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CHAPTER ONE


I paced my tiny apartment, going round and round, wearing out the already threadbare carpet. The hands of the clock moved in slow motion. My thoughts drifted — as they had all week — to last Friday. To the Game Night. To Clare’s creamy thighs. Her silky pussy. Her oh-so-kissable, pouty lips. Tara, the fiery sex kitten. Hayden, and her amazing, sucking mouth. All twenty-something goddesses. Then Veronica, the seductive and randy older woman. And finally Sara, the demure, nineteen-year-old dancer.

It all felt like some salacious dream, one I’d woken up from each day this week, hard and aching. The drive home was so uneventful after what happened during the role play, I wasn’t sure what was real, and what I’d imagined — maybe all of it. I’d hid in Clare’s backseat, avoiding Jody, Sara’s caretaker — whatever that meant — in a catatonic state after my sudden exertion healing Clare. When we arrived at our building, we held hands until we reached our doors. She kissed me good night. Wow, that kiss — I can still feel her lips. It knocked the stuffing out of me, leaving me standing there stunned in the hallway as she grinned and closed her door. I stared at that door for a good ten minutes before slinking back to my apartment and crashing in a stunned, exhausted stupor.

“Can you go any slower?” I moan at the damn clock on my wall. It was Friday night. It was Game Night, and I hadn’t seen Clare all week.

It was the longest week of my life!

She must have been out-of-town like she often was, chasing a story for the website she wrote for. My knuckles hovered over her door every day after work, wondering if I should knock anyway. Would that make me seem needy? Did she want her space? Clare said she didn’t date, so I didn’t want to force my impatience on her and ruin what was frankly the best thing that’d ever happened to me. So I kept away. Staring at her blue door like it would explode open any second.

But now it was Friday. Finally. Clare would pick me up at eight, and I had half an hour to go. I had to force myself to not stand vigil in the hallway, waiting for her to come home — to ambush her the second she came up the stairs.

I was ready to go. Had been for an hour. Dressed in last week’s jeans and tee. They’d hung on my wardrobe like a trophy all week. A constant reminder of what was to come.

I narrowed my eyes at the clock. Three minutes had passed. Three!

Then there was a knock at my door, and my heart caught in my throat. Was she early? It was probably Mr. Johnson from downstairs with more mail that kept being put in his box. It didn’t stop me from bounding over and tearing the door open.

My breath caught.

“Thank fuck you’re in,” Clare said, pushing her way inside. I let her, completely lost. I’d been fantasizing about what I’d say, but now she was before me, closing my door in her short, red leather skirt, and strapless red sequined top, I couldn’t speak. It was lucky that Clare didn’t want to chat. Before I knew what was happening, I was pressed up against the door, and her lips were pressing hungerly against mine. They were just as soft as I remembered, tasting of that metallic lipstick she wore. Pink again, just like last week, except this kiss was deeper.

Her hands slid through my hair — nails scrunching against my scalp — as my hands flew to her waist. My digits touched the smooth skin of her tummy, sliding around to her narrow waist and clutching her hips. Her other hand dug into my shoulder, her thumb inside the neck of my tee, rubbing circles just above my clavicle.

I shut my eyes and just let it happen, kissing her back, pressing my hard wood against her. Arousal and a strange contentment flooded my mind, making it hard to think of anything but her and her fantastic breasts squishing against me. Her lips mouthing and biting. Her tongue slicking inside my mouth in flicking motions, wrestling with my own. Her vanilla scent hitting me, bringing back the memory of her bent over the couch last Friday night, mewling on the end of my cock. I was in heaven, and we were both fully clothed. That thought almost made me laugh, but I held it in, too consumed with her deep, sexy kisses.

Then she pulled away, leaving me bereft of her lips, her taste. “Oh, wow,” she said, sucking in a breath. “You do not know how much I’ve missed you this week.” Her hands shot to my waist and fumbled with the button, quickly popping it, and yanking on the zipper.

“C-Clare, where have you been all week? I’ve...” I started, but the nagging thought I was already sounding too clingy stopped me. I needed to be cool.

She paused with her hand inside my shorts, and an icy chill shivered down my spine at the thought I’d already fucked up. But she grinned a lopsided smile. “Did you miss me, Mike?” Her deft fingers pumped my shaft agonizingly slowly.

“Yeah!” I said, far too enthusiastically to be cool. My hands slid around her arms like they were on autopilot and trailed touches over her breasts.

Her grin widened as she pulled out my cock. “Good.” I didn’t have time to reply, as her lips pinned me against the door. “Touch me, baby,” she gasped between kisses.

My jeans slipped to my knees as she pumped my cock in her warm, slender fingers. “God, you’re incredible,” I gasped in return, taking a breath before diving back into the wonderful ocean of the kiss. I slid my hands under her top, pushed her bra out of the way, and cupped her gorgeous mounds. Fuck, her breasts felt good in my palms. Her nipples were so hard and springy between my thumbs and fingers. She mewled into my mouth as I gently pinched her nubs, then kneaded her supple flesh.

“Mmmm, I love that,” she moaned into my mouth.

My shaft twitched in her grip at her words. I loved Clare’s big breasts, so any excuse to play with them was great. While we kissed, I toyed with her nipples, kneaded her mounds, and ground my hips in her hands. But I wanted more, and curiosity was getting the better of me. Did this... did I really make her as aroused as she seemed? My hands slid lower in search of answers. Firstly yanking her skirt to her waist. The quick, desperate movement made her whimper into the kiss. Then moan as I slid my digits down over the familiar lace triangle of her panties. I gasped at just how wet she was. She whimpered again, grinding her hips against my fingers at the discovery.

Clare was dripping for me. Because of me. I couldn’t really process that, didn’t really have time to, because Clare's next demand pushed the thought from my mind. “Touch me. I want your fingers inside me,” she gasped before pushing her tongue deep into my mouth.

Like a more confident version of me was in control, I dragged her panties aside and slid my fingers through her sopping folds. One set of digits sought her clit, the other pushing two inside her hot, wet entrance.

“Mmmmmm!” she gasped, breaking the kiss. Her blue eyes were bright with desire. Her lips puffy and pouty from all the kissing. I stared into her beautiful blue pools as I stroked her clit and pumped my fingers inside her tight channel. “Oh, fuck, Mike. Fuck, that’s so good.” She shut her eyes and lolled her head as I continued. Her hand stilled on my cock, her fingers shaking in bliss. Then her head snapped forward, flicking her blond ponytail over her shoulder. “Fuck me, baby. Right now,” she begged, going in for another kiss.

It was like I was possessed, running on pure arousal and need. In a quick motion, I spun us around and slammed Clare against the inside of my front door. She mewled, releasing my shaft, grabbing my shoulders. Her breasts hung, full and perky — nipples taut — between us as I took hold of my slick, hard cock and lined myself up.

Clare draped her right thigh around my waist, and I hooked my arm under to hold her there. It gave me easier access, and with a savage thrust, I pushed inside her.

The breath left her lungs in a shaky exhale as my cock entered a world of pure bliss. Searing hot, slick and tight — perfect — I delved into her silky depths until I couldn’t push any further.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” she cried, grabbing my hand and holding it above her head. It took my pleasure overloaded brain a few seconds to realize what she was hinting at. She whimpered as I gathered both her wrists in my free hand and pinned them together against the door above her head. It felt powerful pinning her to the door like that, with her helpless on my cock. It was so damn good. I tried to push deeper, pressing her hard against the door. “Ohhhh, Mike. Fuck, yes, just like that,” she moaned, letting her head loll against the door.

My hips moved without a conscious thought, and quickly I was sliding my shaft in and out of her slick hole in hard, demanding thrusts. “Fuck, Clare. Shit, you’re incredible.” I didn’t care if I was too rough — I was too lost to care — as I slammed against her, pushing deep with every thrust upwards. She bounced against the door, pinned and helpless to my fucking. The rap, rap, rap of her ass hitting the door repeatedly joined the wet squelch, squelch, squelch, of her pussy sucking my cock, foaming our joining.

“Come inside me, Mike. I want to feel it,” she panted, writhing against the door. It sent me into overdrive. Her words, and the way she clenched my cock — squeezing her pussy muscles — made her tighter than ever. “I want to feel it running out of me… all… night.”

Her breaths came quickly, small gasps as her eyes rolled. Her hands balled into fists, completely limp in my grasp as I pounded her slit. I’d lifted her leg higher in my pursuit of her silky depths, and she practically hung to one side, struggling to keep her heel on the floor.

“Fuck. Fuck, yes,” she moaned. Her body grew more and more tense. Breath hitching into ragged gasps. Her pussy quivered. Then she exploded, unleashing a torrent of warm wetness over my shaft and against my pelvis. She shuddered, mouth open, mewling shakily as a violent wave passed through her. “Mmmmm!”

It was so fucking sexy. She was so fucking sexy. Any attempt I could have made to hold on and keep fucking her was undone by the sight, smell, and sensation of my hot, blond neighbor coming on my cock, staring into my soul with her deep blue eyes. Her pussy convulsed as I fucked her hard, right on the edge, so close, almost out of control, but with just a thread left to wait. To fuck her through her climax, so she could feel it when I came. I didn’t know if a girl could feel that when she was busy shaking through an orgasm, so I held on. Just a little longer.

My hips slowed, and I contorted myself down to her breasts — pulling them from the cups of her strapless bra and top — and taking a fat nipple between my lips, and gently sucking as my hips continued their relentless rhythm. Clare cried out, shaking again, grabbing great big clumps of hair and holding me there as I fucked her quivering, slick pussy, and sucked her juicy hard nipple.

“Oh, god, Mike,” she whispered, voice laced with a mix of shock and awe.

I didn’t have time to appreciate how her body undulated in a wave, far too busy fucking her slick pussy, biting down on her nipple as I rammed my throbbing shaft home and erupting inside my neighbor. I practically shook and gasped as my cock flexed deep inside her channel, shooting a week’s worth of pent up fantasies.

“Oh, baby,” she cooed. “Fill me, yes. Fuck, I can feel it.”

I released her nipple and crushed her against the door, kissing her like I needed to live. That wasn’t far from the truth as I shot my load inside her. Time hung as I held her there against the door, bliss unloading in liquid form. Clare whimpered as the primal need passed, and I dribbled my last, then pulled away from the kiss.

She grinned at me, looking dazed. “Oh, baby. That was a lot,” she giggled. “You’ve made a mess.”

I grinned back, gently lowering her to the floor, loving just how tight her pussy became as I did. “You asked me to.”

She grabbed my shirt with a mischievous smirk. “And every time I feel that mess in my panties tonight while you’re with the others, I’ll think about how you took me against this... really uncomfortable door.”

We both laughed. But then her words sunk in. “Wait. Not you tonight?”

Clare winced, shaking her blond ponytail. “NooOOOooo,” she groaned. “My turn to GM. Just my fucking luck, you know?” Using her grip on my tee, she pulled me in for another kiss. “Just as it’s gonna get interesting.”

My cock slipped from her pussy, and my mind couldn’t decide on which filthy fantasy I wanted that promise to mean. “Tonights already been pretty interesting,” I smirked.

Her plush, pink lips spread wide in a grin as she pressed her forehead against mine. “Good answer.” Then she pulled away and repositioned her panties with a giggle. “Can’t have this escaping too soon... fuck, baby, I’m all gooey.”

She didn’t seem unhappy about that. The opposite, in fact, and something primal grunted in my mind that Clare. My gorgeous neighbor, Clare, was going to proudly wear my cum inside her, and her panties all night. “Yeah, but you’ve never been sexier,” I let slip. My eyes widened, concern I’d said the wrong thing again.

That mischievous smile returned to her kiss-smudged lips. She was just about to say something when her eyes widened, staring at the clock on my wall. “Shoot! We gotta go!”


CHAPTER TWO


Clare wiggled in her seat as we parked behind a yellow hatchback on Ronnie’s gravel driveway. The fountain the girl’s cars parked around was on, water shooting from the mouth of fish frolicking in a pond.

“Oh, this is nasty, baby,” Clare said with that grin again. She’d been alluding to my cum in her panties the whole time, and it kept my dick uncomfortably hard the entire ride over. Which I think was her diabolical plan all along.

“Mmmm,” I grunted. “What’s it feel like?” I asked, calling her bluff.

She giggled, sliding out of her seat, making a show of squeezing her thighs together and giving me a view of her red lace covered ass. I met her on her side of the car as she locked up and wiggled her eyebrows at me. “Like a gooey mess in my panties.” She grabbed my tee again, pulling me in for another kiss. I wasn’t sure who was addicted to who at that point. “A sexy, gooey mess… just for me.”

I chuckled. “You’re filthy.”

She pushed me away with a grin. “You love it.”

“I do. I really do—”

“Did she propose already?” Out of nowhere, Tara appeared in her sheer black lingerie dress, hobbling along on massive platform heels. She stumbled against the yellow hatchback, fumbling with a set of keys. “These shoes were soooo not meant for this kinda drive.”

“Evening, bitch,” Clare said. “And for the record, I did not. Mike was just telling me how much he loves my ass more than yours.”

Tara scoffed. “Sure he did. Skank. We both know my ass is a thousand times more pinchable.” She unlocked the door and bent inside, reaching for something. It showed off her ass perfectly, like it was intentional, and she was right. Her ass was incredible. Not that I’d really seen Clare’s ass to compare, but maybe it was the dress, or the black silk thong nestled between her butt cheeks, but her ass was pure perfection. “You got the tits, though. I’ll give you that, bitch,” she said, rising, holding a bottle of wine. “Forgot the offering,” she tittered. “It’s the one Ronnie gave me for my birthday,” she whispered behind her hand. “Think she’ll notice?”

Clare laughed, slipping her hand in my back pocket. “Nah. Just send mike in with it. She won’t be looking at the bottle. Guarantee it.”

“Wait,” Tara said, narrowing her eyes at Clare. “You’re pretty chipper for a Friday.” She placed her hands on her hips with a gasp, wincing as she smacked the bottle against her hip. “You’ve already fucked him!”

Clare looked away to cover her smirk. “What? Pftt. As if.”

“Bitch, please,” Tara scoffed, hobbling over to us. “I know that look. It’s the same one you wore prom night when you stole Jason Thomas from that shrill Mandy Peters.” Tara leaned in and whispered, “he was the most popular jock, and everyone wanted him. Huh,” she said, looking me up and down. “Somehow you’re sexier.”

“I did not,” Clare huffed. “I didn’t fuck him.” She looked deep into my eyes. “I didn’t. I just made sure that fucker Mandy didn’t either,” she said with the sweetest, fake innocent grin I’d ever seen.

Then they both giggled.

“Ow, fuck,” Tara hissed, almost twisting her ankle.

“Oh, my fuck. Such a drama queen.” Clare slipped her hand from my pocket. “I know what you're doing, Tar. Mike, go rescue her before she embarrasses herself.”

Tara raised her arms, and I stared at the stunning brunette for a second, frozen. She wore the smirk of victory.

“He’s already given me a good dicking, and momma always told me to be a good girl and share,” Clare said as I moved towards Tara. My sneakers crunched on the gravel as I stood before her. Even with her monster heels, she barely reached my nose. “Oh! Save the damsel!” Clare mocked dramatically.

Tara slid her arms around my neck as I bent over. “Ignore her. She’s just sour she has to GM tonight.” She smirked. “And we get to play.”

I didn’t even reach her before she kissed me, and I flashed back to last week, and the kiss she gave me just before I had to leave. Tara’s lips were firmer than Clare’s, but just as insistent. I was momentarily stunned as she pulled away, fluttering her eyes at me. “Evening, lover.”

I had to grunt to clear my throat before I could speak, and that made her smile. “Hey,” I said, scooping her into my arms, bridal style. She was surprisingly light.

Tara nestled against my neck as my fingers dug into her long, bare legs. Her mousy brown hair rubbed against my face, ponytail dancing as I started towards the house. “Lets just skip tonight, Mike,” she whispered. “Come back to my place, and I’ll show you just how nice my ass is—”

“Hey!” Clare huffed. “I’m standing right here! It’s not like I can’t hear you.”

Tara tittered, pulling herself tighter against me, squishing her right breast snugly. “Shut it, Clare. I’m having a private conversation. So how about it, baby?”

“He’s my baby.”

“Ladies, please. Do you always fight like this?”

“We don’t fight, baby,” Clare huffed.

“We’re just competitive, lover,” Tara finished, kissing my neck.

“Oh, thank the heavens you brought him.” Veronica appeared at the side entrance, still covered in draping black satin. “I had visions of you coming alone, Clare. Then we’d all hate you.”

Clare scoffed. “What? You only like me now because I bring Mike?”

Tara giggled, roaming her hands over my chest, biting my shoulder. “Pretty much.” Then she stiffened. “Give Ronnie the token,” she whispered, pressing the wine bottle against my chest as we reached the side door.

I fumbled with the brunette in my arms, holding her and reaching for the bottle. I didn’t make it before Clare snatched it with an evil grin.

“Ronnie, here’s Tara’s token,” my mischievous neighbor said, wiggling her ass in front of us, holding out the wine bottle. “It’s the one you gave her for her birthday.”

Tara huffed in my arms, hiding her face in the crook of my neck as Clare made sure I focused on the flared red leather mini swaying from side to side as she blocked the doorway. She was raised two steps up, which put her rear right on display. She was even arching her back to push her butt out. But it wasn’t her ass I was thinking about, but the gooey mess she had drying inside her panties. Clare still smelled of sex, and there was something intoxicating about that.

“Is it now?” Veronica, the seductive older woman, said with a raised brow and a smirk. She flicked her bleach-blond braid off her shoulder with a shrug. “Accepted. Tara, you don’t appreciate superb wine, anyway,” she said in an amused tone. “Better back in my collection where you belong.” She stroked the bottle, talking to it like a pet as she vanished down the corridor.

I guessed that was not the reaction Clare was hoping for as her shoulders slumped. It was slight, but I’d known Clare long enough by that point that I noticed her movements. Even more now we’d—

Tara giggled in my grasp. “Suck it Clare Bear. Now where was I?”

My distracted gaze of Clare’s silky thighs was abruptly interrupted by Tara’s equally silky lips pressing against me. Clare groaned, storming off as my world shrank down to Tara. Her sucking on my bottom lip as she shifted in my grasp, sliding her thighs around my waist — locking her heels over my ass — until she was straddling me. Then she was kissing me again, closing her piercing green eyes, scrunching them tight. My hands shot to her thighs, fingers sinking into soft satin flesh, slipping down to her butt under the sheer black lace until her fantastic globes were in my palms. They were not wrong. Tara’s ass was incredible. As she kissed me like I was the first guy she’s been allowed to kiss in a decade, I couldn’t stop kneading the pert, malleable cheeks between my fingers and thumbs — spreading them in the thong. Her hips moved in tiny, circular movements, then she—

“If you’re going to fuck him, Tara, can you just do it? Or we’re never gonna get started, and I, for one, actually enjoy our game nights. You girls, and now Mike, are the only company I get all week I don’t want to bury in the backyard.” The kissing stopped. My fingers stilled — but I didn’t let go of her fantastic ass — and we both turned to face Veronica. “I’ll happily stand here and watch.”

“Y-you want to watch me fuck Tara?” I stammered, more than a little dazed. I’d barely made it through the door and I already had an out-of-my-league hottie grinding against me. Veronica’s house was magical.

Ronnie’s slate-blue eyes sparkled. “Oh, my dear boy. I’d do more than watch.” She winked at me, wrestling my hand from Tara’s ass. “Sadly, we have a game to resume. These are game nights, not orgy nights.” She chuckled as Tara slipped back onto her heels. “At least not yet.”

Tara gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, whispering “later, lover,” and then Ronnie was dragging me down the hall.


CHAPTER THREE


I watched Veronica’s long braid swish like a pendulum and expanses of pale skin flash between slits of black satin as we walked. We’d left Tara to close the door as we made our way through the maze that was Veronica’s manor. “So tell me, Mike,” she said, guiding me down a different corridor to last week. “What do you think of all this?”

I glanced around at the plush red carpet underfoot. The molded rails. The classy, but slightly dated wallpaper.... the framed painting of a goddess engaged in what can only be described as the orgy of the century hanging on the wall. Well, I tried to, but my eyes kept returning to those flashes of flesh peeking from Veronica’s swishy dress. “Your home is incredible.”

I practically bumped into the black satin as she stopped. I’d reacted quick enough to not bump into her, but now I was an inch from the gorgeous older woman. My mouth was close to her ear because her unrelenting grip on my hand had me hunching slightly. A sweet, indescribable floral scent invaded my nose. My breath hitched as she pulled my arm around her, pressing my palm against the silk over her belly. “Is this okay?” she whispered. I admit, I was surprised even though I shouldn’t have been. She pulled me closer, so I was pressed against her back, breathing her in. Her neck looked so inviting. It wasn’t as silky smooth as Clare’s, but Ronnie was no less incredible. She was almost twice my age, but to my eyes, she sure didn’t look it.

“W-why wouldn’t it be?” Nerves flooded my mind. I’d expect this from Clare, or Tara, maybe even Hayden. But Ronnie, like Sara, I hardly knew. Not that I knew any of them well at all — except maybe Clare — but I knew those two the least.

Ronnie had a small mole on her pale skin just above her shoulder blade, but other than that, her skin was a flawless alabaster ocean of temptation. She slid my hand higher until I was cupping one of her petite satin covered breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her erect nipple tried to poke through the fabric. “What about now?” There was a slight sadness, or maybe a frustrated worry, in her voice I hadn’t heard before.

My breathing increased, and quickly my jeans felt too tight behind my zipper. “I...” I started, thinking of the right thing to say. “I have no objections,” I blurted as her nipple became more pronounced, and I saw the little peak in my mind, shimmering the silky black satin into a tiny mound.

My hand was moving again. This time it slid lower, over the cute curve of her belly. She pushed part of her dress aside, and then my hand was between her thighs. I knew one thing about Veronica in that instant, and that was she had very expensive taste in underwear. My fingers pressed against the most silky panties I had ever felt. Granted, I wasn’t a connoisseur of women’s undies, but I knew what expensive silk felt like from a college summer working in a boutique. “And now?” she whispered as my digits slid over the material, exploring the fabric panel that covered her pussy. She let out an exhale as I unconsciously rubbed two fingers up and down the expensive silk, pressing against and into her folds.

My eyes narrowed, fighting the rapid arousal that wanted to take over every decision-making part of my brain. “What’s this about, Ronnie?” I asked, getting suspicious. This wasn’t just an excuse for me to feel her up. She sounded different to her seductive teasing.

Her hand reached back and grabbed hold of my other arm, bringing it forward to her chest, crossing over and inside the satin so my hand cupped her naked breast. “When I asked what you thought about all this, I didn’t mean the house, Michael. I suppose what I really wanted to know was whether there was room for an old crone in your life?”

My jaw dropped. And strangely enough, not because of what she was asking, but because she... saw herself as that old? “I don’t understand,” I said, rubbing my fingers more vigorously over where I thought her clit was. kneaded her breasts more, playing with her nipples. That creamy expanse of shoulder — the exposed side of her asymmetrical dress — called to me, and I couldn’t stop myself from kissing her there. “Let me ask you. Is this okay?”

Her head lolled as I rubbed her panties, toyed with her nipples, and sucked on her neck. She tasted of peaches. “Compared to those girls out there, I’m old, Michael.”

“Is that what this is about? You think you’re old?” I said, disbelieving.

Veronica purred, her panties becoming damp. “You can’t argue with your reflection. Compare to those girls—”

“Veronica,” I said, more firm than intended, getting angry. How could she think she was old? Sure, she was older than the others, but that didn’t make her any less stunning. I’d never even thought about being with an older woman until I’d met her, and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t curious... and damn hard for her. “You’re beautiful. Of course there’s room. I don’t even know what this even is, but you’re part of it, just like the others.”

She sighed. “Then don’t you dare stop.”

A grin spread across my face. “Wouldn’t dream of it.” I redoubled my efforts, but I kept my hands out of her panties — not wanting to overstep — like it would be disrespectful somehow. Was that crazy? I wasn’t sure, but I didn’t need to find out, as she quickly tensed, breaths coming rapid-fire. The seductive older woman shuddered in my grasp, silently coming for a few seconds before relaxing against me.

“Thank you,” she whispered, “for—”

“There you are!” I turned, slipping my hands out of Veronica’s dress to see Hayden marching down the corridor. “Mike!” Her grin illuminated her pale complexion like a star-burst. Her raven black hair hung around her chin on one side, bobbing as she trotted towards us, but then she froze awkwardly.

Her big brown eyes absorbed me, almost becoming a squint because of her massive grin. I couldn’t help but grin back. “Hayden.” I said her name with reverence, remembering the sensation of her plush lips wrapped around my cock, sucking like her life depended on it... which it kinda did.

“Hey, Mike,” she said, all confidence draining from her voice.

Veronica, having fixed her dress and gained a bright rosy flush, rolled her eyes. “Hay, he’s had his cock in your mouth. You have literally swallowed his cum. I think it would be okay if you gave him a hug.”

The next thing I knew, Hayden’s cropped, silky white top was pressing against my chest as the exotic, raven goddess grabbed me like I was trying to escape. Her matching white jeans were just as tight as I remembered, not to mention her flawless abs. Arms locked around my neck, and standing on tiptoes, her dark, amazing blow-job giving lips smashed against mine in a savage kiss. I wasn’t ready for this new version of Hayden. I stumbled against the wall, struggling to stay on my feet.

Saying yes to Clare’s invite last week was the best decision I’d ever made.

“Here we go,” Veronica sighed. “Someone let a wolf into the henhouse.” She gave Hayden a minute to suck my lips off my face before interrupting. Quickly, I slipped down the rabbit hole of the confusing raven-haired woman. She was incredibly toned under my fingers as I held her slim waist. She had the figure and musculature of a gymnast, not a runner — not that I knew the difference. It’s hard to think straight when you’re being kissed to death by someone who makes your brain melt by just looking at her. They were all like that. God help me. “And that’s enough, or we’re never getting tonight started. Sara doesn’t have all night.”

“So,” Hayden gasped, her big brown eyes hooded with need, then went right back to kissing me. “We’ll just carry on—”

“Hayden!” Veronica snapped, and the younger woman jumped, staggering away from the kiss like she’d been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. “That is unkind and unfair. I wonder how you’d feel with the strict lifestyle she has to endure, humm?”

I stood there dumb. My lips felt swollen, just like the wood in my jeans. Hayden looked down at her matching white socks, and I didn’t know if she felt remorse, but I didn’t like confrontation where I was the source, so I snapped out of my kiss-induced-stupor, and asked, “So, where is Sara, anyway?”

Veronica sensed my desired shift and gave me an appraising smile, one different from earlier. One now filled with hunger instead of longing. “Oh, she’s sulking in the game room. She hurt her foot and thinks she won’t be able to take part,” she said with a wink. “Hayden, run along and make sure Clare is ready.”

“But—”

“Now, child,” Ronnie hissed, sounding like a mix of the game master from last week and a stern mother.

Hayden bit her lip, giving me a quick glance. “See you in there, Mike,” she said with a smile, then trotted off. My gaze followed her ass in the tight white denim as she jogged effortlessly down the corridor.

“Michael,” Veronica said, pulling me from the spectacular view. “We must talk about Sara before we begin.”

It was such an abrupt change in Ronnie’s tone. I virtually heard a record scratch. “What about her?”

Veronica came in close, and I had to focus on her words, and not the body barely hidden under the black satin. “You will have gathered last week that Sara is a dancer, and her activities are strictly monitored by her father and her manager... though jailer is a more apt term for that man. Jody is a lot, and if her knew you were here... well, things would be unpleasant for all of us. But most of all, her. Not that they mistreat her. Oh, no. More like a princess... one locked in a tower, and are very strict with anything that could interfere with her future. She’s enrolled in the most prestigious dancing academy in the country.” She must have seen the look of panic and horror on my face, because she tittered, and added, “I’m not trying to scare you. But we have to be smart with our little dancer. I need your help to do that.”

“Sure, whatever you need,” I said, mostly on reflex. I was still confused as heck.

“So do nothing that could leave a mark on her.” She raised an eyebrow, giving me a stern look, that in my eyes just made her sexier. “No hickies. No bites. No lingering fluids.”

My eyes widened, suddenly imagining doing all those things to Sara. She was the prettiest girl, woman, whatever I’d ever seen. Mahogany brown eyes that shimmered with otherworldly gold in the light — she was impossible to forget. Her adorable brown tresses danced on her shoulders in waves, framing her high cheekbones and small, but full lips. They haunted my dreams, despite the competition. “But she seemed eager?” I said, remembering the look she gave me last week, making me promise to come back. “Right? I’m not reading that wrong, am I? Ronnie, I’m new to all of this,” I confessed. “If you don’t want me doing anything, just tell me, and I won’t. But...” I trailed off, unsure where I was going. I think Clare and Tara had scrambled my brain.

Ronnie sighed. “It’s okay... Mike,” she said with a grin. “Our Sara’s never even kissed a boy. I don’t think you’ll be bending her over my couch anytime soon. I just wanted you to understand the rules. Also, she’s shy and does not know how hot she is... it’s quite maddening. But she is quickly becoming obsessed with you, so I just ask you to tread carefully.”

I took a breath, trying to process it all. What was spontaneous, sexy fun now suddenly appeared so complicated. It wasn’t something I could practice and get good at. I had to not make a mistake at all. “So,” I said, glancing away, feeling a flush grace my cheeks. “I can kiss and touch her? Maybe make her come? It would feel mean to do things with the others and leave her out.”

The seductive older woman slipped her arm around my waist and pulled me close. “Fuck, where did Clare find you?”

I chuckled, unsure of her meaning. “Uh, next door?”

Veronica slapped my ass playfully as she pulled me down the corridor. “I know that. She’s been gushing about you for months. I meant in the grand sense of the universe.”


CHAPTER FOUR


When I found my way to the game room after getting lost twice — Ronnie’s directions were not detailed and her home is a maze — Clare and Tara were arguing about a Temple of Ooodooo or something. I wasn’t really paying attention. Instead, drawn to the petite auburn goddess curled up on one of Ronnie’s lush, burgundy leather couches. Glittering silver silk draped over slender thighs, wrapping around a slight frame. “Evening, Sara,” I whispered, carefully sinking into the plush red leather next to her with a grin.

Her downcast gaze snapped to attention, eyes becoming a bright shimmering amber. “M-Mike!” Her pout spread wide into a beaming smile, and I instantly knew why her keepers kept her locked away. She was the embodiment of purity, and so stunningly beautiful, I actually felt the chemicals in my brain reacting... as well as my dick. “You came back.” My eyes dipped momentarily to her cleavage in the strapless dress. Like her, her breasts were petite, but on her small, athletic frame, they appeared to fill out the dress perfectly.

“Of course I did,” I said, smiling wider. “They told me you’d be here.” I didn’t know if it was the right thing to say after what Ronnie told me, but Sara looked so adorably sad when I entered the game room. I needed to see her smile.

Her lips became an O, before returning to the incredible smile. It was the smile that sunrises are made of. Quickly, she looked down as a flush bloomed across her cheeks. “I-I’m glad you came, but, but...”

She trailed off into silence, staring at the bare foot she had crossed over her calf — keeping it off the floor. My gaze trailed down the curves of the dress, down her smooth legs, to her adorable toes. She definitely had dancer’s arches, that was for sure. “You’ve hurt your foot.”

Her gaze snapped up. “How, did...” She sighed. “Ronnie told you.” Her pretty amber-brown gaze flicked between me and her foot. “It’s not that bad, just a slight sprain, but everyone is babying me... like they do everything else,” she whispered.

I raised an eyebrow at her, unable to help myself. “From where I’m sitting, you’re clearly not a baby.” I froze as soon as I’d said it, unbelieving those words left my mouth. Sara’s lips parted in an O shape again, her gaze slowly trailing across the space between us to the hardness tenting my jeans. I waited, holding my breath. It could have gone either way, but after what felt like an eternity of charged silence, her gaze traveled higher, and her pout shifted into a new smile. This one was a lopsided grin that scrunched her left cheek.

“I’m glad someone feels that way,” she whispered, and I let out the breath as casually as I could.

“Does it hurt?” I asked, quickly moving on from my total lack of game... or maybe not, because Sara wasn’t looking sad anymore, instead she looked ... curious? Mischievous? I couldn’t tell. “Your foot, I mean.”

She twisted and uncrossed her legs, giving me a flash of white satin before holding her foot in the air between us. “It’s okay, just a little sore. But Jody made Veronica promise I wouldn’t do anything... strenuous,” she said, flashing her eyes.

“May I?” I asked, holding my hands in inch from her dainty toes. Her skin was smooth and tanned into the perfect shade of creamy-brown.

“Please,” she begged. I wondered what exactly she was begging me to do as I gently trailed a digit over the top of her foot. It was the same sensation I had when I ran my fingers over Veronica’s panties — exquisitely silky. “Oh,” she murmured.

“Does that hurt?”

She bit her lip, shaking her head, dancing her wavy tresses in her face.

I took it as permission to continue and carefully held her foot in my hands. My thumb instantly ground feather-light circles in her flawless skin. “Maybe I can kiss it better?” I said, continuing to stroke her foot. My brain screamed at me to stop saying stupid things, but I wasn’t listening — my dick was in charge.

A gentle gasp left her lips as I slowly leaned down. “P-please,” she said, barely a whisper as my lips touched down on planet perfection. Instantly, her strawberry scent and flavor filled my senses. I had an image of her soaking in a bubble bath for hours, all alone, and… I’d never wanted to have a bath so badly.

I placed several gentle kisses over the top of her foot, working my way down to her tiny toes. She squirmed when I kissed each toe in order of size, and I thought she was just ticklish. Her breathing strained, coming in quick pants as I placed a pouty kiss on her big toe. “M-Mike,” she gasped, a flush filling her cheeks a pretty crimson. She gulped. “It’s higher.”

I smiled at her reaction. Confused by mine. I’d never been a foot guy, but Sara’s were quickly swaying me. I had to stifle the urge to suck her perfect little toes. “Higher?” I whispered, trailing more kisses over her foot until I reached her ankle. With more care than if I was holding a Fabergé Egg, I lifted her leg, glancing at more of the delicate white satin between her thighs, and kissed her ankle. She gasped again, fluttering her eyes. As I kissed around her delicate bone, I didn’t take my eyes from hers. Her amber gaze — wide and sparkling — consumed me more with each kiss. Her breathing hitched, and her eyes drooped as she fought an eye roll. We were in our own little bubble, and I was happy to worship her in any way she’d let me.

Footsteps snapped me out of it. “There, all better,” I said with a croak, reluctantly returning her foot. The auburn beauty used her long waves to hide her blush from Hayden as the raven-haired runner dropped into the next seat.

“Aren’t you sweet,” the raven Olympian cooed as she cozied up to me, sliding a hand over my thigh. “Thought wasn’t it the other foot?”

“T-thank you,” Sara spluttered, curling up again.

I placed a hand on her thigh, grinning. Was it the other foot? Did she just want me to touch her? “My pleasure.”

“You know, dude, I hurt my clit earlier. Wanna kiss that better?” I tore my gaze from Sara’s thighs and looked up at a pair of fantastic breasts trying to escape a black lacy bra hardly contained inside a sheer black, lacy dress. Tara. “Or is it just feet? Because I can work with that.”

“Stop hitting on my boyfriend, skank!” Clare shouted from the single seat I guessed was reserved for the Game Master.

Wait, boyfriend?

I didn’t get time to process that, because Veronica waltzed in, all bluster and purpose. “For heaven’s sake. How haven’t you started yet? We hardly have any time left.”

“Sorry, Ronnie,” Clare cooed, shuffling the wad of paper on her lap. She parted her thighs just enough to give me a view of her panties, and every time my gaze drifted to the red lace, I thought of what she was wearing inside that tiny scrap of fabric. What I’d left inside her. We really needed to have the pregnancy talk if she was going to be so brazen about me coming inside her. My cock throbbed at the thought.

Tara huffed. “I will, as soon as Hay gets out of my seat. I always sit on this couch.”

“Tough,” Hayden laughed, pushing her silky white top against my arm.

“Save me,” Veronica muttered, putting her head in her hands.

I grinned up at Tara, trying hard not to talk to her tits. “Tell you what. I’ll move,” I said, slipping from Hayden’s grasp. They both groaned as I stood. Tara’s mouth dropped open as I spun her by the shoulders and pushed her into my now vacant seat. “I’m the healer, anyway. I need to be mobile,” I said with a smirk, remembering the healing I did last week. With a squeak of leather, I joined the seductive older woman on the other couch. I enjoyed a view of all three women in front of me, Clare to the left in her ‘GM’ chair, and the surprisingly comforting presence of Veronica to my right.

“Okay, shall I begin?” Clare asked, checking her watch. “Fuck, is that the time? We weren’t that late, were we?” Her gaze flicked to me as she squirmed, obviously flashing back to the reason we were late.

“Yes. Then there were other delays,” Veronica said, letting out a breath, also giving me a quick glance.

“I don’t have my character sheet.” Sara said from her curtain of auburn curls.

“None of us do,” Tara sneered.

It was nine forty-five. Fifteen minutes before we had to leave, and I could get out of there in plenty of time so there’d be no chance of Sara’s keeper discovering my presence. I chuckled. I was like the guest star that needed sneaking out the back.

Veronica groaned, head sinking further into her hands. “This has gone all wrong this week.”

“I’m sorry,” I blurted. “It’s my fault.” A pang of guilt gnawed at my gut for derailing the evening. We were late to leave because of the fucking. Clare took the long way getting here, so she could taunt me more. Then Tara. Then Veronica. Then Sara. I wasn’t purely to blame, but I had the feeling these nights were more organized before I joined.

“No, don’t you dare,” Veronica said, rubbing my thigh. She left her hand there while she continued, and I loved the sensation, and my imagination wondered where else she wanted to touch. “It’s not your fault.”

“No, it’s Clare’s,” Tara said in a singsong voice.

“Right,” Ronnie said with a sigh. “We just have to be more conscientious next week to maximize our time with mike... I mean together.” She patted my thigh again, letting her hand rise closer and closer to my denim-straining cock. All four of the others shot daggers at her. “So with the short time we have, we’ll skip right to the good part. Because I’m not going to pretend we’re here solely for the game anymore. Our delicious cleric saw to that last week. It is now a sordid game we look forward to each week, and I know you all feel the same, so don’t you dare deny it.” She glanced her piercing, slate-blue stare at each and everyone of us.

“Well, I actually like...” Tara started, then burst into giggles. “Nope, couldn’t keep a straight face.”

Ronnie squeezed my thigh. “I assume you’re okay with this Mike, I’ve just realized none of us actually bothered to ask you.”

“Pffft,” Clare hissed. “What if I’m not okay with it?”

“Clare, sweetheart, we know you’re okay with it. It was your idea,” Veronica cooed, letting her hand slide higher until she was openly cupping my balls in the denim. “Michael?”

All five stunning women turned their gaze to me. Play it cool, mike. For fuck’s sake, play it cool. “Happy to be of service,” I said, and I admit my dick was in charge of my mouth again. “But we’re almost out of time.”

“Three rounds.” Veronica snapped, startling me. “We need to be quick. If you don’t want to take part, that’s you out for the night. Round One. Never been kissed. Which of us has never been kissed?”

“Fix,” Tara booed, cupping her hands around her mouth.

Sara’s head snapped up like she’d heard a gunshot. “Really? You want to waste time on me?”

“Go get her,” Veronica whispered.

“Go, Sara,” Tara huffed, helping her from the couch. Her mussed auburn curls dangled in her face as she stumbled — hopping a little — and met me in the middle, collapsing into my arms. She trembled, gripping my shoulders as I steadied her with a grip on her slender waist. I hated that this was so rushed. It felt important. A first kiss was special, so I made it the best first kiss I could.

“Hi,” the pretty dancer beamed at me, smiling through the nervous shiver and nest of auburn curls.

I slid her silky tresses out of the way, cupping her cheek as I slid my other hand around to her ass, sliding over the shiny fabric of her short silver dress, and pulled her tightly against me. “Hey,” I grinned. With the clock burning a hole in the wall, I leaned down and pressed my lips to her. She was already puckering, eyes wide. Then, with a moan, her amber-brown embers fluttered closed as she melted into me. She may not have apparently kissed a guy before, but she’d thought about it, because quickly, Sara gained her confidence. Her arms slid around my neck, and her lips parted. Her taste flooded my tastebuds as her tongue delved into my mouth and explored. My cock pressed hard against her belly and we slipped into another world. I was her first kiss, and I sent a wish to the almighty to make me her first everything. Sara whimpered, pulling hard on my neck as our lips mushed together. I lost track of time. I don’t know how long we kissed, but it was probably too long. When we finally came up for air, Sara was panting, and the blush had spread down her neck and across her chest.

“Wow,” she said, eyes sparkling.

“Next round!” Tara jeered.

“Rounds two and three. You’re just gonna have to hide him in the back again, Clare. Most in need of an orgasm and mouthy little slut,” Veronica said, jumping up from the couch as I helped Sara back to her seat. “I’m clearly the most in need, having to put up with you four.” She marched out of the room, leaving the remaining three to bicker among themselves.

I stood in the middle of the room, hard and aching after the kiss. My gaze met Sara’s as she snuggled on the couch, pulling a blanket over herself. She smiled, then glanced away, hiding under her auburn curls.

“Well, it’s one of you,” Hayden said, glaring at Clare and Tara. “None of us can compare to how foul mouthed and sassy you both are.”

While Clare and Tara argued among themselves, I marched over to Hayden and pulled her off the couch and into my arms. “While they decide, runner-up prize?” I started asking, expecting to just give her a kiss, so it was fair, but the sexy runner had a glint in her big brown eyes.

“Nah,” she said, dropping to her knees. “I want more of this bad boy, even just a taste...” My fly was undone and my rock hard cock was out in seconds. She wasted no time pushing my cock deep into her mouth, hollowing her cheeks.

“Ah, fuck,” I moaned as Hayden slurped and pushed so deep she gagged. My hands grabbed her hair on the one side as she slid on and off my cock, pushing deeper each time until her nose nestled my thatch and my crown was in her throat.

“Great idea, Hey,” Ronnie said, returning, pausing for a second to watch Hayden deepthroat my shaft.

It was incredible. It took everything I had to not come.

“Right,” Ronnie said, holding out two items in her hands. “No time for arguing. Which one is the mouthy little slut?”

I almost came as I lost concentration, realizing what the seductive older woman held in her hands. It was a set of leather wrist cuffs — the expensive, well-made kind — and a classic red ball gag. Clare got a weird look in her eyes as her mouth dropped open.


CHAPTER FIVE


“Clearly it’s me,” Tara said. “It’s only fair. Clare got fucked earlier.”

Hayden sucked off my cock with a gasp as Ronnie narrowed her eyes at my hot neighbor. “Clare, you know the rules. We haven’t agreed to that yet.”

“I’m sorry, I really needed it, and... you live across the hall from him. See how long you last!”

“So, Tara?” Ronnie asked.

“Sure, fine, whatever,” Clare huffed, taking one last look at the items in Ronnie’s hands. “I’ll keep Hay company on the loser’s couch.”

“Clare, don’t be like that,” Tara groaned as Veronica pulled the fashionista’s hands behind her back. “I’m sorry, okay?”

“No, it’s fine,” Clare said, acting weird, returning to the GM chair and pretending to read the notes.

I wanted to go over there and check she was okay, but I had my cock out, dripping in Hayden’s saliva, and Veronica had just put the ball gag in Tara’s mouth. Her bright green eyes glistened, wide and darting. Her hands were bound, pushing out her phenomenal chest. It was far sexier than I’d ever imagined.

“Mike, I’m sorry to rush you... I hope you meant what you said earlier.” Veronica gave me a look, one that told me she meant our discussion when I had my hands on her panties. I gave her a reassuring nod. Little did she know I’d spent the entire week fantasizing a thousand different scenarios of how the second game night would go. I didn’t come close, but the sexy older woman was always a part of them.

“Where do you want me?” It was almost startling how quickly I’d gotten used to being with them all. Cock swinging in the breeze, waiting to see which of the incredible out-of-my-league women I’d get to fuck next.

“Couch. On your back,” Ronnie said, escorting a mumbling Tara. I held my jeans and jumped onto the couch, wiggling the denim down just enough to free myself completely. Veronica helped Tara climb over me, placing her knees on either side of my thighs. The bound brunette moaned as my rigid, slick shaft pressed against her black lace panties. They still had Clare’s lipstick marks from the week before. With reverence, I slid my fingers over the dried pink smudges, feeling just how wet the lace was. How wet Tara was. Ronnie tossed pillows from the couch and climbed on. “Everyone still on board? Last chance to back out.”

Tara moaned in agreement as I slipped her panties aside. “I’m good,” I said, though I wasn’t sure what we were doing — other than the obvious of a bound and gagged Tara fucking me. The sassy brunette wiggled her hips impatiently, sliding her slick pussy up and down my pinned cock. “God, you look sexy like that,” I gasped, loving the sensation of her warm, wet lower lips sliding against my skin. I lifted her sheer, black lacy dress past her navel, revealing dark fuzzy strands peeking from the satin hem of her lipstick stained satin panties crumpled to the side of my shaft. Then higher, displaying her slim tummy and the small piercing that glinted like a diamond in the small indent of her bellybutton. Then like a magician, over her chest, bringing into focus what I’d only glimpsed through the gauzy fabric — her sexy black lace bra and her heaving cleavage. It was a work of art, her bra. Something about the shape, the fabric, and the warm tone of her soft skin made my cock flex against her slit. She moaned, and I couldn’t wait. I held my cock up, and she lifted herself — like a tease, her dress fell back down — and tried to align her entrance, as she drooled down her chin. I helped and pushed up inside her.

“Muuuuck,” she mumbled through the gag, joining my groan of satisfaction at the warm, silky perfection sliding over my cock. I wanted to grab her breasts and feel the perfectly round looking orbs of flesh contained inside her fashionable brassiere. But she needed my hands on her hips to steady her. With her wrists bound behind her back, Tara was unsteady as she ground her hips, sliding my sensitive, throbbing shaft against her warm, silky interior. Her pussy was amazing. I shut my eyes for a second, just reveling in the hot, wet sensation encapsulating my cock.

“I hope you’re okay with an older model,” Veronica said, shuffling on her knees towards me.

I looked up from my position on the couch, moving my gaze from the titillating view of a gagged Tara rolling her eyes, to an up-dress view of the seductive older woman as she lifted the black fabric and pulled aside her expensive black satin underwear to reveal her glistening pink slit. I was beyond cloud nine. I was on cloud fifty. “Ronnie, shut up and give me your pussy,” I groaned, having enough of her older is less worthy crap.

Veronica whimpered, losing all of her bravado, her commanding, motherly attitude as my world was bathed in alabaster flesh, and the smell of her musky need. Her hands pressed against my chest as I marveled at her pussy in the low light. I was in heaven in the space between her thighs. “I know I’m not as smooth—” Ronnie stammered, and I put this notion of hers to bed right that second with a long, wide lick of her pussy. The salty musk of her coated my tongue with just a hint of peach from her bodywash or perfume. She was an older vintage, and aged to perfection as far as I was concerned. “Oh!” she moaned, and then as Tara lifted and sank back down onto my shaft, I groaned into her dripping pussy.

Ronnie had a fat mound for such a slim woman — decorated with a tiny, neatly trimmed fuzz of bleach blond hair — presenting her lips like a pedestal, peeking out in a random flow of petals. Her clit was an engorged, pulsing little bud, and that was my next target on my mission to show how hot and sexy I found the older woman. “Holy shit, Mike,” she gasped, almost screamed as I took her bud between my lips, licked, then sucked. Her flesh quivered, flooding my mouth with more of her need, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. I went to town on her pussy, licking her raw as she thrashed against my head, moaning up a storm as Tara finally bobbed in my lap.

That was when Clare joined in.

“Oh, lookie. The skank is all tied up, fucking my boyfriend,” my hot neighbor, and now apparently my girlfriend, said in her sassy, but breathy tone. I peeked out from under Veronica’s core to watch Clare yank Tara’s dress over the bound brunette’s head, leaving the fabric dangling down her back. “Not so mouthy now, are you, slut?” I gave Ronnie tentative licks as I watched, squinting through one eye. Clare placed her lips against Tara’s ear and met my gaze. “What you gonna do about it, bitch?”

Tara’s pussy clamped down around my cock, pushing my shaft deep as she stilled. Clare wasn’t done. She unclasped Tara’s bra and stretched it over her head so it tangled around her shoulder blades with her dress.

I slid Veronica on the couch so I had a better view, but could still reach her clit, and tried to divide my attention between the grinding pussy in my face, the girl currently impaled on my throbbing cock, and my hot, mischievous neighbor. Tara’s breasts bounced free, and they were as spectacular as I had imagined. I didn’t get long to marvel, because Clare, who had moved behind Tara, took them in her hands and squeezed. The bound brunette moaned, fluttering around my shaft. “Why did you stop, bitch?” Clare whispered into her friend’s ear. “You’d better make my boyfriend see starts, or I’m gonna pinch these so hard you’re gonna scream.”

Instantly, Tara fucked my cock with long, languished movements as Clare toyed with her breasts and placed pouty kisses around the gag. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.

I realized how damn close the sight had brought me to coming, and I didn’t want it to end. Not yet! So I returned my attention to the dripping pussy quivering an inch from my nose and sucked, tongued and licked as enthusiastically as I could muster with the blissful sensations pulsing through my shaft. I also let go of Tara — she had Clare keeping her steady with the drooling brunette’s fantastic breasts in hand — and wanted to do the same. My fingers slid by touch up the slippy satin of Veronica’s dress until I found the familiar twin strips covering her modest mounds, then slipped inside. Her warm, pert little breasts almost filled my hands, and her fat, hard nipples dug into my fingers as I stretched up. “Oh, oh, Mike, please,” she begged, as I kneaded her chest and licked her out like a pussy-licking champion.

It was all I could do to distract myself from Clare and Tara, as the brunette fucked me with ragged desperation, slapping her ass on my thighs. “He’s gonna come deep inside you, Tar,” Clare cooed. “I hope you’re on birth control, because my baby doesn’t mess around. He’ll get you pregnant in a heartbeat,” she continued, teasing as Tara moaned through the gag, drooling over me, and shuddering around my shaft. “He’ll fill your pussy with a bucket of cum. So much, it’ll drip out of you for a week,” Clare breathed as she draped herself around Tara’s shoulders, grinning at me, then kissing the slick gag keeping Tara’s mouth wide and silent.

I almost came. I was right on the ragged edge. But then Veronica groaned, pushing her dripping pussy down hard against my face, smothering me, drenching my mouth with her release. Her nails dug into my chest through the tee. Her thighs clamped around my head, making me see stars, and I couldn’t hold on much longer. I gasped through my nose as I sucked on Ronnie’s pulsing clit, shaking, squeezing her breasts as my balls tightened. My cock hardened.

“Come, you filthy little bitch,” Clare cried, slapping what I assumed to be one of Tara’s breasts. Whatever part of her it was, it worked, because in the next instant, Tara slammed down against me and ground her hips as her channel shrank in size, pulsing, trying to milk my cock. It was a chain reaction. My building release erupted inside her, filling her with the promised bucket of cum — at least that’s how it felt — as she cried out a muffled scream.

I left my body in a wave of ecstasy. Pleasure pulsed from my cock, clouding my mind. Veronica's salty musk flooded my tongue, my lips, my soul. Tara coated my cock in warm, moist heat, and Clare joined her, moaning, grinding against something as she sat lower on my legs.

It was too much to process, and I blanked out for a few seconds.

When I came to, Sara was gasping, “no, no, no,” and I realized there was a knock at the door.

“Fuck,” Veronica said, slipping from my face, letting me breath. “Uh, uh, uh. Clare. Plan B,” she said, panic filling her flushed face. “Out the back. Now.”

“On it,” Clare said, sounding far more coherent than my overloaded brain was capable. I marveled at Tara for a second as he stared down at me with hooded eyes. Saliva dripped from her chin onto her perfect, plentiful tits. Her long, mousy-brown hair escaped from her ponytail, hanging over her shoulders, stuck to her skin by the thin sheen of sweat. Her tummy tapered down — partially obscured by her panties — ending where my cock vanished inside her stretched pussy. Her hips flared from her slender waist, curving down on either side of my thighs. A mix of fluids foamed around our joining, and— “Tara!” Clare hissed, trying to snap the brunette out of her post orgasm high. She looked as out of it as I felt. Clare dragged her from my lap, and the cool air hit my soggy shaft like I’d fallen into ice water. I groaned, mourning the loss of her warm, cozy pussy. “Mike! Now!”

Clare tossed her car keys to Hayden, who snatched them out of the air, and bounded with a hobbling Sara out of the main doorway. Veronica fixed her dress and helped me off the couch as I realized what was happening. Sara’s caretaker had arrived. With speed and efficiency, Ronnie tucked my cock away, zipping me up. I felt like a kid whose mom was getting him ready for school. She licked the cum off her fingers as I snapped back to reality — honestly, it felt more like a dream — until I realized how fast my heart was beating. “Michael,” she whispered, before giving me a quick kiss. “Go, I’ll stall him.” We shared a look that left so much unsaid.

I watched her click-clack down the hall in her mountainous heels towards voices. Capable of thought again, I chased after Clare, following as she escorted Tara through the kitchen. “Untie her, I’ll unlock the gate,” Clare commanded, and my chest felt warm at how in control she was. Tara slumped against me, breathing hard through her nose. Her full, round breasts pressed against me and I had to focus or I’d start playing with the mounds of temptation. Carefully, I unlatched the gag and peeled the ball from her mouth.

Tara groaned, licking her lips and stretching her jaw. “Fuck, Mike,” she whispered. “That was...” She closed her mouth as I wiped the spit from her chin.

“Rushed,” I said with a grin, slipping behind her and unbuckling her restraints.

She rubbed her wrists. “Rushed or not, I think I’m in love.”

“Yeah, okay,” snorted. It was semi-believable that Clare liked me that much. But it was a complete fallacy that Tara would, too. That any of them would. I was just a convenient cock for their game.

Tara grabbed my tee as I hid the cuffs and gag in a kitchen draw. She pulled me in for a kiss. Her lips were swollen and slick. She devoured my mouth like she wanted to consume me. I think I’d let her. I was so completely taken aback. My hands finally found their way to her breasts, and in the small space between us, I fondled her perfect mounds, thumbing her perky nipples. What was only ten seconds felt like ten minutes as I held her in my palms, and her tongue danced with mine.

“Fuck’s sake, Tara,” Clare whispered. “Haven’t you have enough of him already?”

The stunning brunette broke the kiss, looking just as dazed as I felt. “I’ll miss you, lover,” she whispered with a sexy grin.

“Okay, time to go.” Clare pulled me from Tara’s clutching fingers and dragged me to the door.

“Clare!” Tara hissed. “What the fuck did you do to my bra?”

Clare giggled, once again dragging me out into the night. I stumbled down the long stone pathway in complete darkness — Clare navigating by the light on her phone — until we reached a tall, open iron gate. “Come on, lover boy,” she said, slipping her hand in my back pocket, guiding me through the gate. “Lets get you outta here. That crazy fucker checks the damn house.”

“W-what,” I stammered as we tumbled out onto a side road. “That Jody, guy? And Veronica lets him?”

We stood next to the gate as headlights turned onto the road a few houses down. “Yeah… well, not the entire house. Won’t let Sara play if he doesn’t have a look around. Thinks we have secret orgies or something. Crazy asshole. It’s too risky.”

Well, he’s not completely wrong, I thought. Not that I wanted anything to do with a crazy, overzealous manager, or whatever he was.

The car pulled up, and Hayden climbed out. “Sup, bitch,” Clare giggled. She high-fived the raven beauty as they passed.

“That was too fucking close,” Hayden said, stopping next to me. “Next time, keep him out of your panties until you get here, okay?”

Glare tittered, slipping into her Mini. “No promises.”

Hayden rolled her eyes as she turned to me. Lit only by the bounce from Clare’s headlights, she looked otherworldly. “Goodnight, Mike,” she grinned, stepping closer, looking deep into my eyes.

Not even thinking, I pulled her close. Wrapped my arms around her bare midriff — fingers sliding over her taut back muscles — and leaned in. She met me halfway, pressing her pouty lips to my bottom lip, then correcting until we were kissing like horny teenagers. Her hands gripped my shoulders. Her tongue hesitated against her bottom lip, then with a mewl, plunged inside my mouth. I groaned as her flavor hit me. Sweet and all Hayden. She whimpered as the kiss deepened. Her hands roamed the back of my neck, sliding her fingers in my hair.

It was fucking magical! And that’s saying something after the night I had.

“Save some for me next week, okay,” she whispered, her lips still pressed against mine.

“Sure,” I said, more than a little dumbstruck. “Goodnight, Hayden.”

“Night, Mike.”

“Oh, for the love of god! Baby, get your sexy ass in the back seat and hide,” Clare groaned. “Damn horn dog.”

I gave the raven beauty a grin and slipped into the cramped space, hiding under the blanket she kept on the back seat just in case. It was unlikely we’d pass Sara’s caretaker, but after tonight’s close call, I wasn’t taking any risks. It would be just my luck that we’d pass them on the way out.

Metal creaked as Clare fought the stick into drive, and we left Hayden scampering through Veronica’s back gate. “Well, that was unexpected,” Clare giggled. “What should we do next week? Tie Tara to a punishment horse? I have so many creative ways to use Ronnie’s toys.”

I closed my eyes — grinning like a loon — as the gentle rumble of the stones hitting the undercarriage relaxed the tension from my body, and I imagined all the possibilities.
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