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CHAPTER ONE


I cussed, tripping over a bag, narrowly missing a stack of boxes. It had been two days since we moved Clare out of her apartment, and I hadn’t seen her since — she needed some time to figure herself out... or something. The corridor felt hollow with the knowledge she wasn’t living there anymore.

My tiny apartment, however, was all Clare. I couldn’t move without stepping on or tripping over something of hers. Practically the entire contents of her place were now in mine, and she wasn’t in a hurry to collect it. I dropped my keys on the counter and shut the door with a sigh. I hadn’t seen Tara, either. She messaged me every night, just like Clare, but going from the center of attention to a lonely apartment I could hardly move in left me hollow.

I think I’d gotten addicted to them. All of them. Any of them. Coming home from work — where I spent the day thinking about them — to an empty apartment, sucked. Maybe I should have let Clare move in?

I plotted a course through the towers of boxes, around the table covered in a dismantled bed frame, and past the mountain of clothes bags to my bedroom. I changed into some sweats to kick it on the sofa and play some games, when I remembered the TV was blocked by the boxes, and the couch was covered in other assorted crap.

I sighed louder. Maybe I’d just get takeout and read. I’d started Fifty Shades again after we found out about Ronnie’s Red Room, and I realized that nearly all the girls were into that in some form or another. I’d hoped re-reading it with my new experiences would bring me a revelation about why I’d felt like I did when I was with them. Why seeing Hayden bound turned me on so damn much. But I hadn’t got to the good bits yet, and the rest was boring, if I’m honest.

I was just about to dig the paperback out from where I hid it inside my nightstand, when the door buzzer cut through the lonely silence like a pissed off bee.

I hustled through the wreckage of Clare’s apartment and peeked through the spyhole to find a big brown eye staring back. It was kinda freaky, all distorted, but kinda beautiful. The dark lashes proved it wasn’t the dick from downstairs who constantly found something to complain about.

“Mike? It’s me, Hayden. Please tell me that’s your eye mine is making out with,” she said.

“It is,” I replied, unlocked and opening the door. I froze for a second as I did. Words failed me. It hit me then that Hayden was a runner. Wanted to go pro... I think. I couldn’t remember what Clare had said, but she certainly looked the part in her tight green Lycra shorts and sports bra. Her toned stomach was on full display, and her jet-black hair hung just below her chin, so straight, but wild, getting in her face.

Hayden’s gaze explored all of me, before her big brown eyes widened. She took her bottom lip under her top teeth as her cheeks bloomed into a rosy hue, looking away. “Hi.”

“Hayden,” I said. Warmth, and if I’m honest, relief, flooded through me — like an addict getting his fix.

“I thought I remembered where Clare lived, but...” She turned to face me, looking up through her lashes. “You never know whose door you might knock on.”

I smiled at her continued shyness. “Well, it’s definitely my door.” I opened it wide, and her eyes almost popped out of their sockets.

“Holy hell, Mike.” Her gaze moved past me to the piles of Clare filling my apartment to the brim. “Hasn’t she come to get her stuff yet?”

I sighed, turning to look at the stacks of boxes. After the session in Ronnie’s playroom, we didn’t exactly have the energy to move Clare to Veronica’s. So Tara and I just carried things across the hall while Clare frantically packed. “Huh.” I pretended to be startled. “So that’s what all this stuff is.”

I turned back to a big smile spreading across her bowed lips. She chucked at my grin, and I felt like I was sixteen again, trying to impress the girl across the street. “That’s unbelievable.”

“Clare has conveniently been AWOL. You want to come in?” I chuckled. “There might just be room.”

She hummed in indecision. “If you’re sure it’s okay?”

I stood aside. “I’d love the company. I can’t even get to my TV.” Slowly she stepped across the threshold and the scent of her drifted past. She smelled like a fresh morning breeze. “I think I’m getting withdrawal from... my Xbox,” I trailed off into a whisper, not really wanting her to hear. But she did.

“Oh, you game? What do you play?”

I sighed, shutting the door, waiting for the teasing to start. “Racing games, mostly. Anything with repetition I can get good at, you know.” I knew it was a foolish hope, but I had to ask. “Do... do you game?”

“Me?” she said, sounding shocked. “Huh, no one’s asked me that before.” A shy smile tugged at her lips. “Uh, yeah?” She took a breath. “Sorry, I don’t tell anyone, because they usually make fun of me. Apart from Ronnie.” She leaned on a stack of boxes and they almost fell over. “Sorry.” She righted the leaning tower of Clare’s crap and continued. “But I know what you mean.” She held up her hand with a guilty smile. “MMO addict.”

My smile couldn’t be wider unless she’d been naked. “Cool.” I was back to square one, with my cheeks heating and my vocabulary regressing to that of a teenager.

“But I get you, though.” She folded her arms, pushing up her tightly compressed chest. “That’s my favorite part. Figuring out a build. Perfecting the rotation.”

I think I was in love. “The sense of achievement when you get better and better?”

She nodded, smiling widely. Then she giggled. “I never imagined you game, Mike,” she said, her voice softening as she took a step closer like she was magnetized.

“No?” That was confusing. I thought I emanated ‘geek chic’ like she did ‘out of my league hottie’.

She shook her head, swaying her raven curtain. “Nope.” She smiled, hooking her locks behind her ears. “The way you just... with Clare that first night?” She pretended to fan herself. “Then every time since?”

I laughed. “Well, gamers are people, too. And in my defense... that was Clare’s fault.”

Hayden chuckled. “I know, I know. It’s all just... unexpected, that’s all.”

I took a step closer, away from the front door. “Unexpected… good?”

She smiled again, looking down at my hand. Then up to my mouth. Slowly, she reached out and slid her long, pale fingers around my palm and held. “Good,” she laughed. “So damn good. Like dream guy, good.” She licked her lips, then whispered, “hot and sexy, kinda good.”

I reached out and returned the clump of raven hair that had escaped from behind her ear. “I could say the same about you.” Now it was my turn to look down from her big brown eyes that seemed to pull me in to her parted lips. She licked them again, and they glistened invitingly.

“I...” she said, dragging her gaze back up to my eyes. “I was going for a run.” She rolled her eyes, tilting her head. “If you couldn’t tell.” The fading flush of her cheeks flared again as she smiled. “But I couldn’t stop thinking about you, about what happened, and....” She swallowed. Her long, smooth, pale throat flexed as she did. “It’s not that I want more,” she said, grinning on one side, squinting her eye. “I mean I do. I just didn’t think our first time would be... like that, is what I’m trying to say.”

I took her other hand. “So you didn’t like... uh, how did you...” I stumbled, confused.

Hayden squeezed my hand as I gazed into her deep brown irises, trying to stay focused. “Oh, no, Mike. I loved it. It was hot.” Her smirk bloomed into a dazzling grin. “My brain might have been a little spotty from all the orgasms Ronnie’s little toy gave me,” she tittered. “But I dunno, dude, I’m kinda old-fashioned. Clare and Tar might want to just get fucked, screaming the damn house down, but I like a little romance, you know?” Her flush brightened as she bit her lip. “Uh, oh wow, I can’t believe I’ve actually said all this. You’re really easy to talk to, you know?”

I opened my mouth to speak, but I didn’t know what to say. Thankfully, Hayden continued.

“I’m just gonna finish while I can.” She took a breath. “So, I... I want us to make love.” Quickly, she glanced away. “It’s cool if you’re not in to—”

“Hayden,” I said, finding my voice. I pinched her chin, forcing her gaze back to mine. Her eyes were bright, but her lids were drooping. “It’s cool,” I repeated back. “I do that because that’s what Clare likes, or whatever.” I returned the wayward clump of dark hair behind her ear and then cupped her cheek. She bit her lip, gazing loving into my eyes. Out of all of them, Hayden had the most loving gaze. We’d never discussed our feelings before that moment, but I knew what she felt from that deep, affectionate stare. She looked as lost as I was. “But if you don’t want that, then please tell me.” I brushed my thumb along her silky cheek. “Never be afraid to tell me how you’re feeling. What you want.” I grinned. It was almost unbelievable I got to say these things. “It’s easy to learn about someone when there’s only one, but when there’s five—”

“Oh, wow,” she whispered. “I never thought about it from your perspective. Clare jokes that you just love the attention, but... I guess you have a lot to contend with, too.”

I grinned. “Well, Clare’s not wrong...”

She laughed, her cheeks flexing against my palm. Then she sighed, leaning into the touch. Her fingers tightened their grip. “I know I’ve not known you long. It’s only been a few weeks, and even then we’ve hardly spent any time together. Do you think people can fall that fast? Or more than once?”

I smirked. “We have kinda done tenth date stuff. We’re kinda out of order.”

She grinned again, and I loved Hayden’s smile. “Tenth, huh? If bondage fucking is ten, what’s eleven?”

I chuckled, realizing we were still standing in the middle of Clare’s boxes. “That would be a discussion for the bedroom,” I said, releasing her cheek and taking hold of her hand. She giggled as I pulled her through all the stuff and in to my bedroom. It was kinda spartan. Just a double bed, a nightstand, a wardrobe. That’s all I could fit. Aunt Beatrice always used to joke she needed little space. I believed it.

“I’m glad I’m not the only one living in a matchbox,” Hayden said, closing my bedroom door behind us. She gave me one of her shy smiles when I raised a brow questioningly. “I want this to be just us. Kinda feels like Clare’s watching me with all her stuff out there.” She scrunched her cheek. “She kinda watched us enough last time.”

“I get that.” My thoughts swirled to my evening with Tara, and how nice it was to have some alone time with them, one on one. When we’re all together, it’s chaotic. But alone, it’s like shining a spotlight on an individual, and there was something special about that. “Just us here,” I said, taking the hem of my tee between my fingers, and then slowly lifting.


CHAPTER TWO


Never in a million years would I have thought I’d be the one trying to ease such a shy hottie as Hayden, and somehow, I found the courage to do so. It was easy when she was looking at me like she did. She let out a quiet breath as I pulled the cotton over my head and tossed it aside. “You’re really pretty,” she said. Then her cheeks bloomed again. “I mean, handsome... but also pretty.” She slipped out of her shoes and slowly, on uncertain steps, she crossed the five feet across my bedroom. “A guy can be pretty. Don’t give me that look.”

I was a tad confused. “You’re pretty, Hayden... I’m...” Just me.

She slid her arms around my neck, and I was staring into those big brown eyes again. Somehow, they were even bigger. “You’re pretty to me.” She lifted on her toes and pressed her lips against mine. Her scent invaded my nose, transporting me to a summer’s day as her soft, silky pillows dragged across the surface of my bottom lip. She didn’t really taste of anything — except maybe purity — but to me, it was the sweetest flavor. She whimpered, pressing closer, pushing her compact cleavage against my bare chest. Her eyes closed. My hands went for her waist, feeling the toned muscle of her abs, and the smooth curve of her hips in her tiny, formfitting shorts. She pulled away and took her top lip under her bottom and just gazed at me. Then she whispered. “I want you, Mike.” Slowly. Teasingly, slowly, she released my neck and reached for her bra. There was no clasp to undo, no catch to release, and Hayden wiggled the tight fabric over her breasts. Pulled and an elbow through, then the other. Her breasts bounced free, then her hair, until she was holding the green garment, unsure what to do with it.

My gaze didn’t leave hers as I took the clump of fabric from her and tossed it on the growing pile. She bit her lip again as I gazed lovingly at her perky breasts. I was surprised how pale her areolas were. Just slightly darker and more rosy than the rest of her porcelain complexion. A cute little mole sat just above her right nipple, and I wanted to survey the rest of her for cute imperfections. But then Hayden was moving. Sliding her arms around my neck. My hand instinctively raised, waiting as her lips found mine, and my palms found her breasts.

She mewled as her perfect handful just filled my grip, poking with her hard, springy nipples. Then her full taste filled my mouth. Salty sweet as her tongue playfully dipped inside, and the kiss deepened, dragging me down with it.

Hayden pressed herself harder against me and I took a step back for balance, but bumped into the bed and fell. She landed on top as I bounced, letting out a titter that was short-lived as her lips sought mine again. She whimpered, feeling the hard length of my cock — fighting for freedom inside my sweats — brush against her thigh.

Raven locks dangled in my face as she repositioned until she was straddling me, kissing me, grinding her core against me. I found her breasts again, kneaded them, loving their warmth, their softness.

She pulled away, gazing with her pretty mahogany eyes. “Mike...” She trailed a hand down to my groin. “Can I... Can I taste you again?”

I grinned. What else can you do when a girl asks you that? “You’ve got a real thing about that,” I said, realizing just how many times Hayden had my cock in her mouth since we met.

Her cheeks flushed as she looked away, taking her top lip under her bottom. “Yeah,” she cooed, sliding her finger inside the waistband of my pants. “Can I?”

I had to stop myself from shouting ‘yes please!’ “You never have to ask, Hayden. I’m yours.”

She hummed, pulling down my pants, and I helped her until she was yanking both them and my shorts off my feet. I slumped back onto my elbows, enjoying the hungry look she gave my hard, throbbing shaft. “I love your cock,” she whispered, staring at the length. “Just the right size. Just big enough to push myself.”

I’m sure she was saying something important, but my attention was snagged on the way she wiggled down her tiny shorts — panties and all — then struggled her way out of them, adding them to the pile. She stood before me, naked and gleaming like an angel. Her long, toned legs rising to meet at the center of that tantalizing mound between her thighs. “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I breathed, just lost in the curve of her smooth tummy that tapered down past a neatly trimmed triangle of dark fuzz, then the tight, smooth slit of her pussy. Her bright brown eyes flashed. God, I loved the way she looked at me.

Then she was between my thighs — shyness forgotten — tucking her raven locks behind her ear as she licked up my length.

I groaned as her tongue flicked the sensitive underside, swirled there for a moment, then, “Ah, fuck!” My hips lifted off the bed as hot, wet perfection slid down my cock, all the way to the base. A flex around my crown, then a moan told me she was fighting her gag reflex. Holding my shaft deep in her throat.

My head lolled as I flopped off my elbows and grabbed my head. A surge of bliss pulsed through me. Everything she did. Licking my balls whilst still having me all the way. Sucking up the length. Moaning with a gasp. All drove me wild.

She giggled. “You like that, bae?”

There was this bridge of saliva between the tip of my cock and her lips. “Fuck yes,” I breathed, wondering what the goddess was going to do next. She pumped my cock with her hand, making a squelching sound. “This isn’t just for you. I’d not...” Her cheeks bloomed again as she looked down. “I don’t get wet just looking at you like Tara or Clare. That’s not you, that’s me. But this does it.”

Wait, they do? I tried to listen, I really did, but she sucked back down my cock, swirling her tongue the entire way, and I almost blew my load. “Ugghhhh!”

She tittered with my cock in her throat. She was incredible. Hayden’s magical mouth could make me come quicker than anybody. I didn’t understand how she did that. She moaned a complaint, sucking the tip hard. “I’d better stop. I felt you almost come, and I want to feel that inside me again.” She kneeled between my thighs, fisting my shaft up and down.

“None of us ever talk about protection,” I said, rolling my eyes at what her thumb was doing over the head of my shaft. But I was trying to be responsible.

“I think I’m clean. I’ve only been with one other guy, and... that was back in... well, a while ago.”

“Same,” I said. Jessica Morris behind the bike shed after class. Best summer camp ever. Wasn’t the last time, but the last girl before I spawned a serious drive to focus on education. A lot of good that did me.

“I’m on birth control. Have been since that first night. I can tell you who isn’t. All the others. Huh,” she tittered. “I’m the responsible one.”

I covered my hands over my face. “Oh, god.” I’ve been fucking Clare and Tara completely bareback this whole time? Part of me loved that idea. The primitive part of me that wanted to breed them like in some twisted hentai. The thought of my hot blond neighbor, or the stellar brunette swelling with my child, filled some primal check-box. On the other side? The damn sensible part was horrified at the thought. I was only twenty-two. Hayden was twenty. Clare and Tara were a few years older, somewhere in their mid to late twenties. There was still so much I wanted to do before settling down with a family... I pulled my hands away to Hayden’s grin. What was I talking about? I was living the dream. Clare and Tara were career girls, barreling towards thirty. Maybe they wanted kids? What about Veronica? Could she?

“Hey,” Hayden said softly. She snuggled beside me on the bed, her naked warmth thawing the icy chill that had run down my spine. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to freak you out. They’re not pregnant. At least not yet, if that makes you feel better?”

She took my hands in hers as my wet cock poked her thigh. “No, I’m sorry I brought it up. I shouldn’t have. I—”

“Don’t do that, bae. Don’t put down the fact you had the guts to actually talk about it. That’s really sexy for me. We should probably all have a talk about this.” A mischievous grin slipped onto her lips. I hooked the wayward clump of dark hair back behind her ear. “But not today. Today I want you to make love to me without thinking about the others. It’s just you and me.” She leaned in and whispered, “And I’m so wet for you right now.”

Hayden’s bubbly laugh echoed through the small bedroom as I grabbed her and rolled us over. “I’m so hard for you,” I said, reciprocating.

She grinned. “I know. I had that hardness in my mouth.” A shiver fluttered down her body, making her gasp. I looked at her for a second as she lay under me, just basking in her splendor. Her big brown eyes, and how they sparkled, gazing at me lovingly. Her pale cheeks, that were again turning pink under my inspection. She licked her plush, bowed lips, making them glisten. Her raven locks splayed out underneath like a dark halo. I wasn’t pretty, but she sure was. “Mike?” She whispered.

“Yeah?” I breathed.

“What are you waiting for? Make love to me.”

I chuckled. “Right. Sorry. It’s just... with Clare and Tara stealing the limelight, I never realized just how damn beautiful you are.”

She looked away, smiling — her cheeks blooming into a deep red that traveled down her neck, spreading across the top of her breasts.

I snapped myself out of it. Hayden’s gaze locked back to mine as I spread her legs, lifting one higher and pressing my cock at her entrance. Slowly I pushed inside her hot, wet chamber, suddenly remembering just how tight she was. Her mouth dropped into an ‘O’ as her back arched. “How are you so tight?” I murmured, loving the sensation as inch by inch I sank deeper into her depths.

“Mmmmm,” she moaned as I seated myself inside her completely. I held her thighs, lifting them higher so I could go a fraction deeper. “Work. Out. A lot,” she panted. “Strong... pelvic floor and... all that.... Mike, I don’t know if I said this before, but I really love your dick. Like holy shit, it’s like my second favorite thing about you.” She said the second part at the speed of light.

I grinned, running my fingers up and down her silky toned thighs. “Second? What’s the first?”

Her rosy cheeks flare again as she bit her lip and looked away. “The way you look at me.”

I crawled higher, so I was braced on either side of her head, and she clamped her legs around my ass. I had to hold in a chuckle — it was the most vanilla sex position I’d been in with anyone of them. That was crazy. I kissed her right breast, licking a loop around her hard nipple. “And how do I look at you?”

I moved up as she answered. “Like I’m special.”

I held my lips a fraction from hers. She licked them again, her eyes dipping to mine in anticipation. “That’s because you are,” I whispered, then kissed her while pulling my cock back, and slowly pushed forward.

She arched beneath me, moaning into my mouth. Hayden’s pussy was a little slice of heaven. So silky, so warm... so tight. We kissed as I slowly fucked her — made love to her — kissing the whole time. Our tongues danced, swirling, teasing, tasting as my hips pumped in a steady, unhurried rhythm. She nibbled my bottom lip. I sucked her top. Her tongue flicked against my roof. I probed deeper, making her whimper.

My rhythm built in speed and urgency, and so did the kiss. “Fuck, I love this,” she gasped, arching her back more. She was making these little “Mmm-ugh,” mewling sounds in time with her gasped breaths. Her eyes rolled as I moved faster, dipping my cock in and out of her narrow, wet sheath. Pulses of pleasure joined the growing tightness inside my shaft as I pumped my hips faster.

Hayden threw her arms above her, wiggling beneath me. Her head lolled this way and that as I focused on fucking her. Quickly I was slamming against her core in loud wet, fucking sounds that joined her whines and her cries of, “oh, god, oh, fuck, oh, yes!”

The bed creaked, headboard tapping against the wall. The smell of sex and Hayden engulfed me in a cocoon of bliss.

“Fuck, yes, bae, faster. Please!”

I couldn’t deny her. My hand fisted in the material below me I as spread my legs wider, bracing myself. Then went to town.

Hayden cried out, grabbing my neck for support. Her body rocked up and down with each thrust that slapped against her, swaying her breasts beneath me. But from that point on, we didn’t stop staring deeply into each other’s eyes. I devoured her big brown orbs, and she gazed lovingly back — eyes flashing with each hard, fast thrust of my hips.

She gasped for breath. “Please don’t stop,” she panted, holding my neck tighter, digging her heels into my ass.

Nothing on earth could stop me.

“I’m so close. Oh... so close.”

Hayden was even more beautiful when she was about to come. She struggled to keep her eyes forward — always on the verse of rolling back. Her mouth made little breathing shapes like a goldfish. A really sexy goldfish.

A drop of sweat ran down my cheek, and my arms burned just enough to give me more urgency. Being with them all had done wonders for my stamina, but it wasn’t a limitless well, and I was rapidly reaching my limit, both physically and in my ability to not come the second I pushed inside her fantastic pussy. Her pussy was unlike anything else. The closer she came, the tighter she got. It was like a cock massage as I pounded her channel. I was so close.

Hayden breathed loudly. Big, ragged, rapid inhales and exhales. “Huh-uh, huh-uh, huh-uh. Oh, baby, I’m coming. I’m coming so fucking much.”

She went ridged beneath me, arching her back, throwing her arms out, then grabbing her head. One hand grabbed my arm, digging in her nails.

Her pussy constricted around my shaft, and it was too fucking much. A surge of pleasure and need thundered through my body. Hayden’s eyes rolled and the sight of her coming was more that I could survive.

Our skin “slapped” as I pushed home in a hard thrust, pushing her higher, and then grunted my release. “Me too.”

All I could think as I exploded deep inside her was how incredible it all was. How fantastic it felt. A wave of ecstasy flowed thorough me as Hayden shuddered, flooding my shaft, moaning and whimpering. I released so damn much inside her; I didn’t think I was going to stop. Or that she was.

Her legs clamped tighter around my ass as all of my strength poured through my cock, and in a great big breath, I collapsed on top of her.

Little aftershocks shivered through her as she gasped, catching her breath. “Oh, wow,” she cackled. “Like holy shit.”

I grinned, pulling my face out of her hair. My arms wobbled, so I rolled us onto our sides. “That good, huh?”

The laugh continued. “I mean, it was good before, but... Holy shit.” she wiggled her hips, flexing my cock inside her gooey pussy. “Oh, I can feel it. You filled me so good, bae,” she whispered. Then she laughed again. “That is gonna be dripping out of me for a while.”

I closed my eyes for a second, just reveling in the afterglow. The feel of her in my arms and on my cock. The contentment swirling in my mind and the warmth in my chest. “I...” I started, but instantly forgot what I was going to say. Instead, I just gazed at Hayden as she grinned at me so damn wide it made my cock flex inside her and satisfaction thrummed in my chest.

She moved her lower arm under her head to support it as her damp locks hung, partly stuck to her face. She blew a clump off her lips. “Was it like that with the others?”

I thought about it for a second. “It’s different.” I trailed my fingers up and down her hip.

Her fair skin was coated in a fine sheen of sweat and her legs were still wrapped tightly around me like she didn’t want to let me go. “How? You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to.”

I propped my head up on my arm like she did. “I don’t mind answering. I just don’t know if I can. With Clare it’s always hot, but... fast? She just wants to be fucked. A lot.” I grinned. “Tara is way more kinky than I imagined. She’s in the middle, I guess? Then there’s you.”

She bit her lip as her cheeks flushed again, giving her a pretty hue. I liked that look on her. “Me? Oh, wow, you’ve only been with three of us. I dunno why. I thought I was last.” She smiled wider. “I’m your third?”

I nodded. “My passionate, explosive third,” I grinned. “As much as I loved the other stuff,” I said, sliding my fingers down her outer thigh. “I love this too.”

She leaned in and placed a gentle kiss on my lips. “Me too. It feels more... intimate?” She smiled again, scrunching her cheeks. “So I guess I’m one of your girls now?”

I loved the thought. “Only if you want to be. Clare and Tara seem happy to share me.”

She squinted and shook her head. “I think I was yours from that first night.” She bit her lip and looked away. “I’ve thought about this since then.”

“Really?”

She turned back. “I hate dating. It’s such bullshit, and most guys my age don’t... well, our age? You’re only a couple of years older than me, right? Keep forgetting that.” I struggled to understand that. I didn’t feel mature, but these girls obviously saw something different from what I saw in the mirror. “But they have the emotional depth of a spoon.” She giggled, making my softening cock shift at her entrance. “Ohhh. Is it wrong I want to keep you inside me as long as possible?”

A dopey grin slipped onto my lips. “No. I’m very happy where I am.” I said it so she knew I mean with her in my bed, in my arms, and not just on my cock.

She kissed me again, her smile mirroring how I felt. “I’m glad. I could stay here forever.”

I chuckled. “I think the others would have something to say about that.”

She ran her top arm over my bare shoulder, feeling the contours. “They can say what they like. You’re mine as much as theirs now.” Her grin flattened. “How do you feel about all this... really? It’s not every day a guy gets to be with three... maybe five women.”

I breathed in. “I dunno,” I answered, lost in her eyes for a second while I thought. “At first, I didn’t feel anything. It was so... dreamlike. Like it wasn’t real, and I was just happy that Clare finally noticed me.”

Hayden chuckled. “Oh, Clare always noticed you. She called you her fit neighbor, Mike.”

“Huh,” I said, surprised. Clare had told me a little about how she felt, and that not all of her email emergencies were real. “I think I’ve moved onto acceptance now. It’s become more real... if that makes sense?”

She kissed me again. Long and slow. “Feels real to me.”

“Yes... yes it does,” I said, rolling over the top of her and kissing her. She giggled beneath me. I really wanted to go again, but I was starving, and being with Hayden was something I wanted to savor. “Did you eat?”

She grinned. “No, I told you, I wanted it inside me.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Nope. I was going for a run, but instead of the park, I ended up here. I haven’t eaten since my lunch break.”

I nodded. “Same. Takeout?”

She groaned. “I’d love that. Sex makes me crave Chinese, even though it’s naughty.”

I gave her a quick kiss, then leaned back on my haunches, slipping out of her. I was almost sad about that. “Chinese it is. I’m sure I have a menu around here somewhere.”

“Great.” She smiled, cupping her pussy. “Because I need to use the bathroom.”

“Feel free.” I slid off the bed in search of my stack of takeout menus in my apartment full of Clare.


CHAPTER THREE


The next morning, the birds were chirping. The sun was shining, and I woke up with a raven beauty in my arms. Her leg draped over my thigh, and her eyes were open. Big, bright and golden-brown. “Morning, bae,” she whispered, like she didn’t want to disturb the perfect moment.

“Morning,” I whispered back, to preserve the magic that surrounded us. “Have you been watching me sleep?”

She grinned, her cheeks reddening as she looked away. “Maybe. You were so peaceful, and beautiful, I didn’t want to move.” She interlaced her fingers in mine, and it felt so right. Until Clare, then Tara, and now Hayden, I’d never felt that before. It was like I’d saved myself for this moment, and now I had a lot of love to give.

I chuckled. “Creeper.”

Playfully, she slapped my arm. “And now the moment’s gone.” She pulled the covers higher, over our heads, submerging us in a linen paradise. “Can we do this again?” She frowned. “How does this even work with the three of us?” She giggled. “Do we just all pile into a gigantic bed together?”

I couldn’t hold back the smile. Hayden was much less skittish after last night, but she still flushed when I looked at her. I shrugged. “Dunno. I’m just making this up as I go. I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“Like a leaf in the wind?”

“Pretty much.” I squeezed her hand. “That’s why I love these moments. Less chaotic, more simple.”

“Maybe it’s me?” she beamed. “You make me feel special, maybe I am?” Her smile faltered, and she closed her eyes. “Sorry. That’s stupid.”

I brushed my thumb along her cheek. “Maybe it is you.” I felt more relaxed than I ever had. Hayden had confused me from the moment I’d met her. But now? Holding her in bed, knowing how she felt? I could finally see her, and she was a stable tranquility in the tempest of Clare, Tara, Veronica, and Sara. “You make me feel...” I breathed in, tasting the scent of the fresh morning breeze that was Hayden. “Centered. Calm...” Quickly, I looked at her in horror. That was not a romantic thing to say... but maybe it was, because Hayden was looking at me like she did when she was moaning underneath me last night.

She bit her lip, widening her eyes. “I love that, because you make me feel safe, special, and... loved.” She scrunched her cheeks. “Crap, I’m sounding like a cheesy romance novel. You working today? I’m free if you want to hang out. We could just stay here?”

I groaned. “I did take the day off, but I was hoping to move Clare’s stuff. I was gonna call her last night—”

“Then I turned up, and well, you were busy.”

I kissed her nose. “Very.”

“I can help you? We can take her stuff over. I have my truck. I’d love to do that with you.”

“You would?”

“Absolutely.” She winced. “But we have to get up right now. Otherwise I won’t want to. I’ll just want to snuggle in your arms all day.”

I pulled her closer, loving it. “Mmmm,” I hummed. “That’s a lot of snuggling.”

She shrugged. “I like to snuggle.”

I pulled on every ounce of willpower I had and yanked the covers off. Sunlight cast across her hip, and the curve of her shoulder, fluttering in through dark hanging strands. I squinted. “I instantly regret doing that.”

Just as quick, Hayden pushed out of my arms, and rolled off the bed. “I have to get up. My resolve with you only goes so far.” She gave me a loving glance, then marched to the bathroom. I watched her toned, naked rear until the door closed.

I flopped on the bed and sighed. I had to clear my apartment. I had to clear my apartment. I had to... not think about Hayden naked in my bathroom. “Get up, get up, get up,” I chanted, slowly dragging myself from the warm spot on the bed and went off in search of coffee.

A few hours later, Hayden’s beat up old pickup was almost full. I couldn’t have asked for a better partner to unload Clare’s stuff. Hayden was strong for her size, wore sensible shoes, and didn’t stop for anything, except the odd lingering glance and a ball-clenching kiss. “That’s most of it,” she said, handing me two black bags I squeezed in. “How did fill your apartment, yet it fits in my truck?”

I hopped down from the tailgate and let her secure it. “Because my apartment’s tiny... and it wasn’t as packed, just tossed wherever me and Tara could put it before we dropped, while Clare ran around us freaking out.”

Hayden tittered, hooking a clump of raven locks behind her ear. “Yeah, I can see that.” She tossed me my apartment keys. “Ready to go?”

Hayden had changed her outfit from her running gear — she kept a change of clothes in her truck for after her run — and I couldn’t keep my eyes off the tight white tank that teased the pink bra underneath. I’d seen her breasts. Kissed them. Yet there was something about it that kept drawing my eye. That and the exposed expanse of perfectly toned tummy just above the drawstring of her khaki cargo pants. “Yep.”

We hopped in her pickup, and she froze behind the wheel.

I waited, giving her a minute, but the strange silence got the better of me. “Whats... wrong?”

She quickly glanced at me, then looked away. “I... I just wanted to enjoy this a moment longer. Just us, before... I had to share you again.”

I sighed, my chest tightening. “Hayden, this won’t be the last time we spend alone together.”

Her cheeks were flushed when she looked at me. “I know, but this has been kinda great for me, and... never mind,” she said in a lighter tone, starting the engine and fighting with the stick.

There were so many things unsaid in that ‘never mind’, that I had to fight to hold my tongue. She would tell me what was on her mind, eventually... I hoped.

She played some country pop as we drove, and I reluctantly sang along after a three songs — much to Hayden’s delight.

Veronica’s wasn’t that far, but we stopped off for a bite to eat on the way, so it was early afternoon when we pulled up to a familiar, looming iron gate. Hayden tapped in the gate code, and the great beast rumbled aside like we’d awoken it from its slumber.

We parked around the fountain, angling the truck so the rear faced the side entrance. Clare’s mini wasn’t there, giving me a twinge of disappointment. “What if they’re out?” I asked, jumping down from the pickup.

“Then we’re leaving it here. It was not fair of her to leave this stuff with you, and I’m not taking it home. You’re too easy on her, bae. Clare needs a firm hand, or she’ll walk all over you, and she’ll love you for it.” She tittered, lowering the tailgate. “I sound like a dog trainer.” She grinned widely, making her brown eyes sparkle in the early afternoon light. “Clare’s... a complicated one. Both her and Tara. Can you check Ronnie’s in?”

I wrapped my arm around her bare midriff and pulled her close. “Sure,” I said, kissing her softly. The last moment before the storm.

We placed our foreheads together, and I sighed at just how much I loved being around her. “I can’t believe I’m saying this,” she whispered. “It feels too soon, but... I love you, Mike.” She tittered. “It’s even more crazy when I say it out loud!”

My hand slipped down to cup her ass, pulling her closer. “I’ve learned to embrace the crazy this past month. So why not? I love Clare. Tara, and now you. Maybe I just fall fast. Maybe it’s fate. Who knows? I can only go by how I feel, and right now my heart is beating so damn fast.”

She sighed. “Smooth talker... Go before I drag you into the pile of boxes and make you see stars. Clare would be mad, because it would not be gentle, and I won’t care if her stuff gets wrecked.”

I gazed into her eyes. “Might be worth it?”

She took her top lip under the bottom, squinting. “Don’t. I’m so close to ripping your fly open as it is.” She shook her head and pushed me away. “Go see if Ronnie’s in.”

I gave her a grin — one last visual feast — before jogging to Ronnie’s side entrance. I knocked and rang the buzzer. It took a minute before the door cautiously opened.

“Mikey?”

“Hey, Ronnieeeeeee?” My words turned into a shriek as the older woman opened the door. I had to do a double take. Veronica’s platinum blond waves were now thick black tresses that cascaded down to the matching bustier. “What the…”

The seductive older woman beamed a smile as I gazed at her with pure lust. “Yeah,” she said slowly, squinting an eye. “Do you like it?”

My gaze devoured the tight leather pants that hugged her mature, but flawlessly curvaceous, figure. Her petite cleavage in the red lace trimmed bustier. The silver necklace, and those gorgeous black waves.

She could have been Hayden’s mom. Fuck, why was that so sexy? “Like? I love it!”

“Wow, fuck!” Hayden gasped, stopping behind me.

Veronica hugged herself, devoid of her usual confidence. “Okay, so I may have had a bit of a mid-life-crisis. Really, it’s all your fault, Mikey.”

I scoffed. “I’ll gladly take the credit. Ronnie, fuck. You’re gorgeous. Not that you weren’t before, but... I love it.” I stopped talking before I said anything stupid.

Veronica sighed, gazing at me with her slate-blue eyes. Was.. was she blushing?

Hayden giggled. “Oh, wow. Ronnie made herself sexy for a boy!”

A possessive wave flowed over me. “Wait. Who?” I demanded.

Hayden’s titter stopped dead. “Who do you think, genius? You!” I couldn’t see it, but I knew she was rolling her eyes at me.

She did this to impress me? I couldn’t fathom it. Couldn’t reconcile the strong, confident woman I knew Veronica to be with the blushing mature hottie before me.

“Oh, wow. Ronnie, you’ve got it bad.” Hayden slid her arms over my chest from behind. “Welcome to Club Mike.”

“Wow, Ronnie,” I said, stunned. “Does this mean you want to be my girlfriend?” It was a half-tease.

The seductive older woman scoffed. “I’ll have you know, when Hay does it, I find it mildly annoying. When you do it... It just makes me love you more, so stop it. I’m struggling enough with this as it is.”

“Can I just,” Hayden said, interrupting. “Clare’s not here, right?”

Veronica looked startled for a second. “Uh, no. She went home to see her parents. Clear her head. You know how dramatic that girl can be.”

Hayden scoffed. “All too well. So can we bring in her stuff? Mike could hardly move at his place.”

Veronica scowled. “She left it at yours? I am really going to have a word with her when she gets back.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “So, can we?”

“Can we what?”

“Ronnie, focus. I know Mike’s hot and all, but...” Hayden pointed to her truck loaded to the max with Clare’s belongings.

“Yes. Of course. You should bring it through the front. It will be quicker. Mikey, can you help me with the door?”

“Go ahead,” Hayden said, leaning in to whisper, “Mikey.” Then slapped my ass before giggling back to the truck.

Huh. I liked Ronnie calling me that. It was comforting. “So, you really dyed your hair for me?” I asked, following Veronica’s tight backside down the now familiar corridor of her home. It seemed almost weird to be there for something other than sex games.

She stopped inside the grand foyer with the enormous staircases. “Not for you. So you would look at me like you do them.”

“I looked at you different?”

She gave me a look as she unlocked the large oak front doors.

“Why would you think that?” I asked, heaving the doors open. Ronnie was right, they were heavy.

She didn’t answer.

“Ronnie?” I insisted. She was as much a part of this as anyone.

“Because we haven’t slept together. You’ve only felt me up, Michael, no doubt out of pity.”

“What?” I screeched in disbelief. I thought we’d gotten past this. “Ronnie.”

“Boxes aren’t gonna move themselves, stud,” Hayden said, heaving a box and two large black bags. “Where are we putting this? Because I’ll leave it here if I have to.”

Veronica buried the hurt and turned to Hayden. “He suits you, Hay. Come on. You can put it in the storage room. Let Clare deal with it when she gets back.”

I held my tongue. Then moped down the steps to the truck and unloaded Clare’s stuff.


CHAPTER FOUR


A while later, with Hayden’s help, the truck was almost empty. But the whole time I couldn’t get Veronica out of my head. How could she think I found her less attractive than the others? She had something none of them did. I couldn’t put my finger on what that was, exactly. But she did.

Clare was exciting, and fed a primal part of me that craved her sass, to just throw her down and fuck her silky pussy.

Tara was beyond gorgeous. She pushed me in different ways. I wanted her at my feet where she longed to be.

Hayden was almost like my partner in crime. From that first night, she was the one behind the character sheet. The stable presence that brought calm to chaos.

Sara was a question mark. That little princess I just wanted to protect.

But Veronica? There was something about the seductive older woman that fed into a need I couldn’t figure out. I just... wanted her to... hold me? What kind of bullshit was that? I brushed that thought aside and continued with the box to the storeroom.

“I’m sorry.” Veronica’s voice came from behind me as I added it to the stack.

I turned, finding her leaning against the doorjamb. “Sorry?”

“I was being unreasonable. Hay says you’ve only just fucked.” She smiled like her old self. “Though she used more... romantic words.”

“Yeah,” I said, trying to figure out where she was going with this.

“I thought you were all fucking like rabbits between Fridays,” she said, slumping against the jamb. “I had it built up in my head that... well, that you were humoring me. That you liked them, and, now... I feel foolish.”

I sighed. “Ronnie. You know that’s nonsense, right? I only saw Clare that first couple of weeks. Tara last, and Hayden yesterday.”

Ronnie took a deep breath. “I know that now,” she huffed. “Mommy’s sorry.”

I froze as something fluttered in my core. Some long held yearning mixing with the lust bubbling to the surface for this stunning older woman. She was nearly twice my age, but I didn’t care.

She winced. “Mikey, I’m sorry, I don’t know why I said—”

“That’s okay, mommy. This has all been so overwhelming. I don’t think any of us know exactly what we’re doing.” God, it felt right. How did it feel so right calling her that?

Veronica held out her arms, and I stumbled toward her like a hypnotized zombie. My arms went around her waist as she cradled me, pushing my face into her bosom. I sighed. I was home.

“Mommy made it better. You’re my special boy,” she whispered.

Fuck, I was contented and conflictingly horny. “Thank you, mommy,” I whispered, inhaling her floral scent. Absorbing her warmth. Lost in her curves.

“You’re like the son and the lover I always wanted, all rolled into one,” she whispered.

I didn’t say it, but she was like the mother I never had... just way sexier... and feeling for my junk.

“Let mommy take care of you,” she whispered, dropping to her knees, and opening my fly. Who was this woman that’d replaced Veronica?

I knew, of course, as she pulled out my hardening cock and slipped her plush, pouty lips over the crown and sucked. She’d been there the entire time. I hadn’t realized, so overwhelmed by sucking four gorgeous women’s tits, that she had used the words then. Had smothered me in her bosom, her warmth, her motherly love. “Agh, christ, Ronnie,” I gasped as she went to town sucking my cock. Her long black nails scrunched and scraped against my thighs as she slurped. It was fantastic. Not Hayden-coming-in-seconds hot, but close.

“Such a big cock for mommy,” she cooed, licking a dribble of pre-cum from the crown. My fingers sank into her silky, dark tresses as she bobbed against me. I shut my eyes as the pressure built. Mommy was taking care of me. It was twisted, but delicious thought. One that had me racing towards an orgasmic cliff.

“Does my special boy want to fuck mommy?”

“Oh, this is some sordid shit.” We both turned to see Hayden standing in the doorway holding a box, an expression of lusty shock on her pretty porcelain features. “Can I join?”

The thought made my cock jerk in Veronica’s hand. They were so alike. Veronica was old enough to be Hayden’s... It would be like fucking... no, I couldn’t think it. I was too close to coming in Ronnie’s hand as it was.

Veronica’s grin became cat-like as her eyes flashed. “Mommy always has room for her second favorite.”

“Christ, Ronnie, that’s sick. I kinda love it,” Hayden said, yanking her tank over her head, revealing her pink cotton bra. “Am I really your favorite?” She dropped to her knees before me, tossing the top aside.

Ronnie glanced at me before turning to the raven beauty — my cock still throbbing in her grip. She pinched Hayden’s chin with her other hand and leaned in. “Compared to the other two, you’re mommy’s little angel.”

Hayden’s mouth dropped open, but was stopped by the older woman’s lips pressing against hers.

My cock jerked again as Hayden let Veronica kiss her. There was some tongue, but it was clear Hayden was out of her depth.

“Let me take care of you both,” Ronnie whispered, pulling away from the kiss, but I wasn’t having it. I could tell Veronica did a lot for our little group, and as much as I enjoyed her being like this. It was time someone did something for her. It was like a dam had broken. I had to have her.

Hayden looked shell-shocked from the kiss as I placed my finger under the seductive older woman’s chin and turned her to me — tilting so she was looking up at me from her position on the floor. “But who looks after you?”

She swallowed. “Mikey, I...”

“Tell me you want me, Veronica,” I demanded, arousal and need taking control. “Tell me what you want.”

“Oh, fuck,” Hayden whispered. “Sexy Mike’s back.”

I glanced at the raven beauty making her whimper. She gazed at me, and we both knew the calm had passed. But as much as she loved our quiet, gentle moments, the hunger in her eyes told me she was eager for this, too.

“Mikey, I...”

I put pressure on Veronica’s chin, forcing her onto her feet. “Tell me, Ronnie.” I brushed a tangle of dark tresses out of her face.

Hayden squished up behind me, draping her arms around me. “Come on, Ronnie. I know you’ve yearned for this.” She kissed my neck, teasing me. My cock flared to life, still held loosely in Veronica’s hand.

Something switched inside the seductive older woman. Her eyes flashed as she licked her lips. “Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me like you do, Clare. Make me feel desired.”

I had to hold in the incredulous laugh. “Like? You are desired, Veronica. I yearn for you.” Then I kissed her. It wasn’t the gentle mouthing I’d shared with Hayden, but a desperate, hungry devouring. She staggered back, knocking over a stack of boxes. I stayed with her, my lips locked onto her as we carved a path through Clare’s stuff until her back hit the wall. She whimpered as I raised her arms above her head and held her pinned to the wall.

Hayden’s hands found their way to my shaft and gently pumped my length. “We’re gonna make you feel so good, Ronnie,” Hayden cooed, and at first I thought this was a different side of the raven goddess, but it wasn’t. Hayden was so caring, so loving. I felt it when she looked at me. The calm, sensible one, hidden behind her earlier rock-chick attitude and asymmetrical haircut. But she was exposed now, and jacking me off while I kissed the hell out of the seductive older woman.

I kept Ronnie’s arms pinned with one hand and move the other to the cups of her bustier. Gently kneading, then finding the zipper. One quick movement had her gasp, then the tight material spread apart revealing her naked, petite breasts. “Keep your hands there,” I growled, taking both her mounds in my hands and toying with her as I devoured her lips.

“This is what you’re like with Clare? Fuck, this is hot,” Hayden whispered. I almost objected when she released my shaft, but realized she’d moved to Ronnie’s pants. She was still kissing my neck, then changed her mind, gripping the hem of my tee, and quickly pulling it up to my arms. “You’re still wearing too much,” she said, tugging. I quickly pulled back, just long enough for the fabric to pass, then I was back on Veronica, playing with her breasts and dancing my tongue with hers. “Better.” Hayden continued to kiss my shoulder, but now had much more to kiss without my shirt, and she took advantage. She peppered loving kisses along my shoulder, my arms. All the while, she fumbled with Ronnie’s tight leather pants.

“Tell me you want this, Veronica,” I demanded, taking a breath.

Her eyes were big and wide under her lashes. “I’m shamefully wet for you, Mikey,” she said, voice hoarse.

“That’s what I like to hear, mommy,” I said, enjoying the shudder that fluttered through her body. I loved holding her breasts, thumbing her nipples. It was making her breathe that much harder.

“Ronnie, why are these so damn tight? They won’t budge.”

I chuckled, moving my hands down and taking over for Hayden, yanking the tight material down to her upper thighs. That’s as far as they’d go, any more and we’d have to stop to remove them. I could work with that. Hayden huffed, returning her attention to my cock. Exquisite silky panties greeted me as I explored with my fingers. Soaked panties. I teasingly slid my fingers inside the wet material and down over her now bare mound.

Veronica had prepared herself for me as part of her crisis, it seemed.

The seductive older woman mewled as my digits pushed through her folds and forced their way inside her tightly squeezed entrance. Her pants had no give, so she was tight, and I couldn’t wait to be inside her. Ronnie seemed lost for words. She just panted, staring into my eyes as I fingered her dripping slit inside her panties. “Christ, Ronnie, you’re soaked. Lean against the wall and show me that delicious rear.”

The older woman whimpered as she shuffled, turning on the spot, keeping her arms above her head. Hayden pressed her lips to my ear. “Can I take it back?” she whispered. “I love this just as much as the loving version of you.”

I chuckled, enjoying the view of Veronica’s silk thong between her pale cheeks. “Both me, Hay.” They were. I’d realized, embraced really, this side of myself. Commanding these gorgeous women completed some deep instinct, and it was too good to ignore. I love it all. I was a kid who’d finally been allowed to play.

I squeezed Veronica’s ass, kneading the fleshy globes, spreading them to see the slight frill of her panties as they nestled between her cheeks.

“Please,” Ronnie finally said, finding her voice. “Please, Mikey, I need you. I can’t take it anymore.”

“Then push your ass out.”

She did. Arching her back as much as she could. “But my... I can hardly move...”

I yanked her panties down and pushed my cock between her thighs, brushing my shaft against her folds. “Oh, they’re staying.” I fucked her thighs for a few seconds, coating myself in her dripping arousal, then pulled out and lined myself up.

“Oh, lord have mercy,” she whimpered as I pushed inside her. Her lips stretched around my girth, and hell, was she tight with her thighs held together. Her hot, silky wetness sent pulses of bliss through my length.

Hayden gasped. “Fuck, that’s hot bae.” She moved to my side and commanded my attention as I gripped Veronica’s hips and fucked the older woman with everything I had.

Wet slapping filled the air as blissful waves of pleasure thundered through my shaft as I thrusted in and out of Veronica’s hot, wet pussy. Hayden turned my head and kissed me.

Her fingers trailed all over my chest as I pounded Ronnie against the wall and licked Hayden’s tongue.

“Oh, fuck!” Veronica cried, coming. Her mature pussy quivered, flooding her channel in more juices. I broke the kiss and slapped Veronica’s ass. “Good, mommy. But we’re not done yet.” I shared a glance with Hayden, whose gaze had grown needy.

Veronica could only make panted grunts as I moved her to the floor in the space we’d made. I positioned her on her back and made her watch as I pulled Hayden close and kissed her. While our tongues meshed, I untied the drawstring of her pants and let them fall to the floor. The raven beauty whimpered, kissing me harder as I pulled her panties down, letting them fall to her ankles.

I turned my attention to Veronica as she watched intently from the floor, legs bound by her pants. “You’re gonna show Hay what a good girl she’s been, mommy, while I give you what you want.”

Ronnie gulped as I positioned Hayden at her head. “A-and what’s that?”

I leaned down, loving the look of desperation on her face. “I’m gonna come so deep in your pussy, I’m gonna flood your womb.” It was a little over the top, I know. But it had the intended effect, and the older woman visibly shuddered with a gasp, joining Hayden’s whimper.

I think I was getting the hang of this dominant stuff.

I kneeled and grabbed Veronica’s legs as Hayden dropped to her knees over Ronnie’s face. “You okay with this, Ronnie?” the raven goddess asked.

Veronica grabbed her thighs and dove into her pussy. “Come to mommy,” she groaned, and then Hayden cried out, almost falling over, having to splay her fingers on Veronica’s breasts to stay upright, which just made the seductive older woman moan more into Hayden’s young, wet pussy.

I, meanwhile, was enjoying the view of Ronnie’s tongue flicking against Hayden as I lifted Ronnie’s bound legs over my shoulder to reveal her dripping pussy. It was so puffy and flushed. It was beautiful. I grabbed a bag of Clare’s clothes and pushed it under her ass as I lifted her up by her legs. When her pussy was at a better height, I lined myself up, and then pushed back inside her blissful tightness.

Veronica shuddered. I moaned, and Hayden whimpered. The stellar twenty-year-old watched me fuck Veronica as the older woman ate her pussy for dinner. “Mmmm, fuck, Mike. oh, fuck, bae,” she moaned.

“God, you’re so sexy like that, getting your pussy licked,” I grunted, slapping against Veronica’s ass, pushing as hard and deep inside her slick pussy as I could.

Hayden snapped her legs around Ronnie’s head. “Fuck. Again with the dirty talk,” she said, grinning.

“Just saying what I’m seeing,” I said, feeling the tightness build within me as I fucked Veronica.

I was fucking Veronica.

I’d had Hayden last night, and now I was inside the hot older widow. I thought back to when the highlight of my week was Clare needing my help. Now I’d fucked her. Her bestie. Then Hayden. Had all three of them as my girlfriends. My lovers. Now, here I was dipping my cock in and out of the stylish, sexy hostess of our game nights. She cried out my name on repeat, muffled by Hayden’s pussy, and the raven beauty’s cries.

“Fuck,” I groaned in disbelief. When did my life actually get good for a change?

“Oh, gosh, I’m coming, bae!”

Veronica moaned as Hayden shuddered, squeezing her tits. It was an incredible sight. I clutched Veronica’s legs and fucked her harder as she thrashed beneath us. Flashes of ecstasy flowed through me like a river. Hayden’s tits wobbled as she arched her back. Veronica shook, then froze, her pussy clamping down again, and I fucked on through, just needing a second more. Just another. Each a gift. Just one more, as my cock hardened. Grew tighter. Just another second of them moaning together. Crying out. Moaning. Coming.

Then I was. With a roar, I slammed Veronica’s entrance — pushing deep — lifting her higher, and then unleashing inside her. Hayden’s words flashed through my mind as my vision blanked.

‘None of them are on birth control.’

That included Veronica. Could I get her pregnant? Did she want that? I wanted it. Somehow, I knew that’s what she wanted. What she never had, and maybe I could give it to her, if it wasn’t too late. I didn’t know. Didn’t care. I saw it in my mind as I filled her pussy with my cum. Veronica swelling. Then cradling our child.

Fuck. I was too young to be a father, wasn’t I?

The flash ended as the bliss faded, and I gasped in a breath I didn’t know I was holding. Hayden slumped forward, letting Ronnie take a breath. I pulled out the bag from beneath the sexy older woman, and lowered her legs, then flopped down beside her, breathing hard. Hayden dropped to her knees on my other side, then snuggled against me.

Veronica just lay there, staring at the ceiling. “Ronnie? You okay?” I asked, reaching across and cupping her cheek, turning her gaze to mine.

She smiled. “Never better. I just wish I’d met you sooner.”

Hayden groaned. “Don’t say that, Ronnie, you cradle robber.”

Veronica laughed. “True.” She rolled onto her side and placed a hand on my thigh. “Might have been worth it.”

I laughed at that. Sixteen-year-old me wouldn’t have known what the hell to do with a woman like Veronica. “You’d have eaten me alive.”

“Drank, more like it,” Hayden quipped, resting her head on my shoulder, scrunching her nails against my chest.

“Well. I’m here now, and you’re mine.”

She smiled wider, resting her head on the other side, mirroring Hayden. “Completely.”

Fuck me. That just left Sara.

We stayed there in each other’s arms for a while, just catching our breaths, twisted up in half discarded clothing, and tossed and crumpled boxes.

I might have nodded off for a minute, cocooned on each side by warm breasts and loving touches. But it was short-lived.

“What the fuck, guys!” Clare cried, standing in the doorway to the trashed store room. “Hey! Is that my stuff? What the fuck!”
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