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CHAPTER ONE


I stumbled on a stone as I tried to catch up to her, clutching the bottle of wine like my life depended on it. “Clare, wait up.” I kept my gaze on the luscious rear of my neighbor as she marched ahead.

She tucked her shoulder-length blond hair behind her ear as she twisted, looking back, but she didn’t slow despite the height of her heels. “Don’t drop that or Ronnie won’t let us in.”

I clutched the cold, smooth glass tighter, jogging up beside her as we marched up the never ending gravel driveway. “W-why did we have to park so far away? This driveway is massive... who was Ronnie again? Is she the dancer... or?”

Clare stopped on a dime, turning to face me. Her breasts jiggled in the dark red sequined strapless top as she planted her hands on her hips. “No,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Veronica is... you’re standing in her driveway. Sara’s the dancer.”

“Right,” I lied, feigning remembrance. “Veronica’s the rich widow.” I couldn’t remember any of their names from Clare’s rushed description on the ride over. She talks quickly when she gets going. I tried to concentrate on the details of it all, but my blond neighbor was just too distracting. It took all my willpower to keep my eyes off her curvaceous tits. That top hinted at just enough cleavage to keep my eyes wandering. It didn’t help that the sequined fabric covering the fantastic swell shimmered and glittered under the driveway lighting — catching the eye with every shift and wobble. That’s not even mentioning the tiny red leather skirt. I’d only ever seen this much of Clare’s legs when she’d answered the door once in a pair of tiny satin sleep shorts, and even then it was just a glimpse. I’ve never seen her wear such sexy clothes, and I was struggling to look away. It was not helping the crush I had on her one bit.

“Right,” she said, and I was thinking about her tits again as her soft voice flowed into my ear like the finest silk. “Hayden is the runner. Tara’s the fashionista. Got it?”

I chuckled. I was never gonna remember that. “Maybe I should right this down?”

“Don’t worry, Mike.” She smiled, and it made her blue eyes twinkle like the ocean on a sunny day. “Just relax.” Her soft fingers gently caressed my arm. Her touch lingered even when she’d pulled away. “This is supposed to be fun.”

Then she was off again, marching up the ridiculously long driveway on a Friday evening. “So, did you get your email sorted?” I asked, racing after her again, trying to change the subject to something other than Clare’s gaming group — a subject that was making me nervous. Something that would stop me staring at her ass, and the way the stiff leather swished from side to side as she walked.

“Yes!” she said, excited. “Thank you for that. It was exactly what you said it was. Paul was really annoyed I knew how to solve it,” she chuckled.

I grinned. “Glad I could help. At least all those years and expensive tuition fees were useful for something.” I sighed, and muttered under my breath, “because I’m not getting any work like that anytime soon.”

I caught up, and she gave me a sympathetic look. “Still no joy?”

“Nope,” I said, glancing at the jiggle of her chest again. I was really perving it up, but Clare was smoking hot tonight and she knew it. I practically stuttered when she knocked and I opened the door to her. It was like I was staring at her evil universe twin or something. “Nah,” I said, brushing the idea off. Three years studying to become a web developer and the only job I could get was at a crappy hardware store — and that was as a favor to my late aunt who’d left me her apartment. Thank you, Aunt Beatrice. “It’s like everyone decided that’s the job to have, so competition’s fierce, you know? I just don’t have any live experience.”

“Don’t sweat it,” she said, giving my back a rub. It was a fleeting touch, a friendly gesture, nothing more, I reminded myself. Clare’s outfit had me horny, and that wasn’t a good place to be when meeting her ‘hot lady game group,’ as she called it. “Something will come up. Besides, you have the hardware store job, right? No shame in that. Hayden works retail to support her aspirations.”

I sighed in relief and terror when the house came into view. “Easy for you to say, miss Webby Award winner.”

She snorted. “That paperweight? Pftt,” she waved her hand away. “It was for the whole site, not just me.”

I chuckled. “Didn’t stop you putting it on your resume, though, did it?”

She squealed. “Hey! A girl’s gotta eat. Oh, good, they’re all here.”

As we approached, I saw three cars parked around a fountain. “Remind me why we had to park at the bottom of the drive again?” I narrowed my eyes at the yellow hatchback, the pink mini, and the beat-up pickup.

“Uh,” Clare said, looking for an excuse, then sighed. “Okay, they wanted to see you come up the drive, okay? You’re the only guy that’s ever joined our little sessions. I did not tell you any of this.” Her hand slid around my waist, then into my back jeans pocket, steering me towards a side door. “I may have told them all about you, so don’t let me down, okay?”

I froze. “Wait, what? What happened to ‘it’s just a bit of fun.’” I didn’t want to come, but Clare can be persuasive, and knows how to wrap me around her little finger. Her nails were metallic pink tonight, matching her lipstick. That’s how much I was lost in her. I was like a lamb being led to the slaughter... or maybe a deer in the headlight — that’s a little less graphic. Point is, I don’t play games with people. Not even online video games. I enjoy racing games. That’s my thing. Something where I can get into the zone. Give me a repetitive task I can get better at and I’m happy for hours. Got my till scanning down to a fine art after a week of working at the store. “You said it was just a stupid game night. No pressure. Your friend moved with her boyfriend and you needed a filler. It’ll be fun, you said.”

Clare grinned, looking devilish under the tinted red light above the side entrance. “Mike,” she whispered. “Relax.” She stepped closer, and the bottle of wine was the only thing separating us. Her lips parted slightly, and my gaze drifted there. I wondered what she’d taste like. What her lips felt — My thoughts blanked as my questions, my fantasy really, were answered. Clare’s soft, glittering pink lips pressed against me, parting, forcing my lips to open with them. She tasted of a chemical strawberry lipstick flavor on the surface, but quickly I tasted something else, something pure, like heaven. Oh, crap. The slight wood I was sporting was now solid granite, and tenting my jeans. Clare whimpered, sliding her other hand around and into my other pocket. I wanted to move the wine so I could feel her against me. Feel those breasts I’d been obsessing about against my chest.

Wait. Clare was kissing me. Why was Clare kissing me? What was happening?

I peeked open my eyes. Hers were shut as she kissed me deeper, pulling on my pockets so my concrete cock pressed against her. I wanted to enjoy it, but... this was Clare. My neighbor Clare. We were friends, sure. I’d helped her out countless times with her computer, her plumbing, and her email in the past six months since I’d moved into the apartment opposite. We’d passed each other in the corridor almost every day. Multiple times a day. She said she always owed me a coffee for all the help I’ve given her. But this was the most time I’d spent with her, and now she was kissing me?

When she finally pulled away, I had to ignore the urge to reposition my sticky shaft, and she gasped. “Wow,” she whispered to herself. She just stood there staring at my lips for what felt like an eternity. Her pupils were wide and so pretty. Flecks of... I knew they were blue, but under the light, they were a dark pink that shimmered in her irises. Then she regained her composure, pulling her hands from my pockets. It was like losing limbs. My pockets suddenly felt too big. “That should help relax you,” she said, turning to cover her grin. “Remember, do not—”

Her words were interrupted as the side door swung open, narrowly missing my nose, and an older woman peered out, bathed in red light. “Oh, I thought you were fucking out here. How disappointing.”


CHAPTER TWO


I squinted at the woman in the harsh, scarlet light. She was clearly older than Clare — who was in her mid-twenties. She wouldn’t tell me her exact age, forcing me to guess, maintaining girls should keep some mystique. But this new woman was in her late thirties to early forties — it was hard to tell — but the kind that almost look a decade or two younger, and glamorous as hell. Her dress ran down to the floor, letting a long, smooth leg peek out through a slit that reached her waist, showing a hint of black lace. The dress was satin, and two strips covered her modest breasts, joined at the back of her slender neck — halter style. Her hair looked red under the lights, but it was blond, almost white when she turned off the crimson security light.

“Ronnie... are you wearing a tiara?” Clare asked with a giggle.

“Clare, I will not have you insulting my crown of leadership. We tossed while we were waiting. I thought it was appropriate.” While Veronica spoke, her eyes didn’t leave me. She was the widow, I remembered. Her husband died in a plane crash over the alps with his mistress ten years ago, leaving her his fortune. “You like my crown, don’t you?”

Wispy strands danced from her temples, where a silver tiara glimmered like it belonged to a princess. The rest of her hair was long, styled into a braid that draped over her right shoulder. “Uhh, Mike,” I said, numbly holding out the bottle of wine. “I-I like it. It’s very... sparkly.”

Clare giggled.

“Thank you, Mike,” she said, taking the wine. “Token accepted.” Then, with a dazzling smile, turned and left us standing at the doorway.

“Token?” I whispered.

Clare gave me an equally dazzling smile. “It’s just part of the game. An offering to the host... and Ronnie’s wine collection.”

Clare gave me a quick look, glancing from my groin to my eyes, like she was trying to decide something. Her eyes narrowed, then it was gone. I followed her through the heavy oak door, closing it behind us. “What game are we playing?” The door led into a long corridor that branched into a fantastic, enormous kitchen, with an island the length of my entire apartment.

“It’s a fantasy game,” she said as we passed a couple of storage rooms. “Role play.”

“What? Like Dungeons and Dragons? I don’t know how to play that.”

Clare tittered, turning right. The house was massive. “Neither do we. We just make it up. Don’t worry, it’s not serious. Tar bought a rule book once, but it was like four-hundred pages or something. None of us are reading that many pages unless it’s smut. Know what I mean?”

“Uh, not really?” I said, following her sparkly back and swishing skirt. Now I felt even less prepared.

“Oh, hey girl, you finally turned up. What did you do, stop off for a quickie?” A gorgeous beauty walked out of a doorway ahead of us, wearing a short silver dress that danced around her upper thighs like it was made of silk. Like Clare’s top, it was strapless, exposing a vast expanse of creamy skin, and the entrance to some deep cleavage. Long, wavy auburn tresses draped partly over her smooth, perfect shoulders, the rest fell down her back in cascading waves. She was stunningly beautiful, like a model. Now I was nervous. Clare was ridiculously pretty, and I’d hoped from the way she worded the invitation, she’d be the only pretty girl I’d have to worry about. Were they all going to be so out of my league I’d have trouble forming a sentence?

Clare gave her a hug. “Pffft, I wish. You know how long the drive is on foot? In these heels?” I was perving it up again as I stared at their perfect bodies press together. “Sara, this is Mike.”

Sara’s eyes evaluated me, from my sneakers, up my jeans — she hovered at the bulge in the denim for a second — and up my plain black tee. A smile slipped onto her small, but full lips. “H-Hi, Mike,” she said, holding out her hand. Her nails all had different art, from blue swirls to rainbow waves.

I reached out, uncertain, and slipped my palm against hers She was small, dainty, and so warm after the walk up the drive. “N-Nice to meet you, Sara.” She held my palm in long, slender fingers, curling tightly for what seemed like forever as she gazed into my eyes. Hers were brown like mahogany, with tiny golden flecks that gave them warmth.

“He’s gonna need that hand back, Sar,” Clare whispered.

“Oh!” Sara let go, like she’d just been shocked, and a slight blush warmed her cheeks. “Sorry. It’s just... you’re the first guy at one of these, and...”

“Sara doesn’t get much male attention,” Clare said, draping an arm around the auburn beauty’s shoulders. “No, that’s not right. She gets all the attention, but her father and manager keep her on a strict...” She turned to Sara. “What do you call it?”

Sara was busy working on her blush, looking as awkward as I felt. “The program,” she said with a hint of accent I couldn’t place. “No drinking, no partying, and absolutely no boys.”

I chuckled, trying to hide just how out of place I was. “Should I go?”

Sara stared at me for a second, then realized I was joking. “No! No. My weekly game night is my only escape.” She leaned in and whispered, “What my papa and Jody don’t know won’t hurt them.” Her breath was warm and tickled my ear. Her grin returned. “I think I’m going to enjoy you, Mike.” Her blush deepened. “Here. Enjoy you being here. I should go.” Her silky, warm-brown waves spun as she slipped from Clare's grasp and bolted down the corridor.

I stood there, stunned. “W-what was that about?”

Clare wrapped her arm around my waist again and guided me down the corridor. “Oh, don’t mind Sara, she’s skittish as a mouse, and doesn’t know how to talk to cute guys.”

“Well, she shouldn't have any problems then. None of those here,” I joked, and she pinched my ass inside my pocket. What’s with her and putting her hands in my back pockets, and why do I love it so much?

Clare tittered. “If there’s no cute guys here, then we’re all a bunch of dogs.”

I knew that wasn’t true. All three I’d met so far were worth gracing the cover of Playboy. It was the wrong thing to think, because then I had this image of Clare topless, staring me down, giving me those fuck me eyes I’d dreamed about. Did that mean she found me cute? She kissed me. What was happening? This is not what I expected to happen tonight.

Clare steered me into a large, long room with a plush red carpet. A grand dining table stretched down one end, full of ornate red velvet chairs. There was an antique unit dividing the room, and a ring of couches at the other. They were red leather and looked brand new. Crystal chandeliers hung from the tall ceiling and a gold embellished wall paper finished the look. It was a cross between a dining room, a game room, and a bordello.

“Clare!” a voice cheered from a sofa, and a girl ripped right out of a fashion magazine trotted over and hugged my neighbor. Her dress was more like lingerie. A black silk lace dress that was completely sheer, showing off the matching bra and panties hidden within. A lace trim just covered her panties, and it was like she’d forgotten the rest of her outfit. It was sexy as hell, especially with the black thigh-high velvet boots.

“What up, bitch?” Clare said, hugging her back, pushing the light-brown ponytail out of her face. “You look sexy, babe.”

Clare pulled away, giving me a better look. I was wrong. She wasn’t sexy. She was smoking hot. My cock throbbed in my pants at the sight of her, and I gulped. She had the brightest, greenest eyes I’d ever seen, and gorgeous full breasts. It was like wearing X-ray specs.

“Is it too much? You said dress to impress...” her words faded as she remembered I was standing there, and I got the distinct impression she said it by mistake.

“Nah, girl. Fuck, I wish I could pull that off. Mike, Tara. Tara, Mike. Tara’s my bestie from college.”

“Nice to—”

“Finally, Clare Bear!” Another gorgeous woman emerged from the couches, this one with raven black hair that fell to her chin — longer on one side — immaculately straight and glossy like a shampoo commercial. “What took you...” She stopped when she saw me. “Fuck.”

The woman, who must have been Hayden, if I remembered right — the runner and fellow retail slave — stood, wide eyed in a silky white tank top that showed off her toned abs, and a tight pair of white jeans that hugged her impressively toned curves. “Hayden?” I said, holding out my hand.

She ignored my hand and just continued to stare at me.

“Okay, this is getting awkward,” Tara chuckled, shaking my hand. “Nice to meet you, dude.” I could see why she and Clare were friends. They both had the same ‘no shits given’ attitude.

Hayden, meanwhile, had grown a fierce blush on her lily-white complexion. Feeling bold, I stepped towards her and held out my hand. “Nice to meet you, Hayden. I’m Mike.” The raven haired women bit her lip, holding in a giggle as she gently — like I might bite her — took my hand and gave it a slight shake. She quickly hid her face and squirmed back to the couch.

“Okay, then,” Clare said, scooping me up and pushing me towards the couches. “That’s everybody. Shall we begin?”


CHAPTER THREE


We all took our places on the couches. Clare and Tara sat close on either side of me. Veronica returned with a folder full of paper. She handed them out, and I swear she made sure I got a good look at her cleavage as she bent to give me a sheet. She clearly wasn’t wearing a bra and despite her modest breasts size, there was just enough of a valley to garner my complete attention. When she moved on with a swish of that dress, I looked down at the paper. It was some sort of profile. “What’s this?” I asked Clare, trying to mask just how hard my cock was, surrounded by such a visual feast.

“It’s your character. This is who you’ll play.”

“You know, I feel a little underdressed,” I whispered.

She smirked. “Nah, you’re fine. There’s no dress code. We just like to dress up,” she said, her smirk growing. I got the feeling they rarely dressed this... sexy. Or maybe they did, and I was reading her wrong.

Veronica sat while I skimmed my character profile. I was playing a character called Romeo. Just as I saw it, Clare scoffed. “Romeo? Really, Ronnie?”

The older woman looked up from where she was squinting at a page of scribbled notes. “I didn’t write that. Hayden handled the character sheets. Tara, your handwriting is abysmal. What does this say?” Tara shimmied over in her dress. Her panties were a thong, and I could see both of her luscious, round butt-cheeks. Her ass was spectacular. She translated her handwriting as Clare looked daggers at Hayden.

“We’re not calling him that. I like Mike. We all use our names, anyway.” Clare grunted in frustration. “He doesn’t have any healing spells,” she said, understanding the sheet more than I did. All I understood was that I had five hit points — that didn’t sound a lot. I wore a medallion of protection and virility, and had two spells. Hornous, and Suducto. Other than that, the page was blank. I wondered if a full letter-size sheet was needed.

“He does. It’s just not how you think, the raven-haired beauty scoffed.” She scowled at Clare. “You told me to make it...” she trailed off, looking at me with that blush returning to her porcelain cheeks. It was striking how pale her complexion was, because wasn’t she a runner? Again, I had the feeling like I was out of the loop on something despite being at the center of it all.

“Okay, enough,” Veronica said, taking charge. “If we don’t get started now, we never will. Don’t worry Michael... is it Michael, or just Mike?”

“Uh.” Now I felt like a deer in the headlights. Five pairs of eyes, all under long lashes, belonging to beautiful women stared at me. “Sure,” I stuttered. “If you like.” I almost told her she could call me whatever she wanted. Clare laughed, and Tara tittered.

“Well, don’t worry, Michael,” Veronica said in a motherly tone. “I’m sure you’ll get a hang of it.”

Hayden giggled again, surprising me. Her style didn’t match her attitude. It was confusing.

“Now,” Veronica began. “Last time our fearless party made it to the hidden cave of Ooodooo.” She narrowed her eyes at Tara.

“We take turns being the dungeon master,” Clare whispered. “Ronnie is the best, though.”

“You enter the cave and darkness surrounds you.”

“I cast Show me Light!” Care said, sitting up straight and waving her arm in the air.

Tara huffed. “I pull out and light a torch. It’s a free action.” She sneered at my busty blond neighbor.

“Pffft,” Clare hissed. “But now we can see the entire cave, and,” she paused for effect. “I look cool doing it.”

Tara played with the edge of her character sheet. “What if we’d been surrounded by monsters and needed our third-rate sorceress to smote them fools?”

Clare made that pffft, sound again, like she always did. “Well, we’re not.” She looked at Veronica. “We’re not are we?”

“No,” Ronnie said, clenching her jaw. “But if you had waited for me to finish, you would know that.”

Clare turned back to Tara, shimmying closer to my side. “See. We’re not. So it’s cool.”

“Damn third-rate sorceress,” Tara mumbled.

I leaned in to Clare and asked, “third-rate?”

She scoffed with a giggle. “When you see me cast spells, you’ll know why.”

I had no idea what that meant.

“The cave is empty of enemies, but the magical spell used to illuminate the space has triggered a magical trap. You don’t yet know what it is.”

Tara scoffed.

“Oooo. Ominous,” Sara cooed. She sat on the couch opposite, and slowly her legs parted, showing a hint of silky white panties at the end of her long, toned, slender legs. Dancer legs. Then snapped them closed. Quickly, I looked away. I don’t think she saw me.

Veronica continued narrating a story of how we explored the cave. I had nothing to do for a while, of which I was grateful. Slowly I was getting into the groove, understanding how to play. Or at least how they played, because I had no notion of how I fit into it yet. It was still bewildering to me that such a group of ridiculously beautiful — out of my league hot — women would meet once a week at a glorious older woman’s mansion for a sparkly dress filled game night.

“The Trap has finally triggered. Third-Rate Sorceress, Clare drops dead from a magical curse.”

“What!” Clare shouts, sitting up from snuggling next to me.

“And as the healer just stood there watching, you are destined to haunt him until he can figure out a way to refuel your lifeforce.”

“Wait,” I said, joining for the first time. “Aren’t I the healer? I don’t have any healing spells. I don’t even know what my spells do. I don’t even have stats. My sheet’s practically blank.”

“Third-Rate Sorceress, Clare drops to your feet, Cleric, Mike. Her ethereal form releases and clings to you. She haunts you.” When Clare didn’t take the hint, she repeated. “She HAUNTS you,” with a wink.

Clare jumped to her feet. “Oh! Sorry, I was still in shock, busy in my ghostly death throes, and shiz.” She looked down at me, not looking shocked, dead or ghostly. She had this twinkle in her eyes I hadn’t seen before. “You let me die, Mike—”

“How? What?” I gasped, unable to comprehend what the hell was going on.

“Now I have to haunt you.” Clare wiggled her red leather mini-skirt up her hips until I could see the tiny red triangle of her lace panties, then slid her knees on either side of my legs until she was straddling me. Her Vanilla scent hit me from beyond the grave. Her breath tickled my neck as she pressed herself against me. Blond locks ticked my chin, and her fantastic breasts were right there, inches from my face.

“Cleric Mike is hit by the debuff, ‘Distracted’,” Veronica said solemnly. Clare was right, she was great at this. What was even better was my debuff. Clare was taking it seriously. She ground her hips. Moaned in my ear as she sucked my earlobe.

The game continued on as Tara, the Champion, and Sara the Rogue fought a goblin, while Hayden scouted ahead.

Meanwhile, my dumb ass was too distracted to heal them with my two useless spells. Don’t think I’d be much use, anyway. My cock was on the verge of bursting through my jeans at the way Clare ground her lace covered sex against my denim tent, whispering dirty talk in my ear. My hands had slid to her bare thighs, rubbing up and down. I wanted to grab her breasts and feel her luscious mounds in my palms, but I didn’t know if this was part of the game, or if she was really coming on to me.

Let’s face it, I was very distracted.

That’s when another member of the group could have really done with a competent healer.


CHAPTER FOUR


Veronica clapped her hands, making her chest jiggle under the black satin. Crack. “Scout Hayden encounters a magical trap. If only she had the foresight to cast ‘Detect Trap’ before entering the room.”

Hayden gasps. “Hey, Mike’s not the only one that’s distracted.”

“You feel a magical poison flow through you,” Ronnie said in her narrator's voice.

Meanwhile, Clare moaned into my ear, kissing my neck. I was having trouble breathing with how aroused she was making me. It was the best weird fantasy ever. But also the worst. All I wanted to do was throw her over the couch and fuck her. How could something so great be so torturous? “Your cock feels amazing, Mike,” she purred. “I bet it would feel so good inside me.” This was a side of Clare I never thought I’d see. Never knew existed.

“Oh! Oh noes! I’ve been poisoned,” Hayden giggled.

“It is up to you now, Cleric. Only you have the power to save her.”

“W-wait... I do?”

”Indeed, you do. You have no direct healing spells, however.” Just over Clare’s bare shoulder, the seductive older woman barely held in a smirk. “Healing energy flows through you. You have five minutes to save our scout.”

“What?” I mumbled, as Clare sucked on my neck, giving me a hickey, pressing her sex hard against me.

“Clock’s ticking,” Veronica said, looking at her watch. It was encrusted with diamonds or something. I could see it sparkle over Clare’s creamy shoulder.

“You need to give me your healing energy,” Hayden said, jumping to her feet, hooking the shorter side of her hair behind her ear.

“You can’t. I’m too buys haunting you,” Clare whispered.

“H-how do I do that?” I stammered, felling overwhelmed, hard and confused.

“The poor Cleric was a new member of the healing order. He did not yet understand the power flowing through him. The magical energy contained within... just waiting to be… sucked out.”

My eyes widened. Did she mean?

“But first he must placate the horny spirit that seeks to distract him, less Scout Hayden falls to her doom.”

“Clare,” I huffed, reluctantly trying to push her aside. She wouldn’t budge, and I wasn’t sure if I was happy about that.

“You need to distract me,” she whispered. “Kiss me.”

My eyes widened further.

“Hurry Cleric. You only have four minutes remaining. I hope for Hayden’s sake, the spirit has made you nice and… prepared.”

Fuck it. I pulled Clare away from my neck and kissed her. She gasped into my mouth, quickly pulling back, whispering, “you’re okay with this, right?”

I just stared at her incredulously.

She giggled. “That’s what I thought,” she whispered, returning her lips to mine. She exploded across my tastebuds, like earlier, but more. More hungry. More needy. More... tongue.

“Hurry, Mike!” Hayden cried out in mock distress.

“The casting of the spell will slow the spread of the poison by your age, Cleric, times two seconds. How old are thee?”

“Twenty-two,” I gasped in between kisses. I suddenly remembered I was on the clock, and slid my fingers under Clare’s soft thighs, lifting her to the side.

“Isn’t there some way we can help?” Tara asked, so close to my right, she must have had a good view of Clare’s antics. I’d completely forgotten she was there.

“The magic of the trap prevents everyone except Scout Hayden from moving.”

The other two both huffed.

“Do not worry, I am sure you will need our cleric’s healing before long.”

Clare dropped to her knees on the couch and continued to kiss me. Accidentally, my hand was on her inner thigh as her skirt dropped, covering my hand. Clare whimpered into my mouth. Instinctively, I stroked my thumb over her smooth, fleshly thigh.

It was a minor distraction from the fingers frantically unbuttoning my jeans. Within a second, Hayden had popped the button and was tugging on the zipper. She yanked down my jeans, pulling me lower. Thankfully, I’d worn my nicest pair of boxers. She didn’t have time to appreciate them, instead pulling them down with the denim until my rock hard erection launched free like a spring-loaded rod. “Oh, wow.” Hayden gave Veronica a quick look. “A-are you s-sure we should do this?”

“With the added time, you have three and a half minutes to heal yourself, Scout. You’d better hop to it. Unless you would like to waste a scroll transferring on the affliction?”

Hayden’s wide eyes glanced at me over my throbbing length. A strange look briefly washed over her, then she bent over and pushed the head of my cock in her mouth.

The sweetest sensation slid down my shaft, right to the base. An exquisite, tight, hot wetness surrounded the head. I groaned into Clare’s mouth as Hayden slid her lips up and down the length, sucking hard. I couldn’t focus on anything. I had an incredibly hot girl sucking my cock, and my smoking hot neighbor sucking on my tongue. I was in heaven, and the other women just watched on — enraptured.

“Two and a half minutes remain, Scout. I hope you are working hard on focusing your healing magic there, Cleric Mike,” Veronica chuckled.

I wasn’t. I was just so completely lost in Clare. Drifting on the pleasure flowing from my shaft. My hand on Clare’s thigh slid higher, and I felt the lace of her panties. They were damp. Like really damp. Sodden. My eyes widened as Clare’s eyes opened, and we stared at each other — still kissing. Her eyes were beautiful, shaded by the awning of her long, dark lashes. She bored into my soul as my hand — my hand was on Clare’s panties — slowly felt the slippy texture of the lace. Traced the contours of her pussy through the fabric. Clare moaned into my mouth, shutting her eyes as I gently rubbed in a slow, caressing rhythm.

Hayden slipped off my shaft with a pop. “Is there anyway to extend the timer? This is great, and thankfully, Mike has some stamina.”

Somewhere in my brain, I patted myself on the back for not coming the instant her lips touched my shaft. There was no way I was gonna tell them how I got my stamina, or that my right arm was now stronger than my left, thanks to my hot neighbor fantasies and a lonely six months.

Veronica chuckled.

“Cast quick reflexes,” Sara said. I could tell it was her by the softness of her voice. She had a certain shy confidence in her tone.

“Great. I cast quick reflexes.”

“Uh,” Veronica said, going quiet for a second. “Whatever. Your quick reflexes allow you to double the remaining time. You now have four.”

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out, pulling away from Clare’s lips as Hayden pushed my cock so deep, her nose pressed against my thatch. “Fuck!” My cussing was muffled by Clare attacking my lips with her own. The blond was insatiable. It was like she couldn’t get enough of me.

I loved that thought.

We kissed more fully and deeply than I’d ever kissed anyone before. It was incredible. All the while Hayden sucked my cock, steadily bringing me to the edge. I wasn’t also going to tell them I was hanging on for dear life. I did not want to come early. This was too fantastic.

“Two minutes.”

Hayden pulled off. “Come on, Mike. Give me your cum. I need it... also the stupid healing thing.”

I groaned as she sucked me fast and furiously, slicking her lips up and down the dripping length of my cock, pumping her fist at the base. Clare’s panties were wetter as I continued to stroke her through the soggy lace. She kissed me like she was in a constant pout — lips so full and kissable.

I clenched my spare hand in Hayden’s hair, urging her to go faster. She did. Oh crap, I couldn’t hold on much longer.

Someone else gasped. Too young to be Veronica, so either Tara or Sara. Through that erotic fog, I suddenly realized their names rhymed. That’s how broken my mind was. Just as a great tightness slammed into a tidal wave of pleasure, and my hand fisted Hayden’s hair. I grunted at Clare, pushing my fingers deeper into the lace. My hips flexed as I pulled Hayden down and erupted into her throat.

The raven beauty moaned, as twitch after twitch of my shaft, deep inside her mouth, shot a load of healing nectar.

Clare whimpered.

Hayden gagged, but held herself there — deep throating my shaft. I’d gripped her hair, but I wasn’t holding her. I flexed again, dribbling the last inside her. On the second gag she pulled off, gasping and spluttering, breathing hard. She moaned, wiping her lips, sucking some escaped cum off her fingers.

“Praise our cleric. Scout Hayden is healed.”

Tara huffed. “Can I get poisoned next?”


CHAPTER FIVE


“Good job, baby,” Clare whispered, as I slumped on the couch, zoned out. Her haunting had progressed to gently toying with my half-hard dick while nibbling my ear again.

Hayden returned to the other couch with the biggest grin on her face. Her mascara had run, making her look like she’d been crying.

“Disaster adverted,” Veronica cooed, scribbling some notes in the book. “Though not out of danger. Two goblins jump out of the dark, preparing to attack.”

“I rally the party,” Tara cheered, raising her arm above her head. She had to be the sexiest warrior in existence. Her breasts bulged inside her sheer lace dress, fighting to escape the tiny satin cups of her bra.

“We need Clare,” Sara huffed. “Goblins are hard to kill without magic... right?” she asked, looking towards Veronica — whose cheeks and neck had flushed since Hayden’s healing. The seductive older woman nodded, and Sara grinned.

“Uh,” I chuckled. “Clare’s busy. Can I help?”

“If the cleric can do anything,” Veronica said in her narrator voice, “it is to resurrect the third-rate Sorceress.”

“I cast deflect,” Tara said, raising her arms like she was holding a sword and shield.

“That is your two actions,” Veronica noted.

“I place a spike trap,” Sara said. “In the doorway... after Hadie comes through.”

Hayden giggled, still grinning almost as much as I was. “Guess I return from the goblin room, poison free, then. Thanks, Cleric Mike,” she sniggered, wiping the corner of her mouth with a pale finger.

“Welcome,” I said, sounding groggy. I wasn’t. I was on cloud nine. Clare was snuggled against me, gently stroking my cock back to life, kissing my neck. My fingers continued to rub the now soaked lace of her panties. I don’t think anyone else could see that. Despite coming, I was almost recharged and ready to go again... you know, in case anyone else needed healing.

Then Veronica’s words finally penetrated my arousal-soaked mind. I could resurrect Clare. “Wait. How do I bring Clare back? I don’t have any spells for that. What the hell do my spells even do?”

Hayden giggled. “Not that.”

“Then how?”

“The Cleric uses one of his actions to consult the gods. Your deity is merciful and just. They command you to fill the spirit with the essence of new life in the cradle where new life grows, therefore bringing our third-rate sorceress back from the brink.”

“What?”

“You’re gonna have to fuck me back to life, Mike,” Clare said, so matter-of-fact, I was shocked.

“What?”

“The goblin attacks. Tara’s deflect nullifies the damage, but the reflection is countered by physical immunity.”

“Come on,” Clare whispered. “You gotta take one for the team, baby.”

I stared at her pretty blue eyes. My eyebrows met my hairline. “You... you want me to...” I leaned in and whispered, “are you sure?”

Clare giggled, placing her pouty lips against my ear. “Let me let you into a little secret here, Mike. I’ve wanted to ask you out for months, but I don’t date. I concocted a third-rate plan to get in your pants.” She pulled back and looked me deep in the eyes, grinning. She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, fluttering her long, sexy lashes. “Is it working?”

My brain froze. Clare... Clare wanted to ask me out? My out of my league hot neighbor Clare? I couldn’t process it. She wanted me. I sat there, dumbfounded. Then her smile fell.

“I-I thought you felt the same? Oh, god, I—”

“Quick reflexes triggers. The goblin misses you by an inch, Sara. Next time, you will not be so lucky.”

I pressed my fingers harder against her sodden panties. “Clare, of course I do.” I grinned. “You have no idea.”

Her fantastic smile returned, and she leaned in. “Then you’d better fuck me before the team wipes.”

A lump caught in my throat. This must be a dream. Holly shit, Clare wants to fuck. She wants to fuck me? What is happening right now?

“The second goblin attacks. Hayden is hit for five points of slashing damage.”

“Do her Mike!” Tara cheered so close she almost deafened me.

I pulled my fingers away and slid them into her panties. My digits trailed over a small tuft of fuzz before sinking into the warm, wet folds of my neighbor. Oh, wow, she felt incredible. I’d felt up girls back in college — lost my virginity on a drunken dare — but this was different. This was Clare.

“Oh, fuck,” she mewled, thrusting her face against my neck.

“I don’t mean to rush you over there, Mike, but we kinda need to hurry.”

My digits slipped inside her pussy to the second knuckle. She was so warm and wet. I was suddenly eager to heal her. Everything became clear. Hormones took over. I knew what I had to do. Everything had led up to this moment in my life. All those years of holy training… or something, were about to come to fruition.

I had to save Clare in the best way possible.

She whimpered as I pulled my digits from her pussy and stood. My shaft bobbed, erect and ramrod straight, pointing at Sara. All the women in the room stopped what they were doing and eyed my slick shaft.

“Anyone else notice how quiet Clare’s been tonight?” Tara joked. “Mike should come every week.”

I ignored them, whipping around to face Clare. Her blond hair was mussed up around her bare shoulders, and I kicked myself for not playing with her tits earlier. Something told me she wouldn’t have minded. Wouldn’t have minded at all. Her legs were parted — skirt just above her upper thighs — and I zeroed in on her panties, and the darker patch of red where her slit was. She smiled up at me, happiness and hunger mixing on her gorgeous face. “Don’t worry. I’m gonna save you, Clare,” I said, for the first time that night, slipping into character. I scooped her off the couch and she clung to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and legs above my ass. “Where...”

“The cleric did not have time to be picky. He used the first surface he could find.”

I waddled to the end of the couch and placed her down on her heels. She beamed up at me. “Save me, baby. Save me hard and fast,” she said, turning, and looking at me over her shoulder.

Instinct kicked in. I grabbed her blond locks and bent her over the couch arm, grabbing her panties and pulling them down in one savage movement.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” she moaned as I slid my cock through her dripping folds, coating my shaft in her abundant need. And from how wet she was, Clare was very needy.

“Oh, wow,” Sara gasped. It was nothing compared to the sound Clare made as I pushed inside her. It was a loud, long moan. I made a similar, deeper grunt, as my cock pushed its way inside her. Forcing her silky inner walls aside, sliding easily to the hilt. She gripped me just tight enough, fitting me like God himself formed her pussy just for me. Perfect.

“Oh, my. Is it hot in here?” Veronica said. I couldn’t see her. I was completely focused on Clare. On her perfect ass. Her pretty blond hair. Her gorgeous shoulders. Her incredible pussy.

“Fuck, Mike. Oh, that’s so good,” Clare repeated four times as I pulled out and pushed back inside her tight sheath, quickly building to a rhythm. Hayden’s blowjob had nothing on this, and quickly — far too quickly — I wanted to come. It just felt too good. I wasn’t worthy. Not to mention the eye candy that sat around us, slack-jawed, watching with such intensity it made me hot. I grabbed Clare’s hips to hold her in place and fucked her like she asked. The sound of slapping filled the lavish room. Her ass jiggled with every ‘clap’. Her pussy squelched with every thrust. Breath hitched with every inhale. I was grunting up a storm, trying to hold on, making sure I didn’t come first. In front of these beauties — that would have been death itself. I was on show, and somehow it felt like they were all judging me.

I didn’t care. I liked the attention. Being the only guy there made me special. I didn’t realize just how special I was about to become to this group of goddesses.

“Fuck, oh, fuck, Mike. Oh, wow, oh. Yes! Just like that,” Clare wailed. I had done nothing different, except now my fingers were digging into her fleshy hips so hard they would leave a mark. My hips pounded into her silky pussy far harder than I would have dared at the start of the evening.

Clare writhed, squirming against the couch. The Game was paused. Tara had pulled her gauzy black dress to her waist and was rubbing her black satin panties, shimmying closer to Clare. Everyone was touching themselves. Veronica had her hand inside the waist-high slit of her dress. Hayden was rubbing the crotch of her white denim jeans. Sara’s silky silver dress fluttered against her hips. Her hand had vanished inside her white silk panties, and the lifting and falling bulge of her knuckles was unmistakable.

“Let me help, Mike,” Tara cooed, sliding her panties right up to Clare. “It looks like the spirit is trying to escape.”

Clare wailed as I fucked her harder. Each slap was a thunderclap. Her ass bounced against the couch, rocking her back and forward. Her moans became muffled as Tara shoved her panties against Clare’s mouth. The blond fought halfheartedly, and I was concerned she wanted out. She didn’t, I realized, when the moan of protest left her muffled lips as I slowed out of concern.

“Hold her arms, so she can’t escape,” Tara commanded, closing her eyes as Clare mouthed against her black panties.

Who was I to argue? I released Clare’s hips, almost coming when I saw the finger marks on her flesh, and snagged her arms. I grabbed her wrists and held them against her back, arching her spine. She whimpered, and her pussy fluttered around my length.

I got back up to speed, holding her by the wrists, slap, slap, slapping against her ass. The incredible silky sensation, and the sight of watching Tara feed Clare her satin covered pussy, was too much, and I had to grit my teeth. “Come Clare,” I demanded. “Come for me. Come over my cock. Come back to us.”

“Fuck. Fuck. I love the dirty...” her words trailed off and then I felt it. Her pussy clamped around my cock, making it harder to move. Then fluttering, clenching and releasing. My gorgeous neighbor wailed into Tara’s panties, shuddering.

That was it. I was gonzo. With a grunt, I pulled her arms, arching her further, yanking her back as I thrust forward — sinking to the hilt in a savage thrust… then erupting. A cool wave flowed over me as my cock pulsed, coming inside the hot blond.

Oh, shit, I’m coming inside Clare. Should we have used protection? Should I have mentioned it? Should I care?

The thoughts drifted to dust and floated on the wind as I flew. Clare’s pussy convulsed around me. The distinct odor of sex filled my nose, mixing with so many women’s perfumes and musky scents I couldn’t think straight. I couldn’t think at all.

Clare let out a gasp, and gently I lowered her back to the sofa, and onto Tara’s waiting core.

“Fuck, Mike. That was hot,” the beauty with the bright green eyes, and the mousy-brown hair said, sliding back, and covering herself with her semi-transparent dress. I could see the lipstick marks on her panties. That was an image I could never unsee.

“Huzzah! Third-rate sorceress Clare has risen from the dead.”

Clare giggled. “Don’t feel very alive right now.” Slowly she twisted, facing me and fell back onto the couch. “Wow, baby. I’m never gonna forget our first time.”

I chuckled, putting my cock away, and joining her on the sofa. She snuggled into me, clinging to my tee like an infant. “That was not what I expected to happen when you invited me,” I said, almost disbelieving it had happened at all.

Veronica sighed. “And with that, we should probably call it a night. Clare, you’d better get Mike out of here before Sara’s caretaker comes to escort her.”

“Yeah,” Clare said, sounding dreamy and out of breath. “I’m done for the night.”

“You’re coming back next week, though, right, Mike?” Sara asked in her innocent, sweet tone.

I took a breath. “Uh,” I looked to Clare, then Veronica, unsure if this was a onetime deal for Clare to seduce me. “If I’m invited.”

The classy older woman smiled. “Of course you are, young man. You’re part of the party now, and I don’t think these young ladies would be as eager if you didn’t.”

I nodded, then smiled at the dancer. “Then, sure. I’ll be here.”

Tara slid her fingers under my chin and twisted my face to hers. “Who else is gonna heal us?” she asked before kissing me. Her tongue swirled around my lips, then pushed inside my mouth. She tasted of cherries, and my cock twitched back to life — despite feeling like I’d run a marathon. She grinned pure mischief as she pulled away, and I had visions of healing her too.

“Right,” Clare said, pulling up her panties and tugging down her red leather skirt. “Guess we’d better get you outta here, mister.” She grabbed my hand and interlocked our fingers. “Sara’s caretaker is no joke. He’ll kill you if he sees you.” She said it so seriously, it made me worry.

“Don’t worry, Mike,” Sara said. “Jody is never on time. Though maybe you should hide when you drive away? They’d never let me come again if they knew...”

Veronica put her arms around the auburn beauty. “Have heart, my dear. You’ll see Mike again.”

“Okay.” Clare dragged me from the couch, and they all gave me a longing look as I stumbled after my hot neighbor.

“Remember,” Veronica said. “This session is incomplete. Same clothes next week. Do not wash them.”

“What?” Hayden gasped. “But I’m soaked!”

“Exactly. You must wear your shame, my dear. It is the price of having a delicious man in the party.”

I didn’t hear the rest, as Clare tugged me out into the chilly evening air. I was too busy thinking about the next session.
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