothed her dress down over her still-trembling thighs, and glanced at him floor with zero shame.

Mike looked toward the kitchen doorway, where—he guessed—her husband had disappeared. “Janice,” he breathed. “What the hell—”

She didn’t let him finish. “Better clean that up before you go,” she said lightly, already walking toward the fridge as if she hadn’t just come all over his face.

She grabbed a fresh beer, cracked it open, and leaned back against the counter, watching him with casual interest as he pushed himself up on shaking arms.

Mike wiped his face with the back of his hand and stumbled to his feet, his body still aching, his mind completely fried.

Janice walked him to the kitchen door. She kissed him once, slow and deliberate, the taste of fresh beer on her lips. “Thank you,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear.

His body throbbed painfully, arousal still raging, a desperate hope flaring that she might unzip his fly, take his cock out, and finish what she’d started.

But she didn’t.

She guided him to the front door and opened it. “That was wonderful,” she said, opening the door and gently steering him outside. “I feel so much better now. You were fantastic.”

He stepped onto the porch, still dazed. “Janice,” he said, voice rough. “Wait—”

She tilted her head, feigning innocence. “Yes, Mike?”

The word please slipped out before he could stop it.

Janice’s smile turned wickedly fond. “Oh,” she said, almost apologetic. “I’d love to… but I’m a very busy woman.” She leaned in just enough to steal one last kiss. “Maybe next time, hm?”

The door closed gently in his face.

Mike stood there for a moment, staring at the wood, feeling foolish… and unmistakably used.

Janice had played her game once again.

And worst of all? He already knew he’d fall for it again. And despite everything, he couldn’t help but love it.


Chapter 5


Mike walked until the houses thinned out and the road gave way to the river path.

The water moved slow and steady beside him, dark and glassy in the fading afternoon light. A cool breeze carried the smell of damp earth and algae, a welcome contrast to the charged air he’d left behind. Gravel crunched under his boots with each step.

He shoved his hands into his pockets and breathed out.

For the first few minutes, he didn’t think about anything at all. He just walked, letting the restless buzz in his body fade.

He looked out over the river as he walked on.

A few weeks ago, his life had been in limbo, but it had felt simpler somehow. He’d dropped out of college with the idea of giving himself one year. Just one to breathe. Time to figure out what he actually wanted instead of stumbling along a path that never quite felt like his.

He’d pictured himself working at a gym. Helping people get stronger while figuring out his own next move.

Instead, he’d ended up delivering packages.

It wasn’t a bad job. The pay was decent and it was temporary. Or at least, it was supposed to be. A placeholder while he decided who he wanted to become.

Now everything only felt louder and more confusing. Women. Desire. Heat. The constant pull of being wanted, mixed with the uneasy awareness that things were spiraling faster than he’d planned for. It was intoxicating and exhausting in equal measure.

He slowed near a bend in the path and stopped, resting his forearms on the low railing overlooking the water. The current slid past beneath him, catching the last of the light in soft ripples.

What am I really doing?

The question settled deep in his chest.

It wasn’t just sex. He knew that now. It was the way these women looked at him; like he mattered, like he was something worth holding onto. Like he was more than the guy still figuring things out.

Maybe this was exactly what he needed. His way of feeling alive again after the dead-end feeling he had experienced in college.

He closed his eyes, listening to the water, the distant hum of traffic, the soft rustle of leaves overhead. He felt worn down. Used up in places he didn’t quite have words for.

But beneath it all, there was something else.

Excitement and possibility.

He straightened and started walking again, slower now. He didn’t have answers, and no clear vision for where things were headed. But he had Catherine, Abigail, and whatever Janice was.

He felt strange in his own skin.

Mike glanced once more at the river, then turned back toward the path that led home.

He flipped out his phone and opened his chat with Catherine. He typed his message while walking: 

Hey, you free?


Chapter 6


Catherine laughed wholeheartedly. “And then she did what?”

Mike pulled a sheepish grimace. “She sent me straight out the front door.”

Catherine clutched her stomach, shaking with laughter. “After she sat on your face?” She was barely breathing now.

Mike sat across from her, smiling despite himself, though he couldn’t help feeling a little stupid. “Just sitting isn’t quite the right word… more like rode it.”

Catherine eventually calmed, wiping at the corner of her eye as she reached out and touched his arm. “I’m sorry, Mike,” she said, still grinning. “But that’s kind of funny.”

Mike smirked. “Yeah, I guess it is.”

He didn’t know why had felt so compelled to see Catherine, but he guessed he wanted to talk about the unsettling feeling within him. About Janice and her games. Catherine had been the one warning him about her, after all.

And after his beautiful night with Catherine only days earlier, he couldn’t help but feel close to her. 

Catherine’s laughter faded into a warm smile. She leaned back into the couch, studying him with open curiosity rather than judgment. “But seriously,” she said, softer now, “are you okay?”

Mike exhaled, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah. I think so. I mean, it’s not that I didn’t like it. I’m just… confused.” He huffed a small laugh. “I walked out of there hard as a rock, my face still covered in her, and feeling like I’d just been played.”

Catherine nodded slowly, unsurprised. “That sounds like Janice.”

He glanced at her. “You did warn me.”

“I did,” she said gently. “And not because I thought she was bad. Just… a lot to handle.” A pause. “Janice doesn’t give affection the way most people do. She takes control. She likes leaving men off balance.”Catherine smiled, amused again. “If anything, you did exactly what she wanted.”

That made him blink. “Which was…?”

“To feel wanted,” Catherine said. “And then denied.” She tilted her head. “Power play, Mikey. Simple as that.”

He let that sink in. “So she gets off on leaving me like that?”

“Mm-hm.” Catherine’s eyes softened. “And you?” she asked. “You did say you enjoyed it?”

Mike nodded. “Yeah. I mean it was weird. But I also…” He laughed under his breath. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Catherine reached over and squeezed his hand. “That’s okay. You’re allowed to enjoy things without having to label them or feel stupid about them.”

Something in her tone made his shoulders loosen. “You’re not, uhm, upset?” he asked. “About me telling you this?”

She shook her head without hesitation. “Why would I be? I told you from the start: I don’t want to cage you. I want you to experience things. Figure out what excites you.” A small smile. “Even if it overwhelms you a little.”

He met her eyes. “You really mean that.”

“I do.” She studied him again, this time with something almost fond. “Honestly? Watching you navigate all this is kind of endearing.”

“Endearing?” he echoed with a chuckle.

“Yes,” she said, laughing softly. “You’re still so earnest. You feel everything. You haven’t learned how to armor yourself yet.”

That landed deeper than he expected.

“I don’t want you to lose that,” she continued. “Not because the world can’t be messy, but, that kind of openness? That’s rare.”

He swallowed. “I feel like I’m in way over my head lately.”

Catherine smiled, warm and unthreatened. “That’s because you are,” she said lightly. “And that’s not a bad thing.” She leaned closer, voice lowering just a touch. “Just promise me one thing.”

“What?”

“Don’t take Janice too seriously,” she said. “Enjoy her for what she is. And when it stops feeling fun… just walk away.”

He nodded. “Okay.”

She smiled. “Good.” Then, teasing again, “And if you need to debrief after the next time she scrambles your brain…”

He laughed. “I’ll come straight here.”

“Exactly,” Catherine said, pleased. “That’s what I’m here for.”

Catherine’s smile lingered, but Mike didn’t mirror it this time. He shifted in his seat, fingers interlacing, then separating again.

“There’s, uhm, something else,” he said.

Catherine’s expression softened, curiosity replacing amusement. “Something else?”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

He hesitated, then let out a breath. “Her husband walked in.”

Catherine stilled. “Walked in?” she repeated calmly.

“Yeah.” Mike swallowed. “Right in the middle of it. Took one look at us.”

Catherine searched his face. “And?”

“And then he told me to hang in there,” Mike said, disbelief still threading his voice, “acted like I was a plumber fixing a sink, and walked out again.”

For a moment, Catherine said nothing. Then she let out a slow, thoughtful breath. “Ah.”

That reaction surprised him. “That’s it?” he asked. “You’re not, uhm, shocked?”

She tilted her head. “No. A little concerned, maybe. But not shocked.” She paused. “Sounds like Janice’s household.“ Her eyes narrowed when he didn’t smile. “How did that make you feel?”

Mike frowned, replaying it, then shook his head. “I didn’t know whether to run or laugh.”

Catherine nodded. “That makes sense.”

“She didn’t even look embarrassed,” he went on. “Janice, I mean. If anything, she seemed… amused, and just kept on going.”

Catherine sighed softly. “That’s because for her, that kind of play is pretty much normal.”

“Normal?” he echoed.

“Yes,” she said. “Some couples don’t just bend the rules, they rewrite them completely.” She looked at him carefully. “And Janice thrives when nothing is forbidden.”

Mike leaned back, rubbing his face. “I don’t think I was ready for that.”

“No,” Catherine agreed gently. “I don’t think you were.” She studied him again, her gaze affectionate but perceptive. “That’s the part you’re reacting to. Not the sex. The lack of meaning. The way you were just ‘a thing.’”

That hit uncomfortably close.

“I like feeling wanted,” Mike admitted quietly. “And it’s exciting, of course…”

“I know,” Catherine said. “That’s why Janice is dangerous.”

He looked at her. “Dangerous?”

“Not malicious,” she clarified. “But she’s intoxicating like that. Sexy. She takes without asking whether you want to be taken.” She nodded slowly. “And you’re still learning where your boundaries are.”

He was quiet.

Catherine reached out, resting her hand over his. “Listen, Mikey. What you felt walking out of that house, that mix of confusion and hunger? That’s not weakness. That’s awareness.”

He exhaled. “I don’t feel very aware. I feel all over the place.”

She smiled. “Same thing, sometimes.”

After a moment, he asked, “You’re really okay with all this?”

“With you exploring?” she said. “Yes.” She squeezed his hand lightly. “But with you being not feeling okay? No.”

He met her gaze, warmth spreading through his chest. “I’m glad I can talk to you about this.”

She smiled back. “That’s because I’m not competing with you, Mike.” Then, teasing again, “I’m just watching you grow up a little faster than you expected.”

He laughed under his breath. “Feels more like being thrown into the deep end.”

Catherine chuckled. “That too. But then again, that’s life for all of us.” Then, softly, she added, “Just promise me something.”

“What?”

“That next time someone invites you into their chaos,” she said, “you ask yourself whether it’s your chaos to carry. Only go as far as you want to take it.”

He nodded. “I will.” A surge of confidence rose within.

She smiled, satisfied. “Good.”

And for the first time since leaving Janice’s house, Mike felt something steady beneath the confusion. Maybe, just maybe, he wasn’t losing himself after all. He was growing into something different. Something stronger. It was just not in a way he had expected it to happen.

The room felt quieter now, the weight of their conversation settling into something more intimate. 

Catherine shifted closer on the couch, her body turning toward him, until their thighs brushed. Mike felt the subtle heat of her closeness.

“You know,” she murmured, her voice dropping to that soft, inviting timbre he remembered from their night together, “talking about all this… it’s got me thinking about you.” Her fingers trailed lightly up his arm, sending a shiver through him.

Mike’s breath caught. “Yeah?”

“Mm-hm.” Catherine leaned in, her lips brushing his in a gentle kiss that quickly deepened. “About our night together.”

He responded instinctively, his hand finding the curve of her waist, pulling her nearer. She tasted like a warmth that was a stark contrast to the wild edge of his encounter with Janice.

As they kissed, Catherine’s hand slid down his chest, over his stomach, and lower still. She felt the growing hardness beneath his pants and smiled against his mouth. With a deft touch, she unzipped him, her fingers wrapping around his cock, stroking slowly, teasingly. 

Mike groaned into the kiss, his hips shifting toward her hand.

He broke the kiss just enough to nuzzle her neck, his own hands moving to cup her breasts through her shirt. They were yielding under his palms as he squeezed gently, his thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened. 

Catherine arched slightly, a soft sigh escaping her lips, her strokes on him growing firmer and more rhythmic. “See?” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “This is what you needed. Something that feels good without the games.”

Mike nodded, lost in the sensation, his mouth finding the swell of her breasts as he tugged her shirt aside, kissing the exposed skin. 

They lingered like that, her hand working him with steady confidence while he tasted her skin. 

“I’ll give you what Janice didn’t allow you to have, you poor thing.”

He loved Catherine’s warm affection. This wasn’t rushed or frantic, it was a comfortable shared moment where he could finally release. 

He came hard, shooting his load high up, having it crash all over her hand while he moaned into her breasts. 

Catherine giggled. “There we go,” she said softly. “Doesn’t that feel better, hm?”

Mike sighed of satisfaction into her warm cleavage, kissing her tanned skin. “Thank you,” he murmured.

Catherine just smiled as she slowly stroked him for a few moments longer, making him ooze in the ecstasy.


Chapter 7


The supermarket was more crowded than it had been on his previous visit. Mike pushed his cart past stacked cereal boxes and end caps of discounted soda, letting the low hum of voices and carts fill the space.

The previous night with Catherine had been exactly what he’d needed. Her words, her humor, her confidence: they’d wrapped around him like a warm blanket. 

After her helping him releasing the tension Janice had wound up, they’d ended up curled together on the couch, just enjoying the quiet closeness.

She’d suggested he drop by again soon, maybe even stay over sometime. He’d accepted without hesitation.

He turned into the dairy aisle, and stopped short.

He told himself it was mere coincidence, but the feeling in his gut said otherwise the moment he saw her.

Her red hair flowed freely to her shoulders this time, loose and wild. She stood in front of the open fridge, squinting at labels, one hip cocked, a basket resting against her thigh.

His chest gave a quiet thump.

She noticed him a second later. Her eyes widened. Recognition flashed, followed by something softer. Embarrassment, maybe.

He walked over.

“Oh,” she said, then laughed softly. “Hi.”

“Hey,” Mike replied, keeping his voice steady. “Didn’t expect to see you again so soon.”

“Me neither,” she said. She glanced down at the yogurt in her hand, then back up at him. “Small world.”

“Seems to be,” he agreed.

She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “So,” she said lightly, “you’re not going to pretend you don’t recognize me?” Her smile was a little sheepish.

He smiled back. “I thought about it. Decided it’d be a waste.”

Her lips curved. “Happy to hear that.”

“How were the melons?” 

She frowned, confusion on her face. “Sorry?”

“The watermelons,” he said. “The ones I delivered.”

She seemed to realized what he meant. “Oh!” She blushed. “Yeah, they were delicious. Thanks.”

They stood there in silence for a moment. 

Mike became aware of her scent again, that of citrus and soap, with something warmer underneath.

He now realized how much he loved her face: the gentle curve of her freckled nose, the enchanting eyes that kept pulling him closer. It stirred something low and impatient in his gut.

She then exhaled. “So about that day,” she said. “At my house…”

He felt his ears warm. “Yeah.”

“That was mortifying,” she admitted with a small laugh. “I nearly died on the stairs.”

Mike shook his head. “I swear I wasn’t—” He stopped himself, huffing a quiet breath. “I mean, I didn’t expect—”

“Me either,” she cut in quickly, smiling. “It’s okay.” She tilted her head. “My mom thought it was hilarious, though.”

“She did mention that.”

That earned him a raised brow. “Of course she did. Sounds like her.”

Mike hesitated, then decided not to overthink it. “Listen,” he said, lowering his voice slightly, “if this is awkward, I get it. We can just—” He paused, meeting her eyes. “I was wondering if you’d want to grab a coffee sometime.”

She studied him for a moment, her green-hazel eyes calm and assessing. Then her smile returned, slow and curious, with a gleam of confidence. “I was hoping you’d ask,” she said.

Relief and excitement washed through him. “Yeah?”

“Yeah,” she replied. “As long as you promise we won’t meet here again.”

“No guarantees,” he said. “But I’ll try.”

She laughed, warm and genuine.

They exchanged numbers. As Mike slipped his phone back into his pocket, something clicked, and he chuckled.

She looked up from her screen, smiling. “What is it?”

He extended his hand. “I’m Mike.”

She laughed again, realizing it at the same time. She took his hand, her grip light but confident. “Sophie,” she said.

“Nice to meet you again, Sophie.”

“Likewise, Mike.”

As she walked away, her basket swinging lightly at her side, she glanced back once.

Mike watched her go, then let out a long, steady breath. Excitement rested in the pit of his stomach. “Sophie,” he whispered, and grinned to himself as he opened the fridge and grabbed a yogurt.


Chapter 8


They set the date for his next day off, two days later.

Mike picked Sophie up just before sunset. 

She stepped out onto the front walk in a light summer dress, red hair loose, catching the fading gold of the day. She smiled when she saw him, relaxed and open.

“Hey,” she said, leaning down to peek into the passenger window. “You didn’t cancel.”

“Thought about it,” he teased.

She laughed and opened the door, sliding into the seat beside him. The car filled instantly with her scent. “Nice ride,” she said, patting the door.

“It does the job,” Mike said. “And still lives, for now.”

That got a playful laugh out of her.

Mike drove them toward the river, to a strip he’d discovered was not far from the romantic restaurant where he’d sat across from Abigail a couple of weeks ago.

When they got out, Sophie slowed, taking it in. String lights glowed overhead and small shops spilled warm light onto the pavement. Food vendors lined the walkway, music drifting in from somewhere farther down.

“Oh wow,” she said. “This is cute.”

“That’s what I was hoping for,” he said, amazed at how atmospheric the place was. 

They walked side by side, stopping to browse handmade jewelry at one stall and old books at another. Sophie picked things up just to look at them, then set them back with a smile, stealing glances at him when she thought he wasn’t looking.

“This place feels very romantic,” she said, a twinkle in her eyes.

“It’s nice, isn’t it?” he replied.

“It feels like somewhere people come when they want something to happen,” she added, glancing at him, her eyes teasing. “Got plans, huh?”

Mike felt that familiar pull in his chest and grinned. “Yeah,” he said. “Better watch out.”

She laughed and they walked on.

They grabbed fresh lemonade and leaned against the railing by the river. Sophie rested her elbows on it, chin propped in her hands, watching the water drift past.

“So,” she said, “you deliver packages for a living.”

Mike tilted his head. “Yeah. For now.”

“For now,” she echoed, amused. “My mom says most people don’t end up where they think they will.” She turned her gaze toward him. “Is that true for you?”

Mike didn’t feel like going too deep today. “Your mom seems to have a lot of opinions.”

Sophie smiled. “She does. She had me when she was nineteen. She likes to say life didn’t wait for her, so she stopped waiting for it.”

Mike pictured her mother at the door again—the confidence, the ease. “That explains a lot.”

“She wants the best for me,” Sophie continued. “But not in a controlling way. More like…” She searched for the word. “She thinks people should explore things. Especially feelings. She doesn’t believe in holding back.”

“Sounds freeing.”

“It is,” Sophie said. Then, quieter, “but sometimes it’s confusing.”

Mike almost asked more, but stopped himself. Instead, he smiled. “So, can I ask you something?”

“Depends,” she said, amused. “But probably.”

“How old are you?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Twenty-four.”

He nodded. “Okay.”

“You thought I was younger?” she teased.

“No,” he said. “Just wanted to know.”

She straightened, mischief lighting her eyes. “Well? How old are you?”

“Twenty-two.”

“Oh,” she laughed. “Such a little boy. I honestly thought you were older than me.”

Mike frowned. “Really?”

She nodded. “Yeah. You seem… settled. Like you’ve been through a lot.” She gestured vaguely, then smiled. “In a good way.”

Mike smiled back. Moments with Abigail, Catherine, and Janice flickered through his mind. “A lot,” he said quietly. “Yeah.”

They wandered again, sharing fries from a food truck, Sophie stealing more than her share and daring him to protest. At one point, she slipped her hand into his without comment, as if it had always belonged there.

“You don’t seem bothered by awkward situations,” he said carefully.

She glanced up at him. “You mean like the other day?”

He winced, remembering her wrapped in nothing but a towel. “Oh. Right. I’d almost forgotten.”

She laughed. “Liar. I wanted to disappear at first. But my mom just laughed and said I should take it as a compliment.” She winked. “Made the melon boy blush.”

“Melon boy?” he repeated.

“My mom’s nickname for you,” Sophie said. “She hopes you’ll drop by again soon.” She nudged him. “You might want to be careful.”

She said it lightly, but Mike caught the seriousness underneath.

“She doesn’t get jealous easily,” Sophie added, casual but deliberate. “She thinks desire is something you shouldn’t waste.”

They stopped at a small overlook, the river wide and slow beneath them, lights shimmering across the surface.

Sophie turned to face him, close enough that he could see the faint freckles dusting her nose. “I’m glad you asked me out,” she said.

“So am I.”

She leaned in and softly kissed his cheek. “This was a good first date.”

“Good enough for a second?” he asked.

She smiled, eyes bright. “Definitely.”

They returned to Mike’s truck and were mostly quiet on the way back, the kind of silence that felt comfortable instead of awkward.

Mike pulled up in front of Sophie’s house and killed the engine. The porch light was on, casting a warm glow across the driveway.

Sophie lingered in her seat for a second, fingers brushing the strap of her bag. “I had a really good time,” she said.

“Me too,” Mike replied. “I’m glad we did this.”

She smiled, leaned in, and kissed him lightly on the lips. Her mouth was soft, warm. She pulled back with a small grin. “Text me when you get home. It’s a dangerous neighborhood.”

You have no idea…

“Will do.”

She opened the door and stepped out, smoothing her dress as she walked toward the house. Mike stepped out as well and leaned against his truck, watching her until she reached the porch.

The front door opened before she could reach for the handle.

Her mother stepped out barefoot, wearing a loose silk robe that barely bothered to stay closed. Her hair was down, dark and glossy, and she wore a smile. “Well,” she said, eyes flicking from Sophie to Mike, “that must’ve been a nice evening.”

Sophie laughed. “It was.”

Elaine leaned casually against the doorframe, folding her arms just enough to draw Mike’s attention exactly where she meant it to go. “Melon boy,” she said.

Mike chuckled. “Yeah,” he replied, suddenly very aware of himself. “That would be me.”

Elaine’s gaze swept over him slowly. Deliberately. “I thought so,” she said. “You look even better tonight than you did in my kitchen.”

Sophie rolled her eyes, amused. “Mom.”

“What?” The woman said lightly. “I’m just appreciating good company.” She looked back at Mike. “Thank you for taking my daughter out.”

“Anytime,” he said.

The mother smiled wider. “Good,” she said. “We like you.”

We?

Sophie leaned in and kissed her mother’s cheek. “Goodnight,” she said, then glanced back at Mike. “Drive safe.”

Mike nodded, still processing the way the mother’s eyes hadn’t left him.

As Sophie disappeared inside, the mother stepped off the porch and approached him barefoot, stopping only a few inches away. Her robe hung dangerously open.

“How are the melons?” he couldn’t resist asking.

The woman grinned. “Careful, Mike,” she said, her voice low and playful. “You might get us both in trouble.”

Before he could respond, she kissed his cheek. Her lips were warm against his skin, and her breasts pressed against his arm. “I’m Elaine, by the way,” she whispered into his ear, already stepping back. Her hand grazed his crotch.

Mike watched in disbelief as she walked back, slipped inside and closed the door softly behind her.

He stood there for a second, heart beating a little too fast.

Then he exhaled, climbed back into his truck, and started the engine. He listening the truck’s humming for a while. “Hot damn,” he then murmured, and pulled away.


Chapter 9


Mike was still carrying the warmth of the evening with him when he reached his building. He got out of his truck, taking in the sweet evening air.

The date had left him loose-limbed and thoughtful, his head full in a quiet, pleasant way. The attention he had received of both Sophie and Elaine gave him an electric kind of energy.

He stepped into the hallway, and the lights buzzed faintly as he stepped inside, boots echoing against the worn tile.

“Out late,” a voice said.

He looked up and smiled. “Betty.” 

He was happy to see her, he had thought she had left. “Good to see you,” he said.

She stood near the stairwell, arms crossed over her chest, her hair pulled back tight, a pair of glasses perched low on her nose. She did not return the smile. “There’s a girl waiting for you upstairs,” she said flatly.

Mike blinked. “A girl?”

“Yes. And before you say anything,” she added, annoyed, “I think I was very clear when you moved in. No girls.”

He frowned, mind jumping immediately to Sophie. The kiss. The way she’d smiled. “It’s not— I mean, I didn’t—”

Betty snorted. “Relax. Actually, maybe woman is more accurate.”

He hesitated. “What do you mean?”

She tilted her head, studying him. “She seems the Bloomingdale type. Polite and well-dressed. Looks like she strolled right over from the neighborhood.”

That stopped him. “Oh,” he could only muster. 

Abigail? Catherine? Janice?

His mind went in circles.

“She’s sitting on the couch outside your unit,” Betty continued. “I told her she could wait five minutes. That was ten minutes ago.”

Mike ran a hand through his hair. “Sorry. I didn’t know anyone was coming by.”

“I imagine you didn’t,” Betty said dryly. “Handle it quickly.”

“I will.”

Her coldness was unsettling. And he couldn’t help and wonder what the big deal was with someone visiting.

“And Mike,” she added as he started up the stairs, “whatever you’ve got going on… don’t bring it into my complex.”

He nodded. “Understood.”

Abigail was sitting neatly on the couch outside his apartment, legs crossed, hands folded in her lap. She looked up the moment she heard him, her face brightening just slightly. “Hey,” she said softly.

“Hey,” he replied, surprised and suddenly very aware of the late hour. “I didn’t expect to see you.”

She blushed, a sheepish smile tugging at her lips. “I hope that’s okay.”

“It is,” he said quickly. “It’s just… this might not be the best place to talk.”

She glanced around, then back at him, understanding flickering across her face. “Your landlady?”

“Yeah,” he said. “She’s not big on guests.”

Abigail smiled knowingly. “I gathered.” She rose to her feet. “Sorry for showing up like this.”

He noticed it then. Something different about her. A glow, almost. A lightness he hadn’t seen before.

He gestured toward the stairs. “We could go for a walk? The weather’s nice.” He hesitated, then added, “There’s a path nearby that’s a little more private.”

Abigail nodded without hesitation. “That sounds perfect.”

The night air was cool, but comfortable. They walked side by side beneath a narrow row of trees, not touching, the pavement stretching quietly ahead of them.

For a while, neither of them spoke.

“I’m glad I got to see you,” Abigail said eventually.

Mike glanced at her. “Why did you come?”

She took a breath. “Because I didn’t want to be alone with how I’m feeling,” she said. “And I didn’t want to try to explain it over the phone.”

He slowed his pace slightly. “Explain what?”

She stopped walking.

“I feel alive,” she said simply.

Mike turned to face her, searching her expression. She looked radiant, almost giddy, and it threw him off.

She caught his look and laughed softly. “You probably think I’ve lost my mind.”

“No,” he said carefully. “Did something happen?”

She inhaled, steadying herself. “I went to see Catherine,” she said. “After our call.”

His eyebrows rose. He was surprised, but not shocked. Catherine’s confidence had planted the idea long before. “I see,” he said.

Abigail’s smile widened. “Yes.” She clasped her arms loosely around herself. “Mike, I don’t even know how to say this.”

He couldn’t help smiling. Her energy was contagious. “I’m guessing it wasn’t a bad thing?”

Her eyes shone in the soft glow of a nearby streetlamp. “It was wonderful.”

Something clicked into place. “If I may be blunt,” he said.

She bit her lip, nervous but clearly wanting him to continue.

“Did you two… sleep together?”

She nodded, cheeks flushing. Even in the low light, he could see it.

“That’s… great,” he said, then laughed at how awkward it sounded.

She laughed too, relief spilling out of her. “I’m sorry. I’m making this weird, aren’t I?”

“Just a little,” he admitted.

They started walking again. She hugged her arms around herself, thoughtful now.

“It feels like my college days,” she said quietly. “I feel so alive. It’s strange.”

Mike looked down at the pavement. He was happy for her. Truly. But a small, unwelcome ache twisted in his chest. She hadn’t sounded like this after being with him.

She noticed. Her hand slid around his arm, pressing close as they walked. “I don’t mean that you didn’t make me happy,” she said quickly. “It’s just… different. Does that make sense?”

He smiled, masking the sting. “Yeah,” he said. “It does.”

She kissed his cheek, warm and affectionate. “And that’s not the only reason I came tonight.”

His throat tightened. “Then why?”

They stopped again. She faced him fully now, eyes open and honest. “You remember that night,” she said. “With you, Catherine, and me?”

He nodded. “Of course.” How could he forget seeing them kiss so passionately.

Her smile turned playful, something new and daring in it. “You remember what Catherine suggested?”

A rush of nerves and excitement coursed through him. “The three of us?”

She leaned in and kissed him, soft but certain. When she pulled back, she looked straight into his eyes. “I want Catherine,” she said. “And I want you.” A small smile curved her lips. “And I’m not willing to choose just one.”

He laughed softly, recognizing Catherine’s words echoed back at him. He nodded, still processing.

It was real. It was happening.

“I’m glad you came,” he said at last.

“So am I,” she replied, relief washing over her face.

They resumed walking, her head resting against his shoulder now. She laced her fingers through his and squeezed gently.

“Whenever you’re ready,” she said. “Catherine and I want to see you.”


Chapter 10


The next day, when Mike walked into the local supermarket just after one, his head was restless.

He’d managed to focus on work throughout the morning, but Abigail’s words kept looping in his mind.

Whenever you’re ready, Catherine and I want to see you.

He should’ve said tomorrow right then and there. Or at least soon. Being with two women at the same time was every guy’s fantasy, right? So why did the thought knot his stomach instead of setting it on fire?

The feeling annoyed him almost as much as it unsettled him. Maybe it was the weight of it all. Catherine and Abigail were already a force of nature on their own. Together, they felt… overwhelming.

He sighed and wandered toward the coffee aisle.

It was his lunch break. All he wanted was a jar of instant coffee, something he’d forgotten to buy last time, thanks to Sophie completely derailing his thoughts.

I’ll message them today. This weekend. Let’s do this.

Just thinking about it sent a different kind of excitement through him. Not the anxious flutter from yesterday, but something more powerful.

He reached up toward the top shelf, fingers closing around a jar.

“Hey there, melon boy.”

The silky voice made him freeze. He turned his head slowly, and found Elaine standing close to him.

She was dressed casually, fitted jeans and a light blouse. Her full curves were as present as ever. One eyebrow lifted as she looked at him, lips curved in a smile.

“Elaine,” he said, startled. 

“Didn’t think I’d see you again so soon,” she replied. Her eyes flicked to the coffee in his hand. “You stalking my grocery routine now?”

He huffed a quiet laugh. “I seem to have that with your family. I met Sophie here as well the other day.”

“Mm.” She stepped closer, lowering her voice. “You have interesting timing, then.”

He felt it; that same pressure he’d felt at the car after his date with Sophie. It was like she was deliberately leaning into the space. 

His lips turned dry. He couldn’t ignore her; she was such an attractive woman. Typical Bloomingdale, as he could now say from experience. Sexy, needy. Warmth rushed to his crotch.

“So,” she then said, taking him in with her eyes. He noticed the enjoyment in them. “How do you like my daughter?”

Mike didn’t know how to reply right away, which made her smile. “She’s a great woman,” he then said. “You raised her well” he added.

Elaine laughed. “You can do better than that. She’s smoking, isn’t she?”

Mike felt his ears turn red. “Uhm, well, she is beautiful, yes,” he stammered.

Elaine licked her lips, and he felt her hand graze his crotch, taking him off guard. “I mean, I know my daughter is hot. She takes after me.” Her eyes were down, her finger now touched the unmistakable bulge in his pants. 

Mike tried to keep his breathing under control. 

Elaine looked up into his eyes again. “Didn’t anything happen on your date? I mean come on, such a girl all to yourself...”

“Nothing happened,” he managed.

Elaine sucked her teeth. “Shame. Should’ve taken your chance, she wouldn’t have said no. I know I wouldn’t have.”

Mike’s eyes widened as she took a step closer, pressing her breasts against his arm. She placed her hand carefully on his crotch, and gently squeezed his erection.

“Or,” she continued, amused, “maybe you prefer women with a little more experience?”

Her eyes sparkled. “Do I have a chance, Mike?”

The arousal drove him nuts. Elaine delicate fingers did their thing well, sending shocks of pleasure through his limbs. 

He glanced at her, letting his gaze linger where she could see it. He decided to go along with it. “They don’t call me melon boy for nothing,” he said. “I like my fruit ripe. Big and juicy.”

Her laughter was low and genuine. “Oh,” she purred. “Good boy. You’ve gotten so big for me,” she whispered. “Don’t you just wish we could do it right here, right now? Take out this beast you are packing…” She squeezed.

Mike swallowed, looking around him. The aisle was deserted, with only them located in the middle, bodies pressed together.

“Tell you what, Mike,” she said. “You have my blessing with Sophie. She likes you. A lot.” She slowly petted his erection while she talked. 

“I’m happy to hear that,” Mike said.

“But,” Elaine then said, voice stern. “There is one condition.” She licked her lips, squeezing his cock again. Her eyes flicked upward to meet his gaze. “You get both of us. Me and Sophie. There is no other way. You get with Sophie, you get with me.”

Mike couldn’t believe his ears, his cock now pulsing in her grip. It longed to feel the skin of her hand. “What?”

Elaine smiled, satisfied. “Think about it, Mike. And let me know if you’re interested.” She leaned in a gave him a slow, wet kiss on the lips. She then gave him one last squeeze, and let go.

She walked away, hips swaying just enough that he noticed without trying.

Mike stood there for a long second, coffee jar still in his hand, turning toward the shelves to hide his bulging crotch. 

“… Hot damn,” he muttered.


Chapter 11


Mike left the supermarket with the coffee jar tucked under his arm, his face still warm, pulse still thudding like he’d jogged the last mile.

The automatic doors slid open and the cool air outside hit him, but it did nothing to settle the restless energy buzzing under his skin.

Elaine’s voice lingered. Her smile. That calm, dangerous certainty.

‘You get both of us.’

He exhaled slowly, running a hand through his hair as he crossed the parking lot. His car felt too small when he slid inside, like it couldn’t contain what was wound tight inside him.

Somehow, Janice was on his mind. Elaine’s boldness and edging reminded him of her.

His arousal at a peak, he longed to see her. The taste of her came back to him. 

However, today, Janice had been silent. He checked his phone, but there was nothing. No message. No order notification. No excuse to drop by.

He stared at the screen for a moment, then locked it and tossed it onto the passenger seat. 

There seemed to be too many women taking charge of him, this situation with Elaine had again made it all too clear. Maybe it was time to flip the script for once. “Enough,” he muttered.

The engine turned over, and before he could second-guess himself, he was already pulling out of the lot, his destination set.

Janice’s place came into view.

Mike parked and sat there for a moment with the engine still running, hands resting on the steering wheel. This wasn’t how it usually went. Showing up unannounced. Taking initiative like this.

Should he even be doing this?

Elaine had handed him a choice and walked away smiling, leaving him wound tight and frustrated. Controlled. Edged. He wondered why it hit him right then and there, but he was done with being a plaything.

For once, he wanted to take the wheel.

He cut the engine, stepped out of the car, and straightened his T-shirt. The confidence that settled over him surprised him as he walked up to the door.

He rang the bell.

A few seconds passed. Then the door opened.

Janice stood there, eyes flicking over him; confusion first, then curiosity. Her chest was as prominent and full as ever, and he found himself clenching his jaw. “Mike?” she said. “I don’t think I ordered anything.”

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he stepped just a little closer, lowering his voice.“I didn’t get an order,” he said. “So… I thought I’d deliver myself.”

The line made him cringe internally—but at the same time, a shiver of excitement ran through him.

Her eyebrow lifted. She chuckled softly, trying to look unimpressed. But he knew that look by now; playful, intrigued.

He held her gaze, the heat coiled tight in his chest, his gut, his crotch. “Just… me,” he added.

For a long moment, she said nothing. Then her lips curved into a smile.

“Well,” she said, stepping aside and holding the door open, “you’d better come in, then.”

He stepped inside, her familiar scent wrapping around him as his heart picked up speed.

The door closed behind him, and whatever he’d been holding back all that time finally had nowhere left to go.

He turned toward her and stepped in close, pressing his body against hers.

She let out a surprised “oh!”, then gasped as he put his hand on her breast, and squeezed softly. Her eyes sparkled, and her gasping mouth transformed into a smile. 

Her hand landed on his crotch. “Well, well, well, Mike,” she said, hissing through her teeth. Her fingers were already working his zipper and button of his jeans. “Seems like you need to let off some steam.”

Mike panted as she jerked out his cock and started pumping it rapidly. He pressed his lips on hers, kissing her deeply, passionately.

When they broke free, Janice kept pumping her hand. “You’re bold today,” she said. “What happened? Someone got to you?”

Mike held her gaze, his shaft glowing in her fast-moving grip. 

Elaine’s teasing. The waiting. The constant feeling of being handled instead of handling by all these women. “I got tired of just thinking about it,” he said.

That made her laugh softly. “About what?”

“Having you.”

That gave a new kind of sparkle in her eyes. 

“Careful, Mike,” she whispered, her hand speeding up. “You show up like this, and I might actually let you have what you want.”

He panted now, the ecstatic glow in his cock getting stronger. “That’s the idea.”

Mike’s words hung in the air, and for the first time, he didn’t wait for her to lead. The frustration from earlier boiled over, fueling a surge of dominance he hadn’t known he possessed. 

He grabbed her wrist, stopping her hand mid-stroke on his now throbbing cock. 

Her eyes widened in surprise, turning hungry.

“Not like this,” he said, his voice low. He spun her around, pressing her against the wall of the entryway. 

Janice let out a breathy laugh, her voluptuous body arching instinctively as he pinned her there, his hands roaming down her sides.

“Oh, Mike,” she murmured, her tone teasing but laced with genuine excitement. “Look at you. I like this side of you.”

He didn’t respond with words. Instead, he yanked her skirt up over her hips, exposing the curve of her ass and the thin lace of her panties. His fingers hooked into the fabric, pulling them down in one swift motion. 

She gasped, her palms flat against the wall for support, but she didn’t resist—in fact, she pushed back against him, inviting more.

He positioned himself behind her, one hand gripping her hip while the other guided his cock to her entrance. She was wet, and he thrust into her without hesitation; deep, forceful, claiming her in a way that made her moan loudly.

“Fuck, yes,” Janice hissed, her head tilting back as he filled her completely. The sensation was electric; her walls clenched around him, hot and welcoming. 

Mike groaned, the tightness driving him wild, but he kept control, pulling back almost entirely before slamming back in, setting a rhythm.

He bent over her, his chest against her back, one hand sliding up to cup her breast through her blouse, squeezing as he pounded into her. The other hand tangled in her hair, tugging just enough to arch her neck, exposing it for his lips to graze. 

Janice’s breaths came in ragged gasps, her body rocking with his thrusts. “God, yes… harder, Mike. Don’t stop.” She reached back, her nails digging into his thigh, urging him on. 

This wasn’t the overwhelmed youngster she was used to; this was a man unleashed, and he knew it thrilled her to her core. 

Her usual control had melted away, replaced by pure, submissive pleasure as he dominated her.

The entryway echoed with the sounds of their passion—skin slapping against skin, her moans growing louder, his grunts of effort and ecstasy. 

Mike felt the build-up, the coil in his gut tightening, but he held on, wanting to savor.

“I’m—Mike, I’m coming,” she cried out, her body shuddering as waves of orgasm crashed over her. 

With a final, deep thrust, he pushed himself deep inside her, and exploded hard, his release mingling with hers in a shared, breathless climax. 

He moaned as his semen shot into her with powerful waves.

After his body had squeezed out the final drops, they stayed still for a moment, panting against the wall, his body still pressed to hers.

Janice turned her head, a satisfied smile on her lips as she caught his eye.

“Well, delivery boy,” she whispered, voice husky, “consider that an order fulfilled.”

Mike grinned. “Five stars?”

Janice chuckled, then smirked and kissed him once, slowly.

“Four,” she said. “I’m not that easy.”


Chapter 12


Back in his truck, Mike sat still, hands slightly shaking as they resting on the steering wheel. The leather was warm from the sun, but his palms were damp with sweat and leftover adrenaline.

He stared through the windshield, the world beyond it blurred and distant as the last half hour replayed in his mind like a fever dream.

What the hell had just happened?

Janice had always made him feel like a kid in over his head. But today, something had snapped, and not in a bad way.

A low chuckle escaped him as he shook his head. His heart was still hammering, a steady thud against his ribs that echoed the intensity of it all. Raw, electric heat that had left them both breathless and grinning when it was over.

Him? Taking charge?

He leaned back in the seat, the realization settling in slowly. He’d stepped forward instead of waiting. He’d kissed her first. He’d led, and she hadn’t pushed him away. She’d pulled him closer.

A slow grin spread across his face. 

Damn, that felt good.

For once, life hadn’t dragged him along. He’d grabbed it and steered. It didn’t even feel like him and yet it had worked better than he could have imagined.

He exhaled, letting himself enjoy the afterglow a moment longer, then reached for his phone.

It was time to get back to work.

But first, he was going to message Abigail.

He was going to set the date with her and Catherine.


Chapter 13


Mike trudged up the dimly lit stairs of his apartment building, his bag slung over one shoulder. A light rain had started to fall, and the faint scent of it clung to his jacket.

It was past nine. The hallway echoed softly with the creak of floorboards beneath his boots. His body still thrummed with the afterglow of earlier, Janice’s moans lingering in his mind and leaving him feeling charged and desired.

As he reached his door, a figure emerged from the shadows near the utility closet. It was Betty.

She was fumbling with a set of keys, dressed in late-night attire: a loose silk robe that clung to her full curves like it had been poured on, the fabric whispering against her thighs as she moved.

He’d never seen her like this before. So private, so intimate.

The low light caught the swell of her breasts beneath the robe, the suggestion alone enough to send his pulse racing.

“Mike,” she breathed, her voice husky with surprise. She straightened quickly, one hand pulling the robe closed.

“Betty. Hey,” he said, stopping short, his keys forgotten in his hand. The air between them crackled with that familiar pull.

She took a tentative step closer, her eyes tracing his face in the dim glow, lingering on his mouth, his shoulders. “How are you?” she asked, almost apologetically.

“I’m good,” he replied, voice low. He leaned back against the wall, close enough to catch her warm, feminine scent.

Her breath hitched. She mirrored his movement, leaning closer, her hand brushing the wall inches from his hip.

“About the other day,” she said quietly. “When that woman was here. I was short with you. I’m sorry.” Her fingers trembled slightly as the robe shifted. “She was just so… Bloomingdale. It set me off.”

He smirked faintly, heart pounding as he closed the distance further, their bodies nearly touching. “It’s okay. I didn’t expect her to be there either.”

She shook her head. “Don’t be. I was jealous, Mike.” Her voice dropped, honest and unguarded. “Seeing her waiting for you like that.”

Her confession surprised him. “Jealous?”

She smiled softly. “Don’t sound so surprised.” She stepped closer still, her breath warm against his jaw. “You’re a good man. Young. Strong. You make me feel comfortable.”

The way she opened up caught him off guard. “Are you okay?” he asked gently.

She let out a quiet sigh, half a laugh. “Is it that obvious?” Her gaze drifted away for a moment. “Things are… complicated. I might have to leave soon.” Her eyes met his again. “I mentioned it before, I don’t know if you even remember…”

He did.

She sighed. “…but it’s getting closer.”

“Betty…”

She looked at him then, her eyes deep. Her gaze dropped to his lips. Only then did he realize just how close she was.

He reached out, his hand settling at her hip, the silk smooth beneath his palm.

She melted into the touch, a soft sound escaping her as her eyes fluttered half-closed.

Their lips hovered inches apart, breaths mingling, the tension thick and aching. He could almost taste her, the pull of her calling to his raw need.

But at the last second, she froze. 

Her fingers tightened before pressing gently against his chest, forcing a single, torturous inch of space between them. Her eyes shimmered, conflicted but burning. “We can’t,” she whispered. “Not like this.”

He swallowed hard, then nodded, even though every instinct screamed otherwise.

“Good night, Mike,” she said softly, slipping past him and disappearing down the hall.

“Good night, Betty,” he murmured.


Chapter 14


Catherine’s house glowed warmly against the darkening evening, lights spilling softly through tall windows as Mike pulled up to the curb.

He sat in the truck for a moment, heart steady but alert. This was it. No more imagining. No more circling the idea.

He stepped out, smoothed his shirt, and walked up the stone path.

It took a while for the door the open after ringing the bell. But when it did, it took his breath away.

Abigail stood there, a glass of red wine already in hand, her expression bright and unmistakably pleased when she saw him.

She wore a sexy tight red dress, complimenting her beautiful curves.

“Hey,” she said softly, stepping aside. “You made it.”

“Of course I did,” he replied, returning her smile as he stepped inside.

The house smelled faintly of candle wax. Soft music played somewhere deeper within. The tension that had lived in his chest all day loosened just a little.

Catherine appeared from the living room, elegant as ever in a black dress, holding a bottle of wine. Her eyes flicked over him slowly, deliberately. “Mikey,” she said. “Do come in.”

The living room glowed with soft, warm light. Lamps instead of overheads. Music low in the background, something slow, rhythmic, almost lazy.

Abigail sat curled into one end of the couch, wine glass cradled in both hands. Catherine leaned against the opposite armrest, one leg crossed. Mike sat between them, close to Abigail on the couch, acutely aware of both of them without quite knowing where to rest his eyes.

Conversation flowed more naturally than he’d expected. It was filled with light teasing, shared glances, laughter that felt unforced. 

“This feels surreal,” Abigail said with a soft laugh, lifting her glass. 

Mike smiled. “You two don’t seem nervous.”

“Oh, I am,” Abigail admitted. She glanced at Catherine. “Don’t know about our host, though.”

Catherine smirked. “Host? Don’t make it sound so formal.”

Abigail sipped her wine. “Host of our little love nest.” She stretched. “I never thought I’d say this, but, I feel comfortable here.”

Mike chuckled, knowing how only a few weeks ago these two women still disliked one another. Life was full of surprises.

“What are you doing there, Mike boy, smirking?” Catherine said calmly, meeting his eyes. “You are looking nice and pleased with yourself. Are you ready to rock our world?”

That made his chest tighten in a strange, warm way. “You bet,” he said with a wink, though couldn’t deny nerves chewing away at him.

Catherine pushed her arms against the sides of her breasts, presenting a full, deep, cleavage as she tilted her head with a playful glimmer in her eyes. “You can handle us one on one… but what about at the same time?”

Mike smiled sheepishly, keeping his tongue.

Abigail shifted closer to him on the couch, her knee brushing his. “So,” she said lightly, “are you nervous?”

He exhaled. “Yeah. A little.”

Catherine tilted her head, studying him. “Good,” she said. 

Mike looked at her.

Catherine drank her wine and shrugged. “Means you care.”

Abigail smiled at that, then leaned in and kissed his cheek. “You don’t have to perform. Don’t worry,” she whispered. “You just have to be here. With us.”

Mike nodded, his pulse loud in his ears.

Catherine laughed quietly. “Relax. Let’s just have some fun.”She set her glass down and stood.

“Well,” she said, exchanging a look with Abigail that carried a quiet promise. “I think it’s time.”

Mike heart started to beat faster at hearing the words.

Abigail rose as well, her fingers briefly squeezing Mike’s shoulder as she passed him with a smile.

“We’re going to go upstairs,” Catherine continued, her tone casual but her eyes intent. “We’ll take a moment to get ready.”

She paused at the foot of the stairs, turning back to him. “Give us ten minutes,” she said. “Then come up.”

Mike nodded, throat suddenly dry. “Okay.”

They disappeared upstairs together as they shared a laugh, their footsteps soft.

The house fell quiet.

Mike sat alone, wine glass untouched now, every second stretching. He tried to relax, to breathe, but anticipation coiled tightly in his gut. When he dared to check the time, only six minutes had passed.

Finally, after what felt like far longer than ten, Catherine’s voice drifted down the staircase. “Mikey boy?”

He stood immediately.

Each step upstairs felt deliberate, his pulse louder with every one. The hallway was dim, lit only by a lamp at the far end. A door stood slightly ajar. Catherine’s bedroom.

He reached it, paused just long enough to steady himself, then pushed it open and stepped inside.

The bedroom was a cocoon of sensory delight, the king-sized bed a vast expanse of silk sheets in deep crimson. 

Mike had loved every inch of that bed during his first entanglement with her. Now, it was even more exciting walking into that room.

The air was thick with a blend of jasmine and musk from flickering scented candles, their warm, golden light dancing across the walls and casting playful shadows. Catherine sure had prepared in spades.

Mike’s eyes lit up with awe, the sight of the two women on the bed basically making his mouth water, and his cock stirring with a warm throb. “You two look incredible,” he said, his voice husky and low, overwhelmed but thrilled.

Both women were dressed in flimsy wear; with Abigail in a sexy see-through night gown, and Catherine in thin lingerie, leaving little to the imagination.

Catherine giggled as she leaned toward Abigail. “Told you he’d like it.” She patted the bed. “Come join us, handsome. We’ve been waiting for you,” she said playfully, her tone warm and teasing, full of affection as she reached out a hand, her palm soft. 

Mike grinned, the sound of his zipper rasping down as he stripped off his jeans slowly, falling onto the ground with a soft thud. His boxers bulged, the cotton stretching over his hardening shaft, and he crawled onto the bed between them, the mattress sinking with a gentle creak under his weight, the sheets sliding against his knees.

“Oh, Mike, come here,” Catherine murmured lovingly, pulling him into a soft, lingering kiss. Her lips were plush and warm, tasting of wine and sweetness, her tongue dancing playfully with his, sending sparks down his spine. 

Her fingers traced patterns on his chest, nails lightly scraping over his skin, raising goosebumps. 

She broke away with a wink, her breath warm against his cheek, turning to Abigail. “Your turn,” she said. 

Abigail leaned in docilely, her lips meeting Mike’s in a tender, passionate kiss; soft and yielding, tasting faintly of strawberries from her lip balm, her hands caressing his shoulders. Her fingers were warm and slightly trembling with excitement as she sighed into his mouth.

Catherine watched with a fond smile. Playfully, she slid his boxers off, wrapping her hand around his thick shaft with a gentle squeeze. She stared to move her hand at a calm pace. “Mmm, feel that, Abby? He’s all excited for us,” she teased, guiding Abigail’s hand to join, their fingers intertwining in a loving rhythm.

Catherine’s playful tugs alternating with Abigail’s softer caresses. 

Mike groaned, a deep, rumbling sound from his chest, his hips shifting.

With a mischievous laugh, Catherine eased Mike onto his back, the pillows cradling his head. “Let’s get comfy, shall we?” She tugged at Abigail’s robe playfully, and the lace slid off, revealing her gorgeous naked body. 

Abigail blushed in the dimmed lighting but smiled, completely into it, arching as Catherine leaned in to kiss her breasts softly, tongue swirling with loving care, drawing out a gasp. 

“You’re so beautiful, Abby,” Catherine whispered, her voice full of adoration, breath hot.

Mike’s eyes were glued to them as he lay there on his back, the visual feast making his mouth dry. The women kept stroking him slowly with their hands.

Catherine pulled Abigail into a deep, affectionate kiss, their lips melding with wet smacks. 

Their bodies pressed close, with their breasts brushing and nipples grazing; they let go of his cock as their hands explored each other. 

Catherine’s fingers dipped between Abigail’s thighs, circling her clit teasingly, eliciting wet sounds and a moan that vibrated through their kiss. “You are so wet,” Catherine murmured.

Abigail returned the touch, fingering Catherine through her lingerie, the fabric dampening under her probing.

Unable to simply watch, Mike rose up, and reached out, his hands joining. He squeezed Abigail’s ass, the flesh firm under his grip, warm and smooth. He leaned in and planted soft kisses on Catherine’s neck. 

The three melted into each other, a tangle of affectionate touches. The air was heavy with their combined scents, skins sliding slickly. 

Catherine stripped her lingerie with a playful twirl, exposing her full breasts. Mike caught a glance of the trimmed bush framing her mount. “Who wants a taste first?” she teased, her eyes twinkling, voice husky.

But instead of at herself, she positioned Abigail on her knees with a gentle nudge in front of Mike. 

Abigail took Mike’s cock into her mouth eagerly, the heat enveloping him like a warm glove, her tongue swirling around the head. Mike gasped, his hands in her hair tenderly, fingers threading through soft strands. “Abigail… yes…” 

Catherine then joined in playfully, licking along his shaft—tongue flat and hot, and meeting Abigail’s lips in wet, loving kisses over him, their saliva mixing. 

They shared him affectionately; Abigail deep-throating with a gag that turned to a hum, throat tight; Catherine nuzzling his balls, her fingers tracing his thighs, nails lightly scratching sensitive skin. “You’re doing so well, Mikey. Hold on for us,” Catherine encouraged with a giggle, her breath warm on his groin.

Feeling the heat build, Mike groaned. Catherine got up and straddled Mike’s face playfully. “Come taste me.” She lowered her pussy onto his mouth, hot and slick against his lips, juices tangy and sweet as his tongue explored with eager flicks. 

She moaned, her hands on his chest, nails grazing his nipples, sending shivers. “Oh, yes… just like that, my love,” she purred, grinding gently, her thighs soft and warm around his ears, muffling sounds to an intimate hum.

Abigail mounted his cock with a soft sigh, sinking down slowly, her walls hugging him tightly. She rode him with increasing passion, her breasts bouncing, leaning forward to kiss Catherine. 

Catherine reached out, stimulating Abigail’s playfully, fingers slippery with arousal.

The bedroom filled with the sounds of wet rhythms of flesh meeting flesh.

Mike thrust up into Abigail, the heat building in his core, his tongue delving deeper into Catherine, overwhelmed by her warmth and taste. 

Catherine came with a joyful cry, her body trembling, thighs quivering. “Let’s switch,” Catherine then suggested playfully, her voice breathless and husky, skin glistening with a sheen of sweat. 

They swapped positions, with now Abigail grinding on Mike’s face. He sucked hungrily, his tongue flicking her.

Catherine rode his cock in reverse cowgirl, bouncing with playful energy, her ass flexing warmly in his grip. She took him deep with each descent, the slap of skin echoing sharply.

Mike was in ecstasy, thrusting into Catherine while tasting Abigail, the dual sensations overwhelming: heat enveloping his cock, sweetness on his tongue, scents enveloping him like a cloud. 

This is heaven

Sweat trickled down their backs.

For the climax, Catherine guided them, her touch gentle yet insistent. “Come here,” she whispered as Abigail dismounted his face, and Mike got up, filled with lustful energy.

He took Abigail from behind, thrusting deeply with loving force, his cock sliding into her with rhythmic plunges. His hands on rested on her hips and gripped her soft flesh, the impact sending ripples through her ass. 

Catherine lay beneath, legs spread wide, and she pulled Abigail’s head tenderly between her thighs. 

The passion crested. Mike’s thrusted deep and rhythmic, his balls slapping softly against Abigail, while her tongue made Catherine’s body arch. 

Catherine gasped, coming hard again with a loving shudder. 

Abigail followed, her walls pulsing around Mike in hot contractions, her cries muffled against Catherine. 

Drawing him to the edge, the overwhelming squeeze and sounds pushed Mike over. “I can’t—oh God,” he groaned, voice raw, pushing deep inside of her to cum in hot, thick spurts.

His body shook as he shot load after load into Abigail. Then, they all collapsed in a warm, loving heap, limbs intertwined on the sweat-dampened sheets.

Their breaths panted in unison. 

The room pulsed with afterglow with the candles flickering low, and scents settling into a comforting haze. 

Catherine pulled them close, kissing them softly in turn. “That was magical,” she said.

Mike could only nod and chuckled.

Abigail soon joined him. “What’s so funny?” she asked.

Mike shook is head. “Nothing,” he said, “I’m just… happy.”

Catherine playfully slapped his bare ass. “He knows we still have the whole night ahead of us, Abby.”

They all laughed.


Chapter 15


Morning came slowly.

Mike woke to pale light filtering through the curtains, his body heavy and warm, every muscle pleasantly sore. For a few seconds, he didn’t move. He just lay there, staring at the ceiling, piecing together where he was, and why he felt like he’d run a marathon and somehow won it.

Then it all came back.

The night hadn’t been a blur. It had been long, unhurried, filled with passion. Like his time alone with Catherine, it had stretched on with breaks in between, until sleep finally claimed them sometime before dawn.

He turned his head.

Abigail slept beside him, her face soft and unguarded, hair spread across the pillow. One of her hands rested lightly on his chest, fingers relaxed, trusting.

On his other side, Catherine lay sprawled with her usual confidence, one leg thrown over the sheets, breathing slow and even. There was something deeply satisfying about how completely at ease she looked.

Mike let out a quiet breath.

He felt wrung out, but in the best possible way. His body ached, limbs sluggish, but beneath the exhaustion was a steady hum. Not nerves. Not doubt.

Something had settled.

He eased himself up carefully, sitting on the edge of the bed. Rubbing his face with both hands, he chuckled softly to himself.

Wow.

He padded to the window and pulled the curtain back just enough to let the morning in. Outside, the world looked ordinary: a passing car, distant birds, the quiet rhythm of a new day.

He wondered what time it was.

His jeans lay in a puddle on the floor. He found his phone in the pocket and checked the screen, then froze.

The message had come in late the night before. It was from Sophie:

How about that second date?

Something warm stirred through him. Sophie’s face flashed through his mind; her smile, her laugh… followed immediately by her mother.

‘You will get us both.’

Elaine’s voice echoed in his head.

He glanced back at the bed, at Catherine and Abigail still asleep in the soft morning light, their bodies relaxed and peaceful.

He couldn’t imagine the same scene with Elaine and Sophie. Not like this.

Part of him told him to let it go. Getting involved with a girl and her mother felt like walking straight into trouble.

But he couldn’t deny it.

He liked Sophie, really liked her.

And if he was honest with himself… he was undeniably drawn to Elaine too.

He looked back at his phone and typed:

I’d love to. How about next weekend?

He sent it, heart thudding in his chest.

Behind him, the bed shifted.

“You’re awake,” Catherine murmured, her voice still rough with sleep.

He turned. Abigail stirred too, blinking as she pushed herself up, the sheet slipping from her shoulder.

“Barely,” he admitted with a smile. “I feel like I got hit by something. Repeatedly.”

Abigail laughed softly and reached for him. “You were incredible,” she said, simply and sincerely.

Catherine smirked. “And now you look like you need coffee. Or a week off.”

She snuggled closer to Abigail, who let out a satisfied purr.

Standing there, tired and sore and inexplicably energized, Mike realized he didn’t feel overwhelmed anymore. It was as if something inside him had finally adjusted—like his sense of normal had caught up to his reality.

If this was his new baseline, he wasn’t sure what the rest of his life would look like.

But he wasn’t afraid of it.

He sat back on the bed, letting the two women pull him in between them, their warm bodies fitting against his like they belonged there.

I could get used to this.

Despite the soreness, the closeness of the two women stirred him, making him hard yet again.

With the morning stretching lazily around them, Mike smiled to himself.

Whatever came next; conversations, complications, desire pulling in too many directions, he felt stronger for having stepped forward instead of backing away.

He knew the women of Bloomingdale weren’t finished with him. And he was no longer pretending he wanted them to be.

To be continued… in book 4: coming soon!
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Hi, I hope you enjoyed this sexy adventure! More is on the way; I am always writing, and Bloomingdale has a lot more in store for our young hero Mike. Expect more heat coming soon.

Thanks for reading! You’re awesome.


OEBPS/image_rsrc144.jpg
HANDLE

WITH CARE







OEBPS/image_rsrc145.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 9

		Chapter 10

		Chapter 11

		Chapter 12

		Chapter 13

		Chapter 14

		Chapter 15

		About Damon Everest




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85






