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CHAPTER ONE


As I pulled off the lid, the smell hit me. I closed my eyes and inhaled, just savoring the moment before staring lovingly at the newest Tendo handheld gaming console. Ten years since the last one, and I was in love. I caressed it. Sniffed it — all plastic releasing agents and that new console smell. She was a beauty. A lady, and I was going to treat her right. I don’t know how smart it was to add another to our already full household, but this little lady wasn’t demanding. She was going to be there for me like her older sister was. Ten years, man. A lot’s changed. The last console got me through a bad time. My Aunt bought me one at launch to occupy me through the loss, and that thing was my rock.

Now, ten years later, and her sexy younger sister was going to help me survive the five incredible women that loved me. All the waiting for them to get ready. Dragging me shopping, and otherwise monopolizing my time. Now I’d be able to fit in spurts of gaming.

My fingers itched to switch her on. To witness the boot screen for the first time, but I needed to treat this little lady right. She was expensive, and I had the funds to buy on launch day thanks to the cash from renting out my apartment. No doubt Ronnie would have bought me one — mommy was into gaming and would have understood — but she’d done so much for me, for all of us, and as much as I enjoyed being a kept man, I wanted some independence.

So I slid her into her dock to charge. I was going to wait. I was. My fingers reached out. Just a quick look. Just to see the boot screen. Just—

“What are you doing, Mikey?”

Ronnie’s seductive tones saved me from myself. “Nothing,” I said, packing away the cardboard insert.

Veronica kneeled beside me on the living room’s plush rug in front of the massive entertainment center. “OooOOO, pretty,” she said, placing her hand on my shoulder. I tore my gaze away from the newest member of the family to the seductive older woman. She gave me one of her motherly smiles. “I wondered if that’s where you ran off to this morning.”

I pointed to the little handheld sat snuggly in its dock — the charge light blinking happily. “You knew about this?”

Her grin widened. “Of course, you’ve been talking about it for over a week. Mommy listens, darling. If I’d have known you’d run off and get one... You didn’t walk all that way, did you?”

“No, I took the bus.”

She scowled like public transport is distasteful, which was a very Veronica thing to do. “Well, if I’d have known, I would have given you your present earlier.”

I was already high from my new purchase, but I perked up even more at that. “Present? What present?”

“Are you finished here?”

I glanced at my new baby, still happily charging. “Yeah. Gonna wait for her to charge.”

She tittered in that way she did. Not the youthful giggle of Hayden or Sara, or the crass laugh of Clare and Tara, but classy, like the women herself. “Her?”

Huh, I’d never really thought about it. “Uh, yeah, all consoles are girls... They have holes you stick the discs and carts into, right? So... girl.” She smirked at me. “Stop making fun of me. Can we get back to the present?”

She took hold of my hand. “Follow me.”

Ronnie stood, giving me an eyeful of her dress. It was far too classy and poofy for everyday wear, but then Ronnie often dressed like she was off out for the evening, just because she could. I stood, soaking up her delicious older curves. The green dress pushed out her bosom and cinched her waist where a silk scarf wrapped tightly before the whole thing flared. Under the shimmery emerald material — the sparkly green of Tara’s eyes — layers and layers of black silky material bent and folded, giving the dress its shape. “Ronnie, fuck. You look...”

“Don’t you dare say classy.”

“Smokin’ hot, mommy.”

She smiled and licked her lips. “I love dressing up for you, Mikey. That appreciation in your eyes is always worth the effort.”

I could never get over the fact she valued the way I lecherously and lovingly drank her in. Gawked at her whenever she entered the room. She was a gorgeous vision, despite being almost twice my age. “You don’t have to do that, mommy. Not that I want you to stop, but I appreciate you no matter what you’re wearing.”

She brushed her thumb across my cheek. “I know, but a woman likes to feel special, and sometimes the look isn’t enough. We have to feel deserving of it. Well, at least I do. Never mind that.” She untied the scarf around her waist and held it up. “Your present is a surprise, and I don’t want you peeking. May I?”

“You’re gonna blindfold me? Kinky.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s not that kind of surprise... at least it wasn’t.” She had this look in her eyes, and I knew her present wasn’t originally of the sexy variety, but now she was thinking about how to make it that way. Ronnie’s as kinky as they come, but we’d only just started exploring that side of her.

“Okay, blindfold away. But if this is some kind of trick, I will be disappointed in you, mommy.”

The silk was soft against my face as she carefully placed the scarf over my eyes. “You should know me better than that, Michael. I am dead serious about you. You’re mommy’s special boy.”

A confusing flutter in my chest and in my pants warred when she spoke like that. It was still weird to find those words like a big blanket and a sexy proposition. I think I was a little messed up, and considering where I was. Who I was with... I was okay with that.

“No peeking,” Ronnie warned as she guided me down the twisting corridors of our mansion home. I thought I knew where we were going, but she confused me with a loop around the kitchen. She guided me from behind with her hands on my shoulders, stopping to open every door and usher me through.

The next room we entered was cold, but silent, so we weren’t outside... where the hell was she taking me?

She positioned me in a specific spot, and I hugged myself. It was colder than in the house — which was always toasty warm — and I was only wearing a tee and sweats. “And... here. Wait until I say.” In the silky darkness, I listened as she heaved herself somewhere. “Okay, you can look now!”

Slowly — anticipation bubbling in my gut — I untied the scarf, pulled it away from my face and... I was staring at the garage door. I pocket the scarf, confused.

“Over here, Mikey!”

I snapped out of the disorientation and turned. Then gasped.


CHAPTER TWO


Veronica sat on top of a vintage sports car, leaning back on her arms, chest pushed out, long, stocking covered legs crossed as they sprouted from under the dark frills of her dress. “Wow.” She looked like a pinup from the nineteen-fifties. My mouth dropped open as she flicked her dark waves over her bare, creamy shoulders.

“What do you think?”

“W-what do I think? I wish I had my phone so I could take a picture.”

She chuckled — her melodious tone echoing in the closed three-car garage space.

I was slightly confused. I thought the present wasn’t sexual. “So, where’s my present? Are you my present, mommy?”

She laughed harder, throwing her head back. Damn, she was sexy. It was like one of those old-fashion pinup calenders brought to life. “Darling, I’m always ready to be your present. But this time? I’m sitting on it.”

My eyes widened. “No. No way!”

Her smile was a mile wide and as bright as a summer’s day. “Yes way. This is now yours. You no doubt will get more use of it than I will, and it’s only fitting you drive it. A special car for my special boy.”

“Ronnie, I... I don’t know what to say.”

“Say ‘Thank you, mommy,’ and tell me what you think. I’m not sure if you’re horny or gobsmacked.”

I laughed. “Both.” I was hard for her in that dress, sitting as she was, but absolutely floored by the car. “But, I can’t accept this... holy shit, it’s a Jaguar.”

She ushered me over with a bend of her finger. “Oh yes, you can. It’s in your name now. All fees paid. Insured. Fueled.”

I stared into her glistening slate-blue eyes, almost numb. No one had ever given me a gift like this. I wanted to cry. My fingers trailed over the silky texture of her dress as she spread her legs on the hood. “Mommy, I... Love it. Thank you.”

She grabbed my tee in her fist. “There is a condition.”

I narrowed my gaze. “What’s that?”

“That you take me out in it, just the two of us, specifically next weekend.”

I sighed in relief. She didn’t want me to be her chauffeur. “Sure. I’d love that. Though I should probably take it around the property first. It’s been a while since I’ve driven anything other than Clare up the wall.”

Her lips pressed against mine, all silky, waxy and tasting of her expensive lipsticks — just a hint of fruity berries. She took my breath away. When she let me get it back, I gasped out, “Deal,” and grinned. “Can I take her for a test drive?”

She narrowed her eyes at me playfully. “Another her?”

“She’s too pretty to be a boy.” She was shiny — polished to perfection — in a metallic British Racing Green. Perfect. I always preferred the classics when I raced virtually.

Ronnie chuckled again. She was enjoying this as much as I was. How long had she been planning this? “Well then, she is a nineteen-fifty-six Jaguar XK140. Fully restored after sitting here for far too long. And now she is yours... But I was thinking we could christen her differently.” Her bright grin shifted as she lifted the hem of her dress to reveal the lace decoration that topped her vintage stockings and the garter strap holding them up.

My shaft was already getting hard, but that sight made my sweats tent. “What did you have in mind?” She gifted me a vintage Jaguar that cost I-don’t-even-want-to-know-how-much. I’d do anything she wanted.

“I’ve aways fantasized about getting bent over this car. There’s something about the curves...” She grinned lopsidedly. “And the hood is just the right height for these heels.”

My grin became lopsided too, as I imagined it. “Well then, madam,” I said, thinking up a fun roleplay. “Were you driving too fast?” I stood back and adjusted my cock, then put my hands behind my back — any thoughts of being cold, long forgotten. “Naughty.”

She pulled her skirts higher, revealing her silk panties. I watched the fabric as she slowly ground her pussy on the Jaguar badge. “Oh, no. Was I? How awful of me! My driver abandoned me, and I don’t really know how to drive this. Do I need to be punished?”

I pinched my chin in mock thought. “Hmm. I think you must atone for your sins, young lady.”

She ground her panties harder. “I think that’s fair. I have been bad.” She pretended to pout, and pulled her skirts down, then slid off the hood. “Where do you want me... officer?”

I grin so damn wide. I was having a great day. Sure, I wanted to get back to my brand new handheld, but with distractions like this, that wasn’t happening soon. “Turn around, madam. Place your hands on the hood and spread your legs.”

“Oh,” she chuckled, “are you going to frisk me?” Her voice said playfully, but her eyes were all burning desire. She slowly turned, swishing her skirts as she went until her hands were on the hood and she arched her back, pushing her ass out, parting her thighs under the dress.

I drank in the sight of her bent over my new Jaguar. She was just as sexy as the car, and together? Yowza. I slid my fingers over the seam of her stockings, up the backs of her thighs, under the silky ruffles of her dress. Lifting the hems higher. Revealing her silky black thong nestled between her curvaceous butt cheeks and the garter straps stretched over her rear, digging in to her supple, older flesh. “You were born to be bad, missy,” I said, cupping her bottom in my hand.

Veronica moaned as a shudder shivered through her body. “You’re getting so good at this,” she whispered.

I ignored her praise. “Trying to bribe me for leniency? That’s five more spanks, you...” I tried to think of a word. “Sexy jezebel.” Then I spanked her right cheek. She mewled, spreading her legs wider, arching her back so her rear pushed out, wanting more.

“I’m sorry,” she said through a panting breath, then whispered, “harder.”

I chuckled, spanking her left cheek harder. The slap echoed around the garage, and she moaned, stretching her arms out for support. This didn’t feel like punishment. Then I remembered the scarf in my pocket. Knowing how much she enjoyed being tied up, I pulled her hand behind her back.

“What?” she asked. I was going off script as far as she was concerned.

“You have the right to remain silent,” I said, trying to hide the glee in my voice. I pulled her other hand away — pushing her down onto the Jaguar’s hood — and held them behind her back where her dress gathered.

“Oh,” she said, catching on. “Oh, please have mercy, officer,” she begged in the fakest, most overly dramatic voice I’d ever heard.

“I doubt you’ll stay quiet, though, missy,” I said, channeling every rent-a-cop the movies had blessed me with as it tied the scarf around her wrists. Another shudder wracked her body.

“Yes! Yes!” she cried, wiggling her ass at me. “I’ve been so bad.”

I took the hint and spanked my seductive older woman hard and fast. Left spank. Right spank. Left, right, left, right. Veronica cried out, thrashing on the hood as her rear turned a sexy crimson and my palm stung. I’d lost count and my cock throbbed to be free.

I cooled my palm by cupping her panties, knowing she would be wet. She was. “Disgusting, little slut,” I said, rocking the seedy cop role. “There’s only one way to deal with the likes of you.” Then I yanked down her panties.

Ronnie gasped, lifting herself off the hood, and glared at me over her shoulder. With her dark lock in her face, she stammered, trying to find the words before slipping back into the roleplay. “You... you wouldn’t.”

“Wouldn’t what?” I asked, cupping her naked pussy just above where her damp silk panties stretched across her thighs. She wet my palm, and I couldn’t resist slicking my fingers through her folds.

Ronnie fought against the hood as I toyed with her pussy. “Mmmm.” Then she stopped and collapsed against the hood. “You wouldn’t take advantage of a helpless woman... would you?”

I scoffed, pulling down my sweats — leaving dark finger marks from her juices in the gray fabric — and held my throbbing cock. “Advantage? Darlin’, this is your punishment.” I lined up at her slick entrance and pushed the crown between her lower lips. “I’m gonna make sure you learn your lesson good, you hear?” My accent was all over the place, and one minute I was a beat cop, the next a sheriff from a western I watched the other night with Hayden, but I didn’t care. Not when I had Veronica’s pussy fluttering against the head of my cock, with the seductive vintage bent over my other new seductive vintage.

Then I pushed inside her.

Her back arched as much as she could with her hands bound. A loud groan left her lips, and instantly I was home, cock buried inside her slick, wet heat. “Fuck, that feels good.” Then I slapped her ass as fucked her.

“Oh, fuck, Mikey,” she cooed, letting the roleplay slip off the hood like she almost did. The Jaguar is a very curved girl, but once I found the right spot to pin Ronnie down, I went to town. “Oh. Oh. Oh.”

Her dress swayed against the chrome grill as the slap, slap, slap of our fucking filled the air. The sweet smell of Ronnie’s need enveloped me and I was gone. Each thrust pushed her up the hood, only for her to slip back to meet me on her silky dress. She was helpless, unable to do anything but enjoy her fucking and maybe, just maybe, learn her lesson... whatever that was, I’d forgotten.

The seductive older woman mewled, gasped, and cried out as I hammered her slick pussy against the car. I would always remember this moment. Every time I’d see the Jaguar, it would be linked with the sight of Veronica’s sexy backside under her vintage dress bent over the car impaled on my cock.

I picked up the pace, slapping against her rosy butt, feeling the tightness of my release building. “Fuck, yeah, mommy. Fuck.”

Veronica devolved into ragged gasps, timed with each thrust. “Oh, oh, oh. Oh, my god, Mikey, oh, fuck me. Fuck me. Yes! Yes!” she cried, becoming more desperate as we grew closer to the edge. “Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me.”

I dug my fingers into the flesh of her hips and dropped the hammer — fucking her hard and fast. Harder and faster than I’d ever fucked the seductive older woman. Clare and Tara? Yes. But Ronnie? That had always been sensual or with her bound and me not wanting to push her too hard. But this? This was animalistic.

I fucked my vintage pinup with wild abandon, thrusting her against the Jag. “Fuck, fuck,” I yelled, holding her down. Fucking her right up to the edge. Closer. Tighter.

She came first. Her pussy clamped down on my cock as she gasped. I followed seconds after, pushing inside her so hard she slid the hood, but my grip was unbreakable. I shook as I came, unleashing my cum inside her. Unprotected and copious.

My world tilted as she shuddered against the shiny green car, sexy dress high over her back and pinned under her bound hands. Her thighs flooded. My vision blanked as I filled her.

When I was done, I heaved in a breath, enjoying the sight of our combined juices oozing from where we were joined.

An aftershock had Ronnie shivering before she sighed, slumping against the hood. “So worth the two-hundred thousand.”

I froze. “Wait. This car is worth two-hundred-thousand?”

She smirked at me over her shoulder. “You, Mikey, are worth every penny.”

My cock slipped out of her as I staggered back. I was lightheaded. There was no way I was ever gonna risk driving this thing. That was an insane amount of money.

The seductive older woman squeezed her gooey thighs together, grinning like the happiest woman in the world. “So worth that look on your face right now. Bonus that you’re half naked with your dick out.” She tittered, and I had to go lie down.


CHAPTER THREE


“Mikey, it’s insured, and that includes accidents. You promised you’d take me out next weekend,” Veronica said, sat on the couch as I flipped through the pathetic instruction manual of my new handheld. What happened to including gorgeous printed manuals with products that made you feel good about your purchase? This is a pamphlet in thirty languages with a link to a website.

“I know, it’s just too much, mommy. What if I crash it? She’s too pretty to be on the scrap heap.”

Veronica cupped my cheek, turning my head towards her. “Mikey, darling, it’s okay.”

I smiled, leaning into her warmth. “I’ve never had money. I could barely pay rent, and here you are letting me live in this fantastic house, gifting me a beautiful, expensive car. I... I just don’t know how to deal with that… yet.”

I lost myself in her motherly warmth as she continued in her reassuring tone. “Mikey, I understand. I really do. But I’ve never felt about anyone like I do you. Let me spoil you. It makes me happy. You want to make mommy happy, don’t you?”

I chuckled as she teased me, pretending to pout. “Okay, but it’s gonna take me a minute. I haven't driven in a while, and—”

My babbling words died on her lips and I forget about the gift. The pamphlet drops from my fingers as she scrunched my tee, pulling me closer. Suddenly I’m up for an encore from the garage—

“Oh my god, is that the new Tendo?”

We both turn to see a sweaty Hayden in her tight shorts, sports bra, and post-run glory, holding the handheld’s box.

“Yes,” I say, wiping the lipstick from my mouth. “Good run?”

She takes a second to answer — too busy reading the box. “Oh, yeah, it was okay. You don’t run, do you? I’m kinda lonely now. It didn’t bother me before, running solo, but…”

“I think that would be a great idea, Mikey.” Ronnie nudged me with her elbow. “It’s good to stay in shape.”

I already ran a weekly marathon with the amount of energy I spent keeping up with my needy girls, but it might be nice to get out of the house. This morning’s journey into town was the first time in a week. “Uh, sure, I can come running with you... if you promise to take it easy on me. The only time I’ve ever run for anything was for the bus, and it was not pretty.”

Hayden fanned her white teeth between her glossy red lips. “Thanks, bae.” The grin shifted into a smile. “I’ll make it worth your while.” Then her attention moved to the handheld sat in its charging dock. “Ohh, it’s bigger than the last one.”

“What’s bigger?” Sara said, waltzing into the room in a tiny, swishy short skirt and a glittery pink cami atop a pair of matching sneaker heels. “Daddy!” She bolted onto the sofa, diving into my lap, covering me in her auburn tresses and excited kisses.

“Woah!” I laughed as she assaulted me in love, straddling me, wrapping her arms around my neck and refusing to let go.

“I missed you!”

I stared into her mahogany eyes and the golden flakes that sparkled, giving her a majestic appearance. The nineteen-year-old had come so far out of her shell since I’d first met her. It was like she was a different person. “Did you have a good day at school, baby girl?” I brushed my thumb along her cheek as she giggled, wiping more lipstick off my lips.

She nodded, making her tresses dance. “Yeah. I did my longest en pointe. My trainer was impressed. She says I would be perfect for a production she’s working on.”

God, her smile was almost as infectious as she was achingly beautiful. “That’s great! Does this mean I’m gonna finally get to see you dance... outside of the bedroom?”

She slapped my chest playfully. “I’ll always dance for you, daddy. You know that.”

Hayden plopped down beside us, having toweled herself off. “Bae, it has that new RPG, Dragon Blade Chronicles. I know you’ve just got it, but is there any chance I can...”

I looked over Sara’s shoulder at the console. Its charge light was green. “Okay,” I said reluctantly, but then realized it wasn’t just me that was going to enjoy playing it. I had someone to play with — even if she thought racing games were boring — and suddenly felt thankful for that. “But I need to see her boot first.”

Ronnie hopped off the couch. “Allow me, Mikey.” She sauntered over in her swishy dress to the dock and pulled the console out. The image of that dress raised over her back bent over the Jag renter my mind and... fuck, my life was cool now. “Here you go. I know you’ll treat her well,” she said with a knowing smirk, and I don’t think she was only talking about the games console.

Sara watched while Hayden and Ronnie snuggled against me as I powered it on and a wave of nostalgia washed over me seeing the familiar ‘Tendo’ logo. Heard that unmistakable jingle of the boot sequence... except way more flashy and cool. “Oh, you’re right. It comes pre-installed,” I said to Hayden, passing her the handheld. I hadn’t even noticed. I pre-ordered whatever version I could get my hands on three months ago, hoping I’d find a way to pay for it in time.

The raven beauty squealed, tucked her hair behind her ears and took the little gray slate, grinning from ear to ear.

Sara’s lips crashed against mine. “I have an assignment I need to finish before later.” She smirked at me, reminding me that later, was Friday night. Game Night.

“Sure, baby girl.” I kissed her back, squeezing her toned butt through the fluttery material of her tiny skirt.

She giggled. “You make it hard to leave.” She squeezed her eyes shut and slipped off my lap. “Back soon, daddy.”

I watched my firecracker saunter down the hall before Hayden pulled me into the couch corner and promptly sat on me, snuggling in as she started playing. “This is more comfy.”

I wrapped my arms around her, watching her create her character on the Tendo as Ronnie watched us. It was a moment of beautiful stillness. One of those perfect moments great songs are written about.

That was when Hurricane Clare and Storm Tara broke into the living room.

“No! Pffft, no way!” Clare gasped, gossiping in the way she and Tara often did now Clare was helping the brunette at her fashion job.

“I’m telling you. They did it yesterday. Did you see the state of her hair in those photos?”

One by one, they came over and kissed me.

Clare bent over first, making sure I got a view of her red lacy bra down her white blouse. “Hay baby.” Her vanilla scent hit me like I’d shoved my face in the perfume bottle.

Then Tara. “Evening, lover.” Her black blouse was just as revealing, and if I didn’t already know from her teasing this morning, I’d have discovered she was wearing matching white lingerie under her pantsuit.

“Did you two have a good day?” I asked, keeping one eye on what Hayden was doing in the game. Her character was just like her, except she was wearing some kind of skimpy armor and wielded a katana. I think she was still going through the tutorial, but the graphics were great.

Tara sighed. She lifted my legs and slid under my feet. Thankfully, I wasn’t ticklish. “Oh, fantastic. Another report Gwen can take credit for. I think that’s the only reason she’s letting Clare Bear help.”

Clare huffed. With no more seats around me, she sat on the couch arm and started playing with my hair. “Bitch is stealing all the credit! I’m starting to think that idea of yours was better, baby.”

Hayden killed two dog monsters with a flashy back flip, earning her some XP. I turned my attention to my blond bombshell. “What idea?”

Tara squeezed my foot. “Yeah, what idea? Have you been holding out on me?”

Ronnie got up. “I’ll be back. I have the oven on.”

I watched Veronica's skirts swish back and forth as she left us, and Clare continued. “The one where we start our own site. We’re the ones with all the contacts—”

Tara cleared her throat.

“Okay, you’re the one with all the contacts, but we’re the ones who do all the—

She fake-coughed.

“Okay, Tar, you do most of the work, but the point is, we’re totally unappreciated at that place. Gwen is stealing our thunder. Is the offer still open, baby?”

Hayden leveled up.

I looked between Tara and Clare, only half paying attention. “Uh, yeah sure. I’m sure I could make the site for you, but I imagine that’s the easy part. Getting traffic will be the hard part.”

“Pffft. You may not know this, baby,” Clare said, sounding reluctant or maybe resentful to admit it. “But Tar has like, followers. Like thousands of fashion fanatics on her socials. They’ll go where she goes.”

I turned to Tara. “You really wanna go solo? I thought you were happy at that place?”

The stunning fashionista stopped toying with my foot and sighed again. “I was, but then I started working with Clare Bear, and,” she narrowed her eyes at the blond, “it’s more fun now,” she said, also reluctant to admit it. “And Gwen is such a bitch, so, yeah, okay. If you can, then we can give it a go?”

I grinned. Finally, I was going to do some web design for an actual site with visitors. “Okay, we can have a meeting tomorrow about it? You guys can tell me what you want.”

Clare tilted my head back and kissed me. Sultry and slow. “Thanks, baby. This is going to be great.”

Hayden excitedly tapped my leg. “Bae, have you seen this?” She showed me a flashy move her character could make now she’d leveled up, and suddenly I didn’t mind sharing my new baby with her. It was making her so happy.

Clare squeezed my shoulder. “Ah, I gotta pee.” Then hopped off the couch and trotted out of the room.

Tara slipped out from under my feet. “Are we playing tonight?”

“Uh, yeah. That’s the plan. Do you know if Clare’s ready? It feels like forever since we did that.”

The brunette shrugged. “Won’t matter. She’ll make it up, anyway.”

“The main idea’s done,” Hayden added, not taking her eyes off the screen. “I did it with Ronnie when we were testing stuff out.”

I chuckled. “I remember that.” I kissed Hayden’s hair, inhaling the whiff of a summer breeze.

Tara smirked at me. “Okay, then I need to pick out an outfit.”

Hayden scoffed, still fixated. “Why bother. You’ll find a way to be naked in five minutes anyway.”

Tara just smiled. “True. But at least I’ll look sexy doing it.” The fashionista flicked her hip and then sauntered towards the foyer.

I sighed, holding Hayden in my arms as she continued to slay the game world’s indigenous critters for experience points and just grinned, thinking up all the ways I would get to heal my girls tonight.


CHAPTER FOUR


Hours later, I'm sat in the opulent game room with a giddy excitement. I was not only waiting for the others so we could start the first Game Night in ages. I was playing my favorite racing game on my new handhold after eating the tastiest takeout in existence. Add to that, I held my handheld around Sara’s lithe frame as she lounged against me in my lap, watching me drive virtually like a seasoned pro. The performance of the new Tendo was so much better, and with the stunning dancer’s strawberry scent filling my nose, it felt like the geek inside me had peaked.

Slowly, in my periphery, the others joined us. Clare took her position in the GM seat. Tara sat with us on the couch and Hayden stayed with Ronnie on the other. When we were finally ready, I paused my game and carefully placed it on the side table out of the way. I wanted to put it back in its dock, but I didn’t want to disturb the auburn beauty in my lap.

Clare tapped her stack of paper on the chair arm. “We all good?”

I took a moment to check everyone out now I was paying attention. Clare was back in her tartan mini, taunting me with her crossed legs, and sparkly red tube top. Ronnie hadn’t changed, so she still looked like the leading lady from a vintage Hollywood movie. Hayden had changed from her running gear post shower and wore one of my t-shirts that looked comically big on her. It was the one with the healer meme I’d worn to the second game night. I didn’t know what she wore underneath, but if the shiny black stockings were any sign, it was sexy. Sara hadn’t changed, but Tara definitely had. I don’t know where she got it, but under a virtually transparent gauze black knee-length dress, she was rocking a literal chain mail bikini. Even her belly piercing had a little silver sword dangling from the stud, matching her earrings. They were all so incredible in their own way. I got wood just taking them all in, listening to Clare berate them.

The sassy blond giggled. “Because we all sucked so badly last time, we’re having a do-over. Okay.” she cleared her throat and used her narrator voice, which was a slightly deeper version of her normal tone. I don’t know why. Maybe she thought it was more epic like that, but more likely she was just trying to one-up Veronica’s awesome narrator voice. “Last time... before the fail... our band of sexy adventurers were exploring deep in the dark places of Oodoo Temple. Having escaped the upper level, they enter the main chamber. A massive extravagance of gold dildos, and other statues depicting obscenity. All dedicated to the mad god of lust. If our heroes wish to open the main chamber and claim the treasure, they will have to sate the mad god’s lust.” The blond smiled at me and I had an idea how the god’s lust was going to be sated.

Hayden raised her hand. “I explore!”

Clare wrote something down in her notepad. “You discover the large treasure doors with a magical seal. Around the room are statures engaged in various acts of carnal indulgence.”

Hayden fist-bumped. “Yes! she went with my idea.”

Sara sat up in my lap, wiggling her bottom against my hard shaft. “I check for traps.”

Clare nodded, making another note. “No physical traps detected. You do detect a magical trap, but you don’t know where it is, what it does, or how to disarm it.

“Ooo, ominous,” my sexy little dancer cooed, then giggled, groping my wood.

“I cast ‘I need a drink’,” Ronnie said, holding up her empty wine glass she’d held since we started.

“Wait, wait,” I said, interrupting. “What class are you, Mommy? This is the first time you’ve played.”

Clare rolled her eyes. “She’s a socialite, duh.”

I laughed despite Clare’s sass. “Really? how does that work?”

Ronnie preened. “I’ll have you know I have a very high charisma stat and can distract most enemies in small talk.”

“Oh. So you’re the crowd control? Oh, that’s clever.” I couldn’t help but laugh at how they’d managed to get a functioning party together when one of their members magically vanished each week to be the GM, or just how fitting Ronnie’s class was.

Clare sniggered. “That’s all of your actions, cleric.”

“Hey, I was just asking questions!”

“Questions cost action points... or whatever. Ronnie, your charisma increased by ten points and you are now slightly tipsy. Tar?”

“I cast magical defense. I know you girl, you are not getting me with that trap,” Tara said, pretending to hold a shield out in front of her.

Clare giggled. “Oh, no. The cast failed because you were too distracted sassing the wonderful game master. The spell backfires and makes you more vulnerable to magical traps.”

“What!”

“And unfortunately, once each member of the party had their turn, a magical trap sprang to life, sealing them in the chamber, doomed if they don’t succeed.”

Tara huffed. “Bitch, please with your unfair bullshit.”

Clare continued, ignoring the pissy brunette. “You feel a presence. It swirls around you, passing through you, before entering the only man present, selecting him as his avatar.” Clare passed me a scrap of paper that said ‘Read this’.

Everyone’s eyes were on me as I read the note, struggling to keep a straight face. “I am the avatar of the mad god of lust. To claim my treasure, you must satisfy me with your carnal eagerness. My frozen concubines will guide you. Show me, and my treasure will be yours.”

Sara giggled. “So sexy, daddy.”

Hayden clapped her hands in excitement. “I know where this is going.”

Veronica smirked. “I use my powers of social observation to examine the first statue.”

Clare frowned. “That’s cheating, Ronnie, you’ve seen this already.”

“Clare, darling, exactly half of us were involved in coming up with this because you begged and I quote, ‘help me guys, I don’t want Mike to be disappointed, or think I lack an imagination,’ so I think spoilers are unavoidable.”

“Pffft. I so did not say that, baby. Don’t listen to her,” Clare said, then cleared her throat, slipping back into her deeper voice. “The first statue, Temptation, shows a couple of busty women kissing... for a minute... using tongues. And remember, it has to be in front of the god of lust’s avatar.”

“How do you guys come up with this stuff?” I asked, moving Sara’s hand off my cock before she made me any harder than I already was.

Sara groaned, pushing her butt hard against my shaft. “Because they’re horny sluts,” she said with a giggle, like she was being naughty using that word. She was adorable.

“Are we now?” Ronnie mused. “Well, you can be one of the horny sluts that has to kiss for the lust god, then, Sara.”

“Wait,” the auburn beauty protested. “I didn’t mean—”

“Uh-huh,” Tara said, pointing her finger. “Too late for that, princess.” She took Sara’s hand and pulled her from my lap, leaving me to hide my erection.

Before Sara had time to protest again, Tara pulled the auburn beauty into her arms and pressed her mischievous mouth to Sara’s shocked, pouty lips.

I groaned as Tara tilted her head, showing her tongue push into Sara’s mouth. The princess moaned, shutting her eyes, clutching Tara for balance. “Fuck.”

“You like that, baby?” Clare teased as Tara and Sara’s kiss deepened. My princess whimpered, meeting Tara’s tongue in the middle with her own.

“Who wouldn’t?” I was transfixed by the sight before me. On the prettiest women in the world making out for me — or the lust god’s — benefit.

“And, time,” Clare said.

Sara pulled away with a gasp, licking her lips.

“How was that?” Tara asked.

“Good,” Sara said with a mischievous grin. “It was easier than I thought.”

Tara looked confused. “How so?”

Sara gave the brunette a big grin. “I don’t like girls, at least not like that, so I just pretended you were daddy.” Then, with all the sass possible, she spun and jumped back onto my lap, crushing my cock as she straddled me.

Instantly I tasted her and Tara as she kissed me, hard and deep, giggling against my mouth.

“Is the Lust God satisfied?” Clare asked.

“Yep!” I squeaked between Sara’s fierce kisses.

Hayden scoffed. “I examine the next statue.”

Clare cleared her throat again and used her deeper voice. “The second statue, Servitude, depicts the god’s massive phallus entering deep inside his concubine’s mouth… and held there.”

“Me! My turn!” Hayden said, jumping up from the couch.

“Okay, Sara,” Veronica said, “let someone else have a turn.”

My princess groaned, reluctantly slipping off my lap and joining Ronnie on the other couch.

“In the center, my Lord Lust,” Clare said with a knowing smirk.

I stood and joined a grinning Hayden in the center. Without a word, she dropped to her knees and unbuttoned my jeans, freeing my tortured, rock-hard shaft. I slipped into a blissful state as her lips slicked all the way down my length, and I grabbed her raven hair in a fist. She sucked, then poked her tongue out, licking my sac.

“Damn, Hay, how do you do that?” Clare asked, watching as mesmerized as I was. Hayden pumped her lips up and down the length, pushing my cock deep into her throat.

She pulled off with a pop. “Practice. Dildos are just for pussies, you know?” Then she plunged back onto my shaft, sucking all the way down, and I almost came.

“Uh, question,” I said, groaning as the raven beauty went to town on my shaft. “Can the lust god come?”

“Oh, baby,” Clare teased, “are you having trouble maintaining control?”

I scoffed to hide just how close Hayden was taking me to the edge. “No, I just want to understand the rules... oh, fuck… that’s… fuck!” I scrunched Hayden’s raven locks tighter, pumping my hips against her face as she opened her throat for me, letting me fuck her face.

“The god does not come until all requirements are satisfied,” Clare said in her deep voice, far too happy to torture me.

I groaned. “Then are we done? Because this is too damn good to not do that.”

Hayden mewled around my cock, clutching my hips as I fucked her mouth.

“Okay, baby, that’s enough... I mean, the lust god was satisfied with the scout’s efforts.”

Hayden pulled off my cock in a deep gasp. She rolled her eyes for a second, savoring the feeling. Then licked her lips. “I was so close, bae. So close.”

I cupped her flushed cheek. “Hold on to that thought.”

“I examine the next statue,” Tara said.

Clare continued in her voice. “The third statue, Witnessed Devotion, depicts a concubine watched by all, show her devotion to her master by coming with his godly cock in her ass.”


CHAPTER FIVE


Sara groaned. “Nope. No way.”

I smirked as the realization dawned on me. “Did you just write these for each of you?” I asked, noticing how there was a blowjob for Hayden, and now a voyeuristic back-door for Tara.

“Hush, baby,” Clare hissed. “Don’t ruin the magic.”

Hayden swapped places on the center rug with Tara. “Was the statue standing or on the floor?” She asked Clare.

Clare thought for a moment, tapping her bottom lip with a grin. “Well, I wanna see it, so the statue is standing, and taken from behind.”

“We’re all going to watch. That’s the point,” Veronica added.

Tara stared into my eyes as she slipped the gauzy dress from her shoulders. “Make sure I’m nice and wet, lover. I did some prep, but go slow, okay?”

“Sure,” I said, watching the fabric flutter to the ground. Then she pushed her faux chain-mail panties down her thighs, letting them thunk on the rug. Her top joined them, and I just stood there mutely drinking the sight of her in. Damn, she was flawless.

The brunette stood with her legs apart, taunting me with her glistening pussy. “Come on, my god, I’m waiting.”

That was it. The teasing of their kissing, then the blowjob? I was damn horny. My hand shot between her thighs, sinking into her silky wetness, coating my digits in her desire as I spun her. I cupped her left breast from behind as I pushed my fingers inside her, making the brunette shudder in delight. Her head lolled on my shoulder, and I toyed with her nipple. My fingers between her thighs were drenched in seconds, and I used her need to wet the small pucker of her ass.

I kicked off my jeans as I played with her, making her moan and gasp. Grinding my finger over her clit, she flushed with more wetness that I pushed inside her back door. Tara mewled loudly as I pushed a second finger inside her tightest hole, spreading her juices as deep as I could.

“Fuck, this is hot, baby,” Clare said without a hint of sass. She stared, absorbed, as I slicked my cock through Tara’s folds, coating my shaft in her copious juices.

“She’s so damn wet,” I groaned, lining up the crown against her slick pucker.

The brunette reached back and grabbed my hair. “That’s because you drive me crazy, lover. Hurry, I need you inside me.”

“Come on, daddy!” Sara cheered. “Give it to her! The lust god demands it!”

So I did. Slowly at first, I pushed inside her tightest hole. It was a good thing she was as wet as she was, because it gave me a lot of lube to work with. Quickly I slipped all in and we both groaned when I bottomed out against her butt cheeks.

“Is there a rule that the GM can’t touch herself?” Clare asked with a giggle, making it sound like a joke, but I knew she was serious.

“I’ll allow it,” I said. It was the last coherent thought my brain came up with as I lifted Tara’s right leg and hooked my arm under her knee, giving better access. My other hand grabbed her breast and squeezed as I pulled back, making the fashionista cry out.

Clare lifted her tartan mini and pushed her hand inside her panties. “And people wonder why I wear short skirts.”

“It’s because you’re filthy,” I joked, trying to think through the brain fog, and stay on my feet as I slowly fucked Tara’s ass. God, she was tight, hot and slick. It was different to fucking her pussy, but just as incredible. “The no coming rule is still in effect, right?” I grit through clenched teeth.

Clare groaned, fingering herself as she watched. “Oh, yeah, baby. No cum for that slut.”

“So filthy,” I chuckled, pumping my hips faster.

Tara clutched tighter, grabbing wherever she could as I fucked her steadily in front of everyone, turning her slightly so I could go deeper. God, I wanted to go deeper — impossibly deep. I didn’t understand the impulse, but no matter how deep I pushed, it was never deep enough.

I built up to speed, balancing on a knife’s edge, gripping the brunette tightly as I plundered her rear. Without warning, Tara came. Her butt muscles pulsed with her pussy, trying to push me out, but I held myself inside her, playing with her nipples as she gasped and twitched. “Fuck!”

Sara giggled as Tara’s head lolled, almost smacking me in the head. I was too busy trying to not come to notice — tortured by the waves of clenching and relaxing muscles surrounding the base of my cock. Her whole body vibrated in my grasp, as her body shivered and shook.

When she could breathe again, I placed her leg down and she dropped to the carpet on her knees, slipping my cock from her well-fucked bottom with a moan. “Fuck, lover. I love that,” she whimpered, covered by her mousy-brown locks.

“Here, baby. Let me.” Clare was there in a shot, cleaning my cock with a wet-wipe. She looked up into my eyes with her trademark sassy smirk. “You look horny, baby. Does my lusty god need relief?”

It surprised me how close to anger frustrated arousal felt. I grabbed my blond by the hair and pulled her head back, nipping at her neck. “You have no idea,” I growled. I was on the verge of becoming feral if I didn’t come soon.

Clare gulped in the way she did when I took control of her — usually over a table or the back of the couch — and whispered, “then let’s make this quick, baby. I need you too.” The image of her fingering herself, watching while I fucked Tara, shot into my mind, making my cock throb harder.

“So, I guess I examine the last statue?” Sara said. She couldn’t take her eyes off my bobbing cock.

Clare huffed, returning to the GM chair. “Right, okay,” she said, forgetting to use her narrator's voice. “The last statue, Options, depicts four—”

“Three,” Tara interrupted. “I’m gonna need a minute here.” She was curled up on the rug with a dreamy smile on her face. I couldn’t let her stay there — not only was it not right to leave her on the floor, but she’d be in the way. Carefully, I scooped her into my arms and carried her to the couch. The leather squeaked against her naked flesh as I placed her down. “Thank you, lover.”

“Er, three,” Clare continued. “Three concubines on all fours, offering themselves in a row for their master’s pleasure.”

Sara was way more enthusiastic about this part and wiggled her panties down her hips from under her skirt and tossed them at me. “Come on, daddy. I’ve been waiting all day for this!”

Veronica and Hayden joined us as I put Sara’s white cotton panties on the side table, adding Tara’s discarded garments to the growing pile.

When I turned back to the center, Ronnie, Hayden, and Sara were in the described position, on all fours, wiggling their bottoms at me.

“God, I love this game,” I said, eyeing the three’s backsides. Hayden’s tee had risen, revealing the black lace bustier and the suspenders holding up her stocking. No panties. Veronica teasingly lifted her skirts, and it was just like earlier over the Jag, except she wasn’t wearing any panties either. Then Sara pulled up her tiny skirt, showing off her bare, perfect pussy. It was like I was in an all you can eat buffet full of tasty peaches.

Sara was in the middle, so I started there, pushing inside her tight, wet, perfect slit — already so aroused and ready — while I fingered the seductive older woman and the raven beauty. Sara whimpered as I fucked her with languished strokes, “yes daddy, fuck me,” loving the tightness of her, and the way she squeezed me, trying to giggle through a moan. She was panting when Hayden was wet enough, and I pulled out — she pouted at me over her shoulder — and pushed inside the raven beauty.

“Fuck, bae,” Hayden squealed as I wasted no time getting up to speed, fucking her from behind. I kept Sara primed with my fingers. Then when Hayden began gasping, getting close, I pulled out and returned to Sara for a few strokes, before moving to Veronica. Pushing into her was like coming home, flashing me back to our fumble in the garage.

“Oh, Mikey,” she cried as I slapped against her butt cheeks — the silky layers of her dress danced around her waist.

I continued this, moving between them, getting them close to the edge, making them think I was teasing them, but really I had to move between them to stop myself from coming. I knew it was just a game and I could come inside any of them, but it was a game I wanted to win. I fucked Sara, Veronica, Hayden, Sara, back to Hayden, then Veronica for what felt like an eternity. Constantly on the edge, bringing the three god’s concubines right up to the edge with me. I’d never heard Veronica sound so needy and frustrated as I had when I kept denying her release.

They were all panting and moaning in both delight and annoyance when, to my relief, Sara came, crying out, shouting a string of cusses that the neighbors would be concerned about — if we had any.

Veronica exploded next, moaning into the rug with her ass high in the air, pussy convulsing around my shaft. I pulled out almost instantly, so ragged and close to coming, I had to play with Hayden’s slick pussy for a minute to buy myself time.

When I pushed back inside the raven beauty, I was right back on the edge, gritting my teeth, using all of my willpower not to explode deep inside her.

“So, fucking hot, baby,” Clare cooed from the couch, playing with herself again as I pulled Hayden into my arms. She wrapped her legs around my waist as I fucked her, grabbing a breast and reaching down to finger her clit. I couldn’t hold on much longer and had to play dirty. She came soon after, convulsing, frozen in my arms, then slipping from my shaft and collapsing onto the rug.

With an urgency I’d never felt, I shot across the room and grabbed Clare, threw her over the couch arm — just how she liked — pulled down her panties, and pushed inside her dripping pussy.

She cried out, shouting, “yes,” and “finally!” in that sassy way she did. Her tartan miniskirt danced above her ass as she grabbed and grasped for something to hold as I fucked my hot blond hard and fast, slapping against her ass, pushing her forcefully against the leather couch. I was possessed by the mad god of lust — divine in my need — and before long, growled as I finally came. I roared my release, unleashing inside Clare’s hot, silky channel, filling her with shot after shot.

Relief and pleasure flood my mind as the blond’s orgasm flooded her thighs, making her scream and thrash, until we both slump onto the couch in a sweaty, hot mess.

The others joined us in a pile of half-clothed and unclothed bodies. I gasped for breath, exhaustion catching up with me as I lay under my incredible harem. “So, did we win?” I asked, thinking back to the temple in the roleplay.

Clare giggled, tapping my chest. “Oh, yeah, baby. We won. We so won.”

“Damn it,” I said, realizing. “I still didn’t find out what my spells do.”

Ronnie laughed, loud and carefree. “Don’t worry Mikey, I’m sure it wouldn’t have been as interesting as what we just did.”

“Spoiler alert,” Hayden added. “They do nothing, bae. I never got around to deciding, so you’re gonna have to use your imagination. Sorry.”

I scoffed as they all snuggled against me, or at least tried to. The couch wasn’t big enough for that. “Great. How anticlimactic.”

Hayden kissed me. “Do you really think any spell could top what you just did?”

I sighed as Sara wormed her way to my free side, forcing me onto my back. “No, I guess not. Just would have been cool, you know, to have some magic.”

“You already have magic, lover,” Tara said from her position on the floor after she’d slipped off. “The power to love us all, and accept our love in return. What else do you need?”

I grinned. “You’re right,” I said, reaching for my handheld, surrounded by my girls as they slid their many hands under my tee, and resumed where I’d left off in the racing game. “I wouldn’t change a thing.”

“Besides, I’m the best at magic,” Clare sassed, nuzzling her head on my shoulder.

The others all sat up and groaned.

“What?” the blond asked as I rolled my eyes, nearly crashing. “I am.”

“Okay,” I said, pausing and putting my handheld down. “But um, what did we win? What was the lust god’s treasure?”

“What did we win, Mikey?” Veronica said, getting wobbly onto her feet. “Isn’t it obvious?” She grinned her dazzling, motherly smile. “You got us, and we got you. We have each other, and if I’m being honest. Isn’t that the greatest treasure of all?”

As I watched her leave in a swish of skirts, I knew she was right. Hayden took my handheld while I wasn’t looking and started playing her Dragon game, and the remaining three clung to me tighter.

“See,” Clare whispered, “aren’t you glad you accepted my invitation to our game nights? Game nights are cool.”

I grinned so damn wide, kissing all four of them, holding them in my arms. “Yes. Yes, they are,” I said, snuggling with them, slipping into a blissful state with my girls. We’d finally conquered the Temple of Oodoo, and I wondered where our game nights, and the rest of our lives, would take us next.
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