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Chapter 1


The morning air burned pleasantly in Mike’s lungs as he sprinted down the final stretch of road.

His shoes pounded against the pavement in a steady rhythm while the town slowly woke around him. A few lights had appeared in windows, sprinklers clicked somewhere in the distance, and the sky was beginning to brighten as the sun prepared to rise.

Mike slowed as he approached his old apartment building.

For a moment, he simply stood there, hands on his hips, catching his breath as he looked at it.

It felt strange.

Not long ago, that place had been home. His entire world had fit inside a small apartment above a landlord who had somehow had a bigger influence on his life than she’d probably realized.

Back then, his biggest concerns had been paying rent, making deliveries, and wondering whether he would ever figure out what he wanted from life.

Now, he barely recognized that version of himself.

A smile pulled at the corner of his mouth as he shook his head and started jogging again.

Things had changed fast. Very fast.

The road curved through the neighborhood and eventually led him toward Catherine’s house. Even now, after living there for several weeks, it still felt strange thinking of it as home. Now and then he would wake up expecting to find himself back in his old apartment, only to remember that he now shared a roof with two beautiful women.

When he reached the driveway, he slowed to a walk and bent forward slightly, resting his hands on his knees as he caught his breath.

The large house sat quietly beneath the morning light.

Inside were Catherine and Abigail.

His girlfriends.

The thought still felt unreal sometimes.

He straightened and looked toward the upstairs windows. Somewhere in there, the two women were probably still asleep, wrapped in blankets and completely unaware that he was standing outside grinning like an idiot.

Life was good. Much better than he ever would have imagined.

After taking a minute to cool down, Mike headed inside. The house was quiet, peaceful in a way it rarely was later in the day. He walked through the familiar hallway and into the kitchen, immediately remembering the first time he had been there.

A lot had happened in that room. He chuckled softly to himself as he opened the refrigerator and grabbed a bottle of water.

He recalled the first time Catherine had kissed him. The first time they had completely lost control and had jumped each other like horny rabbits.

The memory was vivid enough that he found himself smiling as he took a long drink.

He had just put the bottle down when he heard footsteps approaching.

Mike turned.

Abigail stood in the doorway wearing a thin white nightgown. Her blonde hair was slightly messy from sleep, and she looked so effortlessly beautiful that he found himself staring for a second.

A smile appeared on her face the moment she saw him. “Good morning.”

“Morning.”

Without hesitation, she crossed the room and wrapped her arms around his waist. Mike immediately slipped his arms around her in return.

Abigail rose onto her toes and kissed him softly, a simple good-morning kiss that somehow made him feel more at home than anything else ever could.

“So sweaty,” she said, chuckling. When she pulled back from his lips, but her body didn’t move away.

“I went for a run,” he said.

“I figured.” Her eyes traveled briefly over his workout clothes before returning to his face. “You look good. You smell so manly.”

Mike laughed. “Thanks, I guess.”

Abigail smiled mischievously. “It’s definitely a good thing. Makes me feel all the more woman.”

She leaned in and kissed him again. This time she lingered a little longer, her body pressing more firmly against his.

Mike could feel the warmth of her breasts through the thin fabric of her nightgown.

“I like waking up and knowing you’re here,” Abigail admitted quietly.

Something about the way she said it made his body tighten. “Yeah?”

She nodded. “Yeah.”

The house was silent around them, and Mike found himself thinking how different she was from the woman he’d first met. The fear and uncertainty that had surrounded her seemed to be fading more every day.

His hand rested against her hip and slowly slid lower. The thin fabric shifted beneath his fingers.

Mike paused. Then raised an eyebrow.

Abigail immediately knew what he had discovered. A playful smile spread across her lips. “What?” she asked innocently.

Mike laughed. “You know exactly what.”

Her smile widened. “Maybe.”

His hand moved beneath the fabric again, confirming what he already suspected.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

His hand slipped fully under her gown, finding her firm buttocks. He let its smoothness tease his hand, then took a handful and squeezed.

Abigail purred. “I love how you become more possessive by the day. You’ve grown so much.”

Mike gave a little playful spank.

Abigail gasped, then giggled. She took his hand and guided it between her legs, where he found a pleasant warm wetness with the tips of his fingers.

Mike’s fingers traced the slick heat between Abigail’s thighs, parting her pussy lips with a slow stroke. Her body responded to him like it had been waiting for this exact moment.

He circled her clit a few times, then dipped lower, sliding two fingers deep inside her with a wet sound that made her breath hitch.

“Oh yes,” he murmured against her lips, voice low and rough from the run and the sudden rush of desire. “You’re dripping for me.”

Abigail whimpered, hips rolling forward to meet his hand. “Always,” she breathed. “God, Mike… just like that.”

He curled his fingers, stroking that perfect spot inside her while his thumb pressed firm circles over her swollen clit. He knew her body by now, and knew exactly what made her go wild.

Her nightgown had ridden up around her waist now, the thin fabric bunched uselessly as she rocked against him. The kitchen filled with the soft, filthy sounds of his fingers pumping into her.

Abigail’s head fell back, blonde hair falling over her shoulders, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan that still escaped anyway.

He added a third finger, stretching her, and her knees buckled slightly. Mike caught her with his free arm around her waist, holding her steady while he worked her harder.

Faster. Her walls clenched around him, and he could already feel her getting close.

“Come on,” he growled, nipping at her jaw. “Let me feel you. Squirt for me like a good girl.”

Abigail cried out, thighs trembling as her orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy pulsed hard around his fingers, then gushed—hot, clear fluid spilling over his hand and wrist, splashing onto the tiled kitchen floor in a sudden, messy rush.

She shook in his arms, gasping his name like a prayer, her juices coating his palm and dripping down her inner thighs.

Mike didn’t stop until she was whimpering, oversensitive and boneless against him. Only then did he ease his fingers free.

Abigail watched him with lustful eyes, chest heaving.

“My turn,” she whispered, her voice husky.

She shoved him backward with surprising strength, guiding him until the back of his legs hit one of the sturdy kitchen chairs.

Mike dropped into it, grinning up at her as she yanked his shorts and boxers down in one swift motion. His erect cock bounced free, and Abigail didn’t waste a second.

She climbed onto his lap, straddled him, and inserted his tip inside of her as she pushed downward. The heat of her enveloped him completely. She was so wet from squirting that he bottomed out instantly, her ass settling against his thighs with a slick slap.

“Shit,” Mike groaned, hands gripping her hips hard. “You feel so good.”

Abigail braced her hands on his shoulders and started riding him like she was made for it. Her hips rolled in a filthy rhythm: up, down, grinding on every downstroke so her clit rubbed against his pelvis.

The thin nightgown slipped off one shoulder, exposing a perfect breast that bounced with every movement.

Mike leaned in, sucking her nipple into his mouth, teeth grazing just enough to make her moan louder.

She rode him harder, faster, the chair creaking beneath them. Her second orgasm hit fast, her pussy clamping down on him as she soaked his lap and the floor even more.

But she didn’t stop. She kept bouncing, blonde hair wild, cheeks flushed, eyes locked on his. “Fill me up, Mike,” she panted. “I want to feel you come inside me.”

He couldn’t hold back. With a deep moan, he thrust up into her one last time and came hard—his cum pulsed deep inside her.

Abigail shuddered through the aftershocks, kissing him messily while he emptied himself.

Mike’s hands stroked up and down her back under the nightgown, gentler now.

The sound of bare feet on the hallway floor broke the quiet.

Catherine appeared in the doorway, wearing an a tight T-shirt and sweatpants, her dark hair messy from sleep, a mug of coffee already in her hand.

She stopped short, eyes sweeping over the scene—the flushed, half-dressed couple still joined on the chair, the obvious wet spot glistening on the floor beneath them, the unmistakable smell of sex hanging in the air.

Her expression darkened into that by now familiar morning grumpiness, eyebrows drawn tight.

“Seriously?” she muttered, voice scratchy. “You two couldn’t wait five minutes for me to wake up? I could hear you from the bedroom, you know.”

Mike bit back a laugh, still buried inside Abigail.

Abigail’s shoulders shook with silent amusement, her face tucked into his neck.

Catherine took a sip of coffee, glaring at them over the rim. “I expect you to take me later, Mike. Properly. None of this quick kitchen bullshit. I want the full treatment. Bedroom. Slow. And you’re going to make me scream loud enough that the neighbors complain again. Understood?”

Mike grinned, giving Abigail’s ass a lazy squeeze beneath the nightgown. “Understood, m’am. Tonight’s all yours. Would you like any fries with that on the side?”

Abigail shook with laughter but held it back.

Catherine pulled a face. “Very funny,” she said.

Abigail lifted her head, eyes sparkling with mischief. “We’ll make it up to you, Cat. Promise.”

Catherine huffed, clearly trying to stay annoyed but failing as the corner of her mouth twitched. She was adorable when she got like this; grumpy and possessive in the cutest way.

Mike and Abigail exchanged a quick, knowing glance, both fighting grins.

Catherine stepped forward to grab something from the counter and—

“Goddammit!” She froze, one bare foot lifting slightly, toes glistening.

She looked down at the puddle Abigail had left on the floor, then back up at them, face flushing with a mix of irritation and reluctant amusement. “I stepped in her love juice? Are you kidding me right now?”

Abigail pressed her lips together hard, trying desperately not to laugh. Her body shook against Mike’s, and a tiny snort escaped anyway.

Catherine pointed at the mess, voice rising. “Clean this up. Both of you. I am not walking around my kitchen barefoot in Abigail’s squirt all morning.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Abigail managed, voice wobbling with suppressed giggles. She gave Mike’s shoulder a playful slap. “We’ll take care of it. Right now.”

Catherine rolled her eyes, but there was fondness beneath the grump. She grabbed a paper towel, wiped her foot with exaggerated disgust, then turned on her heel. “You two are ridiculous,” she grumbled, already heading toward the living room with her coffee. “And I expect coffee in bed next time you decide to have morning sex without me.”

She disappeared around the corner, muttering something about “selfish morning orgasms” under her breath.

Mike and Abigail looked at each other and finally let the laughter spill out. The moment was warm and full of love.

The kitchen now clearly smelled like sex and fresh coffee, the morning sun streaming in, and Mike realized again just how perfectly fucked-up and wonderful life had become.

He kissed Abigail softly, still inside her.

“Guess we’d better clean up our mess,” he whispered.

Abigail smiled against his mouth. “It was worth it.”


Chapter 2


By the time Catherine found him, Mike had showered, changed clothes, and was sitting at the kitchen island with a cup of coffee.

The house had fully woken up by then. Sunlight streamed through the large windows overlooking the backyard and pool, filling the room with warm morning light.

Catherine, now fully dressed and ready to attack the day, walked into the kitchen carrying a mug of fresh coffee. She stopped opposite him. “There you are.”

Mike smiled, looking up from his phone. “Looking for me?”

“No,” she said with a wink. She took a sip of coffee before leaning against the counter. “Can I ask you something?”

Mike narrowed his eyes. “That depends.”

“On?”

“Whether you’re about to cause trouble.”

Catherine smiled into her coffee. “Possibly.”

“Uh oh.”

“Do you ever think about what you want to do with the rest of your life?” she asked.

Mike sat back in his chair. That wasn’t the question he had expected, but the answer came surprisingly quickly. “All the time.”

Catherine raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

“Of course.” Mike leaned back further in his chair. “I mean, things are good right now. Better than good, actually.” His eyes briefly swept around the kitchen. A smile appeared on his face. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t think about it.”

Catherine nodded. “What do you think about?”

Mike shrugged. “I don’t know.” The answer felt frustratingly honest. “Half a year ago I thought I knew exactly where I was headed. Then I dropped out of college, started doing deliveries, moved to Bloomingdale, and somehow ended up living with two girlfriends.”

Catherine laughed. “When you say it like that, it sounds ridiculous.”

“It is ridiculous.”

She laughed. “Fair.”

Mike shook his head. “The truth is, I still don’t know what I want long-term.”

For a moment Catherine was quiet. Then she said, “I have a friend.”

Mike immediately groaned. “Oh no.”

Catherine laughed. “What?”

“Whenever somebody starts a sentence with ‘I have a friend,’ something bad usually follows.” He frowned with a smile. “Do you mean a friend like Janice?”

Catherine smiled. “Relax.” She took another sip of coffee.

“Okay, go on.”

“Her name is Reiko Takeguchi. She’s married to the CEO of a large acquisition firm in New York. Owns the company with him.”

Mike licked his lips, feeling something was coming up. “That’s awfully specific.”

“Reiko and I have known each other for years. We catch up now and then, and during our last conversation she mentioned that they’re looking for young talent.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “What kind of talent?”

“The legal kind.”

“Good clarification.”

Catherine ignored him. “She asked if I knew anyone intelligent, hardworking, and ambitious who might be interested in getting experience in the industry.”

Mike pointed at himself. “And somehow this became my problem.”

Catherine smiled. “It became your opportunity.”

Mike leaned forward, placing his elbows on the table. Now he was paying attention. Not because he liked the idea. Because in all honesty, he didn’t. At least not immediately.

The moment Catherine mentioned New York and acquisition firms, something uncomfortable stirred inside him. It reminded him of the classrooms. The uni lecture halls. The future he had walked away from.

The future he hadn’t been sure he wanted.

Catherine noticed his expression. “You’re thinking.”

“I am.”

“That’s usually a good sign, right?”

“Not necessarily,” he said carefully.

She waited.

Mike rubbed the back of his neck. “What exactly are we talking about here?”

Catherine set down her mug. “A three-month internship in New York.”

Silence.

Mike stared at her. Then he laughed. The idea was so completely unexpected. “A three-month internship.”

“Yes.”

“In New York.”

“Yes,” Catherine said again.

“Working for a giant acquisition firm,” Mike said, gesturing.

“Correct.”

“Wow,” Mike said, shaking his head.

Despite the immediate resistance he felt, despite the memories it stirred up, despite how far removed it seemed from the life he had built for himself… A small part of him was curious.

And that, more than anything, worried him.

He thought he had been clear with himself the moment he’d dropped out of college. He had been done with the prospect of corporate bullshit awaiting him in his future.

This internship would bring him right back into that world.

“I’ll think about it,” he said after a moment of silence.

Catherine nodded. “Sure. No pressure, feel free to say no, of course.” She smiled. “I just figured you wouldn’t want to be in deliveries for the rest of your life, so this might be a good opportunity to at least test the waters.”

Mike smiled politely. “Thank you,” he said.

Catherine walked over and kissed him on the lips. “You’re welcome.” She looked him in the eye. “But once again, no pressure. Feel free to say no.”

She gave him another kiss. He savored the taste of her lips with a faint whiff of coffee. She then walked away. Mike followed her with his eyes as she left the kitchen, enjoying the sight of her buttocks swaying in her jeans.

He sighed.

What to do?

He had imagined his day off to be a lazy one, but now he would be going over and over Catherine’s friend’s offer in his head.

“Reiko Takeguchi,” he said. “Sounds Japanese.” He grabbed his phone and typed the name into his browser.

Several results appeared immediately. Apparently it wasn’t an uncommon name. Mike scrolled through profiles, articles, and social media accounts belonging to different women before one result caught his attention.

LinkedIn. He tapped it and the profile loaded. “Oh.”

The woman in the profile picture looked to be in her early forties. Her dark hair fell neatly around a striking face, and despite the professional business attire, there was an elegance about her that immediately stood out.

She was undeniably beautiful.

Mike found himself staring. The picture appeared to have been taken in an office. Behind her, large windows overlooked a city skyline he assumed was New York.

He began reading.

Executive Operations Director. Takeguchi Holdings. New York.

His eyebrows slowly climbed. “Well,” he muttered. “You weren’t kidding, Cathy.”

The more he clicked through the profile and the company website, the more serious everything started to feel. This indeed looked like a genuine opportunity.

The company itself appeared massive. There were international offices, acquisitions worth millions of dollars, partnerships with firms he’d never heard of but that apparently carried enormous weight in the business world.

It was exactly the kind of environment he had once imagined entering after college.

The realization made him lean back in his chair. “Three months,” he said.

That was the number that kept repeating itself in his head. It was long, but also not forever.

“Just three months,” he said.

Three months wasn’t much in the grand scheme of things. If he hated it, he could simply come home. No harm done. At least then he would know for certain.

The scary part was that tiny voice in the back of his mind asking a different question.

What if he liked it?

That possibility bothered him more than anything else.

When he had dropped out of college, it hadn’t been a rash decision. He had thought long and hard about it. The path ahead had looked clear enough: years spent climbing ladders, fighting office politics, and dedicating his life to companies that would replace him the moment he became inconvenient.

That future had felt suffocating.

So why was he sitting here now, considering stepping right back onto the road he had walked away from?

His eyes drifted back to Reiko’s picture. The woman looked confident. Successful. The sort of person who probably had every detail of her life planned months in advance—someone who walked into a room and immediately took control without even raising her voice.

His phone buzzed in his hand. The sudden interruption made him look down.

It was Janice.

A smile immediately appeared on his face.

Still alive?

Mike laughed.

A second message followed before he could answer.

Or did Catherine and Abigail finally wear you out?

The smile widened. Just like that, New York disappeared. All of it vanished beneath the much simpler reality of Bloomingdale. Or well, simple…

He had Catherine. He had Abigail. And Janice had made herself a part of it all.

And for the first time in a long time, he was genuinely happy.

Mike typed back.

Barely survived. Send help.

The three little dots appeared almost immediately.

I could be there in fifteen minutes?

He laughed again and swiped the chat away. When his gaze returned to the screen, the contrast hit him harder than before.

On one side was Bloomingdale. On the other was New York.

One felt messy and unpredictable, but also more and more like home.

The other felt polished, successful, and intimidating.

Mike rubbed the back of his neck and sighed. “Yeah,” he muttered to himself. “I’m definitely going to have to think about this.”

His phone buzzed again with a message from Janice.

How about it? I can do a quickie if you’re up for it?

Mike grinned. “Oh, Bloomingdale,” he said under his breath. “You're so crazy, but I love you.”


Chapter 3


That evening, when Abigail had gone out to meet a friend, Catherine came back to him to follow up with Mike. Not about the internship, but the promise they’d made that morning of slow passionate sex.

A true woman of her word.

While things had indeed started slow enough, the frustration of his own indecisiveness about New York soon had Mike trying to fuck his worries away.

Before he knew it, he had Catherine flat on her stomach, ramming his cock into her at full force and speed.

Catherine's buttocks bounced deliciously as always as he pumped her, sending shockwaves through the firm flesh.

Catherine loved it rough, so she wasn’t complaining, but it annoyed Mike how much he was affected by the whole thing of a single choice.

Do the internship, or don’t.

Sweat flew from the tip of his nose as he kept on pumping his way to climax, the obscene sounds of Catherine’s squishing wetness echoing through the room as he pounded on and on.

He came violently, his body shivering as his semen torpedoed into her soaked depths, his head dizzy with orgasmic bliss.

After the orgasm subsided, he lay there on top of her, spent and sweaty.

Catherine’s breathing soon slowed down, and she broke the silence between them. “So much for slow and romantic. Jesus, Mike.”

Mike rolled off of her. “Sorry,” he said.

Catherine propped herself up on one elbow, her face still flushed. “Are you going to tell me what’s wrong?” she asked. “Don’t tell me this is about the internship?”

Mike swallowed; his throat was dry. “It is,” he admitted.

Catherine stayed silent for a moment.

The room was quiet except for the faint hum of the ceiling fan overhead.

Mike stared at the ceiling, watching the fan go round and round. “I think I’m scared,” he admitted finally.

That earned a small smile from Catherine. “Good.”

Mike turned his head. “Good?”

“Yes. Good,” she answered.

Mike frowned. “I don’t follow.”

Catherine rolled onto her side and rested her head on her hand as she looked at him. “Mike, when was the last time you were actually scared of a decision?”

He opened his mouth, then closed it again. The annoying thing was that she had a point.

Most of the important things that had happened since arriving in Bloomingdale hadn’t really been decisions. They had happened to him. He had reacted. Adapted and gone along for the ride.

This felt different.

“I don’t know,” he admitted.

“Exactly.”

Mike sighed. “What if I hate it?”

“Then you hate it.”

“What if I get there and realize I made a mistake?”

“Then you made a mistake.”

Mike laughed. “You’re making this sound awfully simple.”

Catherine smiled. “Because it is.” She shifted closer and rested a hand on his chest. “You’re acting like somebody is asking you to sign your life away.”

Mike’s mind was racing, flashing back to feeling miserable in class, wondering whether he should drop out. “It kind of feels like that.”

“Mike.” Her tone immediately got his attention. “It’s three months.”

He sighed. “I know.”

“Three months.”

“I heard you the first time.”

“No, I don’t think you did,” Catherine said.

The amusement in her eyes made him smile despite himself.

Catherine continued. “If somebody offered you a three-month vacation in New York, would you go?”

“Probably.”

“If somebody offered you three months to try a different job, would you go?”

“Maybe.”

“If somebody offered you three months to figure out whether the future you walked away from was actually right for you, would you go?”

Mike didn’t answer immediately. Because that was the real question, wasn’t it?

Not the company. Not the internship. Not New York.

The future. The one he had abandoned. The one he still occasionally wondered about.

Catherine saw the realization happen behind his eyes. “There it is,” she said softly.

Mike groaned. “I hate when you do that.”

She chuckled. “What?”

“Read my mind.”

She laughed. “I’m not reading your mind. You’re just incredibly easy to read.”

Mike rolled his eyes. “Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

For a moment they lay there quietly.

Then Catherine’s expression softened. “Can I tell you what I think?”

Mike nodded.

“I think you’re afraid you’ll like it.”

That hit much closer to home than he wanted. He stared at the ceiling fan again. Because she was right.

If he hated New York, the decision would be easy. He would come home and never think about it again. The scary possibility was that he might enjoy it. That he might discover he had walked away from something he’d actually wanted, but would get to hate again once the years had flown by and it was too late to change. He would be all wrapped up in it.

“I don’t know who I’d be there,” he admitted.

Catherine was quiet for a second. Then she leaned forward and kissed his shoulder. “The same person you are here.”

Mike shook his head. “It doesn’t feel that simple.”

“Why not?”

“Because this life…” He gestured vaguely around them. “This isn’t exactly normal.”

Catherine laughed. “No argument there.”

“I mean it.”

“So do I.”

Mike looked at her.

Catherine met his gaze calmly. “Mike, do you honestly think three months in New York is going to erase everything you’ve become?”

When she put it that way, it sounded ridiculous. “No.”

“Exactly.” She squeezed his hand. “You’ll still be you.”

Mike stared at her for a moment.

God, she made it difficult to argue. “You’re really trying to get rid of me.”

Catherine laughed. “Please. If I wanted to get rid of you, I’d come up with something much more effective.”

That earned a laugh from him.

The tension in his chest was finally loosening.

Catherine smiled when she noticed. “I just want the best for you.”

Mike smiled. “Thank you.”

“Besides,” she said, “let’s look at the worst-case scenario.” She propped herself up on one elbow. “You go to New York. You spend three months in one of the most famous cities in the world. You try something new. You decide it’s not for you.”She shrugged. “Then you come home.”

Mike listened.

Catherine’s smile grew. “You come back here. To me. To Abigail. To your ridiculously sexy life in Bloomingdale.”

A laugh escaped him.

“Not bad,” Catherine said. “If you’d ask me.”

Mike looked at her for a long moment. Then he smiled. “No.”

“No?” she asked.

“No,” he repeated, and his smile widened. “Not bad at all.”


Chapter 4


Mike stood at the corner of a busy intersection, watching the city move around him.

New York seemed incapable of slowing down. Cars crawled through traffic while horns blared somewhere in the distance. People hurried along the sidewalks carrying coffees, briefcases, backpacks, or were lost in their phones. Towering buildings stretched into the sky on every side, making him feel smaller than he liked to admit.

Two weeks ago he had been sitting in Catherine’s kitchen. Now he was here. The thought still felt strange.

A gust of wind funneled between the buildings and tugged at his suit jacket as he continued down the sidewalk. He had bought a suit online. Luckily, it fit, although it was a bit too tight at the chest.

Things had moved incredibly fast after he told Catherine he would go for it and accept the internship. A phone call had been arranged. Then another. A handful of emails followed. Before he fully realized what was happening, he was packing his bags and saying goodbye.

Looking back, the whole thing still felt unusual.

There had been no interview. No lengthy application process. No competition. Just a few conversations with assistants and an invitation to come to New York.

The more he thought about it, the stranger it seemed.

If the company were as large and prestigious as Catherine had made it sound, surely they would have no shortage of candidates. Yet somehow they had shown an unusual amount of interest in a former college dropout who spent his days delivering packages around Bloomingdale.

Mike wasn’t stupid enough to miss how odd that was. Still, every time doubt appeared, curiosity won.

Just three months.

That had become his mantra.

Three months to see what this world was really like.

As he crossed the street with the crowd, his thoughts drifted back to his now former boss, Alonso.

That conversation had gone very differently than expected.

When Mike had walked into the dispatch office and explained the situation, he had fully expected resistance. Maybe disappointment. Possibly even anger. Instead, Alonso had leaned back in his chair and listened.

“A corporate internship?” the older man had asked.

Mike had nodded. “Yeah.”

Alonso had stared at him for a moment before laughing. “I always knew you’d leave eventually. I’d hoped it wouldn’t be as fast.”

That had caught Mike completely off guard. “What?”

“You’re an ambitious guy.”

Even now, standing in New York, Mike wasn’t sure he agreed with that assessment.

Me? Ambitious?

But Alonso had seemed convinced. After hearing the full story, the man had simply shrugged. “You should go.”

Mike had been surprised to hear that. “No hard feelings?”

Alonso had laughed again. “Why would there be hard feelings?”

“Because I’m leaving.”

The older man shook his head. “Mike, if this works out, good for you.” Then he had smiled. “And if it doesn’t, you’re welcome to come back.”

That part had surprised him even more. “Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

“You’d hire me again?”

Alonso had nodded. “You show up on time. You work hard. You don’t complain. Half my employees fail one of those requirements.”

Mike found himself smiling at the memory as he walked. The city felt a little less overwhelming when he remembered that conversation.

Because he wasn’t trapped here. That realization mattered.

If the internship turned out to be a disaster, he could go home. Back to Bloomingdale. Back to deliveries. Back to Catherine and Abigail.

His phone buzzed in his pocket.

A message from Catherine.

How’s New York?

Mike immediately smiled.

He looked up at the skyscrapers towering above him. The endless crowds. The flashing signs. The constant movement.

Then he looked back at the message. After a moment, he typed a reply.

Big.

The headquarters of Takeguchi Holdings occupied an entire corner of the block.

Mike stopped across the street for a moment and looked up.

Glass. Steel. Money.

The building seemed to stretch endlessly toward the sky. Men and women in expensive suits flowed in and out through the revolving doors while black cars pulled up along the curb.

It looked exactly like the kind of place he had imagined himself working at years ago.

Now, standing there with his hands in his pockets, he felt more like an imposter than a future corporate employee.

“Well,” he muttered to himself. “Too late to run now.”

He crossed the street.

The lobby was even more intimidating than the exterior. Marble floors gleamed beneath enormous chandeliers, and a security desk stood between several elevators and the entrance. The entire place smelled faintly of expensive perfume and freshly polished stone.

A few minutes later, he found himself stepping out of an elevator onto one of the building's highest floors.

The difference between this floor and the rest of the company was immediately noticeable.

The noise disappeared, and the movement slowed. Everything felt quieter, and even more expensive.

A receptionist sat behind a curved desk near the elevator lobby. After confirming his name, she smiled politely and gestured toward a set of large glass doors at the far end of the floor.

“Mrs. Takeguchi’s office is through there. Her assistant is expecting you.”

Mike thanked her and made his way down the corridor. His heart was beating in his throat. He felt very unprepared.

The view through the windows was ridiculous. New York stretched endlessly in every direction, the city looking almost unreal from this height.

When he reached the office suite, he paused.

A young Asian woman sat behind a sleek white desk positioned outside a set of double doors.

She looked up. Long dark hair framed a delicate face, and she wore a fitted navy business suit that somehow looked both professional and stylish.

Her eyes traveled over him. Not rudely, not even flirtatiously. It was more like she was comparing him to something. Or someone.

Then she smiled. “Mike Stewart?”

Her voice was smooth and pleasant.

Mike stepped forward. “That’s me. I’m here for the internship.”

Her smile widened slightly. “I’m Nami Sato,” she said, standing and extending her hand. “Takiguchi-san’s assistant.”

Her figure was slim, and he couldn’t help but catch a glimpse of her beautiful neckline. The ample curve at her chest also didn’t go unnoticed.

Mike shook her hand. Her grip was surprisingly firm. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“You too.”

The handshake lasted a fraction longer than necessary before she released him.

Nami sat back down while Mike remained standing in front of the desk.

For a second, she looked at him. The silence became just long enough to feel strange. Then she seemed to catch herself. “Sorry.”

Mike raised an eyebrow. “For what?”

A hint of amusement appeared in her eyes. “Nothing.”

Definitely something.

Mike had spent enough time around women to recognize curiosity when he saw it. Or maybe there was something with his suit? He quickly gazed downward, but didn’t see anything amiss.

Nami opened a folder on her desk. “How was your trip here?”

“Good,” he said.

“Apartment okay?”

Mike tilted his head. “All good. How did you know about the apartment?”

Nami smiled. “I arranged it.”

That explained a lot.

Mike had been happy—and surprised—to hear that an apartment was included with the internship. The room had been far nicer than he expected. Too nice, honestly.

“I was expecting a tiny studio,” Mike admitted.

“Mrs. Takeguchi doesn’t do things halfway.”

Mike studied her. She was a lovely girl, her almond eyes a gorgeous light brown.

He pointed toward the office doors behind her. “Should I be nervous?” he asked, to break the silence and lighten the awkward mood a bit.

That earned a genuine laugh. For the first time, she seemed less like a polished corporate assistant and more like a woman his own age. “Honestly?”

Mike nodded.

Nami looked at him for a moment. Then her smile softened. “A little.”

His eyebrows climbed. “A little?” He hadn’t expected her to actually say he should be worried.

“Yeah, a little,” she repeated.

“That’s not very reassuring,” he said with a chuckle, smiling at her.

“I know,” she said. “But does make it more fun, doesn’t it?” She winked playfully.

Mike was caught off guard and felt a blush creep up on his cheeks.

Suddenly a buzzer rang, almost making him

jump, and Nami stood up. She smoothed her jacket. “Mrs. Takeguchi is ready for you,” she said.

Mike looked toward the double doors. Then back at her. “Any last advice?”

Nami pursed her lips. “Just be yourself. Takeguchi-san loves honesty.” Her gaze went from his toes back to his face. “But I think you’ll do just fine.”

Something about the way she said it made him think there was more to that advice than she was willing to explain.

Before he could ask, she stepped around her desk and opened the doors.

“Takeguchi-san,” she said, looking into the office. “Mike Stewart is here.”

Then she glanced back at him.

And for the briefest moment, he thought he saw a twinkle in her eyes.

Mike stepped through the doors and immediately understood why Nami had looked so amused moments earlier.

The office was enormous.

Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped around two sides of the room, offering a breathtaking view of Manhattan. Sunlight spilled across carpeted floors and expensive furniture, while a seating area occupied one corner near the windows. Everything about the space communicated power and success. And money, lots of it.

And sitting behind the desk was Reiko Takeguchi. She rose the moment he entered.

The LinkedIn photograph had not prepared him. Not even close.

The woman looked to be in her early forties, but carried herself with the elegance of someone who had spent years operating at the highest levels of business. Her dark hair framed a striking face, and her cream-colored suit fit like a glove. She wasn’t dressed provocatively, yet there was something effortlessly captivating about her.

Most noticeable of all was her bright smile. “Mike Stewart,” she said warmly. “At last.”

Mike approached and offered his hand. “Mrs. Takeguchi.”

“Please. Call me Reiko.”

Her handshake was like Nami’s, soft but with a strong grip.

“Nice to meet you,” he said.

“Oh, trust me,” Reiko replied, still smiling. “The pleasure is mine.”

The comment caught Mike slightly off guard. Before he could think too much about it, she gestured toward a pair of chairs near the windows. “Come. Let’s sit.”

Mike followed her across the office. As she moved past him, he caught the faint scent of her perfume. It wasn’t overpowering, but it lingered enough to make itself known. Combined with her confidence and elegant appearance, it created a presence that left its impression.

He sat down opposite her.

“I have to admit,” she said, “Catherine undersold you.” Her gaze went down and up again, shamelessly taking him in.

Mike laughed politely. “That’s not something I expected to hear before even starting the internship.”

“Perhaps not.” The amusement in her eyes deepened. “Catherine and I go back a long way. We attended the same university.”Reiko smiled fondly. “She was every bit as stubborn back then as she is now.”

Mike chuckled. “That sounds about right.”

Reiko tilted her head and, seemingly casually, asked, “Do you see her often?”

The question sounded innocent. But Mike knew it wasn’t. “Occasionally,” he answered.

One of Reiko’s eyebrows rose. “Occasionally?”

Mike nodded. “Sure.”

Reiko studied him for a moment before smiling. “Interesting.”

Mike had a feeling she didn’t find it interesting at all. More likely, she didn’t believe him. “Catherine always had fascinating taste in people,” she said.

The way she emphasized the word taste made the implication obvious.

Mike decided not to engage. Instead, he glanced toward the skyline as he said, “I was surprised to hear about the internship.”

Reiko laughed softly. “Were you? Didn’t you study business?”

“Yes, but I didn’t graduate,” he said honestly.

Her smile remained. “Does that matter?” Her eyes flicked downward again for a moment. It was a blink-and-you-miss-it moment, but Mike caught it.

“And now…” she continued, “you are in deliveries, I heard.”

Mike nodded. “Yes.”

Reiko held his gaze and smiled. “A delivery man.”

“That would be me.”

Reiko straightened her posture. “So, do you have a package for me?” Her eyes shot up and down again.

Mike smirked at that. “Well, I guess I am the package.”

Reiko’s smile was small and controlled. “Oh, yes, you are,” she breathed.

Mike raised his eyebrows, her sudden husky voice sending a pleasant shiver through his body.

“As for the internship itself,” she said, voice back to normal, folding her hands together, “you’ll receive training during your first few weeks. There are several things I’d like you to become familiar with.”

Mike nodded. “Finance. Operations. Acquisitions. That sort of thing?”

“Operations. Exactly,” she said.

“Will I be rotating through them?” he asked.

Reiko’s smile returned. “For the most part, you’ll be working directly with me.”

Mike nodded slowly. “Directly with you?”

“Yes.”

The way Catherine described the company, he had imagined being one of dozens of interns shuffled through various departments.

This sounded considerably more personal.

“Is that how internships usually work here?” he asked.

“No.”

At least she was honest.

Reiko appeared thoroughly entertained by his reaction. “I prefer to keep an eye on promising talent personally.”

The compliment was delivered so smoothly that Mike wasn’t entirely sure how to respond.

He found himself increasingly aware of the unusual nature of the situation. No formal interview. A nice apartment. Personal attention from one of the company’s top executives. None of it fit together.

Trying to make sense of it, he asked the first question that came to mind. “When will I meet Mr. Takeguchi?”

Reiko stared at him for a second. Then she laughed.

Mike frowned. “What’s the matter?”

She shook her head. “Oh, Mike.”

The way she said his name sounded oddly affectionate.

“You won’t.”

“I won’t?”

She sat back in her chair. “No. Not if I can help it.” The smile never left her face. “You’ll be working with me.”

Mike sat there for a moment, trying to process that. “Okay,” he said.

Reiko’s eyes were powerfully brown, the stare in them magnetic. She knew how to work people; that much was sure. There was no doubt she was a top-class negotiator and a hardened businesswoman.

He felt like she could read him like an open book. It made Mike feel vulnerable, but it was also undeniably attractive.

Her aura was something else.

Reiko leaned forward, closing the gap between them, and showing more of her cleavage as well.

Mike tried not to look.

“You’ll learn quickly that my husband and I have very different responsibilities,” she said. “His attention is directed toward running the company. Mine is directed toward making sure opportunities aren’t missed.”

Mike wasn’t entirely sure what that meant.

Before he could ask, Reiko sat back in her chair. “Which reminds me. I want to take you out to dinner tonight.”

Mike thought he misheard for a moment. “Dinner?”

“Yes.”

The answer came as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. “I’d like us to talk more. I want to get to know you better.”

Mike tried not to look surprised, but his instincts immediately told him there was more to this than merely business.

Then again, maybe that was just because of the way she looked at him. Or the way she seemed to enjoy keeping him off balance.

“What time?” he asked.

“Eight.” Reiko smiled. “I’ll send a car.”

“That’s not necessary,” Mike almost said immediately.

“Oh, I know,” Reiko said. The smile deepened. “But I’d like to.”

There it was again. That feeling. The sense that she wasn’t accustomed to hearing the word no.

Then Reiko glanced toward the office doors. “Nami will show you around.” The mention of her assistant seemed to genuinely please her. “She’s excellent.”

Mike had no trouble believing that.

Reiko gestured at the door. “Nami handles most of the things that keep my life functioning.”

She stood up and walked back toward her desk. She picked up a tablet. “She’ll introduce you to the departments, and explain how things work around here.”

Mike stood as well.

The meeting had apparently ended.

Just as he was about to thank her, Reiko stepped closer. It was close enough that he caught the faint scent of her perfume once again. “I’m glad you accepted, Mike,” she said. Her voice had softened slightly.

“Thank you for the opportunity.”

Something flashed through her eyes. “Oh,” she said. “Something tells me this is going to be very enjoyable.”

Mike wasn’t entirely sure she was still talking about the internship.

A few moments later, he found himself back outside the office.

Nami was waiting at her desk. The moment she looked up and saw him, a knowing smile appeared on her face. “You’re alive.”

Mike chuckled. “Thought she was going to eat me or something?” he blurted out.

Nami stood and grabbed a tablet. “No, not yet. She’ll do that later.”

Mike narrowed his eyes. “Sorry?”

Nami didn’t respond and walked around her desk. “Follow me, I’ll show you around.”

Mike fell into step behind her, the soft click of her heels echoing down the hushed corridor like a private invitation.

He kept his eyes forward, or tried to, but the tailored navy skirt clung to the gentle flare of her hips with every step, the fabric stretching just enough to hint at the firm, rounded swell beneath.

Come on now. Be Professional.

Still, the memory of Reiko’s loaded “very enjoyable” comment lingered in the back of his mind.

They reached the bank of elevators. Nami tapped the down button with a manicured nail. The doors parted instantly, and she stepped inside first, turning to face him as he followed. He settled himself behind her.

This was a different elevator from the one he had taken up. The car was smaller than it looked from the outside—polished brass and mirrored walls that made the space feel narrow.

Nami stood close. Closer than necessary. Her shoulder brushed his arm, and the faint spice of her perfume wrapped around him again, warmer now.

The doors slid shut. For a heartbeat, the elevator was silent except for the low hum of descent.

Nami shifted her weight, adjusting the tablet in her hands, and then—without warning—her stylus slipped free, clattering to the floor between them.

“Oh, damn,” she murmured, already bending at the waist to retrieve it.

Time slowed.

She folded forward in one fluid motion, the pencil skirt tightening across her ass like a second skin. The curve of it pressed back against the front of Mike’s slacks with sudden, unmistakable firmness.

The heat of her body radiated through the thin layers of fabric, the subtle give of muscle and softness molding right against his crotch.

Blood rushed south before his brain could catch up.

Reflex took over, and his hands shot out to catch her, and gripped her hips; fingers digging into the narrow dip where waist flared into that luscious ass, steadying her, pulling her back just a fraction more.

Then reality slammed back in.

“Oh—“ He released her like she’d burned him, hands flying up and away. “Shit—sorry.”

Nami straightened fast, cheeks flushed a deep, pretty pink that spread all the way to the delicate shell of her ear.

She clutched the stylus like a lifeline, eyes wide, lips parted. For the first time since he’d met her, she looked genuinely rattled. “No, I—I dropped it,” she stammered, voice breathy. “My fault.”

The elevator chimed. The doors opened on the next floor down.

A middle-aged businessman stepped in, briefcase in hand, offering them both a curt nod. He positioned himself near the doors, oblivious.

Nami moved half a step closer to Mike again—whether from habit or something else, he couldn’t tell—but the air between them now crackled.

She kept her gaze fixed straight ahead, yet he caught the way her fingers tightened around the tablet, the faint rise and fall of her chest beneath the crisp white blouse.

Mike stared at the glowing floor numbers, pulse hammering. He could still feel the ghost of her hips under his palms.

Jesus.

The businessman got off four floors later. The doors closed again, and the silence returned, thicker this time.

Nami’s blush had faded to a soft glow, but she didn’t look at him. Mike didn’t trust himself to speak.

When the elevator finally opened on their destination floor, Nami stepped out with professional grace, as if nothing had happened. “This way,” she said, voice steady again, though the pink still lingered at the tips of her ears. “We’ll start with Finance and move through Operations. Acquisitions is on the other side of the floor—Reiko likes her interns to see the full pipeline.”

She led him through a whirlwind of glass-walled offices and open-plan desks, introducing him to department heads whose names blurred together almost immediately.

Mike nodded, shook hands, murmured the right pleasantries. But his attention kept fracturing. Every time Nami turned to gesture at a monitor or point out a conference room, his eyes betrayed him—tracing the line of her neck, the way the suit jacket nipped in at her waist, the subtle sway of her hips that now carried an entirely new weight.

He kept seeing it: the way she’d bent, the perfect heart-shaped press of her ass, the heat that had seared straight through his pants.

She leaned over a colleague’s desk to pull up a spreadsheet, and the skirt rode up just enough to remind him again.

When she straightened and caught him looking, her gaze flicked down for the briefest moment before she smiled, almost shyly. “Any questions so far?”

Mike cleared his throat. “A few.”

None I can ask in public.

Nami’s eyes sparkled with something that definitely wasn’t just professional courtesy.

“But I can ask those later. We can go on,” he said.

She tucked a strand of dark hair behind her ear and continued the tour, but Mike was already gone—lost in the afterimage of that accidental contact, the firm, delicious reality of her body, and the quiet, electric certainty that three months in New York had just gotten a whole lot more complicated.

And a whole lot more interesting.


Chapter 5


The black town car glided through the glittering evening streets of Manhattan.

Mike sat in the back, fingers drumming restlessly on his knee, his suit suddenly feeling way too tight across his shoulders.

Streetlights strobed across the tinted windows, catching the nervous sheen of sweat at his temples.

Just dinner. Business dinner. With your boss. Who happens to look like she stepped out of a magazine.

The memory of Nami’s ass pressing back against him in the elevator hadn’t helped his nerves one bit. Neither had the way Reiko had looked at him in her office.

The driver, a silent older man in a crisp uniform, finally spoke as they pulled up to a discreet brick building tucked between two skyscrapers. No sign out front. Just a single brass plaque that read L’Horizon.

“Ask for Mrs. Takeguchi,” the driver said, voice neutral. “She’s already inside.”

Mike swallowed, nodded, and stepped out into the night air.

The restaurant looked expensive in that way that screamed old money with dark wood, soft lighting spilling from frosted glass windows, and low laughter drifting out.

It reminded him of the fancy place he had gone with Abigail, only then on steroids. The memory of that night somehow now seemed to be in a faraway past; a different world.

He straightened his tie, and pushed through the heavy door.

Inside, the maître d’ didn’t even blink at his name. “Mrs. Takeguchi is expecting you, Mr. Stewart. Right this way.”

The man led him through the intimate dining room, past tables where people who looked like they ran the world were laughing over wine that probably cost more than Mike’s old apartment rent.

Every step made him more aware of how out of place he felt. Suit and tie or not, he was still the delivery guy from Bloomingdale pretending he belonged here.

Then he saw her.

Reiko sat at a corner table bathed in warm amber light, and the sight hit him like a physical blow. She wasn’t wearing the cream suit from earlier. This dress was something else entirely: deep emerald silk that accentuated every curve, as if it had been poured over her body.

The neckline plunged dramatically, revealing the smooth swell of her full breasts and the elegant line of her collarbones. Her arms were bare, toned and graceful, one resting lightly on the table as she sipped from a glass of red wine. Her dark hair was swept up, a few loose strands framing her striking face, and when she looked up and saw him, her smile bloomed.

“Mike,” she said, her voice like warm honey. “Please have a seat.”

He managed a nod as he slid into the chair opposite her. Up close, she was even more radiant with her skin glowing, lips painted a deep, seductive red, and eyes sparkling with something that felt dangerously like anticipation.

The dress shifted as she leaned forward, offering an even better view of that breathtaking cleavage, and Mike had to force his gaze back to her face.

“You look… incredible,” he said before he could stop himself. He realized he was talking to his boss, and cursed himself.

Reiko’s laugh was soft, delighted. “Flattery already? I like you more every minute.” She lifted the bottle from the ice bucket herself and filled his glass. “Drink. You look like you need it.”

The wine was rich, and probably older than he was. It slid down his throat like liquid velvet, and Reiko kept it flowing.

They started with small talk about the apartment, and how the tour with Nami had gone. But her questions grew more personal with every pour.

“So,” she said, swirling her wine, eyes locked on his over the rim of the glass, “what’s your type, Mike?”

He blinked. “My… type?”

She smiled, patient. “The kind of woman who catches your eye. Be honest.”

He thought of Catherine’s sharp tongue and wicked grin, Abigail’s soft curves and playful energy. Then his mind flashed—unhelpfully—to the way Nami’s ass had felt pressed against him. “I… I like women who know what they want,” he said carefully. “Smart. Direct. Beautiful, obviously.”

Reiko’s smile deepened, pleased. “And do you have a girlfriend back home?”

He hesitated, but the wine loosened his tongue more than it should have. “Yeah.” Then he decided to go for it. “Two, actually.”

Her eyebrows rose, but not in shock—in delight. “Two? My, my. How exciting. Catherine did say you were special.”

Mike’s pulse kicked up. She said it so casually, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Reiko leaned in, the deep V of her dress offering that stunning view again that made his mouth go dry. “Do you like older women, Mike?”

The directness stole the air from his lungs. He met her eyes, those powerful brown eyes that seemed to see straight through him, and answered honestly. “Yeah. I do.”

She looked positively radiant at that, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across her lips. “Good boy.”

Those words sent a powerful jolt through him.

The conversation flowed on, the wine further loosening everything between them. Then, without warning, Reiko set her glass down and fixed him with a look that pinned him to his chair.

“So,” she said, voice dropping to something low and intimate, “how exactly do you know Cathy? Are you sleeping together?”

Mike nearly choked on his wine. “I—uh—”

Reiko didn’t blink. She leaned forward, elbows on the table, cleavage on full, breathtaking display. “Come on, Mike. Don’t dance around it. You said you like older women. So are you having sex with her?”

The question was flat, direct, almost clinical—and hearing those words in her elegant, cultured voice made heat flood straight to his groin.

It felt filthy and thrilling all at once, like she’d just reached under the table and wrapped her hand around him.

He stared at her, heart hammering. The restaurant noise faded to a distant hum. There was no judgment in her eyes, only hungry curiosity.

“Yeah,” he admitted, voice rough. “I am.”

Reiko’s smile was slow, triumphant. “I knew it.” She sat back, looking utterly pleased with herself, and took another sip of wine. “Catherine always gets what she wants. And from what I’ve seen… so do you.”

The conversation drifted back to lighter things, but the air between them had changed—thick with possibility. Reiko had turned even more flirty, complimenting his muscular frame and how she could imagine Catherine having a great time with it.

Near the end of the meal, Reiko checked her watch and gave him a decisive nod.

“Be at my office tomorrow at nine sharp,” she said. “I have an important meeting. I want you there. You’ll sit in, observe… and I’ll need you for something specific.” Her eyes sparkled. “Tomorrow the internship really begins, Mike. No more hand-holding.”

He nodded, pulse still racing. “Nine sharp. Got it.”

Outside, the same town car waited as if it had never left. Reiko walked him to it, her hand brushing his arm, a touch that lingered.

For a moment, Mike thought she was going to invite him over, but another sleek black car pulled up behind it for her.

Separate rides.

She turned to him one last time, the night breeze teasing the strands of hair at her neck. “Sleep well,” she murmured. “You’re going to need it.”

Then she slid into her own car with the grace of someone who owned the city, and both vehicles pulled away into the glittering lights of New York.

Mike leaned back against the leather seat as his driver merged into traffic, the taste of expensive wine still on his tongue and the memory of Reiko’s plunging neckline burned behind his eyes.

“Jesus,” he muttered, feeling hot. He pulled his necktie off.

The driver looked at him through the back view mirror.

Mike could feel the man’s smile.

Good ahead, smile, you bastard.

Mike felt fired up. He wanted to impress Reiko, and show her what he had. Maybe it was the wine, but he wanted to rock this internship.

Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter 6


Mike checked his watch for the third time as the elevator climbed toward the executive floor. It was 8:55. Close enough.

He straightened his tie, and stepped out into the quiet hush of the top level.

Nami was already waiting, looking like she’d been pacing. Her dark hair was slightly mussed, and she grabbed his arm the second he appeared.

“You’re late,” she hissed, steering him briskly down the corridor toward Reiko’s double doors.

“It’s 8:55—”

“Nine o’clock means you’re here at eight-thirty at the latest,” she snapped under her breath. “She’s already in the meeting. Go, go, go.”

The instruction made zero sense, but there was no time to argue. Nami practically shoved him through the doors and pulled them shut behind him with a soft click.

Reiko sat behind her massive desk like a queen on her throne, eyes locked on the large monitor in front of her. She was mid-sentence, voice crisp and professional, discussing something with whoever was on the video call.

Another power look had replaced the emerald dress from last night; this one a sleek black sheath that rode high on her thighs. Her hair was tightly pinned up, makeup flawless. She looked every inch the untouchable executive.

Until her gaze flicked to Mike.

The glare she shot him was sharp enough to cut glass. He froze halfway to the guest chair, heat crawling up his neck.

Shit.

Awkward didn’t begin to cover it. He started to sit anyway, but Reiko’s hand lifted from the desk in a sharp, impatient gesture—come here.

He obeyed, rounding the desk. She didn’t look at him again, still speaking smoothly—something about margins and market share, but her other hand moved in a clear downward motion.

Mike frowned.

What?

She repeated it, bigger this time—two quick, unmistakable points toward the floor beneath her desk.

His brain short-circuited for a second.

Under the desk?

He glanced at the monitor; the camera angle was high, focused on her face and shoulders. The rest of her was hidden.

Realization hit him like a freight train. She wasn’t asking. She was ordering.

Heart pounding, he dropped to his knees and crawled under the massive desk.

Maybe she dropped something? Notes. A pen…

The space was dim, intimate, scented faintly with her perfume and the warm leather of her chair.

He turned—and froze.

Reiko’s legs were already slightly parted. The short hem of her dress had ridden up, revealing smooth, toned thighs and… nothing else. No panties. Just the soft, bare lips of her womanhood.

His mouth went dry.

Then her thighs spread wider in a deliberate, silent invitation. One manicured hand slipped down between her legs, two fingers gesturing him forward.

She tapped her pussy once, twice—then pointed straight at her slick entrance.

The message was unmistakable.

Eat me.

Mike’s pulse roared in his ears. This was wild. A meeting was happening six inches above his head. Reiko’s voice never wavered, cool and commanding as she discussed acquisition targets.

But down here, hidden from the world, she was offering him something raw and filthy.

He couldn’t resist.

He leaned in, hands sliding up her thighs to hold them open, and dragged his tongue slowly up the length of her vagina.

She tasted sweet and heady. A faint tremor ran through her muscles: the only sign she felt anything at all.

He did it again, firmer this time, circling her clit with the flat of his tongue before dipping lower to push inside her.

Reiko’s thighs clenched around his head for a split second, then relaxed.

On the call, she laughed politely at something someone said, the sound perfectly composed. Under the desk, her free hand found the back of his head and pressed him harder against her.

Mike lost himself in it. He licked and sucked with growing hunger, tongue flicking rapidly over her, then sliding deep again.

Her pussy clasped around him, growing wetter by the second. He could feel her fighting to stay still—her thighs trembling, her hips making tiny, desperate rolls against his mouth.

He sucked her clit between his lips, and her hand tightened in his hair hard enough to sting.

She was close. He could feel it.

He doubled down, licking faster, two fingers slipping inside her to curl against that sensitive spot while his mouth devoured her. Her walls clamped down on him, thighs shaking violently now.

Then she came—hard.

A sudden, hot gush flooded his mouth as she squirted, silent and powerful. Clear fluid splashed across his lips, chin, and cheeks, dripping down his jaw.

Her pussy pulsed against his tongue in long, rhythmic waves, but above the desk her voice never changed—still discussing timelines and deliverables like the consummate professional she was.

When the tremors finally eased, her hand released his hair. She gave two quick taps on his head: good boy.

Mike eased back, face drenched and shining, cock straining against his pants.

He crawled out from under the desk on shaky knees. Reiko didn’t even glance at him. She gestured smoothly toward a narrow door on the side wall, still talking.

He slipped through it to find a sleek private bathroom. It was marble, with soft lighting and a stack of thick white towels on a heated rack.

He grabbed one and wiped his face, staring at himself in the mirror.

His reflection looked wrecked: hair mussed, cheeks flushed.

He looked exactly like what he was—someone who’d just been used for the boss’s pleasure during a million-dollar meeting.

And as the realization settled over him, warm and filthy and undeniable, Mike finally understood exactly what this “internship” was really about.

He wasn’t here to learn finance.

He was here to serve Reiko Takeguchi in every way she wanted.

Mike stood in the private bathroom for a long moment, towel still clutched in his hand, staring at his own reflection.

His face was clean now, but Reiko’s taste lingered on his tongue. He smirked, as it reminded him of Janice when she had sat on his face in her kitchen.

Life, man.

He turned to the door and hesitated, fingers tightening on the handle.

What the hell do I do now? Walk out as if nothing happened? Pretend this is normal?

Part of him wanted to slip out the side door. The rest of him, the part that still felt the ghost of her thighs clamped around his head, wanted to stay right here and see how much further this could go.

He opened the door and stepped back into the office.

Reiko was still at her desk, engaged in the meeting. She didn’t even glance his way. Instead, she made a small, dismissive gesture toward the door—out.

Mike obeyed without a word. The heavy door clicked shut behind him.

Nami was at her desk in the outer office, fingers flying across her keyboard as she typed an email. She didn’t look up at first.

Mike dropped into one of the sleek leather chairs opposite her and waited, heart still beating too hard.

After a few seconds, she paused, glanced up, and her eyes widened slightly at the faint flush still on his cheeks and the slightly damp collar of his shirt. A little smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. “How was that?” she asked, her voice low and casual, as if she were asking about the weather.

Mike let out a short, stunned laugh. “Guess the internship has started.”

Nami gave a single nod, as if that settled it, and went back to typing.

He sat there for another few seconds, the silence stretching. Then the words tumbled out before he could stop them. “There never was an internship, was there?”

Nami’s fingers slowed but didn’t stop.

“No own desk,” he went on, ticking the points off on his fingers. “Vague explanations about what I was supposed to do. Yesterday when you showed me around, nobody had a clue who I was or what I was even doing there. It was all a lie, wasn’t it?”

Nami finished her sentence, hit send, and finally sat back. She studied him for a moment, dark eyes unreadable. “There is an internship,” she said calmly. “Your job is to take care of Takeguchi-san when she pleases.”

Mike stared at her. “That is no internship.”

“From a certain point of view,” she replied with a tiny shrug.

“From no point of view is that an internship.”

Nami returned to her typing, the soft click of keys filling the silence like nothing unusual had been said.

Mike gently bit his tongue, jaw tight. He could feel the heat creeping back into his face. After another long beat, he asked, quieter this time, “Have there been many before me?”

Nami didn’t look up. “Quite a few.”

He waited.

“They never last long,” she added after a moment. “Only one did, actually. The full three months. But…” She trailed off, lips pressing together.

“But?”

“Nothing.”

The word hung there, heavy and final. Mike leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “And what about Mr. Takeguchi?”

Nami shrugged, elegant and unbothered. “What about him?”

Mike nodded slowly, the pieces clicking into place with a strange, surreal clarity. “Okay. I see.”His chuckle was soft, almost fond.

It was Bloomingdale all over again, but in upper-class New York.

Bloomingdale. Catherine’s house, Abigail’s laugh, Janice’s teasing, the messy, beautiful chaos that had somehow become home.

This was the same game, just with bigger buildings, better suits, and a hell of a lot more money. And Reiko… God, Reiko. The way she’d looked at him last night, the way she’d come on his tongue without making a sound, the effortless power she wore like perfume.

He sat back, mind racing.

Call it quits. Right now. Get on a train back to Bloomingdale before this gets any messier.

It would be the smart move—the safe one.

But then he remembered the slow smile she’d given him across the dinner table, the way her emerald dress had clung to her body, the quiet command in her voice when she’d told him to be here at nine sharp.

The way she had gestured to go under her desk and eat her out…

The urge to stay—to see what else she might demand of him—flooded through his chest.

Mike let out a long breath.

He wasn’t leaving. Not yet.


Chapter 7


The rest of the day passed in a strange, quiet blur. Reiko never called for him again. No mysterious meetings, no Nami rushing him anywhere.

He sat in the outer office for a while, answered a couple of vague emails Nami forwarded, then was politely dismissed with a “We’ll see you tomorrow, Mike.”

At this rate, he started to miss his delivery job. The meditative experience of driving from place to place, moving around; nothing of this static desk shit.

By five-thirty, he was back in the sleek apartment they had arranged for him.

The place was ridiculous, honestly. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Hudson, open-plan kitchen with wide counters, a bedroom bigger than his old place in Bloomingdale, and a shower that rained hot water from six different directions.

The whole place smelled faintly of expensive linen and whatever high-end diffuser Nami had probably set up before he arrived.

He’d laughed the first time he walked in. Now it just felt like another reminder that none of this was normal.

Mike stepped out of the shower, steam still curling around him, and wrapped a thick white towel low around his hips.

Water droplets traced down his chest and abs as he walked barefoot through the living room.

The city lights were starting to sparkle outside the glass, turning the river into a ribbon of black and gold.

He grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, twisted the cap, and wandered toward the bedroom, mind replaying the morning on an endless loop. He was half-hard again just thinking about it.

A sharp ding-dong cut through the quiet.

Mike didn’t think. He crossed the living room and pulled the door open.

Nami stood in the hallway, a thin folder in her hands, wearing the same navy suit she had worn that morning. Her eyes flicked down instantly—over his bare chest, the deep V of the towel, the sharp cut of his hips—and widened. “Oh,” she breathed.

For a second she looked genuinely shocked, cheeks flushing that pretty pink he was starting to like way too much. Then her gaze lingered, slow and appreciative, and the shock melted into something warmer.

Mike realized too late what he was wearing. Or rather, what he wasn’t. “Shit. Sorry. I just got out of the shower. Come in.”

He stepped aside. Nami hesitated for half a second, then slipped past him, the scent of her perfume brushing over his damp skin.

She held up the folder like a shield.

“Tomorrow’s itinerary,” she said, voice a little tighter than usual. “Reiko wants you in the conference room at nine-thirty. There’s a client lunch after that, and… other things.”

Mike took the folder, tossed it onto the kitchen island without looking. “What else?”

“Nothing.” She shrugged, but her eyes kept drifting down his chest, across his stomach, to where the towel was precariously knotted.

He leaned against the counter, arms crossed, letting her look. “You could’ve just emailed it.”

“I know.”

“So why’d you come?”

Nami met his eyes. The flush on her cheeks deepened, but she didn’t look away. “Wanted to see if you were doing okay. You know, after this morning. You seemed a bit out of it.”

“Yeah,” he said, voice low. “I’m fine. Thanks.”

“Okay.”

Silence followed. The feelings that remained unspoken hung heavy in the air.

Then they both moved.

Nami surged forward, hands sliding up his bare chest, and Mike met her halfway, mouth crashing into hers.

The kiss was wild and messy. She tasted like mint and coffee, and she kissed like she’d been thinking about it all day: desperate with her tongue sliding against his as her fingers touched him all over.

Mike groaned into her mouth, backing her against the kitchen island, hands roaming down her sides, gripping her hips through the tight skirt.

Finally he could feel that wonderful ass in his hands.

She whimpered when he pressed his body against hers, the towel doing nothing to hide how hard he already was.

One of her hands slipped between them and wrapped around his thick shaft through the soft terrycloth. She tugged the towel open with a sharp yank and it dropped to the floor.

Nami’s fingers closed around his bare cock, and she stroked him.

Mike hissed against her lips.

She pumped him faster, her breath coming in short, needy gasps between kisses.

“Nami—“ he murmured her name.

She made a soft, desperate sound and kissed him harder, stroking him like she couldn’t get enough, her other hand tangled in his damp hair.

Then, just as suddenly, she froze.

Her hand stilled on his cock. Her eyes flew open. Something—panic, maybe guilt—flashed across her face. “Shit,” she whispered.

She pulled away so fast he stumbled forward, cock still rock-hard and glistening, bobbing in the cool air between them.

Nami bolted for the door without another word. The door slammed behind her.

Mike stood there naked in the middle of the apartment, chest heaving, cock tingling, staring at the closed door as it might open again and she’d come back to give him some kind of explanation.

It didn’t.

He let out a low, frustrated laugh.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered to the empty room. “New York, New York.”


Chapter 8


Mike arrived at the executive floor at eight-thirty sharp the next morning, coffee in hand and nerves already working his system.

He wasn’t about to give anyone an excuse to call him late again. The office was still quiet, the morning sun coming in through the tall windows and turning the floors into mirrors.

Nami was already at her desk, perfectly put together in a crisp white blouse and grey skirt, hair pinned back, typing behind her computer.

She glanced up when he approached, offered a polite smile, and went right back to her screen, as if yesterday’s frantic make-out session in his apartment had never happened. Like she hadn’t wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked him like there was no tomorrow.

Mike set his coffee down and cleared his throat. “Nami… about yesterday—“

“Not now,” she cut in smoothly, without missing a keystroke. Her voice was cool, professional, the faint blush on her cheeks the only crack in the armor. “Reiko’s expecting you inside. She’s on a call.”

He stared at her for a second longer. She didn’t look up again. Message received.

He pushed through the double doors into Reiko’s office.

Reiko was behind her desk, elegant as ever in tailored business attire, speaking in rapid, confident Japanese to whoever was on the large monitor.

Her eyes flicked to him when he entered, but she didn’t pause the conversation. Mike took a seat in one of the guest chairs and waited, trying not to replay the feel of her thighs around his head.

The call wrapped up a few minutes later. Reiko tapped a key to end the video and finally turned her full attention to him. A slow, satisfied smile curved her lips.

“Good morning, Mike.”

“Morning.”

She stood, smoothing her dress down over her hips. “I have to run to a meeting across town. Ask Nami for today’s tasks—she’ll keep you busy.” Reiko rounded the desk, heels clicking softly, and stopped right in front of him.

Before he could respond, she leaned in, cupped his jaw with one hand, and kissed him on his mouth.

It wasn’t a quick peck. Her lips were soft, sure, and lingered just long enough for the faint taste of her lipstick and the scent of her to flood his senses.

Then she pulled back, eyes sparkling with amusement at the startled look on his face.

“Be good,” she murmured. “I’ll see you tonight.”

And just like that, she was gone—striding out the door with her bag and leaving the faint click of the latch behind her.

Mike sat there, lips still tingling from the kiss. The office felt suddenly quiet and too large.

He stood up and headed back out to Nami’s desk. She didn’t look surprised to see him. Of course she didn’t. She knew Reiko’s schedule inside out.

“Reiko said to ask you for tasks,” he said, trying to keep his voice even.

Nami finally met his eyes, the corner of her mouth twitching like she knew exactly how off-balance he felt. She slid a slim tablet across the desk toward him.

Mike didn’t look at it. “Do I need to get under your desk?” he asked coolly.

Nami paused a moment, then a red blush formed on her cheeks. “That—that won’t be necessary,” she said.

“Yesterday evening seemed fine,” he said.

Nami didn’t meet his gaze. “I have a few documents that need sorting—”

“Everything okay?”

She sighed, seemingly annoyed. “Yes,” she said with a biting tone. “Now will you allow me to explain what needs to get done today?”

Such fire. He wondered what was bugging her. Did she regret giving in to her feelings last night?

“Okay, sure,” he said and sat down. “Actual internship work, huh?” he said.

That made her chuckle. “Yes, as I told you before, there is an actual internship.”

That still sounded like bullshit.

“From a certain point of view,” Mike said teasingly.

Nami rolled her eyes and shoved a tablet toward him over her desk. “Let’s get started.”

The day was boring at best. They didn’t speak about last night, though there was definitely a lingering tension between them. But Mike didn’t push, and kept things professional throughout the day.

Nami left abruptly around six, telling him to just leave when he was ready. She also said to keep an eye on his phone.

Mike suddenly remembered Reiko saying she would see him tonight. Butterflies teased his stomach as he remembered the promising kiss.

He looked around him, now totally alone.

The outer office was silent, the city lights beginning to twinkle through the windows.

Nami’s desk was immaculate, her chair pushed in neatly. Reiko’s double doors stood half-open, the big room beyond dark except for the low glow of the skyline.

Mike hesitated only a second before he stood and walked inside.

The space felt different without her in it; still commanding and expensive, but quieter.

He moved slowly around the massive desk, fingers trailing over the smooth edge of the wood: a sleek monitor, a leather notebook, a single Montblanc pen lined up with military precision.

On the credenza behind the desk sat a few framed photos. One showed Reiko in a sharp business suit shaking hands with some gray-haired CEO type.

Another captured her on a yacht somewhereMediterranean, wind whipping her dark hair, a confident smile on her face. No husband in sight. Not in any of them.

He opened the top drawer—nothing but stationery and a spare lipstick in a deep red that made his pulse kick.

The next drawer held a small black lacquered box. Inside: a delicate gold necklace with a single emerald pendant and a hotel key card from the Peninsula Paris, dated last year.

Mike turned the card over in his fingers, wondering who she’d been with, what kind of trip it had been.

A leather-bound journal sat on the corner of the desk. He flipped it open to a random page—neat, elegant handwriting in both English and Japanese, notes on deals, reminders, and then a single underlined line near the bottom: Keep him close. He’s different.

Mike’s breath caught. He closed the journal quickly, pulse hammering, and stepped back.

On the far wall hung a single piece of art. It was a bold, abstract painting in deep reds and golds that looked expensive as hell. Beneath it, a small shelf held a half-empty bottle of very old scotch and two crystal glasses. One of the glasses still had a faint smear of her lipstick on the rim.

He stood there in the quiet, the city moving on far below.

Reiko Takeguchi wasn’t just playing games. She was a force of nature. Beautiful, powerful, and apparently very interested in keeping him close.

The soft click of the outer doors was the only warning he got.

Mike startled hard, nearly knocking the scotch off the shelf as he spun around.

Reiko stood in the doorway, silhouetted against the city lights, still in the sleek black business attire from earlier. Her dark hair was down now, falling in loose waves over one shoulder, and her lipstick looked freshly touched up.

“Spying on me, huh?” she asked, voice low and amused.

He didn’t even try to deny it. “Guilty.”

She came closer, slowly, the heels of her shoes tapping softly on the carpeted floor.

When she reached him, she stopped just inside his personal space. “Or were you hoping to find some spare panties in there?” she murmured, eyes sparkling.

“Obviously,” Mike said.

Reiko laughed with a rich, genuine sound that filled the quiet office and sent a pleasant shiver straight down his spine.

She kicked off her high heels one by one, letting them tumble carelessly to the floor, then sighed as she flexed her bare feet. “God, that feels much better.”

She rolled her ankles, the motion making the hem of her dress ride a fraction higher up her toned thighs. “You’ve been doing very well so far, Mike. I have to say… I haven’t wet the carpet like that in a long time.”

The casual compliment hit him low in the gut. He remembered the way she’d trembled under his tongue, the hot rush of her release across his face.

She moved past him to the small marble bar tucked against the far wall, hips swaying. Bottles clinked softly as she poured two glasses of the same dark, expensive scotch he’d seen earlier.

“There is no real internship, is there?” Mike asked, watching her.

Reiko glanced at him over her shoulder, the city lights painting gold across her cheekbones. She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she finished pouring, set the bottle down, and turned to face him fully, leaning back against the bar. “My life is very stressful,” she said. “The company, the deals, the constant pressure. And my marriage…” She gave a small, elegant shrug. “It’s been over for years in every way that matters. We stay together on paper to protect the company—joint ownership, public image, all of that. But we live completely separate lives. I haven’t had anyone who can truly satisfy me in longer than I care to admit.”

She picked up both glasses and crossed back to him, stopping so close their bodies nearly touched. Her voice dropped, intimate and honest. “I need someone who can keep me pleased. Someone who can give my body exactly what it needs and craves… whenever I want it.”

Mike held her gaze, heart pounding. “And that somebody is me.”

Reiko’s smile was predatory and utterly satisfied. She handed him one of the glasses, her fingers touching his. “Well,” she said, clinking her glass lightly against his, “yes.”

The scotch burned warm and smooth down his throat as they stood there in the glowing office, the city sprawled out beneath them.

Reiko’s eyes stayed locked on his as she took a slow sip of scotch, the glass catching the city lights.

Then she set her drink down with a soft clink, stepped closer, and slid her hands up his chest. “No more talking,” she whispered.

She kissed him hard.

It wasn’t the elegant kiss from earlier. This one was passionate, with her body pressing flush against him.

Mike's hands found her waist, pulling her tighter. The scotch and her saliva mixed on his tongue, heady and addictive.

Reiko broke the kiss just long enough to shove him backward into the big leather chair behind her desk. He dropped into it.

She climbed onto his lap without hesitation, straddling him, the hem of her black dress riding high up her thighs.

The city was a glittering backdrop to their moving shapes.

“You have no idea how badly I’ve wanted this,” she breathed, rolling her hips in a slow, filthy circle. “All day. Thinking about you… about your cock…”

She reached between them, unzipped him, and freed his shaft. Her hand wrapped around him, stroking him before she rose on her knees, yanked her dress higher, and sat down.

He felt his tip push against her pussy, noticing she hadn’t been wearing panties.

Then he slowly entered her, arousal nearing blinding him.

She was tight. Reiko moaned low in her throat, eyes fluttering shut for a second as she took him fully, her pussy stretching around every inch.

Then she started riding him.

Her hands braced on his shoulders, fingers digging in through his shirt as she bounced on his cock with a ruthless rhythm.

This woman had been starving for cock.

The beating of their bodies slamming together filled the office, wet and loud.

Her full breasts strained against the front of her dress with every thrust, nipples visible through the thin fabric.

“Fuck—yes, just like that,” she gasped, her voice breaking from its usual polished tone. She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “Talk dirty to me, Mike. Come on… I’m your slut tonight. Tell me what you’re going to do to me.”

The words sent a fresh surge of arousal through him. Mike gripped her ass harder, fingers sinking into the soft, firm flesh as he thrust up to meet her.

“You’re my slut?” he growled, voice rough. “Then take this cock like one. Ride it, Reiko. Let the whole city watch you get fucked in your own office.”

She whimpered, a needy, broken sound he never expected from her, and slammed down harder. Her pussy was soaking his lap already.

“Yes—yes,” she panted, grinding her clit against him on every stroke. “I’m your dirty little slut. Use me.”

“You’re mine,” he groaned. “You love this, don’t you? Love getting ruined right where you make all your big decisions.”

Reiko’s head fell back, dark hair spilling over her shoulders, lips parted in raw pleasure. She rode him even faster, the chair creaking dangerously beneath them, her moans growing louder and filthier with every dirty word he fed her.

“Playing the big boss, ey? You’re just a hungry slut underneath it all,” he said, his voice shaking.

“Yes! Harder—fuck me harder,” she begged, nails raking down his chest. “I’m your slut, Mike. Make me cum all over you.”

He thrust up brutally, meeting her bounce for bounce, the wet sounds echoing off the glass walls. “Cum for me. Squirt all over me.”

Reiko cried out, body locking up as her orgasm shook through her. Her pussy clamped down hard, then pulsed wildly—she came up and hot fluid gushed out in powerful spurts that soaked his cock, his thighs, and the leather beneath them.

She cursed, then quickly inserted him again with a shaking hand. She then continued riding with her hips stuttering, another smaller squirt spilling out as she shook and whimpered in his arms.

Mike didn’t stop. He held on to her as he stood up and flipped her in one smooth motion, bending her over the wide desk so her breasts pressed against the cool wood and her ass was presented to him.

He positioned his cock and slammed back into her from behind. She was so wet and stretched he slid in with ease now. He fucked her through the aftershocks of her orgasm.

“Yes—don—don’t stop,” she gasped, pushing back against him. “Use me. Fill me up. Please!”

He gripped her hips and pounded into her, the city lights glittering beyond the glass like an audience.

Reiko’s moans turned into desperate, broken cries, and another orgasm hit fast and hard—his cock was forced out by her inner walls as another messy squirt splashed down her thighs.

He rapidly flicked his tip against her pussy as her squirt came out, making her spray all over. The warm liquid stimulated him, making him light headed with ecstasy. He then quickly pushed his cock back in and resumed pounding.

It was so exciting, Mike couldn’t hold back any longer. With a deep cry, he pushed inward and came, shooting his load inside her in fantastic bliss.

“Oh—yes! Fill me please! I want it all!” Reiko cried out, her voice trembling.

“Oh, fuck—“ Mike uttered as he oozed in the orgasm as his sperm shot into her with big loads.

The office smelled of sex, scotch, and expensive perfume—the perfect horny mixture.

Reiko started laughing, her body shaking. She reached back to stroke his thigh.

“God… I haven’t been fucked like that in years,” she murmured, her voice husky. “You’re going to be very, very good for me, Mike.”

He pushed in once more as deep as he could, pushing out the final drops. Then he pulled out slowly, watching his cum leak down her thighs, and helped her straighten up.

She turned in his arms, kissed him slowly and deep.

“Stay the night,” she whispered against his lips afterwards.

Mike smiled, heart still racing, the glittering New York skyline watching them silently behind.

Suddenly, her phone rang.

The sound sliced through the hazy afterglow like a blade.

It wasn’t her usual sleek ringtone; it was a sharp, insistent tone that made her entire body tense beneath him.

She froze, eyes widening for a fraction of a second, then pulled back with a sigh that sounded more like irritation than regret.

“Hold on,” she murmured.

She climbed off the desk, her dress still bunched around her waist, cum glistening on her inner thighs.

Mike watched, half-dazed and still hard, as she snatched the phone from the corner of the desk and answered without checking the screen.

“Takeguchi,” she said, her voice shifting instantly. Gone was the husky, filthy tone she’d used while riding him. This was pure executive ice—cool, distant.

Her shoulders squared. The satisfied flush on her cheeks cooled as she listened to whoever was on the other end.

She was incredibly stunning, and Mike was getting rock hard again from simply seeing her act so business-like while still looking roughed up with her hair messy, her dress pulled up to her hips, and his release leaking from her pussy.

Mike could hear the faint murmur of a male voice through the speaker. It sounded Japanese.

Reiko’s expression hardened. “Now?” she asked in English, then switched back to rapid Japanese, tone sharpening with every syllable. Her free hand tugged her dress down with mechanical efficiency, smoothing it over her hips as if the last twenty minutes had never happened.

The woman who had just begged him to call her his slut was gone. In her place stood the untouchable boss lady again.

She paced a few steps toward the windows, barefoot, listening. Whatever the caller said next made her jaw tighten. She glanced at Mike once, and the warmth in her eyes had completely vanished.

“I see,” she said flatly into the phone. Then, to Mike: “You need to leave.”

The words landed like a slap. He was still catching his breath, cock still wet from her. “Now?”

“Now.” Her voice left no room for argument. She covered the phone mic with her palm. “Get dressed. Use the side door if you want. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

No explanation. No apology. No lingering touch.

Mike stood there for half a second, the whiplash hitting him harder than the orgasm had.

He dressed quickly, the expensive fabric of his shirt sticking to the sweat on his back. Reiko had already turned away, speaking low and fast into the phone once more.

He slipped out the side door without another word.


Chapter 9


Mike’s apartment was quiet except for the sudden, heavy drum of rain against the tall windows.

It was close to midnight. He stood in the living room in nothing but a pair of loose gray sweatpants, a half-empty glass of water forgotten in his hand, staring out at the storm that had rolled in without warning.

The city lights blurred and smeared across the glass, turning Manhattan into a shifting watercolor of neon and shadow.

Rain lashed the building in sheets, thunder rumbling low in the distance.

He should have been exhausted after the day, but instead felt restless, hollow in a way the mind-blowing sex hadn’t been able to fill.

Bloomingdale kept creeping back into his thoughts.

Not the polished version he sometimes romanticized, but the real one. Catherine’s grumpy morning face over coffee, the way she’d talk with him and make him feel at ease.

Abigail’s soft laughter and the way she’d curl into his chest afterward, whispering how safe he made her feel.

Even Janice—teasing, filthy, always showing up at the worst (or best) possible moment with that wicked grin and zero shame.

That was messy. Real. They fought, they laughed, they fucked, and they held each other after. No masks.

Here, in this sleek, expensive box overlooking the Hudson, he was starting to feel like he was going to be nothing more than Reiko’s very well-compensated corporate fuckboy.

The excitement was real—God, the excitement was intense—but he could already sense how it would wear on him.

The whiplash. The power games. The way she could switch it off like flipping a light.

Mike dragged a hand down his face and sighed. “What the hell am I doing?” he muttered to the empty room.

A sharp knock at the door cut through the sound of rain.

He frowned. It was almost midnight. He crossed the apartment barefoot, the cool hardwood under his feet, and pulled the door open without bothering to check the peephole.

Reiko stood in the hallway, drenched.

Rainwater streamed off her dark hair, plastering it to her cheeks and neck. Her clothes were soaked through and translucent in places, the hem dripping onto the floor.

Her mascara had run just enough to leave faint dark streaks beneath her eyes, but she didn’t look weak. She looked raw. Human.

She didn’t wait for an invitation. She stepped forward and pushed herself straight into his arms, burying her face against his bare chest.

Cold rainwater soaked through his sweatpants instantly, but he didn’t care. He wrapped his arms around her without thinking, one hand cradling the back of her head, the other pressed to the small of her back. She was shivering. “Reiko… what’s wrong?”

She shook her head against him, her arms tightening around his waist as if she were afraid he might let go. Her voice came out small, muffled against his skin. “Just hold me.”

Mike didn’t ask again. He simply held her tighter, the storm raging against the windows behind them, the apartment suddenly feeling warmer than it had all night.

He pressed a soft kiss to the top of her head and held on.

Reiko eventually pulled back and slipped away toward the bathroom.

Mike heard the shower turn on a moment later, imagining steady, hot water drumming against tile, and onto Reiko’s naked body.

He stood there for another minute, the front of his sweatpants soaked from holding her, then padded into the bedroom. Exhaustion hit him all at once, the kind that came after too much adrenaline and too many emotional whiplashes in one day.

He didn’t even bother turning on a light. He dropped onto the big bed, still in his damp pants, and crashed.

He didn’t know how long he’d been out when he felt the mattress dip.

The rain was still hammering against the windows, loud and relentless, like it had no intention of stopping anytime soon.

Mike stirred, half-asleep, and cracked his eyes open.

Reiko was crawling into bed beside him.

She was naked except for one of his oversized T-shirts she must have taken from the dresser. Her hair was damp and loose, smelling faintly of his shampoo.

The shirt rode up her thighs as she moved, but there was nothing sexual in the way she did it. She slid under the covers, pressed herself against his side, and tucked her head beneath his chin.

Mike didn’t speak. Neither did she.

He wrapped one arm around her, pulling her closer until her leg draped over his and her hand rested over his chest.

Her body was warm from the shower, soft and relaxed. No tension in her shoulders. No walls. Just the steady rise and fall of her breathing against his chest.

Thunder rolled somewhere far off over the river.

Mike closed his eyes again, his hand slowly stroking up and down her back beneath the borrowed shirt.

Reiko let out a small, contented sigh, her fingers curling lightly against his skin. She pressed a single, sleepy kiss to the center of his chest, then settled deeper into him.

Wrapped around each other in the dark while the rain poured down outside, they drifted off like that; tangled, warm, and strangely at peace.


Chapter 10


The rain had stopped sometime in the night, leaving the city glistening and quiet below.

Mike woke slowly, the sheets warm where Reiko had been curled against him. He reached out on instinct, expecting to find her there, but his hand found nothing but an empty bed.

He opened his eyes, finding only the T-shirt she’d borrowed at the edge of the bed, neatly folded.

Reiko was already up, standing near the foot of the bed with her back to him. She was fully dressed and ready for battle: crisp white blouse tucked into tailored black pants, hair swept up into a sleek, professional knot, makeup done—sharp eyeliner, perfect red lips, the whole executive armor back in place. She was sliding a slim black belt through the loops of her pants.

For a moment he wondered where the clean clothes came from. Did someone bring them over earlier while he was still sleeping?

In her luxurious world, that was definitely a possibility.

The woman who had clung to him in the rain and fallen asleep in his arms was gone. In her place stood Reiko Takeguchi, corporate executive, once again.

Mike pushed up onto one elbow and checked the time. It was 4:20 AM. “Why are you leaving so early?” he asked, his voice still rough with sleep.

She glanced over her shoulder, offering a small, almost apologetic smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I need to go. I’ll be out of the office all day for meetings upstate. You can take the day off. Nami will know where to find you if anything comes up.”

She finished buckling the belt, smoothed the front of her blouse, and reached for her jacket, which was draped over the back of a chair. For a second it looked like she was going to walk straight out without another word. Then she stopped.

Reiko turned back toward the bed. The dim light caught the faint sheen of her lipstick as she crossed the room.

She leaned down, cupped his face with both hands, and kissed him, surprisingly tender.

When she pulled away, her eyes lingered on his for an instant. Then she straightened, slipped on her jacket, and disappeared through the door without looking back.

Mike stared at the empty space where she’d been, the sheets still carrying the faint scent of her skin and his shampoo.

The city was waking up far below the windows.

He flopped back onto the pillows. Last night she had needed him. This morning she was already gone—back behind her protective walls, and back in control.

He shook his head. He had made up his mind on what to do with this whole internship.

But first, he wanted clarity. He jumped out of bed to hit the shower.

Mike showed up at the executive floor a little after noon, hands in his pockets.

Nami looked up from her desk, eyes widening in genuine surprise. She was in another perfectly fitted navy suit, hair in tight ponytail, the picture of polished efficiency. “You know you’ve got the day off, right?” she asked, one eyebrow lifting.

“Yeah,” Mike said, leaning against the edge of her desk. “I wondered if you wanted to have lunch?”

Nami seemed caught off guard. Then a slow, pleased smile spread across her face.

“Oh. Sure,” she said, already closing her laptop. “I’d like that.”

She knew the city like the back of her hand. Ten minutes later, they were walking into a tiny, no-frills deli two blocks away that Mike would never have noticed on his own.

The place smelled like fresh bread, pickles, and something savory that made his stomach growl the second they stepped inside.

A handful of locals were already lined up at the counter, and the guy behind it greeted Nami by name.

“Best sandwiches in town,” she told Mike as they waited. “Don’t let the fluorescent lights fool you,” she whispered.

They ordered—pastrami on rye for him, turkey club with extra avocado for her—and carried the paper-wrapped sandwiches and drinks to a small table by the window.

For a while they just ate and made easy small talk: the weather finally clearing, Nami’s dry observations about New Yorkers who thought they were too important to wait in line.

But eventually the conversation drifted exactly where Mike needed it to go.

“So,” he said, wiping mustard from his thumb, “what’s Reiko’s deal? The hot-and-cold thing… is she always like that?”

Nami took a slow sip of her iced tea, studying him for a moment. Then she set the cup down and sighed, like she’d been waiting for the question. “It’s only fair you know before you jump in any deeper,” she said quietly. “Yes. She’s always like that. Loving one moment, cold and distant the next. It’s why none of the guys before you lasted long. They’d get addicted to the attention, the intensity… and then she’d flip the switch. Suddenly they were just an employee again. They felt used. Unimportant. Most of them couldn’t handle it.”

Mike nodded slowly, the pastrami feeling heavier in his stomach. “And the one who stayed the full three months?”

Nami’s expression softened. She looked down at her sandwich for a second, then met his eyes again. “That was the only time Reiko truly gave her heart away,” she said. “And it got broken. Badly. Since then she’s kept everything compartmentalized—sex is sex, business is business. Nothing in between. No feelings. No complications. It’s safer for her that way.”

Mike leaned back in his chair, processing. It made sense on paper. But it didn’t line up with the woman who had shown up soaked at his door last night, the woman who had clung to him in the dark and fallen asleep with her face pressed to his chest.

“I see,” he said quietly.

Nami’s smile was small and a little sad. “She’s a classic boss bitch to most people. Very good at playing the strong, untouchable leader. But she’s still just a woman underneath it all. Fragile. Human. She has a heart and feelings, even if she pretends she doesn’t.”

She reached across the table and gave his hand a quick, gentle squeeze before pulling back. “Just… be careful, Mike. She’s not the only one who could get hurt here.”

The deli noise swirled around them—laughter from the counter, the hiss of the espresso machine—but for a long moment it felt like the two of them were the only people in the room.

“How about you take the day off?” Mike said, the words leaving his mouth before he could overthink them. “Let’s hang out. Go around town.”

Nami narrowed her eyes, then laughed softly, a warm, surprised sound. “Very tempting, but today would be difficult. Maybe another day, though? I’d like that.”

Mike shrugged, looking away as he stared out the window at the bustling street. “That’s too bad. It’d being my last day in New York and all.”

In the corner of his eye, he saw her clamp up. “What?” she asked softly. “What are you saying?”

Mike met her gaze again, finding disbelief staring back at him. He leaned forward, placing his elbows on the table. “I’m sorry, Nami, but this is a web I don’t want to get constricted in. Reiko is a great woman, and I know a good person at heart, but—”

Nami leaned back and nodded slowly. “It’s okay. I get it.” She looked down at her hands, visibly disappointed, her usual composure cracking just enough for him to see the real woman underneath. “I also wouldn’t like being treated like a fuck toy.” She met his gaze again, genuine understanding in her eyes. “I’m just sad to see you leave.”

Her fingertip brushed his hand across the table. Mike didn’t hesitate, and he reached out, holding it properly, his thumb stroking gently over her knuckles.

He had realized it fully now: he didn’t want to give up what waited for him in Bloomingdale. The messy, loving chaos of people who actually saw him not as a convenient stress relief or a shiny new toy, but as Mike.

Even if this New York chapter was only supposed to last three months, he knew it would get more complicated by the day. And then leaving would become close to impossible.

“And what about us?” he asked eventually.

Nami looked at him, a blush forming on her cheeks. “What about it?”

Mike leaned forward. “Why did you ran off?”

Nami picked at her sandwich. “Reiko,” she said. “It didn’t feel right doing that while she had set her sights on you.” She met his gaze again. “…and I got scared. Of what I felt when kissing you.”

Mike held her gaze, and understood now. Just like Reiko, she was a girl scared of her own heart.

Nami sighed. “I’m sorry,” she said.

Mike reached out and squeezed her hand. “Don’t be.”

They shared a small, bittersweet smile. Nami locked her fingers with his.

“You really are leaving?” she asked.

Mike nodded as he breathed out. “I’m afraid so.”

Nami squeezed his hand while she nodded, looking away.

They stayed quiet for while, enjoying the lively sounds of the deli surrounding them.

After a while, Mike squeezed her hand again, and she met his gaze. “So,” he asked, voice lighter now, “how about that date?”

Nami pursed her lips, eyes sparkling with a mix of mischief and relief. “I’ll call in sick right now.”

She pulled out her phone without another second's hesitation, tapping out a quick message with one hand while still holding his hand with the other.

Mike watched her, feeling a strange sadness for what might have been with both Reiko and the woman sitting across from him.

On the other hand, he felt a burst of excitement for whatever this afternoon with Nami would still bring.


Chapter 11


A few minutes later, they stepped out of the deli into the fresh air. Nami slipped her arm through Mike’s as they walked, the city buzzing around them.

“Where to first?” she asked, leaning into him just a little.

Mike grinned. “You’re the local. Surprise me.”

As they wandered toward whatever adventure Nami had in mind, Mike took in the city. New York was beautiful, powerful, intoxicating—but it wasn’t home.

As the thoughts solidified in his mind, Mike felt like he was making the right choice. It was liberating.

Nami led him first to a quiet stretch of the High Line, the elevated park alive with greenery and people enjoying the break in the weather.

They walked slowly as they traded stories. Nami pointed out her favorite hidden benches and told him about the time she’d spilled coffee all over a VIP client right there.

Mike laughed harder than he had in days, the tension melting away with every step.

From there they hopped on the subway—Nami insisting he experience “real New York”—and emerged in a bustling neighborhood full of street vendors and murals.

She bought them both mango sticky rice from a tiny Thai cart, feeding him a bite with her fingers while laughing at the sticky mess it made.

They ended up sitting on the edge of a fountain in a small plaza, legs swinging, talking about everything and nothing: their childhoods, the ridiculousness of corporate life, their favorite music.

As the sun dipped lower, painting the sky in soft oranges and pinks, Nami grew quieter, her glances lingering longer.

She reached out and brushed a stray hair from his cheek, her touch feather-light. Mike caught her hand and kissed her knuckles, earning a shy, pleased smile that made his heart flutter.

“You’re nothing like the other guys,” she said softly, watching the fountain spray sparkle in the golden light. “They all got swept up in her… in Reiko. But you see through it.”

Mike squeezed her hand. “I see you, too.”

Nami leaned in and kissed him.

By the time they finally made their way to her apartment in a quiet Midtown residential building, it was well past ten. The streets had quieted with the city settling into its nighttime rhythm.

Nami’s place was modest compared to the luxury he’d been surrounded by. It was cozy and lived-in, with soft lighting, books stacked on every surface, and a big window overlooking a tree-lined street.

She closed the door behind them and kicked off her heels with a happy sigh. “Make yourself comfortable,” she said, her voice a little nervous but excited. “I’ll grab us some drinks.”

Mike wandered into the living room while she disappeared into the kitchen. Photos on the shelves showed Nami with friends, at family gatherings, one of her smiling brightly on a beach.

When she returned with two cans of beer, she’d changed into soft lounge pants and a loose tank top that showed the elegant lines of her frame. She looked beautiful in a relaxed way. Approachable, and undeniably desirable.

They sat on the couch, close enough that their thighs pressed together. The beer loosened what little tension remained.

Conversation flowed easily into comfortable silences, broken by shared laughter and stolen glances.

Eventually, Nami set her can down and turned toward him, one knee tucked under her. “I’m really glad you asked me out today, Mike.”

“Me too,” he murmured.

She leaned in again, and this time the kiss wasn’t sweet. It built slowly from soft lips, then deeper.

Mike pulled her closer until she was straddling his lap, her hands sliding into his hair as the kiss turned heated. Her body felt perfect against him, warm and eager, hips shifting instinctively.

Nami broke the kiss, breathing a little faster. Her dark eyes searched his, full of want but also something softer. “Stay tonight?” she whispered.

Mike answered by kissing her again, his hands sliding under the hem of her tank top to caress the smooth skin of her back.

She rocked against the growing bulge in his pants, a soft whimper escaping into his mouth as his hands roamed under her tank top, palming her bare breasts. Her nipples hardened instantly against his touch.

She smiled into the kiss, shy but eager, and tugged his shirt up and over his head. Her fingers traced the lines of his chest and abs. “I want you,” she breathed. “All of you.”

Mike stood, lifting her easily with him. Her legs wrapped around his waist as he carried her to the bedroom, their mouths never parting. He laid her gently on the bed, but the tenderness lasted only seconds.

Nami yanked him down on top of her, fingers fumbling with his belt as he stripped her tank top off and brought his mouth to her breasts, licking and sucking.

“Mike—yes…”

He peeled her lounge pants and panties down, revealing her smooth pussy.

He slid two fingers inside her without warning, curling them inward. Nami cried out, hips bucking up to meet his hand.

Mike pumped his fingers faster.

Nami’s head fell back, dark hair fanning across the pillow. “Please… I need your cock.”

He didn’t make her wait. Mike shoved his pants down, freed his erection, and rubbed the thick head along her pussy’s lips.

But before he could enter, she pulled him by the arm upwards, making him place his knees under her armpits.

She took his cock in her mouth and started bopping her head eagerly, as if she had been starving.

Mike held her head upward while she did, watching her gobble him up. She stimulated his head with her tongue, then switched back to bobbing her head.

It felt amazing, making him feel dizzy as the horny energy surged through his limbs.

She released his cock with a wet pop. She had a giddy smile on her face. “My turn,” she said.

He let her come up, and she pushed him on his back. She straddled his chest, then crawled higher, lowering her pussy right over his mouth. She hovered for a teasing second, looking down at him with her dark eyes, her hair falling around her face like a curtain.

Mike gripped her hips and pulled her down firmly onto his tongue.

“Oh—Mike!” she gasped, staring straight down into his eyes as he devoured her.

He licked her greedily, tongue sliding deep between her folds before flicking rapidly over her clit.

Nami’s thighs trembled on either side of his head. She kept her gaze locked on his the entire time, watching him eat her with raw, loving intensity. The eye contact made everything filthier, more intimate.

“That’s it… right there,” she whimpered, grinding slowly against his mouth. “You look so good.”

He sucked her clit between his lips, then pushed his tongue inside her again, fucking her with it while his hands kneaded her ass.

Nami’s breathing grew ragged. She braced her hands on the headboard and started riding his face: rolling her hips, smearing her wetness across his mouth, nose, and chin.

She moaned, eyes half-lidded but still fixed on him.

He responded by sucking harder.

Her thighs clamped around his head as an orgasm ripped through her. She came hard on his face, flooding his mouth with fresh, sweet juices while she stared down at him, lips parted in ecstasy.

Only when her trembling eased did she lift off, cheeks red and eyes shining with lust and affection.

Still shaking from her climax, Nami let herself drop onto her back.

Mike was right there a second later, on top of her. He brought the tip of his cock to her entrance and pushed in slowly.

Nami’s eyes shut in pure bliss as he went all the way in, her walls stretching around him.

They stayed like that for a moment: connected, breathing each other in, before the pace turned nasty.

Mike started thrusting, deep and steady at first, then harder.

Nami’s legs locked around his waist, heels digging into his back as she urged him deeper. “Harder,” she gasped, nails raking down his shoulders. “Fuck me like you mean it. I can take it.”

Mike grinned, slamming into her.

“Yes—yes!” She clenched around him, moaning louder with every thrust.

He flipped her over suddenly, pulling her hips up so she was on all fours. The moment in the elevator flashed through his mind. He had wanted to do this ever since that moment.

Nami pushed back eagerly as he re-entered her from behind, gripping her waist and pounding deep.

The new angle made her cry out, her ass rippling with every impact.

“Look at that,” Mike groaned under his breath, one hand coming down in a firm smack.

Nami moaned shamelessly, pushing back even harder.

She reached between her legs, rubbing herself furiously while he railed her. Her moans turned into desperate little sobs of pleasure.

Mike felt her tightening as he pushed onward.

Then her whole body tensed, and she trembled as she came hard again, gushing around him in hot, pulsing waves. Her juices ran down her thighs and his balls as she cried his name.

Mike didn’t stop. He rode on, then pulled out and flipped her onto her back again. This time he hooked her legs over his shoulders, folding her in half as he sank back inside.

The position was deep, intimate, almost overwhelming. Their faces were inches apart, eyes locked as he fucked her with slow, powerful strokes.

“I love how you feel,” he whispered, kissing her deeply between thrusts.

Nami cupped his face, her eyes glassy with pleasure. “Don’t stop. I want to feel you cum inside me.”

He thrust harder, grinding into her with every stroke until she came again—smaller this time, but no less intense—her pussy moving rhythmically.

Mike pushed inward as he exploded. It was an earth-shattering orgasm, making him lightheaded as he gushed his semen inside of her. It shot from his cock in a generous amount, wasting not a drop as it crashed inside.

When he finally came to a standstill, they were panting, sweaty, and smiling.

Mike finally collapsed beside her, pulling Nami into his arms. She curled against his chest, pressing soft kisses along his collarbone while their combined release slowly leaked onto the sheets.

“That was…” she whispered, her voice dreamy.

“Perfect,” he finished, stroking her hair.

They stayed silent for a while, then Mike couldn’t resist saying, “So this is what they call a New York minute?”

Nami giggled at that. “Yup. This is about it.”


Chapter 12


Sometime in the middle of the night, the city outside had gone almost silent. Mike and Nami lay tangled in her sheets, skin still warm and slightly sticky from their second session of lovemaking.

Nami’s voice was soft in the darkness. “When are you going back?”

Mike exhaled slowly. “This morning.”

She was quiet for a long moment, her fingers tightening slightly against his side. “You have to tell Reiko-san.”

“I know,” he said, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “I will.”

They didn’t talk much after that. Just held each other tighter, trading slow, lingering kisses and quiet touches until they drifted off again.

Early morning light was beginning to creep through the curtains when they finally said goodbye.

Nami stood on her tiptoes in the doorway, wearing nothing but a tank top and panties, her eyes a little shiny as she cupped his face. “Be safe getting home,” she whispered. “And… thank you. Thank you for being so honest.”

He left her apartment with one last soft smile over his shoulder.

“Hey, Mike,” she said.

He stopped in his tracks.

She just stared at him, a little smile at the corner of her mouth. “Don’t lose it.”

“What’s that?”

Nami seemed to hesitate a moment, then said, “Who you are.”

Mike smiled back. “I’ll try.”

The moment he stepped onto the sidewalk, a sleek black town car idled at the curb. Somehow, Mike immediately knew it had been waiting for him.

The rear window rolled down. Reiko sat inside, looking every bit the powerful executive with her hair and makeup as perfect as always.

But there was something softer in her eyes when she saw him.

Mike couldn’t help but smile. “Spying on me now?”

Reiko’s lips twitched. “Nami sent me a message.”

“Of course she did.” Mike glanced back up at the apartment building, shaking his head with a fond chuckle. “Personal assistant first, huh.”

The door opened, and Reiko stepped out onto the pavement. She studied him for a long moment, standing there before him. “I’m sad to see you go,” she finally admitted quietly. “But I understand. Still… I’m surprised you’re leaving so soon. Most men would have stayed at least a couple of weeks. Make the most of it.”

Mike smiled but said nothing, simply looking out at the passing city.

Reiko’s voice softened further. “Guess it means whatever you have waiting at home is really worth living for, huh?”

He turned back to her, met her gaze, and nodded without hesitation. “Yeah.”

She stayed silent after that, a deep, almost wistful look in her powerful brown eyes.

“I hope to have that one day,” she said, almost too quietly to hear.

“You will,” Mike replied gently. “You deserve it, Reiko.”

Reiko leaned forward and pulled him into a tight hug. Her arms wrapped around him with surprising strength, and when she pulled back, she kissed him with a burning energy, pouring her love into it.

Mike kissed her back just as fiercely, tasting goodbye on her lips.

“Take care of yourself, Mike,” she whispered against his mouth.

“You too.”

She held his gaze for one final second, then broke into a little smile before letting him go.

The door closed, and the car pulled away into the morning traffic, taking Reiko Takeguchi back into her world of glass towers and power plays.

Mike stood on the sidewalk for a lingering moment, watching it disappear.

Then he turned and walked toward the subway. He grabbed his phone and checked for messages, realizing he hadn’t done so since before meeting Nami.

He found a message from Abigail.

How’s New York? Miss you.

Mike typed his reply as he set his first steps on the stairs leading into the subway station.

I’m coming home.


From Damon Everest


Hi, I hope you enjoyed part 7 in Mike’s journey. Expect more heat coming soon in Book 8. Mike will be back in the suburbs, getting in over his head again with the many ladies.

Thank you for reading! And see you at the next adventure.
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