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CHAPTER ONE


The warmth of Tara’s fingers interlocking mine, sent a thrill through my hand, tightening my chest. Her dark red lips grinned, shining in the early morning sun as she locked her little yellow hatchback. Using her grip on my fingers, she swung me around into her with a lighthearted giggle. “Just one more... please, lover.”

She did her best pleading kitten impression, making her bright green eyes so wide she looked like an anime character. My hands instinctively went to the bare expanse of warm-toned skin at her narrow waist — exposed between the tight, pastel-blue crop-top and the pleated tartan mini skirt. “Tara,” I sighed. It felt so good holding her, saying her name like that. Smelling her apple shampoo as my nose dug into her dark mahogany-brown hair. “You can still kiss me if Clare’s there.”

She wiggled her perfectly manicured brows under her wayward fringe. She had that playful look in her eyes again. “Not like this.”

“Mmmm!” I groaned as my back hit the familiar shape of her car door, and her perfect, pouty lips smooched against mine. Oh, heck, here we go again. From the moment Clare’s message woke us, Tara’d been kissing me non-stop, and not just quick little pecks, but ball-clenching, soul devouring, face eating, sessions of sexual perfection. Tara was every part the sexual temptress I thought her to be. But I also loved how she showed her vulnerable side to me — especially the sex stuff. How someone could be so paradoxically forward and sexy, then a sweet, submissive little sex kitten was hard to fathom. She was just sexy, and the kiss was melting my brain. Soft pillows of glossy red, sliding over my lips, sucking on the bottom, then licking inside, caressing my tongue as her deep-red nails scrunch against my neck.

She was trying to give me brain damage. That had to be it. She was trying to mess me up, so I was just a gibbering simpleton when we met Clare — there was no other explanation.

My eyes rolled behind my eyelids. My cock was hard again.

I just let her kiss me. I was helpless to stop her. I needed to stop her. Clare needed me, but, oh... Her tongue swirled around my mouth, loping around my tongue as she pulled me harder against her. It was like I’d been drugged. This floaty feeling enshrouded my dumb brain every time she kissed me like this. It was some kind of voodoo. Or magic. Clare may have been a third-rate sorceress, but Tara was a witch.

When she eventually pulled away, she looked a little dazed, and a lot pleased with herself. I blinked in confusion. “Okay,” I conceded. “Maybe don’t do that in front of Clare.”

Tara tittered, wiping the lipstick from my lips, but stopped, thinking better of it, pretending to continue, but secretly spreading it — marking her territory. I held in a groan. She was trying, but she still couldn’t stop competing with Clare. “She’d get so mad. I can see her now, her face scrunching up so tight, she’d looked like a little chipmunk.” Her expression was playful for a second, but then dropped.

I hooked a clump of mahogany over her ear. “I still don’t get it. I thought you were besties.”

“Were. We’re okay-ish now, but...”

I gave her a reassuring grin. I loved knowing everything there was to know about her. “But?”

She shrugged, stepping away and tugging on my hand. “I don’t wanna talk about it, okay?” I let her pull me along, falling instep with the click clack of her heels. “But if you want to know, just ask her what she did that night.”

We entered the stairwell — the elevator was still out of order — and began the climb. “What night?”

Tara gave me a pleading look, asking me to drop it. “She’ll know”

I relented. We’d come back to it. I was determined to get answers, but not if it made her uncomfortable. “Will do,” I said casually. “Hey, bet I could beat you to the top!” I jogged ahead up the steps, as far as our reach would go.

“Oh, ha, ha,” she mocked, shuffling up each step carefully in her heels. She grinned, but the smile didn’t reach her eyes.

“So that’s a no?” I said, laughing as we reached the final set of steps to the fourth floor. As I crested the top, my eyes widened. Clare was sat crossed-legged on the floor with her back against my door. Her baggy sweats and gray hoodie seemed so out of place on her, and her blond hair hung over her shoulders limply. Her baby blue eyes brightened when she noticed me. The corner of her pale lips parting into a smile as our eyes met.

I was hit by a high-speed truck carrying a ton on longing and affection — temporarily forgotten with the distracting Tara.

Clare. Clare was back.

The tightness returned to my chest, and I felt hot. But then, as Tara joined me, her precious smile faltered. The longing and love in her eyes were replaced by and tears and hurt. “Clare!”

“H-hey, baby,” she said, managing a weak smile.

“Clare, why are you sat at my door? What’s wrong? We got here as soon as we could.” I hurried over to where she was sitting and dropped to my knees. It was awkward, because Tara refused to let go of my hand, and I ended up kinda half dangling for a second.

Clare’s eyes bounced between me and Tara. “Oh, I bet you did. It’s been hours.” She gave me another hurt look, then narrowed her eyes at Tara. “You know what? This is stupid.” She climbed to her feet in the most inelegant way I’ve ever seen Clare move. “I dunno why I waited like a sad, lost dog.” She dusted off her ass and made for her door.

“Wait, what?” I stood, dumbfounded. “Clare.”

“Clare!” Tara said in this commanding voice that made me snap my head around to her. Clare froze. “Don’t you dare run away again. Not this time. I’m not gonna let you ruin this.” she squeezed my hand with the word ‘this’.

Clare turned in a flash. Her eyes were alive with blue flame, but there was also something else. This look in her eyes, like she was wrestling with something. She looked at me, then Tara. Then it was gone. “Me? How can you still be pissed at me? It was five years ago, Tar.”

“You slept with my fiancé, Clare. If you’ve forgotten—”

“You’d broken up!”

“An hour before!”

I was stunned at the sudden shift between them. I thought it might be awkward, but being in the middle of an argument with two women you love was weird. I still held Tara’s hand, but wanted desperately to comfort Clare. I could do both. I reached out and carefully — like she was a skittish rabbit — slipped my hand under her balled fist and wrapped my palm around it. I was relieved she let me. I’d feared she was mad at me for being with Tara, even though I knew she was cool with it. Clare could be fiery.

“And why was that? Little miss home-wrecker?”

“Bitch!” Clare’s eyes looked to me, pleading in what I read as ‘please don’t think less of me’. How could I? That sassy little blond held a section of my heart in her hands, and as long as she loved me. Was faithful to me. I could do nothing but love her. I stayed silent. They needed this, I realized. Not only were they getting their issues out, they were letting me into their shared history, and I was desperate to know it all.

“You...” Clare sighed, the venom draining from her voice as her hand relaxed and slipped into mine.

Tara huffed. “But not this time. This time I’m not mad at you anymore, Clare,” Tara said with a compassionate tone that suited her, but I rarely heard.

Clare sniffed, wiping her nose on her sleeve. “You’re not mad anymore? But you’re always mad at me.”

Tara gave her a smile. Quickly glanced at me, then back to her friend. “Nope.” She squeezed my hand, like she was pulling power from our touch, and needed more. “This time it’s different. Now we have Mike... Both of us, together, and he deserves better, don’t you think?”

They both looked at me, and a lump formed in my throat that I couldn’t swallow.. Tara held her free hand out, offering it to Clare. “This is special, Clare. We both know that.”

Clare let out a nervous giggle, “You’re loving this, aren’t you, mister?” Her eyes had softened to that pretty blue. Her mouth back to the soft, Clare smile.

I grinned at her. At them both. “The only thing I love at this moment... is you two.” My grin widened at how awesome that sounded. But it was genuine. I’d never felt so much love flowing through me. I loved them. It was like a lightning strike, how quickly it had happened. Clare had been simmering for months, but Tara? I guess she was right. When it felt right, it felt right.

“Baby,” Clare cooed, glancing my way. The sadness drained from her face, and slowly she reached out and took Tara’s outstretched palm. She shook her head, shaking out her messy blond strands. “Fuck, you’re right. Dammit. I hate it when you’re right. I’m sorry. I just.” She sighed, trying to force the words out. I knew Clare was quick to lash out and had to apologize after. I’d been on the end of her venom a couple of times when her email acted up. You just had to wait for her to realize she was being difficult. It was weird how hot I found that, even when she was calling me a jackass for losing all her emails (I hadn’t, she was looking in the wrong folder). “I’m sorry I did what I did.”

“I know Clare Bear,” Tara said. “I’m sorry I teased you with Mike, even though I knew how much you liked him.”

We stood there in the dimly lit corridor, all holding hands in a triangle. I sighed, liking this part better. “So, what was the emergency?”

Clare tittered. “You know you have lipstick on your face, right, baby?”

My eyes widened. “I need a coffee.” I broke the triangle, fished the keys from my pocket, and unlocked my door. Clare and Tara followed me inside, hand in hand.

“I still won. You know that, right?” Tara said, shutting the door.

“Bitch, please. I found him first.”


CHAPTER TWO


The hot coffee was just what I needed. I stood at my kitchen counter as Clare and Tara sat on my tatty couch, jabbering away, filling the awkward void with nonsense. “Are you sure you don’t want one?”

“No thank you, baby,” Clare cooed.

“I’ll have some of your natural cream,” Tara smirked, gazing at me from under her dark lashes.

“Oh, my god, bitch, you’re filthy,” Care cried with a giggle.

“You’re both filthy,” I muttered, confused. I was suffering from some serious whiplash. “So?” I asked incredulously, waiting for Clare to tell us why she needed me. Why she needed me ‘right now’. But, as I watched her happily jabber away, I realized this is what she needed. Me. Us. Now the air was clear, it was like a pressure valve between them had released. All of us together, and Clare had gone from sad and mopey to happy and bouncy.

The sassy blond hopped off the couch and joined me, sliding her arms around my waist. She nearly spilled my coffee. I placed it carefully on the counter as she grabbed me and smacked her lips against mine.

A profound feeling of home fluttered through me as Clare’s full lips engulfed my soul in a gut-retching kiss. I didn’t realize just how much I’d missed her until that moment. My hands snapped to her, my right sliding down to her ass, and my left cupping her back. She lifted her leg, hooking it around my waist, clawing at me as the kiss turned savage. “Maaaaaaw!” I groaned as she bit my bottom lip.

“Fuck, I’ve missed you... sorry.”

“Don’t damage my boyfriend!” Tara called out

I slid a lock of messy, unwashed blond behind her ear. “You, too. Please tell me you’re never going away again.” It was a lot to ask, but I wanted Clare and Tara around me always.

Clare tittered, letting me go. “Pffft. Well, that’s what I needed you for.”

Tara grabbed hold of my hand and pulled me to the couch. “It’s about fucking time,” she huffed. “I’ve been patient, because I know you, but Mike’s poor eyes’s been twitching the whole way over.”

Clare stood before us, crossing her arms under the shape of her plump, hoodie covered breasts. “First. Thank you for caring so much, baby,” she said to me. Then to Tara, “second. What the fuck’s that supposed to mean?”

Tara slid her hand into my lap, snuggling closer. The tempting lengths of her silky thighs jutted from the tartan material, brushing against my jeans. “I don’t say this to be mean, babe, but you’re a bit of a drama queen.”

Clare gasped. Narrowed her eyes, then grinned. “Got me there. At least I’m the queen of something, know what I mean?” she joked.

“Oh, my god! Clare!” I cried out. “I love you, I really do, but if you don’t tell us right now, so help me, I’m gonna spank you until you can't sit!”

Clare’s mouth dropped open. Tara shivered beside me, and I... couldn’t believe I just said that. But Clare didn’t look shocked. She looked... aroused? Not the time, Mike. “Um,” the hot blond said, gulping.

Tara tittered, rubbing her fingers over my groin. “I know, right?”

“What did you do to him while I was away?”

“Do? She didn’t do anything.” I sighed. “Look, I’m sorry I shouted, it’s just, you made it sound urgent, and I care, Clare. I really do, and now you’re acting as if nothing’s wrong?” Was I being an asshole? I don’t know. All I knew was I needed to know what was wrong so I could fix it, and have a happy, smiling Clare back. I’d already achieved that, but it still felt unfinished.

“Oh, right,” she said, slapping the side of her head. “I forget you don’t know how neurotic I can be. I was always on my best behavior when I spent time with you.” Her sneakers rubbed through the nonexistent pile of my carpet as she scooted forward and dropped to her knees before me. “Right, I’m sorry... wait, can we talk about the daddy-dom vibes, for a—”

“Clare!” I cried again, about to lose my mind. “Please. Tell us what happened.” I’d felt guilty from the moment I’d received her text because I was with Tara and not there for her when she got back, and now it was like it didn’t matter?

She slid her hands over my knees, trying to calm me. “It’s okay, baby. I’m sorry. So I um... kinda got fired.”

“What? Oh my god, Clare,” I said, grabbing her hands and holding them in mine. I knew her job was so important to her. It’s why she put up with all the bullshit.

“What happened?” Tara asked, leaning forward, placing a hand on top of mine.

Clare took a breath, rising her plump bosom up and down. “So my editor, the dick that kept punishing me by sending me on bullshit assignments? He called me into his office and gave me an ultimatum.”

Anger flared. I knew she could protect herself, but it didn’t stop my hands from squeezing her too tightly. I grit my teeth. If I knew where the fucker lived, I’d... I took a breath. I wasn’t a violent guy. I’d never been in a fight. I had to trust Clare. I had to stop getting lost in my head and listen to what she was saying.

“What kind?” Tara asked.

Clare looked at us through her lashes. “You know the kind.”

“Pig,” Tara spat.

I couldn’t say anything. Clare’s was mine, and the thought that another guy thought he could demand that of her? The strength of the possession I felt over her was shocking. Was there something wrong with me? I’d never felt anything like it before.

“So, I, eh, may have kicked him in his junk, and told him to go fuck himself.”

“Ooooof,” Tara huffed. “I know a couple of photographers I’d like to do that to.”

I grinned. Oh, boy did I grin, thinking about Clare kicking her slimy boss in the dick. It restored my faith that my incredible hot blond neighbor... no, scratch that. That my incredible hot blond girlfriend could take care of herself.

“So, he wants me out of the apartment by tomorrow.” She said, gritting her teeth. “I have no job. Nowhere to live.” She looked up at me with almost cartoon-wide, glassy eyes. “Mike, can I stay—”

Tara growled. She actually growled against my side like she was defending her territory.

“Uh,” I said, squeezing Clare’s hands. “You know I’d love to have you living with me, but this place is tiny—”

“I-I won’t take up much room!”

Tara tightened her grip on my thigh, letting me know silently how she felt about Clare moving in.

“I don’t think it would be fair. Obviously I’m not gonna leave you homeless, no way, never gonna happen.” I rubbed my thumb on the back of her hand reassuringly. “But it might be seen as favoritism—”

Tara, “Uh-huuuuuuumed.”

“And I’m struggling to figure this all out,” I continued. “Won’t Ronnie let you stay? Her place is a damn castle.”

“Oh, Veronica would love that!” Tara cooed overeagerly.

Clare’s bottom lip wobbled, her blue eyes sparkling with moisture. “D-don’t you want me living with you?”

“No. I don’t want you living with him,” Tara said with a surprising amount of compassion. “Not without me.”

A small smile crept onto Clare’s plush lips. “You really fell for him, too, huh?”

Tara tilted her head and returned a wry smile. “It’s your fault, you know. You could have kept him a secret.”

Clare nodded her head. “I know, but... I knew you’d love him. We all would, and I’m happy to share with my girls, you know? It’s just hard sometimes... I’m possessive of my shit.”

“Tell me about it.” Tara agreed.

“Yep,” I added.

“Okay,” Clare sighed. “I get it.” She slipped her hands from mine and slid them up my thighs. “Maybe living with Ronnie will be fun?”

“It’ll be one less space she can turn into one of her rooms. Like come on, girl, how many red rooms do you need?”

I snap my eyes to Tara, understanding that reference.

The brunette narrowed her eyes at the shock in mine. “What? She likes red?”

Clare giggled. “Tar, he’s read Fifty Shades. He knows what a red room is.”

The smoking-hot brunette’s mouth drops open. Gulped. “How did we not know this before?” she asks Clare. “Like, that kinda explains things—”

“What things?” I asked, putting my hands on Clare’s, stopping her distracting rubbing.

“He worked in a hardware store when it came out, so, you know, the tape surge and shiz.”

“I just wanted to know who the hell this Grey guy was and why housewives were asking me for bondage advice. Wait, are you telling me Veronica... Our Ronnie has a Red Room? That she’s—”

“None of us have seen it,” Tara groaned. “We’re just guessing. The words ‘play room’ have been mentioned. Either that, or she just has a lot of toys, if you know what I mean.”

I grinned, imagining the sexy older woman in tight leather... at my feet, asking for a spanking.

Maybe reading that book was a mistake.

Clare exchanged one of her mischievous grins with Tara.

“So,” the brunette said, slipping from the couch onto her knees beside Clare — both of them shuffling, spreading my legs wider so they could kneel before me. “If you were Mr. Grey, and you had...” her voice became sexy and teasing, “two hot and needy women between your thighs, what would you ask of them?”

If I was him, I’d probably make them sign a weird contract, because that dude in the books is kinds messed up, but me? I’m a simple man, but. I groaned. “We don’t have time for this, do we? We need to see Ronnie. Clare, you’re kinda on the clock here.”

The incredible blond grinned, then slipped into a teasing pout. “But, baby, I haven’t seen you all week.” Her hands reached forward and unbuttoned my jean’s fastening. “I haven’t kissed you all week.” She kissed my knee as her digits deftly pulled down the zipper, then placed pouty kisses up my thigh. “I’ve missed you so much.” The denim parted, revealing my shaft. “I’ve missed your cock.” She tugged on the denim, freeing my full, hard length. “Missed your taste,” Clare moaned as she kissed the crown with a loving, pouty, full kiss. It sent a blissful shiver up my spine. “We have time, right?”

Tara tugged on my jeans, but they were stretched taut, refusing to lower. “I think we can spare the time.” She giggled. “I don’t think you’re gonna last long, lover.” Working together, they shuffled out of the way, bringing my knees together, and pulled my jeans all the way to my ankles.

I chuckled. “Oh, is that right?” It was. My mind was quickly filling with that light fog of arousal. I might have been able to resist one of them, but two? Not a chance in hell, not when they’re being so playful. “Well, then. I guess I’d tell those two naughty, needy, demanding women to show me just how much they loved sucking my cock,” I said, playing their game.

Almost instantly, I cussed as Clare — who was closer — pushed her mouth down my length in one smooth movement. Silky, hot wetness engulfed my crown, and my cuss became a moan of delight.

She made it halfway before she gagged and pulled off, coughing. “Fuck,” she groaned between gasps. “I thought I could do it.”

Tara scoffed. “Know your limits, Clare Bear.” Then her lips slipped over the tip, sucking my brains out my groin. My eyes rolled, and my hands slid through the mahogany of her silky hair. She moaned as I held her there.

“Pffft. Show off. You’ve just had more recent practice. I bet you blew him yesterday?”

“She did,” I said, slowly drifting on the pleasure pulsing from my cock. Slowly, Tara pushed deeper, bobbing up and down, sucking hard.

“Ugh!” Clare cried in her dramatic, ‘woe is me’ voice. “That fucking sucks! I was trying to tape cat hair off my sweater on the road, while you were sucking his cock? Life’s really unfair sometimes.” She climbed off her knees and onto the couch. “I bet she fucked you. She likes to be on top.”

“Sort of,” I said, grinning.

Clare narrowed her eyes. “Huh. So you fucked her?” She was kneeling by my side, crawling her fingers across my shirt. “And you dressed up for her? She placed her lips an inch from mine, so she could still look into my eyes.

I lost myself in her big, blue pools as Tara slurped a dribble of saliva that ran down my balls. She was swirling her tongue around the crown, focusing on the sensitive underside, all while keeping her mouth firmly over the crown. It was fantastic, and quickly pushing me towards the edge.

“You should have seen what she was wearing.” I almost slurred my words like I was drunk. I kinda was — on arousal.

Clare narrowed her eyes, jealousy creeping into the water. “Oh, yeah, what?”

I chuckled, remembering Tara arriving at my door, in only her coat and lacy red lingerie. “Not much.”

Clare’s soft, silky lips pressed against mine, dragging my attention from the brunette bobbing between my thighs to the hot blond on my mouth. Her tongue slicked across my bottom lip, and then I tasted her. This time there was no lipstick, no metallic, chemical taste. Just pure Clare. “I can do that,” she whispered. Her vanilla scent filled my nose, joining a fruity shampoo as she looked down, pushing her blond mop in my face, fidgeting with the hem of her hoodie. Then, in one quick, fluid movement, she whipped the top over her shoulders and off her head, tossing it aside. Her incredible cleavage bounced free, hardly contained in a barely there, simple white cotton bra. That was discarded next, and then Clare’s full, perfect breasts were in my face.

I gawked at her perfectly round areola, looking like wide rosy moats surrounding her hard nipple towers. She squished them together, creating a mouthwatering cleavage of creamy flesh. My cock jumped in Tara’s throat, making the brunette moan. The vibration traveled down to my sac in a tingly wave, pushing me too close to the edge. I couldn’t come yet. What we were doing was too fantastic, and I didn’t want to prove Tara right... at least not completely.

“Mmmmm,” the brunette said, gasping, taking my cock in hand and slicking her fist up and down my length. “I love this cock.” Then my resolve was pushed to the limit as her silky lips slid back down the length, taking all of me until her nose pressed against my thatch.

“Fuck,” I groaned, both at the sensation pouring from my groin and the visual feast before me.

Clare grinned, holding her breasts up for me. “Go on, baby. You know you want to.”

I did. I really did. I grinned at her. My perfect girlfriend... one of them, anyway, then leaned down and took her delicious nipple between my teeth. Gently, I scraped the little bud, making Clare shiver. She moaned when I flicked her nipple with the tip of my tongue, then whimpered when I slipped my lips over the moist little bud and sucked.

A shiver racked my body as Tara continued to suck my cock, forcing me to fight my release. It made me suck Clare’s nipple harder, making the sexy blond cry out, and shove her breasts deeper in my face. With Clare holding up her breasts for me as I feasted on her tender flesh, I realized my hands were free. Quickly — my resolve to hold on was crumbling by the second — I felt for and tugged Clare’s sweats down as far as they’d go.

“Oh, yes, baby,” she purred, panting in anticipation. She loved it when I played with her breasts. “Ughhhhh.” Feeling my way, I slipped my hands inside the simple cotton panties, down over the small tuft that coated her mound and through her moist folds. “Oh, fuck yes,” she gasped as I found her clit between her silky lips. “Fuck, I love you,” she panted as I hopped between nipples, sucking, while rubbing her clit.

I couldn’t grit my teeth, so I scrunched my eyes. Tara was getting impatient. She continued to suck up and down my length in incredible pulses of pleasure, but now she was also fondling my balls, urging me to release deep inside her throat.

I shut my eyes. Trying to think of anything else. Anything but her teasing ass in that sexy mini skirt. Of Clare’s incredible breasts on my lips. Of her silky thighs, snapping around my hand as she moaned from my touches.

Tara sucked harder. Clare shuddered. The image of them entered my mind, flushing away the nothingness I was focusing on. Smooth skin. Creamy thighs. Pouty lips. Wide eyes, Bouncing breasts.

Fuck!

With a muffled moan around Clare’s nipple, I exploded into Tara’s hungry mouth. Clare gasped, rolling her eyes. “Oh, fuck, baby, yes!” she cried, her pussy fluttering and pulsing beneath my fingers like a heartbeat. My cock jerked, and Tara stilled, gripping my thighs, pushing herself deeper into my pulsing, throbbing cock.

Wave after wave of pure bliss flooded my body and mind. Clare almost suffocated me with her breasts as Tara swallowed, scrunching her nails against my thighs.

“Ughuuuh,” the brunette gasped, inhaling a deep breath. She panted, licking the remaining cum oozing from my shaft like she was hungry for more.

Clare collapsed against my side. Her blond locks draped over my tee as she placed her head on my shoulder, watching Tara lick my shaft clean. “Fuck, I needed that,” she whispered. “I missed you, mister,” she said, scrunching her fingers in my tee over my heart.

I put my arm around her, pulling her tight, loving how her breasts squished against me as I inhaled her delicious scent. “I’m gonna miss you not living across the hall,” I said, basking in the glow of Clare clutching against me, and Tara grinning from between my thighs. The brunette’s smile was of pure victory. I think we all won, really.

Clare sighed. “I know. You’ll come over, right?”

I kissed her head. “Of course. Maybe I’ll actually get to see more of Ronnie’s.” I smirked. “Maybe start the game nights early.”

“That sounds unfair,” Tara huffed.

Glare giggled. “Oh, shush, you. It’s not like you didn’t just have him all to yourself.”

Tara’s grin said it all.

“Oh, my god, Mike, what did you do to her? I’ve never seen her so happy... and being nice to me. Can I have some?”

Tara rose to her feet, giving me an eyeful of her swishy mini skirt. “Only if you want him to dominate you. Bend you over the balcony where anyone can see, while he fucks your ass so hard, you come like a faucet?” She shrugged, turned, then gave me a glimpse of her lacy red panties as she bent over to pick up her keys from the floor. “No biggie.”

Clare scoffed. “No way. That was always your biggest fantasy. I’m kinda envious.”

Tara wiped her mouth, then sucked her finger. “I know. I’ve peaked.”


CHAPTER THREE


Clare sat on my lap, her seatbelt stretching across her empty seat as she kissed the living heck out of me. She was making up for lost time. We had to wait for her to shower and change after we’d cheered her up, and now she was back to her old self again. Her pink knit sweater dress stretched across my thighs as she straddled me, gripping wherever she could. It was possibly the sexiest car journey I’d ever been on. But as much as I was enjoying it, I was concerned about moving Clare. We still had the rest of the day, and some of her stuff I could move into mine, so she’s clear of her asshole boss, but we were losing a lot of time.

I really hoped I didn’t see him in the corridor. I’d have some choice words for that fucker... and maybe a couple of ball jokes. I did not know Clare’s apartment came with her job. There was probably some legal recourse, but she just wanted to be clear of it all. “Fresh start with my boyfriend, and my bitches,” she said. I could understand that. I think the cat convention traumatized her somehow. It would be funny if I didn’t care about her so damn much.

“Whahhhh,” Clare screamed as the car came to a sudden halt — grinding on gravel — sending the blond flying. Her seatbelt triggered, snapping her in an arc against the door.

“Whoops,” Tara sniggered.

“Bitch, you did that on purpose,” Clare huffed. Thankfully, she was unhurt.

“Sorry,” Tara sing-songed, opening her door.

I helped Clare untangle herself and then stepped out into Veronica’s driveway. It looked different in the daylight. Less magical, somehow. The fountain was off, and large hedges framed the extent of her property. It all looked bigger, like it loomed over me.

“Ronnie needs to add a path. This shit is hell on my ankles,” Tara huffed, hooking her arm in mine for support. Clare did the same, and we hustled to Ronnie’s front door, wanting to get out of the chilly breeze.

I tapped the large ornate knocker, almost expecting a tall lurching butler to open the large wooden door. “Why didn’t we just call her?”

“Pffft. It’s harder to say no to someone’s face,” Clare whispered. “And I kinda like the idea of living here now.”

I could understand that. Veronica’s estate was incredible.

“Who is it? This door’s heavy and I’m not opening it for no damn salesperson,” Veronica called through the heavy oak.

“It’s us,” Tara said. “Not like just anyone can get through your gate.”

“Mike, Clare, and Tara,” I added when there was no immediate answer.

“Why didn’t you say so! I’ll meet you at the side entrance.”

“I did,” Tara grumbled as we hopped down the steps and scurried around to the door we always used. I was a little disappointed I didn’t get to use the front door.

“What do I owe the pleasure?” Veronica beamed at us. Her eyes ate me up like a starving woman. “It’s not Friday already, is it... damn my memory,” she joked.

“No. You’re not that old, Ronnie, stop that,” I said, letting Clare and Tara slip through the door first.

When it was my turn, she took up half of the doorway, making me shimmy past her. She was wearing classy, fluttery white pants and an oversized matching sweater. Her platinum blond locks hung loose over her shoulders as she eyed me. She looked like a fashionable angle. “You make me feel young. Does that count?”

Ronnie couldn’t be older than thirty-five if looks were anything, and she was still a knockout. I stood between us and held her against the doorjamb, pressing my lips against hers. She stiffened in surprise for a moment, then melted into the kiss. Veronica tasted of wine, a fruity kind. When I pulled away, she looked dazed and doubly hungry. I slipped my hand in hers, shutting out the cold. “Come on, Clare has something she needs to ask you.”

Her smile became dazzling. “Yes. Whatever it is... after that greeting, I’ll say yes to anything.”

“Give me a glass of the 74?” Tara asked.

Ronnie chuckled. “Except that. That’s a ten-thousand dollar bottle of wine. Only three survived the vineyard fire. Nice try, gorgeous.”

We moved down the corridors of Veronica’s mansion until we entered her living room. It was different to the game room, with a big open fire. Enormous windows let in beams of light. A massive bookcase took up one entire wall, and an arc of couches circled around the biggest TV I’d ever seen mounted on a wall.

Veronica pushed me down onto a double-seater and sat next to me, still holding my hand. “So, Clare Bear. How can I help?”

Clare and Tara sat on another double, looking like sexy sisters. “So, um.” Clare winced. “I kinda lost my job, and the apartment was part of the deal. My term was almost up anyway, but the dick wants me out, so I was hoping, um, that maybe, uh, if you have the room... I could?”

There was dead silence for a good ten seconds before Veronica gasped. “Oh, you need a place to stay? Why didn’t you just say that? Really Clare, is ‘Veronica, you’re amazing. I need a place to stay. Can I move in?’ really all that hard?”

Tara tittered.

“So, so that’s a yes?”

“Of course it’s a yes,” the seductive older woman huffed with a great big smile. “I’ll get to see so much more of you. Ooooo. Mike too, as you’ll be here? Fancy moving in handsome?” She gave me this look that made me flush.

“Nuh-huh!” Tara vetoed. “We’ve discussed this. That would be unfair to those of us not living here!”

Ronnie leaned in close and whispered, “Think about it. I have so many empty rooms...” she trailed off, her eyes widening. “Oh, crap. Hayden.”

Veronica bolted off the couch. “Wait, what?” I stumbled after her, concern flooding through me at her panic. I’d never seen Veronica move so fast. She raced down the corridor and out towards the large oak front doors. My sneakers squeaked on the polished wooden floor as I followed her up one of two sweeping staircases that curved around and met in the middle.

“Hold on, Hay,” she whispered to herself, turning right at the top and down another corridor. She pushed inside a door with red leather padding, similar to her couches in the game room.

I froze in the doorway. The girls were right. Veronica had a red room, and it would put Christian Grey’s to shame.

“Hayden, I’m sorry,” Veronica cooed, dropping to her knees in front of a very naked Hayden kneeling on a mat. Her raven locks hung in her face as she drooled through a ball gag. Straps criss-crossed her chest, enhancing her modest breasts. Ankles and arms were bound behind her back, and a vibrating sex toy thrummed between her legs. Her eyes widened as she saw me, and then shuddered as Ronnie peeled the gag from between her lips.

“Mmmmmm,” the raven-haired beauty moaned, rolling her eyes. “D-don’t be,” she gasped, shaking back and forth.

Veronica turned, surprise in her eyes as she saw the three of us standing in the doorway, mouths open. “Uh, so, we’re trying ideas for the game nights before you get any ideas.” She gave me a pointed look, then a similar one to Tara.

“Holy fuck, Ronnie,” the brunette gasped. “You had this the whole time? We’ve been playing that game, when we could have been playing in here?” She took a step in side and started looking around.

Veronica sighed, turning off the buzzing device between Hayden’s thighs. “This isn’t a public sex dungeon, Tara. The game nights weren’t supposed to be about...” she glanced my way, but it was a look of appreciation, not blame. “At least not at first.”

“Sorry,” I said as Clare slipped her hand in my jeans back pocket.

Veronica dismissed my concerns with a wave of her hand. “Not your fault, Mike. I think you actually rescued our Friday nights. We were all losing interest, if I’m being honest.”

“We used to play card games... it was bor-ring,” Clare whispered.

“Oh, wow,” Tara cooed, passing a rack of corsets, and a couple of mannequin torsos wearing some black leather under-busts. “These are beautiful.”

“Um, hello?” Hayden said from the floor.

I grinned. Her nipples were a bright red that matched her chest and cheeks. “Hey, Hayden.”

“Oh, my gosh,” she cooed, shaking her head so she could hide under the curtain of straight black hair. Her breasts heaved as she took a deep breath. “H-hi Mike.”

“So, did it work?” Veronica asked.

“Oh, hells yes,” the spunky, bound beauty said. “I came five times while you were gone. It’s amazing.”

Veronica smiled. “But was it much of a punishment?”

I took a step closer to see the harness Veronica had Hayden in. There were straps around her waist and thighs that ran between her legs, holding whatever toy they’d used in place. “Sort of. In that it’s too much too quickly. Huh. It was kinda painful, now I’m thinking about it. Add a hood and...” Hayden rolled her eyes, lolling her head, pretending to space out.

“Um, Ronnie, what are you testing, exactly?” Clare asked.

Ronnie sat on her haunches. “We’ve been trying to come up with a better game, one that we can all play together. We’re not sure if the role play works, so we’ve been working on something else.” She gave us a mischievous grin. “A sexy game of chance. I’m thinking a deck of cards—”

Clare groaned.

“Let me finish,” Veronica huffed. “A deck of cards, with pleasure, pain, and other acts. We all draw at random, and... well, this is one of the end game results...” She frowned. “It’s still a work in progress.”

My attention drifted to Tara, who was running her fingers along a wooden horse — like the ones gymnasts use — except this had restraints and padding built into it. There was so much to look at, I couldn’t take it all in. “So, you’re really into all this?” I asked Ronnie, dropping into a crouch. My pocket brought Clare with me.

Veronica chuckled. “Would that scare you?”

“Pffft,” Clare said. “I somehow doubt it.”

“No,” I answered truthfully. The opposite, actually. Ever since Clare and Tara had showed me what they liked — ever since I read that damn book, if I’m being honest — I’d surprised myself with how much I enjoyed the thought of being in control of them.

Veronica gave me an uneasy smile. “That’s good to know, but no. Not as much as you’d imagine for someone with an entire room dedicated to it.” She sighed. “It’s something I find arousing, obsessive even, but... but I’ve never had the courage to really explore it… so I buy.”

I nodded, understanding. “You never had someone you could trust?” I asked.

Veronica’s expression pained me. “Trust is a hard commodity to come by when you’re a rich woman alone.”

“Why didn’t you say something, Ronnie?” Clare asked. “Tara would have gladly... whipped you or whatever it is you do in here?”

Veronica laughed, turning to look at Tara, who was swishing a leather flail about in the air. “Don’t think I’m ready for little miss dominatrix over there.”

I chuckled. “Yeah. I much prefer her at my feet than that.” I snapped my gaze to them, realizing what I’d let slip. Clare pinched my ass inside my pocket.

“Clare,” Veronica said, raising a brow. “Just who have you brought into our little circle? He’s like a wolf in a henhouse.”

Clare giggled. “I think we’re all finding stuff out about ourselves... including Mike. Isn’t that right, baby?”

“Yeah,” I said, my gaze drifting to Hayden. What the fuck was wrong with me? Seeing her bound like that, with her tits on full display, was giving me urges. Her breasts wobbled as she shifted, giving me a smile through her dark, hanging strands. Her nipples were so hard and pink — pushed out with her hands behind her back. She was completely helpless.

The raven-haired beauty moaned. “Don’t look at me like that, Mike. It’s not fair.”

“Fair?” Clare asked. A sneaky grin slipped onto her pouty lips. “How is he looking at you, Hay-Hay? Why’s it not fair?”

“Isn’t it obvious? You two get to be with him, and I just get tortured with him looking at me like... like that.”

“Ronnie, can I try one?” Tara asked, holding up one of the corsets from the rack.

Veronica rolled her eyes. “Here we go,” she whispered to herself. “Sure.” She stood and left us with Hayden.

I gave Hayden a smile. “Sorry. I forget we haven’t... gone all the way, with all the stuff we’ve done together. Do you… want to be with me?”

“Pffft. Who doesn’t, am I right?” Clare tittered.

Hayden bit her lip, nodding. Her cheeks flushed, and she looked away. “Dammit,” she huffed. “Deep breath, Hay. Deep breath.”

Clare squeezed my ass, urging me onwards. “Hayden, are you shy? I’ll be honest. You confuse me.” I glanced at Clare, but my the hot blond just gave me a patient smile. “One minute, you’re bold, blowing me, then you blush and look away.”

The raven beauty groaned. “I know,” she said, clearly frustrated. “I...” She forced herself to look me in the eye through the curtain of her dark locks. Carefully, I reached out and hooked some behind her ear so she could see. She smiled. “Thanks.” Then scrunched her face in annoyance. “I want you.” She took a breath. “There I said it. See, I can say it. You probably think I’m a freak. Most think I’m a tease.”

I reached out again and placed my hand on her bare knee. “It’s okay. You’re clearly struggling with this.” It was confusing. She was naked, bound on the floor of Ronnie’s special room, but she had trouble looking me in the eye.

I was struggling to do the same, but only because her breasts were practically presented to me in the harness. Her hard nipples were just begging to be sucked. Man, Clare had me thinking about breasts constantly now.

I don’t know why I was surprised. I was constantly surrounded by the stellar cleavages of incredible hotties.

“Thanks.” She looked away again. “Mike. I’m just gonna say it, okay, I can’t look at you when I do. But I... like you, like Clare does... or I have a crush, or an infatuation, I don’t know. You just make me feel fluttery and hot, and...” She sighed. “I think Ronnie’s toy messed up my brain, cos I’m...” She turned, looking at me with unfocused, dilated pupils. “Can I suck your cock?”


CHAPTER FOUR


Clare giggled. “There she is. Go on baby, she won’t be able to focus if you don’t.”

My eyes were wide at how eager Clare was for Hayden to blow me. “Seriously?”

The blond smiled her warmest smile. “Mike, I love you, but I also love my girls, and you make them happy, so...” She shrugged. “We help each other through, you know?”

Okay, I thought, my mind crawling like a slow CPU. It was clogged up with too much arousal, too much desire. Confusion with Hayden’s shy-hungry one-hundred-and-eighty. Being with them was turning me into a sex fiend. With Five of them, I could easily see a future where I was never alone, never not needed by one of them. It was strangely comforting. I turned my attention to the bound, raven-haired beauty kneeling before me. “Only if I...” I reached out and cupped her breasts — they were just about a hand full, and so warm. “Can suck your nipples first?”

Clare mewled. “Are you trying to make me jealous?”

“I sucked yours earlier,” I said, kneading Hayden’s mounds. She closed her eyes and smiled.

“That was earlier,” Clare groaned.

“Fine,” I pretended to huff. “Yours too.”

Clare fist-bumped. “Yes! Come on Hay. Use your words. Mike’s a gentleman like that... which he really shouldn’t be.” She grabbed hold of my arm. “Baby, you have my permission to take me whenever and however you like, okay?” She looked at me through her sexy lashes, smirking. I knew Clare liked to be taken. Most times we were together, there was an element. Her wanting me to hold her, or throw her down and just fuck her. But this was the first time she’d even come close to saying.

“Me too,” Hayden whimpered as my thumbs played with her nipples.

I tried to hide the grin. “Are you sure?”

“Obviously, if we say no, or stop, you have to,” Clare said with a grin, playing with me.

“Of course,” I said, almost in annoyance that she could even think I wouldn’t, but the look in her eyes told me I’d have to do something she really didn’t like for her to stop me. I gave both of them a lecherous smile. “Well, then.”

Hayden cried out as my lips latched onto her right nipple and sucked. Her flowery, salty taste hit me, driving me on, driving me mad. My hands kneaded her mounds as I switched sides, as the raven goddess leaned back, pushing her breasts out, wanting more.

“Is it wrong that watching you with her makes me wet?” Clare whispered in my ear. I didn’t think my cock could get any harder, trapped inside its denim prison, but I was wrong. While I sucked, licked and kneaded Hayden’s mounds, Clare slowly slipped her sweater dress off her shoulders, revealing the matching pink satin bra, and the mouthwatering expanse of cleavage within. “I’m not wearing any panties,” she continued to whisper, slipping straps over her shoulders and unhooking her bra. Hayden moaned as I sucked harder at Clare’s words.

My brain screamed at me. We didn’t have time for this. Didn’t we have to move Clare’s stuff from her apartment to Ronnie’s? By tomorrow?

I gawked at Hayden’s moist nipples, then Clare’s large, round breasts as she freed them from the cups.

Fuck it. We’ll deal with that later.

“You all are incredible,” I groaned, helping Clare to her feet. Her dress hung around her waist like an over-sized sweater. She moved behind Hayden as I undid my fly. She shimmied herself so Hayden was between her legs — the knitted fabric stretching around her thighs — while she held up her breasts.

“We know,” Clare shrugged, squeezing her incredible mounds together like she’d done earlier that morning.

I lost myself for a second in that creamy expanse of flesh, brought back by the wayward licking of my crown. I groaned, taking my cock in hand and holding it for Hayden. She sucked on the head, making my toes curl in my sneakers. Holly hell, I’d forgotten how good... and obsessive she was about that.

“Mike,” Clare said, snapping my attention from the heavenly waves flowing through my shaft. I gave her a sheepish grin and leaned in to kiss her. She grabbed my head and detoured my mouth to her left breasts, and mewled as my lips sucked her nipple deep into my mouth. “Oh, baby, yes!” she moaned, holding my face against her bosom.

I groaned as Hayden, still bound, kneeling on the floor, bobbed down my length, pushing deeper each time, and like she had no gag reflex, went all the way. “Oh, fuck, that’s good,” I groaned against Clare’s tasty flesh. Her vanilla scent invaded my nose, her flavor filled my mouth.

“Can we play?” Tara asked. I had just enough resolve to twist my head, Clare’s nipple still in my mouth.

Tara, most of the time, could frazzle my brain. What I was seeing made me brain dead. Veronica had helped her into a corset. A shiny PVC under-bust that cinched her waist, creating a fantastic hourglass curve outwards to her exposed breasts. She was still wearing the tartan mini, and her hair draped over her bare shoulders like a chocolate waterfall.

There were no words.

“Um,” is all I could muster.

“Get in here, bitches!” Clare groaned.

Tara shuffled to my left, holding up her corseted breasts. “This is so great. I feel so sexy.”

“Y-you look it,” I said on autopilot. Her breasts were so full, round and perky. Her rosy nipples were hard and waiting. Then I rolled my eyes as Hayden licked my balls while my cock was buried all the way inside her throat.

I was in heaven.

“Give Mike your tit’s Ronnie. Enough pussyfooting around. It’s time for pussy,” Clare giggled.

“And I thought the highlight of my afternoon was going to be that crossword puzzle,” Veronica said, standing to my right. She pulled the sweater over her head, pulling her platinum locks through the neck, then carefully tossing it on a chair. She whipped off her white satin bra and chucked it with her sweater. Her petite breasts jiggled just erotically enough on her slender frame, not the gravity defying orbs Tara or Clare had, but still a nice, tempting handful.

I looked at them all. Clare, my hot blond. Veronica, the seductive older woman. Hayden, who... oh, hell. I gulped as she pulled off and tongued the tip. Tara, the sensational brunette in the corset. “I honestly don’t know where to start.”

“C’mere, lover.” Tara cupped my cheek and guided me to her bosom. I went to town, licking and sucking her plump, fat nipples, making her mewl.

Hayden continued to lick my sloppy shaft.

Then I returned to Clare, whose grin was a mile wide as I bent down and licked teasingly around her buds.

Hot wetness enshrouded my cock once more as Hayden took me deep into her mouth, making it hard to focus.

I moved onto Veronica. The older woman hooked her hair behind her ears, then gave me an uneasy smile as she held up her breasts, clearly feeling like she was offering less compared to the other two. “You’re gorgeous, Ronnie,” I said with a smile. I leaned down and gave each nipple a gentle kiss, making her shiver.

“Definitely better than a crossword,” she gasped. I licked her nipples until they were hard little peaks, then sucked on them. She smelled of flowers and tasted of peaches. Her fingers scrunched in my hair. “Oh, come to mommy,” she moaned, closing her eyes. “Just like that.”

Hayden continued to bob, sucking me off. She was incredible, considering she couldn’t even use her hands. “Mmmmmm,” I groaned, releasing Veronica to bask in the bliss shuddering from my groin.

“Clare, you didn’t untie her?” Veronica asked, sounding more relaxed than usual.

The tightness built inside me, making my cock harder. I was so close.

Clare scoffed. “She didn’t want me to. She’s just as much a deviant as the rest of us.”

My hands grabbed Hayden’s hair, making the raven beauty moan around my length. I couldn’t keep my hips still any longer. I pumped myself repeatedly into her suckling mouth. Closer. Closer. My mind filled with nothing else but the need to come.

“On her tit’s baby,” Clare begged. “Please?”

I was right on the edge, pushed deep in Hayden’s throat when it happened. That fantastic explosion. A wave of bliss flooded my mind as my cock twitched. I pulled out of Hayden’s saliva covered mouth and angled my cock down. “Guuuuuah.” Ropes of white cum shot out of my cock and painted Hayden’s breasts. She panted and gasped, grinding her hips in thin air as ropes of white streaked across her heaving breasts. I kept coming, stroking myself dry over her chest. When I’d finished, I could barely stand. Hayden pushed my cock back into her mouth, sucking my shaft clean.

“That was filthy, baby. Don’t think I’ve ever seen that much cum squirt in one go.”

I sighed as contentment and a gentle buzz from Haydon cleaning my cock settled in my mind. I had three gorgeous women around me presenting their well-sucked breasts, and a bound beauty on her knees covered in my cum. Did it get any better?

“Be a shame to let it go to waste,” Tara whispered, eyeing the copious amounts of seamen coating the bound beauty’s chest.

I staggered backwards, slumping into a plush, ornate red leather chair. “Show me,” I grunted.

With a giggle, Tara and Clare shared one of their looks. Clare clutched her breasts and then bent over Hayden from behind. Her blond hair hung in her face. She grabbed it and held it to one side while she licked a path through the white splashed surface of Hayden's breasts. “Mmmmm. I love your taste, baby.”

Tara dropped to her knees on Hayden’s left, clutching her breasts. She gathered her hair over a shoulder and tongued another line through the cum. She licked her lips after. “I never liked the taste, but yours is yummy.”

Veronica followed. On her knees, she cut a wide path with a flat lick, making Hayden shudder. She hummed, licking her lips. “We could bottle it. Make a fortune.” She looked dead serious for a second before a grin slipped onto her mouth.

I groaned. “Ugh, you’re filthy.”

“No, my dear Michael. Hayden’s the filthy one. We should clean her properly.”

It was like vultures seeking their next meal. Were these women or succubus? I couldn’t tell. Hayden cried out as all three licked my cum from her breasts. I relaxed as they giggled and joked. Wiped their lips. Veronica wiped Hayden over with a cloth, but stopped to star at me lounging in her chair. “You know, I think it’s criminal our cleric has only enjoyed the delights of only two of us. We should correct that...”

Tara chuckled. “Looking to release some stress there, Ronnie?”

The older woman gave me a look I couldn’t read, then she looked at Hayden. The raven-haired runner fidgeted. “I was thinking of Hayden. She’s gone above and beyond helping me with the game nights. I think we should reward her.”


CHAPTER FIVE


“Really?” Hayden asked, her eyes lighting up.

“Do you want me to untie her, then?” Clare asked. The blond narrowed her eyes at the black leather harness criss-crossing Hayden’s fair skin. “However this unbuckles.”

Ronnie smiled. “Nope.”

“Oh, crap,” Hayden moaned, trying to squeeze her thighs together, but couldn’t because of the silent toy still covering her core. Hayden looked directly into my eyes from across the room. She was like a skittish rabbit again. Then her eyes widened as the buzzing resumed between her thighs.

“I’ve always wanted to try this out. Mike, you in?” Veronica asked.

My cock twitched back to life at the thought. “Where do you want me?”

Veronica searched her room of debauchery. “There?” She pointed to a raised table with a plush, black leather padded surface.

“Okey dokey,” I said, making Clare laugh. I hopped on the table. “On my back?”

“Yeah.”

“Okey dokey.” Clare laughed again, as I laid down on the black leather, and that’s when I saw the silver metal hooks in the ceiling. It was all so surreal and incredible. I just resigned myself it let it happen. “Ronnie, what’s this table for?”

“Fucking, what else?” she answered, struggling to lift the bound Hayden with Tara and Clare’s help.

“But you can fuck anywhere. Why have a table specifically?” There was a part of me that was fascinated by all of this. The engineering. The design. I wanted to understand how it worked, how it all fit together.

Hayden moaned as they heaved her onto the table. She was still completely helpless, with her arms bound behind her, connected to her feet. “Few reasons,” Ronnie said, helping Hayden shimmy up my legs. “One, it’s easy to wipe. Two, it lets you do this.” She picked up a pole with a hook that she used to push some rope through the eyelet in the ceiling. She then tied it to Hayden’s hands somewhere behind her back. “And it’s hot, so be quiet.”

“Yes ma’am,” I drawled like a drunken cowboy.

Hayden spread her legs wider, revealing the hole in the harness that exposed her dripping pink slit. The harness held a tiny vibrator over her clit, and she was panting hard as the little device buzzed happily between her thighs.

“Can I” Tara asked, before gripping Hayden’s hair in her fist. “Mike’s not ready for you yet,” she said, letting her dominatrix fantasies get the better of her. Slowly, she bent Hayden down to my cock, holding her lips an inch from the tip. Her arms lifted behind her the further down she went. “Lick him, Hay.” Tara commanded. She was a sexy dominatrix in that corset. I couldn’t wait to dominate the dominator again. I loved how she whimpered when she was at my feet last night before we fucked on the balcony.

Was that only last night?

I groaned as Hayden was just able to reach the top of my cock with her tongue.

Tingly licks sent pulses of teasing pleasure down my shaft. Hayden moaned. I could feel the toy’s vibrations through her thighs.

“Don’t forget me, baby,” Clare whispered. She took one of my hands and pushed it under her dress, guiding me to her slippery folds. “Mmmm. I love it when you put your hands on me.” My fingers slid and toyed with her dripping pussy as Tara made the whimpering Hayden lick my cock. It was torture, and I was glad I’d already come, because I’d be blowing my load at where I was. What I was surrounded by, and how good it felt.

Veronica joined us on my other side. “You know, I never thought I’d actually get to use this stuff.” She leaned down and whispered, “thank you, Michael,” taking my other hand and slipping it inside her fluttery pants.

“My pleasure,” I groaned, and I think it was the first time in my life I actually meant it in the truest sense. Veronica guided my fingers inside her exquisitely silky panties and down over the tiny, neatly trimmed tuft. She hummed as my fingers found her folds, her opening, and her clit. It took all my concentration to finger both of them, circling Clare’s clit how she liked, while exploring and trying to figure out Veronica. I somehow thought she’d like a more direct approach, and I was right. I ground my finger over her clit, and the seductive older woman whimpered, clutching my hand. I thought she meant to stop me, but she was holding me in place, making sure I didn’t stop.

“Good, girl Hay,” Tara said. She pulled Hayden up from my cock and urged her forward. It was a good thing Veronica didn’t have a crop on display, otherwise I have no doubts Tara would have used one to urge the raven beauty up to my shaft.

Not that Hayden needed prodding. She shimmied as fast as she could, bound hand to feet, tied to the ceiling. She could hardly speak with all of that. My hard cock pressing against her belly, and the noisy vibrator between her thighs. She looked like she was high.

“You want Mike’s cock, Hay? Say it,” Tara demanded.

“Please,” Hayden moaned, making my cock twitch. “Please, I need you inside me. Please.”

“Filthy little bitch,” Tara huffed. Her grin was as big as mine. “Okay.” She lifted Hayden’s hips and guided her entrance over my shaft, then in one smooth movement, lowered her.

“Ah, fuck,” I groaned as a silky tightness squeezed my cock like nothing I’d felt before.

“Mmmmmm. Oh, oh, shit,” she whimpered as I bottomed out. “Fuck, that feels so good. Ugh, Mike, you’re so deep.”

Tara’s mahogany locks flashed in my face. “Can I ride your face, lover?” she whispered.

It was hard to concentrate as it was, remembering to keep my fingers moving, while Hayden’s pussy muscles clenched around my length. “Sure.”

“Make me?” she whispered, like she didn’t want the others to hear.

I was too gone to even process anything. I was operating on instinct alone. “Tara, give me your pussy,” I demanded, trying to give my voice a commanding tone.

The brunette whimpered. She bit her lip, then climbed onto the table, placing her knees on either side of my head. I was enshrouded by her tartan mini, and my world became plaid, her red lacy panties, and her warm-toned, juicy thighs.

My fingers slipped inside both Veronica and Clare as Hayden slowly lifted and lowered, fucking me with torturous, languished movements.

Tara rubbed her lace covered pussy over my lips, showing me just how wet she was. The fabric was soaked through. I could taste her salty need through the material. Then she pushed it aside and held her lips splayed open with her finger in the Vulcan salute.

Lick long and prosper, I thought, holding in a deranged chuckle.

Tara’s pussy dripped onto my face, red under the dark tartan blanket that was now my world. My fingers pumped inside the women on either side of me. Pulses of unrestrained pleasure flowed from my cock with every withdraw and insertion as Hayden built to a steady rhythm. She moaned continuously, making little mewling noises. Gasped, “Mike, yes, mike.”

Clare pushed my fingers deeper inside her, guiding me to her G-spot as Tara lowered her pussy to my mouth, rubbing her silky wet lips until I was kissing her clit. Then I latched on to the throbbing little bud and sucked. I couldn’t do anything more. My brain was fried. I kept my fingers moving inside Ronnie and Clare, but with the way Hayden’s tight pussy muscles kept clenching, and the sweet taste of Tara’s pussy on my tongue, I was barely functioning — overloaded on sensation — just a willing vessel for their pleasure.

Clare’s pussy fluttered, fucking herself with my hand. Tara ground herself, mewling as I sucked her clit hard. Hayden bounced on my groin, bringing me closer and closer to another explosion. Her whimpers were now loud “Ugh, ugh, ugh,” sounds every time she sank down deeply onto my cock, her breasts bouncing wildly.

Veronica had faded from my awareness, until almost silently, her inner walls quivered, coating my fingers in moisture. Her hand gripped my wrist so tightly it almost hurt.

Then Clare cried out — a sound I knew well at that point. Her gasped “fuck,” and “OooOOOooo,” as her pussy pulsed around my fingers pushed me closer to the edge.

“Come, Hay,” Tara whimpered, sounding less the dominatrix and more the desperate little kitten from last night. Her pussy ground against my lips so fast I kept losing my grip on her clit, and had to redouble my efforts, sucking harder. She screamed, pushing her pussy hard onto my face, coating me completely in her wanton juices. “Oh, fuck, lover, yes!” More wetness coated my mouth, flooding my tongue with her salty cum. “Oh, gooooooood,” she cried, stretching out her cry to the almighty as she slipped off the table.

Light almost blinded me. Multiple recessed spots twinkling in the high ceiling. But my vision quickly focused on the raven-hared goddess fucking my lap. Bound, with her breasts bouncing up and down as she rode me — dark hair dancing in her face. Her mouth was open in an ‘O’ as she continued to “Ugh,” and “Mmmm.”

Clare whimpered as I pulled my fingers from her, and Veronica’s grip released, allowing my attention to focus on Hayden. I reached out and took her breasts in hand, spreading Clare and Veronica’s sticky release where mine had coated. I ground her nipples with my thumbs as she locked her gaze with mine. Her big brown eyes were hooded, almost rolled as she tried to focus on me, whispering my name on repeat. She had just rocketed up near the top of my list of ‘Sexiest Things I’d Ever Seen’. She was so blissed out. I couldn’t imagine how many times she’d come so far. It felt like she was coming constantly with how tightly she kept squeezing.

I groaned as she fucked me harder, crying out as I pinched her nipples. Closer, she pulled me to the edge of that great expanse that dropped off into the ocean of pleasure. Our eyes were making love as we fucked each other. I pushed my hips up to meet her, growing more ragged the closer I got. She panted harder, drops of sweat rolling down her flawless, high cheekbones. Her dark hair stuck to her face. Her pussy clenched.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I whispered, looking deep into her pretty brown pools of temptation.

Her pussy clenched again, and she gasped, “Mike!”

Hearing my name on her lips almost made me shoot. I didn’t want it to end, but I needed to come. I was fucking another one of them unprotected, and no one seemed to care. I really needed to bring that up at some point. But right now? No chance. I had Hayden’s breasts in my hand as the raven beauty fucked me, tied and bound on a sex table, in a sex room.

How did I get here?

“MMMMMmmmmmMMMMM,” Hayden cried, suddenly slamming her core against me. I was wrong before. Her tight, clenching pussy wasn’t her coming. The great, vise crushing grip she had on my cock now was.

“Oh. Fuck. Me,” I cried out as Hayden’s pussy fluttered and squeezed my shaft in pulsing waves. It was incredible. My cock tightened. My balls cried out for release.

“Oh, fuuuuuck,” she moaned, long and loud.

I exploded. Pushing up deep inside her, releasing a flood. Ecstasy filled my mind. My cock flexed with every shot. Hayden’s channel convulsed, milking my cock for more as she continued to groan loudly.

I blanked. Lost in it. Lost in her. Drowning in the pleasure.

It never lasted long enough. Just a flash. A teasing glimpse of heaven before being thrown back down to earth.

“I can feel it,” she whimpered, rolling her eyes. She looked so beautiful. Not in a sexy way, but more raw. Lost in her own pleasure. Exposed. Vulnerable. Gorgeous.

The ethereal moment faded, and I slumped down on the table completely spent, trying to catch my breath. Cum oozed from her slit down my shaft. Sweat dripped from her nose as she hung over me, limp, suspended by the rope. She sighed, smiling, eyes closed. It filled me with warmth, having finally claimed her.

I realized all the others had gathered around the table to watch us come after they had. It was like being surrounded by sex and love.

Then I groaned, remembering. We still had to deal with Clare’s apartment. From where I slumped, exhausted on Veronica’s table, covered in feminine release, that task felt impossible. I wasn’t leaving this table soon, and neither was Hayden.

“Definitely better than a crossword,” Veronica joked, and I groaned more at that.
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Thanks for Reading!

Please, if you can leave a rating or review, that would be fantastic.

Don't miss the next hot episode!

Follow my Amazon author page, or sign up to my newsletter at joconor.com for the latest updates.
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