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Chapter 1 Arrival
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The rideshare pulled away, leaving Mark on the sidewalk with a duffel bag over his shoulder and a suitcase at his side. The house loomed ahead of him—larger than he expected. A two-story brick home with wide bay windows, clean white trim, and the kind of manicured front garden that suggested its owner cared about appearances. For someone just renting a room, this felt like stepping into another world.

He adjusted his bag, heart ticking faster. A new city, a new life, and hopefully a fresh start. The listing had been simple: “Room for rent in large home, shared with other tenants. Quiet household.” Nothing about the listing had hinted that the owner was a woman like Lucy.

The front door opened just as he reached the steps.

She stood there barefoot in black yoga leggings and a pale lavender top that clung to her curves. For a moment, Mark forgot how to breathe.

“Mark?” Her voice was smooth, professional, but warm too.

He nodded quickly. “Yeah, that’s me. Thanks again for letting me move in so quickly.”

Lucy smiled, stepping aside to let him in. “It’s no trouble. The room upstairs was ready. Come in—I’ll show you around.”

Inside, the house was even more impressive. Hardwood floors gleamed beneath rugs, framed artwork lined the walls, and the faint scent of sandalwood drifted through the air. Mark tried not to stare at Lucy’s body as she walked ahead of him—hips swaying just enough to make him notice.

“You’ll have the room at the end of the hall upstairs,” Lucy said. “Bathroom’s shared. The other two tenants are usually home in the evenings.” She paused, glancing over her shoulder. “You’ll meet them soon enough.”

As if on cue, footsteps came from the stairs.

The first girl appeared—short, dark hair framing her face, round glasses perched on her nose. She wore an oversized cardigan and a skirt that brushed her knees. Her figure was impossible to miss, though; full curves, wide hips, breasts that strained against the fabric of her top. She hesitated when she saw him.

“Mark, this is Maggie,” Lucy said. “Maggie, our new housemate.”

Maggie gave a shy little smile and pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose. “Hi.”

“Hey,” Mark said, returning her smile. There was a quiet energy about her, like she wasn’t used to strangers.

Before the silence could stretch, another voice carried from behind Maggie.

“Who’s that?”

The second tenant bounded down the stairs, phone in hand. Anna was a sharp contrast to Maggie—taller, slimmer, her stride confident. She wore cutoff shorts and a tank top that left little to the imagination. Her brown hair was tied in a messy bun, and she looked Mark up and down openly, no hesitation.

“Ohhh. The new guy.” Her grin was mischievous, her eyes lingering on his chest, then lower. “I’m Anna. Welcome to the madhouse.”

Maggie rolled her eyes and muttered, “It’s not a madhouse...” but her voice was soft, almost apologetic.

Mark chuckled, sensing the difference in their personalities instantly. “Nice to meet you both.”

Anna leaned on the stair railing, smirking. “So, Mark... what do you do?”

“I’m... looking,” he admitted. “Moved here for better opportunities. I’ll take whatever I can find.”

“Hmm,” Anna hummed, eyes flicking toward Lucy before sliding back to Mark. “Well, you’ve definitely found the right house.”

“Anna,” Lucy said, her tone half-warning, half-amused. “Don’t scare him off before he even unpacks.”

Anna held up her hands in mock innocence. “What? I’m just being friendly.”

Mark caught the spark in her eyes, though. Friendly was one word for it.

Lucy sighed but smiled anyway. “Come on, I’ll show you your room.”
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Mark’s room was cozy: a queen bed, dresser, and a small desk by the window overlooking the back garden. He set his bag down, noting the quiet hum of the house. Somewhere downstairs, he could faintly hear music—soft, rhythmic, the kind people played while stretching or meditating.

Lucy lingered by the door. “I hope you’ll be comfortable here. The rules are simple—clean up after yourself, respect the shared spaces, and let me know if you need anything.”

“Got it,” Mark said. He hesitated, then added, “Thanks again. This place is... amazing.”

Her eyes softened. For a second, her professional composure slipped, and he saw the woman beneath it—lonely, maybe, but kind. “I’m glad. Dinner’s usually informal, but you’re welcome to join us tonight. It’s good for everyone to get acquainted.”

He nodded. “I’d like that.”

As she left, he watched her go, his pulse picking up again. He told himself to focus on unpacking, on settling in. But already, he could feel it—this house was going to change everything.

The kitchen smelled of roasted garlic and herbs when Mark came downstairs. He’d unpacked enough to feel human again, showered off the road dust, and changed into clean jeans and a fitted T-shirt.

Lucy was at the stove, her hair pinned up, wooden spoon in hand as she stirred a simmering pan. She glanced up when he entered, and her lips curved.

“Hungry?”

“Starving,” Mark admitted. “Smells incredible.”

“Good. It’s nothing fancy, just pasta, but it feeds four easily.” She gestured to the counter, where a bottle of wine stood uncorked. “Pour yourself a glass if you’d like.”

He did, filling one for her too, setting it beside her hand.

“Thank you,” she said, brushing a loose strand of hair back from her face. Her nails were painted a pale, neutral pink—professional, tidy, understated, just like her.

Before Mark could reply, Anna swept into the kitchen barefoot, phone tucked in the waistband of her shorts.

“Mmm, smells good,” she said, hopping up to sit on the counter like she owned the place. Her legs dangled, smooth and bare, and she grinned at Mark. “So, new guy, you cook?”

“Some,” Mark said. “Mostly survival meals. Nothing like this.”

“Survival meals?” She tilted her head, smirking. “So... ramen and eggs?”

He laughed. “You’ve got me pegged already.”

Anna winked. “I have a gift.”

“Or she just eats the same thing,” Maggie’s voice came softly from the doorway. She stepped in carrying a stack of folded napkins, which she laid neatly on the table. Tonight she’d changed into a fitted sweater and leggings that hugged her hips. The cardigan was gone, and though she still looked reserved, her curves were impossible to ignore.

Anna rolled her eyes. “Don’t listen to her. She lives on tea and toast.”

Maggie shot her a look that was more embarrassed than annoyed. “That’s not true...”

“It kind of is,” Lucy said gently, plating the pasta. “Maggie, sit. Anna, please off the counter.”

Anna groaned theatrically but slid down, taking the seat across from Mark. Maggie sat beside him, keeping her posture straight, her hands folded in her lap as if she were at a formal dinner.

Lucy set down the bowls, poured herself a glass of wine, and finally joined them. The four of them at one table—it felt almost like a family dinner, except the air carried an edge Mark couldn’t ignore.

“So, Mark,” Lucy said as they began eating, “tell us about yourself. Where are you from?”

“A small town up north,” he said. “Quiet, not much going on. I wanted more... options. More chances to actually build something for myself.”

“Any family?” Maggie asked, her voice gentle.

“Yeah. Parents, a younger sister. They’re all still there.” He twirled his fork, aware of three sets of eyes on him. “It was time for me to get out, though. Do my own thing.”

“I respect that,” Lucy said, sipping her wine. “Independence is important.”

Anna leaned forward, her fork poised. “So, what do you want to do? Besides unpack your stuff and charm all the women in this house?”

Maggie’s cheeks flushed instantly. “Anna—”

Mark chuckled, shaking his head. “I’m not sure yet. Maybe construction, maybe personal training. I worked at a gym back home. I like staying active.”

Anna’s gaze dipped down his chest, blatant. “Yeah, I can tell.”

Lucy’s brow arched. “Anna.”

“What?” Anna said innocently, but her grin gave her away.

Maggie focused hard on her plate, but Mark noticed the way her eyes darted toward him now and then, quick, nervous glances. Like she wanted to look but couldn’t let herself linger.

Dinner went on with light conversation—Mark telling a few stories from back home, Lucy offering snippets about the neighborhood, Maggie speaking up only when asked directly, Anna tossing in flirtatious remarks every chance she got.

When the plates were mostly empty, Lucy leaned back in her chair, watching him. “You’ll settle in quickly, I think. The house has its own rhythm, but we value respect. Privacy matters.”

“I understand,” Mark said. He meant it, though he caught the flicker in her eyes. She wasn’t just laying down house rules. She was warning herself.

Anna stretched, her tank top riding up just enough to reveal smooth skin at her stomach. “House rules, sure. But... we also like to have fun.”

Lucy shot her a look. “Anna...”

But Anna only grinned wider. “I’m just saying. He should know what he’s in for.”

Mark smiled faintly, but inside, his pulse quickened. There was something charged about the table, about these three women so different from each other, each pulling at him in their own way.

And he’d only just arrived.

The house had quieted down once dinner was over. Plates were cleared, the dishwasher humming softly, and the faint aroma of garlic lingered. Mark sat in the living room, casually leaning back on the couch, arms spread along the cushions. His mind replayed the dinner—the way Anna had smirked at him, the nervous flickers from Maggie, and Lucy’s controlled composure that didn’t quite hide the subtle curve of her lips when she looked at him.

Footsteps from upstairs made him sit a little straighter. Maggie appeared first, holding a folded blanket. She hesitated at the doorway, eyes flicking nervously between him and the stairs.

“Oh... uh... I thought I’d bring this down,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Thanks, Maggie,” Mark said with a warm smile. “I appreciate it.”

She set the blanket on the armchair nearby, fingers brushing his for a brief second. The contact was fleeting but electric, and he felt a shiver run down his spine. Maggie’s cheeks burned crimson, and she quickly stepped back.

“I... um... I should probably head back,” she murmured.

“Sure,” he said, trying to keep his tone casual, though his pulse raced. “See you tomorrow.”

As she retreated upstairs, the front door creaked open. Anna slid in, barefoot again, her hair slightly mussed from earlier. She leaned against the doorway, phone still in hand.

“You look like you’re thinking about Maggie,” she said, smirking. “Or maybe about me.”

Mark laughed, trying to hide his own flush. “Maybe a little of both.”

Anna’s grin widened. “Mmm... I like that answer.” She stepped closer, eyes gleaming. “But which one do you want right now?”

He chuckled nervously, shaking his head. “You’re bold.”

“Someone’s gotta keep life interesting,” she teased, sliding onto the couch beside him. Her shoulder brushed his, sending an unmistakable jolt through him. “So, new city, new roommates... you’re settling in okay?”

“I am,” he said. “It’s... different from what I’m used to. In a good way.”

Anna leaned back slightly, letting her hand hover near his arm—not quite touching, but teasingly close. “Different can be good. Exciting even. You’ve got options here, Mark. You just have to know how to take them.”

He met her gaze, the playful fire in her eyes almost daring him. “I’ll... keep that in mind.”

The conversation shifted to lighter topics—music, favorite movies, plans for the weekend—but the undercurrent of tension never left. Anna’s leg brushed his accidentally-on-purpose, her fingers occasionally grazing his arm. Each touch lingered, leaving him aware of his own reactions.

Eventually, she stretched, rising from the couch. “Well... don’t think too hard about it. Go shower or whatever. I’m gonna call it a night soon.” She smirked at him, winked, and headed upstairs, leaving him staring after her.

Alone in the dim living room, Mark let out a low breath. He ran a hand through his hair, mind replaying every detail from dinner to now. The quiet of the house seemed heavier, filled with possibilities he couldn’t stop imagining.

Even as he climbed the stairs to his room, he couldn’t shake the feeling that this house, these women, and the energy between them would change everything. He just didn’t yet know how far it could go.

Mark yawned as he walked down the hall, the faint hum of the house settling into quiet. The evening had been long—unpacking, dinner, introductions—but his mind refused to slow. Every glance from Anna, every fleeting touch from Maggie, and the lingering image of Lucy at the stove kept him restless.

Halfway down the hall, a soft rustle stopped him. Light spilled from the partially open doorway to the guest bedroom.

Lucy.

She stood there in a one-piece nightie that left him stunned. It was delicate, sheer, and clung to every curve of her body. The top cut low to reveal the swell of her GG breasts, the open bottom plunging down to mid-thigh, and the thin material left little to the imagination. Mark froze, his eyes locked on her, and his body betrayed him immediately.

He could feel himself growing, his bulge pressing against the black shorts he wore, straining conspicuously. Heat pooled low in his stomach, every nerve ignited by the sight of her.

Lucy’s eyes flicked downward for the briefest moment, then back to his face, and she stiffened ever so slightly. Her pulse quickened, and a rush of thoughts surged unbidden through her mind. God... he’s so big. She could see it clearly, the outline pressing through his shorts. I’ve never... wow... Her breath caught as her body reacted despite her professionalism, despite the “rules” she tried to keep in place.

“Mark?” Her voice was soft but firm, tinged with warning and curiosity.

“I... uh... sorry,” he stammered, stepping back, but his bulge made it impossible to hide the reaction. “I didn’t mean to...”

Lucy’s gaze sharpened. She forced herself to step back, straighten her posture, and regain some semblance of control. Yet inside, her thoughts betrayed her. He’s so... unashamedly hard. My God, he’s perfect.

“It’s late. You shouldn’t be wandering the hall,” she said, trying to keep her tone calm.

“I... I was just... couldn’t sleep,” he admitted, voice low. Every word trembled with desire he couldn’t contain.

She turned slightly, the silk nightie hugging her curves, the dim light accentuating every swell. Mark’s eyes burned into her body, and she noticed how his chest rose and fell, how the bulge in his shorts throbbed—demanding attention.

“I... I’ll go,” he said, voice tight, aware she could see everything.

Her eyes softened for a heartbeat. “Goodnight, Mark.”

He nodded, barely able to form words, and turned toward the stairs, every step heavy with desire and restraint. Behind him, Lucy’s gaze lingered longer than it should have, her mind swirling. So young... but so large... and he’s looking at me like...

Alone in his room, Mark collapsed onto the bed, hand running through his hair. His body still burned from the encounter; his mind replayed the sight of her, the way she’d looked, the way she’d noticed him. Sleep wouldn’t come easy tonight. Not with Lucy’s image—and his own undeniable arousal—burning in his mind.

Sunlight spilled through the living room windows, casting warm stripes across the hardwood floors. Mark woke to the quiet hum of the house, the faint scent of coffee drifting from downstairs. Stretching, he felt the memory of last night’s hallway encounter with Lucy press against the front of his shorts. His pulse quickened, but he forced himself to focus on getting up.

By the time he reached the kitchen, Lucy was already there, standing barefoot on the tiles, pouring coffee into a tall mug. The nightie she’d worn the night before was replaced with fitted yoga leggings and a tank top that clung perfectly to her curves, showing just enough of her cleavage to make Mark’s stomach tighten.

“Morning,” she said softly, noticing him in the doorway. Her eyes lingered just a moment too long, betraying the thoughts she’d tried to push aside the night before.

“Morning,” Mark replied, voice low, trying not to let the memory of her in that sheer nightie dominate his every thought.

Anna appeared next, bouncing down the stairs in cutoff shorts and a loose T-shirt. Her hair was still messy from sleep, and she grinned at Mark. “Well, look who’s awake early. I thought you’d still be lying in bed dreaming about Maggie and me.”

Maggie came down more quietly, in a soft sweater and leggings, hair pulled back loosely. Her eyes flicked to Mark and then quickly away, but he caught the blush creeping up her neck.

“Coffee’s almost ready,” Lucy said, placing mugs on the counter. “Help yourselves.”

Anna leaned casually against the island, elbow brushing Mark’s arm as she reached for sugar. “So, Mark, how’s the new room? Comfortable?”

“Yeah, really nice,” he said, trying to keep his focus. His mind wandered to Maggie’s curves, Anna’s playful smirk, and most dangerously, Lucy’s presence in the kitchen.

Maggie placed a plate of toast on the counter for herself, her fingers brushing against his as she passed. He felt a jolt of electricity, the kind that made mornings feel more dangerous than nights.

Lucy caught the small gesture and inhaled lightly, catching herself. He notices everything. Every little touch. Every glance. Her pulse quickened, and she realized just how magnetic he was—and how undeniable the tension between them had become.

“So,” Anna said, swirling cream into her coffee, “any plans today? Exploring the city, or are you just gonna sit in your room thinking about us?”

Mark chuckled nervously, feeling the weight of her teasing. “I might check out a few gyms, see about work. But... I’ll probably think about all of you too.”

Anna smirked. “I like that honesty.”

Maggie quietly ate her toast, eyes downcast, but Mark noticed how she occasionally peeked at him from the corner of her eye. She was shy, reserved, but there was curiosity there, a budding desire she hadn’t yet allowed herself to explore.

Lucy cleared her throat softly, breaking the tension. “Breakfast first, conversations later,” she said, her tone firm but gentle. She felt her stomach tighten as she watched him sip his coffee. That nightie, that hallway moment—her body still reacted even in broad daylight, reminding her how impossible this attraction was.

Mark looked around the kitchen, feeling the weight of three different energies pulling at him: Anna’s playful aggression, Maggie’s tentative curiosity, Lucy’s forbidden allure. It was already overwhelming, and the day had just begun.

The breakfast ended quietly, but the undercurrent of desire remained, unspoken but palpable. Every glance, every brush of a hand, every shared smile carried tension, promise, and the knowledge that the boundaries in this house were already beginning to blur.

As Mark cleared his mug, he caught Lucy’s eye for a fleeting second. Her gaze was sharp, assessing, and yet it softened just enough to ignite something dangerous in him. This is only the beginning, he thought, heart pounding.

Mark had stepped out into the small backyard to catch some air. The morning sun was warm on his skin, the smell of freshly cut grass sharp in the quiet suburban neighborhood. He stretched, running a hand through his hair, and let his gaze drift back toward the house.

“Fancy seeing you out here,” a voice said, low and teasing.

He turned, and there was Anna, leaning casually against the railing of the small porch, one foot tucked behind the other. Her grin was mischievous, eyes flicking over his chest and down to the bulge straining slightly against his shorts.

“Morning,” Mark said, trying to keep his voice calm. But his pulse spiked under her gaze.

Anna took a step closer, swaying slightly, the sun highlighting the curves of her slim body. “So... new guy, just standing there, or plotting your next move with Maggie?”

Mark swallowed. “I... uh... not plotting anything.”

Anna smirked, circling around him like a predator toying with her prey. “You’re tense,” she said softly. Her hand brushed his shoulder casually, but he felt every millimeter of her skin. “Don’t worry. I won’t bite... unless you want me to.”

Maggie appeared behind the sliding door, peeking out. She froze the instant she saw Anna’s hand on Mark, and her stomach twisted with something she hadn’t felt before: jealousy, curiosity, and desire all tangled together. Her fingers clutched the door frame, knuckles white, but she didn’t move.

Anna’s grin widened as she caught Maggie watching. “You’re jealous, huh?” she teased, turning her attention back to Mark. “Or maybe... just curious?”

Mark shook his head, trying to sound casual. “I... uh... it’s complicated.”

“Complicated?” Anna raised an eyebrow, stepping closer so the heat of her body pressed against his side. “I don’t like complicated. I like... honest reactions.” Her eyes darted down, noticing the subtle bulge in his shorts. “Ohhhh... now that’s honest.”

Mark’s face burned red. “Anna...” he began, but she only laughed, the sound low and musical, teasing and confident.

Maggie’s heart raced, her hands twisting the door handle nervously. She’d never seen anyone flirt so boldly, so unashamedly, and the way Mark’s body reacted... it made something awaken in her. Something she wasn’t ready to name yet.

Anna leaned in closer, her lips near his ear. “Careful, Mark... you’re making it hard for me to behave.”

Mark swallowed hard, mind spinning. The backyard felt hotter, smaller, charged with something raw and dangerous. He could feel himself responding to Anna’s teasing in ways he couldn’t control, every nerve screaming for release, and yet he was aware that this was just the beginning—a test of boundaries, a prelude to something far more intense.

Anna finally stepped back, smirking. “I’ll let you catch your breath... for now. But don’t think this is over.” She winked at Maggie, whose cheeks flamed, before strolling back inside, leaving Mark leaning against the railing, heart hammering, and mind racing.

Maggie watched her go, biting her lip, and finally let out a shaky breath. What was that? She wondered, her pulse quickening. Her curiosity had been awakened, and she couldn’t deny the pull Mark had over her—and over Anna.

Mark stayed a moment longer, staring at the backyard, realizing that the house, the women, and the energy within it were already beginning to ensnare him. And he had no idea how far it would go—or how badly he wanted it to.

The house was quiet again. Anna had retreated to her room, headphones blaring music, and Lucy was busy at the kitchen table, papers spread out in front of her, glasses perched on her nose. Mark wandered toward the small library at the back of the house, craving a quiet corner to think.

Maggie appeared almost silently, carrying a stack of textbooks. Her eyes widened slightly when she saw him.

“Oh... hi,” she whispered, setting the books down. “I didn’t expect anyone here.”

“Just... needed a quiet spot,” Mark said, offering a small smile. “It’s peaceful in here.”

Maggie nodded, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her sweater. She glanced at him, then quickly looked away. Something about his presence felt... different, though she couldn’t quite put it into words.

“You’re... early,” she said softly.

“I couldn’t sleep well last night,” Mark admitted. “Everything’s just... new. I guess my mind’s running a little.”

Maggie shifted, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “I... I sometimes come here when I need quiet too. Helps me... think.”

Mark took a step closer, careful not to crowd her. “It’s nice to have a place like this.”

She nodded again, glancing around, then back to her books. Her hands lingered a little on the edges of the table, fingers brushing lightly against the surface. She felt a strange flutter in her stomach when Mark’s shoulder almost touched hers as he leaned slightly to look at a book on the shelf.

A soft, teasing voice broke the quiet. “Well, aren’t we cozy?”

Anna leaned in at the doorway, smirking, one hand on the frame. “Getting to know each other, huh?”

Maggie jumped slightly, her face flushing pink. Mark shot Anna a brief glare, warning her silently, and she only laughed softly. “Relax, I’m just passing through.”

Anna strolled back inside, leaving the two alone. Maggie exhaled shakily, her nerves jumbled. She hadn’t meant to notice the way Mark moved, or the quiet strength in his presence, but something about him unsettled her in a way she didn’t understand.

Mark noticed her hesitation and gave her a reassuring smile. “You don’t have to say anything. I get it. It’s a lot to take in—the new house, new people.”

Maggie nodded, fiddling with a corner of a book. “Yeah... it is. But... it’s nice. I like it here.”

Mark’s chest warmed at her words. No touches, no overt signals—just small, subtle acknowledgment of their shared space and quiet presence. But the tension was there, electric, unspoken, waiting for the right moment to ignite.

He lingered for a moment longer, both of them aware of the other’s presence, and then gently excused himself to leave the library. Maggie watched him go, her heart beating faster, curiosity awakened, but she pushed the thoughts aside. There would be time for that later.

The sun had dipped low, casting long shadows across the living room. The house was quiet except for the faint hum of traffic outside. Mark sat on the couch, absently thumbing through a magazine he wasn’t reading, every sense alert to the subtle energy in the room.

Lucy entered the room from the kitchen, wearing a loose silk robe over her yoga clothes. The faint scent of lavender clung to her, and the robe moved with her as she walked, revealing just enough of her curves to make Mark’s chest tighten. She noticed him watching, and a flicker of warmth and embarrassment crossed her face.

Mark shifted slightly, trying to hide his reaction, but his body betrayed him—every line of muscle tense, awareness sharp, and the bulge in his shorts pressing insistently against his thighs.

Lucy paused near the couch, pretending to stretch, but her gaze lingered on him. God... he’s so... big. And that look... that stare... Her pulse quickened as she turned away, attempting to calm herself.
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