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BLURB


A sizzling coastline. Three seductive women. One man breaking all his boundaries.

Tim escapes to Florida to restart his life. At the Ocean Breeze Café, he encounters three women who ignite his desires in different ways: Susan, the dominant café owner; Nicole, the passionate chef; and Jenny, the seemingly innocent trainee.

Between hot nights and forbidden encounters, Tim discovers not only the art of seduction but also a new, confident man within himself.

A tantalizing story about lust, self-discovery, and the freedom to follow your deepest desires.

Contains explicit erotic scenes. Adults only!

Approx. 17,500 words.
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The bus doors open with a hiss, and Florida's heat hits me like a wall. My t-shirt instantly sticks to my back as I descend the steps. The air-conditioned Greyhound was a pleasant bubble that has now burst.

I stand there with my backpack and duffel bag – everything I've brought with me. All that remains of my old life packed inside.

"Goldcoast, Florida, here I am," I mutter, turning in a full circle.

Palm trees sway gently in the breeze, the turquoise sea glitters in the distance. The air tastes like salt and freedom. I breathe deeply, taking in the scent of saltwater and sunscreen.

Nobody knows me here. I can be who I truly am. Not the Tim who always tried to please everyone. Not the Tim who studied law because his parents expected it. Not the Tim who spent three years in a relationship that slowly suffocated him.

Melanie's face appears in my mind's eye. Her tear-stained eyes when I told her I was leaving. "You can't just throw everything away, Tim!" Her voice, wavering between anger and desperation. The abandoned studies, the disappointed looks from my parents.

I shake my head, banishing the memories as I shoulder my bags. With determined steps, I move forward – no plan, just the desire for a fresh start. A life I shape for myself, not one imposed on me by others.

The people around me move differently than back home. More relaxed, slower. No hurried faces, no elbows fighting through crowds. A woman offers me a warm smile as she walks by, a simple, spontaneous gesture.

Being here feels like a step in the right direction. I'm committed to my plan and won't be deterred.

First, find affordable accommodation, then a job. I have enough money for two, maybe three weeks. After that, I need to stand on my own feet.

My gaze wanders to the boardwalk, lined with cafés and restaurants. Colorful umbrellas, laughing people, music drifting through open doors. A place where life pulses.

I feel a smile forming on my lips. For the first time in months, something feels right. The decision to leave everything behind. The leap into the unknown.

"Welcome to your new life, Tim," I say to myself and take my first step toward the beach.

The afternoon sun burns on my neck as I stroll along the promenade. The hostel where I checked in is better than expected – clean, with a common room and even a small kitchen. But the $40 per night is already eating into my reserves.

My eyes scan the cafés and restaurants lining the beach promenade. Signs everywhere advertising "All-Day Breakfast," "Best Seafood in Town," "Happy Hour 4-7." Tourists crowd under bright umbrellas, waiters in Hawaiian shirts balance overloaded cocktails.

The numbers in my head can't be ignored. Only $1,000 left in my account. Hostel, food, a few necessities – in a few weeks I'll be broke if I don't find a job.

Then my eye catches a café away from the main hustle. "Ocean Breeze" written in flowing script on a weathered wooden sign. Unlike the tourist traps, it looks authentic, inviting. A light wooden veranda surrounds the small building, turquoise umbrellas providing shade. The terrace blends directly into the sand, with some tables even standing on the beach without boundaries.

I stop. A handwritten sign in the window: "Help Wanted." My heartbeat accelerates.

Through the open door, I observe the interior. No tourist bustle, instead a relaxed atmosphere. A barista works attentively at an old-fashioned espresso machine. Two waitresses move between tables, chatting with guests who look like regulars.

A movement at the side of the café catches my attention. A blonde, middle-aged woman accepts a delivery.

My gaze involuntarily travels over her curves. The navy blue fabric of her dress stretches across her round, perfectly shaped ass like a ripe peach. As she bends forward to sign something, her full breasts clearly outline beneath the fabric – large, heavy tits that would look perfect in my hands. The narrow waist transitioning into those wide hips gives her an hourglass figure that makes me swallow hard. I imagine what it would be like to grab that firm ass with my hands, to see it naked, to let my fingers glide over the soft skin. How her breasts would look without a bra, how her nipples would harden under my tongue. My cock throbs in my pants. Damn, Tim, get it together, I scold myself. You don't even know her.

"The avocados aren't ripe enough," I hear her say. Her voice is firm but not unfriendly. "I'll take them, but next time I expect better quality."

The delivery guy nods hastily. She has a natural authority that fascinates me.

I swallow. She's breathtaking – not in that artificial way like the Instagram girls Melanie always admired. No, this woman has a natural, mature presence. I've always had a weakness for older women, though I never got my hopes up. A guy like me in his twenties? With a woman like her? Ridiculous.

Still, something stirs within me at the thought of working there. Being near her.

The old Tim would have hesitated, walked on, convinced himself he had no chance – neither for the job nor with a woman like her.

But I left the old Tim back in Chicago. Here, I can be someone else. Here, I can finally be honest with myself and the world around me.

I square my shoulders and take a deep breath before approaching her.

With a deep breath, I walk toward the woman. She squints her eyes as she holds an orange against the sunlight, examining it critically.

"Excuse me," I begin, my voice quieter than intended. I clear my throat. "I saw the sign in the window. You're looking for help?"

She turns to me, places the fruit back in the crate. Her blue eyes scan me from head to toe, lingering briefly on my shoulders, my arms. A barely perceptible smile plays on her lips.

"I am," she answers. Her voice sounds melodic, controlled. "Do you have any experience in food service?"

"Two summers as a bartender during college. And..." I hesitate, then decide on the truth.

"Honestly, I just arrived in town. Fresh start. I need a job, and I work hard."

She raises an eyebrow.

"Fresh start? Interesting. What are you running from?"

The directness of her question surprises me.

"I'm not running away, I'm just arriving."

Something flashes in her eyes – recognition? She nods slowly.

"I'm Susan. Susan Mitchell. The café belongs to me."

"Tim Webber." I extend my hand, she takes it. Her handshake is firm, her skin warm.

"Come with me, Tim." She turns, motions for me to follow. "I'll show you the café."

We enter the main room through a side door. The interior is airy, decorated in blue and sand tones. Large windows open to a view of the sea.

"Front area for guests, the bar, the terrace over there," Susan explains. "Kitchen in the back, storage room beside it."

The scent of freshly brewed coffee mingles with that of baked muffins and sea salt. Something about this place feels good, almost familiar.

"The kitchen is Nicole's domain," Susan continues, leading me through a swinging door.

A woman stands with her back to us, a pan in hand. As she turns, my breath catches.

My gaze slides over her exotic beauty – the high cheekbones, her glossy dark hair, almond-shaped eyes, the full, sensual lips that shine moistly as if she had just licked them. Her chef's uniform can't hide her lush curves – the full, heavy breasts pressing against the fabric with each breath, the narrow waist transitioning into broad, feminine hips. The fabric of her pants stretches over an ass so perfectly round and firm that my hands involuntarily twitch at the thought of grabbing and kneading it. I can't help but imagine how those full, glossy lips would close around my cock, how her olive skin would contrast against my paler complexion if I pressed her against the kitchen counter and entered her hot, wet tightness. How her large, dark nipples would look when exposed, how they would harden under my tongue. My cock instantly becomes rock hard at these thoughts, pulsing almost painfully against my jeans zipper, and I'm glad my t-shirt is long enough to hide my massive arousal.

"Nicole, this is Tim. Potential new employee," Susan introduces me.

Nicole's almond-shaped eyes examine me thoroughly. A smile slowly spreads across her full lips.

"Hello, Tim," she says with a slightly husky voice. She sets the pan down and wipes her hands on a towel.

I swallow, suddenly aware of my sweaty clothes and tousled hair.

"Hello," I manage, trying not to stare too obviously.

From the corner of my eye, I notice Susan glancing between us. A knowing expression flits across her face, a barely noticeable smirk.

A young girl with a tray full of glasses comes through the swinging door to the storage room. Auburn hair falls over her shoulders, her delicate body moves with natural grace. When she sees me, she freezes mid-movement. Her emerald green eyes widen, a gentle blush covers her freckled cheeks.

She stumbles over her own feet. The tray tilts dangerously. Without thinking, I jump forward, my hands catching the tray before the glasses can slide.

Our fingers touch for a moment.

An electric shock runs through me at this fleeting touch. Her skin is so soft, as delicate as velvet. The neckline of her short, mint green top reveals a view of her flat, pale stomach, where subtle muscles show beneath porcelain-like skin. Her small, firm breasts are clearly visible under the thin fabric, nipples hard and prominently outlined. Her neck is long and slender, and I imagine what it would be like to press my lips to that sensitive spot, to kiss her neck hollow, to taste it. For a brief, crazy moment, I imagine how those delicate fingers would close around my cock, how her innocent, full lips would open to take me into her warm, wet mouth. The thought makes my cock rock hard in seconds. Shit, what's wrong with me? I've known her for all of five seconds.

"Thank you," she breathes, her voice barely audible.

I stare into her eyes, lose myself in them for a moment. She's breathtaking. Her short, mint green top reveals her flat stomach, delicate muscles visible beneath her pale skin. She's so different from Nicole and Susan – petite, almost fragile, with an innocent aura that immediately draws me in.

"Jenny, this is Tim," Susan interrupts the moment. "He might be our new employee. Tim, this is Jenny, our first-year trainee."

Jenny nods shyly, her fingers now gripping the tray more tightly.

"And as you've already seen," Susan continues, "Nicole is my business partner and head chef of Ocean Breeze."

Nicole steps closer, her exotic perfume – a mixture of vanilla and something spicy – envelops me. She now stands so close that I can see the golden flecks in her brown eyes.

"Where are you from, Tim?" Nicole asks, her voice deep and melodic.

"Chicago," I answer, trying to hide my nervousness.

"Why Goldcoast?" Susan leans against the counter, her arms crossed.

"I wanted to be by the sea. A fresh start."

"Do you have... a girlfriend?" Jenny's question comes quietly, almost shyly. When I look at her, she quickly lowers her gaze.

"Not anymore," I say simply.

I notice how differently I react to each of the women. Susan inspires respect in me, her presence powerful, controlled. With Nicole, I feel an immediate physical attraction, something dangerous, seductive. And Jenny... with her, I feel a strange protective instinct, mixed with a deep fascination.

Susan examines me once more from top to bottom, then nods decisively. "Alright, Tim. You can start tomorrow at 8 AM. Trial run. We'll see how you do."

"Thank you," I say, surprised by the quick decision. "I'll be there."

As I leave the café, my head is spinning. A job, just like that. And these three women... It feels like my life just took a big step in the right direction.

The ocean shimmers in deep orange tones as the sun slowly sinks into the sea. I sit on the beach, letting the warm sand run through my fingers, breathing in the salty air. My first day in Goldcoast is coming to an end, and what a day it has been.

Images of the three women dance before my mind's eye. Susan with her natural authority, her full, heavy tits swinging freely as she kneels before me, her lips glistening with saliva as they close around my cock, her blue eyes looking up at me as I fuck her mouth. Nicole, bending over the kitchen counter, her plump, olive-colored ass presented to me, her wet, swollen pussy ready for me as I slide my fingers over the soft skin of her buttocks before ramming hard into her. Jenny, her small, firm breasts with pale pink nipples hardening under my hands, her innocent green eyes glazed with lust as I spread her slender, pale thighs and enter her tight, wet pussy that envelops me like a velvet glove. My cock grows rock hard with these fantasies, pulsing against my jeans, and I have to change my position in the sand to hide my massive erection that clearly outlines through the fabric.

What kind of place have I landed in? And who am I there?

The old Tim would have ducked his head, been intimidated by Susan's authority, misunderstood or ignored Nicole's glances, wouldn't have dared to break through Jenny's shyness.

But I'm different now.

I'm here now, and I promise myself that I'll shape my life differently than before. I'm tired of passively going through life, letting others push me around and fulfilling their expectations.

Tomorrow is my first day of work. Nervousness tingles in my stomach, but there's also anticipation. Anticipation for everything that may come.

Melanie's face appears in my mind's eye. Her angry tears, her accusations. "You'll fail, Tim. You'll come back, you always come back."

Not this time. I let the sand run through my fingers, and with it, my old life.

Before me stretches the endless ocean, above me the darkening sky. I feel a freedom I've never felt before, and for the first time in a long time, I feel alive.
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My phone's alarm yanks me from sleep. 6:30 AM. My first day at Ocean Breeze. I jump out of bed, shower in record time, and pull on a fresh white t-shirt and dark blue jeans.

When I arrive at the café at 7:45 AM, the door is already open. I step inside and freeze in my tracks. Jenny stands at the counter, sorting cups.

She's wearing a short pink summer dress that reveals her slender, pale legs – long, smooth legs that end in a perfectly shaped, small ass outlined beneath the thin fabric. The dress is slightly low-cut in front, offering a glimpse of her delicate collarbone, slender neck, and the gentle curve of her handful-sized, firm breasts. Her fiery red hair falls in soft waves over her narrow shoulders, framing her slim face with high cheekbones and full lips. I can't help imagining what it would be like to feel those long legs wrapped around my hips while I thrust deep inside her, how her pale pink nipples would look when exposed, how they would harden under my tongue. How her sweet face would look when she comes beneath me, beads of sweat on her forehead, her lips swollen from biting. My mouth goes dry at these thoughts, and I feel my cock stirring in my pants, hardening against my thigh.

I clear my throat softly.

She turns around, her eyes widening briefly. A gentle blush spreads across her cheeks.

"Good morning," I say, my voice rougher than intended.

"Morning, Tim." She nervously plays with a strand of hair, wrapping it around her finger. "Susan won't be in until later. She asked me to show you everything."

She guides me through the café, explaining the procedures. I try to concentrate on listening, but my gaze keeps wandering to her legs peeking out from under the short dress. The way she moves – graceful, almost dance-like – is hypnotizing.

"And this is the espresso machine," she says, stepping beside me. She stands so close that I can smell her scent – vanilla with a hint of something floral.

"It's a bit temperamental. You have to set the lever just right."

She leans forward to show me the mechanism, her shoulder touching my arm. A wave of heat floods my body.

Isn't it too soon? Barely a week since I broke up with Melanie. Should I even get involved with someone when I've just arrived? When I still don't know who I want to be?

Jenny takes a glass from the shelf. "These go with the fruit juices—" Our hands touch as she tries to hand me the glass. It slips from her fingers, falls to the floor. We both kneel down simultaneously to pick up the shards.

Our heads are only inches apart. She looks up, her green eyes meeting mine. Time seems to stand still. She bites her lower lip, an unconsciously seductive gesture that makes me hold my breath.

"Careful, don't cut yourself," I whisper.

I help her up, my hand enclosing hers. Her skin is soft, warm. I hold it a moment longer than necessary, can't bring myself to let go.

A throat clearing interrupts the moment. We jump apart like caught teenagers.

Nicole stands in the doorway to the kitchen, an amused smile on her full lips. She's wearing a tailored chef's jacket that accentuates her waist and perfectly hugs her curves. The top buttons are open, revealing her olive-toned skin.

"Good morning, you two." Her voice sounds like dark honey. She leans against the doorframe, arms crossed, and studies us with a raised eyebrow.

Her black curly hair is tied up in a high ponytail, emphasizing her slender neck and making me think about what it would be like to kiss her there.

I immediately push the thought from my mind. Damn, is it normal for these women to drive me this crazy?

Jenny blushes even deeper, mumbles something about putting away glasses, and hurries off. I stand rooted to the spot, shards in hand.

"Tim." Nicole straightens up, her gaze slowly traveling over my body. "When you're done here, could you help me in the kitchen? The flour delivery arrived, and I need a strong, young man."

With her last words, she smirks and pulls in her lower lip before heading back to the kitchen.

"Okay," I answer, dispose of the shards, and then follow her to the kitchen.

The room is immaculate, stainless steel surfaces gleaming in the morning light. Heavy sacks and boxes are stacked in the corner.

"The flour sacks need to go on the shelf."

She points to a tall shelf on the wall. "Susan usually does this, but..." She leaves the sentence unfinished, her gaze sliding over my arms.

I grab the first sack, lift it. It's heavier than expected, at least 55 pounds. I flex my muscles, heave it up. My t-shirt stretches across my chest and shoulders.

Nicole watches me unabashedly. Her tongue briefly runs over her lower lip, moistening it. She makes no attempt to hide her glances.

As I hoist the third sack onto the shelf, she steps beside me. Her hand brushes my upper arm, lingers there.

"Mmh, nice muscles," she murmurs. "You must work out regularly."

Her fingertips send an electric tingle through my body. I try to remain professional.

"Five times a week, when possible."

She nods appreciatively, her fingers slowly gliding over my bicep.

"It shows."

She steps even closer, leans in to point at a can on the shelf. "Can you move that one too? All the way to the top."

"Okay," I breathe.

Her body is now just inches from mine. Her perfume – more intense than yesterday, spicy and exotic – envelops me. I feel the warmth emanating from her.

My heart races. Jenny's shy touches have made me nervous, but Nicole's offensive sensuality overwhelms me. Two completely different types of attraction – Jenny's innocent, almost fragile aura against Nicole's confident, demanding presence of a sex goddess.

Nicole notices my confusion. A knowing smile plays around her lips as she takes a step back, and one last time her gaze flits over my body, as if she's considering where she would kiss me first.

"Thanks for your help, Tim." She tucks a strand of hair behind her ear. "I'm sure we'll work well together."

She turns, goes back to her workstation. I remain standing, my heart hammering against my ribs, my hands slightly shaky.

I feel a gaze on me as I heave the last flour sacks onto the shelf. When I turn around, I see no one, but the glass door to the office is ajar. Through the semi-transparent pane, I can make out Susan at her desk, head bent over papers. She briefly looks up, our eyes meet for a fleeting moment. Then she lowers her head again, as if she had never observed me.

Ten minutes later, Jenny comes to me. "Susan would like to see you in her office." Her voice sounds quiet, almost regretful, as if she were reluctant to let me go.

I knock on the glass door, although Susan is already looking at me expectantly.

"Come in, Tim. Have a seat."

She gestures to the chair in front of her desk. Her blonde mane falls in perfect waves over her shoulders, her business dress elegant yet by no means conservative. It hugs her figure tightly, emphasizing her narrow waist and curvy hips, and her neckline is open enough that I can catch a tantalizing glimpse of the soft, full curves of her large breasts. The creamy skin of her décolletage gleams slightly in the office light, and I can see the edge of her bra – black and lace-trimmed. Her blonde hair is up today, offering a view of her elegant neck, the gentle curve that transitions into her shoulders. I imagine taking her on her desk, her long, tanned legs spread wide, her expensive dress pushed up, her breasts freed from the bra and in my hands as I enter her wet, hot tightness. How her full lips would part in a silent scream, how her breasts would bounce with each thrust. My cock immediately hardens at this fantasy, pulsing hungrily in my pants, and I have to sit down and cross my legs so she doesn't notice my massive arousal.

"We need to take care of some formalities." She reaches for several forms. "Employment contract, tax documents, bank details."

As she hands me the papers, she leans forward. Her neckline gives me another view of her full breasts. I force myself to look at the documents, but my eyes keep wandering up as if magnetically drawn.

Susan smiles almost imperceptibly as she notices my efforts.

"The working hours are listed here." She taps the paper with her finger, leaning even further forward.

My mouth goes dry. I clear my throat, try to concentrate.

"And how exactly did you end up here, Tim?" Susan's tone is soft and kind, yet at the same time, there's an underlying firmness to it. "You mentioned you're looking for a fresh start."

I hesitate, considering how much to reveal. Something about her attentive manner makes my usual barriers fall.

"I was in a relationship that was suffocating me." The words flow surprisingly easily. "All my life, I've been the adaptable type. The nice guy who steps back, who fulfills expectations. My parents', my girlfriend's, my professors'."

Susan nods, her blue eyes fixing me with undivided attention.

"I studied law because my parents wanted me to. Stayed with my ex-girlfriend because it was easier than confrontation."

I shake my head. "I was like numb. Until one morning I woke up and couldn't breathe anymore. Then I decided I needed to change something. And now I'm here."

Susan stands, her movement graceful and assured. She rounds the desk, leans directly beside me against the edge. Her perfume – expensive, subtle, seductive – surrounds me.

"Sometimes we need a complete restart to figure out who we really are." Her hand lands on my shoulder, warm and firm. "Here, you can be whoever you want to be, Tim. We don't place any demands on you... except that you're punctual and work your ass off, of course. But that should be clear." She smiles contentedly, and although she said her words with a laugh, I know she means it.

Lunchtime arrives, and Ocean Breeze quickly fills with guests. My nervousness fades surprisingly fast as I take the first orders. An elderly couple smiles gratefully when I offer them a good table with an ocean view.

"What can you recommend, young man?" the lady asks.

"The tuna salad is fantastic. Nicole only uses fresh ingredients from the market."

She nods contentedly. "Then we'll have that."

Jenny works beside me, her movements like a dance. No matter where I stand, she finds a reason to come near me. Our hands touch when we reach for glasses at the same time, her shoulder brushes my arm when she passes by.

At one table sit three businessmen. Their gazes follow Jenny as she serves drinks. One whistles softly when she bends down to pick up a dropped napkin. Her short dress rides up dangerously high.

An unexpected burning rises within me. My fingers grip the tray tighter. What is this? Jealousy? I barely know her, but still, I feel anger boiling up inside me.

Nicole appears from the kitchen with a tray full of plates. As I take the dishes, she leans in close.

"You're really good at this." Her breath brushes my ear. "So confident... I like it."

She winks at me before disappearing back into the kitchen.

By the window sits a group of young women, college students probably. When I take their order, they giggle.

"Are you new here?" asks a blonde with a deep neckline.

"First day."

"We'll come more often if you're serving." Her friend places her hand on my forearm. "What's your name?"

"Tim."

"Tim." She repeats my name as if tasting it. "I'm Amber. If you ever want to explore the city..."

From the corner of my eye, I notice Susan watching from the bar. I smile politely but firmly.

"Thanks, but I'm focusing on work for now."

Amber looks surprised, then impressed. As I turn around, Susan nods approvingly.

During a quiet period, Jenny leans against the counter beside me. Her hip touches mine, a gentle but unmistakable contact.

"The girls by the window have their eyes on you," she whispers. Her voice sounds slightly tense.

My head is spinning. What's happening here? All three are incredibly... but is this wise? I just arrived, have a new job, am trying to sort out my life.

An older man with a sun hat, obviously a regular, watches me with amusement from the corner table. As I refill his coffee, he leans forward.

"The ladies have their sights set on you, son." His eyes twinkle knowingly. "All three of them. Never seen anything like it."

I feel heat rising in my cheeks. Is it that obvious? Not just my attraction to them, but theirs to me?

The afternoon sun streams through the large windows of Ocean Breeze, bathing the room in warm light. The café is filled to the last seat, the soundscape a mix of conversations, clinking dishes, and the soft rushing of the sea from the beach.

I balance a tray of cappuccinos, skillfully maneuvering between tables. The last few hours have washed away my initial stage fright – I feel surprisingly comfortable in my new role.

Nicole emerges from the kitchen, a plate of artfully arranged cakes in hand. As she passes by me, her free hand strokes across my back – a slow, deliberate touch that travels down my spine. Her touch leaves a burning trail on my skin, and my cock reacts immediately, growing hard and pressing against my jeans. Her chef's jacket is slightly open, revealing the black top underneath that stretches across her full breasts. Her dark nipples are clearly visible beneath the thin fabric, hard and inviting. Her hair is tied up in a high ponytail today, emphasizing her high cheekbones, her elegant neck, the gentle curve of her shoulders. I imagine how her skilled hands would explore my naked body, how her full, sensual lips would travel over my heated skin, how I would press her against the wall and take her hard, her long legs wrapped around my hips, her large breasts in my hands as she moans my name. I would thrust my cock deep into her wet heat, feel her tight pussy around me as she pushes against me. Damn, this woman drives me crazy with her curves, her seductive gaze, and she knows it exactly.

"Going well, isn't it?" she purrs, her voice a velvety whisper.

Instead of looking away awkwardly like this morning, I hold her gaze. "Better than expected."

From the corner of my eye, I see Jenny sorting spoons at the counter. One slips from her fingers, falls to the floor with a clatter. She bends down right in front of me, her short dress riding up dangerously high, revealing her slender legs almost to the curve of her ass. My pulse quickens. As she straightens up, her gaze meets mine – innocent yet somehow knowing at the same time.

"Tim!" Susan's voice breaks my trance. She stands by the storage shelf, pointing upward.

"Could you get the syrup bottles from the very top? I can't reach them."

I move beside her. As I stretch, I suddenly feel her body close behind mine. Her breath brushes my neck, her breasts gently touching my back.

"The ones all the way to the right," she murmurs, her lips just inches from my ear.

When I turn around, bottles in hand, she doesn't step back. We face each other, so close that I can see the golden flecks in her blue eyes.

A smile flits across my face. Something has changed. The nervousness has given way to a pleasant tension. I no longer feel like the hunted, but like an equal player in this cat-and-mouse game.

During the next encounter with Nicole in the narrow pass-through to the kitchen, it's me who "accidentally" brushes her arm. Her raised eyebrow reveals surprise – and appreciation.

At the bar, Jenny struggles with a complicated cocktail order. I step behind her, gently placing my hands on her shoulders.

"May I help?"

She nods, her cheeks flushed. Together we mix the drinks, my body close to hers, my hands occasionally touching hers.

Nicole observes us from the kitchen door.

"You learn quickly what you're shown, Tim," she comments with a telling smile.

At the register stands Susan, her eyes following my every move. When our gazes meet, she raises an eyebrow in amusement, as if enjoying a particularly interesting spectacle.

That's not me anymore, I think. No longer the old Tim who lowers his head in uncertainty. With each smile, each touch, each exchange of glances, my confidence grows. I'm enjoying this game, this electrifying tension between all of us.

The last guests leave Ocean Breeze. The day was exhausting, but in a good way. My body feels alive, every muscle pulsing with energy despite hours on my feet.

Nicole wipes down the work surfaces in the kitchen, while Jenny polishes the last glasses. Susan stands at the register, counting the day's earnings.

"Tim," Susan calls over to me. "One last request for today. Could you help me with inventory? We need to update the stock."

Nicole looks up from her work, a gentle smile on her lips. She exchanges a brief glance with Susan, who smiles back subtly but doesn't let it show.

"Of course," I answer.

"Jenny, you can finish up for today." Susan sounds friendly but firm.

I immediately read dissatisfaction on Jenny's face. "I could stay and help too..."

"Not necessary. Tim and I can manage." Susan briefly places her hand on Jenny's shoulder. "You were amazing today. Rest up."

Jenny gives me one last, disappointed look before taking her bag and leaving. Her slender silhouette disappears through the glass door into the night.
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Susan leads me to the storage room at the back of the café. The space is cramped, with tall shelves full of supplies. A single lamp provides dim light, casting long shadows on the walls.

I immediately notice that Susan has unbuttoned another button on her blouse. The white fabric stretches across her full breasts, revealing more skin than during working hours.

"Here." She hands me a clipboard with a list. Her fingertips brush my hand as she does.

"You can take the upper shelves, I'll handle the lower ones."

The air between us practically vibrates with tension. My body instinctively responds to it. I take the list, my eyes meeting hers.

Susan smiles, turns around, and deliberately bends over in front of me to count items on the bottom shelf. Her tight skirt stretches across her curves, emphasizing her shapely legs and ass. The sight makes my throat go dry.

When she straightens up again, she's suddenly standing closer to me than necessary. Her perfume envelops me, intense and seductive.

"You're a hard-working young man, Tim." Her eyes slowly travel over my face, my body. "I like that about you."

I count the coffee packages on the top shelf while Susan inventories the wine bottles in the lower area. The air in the storage room seems to grow thicker with each passing minute. My eyes inevitably drifts to her repeatedly, to her deep cleavage, to the way she takes the end of the pen between her lips while counting bottles. The proximity of her warm body, her scent, the occasional "accidental" touches – everything contributes to an almost unbearable tension.

"Could you hand me your pen?" Susan points to the ballpoint pen in my hand.

As I give it to her, she lets it slide through her fingers and – as if by an unfortunate accident – it falls to the floor, rolling between us.

"Oh, how clumsy of me."

We bend down simultaneously. Our heads almost level, her lips just inches from mine. Then I feel her hand on my thigh, warm and firm.

"Just for balance," she whispers, but her fingers remain there, even moving slightly upward as she picks up the pen with her other hand.

My body freezes for a moment. The old Tim would have pulled back now, looked away awkwardly, defused the situation. But I'm not that Tim anymore.

I take a deep breath, making a conscious decision against my usual restraint. With a fluid motion, I straighten up and pull her up with me, my hand firmly closed around her wrist.

We face each other, so close that I can feel her breath on my skin. My gaze holds hers, without avoidance, without uncertainty.

An appreciative smile spreads across Susan's face. "There he is," she murmurs, her voice deeper than usual. "The man behind the façade."

She leans against the shelf behind her, examining me from head to toe with a challenging look. Her posture is an open invitation, her smile a provocation.

"What will you do now, Tim?" Her eyes sparkle in the dim light. "Will you be the nice boy, or something else?"

The inner conflict that would have torn me apart just hours ago dissolves into thin air. With two slow steps, I bridge the distance between us. My hand lands beside her head on the shelf, my body close to hers without touching her.

"I think we're both adult enough." My voice sounds foreign even to my own ears – deeper, more confident.

Susan grabs my t-shirt, her fingers clawing into the fabric. With a gentle but firm tug, she pulls me toward her.

"Then show me how adult you are," she whispers, her lips just a breath away from mine.

I stand before her, my cock already rock hard in my pants. Susan's eyes challenge me, her smile an undisguised invitation to fuck her hard against the shelf. My hands tremble with suppressed hunger – the old Tim would now back away, stammer, piss himself with fear.

Not today, damn it.

With a determination that makes my cock even harder, I step forward. My hands slam against the shelf to the left and right of her head. The metal frame groans under my grip.

"Do you have any idea how often I've thought about spanking your sexy ass today?" I growl, my voice dark with lust. "How often I've had to imagine what your tits look like without a bra?"

Susan raises an eyebrow, her nipples visibly hardening under her blouse. "Then stop talking and find out," she purrs.

I slam her against the shelf, my lips crash onto hers – not like a good schoolboy, but like a damn predator. I taste her expensive lipstick, her tongue immediately fighting against mine. My hand grips her throat, pressing just firmly enough to show her who's in charge now. For a moment she freezes, this self-assured businesswoman, not used to surrendering control to a younger cock.

She moans deeply, surrendering to the pleasure. Her fingers burying themselves in my hair, painfully pulling at it. "Fuck, yes," she gasps between hungry kisses, "just like that, Tim. I knew there was a damn animal inside you. Show me how you treat a real woman."

With each kiss, my dominance grows. Susan grinds herself against my thigh, desperate for friction. Her plump tits almost spill out of the expensive blouse, her nipples hard and prominent beneath the fabric. I grab her right breast hard, pinch her nipple through the fabric. She whimpers into my mouth, spreads her legs wider.

"You have no fucking idea how often I've fingered myself thinking about you," she moans, her voice raw with horniness. "Since you walked through that door, I knew you would destroy my pussy. That you would fuck me like my husband never could."

My fingers grab her blouse and rip it open with one tug. Buttons fly across the storage room, bouncing off the shelves.

"Fuck!" she gasps in surprise, her eyes wide with arousal. "That was my favorite blouse, you bastard."

"Buy yourself a new one," I growl as I push her bra down and expose her heavy tits. "I'm sure you can afford it... Boss."

I have to grin – even now she's trying to maintain control. I turn her around hard, press her face against the shelf. My hand slaps against her ass, leaving a red imprint on her expensive designer pants.

"You don't give the orders here," I rasp in her ear, bite her earlobe. "Here you're just a fuck toy for my cock."

She moans loudly, pushes her ass against my erection. "Yes," she gasps, "treat me like a cheap slut."

Susan watches my face, her eyes dark with lust. "Like what you see?" she asks as she squeezes her tits together for me. "Want to slide your hard cock between these milk jugs?"

Instead of answering, I yank her bra down and take one of her hard nipples in my mouth. I suck hard, bite gently. She screams, her hands clawing at my head, pressing me harder against her breast.

I sink to my knees, my teeth leaving red marks on her flat stomach. Susan leans back, her fingers burying themselves in my hair, pulling painfully. Even now, the control freak tries to maintain the upper hand.

"Pull down my skirt," she commands breathlessly. "I want to feel your tongue in my pussy."

I grab the waistband of her tight skirt, but instead of pulling it down, I tear it in half with a powerful jerk. The expensive piece of fabric rips with a satisfying sound.

"My designer skirt!" she gasps, both indignant and horny.

"Send me the damn bill," I growl as I push her panty liner aside.

Her pussy is now right in front of my face, her thighs spread wide and inviting. I feel the heat emanating from her, her juices already glistening on her pussy lips. The scent of her arousal fills my nostrils – sweet and musky, like an expensive wine I intend to gulp down.

"You don't have to—" she begins with feigned restraint, but her words transform into a hoarse moan as I bite hard into her inner thigh, leaving a purple hickey.

"Shut up and spread your legs wider," I growl, grab her thighs and force them brutally apart. "I want to eat out your married pussy until you scream my name."

Her eyes widen, then she smiles – a dirty, filthy smile that shows how much she enjoys being dominated by a younger man.

As my tongue plunges deep into her dripping pussy, her entire body arches. Her hand on my head convulses, pressing my face brutally against her wet slit. "Holy shit!" she screams, her prim businesswoman façade completely crumbling. "Lick me out, you horny bastard! Eat my pussy!"

I lick her swollen cunt like a wild animal, suck on her clit, work it with my tongue. Her juices run down my chin, drip onto the floor. She tastes like sex and power and forbidden lust. When I ram two fingers into her pussy, she screams. When I thrust my tongue into her asshole, she whimpers like a whore. She shamelessly rubs her pussy against my face, using me for her pleasure.

"Fuck, yes, right there!" she screams, her voice hoarse with horniness. "Lick my damn clit! Make me come like a slut! Stick your fingers deeper!"

Her legs begin to tremble like she's having an epileptic seizure. I feel her completely losing control – the ice-cold businesswoman who commands employees during the day is now nothing but a drooling, moaning fuck machine. My erection strains painfully against my zipper.

"Fuck, Tim!" she screams, my name like an obscene curse on her lips. "I'm cuming! I'm CUMING!"

The rest of her words are lost in an animalistic scream. Her thighs clamp around my head like a vise, She cums hard against my mouth, her wetness flooding my tongue. I hold her brutally tight as the orgasm shakes her body like an earthquake. Her pussy twitches and pulses against my tongue, her clit hard like a small cock.

"Eat my pussy!" she roars as she squirts all over my face. "Swallow it all, you son of a bitch!"

For a moment, I see the true Susan – an uninhibited sex beast completely surrendering to her lust. Her eyes are rolled back, her mouth wide open in a silent scream, her cheeks red flushed with passion. Saliva runs down her chin, her perfect hairdo is ruined, her makeup smeared. It's the hottest thing I've ever seen – this powerful woman reduced to a twitching bundle of raw lust.

As the waves of her brutal orgasm subside, she opens her eyes. She looks at me like a lioness at her prey. Her hand grabs my chin, forces me to look at her while her juices still drip from my face.

"Holy shit," she pants, her voice raw from screaming. "Where the fuck did you learn to eat pussy like that?" A smile spreads across her face – the hungry grin of a woman who just had the best orgasm of her life and wants more. Much more.

With surprising strength, she throws me to the floor, tears at my belt like a wild animal. Her hands tremble with greed as she yanks my zipper down and reaches into my boxers.

"Holy fuck," she moans as my hard cock springs out and slaps against my stomach. "This is bigger than my husband's and all my lovers' combined. You could do porn with that thing, boy."

Susan kneels before me, her torn blouse and skirt hanging in tatters on her body. In the dim light of the storage room, her naked skin looks like polished ivory, stained with the red marks of my fingers and teeth. Her hands glide up my legs, her nails leaving bloody scratches on my skin.

"All week I've dreamed about this," she gasps as she grasps my cock, "how it would feel to have this monster in my mouth. In my pussy. In my ass."

The zipper of my pants is long open, my boxers torn. Susan pauses, looks up at me, her eyes glazed with lust. Saliva drips from her swollen lips as she stares at my cock like a starving animal at a piece of meat.

I grab her hair, pull her head back. "Beg," I command. "Beg to suck my cock."

A flicker of resistance flashes across her face – the businesswoman in her still fighting. Then something breaks in her eyes. "Please," she whispers, her voice trembling. "Please let me suck your cock. I need it in my mouth. I want to taste you."

I release her head, lean back. "Then take it, slut."

With an animalistic moan, she pounces on my cock. The first contact of her hot lips makes me curse. It's not just the physical sensation – it's the sight of Susan, the powerful businesswoman, on her knees before me, her makeup smeared, her clothes torn, greedily devouring my cock.

She takes me deep, her throat working around my head. Strings of saliva run down her chin, drip onto her naked tits. Her technique is incredible – she alternates between deep, slurping drags and quick, swirling movements of her tongue. She plays with my balls, massages my perineum while taking my cock deeper and deeper into her throat.

"Fuck," I groan, my voice barely recognizable. "You're a damn cock sucker."

She lets me go briefly, saliva still connecting her swollen lips to my head. "Years of practice, kid," she gasps, her voice hoarse from deep-throating. "But none were as big as you. You're stretching my throat."

The idea of stretching her throat makes me even harder. I grab her head with both hands, thrust brutally into her mouth. She gags, her eyes water, but she takes it all. Her hands claw at my thighs, her nails leaving bloody half-moons.

My fingers bury themselves in her expensive hair, pulling at it as I fuck her mouth like a cheap hooker. Susan takes me deeper than I thought possible, her throat massaging my head, her tongue dancing along my shaft.

"You want my load?" I growl, feeling my balls tightening. "You want me to fill your married throat with cum?"

She can't answer, her mouth too full of my cock. But her eyes – damn, her eyes are begging for it. She nods vigorously, takes me even deeper, her nose pressing against my groin.

One of her hands slides between her own legs, frantically rubbing her dripping pussy. The sight of this powerful woman fingering herself while sucking my cock pushes me over the edge.

"Fuck, I'm cumming," I warn, my voice nothing more than a hoarse growl. "Swallow it all, you horny slut."

Susan moans around my cock, her eyes rolling back. Her fingers work wildly between her legs as she heads toward another orgasm.

The world blurs at the edges. My body tenses like a bowstring, my hands convulse in her hair. "Susan!" I roar as the orgasm overwhelms me.

My cum shoots in violent spurts directly into her eager throat. She swallows and swallows, taking every drop, while her own movements between her legs become more frantic. A muffled moan vibrates around my pulsing cock as she herself reaches climax, her free hand clawing into my thigh, leaving deep scratches.

For a long moment, we remain frozen in this perverted tableau, our bodies united in animalistic lust. Then she slowly pulls away, cum running from the corner of her mouth, dripping onto her naked tits. She wipes it off with her finger, licks it clean with obvious pleasure.

"I believe," she says, her voice raw and deep from the hard throat-fucking, "we'll have to do inventory together damn often in the future."

She comes up to me, kisses me hard, lets me taste myself on her tongue. "And that was just the beginning," she whispers against my lips. "I want to feel this monster cock in all of my holes."

As she comes back up, she giggles playfully and wipes her thumb across her lips.

The sight of her smile sends a warm shiver down my back. This woman is all about sex, and she has sex in her blood. And I'm probably the luckiest guy in the universe that such a bombshell is interested in me.

I stand in the storage room, my breath still heavy, pulling my pants back up. A strange feeling of unreality surrounds me. Did I really just do that? With my boss?

Susan gives me a smile and stands up. With practiced movements, she buttons her blouse, smooths her skirt. No sign of embarrassment on her face – just that self-satisfied smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

"I think I'll always do inventory with you from now on. What do you think, Tim?" she says, tucking a blonde strand behind her ear. Her eyes sparkle in the dim light.

"That would be fucking hot," I answer.

I feel something changing within me. As if this encounter had flipped a switch. The nervousness that dominated me this morning is gone. Instead, a new self-confidence flows through me, a certainty I didn't know before.

Susan bends down and collects the inventory lists that fell to the floor during our activities. Her movements become businesslike again, professional.

"The numbers check out," she remarks dryly, organizing the papers. "At least the ones on the list."

I can't help but smile. This woman is incredible.

As we leave the storage room, Nicole is suddenly standing in the hallway. Her gaze moves between Susan and me, taking in our slightly tousled hair, the flushed cheeks, the telling relaxation in our faces. She knows. Of course she knows.

Instead of jealousy or disapproval in her eyes, I see something else – interest. Challenge. A barely perceptible smile plays around her full lips.

Susan and Nicole exchange a look that I can't quite interpret. A silent communication, an understanding perhaps. Conspiratorial. As if they were part of a game whose rules aren't yet fully clear to me.

"I'll be going then," I say, surprised by the firmness of my own voice.

"See you tomorrow, Tim," Susan replies in a businesslike manner, but with an undertone that keeps the memory of our encounter alive.

"Good night," adds Nicole, her voice like velvet.

As I walk to the door, I feel their gazes on my back, almost physically tangible.

Outside, I breathe in the cool night air. My head is spinning. This new situation is different, interesting, exciting, and I have to smile at the thought of how my life has changed in such a short time.
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The morning sun bathes Ocean Breeze in golden light as I step through the door. I stride with purpose today, my back straight, my steps resolute and confident. In my mind, the images of last night play like a film, fueling my confidence with each heartbeat.

Jenny stands at the counter, polishing glasses. When she notices me, a shy smile flits across her face.

"Good morning, Tim." Her voice sounds softer than usual. Her green eyes widen slightly as she studies me with interest.

I smile back, no longer the uncertain grin of before. "Good morning, Jenny. Busy today?"

She blushes as our eyes meet. "N-not yet. But we're expecting a larger group for breakfast."

At that moment, the office door opens. Susan appears, a folder in hand. Her gaze immediately finds mine, a private smile playing at the corners of her mouth. Memories flicker between us, invisible to others but almost tangible to me.

"Good morning, Tim. Slept well?" Her tone is innocent, but the emphasis leaves no doubt about the true meaning.

From the corner of my eye, I see Jenny lifting her head, her hands freezing mid-motion.

"Perfectly, thank you." My voice sounds deeper, more confident.

Nicole leans against the doorframe to the kitchen, watching us with narrowed eyes. A knowing expression rests on her face, a calculating look that examines me from head to toe. As our eyes meet, she raises an eyebrow – a silent challenge.

I feel the changed dynamics in the room like an electric field. The gazes of all three women follow me as I put on my apron and begin preparing the coffee machine. My movements are more fluid, controlled. I take up more space, stand more firmly on my feet.

Susan passes by me, casually brushing my arm with her fingers. Her perfume envelops me for a brief moment.

"Accounting tonight?" she whispers, so quietly that only I can hear.

I nod imperceptibly, my pulse quickening.

As Susan walks away, I catch Jenny's gaze – longing, questioning. At the same moment, I feel Nicole's eyes on me, challenging, almost provocative.

What have I started here? And how far will it go?

The afternoon sun streams through the large windows of Ocean Breeze. I work behind the counter, mixing a complex cocktail for a guest. My movements are fluid, precise. The new confidence flowing through me since yesterday is evident in my every action.

"Here you go." I place the glass in front of the guest, who nods appreciatively.

Susan's voice and snippets of conversation drift to me from the half-open office. She's on the phone, her voice sounding different than yesterday in the storage room – more everyday, normal.

"Yes, honey... no, no overtime today... come pick me up later..."

My hand freezes mid-motion. Honey? Pick up?

"...should be done around seven... yes, see you later."

I stand rooted to the spot as the realization sinks in. Susan has a husband. The woman who yesterday in the storage room... who with me... is married.

Before I can process this thought, Nicole comes from the kitchen, her phone at her ear, a rare, warm smile on her face.

"...miss you too, darling... yes, next weekend... five years now, hard to believe..."

My stomach tightens. Nicole is also in a committed relationship? Five years?

I feel my new self-confidence developing small cracks. What kind of game have I gotten myself into?

When I look up, I notice Jenny on the other side of the counter. She's watching me, her green eyes full of sympathy. Has she seen my expression? Does she know what's going on?

She comes closer, stands beside me to take orders.

"Everything okay?" she asks quietly.

I nod mechanically, unable to organize my thoughts.

Two hours later, the café door opens. A well-dressed middle-aged man enters, expensive suit, confident demeanor. Susan immediately emerges from her office, her face lighting up.

The man approaches her, kisses her briefly but lovingly on the lips. "Ready, darling?"

Susan nods, then turns to me. "Tim, this is my husband, Robert. Robert, this is Tim, our new bartender."

Robert extends his hand, his grip firm and confident. He studies me briefly, nods appreciatively. "Susan has told me you're a great addition to the team."

I force myself to smile, shake his hand. "Thank you, I'm doing my best."

He has no idea. No idea that I'm imagining bending his wife over the desk, pushing up her tight dress, pulling her panties aside and fucking her so hard that her big tits bounce with each thrust and she screams my name. That I'm thinking about how her full, red lips closed around my cock, how her long fingernails dug into my skin, how her blue eyes glazed over when she came on my tongue. How her elegant neck arched as the orgasm flooded through her, how her nipples hardened under my fingers. A perverse pride floods me at the thought that I've satisfied her mature, experienced pussy in a way he probably never could.

The glasses clink softly as I polish them and arrange them in neat rows on the shelf behind the bar. Ocean Breeze is momentarily quiet – that rare silence between the lunch rush and the afternoon crowd.

My thoughts circle endlessly around yesterday's events. Susan's lips on mine. Her hands exploring my body. The scent of her perfume, mingled with that of our lust. I feel the shelves in my back again, hear her moaning as I knelt between her legs.

But then I see Robert's face. His firm handshake. The way he looked at Susan – lovingly, trustingly. And me, right in the middle of this betrayal.

I never thought I could be someone like that. The guy who sleeps with a married woman. Who becomes part of a deception. That was never my plan.

I look up, catch Susan's gaze through the half-open office door. She winks at me as if nothing had happened. As if we hadn't lied to her husband, right to his face. She seems so carefree, so free of guilt.

What kind of game is this? And who are these women really? Susan with her double life. Nicole, who apparently is just as ready to risk her long-term relationship. They seem to be following rules I don't understand.
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Jenny steps beside me, picks up a tray. Her presence has something calming about it. Something genuine in this maze of lies and desire. She works with concentration, sorting cutlery, her movements precise and graceful.

When she looks up, she notices my gaze. Her hand gently touches my arm.

"Everything okay?" Her green eyes search mine for answers.

That innocent look – so different from the knowing glances of Susan and Nicole. So free from calculation and hidden intentions.

I nod slowly. "Yeah, just... a lot on my mind."

Before I can continue, I need clarity. I need to understand what I'm getting into here. What this game is and what rules apply.

Jenny bites her lower lip, her cheeks slightly flushed. "Tim?"

"Yes?"

She comes closer, her voice barely more than a whisper.

"Could you maybe help me after work? At my place, I mean? I need someone who's... who's strong..."

She hesitates, her gaze uncertain. "I don't know who else to ask."

"Uh, sure," I answer and notice a pleased sparkle in her eyes. Before I can say anything else, she walks away, pretending she needs to take care of glasses. I don't know what to think, but her shy manner fascinates me.

My shift ends, but my thoughts are still circling around the events of the last few days. Susan. Nicole. The complicated situation I've gotten myself into. As I take off my apron, I feel a strange sense of emptiness. What am I doing here anyway?

As I head out, I notice Jenny. She's standing in front of the café, nervously playing with her keys. When she sees me, she straightens up, a shy smile flitting across her face.

"Hey." Her voice sounds softer in the evening light. "So, do you have time to help me?" She wraps a strand of hair around her finger.

I hesitate. The complications with Susan and Nicole swirl through my head. Do I really need more entanglements?

Jenny bites her lower lip, her green eyes full of hope. "Only if you have time... It's not a big deal."

Something about her look – this mixture of shyness and hope – melts my concerns. With her, everything feels less complicated. More genuine.

"Sure, I'll help you. What's it about exactly?"

Her face brightens. "Thanks! I got this new couch and it won't fit through the hallway without tilting it, and I can't do that alone."

We walk side by side through the evening dusk. The streets of Palm Beach are quiet, the air warm and salty. A pleasant silence reigns between us, so different from the tension-filled atmosphere in the café.

"I've only been here for three months," Jenny tells me. "The training at Ocean Breeze is my first real opportunity." She smiles shyly. "I want to have my own little café someday. Nothing big, just... something of my own, you know?"

I nod, surprised by her openness. "That sounds nice."

"And you? What brought you here?"

The question is simple, without ulterior motives. I feel myself relaxing. "A fresh start. I studied law, but... it was never really for me. Just my parents' wish."

Jenny nods understandingly. "Sometimes you have to find your own path."

We reach a small apartment building, just two streets from the beach. The palm trees sway gently in the evening breeze, the sound of the ocean faintly audible.

"This is it," says Jenny, stopping in front of the entrance. "Second floor."

Jenny's apartment is on the second floor, bright and friendly. As she opens the door, the scent of vanilla and fresh flowers greets me. The room isn't large, but lovingly furnished. A small kitchenette on one wall, a bed with a colorful bedspread in the corner, shelves full of books, and a small dining table under the window.

"Not much, but it's mine," she says with an embarrassed smile, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

My gaze wanders through the room, taking in the details – potted plants on the windowsill, a framed photo on the shelf showing Jenny with an older couple. Her parents, probably. And then my eyes fall on the couch.

A small, light blue two-seater sofa stands perfectly placed against the wall. No obstacle in the way, no apparent problems with the positioning.

"Would you like something to drink?" Jenny asks hastily, her voice higher than usual. She goes to the kitchenette, nervously opens a cabinet. "I have water, juice, maybe a beer?"

I remain standing, looking at the couch again. "The couch looks good. Perfectly placed, actually."

Jenny turns around, her cheeks turning deep red. Our eyes meet, and suddenly I understand. There never was a problem with the couch.

"The couch isn't really the issue..." she whispers, her voice barely audible.

I don't move, waiting. Something in me wants to give her the moment she needs.

Jenny takes a deep breath, her hands trembling slightly. She takes a step toward me, then another. Her green eyes fix on me, full of determination despite her nervousness.

"I can't stop thinking about you," she says quietly. Her voice trembles, but her words are clear. "I know I'm not as experienced as Susan or Nicole, but..."

Surprised, I place a finger on her lips. The touch makes us both shiver.

"How do you know...?" I ask, my voice suddenly rough.

Jenny smiles sadly. "In the café... you see things... hear things." She brushes a strand of hair from her face. "The walls are thin, you know? And I have eyes in my head."

I swallow hard. "You know about Susan and me?"

She nods. "And I see how Nicole looks at you. How she circles you like a predator." Her voice grows quieter. "Everyone sees it."

I expect reproach, disappointment in her gaze. Instead, she steps closer, her eyes searching mine.

"I want a chance too... with you." Her voice is barely more than a whisper.

The directness of her words surprises me. This side of Jenny – brave, determined – stands in such contrast to her usual shyness.

My cock instantly hardens at the thought of what might happen next, pressing painfully against the zipper of my jeans. I imagine throwing her petite form onto the bed, taking her small, firm ass in my hands, spreading her slender, pale thighs and entering her tight, untouched pussy while she whimpers my name. How her small, firm breasts with pale pink nipples would look when I expose them, how they would harden under my tongue. How her innocent face would look when she cums beneath me, her emerald green eyes glazed with lust, her fiery red hair spread like flames on the pillow.

"Jenny, I..."

She raises her hand, gently interrupting me. "Don't say anything." She turns around, her hands trembling slightly at the hem of her dress. "I'm not like them... but I know what I want."

My heart races as I realize what's about to happen. With a quick movement, she pulls her dress over her head. She stands before me in simple, white underwear, her body petite and graceful in the soft twilight of the room.

Her skin is pale, naked, vulnerable. No elaborate lace like Susan's, no seductive staging like Nicole's. Just Jenny in her natural beauty, vulnerable and brave at the same time.

I remain rooted to the spot, unable to move. The purity of the moment overwhelms me. In her gaze, there's no calculation, no hidden intentions – only honest desire and the courage to show it.

She turns to face me, her arms lightly wrapped around her body. In her eyes, I see uncertainty, but also unwavering determination.

"Do you want me?" she asks softly, her voice a trembling whisper in the silence of the room.

I bridge the distance between us, my eyes never leaving hers. I see her uncertainty, but also that unbridled determination that surprises me. My hand cups her chin, gently lifting it. Her breathing quickens, her pupils dilate.

"Are you sure?" I ask, my voice deeper than intended. "If we start, I won't be able to stop."

A shiver runs through her body, visible beneath her pale skin. "I've wanted this since the moment you walked into the café," she whispers. Her tongue nervously licks her lower lip. "I... I've dreamed of you at night. Of your hands on me. Inside me."

The unexpected directness of her words makes me hard. This mixture of innocence and hidden lust drives me to the edge of madness. I pull her to me, my lips finding hers. Her mouth opens immediately for me, greedy, hungry, so different from what her shy manner in the café would suggest.

Her kiss surprises me. No trace of the shy Jenny. Her tongue pushes between my lips, explores my mouth with unexpected hunger. Her hands claw at my t-shirt, tug at it as if she wants to tear it.

I grab her ass, lift her up. She's feather-light, her delicate body a contrast to my hard muscles. Immediately she wraps her legs around my hips, pressing her pussy against my growing arousal. Through the thin fabric of her underwear, I feel her heat, her wetness.

"Fuck," I gasp against her lips as she rubs against me. This innocent redhead is a damn seductress.

I carry her to the bed, throw her onto it. She bounces slightly on the mattress, her hair spreading like fire on the white sheets. Her breasts rise and fall rapidly under her bra, her thighs falling invitingly apart. In her eyes, I see pure, unfiltered desire.

"Take off your clothes," she commands softly, her voice trembling with excitement. "I want to see you."

I pull my shirt over my head, exposing my trained upper body. Jenny's eyes widen, her lips parting slightly. Her hand rises hesitantly, hovers in the air.

"You can touch," I say with a smile. "Anywhere."

She visibly swallows, then her fingertips touch my chest. Her touch is like fire on my skin, light yet so intense. She explores every muscle, every line of my body. When her fingers reach the waistband of my jeans, she pauses.

"I've never..." she whispers, her cheeks burning red. "I mean, I'm not entirely..."

I take her hand, guide it to my hard bulge. "Can you feel what you're doing to me?" I rasp. "What do you want to do with it?"

Her eyes darken, a mixture of nervousness and lust. "I want to taste it," she says so quietly I can barely hear her. "I want to know how you taste."

My cock twitches violently against her hand. These words from her innocent mouth nearly drive me out of my mind.

Her trembling fingers open my jeans, push them down along with my boxers. My stiff cock springs free, large and hard. Jenny gasps softly, her eyes widening in disbelief.

"Oh my God," she whispers, her voice a breath. "You're so... big."

She bites her lip, her hand hesitantly enclosing me. Her touch is gentle, almost too gentle. I place my hand over hers, show her how firmly she can grip.

"Like this?" she asks, her eyes never leaving my cock.

"Yes," I groan. "Just like that."

Her hand begins to move, first slowly, then more boldly. A drop of pre-cum pearls at my tip. Jenny stares at it, fascinated, then leans forward. Her tongue licks over my head, collecting the fluid. The image of her innocent lips on my cock is almost too much.

"You taste good," she murmurs in surprise, licks her lips. Then she takes me in her mouth, inexperienced but enthusiastic. Her cheeks hollow as she sucks, her hand enclosing what doesn't fit in her mouth.

I bury my fingers in her hair, guide her gently. "Slower," I murmur. "Take your time."

She adjusts her rhythm, looks up at me while she pleasures me. Those green eyes looking up at me while her mouth works on my cock – it's the most erotic thing I've ever seen.

Eventually, I can't take it anymore. I want more of her, much more.

I turn her onto her back, take her wrists in one hand, hold them above her head. She moans at this dominant gesture, her eyes glazed with lust. My free hand slides between her legs, finds her wet slit. She's soaking wet, her juices running down her thighs.

"Fuck, you're so wet for me," I growl, rubbing my fingers over her swollen clit. Her entire body trembles.

"Please," she whimpers, lifting her hips toward me. "I want to feel you inside me. Now."

I position myself between her spread thighs, my head gliding through her wet folds, teasing her entrance. Jenny trembles with anticipation, her eyes begging me.

"Say it," I demand, my voice barely recognizable. "Say what you want."

"Fuck me," she whispers, her cheeks burning red at these dirty words. "Please, Tim, fuck me hard."

With a powerful thrust, I enter her. Her tightness envelops me like a hot, wet vise. A scream escapes her throat, her nails digging into my shoulders.

"Oh God!" she gasps, her eyes wide open. "You're so deep... so big..."

I pause, giving her time to adjust to my size. Her inner muscles pulse around me, her entire body trembling.

"Everything okay?" I ask, brushing a sweaty strand from her face.

She nods vigorously, her lips swollen from biting. "More," she whispers. "Please, give me more."

She opens her mouth in a silent scream, and I stare deep into her eyes, enjoying her facial expression as I conquer her, take possession of her. Then I press my lips to her mouth, take a hard kiss, while continuing to penetrate her.

I begin to move inside her. Slowly at first, each thrust deeper than the previous one. Jenny writhes beneath me, tossing her head back and forth as if she can barely endure the intensity.

"So tight," I groan, gripping her hips more firmly. "Your little pussy is so perfectly tight around my cock."

At my dirty words, she moans loudly, her inner muscles contracting. "Yes," she gasps, "keep talking like that... please..."

I increase the tempo, fucking her harder. The bed creaks beneath us, the rhythm of our united bodies filling the room. Jenny's small breasts bounce with each thrust, her hard nipples rubbing against my chest.

"You take my cock so well," I growl in her ear, gently biting her earlobe. "As if you were made to be fucked by me."

Her body tenses, her legs trembling. She's close to orgasm, I can feel it in the way her pussy contracts around me.

"Cum for me," I command, my hand sliding between us, finding her clit. "Let me feel you come on my cock."

My fingers rub over her swollen point while I thrust deep into her. Jenny cries out, her back arching off the bed. Her pussy pulses wildly around my cock, milking it with each contraction.

"Tim!" she screams, her entire body convulsing in orgasm. "Oh God, oh God, oh God!"

I lean down to her, find her lips, kiss her hungrily. Then I wander with my lips along her neck, gently nibbling at her sensitive skin. My hands grab her pelvis, hold her tight while I thrust harder and faster into her.

Suddenly her body tenses. A tremor seizes her, like a wave rolling through her entire body. She's cumming, quite unexpectedly, like a shower passing through her. I feel her muscles contracting around me, feel the rhythmic contractions, the wet heat that envelops me.

I find her lips again, and she practically melts under my kiss, her body still trembling from her orgasm.

While she's still shaking from her orgasm, I grab her by the hips and flip her onto her stomach. With a jerk, I pull her hips up, positioning her on all fours before me. Her ass is perfect, round and firm, her pussy glistening with wetness between her thighs.

"I want to take you like this," I rasp, running my hand over her buttocks, lightly slapping them. A red handprint appears on her pale skin.

Jenny moans, pushing her ass against my hand. "Yes," she whispers, turning her head to look at me. Her eyes are dark with lust, her lips swollen. "Take me... hard."

I position my cock at her entrance, entering her with a deep thrust. In this position, I can penetrate her even deeper. Jenny screams, her fingers clawing at the sheets.

"Fuck!" she gasps, a word I never expected from her mouth. "You're so deep... I can feel you in my stomach!"

I grab her hips more firmly, fuck her hard and deep. My balls slap against her wet pussy, the obscene sound mixing with her moaning and my panting.

"You belong to me now," I growl, one hand buried in her hair, gently pulling her head back. "This tight little pussy belongs to me."

"Yes," she sobs with pleasure, pushing back against me with each thrust. "I'm yours... all yours... mark me, Tim. Fill me up. I want to feel your cum deep inside me."

Her dirty words, so unexpected from her innocent mouth, finish me off. My cock pulses, my balls tighten. With one last, deep thrust, I bury myself completely in her and explode. My hot cum shoots in spurts deep into her womb, marking her, filling her up.

Jenny screams my name, her body convulsing in another orgasm, her pussy milking every last drop from me. I hold her tight as we tremble together, our bodies sweaty and twitching in perfect union.

Exhausted, we sink onto the mattress, our bodies still connected. I can feel my cum leaking out of her as I withdraw my softening cock. The sight of my white fluid seeping from her reddened pussy and running down her thighs fills me with a primitive pride.

Jenny rolls over to me, snuggles against my chest. Her skin is glowing, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen from biting and kissing. She looks completely ravaged – and absolutely beautiful.

"That was incredible," she whispers, her voice hoarse from screaming. "I had no idea it could be like that."

I pull her closer, kiss her sweaty forehead. My hand wanders over her back, her ass, slides between her legs. She's still wet, a mixture of her juices and my cum. At my touch, she twitches, oversensitive after her orgasms.

"I'm not done with you," I murmur into her hair. "As soon as I've recovered, I want to take you again. And then again."

Jenny shivers in my arms, her hand wandering to my half-hard cock, enclosing it gently. "Do you promise?" she asks, her voice a mixture of exhaustion and newly awakening lust.

I laugh softly, kiss her deeply. "I promise."

As we kiss, I think of Susan and Nicole. Of their experience, their seduction skills. Jenny may be less experienced, but this hidden passion, this unexpected directness in her... she's a revelation.

"You're incredible," I whisper against her lips. "A perfect mix of innocent and naughty."

She smiles shyly, bites her lip. "Only for you," she whispers back. "Only with you can I be like this."

Jenny's head rests on my chest, her breath a gentle rhythm against my skin. Her fingers absent-mindedly draw patterns on my stomach as the afterglow of our passion slowly fades. In her eyes lies an amazement, as if she can hardly believe what just happened.

I gently stroke through her fiery red hair, enjoying the silky texture between my fingers. My thoughts slowly sort themselves, like puzzle pieces finally making sense.

"Are you thinking about them?" Jenny asks softly, without looking up.

"About whom?"

She raises her head, her green eyes searching mine. "Susan. Nicole." A gentle smile plays around her lips. "They're always playing their games, you know? This isn't new for them."

I furrow my brow. "What do you mean?"

Jenny sits up a bit, resting on my chest. "Susan has an open marriage. Her husband knows about her... adventures. It's an arrangement between them." She shrugs. "And Nicole – her boyfriend lives in New York. They hardly see each other. Their relationship is complicated."

"How do you know all this?"

"You hear things when you're quiet." She smiles mischievously. "And I'm good at listening."

This information changes everything and nothing at the same time. The guilt that plagued me takes on a new dimension.

Jenny looks up at me, her eyes suddenly serious. "And what about you, Tim? What do you want?"

The question catches me unprepared. What do I want? In the past, I wouldn't have had an answer, would have let myself be driven by others' expectations. Now I stand at the crossroads between my old and a new self.

Do I want to be the man who seeks validation in strangers' beds? Who loses himself in complicated power games? Or do I want more?

Jenny patiently waits for my answer, her eyes full of affection and free from judgment. Instead of answering, I pull her to me, kiss her gently. My decision hasn't been made yet, but for the first time in a long time, I feel free to make it myself.

Outside, it has grown dark by now. Moonlight falls through the half-closed blinds, casting striped shadows on our entwined bodies. In this moment of silence lies a strange clarity – as if I had finally found the right path after a long time.

A sunbeam tickles my face as I slowly wake. The room is bathed in golden morning light that falls through the thin curtains. For a moment, I'm disoriented, then I feel the warm body beside me. Jenny.

She sleeps peacefully, her breath even and gentle. Her red hair spreads like flames on the white pillow, her face relaxed and vulnerable in the morning light. So different from yesterday at the café, where she appeared shy and reserved. Here, in her own space, she seems complete.

Carefully, I disentangle myself from her embrace, swing my legs over the edge of the bed. The wooden floor is cool under my bare feet. I stand up, step to the window, and look out. In the distance, the sea glitters in the early sunlight, the beach still deserted.

My thoughts circle. Susan with her confident seduction skills. Nicole with her calculated sensuality. And Jenny, whose innocent passion has touched me more deeply than anything else. Three women, three completely different worlds.

A month ago, I was still the old Tim – trapped in others' expectations, unable to make my own decisions. Now I stand here, naked at the window of a woman I barely know, feeling strangely liberated. As if I had shed a skin that never belonged to me.

"Do you regret it?"

Jenny's sleepy voice makes me turn around. She has sat up, the sheet wrapped around her body, her hair wildly tousled. In her eyes lies no accusation, only honest curiosity.

I shake my head. "No. I'm just trying to understand what's happening here."

A smile flits across her face. She stretches her hand out to me.

"Don't overthink it," she says and smiles.

I return to the bed, sink down beside her. She pulls me to her, her lips finding mine. This kiss is different from yesterday's – familiar, without the desperate urgency.

"We have to get up," she murmurs against my lips. "Morning shift."

I nod, kiss her one last time before we reluctantly separate from each other. As she gets up, my gaze wanders over her body, and I enjoy the sight of her naked perfection. I can't get enough of her and watch as she walks naked to the bathroom and turns around once more in the doorway.

"Hey, come on, we need to get ready!" she says and throws her panties at me before we both start laughing.
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Later, on my way home, I feel a new determination rising within me. The complexity of this situation is no longer frightening, but exciting. I will shape it on my terms. The passive Tim from before no longer exists – and everyone will notice.

The late afternoon stretches through Ocean Breeze Café like warm honey. The afternoon sun falls in golden stripes through the large windows, while the number of guests slowly decreases. The hectic energy of the lunch rush has given way to a more relaxed atmosphere.

I balance a box of fresh ingredients in my arms and push open the swinging door to the kitchen with my shoulder. The temperature difference hits me immediately – it's significantly warmer in here, the air filled with aromas and the rhythmic clatter of knives on cutting boards.

Nicole stands at the central workspace, completely focused on the vegetables in front of her. Her hands move with fascinating precision, the knife a natural extension of her fingers. Her tailored chef's uniform – not the typical baggy white, but a custom-fitted ensemble that accentuates her waist and perfectly showcases her curves – remains immaculate despite the heat.

I set down the box and can't take my eyes off her hands. The way she handles the ingredients has something hypnotic about it. Every movement is fluid, efficient, almost dance-like.

Without looking up, her mouth curls into a knowing smile. "Like what you see?"

The question hangs between us in the hot kitchen air. My pulse involuntarily quickens.

"The technique is impressive," I answer, striving for a neutral tone.

She laughs softly, a deep, melodic sound. "The technique, of course." Her eyes briefly meet mine, dark and knowing.

The tension between us is almost tangible, amplified by the heat and confines of the kitchen. She puts the knife aside, wipes her hands on a cloth.

"Could you do me a favor? I need the truffle butter from the back refrigerator."

I nod and make my way through the kitchen to the small storage room. The cool air there is a relief. I find the butter quickly, take the container, and turn toward the door.

When I return, Nicole is standing right behind the door, so close that I nearly run into her. Her eyes fix me, intense and determined.

"We need to talk, Tim," she says quietly, her voice deeper than usual. "Not here. After closing."

I place the truffle butter on the countertop and feel Nicole's words echoing in my head. "After closing." My heart beats faster as I return to the bar and resume my work.

Jenny stands at the counter, sorting glasses. As I pass by her, she pauses and seeks my gaze.

"Everything okay with you?" she asks softly, her eyes full of questions.

"Sure, just a bit tired," I answer, forcing a smile onto my face. She nods, but her eyes reveal that she doesn't quite believe me.

From the corner of my eye, I notice Susan chatting with regular customers at one of the tables. Her gaze repeatedly drifts over to us, an amused smile on her lips. She observes us all, like figures on a chessboard.

Time crawls by. Every time I pass by the service window to the kitchen, Nicole catches my eye. Her eyes hold mine, dark and full of promises. My stomach tightens.

In the past, I would have looked away, embarrassed, uncertain. Not today. I return her gaze, hold it, even let it become challenging. Something changes in her facial expression – surprise, then recognition.

I'm tired of being the plaything. Time to change the rules.

The last rays of sunlight fall through the large windows as the last guests pay their bill. Susan collects her bag and keys.

"I have to leave early," she announces. "Important appointment." Her smile is telling as she exchanges a glance between Nicole and me. "Will you lock up?"

Before I can answer, Nicole nods. "Of course."

Jenny puts on her jacket, nervously looking at her watch. "I have to go – evening class starts in twenty minutes."

She comes to me, stands on tiptoe, and gives me a fleeting kiss on the cheek. "See you tomorrow," she whispers, her cheeks slightly flushed.

Then she's gone, the door bell fading behind her.

Sudden silence. The café, normally filled with conversations and laughter, now seems larger, emptier. Only Nicole and I remain, separated by the room, connected by the tension between us.

She steps out of the kitchen, her uniform exchanged for a tight black top and jeans. Her hair falls loose over her shoulders. She leans against the doorframe, arms crossed.

"So," she says, her voice deep and velvety in the silence. "Finally alone."

I step into the empty kitchen, my footsteps echoing on the tiled floor. Nicole stands with her back to me, methodically wiping down the stainless steel surfaces. Her movements are precise, almost meditative. The muted light of the evening sun falls through the small window, enveloping her silhouette in a golden shimmer. The fabric of her pants stretches perfectly over her round ass, and I can't take my eyes off it.

She pauses in her movement without turning around. Her shoulders straighten slightly – she senses my presence, feels my gaze on her ass.

"Close the door," she says, her voice deeper than usual, velvety and commanding at the same time. "And lock it."

I obey, push the swinging door shut and turn the bolt. The soft click echoes through the room like a starting gun. Instead of moving forward, I remain at the entrance, watching how the muscles move under her chef's uniform.

Nicole turns around slowly, leans against the countertop behind her. Her hands grip the edge of the metal surface, pushing her breasts forward. The black top under her half-open chef's jacket stretches across her full breasts, standing out clearly against her olive-toned skin. Her nipples are visibly hard through the fabric. Her gaze slowly travels over my body, lingering on the obvious bulge in my pants.

"You have questions. I see it in your eyes," she says, her tongue slowly licking her lower lip.

The air between us vibrates with tension. I step closer, my movements calmer, more confident than just a few days ago. The old Tim would have lowered his gaze, would have stammered or given evasive answers. Not anymore.

"Your boyfriend," I say directly. "Five years, you said on the phone."

Nicole holds my gaze, no trace of shame or discomfort in her face. A slight smile plays around her full lips.

"Fuck him," she replies after a short pause. "He's a thousand miles away and probably has his cock in some intern right now."

Nicole moves slowly to the side, her movements fluid like those of a predator. With a precise turn, she switches off the stove. The soft click interrupts the silence between us.

"He doesn't fuck me anymore," she says, her voice barely more than a whisper. "Doesn't know how to satisfy a woman. Not like you."

I remain motionless, watching her as she slowly removes her chef's jacket from her shoulders. My silence is an invitation to continue speaking. My cock pulses in my pants as I watch more and more of her olive-toned skin being revealed.

Nicole sighs softly, brushes a dark strand of hair from her face, lets it glide through her fingers.

"I want to be fucked, Tim. Hard and deep. By you."

The directness of her words sends an electric shock through my body. My cock twitches violently in my pants, as if it had heard for itself what she said.

She pushes away from the countertop, slowly comes toward me. Her eyes don't let go of my gaze, dark and hypnotizing. The distance between us melts with each of her steps. Her hips sway seductively, her breasts bounce slightly under the tight top.

"I'll end it. Soon," she says firmly. "But right now..."

Nicole now stands directly in front of me. I feel the warmth of her body, smell her seductive perfume – spices and something floral, mixed with the scent of her arousal. Her hand rises, places itself on my chest, directly over my heart. Her fingers spread, as if wanting to capture my heartbeat. Then her hand slowly moves downward, over my stomach, until it reaches my hard bulge. She grasps my cock through the fabric, squeezes it firmly.

"Right now, I don't want to talk about him," she whispers. "Don't want to talk about anything. I just want to feel this hard cock inside me."

The heat of her touch burns through my pants. My pulse races, my breathing becomes heavier. But something in me remains vigilant, skeptical.

"And Susan?" I ask quietly. "Jenny? What kind of game is this?"

A smile flits across her lips, neither guilty nor apologetic. She slightly raises her chin, confident and direct. Her hand continues to rub over my cock, her movements slow and torturous.

"No game," she replies. "Just three horny women who know what they want. And we all want you, Tim. Your body. Your cock."

The room seems to shrink, the air becomes thicker, hotter. Her hand skillfully opens my belt, pulls down the zipper. I feel her fingers sliding into my boxers, grasping my hard cock. Her grip is firm, demanding.

"Nobody needs to know anything," she says softly, while her hand slowly glides up and down my shaft. "That's how I'd prefer it right now."

Her hand slowly slides up my cock, her thumb brushes over my sensitive head, spreading the first drop of pre-cum. Her touch is feather-light but purposeful, skilled.

"Because right now I just want the one thing..." she whispers, her voice deep and sensual. She goes down on her knees before me, her eyes never leaving mine. "I want to taste your cock."

Something in me changes. A decision crystallizes, not as a thought, but as a physical sensation. A wave of determination floods through me, clear and powerful. I am no longer the plaything of others' expectations.

I take her hand, which still grasps my cock. My fingers encircle her wrist, gentle but firm. With a quick movement, I pull her up, turn her around, press her face down onto the countertop.

Nicole suddenly finds herself bent over the kitchen counter, her perfect ass presented to me. Her eyes widen in surprise as she looks at me over her shoulder. For a brief moment, she loses her carefully composed composure. Then her expression changes – surprise becomes recognition, becomes pure horniness.

A smile spreads across her face, hungry and appreciative.

"There he is..." she says, her voice an admiring whisper. "The man I wanted to fuck from day one."

I place one hand on her ass, feel the firmness under the fabric of her pants. With the other hand, I press between her shoulder blades, holding her firmly against the countertop. I lean over her, my mouth close to her ear.

"If we do this, it's on my terms," I say, my voice deeper than usual, but completely calm.

Nicole moans softly, her body shudders under my touch. A barely perceptible nod follows, slow and deliberate. Her chest rises and falls more rapidly under her black top.

"And those would be?" she asks, her voice hoarse with arousal.

The power of this moment rushes through my body like an electric current. In the past, I would have been intimidated by her self-confidence. Now I grab a handful of her black curls, pull her head back gently but firmly. I feel goosebumps forming on her neck as my breath brushes her skin.

"You belong to me. Right now. Completely," I whisper, each word a hot breath against her ear. "Understood?"

Nicole visibly shivers, a soft whimper escapes her lips. Her hands claw at the edge of the countertop, her knuckles turning white. Her eyes close for a moment, her mouth opens slightly.

"Yes," she breathes, opens her eyes again. Her gaze is now dark with desire, her pupils so dilated that her eyes appear almost black. "I belong to you. Take me. Use me."

I let go of her hair, my hands move to her pants. With a jerk, I pull them down, along with her panties. Her perfect, round ass is now free, her olive-toned skin gleaming in the subdued light of the kitchen. Between her thighs, her wetness already glistens in the light. She's soaking wet with arousal.

"Look at you," I say, running a finger through her wet folds. "Dripping wet. What a horny slut you are."

Nicole moans loudly, pushes her ass against my hand. "Yes," she gasps, "I'm your slut. Please, Tim... I need your cock."

I step back, look at her – bent over the countertop, half-naked, her pussy glistening with wetness. It's an image that will burn into my brain forever.

"Spread your legs wider," I command.

She obeys immediately, spreads her thighs even further, giving me a perfect view of her swollen, wet pussy. Her lips are swollen and glistening with desire.

I free my cock completely, it springs out hard and heavy from my pants. With one hand, I grasp it, guide my head through her wet folds, teasing her entrance. Nicole whimpers, tries to push against me, to take my cock inside her. I hold her firmly by the hip, controlling the pace.

"Please," she begs, her voice barely more than a whimper. "Please fuck me. I need it so badly."

With a deep, powerful thrust, I enter her. Her tightness envelops me like a hot, wet glove. An animalistic scream escapes her throat, her hands claw more firmly at the countertop.

"Oh my God!" she screams, her head falling forward. "You're so damn big! You're filling me completely!"

I pause, giving her a moment to adjust to my size. Her inner muscles pulse around my cock, adapting. Then I begin to move, slowly at first, each thrust deeper than the previous one.

"Fuck, yes," Nicole moans, pushing back against me. "Harder! Fuck me harder!"

I increase the tempo, ram my cock deep into her dripping pussy. The countertop squeaks under our movements, pots and pans clatter dangerously. Nicole screams with each thrust, her words a mixture of Spanish and English, curses and prayers.

"Dios mío! Yes, just like that! Fuck me harder! Más fuerte!"

I grip her hips more firmly, pull her against me with each thrust. My balls slap against her swollen clit, the obscene sound mixing with the squeaking of the countertop and our moaning.

"You're so deep," she gasps, her head turning to look at me over her shoulder. Her eyes are glazed with lust, her makeup smeared from tears of ecstasy. "I can feel you in my damn stomach!"

I lean over her, one hand slides under her top, finds her breast. I pinch her nipple, harder than intended. She screams, her pussy contracting around my cock.

"Yes!" she screams. "Do that again! I like pain!"

I pinch again, twist her hard nipple between my fingers. At the same time, I ram my cock even deeper into her, hitting a spot that makes her tremble.

"Fuck! There! Right there!" she shrieks, her entire body tensing. "I'm cumming! Oh God, I'm cumming!"

Her pussy convulses around my cock, pulsing in violent waves. Her legs tremble uncontrollably, her upper body sags onto the countertop. But I don't stop, fuck her through her orgasm, prolonging her ecstasy.

"Don't stop," she sobs, her voice broken with lust. "Please don't stop. I want to cum again."

I grab her hair, pull her head back, force her to straighten up. My cock is still deep inside her, her pussy still twitching from her orgasm.

"You will cum again," I growl in her ear. "On my cock. And then I'm going to pump you full until you overflow."

"Yes," she moans, turns her head, tries to kiss me. "Mark me. Fill me up."

I kiss her hard, our teeth clicking together, our tongues fighting for dominance. My thrusts become harder again, deeper. Sweat runs down my back, my muscles burn, but I can't stop. Don't want to stop.

Nicole gets louder, her screams would alarm the entire café if it weren't empty. Her hand slides between her legs, frantically rubbing her swollen clit. I feel her pussy contracting again, another orgasm racing through her body.

"I'm cumming again!" she screams, her body twitching beneath me. "I'm cumming on your big cock! Fill me up! Cum inside me!"

Her words, her pulsing pussy around my cock, her scent – it's too much. I can't hold back any longer. With one last, deep thrust, I bury myself completely in her and explode. My hot cum shoots deep into her womb, filling her to overflowing. I groan loudly, my fingers digging into her hips, leaving marks on her skin.

"Fuck, Nicole!" I roar as I empty myself into her.

She whimpers, her body twitching uncontrollably as my cum fills her. "I can feel it," she sobs. "So hot... so much..."

For a long moment, we remain like this, connected, exhausted, satisfied. My cock still pulses inside her, pumping the last drops of my seed into her willing body. Her pussy milks me, taking everything I give.

Slowly, I withdraw from her, watch fascinated as my cum flows out of her swollen pussy, drips down her thighs. It's a primitive, animalistic sight that fills me with pride.

Nicole turns around, leans exhausted against the countertop. Her face is flushed, sweaty, her makeup smeared. Her lips are swollen from biting and kissing. She looks completely ravaged – and absolutely beautiful.

"Holy shit," she gasps, her voice raw from screaming. "That was... I've never..." She shakes her head in disbelief, unable to put her thoughts into words.

I step closer, kiss her slowly, almost tenderly after the brutality of our fuck. She melts into my kiss, her arms wrapping around my neck.

"That was just the beginning," I murmur against her lips. "I'm nowhere near done with you."

A smile spreads across her face – hungry, satisfied, and full of anticipation all at once.

"I hope so," she whispers, gently biting my lower lip. "Because I want to explore every inch of you. Every. Damn. Inch."
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Epilogue - One Year Later

Morning sunlight streams through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the beach house, bathing the open living room in golden light. I sit on the veranda, a cup of coffee in hand, gazing out at the ocean. The waves roll gently onto the shore, a rhythmic rushing sound that I never tire of hearing.

One year. It's hard to believe that a year has passed since it all began.

Behind me, I hear the familiar sounds of our morning routine. Susan is preparing breakfast in the kitchen, her business call already in full swing. Even while squeezing oranges, she's planning the next expansion of the café. Her energy is inexhaustible, contagious.

Nicole is just finishing in the shower, her soft humming reaching me outside.

I can't help imagining how the water runs over her naked, exotic body, over her full, heavy breasts with their large, dark nipples, her flat, taut stomach, between her tanned thighs. How the water droplets would trail down her long legs, how her olive skin would glisten, wet and inviting. What it would be like to press her against the shower wall, take her plump ass in my hands, thrust into her hot, wet tightness while the hot water pours down on us and her loud moans echo off the tiles. My cock instantly hardens at this fantasy, pulsing almost painfully against my waistband, and I have to think about something else – tax returns, football, anything – to avoid appearing at breakfast with an obvious, massive bulge in my pants. But I make a mental note to seek out Nicole alone later.

Later she'll disappear into the café's kitchen, where she's since earned a Michelin star for her creations. Her culinary talent has put "Ocean Breeze" on Florida's gastronomic map.

Jenny is still asleep, curled up like a cat in her room. She'll be the last to rise, smiling sleepily before tackling the day with her natural grace. The guests love her; her innocent manner has earned the café a loyal regular clientele.

And me? I've found my niche. The café's marketing is in my hands – social media, advertising, events. My idea to invite local artists and host beach concerts has made us a cultural hotspot. Three months ago, Susan officially signed over shares in the business to me.

"What are you thinking about?" Susan steps onto the veranda, hands me a fresh coffee. Her blonde hair gleams in the sunlight, her eyes smiling.

"About the day I arrived here," I answer. "With nothing but a backpack and a duffel bag."

She laughs, that melodic laugh I've come to love. "And now look at you."

Nicole appears in the doorway, her dark hair still damp from the shower. "Daydreaming again?" She comes over to us, kisses me on the cheek, then Susan. "We need to be at the café in an hour. The new delivery is coming today."

"Jenny's not up yet," I observe.

"Of course not." Nicole rolls her eyes, but affectionately. "I'll wake her."

Our beach house isn't huge, but perfect for us. Four bedrooms – everyone has their own space, their privacy. That was Susan's condition from the beginning. "We share our lives, but we maintain our identities," she had said when we moved in.

It works. Better than I ever dared to dream.

The café is flourishing. We now have ten employees and are currently expanding the terrace. Susan's business acumen, Nicole's culinary artistry, Jenny's natural talent in service, and my marketing ideas – together we're unbeatable.

Jenny appears yawning, her red hair a wild mess. "Morning," she mumbles and immediately cuddles up to me. I kiss her forehead, breathe in her familiar scent.

"Breakfast is ready," Susan calls from inside.

We sit together at the large dining table, sharing plans for the day, laughing at Nicole's description of a particularly demanding guest from the day before. It's so... normal. So right.

In the evening, after a successful day at the café, we sit on the beach. The sun slowly sinks into the sea, painting the sky in dramatic shades of red. A bottle of wine stands between us in the sand, four glasses, soft music playing from a portable speaker.

"To us," Susan says, raising her glass.

"To Ocean Breeze," Nicole adds.

"To our home," Jenny whispers.

I look at all three of them in the golden light of the setting sun. These incredible women, each perfect in her own way. Susan with her strength and vision. Nicole with her passion and creativity. Jenny with her innocence and depth.

We have everything we need. A thriving business, financial security, purpose in life. And above all, we have each other.

I think back to the young man who arrived at the Gold Coast a year ago. Uncertain, aimless, fleeing from a life others had planned for him. How fundamentally everything has changed since I first found the courage to stand up for myself and my desires. To try.

It worked. This thought makes me smile.

"What are you smiling about?" Jenny asks, her fingers intertwined with mine.

"About us," I answer. "About everything."

The sun touches the horizon, casting long shadows across the sand. Before us lies the endless sea, behind us our life together. And I am exactly where I should be.

"To the future," I say and raise my glass.

Four glasses clink in the evening breeze. Four lives, interwoven in a harmony I never thought possible.

Sometimes you have to leave everything behind to find everything.


ALSO BY JACKSON REEVES
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When an inheritance comes with unexpected benefits, four hearts discover that the strongest shelters are built by hand.

Marcus never expected much from his estranged Uncle Ray—certainly not a sprawling beach house on North Carolina's picturesque Outer Banks. A Seattle-based game developer accustomed to solitude, Marcus plans to sell the property and return to his orderly life. But faced with mounting costs, he reluctantly decides to take in housemates.

Enter Sophia, a high-powered attorney on forced sabbatical with secrets she's reluctant to share; Riley, a free-spirited marine biologist whose research specimens have an uncanny ability to escape; and Vanessa, a disciplined personal trainer launching her own brand with unwavering determination.

Three women. Three bedrooms. One unexpected complication: Marcus finds himself drawn to each of them for entirely different reasons.

When Hurricane Nina barrels toward their coastal refuge, the four strangers must trust each other with their lives. In the storm's aftermath, boundaries blur, feelings intensify, and Marcus faces an impossible choice—unless there's a way to choose them all.

A sweet contemporary romance about finding connection in life's unexpected detours, Coastal Arrangement explores what happens when conventional relationships no longer apply and the heart refuses to follow the rules of inheritance.
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