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CHAPTER ONE


Butterflies waged war in my stomach as I paced. Tara was on her way up, and her promise from last night was fresh in my mind.

“I’m gonna fuck your brains out.”

I chuckled, thinking that wouldn’t take long, not with how stupid I felt just being around her, or any of the five women that had so spectacularly turned my life upside down. My default nerd response to just grin as my face slowly turned beet was something I was getting better at controlling. In a way, through our repeated interactions, I was streamlining my approach. Solidifying my understanding of how I, web dev failure turned hardware store clerk — nothing special compared to those beauties that frequently left me hard and speechless — stood in the middle of a pseudo harem of incredible women.

I ran my hand through my hair, taking a breath. “Don’t think about it,” I whispered. Thinking about how incredible any of it was just made my eye twitch. “It’s not a dream.” I looked in the mirror, checking out my choice of attire. Tara said clothes were optional, but I wanted to look nice for her — even if I wasn’t wearing it long. So I’d pulled my best out of mothballs, a silky, sky-blue dress shirt, and my neatest pair of black jeans. Shaved and preened, it was like I was going on a date — that didn’t happen often.

I don’t know why I was so nervous. I’d already had sex with Tara. She’d rode my lap while gagged and bound! After that, this should be easy, but I knew why. We’d be alone. When I was with the group, it was like a tidal wave. Being bounced from one to another, it was easy to get swept up in Clare, or Hayden, Sara, or Veronica. It was all part of the game, and I now understood why they did that. Used the pretext of the game. It made it easier. I had to kiss Sara, because the game said so. Fuck Clare? Game said so. It saved us from having to make choices. To admit to each other what we really wanted to do, and that made—

The sound of heels click-clacking in the corridor sent my heart racing. I knew it wouldn’t be Clare. She finally messaged that she’d be back tomorrow — I couldn’t wait. Nobody in the building came close to wearing such clicky heels. It had to be Tara.

I peered through the spyhole and grinned as the brunette stopped in front of my door and took a breath. Her normally mousy-brown hair shone in a new, lustrous mahogany shade — darker than Sara’s — and up in a high tail that almost glowed under the hallway lights. She was too small and distorted in the spyglass to make out any details, except she was wearing a long black coat. It was slightly chilly out there in the early evening air, but the thickness seemed a little excessive. Until she opened it and I had to stifle a gasp.

She hadn’t been lying when she boasted about her lingerie collection, because one was on display right now. I couldn’t make out the details — again, small and zoomed out — but it was red and strappy. “No,” she whispered, closing her coat again. “Hi, Mike,” she said in that hushed whisper, then whipped her coat open. “No, no. Too flashy.” She closed her coat again, readied herself, then pulled one side open playfully. “Evening, baby.” The coat snapped shut. “No. Baby makes me sound like Clare. Dammit, Tar. Be yourself.”

I clapped my hand over my mouth. Oh... holy hell. Tara was practicing. She was actually nervous! My brow scrunched as I watched the stunning mahogany brunette try seven different greetings, each flashing her undies differently. I was confused as all hell. Why would Tara be nervous? She was a goddess among mortals. Could have any guy she wanted. She was that smoking hot and seductive. But here she was, in my hallway, trying to perfect her game.

Don’t think about. For fuck’s sake, don’t think about it like that. I already felt so far out of my depth I was one misstep from drowning. I did not need to think about just how incredibly hot she was.

But watching her get flustered in my hall filled me with an emotion I couldn’t name. Was it pride? Confidence? Dominance? Affection? The butterflies eased up, and a sort of calm flowed over me. That was when she rang my buzzer.

I stumbled away from the door, yelling, “just a minute!” giving myself time to wipe the imprint of the spyhole from my face. I took a breath. Smoothed down my shirt. Then, as casually as possible, I opened the door.

“Hey, lover,” she said, her voice oozing sex. She leaned against the frame with her coat casually open, revealing just enough of her red lingerie to tease as her bright green eyes flashed so much sexual promise it was like hypnosis.

“Tara,” I said. That’s all I said, because all that stuff about getting myself under control? Bullshit. I grinned at her, my face flushing, my pulse pounding. My shaft snaked its way up its denim prison, forming an almighty tent. There was this chemical reaction that overloaded my brain. Like it couldn’t process just how sexy she was. Up close, it was even hotter, because now I could make out the details of her red lace and silk underwear. Tara was obviously a fan of straps, and this set had plenty. They criss-crossed the fantastic valley of her breasts — breasts that defied gravity in the almost sheer cups. Three held up the silky panel covering her pussy. Matching her large hoop earrings, a golden chain clung to her waist, just above the glinting diamond stud in her bellybutton. “Wow.”

I was so stunned I didn’t initially see the same reaction on her face, but it was there as her emerald gaze roamed my body. A grin sneakily slipped onto her lips, and she looked very pleased with herself. “Fuck, Mike. I said no clothes, not dress sexy,” she cooed, the flush spreading down her neck to the upper part of her plump breasts.

“Sorry,” I grinned. “Though you make me feel overdressed.” I couldn’t take my eyes off... everything. It was a visual banquet of inviting warm-toned skin. The curve of her hips, the way they flared out into her smooth thighs. The slight bulge of her tummy and the way it curved downwards, vanishing inside her panties. The taper of her waist, expanding out to accommodate her fantastic breasts. God, her breasts were incredible. I swore I could see her nipples peeking through the lace, making tiny tents in the material.

The coat snapped shut. “This wasn’t a good idea.”

I mourned the loss, moving my gaze to hers. “You look fucking incredible!” I blurted. I thought this would just be her throwing herself at me like Clare had, but this felt different.

A pleased smile tugged at the corners of her dark-red, glossy lips, before she shrugged, getting the wayward smile under control. “I know. I thought I’d make you drop to my feet, you know, not...”

My brows raised, curious and stifling a smug grin at how she was hiding her true feelings behind her bravado. Had she always done that? “Not... what?”

Her eyes flashed, and the bravado slipped. “Me wanting to do that instead,” she whispered. Then the look, a mixture of longing, confusion, and hunger, blinked away. “I’m glad you didn’t take me literately. You ready to go?”

“Go? But I thought...”

She winced for a tiny fraction before snapping it into a mischievous grin. “I changed my mind, okay?” She took a step forward on her heels — thankfully not the massive platforms of yesterday’s game night — and slipped her arms around my neck. Her eyes sparkled so many layers of green under her hooded lashes. “I thought this was one thing, but it turns out it’s another.”

“What?”

“Just shut up and kiss me.” She didn’t wait. Her plush lips smeared her lipstick over my mouth before I could even process it. Her nails sunk into the flesh between my shoulder blades as she pressed her lips so hard against my mouth. Tara was needy in a way I didn’t completely understand.

Eventually my thunderstruck brain rebooted, and I reached out and slid my fingers over the smooth, supple skin of her slim waist. My pinkies rested on the textured lace of her panties, and wanting my hands to touch every bit of skin they could, I slipped them under, dipping inside her panty strap. Tara whimpered against my mouth, pulling away quickly.

“Sorry,” she said, glancing down, looking sheepish. “Let’s go, Cleric.” She pulled herself from my grasp, spun on her heels — whipping her ponytail in my face — and made a start for the stairs.

It took me a second to recover. Her heels clacking down the stairwell snapped me out of it. I scrambled to grab my phone, my wallet, and keys, but I froze at my reflection in the mirror. My mouth was covered in a deep, glossy red smear. I looked like the Joker. Grinning at the sight made me laugh. I quickly wiped it away, then bound out the door after the sexy brunette.


CHAPTER TWO


Tara made good time in her more sensible heels. She was already inside her yellow hatchback, waiting for me when I got there. “Quicker than being carried, huh?” I joked as I climbed in. The engine was already running, and she pulled away before I’d finished securing my seatbelt.

“I’m in a hurry.”

The streetlights flashed by as she wasted no time putting pedal to the metal, weaving into traffic, heading downtown. I thought we were going to Veronica’s, but she turned off towards the waterfront, nixing that idea. Tara was silent as she drove, only casting frequent glances my way when she thought I wasn’t looking. I had to break the silence. The question was killing me. “What did you mean? You thought it was one thing, but it’s not?”

She glanced away. “Umm...”

“You know what? It’s okay,” I said, practically feeling her bare leg shake against the central column.

“I-I...”

“Tara, it’s okay. You don’t have to answer.” I really wanted to know, but maybe I was making something out of nothing. She glanced at me, biting her lip.

“Would the fact a girl can change her mind be enough of an answer?” she said, sounding evasive as she turned off towards a group of high-rise apartments.

I nodded. “If that’s all what you want to tell me, that’s enough for me.” I didn’t want to push her. I didn’t want to risk... whatever this was by being a pushy asshole. But then she surprised me.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know why I’m making a thing out of this. You saying stuff like that should make it easier, not harder. But that’s also part of the reason.”

I looked at her blankly, not understanding a word she said.

She giggled, turning off and down into an underground parking garage. “Sorry. I’m awful at this. I...” She trailed off as she parked in a marked space next to a small vestibule with twin elevators. It made the rickety, graffitied silver doors that opened into the hall of Clare’s and my apartment building look like a derelict. She cut the engine and played with her fingers in her lap. “Look. Eh. Umm. Look, I like you, Mike. I know that’s a stupid thing to say, when we’ve literally fucked in the hottest sex I’ve ever had, but that doesn’t feel real, like the stuff that happens in the game nights are a dream... one I can’t stop thinking about…”

“Okay,” I said, trying to grasp it, but also suppressing the mile-wide grin, because Tara liked me. Liked me in a way more than sex, or the way you like your coffee ‘white with two sugars’.

“And...” She sighed. “I thought it was just the sex, okay? I didn’t want it to be more. I didn’t want to like, like you…”

A guy in a suit walked out of the elevator, and Tara pulled her coat tighter against her chest, even though the guy was too far away to see anything.

I narrowed my brow, trying to connect the dots. “So, it was one thing... just sex, and now it’s not. It’s more than sex?” She gave me a grin when I looked at her, so lost.

“You’re adorable when you’re confused. You know that?” She reached across and took my hand, resting it on the divider behind the stick.

Her hand was so warm, and... so right. I furrowed my brow, looking at our interlocked fingers. How could it feel so right with both Tara and Clare?

“What?” she asked, concern taking hold of her bright gaze.

“It’s just. I didn’t expect to feel this,” I confessed. “With more than Clare.” I half expected her to blanch when I mentioned her rival’s name, but she didn’t.

She let out a “Phew,” squeezing my hand. “Good, because that makes this easier. Come on.”

She released my hand and climbed out, slamming her door. I followed, my world numb. Did Tara actually feel the same? That just happened, right?

She locked her car from inside the vestibule with her fob as I jogged to catch up, reaching her just as an empty elevator arrived. It was nice, the elevator I mean. Clean. Our reflections gleamed in the polished metal, but not as nice as when she took my hand in hers, interlocking our fingers with a grin. “Just so we’re clear,” I said, looking slightly down at her despite her heels. “When you say like, you mean?”

She rolled her eyes. Then that seductive, mischievous look took hold of her slim, flawless face. “What do I mean?” she asked with a playful tone, dragging apart her coat ties as the elevator slowly crawled upwards. She released my hand and turned to face me, moving us so my back pressed against the cold metal wall. The rail dug into my lower back. She pulled her coat apart, revealing her sexy lingerie, pressing her smoking-hot body against me, looking into my eyes. Her pupils were massive — big black holes in the enter of emerald galaxies. “What do you want it to mean, lover?” she whispered with a husky, sexy tone that had my pelvis pressing my cock harder against her belly. Her apple and citrus scent enshrouded my world. Her body heat penetrated deep into my bones. “Tell me.”

Fuck it. My brain was on holiday, so I said the only word that came. “Love,” I gasped. “I want you to love me.” Fuck! I realized how sad it sounded as soon as it left my lips. But Tara didn’t recoil in disgust. Her grin just widened.

She pressed her fantastic breasts harder against my chest. “Because?” she whispered into my ear between nibbles on my earlobe.

“B-because I... love you?” I said. I think it was true. It was easy to confuse love and lust when someone look like Tara did. But the killer test was I’d be happy just spend time with her. I didn’t need sex. I was happy to just be around her. Obviously I wanted the aforementioned fucking of the brains out, but I’d be contented to just hear her say ‘I love you, Mike.’ Sappy, I know, but I think you have to be a romantic to survive the attention and, maybe, love of five incredible women if it’s not just a string of one-night stands.

Oh, fuck. What if the others feel the same? Could my heart survive that? What if we broke up? That would be five times the torment. That was a scary though. Another one I added to the list of Things Mike Should Not Think About.

“You love me?” She sounded genuinely taken aback. “Really? You’re not just saying that because my tits are pressed against you right now—”

The elevator doors opened with a classy ping, and we both turned to face an older woman holding a shopping bag. “Tara, dear,” she said, stepping on board. “Don’t mind me. Who’s your stud muffin?”

Tara giggled, pulling the coat around herself, leaving me cold. “Hi, Dorris. This is Mike, my boyfriend.”

Hearing her say those words made my heart swell and my cock throb. Not just the words, but the proud way she said it. Like this is my boyfriend, Mike. Isn’t he so great?.

“Oh, dear, finally,” the old woman grinned around her massive spectacles. “A girl as nice as you, dear, you have to be careful. Are you a good boy, Mike?” she asked, suddenly sounding like she could cut my balls off.

“I... I...” I stammered. I think the seductive way Tara pulled my confession broke my brain a little.

“Don’t worry,” Tara said, taking my hand again. “He’s been vetted by Ronnie.” She squeezed my fingers tightly.

Dorris leered at me like she was examining me with twin magnifying glasses. “Oh, that is good. Veronica is so very picky with men.”

“She is?” I asked. Veronica devoured me with her eyes every time she looked at me. I thought that was just her way.

“Oh, Mike,” Dorris said, her voice going back to the sweet old lady. “Ronnie hasn’t been with a man since her husband... well, she seemed much happier the past few weeks.” She raised her brown over the frame of her glasses, which was no mean feat, considering how big they were. “Can I assume you have something to do with that, young man?”

Tara giggled, sounding way more girly than the seductive vixen she was moments earlier. “Oh, a lady doesn’t kiss and tell.”

Dorris beamed a smile, tapping her pointed nose. “Understood.”

The elevator pinged open again. “Nice to meet you, Mike. You take good care of our Tara. I know my way around pruning sheers if you don’t,” she said in a casually threatening way as she left us alone.

Tara burst into laughter as soon as the doors closed. “Wow. That happened.”

“Sure did. Should I be worried?”

She leaned against me, clutching my arm. “Only if you don’t treat us right,” she said with a grin. Then the door opened again. “Finally. These elevators are getting slower.” She pulled me out into a white hallway with two doors on either side.

“Maybe you’re just impatient?” I asked, slipping my arm around her waist.

“Maybe,” she huffed, pulling a card from her coat pocket, and held it against the lock. “Where were we?” Slowly she pushed the door open, then glanced at me over her shoulder. “Oh. I was just about to tell you I love you.” She grinned, then pulled me inside.


CHAPTER THREE


Tara’s apartment put mine to shame. I couldn’t believe anyone actually lived there. It was more like a show home. Hardly any signs of life... except all the framed fashion photography and magazine covers on the wall. But then I looked closer as the brunette vixen pulled me into the open-plan living area. A display case housed a bunch of awards. A couple of framed certificates hung on a wall over a desk with a computer — twin monitors, looked like a nice setup. Fruit sat in a bowl on the kitchen island, and—

“Do you want me to say it?” she asked, grabbing my attention. She positioned me in a specific spot on her rug, facing large patio windows that opened out onto the balcony. She stood just out of reach and slowly opened her coat again. Her red lingerie was just as fantastic, maybe even better against the sterile surroundings of her apartment compared to my crappy hallway — like she was the splash of color the place needed.

Her eyes bore into mine as she spread her lipstick faded lips, then in one smooth movement, let the coat slip from her shoulders.

The air left my lungs as the heavy material crumpled into a pile on the floor. Somehow, devoid of the coat, she looked even sexier. She turned on the spot, showing me the thong I now knew her panties to be. Clare was right. Tara did have a fantastic ass — twin globes of tight, flawless perfection. “I guess that means you like my lingerie?” she asked, smiling at the throbbing tent in my jeans.

“I feel like that’s a stupid question.” I drank her in, especially the curve of her breasts, so plump and full — begging to be played with.

She cocked her head. “You didn’t answer my question?”

There was a question? “What question?”

She put her hands on her curvaceous hips. “If you wanted me to say it?”

Oh. That was the only thing that could pull my horny brain from gawking at her fantastic body. “Only if you mean it,” I said, sounding more serious than intended.

She closed the space between us, sliding her lithe, deep-red nail-varnished fingers over my shoulders and down my arms, keeping her eyes fixed, peering deep into my soul. Shiver inducing touches up and down my arms, then back over my shoulders as her seductive pout became a lopsided smile. Her nails scrunched against the back of my neck, and I was so lost. Clare could tie me up in knots, but Tara? Tara was pure sex. If sex had a physical form, it would be her. If you looked up sex in the dictionary, there would be a picture of this fantastic brunette wearing the highest platform heels imaginable, and nothing else.

She pressed her body close, wafting that apple and citrus scent that just meant her to me now, moving her lips slowly past mine, over my cheek, to my ear. Then she whispered the words. “I love you, Mike.” If I had a primal animal, it just howled against the moonlight. “I wasn’t sure. I’ve been wrong before, a long time ago, so wrong. But when I saw you tonight, I just knew. I didn’t want to just fuck. I... I wanted to let you in. Knew I had to.” She pulled herself tighter against my body, squishing her stellar breasts harder. “I couldn’t lie to myself any longer. Clare was right. So there I said it. I do love you. I didn’t see it fucking coming. But I do, so fucking much.”

My mouth was open in a sort of horny, contented shock when she smeared the rest of her lipstick over my lips. This time, the kiss was tender. Pouty. Made from little nibbles against my bottom lip. Her nails danced against my neck, and she whimpered little mewls with each kiss — almost in relief. My hands shot to her waist, feeling her familiar warmth, her smooth skin, and the straps that ran over her hips. But my hands couldn’t stay there. As we made out, they wandered. Higher first, slipping between us and around her full, perfect mounds. Her nipples poked my palms through the lacy cups. They felt so right in my hands, like they were made for me. She whimpered more as I gently squeezed, loving how malleable she was, how perfect. Fuck, they all were. It felt like a crime that I got to be with all of them.

“This is wrong, isn’t it?” I asked between kisses. I didn’t know why I kept coming back to this, nor did I ask it seriously. My brain was just firing randomly, completely fried.

“What?” she asked, half paying attention, lost in the kiss.

“Feeling this way about more than one person? That’s wrong, isn’t it?”

She pulled her lips away, seeing the concern in my gaze. “I don’t think it matters when it feels this right,” she whispered.

I gazed at her puffy lips, her wide, hooded eyes. It felt right, so right, just like with Clare. Quickly the barrier, the tension, and all the fear between us crumbled, leaving us exposed before each other... like soul mates. Was that possible? To have more than one soul mate? My brain was running at half speed, like I was high on the best drug. “I’ve never felt anything like it,” I whispered in return. Then her lips were on mine again, and my hands were moving down her sides. One stayed at her hip, the other going lower. Down to her thighs. Without asking, she spread her legs just a little. Then my hand was between her thighs.

Tara wasn’t just wet. She was soaked.

My digits trailed over moist lace, then a wet, silky panel. Tara whimpered into my mouth, sliding her tongue across the threshold until it touched mine. Eager, I met her halfway, tasting her, slicking my tongue, curling it against hers. Her whimpers became mewls as the kiss deepened, and my fingers rubbed gently over that sodden patch of exquisite red satin. The limp fabric pushed into her folds, sticking in place as I felt the contours of her pussy. I stayed outside her panties, wanting to enjoy the sensation, the anticipation as we made out. Tara’s hands left my neck, slipping to my shoulders, then pressing against my chest. Her nails scrunched over and over, clawing like Clare did, like they were both fighting for my heart. Now Clare had to share.

Needing air, we both pulled back with gasps. My head was shrouded in a warm fog of need. I didn’t know what I needed. I just needed Tara, all of her. Everything.

“Mike,” she whispered, snuggling into my arms. She gazed at me like she was daydreaming, eyes hooded under her long, dark lashes. “Do you want to take my panties off?”


CHAPTER FOUR


I grinned. Heat filled my cheeks, and my cock throbbed harder. “I’d love that.”

She smiled, devoid of seduction, or any of the teasing games she liked to play. It was a pure smile that tugged at the corner of my lips. “This is me begging.” She swallowed. “I... I’m not normally like this. I like to be in charge, but with you?”

“It’s different?” I asked, kissing her cheek. I wanted to listen to what she had to say. To hang on every word, but also her panties had to come off. I could do both.

She nodded, bouncing her mahogany tail, closing her eyes as I kissed down her chin and neck. “It started that first night, when you took Clare over the couch.”

The memory flashed before my eyes. Clare in that tiny, red leather mini skirt bent over the couch, being healed. That was the first game night and my first time with Clare. “I remember.” I followed her bra strap, kissing her warm, creamy-tanned skin down until I reached the lace border of the cup. “I remember you holding Clare to your pussy.”

A whimper shivered through her flesh, either from my words or the feather kisses I placed along the lace hem, down into the valley of her breasts. Then lower, down her tummy, heading for the piercing. “Yeah. I loved that. But it was confusing.” Her fingers gently scrunched in my hair as I kissed around her bellybutton, and the glinting jewelry dangling within.

“Confusing?” My hands toyed with the triple straps of her panties. Even though I wasn’t there yet, they were eager.

“I... I’m just gonna say it,” she gasped as my kisses reach the hem of her panties. “I like to be on top. In control. In charge. Ronnie would call that being dominant, but when I did that to Clare... I didn’t just enjoy that. I also wanted to be her.”

“Uh-huh,” I hummed, kissing along the lace like it was a boundary line. My fingers were under the all three straps, curling them together into one.

“T-then, when I... r-rode your lap, tied and gagged, I should have hated it... but I didn’t.”

I grinned. I remembered the blissed out expression on her face when I untied her in the kitchen — just before Clare and I fled. “So, why’d you agree to do it?” Slowly, I pulled the straps to her hips. The tip of the lace curled down, revealing more of her flawless skin.

She tittered. “Because I wanted to fuck you. Didn’t care how. Couldn’t let her beat me. I just didn’t expect it to be the best sex of my life, and...”

Her words tailed off as her panties peeled away from her pussy, blessing me with the splendor of her smooth, bare mound and glistening pink slit. I marveled as the panties slid down her legs and out of existence, as I focused on Tara. On her puffy lower lips, flushed and open. Her clit, swollen, peeking from under the hood. Her entrance dripping with need and invitation. I leaned in and inhaled her. I could worship her. She was worthy of that. I placed a kiss on her smooth mound, then slid my tongue through her folds, looping around her clit, groaning as her musky, salty citrus flavor invaded my senses, filling me with contentment. She was now one of my homes.

“I-I... oh fuck. Please,” she begged as I licked her, pushing my tongue deep inside her entrance — coating my tongue in her musky need. “I... I, um. I dreamed about you. They were filthy,” she whimpered, tightening her grip on my hair. “But I was always held down, or if I-I was on top, then it was because you told me to, and for a minute I didn’t know what to do with that.” She tittered a breathy laugh, trying hard to concentrate despite what I was doing between her thighs, on my knees before her. “Again, I thought it was one thing, but really, it was another.” Her titter became a gasping laugh as I gently licked her clit. “So, what... oh, fuck you’re good at that... um. So what I’m trying to say is, you’re the only one I’ve ever wanted to submit to, and at first that scared me, but... oh!” Her legs parted wider as I licked her harder, noticing something else between her butt cheeks. I licked down, pretending it was part of the plan, and almost gasped. Between Tara’s cheeks was a butt plug. One of those sexy, jeweled ones. It was red to match her lingerie. It pulsed in and out as her pussy convulsed — I’d left her right on the edge. Quickly, I returned to her clit, giving her the attention I knew she desperately needed.

“But...” she continued in her gasping, breathy way. “Tonight I was gonna take... ummm... control. But then it hit me. That I loved you and I neeeeeeeded — Oh, fuck, please don’t stop. Ummm, I needed to be honest with you... with myself, and... oh fuck!”

I slipped my hand between her legs and toyed with the butt plug while I sucked her clit, then pushed two fingers inside her hot, wet slit — sending her over the edge. She screamed so loud I was worried Dorris might come check I hadn’t killed her. I grinned, licking and fingering her as she almost pulled my hair out, grinding her pussy in my face, shuddering on her heels.

“Oh, M-Mike, oh,” she tried to say between sharp gasps. I sucked in a breath through my nose — needing air — and rolled my eyes at the smell of her coming on my face.

Her breathing eased. Slipping my fingers from her soaked pussy, I kissed my way back over her mound, around her bellybutton — leaving a trail of her juices over her flawless skin. My hands were ahead of me, already feeling for her bra clasp. It was unclasped by the time my lips reached her chest, and she watched me with a hooded, contented, but still hungry stare as I pulled the straps over her shoulders and freed her breasts. “Thank you for telling me,” I said, staring at her perfect chest. Twin orbs of pure, gravity defying perfection. Her areola were large and rosy, surrounding her fat, puffy nipples. Her breasts were gorgeous, and I made use of their size, kissing every inch of her plump flesh with lingering bites and sucks. I grinned at her, feeling like a kid in a candy store, but I took a second to say how I felt. It was only fair. “Tara,” I said, looking deep into her hooded, glassy green eyes. They were still so bright and sparkly. “I’m glad you could tell me that. I know this has all been a whirlwind, and we’re struggling to catch up, but... I didn’t have time to say it in the elevator, so let me say it now. I love you, and not because I can taste your cum on my lips, or because I have your breasts in my face, or that I loved that you dressed up in sexy red lace for me.” I grinned wider. “I really loved that. But because of you. Who you are, and I’m sorry if I have trouble believing all of this sometimes. I never thought I would have what I feel with Clare... but to have that with you, too? Seems unreal.”

“Oh.” Tara’s fingers were in my hair again, holding me to her chest as I returned to sucking and licking her nipples, taking my time. For once, I wasn’t hurried. This wasn’t Clare who needed me inside her ‘right now,’ or one of the game nights where there was a time limit or the threat of Sara’s gatekeeper finding out. It was just me and Tara, and for once I had the whole evening. So I sucked her nipples and kneaded her fantastic tits until she was a needy mess, struggling to stand.

I returned to my feet when her nipples were too sore and she couldn’t stand being edged anymore and kissed her. Her arms gripped my neck as she pushed her soggy breasts against my shirt. “So, what does it mean? I’m the only one you want to submit to?” I asked. I knew with Clare, she enjoyed being taken and held down. But that was not the same thing with Tara.

She gave me one last pouty kiss before she frowned. “I... I’m not sure. Just that when we’re together, you’re in charge?”

I ran my hands over her naked hips, gently caressing her tummy, then circling my fingers around her red nipples. “I guess we get to explore that together?” I loved the thought.

“I like the sound of that, lover,” she cooed, placing a gentle kiss on the tip of my nose. “I’ve never had this.” She placed her arms lazily over my shoulders. “This level of intimacy. Fuck, it’s like I could tell you anything, and you wouldn’t judge me.”

“Probably,” I joked. She grinned, shaking her ponytail from side to side. “So, if I told you to take off my shirt and be sexy with it. You’d do that?”

Her eyes flashed, and she bit her lip. “Take your shirt off? Yes. Sexy?” She leaned in and whispered, “I don’t know any other way.” Then she was behind me, running her fingers over my chest from behind. Her soft, pouty lips trailed kisses against my neck as her hands found and undone my buttons one by one, until her palms splayed over my bare chest. “I love this shirt... but it has to come off,” she whispered, walking her tingly touch down to my waist while breathing her warm breath against my neck. Then, with a flick, she pulled the silky fabric from my jeans. Her hands roamed for a second, unfocused, over my chest, my stomach, then back up over my shoulders.

I remained silent, just enjoying the attention. Tara wasn’t trying to be sexy, she just was. I don’t think my cock had ever been harder whilst still being in my jeans.

Slowly, she peeled the fabric over my shoulders, then pulled the shirt from my arms, dropping it on the floor with her lingerie. “What now, master?” she cooed, teasing, sliding around to my front, her hands not leaving the electric contact with my skin.

“I’m still too clothed,” I said, smirking. She was having fun as much as it was arousing her. Jeans next. Shoes first.”

Tara leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Your wish is my command, lover.” Then, with a predatory grin, she slowly lowered herself to the rug and unlaced my sneakers. “I live to make you happy.” Then she giggled, slipping the shoes from my feet. “Is that too much? I feel that’s too much.”

I laughed, lifting so she could remove my socks. “Up to you. I love all of it.”

She tossed my socks on the pile. “I don’t think I’m quite that far, at least not yet. Who knows? I do like being at your feet, though. Is that weird?”

I stroked her hair as she smiled up at me. “No.” I almost added ‘I’ve read Fifty Shades’ like I told Clare, but that almost derailed the conversation, and I was enjoying this moment with Tara too much to risk that. “I love it. Now my jeans?”

She bit her lip as she reached up and unbuttoned my jeans. “Hayden’s gonna be so jelly when she finds out I had you all to myself.” Gently, she pulled down the zipper, then peeled the flaps apart. She inhaled as my cock came into view, rock hard and glistening with anticipation. “I love your cock,” she said, tugging the tight denim down my thighs. “And I say that as a girl who’s had it inside her.”

I grinned. “I remember. Impossible to forget. Just wish I could have enjoyed the view.”

Tara gently wrapped her fingers around my shaft, licking her lips. Her fingers were cool against the inferno that was my cock.

I tapped her on the head. “Not yet. You haven’t finished.” She’d only pulled my jeans down to my knees, and I didn’t want to risk tripping. I did that with Clare on our second time. I face-planted. Thankfully couches are soft.

“Oh.” Her eyes glossed over a little more, staring vacantly into space, before she snapped out of it, and tugged the denim from each leg. “Happy now?”

I stoked her head. “Good girl,” I said with a smirk.

She shuddered, rolling her eyes. I pretended to not notice the look of shock that flashed across her face before she hid it. Then her hands were around my shaft again, distracting me. She licked her lips thoroughly before stretching her jaw like she was about to swallow a melon. Really, my dick wasn’t that big, average at best, but the way she acted, you’d think I was hung. Then it didn’t matter, because her soft, pouty lips slid over my shaft and sucked hard. “Ah, fuck,” I groaned, quickly adding, “That’s good,” as my hands flew to her hair, remembering the incident with Sara.

Tara slid her lips up and down my shaft, spreading copious layers of saliva over my skin, pushing herself deeper and deeper each time. Pulses of ecstasy flared from my crown, shivering down the length and emanating into my balls. It was incredible. Her hands gripped my hip as she bobbed back and forth on her knees, sucking me deeply. “Mmmmmm,” she moaned, squeezing her thighs together.

The vibration tingled, adding to the pleasure. “Oh, fuck. Good girl,” I cooed, blissed out of my mind.

Her eyes rolled back into her head, leaving only the whites of her eyes as she whimpered around my cock. The silky perfection of her mouth, the vibration, the warm wetness of it had me seeing stars. She sucked off my length with a pop. “Don’t say that. I don’t like how that makes me feel.”

I stroked her hair. “And how does it make you feel?” I asked, paying attention now my cock was no longer in her mouth.

She grinned, angling my cock down. “Fucking good,” she said, pushing my length back into her mouth.

I didn’t know if she was joking, but my horny brain didn’t care. My hand was in her hair in the next second, holding her as my hips flexed to meet her halfway. “Oh, fuck, Tara. You’re such a good girl.”

The sexy brunette moaned loudly with my cock in her throat, so deep she was almost buried to the hilt. She held me there for a few seconds, then, like something had changed, she bobbed frantically, sucking up and down my length, sending me into a frenzy. I practically fucked her face, holding her mahogany ponytail as she moaned and mewled around my cock, loving every second.

“Good girl, oh fuck, you’re my good girl,” I panted, right on the edge, loving the strained, wet gurgles she made each time I went deep. Her fingers clutched my hips with a vise-like grip, but she didn’t lift a finger to stop me. She was pushing her head forward, trying to take me deeper.

Faster and faster, I fucked her pouty lips, groaning.

She whimpered as my cock hardened, my balls tightened, and I released her head, not wanting to force her to take it. I was amazed I had the willpower.

Miraculously, Tara didn’t lift off. She held me there, fondling my balls as I came deep into her throat with a yell. White hot flashed across my vision. My fingers returned to her hair, holding her there as flex after flex shot ropes of my load inside her eager mouth. I lost myself, overloaded with pleasure.

When my brain came back online, she was licking the mess she’d made from my shaft, looking up through her dark lashes, her emerald gaze shining brightly. I stroked her hair like it was the most natural thing in the world. “wow, good girl,” I said without thinking, breathing deep and drinking in the sight of her.

Tara placed her nail on her bottom lip. “I’ve never swallowed before.,” she said, like she’d just realized what she’d done. “I’ve never wanted to.”

“No?” I hid my concern. Did I make her do something she wasn’t into?

She shook her head. “Until now, anyway. I loved it… because it was you.” She took her top lip under her bottom. “Your cum is in my tummy,” she giggled. “What is it about you that makes me feel this way... do these things?”

I helped her back onto her heels. “Dunno. Maybe you’ve gone temporally insane?” I joked, holding her in my arms, contented. “I love seeing this side of you, though.”

“You do?” She sounded so earnest, which was a far cry from the sassy brunette I was used to. But Clare was the same once you got her on her own. It was like playground dynamics on steroids.

“Fuck yeah. It’s sexy, and I guess I get to see the real you. The one you hide.”

She chuckled, leaning in for a kiss. “Only you get to see this...” Her eyes widened.

“What? What’s wrong?”

She scrunched her face. “Would it be too much to reveal another secret?”

I ignored the little voice in my head that told me to prepare for disappointment. There was nothing Tara could have said... okay, there wasn’t much Tara could have said that would have sounded bad to me. I attacked her neck with kisses, making her squeal. “Tell me all your secrets!” I growled in a silly voice.

“Uh,” she said, taking a breath, looking deep into my eyes. “Umm, I... kinda like to be seen.”

My mouth went up as my brows came down. “That explains the outfits.”

“No, I mean, during sex stuff. Well, sort of. I’ve only done it once, but it’s always been my… well, you can call it a kink, I suppose. You’re not mad, are you?”

“How can I be mad? I... don’t understand. You covered yourself up in the car when that guy got off the elevator, so you don’t mean that?”

“Oh, Mike, you’re so adorable when you make that face,” she teased.

I felt the blush. Guess I looked confused.

“No. Only on my terms. When I want to be seen. I love the way you always look at me. But knowing someone might be watching...”

Oh. Was that exhibitionism? Was that an actual kink? My google search history is gonna get kinky between Clare and Tara revealing their inner secrets. “Tara, I’m okay with that. We can’t control what makes us feel good.”

She took my hand in hers. “I’m so glad you feel that way, because...” her gaze moved to the balcony.

I stared at the silver railing. “Oh, fuck. So... this is the reason you brought me here. To show me this side of you?”

She nodded, biting her lip. “It’s okay if you hate it. We can use a mirror. That sometimes feels like someone’s watching.”

I ran my hand across her cheek. “Tara. If that’s what you want? It’s what we’ll do... as long as we don’t get arrested for indecent exposure or some shit like that.”

She made an ‘O’ with her lips. “I didn’t think of that. Fucking sex police. It’s okay if we’re not completely naked, though, right?”

“I don’t know, but it’s gonna be less obvious. Someone could look right at you and have no idea.”

“Oh, my gosh, that’s even hotter!” She pulled me in for another kiss, this one heavy with need. My cock twitched back to life, nestled between her sopping thighs. “You’re sure you’re okay with it?”

“Yeah.” I wasn’t sure how I felt, but I knew one thing. “I actually like the idea of showing off that I get to fuck such an incredible woman... And that she’s mine.”

Tara gave me a hungry stare. “I’m so yours, lover. Completely. I don’t want anyone else, ever.” She said it with such finality, my inner animal howled again. She glanced down at my hardening shaft. “Are you ready to go again? Because I have another secret.”


CHAPTER FIVE


Tara took my hand. “I’m not sure I’m ready for more secrets,” I said. I was kinda overwhelmed as it was. I thought game nights were a whirlwind, but Tara had thrown me for a loop with how sweet and genuine she’d become. How she’d opened up, let me in, and... no, what was I thinking? I loved it. I loved she felt so comfortable with me, or felt an intimate connection that let her open up. “Scratch that.” I squeezed her hand, pulling it to my lips, and kissed her knuckles. “I love your secrets. Every single one.”

Her grin slipped back into teasing territory. “I think you’ll like this one. You just have to pull it out first.”

She released my hand, turned away and then bent over, clutching her ankles. Her breasts hung against her knees, but it was her fantastic rear that grabbed my attention. The jewel of her plug glimmered between her generous globes. Her pussy glistened with moisture. The image of her was seared into my brain for all time. “Fuck, you’re incredible,” I whispered absentmindedly as I lost myself in the sight of her.

“Do you see it?”

“What?” I said with a grin, reaching out and pinching the jewel end of the butt plug between my finger and thumb. “This?” I pulled gently. She’d forgotten I’d already played with it when I made her come. Guess I scrambled her brain, too.

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned. I continued to toy with it, twisting and gently fucking her ass with the plug. “Oh, fuck, Mike. You’re amazing. Fuck you just. I don’t even have to ask,” she cooed with a mix of disbelief and pleasure as I slicked my other hand through her dewy folds. Her eagerness coated my fingers as I slipped two inside her, curling down to find that special spot. Her body tensed when I did. “Oh, fuck, shit, fucking, fuck!” she cried out as I finger-fucked her silky pussy, rubbing that spot while I fucked her ass with the plug — pulling it out more each time — stretching her bud. The plug was bigger than I thought, and when it slipped out, Tara gasped into a mewl. Her little star spread wide, then contracted. I wasn’t finished, so I pushed it back inside, expanding her naughtiest hole and kept fucking her with the wide part.

Her body shook. Her fingers gripped her ankles so tightly her knuckles were white. She struggled to breathe, gasping, swaying on her heels as I fucked both her holes until she cried out, and her pussy soaked my digits. I loved it. Nowhere near as much as Tara, going by how long she shuddered — her pussy squeezing my fingers. I pushed the plug in and watched her ass muscles convulse in and out, synced with the squeezing of her pussy.

In that moment, as the stunning brunette came on my digits with a plug in her ass, I realized I was far more filthy than I ever imagined. When Clare wanted me to take her over the couch in front of the group? I didn’t think twice. When she wanted to be held down? I didn’t bat an eyelid. When I found Tara’s butt plug once hidden inside her sexy lingerie? It wasn’t shock that made me gasp, but excitement. A small voice in my mind roused from the dark place where he slumbered and poked his head above the mist of my growing arousal.

‘Clare picked the right guy for the job. She knew what she was doing, if she realized it or not. Now fuck that ass and make her scream,’ it demanded. It was the same voice that growled, ‘mine,’ when I fucked Clare against the door. It was that dominant part of me. The primal one that wanted them all. But right now, he wanted Tara’s ass.

“Oh, wow, lover,” Tara gasped, dropping to her knees. “I...”

I leaned down and presses my lips against her ear with a dominant grin spreading across my lips. “Oh, we’re not done. You need to be my good girl one more time.”

Her eyes widened as her gaze snapped to mine. “You’re going to destroy me, talking like that,” she whimpered.

I moved around to her other side so I could whisper in her ear. “Do you want me to stop?”

Her head spun to face me again, but I was already moving to the other side. “N-no.”

“Good, girl.”

“Fuck no,” she said, turning and finding my hungry gaze. “I’ve always... I’ve never... Fuck, you’re... I fucking love you, Mike.”

I leaned in and gently kissed her puffy lips. “And I love you. Now put my shirt on and go out onto the balcony, and present me with your fantastic ass.”

She just looked at me for a second, biting her lip. I was almost astounded by how much she’d changed since yesterday. No longer the sassy fire cracker, but now, just with me, she was my obedient, dirty good girl, and there was something about that. Like I could also let out a part of myself I’d always kept under control — the counter to Tara’s hidden side — even if it was only for a little while.

Wasn’t that what the game nights were all about when you boiled it down? At least once they added me to their roster?

A grin slipped onto her pouty lips. “Veronica’s gonna shit a brick when she sees this side of you.” Then she was on her heels, rummaging in the pile for my shirt. I grabbed my jeans, and by the time I’d squeezed into them, Tara had moved to the balcony doors.

The sounds of the city flooded the silent apartment. A cool breeze drifted in, bringing with it other smells that weren’t Tara. Construction work nearby drowned out a lot of the noise, and my gaze locked to where the hem of my shirt dangled across Tara’s lightly tanned thighs. She looked good in blue. She looked better in my clothes. She looked incredible leaning against the silver rail, looking out at the city, pushing her ass out, shivering in the cool evening air. I knew how to warm her up.

Leaving my fly undone, and my cock hanging out, I joined her on the balcony. She looked over her shoulder through her silky mahogany ponytail that danced in the gentle breeze. She bit her lip, sparkling her gorgeous green eyes at me. “I thought you’d say no. That I was crazy.” Her eyes rolled as I pushed my shaft inside her warm, wet sheath. “Oh, fuck. I was scared tonight would go so wrong...” She smiled in bliss as my pelvis touched her ass — my cock fully inside her. “But.” She gulped. “You’re everything.”

I gripped her hips under my shirt. “Be a good girl and see if anyone’s watching,” I commanded, gently fucking her from behind. Her pussy squeezed when I reminded her why we were out there, and she glanced around. “They could be anywhere. Watching you right now, enjoying the show. Watching you get fucked by your boyfriend.” Her pussy gripped me so hard it was heavenly.

I was slowly getting used to being her boyfriend. To being Clare’s. Still couldn’t get my head around having more than one girlfriend, though.

“Oh, fuck!” Tara cried out into the night as I picked up steam and slap, slap, slapped against her ass. Fucking Tara’s pussy was like dipping my cock in pure bliss. Just the sight of her hips made me harder than ever, but add that little jewel, convulsing above where I was spearing her over and over, like a decoration? Flawless.

“Oh, fuck, Mike. I’m gonna come.”

I pulled out. “No. When you come, it’s gonna be with my cock in your—”

She moaned. “Too, laaaaaaate!”

I pushed back inside as she exploded, gripping the rail, her pussy fisting my cock in fluttery waves. I had to grit my teeth to not come. I had a fantasy to fulfill, and I was determined to not let her down. More wetness coated my shaft as her body locked in the seductive pose, gasping skyward. The fabric of my shirt flapped in the breeze, tickling my arms as the scent of her drifted past, filling my nose. I glanced around to see if we were being watched, but I didn’t see anyone. It was the weekend. Most of the surrounding apartments were dark, but the thought that they were there, hidden in the dark, watching, was enough to drive her over the edge.

Eventually, she came down from the heavens. Her juices coated her thighs as I pulled out. “Mike,” she gasped. “I...” she tried, but trailed off into another heavy breath.

I spanked her right cheek, grinning like a loon. This was not how I saw my evening going. I pictured a quick fuck at my place, kinda like how most of the game nights had been so far. But this? This was so much more. “Tara,” I growled, tugging gently on the butt plug as the chilly breeze tickled my chest hair, goosing the flesh on my arms. My nipples were as hard as hers.

“Fuck,” she panted. “Sorry, not sorry.” Her mischievous grin returned in full force. She was like the cat that got the cream. “I’m...”

I spanked her other cheek, and she gasped into a giggle that drifted into the air. “A bad girl,” I said, pulling the plug from her ass. She squealed, clutching the rail. “What do you want, bad girl?”

“I... want...” her voice trailed off into a whisper, drowned by the sounds of the city.

I pushed the plug back inside. It easily slid past her ring of muscle — even at its widest.

She gasped. “My, ass. Please, lover. Put it in my ass.”

I grinned, teasing her. “But it’s already in your ass, Tara.” I continued to gently fucking her hole with the plug.

“Your cock!” she gasped, gripping the rail tighter, pushing her ass out as I toyed with it. “Please put your cock in my ass.”

Fuck. She was just as filthy as Clare. I kinda loved that. It made me wonder what the others were into. Veronica, it sounded like, was into something. She had the restraints and gag we used the second night. My mind ran wild with the possibilities.

I pulled out the plug. “Stay.” And quickly placed it on the counter inside. As I returned, I marveled at the sight of her. Her legs spread on her heels. My shirt fluttering in the wind, barely covering her silky skin. Her dark mahogany waves dancing. The flare of her hips tapering into slender legs. She gawked at me over her shoulder, not teasing anymore. Just staring with a hooded gaze, and parted lips.

As soon as I got there, I pushed my fingers inside her well-fucked pussy — she tensed with a gasp — scooping out her abundant juices, then slid my cock back inside her, while I applied that slick, musky substance over and into the tiny little star of her ass. She shuddered. “Yes,” she whispered. “Just for you, Mike. Only you. Fuck, you’re incredible. Fucking love...”

Both of my fingers were inside her ass as I slowly fucked her. Her need foamed along my length, and when I couldn’t wait any longer, I pulled out and pressed against her rear entrance.

I have to admit, this was a first for me, but the thought was intoxicating. It felt even better as I slowly pushed inside that forbidden hole.

Tara’s body arced further, pushing back, and her ass almost sucked me inside to the warm wet, tightness within. “Oh, goooOOOoood,” she moaned to the heavens. I stood behind her for a moment, holding her hips, just existing. My cock was in Tara’s ass. I was fucking this out of my league hottie on her balcony for everyone to see. I wanted to shout it out. To rub it in the face of every girl I ever asked out and got rejected, or worse, ignored. To scream that I got to do this. And this was only one of the five women I was in a relationship with. Five! I wanted to shout that at the top of my lungs. I guess Tara’s ass made me forget the guilt and confusion I felt about that.

“Fuck, Tar,” I groaned. Her ass muscles squeezed like her pussy, and I was in round two of heaven.

“Oh, fuck, lover. It feels better than I thought it would.”

Wait. What? “You mean you’ve never done this before?”

She scoffed. “Not with a real man. Toys are one thing, but, oh, god your cock is fantastic.” She shuddered, squeezing my shaft again. It was like her ass was trying to push me out and suck me in at the same time. “You know, guys boast that they all want anal sex, but you’d be surprised how many tell you you’re a filthy whore and demand the engagement ring back when you bring it up.”

I froze. That sounded way too specific to be a general example. I slowly pulled out to distract her. I didn’t want her thinking about that, if that’s what happened. The thought doubled my resolve to make this incredible for her. “Tara...”

She looked over her shoulder. A silent ‘it’s okay,’ passed between us. Our eyes locked for a second before her pretty emerald irises rolled back as I pushed back inside her tight, hot ass. “Mmmmmmmmm. Fuck my ass, Mike. Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass, Fuck, oh, fuuuuuuuuuck!” Her words devolved into a scream as I gave her exactly what she wanted.

With my fingers digging into her hips, I fucked her tightest hole. The sound of wet squelches filled the air. The smell of fantastic sex joined her citrus and apple scent.

My cock repeatedly dipped into her tight well of gripping, silky pleasure. Her ass pushed back to meet me. Muscles gripping with each exquisite penetration. Her breathes quickly grew into ragged, moaned gasps as another climax built inside her. I wanted more. More of her. She gasped when I reached around and gripped her breasts with my icy hands, pulling her closer, forcing her to arch her back. “Shit, that’s cold... and hot.” Her nipples dug into my palms — hard as glass — as I kneaded her perfect mounds under the shirt. If anyone saw us now, there would be no confusion about what we were doing.

Tara’s breaths came quicker, and thankfully I’d already come, or I’d have blown my load within a minute. It meant I had time. Just enough to make this as incredible for her as I could. I kneaded her mounds, pinched her nipples as she tensed in my arms, shuddering against me. She mewled into the night, crying out like a cat in heat as she came. Her ass muscles pulsed, but I didn’t stop. I fucked her right through the first orgasm, and on to the edge of a second. She was almost limp in my arms as I reached the limits of how long I could hold on. The pleasure inside me was blissful — almost too much — as I squeezed her incredible breasts harder, fucking her ass harder, slapping against her spankable globes. Tara had become a gasping, panting mess when she screamed next. She was like a she-wolf howling against the sky, and my primal animal howled with her as I came, unloading deep inside her ass.

“Fuuuuuuuuk!” she cried, convulsing in my arms, thrashing, pushing so hard against my pelvis I almost fell back.

“Ughhhhh!” I shut my eyes as my mind blanked at the sheer sensation flooding through me with each jerk of my cock squeezed and shooting its load. “Fuck!”

In that moment, a strange feeling washed over me. Like I’d leveled up somehow. Gained a point in confidence and several other imagined stats like the video games I researched for the last game night. Tara was mine. Clare was mine. Both because they had given themselves to me. Loved me.

I slumped forward against Tara’s back as she clutched limply at the rail. “Oh, my god, Mike. Like, fucking hell. You are now my favorite person on the planet, like holy shit,” she babbled.

I pulled the shirt down to expose her shoulder and kissed that perfect expanse of sweaty, goosed flesh. “It was good then?” I grinned, secretly ecstatic. I did that. I made her scream so loud disturbance calls were probably being made.

She whimpered. My cock slipped from her ass as she turned and threw her arms around my neck. “You have no idea. So fucking good.” She winced. “Don’t think I’m gonna be walking right tomorrow,” she tittered, grinning like she’d won the lottery. “But it’s a good ache, you know? No one has ever fucked me so... completely... or even vaguely satisfying as you do. It had been a while, but, like, holy fuck, so worth the wait for you to come along, and...” she gave me another kiss, “rock my world.”

I pushed a clump of mahogany out of her face and hooked it behind her ear. “The feeling is mutual...” I winced as a shiver rippled down my naked back. Tara shivered in my arms. “Can we go inside now? You’re cold.”

She just gave me this look of pure longing, her green eyes like a cat under her hooded lashes. “I love you, Mike. I can’t stop saying it. I love you,” she giggled. “I love you, I love you, I LOVE YOU!”

“Yeah, alright, we got the idea five minutes ago,” some guy yelled, then muttered, “fucking screamer.”

Tara covered her mouth, but her eyes were laughing. She cupped her hands and yelled, “Sorry!” then collapsed into my arms, giggling.

I picked her up and took her inside. Silence descended upon us as the balcony door slid shut. “Shower, then pizza?” I offered.

She nuzzled against my neck, sighing. “That sounds perfect. You’re the best boyfriend ever.”

I grinned, carrying the incredible brunette towards what I thought was her bathroom, thinking. If that is what it took, and I now had five girlfriends to satisfy. I did the math and went cross-eyed.

My future was gonna be unbelievable, or exhausting. Maybe unbelievably exhausting? Either way, it was gonna be incredible.
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The rest of my night with Tara was slightly more mundane. She quickly showered while I ordered pizza. Then I did. We ate on the couch, mostly naked, with her curled up in my arms, dozing. She fell asleep before the third slice, and I carried her to bed.

I was woken when my phone’s ‘do not disturb’ timer ended. Letting a loud message through. Groggily, I grabbed the annoying brick, loving how Tara’s shorter height meant she slept against my chest, clutching me with her hair everywhere, and frowned. I had five missed calls and one angry text from Clare.

Clare:
Where are you? I need you!



Tara woke as I tapped out a reply.

You:


What’s wrong? Where are you?




“Morning, lover,” she purred, then froze as I showed her the message. “Fuck. She couldn’t let me have this, could she?”

I rolled my eyes as the sassy Tara returned. “She doesn’t know, right?”

Tara sat up sidesaddle, and her silk comforter slipped, revealing her perfect breasts. “I didn’t tell her,” she said, narrowing her eyes. What was the thing between these two?

“Then she doesn’t know—”

“Ugh, you’re right. I’m sorry.” She took a breath. “No, I’m being a bitch again. I always do this, but I don’t have to fight her for you now.” She grinned, flashing her eyes, and poking her tongue between her perfect white teeth. “I’ve already won.”

“Tara,” I groaned. My phone beeped.

Clare:
Home. Where are you Mike?



Clare was back! A thrill ran through me at the thought of seeing her again.

“Sorry. You’re right, no, you are,” she said, like she was trying to convince herself. “Clare’s my bestie, was, is? It’s complicated and we both have you now.” She trailed a finger on her palm like she was working this out on the fly. “We shouldn’t fight over you. You deserve better. I’m never gonna do anything to risk this,” she cooed, taking my hand in hers, meeting my gaze. “So, okay. Let’s see what little miss webby award winner is crying about now.”

“Tara,” I groaned as the sass returned.

She gripped my hand with both of hers. “I’m sorry, I can’t help it. I’m trying.”

I sighed. “That’s all I ask.”

“You think we have time for a quicky before we go?”

I laughed. “No. Clare needs us.”

“She’s probably just lost her keys.”

“Tara,” I groaned, tapping out a reply.

You:


On my way. Be there soon.




“You sure we don’t have time for a quicky? What about a BJ?”

My will power was crumbling. “Tara!” I slipped out of bed before she could bewitch me into another romp on her balcony and went in search of my jeans.
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Want more of Mike's ladies? Keep an eye on my website and/or Amazon author page for the next episode! Or just sign up to my newsletter and I'll let you know when it's out.

Thanks for Reading!
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JO|CONOR
Harem Fiction


Join Jo Conor for an explicit love affair with a harem of beautiful women in Men's Adventure Fiction!


Interact with Jo:
	Follow the Amazon Author Page: https://www.amazon.com/author/harem

	Check out the official website, give feedback, vote in the polls, and sign up to the mailing list at: Joconor.com






ALSO BY JO|CONOR


Contemporary Erotic Harem Series:

	An Unexpected Harem

	Harem Therapy

	Harem Investigations

	Harem Game Nights
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