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CHAPTER ONE


Veronica held my hand as she led me down the lavish corridor of her mansion home. I guess it was my home now, too. My toes sank into the lush blue carpet as we headed towards the molded white double doors at the end. This was only the second time I’d been upstairs, and this corridor was on the other side of the landing from where Ronnie’s Red Room was locked behind a solid red leather padded door.

“I saved this one for you, Mikey.” The seductive older woman glanced at me over her shoulder and smiled. “The master suite.” Her words seemed to expand as she opened the doors, becoming larger, filling outwards as they echoed. For the first time in twenty minutes, my eyes weren’t on Ronnie’s tight denim miniskirt, or her lush dark locks, but the room. A massive bedroom the size of my entire apartment.

“Shouldn’t you be in the master?” I said, distracted by the enormous bed sitting in pride of place. Then there was the expansive window that looked out onto the front drive. Clare was down there taking a box from her Mini. The blond bombshell was helping me move, and as long as I could keep her on task, she was a godsend.

Ronnie dismissed my concern with a limp wave of her hand. Her grin widened when she saw just how overwhelmed I was. Her eyes wrinkled in the corners. “Nonsense, Mikey. I don’t need all this space. I needed wardrobe space, and my room has that in spades. Besides, I think I’ll be in here a lot more from now on.” She plopped onto the bed and leaned back on her arms, watching me.

My grinned widened as she slowly and seductively crossed her long legs. “Is that so?” I teased.

She tittered, pushing her chest out. “Well, I do like to spoil you. Do you like it?”

Like was an understatement. “I love it.” There was a big TV on the wall, a massive desk, a walk-in wardrobe. An en-suite. This was my apartment, only nicer. “Thank you, mommy.” My cheeks flushed, saying those words. As much as it felt right, it was still weird — in the part of my brain that told me it was wrong — to call Ronnie that. But she was the closest thing I ever had to a mother — even if she was my girlfriend — and I wasn’t gonna let social norms take that away from me. Considering I had what was basically a harem of beautiful loving women around me, I was way past caring about what society thought was right or wrong. I just had to get the rest of my brain to realize that.

Ronnie’s grin became heated. She loved it when I used that name. “You’ve been working so hard... keeping everyone happy. When Clare brought the idea up that first night, I honestly never thought we’d get here... but then you walked through my door.”

“That’s because I’m awesome!” Clare sing-songed as she waltzed into the room carrying the box I’d spied her unloading. “Wow, fuck, this is a nice room. Lucky, baby. Oh-ho,” she tittered, seeing the bed. “Now that I can get behind... or on top of.”

Ronnie rolled her eyes. “How many boxes Clare Bear?”

“This is the last one. I put the rest downstairs. Sorry baby, they’re heavy.”

I took the box and placed it by the window. “No, Clare, you’re incredible. I didn’t expect you to unload them at all.” She trotted into my arms on her sneaker heels, all tight yoga pants and tighter tee. It made her fantastic breasts seem obscenely large, wrapped tightly in the stretched white cotton. Her lips pressed against mine, soft, pouty and tasting of blueberries from the muffins we had for breakfast.

“You’re welcome, baby. Anything for you, you know that.” She flashed her eyes. “But Tar needs my help with her stuff. It’s gonna be a couple of trips, no doubt. She’s got a lot of crap.”

I gazed down into her baby-blue eyes. “Do you need help?”

She scrunched her cheek, narrowing her eyes. “You know I’d love that, but with you there, we’d get nothing done.” She kissed me again. “You’re very distracting, you know that?”

I grabbed her ass, squeezing her generous globes through the stretchy material. “I’m the distracting one?”

“You have no idea,” Veronica said, still lounging on the bed.

I smirked at her. She was one to talk, lounging with her long, flawless, alabaster legs arched and crossed, vanishing tantalizingly inside her denim mini.

Clare kissed me again, then pulled away. “I’m just gonna have to go, or Tar will get pissy.” She grinned at me with her trademark mischievous smile. “One thing will lead to another, and you know she’ll find us testing out your new bed and...” She flashed her eyes. “That girl can hold a grudge, let me tell you.”

I kissed her cute little nose. “She’s not the only one,” I reminded her.

“Pffft. That wasn’t a grudge. That was jealousy, pure and simple.” She smirked again. “Now I have you. I was first, and she can never take that away from me.”

Ronnie groaned, rolling her eyes again.

“Then you’d better go rub that in her face... I mean, help Tara,” I said playfully, squeezing her ass.

“Stop doing that,” she whispered as I kneaded her fleshy globes, her eyes glassing over.

“What?” I whispered. “I’m not even touching your nipples. I thought that was what distracted you the most?”

Clare groaned, grinding herself against the growing hardness in my jeans. “It... It’s not the only thing, baby.”

I ground back against her, leaning in. I held my lips a fraction from hers. “Off you go,” I said with a smirk as I released her and stood back. Her limp arms slipped from around my neck as she stumbled. She had this look of confusion — a mix of lust and shock.

“What...” she gasped, then got a hold of herself. “What! You’re gonna send me out there after making me squirm like that?”

“You said it yourself,” I grinned, loving how needy she looked. “Tara will be pissed, and you’re not the only one who’s horny now. You drive me wild, Clare, so you’ll just have to hurry back.”

The stunning blond glanced at Veronica, then fixed her gaze on me. “You’re mean!” Then she sighed. “But you’re right. Fuck. Fine. Just a quick kiss? Then I’ll go.”

“Fine,” I relented.

She shuffled back into my arms and attacked me with her soft, pouty lips. I lost myself in the kiss for a second before I realized I’d been had. Her fingers rubbed my cock hard through the stiff denim, while her other hand cupped my balls, massaging like I’d done to her butt cheeks. I grinned against her lips at the realization, but hunger quickly took over, and I was dry-humping her hand as she sucked on my tongue.

I blinked in a confused daze as she suddenly pulled back with a devilish grin. “I’ll see you later, baby.” She blew me a kiss, then spun on the spot and trotted out of the room.

Veronica laughed as I watched her go, realizing Clare had just given me the hardest blue balls in existence. Well played, blondy. I turned to the seductive older woman and couldn’t help but notice her gaze was fixed on the shape tenting my jeans. “She’s mean,” I said, unable to stop the broad smile creeping across my face at how good it felt. The teasing, not the blue balls. How naturally we teased each other. For the first time in my adult life, I’d been left hanging my an incredibly hot girl and there was no animosity towards her. No hurt feeling. Just fondness and love. Oh, I was gonna pay her back later. Even that thought made me smile wider.

Man, being in love, rocked!

“Oh, dear Mikey,” Ronnie said with a voice more husky than usual. “You look uncomfortable.”

I chuckled. Clare forgot about one very important thing. I have more than one girlfriend, and a very hot one was lounging on my new bed, staring at my cock right that moment. Suck it, Clare, I thought, turning to Ronnie. “Very. Can mommy help me?” I asked playfully, with pleading eyes.

Ronnie slowly clutched the hem of her miniskirt and pulled, showing more of her delicious thighs until the exquisite black lace of her silk panties teased me. “Perhaps,” she said, walking her fingers over her crossed legs. “We need to christen this bed, but... maybe you can help mommy try something out?”


CHAPTER TWO


“What?” I asked, overeager and taking a step towards her.

She willed me closer by leaning back, pushing her chest out. She flashed her eyes and waited until I crawled on top of her, pinning her to the bed. The teasing veneer faded. “I-I thought we could start with something simple?”

I inhaled her floral scent as I leaned in and smelled her hair. “You’re talking about the red room stuff?”

Her eyes worried for a second. “You said you’d...”

I pinned one arm above her head and lifted her opposite thigh as I pushed my bar of steel against her panties. “That I’d explore it with you?”

She fought the urge to roll her eyes, simply nodding and biting her lip as I pressed harder against that apex of temptation.

“I meant it, Ronnie...” I grinned. “Mommy.”

She cupped my cheek with her free hand. “Where did Clare ever find you?”

I chuckled. “Across the hall?”

She tittered.

“So, what do you want to do? Go in the—”

“No, not yet? I don’t think I’m actually ready for that. I know that sounds strange when I have all that stuff, but it’s a fantasy, and I don’t want to jump in the deep end before I’m ready. I’m terrified it’s not like I’d imaged... that would be… devastating.”

As I listened, I played with her silky locks. I still couldn’t believe she dyed her hair for me. It made her look younger, but I’d have felt the same about her, whatever the color of her hair. “It’s okay, I get it. Whatever you need, mommy. We’ll do it.”

She used her grip on my head to pull me in for a kiss, and her comforting, familiar taste filled my mouth, making me groan.

A minute later, when I was unconsciously grinding against her panties like a rabid teenager, she released me. “We’ll do it in here. That way, we can christen the bed and take the first step?”

I reluctantly rolled off, amazed at just how damn hard I was for her. My cock was sticky with the need for this amazing older woman. “Sounds good.”

She crawled on top of me, draping me in her dark locks. “Stay here. Get naked, I’ll be right back.”

Then she slid off the bed and padded out of the room with her skirt around her waist, giving me a view of her gorgeous butt in the black lacy panties. I took a breath and flopped on the bed. Oh, wow, it was really soft. I lay there for a minute, catching my breath, just enjoying the anticipation.

Then the distant click-clack of heels snapped me out of it. I quickly tossed off my tee, yanked my jeans open, and wiggled them down. I was fighting to kick them off when Veronica paused in the doorway. She was holding stuff in her hand and now wore a pair of really high leather heels. It gave her this sexy posture that pushed out her rear in the now panty covering miniskirt.

“There’s a part of me,” she said, eyeing my nakedness, “that wonders if it’s wrong to be with you, someone so much younger...”

I won the battle and kicked my jeans aside and stood there, cock rising back to full hardness. “You do?”

She nodded. Of course she did. I’d had my doubts, but Veronica’s hotness and kindness told those thoughts where to go. “But then I remind myself, I’m not taking you away from women your age. I’m sharing you. I’d have to fight a lot harder for you if more knew how special you are.”

I chuckled in disbelief. “That is not true, Ronnie. I am nothing special.”

She marched closer and dropped her little pile of what looked like black straps on the bed. “Neither am I, but you look at me like I am.”

“That’s because you are incredible!”

She almost towered over me in the obscene heels as she came closer and bored into my eyes with her intense gaze. “So are you, Michael. So are you.”

A warm flutter in my chest shooed away any lingering self doubt, and I stood a little taller, equaling her height. “I love you, mommy,” I whispered, quickly losing myself to her intense scrutiny.

She took another step forward, but stopped and tittered when my cock poked her. “And I love you, Mikey. It’s hard to show that where there’s... well, there’s five of us, but I do. Know that I do.”

I pulled her closer, letting my cock smear my desire over her skirt. “I do.” We grinned at each other for a moment before it passed. “So, what are we doing? What’s with the heels?”

“Okay, so... You’re sure you—”

“Yes!” I reassured her as she held the bundle

She tossed something on the bed behind her, then held out the straps. “These are the sort of ‘do it yourself’ bondage stuff that became popular when—”

“Fifty Shades came out,” I said, nodding, rolling my eyes. It always came back to that damn book. I really had to finish my second reading. It was like every woman who was even slightly interested in that kink owned a copy. E. L. James had a lot to answer for, I thought with an ironic chuckle.

“Yes. These were the first things I bought when I.. well, when I started fantasizing... anyway.” She cleared her throat, uncoiling the straps. “You’re new to this too, from what Clare and Tara told me—”

“Oh, yeah,” I agreed.

“—So I thought this would be a good first step for the both of us.”

“Sounds good, mommy. I don’t even really remember when Tara rode me, bound and gagged. That seems like a lifetime ago now.” How was that just a few weeks ago? “That night was such a blur.”

She snapped a section of strapping between her hands, capturing my attention. “Well, I’m going to make sure we both remember this.”

She gave me an end and showed me how to attach it to one side of the headboard as she attached her end to the other. She then tossed it onto the middle, near the bottom, and I copied. It was quite simple, just a couple of straps that stopped halfway down the bed with wrist cuffs at the ends.

Stopped at the bottom of the bed, waiting for me to join her, she looked down, like she was gathering her courage. I lifted her chin with my finger. “What do you need me to do?”

She bit her lip as her eyes widened. “Um.”

I pulled her close. “It’s okay, mommy. Just tell me. Tell me exactly what you want.” She took a breath, and despite all that I knew about the stunning older woman, this felt like an important moment. Like we were crossing a threshold, and I guess we were. She was about to embark on a fantasy that had lingered within her for years. Had spent god-knows-how-much on her red room, on the back of that fantasy, and now here she was with a younger man she was sharing with four incredible younger hotties. When I thought of it like that — how crazy that sounds — I understood her hesitation.

“Have me bend over the bed. Tie me up. Make sure it’s tight. Gag me. Then fuck me,” she blurted, like if she stopped to think about it, she might chicken out, or not say what she truly wanted.


CHAPTER THREE


I grinned. I think I’d finally found my calling with these five incredible women. “Mommy?” I said, leaning in to whisper in her ear. “Bend over the bed for me, like a good girl.” Then I added, “ now,” in the gruff, dominant voice Tara and Clare liked.

She gasped as I stood back and watched her. She was awkward at first as she approached the bed and stared down at the straps. Then moved the item she’d dropped earlier to the side — it was a black rubber ball gag — and slowly bent over.

“That’s it, mommy, just like that.” The heels made her curvaceous ass protrude as she bent, flaring the hem of her skirt. They also put her at the exact height so she could lie on the bed fully bent and I knew she’d thought about it. Planned it even. “Good, mommy.” I didn’t waste any time. The wrist cuffs were soft in hand — silky, not fluffy — and Ronnie watched me through strands of her dark tresses as I collected one of her outstretched wrists and wrapped the cuff around it. She gasped when I pulled it tight and buckled it.

As I restrained her other wrist, her bottom swayed gently from side to side, and she stretched out like a cat. Bound. “How's that?” I whispered, not wanting to break the fantasy.

“Good,” she said in a breathy whisper. “Great.”

Safe word! The words slammed into my mind. “How do I know if you want to stop?” I gathered her hair over one shoulder so I could see her. “A safe word won’t work.”

The warm smile she gave made my chest tighten. “You know about those? I can click my fingers or stamp my feet. You’ll know.”

The ball gag was bigger than I thought. The ball part, that is. “Okay. Open up, mommy.” She hesitated for a second, then opened wide and I inserted the black rubber ball. I didn’t ask her why she wanted to be gagged. It wasn’t like we needed to be quiet. The house was empty and there weren’t any neighbors that would hear us. The ball filled her mouth, trapping her tongue, and I knew she was going to drool. If I remembered anything from the night Tara rode me with the gag, it was the drool dripping down her breasts. As I lifted her hair and fastened the gag, I wondered if being gagged added to the helplessness. Was that what turned her on about it? Restrained and unable to call for help? I didn’t know. Didn’t understand it. All I knew was I really liked the view of her bound over the bed. She moaned, and I stood back for a minute just drinking the sight of her in. “Look at you, mommy,” I taunted. “Sexily bent over the bed. I could do anything to you.” That got a quiet, muffled whimper through the gag. “But I know what you want.”

She fought the restraints. Testing them, I realized, as I ran my fingers up the backs of her thighs. She moaned, tugging again, but she was fixed, arms stretched across the gigantic bed. I toyed with the hem of her miniskirt, teasing her as she fought the restraints. That was part of it, I realized. The fighting. I’d read about that. The part where you couldn’t get out. When you couldn’t unlock yourself was when someone who liked this got off on being trapped. At least that’s what I remembered, rightly or wrongly.

I knew I was right when Ronnie squirmed and pulled on the restraints as I lifted the skirt over her ass to reveal her black panties. “You always wear such sexy panties, mommy.” Her skin was supple with faint tan-line from the fading summer. I kissed both cheeks before hooking my fingers in her panties, but thought better of it. I wanted to tease her more. My fingers slid over the expensive silk panel that covered her pussy. It was damp.

My cock throbbed, needing release, and here I was running my fingers over the wet silk as Veronica moaned at my touch. “You’re so wet, mommy.”

She moaned again, this time in mortification.

I couldn’t tease her any longer. I needed to see her pussy. I tugged her black panties down over her ass. The fabric peeled from her slick lips like it was glued. My cock throbbed just at the sight of her flushed, dripping feminine lips. Damn, she was beautiful. She may have been older — just under twice my age — but she was just as much as a temptation as the others. Slowly, I dragged her panties over her knees, down her calves, and then let them drop to the floor. Heel by heel, I lifted her out of the crumpled fabric until she was clear, and I tossed them on the bed so she could see them. She mewled, pulling on the restraints.

“Nowhere to go, mommy,” I told her, returning to her thighs. Her legs trembled slightly as I probed around her lower lips. “Christ, mommy, you’re soaked,” I chided, running my fingers over her sopping lips. I tapped her inner thighs. “Spread your legs.”

She shuffled a couple of inches, opening up, shivering with a moan as I pushed my fingers inside her hot, wet heat. “More.” I pushed deeper, and she shuffled again, but not enough. I used my foot to spread her left, then right heel further apart. Her core dipped lower on the bed as her weight transferred from her legs. “Good. Keep them there.”

I’ll admit it. I couldn’t face reading that book again, so I watched the movie. I think I got the dominant asshole part down. Okay, I wasn’t much of an asshole, but I could imitate the dark confidence, the bold sexuality, and the gruff, deep voice.

She was still too covered. Her skirt was now a belt, but she still wore a strappy top, and that wouldn’t do. I needed to see her. All of her, or as much as I could, with her bound. Her top slid up easily. Like most of Veronica’s wardrobe, it was silky, and I pulled it over her breasts, revealing her matching black lace and silk bra. A couple of clasps freed her breasts, giving me access. The older vixen mewled as I cupped them, kneading her modest mounds of flesh, thumbing her nipples.

“MmmmMMMmmm,” she groaned through the gag when I pinched her nipples.

Back behind her ass, I admired her bent form. The sensual curve of her hips. The indentations of her spine. That seductive sweep, where her hips flared, then tapered into her thighs. Oh, her thighs. How they almost bowed, reaching up to her apex and her dripping pussy.

Ronnie was impatient, moaning and fighting the restraints, trying to watch me over her shoulder through the mass of her dark locks. I thought about spanking her — her ass was right there, bare and waiting — but I didn’t want to overwhelm her. Didn’t want this to be about that. I didn’t know where she stood or what she liked, and played it safe. This is what I told myself, not that I couldn’t wait to be inside her.

“Be a good girl, mommy, and take my cock,” I said in that dominant voice, hoping she liked the dirty talk like Clare and Tara. She whimpered quietly, then louder when I pushed my oozing shaft against her entrance. I was out of patience, and in one thrust, pushed inside her.

She squeezed me the whole way, but she was so damn wet I didn’t slow, and before I knew it I was encased in her silky heaven. “Fuck, mommy, you feel good.”

Veronica let out a gurgled moan, dropping her head down under her blanket of glossy waves. This wasn’t the time for slow and gentle. I pulled out and then slammed back inside her. The bed shook with the force, and Ronnie cried out — muffled by the gag. Christ, it was sexy. I did it again. And again. Each time, slapping my hips against her ass. Then I grabbed hold of her hips and didn’t stop.

The slap, slap, slap, met the squeak, thump, squeak, of the bed, mingling with my labored breaths and Veronica’s gurgled, muffled moans.

I got it. I really did. I don’t know what it said about me, but fucking her bound like this was incredible.

As waves of pleasure shot through my shaft with every insertion, I glanced around my new room, taking it all in, letting it mingle with the sight of Ronnie getting fucked on my bed.

Just a taste of what’s coming, the voice in my head offered, and damn. That thought was intoxicating.

Veronica’s inner channel quivering with her shaking legs brought her back into sharp focus. She was coming already, wailing through the black rubber, fighting and twisting with her arms stretched out far above her head in the restraints.

I almost came. Almost, dammit. Being with all of them was increasing my stamina and the ability to last, but, damn, that was a close one. I wasn’t ready for it to be over yet, so I kept going, gritting my teeth and willing myself to hold on. I had to make her come again, I decided. It was only fair. Veronica had done so much for me, taken all of us into her home, and a couple of orgasms during our first bondage session was the least I could do.

While she came I eased up to give myself some breathing room, but once she’d come down, and I’d moved away from the edge, I doubled down, fucking her harder.

My fingers sank into her flesh as I gripped her tighter. The bed thumped. Our skin smacked. The smell of sex and the comforting scent of Ronnie filled my nose like the sweetest drug. She was moaning again, snorting and gasping through the gag, trying to breathe, to gasp as I fucked her like the queen she was.

“One more, mommy,” I commanded, barreling back towards the edge. “Come again for me. Then you can have it.” She whimpered, and I knew she liked the dirty talk. Her pussy clenched when I said it.

Sweat dripped off my nose like a raindrop as I pushed myself to the limit, reaching my hand around her stomach, squeezing it between her and the bed to find her clit. Come on, Ronnie, come. I willed her as I fucked hard, strummed her needy little bud, needing her to come. I was barely hanging on, so close to coming it was taking all my willpower not to unleash.

Her gurgled gasps grew louder. More frantic. She thrashed, fighting the straps. Trying to close her legs, but I’d wedged mine between her, keeping her spread.

Slap, slap, slap.

I was gonna come. It was happening unless I stopped, and I couldn’t, even if I wanted to. I’d passed the point of no return. We both had.

Then Veronica screamed into the gag. Her body locked, simultaneously consumed by an involuntary shiver. It moved through her body in a wave, then her pussy squeezed and I was done. I growled like a wild man as I pushed deep into her flooding channel and let go.

The world swayed as pure liquid bliss shot from my cock inside the incredible older woman. Wetness soaked my hand and her thighs as she moaned again, and I drifted on a wave of ecstasy. I kept coming. Pulses of release shooting through me as I filled her up.

My mind blanked, and it was just me and this seductive creature — connected — floating on the wind. Drifting in the cosmos.

Then, like it took all of my strength to get me there, I collapsed against her ass, just managing to support myself on the bed with my free hand. “Fuck. Fucking hell,” I cussed, suffering from the world’s quickest withdrawal.

I pulled my hand away and inhaled deeply. Breathing it all in. I... I’d never come like that before. It was... almost transcendent. Happiness flooded my mind. A warm feeling of... good. I felt good. So damn good.

Veronica slumped on the bed in a gurgled sigh. I found the energy to unfasten the gag, and she coughed, drooling over my bed and the hair that was now stuck to her face. “Um,” she said. Swallowed. Sighed.

She whimpered as I pulled out of her and slumped on the bed beside her bound form. “I know.”

Limply, I unbuckled the closest restraint, then the other. She left her arms where they fell, and we just lay there for a beautiful moment in silence. Exhausted. Sated. “Um,” she tried again, but still couldn’t find the words, but the smile on her face told me everything.

After a what seemed longer than it was, I scooped her into my arms and dragged our limp bodies to the middle of the bed. My hip found the damp patch of drool, and I pulled her close into a tight embrace, our sweaty bodies intertwined.

Our breathing slowed, and I found my voice. “So, how was it?” I thought I knew, but I needed to hear the words.

She tittered, snuggling her damp locks against my neck. “When can we do that again?”

My laugh echoed around the spacious bedroom. “I’ll check my diary.”

She dug her chin into my chest. “I’m serious, Mikey. Like... I don’t think I’ve been this speechless before. It was... I...”

I held her tighter. “Okay,” I huffed. “I’ll seriously check my diary.”

“How was it for you?” She sounded concerned.

“Great. Incredible.”

“I’m serious, Mikey.”

“So am I, mommy.”

“So you want to continue... exploring this with me?”

I chuckled. How couldn’t she tell how much I enjoyed it by the full load I gave her? “I told you, I’ll check my diary.” She slapped my chest, and I relented, unable to hide my grin any longer. “Okay, okay, enough teasing. Honestly, I loved it. Way more than I thought I would, and I can’t wait to explore this with you, okay?”

She grinned. “Your diary better be blank.”

We lay there for a while longer, just breathing each other in. But the thought of a previous conversation with Hayden kept nagging at my mind. “Ronnie?”

“Yeah?” she said, sounding like she was half asleep.

“Can you get pregnant?”

A quiet laugh devolved into a frown as she sat up on her elbows with her top and bra still hanging off. “What made you ask that?”

“Just something Hayden said about her being the only one on birth control, and then Clare the other day when we were with Sara. It got me thinking, because we never talk about this stuff. Not really.”

She grunted. “I guess we haven’t really been fair to you, have we?” She fixed her bra and top, sitting there, looking down at me. “Can I? Yes. It just gets harder as you get… older.”

“Do you want kids?”

She laughed, becoming the seductive older woman again, poised and in charge. She fixed me with a look. “Why do you ask?”

“Because we just had unprotected sex? As far as I’m aware, you don’t have any? Kids, that is. I was just wondering if it was by choice?”

Her expression softened. “Oh.” She was quiet for a moment. “I don’t enjoy talking about it, but it just never happened for me, I guess. My husband never wanted kids until he was older, and it got pushed aside, then... well, we missed our chance.”

“But do you want them?”

She frowned. “Why are you asking that, Michael?”

I sat up and held her clammy hand. “Why?” I took a breath and looked deep into her slate-blue eyes. “I thought I was too young to have kids, but the more I think about it, the more I want to build a life, a family with you. All of you, and you’re… kinda on the clock more than the others, right? And I guess what I’m saying, Ronnie, is, if you want to... then so do I?”

Her mouth dropped open, and she shook hear head, spreading her puffy lips into a smile. “I think... I mean, I always hoped, I just accepted… Um, I think I’d love that? There’s no one I’d rather start a family with.” She chuckled, wiggling her hips, looking down at her gooey pussy. “And I think we’ve made a good start.”

I groaned as she pushed me down and climbed on top, lavishing my mouth with kisses, before laying her head on my chest. My cock nestled between her butt cheeks.

“The others don’t talk about it because... well, Sara and Hayden don’t want to scare you, and Clare and Tara... They’re deceiving themselves, pretending to let fate decide,” she whispered.

“What about you?”

She sighed. “I didn’t dare to hope, I guess. I’m lucky to have you, and I didn’t want to push that.”

I scoffed. “No, I’m the lucky one. I get to have all of you. That includes you, mommy.”

She grinned at me, letting the joy flood her eyes. Then they widened. “Crap, have you seen the time? Clare will be back soon—”

“And I still have boxes to move? Yeah,” I sighed, loving the weight of her on me. “Back to work?”

Ronnie kissed me. “Shower first. Quickly!”


CHAPTER FOUR


I’d just cleared the boxes from the foyer when Hayden arrived. She’d filled her beat-up old pickup, and after we unpacked that, we had to go back for a couple of appliances and heavy items she couldn’t manage on her own. She could have struggled, but Hayden was practical, and waited for me to help.

When we made it back home, Tara and Clare had dropped off a bunch of stuff, and we had to navigate a maze of hastily packed boxes as we ferried stuff to Hayden’s room.

The girl’s rooms were at the back of the house, a distance from my master at the front, and Hayden’s was smack in the middle of the five. Ronnie said it used to be a storeroom that she cleared out when Clare moved in, secretly hoping she’d need it.

With Ronnie’s help, we unloaded Hayden and got Tara’s stuff up to her room. Not that there would actually be room for her if she brought much more. Which she did. Her spacious bedroom was a bomb site full of boxes, bags, and furniture, and I was shocked they’d packed and move it all so quickly. I was suspicious she'd been planning this, or at least preparing for it since Clare moved in. Unsurprisingly, we were all exhausted, and they were completely devoid of sass by the end. Clare fell asleep against me on the big leather couch in the game room while we tried to figure out what to do with the all the stuff they didn’t need anymore. Veronica had furnished the rooms, and the beds were nicer than any of ours, so there was that. But all of that was thrown to the wayside when Sara finally showed up in the early evening.

My dancing princess was the one I was the most apprehensive about. This all took a couple of days longer to organize than our spontaneous declaration at the dance competition, and I hadn’t heard from Sara since. She’d wanted space and time to break away from her father and I was worried I’d find he’d locked her in a tower somewhere. But I guess that was just me taking my princess analogy a little too far.

“Mike!” Sara yelled, bounding through the front door as I staggered into the hall. She almost knocked me over, jumping into my arms, and I had to use the wall to stay upright. “I missed you, daddy,” she whispered, snugging into my neck. I breathed her in, inhaling her strawberry scent. Felt her lithe body. Her hot breath on my neck, and her luscious auburn tresses against my face.

“I missed you, too, baby girl,” I whispered, feeling that protective side take control. It was like having multiple personalities — a distinct part partitioned and reserved for each of them. “Are you okay?”

She nodded into my neck. “I am now,” she breathed.

Veronica joined us, placing her hand on Sara’s back. “Sara, how did it go? Are we good?”

“Yeah,” my princess said, unwilling to let me go. I shifted her weight so I wouldn’t drop her. One hand clenched the silky panties under her tiny skirt, the other slid inside the back of her tight pink tee to support her. Not that I needed to. She’d wrapped her legs around my waist so snuggly, we’d need a crowbar to pry her free. “We argued at first. He was so mad. That was even before I told him about you, daddy.”

I squeezed her tightly. “You shouldn’t have done that alone.” I shouldn’t have let her.

“It was okay. Yeah, it royally sucked at first, but then I told him what you said, Ronnie, about how you should want what’s best for your kids, not use them for self gain?”

Veronica tittered. “I’m not sure I put it quite like that.”

“After he’d cooled off, I reminded him that’s what mom would have wanted, and it wasn’t about me not loving him, but about me, and what I wanted... and eventually he relented. He’s still kinda mad though, but I think it’ll be alright.” She beamed up at me. “Now I’m with you, daddy. Now I don’t have to hide it. I feel so free.”

I rubbed her back. “Good. I’m glad you’re okay, baby girl. I was worried.” Then I kissed her, and we lost ourselves for a minute in soft lips, and delving tongues.

“Put her down, lover,” Tara purred in my ear. “We have more stuff to carry, and as you’re the big strong man of the house...”

I chuckled, and Sara giggled, slipping from my grasp. “It’s not much. It’s mainly clothes.”

“Well, we’ve got you, Sara,” I said as everyone gathered around and we all made our way to her pink mini and started unloading.

[image: image-placeholder]

A while later, Veronica and Hayden were collecting the empty pizza boxes as we all lay sprawled on the living room couches. Sara sat in my lap as Clare and Tara surrounded me, trying to one-up each other for my attention.

“I can’t believe we’re all finally here,” Clare said, sounding sleepy. She laughed, nuzzling her face against my arm. “I mean, pffft, it was only a suggestion, you know? Hey guys, I’m in love with my neighbor. He’s a really great guy and I think you’d love him too.”

“And we do,” Sara said, wiggling her butt on my lap, getting comfortable.

“It’s a good job you’re not possessive or anything, bitch,” Tara teased.

“Yeah, yeah,” my hot blond sassed. “He’s the only thing I have worth sharing, so... you’re welcome, bitches!”

“Hey, I’m not like a toaster you can pass around,” I moaned, half serious.

Clare tittered. “No, baby, you’re hotter... Oooo, I could go for some toast right about now. How bout it, Tar?”

“Nah, I’m not really in to... oh, toast, because he’s a...”

I rolled my eyes. “Why do you guys always have to talk in riddles?”

Tara kissed my cheek. “Oh, we’re not, lover. It’s called subtext.”

“They wanna blow you, daddy,” Sara said, eyes closed as she lay against me.

I chuckled. “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but why does it always have to be about sex?”

“It’s not, bae,” Hayden said. She returned carrying a large glass of water and sat cross-legged on the other couch in her tight sweats. She grinned, hooking her dark locks behind her ears. “It just seems that way to you. We have to take it in turns, but you’re always involved, so... it seems like a lot.”

Clare grabbed my chin and turned my gaze her way. “Are you complaining about your five needy, insatiable girlfriends, baby?” she teased.

I groaned as Sara ground her ass against my hardening shaft again. “I’m not saying that... I’m just… tired.” I was, and I just wanted to snooze, surrounded by my girls. They were exhausting.

Tara giggled. “Oh, does the old man need a nice nap? Shall I fetch your slippers and a blanket?”

“Don’t let them goad you, Mikey. You’re young, and full of vigor… you’ve just had a busy day,” Veronica said with a sly smile. “You don’t have to deny them, but you don’t have to do any of the work either.”

“You’re not helping, Ronnie,” Clare huffed.

Sara came alive in my lap. “Oooo, I like that.” She twisted herself around until she was straddling me. “We can take care of you, daddy,” she said with her full, pouty pink lips. “If you’re tired, let us take care of you. You won’t have to do anything. Just let us pleasure you.”

“I love you,” I said, dozing from my sleepy cocoon. I smiled. “I’m all yours...”

Clare brushed a lock of hair from Sara’s face. “Huh, I think I underestimated how powerful you are. You’re like a real sorceress.”

Sara pressed her lips gently against mine in a sultry, smiling, teasing kiss. “Come on, daddy.” I instantly missed her as she crawled from my lap. Then I was tugged from my cozy spot on the couch by the blond and the brunette, and in a little huddle, Sara, Hayden, Tara, and Clare dragged me up the stairs.


CHAPTER FIVE


Clare pulled off my tee while Tara fought with my jeans. Sara devoured my soul with her soft, pouty kisses, and when we made it to my massive bed, I was naked, and my cock was hard.

I fell — pushed backwards — landing, sinking into the softness of my new bed, the one I’d christened earlier with Ronnie. She’d changed the bedding since, thankfully. We really need to use a towel next time. My cock bobbed in my lap, hard and needy like one of those inflatable characters they have in those used car dealerships. I floated on the bed for a second, like I was in a dream. Was it a dream?

“Watch me, daddy.”

It took effort to force myself up on my elbows. Sara was a dream. She grinned at me from the foot of the bed, surrounded by the others. Her big brown eyes glistened with golden flakes, so alive and full of joy — more joy than I’d ever seen. Then she started dancing.

She spun, whipping her auburn tresses, rising high on her toes, lifting her arms high in the air. She was a blur. My princess was a ballerina. The others cheered and laughed, encouraging her. When she stopped, it was with a giggle, but she was also holding the hem of her top. She gyrated her lithe hips as she lifted the fabric higher. Now she was a seductress, turning as her bra came into view and I watched, transfixed from behind, as she tossed her top over her shoulder. It landed on my chest. She grinned at me over that shoulder, then turned, whipping her lacy white bra off and tossing it aside.

“Go, girl,” Clare cheered as Sara’s perfectly formed breasts bounced free, and she was dancing again. Now she was a pop star — a sexy naked starlet — grinding as she spun. Twisted. Then bent as she turned, giving me a view up her skirt of her sexy panties.

“Oh boy,” I gasped as those panties peeled down, giving me a perfect up-skirt view of her tight little pucker and perfect pink lower lips. She was a beauty.

“This is for you, daddy,” she cooed as she whipped her skirt off — it was a wrap around — and posed for me. “Only for you.”

The others clapped. I clapped as they peeled their clothes off, but my eyes were fixed on my baby girl. She climbed on the bed like a stalking panther, full of poise and grace, kissing the head of my cock. But she didn’t stop to blow me. She continued on until she was straddling me, holding my shaft at the entrance to her perfectly smooth, flawless pussy. “We’re gonna take such good care of you, daddy,” she said, lowering, impaling herself on my hard shaft.

I groaned at the tightness, arching, rolling my eyes. Now I was dreaming. Sara’s pussy squeezed me, like it barely fit, and she whimpered all the way until she sat on my thighs, scrunching her nails on my stomach.

The others surrounded us on the bed, naked. It was a visual feast of silky hair, swaying breasts, and taunting flesh.

“We’re gonna take such good care of you, baby.”

“Oh, lover, I’m gonna make you feel so good.”

“You’re gonna want for nothing, bae.”

The incredible warmth, smells, and presence of the four of them threatened to overload my senses. “Watch me, daddy.” Then Sara started moving.

Clare and Hayden guided my hands to their thighs and breasts as Sara gyrated in my lap, grabbing her hair as she bounced like she was galloping across a western plain on a stallion. “Fuck, I’m watching,” I breathed as my digits touched wet flesh, and Tara hovered her dripping pussy over my head.

I was in heaven. Overwhelmed. I was close to coming so quickly it was unreal. I scrunched my toes, holding off as my princess slapped against my thighs — her pussy squelching with wetness — joining her sexy little gasps.

Sara danced as she rode me. I don’t know how she did it, but she was dancing, throwing her arms around, grabbing her hair, biting her lip, bouncing her breasts. It was the sexiest performance I’d ever experienced.

Then her eyes flashed, and she stilled, digging her nails in to my stomach. “Oh, fuck, meeeee,” she wailed, her voice shaking like her body. I lolled my head as her pussy fluttered around my length, nearly sending me over the edge. I don’t think she expected to come yet, and her look of disbelief, or maybe disappointment in herself, made it hotter.

She inhaled a shaky, deep breath, held it as she bobbed gently, still vibrating, then shuddered as she exhaled, squeezing my cock so damn hard I hissed through my teeth.

“Damn, girl,” Tara cooed as Sara gasped for breath, stilling in my lap.

I don’t know how I managed to not come after that, but I was gasping for breath with the effort. “Holy shit, Sara.”

“Wow, daddy,” she cooed, sounding spaced, then pulled off, leaving my cock a throbbing, glistening mess.

“Me! Me!” Hayden said in panic, scrambling to get between my thighs as Sara flopped onto the bed with a giggle.

“Christ, Hay, he’s not going anywhere,” Tara said, watching the raven beauty push my cock between her plush lips, sucking Sara’s spend, pushing my shaft deep into her throat. I groaned at the sensation — so different to Sara’s pussy, but equally amazing. “Can you lick Clare, lover? I wanna see if she can do me while you do your thing.”

“What?” Clare huffed, in mock outrage. She was smiling!

“Sure,” I said, sounding just as out of it as Sara had. I was battling my limits again as Hayden blew me with a deep, bobbing motion, sucking my cock like it was a straw. I didn’t know how she did that with my shaft so deep, but I didn’t care, because Clare’s puffy pink pussy was hovering over my face.

She’d placed her knees on either side of my face as she leaned forward. Tara’s legs spread out, her ankles near to my head. “Do it, Clare Bear, or I’ll get Ronnie’s paddle,” the brunette commanded.

Clare moaned, and I saw her pussy lips squeeze. Licking her wasn’t as easy as when she’d sat on my face, because I had to lift to reach her pussy, but it also meant I could breathe.

The taste of Clare’s needy juices covered my tongue as I licked through her folds, then I hissed as Hayden almost broke my resolve. She sucked off with a titter. “Almost, bae. Almost.” The next thing I knew, my soggy, rock-hard shaft slid inside her silky wet pussy and I groaned against Clare.

“That’s it, slut,” Tara moaned, going full dominatrix. I could see her in my mind. Fisting Clare’s blond hair, holding her mouth against her slick pussy. I knew Clare was loving it from the sounds she made and the convulsions of her core. I focused on her clit, flicking and licking the swollen, needy little bud. Much to the hot blond’s delight... or dismay? I wasn’t sure. Her cries were muffled by Tara’s pussy.

“Fuck, yeah, bae,” Hayden groaned as she fucked me with controlled movements, clenching my shaft, then releasing as she raised. Clench, relax. Clench, relax.

As I continued to suck on Clare’s clit, Hayden fucked me. Clare pleasured Tara, and our grunts and moans filled my new spacious bedroom. I knew Sara was still near. Her hand was scrunching against my chest, but I was too focused on Clare and not letting Hayden make me come that I couldn’t risk a glance at my baby girl.

“Good girl, Clare Bear,” Tara moaned. “Just like that. Don’t stop, lover. Make the bitch come.”

What did she think I was doing? I redoubled my efforts, licking and sucking Clare’s clit. My hands were free, so I pushed three fingers inside her entrance, making the blond scream in pleasure. I reached out with the other to find Sara. She grabbed my hand and placed it between her thighs, then clamped those toned legs together, trapping my digits in her silky wetness.

With my fingers stretching and pumping between Clare’s lips, the Blond was fucking my face, moaning so damn loud she’d be screaming if she wasn’t muffled by Tara.

Hayden’s rhythm quickened, losing control. She panted, slapping against me as she rode me. “Fuck, I’m so close, bae,” she moaned with sexy, throaty desperation.

Then Clare exploded in my face. The blond gushed like a faucet, squirting into my mouth as her pussy convulsed and she screamed into Tara’s slick flesh.

“Oh, god,” the brunette cried. Her feet twitched, and I assume Clare had sent her over the edge when her orgasm hit.

Meanwhile, I was losing my battle with Hayden’s pussy. The raven beauty had become frantic, pounding me hard. She was using my stomach for support, her knees as a foundation, and slapped against me in rapid-fire quick movements, putting her toned tummy muscles to work — her channel squeezing like me a damn fist.

“Come on, bae, come for me. Give me your cum.”

“Do it, daddy,” Sara whispered in my ear now Clare had moved away. “Come for us.”

I was lost. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I chanted as the pressure built inside me, pushing me towards the edge of the cliff. I grunted and groaned as my cock hardened. Hayden sat up and bounced harder, like she was on a space hopper.

“I love you, daddy,” Sara continued to whisper in my ear along with other promises of what she’d do to me to make me come.

I don’t know why I hadn’t come already. I’d stopped fighting, but it was building.

Closer and closer.

Hayden’s breaths came quicker — small labored pants and gasps. Her breasts bounced. Hair danced in her face. Mouth dropped open.

I lifted my hips, wanting deeper.

I moaned.

She gasped.

Then we came.

“Mmmmmmm! Fuck!” she cried, slamming against my thighs as I pushed up off the bed. She flooded my cock. I shot my load.

She swayed, eyes rolled, shaking. I hissed, my cock flexing inside her almost painfully with each release as my orgasm ripped through me.

Pleasure flooded my mind watching her come, tasting Clare on my lips. Feeling her pussy milk my shaft for ever drop.

We drifted for a minute on the sensation. On pleasure. On happiness.

Then, with a strangled gasp, she slumped against me. Sara shimmied closer and put her head next to Hayden’s on my chest. My hand was still trapped between her thighs.

I tried to catch my breath, but they kept taking it away with their glistening, flawless bodies and dopey, sated looks. Clare and Tara joined us in a mass of tangled limbs. We just lay there together. Me and my girls. Well, four of them, but I was with Ronnie earlier, and she didn’t like to share as much.

“Is it always going to be that intense?” Sara asked.

Hayden yawned. “Probably.”

My baby girl giggled a sated jingle. “I think I’m going to like it here.”

“Pffft. We’re just getting started, girl... thought now I really want some toast.”

I groaned, pulling them all closer, basking in the afterglow. “Later.” I closed my eyes and drifted, surrounded by their love.
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