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CHAPTER ONE


The tires squealed as my car slowed for the corner. Exactly on the racing line. Like I’d done a thousand times. Slow in, fast out. I was in the lead, and an entire minute ahead of my competitor.

“This sucks,” Hayden huffed. “You’re gonna lap me, bae!”

I grinned, gripping the controller as her car came into view down the track. “You’re doing great,” I said, risking a glance at her on the straight. She was slumped on the sofa so close I could feel her warmth in my hip — a sulky, gorgeous mass of oversized gray sweater and tight sweats — sat crossed-legged, raven locks hooked behind her ears, gripping the second Xbox controller like she needed it to breathe.

I pulled the car up beside her and stayed there, matching her speed around the corner. It wasn’t fast, and she almost pushed me off the rumble strip and into the gravel. “No. I suck.” She released the trigger, letting the controller drop into her lap. Her car rammed into mine, careening us both off the tarmac and into a barrier. “I don’t think racing games are for me. I like adventure.”

I gave her a look. I was waiting for it.

“It’s a little boring.”

There it was. “Hay, it’s fine. We all like different things. It takes patience and skill—”

“I have patience and skill,” she said, crossing her arms. Then she fixed me with a mischievous smirk. Her controller bounced on the couch, sliding against the leather arm. She snatched mine out of my hands, and then it joined its brother as she slid onto my lap. “I have plenty of patience and skill, just not with car stuff,” she said in her teasing, sulky voice.

I hooked a wayward clump of dark hair behind her ear. “Is that so?” I asked, spreading my legs so hers spread even wider — drawing her closer. “With what then?”

The rough material of her sweater rubbed my neck as she draped her arms over my shoulders. I stared into her big brown eyes, hands clutching her slim waist. She held her lips a fraction from mine. “With my new boyfriend. He’s hot. Sexy. And drives me wild.”

Her plush, bowed lips mushed against mine as her spread thighs squeezed tightly, rubbing back and forward along the hardening bar in my jeans. I moaned at her taste. She’d been drinking cherry coke again. It made her kisses that much sweeter.

Hayden closed her eyes as the teasing kiss deepened into a full on make out. My hands slipped inside her sweater, finding her cotton sports bra. She moaned more as I kneaded her restrained mounds, loving how I made her nipples so hard I could feel them through the fabric.

When she pulled away, she looked dazed. “He also makes me wet like no other ever has,” she grinned, scrunching a cheek. “Or I need to pee.” She rolled her eyes, trying to decide. “I think it’s both. But it’s true, though. Since we...”

“Had sex?” I teased, pretending to be scandalized, whispering so no one in the large ornate room could hear.

“Yeah,” she said with a coy smile. “Since then, I’ve been...” Her cheeks bloomed, and she looked away.

I pinched her chin and turned her head back to mine so I could look into her big, brown, sexy orbs. “You’ve been?”

She bit her lip. “Wet for you,” she whispered. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. It never used to happen. It was hard to mas... um. You know, without lube.” Her cheeks were more than rosy, they were bright red. “Why do I tell you these things?”

I kissed her nose. “Because there are no secrets between us, and I love hearing it. All of it.”

She grinned. “Even if it makes me blush so hard, it feels like my face is on fire?”

I kissed her cheeks one at a time. They were so red. “Even then.”

The embarrassment melted into mischievousness. “Well,” she breathed, slow and sexy. “You make me wet, bae. I’m always wet for you now, like I’m addicted. I can’t stop. As soon as I think about you, it’s like my body craves your touch.”

I smirked. “My cock hasn’t been soft in weeks.”

Hayden giggled, grinding against the hard shaft tenting my jeans. “That must be uncomfortable. Maybe I can...” Her eyes widened. “Nope. Definitely need to pee,” she said, giving me a quick kiss, then sliding out of my lap. We both looked at Veronica’s gigantic wall mounted TV and the sad-looking state of our cars in the gravel trap. “I tried your thing, now you have to do mine. You promised.” She squeezed her knees together.

“I know. But I don’t have a computer to play those.”

She began waddling backwards towards the hall. “Ronnie’s going to get a couple more so we can play together.”

“Wait,” I said, confused. “Ronnie plays MMOs?”

Hayden nodded, biting her lip. “Yep.” Her eyes bulged. “Gotta pee,” she cried, running out of sight.

I chuckled, standing. I returned the controllers to the entertainment unit under the TV and shut down the Xbox. “Hey, Ronnie!” I called out, marching towards the other end of her lavishly large living room. It was so far away it might as well have been another room. “Thanks for letting me use your TV. It kicks ass compared to my dinky one.”

Veronica looked up from her paper as she lounged in a leather recliner to see me adjusting my achingly stiff cock. “You’re welcome, Mikey,” she said, eyeing the bulge. “I’m happy someone is enjoying it.” She hummed in annoyance. “What’s a four letter word for castle or fort?”

I eyed the seductive older woman in her fluffy cream sweater and fluttery silk pants. Her legs were crossed and seemed to go on for days before they vanished into her chic white boots. They looked expensive, with little gold chains on them. “Eh, keep?”

She grinned, flicking her dark tresses off her shoulder. “Not just a pretty face.” She scribbled on the paper. I chuckled. Ronnie had to do the crossword in the paper every day. It was a game she played, having to beat her friend. A habit, she told me, from many bored, lonely days.

“So, Hay said you play MMOs?”

She looked up and gave me her warm, motherly grin. “I dabble. I just had no one to play with, and I’m too old to put up with the twelve-year-olds or the PUGs.”

I narrowed my eyes in confusion. I knew the pain of the squeaky, cocky, adolescent voices on Xbox live, hissing at me with words that didn’t even make sense as a taunt. It was even worse, because they had that endless energy and superhuman reflexes. It made me feel old just think about it, and I was in my prime, dammit! “PUGs?”

“Pick up groups, darling. Filthy randoms, running around like headless chickens. I have no desire to mommy a group through a dungeon, thank you very much.” She winked. “I’m saving that for you, Mikey.”

My cheeks heated a little. Now I knew how Hayden felt. “Okay. I promised Hayden, so I guess we’ll be a party or whatever?”

She grinned, eyeing my crotch again. A smirk slid onto her lips. “Yes, we will. Are you hungry? Clare was making something when I passed through the kitchen.”

“OooOOOooo,” I cooed, my stomach rumbling like it had been summoned. “I am hungry, now you mention it.” I’d come over to Ronnie’s straight from my shift at the store, and I hadn’t realized it, but I was famished. I gave her a smile and made for the kitchen, leaving her groaning at her crossword puzzle. Veronica was so many things. One minute a chic sex kitten kissing Hayden in front of me, then a mommy, taking care of me, then a grumpy little viper, hissing about her so-called friends. She had so many layers, and I was loving peeling them back to see what I’d find.


CHAPTER TWO


The smell of pizza hit me as I entered the kitchen, but it wasn’t the smell, or the size of Ronnie’s lavish home, but Clare that had me stopping in disbelief. My hot, blond girlfriend’s ass faced me, swishing back and forth in a cream tartan miniskirt so short I could see she wasn’t wearing any panties. Her wavy blond locks cascaded down the back of a cream tank top in a tail — lustrous under the kitchen lights. She heard me coming. Gave a quick glance over her shoulder, then pretended I wasn’t there.

I stood in the doorway — appetite forgotten, and now hungering for something different — as pink nail varnished fingers appeared between Clare’s juicy thighs. She made teasing circles with the flat of her palm, blocking my view of her glistening pussy, making my shaft harder. “Mmmm. Not as good as Mike,” she whispered, spreading her legs more, pushing her ass out. “I hope no one sees me. I’m so vulnerable right now. Oh, that would be so bad.”

My grin became stratospheric. Silently, I dragged down my zipper, freed my hungry monster, and crept towards her. She continued to rub herself, leaning over the counter. Conveniently, she’d left her hand dangling by her side. I snatched it, pulling her wrist behind her back and pressing her down against the counter. She shrieked, pulling her hand away to fight me. It joined the first as her blond hair draped over her face. “Such a sweet pussy, just here for the taking,” I whispered into her ear, saying the things she liked to hear.

Clare’s legs spread wider on her heels. “Oh. Oh, no. What are you going to do?” she asked in an overly dramatic fake panic. She then moaned so damn loudly as I pushed inside her hot, wet pussy. “Oh, fuck, Mike, yes,” she cooed, pretense and roleplay forgotten as I stretched her walls around my throbbing shaft. It was like pushing into warm, slippery silk, clenching and relaxing as her legs shook.

“Such a filthy girl,” I said, using a deeper, dominant tone. I held her against the kitchen counter and slapped my hips against her bare ass, loving it, loving her. Her breaths became pants. The sound of gasps and grunts joined the rattling counter door that played the thump, thump, thump of fucking.

“Oh, baby. Fuck. Fuck, I’m gonna come,” she hissed after a few minutes. Her pussy fluttered around my length in convulsing waves, clenching and relaxing, driving me wild. With a groan, I came inside her, unleashing the built up frustration of both her and Hayden’s teasing. After we’d both finished, I just held her hips — cock buried inside her — as she slumped against the counter. “Shit... give me a minute. You always wreck me.”

I slapped her ass, loving the jiggle. “How does that work?” I asked.

Clare flicked the blond out of her face. “I don’t know, it’s just you.” She shrugged against the counter. “I guess you just really do it for me. I dunno, baby, stop asking questions I don’t have answers to.”

I scoffed. “I don’t ask you questions you can’t answer.”

“You so do.”

I ran my fingers along the hem of her skirt, lifting it higher so I could enjoy the view of her butt, bent over for me. “Name one.”

She sighed. “Okay. You have asked me three times now what I wanna do cos I’m no longer gainfully employed. And I told you, I don’t know.”

I rubbed her exposed flesh lovingly. “Because I care. You’re a doer, Clare—”

“Well, maybe I want to just… be, for once. To just enjoy this?” She reached back and covered my hand that was cupping her hip.

I didn’t press her. “That sounds good... but you’ve answered that, so it doesn’t count.”

“Pffft,” she groaned, turning. Then hissed as that pulled my cock from her, and a dribble of cum seeped down her thigh. She stopped, leaning against the counter, and closed her eyes. Took a breath. Then continued. “Look, mister,” she said, poking my chest. “I fucking love you, and I want to enjoy that before something comes along and fucks it up, okay? If I’m not working, that’s once less thing that can. Ronnie said it was okay.”

I sighed. “Clare?”

“Yeah?” she challenged, glaring at me with her beautiful blue eyes.

My fingers slid around her waist and pulled her closer. “Nothing is gonna fuck this up. Nothing. If you love me as much as I love you, we won’t let it, right?”

“Right!” she snapped, fire in her eyes. “If so much as another woman looks at you, I’ll...” she giggled. “Get Tar to scratch her eyes out.”

I kissed her forehead. “Not gonna do it yourself?”

She tittered, slipping her arms around my neck. “Pffft. Hell, no. I might break a nail.”

“That’s my girl,” I said as our lips touched in a soft and gentle caress.

“Ooo. Is that pizza? I’m starving,” Hayden said, coming up behind me. Her lithe fingers slid around my chest as she pressed against my back. “Mmmm,” she moaned, inhaling. “You smell of sex. Mmmm. Sex and pizza, my favorite.”

Clare broke the kiss with a giggle, tucking my shaft away and zipping me up. “Get your own, Hay, this one’s mine.”

“Nah. We’re sharing him.”

“I was talking about the pizza.”

“So was I.”

“Oh, shoot!” Clare hissed, pulling away and rushing over to the oven. “You might change your mind, Hay, it’s only frozen.”

“That’s okay,” Hayden said with a smirk, turning and assaulting me with her lips.

“Oh, baby. I’m all gooey again,” Clare cooed, and Hayden and I broke the kiss with a chuckle.

“She’s so filthy,” I grinned.

“Yes. Yes, she is,” Hayden agreed as I hooked a raven clump behind her ear.

“Hay, help!” Clare said, holding a silver try with a couple of steaming pizzas. The smell made my stomach growl.

“Hey bitches!” another voice called from the hall, instantly followed by a squeal. “Mike!”

We all turned as Tara waddled through the door on six-inch heels wearing a rubber miniskirt so tight it made her thighs bulge. It also restricted her movements to tiny steps. She looked ridiculous and sexy all rolled into one. My cock stirred back to life, staring at the glittery black corset that cinched her waist — and hardly contained her fantastic breasts. I think I had a major hard-on for her in a corset after our first time in Ronnie’s red room. She also had her hair down, and it cascaded over her shoulders in dark mahogany waves. “Tara.” I breathed her name, tasting it with reverence.

She waddled faster. It was like she was walking through molasses. I met her halfway as Hayden helped Clare. She had her arms around me and her lips on mine in an instant. At least with the height of her heels, she didn’t need to go on her tiptoes. She tasted of debauchery. Kissed me so deeply, pushed her tongue so hard I couldn’t breathe. An incredible, passionate minute later, she gasped for air. “I didn’t know you were here already!”

I grinned, losing myself in her bright emerald eyes. She smiled back. Holy hell, she was beautiful. They all were, but Tara? Out of my league didn’t even cover it. “I think this is my unofficial second home.”

“Clare! Is that you trying to burn my kitchen down?” Veronica asked, marching in. She solved whatever issue Clare and Hayden were having in an instant, fetching a stack of plates.

“Ooo, is that pizza? I could really go for a bite right now,” Tara said, slipping her arm around my waist.

Clare scoffed. “Oh, sure. Everyone take my stuff, why don’t ya?”

“Clare,” Veronica warned in a stern, motherly tone.

“Sorry,” the hot blond, sing-songed. “Ignore me. I’m just possessive.”

“We know,” they all said together.

Tara groped me everywhere. “I’ve missed you, lover,” she cooed, nibbling my ear.

I wrapped my arms around the rough, almost spiteful texture of the glittery corset — it was definitely for show, not the soft leather of Veronica’s corsets — and pulled the stunning brunette closer. “Where’ve you been? First Clare was away and then you’re AWOL.”

“Sorry,” she whispered, resting her head on my shoulder as we watched Veronica school Clare and Hayden on where things were in her kitchen. “I thought... You know, that’s really sweet. With the others’ attention, I didn’t think you’d miss me that much.” She rolled her eyes. “Is it sad to admit I thought about you every night? I was covering a fashion show, and I could not wait to get back. That’s never happened before.”

I kissed her head, inhaling her apple shampoo. “I’m glad you’re back, and I love your outfit.”

“Slut,” Clare teased, but Tara ignored her. It’s not like Clare, wearing a tiny pleated mini, no panties, and my cum oozing from her slit had any ground to stand on.

“It’s kinda spiteful,” I added.

“I know,” she complained. “It’s like hugging a hedgehog. It’s the sequins and shiz. But It’s the only black one I’ve got that’s...” she leaned in close and whispered in my ear. “Suitable outside the bedroom.” She flashed her eyes. “I went shopping.” My mind raced, picturing her in a range and varied state of corseted undress. “I can’t wait to show you,” she winked.

“Right, let’s get this show on the road,” Veronica said, handing out trays with plates of pizza and a side order of napkins.


CHAPTER THREE


“Come on, lover.” Tara dragged me down the hall. It was slow going with her tiny steps, and a train formed behind us, led by a complaining Clare. Tara squealed as I picked her up — bridal style — and carried her into the game room. She giggled. “I knew I could get you to pick me up!”

“I’d feel played if I didn’t love holding you so damn much,” I said, placing her onto Ronnie’s red leather couch.

“Here you go, baby.” Clare handed me a tray with a couple of pizza slices. My stomach grumbled again. I was going to need more calories than this if I was to keep up with all of their libidos. “There’s not as much now,” she complained, glaring at Hayden and Tara. “It was just for the three of us.”

I kissed her. “No, it’s great,” I said, then whispered, “we can raid Ronnie’s kitchen later.”

“I heard that.” The seductive older woman sat in the GM chair as we all piled onto the sofa. “You are welcome to whatever I have—“

“Thanks!” Clare quipped, before Ronnie could finish saying my name. Which she did, rolling her eyes.

“You’re not supposed to be playing favorites, Ronnie!” Clare teased.

I took a bite of my pizza as I sat squished between Clare and Tara. It wasn’t the biggest fan of frozen pizza, but I was so hungry, and Clare cooked it, making it taste incredible. “Why not?” Ronnie asked, nibbling her single slice. “Can any of you say you like any of us more than you like, Mike? Because I certainly don’t. You girls I love. Michael I love.”

No one argued with her, making my chest warm. A smirk crept onto my pizza sauce covered lips.

“Now you’ve done it, Ronnie.” Clare turned to me and poked my shoulder. “Don’t let that go to your head, mister.”

“Why not, Clare Bear?” Veronica asked. “He has all of us wrapped around his yummy cock. Surely he should feel good about himself?”

I chuckled. “It’s not like that. I’m incredibly thankful I have you four—“

“Five,” Hayden corrected.

“Right,” I continued. “Five... Wait, is Sara?”

Veronica grinned. “Oh, she’s definitely on the Mike train. She’s your number one fan.”

“When’s she getting here?” I was really looking forward to seeing Sara again. It felt like a lifetime ago since our last game night.

Ronnie’s grin faltered. “Unfortunately, she’s not. Not this week.”

My grin joined Ronnie’s on the floor. “Oh.” I sounded as dejected as I felt, which in hindsight was incredibly ungrateful, considering the incredible women I had around me.

Hayden grunted. “It sucks she’s virtually a prisoner.” Her beautiful brown eyes scowled as she finished her slice.

“It’s not the same,” I said. “Can we really have a game night without her?”

Tara groaned. “He’s right, isn’t he? She loves our time together.” She squeezed my knee. “Even more so now... I don’t know why,” she teased.

Clare snapped her fingers. “You know where she is, right, Ronnie? She’s always messaging you.”

Veronica’s eyes narrowed. “Yes, but—“

“Then,” Hayden said, catching on. “If she can’t come to the game night, we should bring the game night to her!”

Ronnie huffed. “That is a terrible idea.” We all stared at her. Clare and Hayden giving her their best puppy impression. Tara still looked like a pleading sex kitten to me. I couldn’t see her as anything but. The older woman sighed. “Sure, why not? I’m tired of bowing down to those idiots, anyway. I love it.”

“Yes!” Clare fist bumped.

“Okay,” I said. “But where is she? She must be busy if she couldn’t come tonight?”

Veronica hesitated for a moment, and I understood it as we shared a glance. I didn’t want to do anything that could get Sara in trouble, but she was nineteen. Old enough to make her own decisions... and I really wanted to see her again. Hold her petite, lithe body in my arms. Taste her on my lips. It had been so long, I’d forgotten how she tasted. “She’s staying at a hotel. I can’t remember where. I have it on my phone, but it’s not that far. She’s taking part in a dance competition tomorrow.”

I understood Veronica’s hesitation more. “Is it important? I don’t want to mess with her chances or anything.”

“Pffft. Are you kidding me, babe? If she got to see you, that girl would fly.”

I looked at Veronica for reassurance. She gave me one of her motherly smiles, and the tightness in my gut eased.

“But how is it going to work?” Hayden asked, getting up and collecting our empty plates, “how are we all going to get past her guard dogs?”

“Pffft, chill, Hay. It’s not like Jody and her father are gonna be standing guard outside her room. We’ll just sneak in one at a time. Right?”

“Ronnie, you have a spare gag for Clare Bear?” Tara asked.

My spunky blond huffed. “Bitch, please. You’re the screamer.”

Veronica stood to help Hayden. “No one will be screaming. But we have to decide...” she trailed off, giving me a concerned look.

“Decide what?” Tara asked, snuggling against me.

The sexy older woman sighed. “I don’t know if it’s our place, but... I don’t know about you, but I’ve thought often about Sara’s situation, and I’m wondering if this shouldn’t simple be us bringing our game night to her, but a... rescue mission?”

Tara hugged me tighter, and I loved how she fit against me. Loved the scratchy corset sandpapering my arm less, though. “What do you mean, Ronnie?”

Hayden returned and took the plates Veronica was still holding, letting the older woman plop back into her chair. “Okay,” she said, taking a breath. “There’s actually two things I wanted to talk about, and now they’re linked.” She looked at me and Clare. “I’ve loved having you both here more. You, Mike more than Clare—“

“Hey!” Clare huffed.

“It’s okay Clare Bear, I’m happy to have you, even tolerate your messier tendencies,” Veronica continued, despite Clare’s grumbling. “I’ve been thinking about our situation. Our little harem situation we’ve found ourselves in, and I was wondering if it would be better if we all... lived... together?”

I don’t know why I was taken by surprise at the idea. I’d thought about it when Clare moved in to Veronica’s spacious mansion, but that was because she had to move out of her apartment. It never occurred to me we might move in just because we wanted to. “Wait, Ronnie. Are you saying you want us all to move in?”

“Oh, I love that,” Clare cooed, kissing my cheek. “Baby, move into my room.”

“Like hell he is,” Tara hissed.

Ronnie silenced them by raising her hand. “Let’s not start arguing again. That’s why I want us all together. Each with our own rooms… or one big one. I have the space. Whatever makes it fair. No one has to decide now, but I wanted to bring that up before we talk about Sara.”

Hayden returned to the couch. “I think I’d love to live here with you guys and Mike. But, yeah, can we go back to the rescue mission thing?”

Veronica crossed her long, fluttery legs, and gripped the chair arms like she was in command of a starship. “I was getting to that, Hay.” A smirk slipped onto the seductive older woman’s lips. “What if we offered Sara a place here, with us? Her father would never allow it, but with us behind her, maybe she could be convinced to break her yolk of imprisonment?”

Clare giggled. “Wow, way over dramatic, Ronnie.” Which was hypocritical coming from Clare. My hot blond was the embodiment of drama. “Sure, we can ask her. Can we just get going? I wanna fuck Mike in a hotel room!” She cupped my cheek and turned my head towards her. “Oh, baby, this is gonna be so much fun.”

“Clare,” I groaned as her other hand cupped my junk. “You’re insatiable.”

“Yeah, Clare, you’ve already fucked him, like an hour ago,” Hay added.

Ronnie scoffed. “Of course she did. In my kitchen, no doubt. If anyone, isn’t it Sara that’s owed Mike’s attention?”

The flash of Sara’s auburn tresses draped over her perfect naked breasts sneaked into my mind. Then the previous warnings Ronnie gave me poured cold water on that erotic vision. “But didn’t you say we couldn’t... you know?”

Veronica sighed. “I think it’s time we let Sara decide what she wants. Lord knows no one else does. If anyone should give her back her agency, shouldn’t it be us?”

“I’m in,” Tara said, rising to her feet. She made it halfway before the tightness of her rubber mini and the restriction of her corset had her falling back onto the couch in a giggle. “You’re gonna have to help me, lover.”

I stood and pulled her up. She fell into my arms, pushing her corseted breasts against me, gripping my arms so tight it almost hurt. There was something about Tara being a little helpless in her sexy outfit that called to the part of me that liked her and Clare, bound and begging.

Damn, reading Fifty Shades really messed me up.

“Let’s do it,” Hayden said, joining us, wrapping her arms around the both of us.

“Fine,” Clare huffed, joining our little group hug.

“Mike?” Veronica asked, pushing her way into the huddle.

“Hmm.” My protective instincts warred with my lust for the sexy dancer. “Would we be hurting her dancing career? That’s what she wants, right?” The thought of her mahogany-gold eyes filling with tears because of something I’d done gave me pause.

“I... don’t know,” Veronica said, frowning. “I’ve never asked her if it’s what she really wanted, or if dancing was pushed on her by her father. But whatever she wants, we can support her better than that taskmaster. We can give her the choice. I can cover her tuition if I need to.”

A warm flutter flickered in my chest as we all hugged. “You’d do that?”

The older woman smiled, clearly happy at the thought. “Of course. At least something good can come out of all this money I’m sitting on. She wouldn’t be at a disadvantage or miss out on anything. Really, she’s missing out on life right now.”

A grin spread across my lips as a realization swept over me. Here in this sexy older woman’s massive home, in the embrace of these incredible, loving, insatiable women, I was... home. They were my family. The family I’d longed for ever since I’d lost my parents and been raised by my aunt. Next, we’d hopefully be adding one more. Then in the future, maybe kids? The idea terrified me at first, but the idea of Clare, Tara, or Veronica swelling with my child made me feel... good? The thought of Veronica’s massive home filling with the sound of laughter and playing was more appealing than I ever imagined when it was with these out of my league hotties. A proper family.

I wanted nothing more than a loving, sexy life with these four... five. My grin widened as I looked at Clare, blowing a clump of blond out of her face. Tara, who was still gripping me tightly. Hayden, who, almost as if on cue, tucked her raven locks behind her ears. Then Veronica, who was giving me that motherly smile. “Okay. I’m in. Whatever she wants, let’s make happen.”


CHAPTER FOUR


Veronica navigated as Hayden drove, and for once I wasn’t hiding in the back as we left a game night. Tara and Clare were being themselves, by which I mean, groping my cock and fighting over my lips. They both moved my hands under their skirts and urged me to touch. To feel. To please. We’d been on the road ten minutes before my zipper came undone. I pushed Tara’s panties aside and then pushed fingers inside them both simultaneously as one of their mouths covered my cock. I didn’t even care who was sucking on my crown, and who was sucking on my neck. My eyes were closed, and I was lost in the sensations. Their pussies were soaked, and so was my shaft.

Time passed. I was lost in my head, a king of my own world, as my girls pleasured me. The gentle vibration beneath me faded, and it was just us and where we were connected. It differed from before. None of us was actively trying to make the other come. Just pleasure as we passed the time. It was the weirdest trip of lust I’d ever felt. But before long, urgency built — how could it not? My girls became restless, grinding their hips on my hands, and my cock hardened, needing release.

Veronica chuckled. “Michael,” she called from outside our bubble of bliss and kisses. Slowly my eyes opened to the sexy mother figure smiling at me between the headrests. “Despite loving the look on your face right now, you’d better stop. It’s quite active tonight, and I don’t want us getting pulled over for indecency.”

“Am I going left or right?” Hayden asked, snapping me out of my arousal induced stupor. Clare and Tara were a powerful drug.

“Right. Then it should be on the corner.”

“But, baby, I’m so close,” Clare whimpered as I withdrew my hand from under her pleated mini.

“Suck it up, Clare Bear,” Ronnie called out. “Time and a place.”

Tara took my hand from between her thighs and sucked her juices from her fingers. “Was fun while it lasted.”

Not wanting to be outdone, Clare did the same, leaving my cock bobbing in my lap, hard, wet and erect.

A short while later, the three of us stumbled out the back of Clare’s mini, and quickly the chilly night air blew away the arousal fog that had clouded my mind so completely in the car. We were going to see Sara. Excitement bubbled in my gut. Or were those butterflies? I wasn’t sure.

“Come on,” Ronnie said to a lagging Tara as we marched through the underground parking.

She didn’t even need to ask. I went back and scooped the sexy fashionista into my arms and quickly caught up with the others. Tara clung to me like she always did, snuggling in like I was the fluffiest blanket in the world. “This is my favorite place,” she whispered, clinging to my neck. “I could just live here.”

I chuckled. “That would be problematic for so many reasons.” We all followed Veronica into an elevator that thankfully bypassed the lobby and took us right up to the third floor. I can’t imagine the looks we’d get with Clare’s indecent miniskirt, and Tara looking like an extra from an adult show.

The elevator dinged open, and Hayden held the door while Ronnie scouted ahead. “She’s in room 304,” she whispered, marching down the sweeping corridor like she owned the place. I watched her tight ass in her fluttery pants until she went out of view.

“So, are you actually gonna move in to Ronnie’s?” Hayden asked. “Your place is as small as mine, and I’d get out of there in a heartbeat if you were.”

Tara kissed my neck as I thought about it. “My aunt left me that apartment. I’m not sure I want to sell it, you know?”

“So don’t.” Clare said as she peeked out from our hiding place inside the elevator. “Rent it out or something.”

“That’s true.” I could keep it, get some extra cash, and get to live with my girls. I loved waking up to Clare, Tara, and Hayden the few times I’d done it, and the thought of waking up to all of them was almost unreal. “Is that what you want me to do? Does every one want that?”

“Hell, yeah, baby.”

I looked down at the nest of mahogany waves in my arms. “What about you, Tar?”

“Don’t get me wrong, I would love that, but I like my place. I also want to be with you. But I worked so hard to afford that place. But it is really expensive. And you don’t live there, so maybe it’s not so great?” She narrowed her eyes at me. “What do you want me to do, lover?”

I held her tighter. “Move in with us,” I whispered. “Taking you in the yard while everyone watches sounds kinda hot to me.”

Her eyes glazed over. “Okay,” she said, distracted and no doubt imagining it in filthy detail.

“She’s just getting ready,” Ronnie said, returning.

“Ready? Ready for what?” I asked. I’d hoped we’d be there by now. Tara was getting heavy.

Veronica grinned. “For you. She didn’t want you to see her in her sweats.”

I chuckled. “But, why? I don’t care what’s she’s wearing.”

“Mike,” Tara whispered. “There’s nothing wrong with looking nice for the guy who looks at you like you’re a princess. Look at her like that. I love the way to look at me. Why do you think I dress like this? I don’t wear this for just anybody.”

“Okay.” I nodded, trying to parse that info. Would it be egotistical to love that Tara, Sara... and maybe Ronnie — now I was thinking about it — dressed up just for me? Don’t care, I loved it.

Then we’re in a military operation as we scrambled single file down the corridor, following Veronica — clutching Tara — until we reached an open room and all fled inside. Hayden closed the door with a sigh. “Made it.”

Veronica grinned. “Didn’t I say? The Neanderthals are down at the bar.”

Clare groaned.

I wasn’t paying attention as I had to put Tara down before I dropped her. She struggled and clung on like I was gonna toss her off a cliff, not gently put her down on the plush hotel room carpet. Huh, the carpet was red, like a blood red. It matched the wallpaper that loomed around me between gold embellishments.

“It’s a themed room,” Ronnie said, noticing my slack-jawed expression. “Much cheaper than the suites.”

“What’s the theme? Tacky, royal horror?” Clare asked.

“It’s like a porn set,” Hayden said, running her finger along the back of a red leather couch. “What? I don’t watch that.”

But then my attention was completely taken as Sara stood in the doorway, grinning. She stole my breath away. How long had it been since I’d seen her? A week? It felt like a lifetime. “Sara,” I gasped. My eyes trailed over the short gold dress that pushed up her beautiful breasts and cut tightly across her upper thighs. Long, creamy-golden legs went on for days, emerging from that sparkly hem. Her mahogany curls hung in a tail, draping behind her, exposing her lithe, flawless neck.

Her gold-specked eyes glinted as her grin widened. “Mike!” Then the stunning nineteen-year-old raced forward and dived into my arms. I caught her and she wrapped herself tightly around my neck, hooking her legs around my waist. “Mike, I can’t believe you’re here!”

My reply was stunted into a “Mmmmm,” as she kissed me with such ferocity I had to take a step back to steady myself. Sara’s small, plush lips devoured mine, and quickly we were making out, tasting each other, lost in our own little world.

“Yep, she’s missed him,” Hayden said, somewhere outside my universe that was now just Sara’s lips and her dainty body grinding against me.

“I wasn’t sure before, but it’s a rescue,” Ronnie added.

I gasped when Sara finally pulled away, looking sheepish, with swollen, puckered lips. “Fuck, I’ve missed you, sweetheart,” I whispered, completely enamored with her. She was only a few years younger than I was, but there was something innately innocent about Sara. Something that a primal part of my psyche just wanted to hold and protect. She made me feel way older — like the age gap between us was bigger — and the universe needed... no, I needed to keep her safe. Always.

“Never leave me,” she whispered, nuzzling her face against my neck and breathing me in. I did the same, inhaling her strawberry scent.

“That’s actually what we want to talk to you about, Sara,” Veronica said, placing her hand on her back. I carried her over to the couch — man I was carrying my girls a lot today — and sat Between Clare and Tara. The stunning brunette twisted until she was sitting in my lap facing Veronica.

“Talk about what? Oh, no! Are you breaking up with me?” She looked at me over her shoulder with a heartbreaking expression.

Instantly, I hugged her tightly — unable to ignore how hard my cock had become with her there. “Hell, no,” I growled, kissing her bare shoulder. “Never.” It was amazing how angry her sad eyes made me. I didn’t feel anywhere near as possessive with the others as I did with Sara.

She sighed, relaxing, melting against me. “T-then what?”

“We don’t have time to beat around the bush, so I am just going to say it,” Veronica said in her motherly, ‘to business’ tone. “We’re thinking of moving in together at my place, and everyone is welcome.”

“And we’d love it,” I said, then corrected. “I’d love it if you moved in with us.”

Sara’s grin made her cheeks scrunch, forming cute dimples. “Oh, I’d love that.” Then all the excitement drained from her face. “B-but what about dad, and Jody? They would never let me...”

“So, don’t ask,” Clare said.

“Tell them,” Tara added.

I squeezed her tightly as she whimpered.

“You’re old enough to make up your own mind, Sara,” Hayden said gently, kneeling before us and placing her hand on Sara’s knee.

“B-but what about school? I can’t afford to pay... even if I won this competition, it’s not enough on its own, and...”

“Sara,” Veronica said, dropping to her knees beside Hayden. “You don’t have to worry about that. I will happily pay your tuition—“

“Ronnie, no. I can’t ask you to do that.”

“Pffft, girl. We’ll all help if we had to.”

“Sara,” Hayden continued. “If you had the choice, and money wasn’t an issue, would you choose to stay with your dad? With Jody? Or would you rather live with us? We can make sure you practice...” a smirk slipped onto the Raven beauty’s lips. “Make sure you actually have fun, too.”

Veronica placed her hand on Sara’s other knee. “If you want to stay with your father, then obviously we’ll honor that. But if you don’t...”

Sara looked over her shoulder at me. Her eyes were glassy. I gave her a reassuring smile. Then she turned back to Ronnie. “B-but how? How can I tell him? I know he only pushes me because of the money he thinks he can make, but he’s my dad. He’s supported me after mom left.”

“Sara,” Ronnie said, clearly holding in the strong words she wanted to say. “You don’t hold your kids hostage like an investment, waiting for the return. You love them. Help them. Yearn to see them flourish and happy.”

“Are you happy, Sara?” I asked, whispering into her ear.

She half turned, wiggling her butt against the hard bar in my jeans. “When I’m with you.” The scent of her strawberry shampoo filled my nose as her silky tresses brushed against my face.

There was a warmth almost overflowing in my chest, holding her, surrounded by all of them. I’d never felt so contented. So whole.

“Then that’s your answer, girl,” Clare cooed.

“Ummm,” she hummed, sounding adorably unsure.

I kissed her shoulder. “If it’s what you want, we’ll tell them together.”

“We all will,” Ronnie said. “You’re not alone.”

The stunning brunette beamed at me over her shoulder, eyes welling up. She wiggled, twisting in my lap until she was straddling me. She looked into my eyes with her pretty golden-flecked irises. “I want that. I want you.” I was grinning when she kissed me. It wasn’t a deep kiss, but a series of nibbles that had her kissing across my cheek. “Take me to the bed,” she whispered between kisses. “I need you. I’ve always needed you...”


CHAPTER FIVE


She didn’t have to ask me twice. I rocketed off the couch, dragging Tara and Clare with me. “Change of plan. The game will have to wait.” I marched to the hotel bedroom, trying to ignore the décor.

“Yes!” Clare hissed.

I stopped in the doorway as Sara clawed and nibbled at me. “All of you,” was as much as I could manage before Sara’s need overwhelmed me.

“Please,” she whimpered.

“Hold on, sweetheart,” I told her, grinning at how suddenly it had changed. One minute we were discussing our future, the next Sara was fighting to take my tee off .

“In a sudden change of events,” Veronica said in her narrator’s voice as they all joined us, “the party realized they had to sacrifice the remaining virginity of their youngest member on the altar of lust. It was the sworn duty of the cleric, and the party had no choice but to help prepare the rogue for the claiming.”

I chuckled, placing Sara on the deep red comforter. “Ronnie, you’re awesome.” I gawked down at the angel before me. Her mahogany locks spread out around her head like a silky halo. I lifted her left foot — loving the smooth silk of her soft, perfect skin — and kissed the side, the top, and then sucked her big toe. Her back arched as she moaned. I was right. Sara had a foot thing. Unfortunately, I didn’t have time to explore it further. Not yet, anyway.

“On your back, bae.” Hayden pulled my tee clear as Clare helped Tara out of her corset.

“Oh, wow,” Sara giggled. “I can’t believe this is finally happening.”

“It’s happening, Sara,” I said. She squealed as I scooped her up and flopped onto my back. The stunning brunette landed on my chest and I scooted her higher while sliding the scratchy fabric of her glittery dress up to her waist. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and the sight of her tight, beautiful bare pussy drove me mad.

“How the hell did you get in to this?” Clare moaned, struggling with Tara’s corset.

“Difficult,” the brunette grit out. “But Mike’s worth it.”

“When in Rome, Hay,” Veronica said, tossing her sweater aside and joining us on the bed.

They helped keep Sara upright as I licked through the folds of her pussy. Salty, sweet, and utterly delicious. Then her dress dropped, bunching into a ring around her waist. “Ronnie...” was all Sara could say as I licked around her clit, and the seductive older woman and the raven beauty sucked on Sara’s nipples.

“Fuck, we’re really doing this?” Tara asked. “Are there rules? Like what if I touch someone's—“

“Good,” Clare said. “You can touch me as much as you want if you help me get Mike’s jeans off.”

“Oh.”

Then my zipper was being undone, and the denim yanked down my thighs.

“Such pretty buds,” Veronica said, making Sara whimper. I couldn’t see her face clearly, but I knew her eyes were closed, and she had this look of pure bliss. Then her mouth dropped open as I pushed my tongue inside her entrance.

“Ooooh, Mike, yes. Please.”

“Ah, fuck,” I hissed as twin lips kissed my shaft and balls. Pouty nibbles that ended with a kiss on the crown, sinking down into a wet, warm paradise.

I licked Sara, loving how she mewled. How she shook around my head, squeezing me between her thighs.

“This isn’t enough lube,” Tara said, gasping off my cock. I groaned when the familiar sensation of Tara’s tight, wet pussy sliding down my shaft barged its way into my mind. “He needs to be nice and wet... oh, fuck, I love this dick.”

I had to grip Sara’s thighs for support as Tara bounced on my lap like she was galloping atop a stallion.

Sara cried out, and my tongue flooded with more of her liquid need. I couldn’t keep up. Then Tara’s pussy was fluttering around my length, squeezing as she came. I grit my teeth against Sara’s core, fighting an unwanted release. I couldn’t come yet. Not yet.

“The virginal sacrifice was prepared,” Veronica said. “All the cleric had to do was claim her.”

I was so lost in all of them and my own need, I crawled out from under Sara’s thighs on autopilot and moved to my knees. I was surrounded by naked flesh. Perfect, out of my league nakedness that had my cock throbbing. Then Sara shuffled around, pussy glistening, breasts bouncing. Her eyes were so hooded they were virtually closed. She giggled when I gripped her ass and pulled her to me, placing her down on her back. My cock bobbed an inch from her pussy, dripping in Tara’s release.

My girls gathered around, Tara and Clare kissing my shoulders, Hayden and Veronica kneeling on either side of Sara. I gazed down at the incredible dancer. I wanted inside her so badly, but then I remembered what Hayden had said. “Are you sure, Sara? I don’t have any protection. I don’t want to ruin your dancing chances by getting you pregnant.”

She smiled up at me. “Don’t care. Don’t think it’s the right time, but... I want nothing between us, ever. Not dad. Not Jody, and definitely not a piece of latex. I want to feel you inside me. Feel you come. Please daddy. Make me yours.”

That completely broke me.

I grinned as I lined up at her entrance. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. Nothing will ever come between us. It’s just the six of us, now and forever.” Then I slowly pushed inside her.

“Well, until one of us actually gets pregnant,” Clare joked, “which, considering how much we’re all addicted to your cock, is about any day now.”

Sara whimpered as I slid deeper into her core. Her pussy convulsed, and she reached out and grabbed Ronnie and Hayden. “Oh, oh, wow, that’s so big.”

I laughed, lost in the supreme silky tightness of Sara’s nineteen-year-old pussy. “You’re just small,” I said through gritted teeth. It was torture going slowly, but Sara was tight, and it was her first time. I had to be gentle.

Before I knew it, I was seated fully inside her as she looked at me with wide-eyed wonder.

“How does it feel?” Ronnie asked as she ran a finger around Sara’s hard nipple.

“Good,” she breathed. “I’m so full.”

“Yes, you are,” Tara cooed, licking my ear. “Now’s time to discover the magic. Show her lover.”

I locked my gaze on Sara. “You ready, sweetheart?”

She nodded. “Yes daddy. Please, I need you.”

Christ, why didn’t anyone warn me Sara had a daddy fetish?

Slowly, I pulled out of her exquisite pussy. It took effort to not come right there. I gripped Sara’s waist, hooking my arms under her knees to keep her spread wide open. Then started pumping.

We both groaned at the sensation. I went slow at first, but I couldn’t hold back, and quickly I was slamming against her flesh like my life depended on it. Sara was in another world of pleasure. She made these little panting mewls, mouth fixed in an O, eyes half closed, fully rolled. It was no wonder when she had both Hayden and Veronica sucking on her nipples — Clare would love that — while the hot blond played with her clit.

She came almost instantly, squeezing tightly, crying out, shivering. When it passed, I got back up to speed, fucking my princess like she deserved. Slapping hard against her silky flesh. She came three more times before I couldn’t hold on any longer. I was ragged and on the edge. Slap, slap, slapping for all I was worth, while everyone pleasured the hot brunette.

Suddenly Sara cried out a scream, arching her back in the strongest climax yet, and it was far too much to survive. I gripped her tighter, pumped faster, then pushed home in a savage thrust that had her arching further, mewling. Then I exploded with a growl.

“Oh, claim me, daddy. Make me yours!” she yelled at the top of her lungs.

Shot after shot painted her insides with cum. I blanked. Drifting on an ocean of pleasure, finally coming inside Sara. Surrounded by my... what? My loving harem of incredible hotties? The thought sounded insane, but it was true. Impossible as it was. It was true.

Far too quickly, I crashed back to earth with a grunt, and only just stopped myself from collapsing on top of Sara. She gulped, looking disheveled, sweaty and well-fucked. I’d never seen such a look of satisfaction on her pretty face as I did in that moment.

“You have competition, Clare Bear,” Ronnie said in the deafening silence that came afterward.

“Yeah,” Tara said. “Like who the fuck knew sweet little Sara was such a screamer?”

“And a daddy’s girl,” Clare added.

“I think it’s sweet,” Hayden said.

A blush bloomed across Sara’s cheeks, adding to her already flushed complexion. “Shut up,” she said, half embarrassed, half completely blissed-out.

“Ignore them,” I said, stroking her cheek as I loomed over her. “You’re perfect, sweetheart.”

“Thank you, daddy,” she said, sounding so happy and sweet. Strangely, I loved hearing her call me that. It felt so right.

Then her beaming smile became a hard line. “I suppose I have to tell them now. Tell them what I want. What I’m going to do,” she said, sounding more determined than I’d ever heard from her sweet lips.

“We’ll be right beside you,” I said with a grin.

“Thank you, daddy, but I’m a big girl now. A woman. Your woman, and I want... No, need to do this by myself,” she whispered.

I slumped back on my haunches and my cock slipped out of her slit in a gush of cum. “Are you sure?”

She nodded, biting her lip.

“Do you want us to come back for the competition tomorrow?” Ronnie asked.

Sara took a breath and then smiled. “No, it’s okay. Tomorrow I’m moving in with you guys. I don’t have much, so it won’t take long. It’ll hardy fill my back seat.”

“What about the competition?” Clare asked, hunting around for her top.

Sara shook her head. “That’s okay. That was dad’s idea, and there’s something I’d rather be doing.” She grinned a mischievous smirk at me, and I realized she would be okay.

She wasn’t as scared and innocent as I thought. Just stuck where she was. But now she was free. The sadness had left her eyes, and I couldn’t wait to start my new life with her. With all of them. My game night harem.

We just had to actually get back to the game. I really wanted to know what that temple of oodooo was all about, or what the hell my skills actually did.
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