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CHAPTER ONE


It took Clare all of two days before she broke the rules again. She knocked on Sunday night, right as I was about to go to bed, kissed me into a frenzy, then we got hot and heavy on my tatty couch before moving to the bedroom. It was a blur of kissing, groping, and fucking. I was so swept up in her, I don’t remember any of the details — other than once we’d both come, it was such a relief. Like the days since we were last were together, was a pressure cooker needing release. I’d never felt that way about anyone before. I was infatuated with her, sure, maybe even in love with her, but addicted? Needed? That was new.

The best part was that she didn’t return to her apartment. She wanted to snuggle, for me to hold her. I got to fall asleep with her in my arms for the first time. It wasn’t the best night's sleep I’d ever had. I was hard the entire time, and there wasn’t much room on my tiny, single bed, but I drifted off at some point, waking with the sun streaming in through my window, and blond hair in my face.

It was like being under a silky, blond-fiber sheet. Somehow during the night, her shoulder-length hair had draped over my head, and under the wheat-shroud I gazed at the sleeping face of an angel.

When asleep, Clare lacked all of her sass. She looked so peaceful and vulnerable. Her cheeks were low and relaxed — not laughing or grinning with mischief. Serene. Her long lashes twitched as she dreamed, and I wondered if she was dreaming of me.

I couldn't believe Clare — my unbelievable, hot neighbor, Clare — was in my arms. That she, teasingly or not, call me her boyfriend, and this was a girl that repeatedly said she didn’t date. It was a stretch too far to think she’d dream of me... wasn’t it?

Her mouth twitched. Those pouty, so-kissable lips — now just faintly pink instead of shiny and pink — stretched into a smile as her lashes fluttered open. Her piercing blue eyes were unfocused for a second, like she didn’t know where she was, transitioning from her dream to the here and now. Then her smile spread to her entire face, making her cheeks rise, eyes close. “Mike,” she whispered, and my name on her lips was like magic. “I thought I was dreaming.”

My fingers trailed over her smooth, bare hip inside our warm cocoon. “Maybe you were.”

Her smile became that mischievous grin. “Pffft. Maybe.” She opened her eyes, blinking away the sleep. “I’ve never done this before.”

“What? Dream about me?” I teased, loving how my hand fit over her curvaceous thigh so perfectly. There was this silky smooth warmness to her I couldn’t get enough of.

Her nails scrunched against my chest. “Pffft. No. This.” Her scrunching progressed to scratching, like she wanted to claw her way inside my chest and take hold of my heart. I’d let her. It belonged to her. “Waking up with... Well, waking up to you, like this.” Her smile became genuine for a second. “I love it.”

I gave her a “Pffft,” back. “Don’t get soppy on me now, third-rate sorceress.”

She giggled, fisting my chest hair, forcing me closer. “I mean it, you jerk,” she said, flashing her eyes. “I never let myself...”

“I know, I know,” I laughed, grinning back. “I feel the same. I dreamed about this, you know?”

Her eyes widened. “What, us? Like this?”

“Yeah. Every time you needed help with your e-mail... let’s just say I was crushing hard.”

She groaned.

“What?”

“It’s ... it’s just such a waste, you know?” The mischievousness returned. “We could have been fucking this whole time!”

I laughed. It was so loud and unrestricted. No judgment, like I’d known Clare forever. Being with her just felt so right. My hand moved to her ass and pulled her belly against my throbbing cock. But this wasn’t about sex. I just wanted her as close as possible. “Right! Oh, so many lonely nights thinking about your door... wait, that sounds sad, forget I said that.”

She tittered. “Pffft, no way! No take backsies. I think it’s sweet... and a little sad, but I like that about you. You don’t hide who you are from me. You’re genuine.”

I scoffed. “Genuinely sad.”

Her hand slipped up and gripped my chin. “I’d love you either way, you know?”

My world tilted under her blond mop. “Y-you love me?”

She grinned. Just for a second, it was like looking into the sun itself. Then she squinted her right eye. “Uh-oh. Now we’re gonna have to get married,” she joked in mock-outrage.

For a moment there, I saw it. Her in a white dress, walking down the aisle, then jumping on me wearing sexy white lingerie, beaming a smile as my wife. Man, I was getting ahead of myself. “Sure,” I joked back. “Let me just reach into in my nightstand. I keep a ring there for such occasions.”

She pulled my lips to her — painfully — with her grip on my chest hair, but didn’t kiss me. “But for real, Mike. I do... I think. Love you.” Her eyes widened. “I don’t want to scare you, shit. I know you’re not the kinda guy to run away...” She grinned, tugging on my hair. “Not like you can… at the L-word, I mean.”

I answered her with a kiss — as gentle and loving as I knew how to give. Her grip on my chest thankfully relaxed as she melted into me, sliding her upper thigh over my hip, pressing the base of my shaft against her pussy. She was damp already. When we ran out of air and had to part, she inhaled, with a “Wow.” Then giggled. “Good answer.” She narrowed her hooded gaze. “Unless that was a stellar attempt at avoidance?”

I took a similar breath. “Nah,” I said noncommittally. “But you know, I think I love you too, or whatever.”

She giggled again. “Oh, well, I’m glad we got that cleared up... makes me feel better about being away for the next few days.”

Now it was my turn to groan. “Really?” I pulled her tighter, loving how her breasts squished against my chest now her arms were around my neck, and I was using one as a pillow.

Her smile faltered. “Sorry. See, this is why I don’t date. It fucking sucks. It’s unfair to you, and doubly unfair to me.”

“Why more to you?” I hooked a clump of her blond locks behind her ear, letting in the sun and lifting the blond curtain. She looked ever better in the daylight.

She hovered her lips over mine again. “Because, just as I find someone I really like, my shitty job comes along and fucks it up.”

“Oh,” was the only word I could find.

“I hate my editor, and all the bullshit assignments he sends me on. Like, come on, guy. Cat fashion is not where it’s at.”

I let out a laugh. “Cat fashion? Like catwalk stuff?”

Her lips were like heaven as she sucked, and then gently bit my bottom lip. “No, you sexy idiot. Like actual cats.” Her eyes widened. “Don’t you fucking dare tell Tara I said that. She already mocks me enough because she gets to work for an actual fashion magazine, while I—”

“Report on pussy knitwear?”

“Well, it sounds sexy when you say it like that, but you’re closer than you think.”

Her thighs were god’s gift to man, so silky and inviting as I trailed my digits down over her skin, and rested my palm just above the knee that gripped my hip. “Wait. So let me get this straight. I don’t get to see you... because of cat fashion?”

She winced. “I’ll understand if you want to break up with me.”

I laughed. Somehow it was all so fitting, so Clare.

“But it’s not just cats. There were toddlers and poodles last month.”

“What kinda website do you work for that features this stuff?”

She squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head. “No way. I’m already risking your love for me. I’m not showing you that dumpster fire.”

“Oh, okay,” I grinned, kissing her cheek. “Can’t have that.” Then her neck, sliding inside our cocoon of naked warmth. I breathed her in, her taste in the air, and inhaled her faint vanilla scent. “So what’s up with you and Tara?” I asked, kissing along her collarbone. I couldn’t help gently biting her shoulder. “You guys always like that?”

Clare stiffened as I reached the valley of her fantastic breasts. “What are you doing?”

“Enjoying my girlfriend before she runs away and leaves me for a cat sweater?” Her valley was narrow, her breasts flopped on her side — almost defying gravity — creating stellar cleavage. She whimpered as I kissed my way to her left nipple, teasingly ignoring her areola. “Now who’s the one attempting avoidance?” When she didn’t answer, I continued to evade where I knew she liked to be kissed.

“Okay, fine. I was jealous.”

Clare’s areolas were rosy, like an island surrounded by shallow untanned skin, before giving way to the expansive ocean of her slightly tanned breasts. I assumed her favorite bikini comprised little triangles. I looped my tongue around her nipple, earning a shudder. “Jealous of... Tara?”

“Oh, that feels so damn good, baby.”

I went back to kissing around the island again.

“You’re mean,” she grumbled. “Yes, okay, I was jealous of her, like I always am,” she began, and I rewarded her with a gentle suck of her nipple. Her body stiffened with a gasp before she continued. “She gets to work with people not covered in cat hair. She has such a great ass. She got to be the first to fuck you bound and gagged…”

I stopped. “I was asking about why you argue, but let’s talk about that more,” I teased, giving her other bud a lick. I loved Clare’s flavor.

“Ooooh,” she cooed. “Fuck.”

“Okay, well, come back to that, but first.”

Clare yelped as I rolled her over so she was face down and slid lower, pulling back the comforter. She stared over her shoulder at me kneeling between her legs, blond strands in her face. “What?” A great plain of creamy skin lay before me. The taper of her waist, the indentations of her spine. Twin indents just above her butt. Fuck, her back was a work of art, especially her shapely shoulders.

I ran my fingers up the backs of her thighs and then squeezed the fleshy globes of her ass. “I mean, I agree. Tara’s got a great ass, but this is so close...” I leaned in and gave her a gentle bite on her right cheek. “It would have to be a tie.”

“Oh, my god, Mike,” she giggled.

I gave her other cheek a nibble, before sliding my tongue lower, towards her apex. “Tell be about the other part,” I demanded, before licking around the bud of her ass.

“Oh, fuck, I love you,” she wailed, head in hands under her nest of hair as my tongue slid lower through her folds. Her ass instantly rose into my face. “Umm. Okay. Umm, so,” she gasped as I licked around her clit, and then back up to her entrance. “So... fuck, you’re great at that.”

“Clare,” I growled, before pushing my tongue inside her pussy. Her sweet, salty musk hit my tongue, and instantly I was addicted.

“Right. Okay. But you’ll think I’m a freak.”

I ignored her, licking higher while pressing two fingers inside her slick, dripping entrance, stretching her out.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned as I pushed my tongue against the tiny star of her ass. “I-I liked it when you held me,” she panted as I fingered her hole, curling down to find the place that made her see stars. “I’ve always liked that. But seeing Tara bound, gagged, riding on your cock, it...” Her breaths came quicker. Her pussy grew tighter as I tongued her ass and fingered her slit. She shifted onto her knees, lifting her butt high in the air, giving me a magnificent view of her core, taking my fingers. “It was a fantasy come to life.” Her words came quicker, breathy and urgent. “And I kinda lost my shit.” She moaned, gasping, fucking my fingers. “I wanted to be her, so… I took it out on her!” she cried out suddenly as she came on my digits. Her butt muscles squeezed in tandem with her pussy, and she shuddered, screaming into the bedding. It was damn sexy. I loved making her feel this way, giving her pleasure. I almost got off on it, though I’d never tell her that.

Her body locked while I carried her through her climax, extending it as long as I could, before she inhaled and collapsed on the bed with a sigh.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. “Is that it? You like to be tied down? Or bound or whatever you wanna call it?”

Clare whimpered from under her blond waves. “It’s weird! I know Ronnie’s into that, but I thought it might scare you off. You’re a nice guy...”

I chuckled, spanking her delicious ass. “Clare. That doesn’t scare me. I just licked your ass to prove how much I like it. Girls liking that stuff doesn’t scare me. I work in a hardware store. You know what we sold out of after Fifty Shades came out? Tape. You know how many women asked me under hushed breaths if this tape or that rope was good for wrists? Every. Damn. Day. For months. I had to read the book just to make sure I wasn’t advising serial killers or something.”

She peeked out from her silky blond hiding spot. “Really? You’ve read Fifty Shades?”

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, because that is what you should take from all this.”

She giggled. “Yeah, pffft, you’re right, sorry. You melted my brain a little there... oh shit, no, no, no, is that the time?”

My eyes snapped to my bedside clock. “Fuck!” I had to be at work in twenty minutes!

She paused for a second, giving me a look, a pure, non-sassy one. Our eyes met, and it was like we were connected on a spiritual level. There was this swell in my chest, a warmth I couldn’t explain. Then, like in the movies, time snapped and Clare scrambled out of bed. “I’ve gotta hit the road. Stupid cat bullshit won’t wait for anyone.”

I slipped off the bed, reluctant to leave the scene of the best crime anyone had ever committed — falling in love with my neighbor — and almost tripped on last night’s sweats casually thrown on the floor. Clare ran around scooping up her clothes as I watched, unsure if it would be rude to get ready, or if I should wait for her to leave first. I opted for the second, mainly because I couldn’t stop watching her ass jiggle each time she bent to pick up a garment. I followed her out of the bedroom, chasing a trail of clothes until she was at the door, bundle clutched to her breasts. “Umm, this was...”

“Don’t ruin it,” she said, kissing me. She groaned, pushing her tongue into my mouth, and my cock twitched back to life. “Ummm. You taste of ass. Fuck, that’s sexy.”

I chuckled. “You’re filthy.”

She kissed me again. “You love it!” she said with a grin, just like she did on Friday night. “Fuck, this sucks. I’ll call you.” She gave me one last peck, then poked her head out my front door. It must have been clear, because she quickly bounded through — naked — and started fumbling with her keys at her apartment. When she dropped them, I got another fantastic view of her ass as she scrambled to pick them up. Then her door was open, and she was peering out safely behind it. She mouthed ‘I love you,’ then with a grin, closed her door.

Like an idiot, I stared at that blue rectangle, naked for a minute, just marking the moment. That Clare spent the night. That we fucked. That I ate her out, and she loves me.

The world’s biggest grin forced its way onto my face as I shut the door. Then I saw the time on my wall clock. “Fuck!”


CHAPTER TWO


Clare called me on Wednesday, complaining about cat hair on her sweater. We just chatted, and she sounded less grumpy by the time we hung up. There was no pretense, no pressure. We just talked, and I couldn’t wait to see her again on Friday. Her trip had been extended. ‘ Stupid cats,’ she groaned, then went off on one, complaining about her editor, and how he was punishing her for not giving in to his advances.

I always imagined I’d be kicking down the door to protect a girl from a boss like that, but not Clare. She was a sassy viper unless she let you in, and could easily hold her own against a pathetic sleazeball. I offered the idea of creating her own site, as that was the only way I knew how to help, but I think I just made it worse. She almost cried at the thought, but wasn’t gonna give her editor the benefit of quitting... not yet, anyway.

I didn’t expect to hear from her until she came back as the cat thing was in a tiny town down south with virtually no cell reception, and she’d driven for three hours to call me. Though secretly, I think she just needed to get away from all the cats. She was not amused when I made that joke. I don’t think Clare would make it as an old cat lady, though she would have extensive knowledge of feline fashion. I chuckled at the thought as I threw on a new t-shirt and slipped on my nice trainers. Finally, it was Friday, and this time I knew what to expect. I was not dressed in my finest those first two nights — especially the second night with my smelly, well-worn tee.

But this time? This time, I was ready. I’d looked into DnD and other games like it, though most of my research came from an RPG video game, and I hoped they were close enough that I’d actually know what was going on. I’d bought a tee online that had a healer meme on the front — the cleric prioritizing the scantily clad female party members, while the rest perished. It made me chuckle, and I hoped Veronica and the others would get a kick out of it. I also went commando. It was a bit of a risk, but considering what was probably gonna happen, I thought it was a safe enough to remove a barrier to what the ladies were really after.

As I watched the clock on my living room wall, I was conflicted, if that’s all it was. I think I was actually enjoying the game stuff, and getting to know them all as much as the sex. Don’t get me wrong, it was incredible. I was the luckiest guy on earth, well, except maybe some sultan or something with nine wives. But I had to be close, right? They were all stunning. But they were nice people too, and I was seriously getting a soft spot for all of them to rival my infatuation with my hot blond neighbor.

When Clare knocked, fireflies went crazy in my gut. I bounded over to the door and yanked it open. My eyes went wide as I wasn’t staring at a hot blond, but an equally sassy, hot brunette. The brightest green eyes in the world sparkled at me from under clumps of mousy-brown, shiny hair. “Hey, lover.”

“Tara?” I asked, my brain taking a minute to catch up. I’d been so convinced it was Clare, I hadn’t entertained it could be anyone else. But it was Tara. I almost didn’t recognize her without that sheer lingerie dress, though tonight’s ensemble wasn’t any less racy. Her top was also her bra, all leather, cleavage, and straps that cross-crossed around her belly, framing the glinting star jewelry that dangled from her bellybutton. A leather miniskirt dug into her thighs, just covering her crotch, creating a brief gap of warm, bulging skin before shrinking inside a pair of matching thigh-high platform boots. My mouth dropped open, and if I hadn’t seen her naked and bobbing on my lap, I might have drooled.

She grinned at my stunned, and no doubt lecherous, stare. “Hi, Mike,” she said, sounding sweeter than candy.

“T-Tara. You look,” I stuttered like an idiot. Clare and Tara were equally gorgeous, kinda like sisters, but Tara was way more adventurous in her choice of attire. It wasn’t slutty — even if it was sexy as hell — but it had a kinda class to it. Suddenly I had an image of a cat wearing a similar outfit strutting down a tiny catwalk, and I couldn’t hold in the grin.

“Yeah, I look hot. I know. Every guy in your building and half the street has told me. I’d forgotten Clare lives on the fourth floor and your elevator’s out. Four floors in these heels, Mike!” She lifted a boot to show me the height of the platforms and I was amazed she could walk at all in those monsters. It explained why she seemed taller. “You ready to go?”

“Sure,” I said, snapping out of my stupor. I grabbed my jacket and keys, locked up, then froze in the hallway. “Uh, aren’t we forgetting Clare?” I asked as Tara debated how to navigate her way down the top step.

She flicked her long, mousy-brown hair over her shoulder. It made her look different — not wearing it up in a ponytail — that’s what threw me off when I opened the door. It had a sexy kink that made it curl in waves, framing and changing the shape of her face. “Didn’t she message you? She’s not gonna be back until Sunday at the earliest.” A devious grin slipped onto her deep-red lips. “Going by how sullen the message was, it sounds like she’s having a great time in nowheresville, reporting on...” She shrugged. “Whatever. So,” she said, shuffling back to me as I looked forlornly at Clare’s blue door. “It’s just us... well, the others too, but... Mike!” she called, sliding her palm against my cheek, forcing me to look away from that damn door and into her eyes. God, they were so green, like freshly cut grass or an emerald with a light behind it. “Fuck, you’re adorable. How about you share a little of that love my way tonight, yeah?”

I was lost for a moment, wondering why Clare hadn’t told me. But I knew Clare well enough. She wouldn’t have wanted to hear my voice if she couldn’t get back soon. But she told Tara, or Ronnie, so someone would pick me up. I grinned, snapping out of my obsessive thoughts about Clare. She wanted to share — as much as she grumbled about it sometimes — and she wasn’t the only one with feelings if the hooded stare the smoking-hot brunette was giving me. “You’re right. I’m sorry, I’ve just gotten used to Clare picking me up—”

“She fucked you again, didn’t she? I knew it.” Tara scowled. “That’s not fair, the cheating bitch.”

“W-why does it matter?” I asked, letting my hand touch the exposed flesh at her waist. Her hand still cupped my cheek, gently running her thumb along my cheekbone.

She shuffled us until my back was against my door. Her bright green orbs pierced into my soul, growing bigger as she leaned in and kissed me. My other hand flew to her hip, pinky sliding under the tight hem of her leather skirt. Tara’s other hand did not go around my neck, or against my chest like I expected, but lower, and like a heat-seeking missile, her dark-red nails slipped inside my jeans. She gasped into my mouth as she instantly found my hard shaft, and wrapped her lithe fingers around the throbbing length.

I groaned. Her hand was icy, but that somehow made it hotter. As her tongue pushed into my mouth and found mine eagerly waiting while her thumb did these maddening circles over the head of my cock. I squeezed my eyes shut, melting in her grasp.

Easing off the kiss, but still holding her hips to mine, she whispered, “then you’ll love her more,” answering the question I’d forgotten I’d asked.

As she licked across my tongue, I found that hard to believe, considering just how much she was melting my brain, but it was true. Granted, I’d known Clare longer. Had done a pretty good job building a major crush on her over the past few months. But in a way, Tara was right. I had fallen for Clare in a major way, more than the others. But from where I was standing, Clare was my girlfriend, and the others were just a bit of fun. Wasn’t it? “I’m confused,” I gasped against her mouth.

“You’re adorable when you’re confused,” she whispered, breathing in small gasps, thumbing my crown harder, kissing me deeper. My hands moved up on instinct driven arousal and held her breasts. They were utterly perfect — even through the thick black leather — filling my hands completely with extra to spare. Firm too, with the perfect amount of give, but that might have just been the layer of stiff fabric throwing me off.

I kneaded her sensational mounds, kissing her back, all thoughts of Clare forgotten. Well, except one. “I didn’t think it was like that,” I gasped between kisses. “I thought it was just fun. That Clare was the only—”

She silenced me with a hungry kiss, one that made my cock throb almost painfully in her grip, telling me in no uncertain terms that no, Clare wasn’t the only one. “What?” she gasped in disbelief. Her deep-red lips were puffy and pouty. There was no playful grin like my hot, blond neighbor gave me when we kissed, just Tara’s pure hunger. “That she’s the only one who wants more?”

“I-I,” I stammered, trying to process that. That Tara wanted more? Did the others?

She grinned, her sass returning. She pulled her hand from my pants as licked the pre-cum from her thumb. “We took a vote,” she said, tilting her head, looking at me through her lashes. “After the first night. We all agreed. Clare was supposed to tell you.” She narrowed her eyes, no doubt thinking of ways to punish my hot, blond neighbor. “We all want more, Mike. Don’t you get it?”

“Y-you do?” I continued to stammer, stunned, and a little mentally fogged from Tara’s seductive kiss. “What... how does that even work?”

With a smirk, she wiped the lipstick from my bottom lip. “Carry me down the stairs?” she begged, back to her sugary sweetness. “We gotta get going.”

“Uh, sure,” I said like a zombie. The cool fabric of her boots and skirt pressed against my skin as she hopped into my grasp. She was just as light as before, and her scent of apple and citrus filled my nose as she snuggled against me, gripping my neck.

“Mmmmm,” she cooed as I carried her down carefully, one step at a time. I doubt it was any quicker, but there was less chance she’d break an ankle... as long as I didn’t drop her. “I love it when I’m in your arms. Like my big strong daddy, caring for me,” she said with longing.

“Are you going to answer my question?” I asked after two floors, and needing a distraction from the gentle burn in my arms. Thankfully, the stairwell was empty.

“Which question, Mike?” Tara said, whispering into my neck, pressing her lips against my skin somewhere between kisses and bites. “Be specific.”

I rolled my eyes at the little whimpers she made, clawing and nibbling at me, like she couldn’t get enough. She was so sexual, it had to be an act... didn’t it? “How would it work? Clare’s already my girlfriend, I think. Can you have more than one?”

Tara tittered. “Of course you can,” she said as we reached the ground floor not a moment too soon. My arms ached as I gently placed her down on her massive platform heels. “Thank you, lover. It’s marriage the tightwads get all squirmy about. Heaven forbid people marry who they want... oh, that’ll bring the end of the world. But girlfriends? That’s none of their fucking business.” She grabbed my tee and pulled me in for another kiss, sucking in air through her nose. Somehow she even made that nasally gasp sexy. Her eyes were like green fire as she stared at me. “You have five girlfriends now, Mike… kinda,” she said with a shrug, slipping her fingers between mine and locking us together. “So suck it up.”

My mind raced as she guided us from of the stairwell, out the front and gingerly down the front steps. “You’re serious? E-even Sara?” I asked, still trying to wrap my head around it. Clare I understood. Tara, okay. We’d fucked, and she’d come onto me more than once. But the others?

“Fuck, you are adorable when you’re confused,” Tara giggled as we reached her yellow hatchback. She paused, opening her door. “Okay, maybe we’re not all at the same stage as you and Clare... fucking like rabbits,” she grumbled, slipping into the driver’s seat.

“Hey, in my defense, we’ve only had sex like twice outside the group!” I said far too loudly as I walked around her car, passing Jeff and his friend who live downstairs. “Hey, what’s up?” I give them a nod, playing it cool, and got inside Tara’s car before they could ask questions.

“Oh, only two, well that’s okay then,” she huffed, starting the ignition, sounding like it was very much not okay. She pulled out the lot and gunned it in the familiar direction of Veronica’s.

“It’s not a competition. Besides, she was jealous you fucked me bound last week,” I let slip. Sorry, Clare.

A massive grin lit up her slim face. “I bet she was the subbie little bitch.”

I wanted asked her more about that, but it was more fun to discover things about Clare first hand. It felt like skipping ahead otherwise. So I steered the conversation back to what I really wanted to know. “Okay, so... you’re my girlfriend now? Just like that?”

She grinned, turning off towards the country lane that would eventually lead to Veronica’s stately home. “Sure. Why not? Why does it have to be complicated? I really like you. We all do,” she giggled. “That’s kinda the problem.” Her grin faltered. “I mean, that’s if you like me... us...” Her gaze snapped to me before quickly returning to the road. “Oh, fuck. You do like us, right? It’s not just the sex?”

I chuckled, remembering thinking that earlier. “Of course I like you. And the others. Like, really like. A lot,” I stumbled.

We pulled off the main road and stopped at Veronica’s massive iron gates. “As much as Clare?”

“Tara,” I groaned. “This isn’t a playground. Ive known Clare longer, but if you must know, you are not far behind, okay?”

Her hand gently caressed my thigh, rubbing back and forth, getting closer each time to my rapidly hardening shaft. “Great,” she grinned. “Then I can still catch up and beat her.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but thought better of it. Tara and Clare had this rivalry I didn’t understand, and I was kinda curious how she intended to beat my hot blond neighbor at being a better girlfriend.

Tara buzzed the intercom. “What-up bitches!” She cackled into the grill, sounding so much like Clare.

“Good evening, Miss Johnson,” came Veronica’s motherly tone through the intercom’s little speaker. “Did you bring him?”

“What? I was supposed to bring someone? I brought you wine last week!” she giggled.

“Evening, Ronnie!” I called out, leaning over Tara.

There was a crackly sigh of relief. “Don’t scare me like that, Tara.”

The gate buzzed, and the great iron gates groaned open. “Thank you, Ronnie,” Tara said with more than a little sarcasm. She drove us up the long, sweeping driveway. “You should have played along.”

“I dunno, seemed mean.” I said, my thoughts drifting back to our conversation. “So, anything else I should know about... our relationship?”

“Relationship?” she sniggered. “That sounds so formal, and nowhere near as hot as what I think about when I think of you.” She pulled to a stop beside the beat-up old pickup parked next to the fountain, and turned in her seat. Her leather mini dug into her thighs, refusing to stretch as she lifted a knee near the stick. When I didn’t grin but held her gaze, her smirk faded. “Oh, you’re serious. Okay, um... usual rules apply. The no sex rule outside the group only applied to Clare, so we have a reason to punish her because she’s so close to you,” she chuckled. “But... I dunno, Mike. We chatted about this as a group,” she said, suddenly sounding less full of herself.

I was serious now. I’d had a taste of what it was like being with all of them. Clare’s love, and now the beginnings of Tara’s. Like a flash of lightning, I realized I wanted it more than anything I ever had, more than finally getting a gig as a web developer. To be in a relationship with five incredible women was a dream come true, for a dream I didn’t even know I had. “So what about cheating? Can we see other people... can you? How do we make it fair?”

Tara’s mouth dropped open, and she swallowed loudly. “Ummm. Maybe you should talk to Ronnie about this. She came up with the harem idea.”

“Harem?”

“Yeah, you know. A dude with a bunch of wives.”

I chuckled, “Yeah, I know what a harem is... I just haven’t thought of this in that way.”

She wrung her hands in her lap, reminding me she was just as young as I was. Apart from Veronica, who was older, and Sara, who was nineteen, we were all in our early-mid twenties. Young and inexperienced — at least, that’s how I felt. “Does there have to be rules?”

“What if I hooked up with—”

“Don’t you dare!” she hissed, her eyes like emerald fire.

I smirked. “See. Rules. That’s how you make a system work.”

Tara grinned, realizing I was prodding her. She shrugged. “Okay, so no sleeping with anyone outside the group. Job done.”

“Fine,” I said, rolling my eyes as I opened the passenger door. It was enough to know they wouldn’t cheat on me. Not that I thought they would. Each of them seemed to relish our game nights. I didn’t quite understand it, but it was good enough for now.

“Ugh, fuck, Ronnie,” Tara hissed as her heels crunched into gravel. “Mike, any chance of another lift?”

I shut my door, chuckling at her. “Why don’t you just wear shoes you can actually walk in?” I teased, dancing around her hatchback, then hopping in front of her.

She eyed me, scrunching her right cheek. “If you expect me to wear sneakers, then you’ve got another thing coming, stud. Don’t you like the way I dress?” She pouted.

I eyed her outfit again. My cock definitely liked what it saw. “Yeah?” I said, discreetly trying to keep my eyes up and away from her deep cleavage.

She smirked, holding out her arms. “Then this is the cost. I have a very special lingerie collection. If you’re a good boy, I might model it for you?”

I chuckled, still feeling playful. “Tara,” I huffed. “That sounds like blackmail.”

The rest of her face joined the scrunch into a grinning squint. “Sexy blackmail?”

“Fine,” I said, pretending to relent, scooping her once again into my arms, and secretly loving how she smelled. How she fit snug against my chest, and how tightly she clutched my neck. For someone so bold, she quickly became putty in my arms.

“Thank you, lover,” she cooed as I carried her towards the side entrance where Veronica was waiting.


CHAPTER THREE


“Ronnie?” I gasped, not recognizing the seductive older woman as she stood in the doorway. Unlike the previous two game nights, where she had her long, silvery hair in a braid, it was now free, flowing in waves, warmer — closer to platinum blond — draping over her shoulders, framing her smooth, pale face. Also, unlike before, she wasn’t dressed in slinky satin, but wore a white denim mini skirt that clung to her hips, ending mid-thigh, matching her white, fluffy knee-high boots. A caramel, thick-knit sweater covered her petite breasts, but barely reached her navel.

She grinned, showing faint hints of crow’s feet, completely stunning, and oozing a much younger vibe than the previous week. “Michael!” she cooed, flashing her slate-blue eyes. “Fuck, I’ve missed you.” Then she leaned in and placed her champagne colored lips against mine.

“Fuck, Ronnie!” Tara moaned, spluttering as Veronica’s free, shimmery locks got in her face.

Veronica knew how to kiss. Despite Tara’s complaints, the sensual older woman had me enraptured in seconds with her soft, bow-shaped lips. Her kisses were like long nibbles, or many kisses joined, adding tongue by the fifth, and making out by the tenth. Impatient, Tara joined in, whispering, “You so want to fuck her, don’t you, lover?” She ran her tongue around the shell of my ear, sending a shiver to my cock. “You can fuck us all, Mike,” she continued to whisper in a seductive, husky tone before sucking on my earlobe. Then she started kissing my neck.

It’s a good thing I was so distracted, because my arms burned again.

Ronnie pulled away from the kiss with a slight grin, then licked her lips. “I’m almost happy our sorceress isn’t here. Now we get you all to ourselves.” Her grin was predatory, and I suddenly felt like prey. But that was just the tip. Under it was this motherly warmth I didn’t know I yearned for.

“She didn’t tell him,” Tara complained. “She fucked him and told him she was his girlfriend.”

Veronica’s gaze narrowed with a tut. “Clare is a naughty girl. She will have to be punished,” she said, her voice brighter, almost playful. “We all agreed.”

I grinned, loving just being around them. It was like being in another world, like I was another person. “Is this the harem thing?”

Ronnie tittered. “You told him about that?” Her silvery brow raised, looking bemused. “I didn’t mean an actual... I was just trying to illustrate...” She waved the idea away with her hand. Her nail-varnish matched her lips tonight, and they glittered under the security light. “I am curious what you think about the idea?”

I froze, suddenly under the spotlight. It wasn’t like when I was with Tara. That was fun and carefree. Veronica made me feel like a naughty child in a way I couldn’t explain, and my mouth opened and closed like a goldfish, trying to find the words.

Ronnie sighed. “It’s okay, Mike,” she said with that motherly warmth, cupping my cheek. Still holding Tara, I was powerless to stop her. I didn’t want to stop her. Without thinking, I leaned into her touch, closing my eyes.

“He asked about rules,” Tara answered. “I told him to ask you. Other than the group exclusivity clause.” She slid her hands under my tee and splayed her fingers against my stomach. It sent a shiver down my spine — she was freezing. A little contented sigh left her plush lips when I held her tighter, trying to keep her warm.

Ronnie’s thumb rubbed up and down in comforting circles. I’d gone full 180 in seconds. I didn’t understand it. When Clare and Tara did that, it was sexy. But Ronnie? It felt like home in a way I hadn’t felt in a long time. “I wanted to understand.”

I opened my eyes when she removed her palm — taking away the warm and loving touch — instantly wanting her to put it back. “Of course you did,” she purred, sounding motherly again. “You’re a good boy. You want to treat us right.” She smiled, showing her perfect white teeth.

Tara stared to shiver. “Uh, can we take this inside? She’s cold.”

Ronnie grinned. “See. A gentleman too.”

I followed the swish of her miniskirt into the warmth and familiarity of her hallway. After struggling to not bang my precious cargo against a wall, we eventually entered the spacious safety of the game room.

“I have to put you down,” I groaned, almost dropping her. I didn’t want to, and she was reluctant to leave my arms. But my limbs felt like limp noodles.

Tara sighed. “Well, it was nice while it lasted.”

Hayden and Sara were sitting in the GM chair together, busy chatting, but stopped when they noticed us. “Mike!” Sara beamed. Instantly she stood out to me. Unlike the others who had dressed down from the previous weeks — Hayden was wearing red sweats and a black tank top — Sara was still a vision of sexy elegance. She might have even dressed up, wearing a white satin dress that wouldn’t have looked out of place on prom night. The shiny fabric contrasted her flawless tanned complexion and mahogany tresses that hung from a high tail in glossy waves. If Tara short-circuited my brain, Sara ran it through a blender. She hopped to her sparkly silver heels, letting the fabric slip down her long legs, forming a slit on one side that reached her navel, exposing a thin white strap of her panties.

“Sara,” I gasped, mesmerized, watching gold hoops dangle near her high rosy cheek bones. Her eyes sparkled with golden flecks, and her petite mouth spread her full lips into a stunning smile. A clump of fabric hung around her perfectly sized breasts, teasing me with a hint of cleavage below a glinting silver necklace. I tried to say something, but only a croaked growl left my lips.

Hayden chuckled, hooking her chin-length hair behind her ears. The previous week’s asymmetry was gone, but her hair was just as black and sexy, contrasting with her alabaster complexion. “See. Told you you’d fuck him up.”

“Yeah, way to out stage us, babe!” Tara hissed playfully.

“I’m sorry!” Sara said, clutching her hand to her chest. Her nails glittered silver, matching her shoes. “I just wanted to look nice for you, Mike.”

I gulped. Never in a million years would I have thought a goddess such as Sara would do anything to impress me, but here she was. I’d made it past doubt, but acceptance of the attention I received was still out of reach. I just had to remind myself to enjoy it, and not fuck it up. I was still getting used to Clare telling me she loved me. “Mission accomplished,” I said, despite my tongue feeling too large and my throat too narrow to swallow. What was also too damn small was my jeans. Tara’s teasing, her outfit, then Ronnie, and now Sara’s amazing dress, had me harder than a steel rod, trapped uncomfortably at a weird angle. I used it, showing Sara just how spectacular she looked by making a major adjustment of my cock’s position. All three of their gazes locked to the bulge tenting my jeans. I was kinda proud of how big my distinctively average cock looked in that moment.

Hayden licked her lips.

“Right,” Veronica said, marching in, capturing everyone’s attention. “Before you ask, he said yes.”

Sara gasped. “Really?”

“Thought Clare had you wrapped around her finger,” Hayden added, confusing me.

“Mike, this is so great!” Sara continued. “I’ve never had a boyfriend before, well, not since I was... well, that didn’t count, obviously!”

Ah, the boyfriend, harem thing. I got the distinct impression Clare was supposed to have a chat with me about it last week, or maybe after the first night, I’m not sure. I imagined they would have words... or maybe more. Clare said she had lots of ideas for Ronnie’s sex toys, and I wondered if punishment was an option?

Sara’s eyes widened. “You know it’s a secret, right, Mike? Daddy would kill me, and Jody would make me practice on Fridays, so I won’t be able to come if he found out.”

I smiled at her eagerness. “Sure. No problem.” It’s not like I’d ever be in a position where I’d have to lie about it... who’d believe me? Jack at work would call me a liar if I told him about Clare, never mind Sara and the others.

“Okay,” Veronica said, taking her place in the GM chair. “As Clare is AWOL this week... and I had the pleasure of mike’s attention, last week, I thought it was only fair.”

I gave Ronnie a smirk. “How very noble of you, Veronica,” I said in a playful tone, so she knew I was joking. I also had a memory flash of her dripping pussy twitching in my face.

She must have thought the same, because she blushed. I hadn’t seen her do that before. “Thank you Michael. I try to be a just and fair queen. Now, shall we actually try to play this week?”

“Let’s do it. Ooodooo or whatever awaits.” I clapped my hands and sat on the nearest crimson leather sofa, excited to try the role play again. Suddenly, there was a stampede that left Sara standing alone as Tara and Hayden bolted for my couch, diving on either side. “Whoa!”

“Hand these out, please, Sara,” Ronnie asked, offering her the character sheets. The adorable nineteen-year-old scowled at the vixens snuggling as close as humanly possible on either side of me.

“I like your shirt, Mike,” Sara said, handing me my still nearly blank character sheet. Someone had scribbled out the original name of Romeo, and written Lover boy, in red pen underneath. No need to guess who that was.

I smiled at Sara’s earnest, innocent nature. There was something so pure about her that I really believed everything she said. “Thanks. I love your dress... but you already know that.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, handing Tara and Hayden their sheets. “Which one am I?” She nodded to my tee.

I gave her a wink. “The one being healed.”

She looked harder, then bit her lip. I forgot to mention the healing on the tee was just as explicit as our game nights had been. “Oh... I’d really like that, but...”

“Mike can heal you with more than just sex, Sara. Look at me, I’m living proof!” Hayden laughed, wiggling her brows at me. Then she licked her lips, and I almost felt them suck against the head of my cock, but that might have been the memory of her on her knees taking me in her mouth. Both game nights she’d eagerly sucked my cock, and I wondered if we’d make it three in a row?

The rosy hue on Sara’s cheeks deepened, spreading down her neck. She looked at me. Really looked — deeply into my eyes — but her gaze was wide, like she couldn’t decide if she should stay or run.

“I don’t remember where we were.” Veronica broke the spell, and Sara returned to the couch, sitting on her own. “Did we get to the temple? We’ll start there.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off the sexy dancer, sat all alone on the large, red couch. Her knees pinned together, elbows resting on them, gazing at me. She was directly opposite, and I’d never felt such longing. Not because I wanted to feel her in my arms — I did — but because I just wanted to make her smile. I needed to. It was weird.

”Our fearless party left the dangers of the caverns and entered the outer chamber of the temple of Ooodoo,” Veronica said in her awesome game master voice. “Tara I will never forgive you for naming it that.”

“Did anyone hear that? Thought I heard an old crone complaining,” Tara mocked. Then she shrugged. “Huh, must have been the wind.”

Veronica smirked at me, then narrowed her eyes at the sassy brunette. “The champion seemed to be blissfully unaware that angering the goddess of fate was unwise, considering the vengeful spirit could easily decide her… fate. Like deciding if the cleric cannot heal you ever again.”

Tara sighed. “Oh, the mysterious voice might have been right. I apologies to the grumpy bitch whose voice I heard on the wind.” As she said it, she slid her palm from where she’d been rubbing my thigh, to openly stroking the denim bulge between my thighs.

Ronnie rolled her eyes. “You explore the temple and find nothing of note. No treasure. No threats. No traps.”

“I bang my foot on a rock. I think I need healing,” Tara purred, rubbing my groin in sensual, long strokes. I Raised my arms to pull my tee out from where it was caught between seats, and the girls took advantage, leaning in closer. I had no choice but to cuddle them, resting my arms over their shoulders.

“The impact was minor. Your armor negated all the damage,” Veronica countered. “Perhaps the champion should be more careful.”

I chuckled, then groaned as Tara squeezed my cock.

“I explore the chamber,” Hayden declared. I remembered she was the scout. “I cast detect trap as I go deeper.”

Ronnie’s grin was devilish. “No traps detected... except the mechanism you’ve just stood on. A rattling chain thunders and a thick metal door drops from above, sealing you in!”

“Oooo,” I cooed, smirking at the raven beauty. “Don’t think my two spells can help you with that, Hayden.”

She huffed. “You’re both mean.”

“With the scout trapped deeper in the chamber, that leaves the beautiful rogue and the mouthy champion in the outer chamber.”

“I look around?” Sara asked, unsure.

“There is the open cavern where you entered, the sealed door to the inner chamber, and a wooden door to the side.”

“I open the wooden door?”

“It is locked.”

Sara gasped in excitement. “I use a lock pick!”

Her massive grin filled me with a strange warmth in my chest. I think I was beyond smitten with Sara. Clare I obsessed over. Tara was steadily seducing me. Hayden was intriguing, and Ronnie was alluring. But the auburn beauty was stealing my heart completely differently. We’d done the least together, and maybe that made it about more than sex? I dunno. It was confusing and overwhelming to get my head around the five of them.

”Success! Your lock picking skill increased by 25 experience points. The door is now unlocked. You have one action remaining.”

Sara clapped her hands, the biggest grin illuminating her features. “I open the door!”

Ronnie winced. “The door is too heavy. It does not budge.”

Sara’s face dropped into an adorable pout.

“I help her open the door. I don’t have any stats, but I’m sure we can open a door together.”

“Thank you, Mike!” Sara beamed. She took it so seriously, way more than the others.

Veronica grinned, and I had the sinking suspicion I’d just walked into a different trap. “With the unlisted strength of the cleric added to the rogue’s efforts, the door gives... and they both tumble inside. The door swings shut behind them and locks.”

“Oh, great. Now I’m all alone,” Tara moaned.

“Tell me about it,” Hayden added.

“I cling to mike, because I’m scared.” Sara’s big brown eyes begged, biting her lip.

“Looks like I’m on the wrong couch,” I said, slipping from the girls before they could stop me. My grin grew as I crossed the carpet and joined her. She smirked at the other two as I sat and took her hand in mine.

“Favoritism!” — “Fix.” Tara and Hayden yelled.

“Oh, it gets better,” Ronnie said with that devious smirk. “As the members looked at their surroundings, they noticed the statues the narrator had purposely failed to mention. Depictions of a hedonistic god pleasured by his concubines. As one and by manifestations of his lust—”

“What does that even mean?” Tara huffed, staring at me from across the room. She tried to spread her thighs and flash me, but her leather mini was so tight, she could hardly part her knees.

“There is also the large door that leaves the room. The door that will lead deeper into the chamber to the treasure you seek—”

“Why didn’t you mention it earlier?” Hayden said, crossing her arms, pushing up her breasts in the black tank.

Ronnie smirked, crossing her legs, attracting my attention to her long, toned limbs. “Oops. Guess my memory isn’t as good as it used to be... being an old crone and all. The magic in the chamber demands that lust be satisfied. The cleric feels the power of the old god surge through his yummy body. If the party wishes to open the way forward, the sacrifice of lust must be made.”

“The entrance is still open, right? I could just leave you all behind for being cock-blocking dicks!” Tara huffed, but I realized she was being playful. Her eyes were locked to me again, looking like she did in the hallway.

Ronnie ignored her. “I suggest you get on with it, before the goddess grows bored and raids her toys for something unpleasant. Starting with you, Sara.”

“W-what?” the auburn beauty gasped. “I...”

“She wants you to blow him... lucky bitch,” Hayden said. “We all need to come to open the way forward.”

“Really?” Sara asked, looking at me through her dark lashes and silver makeup. Her eyes were wide. Up close, they were so pretty. Her brown irises shimmered with gold in the light.

“How do you know?” Tara asked, finally taking it serious now sex acts had been mentioned. “I’m not complaining, but we don’t have time to get it wrong.”

Hayden smirked at Veronica. “Because she’s using my notes. I came up with this idea, and I made the mistake of leaving it in Ronnie’s oh-so-trustworthy care.”

I groaned. It made sense. So far, Hayden had been the one always eager to suck my cock. It seemed very on brand for her to come up with a plot where the others would get trapped, and she would be with me, needing to blow me to unlock the doors. Except Ronnie used it against her, so Sara is trapped with me instead. I knew Veronica was trying to be fair in who did what with me, while easing the inexperienced Sara into things. She really was like the best mom... I mentally pushed that weird thought aside.

“The clock is ticking. Without the sexual offering, the doors will seal in ten minutes.”

“Ten!” Sara cried out, looking at me in horror. “B-but I’ve never done this before!”

“We could always do each other,” Hayden said to Tara.

“As sexual conjuration wasn’t part of either of their skill sets, the champion and the scout were left to their own devices.”

Hayden huffed. “Fine. I really thought this week I’d...” She wiggled her sweats down her hips, and slipped one leg out, exposing her black, high waist panties.

Tara grinned at me as she wiggled her skirt up her thighs, fighting the tight leather. Then she spread her legs, revealing her bare, glistening pussy. Fuck, she’d been commando the entire time. I watched Hayden pull aside the cotton, revealing her pink slit, joining Tara in sliding her fingers through her dripping folds.

I remember almost laughing, wishing I had more than one cock, so I could fuck them all simultaneously. God, I wanted to fuck them. I was surrounded by gorgeous, wet pussies, and I was too busy playing the game. What the hell was I thinking?

Sara looked at me, panic-stricken. I cupped her cheek, running my thumb along her cheekbone. “It’s okay. You don’t have to do anything—”

“No, I want to,” she whispered, her gaze dropping to my fly. “I’ve just never...”

“We can swap places?” Hayden offered, hope in her eyes as she rubbed her pussy, spreading her legs so wide, Tara had to shuffle further down the sofa so there was room.

“No!” Sara hissed, then returned her gaze to the pulsing bulge in my jeans.

I helped her. I unbuttoned my pants, then slowly — being careful not to nick my shaft — unzipped, freeing my cock. It slipped out, hard and stiff, shining with excitement.

“Oh, wow,” Sara breathed.

“You sure you don’t want to change places?” Tara asked, groaning, flicking her clit. “We could fuck. It’d be more... efficient.” A shudder racked her body, making her breasts heave as she took deep, shaky breaths. The unmistakable sound of wet rubbing became the undertone, and the smell of feminine need filled the air.

Sara gave me a quick glance, and I saw the resolve in her eyes. She licked her lips, then shifted to her knees. Her fingers splayed over my thighs. She looked up with a moment of insecurity before her amber gaze returned to my shaft. “Wow, it’s so warm,” she whispered, wrapping her fingers around my length. Her dress gathered, slipping behind her, opening the slit wider, revealing more tanned, smooth skin.

A moan from the GM’s chair made me glance towards Veronica, who’d joined in, and currently had her denim mini pulled up and had her hand inside a pair of silky blue panties.

Looking around the room at them touching themselves, I had no idea how I could ever satisfy all of them. It would take inhuman stamina... but that didn’t mean I wasn’t willing to try.

Then a loud moan left my lips as Sara finally built up the courage to put my cock in her mouth.


CHAPTER FOUR


“Ah, fuck!” I cried out as a tight, warm, wet mouth sucked on my crown.

Sara pulled off. “Oh, no. Did I do it wrong? Was it my teeth?”

I managed to open my eyes — mainly from the sudden loss of pleasure — and stared in wonder at the auburn beauty kneeling over my lap. A string of saliva joined my cock and her bottom lip, and it was one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen. My hand was in her glossy hair before I knew what I was doing. “Fuck, no,” groaned, needing more, pulling her head back towards my shaft.

“Oh,” she giggled, then slid my cock back between her lips, hollowing her cheeks.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. Sara’s mouth was smaller, owing to her petite frame, and it I’d never felt suction like it. Hayden was an impressive cock sucker, but that was because of her technique and enthusiasm. Sara’s mouth was like heaven without her even trying.

Then she pushed too deep, gagging on my cock. She pulled off with a giggle. “Sorry.”

I stroked her hair as she took a deep breath. She was incredible, and quickly securing a special place in my heart. Man, I was falling fast. “Don’t be... but—”

She gasped, thinking she’d done something wrong. “What? What did I do?”

I gave her a reassuring smile. “Nothing. You’re perfect... but.” I leaned in to whisper, “we both have to come. Can I do the same for you?” I asked, almost holding my breath, which was ridiculous. I knew Sara liked me, and was eager, but the way they treated her with kid gloves and Veronica’s warning the previous week made me hesitant, no matter how badly I wanted it all with Sara.

“Oh.” Her eyes widened, but not in shock if the grin spreading across her spit-covered lips was any sign. “Please. Just don’t damage my panties, I don’t know how I’d explain that. This dress is...”

“Expensive?” I guessed.

She nodded, “It’s for galas,” she whispered, “but I knew you’d like it.” Her gaze kept flicking back to my shaft, like she couldn’t wait to get back to it. Who was I to keep a girl from the cock she desperately wanted to suck?

“Brace yourself,” I whispered with a grin, as I grabbed her lithe form by the hips and slid down onto my back. The satin fabric draped over my chest as I positioned her, and she splayed her fingers over my thighs.

“Oh, wow,” I heard her gasp. Then I grunted as she wasted no time — fuck, we were on the clock, I’d forgotten — in slipping her plush lips over the head of my cock and sucked like her life depended on it. A thrill ran from my groin as teasingly slowly — like she was exploring — she slid my shaft further into her mouth.

“Mmmm,” Veronica moaned. “Time continued to count down, and yet none of the party had fulfilled the lustful demands.”

“I resent you for not writing gang-bang, Hay,” Tara whimpered, rubbing her clit with the flat of her fingers.

“This was my old idea for the first week. I didn’t know...” She moaned a gasp. “That Ronnie still had it.”

That was the last I saw of the girls for a while as the satin of Sara’s dress slipped over my head, shrouding me in near darkness. I could see Sara’s white panties, what there was to see. They were tiny, vanishing between her butt cheeks, and barely covering her mound at the front. There was more strap than fabric. I really wanted to pull them down, make her take them off, so I didn’t damage them, but really, I just wanted to see Sara in all her glory. That would have to wait.

The thought occurred to me, as I pushed the gauzy slip of fabric aside from Sara’s pussy — Sara shuddered as I did — that I was spending my Friday nights with gorgeous women, and we were playing games in a veiled excuse to do this. To fuck and pleasure each other, like we needed that excuse. It was weird, almost funny in a way. The sordid shenanigans I imagined we could get up to without a pretext made my cock twitch in Sara’s mouth.

I pulled myself back to the pussy at hand and marveled at the perfect slit before me. Sara was completely smooth, so neat, and fucking perfect. With reverence, I prized apart her lips to expose her moist, neat folds. Her tiny little clit, and dripping hole. She shuddered, and a trickle of liquid dripped into my mouth.

I groaned at the taste. The salty, musky, but oh-so-sweet flavor of Sara hit me like a first dose, and I couldn’t help but lick up through her folds with a hungry, flat tongue. I heard her mewl, felt it around my cock, then saw it as her pussy convulsed. Was this the first time anyone had done this to her? I had a horrible thought I was skipping ahead, that we were doing this all out of order. But then more of her delicious nectar hit me and I was lost. My hands gripped her thighs under the satin, rolling my eyes as I licked around her clit as she pushed my cock deeper — further than she had before — and I was in heaven.

I heard moans from somewhere. Sara joined them, adding to my groans as she sucked my cock with growing enthusiasm. I could tell she was inexperienced, but it didn’t matter. It was still incredible. I kept forgetting that’s what she was doing — like rapturous pleasure was my default state — so enthralled with her dripping pussy. Watching her open up, flush, swell and drip as I licked and tasted the stunning, petite dancer.

I was licking faster, I realized, when she was bobbing on my cock like a jacking hand, sucking hard. Her stomach muscles worked over time as she slid from base to tip, while grinding and fucking my face.

We became frantic together, moaning and groaning, sucking and licking. My cock grew taut, and I moved to tonguing her clit directly. Sara was incredibly sensitive and shuddered almost immediately as I touched the bundle of nerves. She mewled around my cock, which sent a shiver down my spine.

More of her flooded my mouth as I flicked her bud repeatedly with the tip of my tongue. My balls constricted, my body stiffened, and I gripped her flesh tighter to stave off the eruption. “Gonna...” I managed before Sara exploded in my face. With a shriek, her pussy convulsed, her body twitched out of control, and a gush flooded my mouth. I couldn’t hold back any longer. With the sexiest sight before me, and her juices on my tongue, I came in the greatest eruption in history. I watched with a gleeful disconnection at Sara’s convulsing flesh as pulses of the purest pleasure shot from my cock. I drifted on a cool wave of peace, contentment, and tranquility beyond anything imaginable. It lasted all of a couple of seconds. Then I was back, under the satin curtain of Sara’s dress, with her soaked pussy gently grinding in my face.

She was still licking and sucking my shaft, like she was cleaning it off, and I just shut my eyes, enjoying the moment.

“Time’s up,” Veronica said, not even putting on her storyteller's voice.

“Fuuuuuk!” Tara groaned. “I can’t do it like this. Mike got me so worked up earlier, and watching Sara go to town on his meat, I thought it would be easy.” She sighed. “But I couldn’t help but be jealous of her. I feel so empty.”

I couldn’t see her, but I could imagine her look of frustrated woe.

“Mmm,” Veronica said, sounding concerned. “I guess I didn’t really think this through. I thought we could just continue as we were and add a little fun with our dear cleric, but,” she sighed, “I will have to re-think. We need more time, and...” I heard the grin in her voice. “More universal participation.”

Sara moved above me, pushing my softening cock back into my jeans. Her pussy moved out of view as she shuffled awkwardly in the dress, turning until she was straddling me. Her drenched core soaked my stomach and her fingers gripped my tee. She had this look of pure bliss on her smooth, flush features. Her eyes were hooded, lips puffy, and splashes of cum covered her left eyebrow, her chin, and a big dollop had congealed on her right cheek. “Thank you, Mike,” she whispered, leaning in. She tasted of cum and cherries as she kissed me, snuggling between me and the couch back.

That’s when the door chimed, and Sara stiffened in my arms.

“Fuuuuuuck!” Ronnie cried. “That man is going to be the death of me.”

Sara bolted upright. “Oh, no! Not yet!”

“Sara, you’d better go to the bathroom and clean yourself up,” Tara said, sounding surprisingly serious.

“Oh, god!” the auburn beauty gasped. I helped her off the couch and her dress caught at her waist, giving me a clear, well-lit view of her glistening pink slit. She quickly fixed her panties, turning to leave, but stopped. Her eyes blazed golden as she looked at me over her shoulder. She bit her lip, then like she was bound on a bit of elastic, she shuffled back right back. We gazed at each other for a moment. She raised up on her toes and gave me a quick peck. “Until next time.”

“Until next time,” I agreed, brushing the glob of runny cum from her cheek. She grabbed my hand and sucked it off my thumb with a giggle.

“Sara!” Veronica hissed as the door chimed again.

“Sorry!” she cried, fixing her dress as she ran from the room.

Tara tossed Hayden her keys. “We need to figure out something better. He’s gonna work this out eventually, and this is more than just a game night now, Ronnie… at least that’s what we want, right?”

“I know,” Veronica said, giving me a look. Like there was something she wanted to say, or tell me, but wasn’t ready. “Mike—” she started, hurrying for the front door.

“I know the way,” I chuckled, hooking my arm inside Tara’s, watching Ronnie’s mini skirt hurry out of sight.

We hustled out the back entrance, meeting Hayden with Tara’s car like we did with Clare last week, and sped off into the night.

“You busy tomorrow?” She asked. “God, you have no idea how horny I am right now, but my mom’s in town and I promised I’d have drinks with her in,” she looked at her watch, “forty minutes. So, tomorrow?”

I grinned at her from the back seat — Tara’s was way less messy than Clare’s. “Sure. Working till five, but I’m free after that.”

“Great,” she cooed. “Shower. Clothes are optional though, because buddy, I am gonna fuck your brains out.”

The grin on my face became stratospheric. I didn’t think this could get any better, but boy, how wrong I was.
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