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  PART ONE









  
  CHAPTER ONE


I stumbled on a stone as I tried to catch up to her, clutching the bottle of wine like my life depended on it. “Clare, wait up.” I kept my gaze on the luscious rear of my neighbor as she marched ahead. 
She tucked her shoulder-length blond hair behind her ear as she twisted, looking back, but she didn’t slow despite the height of her heels. “Don’t drop that or Ronnie won’t let us in.”
I clutched the cold, smooth glass tighter, jogging up beside her as we marched up the never ending gravel driveway. “W-why did we have to park so far away? This driveway is massive... who was Ronnie again? Is she the dancer... or?”
Clare stopped on a dime, turning to face me. Her breasts jiggled in the dark red sequined strapless top as she planted her hands on her hips. “No,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Veronica is... you’re standing in her driveway. Sara’s the dancer.”
“Right,” I lied, feigning remembrance. “Veronica’s the rich widow.” I couldn’t remember any of their names from Clare’s rushed description on the ride over. She talks quickly when she gets going. I tried to concentrate on the details of it all, but my blond neighbor was just too distracting. It took all my willpower to keep my eyes off her curvaceous tits. That top hinted at just enough cleavage to keep my eyes wandering. It didn’t help that the sequined fabric covering the fantastic swell shimmered and glittered under the driveway lighting — catching the eye with every shift and wobble. That’s not even mentioning the tiny red leather skirt. I’d only ever seen this much of Clare’s legs when she’d answered the door once in a pair of tiny satin sleep shorts, and even then it was just a glimpse. I’ve never seen her wear such sexy clothes, and I was struggling to look away. It was not helping the crush I had on her one bit.
“Right,” she said, and I was thinking about her tits again as her soft voice flowed into my ear like the finest silk. “Hayden is the runner. Tara’s the fashionista. Got it?”
I chuckled. I was never gonna remember that. “Maybe I should right this down?”
“Don’t worry, Mike.” She smiled, and it made her blue eyes twinkle like the ocean on a sunny day. “Just relax.” Her soft fingers gently caressed my arm. Her touch lingered even when she’d pulled away. “This is supposed to be fun.”
Then she was off again, marching up the ridiculously long driveway on a Friday evening. “So, did you get your email sorted?” I asked, racing after her again, trying to change the subject to something other than Clare’s gaming group — a subject that was making me nervous. Something that would stop me staring at her ass, and the way the stiff leather swished from side to side as she walked.
“Yes!” she said, excited. “Thank you for that. It was exactly what you said it was. Paul was really annoyed I knew how to solve it,” she chuckled.
I grinned. “Glad I could help. At least all those years and expensive tuition fees were useful for something.” I sighed, and muttered under my breath, “because I’m not getting any work like that anytime soon.”
I caught up, and she gave me a sympathetic look. “Still no joy?”
“Nope,” I said, glancing at the jiggle of her chest again. I was really perving it up, but Clare was smoking hot tonight and she knew it. I practically stuttered when she knocked and I opened the door to her. It was like I was staring at her evil universe twin or something. “Nah,” I said, brushing the idea off. Three years studying to become a web developer and the only job I could get was at a crappy hardware store — and that was as a favor to my late aunt who’d left me her apartment. Thank you, Aunt Beatrice. “It’s like everyone decided that’s the job to have, so competition’s fierce, you know? I just don’t have any live experience.”
“Don’t sweat it,” she said, giving my back a rub. It was a fleeting touch, a friendly gesture, nothing more, I reminded myself. Clare’s outfit had me horny, and that wasn’t a good place to be when meeting her ‘hot lady game group,’ as she called it. “Something will come up. Besides, you have the hardware store job, right? No shame in that. Hayden works retail to support her aspirations.”
I sighed in relief and terror when the house came into view. “Easy for you to say, miss Webby Award winner.”
She snorted. “That paperweight? Pftt,” she waved her hand away. “It was for the whole site, not just me.”
I chuckled. “Didn’t stop you putting it on your resume, though, did it?”
She squealed. “Hey! A girl’s gotta eat. Oh, good, they’re all here.”
As we approached, I saw three cars parked around a fountain. “Remind me why we had to park at the bottom of the drive again?” I narrowed my eyes at the yellow hatchback, the pink mini, and the beat-up pickup.
“Uh,” Clare said, looking for an excuse, then sighed. “Okay, they wanted to see you come up the drive, okay? You’re the only guy that’s ever joined our little sessions. I did not tell you any of this.” Her hand slid around my waist, then into my back jeans pocket, steering me towards a side door. “I may have told them all about you, so don’t let me down, okay?”
I froze. “Wait, what? What happened to ‘it’s just a bit of fun.’” I didn’t want to come, but Clare can be persuasive, and knows how to wrap me around her little finger. Her nails were metallic pink tonight, matching her lipstick. That’s how much I was lost in her. I was like a lamb being led to the slaughter... or maybe a deer in the headlight — that’s a little less graphic. Point is, I don’t play games with people. Not even online video games. I enjoy racing games. That’s my thing. Something where I can get into the zone. Give me a repetitive task I can get better at and I’m happy for hours. Got my till scanning down to a fine art after a week of working at the store. “You said it was just a stupid game night. No pressure. Your friend moved with her boyfriend and you needed a filler. It’ll be fun, you said.”
Clare grinned, looking devilish under the tinted red light above the side entrance. “Mike,” she whispered. “Relax.” She stepped closer, and the bottle of wine was the only thing separating us. Her lips parted slightly, and my gaze drifted there. I wondered what she’d taste like. What her lips felt — My thoughts blanked as my questions, my fantasy really, were answered. Clare’s soft, glittering pink lips pressed against me, parting, forcing my lips to open with them. She tasted of a chemical strawberry lipstick flavor on the surface, but quickly I tasted something else, something pure, like heaven. Oh, crap. The slight wood I was sporting was now solid granite, and tenting my jeans. Clare whimpered, sliding her other hand around and into my other pocket. I wanted to move the wine so I could feel her against me. Feel those breasts I’d been obsessing about against my chest.
Wait. Clare was kissing me. Why was Clare kissing me? What was happening?
I peeked open my eyes. Hers were shut as she kissed me deeper, pulling on my pockets so my concrete cock pressed against her. I wanted to enjoy it, but... this was Clare. My neighbor Clare. We were friends, sure. I’d helped her out countless times with her computer, her plumbing, and her email in the past six months since I’d moved into the apartment opposite. We’d passed each other in the corridor almost every day. Multiple times a day. She said she always owed me a coffee for all the help I’ve given her. But this was the most time I’d spent with her, and now she was kissing me?
When she finally pulled away, I had to ignore the urge to reposition my sticky shaft, and she gasped. “Wow,” she whispered to herself. She just stood there staring at my lips for what felt like an eternity. Her pupils were wide and so pretty. Flecks of... I knew they were blue, but under the light, they were a dark pink that shimmered in her irises. Then she regained her composure, pulling her hands from my pockets. It was like losing limbs. My pockets suddenly felt too big. “That should help relax you,” she said, turning to cover her grin. “Remember, do not—”
Her words were interrupted as the side door swung open, narrowly missing my nose, and an older woman peered out, bathed in red light. “Oh, I thought you were fucking out here. How disappointing.”






  
  CHAPTER TWO


I squinted at the woman in the harsh, scarlet light. She was clearly older than Clare — who was in her mid-twenties. She wouldn’t tell me her exact age, forcing me to guess, maintaining girls should keep some mystique. But this new woman was in her late thirties to early forties — it was hard to tell — but the kind that  almost look a decade or two younger, and glamorous as hell. Her dress ran down to the floor, letting a long, smooth leg peek out through a slit that reached her waist, showing a hint of black lace. The dress was satin, and two strips covered her modest breasts, joined at the back of her slender neck — halter style. Her hair looked red under the lights, but it was blond, almost white when she turned off the crimson security light.
“Ronnie... are you wearing a tiara?” Clare asked with a giggle.
“Clare, I will not have you insulting my crown of leadership. We tossed while we were waiting. I thought it was appropriate.” While Veronica spoke, her eyes didn’t leave me. She was the widow, I remembered. Her husband died in a plane crash over the alps with his mistress ten years ago, leaving her his fortune. “You like my crown, don’t you?”
Wispy strands danced from her temples, where a silver tiara glimmered like it belonged to a princess. The rest of her hair was long, styled into a braid that draped over her right shoulder. “Uhh, Mike,” I said, numbly holding out the bottle of wine. “I-I like it. It’s very... sparkly.”
Clare giggled.
“Thank you, Mike,” she said, taking the wine. “Token accepted.” Then, with a dazzling smile, turned and left us standing at the doorway.
“Token?” I whispered.
Clare gave me an equally dazzling smile. “It’s just part of the game. An offering to the host... and Ronnie’s wine collection.”
Clare gave me a quick look, glancing from my groin to my eyes, like she was trying to decide something. Her eyes narrowed, then it was gone. I followed her through the heavy oak door, closing it behind us. “What game are we playing?” The door led into a long corridor that branched into a fantastic, enormous kitchen, with an island the length of my entire apartment.
“It’s a fantasy game,” she said as we passed a couple of storage rooms. “Role play.”
“What? Like Dungeons and Dragons? I don’t know how to play that.”
Clare tittered, turning right. The house was massive. “Neither do we. We just make it up. Don’t worry, it’s not serious. Tar bought a rule book once, but it was like four-hundred pages or something. None of us are reading that many pages unless it’s smut. Know what I mean?”
“Uh, not really?” I said, following her sparkly back and swishing skirt. Now I felt even less prepared.
“Oh, hey girl, you finally turned up. What did you do, stop off for a quickie?” A gorgeous beauty walked out of a doorway ahead of us, wearing a short silver dress that danced around her upper thighs like it was made of silk. Like Clare’s top, it was strapless, exposing a vast expanse of creamy skin, and the entrance to some deep cleavage. Long, wavy auburn tresses draped partly over her smooth, perfect shoulders, the rest fell down her back in cascading waves. She was stunningly beautiful, like a model. Now I was nervous. Clare was ridiculously pretty, and I’d hoped from the way she worded the invitation, she’d be the only pretty girl I’d have to worry about. Were they all going to be so out of my league I’d have trouble forming a sentence?
Clare gave her a hug. “Pffft, I wish. You know how long the drive is on foot? In these heels?” I was perving it up again as I stared at their perfect bodies press together. “Sara, this is Mike.”
Sara’s eyes evaluated me, from my sneakers, up my jeans — she hovered at the bulge in the denim for a second — and up my plain black tee. A smile slipped onto her small, but full lips. “H-Hi, Mike,” she said, holding out her hand. Her nails all had different art, from blue swirls to rainbow waves.
I reached out, uncertain, and slipped my palm against hers She was small, dainty, and so warm after the walk up the drive. “N-Nice to meet you, Sara.” She held my palm in long, slender fingers, curling tightly for what seemed like forever as she gazed into my eyes. Hers were brown like mahogany, with tiny golden flecks that gave them warmth.
“He’s gonna need that hand back, Sar,” Clare whispered.
“Oh!” Sara let go, like she’d just been shocked, and a slight blush warmed her cheeks. “Sorry. It’s just... you’re the first guy at one of these, and...”
“Sara doesn’t get much male attention,” Clare said, draping an arm around the auburn beauty’s shoulders. “No, that’s not right. She gets all the attention, but her father and manager keep her on a strict...” She turned to Sara. “What do you call it?”
Sara was busy working on her blush, looking as awkward as I felt. “The program,” she said with a hint of accent I couldn’t place. “No drinking, no partying, and absolutely no boys.”
I chuckled, trying to hide just how out of place I was. “Should I go?”
Sara stared at me for a second, then realized I was joking. “No! No. My weekly game night is my only escape.” She leaned in and whispered, “What my papa and Jody don’t know won’t hurt them.” Her breath was warm and tickled my ear. Her grin returned. “I think I’m going to enjoy you, Mike.” Her blush deepened. “Here. Enjoy you being here. I should go.” Her silky, warm-brown waves spun as she slipped from Clare's grasp and bolted down the corridor.
I stood there, stunned. “W-what was that about?”
Clare wrapped her arm around my waist again and guided me down the corridor. “Oh, don’t mind Sara, she’s skittish as a mouse, and doesn’t know how to talk to cute guys.”
“Well, she shouldn't have any problems then. None of those here,” I joked, and she pinched my ass inside my pocket. What’s with her and putting her hands in my back pockets, and why do I love it so much?
Clare tittered. “If there’s no cute guys here, then we’re all a bunch of dogs.”
I knew that wasn’t true. All three I’d met so far were worth gracing the cover of Playboy. It was the wrong thing to think, because then I had this image of Clare topless, staring me down, giving me those fuck me eyes I’d dreamed about. Did that mean she found me cute? She kissed me. What was happening? This is not what I expected to happen tonight.
Clare steered me into a large, long room with a plush red carpet. A grand dining table stretched down one end, full of ornate red velvet chairs. There was an antique unit dividing the room, and a ring of couches at the other. They were red leather and looked brand new. Crystal chandeliers hung from the tall ceiling and a gold embellished wall paper finished the look. It was a cross between a dining room, a game room, and a bordello.
“Clare!” a voice cheered from a sofa, and a girl ripped right out of a fashion magazine trotted over and hugged my neighbor. Her dress was more like lingerie. A black silk lace dress that was completely sheer, showing off the matching bra and panties hidden within. A lace trim just covered her panties, and it was like she’d forgotten the rest of her outfit. It was sexy as hell, especially with the black thigh-high velvet boots.
“What up, bitch?” Clare said, hugging her back, pushing the light-brown ponytail out of her face. “You look sexy, babe.”
Clare pulled away, giving me a better look. I was wrong. She wasn’t sexy. She was smoking hot. My cock throbbed in my pants at the sight of her, and I gulped. She had the brightest, greenest eyes I’d ever seen, and gorgeous full breasts. It was like wearing X-ray specs.
“Is it too much? You said dress to impress...” her words faded as she remembered I was standing there, and I got the distinct impression she said it by mistake.
“Nah, girl. Fuck, I wish I could pull that off. Mike, Tara. Tara, Mike. Tara’s my bestie from college.”
“Nice to—”
“Finally, Clare Bear!” Another gorgeous woman emerged from the couches, this one with raven black hair that fell to her chin — longer on one side — immaculately straight and glossy like a shampoo commercial. “What took you...” She stopped when she saw me. “Fuck.”
The woman, who must have been Hayden, if I remembered right — the runner and fellow retail slave — stood, wide eyed in a silky white tank top that showed off her toned abs, and a tight pair of white jeans that hugged her impressively toned curves. “Hayden?” I said, holding out my hand.
She ignored my hand and just continued to stare at me.
“Okay, this is getting awkward,” Tara chuckled, shaking my hand. “Nice to meet you, dude.” I could see why she and Clare were friends. They both had the same ‘no shits given’ attitude.
Hayden, meanwhile, had grown a fierce blush on her lily-white complexion. Feeling bold, I stepped towards her and held out my hand. “Nice to meet you, Hayden. I’m Mike.” The raven haired women bit her lip, holding in a giggle as she gently — like I might bite her — took my hand and gave it a slight shake. She quickly hid her face and squirmed back to the couch.
“Okay, then,” Clare said, scooping me up and pushing me towards the couches. “That’s everybody. Shall we begin?”






  
  CHAPTER THREE


We all took our places on the couches. Clare and Tara sat close on either side of me. Veronica returned with a folder full of paper. She handed them out, and I swear she made sure I got a good look at her cleavage as she bent to give me a sheet. She clearly wasn’t wearing a bra and despite her modest breasts size, there was just enough of a valley to garner my complete attention. When she moved on with a swish of that dress, I looked down at the paper. It was some sort of profile. “What’s this?” I asked Clare, trying to mask just how hard my cock was, surrounded by such a visual feast. 
“It’s your character. This is who you’ll play.”
“You know, I feel a little underdressed,” I whispered.
She smirked. “Nah, you’re fine. There’s no dress code. We just like to dress up,” she said, her smirk growing. I got the feeling they rarely dressed this... sexy. Or maybe they did, and I was reading her wrong.
Veronica sat while I skimmed my character profile. I was playing a character called Romeo. Just as I saw it, Clare scoffed. “Romeo? Really, Ronnie?”
The older woman looked up from where she was squinting at a page of scribbled notes. “I didn’t write that. Hayden handled the character sheets. Tara, your handwriting is abysmal. What does this say?” Tara shimmied over in her dress. Her panties were a thong, and I could see both of her luscious, round butt-cheeks. Her ass was spectacular. She translated her handwriting as Clare looked daggers at Hayden.
“We’re not calling him that. I like Mike. We all use our names, anyway.” Clare grunted in frustration. “He doesn’t have any healing spells,” she said, understanding the sheet more than I did. All I understood was that I had five hit points — that didn’t sound a lot. I wore a medallion of protection and virility, and had two spells. Hornous, and Suducto. Other than that, the page was blank. I wondered if a full letter-size sheet was needed.
“He does. It’s just not how you think, the raven-haired beauty scoffed.” She scowled at Clare. “You told me to make it...” she trailed off, looking at me with that blush returning to her porcelain cheeks. It was striking how pale her complexion was, because wasn’t she a runner? Again, I had the feeling like I was out of the loop on something despite being at the center of it all.
“Okay, enough,” Veronica said, taking charge. “If we don’t get started now, we never will. Don’t worry Michael... is it Michael, or just Mike?”
“Uh.” Now I felt like a deer in the headlights. Five pairs of eyes, all under long lashes, belonging to beautiful women stared at me. “Sure,” I stuttered. “If you like.” I almost told her she could call me whatever she wanted. Clare laughed, and Tara tittered.
“Well, don’t worry, Michael,” Veronica said in a motherly tone. “I’m sure you’ll get a hang of it.”
Hayden giggled again, surprising me. Her style didn’t match her attitude. It was confusing.
“Now,” Veronica began. “Last time our fearless party made it to the hidden cave of Ooodooo.” She narrowed her eyes at Tara.
“We take turns being the dungeon master,” Clare whispered. “Ronnie is the best, though.”
“You enter the cave and darkness surrounds you.”
“I cast Show me Light!” Care said, sitting up straight and waving her arm in the air.
Tara huffed. “I pull out and light a torch. It’s a free action.” She sneered at my busty blond neighbor.
“Pffft,” Clare hissed. “But now we can see the entire cave, and,” she paused for effect. “I look cool doing it.”
Tara played with the edge of her character sheet. “What if we’d been surrounded by monsters and needed our third-rate sorceress to smote them fools?”
Clare made that pffft, sound again, like she always did. “Well, we’re not.” She looked at Veronica. “We’re not are we?”
“No,” Ronnie said, clenching her jaw. “But if you had waited for me to finish, you would know that.”
Clare turned back to Tara, shimmying closer to my side. “See. We’re not. So it’s cool.”
“Damn third-rate sorceress,” Tara mumbled.
I leaned in to Clare and asked, “third-rate?”
She scoffed with a giggle. “When you see me cast spells, you’ll know why.”
I had no idea what that meant.
“The cave is empty of enemies, but the magical spell used to illuminate the space has triggered a magical trap. You don’t yet know what it is.”
Tara scoffed.
“Oooo. Ominous,” Sara cooed. She sat on the couch opposite, and slowly her legs parted, showing a hint of silky white panties at the end of her long, toned, slender legs. Dancer legs. Then snapped them closed. Quickly, I looked away. I don’t think she saw me.
Veronica continued narrating a story of how we explored the cave. I had nothing to do for a while, of which I was grateful. Slowly I was getting into the groove, understanding how to play. Or at least how they played, because I had no notion of how I fit into it yet. It was still bewildering to me that such a group of ridiculously beautiful — out of my league hot — women would meet once a week at a glorious older woman’s mansion for a sparkly dress filled game night.
“The Trap has finally triggered. Third-Rate Sorceress, Clare drops dead from a magical curse.”
“What!” Clare shouts, sitting up from snuggling next to me.
“And as the healer just stood there watching, you are destined to haunt him until he can figure out a way to refuel your lifeforce.”
“Wait,” I said, joining for the first time. “Aren’t I the healer? I don’t have any healing spells. I don’t even know what my spells do. I don’t even have stats. My sheet’s practically blank.”
“Third-Rate Sorceress, Clare drops to your feet, Cleric, Mike. Her ethereal form releases and clings to you. She haunts you.” When Clare didn’t take the hint, she repeated. “She HAUNTS you,” with a wink.
Clare jumped to her feet. “Oh! Sorry, I was still in shock, busy in my ghostly death throes, and shiz.” She looked down at me, not looking shocked, dead or ghostly. She had this twinkle in her eyes I hadn’t seen before. “You let me die, Mike—”
“How? What?” I gasped, unable to comprehend what the hell was going on.
“Now I have to haunt you.” Clare wiggled her red leather mini-skirt up her hips until I could see the tiny red triangle of her lace panties, then slid her knees on either side of my legs until she was straddling me. Her Vanilla scent hit me from beyond the grave. Her breath tickled my neck as she pressed herself against me. Blond locks ticked my chin, and her fantastic breasts were right there, inches from my face.
“Cleric Mike is hit by the debuff, ‘Distracted’,” Veronica said solemnly. Clare was right, she was great at this. What was even better was my debuff. Clare was taking it seriously. She ground her hips. Moaned in my ear as she sucked my earlobe.
The game continued on as Tara, the Champion, and Sara the Rogue fought a goblin, while Hayden scouted ahead.
Meanwhile, my dumb ass was too distracted to heal them with my two useless spells. Don’t think I’d be much use, anyway. My cock was on the verge of bursting through my jeans at the way Clare ground her lace covered sex against my denim tent, whispering dirty talk in my ear. My hands had slid to her bare thighs, rubbing up and down. I wanted to grab her breasts and feel her luscious mounds in my palms, but I didn’t know if this was part of the game, or if she was really coming on to me.
Let’s face it, I was very distracted.
That’s when another member of the group could have really done with a competent healer.






  
  CHAPTER FOUR


Veronica clapped her hands, making her chest jiggle under the black satin.  Crack. “Scout Hayden encounters a magical trap. If only she had the foresight to cast ‘Detect Trap’ before entering the room.”
Hayden gasps. “Hey, Mike’s not the only one that’s distracted.”
“You feel a magical poison flow through you,” Ronnie said in her narrator's voice.
Meanwhile, Clare moaned into my ear, kissing my neck. I was having trouble breathing with how aroused she was making me. It was the best weird fantasy ever. But also the worst. All I wanted to do was throw her over the couch and fuck her. How could something so great be so torturous? “Your cock feels amazing, Mike,” she purred. “I bet it would feel so good inside me.” This was a side of Clare I never thought I’d see. Never knew existed.
“Oh! Oh noes! I’ve been poisoned,” Hayden giggled.
“It is up to you now, Cleric. Only you have the power to save her.”
“W-wait... I do?”
”Indeed, you do. You have no direct healing spells, however.” Just over Clare’s bare shoulder, the seductive older woman barely held in a smirk. “Healing energy flows through you. You have five minutes to save our scout.”
“What?” I mumbled, as Clare sucked on my neck, giving me a hickey, pressing her sex hard against me.
“Clock’s ticking,” Veronica said, looking at her watch. It was encrusted with diamonds or something. I could see it sparkle over Clare’s creamy shoulder.
“You need to give me your healing energy,” Hayden said, jumping to her feet, hooking the shorter side of her hair behind her ear.
“You can’t. I’m too buys haunting you,” Clare whispered.
“H-how do I do that?” I stammered, felling overwhelmed, hard and confused.
“The poor Cleric was a new member of the healing order. He did not yet understand the power flowing through him. The magical energy contained within... just waiting to be… sucked out.”
My eyes widened. Did she mean?
“But first he must placate the horny spirit that seeks to distract him, less Scout Hayden falls to her doom.”
“Clare,” I huffed, reluctantly trying to push her aside. She wouldn’t budge, and I wasn’t sure if I was happy about that.
“You need to distract me,” she whispered. “Kiss me.”
My eyes widened further.
“Hurry Cleric. You only have four minutes remaining. I hope for Hayden’s sake, the spirit has made you nice and… prepared.”
Fuck it. I pulled Clare away from my neck and kissed her. She gasped into my mouth, quickly pulling back, whispering, “you’re okay with this, right?”
I just stared at her incredulously.
She giggled. “That’s what I thought,” she whispered, returning her lips to mine. She exploded across my tastebuds, like earlier, but more. More hungry. More needy. More... tongue.
“Hurry, Mike!” Hayden cried out in mock distress.
“The casting of the spell will slow the spread of the poison by your age, Cleric, times two seconds. How old are thee?”
“Twenty-two,” I gasped in between kisses. I suddenly remembered I was on the clock, and slid my fingers under Clare’s soft thighs, lifting her to the side.
“Isn’t there some way we can help?” Tara asked, so close to my right, she must have had a good view of Clare’s antics. I’d completely forgotten she was there.
“The magic of the trap prevents everyone except Scout Hayden from moving.”
The other two both huffed.
“Do not worry, I am sure you will need our cleric’s healing before long.”
Clare dropped to her knees on the couch and continued to kiss me. Accidentally, my hand was on her inner thigh as her skirt dropped, covering my hand. Clare whimpered into my mouth. Instinctively, I stroked my thumb over her smooth, fleshly thigh.
It was a minor distraction from the fingers frantically unbuttoning my jeans. Within a second, Hayden had popped the button and was tugging on the zipper. She yanked down my jeans, pulling me lower. Thankfully, I’d worn my nicest pair of boxers. She didn’t have time to appreciate them, instead pulling them down with the denim until my rock hard erection launched free like a spring-loaded rod. “Oh, wow.” Hayden gave Veronica a quick look. “A-are you s-sure we should do this?”
“With the added time, you have three and a half minutes to heal yourself, Scout. You’d better hop to it. Unless you would like to waste a scroll transferring on the affliction?”
Hayden’s wide eyes glanced at me over my throbbing length. A strange look briefly washed over her, then she bent over and pushed the head of my cock in her mouth.
The sweetest sensation slid down my shaft, right to the base. An exquisite, tight, hot wetness surrounded the head. I groaned into Clare’s mouth as Hayden slid her lips up and down the length, sucking hard. I couldn’t focus on anything. I had an incredibly hot girl sucking my cock, and my smoking hot neighbor sucking on my tongue. I was in heaven, and the other women just watched on — enraptured.
“Two and a half minutes remain, Scout. I hope you are working hard on focusing your healing magic there, Cleric Mike,” Veronica chuckled.
I wasn’t. I was just so completely lost in Clare. Drifting on the pleasure flowing from my shaft. My hand on Clare’s thigh slid higher, and I felt the lace of her panties. They were damp. Like really damp. Sodden. My eyes widened as Clare’s eyes opened, and we stared at each other — still kissing. Her eyes were beautiful, shaded by the awning of her long, dark lashes. She bored into my soul as my hand — my hand was on Clare’s panties — slowly felt the slippy texture of the lace. Traced the contours of her pussy through the fabric. Clare moaned into my mouth, shutting her eyes as I gently rubbed in a slow, caressing rhythm.
Hayden slipped off my shaft with a pop. “Is there anyway to extend the timer? This is great, and thankfully, Mike has some stamina.”
Somewhere in my brain, I patted myself on the back for not coming the instant her lips touched my shaft. There was no way I was gonna tell them how I got my stamina, or that my right arm was now stronger than my left, thanks to my hot neighbor fantasies and a lonely six months.
Veronica chuckled.
“Cast quick reflexes,” Sara said. I could tell it was her by the softness of her voice. She had a certain shy confidence in her tone.
“Great. I cast quick reflexes.”
“Uh,” Veronica said, going quiet for a second. “Whatever. Your quick reflexes allow you to double the remaining time. You now have four.”
“Oh, fuck!” I cried out, pulling away from Clare’s lips as Hayden pushed my cock so deep, her nose pressed against my thatch. “Fuck!” My cussing was muffled by Clare attacking my lips with her own. The blond was insatiable. It was like she couldn’t get enough of me.
I loved that thought.
We kissed more fully and deeply than I’d ever kissed anyone before. It was incredible. All the while Hayden sucked my cock, steadily bringing me to the edge. I wasn’t also going to tell them I was hanging on for dear life. I did not want to come early. This was too fantastic.
“Two minutes.”
Hayden pulled off. “Come on, Mike. Give me your cum. I need it... also the stupid healing thing.”
I groaned as she sucked me fast and furiously, slicking her lips up and down the dripping length of my cock, pumping her fist at the base. Clare’s panties were wetter as I continued to stroke her through the soggy lace. She kissed me like she was in a constant pout — lips so full and kissable.
I clenched my spare hand in Hayden’s hair, urging her to go faster. She did. Oh crap, I couldn’t hold on much longer.
Someone else gasped. Too young to be Veronica, so either Tara or Sara. Through that erotic fog, I suddenly realized their names rhymed. That’s how broken my mind was. Just as a great tightness slammed into a tidal wave of pleasure, and my hand fisted Hayden’s hair. I grunted at Clare, pushing my fingers deeper into the lace. My hips flexed as I pulled Hayden down and erupted into her throat.
The raven beauty moaned, as twitch after twitch of my shaft, deep inside her mouth, shot a load of healing nectar.
Clare whimpered.
Hayden gagged, but held herself there — deep throating my shaft. I’d gripped her hair, but I wasn’t holding her. I flexed again, dribbling the last inside her. On the second gag she pulled off, gasping and spluttering, breathing hard. She moaned, wiping her lips, sucking some escaped cum off her fingers.
“Praise our cleric. Scout Hayden is healed.”
Tara huffed. “Can I get poisoned next?”






  
  CHAPTER FIVE


“Good job, baby,” Clare whispered, as I slumped on the couch, zoned out. Her haunting had progressed to gently toying with my half-hard dick while nibbling my ear again. 
Hayden returned to the other couch with the biggest grin on her face. Her mascara had run, making her look like she’d been crying.
“Disaster adverted,” Veronica cooed, scribbling some notes in the book. “Though not out of danger. Two goblins jump out of the dark, preparing to attack.”
“I rally the party,” Tara cheered, raising her arm above her head. She had to be the sexiest warrior in existence. Her breasts bulged inside her sheer lace dress, fighting to escape the tiny satin cups of her bra.
“We need Clare,” Sara huffed. “Goblins are hard to kill without magic... right?” she asked, looking towards Veronica — whose cheeks and neck had flushed since Hayden’s healing. The seductive older woman nodded, and Sara grinned.
“Uh,” I chuckled. “Clare’s busy. Can I help?”
“If the cleric can do anything,” Veronica said in her narrator voice, “it is to resurrect the third-rate Sorceress.”
“I cast deflect,” Tara said, raising her arms like she was holding a sword and shield.
“That is your two actions,” Veronica noted.
“I place a spike trap,” Sara said. “In the doorway... after Hadie comes through.”
Hayden giggled, still grinning almost as much as I was. “Guess I return from the goblin room, poison free, then. Thanks, Cleric Mike,” she sniggered, wiping the corner of her mouth with a pale finger.
“Welcome,” I said, sounding groggy. I wasn’t. I was on cloud nine. Clare was snuggled against me, gently stroking my cock back to life, kissing my neck. My fingers continued to rub the now soaked lace of her panties. I don’t think anyone else could see that. Despite coming, I was almost recharged and ready to go again... you know, in case anyone else needed healing.
Then Veronica’s words finally penetrated my arousal-soaked mind. I could resurrect Clare. “Wait. How do I bring Clare back? I don’t have any spells for that. What the hell do my spells even do?”
Hayden giggled. “Not that.”
“Then how?”
“The Cleric uses one of his actions to consult the gods. Your deity is merciful and just. They command you to fill the spirit with the essence of new life in the cradle where new life grows, therefore bringing our third-rate sorceress back from the brink.”
“What?”
“You’re gonna have to fuck me back to life, Mike,” Clare said, so matter-of-fact, I was shocked.
“What?”
“The goblin attacks. Tara’s deflect nullifies the damage, but the reflection is countered by physical immunity.”
“Come on,” Clare whispered. “You gotta take one for the team, baby.”
I stared at her pretty blue eyes. My eyebrows met my hairline. “You... you want me to...” I leaned in and whispered, “are you sure?”
Clare giggled, placing her pouty lips against my ear. “Let me let you into a little secret here, Mike. I’ve wanted to ask you out for months, but I don’t date. I concocted a third-rate plan to get in your pants.” She pulled back and looked me deep in the eyes, grinning. She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, fluttering her long, sexy lashes. “Is it working?”
My brain froze. Clare... Clare wanted to ask me out? My out of my league hot neighbor Clare? I couldn’t process it. She wanted me. I sat there, dumbfounded. Then her smile fell.
“I-I thought you felt the same? Oh, god, I—”
“Quick reflexes triggers. The goblin misses you by an inch, Sara. Next time, you will not be so lucky.”
I pressed my fingers harder against her sodden panties. “Clare, of course I do.” I grinned. “You have no idea.”
Her fantastic smile returned, and she leaned in. “Then you’d better fuck me before the team wipes.”
A lump caught in my throat. This must be a dream. Holly shit, Clare wants to fuck. She wants to fuck me? What is happening right now?
“The second goblin attacks. Hayden is hit for five points of slashing damage.”
“Do her Mike!” Tara cheered so close she almost deafened me.
I pulled my fingers away and slid them into her panties. My digits trailed over a small tuft of fuzz before sinking into the warm, wet folds of my neighbor. Oh, wow, she felt incredible. I’d felt up girls back in college — lost my virginity on a drunken dare — but this was different. This was Clare.
“Oh, fuck,” she mewled, thrusting her face against my neck.
“I don’t mean to rush you over there, Mike, but we kinda need to hurry.”
My digits slipped inside her pussy to the second knuckle. She was so warm and wet. I was suddenly eager to heal her. Everything became clear. Hormones took over. I knew what I had to do. Everything had led up to this moment in my life. All those years of holy training… or something, were about to come to fruition.
I had to save Clare in the best way possible.
She whimpered as I pulled my digits from her pussy and stood. My shaft bobbed, erect and ramrod straight, pointing at Sara. All the women in the room stopped what they were doing and eyed my slick shaft.
“Anyone else notice how quiet Clare’s been tonight?” Tara joked. “Mike should come every week.”
I ignored them, whipping around to face Clare. Her blond hair was mussed up around her bare shoulders, and I kicked myself for not playing with her tits earlier. Something told me she wouldn’t have minded. Wouldn’t have minded at all. Her legs were parted — skirt just above her upper thighs — and I zeroed in on her panties, and the darker patch of red where her slit was. She smiled up at me, happiness and hunger mixing on her gorgeous face. “Don’t worry. I’m gonna save you, Clare,” I said, for the first time that night, slipping into character. I scooped her off the couch and she clung to me, wrapping her arms around my neck and legs above my ass. “Where...”
“The cleric did not have time to be picky. He used the first surface he could find.”
I waddled to the end of the couch and placed her down on her heels. She beamed up at me. “Save me, baby. Save me hard and fast,” she said, turning, and looking at me over her shoulder.
Instinct kicked in. I grabbed her blond locks and bent her over the couch arm, grabbing her panties and pulling them down in one savage movement.
“Oh, fuck, yes!” she moaned as I slid my cock through her dripping folds, coating my shaft in her abundant need. And from how wet she was, Clare was very needy.
“Oh, wow,” Sara gasped. It was nothing compared to the sound Clare made as I pushed inside her. It was a loud, long moan. I made a similar, deeper grunt, as my cock pushed its way inside her. Forcing her silky inner walls aside, sliding easily to the hilt. She gripped me just tight enough, fitting me like God himself formed her pussy just for me. Perfect.
“Oh, my. Is it hot in here?” Veronica said. I couldn’t see her. I was completely focused on Clare. On her perfect ass. Her pretty blond hair. Her gorgeous shoulders. Her incredible pussy.
“Fuck, Mike. Oh, that’s so good,” Clare repeated four times as I pulled out and pushed back inside her tight sheath, quickly building to a rhythm. Hayden’s blowjob had nothing on this, and quickly — far too quickly — I wanted to come. It just felt too good. I wasn’t worthy. Not to mention the eye candy that sat around us, slack-jawed, watching with such intensity it made me hot. I grabbed Clare’s hips to hold her in place and fucked her like she asked. The sound of slapping filled the lavish room. Her ass jiggled with every ‘clap’. Her pussy squelched with every thrust. Breath hitched with every inhale. I was grunting up a storm, trying to hold on, making sure I didn’t come first. In front of these beauties — that would have been death itself. I was on show, and somehow it felt like they were all judging me.
I didn’t care. I liked the attention. Being the only guy there made me special. I didn’t realize just how special I was about to become to this group of goddesses.
“Fuck, oh, fuck, Mike. Oh, wow, oh. Yes! Just like that,” Clare wailed. I had done nothing different, except now my fingers were digging into her fleshy hips so hard they would leave a mark. My hips pounded into her silky pussy far harder than I would have dared at the start of the evening.
Clare writhed, squirming against the couch. The Game was paused. Tara had pulled her gauzy black dress to her waist and was rubbing her black satin panties, shimmying closer to Clare. Everyone was touching themselves. Veronica had her hand inside the waist-high slit of her dress. Hayden was rubbing the crotch of her white denim jeans. Sara’s silky silver dress fluttered against her hips. Her hand had vanished inside her white silk panties, and the lifting and falling bulge of her knuckles was unmistakable.
“Let me help, Mike,” Tara cooed, sliding her panties right up to Clare. “It looks like the spirit is trying to escape.”
Clare wailed as I fucked her harder. Each slap was a thunderclap. Her ass bounced against the couch, rocking her back and forward. Her moans became muffled as Tara shoved her panties against Clare’s mouth. The blond fought halfheartedly, and I was concerned she wanted out. She didn’t, I realized, when the moan of protest left her muffled lips as I slowed out of concern.
“Hold her arms, so she can’t escape,” Tara commanded, closing her eyes as Clare mouthed against her black panties.
Who was I to argue? I released Clare’s hips, almost coming when I saw the finger marks on her flesh, and snagged her arms. I grabbed her wrists and held them against her back, arching her spine. She whimpered, and her pussy fluttered around my length.
I got back up to speed, holding her by the wrists, slap, slap, slapping against her ass. The incredible silky sensation, and the sight of watching Tara feed Clare her satin covered pussy, was too much, and I had to grit my teeth. “Come Clare,” I demanded. “Come for me. Come over my cock. Come back to us.”
“Fuck. Fuck. I love the dirty...” her words trailed off and then I felt it. Her pussy clamped around my cock, making it harder to move. Then fluttering, clenching and releasing. My gorgeous neighbor wailed into Tara’s panties, shuddering.
That was it. I was gonzo. With a grunt, I pulled her arms, arching her further, yanking her back as I thrust forward — sinking to the hilt in a savage thrust… then erupting. A cool wave flowed over me as my cock pulsed, coming inside the hot blond.
Oh, shit, I’m coming inside Clare. Should we have used protection? Should I have mentioned it? Should I care?
The thoughts drifted to dust and floated on the wind as I flew. Clare’s pussy convulsed around me. The distinct odor of sex filled my nose, mixing with so many women’s perfumes and musky scents I couldn’t think straight. I couldn’t think at all.
Clare let out a gasp, and gently I lowered her back to the sofa, and onto Tara’s waiting core.
“Fuck, Mike. That was hot,” the beauty with the bright green eyes, and the mousy-brown hair said, sliding back, and covering herself with her semi-transparent dress. I could see the lipstick marks on her panties. That was an image I could never unsee.
“Huzzah! Third-rate sorceress Clare has risen from the dead.”
Clare giggled. “Don’t feel very alive right now.” Slowly she twisted, facing me and fell back onto the couch. “Wow, baby. I’m never gonna forget our first time.”
I chuckled, putting my cock away, and joining her on the sofa. She snuggled into me, clinging to my tee like an infant. “That was not what I expected to happen when you invited me,” I said, almost disbelieving it had happened at all.
Veronica sighed. “And with that, we should probably call it a night. Clare, you’d better get Mike out of here before Sara’s caretaker comes to escort her.”
“Yeah,” Clare said, sounding dreamy and out of breath. “I’m done for the night.”
“You’re coming back next week, though, right, Mike?” Sara asked in her innocent, sweet tone.
I took a breath. “Uh,” I looked to Clare, then Veronica, unsure if this was a onetime deal for Clare to seduce me. “If I’m invited.”
The classy older woman smiled. “Of course you are, young man. You’re part of the party now, and I don’t think these young ladies would be as eager if you didn’t.”
I nodded, then smiled at the dancer. “Then, sure. I’ll be here.”
Tara slid her fingers under my chin and twisted my face to hers. “Who else is gonna heal us?” she asked before kissing me. Her tongue swirled around my lips, then pushed inside my mouth. She tasted of cherries, and my cock twitched back to life — despite feeling like I’d run a marathon. She grinned pure mischief as she pulled away, and I had visions of healing her too.
“Right,” Clare said, pulling up her panties and tugging down her red leather skirt. “Guess we’d better get you outta here, mister.” She grabbed my hand and interlocked our fingers. “Sara’s caretaker is no joke. He’ll kill you if he sees you.” She said it so seriously, it made me worry.
“Don’t worry, Mike,” Sara said. “Jody is never on time. Though maybe you should hide when you drive away? They’d never let me come again if they knew...”
Veronica put her arms around the auburn beauty. “Have heart, my dear. You’ll see Mike again.”
“Okay.” Clare dragged me from the couch, and they all gave me a longing look as I stumbled after my hot neighbor.
“Remember,” Veronica said. “This session is incomplete. Same clothes next week. Do not wash them.”
“What?” Hayden gasped. “But I’m soaked!”
“Exactly. You must wear your shame, my dear. It is the price of having a delicious man in the party.”
I didn’t hear the rest, as Clare tugged me out into the chilly evening air. I was too busy thinking about the next session.






  
  PART TWO









  
  CHAPTER ONE


I paced my tiny apartment, going round and round, wearing out the already threadbare carpet. The hands of the clock moved in slow motion. My thoughts drifted — as they had all week — to last Friday. To the Game Night. To Clare’s creamy thighs. Her silky pussy. Her oh-so-kissable, pouty lips. Tara, the fiery sex kitten. Hayden, and her amazing, sucking mouth. All twenty-something goddesses. Then Veronica, the seductive and randy older woman. And finally Sara, the demure, nineteen-year-old dancer. 
It all felt like some salacious dream, one I’d woken up from each day this week, hard and aching. The drive home was so uneventful after what happened during the role play, I wasn’t sure what was real, and what I’d imagined — maybe all of it. I’d hid in Clare’s backseat, avoiding Jody, Sara’s caretaker — whatever that meant — in a catatonic state after my sudden exertion healing Clare. When we arrived at our building, we held hands until we reached our doors. She kissed me good night. Wow, that kiss — I can still feel her lips. It knocked the stuffing out of me, leaving me standing there stunned in the hallway as she grinned and closed her door. I stared at that door for a good ten minutes before slinking back to my apartment and crashing in a stunned, exhausted stupor.
“Can you go any slower?” I moan at the damn clock on my wall. It was Friday night. It was Game Night, and I hadn’t seen Clare all week.
It was the longest week of my life!
She must have been out-of-town like she often was, chasing a story for the website she wrote for. My knuckles hovered over her door every day after work, wondering if I should knock anyway. Would that make me seem needy? Did she want her space? Clare said she didn’t date, so I didn’t want to force my impatience on her and ruin what was frankly the best thing that’d ever happened to me. So I kept away. Staring at her blue door like it would explode open any second.
But now it was Friday. Finally. Clare would pick me up at eight, and I had half an hour to go. I had to force myself to not stand vigil in the hallway, waiting for her to come home — to ambush her the second she came up the stairs.
I was ready to go. Had been for an hour. Dressed in last week’s jeans and tee. They’d hung on my wardrobe like a trophy all week. A constant reminder of what was to come.
I narrowed my eyes at the clock. Three minutes had passed. Three!
Then there was a knock at my door, and my heart caught in my throat. Was she early? It was probably Mr. Johnson from downstairs with more mail that kept being put in his box. It didn’t stop me from bounding over and tearing the door open.
My breath caught.
“Thank fuck you’re in,” Clare said, pushing her way inside. I let her, completely lost. I’d been fantasizing about what I’d say, but now she was before me, closing my door in her short, red leather skirt, and strapless red sequined top, I couldn’t speak. It was lucky that Clare didn’t want to chat. Before I knew what was happening, I was pressed up against the door, and her lips were pressing hungerly against mine. They were just as soft as I remembered, tasting of that metallic lipstick she wore. Pink again, just like last week, except this kiss was deeper.
Her hands slid through my hair — nails scrunching against my scalp — as my hands flew to her waist. My digits touched the smooth skin of her tummy, sliding around to her narrow waist and clutching her hips. Her other hand dug into my shoulder, her thumb inside the neck of my tee, rubbing circles just above my clavicle.
I shut my eyes and just let it happen, kissing her back, pressing my hard wood against her. Arousal and a strange contentment flooded my mind, making it hard to think of anything but her and her fantastic breasts squishing against me. Her lips mouthing and biting. Her tongue slicking inside my mouth in flicking motions, wrestling with my own. Her vanilla scent hitting me, bringing back the memory of her bent over the couch last Friday night, mewling on the end of my cock. I was in heaven, and we were both fully clothed. That thought almost made me laugh, but I held it in, too consumed with her deep, sexy kisses.
Then she pulled away, leaving me bereft of her lips, her taste. “Oh, wow,” she said, sucking in a breath. “You do not know how much I’ve missed you this week.” Her hands shot to my waist and fumbled with the button, quickly popping it, and yanking on the zipper.
“C-Clare, where have you been all week? I’ve...” I started, but the nagging thought I was already sounding too clingy stopped me. I needed to be cool.
She paused with her hand inside my shorts, and an icy chill shivered down my spine at the thought I’d already fucked up. But she grinned a lopsided smile. “Did you miss me, Mike?” Her deft fingers pumped my shaft agonizingly slowly.
“Yeah!” I said, far too enthusiastically to be cool. My hands slid around her arms like they were on autopilot and trailed touches over her breasts.
Her grin widened as she pulled out my cock. “Good.” I didn’t have time to reply, as her lips pinned me against the door. “Touch me, baby,” she gasped between kisses.
My jeans slipped to my knees as she pumped my cock in her warm, slender fingers. “God, you’re incredible,” I gasped in return, taking a breath before diving back into the wonderful ocean of the kiss. I slid my hands under her top, pushed her bra out of the way, and cupped her gorgeous mounds. Fuck, her breasts felt good in my palms. Her nipples were so hard and springy between my thumbs and fingers. She mewled into my mouth as I gently pinched her nubs, then kneaded her supple flesh.
“Mmmm, I love that,” she moaned into my mouth.
My shaft twitched in her grip at her words. I loved Clare’s big breasts, so any excuse to play with them was great. While we kissed, I toyed with her nipples, kneaded her mounds, and ground my hips in her hands. But I wanted more, and curiosity was getting the better of me. Did this... did I really make her as aroused as she seemed? My hands slid lower in search of answers. Firstly yanking her skirt to her waist. The quick, desperate movement made her whimper into the kiss. Then moan as I slid my digits down over the familiar lace triangle of her panties. I gasped at just how wet she was. She whimpered again, grinding her hips against my fingers at the discovery.
Clare was dripping for me. Because of me. I couldn’t really process that, didn’t really have time to, because Clare's next demand pushed the thought from my mind. “Touch me. I want your fingers inside me,” she gasped before pushing her tongue deep into my mouth.
Like a more confident version of me was in control, I dragged her panties aside and slid my fingers through her sopping folds. One set of digits sought her clit, the other pushing two inside her hot, wet entrance.
“Mmmmmm!” she gasped, breaking the kiss. Her blue eyes were bright with desire. Her lips puffy and pouty from all the kissing. I stared into her beautiful blue pools as I stroked her clit and pumped my fingers inside her tight channel. “Oh, fuck, Mike. Fuck, that’s so good.” She shut her eyes and lolled her head as I continued. Her hand stilled on my cock, her fingers shaking in bliss. Then her head snapped forward, flicking her blond ponytail over her shoulder. “Fuck me, baby. Right now,” she begged, going in for another kiss.
It was like I was possessed, running on pure arousal and need. In a quick motion, I spun us around and slammed Clare against the inside of my front door. She mewled, releasing my shaft, grabbing my shoulders. Her breasts hung, full and perky — nipples taut — between us as I took hold of my slick, hard cock and lined myself up.
Clare draped her right thigh around my waist, and I hooked my arm under to hold her there. It gave me easier access, and with a savage thrust, I pushed inside her.
The breath left her lungs in a shaky exhale as my cock entered a world of pure bliss. Searing hot, slick and tight — perfect — I delved into her silky depths until I couldn’t push any further.
“Oh, fuck, yes!” she cried, grabbing my hand and holding it above her head. It took my pleasure overloaded brain a few seconds to realize what she was hinting at. She whimpered as I gathered both her wrists in my free hand and pinned them together against the door above her head. It felt powerful pinning her to the door like that, with her helpless on my cock. It was so damn good. I tried to push deeper, pressing her hard against the door. “Ohhhh, Mike. Fuck, yes, just like that,” she moaned, letting her head loll against the door.
My hips moved without a conscious thought, and quickly I was sliding my shaft in and out of her slick hole in hard, demanding thrusts. “Fuck, Clare. Shit, you’re incredible.” I didn’t care if I was too rough — I was too lost to care — as I slammed against her, pushing deep with every thrust upwards. She bounced against the door, pinned and helpless to my fucking. The rap, rap, rap of her ass hitting the door repeatedly joined the wet squelch, squelch, squelch, of her pussy sucking my cock, foaming our joining.
“Come inside me, Mike. I want to feel it,” she panted, writhing against the door. It sent me into overdrive. Her words, and the way she clenched my cock — squeezing her pussy muscles — made her tighter than ever. “I want to feel it running out of me… all… night.”
Her breaths came quickly, small gasps as her eyes rolled. Her hands balled into fists, completely limp in my grasp as I pounded her slit. I’d lifted her leg higher in my pursuit of her silky depths, and she practically hung to one side, struggling to keep her heel on the floor.
“Fuck. Fuck, yes,” she moaned. Her body grew more and more tense. Breath hitching into ragged gasps. Her pussy quivered. Then she exploded, unleashing a torrent of warm wetness over my shaft and against my pelvis. She shuddered, mouth open, mewling shakily as a violent wave passed through her. “Mmmmm!”
It was so fucking sexy. She was so fucking sexy. Any attempt I could have made to hold on and keep fucking her was undone by the sight, smell, and sensation of my hot, blond neighbor coming on my cock, staring into my soul with her deep blue eyes. Her pussy convulsed as I fucked her hard, right on the edge, so close, almost out of control, but with just a thread left to wait. To fuck her through her climax, so she could feel it when I came. I didn’t know if a girl could feel that when she was busy shaking through an orgasm, so I held on. Just a little longer.
My hips slowed, and I contorted myself down to her breasts — pulling them from the cups of her strapless bra and top — and taking a fat nipple between my lips, and gently sucking as my hips continued their relentless rhythm. Clare cried out, shaking again, grabbing great big clumps of hair and holding me there as I fucked her quivering, slick pussy, and sucked her juicy hard nipple.
“Oh, god, Mike,” she whispered, voice laced with a mix of shock and awe.
I didn’t have time to appreciate how her body undulated in a wave, far too busy fucking her slick pussy, biting down on her nipple as I rammed my throbbing shaft home and erupting inside my neighbor. I practically shook and gasped as my cock flexed deep inside her channel, shooting a week’s worth of pent up fantasies.
“Oh, baby,” she cooed. “Fill me, yes. Fuck, I can feel it.”
I released her nipple and crushed her against the door, kissing her like I needed to live. That wasn’t far from the truth as I shot my load inside her. Time hung as I held her there against the door, bliss unloading in liquid form. Clare whimpered as the primal need passed, and I dribbled my last, then pulled away from the kiss.
She grinned at me, looking dazed. “Oh, baby. That was a lot,” she giggled. “You’ve made a mess.”
I grinned back, gently lowering her to the floor, loving just how tight her pussy became as I did. “You asked me to.”
She grabbed my shirt with a mischievous smirk. “And every time I feel that mess in my panties tonight while you’re with the others, I’ll think about how you took me against this... really uncomfortable door.”
We both laughed. But then her words sunk in. “Wait. Not you tonight?”
Clare winced, shaking her blond ponytail. “NooOOOooo,” she groaned. “My turn to GM. Just my fucking luck, you know?” Using her grip on my tee, she pulled me in for another kiss. “Just as it’s gonna get interesting.”
My cock slipped from her pussy, and my mind couldn’t decide on which filthy fantasy I wanted that promise to mean. “Tonights already been pretty interesting,” I smirked.
Her plush, pink lips spread wide in a grin as she pressed her forehead against mine. “Good answer.” Then she pulled away and repositioned her panties with a giggle. “Can’t have this escaping too soon... fuck, baby, I’m all gooey.”
She didn’t seem unhappy about that. The opposite, in fact, and something primal grunted in my mind that Clare. My gorgeous neighbor, Clare, was going to proudly wear my cum inside her, and her panties all night. “Yeah, but you’ve never been sexier,” I let slip. My eyes widened, concern I’d said the wrong thing again.
That mischievous smile returned to her kiss-smudged lips. She was just about to say something when her eyes widened, staring at the clock on my wall. “Shoot! We gotta go!”






  
  CHAPTER TWO


Clare wiggled in her seat as we parked behind a yellow hatchback on Ronnie’s gravel driveway. The fountain the girl’s cars parked around was on, water shooting from the mouth of fish frolicking in a pond. 
“Oh, this is nasty, baby,” Clare said with that grin again. She’d been alluding to my cum in her panties the whole time, and it kept my dick uncomfortably hard the entire ride over. Which I think was her diabolical plan all along.
“Mmmm,” I grunted. “What’s it feel like?” I asked, calling her bluff.
She giggled, sliding out of her seat, making a show of squeezing her thighs together and giving me a view of her red lace covered ass. I met her on her side of the car as she locked up and wiggled her eyebrows at me. “Like a gooey mess in my panties.” She grabbed my tee again, pulling me in for another kiss. I wasn’t sure who was addicted to who at that point. “A sexy, gooey mess… just for me.”
I chuckled. “You’re filthy.”
She pushed me away with a grin. “You love it.”
“I do. I really do—”
“Did she propose already?” Out of nowhere, Tara appeared in her sheer black lingerie dress, hobbling along on massive platform heels. She stumbled against the yellow hatchback, fumbling with a set of keys. “These shoes were soooo not meant for this kinda drive.”
“Evening, bitch,” Clare said. “And for the record, I did not. Mike was just telling me how much he loves my ass more than yours.”
Tara scoffed. “Sure he did. Skank. We both know my ass is a thousand times more pinchable.” She unlocked the door and bent inside, reaching for something. It showed off her ass perfectly, like it was intentional, and she was right. Her ass was incredible. Not that I’d really seen Clare’s ass to compare, but maybe it was the dress, or the black silk thong nestled between her butt cheeks, but her ass was pure perfection. “You got the tits, though. I’ll give you that, bitch,” she said, rising, holding a bottle of wine. “Forgot the offering,” she tittered. “It’s the one Ronnie gave me for my birthday,” she whispered behind her hand. “Think she’ll notice?”
Clare laughed, slipping her hand in my back pocket. “Nah. Just send mike in with it. She won’t be looking at the bottle. Guarantee it.”
“Wait,” Tara said, narrowing her eyes at Clare. “You’re pretty chipper for a Friday.” She placed her hands on her hips with a gasp, wincing as she smacked the bottle against her hip. “You’ve already fucked him!”
Clare looked away to cover her smirk. “What? Pftt. As if.”
“Bitch, please,” Tara scoffed, hobbling over to us. “I know that look. It’s the same one you wore prom night when you stole Jason Thomas from that shrill Mandy Peters.” Tara leaned in and whispered, “he was the most popular jock, and everyone wanted him. Huh,” she said, looking me up and down. “Somehow you’re sexier.”
“I did not,” Clare huffed. “I didn’t fuck him.” She looked deep into my eyes. “I didn’t. I just made sure that fucker Mandy didn’t either,” she said with the sweetest, fake innocent grin I’d ever seen.
Then they both giggled.
“Ow, fuck,” Tara hissed, almost twisting her ankle.
“Oh, my fuck. Such a drama queen.” Clare slipped her hand from my pocket. “I know what you're doing, Tar. Mike, go rescue her before she embarrasses herself.”
Tara raised her arms, and I stared at the stunning brunette for a second, frozen. She wore the smirk of victory.
“He’s already given me a good dicking, and momma always told me to be a good girl and share,” Clare said as I moved towards Tara. My sneakers crunched on the gravel as I stood before her. Even with her monster heels, she barely reached my nose. “Oh! Save the damsel!” Clare mocked dramatically.
Tara slid her arms around my neck as I bent over. “Ignore her. She’s just sour she has to GM tonight.” She smirked. “And we get to play.”
I didn’t even reach her before she kissed me, and I flashed back to last week, and the kiss she gave me just before I had to leave. Tara’s lips were firmer than Clare’s, but just as insistent. I was momentarily stunned as she pulled away, fluttering her eyes at me. “Evening, lover.”
I had to grunt to clear my throat before I could speak, and that made her smile. “Hey,” I said, scooping her into my arms, bridal style. She was surprisingly light.
Tara nestled against my neck as my fingers dug into her long, bare legs. Her mousy brown hair rubbed against my face, ponytail dancing as I started towards the house. “Lets just skip tonight, Mike,” she whispered. “Come back to my place, and I’ll show you just how nice my ass is—”
“Hey!” Clare huffed. “I’m standing right here! It’s not like I can’t hear you.”
Tara tittered, pulling herself tighter against me, squishing her right breast snugly. “Shut it, Clare. I’m having a private conversation. So how about it, baby?”
“He’s my baby.”
“Ladies, please. Do you always fight like this?”
“We don’t fight, baby,” Clare huffed.
“We’re just competitive, lover,” Tara finished, kissing my neck.
“Oh, thank the heavens you brought him.” Veronica appeared at the side entrance, still covered in draping black satin. “I had visions of you coming alone, Clare. Then we’d all hate you.”
Clare scoffed. “What? You only like me now because I bring Mike?”
Tara giggled, roaming her hands over my chest, biting my shoulder. “Pretty much.” Then she stiffened. “Give Ronnie the token,” she whispered, pressing the wine bottle against my chest as we reached the side door.
I fumbled with the brunette in my arms, holding her and reaching for the bottle. I didn’t make it before Clare snatched it with an evil grin.
“Ronnie, here’s Tara’s token,” my mischievous neighbor said, wiggling her ass in front of us, holding out the wine bottle. “It’s the one you gave her for her birthday.”
Tara huffed in my arms, hiding her face in the crook of my neck as Clare made sure I focused on the flared red leather mini swaying from side to side as she blocked the doorway. She was raised two steps up, which put her rear right on display. She was even arching her back to push her butt out. But it wasn’t her ass I was thinking about, but the gooey mess she had drying inside her panties. Clare still smelled of sex, and there was something intoxicating about that.
“Is it now?” Veronica, the seductive older woman, said with a raised brow and a smirk. She flicked her bleach-blond braid off her shoulder with a shrug. “Accepted. Tara, you don’t appreciate superb wine, anyway,” she said in an amused tone. “Better back in my collection where you belong.” She stroked the bottle, talking to it like a pet as she vanished down the corridor.
I guessed that was not the reaction Clare was hoping for as her shoulders slumped. It was slight, but I’d known Clare long enough by that point that I noticed her movements. Even more now we’d—
Tara giggled in my grasp. “Suck it Clare Bear. Now where was I?”
My distracted gaze of Clare’s silky thighs was abruptly interrupted by Tara’s equally silky lips pressing against me. Clare groaned, storming off as my world shrank down to Tara. Her sucking on my bottom lip as she shifted in my grasp, sliding her thighs around my waist — locking her heels over my ass — until she was straddling me. Then she was kissing me again, closing her piercing green eyes, scrunching them tight. My hands shot to her thighs, fingers sinking into soft satin flesh, slipping down to her butt under the sheer black lace until her fantastic globes were in my palms. They were not wrong. Tara’s ass was incredible. As she kissed me like I was the first guy she’s been allowed to kiss in a decade, I couldn’t stop kneading the pert, malleable cheeks between my fingers and thumbs — spreading them in the thong. Her hips moved in tiny, circular movements, then she—
“If you’re going to fuck him, Tara, can you just do it? Or we’re never gonna get started, and I, for one, actually enjoy our game nights. You girls, and now Mike, are the only company I get all week I don’t want to bury in the backyard.” The kissing stopped. My fingers stilled — but I didn’t let go of her fantastic ass — and we both turned to face Veronica. “I’ll happily stand here and watch.”
“Y-you want to watch me fuck Tara?” I stammered, more than a little dazed. I’d barely made it through the door and I already had an out-of-my-league hottie grinding against me. Veronica’s house was magical.
Ronnie’s slate-blue eyes sparkled. “Oh, my dear boy. I’d do more than watch.” She winked at me, wrestling my hand from Tara’s ass. “Sadly, we have a game to resume. These are game nights, not orgy nights.” She chuckled as Tara slipped back onto her heels. “At least not yet.”
Tara gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, whispering “later, lover,” and then Ronnie was dragging me down the hall.






  
  CHAPTER THREE


I watched Veronica’s long braid swish like a pendulum and expanses of pale skin flash between slits of black satin as we walked. We’d left Tara to close the door as we made our way through the maze that was Veronica’s manor. “So tell me, Mike,” she said, guiding me down a different corridor to last week. “What do you think of all this?” 
I glanced around at the plush red carpet underfoot. The molded rails. The classy, but slightly dated wallpaper.... the framed painting of a goddess engaged in what can only be described as the orgy of the century hanging on the wall. Well, I tried to, but my eyes kept returning to those flashes of flesh peeking from Veronica’s swishy dress. “Your home is incredible.”
I practically bumped into the black satin as she stopped. I’d reacted quick enough to not bump into her, but now I was an inch from the gorgeous older woman. My mouth was close to her ear because her unrelenting grip on my hand had me hunching slightly. A sweet, indescribable floral scent invaded my nose. My breath hitched as she pulled my arm around her, pressing my palm against the silk over her belly. “Is this okay?” she whispered. I admit, I was surprised even though I shouldn’t have been. She pulled me closer, so I was pressed against her back, breathing her in. Her neck looked so inviting. It wasn’t as silky smooth as Clare’s, but Ronnie was no less incredible. She was almost twice my age, but to my eyes, she sure didn’t look it.
“W-why wouldn’t it be?” Nerves flooded my mind. I’d expect this from Clare, or Tara, maybe even Hayden. But Ronnie, like Sara, I hardly knew. Not that I knew any of them well at all — except maybe Clare — but I knew those two the least. 
Ronnie had a small mole on her pale skin just above her shoulder blade, but other than that, her skin was a flawless alabaster ocean of temptation. She slid my hand higher until I was cupping one of her petite satin covered breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her erect nipple tried to poke through the fabric. “What about now?” There was a slight sadness, or maybe a frustrated worry, in her voice I hadn’t heard before.
My breathing increased, and quickly my jeans felt too tight behind my zipper. “I...” I started, thinking of the right thing to say. “I have no objections,” I blurted as her nipple became more pronounced, and I saw the little peak in my mind, shimmering the silky black satin into a tiny mound.
My hand was moving again. This time it slid lower, over the cute curve of her belly. She pushed part of her dress aside, and then my hand was between her thighs. I knew one thing about Veronica in that instant, and that was she had very expensive taste in underwear. My fingers pressed against the most silky panties I had ever felt. Granted, I wasn’t a connoisseur of women’s undies, but I knew what expensive silk felt like from a college summer working in a boutique. “And now?” she whispered as my digits slid over the material, exploring the fabric panel that covered her pussy. She let out an exhale as I unconsciously rubbed two fingers up and down the expensive silk, pressing against and into her folds.
My eyes narrowed, fighting the rapid arousal that wanted to take over every decision-making part of my brain. “What’s this about, Ronnie?” I asked, getting suspicious. This wasn’t just an excuse for me to feel her up. She sounded different to her seductive teasing.
Her hand reached back and grabbed hold of my other arm, bringing it forward to her chest, crossing over and inside the satin so my hand cupped her naked breast. “When I asked what you thought about all this, I didn’t mean the house, Michael. I suppose what I really wanted to know was whether there was room for an old crone in your life?”
My jaw dropped. And strangely enough, not because of what she was asking, but because she... saw herself as that old? “I don’t understand,” I said, rubbing my fingers more vigorously over where I thought her clit was. kneaded her breasts more, playing with her nipples. That creamy expanse of shoulder — the exposed side of her asymmetrical dress — called to me, and I couldn’t stop myself from kissing her there. “Let me ask you. Is this okay?”
Her head lolled as I rubbed her panties, toyed with her nipples, and sucked on her neck. She tasted of peaches. “Compared to those girls out there, I’m old, Michael.”
“Is that what this is about? You think you’re old?” I said, disbelieving.
Veronica purred, her panties becoming damp. “You can’t argue with your reflection. Compare to those girls—”
“Veronica,” I said, more firm than intended, getting angry. How could she think she was old? Sure, she was older than the others, but that didn’t make her any less stunning. I’d never even thought about being with an older woman until I’d met her, and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t curious... and damn hard for her. “You’re beautiful. Of course there’s room. I don’t even know what this even is, but you’re part of it, just like the others.”
She sighed. “Then don’t you dare stop.”
A grin spread across my face. “Wouldn’t dream of it.” I redoubled my efforts, but I kept my hands out of her panties — not wanting to overstep — like it would be disrespectful somehow. Was that crazy? I wasn’t sure, but I didn’t need to find out, as she quickly tensed, breaths coming rapid-fire. The seductive older woman shuddered in my grasp, silently coming for a few seconds before relaxing against me.
“Thank you,” she whispered, “for—”
“There you are!” I turned, slipping my hands out of Veronica’s dress to see Hayden marching down the corridor. “Mike!” Her grin illuminated her pale complexion like a star-burst. Her raven black hair hung around her chin on one side, bobbing as she trotted towards us, but then she froze awkwardly.
Her big brown eyes absorbed me, almost becoming a squint because of her massive grin. I couldn’t help but grin back. “Hayden.” I said her name with reverence, remembering the sensation of her plush lips wrapped around my cock, sucking like her life depended on it... which it kinda did.
“Hey, Mike,” she said, all confidence draining from her voice.
Veronica, having fixed her dress and gained a bright rosy flush, rolled her eyes. “Hay, he’s had his cock in your mouth. You have literally swallowed his cum. I think it would be okay if you gave him a hug.”
The next thing I knew, Hayden’s cropped, silky white top was pressing against my chest as the exotic, raven goddess grabbed me like I was trying to escape. Her matching white jeans were just as tight as I remembered, not to mention her flawless abs. Arms locked around my neck, and standing on tiptoes, her dark, amazing blow-job giving lips smashed against mine in a savage kiss. I wasn’t ready for this new version of Hayden. I stumbled against the wall, struggling to stay on my feet.
Saying yes to Clare’s invite last week was the best decision I’d ever made.
“Here we go,” Veronica sighed. “Someone let a wolf into the henhouse.” She gave Hayden a minute to suck my lips off my face before interrupting. Quickly, I slipped down the rabbit hole of the confusing raven-haired woman. She was incredibly toned under my fingers as I held her slim waist. She had the figure and musculature of a gymnast, not a runner — not that I knew the difference. It’s hard to think straight when you’re being kissed to death by someone who makes your brain melt by just looking at her. They were all like that. God help me. “And that’s enough, or we’re never getting tonight started. Sara doesn’t have all night.”
“So,” Hayden gasped, her big brown eyes hooded with need, then went right back to kissing me. “We’ll just carry on—”
“Hayden!” Veronica snapped, and the younger woman jumped, staggering away from the kiss like she’d been caught with her hand in the cookie jar. “That is unkind and unfair. I wonder how you’d feel with the strict lifestyle she has to endure, humm?”
I stood there dumb. My lips felt swollen, just like the wood in my jeans. Hayden looked down at her matching white socks, and I didn’t know if she felt remorse, but I didn’t like confrontation where I was the source, so I snapped out of my kiss-induced-stupor, and asked, “So, where is Sara, anyway?”
Veronica sensed my desired shift and gave me an appraising smile, one different from earlier. One now filled with hunger instead of longing. “Oh, she’s sulking in the game room. She hurt her foot and thinks she won’t be able to take part,” she said with a wink. “Hayden, run along and make sure Clare is ready.”
“But—”
“Now, child,” Ronnie hissed, sounding like a mix of the game master from last week and a stern mother.
Hayden bit her lip, giving me a quick glance. “See you in there, Mike,” she said with a smile, then trotted off. My gaze followed her ass in the tight white denim as she jogged effortlessly down the corridor.
“Michael,” Veronica said, pulling me from the spectacular view. “We must talk about Sara before we begin.”
It was such an abrupt change in Ronnie’s tone. I virtually heard a record scratch. “What about her?”
Veronica came in close, and I had to focus on her words, and not the body barely hidden under the black satin. “You will have gathered last week that Sara is a dancer, and her activities are strictly monitored by her father and her manager... though jailer is a more apt term for that man. Jody is a lot, and if her knew you were here... well, things would be unpleasant for all of us. But most of all, her. Not that they mistreat her. Oh, no. More like a princess... one locked in a tower, and are very strict with anything that could interfere with her future. She’s enrolled in the most prestigious dancing academy in the country.” She must have seen the look of panic and horror on my face, because she tittered, and added, “I’m not trying to scare you. But we have to be smart with our little dancer. I need your help to do that.”
“Sure, whatever you need,” I said, mostly on reflex. I was still confused as heck.
“So do nothing that could leave a mark on her.” She raised an eyebrow, giving me a stern look, that in my eyes just made her sexier. “No hickies. No bites. No lingering fluids.”
My eyes widened, suddenly imagining doing all those things to Sara. She was the prettiest girl, woman, whatever I’d ever seen. Mahogany brown eyes that shimmered with otherworldly gold in the light — she was impossible to forget. Her adorable brown tresses danced on her shoulders in waves, framing her high cheekbones and small, but full lips. They haunted my dreams, despite the competition. “But she seemed eager?” I said, remembering the look she gave me last week, making me promise to come back. “Right? I’m not reading that wrong, am I? Ronnie, I’m new to all of this,” I confessed. “If you don’t want me doing anything, just tell me, and I won’t. But...” I trailed off, unsure where I was going. I think Clare and Tara had scrambled my brain.
Ronnie sighed. “It’s okay... Mike,” she said with a grin. “Our Sara’s never even kissed a boy. I don’t think you’ll be bending her over my couch anytime soon. I just wanted you to understand the rules. Also, she’s shy and does not know how hot she is... it’s quite maddening. But she is quickly becoming obsessed with you, so I just ask you to tread carefully.”
I took a breath, trying to process it all. What was spontaneous, sexy fun now suddenly appeared so complicated. It wasn’t something I could practice and get good at. I had to not make a mistake at all. “So,” I said, glancing away, feeling a flush grace my cheeks. “I can kiss and touch her? Maybe make her come? It would feel mean to do things with the others and leave her out.”
The seductive older woman slipped her arm around my waist and pulled me close. “Fuck, where did Clare find you?”
I chuckled, unsure of her meaning. “Uh, next door?”
Veronica slapped my ass playfully as she pulled me down the corridor. “I know that. She’s been gushing about you for months. I meant in the grand sense of the universe.”






  
  CHAPTER FOUR


When I found my way to the game room after getting lost twice — Ronnie’s directions were not detailed and her home is a maze — Clare and Tara were arguing about a Temple of Ooodooo or something. I wasn’t really paying attention. Instead, drawn to the petite auburn goddess curled up on one of Ronnie’s lush, burgundy leather couches. Glittering silver silk draped over slender thighs, wrapping around a slight frame. “Evening, Sara,” I whispered, carefully sinking into the plush red leather next to her with a grin. 
Her downcast gaze snapped to attention, eyes becoming a bright shimmering amber. “M-Mike!” Her pout spread wide into a beaming smile, and I instantly knew why her keepers kept her locked away. She was the embodiment of purity, and so stunningly beautiful, I actually felt the chemicals in my brain reacting... as well as my dick. “You came back.” My eyes dipped momentarily to her cleavage in the strapless dress. Like her, her breasts were petite, but on her small, athletic frame, they appeared to fill out the dress perfectly.
“Of course I did,” I said, smiling wider. “They told me you’d be here.” I didn’t know if it was the right thing to say after what Ronnie told me, but Sara looked so adorably sad when I entered the game room. I needed to see her smile.
Her lips became an O, before returning to the incredible smile. It was the smile that sunrises are made of. Quickly, she looked down as a flush bloomed across her cheeks. “I-I’m glad you came, but, but...”
She trailed off into silence, staring at the bare foot she had crossed over her calf — keeping it off the floor. My gaze trailed down the curves of the dress, down her smooth legs, to her adorable toes. She definitely had dancer’s arches, that was for sure. “You’ve hurt your foot.”
Her gaze snapped up. “How, did...” She sighed. “Ronnie told you.” Her pretty amber-brown gaze flicked between me and her foot. “It’s not that bad, just a slight sprain, but everyone is babying me... like they do everything else,” she whispered.
I raised an eyebrow at her, unable to help myself. “From where I’m sitting, you’re clearly not a baby.” I froze as soon as I’d said it, unbelieving those words left my mouth. Sara’s lips parted in an O shape again, her gaze slowly trailing across the space between us to the hardness tenting my jeans. I waited, holding my breath. It could have gone either way, but after what felt like an eternity of charged silence, her gaze traveled higher, and her pout shifted into a new smile. This one was a lopsided grin that scrunched her left cheek.
“I’m glad someone feels that way,” she whispered, and I let out the breath as casually as I could.
“Does it hurt?” I asked, quickly moving on from my total lack of game... or maybe not, because Sara wasn’t looking sad anymore, instead she looked ... curious? Mischievous? I couldn’t tell. “Your foot, I mean.”
She twisted and uncrossed her legs, giving me a flash of white satin before holding her foot in the air between us. “It’s okay, just a little sore. But Jody made Veronica promise I wouldn’t do anything... strenuous,” she said, flashing her eyes.
“May I?” I asked, holding my hands in inch from her dainty toes. Her skin was smooth and tanned into the perfect shade of creamy-brown.
“Please,” she begged. I wondered what exactly she was begging me to do as I gently trailed a digit over the top of her foot. It was the same sensation I had when I ran my fingers over Veronica’s panties — exquisitely silky. “Oh,” she murmured.
“Does that hurt?”
She bit her lip, shaking her head, dancing her wavy tresses in her face.
I took it as permission to continue and carefully held her foot in my hands. My thumb instantly ground feather-light circles in her flawless skin. “Maybe I can kiss it better?” I said, continuing to stroke her foot. My brain screamed at me to stop saying stupid things, but I wasn’t listening — my dick was in charge.
A gentle gasp left her lips as I slowly leaned down. “P-please,” she said, barely a whisper as my lips touched down on planet perfection. Instantly, her strawberry scent and flavor filled my senses. I had an image of her soaking in a bubble bath for hours, all alone, and… I’d never wanted to have a bath so badly.
I placed several gentle kisses over the top of her foot, working my way down to her tiny toes. She squirmed when I kissed each toe in order of size, and I thought she was just ticklish. Her breathing strained, coming in quick pants as I placed a pouty kiss on her big toe. “M-Mike,” she gasped, a flush filling her cheeks a pretty crimson. She gulped. “It’s higher.”
I smiled at her reaction. Confused by mine. I’d never been a foot guy, but Sara’s were quickly swaying me. I had to stifle the urge to suck her perfect little toes. “Higher?” I whispered, trailing more kisses over her foot until I reached her ankle. With more care than if I was holding a Fabergé Egg, I lifted her leg, glancing at more of the delicate white satin between her thighs, and kissed her ankle. She gasped again, fluttering her eyes. As I kissed around her delicate bone, I didn’t take my eyes from hers. Her amber gaze — wide and sparkling — consumed me more with each kiss. Her breathing hitched, and her eyes drooped as she fought an eye roll. We were in our own little bubble, and I was happy to worship her in any way she’d let me.
Footsteps snapped me out of it. “There, all better,” I said with a croak, reluctantly returning her foot. The auburn beauty used her long waves to hide her blush from Hayden as the raven-haired runner dropped into the next seat.
“Aren’t you sweet,” the raven Olympian cooed as she cozied up to me, sliding a hand over my thigh. “Thought wasn’t it the other foot?”
“T-thank you,” Sara spluttered, curling up again.
I placed a hand on her thigh, grinning. Was it the other foot? Did she just want me to touch her? “My pleasure.”
“You know, dude, I hurt my clit earlier. Wanna kiss that better?” I tore my gaze from Sara’s thighs and looked up at a pair of fantastic breasts trying to escape a black lacy bra hardly contained inside a sheer black, lacy dress. Tara. “Or is it just feet? Because I can work with that.”
“Stop hitting on my boyfriend, skank!” Clare shouted from the single seat I guessed was reserved for the Game Master.
Wait, boyfriend?
I didn’t get time to process that, because Veronica waltzed in, all bluster and purpose. “For heaven’s sake. How haven’t you started yet? We hardly have any time left.”
“Sorry, Ronnie,” Clare cooed, shuffling the wad of paper on her lap. She parted her thighs just enough to give me a view of her panties, and every time my gaze drifted to the red lace, I thought of what she was wearing inside that tiny scrap of fabric. What I’d left inside her. We really needed to have the pregnancy talk if she was going to be so brazen about me coming inside her. My cock throbbed at the thought.
Tara huffed. “I will, as soon as Hay gets out of my seat. I always sit on this couch.”
“Tough,” Hayden laughed, pushing her silky white top against my arm.
“Save me,” Veronica muttered, putting her head in her hands.
I grinned up at Tara, trying hard not to talk to her tits. “Tell you what. I’ll move,” I said, slipping from Hayden’s grasp. They both groaned as I stood. Tara’s mouth dropped open as I spun her by the shoulders and pushed her into my now vacant seat. “I’m the healer, anyway. I need to be mobile,” I said with a smirk, remembering the healing I did last week. With a squeak of leather, I joined the seductive older woman on the other couch. I enjoyed a view of all three women in front of me, Clare to the left in her ‘GM’ chair, and the surprisingly comforting presence of Veronica to my right.
“Okay, shall I begin?” Clare asked, checking her watch. “Fuck, is that the time? We weren’t that late, were we?” Her gaze flicked to me as she squirmed, obviously flashing back to the reason we were late.
“Yes. Then there were other delays,” Veronica said, letting out a breath, also giving me a quick glance.
“I don’t have my character sheet.” Sara said from her curtain of auburn curls.
“None of us do,” Tara sneered.
It was nine forty-five. Fifteen minutes before we had to leave, and I could get out of there in plenty of time so there’d be no chance of Sara’s keeper discovering my presence. I chuckled. I was like the guest star that needed sneaking out the back.
Veronica groaned, head sinking further into her hands. “This has gone all wrong this week.”
“I’m sorry,” I blurted. “It’s my fault.” A pang of guilt gnawed at my gut for derailing the evening. We were late to leave because of the fucking. Clare took the long way getting here, so she could taunt me more. Then Tara. Then Veronica. Then Sara. I wasn’t purely to blame, but I had the feeling these nights were more organized before I joined.
“No, don’t you dare,” Veronica said, rubbing my thigh. She left her hand there while she continued, and I loved the sensation, and my imagination wondered where else she wanted to touch. “It’s not your fault.”
“No, it’s Clare’s,” Tara said in a singsong voice.
“Right,” Ronnie said with a sigh. “We just have to be more conscientious next week to maximize our time with mike... I mean together.” She patted my thigh again, letting her hand rise closer and closer to my denim-straining cock. All four of the others shot daggers at her. “So with the short time we have, we’ll skip right to the good part. Because I’m not going to pretend we’re here solely for the game anymore. Our delicious cleric saw to that last week. It is now a sordid game we look forward to each week, and I know you all feel the same, so don’t you dare deny it.” She glanced her piercing, slate-blue stare at each and everyone of us.
“Well, I actually like...” Tara started, then burst into giggles. “Nope, couldn’t keep a straight face.”
Ronnie squeezed my thigh. “I assume you’re okay with this Mike, I’ve just realized none of us actually bothered to ask you.”
“Pffft,” Clare hissed. “What if I’m not okay with it?”
“Clare, sweetheart, we know you’re okay with it. It was your idea,” Veronica cooed, letting her hand slide higher until she was openly cupping my balls in the denim. “Michael?”
All five stunning women turned their gaze to me. Play it cool, mike. For fuck’s sake, play it cool. “Happy to be of service,” I said, and I admit my dick was in charge of my mouth again. “But we’re almost out of time.”
“Three rounds.” Veronica snapped, startling me. “We need to be quick. If you don’t want to take part, that’s you out for the night. Round One. Never been kissed. Which of us has never been kissed?”
“Fix,” Tara booed, cupping her hands around her mouth.
Sara’s head snapped up like she’d heard a gunshot. “Really? You want to waste time on me?”
“Go get her,” Veronica whispered.
“Go, Sara,” Tara huffed, helping her from the couch. Her mussed auburn curls dangled in her face as she stumbled — hopping a little — and met me in the middle, collapsing into my arms. She trembled, gripping my shoulders as I steadied her with a grip on her slender waist. I hated that this was so rushed. It felt important. A first kiss was special, so I made it the best first kiss I could.
“Hi,” the pretty dancer beamed at me, smiling through the nervous shiver and nest of auburn curls.
I slid her silky tresses out of the way, cupping her cheek as I slid my other hand around to her ass, sliding over the shiny fabric of her short silver dress, and pulled her tightly against me. “Hey,” I grinned. With the clock burning a hole in the wall, I leaned down and pressed my lips to her. She was already puckering, eyes wide. Then, with a moan, her amber-brown embers fluttered closed as she melted into me. She may not have apparently kissed a guy before, but she’d thought about it, because quickly, Sara gained her confidence. Her arms slid around my neck, and her lips parted. Her taste flooded my tastebuds as her tongue delved into my mouth and explored. My cock pressed hard against her belly and we slipped into another world. I was her first kiss, and I sent a wish to the almighty to make me her first everything. Sara whimpered, pulling hard on my neck as our lips mushed together. I lost track of time. I don’t know how long we kissed, but it was probably too long. When we finally came up for air, Sara was panting, and the blush had spread down her neck and across her chest.
“Wow,” she said, eyes sparkling.
“Next round!” Tara jeered.
“Rounds two and three. You’re just gonna have to hide him in the back again, Clare. Most in need of an orgasm and mouthy little slut,” Veronica said, jumping up from the couch as I helped Sara back to her seat. “I’m clearly the most in need, having to put up with you four.” She marched out of the room, leaving the remaining three to bicker among themselves.
I stood in the middle of the room, hard and aching after the kiss. My gaze met Sara’s as she snuggled on the couch, pulling a blanket over herself. She smiled, then glanced away, hiding under her auburn curls.
“Well, it’s one of you,” Hayden said, glaring at Clare and Tara. “None of us can compare to how foul mouthed and sassy you both are.”
While Clare and Tara argued among themselves, I marched over to Hayden and pulled her off the couch and into my arms. “While they decide, runner-up prize?” I started asking, expecting to just give her a kiss, so it was fair, but the sexy runner had a glint in her big brown eyes.
“Nah,” she said, dropping to her knees. “I want more of this bad boy, even just a taste...” My fly was undone and my rock hard cock was out in seconds. She wasted no time pushing my cock deep into her mouth, hollowing her cheeks.
“Ah, fuck,” I moaned as Hayden slurped and pushed so deep she gagged. My hands grabbed her hair on the one side as she slid on and off my cock, pushing deeper each time until her nose nestled my thatch and my crown was in her throat.
“Great idea, Hey,” Ronnie said, returning, pausing for a second to watch Hayden deepthroat my shaft.
It was incredible. It took everything I had to not come.
“Right,” Ronnie said, holding out two items in her hands. “No time for arguing. Which one is the mouthy little slut?”
I almost came as I lost concentration, realizing what the seductive older woman held in her hands. It was a set of leather wrist cuffs — the expensive, well-made kind — and a classic red ball gag. Clare got a weird look in her eyes as her mouth dropped open.






  
  CHAPTER FIVE


“Clearly it’s me,” Tara said. “It’s only fair. Clare got fucked earlier.” 
Hayden sucked off my cock with a gasp as Ronnie narrowed her eyes at my hot neighbor. “Clare, you know the rules. We haven’t agreed to that yet.”
“I’m sorry, I really needed it, and... you live across the hall from him. See how long you last!”
“So, Tara?” Ronnie asked.
“Sure, fine, whatever,” Clare huffed, taking one last look at the items in Ronnie’s hands. “I’ll keep Hay company on the loser’s couch.”
“Clare, don’t be like that,” Tara groaned as Veronica pulled the fashionista’s hands behind her back. “I’m sorry, okay?”
“No, it’s fine,” Clare said, acting weird, returning to the GM chair and pretending to read the notes.
I wanted to go over there and check she was okay, but I had my cock out, dripping in Hayden’s saliva, and Veronica had just put the ball gag in Tara’s mouth. Her bright green eyes glistened, wide and darting. Her hands were bound, pushing out her phenomenal chest. It was far sexier than I’d ever imagined.
“Mike, I’m sorry to rush you... I hope you meant what you said earlier.” Veronica gave me a look, one that told me she meant our discussion when I had my hands on her panties. I gave her a reassuring nod. Little did she know I’d spent the entire week fantasizing a thousand different scenarios of how the second game night would go. I didn’t come close, but the sexy older woman was always a part of them.
“Where do you want me?” It was almost startling how quickly I’d gotten used to being with them all. Cock swinging in the breeze, waiting to see which of the incredible out-of-my-league women I’d get to fuck next.
“Couch. On your back,” Ronnie said, escorting a mumbling Tara. I held my jeans and jumped onto the couch, wiggling the denim down just enough to free myself completely. Veronica helped Tara climb over me, placing her knees on either side of my thighs. The bound brunette moaned as my rigid, slick shaft pressed against her black lace panties. They still had Clare’s lipstick marks from the week before. With reverence, I slid my fingers over the dried pink smudges, feeling just how wet the lace was. How wet Tara was. Ronnie tossed pillows from the couch and climbed on. “Everyone still on board? Last chance to back out.”
Tara moaned in agreement as I slipped her panties aside. “I’m good,” I said, though I wasn’t sure what we were doing — other than the obvious of a bound and gagged Tara fucking me. The sassy brunette wiggled her hips impatiently, sliding her slick pussy up and down my pinned cock. “God, you look sexy like that,” I gasped, loving the sensation of her warm, wet lower lips sliding against my skin. I lifted her sheer, black lacy dress past her navel, revealing dark fuzzy strands peeking from the satin hem of her lipstick stained satin panties crumpled to the side of my shaft. Then higher, displaying her slim tummy and the small piercing that glinted like a diamond in the small indent of her bellybutton. Then like a magician, over her chest, bringing into focus what I’d only glimpsed through the gauzy fabric — her sexy black lace bra and her heaving cleavage. It was a work of art, her bra. Something about the shape, the fabric, and the warm tone of her soft skin made my cock flex against her slit. She moaned, and I couldn’t wait. I held my cock up, and she lifted herself — like a tease, her dress fell back down — and tried to align her entrance, as she drooled down her chin. I helped and pushed up inside her.
“Muuuuck,” she mumbled through the gag, joining my groan of satisfaction at the warm, silky perfection sliding over my cock. I wanted to grab her breasts and feel the perfectly round looking orbs of flesh contained inside her fashionable brassiere. But she needed my hands on her hips to steady her. With her wrists bound behind her back, Tara was unsteady as she ground her hips, sliding my sensitive, throbbing shaft against her warm, silky interior. Her pussy was amazing. I shut my eyes for a second, just reveling in the hot, wet sensation encapsulating my cock.
“I hope you’re okay with an older model,” Veronica said, shuffling on her knees towards me.
I looked up from my position on the couch, moving my gaze from the titillating view of a gagged Tara rolling her eyes, to an up-dress view of the seductive older woman as she lifted the black fabric and pulled aside her expensive black satin underwear to reveal her glistening pink slit. I was beyond cloud nine. I was on cloud fifty. “Ronnie, shut up and give me your pussy,” I groaned, having enough of her older is less worthy crap.
Veronica whimpered, losing all of her bravado, her commanding, motherly attitude as my world was bathed in alabaster flesh, and the smell of her musky need. Her hands pressed against my chest as I marveled at her pussy in the low light. I was in heaven in the space between her thighs. “I know I’m not as smooth—” Ronnie stammered, and I put this notion of hers to bed right that second with a long, wide lick of her pussy. The salty musk of her coated my tongue with just a hint of peach from her bodywash or perfume. She was an older vintage, and aged to perfection as far as I was concerned. “Oh!” she moaned, and then as Tara lifted and sank back down onto my shaft, I groaned into her dripping pussy.
Ronnie had a fat mound for such a slim woman — decorated with a tiny, neatly trimmed fuzz of bleach blond hair — presenting her lips like a pedestal, peeking out in a random flow of petals. Her clit was an engorged, pulsing little bud, and that was my next target on my mission to show how hot and sexy I found the older woman. “Holy shit, Mike,” she gasped, almost screamed as I took her bud between my lips, licked, then sucked. Her flesh quivered, flooding my mouth with more of her need, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. I went to town on her pussy, licking her raw as she thrashed against my head, moaning up a storm as Tara finally bobbed in my lap.
That was when Clare joined in.
“Oh, lookie. The skank is all tied up, fucking my boyfriend,” my hot neighbor, and now apparently my girlfriend, said in her sassy, but breathy tone. I peeked out from under Veronica’s core to watch Clare yank Tara’s dress over the bound brunette’s head, leaving the fabric dangling down her back. “Not so mouthy now, are you, slut?” I gave Ronnie tentative licks as I watched, squinting through one eye. Clare placed her lips against Tara’s ear and met my gaze. “What you gonna do about it, bitch?”
Tara’s pussy clamped down around my cock, pushing my shaft deep as she stilled. Clare wasn’t done. She unclasped Tara’s bra and stretched it over her head so it tangled around her shoulder blades with her dress.
I slid Veronica on the couch so I had a better view, but could still reach her clit, and tried to divide my attention between the grinding pussy in my face, the girl currently impaled on my throbbing cock, and my hot, mischievous neighbor. Tara’s breasts bounced free, and they were as spectacular as I had imagined. I didn’t get long to marvel, because Clare, who had moved behind Tara, took them in her hands and squeezed. The bound brunette moaned, fluttering around my shaft. “Why did you stop, bitch?” Clare whispered into her friend’s ear. “You’d better make my boyfriend see starts, or I’m gonna pinch these so hard you’re gonna scream.”
Instantly, Tara fucked my cock with long, languished movements as Clare toyed with her breasts and placed pouty kisses around the gag. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.
I realized how damn close the sight had brought me to coming, and I didn’t want it to end. Not yet! So I returned my attention to the dripping pussy quivering an inch from my nose and sucked, tongued and licked as enthusiastically as I could muster with the blissful sensations pulsing through my shaft. I also let go of Tara — she had Clare keeping her steady with the drooling brunette’s fantastic breasts in hand — and wanted to do the same. My fingers slid by touch up the slippy satin of Veronica’s dress until I found the familiar twin strips covering her modest mounds, then slipped inside. Her warm, pert little breasts almost filled my hands, and her fat, hard nipples dug into my fingers as I stretched up. “Oh, oh, Mike, please,” she begged, as I kneaded her chest and licked her out like a pussy-licking champion.
It was all I could do to distract myself from Clare and Tara, as the brunette fucked me with ragged desperation, slapping her ass on my thighs. “He’s gonna come deep inside you, Tar,” Clare cooed. “I hope you’re on birth control, because my baby doesn’t mess around. He’ll get you pregnant in a heartbeat,” she continued, teasing as Tara moaned through the gag, drooling over me, and shuddering around my shaft. “He’ll fill your pussy with a bucket of cum. So much, it’ll drip out of you for a week,” Clare breathed as she draped herself around Tara’s shoulders, grinning at me, then kissing the slick gag keeping Tara’s mouth wide and silent.
I almost came. I was right on the ragged edge. But then Veronica groaned, pushing her dripping pussy down hard against my face, smothering me, drenching my mouth with her release. Her nails dug into my chest through the tee. Her thighs clamped around my head, making me see stars, and I couldn’t hold on much longer. I gasped through my nose as I sucked on Ronnie’s pulsing clit, shaking, squeezing her breasts as my balls tightened. My cock hardened.
“Come, you filthy little bitch,” Clare cried, slapping what I assumed to be one of Tara’s breasts. Whatever part of her it was, it worked, because in the next instant, Tara slammed down against me and ground her hips as her channel shrank in size, pulsing, trying to milk my cock. It was a chain reaction. My building release erupted inside her, filling her with the promised bucket of cum — at least that’s how it felt — as she cried out a muffled scream.
I left my body in a wave of ecstasy. Pleasure pulsed from my cock, clouding my mind. Veronica's salty musk flooded my tongue, my lips, my soul. Tara coated my cock in warm, moist heat, and Clare joined her, moaning, grinding against something as she sat lower on my legs.
It was too much to process, and I blanked out for a few seconds.
When I came to, Sara was gasping, “no, no, no,” and I realized there was a knock at the door.
“Fuck,” Veronica said, slipping from my face, letting me breath. “Uh, uh, uh. Clare. Plan B,” she said, panic filling her flushed face. “Out the back. Now.”
“On it,” Clare said, sounding far more coherent than my overloaded brain was capable. I marveled at Tara for a second as he stared down at me with hooded eyes. Saliva dripped from her chin onto her perfect, plentiful tits. Her long, mousy-brown hair escaped from her ponytail, hanging over her shoulders, stuck to her skin by the thin sheen of sweat. Her tummy tapered down — partially obscured by her panties — ending where my cock vanished inside her stretched pussy. Her hips flared from her slender waist, curving down on either side of my thighs. A mix of fluids foamed around our joining, and— “Tara!” Clare hissed, trying to snap the brunette out of her post orgasm high. She looked as out of it as I felt. Clare dragged her from my lap, and the cool air hit my soggy shaft like I’d fallen into ice water. I groaned, mourning the loss of her warm, cozy pussy. “Mike! Now!”
Clare tossed her car keys to Hayden, who snatched them out of the air, and bounded with a hobbling Sara out of the main doorway. Veronica fixed her dress and helped me off the couch as I realized what was happening. Sara’s caretaker had arrived. With speed and efficiency, Ronnie tucked my cock away, zipping me up. I felt like a kid whose mom was getting him ready for school. She licked the cum off her fingers as I snapped back to reality — honestly, it felt more like a dream — until I realized how fast my heart was beating. “Michael,” she whispered, before giving me a quick kiss. “Go, I’ll stall him.” We shared a look that left so much unsaid.
I watched her click-clack down the hall in her mountainous heels towards voices. Capable of thought again, I chased after Clare, following as she escorted Tara through the kitchen. “Untie her, I’ll unlock the gate,” Clare commanded, and my chest felt warm at how in control she was. Tara slumped against me, breathing hard through her nose. Her full, round breasts pressed against me and I had to focus or I’d start playing with the mounds of temptation. Carefully, I unlatched the gag and peeled the ball from her mouth.
Tara groaned, licking her lips and stretching her jaw. “Fuck, Mike,” she whispered. “That was...” She closed her mouth as I wiped the spit from her chin.
“Rushed,” I said with a grin, slipping behind her and unbuckling her restraints.
She rubbed her wrists. “Rushed or not, I think I’m in love.”
“Yeah, okay,” snorted. It was semi-believable that Clare liked me that much. But it was a complete fallacy that Tara would, too. That any of them would. I was just a convenient cock for their game.
Tara grabbed my tee as I hid the cuffs and gag in a kitchen draw. She pulled me in for a kiss. Her lips were swollen and slick. She devoured my mouth like she wanted to consume me. I think I’d let her. I was so completely taken aback. My hands finally found their way to her breasts, and in the small space between us, I fondled her perfect mounds, thumbing her perky nipples. What was only ten seconds felt like ten minutes as I held her in my palms, and her tongue danced with mine.
“Fuck’s sake, Tara,” Clare whispered. “Haven’t you have enough of him already?”
The stunning brunette broke the kiss, looking just as dazed as I felt. “I’ll miss you, lover,” she whispered with a sexy grin.
“Okay, time to go.” Clare pulled me from Tara’s clutching fingers and dragged me to the door.
“Clare!” Tara hissed. “What the fuck did you do to my bra?”
Clare giggled, once again dragging me out into the night. I stumbled down the long stone pathway in complete darkness — Clare navigating by the light on her phone — until we reached a tall, open iron gate. “Come on, lover boy,” she said, slipping her hand in my back pocket, guiding me through the gate. “Lets get you outta here. That crazy fucker checks the damn house.”
“W-what,” I stammered as we tumbled out onto a side road. “That Jody, guy? And Veronica lets him?”
We stood next to the gate as headlights turned onto the road a few houses down. “Yeah… well, not the entire house. Won’t let Sara play if he doesn’t have a look around. Thinks we have secret orgies or something. Crazy asshole. It’s too risky.”
Well, he’s not completely wrong, I thought. Not that I wanted anything to do with a crazy, overzealous manager, or whatever he was.
The car pulled up, and Hayden climbed out. “Sup, bitch,” Clare giggled. She high-fived the raven beauty as they passed.
“That was too fucking close,” Hayden said, stopping next to me. “Next time, keep him out of your panties until you get here, okay?”
Glare tittered, slipping into her Mini. “No promises.”
Hayden rolled her eyes as she turned to me. Lit only by the bounce from Clare’s headlights, she looked otherworldly. “Goodnight, Mike,” she grinned, stepping closer, looking deep into my eyes.
Not even thinking, I pulled her close. Wrapped my arms around her bare midriff — fingers sliding over her taut back muscles — and leaned in. She met me halfway, pressing her pouty lips to my bottom lip, then correcting until we were kissing like horny teenagers. Her hands gripped my shoulders. Her tongue hesitated against her bottom lip, then with a mewl, plunged inside my mouth. I groaned as her flavor hit me. Sweet and all Hayden. She whimpered as the kiss deepened. Her hands roamed the back of my neck, sliding her fingers in my hair.
It was fucking magical! And that’s saying something after the night I had.
“Save some for me next week, okay,” she whispered, her lips still pressed against mine.
“Sure,” I said, more than a little dumbstruck. “Goodnight, Hayden.”
“Night, Mike.”
“Oh, for the love of god! Baby, get your sexy ass in the back seat and hide,” Clare groaned. “Damn horn dog.”
I gave the raven beauty a grin and slipped into the cramped space, hiding under the blanket she kept on the back seat just in case. It was unlikely we’d pass Sara’s caretaker, but after tonight’s close call, I wasn’t taking any risks. It would be just my luck that we’d pass them on the way out.
Metal creaked as Clare fought the stick into drive, and we left Hayden scampering through Veronica’s back gate. “Well, that was unexpected,” Clare giggled. “What should we do next week? Tie Tara to a punishment horse? I have so many creative ways to use Ronnie’s toys.”
I closed my eyes — grinning like a loon — as the gentle rumble of the stones hitting the undercarriage relaxed the tension from my body, and I imagined all the possibilities.






  
  PART THREE









  
  CHAPTER ONE


It took Clare all of two days before she broke the rules again. She knocked on Sunday night, right as I was about to go to bed, kissed me into a frenzy, then we got hot and heavy on my tatty couch before moving to the bedroom. It was a blur of kissing, groping, and fucking. I was so swept up in her, I don’t remember any of the details — other than once we’d both come, it was such a relief. Like the days since we were last were together, was a pressure cooker needing release. I’d never felt that way about anyone before. I was infatuated with her, sure, maybe even in love with her, but addicted? Needed? That was new. 
The best part was that she didn’t return to her apartment. She wanted to snuggle, for me to hold her. I got to fall asleep with her in my arms for the first time. It wasn’t the best night's sleep I’d ever had. I was hard the entire time, and there wasn’t much room on my tiny, single bed, but I drifted off at some point, waking with the sun streaming in through my window, and blond hair in my face.
It was like being under a silky, blond-fiber sheet. Somehow during the night, her shoulder-length hair had draped over my head, and under the wheat-shroud I gazed at the sleeping face of an angel.
When asleep, Clare lacked all of her sass. She looked so peaceful and vulnerable. Her cheeks were low and relaxed — not laughing or grinning with mischief. Serene. Her long lashes twitched as she dreamed, and I wondered if she was dreaming of me.
I couldn't believe Clare — my unbelievable, hot neighbor, Clare — was in my arms. That she, teasingly or not, call me her boyfriend, and this was a girl that repeatedly said she didn’t date. It was a stretch too far to think she’d dream of me... wasn’t it?
Her mouth twitched. Those pouty, so-kissable lips — now just faintly pink instead of shiny and pink — stretched into a smile as her lashes fluttered open. Her piercing blue eyes were unfocused for a second, like she didn’t know where she was, transitioning from her dream to the here and now. Then her smile spread to her entire face, making her cheeks rise, eyes close. “Mike,” she whispered, and my name on her lips was like magic. “I thought I was dreaming.”
My fingers trailed over her smooth, bare hip inside our warm cocoon. “Maybe you were.”
Her smile became that mischievous grin. “Pffft. Maybe.” She opened her eyes, blinking away the sleep. “I’ve never done this before.”
“What? Dream about me?” I teased, loving how my hand fit over her curvaceous thigh so perfectly. There was this silky smooth warmness to her I couldn’t get enough of.
Her nails scrunched against my chest. “Pffft. No. This.” Her scrunching progressed to scratching, like she wanted to claw her way inside my chest and take hold of my heart. I’d let her. It belonged to her. “Waking up with... Well, waking up to you, like this.” Her smile became genuine for a second. “I love it.”
I gave her a “Pffft,” back. “Don’t get soppy on me now, third-rate sorceress.”
She giggled, fisting my chest hair, forcing me closer. “I mean it, you jerk,” she said, flashing her eyes. “I never let myself...”
“I know, I know,” I laughed, grinning back. “I feel the same. I dreamed about this, you know?”
Her eyes widened. “What, us? Like this?”
“Yeah. Every time you needed help with your e-mail... let’s just say I was crushing hard.”
She groaned.
“What?”
“It’s ... it’s just such a waste, you know?” The mischievousness returned. “We could have been fucking this whole time!”
I laughed. It was so loud and unrestricted. No judgment, like I’d known Clare forever. Being with her just felt so right. My hand moved to her ass and pulled her belly against my throbbing cock. But this wasn’t about sex. I just wanted her as close as possible. “Right! Oh, so many lonely nights thinking about your door... wait, that sounds sad, forget I said that.”
She tittered. “Pffft, no way! No take backsies. I think it’s sweet... and a little sad, but I like that about you. You don’t hide who you are from me. You’re genuine.”
I scoffed. “Genuinely sad.”
Her hand slipped up and gripped my chin. “I’d love you either way, you know?”
My world tilted under her blond mop. “Y-you love me?”
She grinned. Just for a second, it was like looking into the sun itself. Then she squinted her right eye. “Uh-oh. Now we’re gonna have to get married,” she joked in mock-outrage.
For a moment there, I saw it. Her in a white dress, walking down the aisle, then jumping on me wearing sexy white lingerie, beaming a smile as my wife. Man, I was getting ahead of myself. “Sure,” I joked back. “Let me just reach into in my nightstand. I keep a ring there for such occasions.”
She pulled my lips to her — painfully — with her grip on my chest hair, but didn’t kiss me. “But for real, Mike. I do... I think. Love you.” Her eyes widened. “I don’t want to scare you, shit. I know you’re not the kinda guy to run away...” She grinned, tugging on my hair. “Not like you can… at the L-word, I mean.”
I answered her with a kiss — as gentle and loving as I knew how to give. Her grip on my chest thankfully relaxed as she melted into me, sliding her upper thigh over my hip, pressing the base of my shaft against her pussy. She was damp already. When we ran out of air and had to part, she inhaled, with a “Wow.” Then giggled. “Good answer.” She narrowed her hooded gaze. “Unless that was a stellar attempt at avoidance?”
I took a similar breath. “Nah,” I said noncommittally. “But you know, I think I love you too, or whatever.”
She giggled again. “Oh, well, I’m glad we got that cleared up... makes me feel better about being away for the next few days.”
Now it was my turn to groan. “Really?” I pulled her tighter, loving how her breasts squished against my chest now her arms were around my neck, and I was using one as a pillow.
Her smile faltered. “Sorry. See, this is why I don’t date. It fucking sucks. It’s unfair to you, and doubly unfair to me.”
“Why more to you?” I hooked a clump of her blond locks behind her ear, letting in the sun and lifting the blond curtain. She looked ever better in the daylight.
She hovered her lips over mine again. “Because, just as I find someone I really like, my shitty job comes along and fucks it up.”
“Oh,” was the only word I could find.
“I hate my editor, and all the bullshit assignments he sends me on. Like, come on, guy. Cat fashion is not where it’s at.”
I let out a laugh. “Cat fashion? Like catwalk stuff?”
Her lips were like heaven as she sucked, and then gently bit my bottom lip. “No, you sexy idiot. Like actual cats.” Her eyes widened. “Don’t you fucking dare tell Tara I said that. She already mocks me enough because she gets to work for an actual fashion magazine, while I—”
“Report on pussy knitwear?”
“Well, it sounds sexy when you say it like that, but you’re closer than you think.”
Her thighs were god’s gift to man, so silky and inviting as I trailed my digits down over her skin, and rested my palm just above the knee that gripped my hip. “Wait. So let me get this straight. I don’t get to see you... because of cat fashion?”
She winced. “I’ll understand if you want to break up with me.”
I laughed. Somehow it was all so fitting, so Clare.
“But it’s not just cats. There were toddlers and poodles last month.”
“What kinda website do you work for that features this stuff?”
She squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head. “No way. I’m already risking your love for me. I’m not showing you that dumpster fire.”
“Oh, okay,” I grinned, kissing her cheek. “Can’t have that.” Then her neck, sliding inside our cocoon of naked warmth. I breathed her in, her taste in the air, and inhaled her faint vanilla scent. “So what’s up with you and Tara?” I asked, kissing along her collarbone. I couldn’t help gently biting her shoulder. “You guys always like that?”
Clare stiffened as I reached the valley of her fantastic breasts. “What are you doing?”
“Enjoying my girlfriend before she runs away and leaves me for a cat sweater?” Her valley was narrow, her breasts flopped on her side — almost defying gravity — creating stellar cleavage. She whimpered as I kissed my way to her left nipple, teasingly ignoring her areola. “Now who’s the one attempting avoidance?” When she didn’t answer, I continued to evade where I knew she liked to be kissed.
“Okay, fine. I was jealous.”
Clare’s areolas were rosy, like an island surrounded by shallow untanned skin, before giving way to the expansive ocean of her slightly tanned breasts. I assumed her favorite bikini comprised little triangles. I looped my tongue around her nipple, earning a shudder. “Jealous of... Tara?”
“Oh, that feels so damn good, baby.”
I went back to kissing around the island again.
“You’re mean,” she grumbled. “Yes, okay, I was jealous of her, like I always am,” she began, and I rewarded her with a gentle suck of her nipple. Her body stiffened with a gasp before she continued. “She gets to work with people not covered in cat hair. She has such a great ass. She got to be the first to fuck you bound and gagged…”
I stopped. “I was asking about why you argue, but let’s talk about that more,” I teased, giving her other bud a lick. I loved Clare’s flavor.
“Ooooh,” she cooed. “Fuck.”
“Okay, well, come back to that, but first.”
Clare yelped as I rolled her over so she was face down and slid lower, pulling back the comforter. She stared over her shoulder at me kneeling between her legs, blond strands in her face. “What?” A great plain of creamy skin lay before me. The taper of her waist, the indentations of her spine. Twin indents just above her butt. Fuck, her back was a work of art, especially her shapely shoulders.
I ran my fingers up the backs of her thighs and then squeezed the fleshy globes of her ass. “I mean, I agree. Tara’s got a great ass, but this is so close...” I leaned in and gave her a gentle bite on her right cheek. “It would have to be a tie.”
“Oh, my god, Mike,” she giggled.
I gave her other cheek a nibble, before sliding my tongue lower, towards her apex. “Tell be about the other part,” I demanded, before licking around the bud of her ass.
“Oh, fuck, I love you,” she wailed, head in hands under her nest of hair as my tongue slid lower through her folds. Her ass instantly rose into my face. “Umm. Okay. Umm, so,” she gasped as I licked around her clit, and then back up to her entrance. “So... fuck, you’re great at that.”
“Clare,” I growled, before pushing my tongue inside her pussy. Her sweet, salty musk hit my tongue, and instantly I was addicted.
“Right. Okay. But you’ll think I’m a freak.”
I ignored her, licking higher while pressing two fingers inside her slick, dripping entrance, stretching her out.
“Oh, fuck,” she moaned as I pushed my tongue against the tiny star of her ass. “I-I liked it when you held me,” she panted as I fingered her hole, curling down to find the place that made her see stars. “I’ve always liked that. But seeing Tara bound, gagged, riding on your cock, it...” Her breaths came quicker. Her pussy grew tighter as I tongued her ass and fingered her slit. She shifted onto her knees, lifting her butt high in the air, giving me a magnificent view of her core, taking my fingers. “It was a fantasy come to life.” Her words came quicker, breathy and urgent. “And I kinda lost my shit.” She moaned, gasping, fucking my fingers. “I wanted to be her, so… I took it out on her!” she cried out suddenly as she came on my digits. Her butt muscles squeezed in tandem with her pussy, and she shuddered, screaming into the bedding. It was damn sexy. I loved making her feel this way, giving her pleasure. I almost got off on it, though I’d never tell her that.
Her body locked while I carried her through her climax, extending it as long as I could, before she inhaled and collapsed on the bed with a sigh.
I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. “Is that it? You like to be tied down? Or bound or whatever you wanna call it?”
Clare whimpered from under her blond waves. “It’s weird! I know Ronnie’s into that, but I thought it might scare you off. You’re a nice guy...”
I chuckled, spanking her delicious ass. “Clare. That doesn’t scare me. I just licked your ass to prove how much I like it. Girls liking that stuff doesn’t scare me. I work in a hardware store. You know what we sold out of after Fifty Shades came out? Tape. You know how many women asked me under hushed breaths if this tape or that rope was good for wrists? Every. Damn. Day. For months. I had to read the book just to make sure I wasn’t advising serial killers or something.”
She peeked out from her silky blond hiding spot. “Really? You’ve read Fifty Shades?”
I rolled my eyes. “Yes, because that is what you should take from all this.”
She giggled. “Yeah, pffft, you’re right, sorry. You melted my brain a little there... oh shit, no, no, no, is that the time?”
My eyes snapped to my bedside clock. “Fuck!” I had to be at work in twenty minutes!
She paused for a second, giving me a look, a pure, non-sassy one. Our eyes met, and it was like we were connected on a spiritual level. There was this swell in my chest, a warmth I couldn’t explain. Then, like in the movies, time snapped and Clare scrambled out of bed. “I’ve gotta hit the road. Stupid cat bullshit won’t wait for anyone.”
I slipped off the bed, reluctant to leave the scene of the best crime anyone had ever committed — falling in love with my neighbor — and almost tripped on last night’s sweats casually thrown on the floor. Clare ran around scooping up her clothes as I watched, unsure if it would be rude to get ready, or if I should wait for her to leave first. I opted for the second, mainly because I couldn’t stop watching her ass jiggle each time she bent to pick up a garment. I followed her out of the bedroom, chasing a trail of clothes until she was at the door, bundle clutched to her breasts. “Umm, this was...”
“Don’t ruin it,” she said, kissing me. She groaned, pushing her tongue into my mouth, and my cock twitched back to life. “Ummm. You taste of ass. Fuck, that’s sexy.”
I chuckled. “You’re filthy.”
She kissed me again. “You love it!” she said with a grin, just like she did on Friday night. “Fuck, this sucks. I’ll call you.” She gave me one last peck, then poked her head out my front door. It must have been clear, because she quickly bounded through — naked — and started fumbling with her keys at her apartment. When she dropped them, I got another fantastic view of her ass as she scrambled to pick them up. Then her door was open, and she was peering out safely behind it. She mouthed ‘I love you,’ then with a grin, closed her door.
Like an idiot, I stared at that blue rectangle, naked for a minute, just marking the moment. That Clare spent the night. That we fucked. That I ate her out, and she loves me.
The world’s biggest grin forced its way onto my face as I shut the door. Then I saw the time on my wall clock. “Fuck!”






  
  CHAPTER TWO


Clare called me on Wednesday, complaining about cat hair on her sweater. We just chatted, and she sounded less grumpy by the time we hung up. There was no pretense, no pressure. We just talked, and I couldn’t wait to see her again on Friday. Her trip had been extended. ‘ Stupid cats,’ she groaned, then went off on one, complaining about her editor, and how he was punishing her for not giving in to his advances.
I always imagined I’d be kicking down the door to protect a girl from a boss like that, but not Clare. She was a sassy viper unless she let you in, and could easily hold her own against a pathetic sleazeball. I offered the idea of creating her own site, as that was the only way I knew how to help, but I think I just made it worse. She almost cried at the thought, but wasn’t gonna give her editor the benefit of quitting... not yet, anyway.
I didn’t expect to hear from her until she came back as the cat thing was in a tiny town down south with virtually no cell reception, and she’d driven for three hours to call me. Though secretly, I think she just needed to get away from all the cats. She was not amused when I made that joke. I don’t think Clare would make it as an old cat lady, though she would have extensive knowledge of feline fashion. I chuckled at the thought as I threw on a new t-shirt and slipped on my nice trainers. Finally, it was Friday, and this time I knew what to expect. I was not dressed in my finest those first two nights — especially the second night with my smelly, well-worn tee.
But this time? This time, I was ready. I’d looked into DnD and other games like it, though most of my research came from an RPG video game, and I hoped they were close enough that I’d actually know what was going on. I’d bought a tee online that had a healer meme on the front — the cleric prioritizing the scantily clad female party members, while the rest perished. It made me chuckle, and I hoped Veronica and the others would get a kick out of it. I also went commando. It was a bit of a risk, but considering what was probably gonna happen, I thought it was a safe enough to remove a barrier to what the ladies were really after.
As I watched the clock on my living room wall, I was conflicted, if that’s all it was. I think I was actually enjoying the game stuff, and getting to know them all as much as the sex. Don’t get me wrong, it was incredible. I was the luckiest guy on earth, well, except maybe some sultan or something with nine wives. But I had to be close, right? They were all stunning. But they were nice people too, and I was seriously getting a soft spot for all of them to rival my infatuation with my hot blond neighbor.
When Clare knocked, fireflies went crazy in my gut. I bounded over to the door and yanked it open. My eyes went wide as I wasn’t staring at a hot blond, but an equally sassy, hot brunette. The brightest green eyes in the world sparkled at me from under clumps of mousy-brown, shiny hair. “Hey, lover.”
“Tara?” I asked, my brain taking a minute to catch up. I’d been so convinced it was Clare, I hadn’t entertained it could be anyone else. But it was Tara. I almost didn’t recognize her without that sheer lingerie dress, though tonight’s ensemble wasn’t any less racy. Her top was also her bra, all leather, cleavage, and straps that cross-crossed around her belly, framing the glinting star jewelry that dangled from her bellybutton. A leather miniskirt dug into her thighs, just covering her crotch, creating a brief gap of warm, bulging skin before shrinking inside a pair of matching thigh-high platform boots. My mouth dropped open, and if I hadn’t seen her naked and bobbing on my lap, I might have drooled.
She grinned at my stunned, and no doubt lecherous, stare. “Hi, Mike,” she said, sounding sweeter than candy.
“T-Tara. You look,” I stuttered like an idiot. Clare and Tara were equally gorgeous, kinda like sisters, but Tara was way more adventurous in her choice of attire. It wasn’t slutty — even if it was sexy as hell — but it had a kinda class to it. Suddenly I had an image of a cat wearing a similar outfit strutting down a tiny catwalk, and I couldn’t hold in the grin.
“Yeah, I look hot. I know. Every guy in your building and half the street has told me. I’d forgotten Clare lives on the fourth floor and your elevator’s out. Four floors in these heels, Mike!” She lifted a boot to show me the height of the platforms and I was amazed she could walk at all in those monsters. It explained why she seemed taller. “You ready to go?”
“Sure,” I said, snapping out of my stupor. I grabbed my jacket and keys, locked up, then froze in the hallway. “Uh, aren’t we forgetting Clare?” I asked as Tara debated how to navigate her way down the top step.
She flicked her long, mousy-brown hair over her shoulder. It made her look different — not wearing it up in a ponytail — that’s what threw me off when I opened the door. It had a sexy kink that made it curl in waves, framing and changing the shape of her face. “Didn’t she message you? She’s not gonna be back until Sunday at the earliest.” A devious grin slipped onto her deep-red lips. “Going by how sullen the message was, it sounds like she’s having a great time in nowheresville, reporting on...” She shrugged. “Whatever. So,” she said, shuffling back to me as I looked forlornly at Clare’s blue door. “It’s just us... well, the others too, but... Mike!” she called, sliding her palm against my cheek, forcing me to look away from that damn door and into her eyes. God, they were so green, like freshly cut grass or an emerald with a light behind it. “Fuck, you’re adorable. How about you share a little of that love my way tonight, yeah?”
I was lost for a moment, wondering why Clare hadn’t told me. But I knew Clare well enough. She wouldn’t have wanted to hear my voice if she couldn’t get back soon. But she told Tara, or Ronnie, so someone would pick me up. I grinned, snapping out of my obsessive thoughts about Clare. She wanted to share — as much as she grumbled about it sometimes — and she wasn’t the only one with feelings if the hooded stare the smoking-hot brunette was giving me. “You’re right. I’m sorry, I’ve just gotten used to Clare picking me up—”
“She fucked you again, didn’t she? I knew it.” Tara scowled. “That’s not fair, the cheating bitch.”
“W-why does it matter?” I asked, letting my hand touch the exposed flesh at her waist. Her hand still cupped my cheek, gently running her thumb along my cheekbone.
She shuffled us until my back was against my door. Her bright green orbs pierced into my soul, growing bigger as she leaned in and kissed me. My other hand flew to her hip, pinky sliding under the tight hem of her leather skirt. Tara’s other hand did not go around my neck, or against my chest like I expected, but lower, and like a heat-seeking missile, her dark-red nails slipped inside my jeans. She gasped into my mouth as she instantly found my hard shaft, and wrapped her lithe fingers around the throbbing length.
I groaned. Her hand was icy, but that somehow made it hotter. As her tongue pushed into my mouth and found mine eagerly waiting while her thumb did these maddening circles over the head of my cock. I squeezed my eyes shut, melting in her grasp.
Easing off the kiss, but still holding her hips to mine, she whispered, “then you’ll love her more,” answering the question I’d forgotten I’d asked.
As she licked across my tongue, I found that hard to believe, considering just how much she was melting my brain, but it was true. Granted, I’d known Clare longer. Had done a pretty good job building a major crush on her over the past few months. But in a way, Tara was right. I had fallen for Clare in a major way, more than the others. But from where I was standing, Clare was my girlfriend, and the others were just a bit of fun. Wasn’t it? “I’m confused,” I gasped against her mouth.
“You’re adorable when you’re confused,” she whispered, breathing in small gasps, thumbing my crown harder, kissing me deeper. My hands moved up on instinct driven arousal and held her breasts. They were utterly perfect — even through the thick black leather — filling my hands completely with extra to spare. Firm too, with the perfect amount of give, but that might have just been the layer of stiff fabric throwing me off.
I kneaded her sensational mounds, kissing her back, all thoughts of Clare forgotten. Well, except one. “I didn’t think it was like that,” I gasped between kisses. “I thought it was just fun. That Clare was the only—”
She silenced me with a hungry kiss, one that made my cock throb almost painfully in her grip, telling me in no uncertain terms that no, Clare wasn’t the only one. “What?” she gasped in disbelief. Her deep-red lips were puffy and pouty. There was no playful grin like my hot, blond neighbor gave me when we kissed, just Tara’s pure hunger. “That she’s the only one who wants more?”
“I-I,” I stammered, trying to process that. That Tara wanted more? Did the others?
She grinned, her sass returning. She pulled her hand from my pants as licked the pre-cum from her thumb. “We took a vote,” she said, tilting her head, looking at me through her lashes. “After the first night. We all agreed. Clare was supposed to tell you.” She narrowed her eyes, no doubt thinking of ways to punish my hot, blond neighbor. “We all want more, Mike. Don’t you get it?”
“Y-you do?” I continued to stammer, stunned, and a little mentally fogged from Tara’s seductive kiss. “What... how does that even work?”
With a smirk, she wiped the lipstick from my bottom lip. “Carry me down the stairs?” she begged, back to her sugary sweetness. “We gotta get going.”
“Uh, sure,” I said like a zombie. The cool fabric of her boots and skirt pressed against my skin as she hopped into my grasp. She was just as light as before, and her scent of apple and citrus filled my nose as she snuggled against me, gripping my neck.
“Mmmmm,” she cooed as I carried her down carefully, one step at a time. I doubt it was any quicker, but there was less chance she’d break an ankle... as long as I didn’t drop her. “I love it when I’m in your arms. Like my big strong daddy, caring for me,” she said with longing.
“Are you going to answer my question?” I asked after two floors, and needing a distraction from the gentle burn in my arms. Thankfully, the stairwell was empty.
“Which question, Mike?” Tara said, whispering into my neck, pressing her lips against my skin somewhere between kisses and bites. “Be specific.”
I rolled my eyes at the little whimpers she made, clawing and nibbling at me, like she couldn’t get enough. She was so sexual, it had to be an act... didn’t it? “How would it work? Clare’s already my girlfriend, I think. Can you have more than one?”
Tara tittered. “Of course you can,” she said as we reached the ground floor not a moment too soon. My arms ached as I gently placed her down on her massive platform heels. “Thank you, lover. It’s marriage the tightwads get all squirmy about. Heaven forbid people marry who they want... oh, that’ll bring the end of the world. But girlfriends? That’s none of their fucking business.” She grabbed my tee and pulled me in for another kiss, sucking in air through her nose. Somehow she even made that nasally gasp sexy. Her eyes were like green fire as she stared at me. “You have five girlfriends now, Mike… kinda,” she said with a shrug, slipping her fingers between mine and locking us together. “So suck it up.”
My mind raced as she guided us from of the stairwell, out the front and gingerly down the front steps. “You’re serious? E-even Sara?” I asked, still trying to wrap my head around it. Clare I understood. Tara, okay. We’d fucked, and she’d come onto me more than once. But the others?
“Fuck, you are adorable when you’re confused,” Tara giggled as we reached her yellow hatchback. She paused, opening her door. “Okay, maybe we’re not all at the same stage as you and Clare... fucking like rabbits,” she grumbled, slipping into the driver’s seat.
“Hey, in my defense, we’ve only had sex like twice outside the group!” I said far too loudly as I walked around her car, passing Jeff and his friend who live downstairs. “Hey, what’s up?” I give them a nod, playing it cool, and got inside Tara’s car before they could ask questions.
“Oh, only two, well that’s okay then,” she huffed, starting the ignition, sounding like it was very much not okay. She pulled out the lot and gunned it in the familiar direction of Veronica’s.
“It’s not a competition. Besides, she was jealous you fucked me bound last week,” I let slip. Sorry, Clare.
A massive grin lit up her slim face. “I bet she was the subbie little bitch.”
I wanted asked her more about that, but it was more fun to discover things about Clare first hand. It felt like skipping ahead otherwise. So I steered the conversation back to what I really wanted to know. “Okay, so... you’re my girlfriend now? Just like that?”
She grinned, turning off towards the country lane that would eventually lead to Veronica’s stately home. “Sure. Why not? Why does it have to be complicated? I really like you. We all do,” she giggled. “That’s kinda the problem.” Her grin faltered. “I mean, that’s if you like me... us...” Her gaze snapped to me before quickly returning to the road. “Oh, fuck. You do like us, right? It’s not just the sex?”
I chuckled, remembering thinking that earlier. “Of course I like you. And the others. Like, really like. A lot,” I stumbled.
We pulled off the main road and stopped at Veronica’s massive iron gates. “As much as Clare?”
“Tara,” I groaned. “This isn’t a playground. Ive known Clare longer, but if you must know, you are not far behind, okay?”
Her hand gently caressed my thigh, rubbing back and forth, getting closer each time to my rapidly hardening shaft. “Great,” she grinned. “Then I can still catch up and beat her.”
I opened my mouth to protest, but thought better of it. Tara and Clare had this rivalry I didn’t understand, and I was kinda curious how she intended to beat my hot blond neighbor at being a better girlfriend.
Tara buzzed the intercom. “What-up bitches!” She cackled into the grill, sounding so much like Clare.
“Good evening, Miss Johnson,” came Veronica’s motherly tone through the intercom’s little speaker. “Did you bring him?”
“What? I was supposed to bring someone? I brought you wine last week!” she giggled.
“Evening, Ronnie!” I called out, leaning over Tara.
There was a crackly sigh of relief. “Don’t scare me like that, Tara.”
The gate buzzed, and the great iron gates groaned open. “Thank you, Ronnie,” Tara said with more than a little sarcasm. She drove us up the long, sweeping driveway. “You should have played along.”
“I dunno, seemed mean.” I said, my thoughts drifting back to our conversation. “So, anything else I should know about... our relationship?”
“Relationship?” she sniggered. “That sounds so formal, and nowhere near as hot as what I think about when I think of you.” She pulled to a stop beside the beat-up old pickup parked next to the fountain, and turned in her seat. Her leather mini dug into her thighs, refusing to stretch as she lifted a knee near the stick. When I didn’t grin but held her gaze, her smirk faded. “Oh, you’re serious. Okay, um... usual rules apply. The no sex rule outside the group only applied to Clare, so we have a reason to punish her because she’s so close to you,” she chuckled. “But... I dunno, Mike. We chatted about this as a group,” she said, suddenly sounding less full of herself.
I was serious now. I’d had a taste of what it was like being with all of them. Clare’s love, and now the beginnings of Tara’s. Like a flash of lightning, I realized I wanted it more than anything I ever had, more than finally getting a gig as a web developer. To be in a relationship with five incredible women was a dream come true, for a dream I didn’t even know I had. “So what about cheating? Can we see other people... can you? How do we make it fair?”
Tara’s mouth dropped open, and she swallowed loudly. “Ummm. Maybe you should talk to Ronnie about this. She came up with the harem idea.”
“Harem?”
“Yeah, you know. A dude with a bunch of wives.”
I chuckled, “Yeah, I know what a harem is... I just haven’t thought of this in that way.”
She wrung her hands in her lap, reminding me she was just as young as I was. Apart from Veronica, who was older, and Sara, who was nineteen, we were all in our early-mid twenties. Young and inexperienced — at least, that’s how I felt. “Does there have to be rules?”
“What if I hooked up with—”
“Don’t you dare!” she hissed, her eyes like emerald fire.
I smirked. “See. Rules. That’s how you make a system work.”
Tara grinned, realizing I was prodding her. She shrugged. “Okay, so no sleeping with anyone outside the group. Job done.”
“Fine,” I said, rolling my eyes as I opened the passenger door. It was enough to know they wouldn’t cheat on me. Not that I thought they would. Each of them seemed to relish our game nights. I didn’t quite understand it, but it was good enough for now.
“Ugh, fuck, Ronnie,” Tara hissed as her heels crunched into gravel. “Mike, any chance of another lift?”
I shut my door, chuckling at her. “Why don’t you just wear shoes you can actually walk in?” I teased, dancing around her hatchback, then hopping in front of her.
She eyed me, scrunching her right cheek. “If you expect me to wear sneakers, then you’ve got another thing coming, stud. Don’t you like the way I dress?” She pouted.
I eyed her outfit again. My cock definitely liked what it saw. “Yeah?” I said, discreetly trying to keep my eyes up and away from her deep cleavage.
She smirked, holding out her arms. “Then this is the cost. I have a very special lingerie collection. If you’re a good boy, I might model it for you?”
I chuckled, still feeling playful. “Tara,” I huffed. “That sounds like blackmail.”
The rest of her face joined the scrunch into a grinning squint. “Sexy blackmail?”
“Fine,” I said, pretending to relent, scooping her once again into my arms, and secretly loving how she smelled. How she fit snug against my chest, and how tightly she clutched my neck. For someone so bold, she quickly became putty in my arms.
“Thank you, lover,” she cooed as I carried her towards the side entrance where Veronica was waiting.






  
  CHAPTER THREE


“Ronnie?” I gasped, not recognizing the seductive older woman as she stood in the doorway. Unlike the previous two game nights, where she had her long, silvery hair in a braid, it was now free, flowing in waves, warmer — closer to platinum blond — draping over her shoulders, framing her smooth, pale face. Also, unlike before, she wasn’t dressed in slinky satin, but wore a white denim mini skirt that clung to her hips, ending mid-thigh, matching her white, fluffy knee-high boots. A caramel, thick-knit sweater covered her petite breasts, but barely reached her navel. 
She grinned, showing faint hints of crow’s feet, completely stunning, and oozing a much younger vibe than the previous week. “Michael!” she cooed, flashing her slate-blue eyes. “Fuck, I’ve missed you.” Then she leaned in and placed her champagne colored lips against mine.
“Fuck, Ronnie!” Tara moaned, spluttering as Veronica’s free, shimmery locks got in her face.
Veronica knew how to kiss. Despite Tara’s complaints, the sensual older woman had me enraptured in seconds with her soft, bow-shaped lips. Her kisses were like long nibbles, or many kisses joined, adding tongue by the fifth, and making out by the tenth. Impatient, Tara joined in, whispering, “You so want to fuck her, don’t you, lover?” She ran her tongue around the shell of my ear, sending a shiver to my cock. “You can fuck us all, Mike,” she continued to whisper in a seductive, husky tone before sucking on my earlobe. Then she started kissing my neck.
It’s a good thing I was so distracted, because my arms burned again.
Ronnie pulled away from the kiss with a slight grin, then licked her lips. “I’m almost happy our sorceress isn’t here. Now we get you all to ourselves.” Her grin was predatory, and I suddenly felt like prey. But that was just the tip. Under it was this motherly warmth I didn’t know I yearned for.
“She didn’t tell him,” Tara complained. “She fucked him and told him she was his girlfriend.”
Veronica’s gaze narrowed with a tut. “Clare is a naughty girl. She will have to be punished,” she said, her voice brighter, almost playful. “We all agreed.”
I grinned, loving just being around them. It was like being in another world, like I was another person. “Is this the harem thing?”
Ronnie tittered. “You told him about that?” Her silvery brow raised, looking bemused. “I didn’t mean an actual... I was just trying to illustrate...” She waved the idea away with her hand. Her nail-varnish matched her lips tonight, and they glittered under the security light. “I am curious what you think about the idea?”
I froze, suddenly under the spotlight. It wasn’t like when I was with Tara. That was fun and carefree. Veronica made me feel like a naughty child in a way I couldn’t explain, and my mouth opened and closed like a goldfish, trying to find the words.
Ronnie sighed. “It’s okay, Mike,” she said with that motherly warmth, cupping my cheek. Still holding Tara, I was powerless to stop her. I didn’t want to stop her. Without thinking, I leaned into her touch, closing my eyes.
“He asked about rules,” Tara answered. “I told him to ask you. Other than the group exclusivity clause.” She slid her hands under my tee and splayed her fingers against my stomach. It sent a shiver down my spine — she was freezing. A little contented sigh left her plush lips when I held her tighter, trying to keep her warm.
Ronnie’s thumb rubbed up and down in comforting circles. I’d gone full 180 in seconds. I didn’t understand it. When Clare and Tara did that, it was sexy. But Ronnie? It felt like home in a way I hadn’t felt in a long time. “I wanted to understand.”
I opened my eyes when she removed her palm — taking away the warm and loving touch — instantly wanting her to put it back. “Of course you did,” she purred, sounding motherly again. “You’re a good boy. You want to treat us right.” She smiled, showing her perfect white teeth.
Tara stared to shiver. “Uh, can we take this inside? She’s cold.”
Ronnie grinned. “See. A gentleman too.”
I followed the swish of her miniskirt into the warmth and familiarity of her hallway. After struggling to not bang my precious cargo against a wall, we eventually entered the spacious safety of the game room.
“I have to put you down,” I groaned, almost dropping her. I didn’t want to, and she was reluctant to leave my arms. But my limbs felt like limp noodles.
Tara sighed. “Well, it was nice while it lasted.”
Hayden and Sara were sitting in the GM chair together, busy chatting, but stopped when they noticed us. “Mike!” Sara beamed. Instantly she stood out to me. Unlike the others who had dressed down from the previous weeks — Hayden was wearing red sweats and a black tank top — Sara was still a vision of sexy elegance. She might have even dressed up, wearing a white satin dress that wouldn’t have looked out of place on prom night. The shiny fabric contrasted her flawless tanned complexion and mahogany tresses that hung from a high tail in glossy waves. If Tara short-circuited my brain, Sara ran it through a blender. She hopped to her sparkly silver heels, letting the fabric slip down her long legs, forming a slit on one side that reached her navel, exposing a thin white strap of her panties.
“Sara,” I gasped, mesmerized, watching gold hoops dangle near her high rosy cheek bones. Her eyes sparkled with golden flecks, and her petite mouth spread her full lips into a stunning smile. A clump of fabric hung around her perfectly sized breasts, teasing me with a hint of cleavage below a glinting silver necklace. I tried to say something, but only a croaked growl left my lips.
Hayden chuckled, hooking her chin-length hair behind her ears. The previous week’s asymmetry was gone, but her hair was just as black and sexy, contrasting with her alabaster complexion. “See. Told you you’d fuck him up.”
“Yeah, way to out stage us, babe!” Tara hissed playfully.
“I’m sorry!” Sara said, clutching her hand to her chest. Her nails glittered silver, matching her shoes. “I just wanted to look nice for you, Mike.”
I gulped. Never in a million years would I have thought a goddess such as Sara would do anything to impress me, but here she was. I’d made it past doubt, but acceptance of the attention I received was still out of reach. I just had to remind myself to enjoy it, and not fuck it up. I was still getting used to Clare telling me she loved me. “Mission accomplished,” I said, despite my tongue feeling too large and my throat too narrow to swallow. What was also too damn small was my jeans. Tara’s teasing, her outfit, then Ronnie, and now Sara’s amazing dress, had me harder than a steel rod, trapped uncomfortably at a weird angle. I used it, showing Sara just how spectacular she looked by making a major adjustment of my cock’s position. All three of their gazes locked to the bulge tenting my jeans. I was kinda proud of how big my distinctively average cock looked in that moment.
Hayden licked her lips.
“Right,” Veronica said, marching in, capturing everyone’s attention. “Before you ask, he said yes.”
Sara gasped. “Really?”
“Thought Clare had you wrapped around her finger,” Hayden added, confusing me.
“Mike, this is so great!” Sara continued. “I’ve never had a boyfriend before, well, not since I was... well, that didn’t count, obviously!”
Ah, the boyfriend, harem thing. I got the distinct impression Clare was supposed to have a chat with me about it last week, or maybe after the first night, I’m not sure. I imagined they would have words... or maybe more. Clare said she had lots of ideas for Ronnie’s sex toys, and I wondered if punishment was an option?
Sara’s eyes widened. “You know it’s a secret, right, Mike? Daddy would kill me, and Jody would make me practice on Fridays, so I won’t be able to come if he found out.”
I smiled at her eagerness. “Sure. No problem.” It’s not like I’d ever be in a position where I’d have to lie about it... who’d believe me? Jack at work would call me a liar if I told him about Clare, never mind Sara and the others.
“Okay,” Veronica said, taking her place in the GM chair. “As Clare is AWOL this week... and I had the pleasure of mike’s attention, last week, I thought it was only fair.”
I gave Ronnie a smirk. “How very noble of you, Veronica,” I said in a playful tone, so she knew I was joking. I also had a memory flash of her dripping pussy twitching in my face.
She must have thought the same, because she blushed. I hadn’t seen her do that before. “Thank you Michael. I try to be a just and fair queen. Now, shall we actually try to play this week?”
“Let’s do it. Ooodooo or whatever awaits.” I clapped my hands and sat on the nearest crimson leather sofa, excited to try the role play again. Suddenly, there was a stampede that left Sara standing alone as Tara and Hayden bolted for my couch, diving on either side. “Whoa!”
“Hand these out, please, Sara,” Ronnie asked, offering her the character sheets. The adorable nineteen-year-old scowled at the vixens snuggling as close as humanly possible on either side of me.
“I like your shirt, Mike,” Sara said, handing me my still nearly blank character sheet. Someone had scribbled out the original name of Romeo, and written Lover boy, in red pen underneath. No need to guess who that was.
I smiled at Sara’s earnest, innocent nature. There was something so pure about her that I really believed everything she said. “Thanks. I love your dress... but you already know that.”
“Thank you,” she whispered, handing Tara and Hayden their sheets. “Which one am I?” She nodded to my tee.
I gave her a wink. “The one being healed.”
She looked harder, then bit her lip. I forgot to mention the healing on the tee was just as explicit as our game nights had been. “Oh... I’d really like that, but...”
“Mike can heal you with more than just sex, Sara. Look at me, I’m living proof!” Hayden laughed, wiggling her brows at me. Then she licked her lips, and I almost felt them suck against the head of my cock, but that might have been the memory of her on her knees taking me in her mouth. Both game nights she’d eagerly sucked my cock, and I wondered if we’d make it three in a row?
The rosy hue on Sara’s cheeks deepened, spreading down her neck. She looked at me. Really looked — deeply into my eyes — but her gaze was wide, like she couldn’t decide if she should stay or run.
“I don’t remember where we were.” Veronica broke the spell, and Sara returned to the couch, sitting on her own. “Did we get to the temple? We’ll start there.”
I couldn’t take my eyes off the sexy dancer, sat all alone on the large, red couch. Her knees pinned together, elbows resting on them, gazing at me. She was directly opposite, and I’d never felt such longing. Not because I wanted to feel her in my arms — I did — but because I just wanted to make her smile. I needed to. It was weird.
”Our fearless party left the dangers of the caverns and entered the outer chamber of the temple of Ooodoo,” Veronica said in her awesome game master voice. “Tara I will never forgive you for naming it that.”
“Did anyone hear that? Thought I heard an old crone complaining,” Tara mocked. Then she shrugged. “Huh, must have been the wind.”
Veronica smirked at me, then narrowed her eyes at the sassy brunette. “The champion seemed to be blissfully unaware that angering the goddess of fate was unwise, considering the vengeful spirit could easily decide her… fate. Like deciding if the cleric cannot heal you ever again.”
Tara sighed. “Oh, the mysterious voice might have been right. I apologies to the grumpy bitch whose voice I heard on the wind.” As she said it, she slid her palm from where she’d been rubbing my thigh, to openly stroking the denim bulge between my thighs.
Ronnie rolled her eyes. “You explore the temple and find nothing of note. No treasure. No threats. No traps.”
“I bang my foot on a rock. I think I need healing,” Tara purred, rubbing my groin in sensual, long strokes. I Raised my arms to pull my tee out from where it was caught between seats, and the girls took advantage, leaning in closer. I had no choice but to cuddle them, resting my arms over their shoulders.
“The impact was minor. Your armor negated all the damage,” Veronica countered. “Perhaps the champion should be more careful.”
I chuckled, then groaned as Tara squeezed my cock.
“I explore the chamber,” Hayden declared. I remembered she was the scout. “I cast detect trap as I go deeper.”
Ronnie’s grin was devilish. “No traps detected... except the mechanism you’ve just stood on. A rattling chain thunders and a thick metal door drops from above, sealing you in!”
“Oooo,” I cooed, smirking at the raven beauty. “Don’t think my two spells can help you with that, Hayden.”
She huffed. “You’re both mean.”
“With the scout trapped deeper in the chamber, that leaves the beautiful rogue and the mouthy champion in the outer chamber.”
“I look around?” Sara asked, unsure.
“There is the open cavern where you entered, the sealed door to the inner chamber, and a wooden door to the side.”
“I open the wooden door?”
“It is locked.”
Sara gasped in excitement. “I use a lock pick!”
Her massive grin filled me with a strange warmth in my chest. I think I was beyond smitten with Sara. Clare I obsessed over. Tara was steadily seducing me. Hayden was intriguing, and Ronnie was alluring. But the auburn beauty was stealing my heart completely differently. We’d done the least together, and maybe that made it about more than sex? I dunno. It was confusing and overwhelming to get my head around the five of them.
”Success! Your lock picking skill increased by 25 experience points. The door is now unlocked. You have one action remaining.”
Sara clapped her hands, the biggest grin illuminating her features. “I open the door!”
Ronnie winced. “The door is too heavy. It does not budge.”
Sara’s face dropped into an adorable pout.
“I help her open the door. I don’t have any stats, but I’m sure we can open a door together.”
“Thank you, Mike!” Sara beamed. She took it so seriously, way more than the others.
Veronica grinned, and I had the sinking suspicion I’d just walked into a different trap. “With the unlisted strength of the cleric added to the rogue’s efforts, the door gives... and they both tumble inside. The door swings shut behind them and locks.”
“Oh, great. Now I’m all alone,” Tara moaned.
“Tell me about it,” Hayden added.
“I cling to mike, because I’m scared.” Sara’s big brown eyes begged, biting her lip.
“Looks like I’m on the wrong couch,” I said, slipping from the girls before they could stop me. My grin grew as I crossed the carpet and joined her. She smirked at the other two as I sat and took her hand in mine.
“Favoritism!” — “Fix.” Tara and Hayden yelled.
“Oh, it gets better,” Ronnie said with that devious smirk. “As the members looked at their surroundings, they noticed the statues the narrator had purposely failed to mention. Depictions of a hedonistic god pleasured by his concubines. As one and by manifestations of his lust—”
“What does that even mean?” Tara huffed, staring at me from across the room. She tried to spread her thighs and flash me, but her leather mini was so tight, she could hardly part her knees.
“There is also the large door that leaves the room. The door that will lead deeper into the chamber to the treasure you seek—”
“Why didn’t you mention it earlier?” Hayden said, crossing her arms, pushing up her breasts in the black tank.
Ronnie smirked, crossing her legs, attracting my attention to her long, toned limbs. “Oops. Guess my memory isn’t as good as it used to be... being an old crone and all. The magic in the chamber demands that lust be satisfied. The cleric feels the power of the old god surge through his yummy body. If the party wishes to open the way forward, the sacrifice of lust must be made.”
“The entrance is still open, right? I could just leave you all behind for being cock-blocking dicks!” Tara huffed, but I realized she was being playful. Her eyes were locked to me again, looking like she did in the hallway.
Ronnie ignored her. “I suggest you get on with it, before the goddess grows bored and raids her toys for something unpleasant. Starting with you, Sara.”
“W-what?” the auburn beauty gasped. “I...”
“She wants you to blow him... lucky bitch,” Hayden said. “We all need to come to open the way forward.”
“Really?” Sara asked, looking at me through her dark lashes and silver makeup. Her eyes were wide. Up close, they were so pretty. Her brown irises shimmered with gold in the light.
“How do you know?” Tara asked, finally taking it serious now sex acts had been mentioned. “I’m not complaining, but we don’t have time to get it wrong.”
Hayden smirked at Veronica. “Because she’s using my notes. I came up with this idea, and I made the mistake of leaving it in Ronnie’s oh-so-trustworthy care.”
I groaned. It made sense. So far, Hayden had been the one always eager to suck my cock. It seemed very on brand for her to come up with a plot where the others would get trapped, and she would be with me, needing to blow me to unlock the doors. Except Ronnie used it against her, so Sara is trapped with me instead. I knew Veronica was trying to be fair in who did what with me, while easing the inexperienced Sara into things. She really was like the best mom... I mentally pushed that weird thought aside.
“The clock is ticking. Without the sexual offering, the doors will seal in ten minutes.”
“Ten!” Sara cried out, looking at me in horror. “B-but I’ve never done this before!”
“We could always do each other,” Hayden said to Tara.
“As sexual conjuration wasn’t part of either of their skill sets, the champion and the scout were left to their own devices.”
Hayden huffed. “Fine. I really thought this week I’d...” She wiggled her sweats down her hips, and slipped one leg out, exposing her black, high waist panties.
Tara grinned at me as she wiggled her skirt up her thighs, fighting the tight leather. Then she spread her legs, revealing her bare, glistening pussy. Fuck, she’d been commando the entire time. I watched Hayden pull aside the cotton, revealing her pink slit, joining Tara in sliding her fingers through her dripping folds.
I remember almost laughing, wishing I had more than one cock, so I could fuck them all simultaneously. God, I wanted to fuck them. I was surrounded by gorgeous, wet pussies, and I was too busy playing the game. What the hell was I thinking?
Sara looked at me, panic-stricken. I cupped her cheek, running my thumb along her cheekbone. “It’s okay. You don’t have to do anything—”
“No, I want to,” she whispered, her gaze dropping to my fly. “I’ve just never...”
“We can swap places?” Hayden offered, hope in her eyes as she rubbed her pussy, spreading her legs so wide, Tara had to shuffle further down the sofa so there was room.
“No!” Sara hissed, then returned her gaze to the pulsing bulge in my jeans.
I helped her. I unbuttoned my pants, then slowly — being careful not to nick my shaft — unzipped, freeing my cock. It slipped out, hard and stiff, shining with excitement.
“Oh, wow,” Sara breathed.
“You sure you don’t want to change places?” Tara asked, groaning, flicking her clit. “We could fuck. It’d be more... efficient.” A shudder racked her body, making her breasts heave as she took deep, shaky breaths. The unmistakable sound of wet rubbing became the undertone, and the smell of feminine need filled the air.
Sara gave me a quick glance, and I saw the resolve in her eyes. She licked her lips, then shifted to her knees. Her fingers splayed over my thighs. She looked up with a moment of insecurity before her amber gaze returned to my shaft. “Wow, it’s so warm,” she whispered, wrapping her fingers around my length. Her dress gathered, slipping behind her, opening the slit wider, revealing more tanned, smooth skin.
A moan from the GM’s chair made me glance towards Veronica, who’d joined in, and currently had her denim mini pulled up and had her hand inside a pair of silky blue panties.
Looking around the room at them touching themselves, I had no idea how I could ever satisfy all of them. It would take inhuman stamina... but that didn’t mean I wasn’t willing to try.
Then a loud moan left my lips as Sara finally built up the courage to put my cock in her mouth.






  
  CHAPTER FOUR


“Ah, fuck!” I cried out as a tight, warm, wet mouth sucked on my crown. 
Sara pulled off. “Oh, no. Did I do it wrong? Was it my teeth?”
I managed to open my eyes — mainly from the sudden loss of pleasure — and stared in wonder at the auburn beauty kneeling over my lap. A string of saliva joined my cock and her bottom lip, and it was one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen. My hand was in her glossy hair before I knew what I was doing. “Fuck, no,” groaned, needing more, pulling her head back towards my shaft.
“Oh,” she giggled, then slid my cock back between her lips, hollowing her cheeks.
“Oh, fuck,” I groaned. Sara’s mouth was smaller, owing to her petite frame, and it I’d never felt suction like it. Hayden was an impressive cock sucker, but that was because of her technique and enthusiasm. Sara’s mouth was like heaven without her even trying.
Then she pushed too deep, gagging on my cock. She pulled off with a giggle. “Sorry.”
I stroked her hair as she took a deep breath. She was incredible, and quickly securing a special place in my heart. Man, I was falling fast. “Don’t be... but—”
She gasped, thinking she’d done something wrong. “What? What did I do?”
I gave her a reassuring smile. “Nothing. You’re perfect... but.” I leaned in to whisper, “we both have to come. Can I do the same for you?” I asked, almost holding my breath, which was ridiculous. I knew Sara liked me, and was eager, but the way they treated her with kid gloves and Veronica’s warning the previous week made me hesitant, no matter how badly I wanted it all with Sara.
“Oh.” Her eyes widened, but not in shock if the grin spreading across her spit-covered lips was any sign. “Please. Just don’t damage my panties, I don’t know how I’d explain that. This dress is...”
“Expensive?” I guessed.
She nodded, “It’s for galas,” she whispered, “but I knew you’d like it.” Her gaze kept flicking back to my shaft, like she couldn’t wait to get back to it. Who was I to keep a girl from the cock she desperately wanted to suck?
“Brace yourself,” I whispered with a grin, as I grabbed her lithe form by the hips and slid down onto my back. The satin fabric draped over my chest as I positioned her, and she splayed her fingers over my thighs.
“Oh, wow,” I heard her gasp. Then I grunted as she wasted no time — fuck, we were on the clock, I’d forgotten — in slipping her plush lips over the head of my cock and sucked like her life depended on it. A thrill ran from my groin as teasingly slowly — like she was exploring — she slid my shaft further into her mouth.
“Mmmm,” Veronica moaned. “Time continued to count down, and yet none of the party had fulfilled the lustful demands.”
“I resent you for not writing gang-bang, Hay,” Tara whimpered, rubbing her clit with the flat of her fingers.
“This was my old idea for the first week. I didn’t know...” She moaned a gasp. “That Ronnie still had it.”
That was the last I saw of the girls for a while as the satin of Sara’s dress slipped over my head, shrouding me in near darkness. I could see Sara’s white panties, what there was to see. They were tiny, vanishing between her butt cheeks, and barely covering her mound at the front. There was more strap than fabric. I really wanted to pull them down, make her take them off, so I didn’t damage them, but really, I just wanted to see Sara in all her glory. That would have to wait.
The thought occurred to me, as I pushed the gauzy slip of fabric aside from Sara’s pussy — Sara shuddered as I did — that I was spending my Friday nights with gorgeous women, and we were playing games in a veiled excuse to do this. To fuck and pleasure each other, like we needed that excuse. It was weird, almost funny in a way. The sordid shenanigans I imagined we could get up to without a pretext made my cock twitch in Sara’s mouth.
I pulled myself back to the pussy at hand and marveled at the perfect slit before me. Sara was completely smooth, so neat, and fucking perfect. With reverence, I prized apart her lips to expose her moist, neat folds. Her tiny little clit, and dripping hole. She shuddered, and a trickle of liquid dripped into my mouth.
I groaned at the taste. The salty, musky, but oh-so-sweet flavor of Sara hit me like a first dose, and I couldn’t help but lick up through her folds with a hungry, flat tongue. I heard her mewl, felt it around my cock, then saw it as her pussy convulsed. Was this the first time anyone had done this to her? I had a horrible thought I was skipping ahead, that we were doing this all out of order. But then more of her delicious nectar hit me and I was lost. My hands gripped her thighs under the satin, rolling my eyes as I licked around her clit as she pushed my cock deeper — further than she had before — and I was in heaven.
I heard moans from somewhere. Sara joined them, adding to my groans as she sucked my cock with growing enthusiasm. I could tell she was inexperienced, but it didn’t matter. It was still incredible. I kept forgetting that’s what she was doing — like rapturous pleasure was my default state — so enthralled with her dripping pussy. Watching her open up, flush, swell and drip as I licked and tasted the stunning, petite dancer.
I was licking faster, I realized, when she was bobbing on my cock like a jacking hand, sucking hard. Her stomach muscles worked over time as she slid from base to tip, while grinding and fucking my face.
We became frantic together, moaning and groaning, sucking and licking. My cock grew taut, and I moved to tonguing her clit directly. Sara was incredibly sensitive and shuddered almost immediately as I touched the bundle of nerves. She mewled around my cock, which sent a shiver down my spine.
More of her flooded my mouth as I flicked her bud repeatedly with the tip of my tongue. My balls constricted, my body stiffened, and I gripped her flesh tighter to stave off the eruption. “Gonna...” I managed before Sara exploded in my face. With a shriek, her pussy convulsed, her body twitched out of control, and a gush flooded my mouth. I couldn’t hold back any longer. With the sexiest sight before me, and her juices on my tongue, I came in the greatest eruption in history. I watched with a gleeful disconnection at Sara’s convulsing flesh as pulses of the purest pleasure shot from my cock. I drifted on a cool wave of peace, contentment, and tranquility beyond anything imaginable. It lasted all of a couple of seconds. Then I was back, under the satin curtain of Sara’s dress, with her soaked pussy gently grinding in my face.
She was still licking and sucking my shaft, like she was cleaning it off, and I just shut my eyes, enjoying the moment.
“Time’s up,” Veronica said, not even putting on her storyteller's voice.
“Fuuuuuk!” Tara groaned. “I can’t do it like this. Mike got me so worked up earlier, and watching Sara go to town on his meat, I thought it would be easy.” She sighed. “But I couldn’t help but be jealous of her. I feel so empty.”
I couldn’t see her, but I could imagine her look of frustrated woe.
“Mmm,” Veronica said, sounding concerned. “I guess I didn’t really think this through. I thought we could just continue as we were and add a little fun with our dear cleric, but,” she sighed, “I will have to re-think. We need more time, and...” I heard the grin in her voice. “More universal participation.”
Sara moved above me, pushing my softening cock back into my jeans. Her pussy moved out of view as she shuffled awkwardly in the dress, turning until she was straddling me. Her drenched core soaked my stomach and her fingers gripped my tee. She had this look of pure bliss on her smooth, flush features. Her eyes were hooded, lips puffy, and splashes of cum covered her left eyebrow, her chin, and a big dollop had congealed on her right cheek. “Thank you, Mike,” she whispered, leaning in. She tasted of cum and cherries as she kissed me, snuggling between me and the couch back.
That’s when the door chimed, and Sara stiffened in my arms.
“Fuuuuuuck!” Ronnie cried. “That man is going to be the death of me.”
Sara bolted upright. “Oh, no! Not yet!”
“Sara, you’d better go to the bathroom and clean yourself up,” Tara said, sounding surprisingly serious.
“Oh, god!” the auburn beauty gasped. I helped her off the couch and her dress caught at her waist, giving me a clear, well-lit view of her glistening pink slit. She quickly fixed her panties, turning to leave, but stopped. Her eyes blazed golden as she looked at me over her shoulder. She bit her lip, then like she was bound on a bit of elastic, she shuffled back right back. We gazed at each other for a moment. She raised up on her toes and gave me a quick peck. “Until next time.”
“Until next time,” I agreed, brushing the glob of runny cum from her cheek. She grabbed my hand and sucked it off my thumb with a giggle.
“Sara!” Veronica hissed as the door chimed again.
“Sorry!” she cried, fixing her dress as she ran from the room.
Tara tossed Hayden her keys. “We need to figure out something better. He’s gonna work this out eventually, and this is more than just a game night now, Ronnie… at least that’s what we want, right?”
“I know,” Veronica said, giving me a look. Like there was something she wanted to say, or tell me, but wasn’t ready. “Mike—” she started, hurrying for the front door.
“I know the way,” I chuckled, hooking my arm inside Tara’s, watching Ronnie’s mini skirt hurry out of sight.
We hustled out the back entrance, meeting Hayden with Tara’s car like we did with Clare last week, and sped off into the night.
“You busy tomorrow?” She asked. “God, you have no idea how horny I am right now, but my mom’s in town and I promised I’d have drinks with her in,” she looked at her watch, “forty minutes. So, tomorrow?”
I grinned at her from the back seat — Tara’s was way less messy than Clare’s. “Sure. Working till five, but I’m free after that.”
“Great,” she cooed. “Shower. Clothes are optional though, because buddy, I am gonna fuck your brains out.”
The grin on my face became stratospheric. I didn’t think this could get any better, but boy, how wrong I was.
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  CHAPTER ONE


Butterflies waged war in my stomach as I paced. Tara was on her way up, and her promise from last night was fresh in my mind. 
“I’m gonna fuck your brains out.”
I chuckled, thinking that wouldn’t take long, not with how stupid I felt just being around her, or any of the five women that had so spectacularly turned my life upside down. My default nerd response to just grin as my face slowly turned beet was something I was getting better at controlling. In a way, through our repeated interactions, I was streamlining my approach. Solidifying my understanding of how I, web dev failure turned hardware store clerk — nothing special compared to those beauties that frequently left me hard and speechless — stood in the middle of a pseudo harem of incredible women.
I ran my hand through my hair, taking a breath. “Don’t think about it,” I whispered. Thinking about how incredible any of it was just made my eye twitch. “It’s not a dream.” I looked in the mirror, checking out my choice of attire. Tara said clothes were optional, but I wanted to look nice for her — even if I wasn’t wearing it long. So I’d pulled my best out of mothballs, a silky, sky-blue dress shirt, and my neatest pair of black jeans. Shaved and preened, it was like I was going on a date — that didn’t happen often.
I don’t know why I was so nervous. I’d already had sex with Tara. She’d rode my lap while gagged and bound! After that, this should be easy, but I knew why. We’d be alone. When I was with the group, it was like a tidal wave. Being bounced from one to another, it was easy to get swept up in Clare, or Hayden, Sara, or Veronica. It was all part of the game, and I now understood why they did that. Used the pretext of the game. It made it easier. I had to kiss Sara, because the game said so. Fuck Clare? Game said so. It saved us from having to make choices. To admit to each other what we really wanted to do, and that made—
The sound of heels click-clacking in the corridor sent my heart racing. I knew it wouldn’t be Clare. She finally messaged that she’d be back tomorrow — I couldn’t wait. Nobody in the building came close to wearing such clicky heels. It had to be Tara.
I peered through the spyhole and grinned as the brunette stopped in front of my door and took a breath. Her normally mousy-brown hair shone in a new, lustrous mahogany shade — darker than Sara’s — and up in a high tail that almost glowed under the hallway lights. She was too small and distorted in the spyglass to make out any details, except she was wearing a long black coat. It was slightly chilly out there in the early evening air, but the thickness seemed a little excessive. Until she opened it and I had to stifle a gasp.
She hadn’t been lying when she boasted about her lingerie collection, because one was on display right now. I couldn’t make out the details — again, small and zoomed out — but it was red and strappy. “No,” she whispered, closing her coat again. “Hi, Mike,” she said in that hushed whisper, then whipped her coat open. “No, no. Too flashy.” She closed her coat again, readied herself, then pulled one side open playfully. “Evening, baby.” The coat snapped shut. “No. Baby makes me sound like Clare. Dammit, Tar. Be yourself.”
I clapped my hand over my mouth. Oh... holy hell. Tara was practicing. She was actually nervous! My brow scrunched as I watched the stunning mahogany brunette try seven different greetings, each flashing her undies differently. I was confused as all hell. Why would Tara be nervous? She was a goddess among mortals. Could have any guy she wanted. She was that smoking hot and seductive. But here she was, in my hallway, trying to perfect her game.
Don’t think about. For fuck’s sake, don’t think about it like that. I already felt so far out of my depth I was one misstep from drowning. I did not need to think about just how incredibly hot she was.
But watching her get flustered in my hall filled me with an emotion I couldn’t name. Was it pride? Confidence? Dominance? Affection? The butterflies eased up, and a sort of calm flowed over me. That was when she rang my buzzer.
I stumbled away from the door, yelling, “just a minute!” giving myself time to wipe the imprint of the spyhole from my face. I took a breath. Smoothed down my shirt. Then, as casually as possible, I opened the door.
“Hey, lover,” she said, her voice oozing sex. She leaned against the frame with her coat casually open, revealing just enough of her red lingerie to tease as her bright green eyes flashed so much sexual promise it was like hypnosis.
“Tara,” I said. That’s all I said, because all that stuff about getting myself under control? Bullshit. I grinned at her, my face flushing, my pulse pounding. My shaft snaked its way up its denim prison, forming an almighty tent. There was this chemical reaction that overloaded my brain. Like it couldn’t process just how sexy she was. Up close, it was even hotter, because now I could make out the details of her red lace and silk underwear. Tara was obviously a fan of straps, and this set had plenty. They criss-crossed the fantastic valley of her breasts — breasts that defied gravity in the almost sheer cups. Three held up the silky panel covering her pussy. Matching her large hoop earrings, a golden chain clung to her waist, just above the glinting diamond stud in her bellybutton. “Wow.”
I was so stunned I didn’t initially see the same reaction on her face, but it was there as her emerald gaze roamed my body. A grin sneakily slipped onto her lips, and she looked very pleased with herself. “Fuck, Mike. I said no clothes, not dress sexy,” she cooed, the flush spreading down her neck to the upper part of her plump breasts.
“Sorry,” I grinned. “Though you make me feel overdressed.” I couldn’t take my eyes off... everything. It was a visual banquet of inviting warm-toned skin. The curve of her hips, the way they flared out into her smooth thighs. The slight bulge of her tummy and the way it curved downwards, vanishing inside her panties. The taper of her waist, expanding out to accommodate her fantastic breasts. God, her breasts were incredible. I swore I could see her nipples peeking through the lace, making tiny tents in the material.
The coat snapped shut. “This wasn’t a good idea.”
I mourned the loss, moving my gaze to hers. “You look fucking incredible!” I blurted. I thought this would just be her throwing herself at me like Clare had, but this felt different.
A pleased smile tugged at the corners of her dark-red, glossy lips, before she shrugged, getting the wayward smile under control. “I know. I thought I’d make you drop to my feet, you know, not...”
My brows raised, curious and stifling a smug grin at how she was hiding her true feelings behind her bravado. Had she always done that? “Not... what?”
Her eyes flashed, and the bravado slipped. “Me wanting to do that instead,” she whispered. Then the look, a mixture of longing, confusion, and hunger, blinked away. “I’m glad you didn’t take me literately. You ready to go?”
“Go? But I thought...”
She winced for a tiny fraction before snapping it into a mischievous grin. “I changed my mind, okay?” She took a step forward on her heels — thankfully not the massive platforms of yesterday’s game night — and slipped her arms around my neck. Her eyes sparkled so many layers of green under her hooded lashes. “I thought this was one thing, but it turns out it’s another.”
“What?”
“Just shut up and kiss me.” She didn’t wait. Her plush lips smeared her lipstick over my mouth before I could even process it. Her nails sunk into the flesh between my shoulder blades as she pressed her lips so hard against my mouth. Tara was needy in a way I didn’t completely understand.
Eventually my thunderstruck brain rebooted, and I reached out and slid my fingers over the smooth, supple skin of her slim waist. My pinkies rested on the textured lace of her panties, and wanting my hands to touch every bit of skin they could, I slipped them under, dipping inside her panty strap. Tara whimpered against my mouth, pulling away quickly.
“Sorry,” she said, glancing down, looking sheepish. “Let’s go, Cleric.” She pulled herself from my grasp, spun on her heels — whipping her ponytail in my face — and made a start for the stairs.
It took me a second to recover. Her heels clacking down the stairwell snapped me out of it. I scrambled to grab my phone, my wallet, and keys, but I froze at my reflection in the mirror. My mouth was covered in a deep, glossy red smear. I looked like the Joker. Grinning at the sight made me laugh. I quickly wiped it away, then bound out the door after the sexy brunette.






  
  CHAPTER TWO


Tara made good time in her  more sensible heels. She was already inside her yellow hatchback, waiting for me when I got there. “Quicker than being carried, huh?” I joked as I climbed in. The engine was already running, and she pulled away before I’d finished securing my seatbelt.
“I’m in a hurry.”
The streetlights flashed by as she wasted no time putting pedal to the metal, weaving into traffic, heading downtown. I thought we were going to Veronica’s, but she turned off towards the waterfront, nixing that idea. Tara was silent as she drove, only casting frequent glances my way when she thought I wasn’t looking. I had to break the silence. The question was killing me. “What did you mean? You thought it was one thing, but it’s not?”
She glanced away. “Umm...”
“You know what? It’s okay,” I said, practically feeling her bare leg shake against the central column.
“I-I...”
“Tara, it’s okay. You don’t have to answer.” I really wanted to know, but maybe I was making something out of nothing. She glanced at me, biting her lip.
“Would the fact a girl can change her mind be enough of an answer?” she said, sounding evasive as she turned off towards a group of high-rise apartments.
I nodded. “If that’s all what you want to tell me, that’s enough for me.” I didn’t want to push her. I didn’t want to risk... whatever this was by being a pushy asshole. But then she surprised me.
“I’m sorry. I don’t know why I’m making a thing out of this. You saying stuff like that should make it easier, not harder. But that’s also part of the reason.”
I looked at her blankly, not understanding a word she said.
She giggled, turning off and down into an underground parking garage. “Sorry. I’m awful at this. I...” She trailed off as she parked in a marked space next to a small vestibule with twin elevators. It made the rickety, graffitied silver doors that opened into the hall of Clare’s and my apartment building look like a derelict. She cut the engine and played with her fingers in her lap. “Look. Eh. Umm. Look, I like you, Mike. I know that’s a stupid thing to say, when we’ve literally fucked in the hottest sex I’ve ever had, but that doesn’t feel real, like the stuff that happens in the game nights are a dream... one I can’t stop thinking about…”
“Okay,” I said, trying to grasp it, but also suppressing the mile-wide grin, because Tara liked me. Liked me in a way more than sex, or the way you like your coffee ‘white with two sugars’.
“And...” She sighed. “I thought it was just the sex, okay? I didn’t want it to be more. I didn’t want to like, like you…”
A guy in a suit walked out of the elevator, and Tara pulled her coat tighter against her chest, even though the guy was too far away to see anything.
I narrowed my brow, trying to connect the dots. “So, it was one thing... just sex, and now it’s not. It’s more than sex?” She gave me a grin when I looked at her, so lost.
“You’re adorable when you’re confused. You know that?” She reached across and took my hand, resting it on the divider behind the stick.
Her hand was so warm, and... so right. I furrowed my brow, looking at our interlocked fingers. How could it feel so right with both Tara and Clare?
“What?” she asked, concern taking hold of her bright gaze.
“It’s just. I didn’t expect to feel this,” I confessed. “With more than Clare.” I half expected her to blanch when I mentioned her rival’s name, but she didn’t.
She let out a “Phew,” squeezing my hand. “Good, because that makes this easier. Come on.”
She released my hand and climbed out, slamming her door. I followed, my world numb. Did Tara actually feel the same? That just happened, right?
She locked her car from inside the vestibule with her fob as I jogged to catch up, reaching her just as an empty elevator arrived. It was nice, the elevator I mean. Clean. Our reflections gleamed in the polished metal, but not as nice as when she took my hand in hers, interlocking our fingers with a grin. “Just so we’re clear,” I said, looking slightly down at her despite her heels. “When you say like, you mean?”
She rolled her eyes. Then that seductive, mischievous look took hold of her slim, flawless face. “What do I mean?” she asked with a playful tone, dragging apart her coat ties as the elevator slowly crawled upwards. She released my hand and turned to face me, moving us so my back pressed against the cold metal wall. The rail dug into my lower back. She pulled her coat apart, revealing her sexy lingerie, pressing her smoking-hot body against me, looking into my eyes. Her pupils were massive — big black holes in the enter of emerald galaxies. “What do you want it to mean, lover?” she whispered with a husky, sexy tone that had my pelvis pressing my cock harder against her belly. Her apple and citrus scent enshrouded my world. Her body heat penetrated deep into my bones. “Tell me.”
Fuck it. My brain was on holiday, so I said the only word that came. “Love,” I gasped. “I want you to love me.” Fuck! I realized how sad it sounded as soon as it left my lips. But Tara didn’t recoil in disgust. Her grin just widened.
She pressed her fantastic breasts harder against my chest. “Because?” she whispered into my ear between nibbles on my earlobe.
“B-because I... love you?” I said. I think it was true. It was easy to confuse love and lust when someone look like Tara did. But the killer test was I’d be happy just spend time with her. I didn’t need sex. I was happy to just be around her. Obviously I wanted the aforementioned fucking of the brains out, but I’d be contented to just hear her say ‘I love you, Mike.’ Sappy, I know, but I think you have to be a romantic to survive the attention and, maybe, love of five incredible women if it’s not just a string of one-night stands.
Oh, fuck. What if the others feel the same? Could my heart survive that? What if we broke up? That would be five times the torment. That was a scary though. Another one I added to the list of Things Mike Should Not Think About.
“You love me?” She sounded genuinely taken aback. “Really? You’re not just saying that because my tits are pressed against you right now—”
The elevator doors opened with a classy ping, and we both turned to face an older woman holding a shopping bag. “Tara, dear,” she said, stepping on board. “Don’t mind me. Who’s your stud muffin?”
Tara giggled, pulling the coat around herself, leaving me cold. “Hi, Dorris. This is Mike, my boyfriend.”
Hearing her say those words made my heart swell and my cock throb. Not just the words, but the proud way she said it. Like this is my boyfriend, Mike. Isn’t he so great?.
“Oh, dear, finally,” the old woman grinned around her massive spectacles. “A girl as nice as you, dear, you have to be careful. Are you a good boy, Mike?” she asked, suddenly sounding like she could cut my balls off.
“I... I...” I stammered. I think the seductive way Tara pulled my confession broke my brain a little.
“Don’t worry,” Tara said, taking my hand again. “He’s been vetted by Ronnie.” She squeezed my fingers tightly.
Dorris leered at me like she was examining me with twin magnifying glasses. “Oh, that is good. Veronica is so very picky with men.”
“She is?” I asked. Veronica devoured me with her eyes every time she looked at me. I thought that was just her way.
“Oh, Mike,” Dorris said, her voice going back to the sweet old lady. “Ronnie hasn’t been with a man since her husband... well, she seemed much happier the past few weeks.” She raised her brown over the frame of her glasses, which was no mean feat, considering how big they were. “Can I assume you have something to do with that, young man?”
Tara giggled, sounding way more girly than the seductive vixen she was moments earlier. “Oh, a lady doesn’t kiss and tell.”
Dorris beamed a smile, tapping her pointed nose. “Understood.”
The elevator pinged open again. “Nice to meet you, Mike. You take good care of our Tara. I know my way around pruning sheers if you don’t,” she said in a casually threatening way as she left us alone.
Tara burst into laughter as soon as the doors closed. “Wow. That happened.”
“Sure did. Should I be worried?”
She leaned against me, clutching my arm. “Only if you don’t treat us right,” she said with a grin. Then the door opened again. “Finally. These elevators are getting slower.” She pulled me out into a white hallway with two doors on either side.
“Maybe you’re just impatient?” I asked, slipping my arm around her waist.
“Maybe,” she huffed, pulling a card from her coat pocket, and held it against the lock. “Where were we?” Slowly she pushed the door open, then glanced at me over her shoulder. “Oh. I was just about to tell you I love you.” She grinned, then pulled me inside.






  
  CHAPTER THREE


Tara’s apartment put mine to shame. I couldn’t believe anyone actually lived there. It was more like a show home. Hardly any signs of life... except all the framed fashion photography and magazine covers on the wall. But then I looked closer as the brunette vixen pulled me into the open-plan living area. A display case housed a bunch of awards. A couple of framed certificates hung on a wall over a desk with a computer — twin monitors, looked like a nice setup. Fruit sat in a bowl on the kitchen island, and— 
“Do you want me to say it?” she asked, grabbing my attention. She positioned me in a specific spot on her rug, facing large patio windows that opened out onto the balcony. She stood just out of reach and slowly opened her coat again. Her red lingerie was just as fantastic, maybe even better against the sterile surroundings of her apartment compared to my crappy hallway — like she was the splash of color the place needed.
Her eyes bore into mine as she spread her lipstick faded lips, then in one smooth movement, let the coat slip from her shoulders.
The air left my lungs as the heavy material crumpled into a pile on the floor. Somehow, devoid of the coat, she looked even sexier. She turned on the spot, showing me the thong I now knew her panties to be. Clare was right. Tara did have a fantastic ass — twin globes of tight, flawless perfection. “I guess that means you like my lingerie?” she asked, smiling at the throbbing tent in my jeans.
“I feel like that’s a stupid question.” I drank her in, especially the curve of her breasts, so plump and full — begging to be played with.
She cocked her head. “You didn’t answer my question?”
There was a question? “What question?”
She put her hands on her curvaceous hips. “If you wanted me to say it?”
Oh. That was the only thing that could pull my horny brain from gawking at her fantastic body. “Only if you mean it,” I said, sounding more serious than intended.
She closed the space between us, sliding her lithe, deep-red nail-varnished fingers over my shoulders and down my arms, keeping her eyes fixed, peering deep into my soul. Shiver inducing touches up and down my arms, then back over my shoulders as her seductive pout became a lopsided smile. Her nails scrunched against the back of my neck, and I was so lost. Clare could tie me up in knots, but Tara? Tara was pure sex. If sex had a physical form, it would be her. If you looked up sex in the dictionary, there would be a picture of this fantastic brunette wearing the highest platform heels imaginable, and nothing else.
She pressed her body close, wafting that apple and citrus scent that just meant her to me now, moving her lips slowly past mine, over my cheek, to my ear. Then she whispered the words. “I love you, Mike.” If I had a primal animal, it just howled against the moonlight. “I wasn’t sure. I’ve been wrong before, a long time ago, so wrong. But when I saw you tonight, I just knew. I didn’t want to just fuck. I... I wanted to let you in. Knew I had to.” She pulled herself tighter against my body, squishing her stellar breasts harder. “I couldn’t lie to myself any longer. Clare was right. So there I said it. I do love you. I didn’t see it fucking coming. But I do, so fucking much.”
My mouth was open in a sort of horny, contented shock when she smeared the rest of her lipstick over my lips. This time, the kiss was tender. Pouty. Made from little nibbles against my bottom lip. Her nails danced against my neck, and she whimpered little mewls with each kiss — almost in relief. My hands shot to her waist, feeling her familiar warmth, her smooth skin, and the straps that ran over her hips. But my hands couldn’t stay there. As we made out, they wandered. Higher first, slipping between us and around her full, perfect mounds. Her nipples poked my palms through the lacy cups. They felt so right in my hands, like they were made for me. She whimpered more as I gently squeezed, loving how malleable she was, how perfect. Fuck, they all were. It felt like a crime that I got to be with all of them.
“This is wrong, isn’t it?” I asked between kisses. I didn’t know why I kept coming back to this, nor did I ask it seriously. My brain was just firing randomly, completely fried.
“What?” she asked, half paying attention, lost in the kiss.
“Feeling this way about more than one person? That’s wrong, isn’t it?”
She pulled her lips away, seeing the concern in my gaze. “I don’t think it matters when it feels this right,” she whispered.
I gazed at her puffy lips, her wide, hooded eyes. It felt right, so right, just like with Clare. Quickly the barrier, the tension, and all the fear between us crumbled, leaving us exposed before each other... like soul mates. Was that possible? To have more than one soul mate? My brain was running at half speed, like I was high on the best drug. “I’ve never felt anything like it,” I whispered in return. Then her lips were on mine again, and my hands were moving down her sides. One stayed at her hip, the other going lower. Down to her thighs. Without asking, she spread her legs just a little. Then my hand was between her thighs.
Tara wasn’t just wet. She was soaked.
My digits trailed over moist lace, then a wet, silky panel. Tara whimpered into my mouth, sliding her tongue across the threshold until it touched mine. Eager, I met her halfway, tasting her, slicking my tongue, curling it against hers. Her whimpers became mewls as the kiss deepened, and my fingers rubbed gently over that sodden patch of exquisite red satin. The limp fabric pushed into her folds, sticking in place as I felt the contours of her pussy. I stayed outside her panties, wanting to enjoy the sensation, the anticipation as we made out. Tara’s hands left my neck, slipping to my shoulders, then pressing against my chest. Her nails scrunched over and over, clawing like Clare did, like they were both fighting for my heart. Now Clare had to share.
Needing air, we both pulled back with gasps. My head was shrouded in a warm fog of need. I didn’t know what I needed. I just needed Tara, all of her. Everything.
“Mike,” she whispered, snuggling into my arms. She gazed at me like she was daydreaming, eyes hooded under her long, dark lashes. “Do you want to take my panties off?”






  
  CHAPTER FOUR


I grinned. Heat filled my cheeks, and my cock throbbed harder. “I’d love that.” 
She smiled, devoid of seduction, or any of the teasing games she liked to play. It was a pure smile that tugged at the corner of my lips. “This is me begging.” She swallowed. “I... I’m not normally like this. I like to be in charge, but with you?”
“It’s different?” I asked, kissing her cheek. I wanted to listen to what she had to say. To hang on every word, but also her panties had to come off. I could do both.
She nodded, bouncing her mahogany tail, closing her eyes as I kissed down her chin and neck. “It started that first night, when you took Clare over the couch.”
The memory flashed before my eyes. Clare in that tiny, red leather mini skirt bent over the couch, being healed. That was the first game night and my first time with Clare. “I remember.” I followed her bra strap, kissing her warm, creamy-tanned skin down until I reached the lace border of the cup. “I remember you holding Clare to your pussy.”
A whimper shivered through her flesh, either from my words or the feather kisses I placed along the lace hem, down into the valley of her breasts. Then lower, down her tummy, heading for the piercing. “Yeah. I loved that. But it was confusing.” Her fingers gently scrunched in my hair as I kissed around her bellybutton, and the glinting jewelry dangling within.
“Confusing?” My hands toyed with the triple straps of her panties. Even though I wasn’t there yet, they were eager.
“I... I’m just gonna say it,” she gasped as my kisses reach the hem of her panties. “I like to be on top. In control. In charge. Ronnie would call that being dominant, but when I did that to Clare... I didn’t just enjoy that. I also wanted to be her.”
“Uh-huh,” I hummed, kissing along the lace like it was a boundary line. My fingers were under the all three straps, curling them together into one.
“T-then, when I... r-rode your lap, tied and gagged, I should have hated it... but I didn’t.”
I grinned. I remembered the blissed out expression on her face when I untied her in the kitchen — just before Clare and I fled. “So, why’d you agree to do it?” Slowly, I pulled the straps to her hips. The tip of the lace curled down, revealing more of her flawless skin.
She tittered. “Because I wanted to fuck you. Didn’t care how. Couldn’t let her beat me. I just didn’t expect it to be the best sex of my life, and...”
Her words tailed off as her panties peeled away from her pussy, blessing me with the splendor of her smooth, bare mound and glistening pink slit. I marveled as the panties slid down her legs and out of existence, as I focused on Tara. On her puffy lower lips, flushed and open. Her clit, swollen, peeking from under the hood. Her entrance dripping with need and invitation. I leaned in and inhaled her. I could worship her. She was worthy of that. I placed a kiss on her smooth mound, then slid my tongue through her folds, looping around her clit, groaning as her musky, salty citrus flavor invaded my senses, filling me with contentment. She was now one of my homes.
“I-I... oh fuck. Please,” she begged as I licked her, pushing my tongue deep inside her entrance — coating my tongue in her musky need. “I... I, um. I dreamed about you. They were filthy,” she whimpered, tightening her grip on my hair. “But I was always held down, or if I-I was on top, then it was because you told me to, and for a minute I didn’t know what to do with that.” She tittered a breathy laugh, trying hard to concentrate despite what I was doing between her thighs, on my knees before her. “Again, I thought it was one thing, but really, it was another.” Her titter became a gasping laugh as I gently licked her clit. “So, what... oh, fuck you’re good at that... um. So what I’m trying to say is, you’re the only one I’ve ever wanted to submit to, and at first that scared me, but... oh!” Her legs parted wider as I licked her harder, noticing something else between her butt cheeks. I licked down, pretending it was part of the plan, and almost gasped. Between Tara’s cheeks was a butt plug. One of those sexy, jeweled ones. It was red to match her lingerie. It pulsed in and out as her pussy convulsed — I’d left her right on the edge. Quickly, I returned to her clit, giving her the attention I knew she desperately needed.
“But...” she continued in her gasping, breathy way. “Tonight I was gonna take... ummm... control. But then it hit me. That I loved you and I neeeeeeeded — Oh, fuck, please don’t stop. Ummm, I needed to be honest with you... with myself, and... oh fuck!”
I slipped my hand between her legs and toyed with the butt plug while I sucked her clit, then pushed two fingers inside her hot, wet slit — sending her over the edge. She screamed so loud I was worried Dorris might come check I hadn’t killed her. I grinned, licking and fingering her as she almost pulled my hair out, grinding her pussy in my face, shuddering on her heels.
“Oh, M-Mike, oh,” she tried to say between sharp gasps. I sucked in a breath through my nose — needing air — and rolled my eyes at the smell of her coming on my face.
Her breathing eased. Slipping my fingers from her soaked pussy, I kissed my way back over her mound, around her bellybutton — leaving a trail of her juices over her flawless skin. My hands were ahead of me, already feeling for her bra clasp. It was unclasped by the time my lips reached her chest, and she watched me with a hooded, contented, but still hungry stare as I pulled the straps over her shoulders and freed her breasts. “Thank you for telling me,” I said, staring at her perfect chest. Twin orbs of pure, gravity defying perfection. Her areola were large and rosy, surrounding her fat, puffy nipples. Her breasts were gorgeous, and I made use of their size, kissing every inch of her plump flesh with lingering bites and sucks. I grinned at her, feeling like a kid in a candy store, but I took a second to say how I felt. It was only fair. “Tara,” I said, looking deep into her hooded, glassy green eyes. They were still so bright and sparkly. “I’m glad you could tell me that. I know this has all been a whirlwind, and we’re struggling to catch up, but... I didn’t have time to say it in the elevator, so let me say it now. I love you, and not because I can taste your cum on my lips, or because I have your breasts in my face, or that I loved that you dressed up in sexy red lace for me.” I grinned wider. “I really loved that. But because of you. Who you are, and I’m sorry if I have trouble believing all of this sometimes. I never thought I would have what I feel with Clare... but to have that with you, too? Seems unreal.”
“Oh.” Tara’s fingers were in my hair again, holding me to her chest as I returned to sucking and licking her nipples, taking my time. For once, I wasn’t hurried. This wasn’t Clare who needed me inside her ‘right now,’ or one of the game nights where there was a time limit or the threat of Sara’s gatekeeper finding out. It was just me and Tara, and for once I had the whole evening. So I sucked her nipples and kneaded her fantastic tits until she was a needy mess, struggling to stand.
I returned to my feet when her nipples were too sore and she couldn’t stand being edged anymore and kissed her. Her arms gripped my neck as she pushed her soggy breasts against my shirt. “So, what does it mean? I’m the only one you want to submit to?” I asked. I knew with Clare, she enjoyed being taken and held down. But that was not the same thing with Tara.
She gave me one last pouty kiss before she frowned. “I... I’m not sure. Just that when we’re together, you’re in charge?”
I ran my hands over her naked hips, gently caressing her tummy, then circling my fingers around her red nipples. “I guess we get to explore that together?” I loved the thought.
“I like the sound of that, lover,” she cooed, placing a gentle kiss on the tip of my nose. “I’ve never had this.” She placed her arms lazily over my shoulders. “This level of intimacy. Fuck, it’s like I could tell you anything, and you wouldn’t judge me.”
“Probably,” I joked. She grinned, shaking her ponytail from side to side. “So, if I told you to take off my shirt and be sexy with it. You’d do that?”
Her eyes flashed, and she bit her lip. “Take your shirt off? Yes. Sexy?” She leaned in and whispered, “I don’t know any other way.” Then she was behind me, running her fingers over my chest from behind. Her soft, pouty lips trailed kisses against my neck as her hands found and undone my buttons one by one, until her palms splayed over my bare chest. “I love this shirt... but it has to come off,” she whispered, walking her tingly touch down to my waist while breathing her warm breath against my neck. Then, with a flick, she pulled the silky fabric from my jeans. Her hands roamed for a second, unfocused, over my chest, my stomach, then back up over my shoulders.
I remained silent, just enjoying the attention. Tara wasn’t trying to be sexy, she just was. I don’t think my cock had ever been harder whilst still being in my jeans.
Slowly, she peeled the fabric over my shoulders, then pulled the shirt from my arms, dropping it on the floor with her lingerie. “What now, master?” she cooed, teasing, sliding around to my front, her hands not leaving the electric contact with my skin.
“I’m still too clothed,” I said, smirking. She was having fun as much as it was arousing her. Jeans next. Shoes first.”
Tara leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Your wish is my command, lover.” Then, with a predatory grin, she slowly lowered herself to the rug and unlaced my sneakers. “I live to make you happy.” Then she giggled, slipping the shoes from my feet. “Is that too much? I feel that’s too much.”
I laughed, lifting so she could remove my socks. “Up to you. I love all of it.”
She tossed my socks on the pile. “I don’t think I’m quite that far, at least not yet. Who knows? I do like being at your feet, though. Is that weird?”
I stroked her hair as she smiled up at me. “No.” I almost added ‘I’ve read Fifty Shades’ like I told Clare, but that almost derailed the conversation, and I was enjoying this moment with Tara too much to risk that. “I love it. Now my jeans?”
She bit her lip as she reached up and unbuttoned my jeans. “Hayden’s gonna be so jelly when she finds out I had you all to myself.” Gently, she pulled down the zipper, then peeled the flaps apart. She inhaled as my cock came into view, rock hard and glistening with anticipation. “I love your cock,” she said, tugging the tight denim down my thighs. “And I say that as a girl who’s had it inside her.”
I grinned. “I remember. Impossible to forget. Just wish I could have enjoyed the view.”
Tara gently wrapped her fingers around my shaft, licking her lips. Her fingers were cool against the inferno that was my cock.
I tapped her on the head. “Not yet. You haven’t finished.” She’d only pulled my jeans down to my knees, and I didn’t want to risk tripping. I did that with Clare on our second time. I face-planted. Thankfully couches are soft.
“Oh.” Her eyes glossed over a little more, staring vacantly into space, before she snapped out of it, and tugged the denim from each leg. “Happy now?”
I stoked her head. “Good girl,” I said with a smirk.
She shuddered, rolling her eyes. I pretended to not notice the look of shock that flashed across her face before she hid it. Then her hands were around my shaft again, distracting me. She licked her lips thoroughly before stretching her jaw like she was about to swallow a melon. Really, my dick wasn’t that big, average at best, but the way she acted, you’d think I was hung. Then it didn’t matter, because her soft, pouty lips slid over my shaft and sucked hard. “Ah, fuck,” I groaned, quickly adding, “That’s good,” as my hands flew to her hair, remembering the incident with Sara.
Tara slid her lips up and down my shaft, spreading copious layers of saliva over my skin, pushing herself deeper and deeper each time. Pulses of ecstasy flared from my crown, shivering down the length and emanating into my balls. It was incredible. Her hands gripped my hip as she bobbed back and forth on her knees, sucking me deeply. “Mmmmmm,” she moaned, squeezing her thighs together.
The vibration tingled, adding to the pleasure. “Oh, fuck. Good girl,” I cooed, blissed out of my mind.
Her eyes rolled back into her head, leaving only the whites of her eyes as she whimpered around my cock. The silky perfection of her mouth, the vibration, the warm wetness of it had me seeing stars. She sucked off my length with a pop. “Don’t say that. I don’t like how that makes me feel.”
I stroked her hair. “And how does it make you feel?” I asked, paying attention now my cock was no longer in her mouth.
She grinned, angling my cock down. “Fucking good,” she said, pushing my length back into her mouth.
I didn’t know if she was joking, but my horny brain didn’t care. My hand was in her hair in the next second, holding her as my hips flexed to meet her halfway. “Oh, fuck, Tara. You’re such a good girl.”
The sexy brunette moaned loudly with my cock in her throat, so deep she was almost buried to the hilt. She held me there for a few seconds, then, like something had changed, she bobbed frantically, sucking up and down my length, sending me into a frenzy. I practically fucked her face, holding her mahogany ponytail as she moaned and mewled around my cock, loving every second.
“Good girl, oh fuck, you’re my good girl,” I panted, right on the edge, loving the strained, wet gurgles she made each time I went deep. Her fingers clutched my hips with a vise-like grip, but she didn’t lift a finger to stop me. She was pushing her head forward, trying to take me deeper.
Faster and faster, I fucked her pouty lips, groaning.
She whimpered as my cock hardened, my balls tightened, and I released her head, not wanting to force her to take it. I was amazed I had the willpower.
Miraculously, Tara didn’t lift off. She held me there, fondling my balls as I came deep into her throat with a yell. White hot flashed across my vision. My fingers returned to her hair, holding her there as flex after flex shot ropes of my load inside her eager mouth. I lost myself, overloaded with pleasure.
When my brain came back online, she was licking the mess she’d made from my shaft, looking up through her dark lashes, her emerald gaze shining brightly. I stroked her hair like it was the most natural thing in the world. “wow, good girl,” I said without thinking, breathing deep and drinking in the sight of her.
Tara placed her nail on her bottom lip. “I’ve never swallowed before.,” she said, like she’d just realized what she’d done. “I’ve never wanted to.”
“No?” I hid my concern. Did I make her do something she wasn’t into?
She shook her head. “Until now, anyway. I loved it… because it was you.” She took her top lip under her bottom. “Your cum is in my tummy,” she giggled. “What is it about you that makes me feel this way... do these things?”
I helped her back onto her heels. “Dunno. Maybe you’ve gone temporally insane?” I joked, holding her in my arms, contented. “I love seeing this side of you, though.”
“You do?” She sounded so earnest, which was a far cry from the sassy brunette I was used to. But Clare was the same once you got her on her own. It was like playground dynamics on steroids.
“Fuck yeah. It’s sexy, and I guess I get to see the real you. The one you hide.”
She chuckled, leaning in for a kiss. “Only you get to see this...” Her eyes widened.
“What? What’s wrong?”
She scrunched her face. “Would it be too much to reveal another secret?”
I ignored the little voice in my head that told me to prepare for disappointment. There was nothing Tara could have said... okay, there wasn’t much Tara could have said that would have sounded bad to me. I attacked her neck with kisses, making her squeal. “Tell me all your secrets!” I growled in a silly voice.
“Uh,” she said, taking a breath, looking deep into my eyes. “Umm, I... kinda like to be seen.”
My mouth went up as my brows came down. “That explains the outfits.”
“No, I mean, during sex stuff. Well, sort of. I’ve only done it once, but it’s always been my… well, you can call it a kink, I suppose. You’re not mad, are you?”
“How can I be mad? I... don’t understand. You covered yourself up in the car when that guy got off the elevator, so you don’t mean that?”
“Oh, Mike, you’re so adorable when you make that face,” she teased.
I felt the blush. Guess I looked confused.
“No. Only on my terms. When I want to be seen. I love the way you always look at me. But knowing someone might be watching...”
Oh. Was that exhibitionism? Was that an actual kink? My google search history is gonna get kinky between Clare and Tara revealing their inner secrets. “Tara, I’m okay with that. We can’t control what makes us feel good.”
She took my hand in hers. “I’m so glad you feel that way, because...” her gaze moved to the balcony.
I stared at the silver railing. “Oh, fuck. So... this is the reason you brought me here. To show me this side of you?”
She nodded, biting her lip. “It’s okay if you hate it. We can use a mirror. That sometimes feels like someone’s watching.”
I ran my hand across her cheek. “Tara. If that’s what you want? It’s what we’ll do... as long as we don’t get arrested for indecent exposure or some shit like that.”
She made an ‘O’ with her lips. “I didn’t think of that. Fucking sex police. It’s okay if we’re not completely naked, though, right?”
“I don’t know, but it’s gonna be less obvious. Someone could look right at you and have no idea.”
“Oh, my gosh, that’s even hotter!” She pulled me in for another kiss, this one heavy with need. My cock twitched back to life, nestled between her sopping thighs. “You’re sure you’re okay with it?”
“Yeah.” I wasn’t sure how I felt, but I knew one thing. “I actually like the idea of showing off that I get to fuck such an incredible woman... And that she’s mine.”
Tara gave me a hungry stare. “I’m so yours, lover. Completely. I don’t want anyone else, ever.” She said it with such finality, my inner animal howled again. She glanced down at my hardening shaft. “Are you ready to go again? Because I have another secret.”






  
  CHAPTER FIVE


Tara took my hand. “I’m not sure I’m ready for more secrets,” I said. I was kinda overwhelmed as it was. I thought game nights were a whirlwind, but Tara had thrown me for a loop with how sweet and genuine she’d become. How she’d opened up, let me in, and... no, what was I thinking? I loved it. I loved she felt so comfortable with me, or felt an intimate connection that let her open up. “Scratch that.” I squeezed her hand, pulling it to my lips, and kissed her knuckles. “I love your secrets. Every single one.” 
Her grin slipped back into teasing territory. “I think you’ll like this one. You just have to pull it out first.”
She released my hand, turned away and then bent over, clutching her ankles. Her breasts hung against her knees, but it was her fantastic rear that grabbed my attention. The jewel of her plug glimmered between her generous globes. Her pussy glistened with moisture. The image of her was seared into my brain for all time. “Fuck, you’re incredible,” I whispered absentmindedly as I lost myself in the sight of her.
“Do you see it?”
“What?” I said with a grin, reaching out and pinching the jewel end of the butt plug between my finger and thumb. “This?” I pulled gently. She’d forgotten I’d already played with it when I made her come. Guess I scrambled her brain, too.
“Mmmmmm,” she moaned. I continued to toy with it, twisting and gently fucking her ass with the plug. “Oh, fuck, Mike. You’re amazing. Fuck you just. I don’t even have to ask,” she cooed with a mix of disbelief and pleasure as I slicked my other hand through her dewy folds. Her eagerness coated my fingers as I slipped two inside her, curling down to find that special spot. Her body tensed when I did. “Oh, fuck, shit, fucking, fuck!” she cried out as I finger-fucked her silky pussy, rubbing that spot while I fucked her ass with the plug — pulling it out more each time — stretching her bud. The plug was bigger than I thought, and when it slipped out, Tara gasped into a mewl. Her little star spread wide, then contracted. I wasn’t finished, so I pushed it back inside, expanding her naughtiest hole and kept fucking her with the wide part.
Her body shook. Her fingers gripped her ankles so tightly her knuckles were white. She struggled to breathe, gasping, swaying on her heels as I fucked both her holes until she cried out, and her pussy soaked my digits. I loved it. Nowhere near as much as Tara, going by how long she shuddered — her pussy squeezing my fingers. I pushed the plug in and watched her ass muscles convulse in and out, synced with the squeezing of her pussy.
In that moment, as the stunning brunette came on my digits with a plug in her ass, I realized I was far more filthy than I ever imagined. When Clare wanted me to take her over the couch in front of the group? I didn’t think twice. When she wanted to be held down? I didn’t bat an eyelid. When I found Tara’s butt plug once hidden inside her sexy lingerie? It wasn’t shock that made me gasp, but excitement. A small voice in my mind roused from the dark place where he slumbered and poked his head above the mist of my growing arousal. 
‘Clare picked the right guy for the job. She knew what she was doing, if she realized it or not. Now fuck that ass and make her scream,’ it demanded. It was the same voice that growled, ‘mine,’ when I fucked Clare against the door. It was that dominant part of me. The primal one that wanted them all. But right now, he wanted Tara’s ass.
“Oh, wow, lover,” Tara gasped, dropping to her knees. “I...”
I leaned down and presses my lips against her ear with a dominant grin spreading across my lips. “Oh, we’re not done. You need to be my good girl one more time.”
Her eyes widened as her gaze snapped to mine. “You’re going to destroy me, talking like that,” she whimpered.
I moved around to her other side so I could whisper in her ear. “Do you want me to stop?”
Her head spun to face me again, but I was already moving to the other side. “N-no.”
“Good, girl.”
“Fuck no,” she said, turning and finding my hungry gaze. “I’ve always... I’ve never... Fuck, you’re... I fucking love you, Mike.”
I leaned in and gently kissed her puffy lips. “And I love you. Now put my shirt on and go out onto the balcony, and present me with your fantastic ass.”
She just looked at me for a second, biting her lip. I was almost astounded by how much she’d changed since yesterday. No longer the sassy fire cracker, but now, just with me, she was my obedient, dirty good girl, and there was something about that. Like I could also let out a part of myself I’d always kept under control — the counter to Tara’s hidden side — even if it was only for a little while.
Wasn’t that what the game nights were all about when you boiled it down? At least once they added me to their roster?
A grin slipped onto her pouty lips. “Veronica’s gonna shit a brick when she sees this side of you.” Then she was on her heels, rummaging in the pile for my shirt. I grabbed my jeans, and by the time I’d squeezed into them, Tara had moved to the balcony doors.
The sounds of the city flooded the silent apartment. A cool breeze drifted in, bringing with it other smells that weren’t Tara. Construction work nearby drowned out a lot of the noise, and my gaze locked to where the hem of my shirt dangled across Tara’s lightly tanned thighs. She looked good in blue. She looked better in my clothes. She looked incredible leaning against the silver rail, looking out at the city, pushing her ass out, shivering in the cool evening air. I knew how to warm her up.
Leaving my fly undone, and my cock hanging out, I joined her on the balcony. She looked over her shoulder through her silky mahogany ponytail that danced in the gentle breeze. She bit her lip, sparkling her gorgeous green eyes at me. “I thought you’d say no. That I was crazy.” Her eyes rolled as I pushed my shaft inside her warm, wet sheath. “Oh, fuck. I was scared tonight would go so wrong...” She smiled in bliss as my pelvis touched her ass — my cock fully inside her. “But.” She gulped. “You’re everything.”
I gripped her hips under my shirt. “Be a good girl and see if anyone’s watching,” I commanded, gently fucking her from behind. Her pussy squeezed when I reminded her why we were out there, and she glanced around. “They could be anywhere. Watching you right now, enjoying the show. Watching you get fucked by your boyfriend.” Her pussy gripped me so hard it was heavenly.
I was slowly getting used to being her boyfriend. To being Clare’s. Still couldn’t get my head around having more than one girlfriend, though.
“Oh, fuck!” Tara cried out into the night as I picked up steam and slap, slap, slapped against her ass. Fucking Tara’s pussy was like dipping my cock in pure bliss. Just the sight of her hips made me harder than ever, but add that little jewel, convulsing above where I was spearing her over and over, like a decoration? Flawless.
“Oh, fuck, Mike. I’m gonna come.”
I pulled out. “No. When you come, it’s gonna be with my cock in your—”
She moaned. “Too, laaaaaaate!”
I pushed back inside as she exploded, gripping the rail, her pussy fisting my cock in fluttery waves. I had to grit my teeth to not come. I had a fantasy to fulfill, and I was determined to not let her down. More wetness coated my shaft as her body locked in the seductive pose, gasping skyward. The fabric of my shirt flapped in the breeze, tickling my arms as the scent of her drifted past, filling my nose. I glanced around to see if we were being watched, but I didn’t see anyone. It was the weekend. Most of the surrounding apartments were dark, but the thought that they were there, hidden in the dark, watching, was enough to drive her over the edge.
Eventually, she came down from the heavens. Her juices coated her thighs as I pulled out. “Mike,” she gasped. “I...” she tried, but trailed off into another heavy breath.
I spanked her right cheek, grinning like a loon. This was not how I saw my evening going. I pictured a quick fuck at my place, kinda like how most of the game nights had been so far. But this? This was so much more. “Tara,” I growled, tugging gently on the butt plug as the chilly breeze tickled my chest hair, goosing the flesh on my arms. My nipples were as hard as hers.
“Fuck,” she panted. “Sorry, not sorry.” Her mischievous grin returned in full force. She was like the cat that got the cream. “I’m...”
I spanked her other cheek, and she gasped into a giggle that drifted into the air. “A bad girl,” I said, pulling the plug from her ass. She squealed, clutching the rail. “What do you want, bad girl?”
“I... want...” her voice trailed off into a whisper, drowned by the sounds of the city.
I pushed the plug back inside. It easily slid past her ring of muscle — even at its widest.
She gasped. “My, ass. Please, lover. Put it in my ass.”
I grinned, teasing her. “But it’s already in your ass, Tara.” I continued to gently fucking her hole with the plug.
“Your cock!” she gasped, gripping the rail tighter, pushing her ass out as I toyed with it. “Please put your cock in my ass.”
Fuck. She was just as filthy as Clare. I kinda loved that. It made me wonder what the others were into. Veronica, it sounded like, was into something. She had the restraints and gag we used the second night. My mind ran wild with the possibilities.
I pulled out the plug. “Stay.” And quickly placed it on the counter inside. As I returned, I marveled at the sight of her. Her legs spread on her heels. My shirt fluttering in the wind, barely covering her silky skin. Her dark mahogany waves dancing. The flare of her hips tapering into slender legs. She gawked at me over her shoulder, not teasing anymore. Just staring with a hooded gaze, and parted lips.
As soon as I got there, I pushed my fingers inside her well-fucked pussy — she tensed with a gasp — scooping out her abundant juices, then slid my cock back inside her, while I applied that slick, musky substance over and into the tiny little star of her ass. She shuddered. “Yes,” she whispered. “Just for you, Mike. Only you. Fuck, you’re incredible. Fucking love...”
Both of my fingers were inside her ass as I slowly fucked her. Her need foamed along my length, and when I couldn’t wait any longer, I pulled out and pressed against her rear entrance.
I have to admit, this was a first for me, but the thought was intoxicating. It felt even better as I slowly pushed inside that forbidden hole.
Tara’s body arced further, pushing back, and her ass almost sucked me inside to the warm wet, tightness within. “Oh, goooOOOoood,” she moaned to the heavens. I stood behind her for a moment, holding her hips, just existing. My cock was in Tara’s ass. I was fucking this out of my league hottie on her balcony for everyone to see. I wanted to shout it out. To rub it in the face of every girl I ever asked out and got rejected, or worse, ignored. To scream that I got to do this. And this was only one of the five women I was in a relationship with. Five! I wanted to shout that at the top of my lungs. I guess Tara’s ass made me forget the guilt and confusion I felt about that.
“Fuck, Tar,” I groaned. Her ass muscles squeezed like her pussy, and I was in round two of heaven.
“Oh, fuck, lover. It feels better than I thought it would.”
Wait. What? “You mean you’ve never done this before?”
She scoffed. “Not with a real man. Toys are one thing, but, oh, god your cock is fantastic.” She shuddered, squeezing my shaft again. It was like her ass was trying to push me out and suck me in at the same time. “You know, guys boast that they all want anal sex, but you’d be surprised how many tell you you’re a filthy whore and demand the engagement ring back when you bring it up.”
I froze. That sounded way too specific to be a general example. I slowly pulled out to distract her. I didn’t want her thinking about that, if that’s what happened. The thought doubled my resolve to make this incredible for her. “Tara...”
She looked over her shoulder. A silent ‘it’s okay,’ passed between us. Our eyes locked for a second before her pretty emerald irises rolled back as I pushed back inside her tight, hot ass. “Mmmmmmmmm. Fuck my ass, Mike. Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass, Fuck, oh, fuuuuuuuuuck!” Her words devolved into a scream as I gave her exactly what she wanted.
With my fingers digging into her hips, I fucked her tightest hole. The sound of wet squelches filled the air. The smell of fantastic sex joined her citrus and apple scent.
My cock repeatedly dipped into her tight well of gripping, silky pleasure. Her ass pushed back to meet me. Muscles gripping with each exquisite penetration. Her breathes quickly grew into ragged, moaned gasps as another climax built inside her. I wanted more. More of her. She gasped when I reached around and gripped her breasts with my icy hands, pulling her closer, forcing her to arch her back. “Shit, that’s cold... and hot.” Her nipples dug into my palms — hard as glass — as I kneaded her perfect mounds under the shirt. If anyone saw us now, there would be no confusion about what we were doing.
Tara’s breaths came quicker, and thankfully I’d already come, or I’d have blown my load within a minute. It meant I had time. Just enough to make this as incredible for her as I could. I kneaded her mounds, pinched her nipples as she tensed in my arms, shuddering against me. She mewled into the night, crying out like a cat in heat as she came. Her ass muscles pulsed, but I didn’t stop. I fucked her right through the first orgasm, and on to the edge of a second. She was almost limp in my arms as I reached the limits of how long I could hold on. The pleasure inside me was blissful — almost too much — as I squeezed her incredible breasts harder, fucking her ass harder, slapping against her spankable globes. Tara had become a gasping, panting mess when she screamed next. She was like a she-wolf howling against the sky, and my primal animal howled with her as I came, unloading deep inside her ass.
“Fuuuuuuuuk!” she cried, convulsing in my arms, thrashing, pushing so hard against my pelvis I almost fell back.
“Ughhhhh!” I shut my eyes as my mind blanked at the sheer sensation flooding through me with each jerk of my cock squeezed and shooting its load. “Fuck!”
In that moment, a strange feeling washed over me. Like I’d leveled up somehow. Gained a point in confidence and several other imagined stats like the video games I researched for the last game night. Tara was mine. Clare was mine. Both because they had given themselves to me. Loved me.
I slumped forward against Tara’s back as she clutched limply at the rail. “Oh, my god, Mike. Like, fucking hell. You are now my favorite person on the planet, like holy shit,” she babbled.
I pulled the shirt down to expose her shoulder and kissed that perfect expanse of sweaty, goosed flesh. “It was good then?” I grinned, secretly ecstatic. I did that. I made her scream so loud disturbance calls were probably being made.
She whimpered. My cock slipped from her ass as she turned and threw her arms around my neck. “You have no idea. So fucking good.” She winced. “Don’t think I’m gonna be walking right tomorrow,” she tittered, grinning like she’d won the lottery. “But it’s a good ache, you know? No one has ever fucked me so... completely... or even vaguely satisfying as you do. It had been a while, but, like, holy fuck, so worth the wait for you to come along, and...” she gave me another kiss, “rock my world.”
I pushed a clump of mahogany out of her face and hooked it behind her ear. “The feeling is mutual...” I winced as a shiver rippled down my naked back. Tara shivered in my arms. “Can we go inside now? You’re cold.”
She just gave me this look of pure longing, her green eyes like a cat under her hooded lashes. “I love you, Mike. I can’t stop saying it. I love you,” she giggled. “I love you, I love you, I LOVE YOU!”
“Yeah, alright, we got the idea five minutes ago,” some guy yelled, then muttered, “fucking screamer.”
Tara covered her mouth, but her eyes were laughing. She cupped her hands and yelled, “Sorry!” then collapsed into my arms, giggling.
I picked her up and took her inside. Silence descended upon us as the balcony door slid shut. “Shower, then pizza?” I offered.
She nuzzled against my neck, sighing. “That sounds perfect. You’re the best boyfriend ever.”
I grinned, carrying the incredible brunette towards what I thought was her bathroom, thinking. If that is what it took, and I now had five girlfriends to satisfy. I did the math and went cross-eyed.
My future was gonna be unbelievable, or exhausting. Maybe unbelievably exhausting? Either way, it was gonna be incredible.

      [image: image-placeholder]The rest of my night with Tara was slightly more mundane. She quickly showered while I ordered pizza. Then I did. We ate on the couch, mostly naked, with her curled up in my arms, dozing. She fell asleep before the third slice, and I carried her to bed.
I was woken when my phone’s ‘do not disturb’ timer ended. Letting a loud message through. Groggily, I grabbed the annoying brick, loving how Tara’s shorter height meant she slept against my chest, clutching me with her hair everywhere, and frowned. I had five missed calls and one angry text from Clare.
Clare:

Where are you? I need you!



Tara woke as I tapped out a reply.
You:

What’s wrong? Where are you?



“Morning, lover,” she purred, then froze as I showed her the message. “Fuck. She couldn’t let me have this, could she?”
I rolled my eyes as the sassy Tara returned. “She doesn’t know, right?”
Tara sat up sidesaddle, and her silk comforter slipped, revealing her perfect breasts. “I didn’t tell her,” she said, narrowing her eyes. What was the thing between these two?
“Then she doesn’t know—”
“Ugh, you’re right. I’m sorry.” She took a breath. “No, I’m being a bitch again. I always do this, but I don’t have to fight her for you now.” She grinned, flashing her eyes, and poking her tongue between her perfect white teeth. “I’ve already won.”
“Tara,” I groaned. My phone beeped.
Clare:

Home. Where are you Mike?



Clare was back! A thrill ran through me at the thought of seeing her again.
“Sorry. You’re right, no, you are,” she said, like she was trying to convince herself. “Clare’s my bestie, was, is? It’s complicated and we both have you now.” She trailed a finger on her palm like she was working this out on the fly. “We shouldn’t fight over you. You deserve better. I’m never gonna do anything to risk this,” she cooed, taking my hand in hers, meeting my gaze. “So, okay. Let’s see what little miss webby award winner is crying about now.”
“Tara,” I groaned as the sass returned.
She gripped my hand with both of hers. “I’m sorry, I can’t help it. I’m trying.”
I sighed. “That’s all I ask.”
“You think we have time for a quicky before we go?”
I laughed. “No. Clare needs us.”
“She’s probably just lost her keys.”
“Tara,” I groaned, tapping out a reply.
You:

On my way. Be there soon.



“You sure we don’t have time for a quicky? What about a BJ?”
My will power was crumbling. “Tara!” I slipped out of bed before she could bewitch me into another romp on her balcony and went in search of my jeans.






  
  PART FIVE









  
  CHAPTER ONE


The warmth of Tara’s fingers interlocking mine, sent a thrill through my hand, tightening my chest. Her dark red lips grinned, shining in the early morning sun as she locked her little yellow hatchback. Using her grip on my fingers, she swung me around into her with a lighthearted giggle. “Just one more... please, lover.” 
She did her best pleading kitten impression, making her bright green eyes so wide she looked like an anime character. My hands instinctively went to the bare expanse of warm-toned skin at her narrow waist — exposed between the tight, pastel-blue crop-top and the pleated tartan mini skirt. “Tara,” I sighed. It felt so good holding her, saying her name like that. Smelling her apple shampoo as my nose dug into her dark mahogany-brown hair. “You can still kiss me if Clare’s there.”
She wiggled her perfectly manicured brows under her wayward fringe. She had that playful look in her eyes again. “Not like this.”
“Mmmm!” I groaned as my back hit the familiar shape of her car door, and her perfect, pouty lips smooched against mine. Oh, heck, here we go again. From the moment Clare’s message woke us, Tara’d been kissing me non-stop, and not just quick little pecks, but ball-clenching, soul devouring, face eating, sessions of sexual perfection. Tara was every part the sexual temptress I thought her to be. But I also loved how she showed her vulnerable side to me — especially the sex stuff. How someone could be so paradoxically forward and sexy, then a sweet, submissive little sex kitten was hard to fathom. She was just sexy, and the kiss was melting my brain. Soft pillows of glossy red, sliding over my lips, sucking on the bottom, then licking inside, caressing my tongue as her deep-red nails scrunch against my neck.
She was trying to give me brain damage. That had to be it. She was trying to mess me up, so I was just a gibbering simpleton when we met Clare — there was no other explanation.
My eyes rolled behind my eyelids. My cock was hard again.
I just let her kiss me. I was helpless to stop her. I needed to stop her. Clare needed me, but, oh... Her tongue swirled around my mouth, loping around my tongue as she pulled me harder against her. It was like I’d been drugged. This floaty feeling enshrouded my dumb brain every time she kissed me like this. It was some kind of voodoo. Or magic. Clare may have been a third-rate sorceress, but Tara was a witch.
When she eventually pulled away, she looked a little dazed, and a lot pleased with herself. I blinked in confusion. “Okay,” I conceded. “Maybe don’t do that in front of Clare.”
Tara tittered, wiping the lipstick from my lips, but stopped, thinking better of it, pretending to continue, but secretly spreading it — marking her territory. I held in a groan. She was trying, but she still couldn’t stop competing with Clare. “She’d get so mad. I can see her now, her face scrunching up so tight, she’d looked like a little chipmunk.” Her expression was playful for a second, but then dropped.
I hooked a clump of mahogany over her ear. “I still don’t get it. I thought you were besties.”
“Were. We’re okay-ish now, but...”
I gave her a reassuring grin. I loved knowing everything there was to know about her. “But?”
She shrugged, stepping away and tugging on my hand. “I don’t wanna talk about it, okay?” I let her pull me along, falling instep with the click clack of her heels. “But if you want to know, just ask her what she did that night.”
We entered the stairwell — the elevator was still out of order — and began the climb. “What night?”
Tara gave me a pleading look, asking me to drop it. “She’ll know”
I relented. We’d come back to it. I was determined to get answers, but not if it made her uncomfortable. “Will do,” I said casually. “Hey, bet I could beat you to the top!” I jogged ahead up the steps, as far as our reach would go.
“Oh, ha, ha,” she mocked, shuffling up each step carefully in her heels. She grinned, but the smile didn’t reach her eyes.
“So that’s a no?” I said, laughing as we reached the final set of steps to the fourth floor. As I crested the top, my eyes widened. Clare was sat crossed-legged on the floor with her back against my door. Her baggy sweats and gray hoodie seemed so out of place on her, and her blond hair hung over her shoulders limply. Her baby blue eyes brightened when she noticed me. The corner of her pale lips parting into a smile as our eyes met.
I was hit by a high-speed truck carrying a ton on longing and affection — temporarily forgotten with the distracting Tara. 
Clare. Clare was back.
The tightness returned to my chest, and I felt hot. But then, as Tara joined me, her precious smile faltered. The longing and love in her eyes were replaced by and tears and hurt. “Clare!”
“H-hey, baby,” she said, managing a weak smile.
“Clare, why are you sat at my door? What’s wrong? We got here as soon as we could.” I hurried over to where she was sitting and dropped to my knees. It was awkward, because Tara refused to let go of my hand, and I ended up kinda half dangling for a second.
Clare’s eyes bounced between me and Tara. “Oh, I bet you did. It’s been hours.” She gave me another hurt look, then narrowed her eyes at Tara. “You know what? This is stupid.” She climbed to her feet in the most inelegant way I’ve ever seen Clare move. “I dunno why I waited like a sad, lost dog.” She dusted off her ass and made for her door.
“Wait, what?” I stood, dumbfounded. “Clare.”
“Clare!” Tara said in this commanding voice that made me snap my head around to her. Clare froze. “Don’t you dare run away again. Not this time. I’m not gonna let you ruin this.” she squeezed my hand with the word ‘this’.
Clare turned in a flash. Her eyes were alive with blue flame, but there was also something else. This look in her eyes, like she was wrestling with something. She looked at me, then Tara. Then it was gone. “Me? How can you still be pissed at me? It was five years ago, Tar.”
“You slept with my fiancé, Clare. If you’ve forgotten—”
“You’d broken up!”
“An hour before!”
I was stunned at the sudden shift between them. I thought it might be awkward, but being in the middle of an argument with two women you love was weird. I still held Tara’s hand, but wanted desperately to comfort Clare. I could do both. I reached out and carefully — like she was a skittish rabbit — slipped my hand under her balled fist and wrapped my palm around it. I was relieved she let me. I’d feared she was mad at me for being with Tara, even though I knew she was cool with it. Clare could be fiery.
“And why was that? Little miss home-wrecker?”
“Bitch!” Clare’s eyes looked to me, pleading in what I read as ‘please don’t think less of me’. How could I? That sassy little blond held a section of my heart in her hands, and as long as she loved me. Was faithful to me. I could do nothing but love her. I stayed silent. They needed this, I realized. Not only were they getting their issues out, they were letting me into their shared history, and I was desperate to know it all.
“You...” Clare sighed, the venom draining from her voice as her hand relaxed and slipped into mine.
Tara huffed. “But not this time. This time I’m not mad at you anymore, Clare,” Tara said with a compassionate tone that suited her, but I rarely heard.
Clare sniffed, wiping her nose on her sleeve. “You’re not mad anymore? But you’re always mad at me.”
Tara gave her a smile. Quickly glanced at me, then back to her friend. “Nope.” She squeezed my hand, like she was pulling power from our touch, and needed more. “This time it’s different. Now we have Mike... Both of us, together, and he deserves better, don’t you think?”
They both looked at me, and a lump formed in my throat that I couldn’t swallow.. Tara held her free hand out, offering it to Clare. “This is special, Clare. We both know that.”
Clare let out a nervous giggle, “You’re loving this, aren’t you, mister?” Her eyes had softened to that pretty blue. Her mouth back to the soft, Clare smile.
I grinned at her. At them both. “The only thing I love at this moment... is you two.” My grin widened at how awesome that sounded. But it was genuine. I’d never felt so much love flowing through me. I loved them. It was like a lightning strike, how quickly it had happened. Clare had been simmering for months, but Tara? I guess she was right. When it felt right, it felt right.
“Baby,” Clare cooed, glancing my way. The sadness drained from her face, and slowly she reached out and took Tara’s outstretched palm. She shook her head, shaking out her messy blond strands. “Fuck, you’re right. Dammit. I hate it when you’re right. I’m sorry. I just.” She sighed, trying to force the words out. I knew Clare was quick to lash out and had to apologize after. I’d been on the end of her venom a couple of times when her email acted up. You just had to wait for her to realize she was being difficult. It was weird how hot I found that, even when she was calling me a jackass for losing all her emails (I hadn’t, she was looking in the wrong folder). “I’m sorry I did what I did.”
“I know Clare Bear,” Tara said. “I’m sorry I teased you with Mike, even though I knew how much you liked him.”
We stood there in the dimly lit corridor, all holding hands in a triangle. I sighed, liking this part better. “So, what was the emergency?”
Clare tittered. “You know you have lipstick on your face, right, baby?”
My eyes widened. “I need a coffee.” I broke the triangle, fished the keys from my pocket, and unlocked my door. Clare and Tara followed me inside, hand in hand.
“I still won. You know that, right?” Tara said, shutting the door.
“Bitch, please. I found him first.”






  
  CHAPTER TWO


The hot coffee was just what I needed. I stood at my kitchen counter as Clare and Tara sat on my tatty couch, jabbering away, filling the awkward void with nonsense. “Are you sure you don’t want one?” 
“No thank you, baby,” Clare cooed.
“I’ll have some of your natural cream,” Tara smirked, gazing at me from under her dark lashes.
“Oh, my god, bitch, you’re filthy,” Care cried with a giggle.
“You’re both filthy,” I muttered, confused. I was suffering from some serious whiplash. “So?” I asked incredulously, waiting for Clare to tell us why she needed me. Why she needed me ‘right now’. But, as I watched her happily jabber away, I realized this is what she needed. Me. Us. Now the air was clear, it was like a pressure valve between them had released. All of us together, and Clare had gone from sad and mopey to happy and bouncy.
The sassy blond hopped off the couch and joined me, sliding her arms around my waist. She nearly spilled my coffee. I placed it carefully on the counter as she grabbed me and smacked her lips against mine.
A profound feeling of home fluttered through me as Clare’s full lips engulfed my soul in a gut-retching kiss. I didn’t realize just how much I’d missed her until that moment. My hands snapped to her, my right sliding down to her ass, and my left cupping her back. She lifted her leg, hooking it around my waist, clawing at me as the kiss turned savage. “Maaaaaaw!” I groaned as she bit my bottom lip.
“Fuck, I’ve missed you... sorry.”
“Don’t damage my boyfriend!” Tara called out
I slid a lock of messy, unwashed blond behind her ear. “You, too. Please tell me you’re never going away again.” It was a lot to ask, but I wanted Clare and Tara around me always.
Clare tittered, letting me go. “Pffft. Well, that’s what I needed you for.”
Tara grabbed hold of my hand and pulled me to the couch. “It’s about fucking time,” she huffed. “I’ve been patient, because I know you, but Mike’s poor eyes’s been twitching the whole way over.”
Clare stood before us, crossing her arms under the shape of her plump, hoodie covered breasts. “First. Thank you for caring so much, baby,” she said to me. Then to Tara, “second. What the fuck’s that supposed to mean?”
Tara slid her hand into my lap, snuggling closer. The tempting lengths of her silky thighs jutted from the tartan material, brushing against my jeans. “I don’t say this to be mean, babe, but you’re a bit of a drama queen.”
Clare gasped. Narrowed her eyes, then grinned. “Got me there. At least I’m the queen of something, know what I mean?” she joked.
“Oh, my god! Clare!” I cried out. “I love you, I really do, but if you don’t tell us right now, so help me, I’m gonna spank you until you can't sit!”
Clare’s mouth dropped open. Tara shivered beside me, and I... couldn’t believe I just said that. But Clare didn’t look shocked. She looked... aroused? Not the time, Mike. “Um,” the hot blond said, gulping.
Tara tittered, rubbing her fingers over my groin. “I know, right?”
“What did you do to him while I was away?”
“Do? She didn’t do anything.” I sighed. “Look, I’m sorry I shouted, it’s just, you made it sound urgent, and I care, Clare. I really do, and now you’re acting as if nothing’s wrong?” Was I being an asshole? I don’t know. All I knew was I needed to know what was wrong so I could fix it, and have a happy, smiling Clare back. I’d already achieved that, but it still felt unfinished.
“Oh, right,” she said, slapping the side of her head. “I forget you don’t know how neurotic I can be. I was always on my best behavior when I spent time with you.” Her sneakers rubbed through the nonexistent pile of my carpet as she scooted forward and dropped to her knees before me. “Right, I’m sorry... wait, can we talk about the daddy-dom vibes, for a—”
“Clare!” I cried again, about to lose my mind. “Please. Tell us what happened.” I’d felt guilty from the moment I’d received her text because I was with Tara and not there for her when she got back, and now it was like it didn’t matter?
She slid her hands over my knees, trying to calm me. “It’s okay, baby. I’m sorry. So I um... kinda got fired.”
“What? Oh my god, Clare,” I said, grabbing her hands and holding them in mine. I knew her job was so important to her. It’s why she put up with all the bullshit.
“What happened?” Tara asked, leaning forward, placing a hand on top of mine.
Clare took a breath, rising her plump bosom up and down. “So my editor, the dick that kept punishing me by sending me on bullshit assignments? He called me into his office and gave me an ultimatum.”
Anger flared. I knew she could protect herself, but it didn’t stop my hands from squeezing her too tightly. I grit my teeth. If I knew where the fucker lived, I’d... I took a breath. I wasn’t a violent guy. I’d never been in a fight. I had to trust Clare. I had to stop getting lost in my head and listen to what she was saying.
“What kind?” Tara asked.
Clare looked at us through her lashes. “You know the kind.”
“Pig,” Tara spat.
I couldn’t say anything. Clare’s was mine, and the thought that another guy thought he could demand that of her? The strength of the possession I felt over her was shocking. Was there something wrong with me? I’d never felt anything like it before.
“So, I, eh, may have kicked him in his junk, and told him to go fuck himself.”
“Ooooof,” Tara huffed. “I know a couple of photographers I’d like to do that to.”
I grinned. Oh, boy did I grin, thinking about Clare kicking her slimy boss in the dick. It restored my faith that my incredible hot blond neighbor... no, scratch that. That my incredible hot blond girlfriend could take care of herself.
“So, he wants me out of the apartment by tomorrow.” She said, gritting her teeth. “I have no job. Nowhere to live.” She looked up at me with almost cartoon-wide, glassy eyes. “Mike, can I stay—”
Tara growled. She actually growled against my side like she was defending her territory.
“Uh,” I said, squeezing Clare’s hands. “You know I’d love to have you living with me, but this place is tiny—”
“I-I won’t take up much room!”
Tara tightened her grip on my thigh, letting me know silently how she felt about Clare moving in.
“I don’t think it would be fair. Obviously I’m not gonna leave you homeless, no way, never gonna happen.” I rubbed my thumb on the back of her hand reassuringly. “But it might be seen as favoritism—”
Tara, “Uh-huuuuuuumed.”
“And I’m struggling to figure this all out,” I continued. “Won’t Ronnie let you stay? Her place is a damn castle.”
“Oh, Veronica would love that!” Tara cooed overeagerly.
Clare’s bottom lip wobbled, her blue eyes sparkling with moisture. “D-don’t you want me living with you?”
“No. I don’t want you living with him,” Tara said with a surprising amount of compassion. “Not without me.”
A small smile crept onto Clare’s plush lips. “You really fell for him, too, huh?”
Tara tilted her head and returned a wry smile. “It’s your fault, you know. You could have kept him a secret.”
Clare nodded her head. “I know, but... I knew you’d love him. We all would, and I’m happy to share with my girls, you know? It’s just hard sometimes... I’m possessive of my shit.”
“Tell me about it.” Tara agreed.
“Yep,” I added.
“Okay,” Clare sighed. “I get it.” She slipped her hands from mine and slid them up my thighs. “Maybe living with Ronnie will be fun?”
“It’ll be one less space she can turn into one of her rooms. Like come on, girl, how many red rooms do you need?”
I snap my eyes to Tara, understanding that reference.
The brunette narrowed her eyes at the shock in mine. “What? She likes red?”
Clare giggled. “Tar, he’s read Fifty Shades. He knows what a red room is.”
The smoking-hot brunette’s mouth drops open. Gulped. “How did we not know this before?” she asks Clare. “Like, that kinda explains things—”
“What things?” I asked, putting my hands on Clare’s, stopping her distracting rubbing.
“He worked in a hardware store when it came out, so, you know, the tape surge and shiz.”
“I just wanted to know who the hell this Grey guy was and why housewives were asking me for bondage advice. Wait, are you telling me Veronica... Our Ronnie has a Red Room? That she’s—”
“None of us have seen it,” Tara groaned. “We’re just guessing. The words ‘play room’ have been mentioned. Either that, or she just has a lot of toys, if you know what I mean.”
I grinned, imagining the sexy older woman in tight leather... at my feet, asking for a spanking. 
Maybe reading that book was a mistake.
Clare exchanged one of her mischievous grins with Tara.
“So,” the brunette said, slipping from the couch onto her knees beside Clare — both of them shuffling, spreading my legs wider so they could kneel before me. “If you were Mr. Grey, and you had...” her voice became sexy and teasing, “two hot and needy women between your thighs, what would you ask of them?”
If I was him, I’d probably make them sign a weird contract, because that dude in the books is kinds messed up, but me? I’m a simple man, but. I groaned. “We don’t have time for this, do we? We need to see Ronnie. Clare, you’re kinda on the clock here.”
The incredible blond grinned, then slipped into a teasing pout. “But, baby, I haven’t seen you all week.” Her hands reached forward and unbuttoned my jean’s fastening. “I haven’t kissed you all week.” She kissed my knee as her digits deftly pulled down the zipper, then placed pouty kisses up my thigh. “I’ve missed you so much.” The denim parted, revealing my shaft. “I’ve missed your cock.” She tugged on the denim, freeing my full, hard length. “Missed your taste,” Clare moaned as she kissed the crown with a loving, pouty, full kiss. It sent a blissful shiver up my spine. “We have time, right?”
Tara tugged on my jeans, but they were stretched taut, refusing to lower. “I think we can spare the time.” She giggled. “I don’t think you’re gonna last long, lover.” Working together, they shuffled out of the way, bringing my knees together, and pulled my jeans all the way to my ankles.
I chuckled. “Oh, is that right?” It was. My mind was quickly filling with that light fog of arousal. I might have been able to resist one of them, but two? Not a chance in hell, not when they’re being so playful. “Well, then. I guess I’d tell those two naughty, needy, demanding women to show me just how much they loved sucking my cock,” I said, playing their game.
Almost instantly, I cussed as Clare — who was closer — pushed her mouth down my length in one smooth movement. Silky, hot wetness engulfed my crown, and my cuss became a moan of delight.
She made it halfway before she gagged and pulled off, coughing. “Fuck,” she groaned between gasps. “I thought I could do it.”
Tara scoffed. “Know your limits, Clare Bear.” Then her lips slipped over the tip, sucking my brains out my groin. My eyes rolled, and my hands slid through the mahogany of her silky hair. She moaned as I held her there.
“Pffft. Show off. You’ve just had more recent practice. I bet you blew him yesterday?”
“She did,” I said, slowly drifting on the pleasure pulsing from my cock. Slowly, Tara pushed deeper, bobbing up and down, sucking hard.
“Ugh!” Clare cried in her dramatic, ‘woe is me’ voice. “That fucking sucks! I was trying to tape cat hair off my sweater on the road, while you were sucking his cock? Life’s really unfair sometimes.” She climbed off her knees and onto the couch. “I bet she fucked you. She likes to be on top.”
“Sort of,” I said, grinning.
Clare narrowed her eyes. “Huh. So you fucked her?” She was kneeling by my side, crawling her fingers across my shirt. “And you dressed up for her? She placed her lips an inch from mine, so she could still look into my eyes.
I lost myself in her big, blue pools as Tara slurped a dribble of saliva that ran down my balls. She was swirling her tongue around the crown, focusing on the sensitive underside, all while keeping her mouth firmly over the crown. It was fantastic, and quickly pushing me towards the edge.
“You should have seen what she was wearing.” I almost slurred my words like I was drunk. I kinda was — on arousal.
Clare narrowed her eyes, jealousy creeping into the water. “Oh, yeah, what?”
I chuckled, remembering Tara arriving at my door, in only her coat and lacy red lingerie. “Not much.”
Clare’s soft, silky lips pressed against mine, dragging my attention from the brunette bobbing between my thighs to the hot blond on my mouth. Her tongue slicked across my bottom lip, and then I tasted her. This time there was no lipstick, no metallic, chemical taste. Just pure Clare. “I can do that,” she whispered. Her vanilla scent filled my nose, joining a fruity shampoo as she looked down, pushing her blond mop in my face, fidgeting with the hem of her hoodie. Then, in one quick, fluid movement, she whipped the top over her shoulders and off her head, tossing it aside. Her incredible cleavage bounced free, hardly contained in a barely there, simple white cotton bra. That was discarded next, and then Clare’s full, perfect breasts were in my face.
I gawked at her perfectly round areola, looking like wide rosy moats surrounding her hard nipple towers. She squished them together, creating a mouthwatering cleavage of creamy flesh. My cock jumped in Tara’s throat, making the brunette moan. The vibration traveled down to my sac in a tingly wave, pushing me too close to the edge. I couldn’t come yet. What we were doing was too fantastic, and I didn’t want to prove Tara right... at least not completely.
“Mmmmm,” the brunette said, gasping, taking my cock in hand and slicking her fist up and down my length. “I love this cock.” Then my resolve was pushed to the limit as her silky lips slid back down the length, taking all of me until her nose pressed against my thatch.
“Fuck,” I groaned, both at the sensation pouring from my groin and the visual feast before me.
Clare grinned, holding her breasts up for me. “Go on, baby. You know you want to.”
I did. I really did. I grinned at her. My perfect girlfriend... one of them, anyway, then leaned down and took her delicious nipple between my teeth. Gently, I scraped the little bud, making Clare shiver. She moaned when I flicked her nipple with the tip of my tongue, then whimpered when I slipped my lips over the moist little bud and sucked.
A shiver racked my body as Tara continued to suck my cock, forcing me to fight my release. It made me suck Clare’s nipple harder, making the sexy blond cry out, and shove her breasts deeper in my face. With Clare holding up her breasts for me as I feasted on her tender flesh, I realized my hands were free. Quickly — my resolve to hold on was crumbling by the second — I felt for and tugged Clare’s sweats down as far as they’d go.
“Oh, yes, baby,” she purred, panting in anticipation. She loved it when I played with her breasts. “Ughhhhh.” Feeling my way, I slipped my hands inside the simple cotton panties, down over the small tuft that coated her mound and through her moist folds. “Oh, fuck yes,” she gasped as I found her clit between her silky lips. “Fuck, I love you,” she panted as I hopped between nipples, sucking, while rubbing her clit.
I couldn’t grit my teeth, so I scrunched my eyes. Tara was getting impatient. She continued to suck up and down my length in incredible pulses of pleasure, but now she was also fondling my balls, urging me to release deep inside her throat.
I shut my eyes. Trying to think of anything else. Anything but her teasing ass in that sexy mini skirt. Of Clare’s incredible breasts on my lips. Of her silky thighs, snapping around my hand as she moaned from my touches.
Tara sucked harder. Clare shuddered. The image of them entered my mind, flushing away the nothingness I was focusing on. Smooth skin. Creamy thighs. Pouty lips. Wide eyes, Bouncing breasts.
Fuck!
With a muffled moan around Clare’s nipple, I exploded into Tara’s hungry mouth. Clare gasped, rolling her eyes. “Oh, fuck, baby, yes!” she cried, her pussy fluttering and pulsing beneath my fingers like a heartbeat. My cock jerked, and Tara stilled, gripping my thighs, pushing herself deeper into my pulsing, throbbing cock.
Wave after wave of pure bliss flooded my body and mind. Clare almost suffocated me with her breasts as Tara swallowed, scrunching her nails against my thighs.
“Ughuuuh,” the brunette gasped, inhaling a deep breath. She panted, licking the remaining cum oozing from my shaft like she was hungry for more.
Clare collapsed against my side. Her blond locks draped over my tee as she placed her head on my shoulder, watching Tara lick my shaft clean. “Fuck, I needed that,” she whispered. “I missed you, mister,” she said, scrunching her fingers in my tee over my heart.
I put my arm around her, pulling her tight, loving how her breasts squished against me as I inhaled her delicious scent. “I’m gonna miss you not living across the hall,” I said, basking in the glow of Clare clutching against me, and Tara grinning from between my thighs. The brunette’s smile was of pure victory. I think we all won, really.
Clare sighed. “I know. You’ll come over, right?”
I kissed her head. “Of course. Maybe I’ll actually get to see more of Ronnie’s.” I smirked. “Maybe start the game nights early.”
“That sounds unfair,” Tara huffed.
Glare giggled. “Oh, shush, you. It’s not like you didn’t just have him all to yourself.”
Tara’s grin said it all.
“Oh, my god, Mike, what did you do to her? I’ve never seen her so happy... and being nice to me. Can I have some?”
Tara rose to her feet, giving me an eyeful of her swishy mini skirt. “Only if you want him to dominate you. Bend you over the balcony where anyone can see, while he fucks your ass so hard, you come like a faucet?” She shrugged, turned, then gave me a glimpse of her lacy red panties as she bent over to pick up her keys from the floor. “No biggie.”
Clare scoffed. “No way. That was always your biggest fantasy. I’m kinda envious.”
Tara wiped her mouth, then sucked her finger. “I know. I’ve peaked.”






  
  CHAPTER THREE


Clare sat on my lap, her seatbelt stretching across her empty seat as she kissed the living heck out of me. She was making up for lost time. We had to wait for her to shower and change after we’d cheered her up, and now she was back to her old self again. Her pink knit sweater dress stretched across my thighs as she straddled me, gripping wherever she could. It was possibly the sexiest car journey I’d ever been on. But as much as I was enjoying it, I was concerned about moving Clare. We still had the rest of the day, and some of her stuff I could move into mine, so she’s clear of her asshole boss, but we were losing a lot of time. 
I really hoped I didn’t see him in the corridor. I’d have some choice words for that fucker... and maybe a couple of ball jokes. I did not know Clare’s apartment came with her job. There was probably some legal recourse, but she just wanted to be clear of it all. “Fresh start with my boyfriend, and my bitches,” she said. I could understand that. I think the cat convention traumatized her somehow. It would be funny if I didn’t care about her so damn much.
“Whahhhh,” Clare screamed as the car came to a sudden halt — grinding on gravel — sending the blond flying. Her seatbelt triggered, snapping her in an arc against the door.
“Whoops,” Tara sniggered.
“Bitch, you did that on purpose,” Clare huffed. Thankfully, she was unhurt.
“Sorry,” Tara sing-songed, opening her door.
I helped Clare untangle herself and then stepped out into Veronica’s driveway. It looked different in the daylight. Less magical, somehow. The fountain was off, and large hedges framed the extent of her property. It all looked bigger, like it loomed over me.
“Ronnie needs to add a path. This shit is hell on my ankles,” Tara huffed, hooking her arm in mine for support. Clare did the same, and we hustled to Ronnie’s front door, wanting to get out of the chilly breeze.
I tapped the large ornate knocker, almost expecting a tall lurching butler to open the large wooden door. “Why didn’t we just call her?”
“Pffft. It’s harder to say no to someone’s face,” Clare whispered. “And I kinda like the idea of living here now.”
I could understand that. Veronica’s estate was incredible.
“Who is it? This door’s heavy and I’m not opening it for no damn salesperson,” Veronica called through the heavy oak.
“It’s us,” Tara said. “Not like just anyone can get through your gate.”
“Mike, Clare, and Tara,” I added when there was no immediate answer.
“Why didn’t you say so! I’ll meet you at the side entrance.”
“I did,” Tara grumbled as we hopped down the steps and scurried around to the door we always used. I was a little disappointed I didn’t get to use the front door.
“What do I owe the pleasure?” Veronica beamed at us. Her eyes ate me up like a starving woman. “It’s not Friday already, is it... damn my memory,” she joked.
“No. You’re not that old, Ronnie, stop that,” I said, letting Clare and Tara slip through the door first.
When it was my turn, she took up half of the doorway, making me shimmy past her. She was wearing classy, fluttery white pants and an oversized matching sweater. Her platinum blond locks hung loose over her shoulders as she eyed me. She looked like a fashionable angle. “You make me feel young. Does that count?”
Ronnie couldn’t be older than thirty-five if looks were anything, and she was still a knockout. I stood between us and held her against the doorjamb, pressing my lips against hers. She stiffened in surprise for a moment, then melted into the kiss. Veronica tasted of wine, a fruity kind. When I pulled away, she looked dazed and doubly hungry. I slipped my hand in hers, shutting out the cold. “Come on, Clare has something she needs to ask you.”
Her smile became dazzling. “Yes. Whatever it is... after that greeting, I’ll say yes to anything.”
“Give me a glass of the 74?” Tara asked.
Ronnie chuckled. “Except that. That’s a ten-thousand dollar bottle of wine. Only three survived the vineyard fire. Nice try, gorgeous.”
We moved down the corridors of Veronica’s mansion until we entered her living room. It was different to the game room, with a big open fire. Enormous windows let in beams of light. A massive bookcase took up one entire wall, and an arc of couches circled around the biggest TV I’d ever seen mounted on a wall.
Veronica pushed me down onto a double-seater and sat next to me, still holding my hand. “So, Clare Bear. How can I help?”
Clare and Tara sat on another double, looking like sexy sisters. “So, um.” Clare winced. “I kinda lost my job, and the apartment was part of the deal. My term was almost up anyway, but the dick wants me out, so I was hoping, um, that maybe, uh, if you have the room... I could?”
There was dead silence for a good ten seconds before Veronica gasped. “Oh, you need a place to stay? Why didn’t you just say that? Really Clare, is ‘Veronica, you’re amazing. I need a place to stay. Can I move in?’ really all that hard?”
Tara tittered.
“So, so that’s a yes?”
“Of course it’s a yes,” the seductive older woman huffed with a great big smile. “I’ll get to see so much more of you. Ooooo. Mike too, as you’ll be here? Fancy moving in handsome?” She gave me this look that made me flush.
“Nuh-huh!” Tara vetoed. “We’ve discussed this. That would be unfair to those of us not living here!”
Ronnie leaned in close and whispered, “Think about it. I have so many empty rooms...” she trailed off, her eyes widening. “Oh, crap. Hayden.”
Veronica bolted off the couch. “Wait, what?” I stumbled after her, concern flooding through me at her panic. I’d never seen Veronica move so fast. She raced down the corridor and out towards the large oak front doors. My sneakers squeaked on the polished wooden floor as I followed her up one of two sweeping staircases that curved around and met in the middle.
“Hold on, Hay,” she whispered to herself, turning right at the top and down another corridor. She pushed inside a door with red leather padding, similar to her couches in the game room.
I froze in the doorway. The girls were right. Veronica had a red room, and it would put Christian Grey’s to shame.
“Hayden, I’m sorry,” Veronica cooed, dropping to her knees in front of a very naked Hayden kneeling on a mat. Her raven locks hung in her face as she drooled through a ball gag. Straps criss-crossed her chest, enhancing her modest breasts. Ankles and arms were bound behind her back, and a vibrating sex toy thrummed between her legs. Her eyes widened as she saw me, and then shuddered as Ronnie peeled the gag from between her lips.
“Mmmmmm,” the raven-haired beauty moaned, rolling her eyes. “D-don’t be,” she gasped, shaking back and forth.
Veronica turned, surprise in her eyes as she saw the three of us standing in the doorway, mouths open. “Uh, so, we’re trying ideas for the game nights before you get any ideas.” She gave me a pointed look, then a similar one to Tara.
“Holy fuck, Ronnie,” the brunette gasped. “You had this the whole time? We’ve been playing that game, when we could have been playing in here?” She took a step in side and started looking around.
Veronica sighed, turning off the buzzing device between Hayden’s thighs. “This isn’t a public sex dungeon, Tara. The game nights weren’t supposed to be about...” she glanced my way, but it was a look of appreciation, not blame. “At least not at first.”
“Sorry,” I said as Clare slipped her hand in my jeans back pocket.
Veronica dismissed my concerns with a wave of her hand. “Not your fault, Mike. I think you actually rescued our Friday nights. We were all losing interest, if I’m being honest.”
“We used to play card games... it was bor-ring,” Clare whispered.
“Oh, wow,” Tara cooed, passing a rack of corsets, and a couple of mannequin torsos wearing some black leather under-busts. “These are beautiful.”
“Um, hello?” Hayden said from the floor.
I grinned. Her nipples were a bright red that matched her chest and cheeks. “Hey, Hayden.”
“Oh, my gosh,” she cooed, shaking her head so she could hide under the curtain of straight black hair. Her breasts heaved as she took a deep breath. “H-hi Mike.”
“So, did it work?” Veronica asked.
“Oh, hells yes,” the spunky, bound beauty said. “I came five times while you were gone. It’s amazing.”
Veronica smiled. “But was it much of a punishment?”
I took a step closer to see the harness Veronica had Hayden in. There were straps around her waist and thighs that ran between her legs, holding whatever toy they’d used in place. “Sort of. In that it’s too much too quickly. Huh. It was kinda painful, now I’m thinking about it. Add a hood and...” Hayden rolled her eyes, lolling her head, pretending to space out.
“Um, Ronnie, what are you testing, exactly?” Clare asked.
Ronnie sat on her haunches. “We’ve been trying to come up with a better game, one that we can all play together. We’re not sure if the role play works, so we’ve been working on something else.” She gave us a mischievous grin. “A sexy game of chance. I’m thinking a deck of cards—”
Clare groaned.
“Let me finish,” Veronica huffed. “A deck of cards, with pleasure, pain, and other acts. We all draw at random, and... well, this is one of the end game results...” She frowned. “It’s still a work in progress.”
My attention drifted to Tara, who was running her fingers along a wooden horse — like the ones gymnasts use — except this had restraints and padding built into it. There was so much to look at, I couldn’t take it all in. “So, you’re really into all this?” I asked Ronnie, dropping into a crouch. My pocket brought Clare with me.
Veronica chuckled. “Would that scare you?”
“Pffft,” Clare said. “I somehow doubt it.”
“No,” I answered truthfully. The opposite, actually. Ever since Clare and Tara had showed me what they liked — ever since I read that damn book, if I’m being honest — I’d surprised myself with how much I enjoyed the thought of being in control of them.
Veronica gave me an uneasy smile. “That’s good to know, but no. Not as much as you’d imagine for someone with an entire room dedicated to it.” She sighed. “It’s something I find arousing, obsessive even, but... but I’ve never had the courage to really explore it… so I buy.”
I nodded, understanding. “You never had someone you could trust?” I asked.
Veronica’s expression pained me. “Trust is a hard commodity to come by when you’re a rich woman alone.”
“Why didn’t you say something, Ronnie?” Clare asked. “Tara would have gladly... whipped you or whatever it is you do in here?”
Veronica laughed, turning to look at Tara, who was swishing a leather flail about in the air. “Don’t think I’m ready for little miss dominatrix over there.”
I chuckled. “Yeah. I much prefer her at my feet than that.” I snapped my gaze to them, realizing what I’d let slip. Clare pinched my ass inside my pocket.
“Clare,” Veronica said, raising a brow. “Just who have you brought into our little circle? He’s like a wolf in a henhouse.”
Clare giggled. “I think we’re all finding stuff out about ourselves... including Mike. Isn’t that right, baby?”
“Yeah,” I said, my gaze drifting to Hayden. What the fuck was wrong with me? Seeing her bound like that, with her tits on full display, was giving me urges. Her breasts wobbled as she shifted, giving me a smile through her dark, hanging strands. Her nipples were so hard and pink — pushed out with her hands behind her back. She was completely helpless.
The raven-haired beauty moaned. “Don’t look at me like that, Mike. It’s not fair.”
“Fair?” Clare asked. A sneaky grin slipped onto her pouty lips. “How is he looking at you, Hay-Hay? Why’s it not fair?”
“Isn’t it obvious? You two get to be with him, and I just get tortured with him looking at me like... like that.”
“Ronnie, can I try one?” Tara asked, holding up one of the corsets from the rack.
Veronica rolled her eyes. “Here we go,” she whispered to herself. “Sure.” She stood and left us with Hayden.
I gave Hayden a smile. “Sorry. I forget we haven’t... gone all the way, with all the stuff we’ve done together. Do you… want to be with me?”
“Pffft. Who doesn’t, am I right?” Clare tittered.
Hayden bit her lip, nodding. Her cheeks flushed, and she looked away. “Dammit,” she huffed. “Deep breath, Hay. Deep breath.”
Clare squeezed my ass, urging me onwards. “Hayden, are you shy? I’ll be honest. You confuse me.” I glanced at Clare, but my the hot blond just gave me a patient smile. “One minute, you’re bold, blowing me, then you blush and look away.”
The raven beauty groaned. “I know,” she said, clearly frustrated. “I...” She forced herself to look me in the eye through the curtain of her dark locks. Carefully, I reached out and hooked some behind her ear so she could see. She smiled. “Thanks.” Then scrunched her face in annoyance. “I want you.” She took a breath. “There I said it. See, I can say it. You probably think I’m a freak. Most think I’m a tease.”
I reached out again and placed my hand on her bare knee. “It’s okay. You’re clearly struggling with this.” It was confusing. She was naked, bound on the floor of Ronnie’s special room, but she had trouble looking me in the eye.
I was struggling to do the same, but only because her breasts were practically presented to me in the harness. Her hard nipples were just begging to be sucked. Man, Clare had me thinking about breasts constantly now. 
I don’t know why I was surprised. I was constantly surrounded by the stellar cleavages of incredible hotties.
“Thanks.” She looked away again. “Mike. I’m just gonna say it, okay, I can’t look at you when I do. But I... like you, like Clare does... or I have a crush, or an infatuation, I don’t know. You just make me feel fluttery and hot, and...” She sighed. “I think Ronnie’s toy messed up my brain, cos I’m...” She turned, looking at me with unfocused, dilated pupils. “Can I suck your cock?”






  
  CHAPTER FOUR


Clare giggled. “There she is. Go on baby, she won’t be able to focus if you don’t.” 
My eyes were wide at how eager Clare was for Hayden to blow me. “Seriously?”
The blond smiled her warmest smile. “Mike, I love you, but I also love my girls, and you make them happy, so...” She shrugged. “We help each other through, you know?”
Okay, I thought, my mind crawling like a slow CPU. It was clogged up with too much arousal, too much desire. Confusion with Hayden’s shy-hungry one-hundred-and-eighty. Being with them was turning me into a sex fiend. With Five of them, I could easily see a future where I was never alone, never not needed by one of them. It was strangely comforting. I turned my attention to the bound, raven-haired beauty kneeling before me. “Only if I...” I reached out and cupped her breasts — they were just about a hand full, and so warm. “Can suck your nipples first?”
Clare mewled. “Are you trying to make me jealous?”
“I sucked yours earlier,” I said, kneading Hayden’s mounds. She closed her eyes and smiled.
“That was earlier,” Clare groaned.
“Fine,” I pretended to huff. “Yours too.”
Clare fist-bumped. “Yes! Come on Hay. Use your words. Mike’s a gentleman like that... which he really shouldn’t be.” She grabbed hold of my arm. “Baby, you have my permission to take me whenever and however you like, okay?” She looked at me through her sexy lashes, smirking. I knew Clare liked to be taken. Most times we were together, there was an element. Her wanting me to hold her, or throw her down and just fuck her. But this was the first time she’d even come close to saying.
“Me too,” Hayden whimpered as my thumbs played with her nipples.
I tried to hide the grin. “Are you sure?”
“Obviously, if we say no, or stop, you have to,” Clare said with a grin, playing with me.
“Of course,” I said, almost in annoyance that she could even think I wouldn’t, but the look in her eyes told me I’d have to do something she really didn’t like for her to stop me. I gave both of them a lecherous smile. “Well, then.”
Hayden cried out as my lips latched onto her right nipple and sucked. Her flowery, salty taste hit me, driving me on, driving me mad. My hands kneaded her mounds as I switched sides, as the raven goddess leaned back, pushing her breasts out, wanting more.
“Is it wrong that watching you with her makes me wet?” Clare whispered in my ear. I didn’t think my cock could get any harder, trapped inside its denim prison, but I was wrong. While I sucked, licked and kneaded Hayden’s mounds, Clare slowly slipped her sweater dress off her shoulders, revealing the matching pink satin bra, and the mouthwatering expanse of cleavage within. “I’m not wearing any panties,” she continued to whisper, slipping straps over her shoulders and unhooking her bra. Hayden moaned as I sucked harder at Clare’s words.
My brain screamed at me. We didn’t have time for this. Didn’t we have to move Clare’s stuff from her apartment to Ronnie’s? By tomorrow?
I gawked at Hayden’s moist nipples, then Clare’s large, round breasts as she freed them from the cups.
Fuck it. We’ll deal with that later.
“You all are incredible,” I groaned, helping Clare to her feet. Her dress hung around her waist like an over-sized sweater. She moved behind Hayden as I undid my fly. She shimmied herself so Hayden was between her legs — the knitted fabric stretching around her thighs — while she held up her breasts.
“We know,” Clare shrugged, squeezing her incredible mounds together like she’d done earlier that morning.
I lost myself for a second in that creamy expanse of flesh, brought back by the wayward licking of my crown. I groaned, taking my cock in hand and holding it for Hayden. She sucked on the head, making my toes curl in my sneakers. Holly hell, I’d forgotten how good... and obsessive she was about that.
“Mike,” Clare said, snapping my attention from the heavenly waves flowing through my shaft. I gave her a sheepish grin and leaned in to kiss her. She grabbed my head and detoured my mouth to her left breasts, and mewled as my lips sucked her nipple deep into my mouth. “Oh, baby, yes!” she moaned, holding my face against her bosom.
I groaned as Hayden, still bound, kneeling on the floor, bobbed down my length, pushing deeper each time, and like she had no gag reflex, went all the way. “Oh, fuck, that’s good,” I groaned against Clare’s tasty flesh. Her vanilla scent invaded my nose, her flavor filled my mouth.
“Can we play?” Tara asked. I had just enough resolve to twist my head, Clare’s nipple still in my mouth.
Tara, most of the time, could frazzle my brain. What I was seeing made me brain dead. Veronica had helped her into a corset. A shiny PVC under-bust that cinched her waist, creating a fantastic hourglass curve outwards to her exposed breasts. She was still wearing the tartan mini, and her hair draped over her bare shoulders like a chocolate waterfall.
There were no words.
“Um,” is all I could muster.
“Get in here, bitches!” Clare groaned.
Tara shuffled to my left, holding up her corseted breasts. “This is so great. I feel so sexy.”
“Y-you look it,” I said on autopilot. Her breasts were so full, round and perky. Her rosy nipples were hard and waiting. Then I rolled my eyes as Hayden licked my balls while my cock was buried all the way inside her throat.
I was in heaven.
“Give Mike your tit’s Ronnie. Enough pussyfooting around. It’s time for pussy,” Clare giggled.
“And I thought the highlight of my afternoon was going to be that crossword puzzle,” Veronica said, standing to my right. She pulled the sweater over her head, pulling her platinum locks through the neck, then carefully tossing it on a chair. She whipped off her white satin bra and chucked it with her sweater. Her petite breasts jiggled just erotically enough on her slender frame, not the gravity defying orbs Tara or Clare had, but still a nice, tempting handful.
I looked at them all. Clare, my hot blond. Veronica, the seductive older woman. Hayden, who... oh, hell. I gulped as she pulled off and tongued the tip. Tara, the sensational brunette in the corset. “I honestly don’t know where to start.”
“C’mere, lover.” Tara cupped my cheek and guided me to her bosom. I went to town, licking and sucking her plump, fat nipples, making her mewl.
Hayden continued to lick my sloppy shaft.
Then I returned to Clare, whose grin was a mile wide as I bent down and licked teasingly around her buds.
Hot wetness enshrouded my cock once more as Hayden took me deep into her mouth, making it hard to focus.
I moved onto Veronica. The older woman hooked her hair behind her ears, then gave me an uneasy smile as she held up her breasts, clearly feeling like she was offering less compared to the other two. “You’re gorgeous, Ronnie,” I said with a smile. I leaned down and gave each nipple a gentle kiss, making her shiver.
“Definitely better than a crossword,” she gasped. I licked her nipples until they were hard little peaks, then sucked on them. She smelled of flowers and tasted of peaches. Her fingers scrunched in my hair. “Oh, come to mommy,” she moaned, closing her eyes. “Just like that.”
Hayden continued to bob, sucking me off. She was incredible, considering she couldn’t even use her hands. “Mmmmmm,” I groaned, releasing Veronica to bask in the bliss shuddering from my groin.
“Clare, you didn’t untie her?” Veronica asked, sounding more relaxed than usual.
The tightness built inside me, making my cock harder. I was so close.
Clare scoffed. “She didn’t want me to. She’s just as much a deviant as the rest of us.”
My hands grabbed Hayden’s hair, making the raven beauty moan around my length. I couldn’t keep my hips still any longer. I pumped myself repeatedly into her suckling mouth. Closer. Closer. My mind filled with nothing else but the need to come.
“On her tit’s baby,” Clare begged. “Please?”
I was right on the edge, pushed deep in Hayden’s throat when it happened. That fantastic explosion. A wave of bliss flooded my mind as my cock twitched. I pulled out of Hayden’s saliva covered mouth and angled my cock down. “Guuuuuah.” Ropes of white cum shot out of my cock and painted Hayden’s breasts. She panted and gasped, grinding her hips in thin air as ropes of white streaked across her heaving breasts. I kept coming, stroking myself dry over her chest. When I’d finished, I could barely stand. Hayden pushed my cock back into her mouth, sucking my shaft clean.
“That was filthy, baby. Don’t think I’ve ever seen that much cum squirt in one go.”
I sighed as contentment and a gentle buzz from Haydon cleaning my cock settled in my mind. I had three gorgeous women around me presenting their well-sucked breasts, and a bound beauty on her knees covered in my cum. Did it get any better?
“Be a shame to let it go to waste,” Tara whispered, eyeing the copious amounts of seamen coating the bound beauty’s chest.
I staggered backwards, slumping into a plush, ornate red leather chair. “Show me,” I grunted.
With a giggle, Tara and Clare shared one of their looks. Clare clutched her breasts and then bent over Hayden from behind. Her blond hair hung in her face. She grabbed it and held it to one side while she licked a path through the white splashed surface of Hayden's breasts. “Mmmmm. I love your taste, baby.”
Tara dropped to her knees on Hayden’s left, clutching her breasts. She gathered her hair over a shoulder and tongued another line through the cum. She licked her lips after. “I never liked the taste, but yours is yummy.”
Veronica followed. On her knees, she cut a wide path with a flat lick, making Hayden shudder. She hummed, licking her lips. “We could bottle it. Make a fortune.” She looked dead serious for a second before a grin slipped onto her mouth.
I groaned. “Ugh, you’re filthy.”
“No, my dear Michael. Hayden’s the filthy one. We should clean her properly.”
It was like vultures seeking their next meal. Were these women or succubus? I couldn’t tell. Hayden cried out as all three licked my cum from her breasts. I relaxed as they giggled and joked. Wiped their lips. Veronica wiped Hayden over with a cloth, but stopped to star at me lounging in her chair. “You know, I think it’s criminal our cleric has only enjoyed the delights of only two of us. We should correct that...”
Tara chuckled. “Looking to release some stress there, Ronnie?”
The older woman gave me a look I couldn’t read, then she looked at Hayden. The raven-haired runner fidgeted. “I was thinking of Hayden. She’s gone above and beyond helping me with the game nights. I think we should reward her.”






  
  CHAPTER FIVE


“Really?” Hayden asked, her eyes lighting up. 
“Do you want me to untie her, then?” Clare asked. The blond narrowed her eyes at the black leather harness criss-crossing Hayden’s fair skin. “However this unbuckles.”
Ronnie smiled. “Nope.”
“Oh, crap,” Hayden moaned, trying to squeeze her thighs together, but couldn’t because of the silent toy still covering her core. Hayden looked directly into my eyes from across the room. She was like a skittish rabbit again. Then her eyes widened as the buzzing resumed between her thighs.
“I’ve always wanted to try this out. Mike, you in?” Veronica asked.
My cock twitched back to life at the thought. “Where do you want me?”
Veronica searched her room of debauchery. “There?” She pointed to a raised table with a plush, black leather padded surface.
“Okey dokey,” I said, making Clare laugh. I hopped on the table. “On my back?”
“Yeah.”
“Okey dokey.” Clare laughed again, as I laid down on the black leather, and that’s when I saw the silver metal hooks in the ceiling. It was all so surreal and incredible. I just resigned myself it let it happen. “Ronnie, what’s this table for?”
“Fucking, what else?” she answered, struggling to lift the bound Hayden with Tara and Clare’s help.
“But you can fuck anywhere. Why have a table specifically?” There was a part of me that was fascinated by all of this. The engineering. The design. I wanted to understand how it worked, how it all fit together.
Hayden moaned as they heaved her onto the table. She was still completely helpless, with her arms bound behind her, connected to her feet. “Few reasons,” Ronnie said, helping Hayden shimmy up my legs. “One, it’s easy to wipe. Two, it lets you do this.” She picked up a pole with a hook that she used to push some rope through the eyelet in the ceiling. She then tied it to Hayden’s hands somewhere behind her back. “And it’s hot, so be quiet.”
“Yes ma’am,” I drawled like a drunken cowboy.
Hayden spread her legs wider, revealing the hole in the harness that exposed her dripping pink slit. The harness held a tiny vibrator over her clit, and she was panting hard as the little device buzzed happily between her thighs.
“Can I” Tara asked, before gripping Hayden’s hair in her fist. “Mike’s not ready for you yet,” she said, letting her dominatrix fantasies get the better of her. Slowly, she bent Hayden down to my cock, holding her lips an inch from the tip. Her arms lifted behind her the further down she went. “Lick him, Hay.” Tara commanded. She was a sexy dominatrix in that corset. I couldn’t wait to dominate the dominator again. I loved how she whimpered when she was at my feet last night before we fucked on the balcony.
Was that only last night?
I groaned as Hayden was just able to reach the top of my cock with her tongue.
Tingly licks sent pulses of teasing pleasure down my shaft. Hayden moaned. I could feel the toy’s vibrations through her thighs.
“Don’t forget me, baby,” Clare whispered. She took one of my hands and pushed it under her dress, guiding me to her slippery folds. “Mmmm. I love it when you put your hands on me.” My fingers slid and toyed with her dripping pussy as Tara made the whimpering Hayden lick my cock. It was torture, and I was glad I’d already come, because I’d be blowing my load at where I was. What I was surrounded by, and how good it felt.
Veronica joined us on my other side. “You know, I never thought I’d actually get to use this stuff.” She leaned down and whispered, “thank you, Michael,” taking my other hand and slipping it inside her fluttery pants.
“My pleasure,” I groaned, and I think it was the first time in my life I actually meant it in the truest sense. Veronica guided my fingers inside her exquisitely silky panties and down over the tiny, neatly trimmed tuft. She hummed as my fingers found her folds, her opening, and her clit. It took all my concentration to finger both of them, circling Clare’s clit how she liked, while exploring and trying to figure out Veronica. I somehow thought she’d like a more direct approach, and I was right. I ground my finger over her clit, and the seductive older woman whimpered, clutching my hand. I thought she meant to stop me, but she was holding me in place, making sure I didn’t stop.
“Good, girl Hay,” Tara said. She pulled Hayden up from my cock and urged her forward. It was a good thing Veronica didn’t have a crop on display, otherwise I have no doubts Tara would have used one to urge the raven beauty up to my shaft.
Not that Hayden needed prodding. She shimmied as fast as she could, bound hand to feet, tied to the ceiling. She could hardly speak with all of that. My hard cock pressing against her belly, and the noisy vibrator between her thighs. She looked like she was high.
“You want Mike’s cock, Hay? Say it,” Tara demanded.
“Please,” Hayden moaned, making my cock twitch. “Please, I need you inside me. Please.”
“Filthy little bitch,” Tara huffed. Her grin was as big as mine. “Okay.” She lifted Hayden’s hips and guided her entrance over my shaft, then in one smooth movement, lowered her.
“Ah, fuck,” I groaned as a silky tightness squeezed my cock like nothing I’d felt before.
“Mmmmmm. Oh, oh, shit,” she whimpered as I bottomed out. “Fuck, that feels so good. Ugh, Mike, you’re so deep.”
Tara’s mahogany locks flashed in my face. “Can I ride your face, lover?” she whispered.
It was hard to concentrate as it was, remembering to keep my fingers moving, while Hayden’s pussy muscles clenched around my length. “Sure.”
“Make me?” she whispered, like she didn’t want the others to hear.
I was too gone to even process anything. I was operating on instinct alone. “Tara, give me your pussy,” I demanded, trying to give my voice a commanding tone.
The brunette whimpered. She bit her lip, then climbed onto the table, placing her knees on either side of my head. I was enshrouded by her tartan mini, and my world became plaid, her red lacy panties, and her warm-toned, juicy thighs.
My fingers slipped inside both Veronica and Clare as Hayden slowly lifted and lowered, fucking me with torturous, languished movements.
Tara rubbed her lace covered pussy over my lips, showing me just how wet she was. The fabric was soaked through. I could taste her salty need through the material. Then she pushed it aside and held her lips splayed open with her finger in the Vulcan salute.
Lick long and prosper, I thought, holding in a deranged chuckle.
Tara’s pussy dripped onto my face, red under the dark tartan blanket that was now my world. My fingers pumped inside the women on either side of me. Pulses of unrestrained pleasure flowed from my cock with every withdraw and insertion as Hayden built to a steady rhythm. She moaned continuously, making little mewling noises. Gasped, “Mike, yes, mike.”
Clare pushed my fingers deeper inside her, guiding me to her G-spot as Tara lowered her pussy to my mouth, rubbing her silky wet lips until I was kissing her clit. Then I latched on to the throbbing little bud and sucked. I couldn’t do anything more. My brain was fried. I kept my fingers moving inside Ronnie and Clare, but with the way Hayden’s tight pussy muscles kept clenching, and the sweet taste of Tara’s pussy on my tongue, I was barely functioning — overloaded on sensation — just a willing vessel for their pleasure.
Clare’s pussy fluttered, fucking herself with my hand. Tara ground herself, mewling as I sucked her clit hard. Hayden bounced on my groin, bringing me closer and closer to another explosion. Her whimpers were now loud “Ugh, ugh, ugh,” sounds every time she sank down deeply onto my cock, her breasts bouncing wildly.
Veronica had faded from my awareness, until almost silently, her inner walls quivered, coating my fingers in moisture. Her hand gripped my wrist so tightly it almost hurt.
Then Clare cried out — a sound I knew well at that point. Her gasped “fuck,” and “OooOOOooo,” as her pussy pulsed around my fingers pushed me closer to the edge.
“Come, Hay,” Tara whimpered, sounding less the dominatrix and more the desperate little kitten from last night. Her pussy ground against my lips so fast I kept losing my grip on her clit, and had to redouble my efforts, sucking harder. She screamed, pushing her pussy hard onto my face, coating me completely in her wanton juices. “Oh, fuck, lover, yes!” More wetness coated my mouth, flooding my tongue with her salty cum. “Oh, gooooooood,” she cried, stretching out her cry to the almighty as she slipped off the table.
Light almost blinded me. Multiple recessed spots twinkling in the high ceiling. But my vision quickly focused on the raven-hared goddess fucking my lap. Bound, with her breasts bouncing up and down as she rode me — dark hair dancing in her face. Her mouth was open in an ‘O’ as she continued to “Ugh,” and “Mmmm.”
Clare whimpered as I pulled my fingers from her, and Veronica’s grip released, allowing my attention to focus on Hayden. I reached out and took her breasts in hand, spreading Clare and Veronica’s sticky release where mine had coated. I ground her nipples with my thumbs as she locked her gaze with mine. Her big brown eyes were hooded, almost rolled as she tried to focus on me, whispering my name on repeat. She had just rocketed up near the top of my list of ‘Sexiest Things I’d Ever Seen’. She was so blissed out. I couldn’t imagine how many times she’d come so far. It felt like she was coming constantly with how tightly she kept squeezing.
I groaned as she fucked me harder, crying out as I pinched her nipples. Closer, she pulled me to the edge of that great expanse that dropped off into the ocean of pleasure. Our eyes were making love as we fucked each other. I pushed my hips up to meet her, growing more ragged the closer I got. She panted harder, drops of sweat rolling down her flawless, high cheekbones. Her dark hair stuck to her face. Her pussy clenched.
“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I whispered, looking deep into her pretty brown pools of temptation.
Her pussy clenched again, and she gasped, “Mike!”
Hearing my name on her lips almost made me shoot. I didn’t want it to end, but I needed to come. I was fucking another one of them unprotected, and no one seemed to care. I really needed to bring that up at some point. But right now? No chance. I had Hayden’s breasts in my hand as the raven beauty fucked me, tied and bound on a sex table, in a sex room.
How did I get here?
“MMMMMmmmmmMMMMM,” Hayden cried, suddenly slamming her core against me. I was wrong before. Her tight, clenching pussy wasn’t her coming. The great, vise crushing grip she had on my cock now was.
“Oh. Fuck. Me,” I cried out as Hayden’s pussy fluttered and squeezed my shaft in pulsing waves. It was incredible. My cock tightened. My balls cried out for release.
“Oh, fuuuuuck,” she moaned, long and loud.
I exploded. Pushing up deep inside her, releasing a flood. Ecstasy filled my mind. My cock flexed with every shot. Hayden’s channel convulsed, milking my cock for more as she continued to groan loudly.
I blanked. Lost in it. Lost in her. Drowning in the pleasure.
It never lasted long enough. Just a flash. A teasing glimpse of heaven before being thrown back down to earth.
“I can feel it,” she whimpered, rolling her eyes. She looked so beautiful. Not in a sexy way, but more raw. Lost in her own pleasure. Exposed. Vulnerable. Gorgeous.
The ethereal moment faded, and I slumped down on the table completely spent, trying to catch my breath. Cum oozed from her slit down my shaft. Sweat dripped from her nose as she hung over me, limp, suspended by the rope. She sighed, smiling, eyes closed. It filled me with warmth, having finally claimed her.
I realized all the others had gathered around the table to watch us come after they had. It was like being surrounded by sex and love.
Then I groaned, remembering. We still had to deal with Clare’s apartment. From where I slumped, exhausted on Veronica’s table, covered in feminine release, that task felt impossible. I wasn’t leaving this table soon, and neither was Hayden.
“Definitely better than a crossword,” Veronica joked, and I groaned more at that.






  
  PART SIX









  
  CHAPTER ONE


I cussed, tripping over a bag, narrowly missing a stack of boxes. It had been two days since we moved Clare out of her apartment, and I hadn’t seen her since — she needed some time to figure herself out... or something. The corridor felt hollow with the knowledge she wasn’t living there anymore. 
My tiny apartment, however, was all Clare. I couldn’t move without stepping on or tripping over something of hers. Practically the entire contents of her place were now in mine, and she wasn’t in a hurry to collect it. I dropped my keys on the counter and shut the door with a sigh. I hadn’t seen Tara, either. She messaged me every night, just like Clare, but going from the center of attention to a lonely apartment I could hardly move in left me hollow.
I think I’d gotten addicted to them. All of them. Any of them. Coming home from work — where I spent the day thinking about them — to an empty apartment, sucked. Maybe I should have let Clare move in?
I plotted a course through the towers of boxes, around the table covered in a dismantled bed frame, and past the mountain of clothes bags to my bedroom. I changed into some sweats to kick it on the sofa and play some games, when I remembered the TV was blocked by the boxes, and the couch was covered in other assorted crap.
I sighed louder. Maybe I’d just get takeout and read. I’d started Fifty Shades again after we found out about Ronnie’s Red Room, and I realized that nearly all the girls were into that in some form or another. I’d hoped re-reading it with my new experiences would bring me a revelation about why I’d felt like I did when I was with them. Why seeing Hayden bound turned me on so damn much. But I hadn’t got to the good bits yet, and the rest was boring, if I’m honest.
I was just about to dig the paperback out from where I hid it inside my nightstand, when the door buzzer cut through the lonely silence like a pissed off bee.
I hustled through the wreckage of Clare’s apartment and peeked through the spyhole to find a big brown eye staring back. It was kinda freaky, all distorted, but kinda beautiful. The dark lashes proved it wasn’t the dick from downstairs who constantly found something to complain about.
“Mike? It’s me, Hayden. Please tell me that’s your eye mine is making out with,” she said.
“It is,” I replied, unlocked and opening the door. I froze for a second as I did. Words failed me. It hit me then that Hayden was a runner. Wanted to go pro... I think. I couldn’t remember what Clare had said, but she certainly looked the part in her tight green Lycra shorts and sports bra. Her toned stomach was on full display, and her jet-black hair hung just below her chin, so straight, but wild, getting in her face.
Hayden’s gaze explored all of me, before her big brown eyes widened. She took her bottom lip under her top teeth as her cheeks bloomed into a rosy hue, looking away. “Hi.”
“Hayden,” I said. Warmth, and if I’m honest, relief, flooded through me — like an addict getting his fix.
“I thought I remembered where Clare lived, but...” She turned to face me, looking up through her lashes. “You never know whose door you might knock on.”
I smiled at her continued shyness. “Well, it’s definitely my door.” I opened it wide, and her eyes almost popped out of their sockets.
“Holy hell, Mike.” Her gaze moved past me to the piles of Clare filling my apartment to the brim. “Hasn’t she come to get her stuff yet?”
I sighed, turning to look at the stacks of boxes. After the session in Ronnie’s playroom, we didn’t exactly have the energy to move Clare to Veronica’s. So Tara and I just carried things across the hall while Clare frantically packed. “Huh.” I pretended to be startled. “So that’s what all this stuff is.”
I turned back to a big smile spreading across her bowed lips. She chucked at my grin, and I felt like I was sixteen again, trying to impress the girl across the street. “That’s unbelievable.”
“Clare has conveniently been AWOL. You want to come in?” I chuckled. “There might just be room.”
She hummed in indecision. “If you’re sure it’s okay?”
I stood aside. “I’d love the company. I can’t even get to my TV.” Slowly she stepped across the threshold and the scent of her drifted past. She smelled like a fresh morning breeze. “I think I’m getting withdrawal from... my Xbox,” I trailed off into a whisper, not really wanting her to hear. But she did.
“Oh, you game? What do you play?”
I sighed, shutting the door, waiting for the teasing to start. “Racing games, mostly. Anything with repetition I can get good at, you know.” I knew it was a foolish hope, but I had to ask. “Do... do you game?”
“Me?” she said, sounding shocked. “Huh, no one’s asked me that before.” A shy smile tugged at her lips. “Uh, yeah?” She took a breath. “Sorry, I don’t tell anyone, because they usually make fun of me. Apart from Ronnie.” She leaned on a stack of boxes and they almost fell over. “Sorry.” She righted the leaning tower of Clare’s crap and continued. “But I know what you mean.” She held up her hand with a guilty smile. “MMO addict.”
My smile couldn’t be wider unless she’d been naked. “Cool.” I was back to square one, with my cheeks heating and my vocabulary regressing to that of a teenager.
“But I get you, though.” She folded her arms, pushing up her tightly compressed chest. “That’s my favorite part. Figuring out a build. Perfecting the rotation.”
I think I was in love. “The sense of achievement when you get better and better?”
She nodded, smiling widely. Then she giggled. “I never imagined you game, Mike,” she said, her voice softening as she took a step closer like she was magnetized.
“No?” That was confusing. I thought I emanated ‘geek chic’ like she did ‘out of my league hottie’.
She shook her head, swaying her raven curtain. “Nope.” She smiled, hooking her locks behind her ears. “The way you just... with Clare that first night?” She pretended to fan herself. “Then every time since?”
I laughed. “Well, gamers are people, too. And in my defense... that was Clare’s fault.”
Hayden chuckled. “I know, I know. It’s all just... unexpected, that’s all.”
I took a step closer, away from the front door. “Unexpected… good?”
She smiled again, looking down at my hand. Then up to my mouth. Slowly, she reached out and slid her long, pale fingers around my palm and held. “Good,” she laughed. “So damn good. Like dream guy, good.” She licked her lips, then whispered, “hot and sexy, kinda good.”
I reached out and returned the clump of raven hair that had escaped from behind her ear. “I could say the same about you.” Now it was my turn to look down from her big brown eyes that seemed to pull me in to her parted lips. She licked them again, and they glistened invitingly.
“I...” she said, dragging her gaze back up to my eyes. “I was going for a run.” She rolled her eyes, tilting her head. “If you couldn’t tell.” The fading flush of her cheeks flared again as she smiled. “But I couldn’t stop thinking about you, about what happened, and....” She swallowed. Her long, smooth, pale throat flexed as she did. “It’s not that I want more,” she said, grinning on one side, squinting her eye. “I mean I do. I just didn’t think our first time would be... like that, is what I’m trying to say.”
I took her other hand. “So you didn’t like... uh, how did you...” I stumbled, confused.
Hayden squeezed my hand as I gazed into her deep brown irises, trying to stay focused. “Oh, no, Mike. I loved it. It was hot.” Her smirk bloomed into a dazzling grin. “My brain might have been a little spotty from all the orgasms Ronnie’s little toy gave me,” she tittered. “But I dunno, dude, I’m kinda old-fashioned. Clare and Tar might want to just get fucked, screaming the damn house down, but I like a little romance, you know?” Her flush brightened as she bit her lip. “Uh, oh wow, I can’t believe I’ve actually said all this. You’re really easy to talk to, you know?”
I opened my mouth to speak, but I didn’t know what to say. Thankfully, Hayden continued.
“I’m just gonna finish while I can.” She took a breath. “So, I... I want us to make love.” Quickly, she glanced away. “It’s cool if you’re not in to—”
“Hayden,” I said, finding my voice. I pinched her chin, forcing her gaze back to mine. Her eyes were bright, but her lids were drooping. “It’s cool,” I repeated back. “I do that because that’s what Clare likes, or whatever.” I returned the wayward clump of dark hair behind her ear and then cupped her cheek. She bit her lip, gazing loving into my eyes. Out of all of them, Hayden had the most loving gaze. We’d never discussed our feelings before that moment, but I knew what she felt from that deep, affectionate stare. She looked as lost as I was. “But if you don’t want that, then please tell me.” I brushed my thumb along her silky cheek. “Never be afraid to tell me how you’re feeling. What you want.” I grinned. It was almost unbelievable I got to say these things. “It’s easy to learn about someone when there’s only one, but when there’s five—”
“Oh, wow,” she whispered. “I never thought about it from your perspective. Clare jokes that you just love the attention, but... I guess you have a lot to contend with, too.”
I grinned. “Well, Clare’s not wrong...”
She laughed, her cheeks flexing against my palm. Then she sighed, leaning into the touch. Her fingers tightened their grip. “I know I’ve not known you long. It’s only been a few weeks, and even then we’ve hardly spent any time together. Do you think people can fall that fast? Or more than once?”
I smirked. “We have kinda done tenth date stuff. We’re kinda out of order.”
She grinned again, and I loved Hayden’s smile. “Tenth, huh? If bondage fucking is ten, what’s eleven?”
I chuckled, realizing we were still standing in the middle of Clare’s boxes. “That would be a discussion for the bedroom,” I said, releasing her cheek and taking hold of her hand. She giggled as I pulled her through all the stuff and in to my bedroom. It was kinda spartan. Just a double bed, a nightstand, a wardrobe. That’s all I could fit. Aunt Beatrice always used to joke she needed little space. I believed it.
“I’m glad I’m not the only one living in a matchbox,” Hayden said, closing my bedroom door behind us. She gave me one of her shy smiles when I raised a brow questioningly. “I want this to be just us. Kinda feels like Clare’s watching me with all her stuff out there.” She scrunched her cheek. “She kinda watched us enough last time.”
“I get that.” My thoughts swirled to my evening with Tara, and how nice it was to have some alone time with them, one on one. When we’re all together, it’s chaotic. But alone, it’s like shining a spotlight on an individual, and there was something special about that. “Just us here,” I said, taking the hem of my tee between my fingers, and then slowly lifting.






  
  CHAPTER TWO


Never in a million years would I have thought I’d be the one trying to ease such a shy hottie as Hayden, and somehow, I found the courage to do so. It was easy when she was looking at me like she did. She let out a quiet breath as I pulled the cotton over my head and tossed it aside. “You’re really pretty,” she said. Then her cheeks bloomed again. “I mean, handsome... but also pretty.” She slipped out of her shoes and slowly, on uncertain steps, she crossed the five feet across my bedroom. “A guy can be pretty. Don’t give me that look.” 
I was a tad confused. “You’re pretty, Hayden... I’m...” Just me.
She slid her arms around my neck, and I was staring into those big brown eyes again. Somehow, they were even bigger. “You’re pretty to me.” She lifted on her toes and pressed her lips against mine. Her scent invaded my nose, transporting me to a summer’s day as her soft, silky pillows dragged across the surface of my bottom lip. She didn’t really taste of anything — except maybe purity — but to me, it was the sweetest flavor. She whimpered, pressing closer, pushing her compact cleavage against my bare chest. Her eyes closed. My hands went for her waist, feeling the toned muscle of her abs, and the smooth curve of her hips in her tiny, formfitting shorts. She pulled away and took her top lip under her bottom and just gazed at me. Then she whispered. “I want you, Mike.” Slowly. Teasingly, slowly, she released my neck and reached for her bra. There was no clasp to undo, no catch to release, and Hayden wiggled the tight fabric over her breasts. Pulled and an elbow through, then the other. Her breasts bounced free, then her hair, until she was holding the green garment, unsure what to do with it.
My gaze didn’t leave hers as I took the clump of fabric from her and tossed it on the growing pile. She bit her lip again as I gazed lovingly at her perky breasts. I was surprised how pale her areolas were. Just slightly darker and more rosy than the rest of her porcelain complexion. A cute little mole sat just above her right nipple, and I wanted to survey the rest of her for cute imperfections. But then Hayden was moving. Sliding her arms around my neck. My hand instinctively raised, waiting as her lips found mine, and my palms found her breasts.
She mewled as her perfect handful just filled my grip, poking with her hard, springy nipples. Then her full taste filled my mouth. Salty sweet as her tongue playfully dipped inside, and the kiss deepened, dragging me down with it.
Hayden pressed herself harder against me and I took a step back for balance, but bumped into the bed and fell. She landed on top as I bounced, letting out a titter that was short-lived as her lips sought mine again. She whimpered, feeling the hard length of my cock — fighting for freedom inside my sweats — brush against her thigh.
Raven locks dangled in my face as she repositioned until she was straddling me, kissing me, grinding her core against me. I found her breasts again, kneaded them, loving their warmth, their softness.
She pulled away, gazing with her pretty mahogany eyes. “Mike...” She trailed a hand down to my groin. “Can I... Can I taste you again?”
I grinned. What else can you do when a girl asks you that? “You’ve got a real thing about that,” I said, realizing just how many times Hayden had my cock in her mouth since we met.
Her cheeks flushed as she looked away, taking her top lip under her bottom. “Yeah,” she cooed, sliding her finger inside the waistband of my pants. “Can I?”
I had to stop myself from shouting ‘yes please!’ “You never have to ask, Hayden. I’m yours.”
She hummed, pulling down my pants, and I helped her until she was yanking both them and my shorts off my feet. I slumped back onto my elbows, enjoying the hungry look she gave my hard, throbbing shaft. “I love your cock,” she whispered, staring at the length. “Just the right size. Just big enough to push myself.”
I’m sure she was saying something important, but my attention was snagged on the way she wiggled down her tiny shorts — panties and all — then struggled her way out of them, adding them to the pile. She stood before me, naked and gleaming like an angel. Her long, toned legs rising to meet at the center of that tantalizing mound between her thighs. “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” I breathed, just lost in the curve of her smooth tummy that tapered down past a neatly trimmed triangle of dark fuzz, then the tight, smooth slit of her pussy. Her bright brown eyes flashed. God, I loved the way she looked at me.
Then she was between my thighs — shyness forgotten — tucking her raven locks behind her ear as she licked up my length.
I groaned as her tongue flicked the sensitive underside, swirled there for a moment, then, “Ah, fuck!” My hips lifted off the bed as hot, wet perfection slid down my cock, all the way to the base. A flex around my crown, then a moan told me she was fighting her gag reflex. Holding my shaft deep in her throat.
My head lolled as I flopped off my elbows and grabbed my head. A surge of bliss pulsed through me. Everything she did. Licking my balls whilst still having me all the way. Sucking up the length. Moaning with a gasp. All drove me wild.
She giggled. “You like that, bae?”
There was this bridge of saliva between the tip of my cock and her lips. “Fuck yes,” I breathed, wondering what the goddess was going to do next. She pumped my cock with her hand, making a squelching sound. “This isn’t just for you. I’d not...” Her cheeks bloomed again as she looked down. “I don’t get wet just looking at you like Tara or Clare. That’s not you, that’s me. But this does it.”
Wait, they do? I tried to listen, I really did, but she sucked back down my cock, swirling her tongue the entire way, and I almost blew my load. “Ugghhhh!”
She tittered with my cock in her throat. She was incredible. Hayden’s magical mouth could make me come quicker than anybody. I didn’t understand how she did that. She moaned a complaint, sucking the tip hard. “I’d better stop. I felt you almost come, and I want to feel that inside me again.” She kneeled between my thighs, fisting my shaft up and down.
“None of us ever talk about protection,” I said, rolling my eyes at what her thumb was doing over the head of my shaft. But I was trying to be responsible.
“I think I’m clean. I’ve only been with one other guy, and... that was back in... well, a while ago.”
“Same,” I said. Jessica Morris behind the bike shed after class. Best summer camp ever. Wasn’t the last time, but the last girl before I spawned a serious drive to focus on education. A lot of good that did me.
“I’m on birth control. Have been since that first night. I can tell you who isn’t. All the others. Huh,” she tittered. “I’m the responsible one.”
I covered my hands over my face. “Oh, god.” I’ve been fucking Clare and Tara completely bareback this whole time? Part of me loved that idea. The primitive part of me that wanted to breed them like in some twisted hentai. The thought of my hot blond neighbor, or the stellar brunette swelling with my child, filled some primal check-box. On the other side? The damn sensible part was horrified at the thought. I was only twenty-two. Hayden was twenty. Clare and Tara were a few years older, somewhere in their mid to late twenties. There was still so much I wanted to do before settling down with a family... I pulled my hands away to Hayden’s grin. What was I talking about? I was living the dream. Clare and Tara were career girls, barreling towards thirty. Maybe they wanted kids? What about Veronica? Could she?
“Hey,” Hayden said softly. She snuggled beside me on the bed, her naked warmth thawing the icy chill that had run down my spine. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to freak you out. They’re not pregnant. At least not yet, if that makes you feel better?”
She took my hands in hers as my wet cock poked her thigh. “No, I’m sorry I brought it up. I shouldn’t have. I—”
“Don’t do that, bae. Don’t put down the fact you had the guts to actually talk about it. That’s really sexy for me. We should probably all have a talk about this.” A mischievous grin slipped onto her lips. I hooked the wayward clump of dark hair back behind her ear. “But not today. Today I want you to make love to me without thinking about the others. It’s just you and me.” She leaned in and whispered, “And I’m so wet for you right now.”
Hayden’s bubbly laugh echoed through the small bedroom as I grabbed her and rolled us over. “I’m so hard for you,” I said, reciprocating.
She grinned. “I know. I had that hardness in my mouth.” A shiver fluttered down her body, making her gasp. I looked at her for a second as she lay under me, just basking in her splendor. Her big brown eyes, and how they sparkled, gazing at me lovingly. Her pale cheeks, that were again turning pink under my inspection. She licked her plush, bowed lips, making them glisten. Her raven locks splayed out underneath like a dark halo. I wasn’t pretty, but she sure was. “Mike?” She whispered.
“Yeah?” I breathed.
“What are you waiting for? Make love to me.”
I chuckled. “Right. Sorry. It’s just... with Clare and Tara stealing the limelight, I never realized just how damn beautiful you are.”
She looked away, smiling — her cheeks blooming into a deep red that traveled down her neck, spreading across the top of her breasts.
I snapped myself out of it. Hayden’s gaze locked back to mine as I spread her legs, lifting one higher and pressing my cock at her entrance. Slowly I pushed inside her hot, wet chamber, suddenly remembering just how tight she was. Her mouth dropped into an ‘O’ as her back arched. “How are you so tight?” I murmured, loving the sensation as inch by inch I sank deeper into her depths.
“Mmmmm,” she moaned as I seated myself inside her completely. I held her thighs, lifting them higher so I could go a fraction deeper. “Work. Out. A lot,” she panted. “Strong... pelvic floor and... all that.... Mike, I don’t know if I said this before, but I really love your dick. Like holy shit, it’s like my second favorite thing about you.” She said the second part at the speed of light.
I grinned, running my fingers up and down her silky toned thighs. “Second? What’s the first?”
Her rosy cheeks flare again as she bit her lip and looked away. “The way you look at me.”
I crawled higher, so I was braced on either side of her head, and she clamped her legs around my ass. I had to hold in a chuckle — it was the most vanilla sex position I’d been in with anyone of them. That was crazy. I kissed her right breast, licking a loop around her hard nipple. “And how do I look at you?”
I moved up as she answered. “Like I’m special.”
I held my lips a fraction from hers. She licked them again, her eyes dipping to mine in anticipation. “That’s because you are,” I whispered, then kissed her while pulling my cock back, and slowly pushed forward.
She arched beneath me, moaning into my mouth. Hayden’s pussy was a little slice of heaven. So silky, so warm... so tight. We kissed as I slowly fucked her — made love to her — kissing the whole time. Our tongues danced, swirling, teasing, tasting as my hips pumped in a steady, unhurried rhythm. She nibbled my bottom lip. I sucked her top. Her tongue flicked against my roof. I probed deeper, making her whimper.
My rhythm built in speed and urgency, and so did the kiss. “Fuck, I love this,” she gasped, arching her back more. She was making these little “Mmm-ugh,” mewling sounds in time with her gasped breaths. Her eyes rolled as I moved faster, dipping my cock in and out of her narrow, wet sheath. Pulses of pleasure joined the growing tightness inside my shaft as I pumped my hips faster.
Hayden threw her arms above her, wiggling beneath me. Her head lolled this way and that as I focused on fucking her. Quickly I was slamming against her core in loud wet, fucking sounds that joined her whines and her cries of, “oh, god, oh, fuck, oh, yes!”
The bed creaked, headboard tapping against the wall. The smell of sex and Hayden engulfed me in a cocoon of bliss.
“Fuck, yes, bae, faster. Please!”
I couldn’t deny her. My hand fisted in the material below me I as spread my legs wider, bracing myself. Then went to town.
Hayden cried out, grabbing my neck for support. Her body rocked up and down with each thrust that slapped against her, swaying her breasts beneath me. But from that point on, we didn’t stop staring deeply into each other’s eyes. I devoured her big brown orbs, and she gazed lovingly back — eyes flashing with each hard, fast thrust of my hips.
She gasped for breath. “Please don’t stop,” she panted, holding my neck tighter, digging her heels into my ass.
Nothing on earth could stop me.
“I’m so close. Oh... so close.”
Hayden was even more beautiful when she was about to come. She struggled to keep her eyes forward — always on the verse of rolling back. Her mouth made little breathing shapes like a goldfish. A really sexy goldfish.
A drop of sweat ran down my cheek, and my arms burned just enough to give me more urgency. Being with them all had done wonders for my stamina, but it wasn’t a limitless well, and I was rapidly reaching my limit, both physically and in my ability to not come the second I pushed inside her fantastic pussy. Her pussy was unlike anything else. The closer she came, the tighter she got. It was like a cock massage as I pounded her channel. I was so close.
Hayden breathed loudly. Big, ragged, rapid inhales and exhales. “Huh-uh, huh-uh, huh-uh. Oh, baby, I’m coming. I’m coming so fucking much.”
She went ridged beneath me, arching her back, throwing her arms out, then grabbing her head. One hand grabbed my arm, digging in her nails.
Her pussy constricted around my shaft, and it was too fucking much. A surge of pleasure and need thundered through my body. Hayden’s eyes rolled and the sight of her coming was more that I could survive.
Our skin “slapped” as I pushed home in a hard thrust, pushing her higher, and then grunted my release. “Me too.”
All I could think as I exploded deep inside her was how incredible it all was. How fantastic it felt. A wave of ecstasy flowed thorough me as Hayden shuddered, flooding my shaft, moaning and whimpering. I released so damn much inside her; I didn’t think I was going to stop. Or that she was.
Her legs clamped tighter around my ass as all of my strength poured through my cock, and in a great big breath, I collapsed on top of her.
Little aftershocks shivered through her as she gasped, catching her breath. “Oh, wow,” she cackled. “Like holy shit.”
I grinned, pulling my face out of her hair. My arms wobbled, so I rolled us onto our sides. “That good, huh?”
The laugh continued. “I mean, it was good before, but... Holy shit.” she wiggled her hips, flexing my cock inside her gooey pussy. “Oh, I can feel it. You filled me so good, bae,” she whispered. Then she laughed again. “That is gonna be dripping out of me for a while.”
I closed my eyes for a second, just reveling in the afterglow. The feel of her in my arms and on my cock. The contentment swirling in my mind and the warmth in my chest. “I...” I started, but instantly forgot what I was going to say. Instead, I just gazed at Hayden as she grinned at me so damn wide it made my cock flex inside her and satisfaction thrummed in my chest.
She moved her lower arm under her head to support it as her damp locks hung, partly stuck to her face. She blew a clump off her lips. “Was it like that with the others?”
I thought about it for a second. “It’s different.” I trailed my fingers up and down her hip.
Her fair skin was coated in a fine sheen of sweat and her legs were still wrapped tightly around me like she didn’t want to let me go. “How? You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to.”
I propped my head up on my arm like she did. “I don’t mind answering. I just don’t know if I can. With Clare it’s always hot, but... fast? She just wants to be fucked. A lot.” I grinned. “Tara is way more kinky than I imagined. She’s in the middle, I guess? Then there’s you.”
She bit her lip as her cheeks flushed again, giving her a pretty hue. I liked that look on her. “Me? Oh, wow, you’ve only been with three of us. I dunno why. I thought I was last.” She smiled wider. “I’m your third?”
I nodded. “My passionate, explosive third,” I grinned. “As much as I loved the other stuff,” I said, sliding my fingers down her outer thigh. “I love this too.”
She leaned in and placed a gentle kiss on my lips. “Me too. It feels more... intimate?” She smiled again, scrunching her cheeks. “So I guess I’m one of your girls now?”
I loved the thought. “Only if you want to be. Clare and Tara seem happy to share me.”
She squinted and shook her head. “I think I was yours from that first night.” She bit her lip and looked away. “I’ve thought about this since then.”
“Really?”
She turned back. “I hate dating. It’s such bullshit, and most guys my age don’t... well, our age? You’re only a couple of years older than me, right? Keep forgetting that.” I struggled to understand that. I didn’t feel mature, but these girls obviously saw something different from what I saw in the mirror. “But they have the emotional depth of a spoon.” She giggled, making my softening cock shift at her entrance. “Ohhh. Is it wrong I want to keep you inside me as long as possible?”
A dopey grin slipped onto my lips. “No. I’m very happy where I am.” I said it so she knew I mean with her in my bed, in my arms, and not just on my cock.
She kissed me again, her smile mirroring how I felt. “I’m glad. I could stay here forever.”
I chuckled. “I think the others would have something to say about that.”
She ran her top arm over my bare shoulder, feeling the contours. “They can say what they like. You’re mine as much as theirs now.” Her grin flattened. “How do you feel about all this... really? It’s not every day a guy gets to be with three... maybe five women.”
I breathed in. “I dunno,” I answered, lost in her eyes for a second while I thought. “At first, I didn’t feel anything. It was so... dreamlike. Like it wasn’t real, and I was just happy that Clare finally noticed me.”
Hayden chuckled. “Oh, Clare always noticed you. She called you her fit neighbor, Mike.”
“Huh,” I said, surprised. Clare had told me a little about how she felt, and that not all of her email emergencies were real. “I think I’ve moved onto acceptance now. It’s become more real... if that makes sense?”
She kissed me again. Long and slow. “Feels real to me.”
“Yes... yes it does,” I said, rolling over the top of her and kissing her. She giggled beneath me. I really wanted to go again, but I was starving, and being with Hayden was something I wanted to savor. “Did you eat?”
She grinned. “No, I told you, I wanted it inside me.”
I rolled my eyes.
“Nope. I was going for a run, but instead of the park, I ended up here. I haven’t eaten since my lunch break.”
I nodded. “Same. Takeout?”
She groaned. “I’d love that. Sex makes me crave Chinese, even though it’s naughty.”
I gave her a quick kiss, then leaned back on my haunches, slipping out of her. I was almost sad about that. “Chinese it is. I’m sure I have a menu around here somewhere.”
“Great.” She smiled, cupping her pussy. “Because I need to use the bathroom.”
“Feel free.” I slid off the bed in search of my stack of takeout menus in my apartment full of Clare.






  
  CHAPTER THREE


The next morning, the birds were chirping. The sun was shining, and I woke up with a raven beauty in my arms. Her leg draped over my thigh, and her eyes were open. Big, bright and golden-brown. “Morning, bae,” she whispered, like she didn’t want to disturb the perfect moment. 
“Morning,” I whispered back, to preserve the magic that surrounded us. “Have you been watching me sleep?”
She grinned, her cheeks reddening as she looked away. “Maybe. You were so peaceful, and beautiful, I didn’t want to move.” She interlaced her fingers in mine, and it felt so right. Until Clare, then Tara, and now Hayden, I’d never felt that before. It was like I’d saved myself for this moment, and now I had a lot of love to give.
I chuckled. “Creeper.”
Playfully, she slapped my arm. “And now the moment’s gone.” She pulled the covers higher, over our heads, submerging us in a linen paradise. “Can we do this again?” She frowned. “How does this even work with the three of us?” She giggled. “Do we just all pile into a gigantic bed together?”
I couldn’t hold back the smile. Hayden was much less skittish after last night, but she still flushed when I looked at her. I shrugged. “Dunno. I’m just making this up as I go. I don’t know what I’m doing.”
“Like a leaf in the wind?”
“Pretty much.” I squeezed her hand. “That’s why I love these moments. Less chaotic, more simple.”
“Maybe it’s me?” she beamed. “You make me feel special, maybe I am?” Her smile faltered, and she closed her eyes. “Sorry. That’s stupid.”
I brushed my thumb along her cheek. “Maybe it is you.” I felt more relaxed than I ever had. Hayden had confused me from the moment I’d met her. But now? Holding her in bed, knowing how she felt? I could finally see her, and she was a stable tranquility in the tempest of Clare, Tara, Veronica, and Sara. “You make me feel...” I breathed in, tasting the scent of the fresh morning breeze that was Hayden. “Centered. Calm...” Quickly, I looked at her in horror. That was not a romantic thing to say... but maybe it was, because Hayden was looking at me like she did when she was moaning underneath me last night.
She bit her lip, widening her eyes. “I love that, because you make me feel safe, special, and... loved.” She scrunched her cheeks. “Crap, I’m sounding like a cheesy romance novel. You working today? I’m free if you want to hang out. We could just stay here?”
I groaned. “I did take the day off, but I was hoping to move Clare’s stuff. I was gonna call her last night—”
“Then I turned up, and well, you were busy.”
I kissed her nose. “Very.”
“I can help you? We can take her stuff over. I have my truck. I’d love to do that with you.”
“You would?”
“Absolutely.” She winced. “But we have to get up right now. Otherwise I won’t want to. I’ll just want to snuggle in your arms all day.”
I pulled her closer, loving it. “Mmmm,” I hummed. “That’s a lot of snuggling.”
She shrugged. “I like to snuggle.”
I pulled on every ounce of willpower I had and yanked the covers off. Sunlight cast across her hip, and the curve of her shoulder, fluttering in through dark hanging strands. I squinted. “I instantly regret doing that.”
Just as quick, Hayden pushed out of my arms, and rolled off the bed. “I have to get up. My resolve with you only goes so far.” She gave me a loving glance, then marched to the bathroom. I watched her toned, naked rear until the door closed.
I flopped on the bed and sighed. I had to clear my apartment. I had to clear my apartment. I had to... not think about Hayden naked in my bathroom. “Get up, get up, get up,” I chanted, slowly dragging myself from the warm spot on the bed and went off in search of coffee.
A few hours later, Hayden’s beat up old pickup was almost full. I couldn’t have asked for a better partner to unload Clare’s stuff. Hayden was strong for her size, wore sensible shoes, and didn’t stop for anything, except the odd lingering glance and a ball-clenching kiss. “That’s most of it,” she said, handing me two black bags I squeezed in. “How did fill your apartment, yet it fits in my truck?”
I hopped down from the tailgate and let her secure it. “Because my apartment’s tiny... and it wasn’t as packed, just tossed wherever me and Tara could put it before we dropped, while Clare ran around us freaking out.”
Hayden tittered, hooking a clump of raven locks behind her ear. “Yeah, I can see that.” She tossed me my apartment keys. “Ready to go?”
Hayden had changed her outfit from her running gear — she kept a change of clothes in her truck for after her run — and I couldn’t keep my eyes off the tight white tank that teased the pink bra underneath. I’d seen her breasts. Kissed them. Yet there was something about it that kept drawing my eye. That and the exposed expanse of perfectly toned tummy just above the drawstring of her khaki cargo pants. “Yep.”
We hopped in her pickup, and she froze behind the wheel.
I waited, giving her a minute, but the strange silence got the better of me. “Whats... wrong?”
She quickly glanced at me, then looked away. “I... I just wanted to enjoy this a moment longer. Just us, before... I had to share you again.”
I sighed, my chest tightening. “Hayden, this won’t be the last time we spend alone together.”
Her cheeks were flushed when she looked at me. “I know, but this has been kinda great for me, and... never mind,” she said in a lighter tone, starting the engine and fighting with the stick.
There were so many things unsaid in that ‘never mind’, that I had to fight to hold my tongue. She would tell me what was on her mind, eventually... I hoped.
She played some country pop as we drove, and I reluctantly sang along after a three songs — much to Hayden’s delight.
Veronica’s wasn’t that far, but we stopped off for a bite to eat on the way, so it was early afternoon when we pulled up to a familiar, looming iron gate. Hayden tapped in the gate code, and the great beast rumbled aside like we’d awoken it from its slumber.
We parked around the fountain, angling the truck so the rear faced the side entrance. Clare’s mini wasn’t there, giving me a twinge of disappointment. “What if they’re out?” I asked, jumping down from the pickup.
“Then we’re leaving it here. It was not fair of her to leave this stuff with you, and I’m not taking it home. You’re too easy on her, bae. Clare needs a firm hand, or she’ll walk all over you, and she’ll love you for it.” She tittered, lowering the tailgate. “I sound like a dog trainer.” She grinned widely, making her brown eyes sparkle in the early afternoon light. “Clare’s... a complicated one. Both her and Tara. Can you check Ronnie’s in?”
I wrapped my arm around her bare midriff and pulled her close. “Sure,” I said, kissing her softly. The last moment before the storm.
We placed our foreheads together, and I sighed at just how much I loved being around her. “I can’t believe I’m saying this,” she whispered. “It feels too soon, but... I love you, Mike.” She tittered. “It’s even more crazy when I say it out loud!”
My hand slipped down to cup her ass, pulling her closer. “I’ve learned to embrace the crazy this past month. So why not? I love Clare. Tara, and now you. Maybe I just fall fast. Maybe it’s fate. Who knows? I can only go by how I feel, and right now my heart is beating so damn fast.”
She sighed. “Smooth talker... Go before I drag you into the pile of boxes and make you see stars. Clare would be mad, because it would not be gentle, and I won’t care if her stuff gets wrecked.”
I gazed into her eyes. “Might be worth it?”
She took her top lip under the bottom, squinting. “Don’t. I’m so close to ripping your fly open as it is.” She shook her head and pushed me away. “Go see if Ronnie’s in.”
I gave her a grin — one last visual feast — before jogging to Ronnie’s side entrance. I knocked and rang the buzzer. It took a minute before the door cautiously opened.
“Mikey?”
“Hey, Ronnieeeeeee?” My words turned into a shriek as the older woman opened the door. I had to do a double take. Veronica’s platinum blond waves were now thick black tresses that cascaded down to the matching bustier. “What the…”
The seductive older woman beamed a smile as I gazed at her with pure lust. “Yeah,” she said slowly, squinting an eye. “Do you like it?”
My gaze devoured the tight leather pants that hugged her mature, but flawlessly curvaceous, figure. Her petite cleavage in the red lace trimmed bustier. The silver necklace, and those gorgeous black waves.
She could have been Hayden’s mom. Fuck, why was that so sexy? “Like? I love it!”
“Wow, fuck!” Hayden gasped, stopping behind me.
Veronica hugged herself, devoid of her usual confidence. “Okay, so I may have had a bit of a mid-life-crisis. Really, it’s all your fault, Mikey.”
I scoffed. “I’ll gladly take the credit. Ronnie, fuck. You’re gorgeous. Not that you weren’t before, but... I love it.” I stopped talking before I said anything stupid.
Veronica sighed, gazing at me with her slate-blue eyes. Was.. was she blushing?
Hayden giggled. “Oh, wow. Ronnie made herself sexy for a boy!”
A possessive wave flowed over me. “Wait. Who?” I demanded.
Hayden’s titter stopped dead. “Who do you think, genius? You!” I couldn’t see it, but I knew she was rolling her eyes at me.
She did this to impress me? I couldn’t fathom it. Couldn’t reconcile the strong, confident woman I knew Veronica to be with the blushing mature hottie before me.
“Oh, wow. Ronnie, you’ve got it bad.” Hayden slid her arms over my chest from behind. “Welcome to Club Mike.”
“Wow, Ronnie,” I said, stunned. “Does this mean you want to be my girlfriend?” It was a half-tease.
The seductive older woman scoffed. “I’ll have you know, when Hay does it, I find it mildly annoying. When you do it... It just makes me love you more, so stop it. I’m struggling enough with this as it is.”
“Can I just,” Hayden said, interrupting. “Clare’s not here, right?”
Veronica looked startled for a second. “Uh, no. She went home to see her parents. Clear her head. You know how dramatic that girl can be.”
Hayden scoffed. “All too well. So can we bring in her stuff? Mike could hardly move at his place.”
Veronica scowled. “She left it at yours? I am really going to have a word with her when she gets back.”
“It’s fine,” I said. “So, can we?”
“Can we what?”
“Ronnie, focus. I know Mike’s hot and all, but...” Hayden pointed to her truck loaded to the max with Clare’s belongings.
“Yes. Of course. You should bring it through the front. It will be quicker. Mikey, can you help me with the door?”
“Go ahead,” Hayden said, leaning in to whisper, “Mikey.” Then slapped my ass before giggling back to the truck.
Huh. I liked Ronnie calling me that. It was comforting. “So, you really dyed your hair for me?” I asked, following Veronica’s tight backside down the now familiar corridor of her home. It seemed almost weird to be there for something other than sex games.
She stopped inside the grand foyer with the enormous staircases. “Not for you. So you would look at me like you do them.”
“I looked at you different?”
She gave me a look as she unlocked the large oak front doors.
“Why would you think that?” I asked, heaving the doors open. Ronnie was right, they were heavy.
She didn’t answer.
“Ronnie?” I insisted. She was as much a part of this as anyone.
“Because we haven’t slept together. You’ve only felt me up, Michael, no doubt out of pity.”
“What?” I screeched in disbelief. I thought we’d gotten past this. “Ronnie.”
“Boxes aren’t gonna move themselves, stud,” Hayden said, heaving a box and two large black bags. “Where are we putting this? Because I’ll leave it here if I have to.”
Veronica buried the hurt and turned to Hayden. “He suits you, Hay. Come on. You can put it in the storage room. Let Clare deal with it when she gets back.”
I held my tongue. Then moped down the steps to the truck and unloaded Clare’s stuff.






  
  CHAPTER FOUR


A while later, with Hayden’s help, the truck was almost empty. But the whole time I couldn’t get Veronica out of my head. How could she think I found her less attractive than the others? She had something none of them did. I couldn’t put my finger on what that was, exactly. But she did. 
Clare was exciting, and fed a primal part of me that craved her sass, to just throw her down and fuck her silky pussy.
Tara was beyond gorgeous. She pushed me in different ways. I wanted her at my feet where she longed to be.
Hayden was almost like my partner in crime. From that first night, she was the one behind the character sheet. The stable presence that brought calm to chaos.
Sara was a question mark. That little princess I just wanted to protect.
But Veronica? There was something about the seductive older woman that fed into a need I couldn’t figure out. I just... wanted her to... hold me? What kind of bullshit was that? I brushed that thought aside and continued with the box to the storeroom.
“I’m sorry.” Veronica’s voice came from behind me as I added it to the stack.
I turned, finding her leaning against the doorjamb. “Sorry?”
“I was being unreasonable. Hay says you’ve only just fucked.” She smiled like her old self. “Though she used more... romantic words.”
“Yeah,” I said, trying to figure out where she was going with this.
“I thought you were all fucking like rabbits between Fridays,” she said, slumping against the jamb. “I had it built up in my head that... well, that you were humoring me. That you liked them, and, now... I feel foolish.”
I sighed. “Ronnie. You know that’s nonsense, right? I only saw Clare that first couple of weeks. Tara last, and Hayden yesterday.”
Ronnie took a deep breath. “I know that now,” she huffed. “Mommy’s sorry.”
I froze as something fluttered in my core. Some long held yearning mixing with the lust bubbling to the surface for this stunning older woman. She was nearly twice my age, but I didn’t care.
She winced. “Mikey, I’m sorry, I don’t know why I said—”
“That’s okay, mommy. This has all been so overwhelming. I don’t think any of us know exactly what we’re doing.” God, it felt right. How did it feel so right calling her that?
Veronica held out her arms, and I stumbled toward her like a hypnotized zombie. My arms went around her waist as she cradled me, pushing my face into her bosom. I sighed. I was home.
“Mommy made it better. You’re my special boy,” she whispered.
Fuck, I was contented and conflictingly horny. “Thank you, mommy,” I whispered, inhaling her floral scent. Absorbing her warmth. Lost in her curves.
“You’re like the son and the lover I always wanted, all rolled into one,” she whispered.
I didn’t say it, but she was like the mother I never had... just way sexier... and feeling for my junk.
“Let mommy take care of you,” she whispered, dropping to her knees, and opening my fly. Who was this woman that’d replaced Veronica?
I knew, of course, as she pulled out my hardening cock and slipped her plush, pouty lips over the crown and sucked. She’d been there the entire time. I hadn’t realized, so overwhelmed by sucking four gorgeous women’s tits, that she had used the words then. Had smothered me in her bosom, her warmth, her motherly love. “Agh, christ, Ronnie,” I gasped as she went to town sucking my cock. Her long black nails scrunched and scraped against my thighs as she slurped. It was fantastic. Not Hayden-coming-in-seconds hot, but close.
“Such a big cock for mommy,” she cooed, licking a dribble of pre-cum from the crown. My fingers sank into her silky, dark tresses as she bobbed against me. I shut my eyes as the pressure built. Mommy was taking care of me. It was twisted, but delicious thought. One that had me racing towards an orgasmic cliff.
“Does my special boy want to fuck mommy?”
“Oh, this is some sordid shit.” We both turned to see Hayden standing in the doorway holding a box, an expression of lusty shock on her pretty porcelain features. “Can I join?”
The thought made my cock jerk in Veronica’s hand. They were so alike. Veronica was old enough to be Hayden’s... It would be like fucking... no, I couldn’t think it. I was too close to coming in Ronnie’s hand as it was.
Veronica’s grin became cat-like as her eyes flashed. “Mommy always has room for her second favorite.”
“Christ, Ronnie, that’s sick. I kinda love it,” Hayden said, yanking her tank over her head, revealing her pink cotton bra. “Am I really your favorite?” She dropped to her knees before me, tossing the top aside.
Ronnie glanced at me before turning to the raven beauty — my cock still throbbing in her grip. She pinched Hayden’s chin with her other hand and leaned in. “Compared to the other two, you’re mommy’s little angel.”
Hayden’s mouth dropped open, but was stopped by the older woman’s lips pressing against hers.
My cock jerked again as Hayden let Veronica kiss her. There was some tongue, but it was clear Hayden was out of her depth.
“Let me take care of you both,” Ronnie whispered, pulling away from the kiss, but I wasn’t having it. I could tell Veronica did a lot for our little group, and as much as I enjoyed her being like this. It was time someone did something for her. It was like a dam had broken. I had to have her.
Hayden looked shell-shocked from the kiss as I placed my finger under the seductive older woman’s chin and turned her to me — tilting so she was looking up at me from her position on the floor. “But who looks after you?”
She swallowed. “Mikey, I...”
“Tell me you want me, Veronica,” I demanded, arousal and need taking control. “Tell me what you want.”
“Oh, fuck,” Hayden whispered. “Sexy Mike’s back.”
I glanced at the raven beauty making her whimper. She gazed at me, and we both knew the calm had passed. But as much as she loved our quiet, gentle moments, the hunger in her eyes told me she was eager for this, too.
“Mikey, I...”
I put pressure on Veronica’s chin, forcing her onto her feet. “Tell me, Ronnie.” I brushed a tangle of dark tresses out of her face.
Hayden squished up behind me, draping her arms around me. “Come on, Ronnie. I know you’ve yearned for this.” She kissed my neck, teasing me. My cock flared to life, still held loosely in Veronica’s hand.
Something switched inside the seductive older woman. Her eyes flashed as she licked her lips. “Fuck me, Michael. Fuck me like you do, Clare. Make me feel desired.”
I had to hold in the incredulous laugh. “Like? You are desired, Veronica. I yearn for you.” Then I kissed her. It wasn’t the gentle mouthing I’d shared with Hayden, but a desperate, hungry devouring. She staggered back, knocking over a stack of boxes. I stayed with her, my lips locked onto her as we carved a path through Clare’s stuff until her back hit the wall. She whimpered as I raised her arms above her head and held her pinned to the wall.
Hayden’s hands found their way to my shaft and gently pumped my length. “We’re gonna make you feel so good, Ronnie,” Hayden cooed, and at first I thought this was a different side of the raven goddess, but it wasn’t. Hayden was so caring, so loving. I felt it when she looked at me. The calm, sensible one, hidden behind her earlier rock-chick attitude and asymmetrical haircut. But she was exposed now, and jacking me off while I kissed the hell out of the seductive older woman.
I kept Ronnie’s arms pinned with one hand and move the other to the cups of her bustier. Gently kneading, then finding the zipper. One quick movement had her gasp, then the tight material spread apart revealing her naked, petite breasts. “Keep your hands there,” I growled, taking both her mounds in my hands and toying with her as I devoured her lips.
“This is what you’re like with Clare? Fuck, this is hot,” Hayden whispered. I almost objected when she released my shaft, but realized she’d moved to Ronnie’s pants. She was still kissing my neck, then changed her mind, gripping the hem of my tee, and quickly pulling it up to my arms. “You’re still wearing too much,” she said, tugging. I quickly pulled back, just long enough for the fabric to pass, then I was back on Veronica, playing with her breasts and dancing my tongue with hers. “Better.” Hayden continued to kiss my shoulder, but now had much more to kiss without my shirt, and she took advantage. She peppered loving kisses along my shoulder, my arms. All the while, she fumbled with Ronnie’s tight leather pants.
“Tell me you want this, Veronica,” I demanded, taking a breath.
Her eyes were big and wide under her lashes. “I’m shamefully wet for you, Mikey,” she said, voice hoarse.
“That’s what I like to hear, mommy,” I said, enjoying the shudder that fluttered through her body. I loved holding her breasts, thumbing her nipples. It was making her breathe that much harder.
“Ronnie, why are these so damn tight? They won’t budge.”
I chuckled, moving my hands down and taking over for Hayden, yanking the tight material down to her upper thighs. That’s as far as they’d go, any more and we’d have to stop to remove them. I could work with that. Hayden huffed, returning her attention to my cock. Exquisite silky panties greeted me as I explored with my fingers. Soaked panties. I teasingly slid my fingers inside the wet material and down over her now bare mound.
Veronica had prepared herself for me as part of her crisis, it seemed.
The seductive older woman mewled as my digits pushed through her folds and forced their way inside her tightly squeezed entrance. Her pants had no give, so she was tight, and I couldn’t wait to be inside her. Ronnie seemed lost for words. She just panted, staring into my eyes as I fingered her dripping slit inside her panties. “Christ, Ronnie, you’re soaked. Lean against the wall and show me that delicious rear.”
The older woman whimpered as she shuffled, turning on the spot, keeping her arms above her head. Hayden pressed her lips to my ear. “Can I take it back?” she whispered. “I love this just as much as the loving version of you.”
I chuckled, enjoying the view of Veronica’s silk thong between her pale cheeks. “Both me, Hay.” They were. I’d realized, embraced really, this side of myself. Commanding these gorgeous women completed some deep instinct, and it was too good to ignore. I love it all. I was a kid who’d finally been allowed to play.
I squeezed Veronica’s ass, kneading the fleshy globes, spreading them to see the slight frill of her panties as they nestled between her cheeks.
“Please,” Ronnie finally said, finding her voice. “Please, Mikey, I need you. I can’t take it anymore.”
“Then push your ass out.”
She did. Arching her back as much as she could. “But my... I can hardly move...”
I yanked her panties down and pushed my cock between her thighs, brushing my shaft against her folds. “Oh, they’re staying.” I fucked her thighs for a few seconds, coating myself in her dripping arousal, then pulled out and lined myself up.
“Oh, lord have mercy,” she whimpered as I pushed inside her. Her lips stretched around my girth, and hell, was she tight with her thighs held together. Her hot, silky wetness sent pulses of bliss through my length.
Hayden gasped. “Fuck, that’s hot bae.” She moved to my side and commanded my attention as I gripped Veronica’s hips and fucked the older woman with everything I had.
Wet slapping filled the air as blissful waves of pleasure thundered through my shaft as I thrusted in and out of Veronica’s hot, wet pussy. Hayden turned my head and kissed me.
Her fingers trailed all over my chest as I pounded Ronnie against the wall and licked Hayden’s tongue.
“Oh, fuck!” Veronica cried, coming. Her mature pussy quivered, flooding her channel in more juices. I broke the kiss and slapped Veronica’s ass. “Good, mommy. But we’re not done yet.” I shared a glance with Hayden, whose gaze had grown needy.
Veronica could only make panted grunts as I moved her to the floor in the space we’d made. I positioned her on her back and made her watch as I pulled Hayden close and kissed her. While our tongues meshed, I untied the drawstring of her pants and let them fall to the floor. The raven beauty whimpered, kissing me harder as I pulled her panties down, letting them fall to her ankles.
I turned my attention to Veronica as she watched intently from the floor, legs bound by her pants. “You’re gonna show Hay what a good girl she’s been, mommy, while I give you what you want.”
Ronnie gulped as I positioned Hayden at her head. “A-and what’s that?”
I leaned down, loving the look of desperation on her face. “I’m gonna come so deep in your pussy, I’m gonna flood your womb.” It was a little over the top, I know. But it had the intended effect, and the older woman visibly shuddered with a gasp, joining Hayden’s whimper.
I think I was getting the hang of this dominant stuff.
I kneeled and grabbed Veronica’s legs as Hayden dropped to her knees over Ronnie’s face. “You okay with this, Ronnie?” the raven goddess asked.
Veronica grabbed her thighs and dove into her pussy. “Come to mommy,” she groaned, and then Hayden cried out, almost falling over, having to splay her fingers on Veronica’s breasts to stay upright, which just made the seductive older woman moan more into Hayden’s young, wet pussy.
I, meanwhile, was enjoying the view of Ronnie’s tongue flicking against Hayden as I lifted Ronnie’s bound legs over my shoulder to reveal her dripping pussy. It was so puffy and flushed. It was beautiful. I grabbed a bag of Clare’s clothes and pushed it under her ass as I lifted her up by her legs. When her pussy was at a better height, I lined myself up, and then pushed back inside her blissful tightness.
Veronica shuddered. I moaned, and Hayden whimpered. The stellar twenty-year-old watched me fuck Veronica as the older woman ate her pussy for dinner. “Mmmm, fuck, Mike. oh, fuck, bae,” she moaned.
“God, you’re so sexy like that, getting your pussy licked,” I grunted, slapping against Veronica’s ass, pushing as hard and deep inside her slick pussy as I could.
Hayden snapped her legs around Ronnie’s head. “Fuck. Again with the dirty talk,” she said, grinning.
“Just saying what I’m seeing,” I said, feeling the tightness build within me as I fucked Veronica. 
I was fucking Veronica.
I’d had Hayden last night, and now I was inside the hot older widow. I thought back to when the highlight of my week was Clare needing my help. Now I’d fucked her. Her bestie. Then Hayden. Had all three of them as my girlfriends. My lovers. Now, here I was dipping my cock in and out of the stylish, sexy hostess of our game nights. She cried out my name on repeat, muffled by Hayden’s pussy, and the raven beauty’s cries.
“Fuck,” I groaned in disbelief. When did my life actually get good for a change?
“Oh, gosh, I’m coming, bae!”
Veronica moaned as Hayden shuddered, squeezing her tits. It was an incredible sight. I clutched Veronica’s legs and fucked her harder as she thrashed beneath us. Flashes of ecstasy flowed through me like a river. Hayden’s tits wobbled as she arched her back. Veronica shook, then froze, her pussy clamping down again, and I fucked on through, just needing a second more. Just another. Each a gift. Just one more, as my cock hardened. Grew tighter. Just another second of them moaning together. Crying out. Moaning. Coming.
Then I was. With a roar, I slammed Veronica’s entrance — pushing deep — lifting her higher, and then unleashing inside her. Hayden’s words flashed through my mind as my vision blanked.
‘None of them are on birth control.’ 
That included Veronica. Could I get her pregnant? Did she want that? I wanted it. Somehow, I knew that’s what she wanted. What she never had, and maybe I could give it to her, if it wasn’t too late. I didn’t know. Didn’t care. I saw it in my mind as I filled her pussy with my cum. Veronica swelling. Then cradling our child.
Fuck. I was too young to be a father, wasn’t I?
The flash ended as the bliss faded, and I gasped in a breath I didn’t know I was holding. Hayden slumped forward, letting Ronnie take a breath. I pulled out the bag from beneath the sexy older woman, and lowered her legs, then flopped down beside her, breathing hard. Hayden dropped to her knees on my other side, then snuggled against me.
Veronica just lay there, staring at the ceiling. “Ronnie? You okay?” I asked, reaching across and cupping her cheek, turning her gaze to mine.
She smiled. “Never better. I just wish I’d met you sooner.”
Hayden groaned. “Don’t say that, Ronnie, you cradle robber.”
Veronica laughed. “True.” She rolled onto her side and placed a hand on my thigh. “Might have been worth it.”
I laughed at that. Sixteen-year-old me wouldn’t have known what the hell to do with a woman like Veronica. “You’d have eaten me alive.”
“Drank, more like it,” Hayden quipped, resting her head on my shoulder, scrunching her nails against my chest.
“Well. I’m here now, and you’re mine.”
She smiled wider, resting her head on the other side, mirroring Hayden. “Completely.”
Fuck me. That just left Sara.
We stayed there in each other’s arms for a while, just catching our breaths, twisted up in half discarded clothing, and tossed and crumpled boxes.
I might have nodded off for a minute, cocooned on each side by warm breasts and loving touches. But it was short-lived.
“What the fuck, guys!” Clare cried, standing in the doorway to the trashed store room. “Hey! Is that my stuff? What the fuck!”






  
  PART SEVEN









  
  CHAPTER ONE


The tires squealed as my car slowed for the corner. Exactly on the racing line. Like I’d done a thousand times. Slow in, fast out. I was in the lead, and an entire minute ahead of my competitor. 
“This sucks,” Hayden huffed. “You’re gonna lap me, bae!”
I grinned, gripping the controller as her car came into view down the track. “You’re doing great,” I said, risking a glance at her on the straight. She was slumped on the sofa so close I could feel her warmth in my hip — a sulky, gorgeous mass of oversized gray sweater and tight sweats — sat crossed-legged, raven locks hooked behind her ears, gripping the second Xbox controller like she needed it to breathe.
I pulled the car up beside her and stayed there, matching her speed around the corner. It wasn’t fast, and she almost pushed me off the rumble strip and into the gravel. “No. I suck.” She released the trigger, letting the controller drop into her lap. Her car rammed into mine, careening us both off the tarmac and into a barrier. “I don’t think racing games are for me. I like adventure.”
I gave her a look. I was waiting for it.
“It’s a little boring.”
There it was. “Hay, it’s fine. We all like different things. It takes patience and skill—”
“I have patience and skill,” she said, crossing her arms. Then she fixed me with a mischievous smirk. Her controller bounced on the couch, sliding against the leather arm. She snatched mine out of my hands, and then it joined its brother as she slid onto my lap. “I have plenty of patience and skill, just not with car stuff,” she said in her teasing, sulky voice.
I hooked a wayward clump of dark hair behind her ear. “Is that so?” I asked, spreading my legs so hers spread even wider — drawing her closer. “With what then?”
The rough material of her sweater rubbed my neck as she draped her arms over my shoulders. I stared into her big brown eyes, hands clutching her slim waist. She held her lips a fraction from mine. “With my new boyfriend. He’s hot. Sexy. And drives me wild.”
Her plush, bowed lips mushed against mine as her spread thighs squeezed tightly, rubbing back and forward along the hardening bar in my jeans. I moaned at her taste. She’d been drinking cherry coke again. It made her kisses that much sweeter.
Hayden closed her eyes as the teasing kiss deepened into a full on make out. My hands slipped inside her sweater, finding her cotton sports bra. She moaned more as I kneaded her restrained mounds, loving how I made her nipples so hard I could feel them through the fabric.
When she pulled away, she looked dazed. “He also makes me wet like no other ever has,” she grinned, scrunching a cheek. “Or I need to pee.” She rolled her eyes, trying to decide. “I think it’s both. But it’s true, though. Since we...”
“Had sex?” I teased, pretending to be scandalized, whispering so no one in the large ornate room could hear.
“Yeah,” she said with a coy smile. “Since then, I’ve been...” Her cheeks bloomed, and she looked away.
I pinched her chin and turned her head back to mine so I could look into her big, brown, sexy orbs. “You’ve been?”
She bit her lip. “Wet for you,” she whispered. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. It never used to happen. It was hard to mas... um. You know, without lube.” Her cheeks were more than rosy, they were bright red. “Why do I tell you these things?”
I kissed her nose. “Because there are no secrets between us, and I love hearing it. All of it.”
She grinned. “Even if it makes me blush so hard, it feels like my face is on fire?”
I kissed her cheeks one at a time. They were so red. “Even then.”
The embarrassment melted into mischievousness. “Well,” she breathed, slow and sexy. “You make me wet, bae. I’m always wet for you now, like I’m addicted. I can’t stop. As soon as I think about you, it’s like my body craves your touch.”
I smirked. “My cock hasn’t been soft in weeks.”
Hayden giggled, grinding against the hard shaft tenting my jeans. “That must be uncomfortable. Maybe I can...” Her eyes widened. “Nope. Definitely need to pee,” she said, giving me a quick kiss, then sliding out of my lap. We both looked at Veronica’s gigantic wall mounted TV and the sad-looking state of our cars in the gravel trap. “I tried your thing, now you have to do mine. You promised.” She squeezed her knees together.
“I know. But I don’t have a computer to play those.”
She began waddling backwards towards the hall. “Ronnie’s going to get a couple more so we can play together.”
“Wait,” I said, confused. “Ronnie plays MMOs?”
Hayden nodded, biting her lip. “Yep.” Her eyes bulged. “Gotta pee,” she cried, running out of sight.
I chuckled, standing. I returned the controllers to the entertainment unit under the TV and shut down the Xbox. “Hey, Ronnie!” I called out, marching towards the other end of her lavishly large living room. It was so far away it might as well have been another room. “Thanks for letting me use your TV. It kicks ass compared to my dinky one.”
Veronica looked up from her paper as she lounged in a leather recliner to see me adjusting my achingly stiff cock. “You’re welcome, Mikey,” she said, eyeing the bulge. “I’m happy someone is enjoying it.” She hummed in annoyance. “What’s a four letter word for castle or fort?”
I eyed the seductive older woman in her fluffy cream sweater and fluttery silk pants. Her legs were crossed and seemed to go on for days before they vanished into her chic white boots. They looked expensive, with little gold chains on them. “Eh, keep?”
She grinned, flicking her dark tresses off her shoulder. “Not just a pretty face.” She scribbled on the paper. I chuckled. Ronnie had to do the crossword in the paper every day. It was a game she played, having to beat her friend. A habit, she told me, from many bored, lonely days.
“So, Hay said you play MMOs?”
She looked up and gave me her warm, motherly grin. “I dabble. I just had no one to play with, and I’m too old to put up with the twelve-year-olds or the PUGs.”
I narrowed my eyes in confusion. I knew the pain of the squeaky, cocky, adolescent voices on Xbox live, hissing at me with words that didn’t even make sense as a taunt. It was even worse, because they had that endless energy and superhuman reflexes. It made me feel old just think about it, and I was in my prime, dammit! “PUGs?”
“Pick up groups, darling. Filthy randoms, running around like headless chickens. I have no desire to mommy a group through a dungeon, thank you very much.” She winked. “I’m saving that for you, Mikey.”
My cheeks heated a little. Now I knew how Hayden felt. “Okay. I promised Hayden, so I guess we’ll be a party or whatever?”
She grinned, eyeing my crotch again. A smirk slid onto her lips. “Yes, we will. Are you hungry? Clare was making something when I passed through the kitchen.”
“OooOOOooo,” I cooed, my stomach rumbling like it had been summoned. “I am hungry, now you mention it.” I’d come over to Ronnie’s straight from my shift at the store, and I hadn’t realized it, but I was famished. I gave her a smile and made for the kitchen, leaving her groaning at her crossword puzzle. Veronica was so many things. One minute a chic sex kitten kissing Hayden in front of me, then a mommy, taking care of me, then a grumpy little viper, hissing about her so-called friends. She had so many layers, and I was loving peeling them back to see what I’d find.






  
  CHAPTER TWO


The smell of pizza hit me as I entered the kitchen, but it wasn’t the smell, or the size of Ronnie’s lavish home, but Clare that had me stopping in disbelief. My hot, blond girlfriend’s ass faced me, swishing back and forth in a cream tartan miniskirt so short I could see she wasn’t wearing any panties. Her wavy blond locks cascaded down the back of a cream tank top in a tail — lustrous under the kitchen lights. She heard me coming. Gave a quick glance over her shoulder, then pretended I wasn’t there. 
I stood in the doorway — appetite forgotten, and now hungering for something different — as pink nail varnished fingers appeared between Clare’s juicy thighs. She made teasing circles with the flat of her palm, blocking my view of her glistening pussy, making my shaft harder. “Mmmm. Not as good as Mike,” she whispered, spreading her legs more, pushing her ass out. “I hope no one sees me. I’m so vulnerable right now. Oh, that would be so bad.”
My grin became stratospheric. Silently, I dragged down my zipper, freed my hungry monster, and crept towards her. She continued to rub herself, leaning over the counter. Conveniently, she’d left her hand dangling by her side. I snatched it, pulling her wrist behind her back and pressing her down against the counter. She shrieked, pulling her hand away to fight me. It joined the first as her blond hair draped over her face. “Such a sweet pussy, just here for the taking,” I whispered into her ear, saying the things she liked to hear.
Clare’s legs spread wider on her heels. “Oh. Oh, no. What are you going to do?” she asked in an overly dramatic fake panic. She then moaned so damn loudly as I pushed inside her hot, wet pussy. “Oh, fuck, Mike, yes,” she cooed, pretense and roleplay forgotten as I stretched her walls around my throbbing shaft. It was like pushing into warm, slippery silk, clenching and relaxing as her legs shook.
“Such a filthy girl,” I said, using a deeper, dominant tone. I held her against the kitchen counter and slapped my hips against her bare ass, loving it, loving her. Her breaths became pants. The sound of gasps and grunts joined the rattling counter door that played the thump, thump, thump of fucking.
“Oh, baby. Fuck. Fuck, I’m gonna come,” she hissed after a few minutes. Her pussy fluttered around my length in convulsing waves, clenching and relaxing, driving me wild. With a groan, I came inside her, unleashing the built up frustration of both her and Hayden’s teasing. After we’d both finished, I just held her hips — cock buried inside her — as she slumped against the counter. “Shit... give me a minute. You always wreck me.”
I slapped her ass, loving the jiggle. “How does that work?” I asked.
Clare flicked the blond out of her face. “I don’t know, it’s just you.” She shrugged against the counter. “I guess you just really do it for me. I dunno, baby, stop asking questions I don’t have answers to.”
I scoffed. “I don’t ask you questions you can’t answer.”
“You so do.”
I ran my fingers along the hem of her skirt, lifting it higher so I could enjoy the view of her butt, bent over for me. “Name one.”
She sighed. “Okay. You have asked me three times now what I wanna do cos I’m no longer gainfully employed. And I told you, I don’t know.”
I rubbed her exposed flesh lovingly. “Because I care. You’re a doer, Clare—”
“Well, maybe I want to just… be, for once. To just enjoy this?” She reached back and covered my hand that was cupping her hip.
I didn’t press her. “That sounds good... but you’ve answered that, so it doesn’t count.”
“Pffft,” she groaned, turning. Then hissed as that pulled my cock from her, and a dribble of cum seeped down her thigh. She stopped, leaning against the counter, and closed her eyes. Took a breath. Then continued. “Look, mister,” she said, poking my chest. “I fucking love you, and I want to enjoy that before something comes along and fucks it up, okay? If I’m not working, that’s once less thing that can. Ronnie said it was okay.”
I sighed. “Clare?”
“Yeah?” she challenged, glaring at me with her beautiful blue eyes.
My fingers slid around her waist and pulled her closer. “Nothing is gonna fuck this up. Nothing. If you love me as much as I love you, we won’t let it, right?”
“Right!” she snapped, fire in her eyes. “If so much as another woman looks at you, I’ll...” she giggled. “Get Tar to scratch her eyes out.”
I kissed her forehead. “Not gonna do it yourself?”
She tittered, slipping her arms around my neck. “Pffft. Hell, no. I might break a nail.”
“That’s my girl,” I said as our lips touched in a soft and gentle caress.
“Ooo. Is that pizza? I’m starving,” Hayden said, coming up behind me. Her lithe fingers slid around my chest as she pressed against my back. “Mmmm,” she moaned, inhaling. “You smell of sex. Mmmm. Sex and pizza, my favorite.”
Clare broke the kiss with a giggle, tucking my shaft away and zipping me up. “Get your own, Hay, this one’s mine.”
“Nah. We’re sharing him.”
“I was talking about the pizza.”
“So was I.”
“Oh, shoot!” Clare hissed, pulling away and rushing over to the oven. “You might change your mind, Hay, it’s only frozen.”
“That’s okay,” Hayden said with a smirk, turning and assaulting me with her lips.
“Oh, baby. I’m all gooey again,” Clare cooed, and Hayden and I broke the kiss with a chuckle.
“She’s so filthy,” I grinned.
“Yes. Yes, she is,” Hayden agreed as I hooked a raven clump behind her ear.
“Hay, help!” Clare said, holding a silver try with a couple of steaming pizzas. The smell made my stomach growl.
“Hey bitches!” another voice called from the hall, instantly followed by a squeal. “Mike!”
We all turned as Tara waddled through the door on six-inch heels wearing a rubber miniskirt so tight it made her thighs bulge. It also restricted her movements to tiny steps. She looked ridiculous and sexy all rolled into one. My cock stirred back to life, staring at the glittery black corset that cinched her waist — and hardly contained her fantastic breasts. I think I had a major hard-on for her in a corset after our first time in Ronnie’s red room. She also had her hair down, and it cascaded over her shoulders in dark mahogany waves. “Tara.” I breathed her name, tasting it with reverence.
She waddled faster. It was like she was walking through molasses. I met her halfway as Hayden helped Clare. She had her arms around me and her lips on mine in an instant. At least with the height of her heels, she didn’t need to go on her tiptoes. She tasted of debauchery. Kissed me so deeply, pushed her tongue so hard I couldn’t breathe. An incredible, passionate minute later, she gasped for air. “I didn’t know you were here already!”
I grinned, losing myself in her bright emerald eyes. She smiled back. Holy hell, she was beautiful. They all were, but Tara? Out of my league didn’t even cover it. “I think this is my unofficial second home.”
“Clare! Is that you trying to burn my kitchen down?” Veronica asked, marching in. She solved whatever issue Clare and Hayden were having in an instant, fetching a stack of plates.
“Ooo, is that pizza? I could really go for a bite right now,” Tara said, slipping her arm around my waist.
Clare scoffed. “Oh, sure. Everyone take my stuff, why don’t ya?”
“Clare,” Veronica warned in a stern, motherly tone.
“Sorry,” the hot blond, sing-songed. “Ignore me. I’m just possessive.”
“We know,” they all said together.
Tara groped me everywhere. “I’ve missed you, lover,” she cooed, nibbling my ear.
I wrapped my arms around the rough, almost spiteful texture of the glittery corset — it was definitely for show, not the soft leather of Veronica’s corsets — and pulled the stunning brunette closer. “Where’ve you been? First Clare was away and then you’re AWOL.”
“Sorry,” she whispered, resting her head on my shoulder as we watched Veronica school Clare and Hayden on where things were in her kitchen. “I thought... You know, that’s really sweet. With the others’ attention, I didn’t think you’d miss me that much.” She rolled her eyes. “Is it sad to admit I thought about you every night? I was covering a fashion show, and I could not wait to get back. That’s never happened before.”
I kissed her head, inhaling her apple shampoo. “I’m glad you’re back, and I love your outfit.”
“Slut,” Clare teased, but Tara ignored her. It’s not like Clare, wearing a tiny pleated mini, no panties, and my cum oozing from her slit had any ground to stand on.
“It’s kinda spiteful,” I added.
“I know,” she complained. “It’s like hugging a hedgehog. It’s the sequins and shiz. But It’s the only black one I’ve got that’s...” she leaned in close and whispered in my ear. “Suitable outside the bedroom.” She flashed her eyes. “I went shopping.” My mind raced, picturing her in a range and varied state of corseted undress. “I can’t wait to show you,” she winked.
“Right, let’s get this show on the road,” Veronica said, handing out trays with plates of pizza and a side order of napkins.






  
  CHAPTER THREE


“Come on, lover.” Tara dragged me down the hall. It was slow going with her tiny steps, and a train formed behind us, led by a complaining Clare. Tara squealed as I picked her up — bridal style — and carried her into the game room. She giggled. “I knew I could get you to pick me up!” 
“I’d feel played if I didn’t love holding you so damn much,” I said, placing her onto Ronnie’s red leather couch.
“Here you go, baby.” Clare handed me a tray with a couple of pizza slices. My stomach grumbled again. I was going to need more calories than this if I was to keep up with all of their libidos. “There’s not as much now,” she complained, glaring at Hayden and Tara. “It was just for the three of us.”
I kissed her. “No, it’s great,” I said, then whispered, “we can raid Ronnie’s kitchen later.”
“I heard that.” The seductive older woman sat in the GM chair as we all piled onto the sofa. “You are welcome to whatever I have—“
“Thanks!” Clare quipped, before Ronnie could finish saying my name. Which she did, rolling her eyes.
“You’re not supposed to be playing favorites, Ronnie!” Clare teased.
I took a bite of my pizza as I sat squished between Clare and Tara. It wasn’t the biggest fan of frozen pizza, but I was so hungry, and Clare cooked it, making it taste incredible. “Why not?” Ronnie asked, nibbling her single slice. “Can any of you say you like any of us more than you like, Mike? Because I certainly don’t. You girls I love. Michael I love.”
No one argued with her, making my chest warm. A smirk crept onto my pizza sauce covered lips.
“Now you’ve done it, Ronnie.” Clare turned to me and poked my shoulder. “Don’t let that go to your head, mister.”
“Why not, Clare Bear?” Veronica asked. “He has all of us wrapped around his yummy cock. Surely he should feel good about himself?”
I chuckled. “It’s not like that. I’m incredibly thankful I have you four—“
“Five,” Hayden corrected.
“Right,” I continued. “Five... Wait, is Sara?”
Veronica grinned. “Oh, she’s definitely on the Mike train. She’s your number one fan.”
“When’s she getting here?” I was really looking forward to seeing Sara again. It felt like a lifetime ago since our last game night.
Ronnie’s grin faltered. “Unfortunately, she’s not. Not this week.”
My grin joined Ronnie’s on the floor. “Oh.” I sounded as dejected as I felt, which in hindsight was incredibly ungrateful, considering the incredible women I had around me.
Hayden grunted. “It sucks she’s virtually a prisoner.” Her beautiful brown eyes scowled as she finished her slice.
“It’s not the same,” I said. “Can we really have a game night without her?”
Tara groaned. “He’s right, isn’t he? She loves our time together.” She squeezed my knee. “Even more so now... I don’t know why,” she teased.
Clare snapped her fingers. “You know where she is, right, Ronnie? She’s always messaging you.”
Veronica’s eyes narrowed. “Yes, but—“
“Then,” Hayden said, catching on. “If she can’t come to the game night, we should bring the game night to her!”
Ronnie huffed. “That is a terrible idea.” We all stared at her. Clare and Hayden giving her their best puppy impression. Tara still looked like a pleading sex kitten to me. I couldn’t see her as anything but. The older woman sighed. “Sure, why not? I’m tired of bowing down to those idiots, anyway. I love it.”
“Yes!” Clare fist bumped.
“Okay,” I said. “But where is she? She must be busy if she couldn’t come tonight?”
Veronica hesitated for a moment, and I understood it as we shared a glance. I didn’t want to do anything that could get Sara in trouble, but she was nineteen. Old enough to make her own decisions... and I really wanted to see her again. Hold her petite, lithe body in my arms. Taste her on my lips. It had been so long, I’d forgotten how she tasted. “She’s staying at a hotel. I can’t remember where. I have it on my phone, but it’s not that far. She’s taking part in a dance competition tomorrow.”
I understood Veronica’s hesitation more. “Is it important? I don’t want to mess with her chances or anything.”
“Pffft. Are you kidding me, babe? If she got to see you, that girl would fly.”
I looked at Veronica for reassurance. She gave me one of her motherly smiles, and the tightness in my gut eased.
“But how is it going to work?” Hayden asked, getting up and collecting our empty plates, “how are we all going to get past her guard dogs?”
“Pffft, chill, Hay. It’s not like Jody and her father are gonna be standing guard outside her room. We’ll just sneak in one at a time. Right?”
“Ronnie, you have a spare gag for Clare Bear?” Tara asked.
My spunky blond huffed. “Bitch, please. You’re the screamer.”
Veronica stood to help Hayden. “No one will be screaming. But we have to decide...” she trailed off, giving me a concerned look.
“Decide what?” Tara asked, snuggling against me.
The sexy older woman sighed. “I don’t know if it’s our place, but... I don’t know about you, but I’ve thought often about Sara’s situation, and I’m wondering if this shouldn’t simple be us bringing our game night to her, but a... rescue mission?”
Tara hugged me tighter, and I loved how she fit against me. Loved the scratchy corset sandpapering my arm less, though. “What do you mean, Ronnie?”
Hayden returned and took the plates Veronica was still holding, letting the older woman plop back into her chair. “Okay,” she said, taking a breath. “There’s actually two things I wanted to talk about, and now they’re linked.” She looked at me and Clare. “I’ve loved having you both here more. You, Mike more than Clare—“
“Hey!” Clare huffed.
“It’s okay Clare Bear, I’m happy to have you, even tolerate your messier tendencies,” Veronica continued, despite Clare’s grumbling. “I’ve been thinking about our situation. Our little harem situation we’ve found ourselves in, and I was wondering if it would be better if we all... lived... together?”
I don’t know why I was taken by surprise at the idea. I’d thought about it when Clare moved in to Veronica’s spacious mansion, but that was because she had to move out of her apartment. It never occurred to me we might move in just because we wanted to. “Wait, Ronnie. Are you saying you want us all to move in?”
“Oh, I love that,” Clare cooed, kissing my cheek. “Baby, move into my room.”
“Like hell he is,” Tara hissed.
Ronnie silenced them by raising her hand. “Let’s not start arguing again. That’s why I want us all together. Each with our own rooms… or one big one. I have the space. Whatever makes it fair. No one has to decide now, but I wanted to bring that up before we talk about Sara.”
Hayden returned to the couch. “I think I’d love to live here with you guys and Mike. But, yeah, can we go back to the rescue mission thing?”
Veronica crossed her long, fluttery legs, and gripped the chair arms like she was in command of a starship. “I was getting to that, Hay.” A smirk slipped onto the seductive older woman’s lips. “What if we offered Sara a place here, with us? Her father would never allow it, but with us behind her, maybe she could be convinced to break her yolk of imprisonment?”
Clare giggled. “Wow, way over dramatic, Ronnie.” Which was hypocritical coming from Clare. My hot blond was the embodiment of drama. “Sure, we can ask her. Can we just get going? I wanna fuck Mike in a hotel room!” She cupped my cheek and turned my head towards her. “Oh, baby, this is gonna be so much fun.”
“Clare,” I groaned as her other hand cupped my junk. “You’re insatiable.”
“Yeah, Clare, you’ve already fucked him, like an hour ago,” Hay added.
Ronnie scoffed. “Of course she did. In my kitchen, no doubt. If anyone, isn’t it Sara that’s owed Mike’s attention?”
The flash of Sara’s auburn tresses draped over her perfect naked breasts sneaked into my mind. Then the previous warnings Ronnie gave me poured cold water on that erotic vision. “But didn’t you say we couldn’t... you know?”
Veronica sighed. “I think it’s time we let Sara decide what she wants. Lord knows no one else does. If anyone should give her back her agency, shouldn’t it be us?”
“I’m in,” Tara said, rising to her feet. She made it halfway before the tightness of her rubber mini and the restriction of her corset had her falling back onto the couch in a giggle. “You’re gonna have to help me, lover.”
I stood and pulled her up. She fell into my arms, pushing her corseted breasts against me, gripping my arms so tight it almost hurt. There was something about Tara being a little helpless in her sexy outfit that called to the part of me that liked her and Clare, bound and begging.
Damn, reading Fifty Shades really messed me up.
“Let’s do it,” Hayden said, joining us, wrapping her arms around the both of us.
“Fine,” Clare huffed, joining our little group hug.
“Mike?” Veronica asked, pushing her way into the huddle.
“Hmm.” My protective instincts warred with my lust for the sexy dancer. “Would we be hurting her dancing career? That’s what she wants, right?” The thought of her mahogany-gold eyes filling with tears because of something I’d done gave me pause.
“I... don’t know,” Veronica said, frowning. “I’ve never asked her if it’s what she really wanted, or if dancing was pushed on her by her father. But whatever she wants, we can support her better than that taskmaster. We can give her the choice. I can cover her tuition if I need to.”
A warm flutter flickered in my chest as we all hugged. “You’d do that?”
The older woman smiled, clearly happy at the thought. “Of course. At least something good can come out of all this money I’m sitting on. She wouldn’t be at a disadvantage or miss out on anything. Really, she’s missing out on life right now.”
A grin spread across my lips as a realization swept over me. Here in this sexy older woman’s massive home, in the embrace of these incredible, loving, insatiable women, I was... home. They were my family. The family I’d longed for ever since I’d lost my parents and been raised by my aunt. Next, we’d hopefully be adding one more. Then in the future, maybe kids? The idea terrified me at first, but the idea of Clare, Tara, or Veronica swelling with my child made me feel... good? The thought of Veronica’s massive home filling with the sound of laughter and playing was more appealing than I ever imagined when it was with these out of my league hotties. A proper family.
I wanted nothing more than a loving, sexy life with these four... five. My grin widened as I looked at Clare, blowing a clump of blond out of her face. Tara, who was still gripping me tightly. Hayden, who, almost as if on cue, tucked her raven locks behind her ears. Then Veronica, who was giving me that motherly smile. “Okay. I’m in. Whatever she wants, let’s make happen.”






  
  CHAPTER FOUR


Veronica navigated as Hayden drove, and for once I wasn’t hiding in the back as we left a game night. Tara and Clare were being themselves, by which I mean, groping my cock and fighting over my lips. They both moved my hands under their skirts and urged me to touch. To feel. To please. We’d been on the road ten minutes before my zipper came undone. I pushed Tara’s panties aside and then pushed fingers inside them both simultaneously as one of their mouths covered my cock. I didn’t even care who was sucking on my crown, and who was sucking on my neck. My eyes were closed, and I was lost in the sensations. Their pussies were soaked, and so was my shaft. 
Time passed. I was lost in my head, a king of my own world, as my girls pleasured me. The gentle vibration beneath me faded, and it was just us and where we were connected. It differed from before. None of us was actively trying to make the other come. Just pleasure as we passed the time. It was the weirdest trip of lust I’d ever felt. But before long, urgency built — how could it not? My girls became restless, grinding their hips on my hands, and my cock hardened, needing release.
Veronica chuckled. “Michael,” she called from outside our bubble of bliss and kisses. Slowly my eyes opened to the sexy mother figure smiling at me between the headrests. “Despite loving the look on your face right now, you’d better stop. It’s quite active tonight, and I don’t want us getting pulled over for indecency.”
“Am I going left or right?” Hayden asked, snapping me out of my arousal induced stupor. Clare and Tara were a powerful drug.
“Right. Then it should be on the corner.”
“But, baby, I’m so close,” Clare whimpered as I withdrew my hand from under her pleated mini.
“Suck it up, Clare Bear,” Ronnie called out. “Time and a place.”
Tara took my hand from between her thighs and sucked her juices from her fingers. “Was fun while it lasted.”
Not wanting to be outdone, Clare did the same, leaving my cock bobbing in my lap, hard, wet and erect.
A short while later, the three of us stumbled out the back of Clare’s mini, and quickly the chilly night air blew away the arousal fog that had clouded my mind so completely in the car. We were going to see Sara. Excitement bubbled in my gut. Or were those butterflies? I wasn’t sure.
“Come on,” Ronnie said to a lagging Tara as we marched through the underground parking.
She didn’t even need to ask. I went back and scooped the sexy fashionista into my arms and quickly caught up with the others. Tara clung to me like she always did, snuggling in like I was the fluffiest blanket in the world. “This is my favorite place,” she whispered, clinging to my neck. “I could just live here.”
I chuckled. “That would be problematic for so many reasons.” We all followed Veronica into an elevator that thankfully bypassed the lobby and took us right up to the third floor. I can’t imagine the looks we’d get with Clare’s indecent miniskirt, and Tara looking like an extra from an adult show.
The elevator dinged open, and Hayden held the door while Ronnie scouted ahead. “She’s in room 304,” she whispered, marching down the sweeping corridor like she owned the place. I watched her tight ass in her fluttery pants until she went out of view.
“So, are you actually gonna move in to Ronnie’s?” Hayden asked. “Your place is as small as mine, and I’d get out of there in a heartbeat if you were.”
Tara kissed my neck as I thought about it. “My aunt left me that apartment. I’m not sure I want to sell it, you know?”
“So don’t.” Clare said as she peeked out from our hiding place inside the elevator. “Rent it out or something.”
“That’s true.” I could keep it, get some extra cash, and get to live with my girls. I loved waking up to Clare, Tara, and Hayden the few times I’d done it, and the thought of waking up to all of them was almost unreal. “Is that what you want me to do? Does every one want that?”
“Hell, yeah, baby.”
I looked down at the nest of mahogany waves in my arms. “What about you, Tar?”
“Don’t get me wrong, I would love that, but I like my place. I also want to be with you. But I worked so hard to afford that place. But it is really expensive. And you don’t live there, so maybe it’s not so great?” She narrowed her eyes at me. “What do you want me to do, lover?”
I held her tighter. “Move in with us,” I whispered. “Taking you in the yard while everyone watches sounds kinda hot to me.”
Her eyes glazed over. “Okay,” she said, distracted and no doubt imagining it in filthy detail.
“She’s just getting ready,” Ronnie said, returning.
“Ready? Ready for what?” I asked. I’d hoped we’d be there by now. Tara was getting heavy.
Veronica grinned. “For you. She didn’t want you to see her in her sweats.”
I chuckled. “But, why? I don’t care what’s she’s wearing.”
“Mike,” Tara whispered. “There’s nothing wrong with looking nice for the guy who looks at you like you’re a princess. Look at her like that. I love the way to look at me. Why do you think I dress like this? I don’t wear this for just anybody.”
“Okay.” I nodded, trying to parse that info. Would it be egotistical to love that Tara, Sara... and maybe Ronnie — now I was thinking about it — dressed up just for me? Don’t care, I loved it.
Then we’re in a military operation as we scrambled single file down the corridor, following Veronica — clutching Tara — until we reached an open room and all fled inside. Hayden closed the door with a sigh. “Made it.”
Veronica grinned. “Didn’t I say? The Neanderthals are down at the bar.”
Clare groaned.
I wasn’t paying attention as I had to put Tara down before I dropped her. She struggled and clung on like I was gonna toss her off a cliff, not gently put her down on the plush hotel room carpet. Huh, the carpet was red, like a blood red. It matched the wallpaper that loomed around me between gold embellishments.
“It’s a themed room,” Ronnie said, noticing my slack-jawed expression. “Much cheaper than the suites.”
“What’s the theme? Tacky, royal horror?” Clare asked.
“It’s like a porn set,” Hayden said, running her finger along the back of a red leather couch. “What? I don’t watch that.”
But then my attention was completely taken as Sara stood in the doorway, grinning. She stole my breath away. How long had it been since I’d seen her? A week? It felt like a lifetime. “Sara,” I gasped. My eyes trailed over the short gold dress that pushed up her beautiful breasts and cut tightly across her upper thighs. Long, creamy-golden legs went on for days, emerging from that sparkly hem. Her mahogany curls hung in a tail, draping behind her, exposing her lithe, flawless neck.
Her gold-specked eyes glinted as her grin widened. “Mike!” Then the stunning nineteen-year-old raced forward and dived into my arms. I caught her and she wrapped herself tightly around my neck, hooking her legs around my waist. “Mike, I can’t believe you’re here!”
My reply was stunted into a “Mmmmm,” as she kissed me with such ferocity I had to take a step back to steady myself. Sara’s small, plush lips devoured mine, and quickly we were making out, tasting each other, lost in our own little world.
“Yep, she’s missed him,” Hayden said, somewhere outside my universe that was now just Sara’s lips and her dainty body grinding against me.
“I wasn’t sure before, but it’s a rescue,” Ronnie added.
I gasped when Sara finally pulled away, looking sheepish, with swollen, puckered lips. “Fuck, I’ve missed you, sweetheart,” I whispered, completely enamored with her. She was only a few years younger than I was, but there was something innately innocent about Sara. Something that a primal part of my psyche just wanted to hold and protect. She made me feel way older — like the age gap between us was bigger — and the universe needed... no, I needed to keep her safe. Always.
“Never leave me,” she whispered, nuzzling her face against my neck and breathing me in. I did the same, inhaling her strawberry scent.
“That’s actually what we want to talk to you about, Sara,” Veronica said, placing her hand on her back. I carried her over to the couch — man I was carrying my girls a lot today — and sat Between Clare and Tara. The stunning brunette twisted until she was sitting in my lap facing Veronica.
“Talk about what? Oh, no! Are you breaking up with me?” She looked at me over her shoulder with a heartbreaking expression.
Instantly, I hugged her tightly — unable to ignore how hard my cock had become with her there. “Hell, no,” I growled, kissing her bare shoulder. “Never.” It was amazing how angry her sad eyes made me. I didn’t feel anywhere near as possessive with the others as I did with Sara.
She sighed, relaxing, melting against me. “T-then what?”
“We don’t have time to beat around the bush, so I am just going to say it,” Veronica said in her motherly, ‘to business’ tone. “We’re thinking of moving in together at my place, and everyone is welcome.”
“And we’d love it,” I said, then corrected. “I’d love it if you moved in with us.”
Sara’s grin made her cheeks scrunch, forming cute dimples. “Oh, I’d love that.” Then all the excitement drained from her face. “B-but what about dad, and Jody? They would never let me...”
“So, don’t ask,” Clare said.
“Tell them,” Tara added.
I squeezed her tightly as she whimpered.
“You’re old enough to make up your own mind, Sara,” Hayden said gently, kneeling before us and placing her hand on Sara’s knee.
“B-but what about school? I can’t afford to pay... even if I won this competition, it’s not enough on its own, and...”
“Sara,” Veronica said, dropping to her knees beside Hayden. “You don’t have to worry about that. I will happily pay your tuition—“
“Ronnie, no. I can’t ask you to do that.”
“Pffft, girl. We’ll all help if we had to.”
“Sara,” Hayden continued. “If you had the choice, and money wasn’t an issue, would you choose to stay with your dad? With Jody? Or would you rather live with us? We can make sure you practice...” a smirk slipped onto the Raven beauty’s lips. “Make sure you actually have fun, too.”
Veronica placed her hand on Sara’s other knee. “If you want to stay with your father, then obviously we’ll honor that. But if you don’t...”
Sara looked over her shoulder at me. Her eyes were glassy. I gave her a reassuring smile. Then she turned back to Ronnie. “B-but how? How can I tell him? I know he only pushes me because of the money he thinks he can make, but he’s my dad. He’s supported me after mom left.”
“Sara,” Ronnie said, clearly holding in the strong words she wanted to say. “You don’t hold your kids hostage like an investment, waiting for the return. You love them. Help them. Yearn to see them flourish and happy.”
“Are you happy, Sara?” I asked, whispering into her ear.
She half turned, wiggling her butt against the hard bar in my jeans. “When I’m with you.” The scent of her strawberry shampoo filled my nose as her silky tresses brushed against my face.
There was a warmth almost overflowing in my chest, holding her, surrounded by all of them. I’d never felt so contented. So whole.
“Then that’s your answer, girl,” Clare cooed.
“Ummm,” she hummed, sounding adorably unsure.
I kissed her shoulder. “If it’s what you want, we’ll tell them together.”
“We all will,” Ronnie said. “You’re not alone.”
The stunning brunette beamed at me over her shoulder, eyes welling up. She wiggled, twisting in my lap until she was straddling me. She looked into my eyes with her pretty golden-flecked irises. “I want that. I want you.” I was grinning when she kissed me. It wasn’t a deep kiss, but a series of nibbles that had her kissing across my cheek. “Take me to the bed,” she whispered between kisses. “I need you. I’ve always needed you...”






  
  CHAPTER FIVE


She didn’t have to ask me twice. I rocketed off the couch, dragging Tara and Clare with me. “Change of plan. The game will have to wait.” I marched to the hotel bedroom, trying to ignore the décor. 
“Yes!” Clare hissed.
I stopped in the doorway as Sara clawed and nibbled at me. “All of you,” was as much as I could manage before Sara’s need overwhelmed me.
“Please,” she whimpered.
“Hold on, sweetheart,” I told her, grinning at how suddenly it had changed. One minute we were discussing our future, the next Sara was fighting to take my tee off .
“In a sudden change of events,” Veronica said in her narrator’s voice as they all joined us, “the party realized they had to sacrifice the remaining virginity of their youngest member on the altar of lust. It was the sworn duty of the cleric, and the party had no choice but to help prepare the rogue for the claiming.”
I chuckled, placing Sara on the deep red comforter. “Ronnie, you’re awesome.” I gawked down at the angel before me. Her mahogany locks spread out around her head like a silky halo. I lifted her left foot — loving the smooth silk of her soft, perfect skin — and kissed the side, the top, and then sucked her big toe. Her back arched as she moaned. I was right. Sara had a foot thing. Unfortunately, I didn’t have time to explore it further. Not yet, anyway.
“On your back, bae.” Hayden pulled my tee clear as Clare helped Tara out of her corset.
“Oh, wow,” Sara giggled. “I can’t believe this is finally happening.”
“It’s happening, Sara,” I said. She squealed as I scooped her up and flopped onto my back. The stunning brunette landed on my chest and I scooted her higher while sliding the scratchy fabric of her glittery dress up to her waist. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and the sight of her tight, beautiful bare pussy drove me mad.
“How the hell did you get in to this?” Clare moaned, struggling with Tara’s corset.
“Difficult,” the brunette grit out. “But Mike’s worth it.”
“When in Rome, Hay,” Veronica said, tossing her sweater aside and joining us on the bed.
They helped keep Sara upright as I licked through the folds of her pussy. Salty, sweet, and utterly delicious. Then her dress dropped, bunching into a ring around her waist. “Ronnie...” was all Sara could say as I licked around her clit, and the seductive older woman and the raven beauty sucked on Sara’s nipples.
“Fuck, we’re really doing this?” Tara asked. “Are there rules? Like what if I touch someone's—“
“Good,” Clare said. “You can touch me as much as you want if you help me get Mike’s jeans off.”
“Oh.”
Then my zipper was being undone, and the denim yanked down my thighs.
“Such pretty buds,” Veronica said, making Sara whimper. I couldn’t see her face clearly, but I knew her eyes were closed, and she had this look of pure bliss. Then her mouth dropped open as I pushed my tongue inside her entrance.
“Ooooh, Mike, yes. Please.”
“Ah, fuck,” I hissed as twin lips kissed my shaft and balls. Pouty nibbles that ended with a kiss on the crown, sinking down into a wet, warm paradise.
I licked Sara, loving how she mewled. How she shook around my head, squeezing me between her thighs.
“This isn’t enough lube,” Tara said, gasping off my cock. I groaned when the familiar sensation of Tara’s tight, wet pussy sliding down my shaft barged its way into my mind. “He needs to be nice and wet... oh, fuck, I love this dick.”
I had to grip Sara’s thighs for support as Tara bounced on my lap like she was galloping atop a stallion.
Sara cried out, and my tongue flooded with more of her liquid need. I couldn’t keep up. Then Tara’s pussy was fluttering around my length, squeezing as she came. I grit my teeth against Sara’s core, fighting an unwanted release. I couldn’t come yet. Not yet.
“The virginal sacrifice was prepared,” Veronica said. “All the cleric had to do was claim her.”
I was so lost in all of them and my own need, I crawled out from under Sara’s thighs on autopilot and moved to my knees. I was surrounded by naked flesh. Perfect, out of my league nakedness that had my cock throbbing. Then Sara shuffled around, pussy glistening, breasts bouncing. Her eyes were so hooded they were virtually closed. She giggled when I gripped her ass and pulled her to me, placing her down on her back. My cock bobbed an inch from her pussy, dripping in Tara’s release.
My girls gathered around, Tara and Clare kissing my shoulders, Hayden and Veronica kneeling on either side of Sara. I gazed down at the incredible dancer. I wanted inside her so badly, but then I remembered what Hayden had said. “Are you sure, Sara? I don’t have any protection. I don’t want to ruin your dancing chances by getting you pregnant.”
She smiled up at me. “Don’t care. Don’t think it’s the right time, but... I want nothing between us, ever. Not dad. Not Jody, and definitely not a piece of latex. I want to feel you inside me. Feel you come. Please daddy. Make me yours.”
That completely broke me.
I grinned as I lined up at her entrance. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. Nothing will ever come between us. It’s just the six of us, now and forever.” Then I slowly pushed inside her.
“Well, until one of us actually gets pregnant,” Clare joked, “which, considering how much we’re all addicted to your cock, is about any day now.”
Sara whimpered as I slid deeper into her core. Her pussy convulsed, and she reached out and grabbed Ronnie and Hayden. “Oh, oh, wow, that’s so big.”
I laughed, lost in the supreme silky tightness of Sara’s nineteen-year-old pussy. “You’re just small,” I said through gritted teeth. It was torture going slowly, but Sara was tight, and it was her first time. I had to be gentle.
Before I knew it, I was seated fully inside her as she looked at me with wide-eyed wonder.
“How does it feel?” Ronnie asked as she ran a finger around Sara’s hard nipple.
“Good,” she breathed. “I’m so full.”
“Yes, you are,” Tara cooed, licking my ear. “Now’s time to discover the magic. Show her lover.”
I locked my gaze on Sara. “You ready, sweetheart?”
She nodded. “Yes daddy. Please, I need you.”
Christ, why didn’t anyone warn me Sara had a daddy fetish?
Slowly, I pulled out of her exquisite pussy. It took effort to not come right there. I gripped Sara’s waist, hooking my arms under her knees to keep her spread wide open. Then started pumping.
We both groaned at the sensation. I went slow at first, but I couldn’t hold back, and quickly I was slamming against her flesh like my life depended on it. Sara was in another world of pleasure. She made these little panting mewls, mouth fixed in an O, eyes half closed, fully rolled. It was no wonder when she had both Hayden and Veronica sucking on her nipples — Clare would love that — while the hot blond played with her clit.
She came almost instantly, squeezing tightly, crying out, shivering. When it passed, I got back up to speed, fucking my princess like she deserved. Slapping hard against her silky flesh. She came three more times before I couldn’t hold on any longer. I was ragged and on the edge. Slap, slap, slapping for all I was worth, while everyone pleasured the hot brunette.
Suddenly Sara cried out a scream, arching her back in the strongest climax yet, and it was far too much to survive. I gripped her tighter, pumped faster, then pushed home in a savage thrust that had her arching further, mewling. Then I exploded with a growl.
“Oh, claim me, daddy. Make me yours!” she yelled at the top of her lungs.
Shot after shot painted her insides with cum. I blanked. Drifting on an ocean of pleasure, finally coming inside Sara. Surrounded by my... what? My loving harem of incredible hotties? The thought sounded insane, but it was true. Impossible as it was. It was true.
Far too quickly, I crashed back to earth with a grunt, and only just stopped myself from collapsing on top of Sara. She gulped, looking disheveled, sweaty and well-fucked. I’d never seen such a look of satisfaction on her pretty face as I did in that moment.
“You have competition, Clare Bear,” Ronnie said in the deafening silence that came afterward.
“Yeah,” Tara said. “Like who the fuck knew sweet little Sara was such a screamer?”
“And a daddy’s girl,” Clare added.
“I think it’s sweet,” Hayden said.
A blush bloomed across Sara’s cheeks, adding to her already flushed complexion. “Shut up,” she said, half embarrassed, half completely blissed-out.
“Ignore them,” I said, stroking her cheek as I loomed over her. “You’re perfect, sweetheart.”
“Thank you, daddy,” she said, sounding so happy and sweet. Strangely, I loved hearing her call me that. It felt so right.
Then her beaming smile became a hard line. “I suppose I have to tell them now. Tell them what I want. What I’m going to do,” she said, sounding more determined than I’d ever heard from her sweet lips.
“We’ll be right beside you,” I said with a grin.
“Thank you, daddy, but I’m a big girl now. A woman. Your woman, and I want... No, need to do this by myself,” she whispered.
I slumped back on my haunches and my cock slipped out of her slit in a gush of cum. “Are you sure?”
She nodded, biting her lip.
“Do you want us to come back for the competition tomorrow?” Ronnie asked.
Sara took a breath and then smiled. “No, it’s okay. Tomorrow I’m moving in with you guys. I don’t have much, so it won’t take long. It’ll hardy fill my back seat.”
“What about the competition?” Clare asked, hunting around for her top.
Sara shook her head. “That’s okay. That was dad’s idea, and there’s something I’d rather be doing.” She grinned a mischievous smirk at me, and I realized she would be okay.
She wasn’t as scared and innocent as I thought. Just stuck where she was. But now she was free. The sadness had left her eyes, and I couldn’t wait to start my new life with her. With all of them. My game night harem.
We just had to actually get back to the game. I really wanted to know what that temple of oodooo was all about, or what the hell my skills actually did.






  
  PART EIGHT









  
  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.






  
  PART NINE









  
  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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  CHAPTER ONE


Veronica’s bow-shaped lips pressed against mine as she hummed contentedly. Her long nails sank in to the base of my neck, dragging me across the divide. The stick dug into my hip, but I didn’t care. I couldn’t get enough of the seductive older woman, and I didn’t mind who saw. 
Her slate-blue eyes fluttered open and sparkled in the mid-morning sun as she stole away her delicious dark red pillows. She licked her lips, like she was savoring my flavor, and smiled. “Are you sure you don’t want to come shopping with me? The dressing rooms at Jere Jere are very spacious, darling.”
I slipped my arm around the headrest to hold myself up. Drank in her dark green dress that shimmered velvety, hardly containing her slender figure and plump, but modest bosom. “You know I would. I love how you dress... and undress, but I promised Clare and Tara I’d have the basics of their website by now.” I grinned. “But I keep getting distracted.” As if almost to prove my point, her nails scrunched and then squeezed my thigh. I groaned at the temptation. “But I’ll never get it done if I don’t carve out the time. Rain check? I promise to do that thing you like. You can wear whatever you want.”
Her brow raised. “In the dressing room, even in a hoop skirt?” Her eyes glossed over as she squeezed her thighs together — the material of her dress slid tantalizingly higher. “You’d be in the dark, at my mercy. The attendant could come in and not even know you’re under there...” she whispered to herself, obviously picturing the scene.
I chuckled at the insatiable way her mind worked. “Yeah, even that. I’ll do it until you scream and people come running to see what’s wrong.”
Brought back to reality, she pretended to pout. “Fine, if you must. But I expect to see stars!” She was joking. Ronnie liked to pretend we traded sexual favors, but deep down, she was grateful for any attention, competing as she was with four younger women for my affections. It’s why I made sure to always have time for her. Incredibly, she was the most insecure of all the fantastic women in my life.
“Oh, I’ll have you screaming my name. You’ll bring the house down,” I joked.
She laughed, grinning widely. Her fingers slid under the door release, hesitant. “Are you sure I can’t tempt you?”
I narrowed my gaze at her. “What’s wrong, mommy?”
She sighed. “Nothing, it’s silly. I just like having you to myself, that’s all. If only we could clone you.”
I couldn’t get my head around that idea. We’d probably end up killing each other. “I wonder how we’d get along?”
Her grin returned. “Like two cocks in a hen-house, no doubt.”
I laughed, imagining myself in a coop, with Tara and Clare clucking at each other. It was a bizarre mental picture. It passed and my face turned serious. “Don’t worry, mommy. We’ll make time, okay? I know it’s a lot. Believe me, I know.” The memory of three needy women waking me up yesterday, naked, kissing me all over, flashed into my mind, turning my cheeks warm. “But we make it work. We’re making it work, aren’t we? The six of us?”
Her smile solidified. “Yes. Yes, we are. Better than I ever imagined, and that’s down to you, Michael.”
“No, it’s because I have a lot of free time to give you all the attention you deserve,” I quipped. “And that’s because of you, Ronnie.”
She opened the door and dismissed my words with a wave of her hand. “It’s just money.”
“True. Sure, we’d make it work without the house and your generosity. I’d love you, all of you, if we were all still downing in the rat race. But it makes it easier, you know?” I don’t know where I was going with that line of thinking. It just popped out. I was trying to make her feel better, and like an idiot, I was talking about money.
Veronica slipped out of the passenger seat, closed the door and leaned back in, making sure I had a clear view of her cleavage and the matching green satin bra within. “Well, it’s worth every penny... even if Clare and Hayden are eating me out of house and home.” A mischievous grin sneaked onto her lips. “I guess I’ve stolen as much time as I can.”
“Wait.” I raised my brows. “You were playing me?”
“Only a little, my dear, sweet boy. I’ll take every minute I can get... especially when you’re fretting about me so very much.” She pushed herself all the way inside, balancing on the door, and kissed me again. “Every second is precious.”
“Ronnie,” I groaned, slipping my fingers in her long, dark locks. “This is why I’m not any closer to getting Clare and Tara’s website done.”
The devious older woman gave me a dazzling smile. “Sorry, not sorry.” Then, with a twinkle in her eyes, she hopped off the door and swished around in her dress. Winked at me over her shoulder and sauntered into Jere Jere with a seductive sway of her hips until the attendant opened the door and she vanished inside.
I let out a breath, but couldn’t help grinning from ear to ear. I started the Jaguar, and she purred to life, startling an attractive young mother pushing a stroller. She did a double take, and I smiled at her. It was probably the car, but she smiled back, giving me a curious look. She was either annoyed at me, or hot for me. I pretend it’s the latter as I pulled away and thundered down the street.
This was my first time taking the Jag down main street, and I hadn’t expected the attention my vintage roadster would get. I cruised around, just soaking it in. The looks of envy from guys. The glances from women who wouldn’t have looked twice at me when running for the bus. But now? Now I was one of those guys. The one women wanted.
Either that, or the Jag is noisy in a world dominated by silent electric saloons, and I was pissing off half the city. 
I passed the library, and a bookish, but attractive young woman sitting on a bench eyed me over her door-stopper. One of two coeds sat under a striped umbrella outside the local coffee shop whistled at me. Now I was in a relationship with more incredible women than I knew how to deal with, I was desirable? Typical. 
It wasn’t long before I left down town behind me and snaked my way up the country lanes towards home.
Home.
I almost had to pinch myself that Veronica’s mansion was my home. The house I shared with five — Five! — incredible, out of my league women. That I was driving a vintage Jaguar XK140... and it was mine!
The wind whipped my hair, and the leaves swirled around in a vortex of air as I opened up the throttle, and put my foot down. My vintage baby guzzled and growled as the tunnel of pines flashed past. I couldn't believe I’d been so scared of driving her, but once I did, it was like she’d spoken to me. Gave me permission. We were as one. Man and machine blasting down the twisting country lanes, taking racing lines, slow in, fast out. Banking turns that left my stomach behind. I grinned the entire way home.
The iron gate crept up on me too soon, and we smoothly slowed, stopping an inch from the black iron bars. I typed in the gate code. “Open sesame,” I intoned in a deep voice, chuckling. I only got to do it when I was on my own because Clare laughed at me for wanting to say it every time, and I tried to own a little semblance of cool.
I parked around the fountain opposite Sara’s pink mini — everyone must be out — not parking in the garage, remembering I had to pick Veronica up in a couple of hours.
The collection of keys jangled as I pushed open the heavy oak front door and heaved it closed. The girls use the side entrance, but I enjoyed entering through the front, like a lord returning to his castle. “I’m home!” I called out, even though it was likely only Sara was home, assuming she hadn’t gone out with Hayden.
“Mike?” called out a sweet voice from upstairs. Sara was home, after all.
“Yeah. It’s me!”
“I’m up here,” she yelled, stating the obvious... My grin was back.
I hopped my way up the winding staircase, one of two that mirrored and curved their way around the foyer, still pumped up from the drive. “Sara?”
“In here!”
I followed the sound to the bathroom. The frosted glass was steamed. “Can I come in?”
“Obviously!” I pushed open the door, curious what I’d find inside, and steam poured out. “Hurry, you’ll let the heat out!”
Quickly, I shut the door and squinted through the steam. “It’s like a sauna in here.” It only took a couple of steps before my jaw dropped. Auburn tresses gathered atop her head in a bun, Sara lounged in the massive tub. Her breasts submerged like mountains sinking beneath the soapy waves, rising to creamy-brown bare shoulders turning pink in the heat.
She smirked at me, lifting one smooth, trickling leg from the water and placed it on the ivory rim. “Hi, daddy.”
I gulped at the sight of the stunning nineteen-year-old dripping steamy water. “Hey, baby girl.” Her mahogany-gold eyes flashed at me, mirroring the growing smile on her small, but full lips. She smiled so wide, her high cheekbones scrunched, making her squint.
The grin slipped. “Daddy, my feet hurt,” she said, practically pouting. “Can you help?”
I stopped myself from eye rolling at how obvious she was being. “Sure.” I rolled up my sleeves as I approached. She sunk lower into the sudsy water, grinning mischievously, obscuring my view. She knew exactly what she was doing. Only her head and leg remained above water. The rest was a distorted, soapy temptation obscured inside the tub. I sat on the edge, regretting not putting a towel down, feeling the wet soak through my jeans.
Sara wiggled her toes. “I had a long practice session yesterday, and they need a little love.”
I ran a finger over her petite foot. “Oh, my poor baby girl,” I said, keeping my gaze firmly on her sweet face. “Well, I know a thing or two about loving feet.” She giggled, and I winced. “Forget I said that. Pretend I said something witty and cool.”
Her head tilted. “No. You’re funny, it’s, ohhhhh.”
I distracted her by taking her leg in hand and massaging the ball of her foot. Her foot slipped in my grasp, so I held her ankle while I worked.
“Oh, yes,” she cooed, eyes rolling. “Just like that.”
With reverence, I massaged her, adding my other hand so I could use both thumbs on her arches. Her body shuddered beneath the water.
“Oh, my gosh, daddy, yes. That feels so good.”
If it wasn’t plainly obvious by this point, Sara had a foot fetish besides her daddy fetish. It took a while for us to realize, but it was obvious from that first game night when I held her foot. If I wasn’t so distracted by all the other stuff going on, I might have realized sooner. “That good?” I pushed my thumbs deep into the soft tissue, making her moan.
Her other foot exploded from the soapy water. “More,” she begged. “Please.”
Her right foot sank into the depths as I switched and massaged her other foot. She’d twisted a little, raising her left breast higher, poking her hard nipple through the water’s surface like a miniature, fleshy snorkel. I quickly had her moaning again as I dug my thumbs into the soles of her delicate foot and ground in circles.
Each of her breaths as she lounged in the water, eyes closed, mouth gaping, became quiet little gasps. “More,” she said, swapping legs again, splashing my crotch, and laying her foot on my thigh, soaking me further.
I continued massaging. “So needy.” Waiting for my moment to go in for the kill. It didn’t take long. A few seconds massaging her arches and her head was lolling against the tub. Then I lifted her foot. Her toenails were a shocking candy pink. Then sucked on her big toe.
She reacted instantly. Her body lurched, arching and pushing her chest out of the water, sucking in a deep breath. “Oh, oh!”
I ignored her, continuing to massage while sucking her toe.
“Oh, my gosh, daddy!” she squealed, thrashing in the water. She wasn’t trying to get away. If anything, she pushed her foot higher, trying to push her toe deeper, but I was locked on.
I kept going as she moaned and writhed like I was touching something more scandalous. It also made it harder to keep hold of her foot. I should have seen it coming when she lurched the second time, trying to yank her foot away and unceremoniously I fell into the tub with a splash.






  
  CHAPTER TWO


Now, the Mike who only knew his neighbor, Clare, in passing. Lived in a tiny, shitty apartment, and worked at the local hardware store, would probably have gasped and spluttered when he found himself between a girl like Sara’s thighs in a steamy tub. But the Mike I’d become having a harem of incredibly needy women? Not so much. 
I came up for air, gasped, then submerged, diving between the auburn beauty’s legs and pushing my mouth against her lower lips, zeroing in on her clit before she could stop me. Her legs twitched and squeezed me. I pushed a finger inside her tight entrance and felt for her g-spot. I sucked her nub for as long as I could hold my breath. Her lower lips swelled before my eyes, flushed and quivered around my digit. Lightheaded, I had to fight for air as Sara hung onto me like a MMA fighter — her legs snuggly wrapped around my head. But I made it with a labored gasp, and kneeled thigh deep in the tub, soaked in my clothes, coughing and breathing hard.
“Oh, my god, daddy, you almost killed me!”
“I almost killed you?”
I didn’t have time to recover. Sara was on me in an instant. I fell back against the tub as she mounted me, rising from the waters like a biblical goddess. Rivulets of water ran over her smooth, flawless skin, and dripped from her nipples. Her auburn tresses escaped and flowed wildly — tips wet — sticking to her face, my neck, everywhere. Her fingers gripped my soaked tee and before my foggy brain knew what hit it, she was devouring my lips.
Her plush, silky pillows kissed, then parting, letting her tongue roam free, and roam she did inside my mouth, slicking against the roof, eventually finding my tongue. I sank deeper into the water, and Sara wasted no time. Her fingers found my jean’s button, then the zipper. All the while, she wrecked me with the fiercest kiss we’d ever shared.
I gasped for air. “Sara.” Her mouth found mine again, and we kissed more. Made out like madly in love teenagers — which I guess she was — as she made quick work yanking down my sodden jeans. Instinctively, my palms found her breasts slick and dripping. I toyed with her nipples, exciting a moan as she tried to pull the denim without stopping the kiss. But she had to because my clothes were stuck to me like a wet-suit. “Sara,” I gasped, completely dazed, but so on board with what was happening.
She tapped my jeans. “Mike, get these off. Get them off right now.”
I chuckled, catching my breath. Her brown-gold eyes drooped with hunger, gazing at me needily through her long, sexy lashes. “So bossy, baby girl.” She helped me peel off my tee. It squelched on the bathroom floor.
“No time for that,” she said hurriedly. She continued to yank at my jeans. “I’ve never needed you so bad, Mike. What did you do to me? I need you inside me.”
I’d wiggled down the denim enough to free my cock. It sprang against her under the water, making the stunning dancer gasp with delight.
Then I was the one groaning as she grabbed hold of my shaft and slid it inside her tight, wet heat. “Oh, fuck, me.”
Sara giggled through a moan. “That’s the idea, silly.”
I just fit inside her petite dancer’s body. “Oh, fuck, how do you feel so good?”
She didn’t answer. Eyes closed, she lolled her head as I slid deeper, stretching her wider. Inch by inch, she lowered herself until she sat on my thighs, scrunching her sharp nails against my chest. “How do you feel so good?”
I toyed with her breasts, unable to keep still as she ground her hips in big circles, rubbing my shaft against the insides of her silky channel. She shuddered when I squeezed her nipples.
I lay there half dress — clothes soaked — in the bathtub, cock impaled inside her, gripping her perfectly shaped breasts, gazing into her beautiful, bright eyes, and I remembered why I came home. “And this is why I have made so little progress on that damn website,” I muttered to myself.
“What?” Sara asked, hardly paying attention as she leaned back and looked skyward. She did an exploratory lift and slowly sank back down.
I didn’t care. I can work on it later. Right now, she felt too good to care about the damn website. “Nothing. Just you’re an amazing distraction.”
She giggled, snapping her gaze back to mine. “You’re the one distracting me from my bath!”
“Oh, do you want me to go?” I thumbed the direction of the door.
Her giggle became more throaty as she continued to grind her hips, pressing herself harder. “No, daddy. I want you to kiss me.”
I didn’t have to do anything. Sara leaned down and pressed her silky lips to mine in a gentle kiss that barely contained the hunger burning in her eyes.
Her hips lifted. She kissed harder. I groaned into her sweet mouth as she lowered herself. The sensation of her tight, wet heat sliding tortuously slowly up and down my shaft was almost unbearable. I squeezed her breasts and thumbed her nipples, kissing her Like a starving man. I needed more. Needed her to move.
Sara pulled away from the kiss with a gasp. Her hair hung messily in her face, but her eyes were wide. “Oh, fuck, Mike.” Gone was my sweet baby girl. Instead, she was a ball of sexy auburn need. Her mouth hung open, lips puffy from the kiss, and skin flushed from the bath and arousal.
“Ah, fuck, Sara,” groaned as she moved. A quick little hop at first. Slapping down against me in the water.
Splash.
Her thighs dug in to me, gripping as she watched. As I held her perfect, petite breasts in my palm, squeezing and thumbing her nipples. She was lost in whatever she was feeling, thinking, or needing, just watching me as she slowly raised and lowered.
Then I pinched her nipples. It was instead of squeezing my fist at the ecstasy flowing through my groin, but it acted like a switch.
Sara gasped. Flicked her head back and moved. Really moved. She bounced on my lap like she was riding atop a stallion, galloping across a plain. She held on to the tub rim, using her arms to help lift her and... slap down over and over. Water flew like we were running through a puddle.
Breaths became gasps, became mewls. I held onto her. Toyed with her as her breasts bounced, as she bounced, riding me. “Yes, daddy!” she cried. “Yes! So good. So... yes. I love you…”
She didn’t stop. Didn’t slow down. Just kept fucking me at a speed I could only stare at, slack-jawed. Blissed out, soapy water streamed over the rim, splashing on the floor, but we didn’t care. I didn’t care. We were in another world. It was just me, Sara, and the pleasure of being together. The love we felt. “Fuck, you’re incredible.” My vocabulary distilled into cusses, groans, and grunts. Sara into mewls, moans, gasps, and little throaty sounds distorted by her labored, bounced fucking. Her head lolled back, then fell to the side. Fell forward. Eyes closed. Hair dancing, getting wetter. Sticking and swinging, flicking droplets of water.
I wasn’t gonna last much longer. Not the way she was riding me hard, fast, and wet. So wet. So much water splashing everywhere. My hips tried to join in. Tried to push up, but her legs and the water held me.
Sara’s face contorted. Mouth dropped open as she took in pained breaths that built to struggled gasps. She bounced faster. How she did that I’ll never know, but she did. More water splashed over the sides. I was on the edge of coming and she knew it. A smirk sneaked onto her lips as she struggled to suck in enough air.
“Fuck, Sara, I’m gonna come.”
Her smile grew wider. Slapped against me harder. “I know. So come, daddy. Come inside me. Fill me up.”
I groaned at hearing that. Each word spaced between a surge of strained pleasure, pulsing from my cock, slicking in and out of her sweet pussy.
She bit her lip, and I couldn’t hold on any longer.
I pushed my hips up, lifting her out of the water, pushing deep as I unleashed. I growled at the force of it. At the wave of pleasure that flashed and consumed me.
Suddenly Sara bucked. “Oh, oh, fuuUUUuuucccCCCccckkkKK!” she wailed, dragging the word out in a wobbled cry, her body contorting as she came. Explosively. Her nails sank into my chest. My cock pulsed inside her, shooting, painting her inner walls as I slipped back into the water. She came with me, hips gyrating, stomach crunching, until she sucked in a gasp, and flopped against me in a final splash.
I breathed hard, even though I’d just held on for the ride. “Christ,” I gasped.
Sara panted, cheek pressed against my chest. “Wow,” she breathed. “That was... the best bath ever!”
I chuckled — groaned — as she slipped off me, off my cock, and lay beside me snuggled in, partially submerged in the remaining bath water. “I’ve always been a shower kinda guy, but I think you’ve converted me.” I wrapped my arm around her and held her close.
Sara sighed, and we lay there for a minute, catching our breaths. It was blissful, and peaceful, and so perfect.
“I never thought I’d have this,” she whispered. “Find a guy like you and have friends all around me. All together.”
I scoffed. “Sara. You could have any guy you want, you—”
“No, I couldn’t. Most guys just see my looks, or they see me dance, and want that. And that was okay. I was focused. I didn’t need guys.”
I stayed silent and listened. I got little time alone with Sara, not when she was being open, and I wanted to hear it all.
“Then Clare brought you to that first evening, and I was kinda smitten.”
“Same, but I was so overwhelmed by it all. By all of you.”
“I thought they were joking when Clare said she was bringing a guy over she wanted to seduce. Then you...”
I brushed a clump of soggy hair out of her smiling face. “Fucked her over the couch? I wasn’t expecting that either.”
Sara tittered. “Yeah. Then the next week. Then you kissed me. I was more than smitten by then, and... I guess I wanted you just as much as the others. We had a meeting and everything.”
“Wait, you did?”
She nodded, sending a ripple of water across my chest. “It was getting serious, and well, we had to agree to share you, or Tara was going to fight Clare or something, I can’t remember,” she said, sounding dreamy.
I chuckled. “Yeah, that sounds about right. And here we are, lounging in a tub together when we both have things to do.”
“Yeah,” she smiled. Then her eyes bolted open. “Oh, no, what time is it?” She reached for her phone wrapped in a damp towel on the side and groaned. “I’m gonna be late for class.” She pecked me on the lips and splashed out of the water like a goddess. Water cascaded over her body, dripping all over as she clambered out. “Ugh, time I dry my hair...” she wrapped herself in an enormous pink fluffy towel. “And I need to get that stuff out of my car.”
I grinned, sloshing about as I fell over the edge with my jeans stuck halfway down my thighs. “Ow!” I wriggled out of them, leaving them in a soggy clump on the bathroom floor. “I’ll, take you.” I grabbed the nearest towel, a red one that was probably Tara’s, and watched Sara dry herself as I did the same. “Gotta pick up Ronnie in a bit, anyway.”
“Really?” she squealed. A mischievous grin slipped onto her lips. “Maybe if you go fast enough, it will dry my hair!”






  
  CHAPTER THREE


“Whooooo!” Sara cheered, arms in the air, auburn tresses flapping in the wind. The Jaguar guzzled, popped, and purred as we sped along the freeway, weaving in and around the lunchtime traffic. 
“Next turning!” she shouted, taking a break from screaming with glee.
I navigated down the offramp, reluctantly slowing as we entered the upper east side and made our way towards the campus where Sara was enrolled in the dance academy. She twisted the rear-view and used it to put her hair up in a tail and apply some makeup.
“Ohh, this is it!” she said, pointing to the unmissable campus to our right.
We pulled through an open security gate — the guard had his feet up, munching on a sandwich — and slowed to a stop outside a side building with a sign declaring it was Alton Dance Academy. It was a tall, many windowed building built next to a mini stadium that I assumed was for performances, not sport. “I didn’t know your school was at the university.”
She hopped out and shielded her eyes from the sun. Holy fuck, she was stunning. It hit me then as it frequently did, just how incredible she was... and the memory of how loud she was in the tub earlier sneaked its way into my mind. “It’s not. Well, technically. This is the arts campus. The main campus is across town.”
I hopped out and joined her around the back, getting her bag from the trunk. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her ass in her tight leggings. “I did not know that.”
I held out her bag as a voice squealed, “Sara!”
We both turned as two cute girls Sara’s age bounded up to us. They were lithe and hot, just not quite ‘Sara hot’. “Em, Zo,” Sara squealed back. They hugged into a little group as I held onto Sara’s bag. “I didn’t know you were back! I’ve missed you guys!”
Em, who is a tall thin blond, broke the hug. “Apparently mom couldn’t survive in the suburbs, so here we are!”
Zo, who was a fiery redhead, laughed, hugging Sara tightly before she released her. “I was just along for the ride, you know? Though I kinda miss the quiet. You forget how noisy the city is—”
“Oh, no, it’s too loud—”
“Shut up... wait. Who’s this guy?”
Sara turned and grinned at me. “This is Mike.” She took her bag, and then slid her arm around my waist, slipping down to cop a feel of my ass.
The two new girls’ mouth dropped. “This is Mike?” Em said.
“Daddy Mike?” Zo added.
“The one and the same,” Sara said, her voice full of pride that made my chest pinch.
“Oh, wow. The Mike you’re...” Em said, making a suggestive face.
Sara giggled. “Yep.”
Zo smiled, flicking her deep red hair off her shoulders, revealing her pale skin and deep cleavage in a gray tank top. She squeezed her breasts together. “Hey, Mike.”
“Hi, Zo, is it?” I held out my free hand, trying to be polite to Sara’s friends and not stare at her expanse of pale, plump flesh.
The redhead slipped her hand in mine — as delicate as Sara’s — and shook. She giggled, looking away.
Sara snatched my hand from hers. “Stop it, you guys. He’s spoken for. Many times over.”
“Doesn’t mean we can’t have a little fun. He’s into being with more than just one, right?” Em said. Her eyes wandered my body, and my newfound confidence faltered. “You’d be into it, wouldn’t you, Mike?”
“Emily!” Sara hissed.
“Wait, you told them?” I whispered, confused.
“It’s cool, Mike,” Zo said, tilting her head. She relaxed her face, pushed out her chest, and slanted her hip. Any guy with a pulse would think her sexy. “I’d be down for sharing you...”
“Oh, cool, is that a Jaguar? Like from that movie?”
“Enough!” Sara said. She turned to me. “I’m sorry about my friends. They can be a lot to take. They have no filter!” She kissed me on the lips, went to pull away, but kissed me deeper, putting on a show. I followed along and slid my hands under her ass and lifted. She wrapped her legs around me and devoured my mouth until I was seeing stars.
“Yeah, okay, Sara, not cool,” Em said.
“Yeah, you don’t have to rub it in our faces, bitch.”
Sara pulled away for air, looking as dazed as I felt.
“Have a good day,” I said. “Need me to pick you up?”
“You already did,” Em said.
“You can pick me up anytime,” Zo added.
Sara rolled her eyes. “Please. I’ll message you later? Right now, I have to throttle my friends,” she said with a grin.
I put her down and watched her punch Em in the arm. A bell rang out from the building. Zo whined. “I thought I’d have more time to tease you.”
“Oh, we have all semester for that.”
“You’re not my friends anymore,” Sara said with a laugh as they made their way towards the building. She gave me a look over her shoulder and stopped. Ran back and gave me a quick kiss. “I love you, daddy,” she whispered.
“You too, baby girl,” I whispered back.
She grinned and ran inside after her friends. I was only about three years older than these girls, but boy, did they make me feel older.
When I saw the time, I hopped in the Jag and hit the road. I didn’t have long to pick Veronica.
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I pulled up outside the coffee shop I’d arranged to pick up Ronnie, to find her sat under an umbrellaed table with Tara and Hayden, drinking coffee.
“There he is!” Tara shouted.
Grinning, I joined them at the table. “I didn’t know you would be here.” I gave all three a smile as I sat in the empty chair.
“Neither did I,” Ronnie said.
Hayden tucked her raven locks behind her ears and sipped her coffee, fluttering her big brown eyes at me over the rim. “I was shopping, bumped into Ronnie.”
“Wait,” I said, realizing Clare was missing. Her and Tara had become inseparable since they started working together. “Where’s Clare?”
“She had to pee,” Tara said, slipping off her long black leather coat to reveal the skimpy yellow summer dress underneath. She flicked her long mahogany dyed curls off her shoulders, teasing me with her bare neck and ample cleavage.
Ronnie sipped her latte. “That girl has the bladder of a walnut.”
Tara slipped her hand over my thigh under the table. “We’re celebrating our last day by telling Gwen to go fuck herself and getting a coffee instead of working.”
I grinned. “Ballsy.”
Tara tittered in that way she did. “That’s not the balls I’m interested in, lover.” Her hand roamed higher.
“Down, girl,” Hayden said, almost snorting her cappuccino. “What, are you on heat or something?”
Tara scoffed. “I’m not an alley cat.”
“That’s up for debate,” Clare said, returning from the bathroom, sliding her hands over my shoulders. I looked up and found her upside down lips heading towards me under a drape of silky blond hair. Her Vanilla scent fueled my soul as she kissed me. I was strangely arousing and awkward. This was the first time we’d been together in public, casually as a group, and it felt like there were spies everywhere. “Hey, baby.”
“Hey,” was all I could manage as she slipped into my lap and used me as a chair. She wiggled her red leather mini skirt covered butt against my hardening shaft, swatting Tara’s hand away.
My body was trained to respond to her, to all of them. They were so frisky I think they’d corrupted me, turning me into a sex addict.
Clare took my arm and wrapped it around her exposed midriff. “I missed you, baby.”
Hayden rolled her eyes again. “You saw him this morning, Clare. Are you also an alley cat?”
Clare wiggled her butt again. “Pffft. I’m allowed to miss him. And why would I be a cat?”
Rapidly, my cock hardened and pressed against her. It wanted in. Holy shit, what had they done to me? I hadn’t realized how obsessed I’d become. “It’s just a joke,” Hay said.
I pulled Clare harder against my shaft, and she was no help, bending over the table to press herself against me. “Um, I don’t know how to say this,” I said, my voice wobbling as I glanced around to check no one else would hear. “Am I the only one who feels like we have a lot of sex?”
Hayden put down her cup. “Are you just realizing this, bae?”
“No, that’s not what I meant.”
“Do you want to show me what you meant?” Clare asked, grinding her hips as she leaned her elbows.
“And me?” Tara added.
I looked between them. “It’s not that. Look, what I meant is, do any of you get horny just because I’m here?” I said way too loudly, lowering my voice as I continued. “Because you’re driving me crazy, and I didn’t realize how bad it’s become because this is the first time we’re all together in public doing normal stuff, and I can’t just... you know.”
“Bend me over the table and fill me so good,” Tara said. “Because you do, by the way.” She closed her eyes and smiled. “So good.”
I looked at Ronnie. She always helped when I had an issue with our arrangement. “Yeah, kinda. That’s not normal, right?”
The seductive older woman twiddled her long, dark hair around her finger, smirking. “Mikey, I do not know if it’s normal, but would it be wicked of me to be happy you feel that way?”
I groaned. “Ronnie, what’s that supposed to mean?”
“One of us. One of us!” Tara and Clare chanted together, giggling.
“It’s just,” Ronnie continued, “well, there are five of us, Michael, and we’re all very... sex positive.” 
I looked to Hayden for a translation, but Clare answered for her. “It means we like to fuck. You specifically.”
Ronnie let her half curled hair drop and hid behind her cup. “And most men would probably struggle with that kind of... demand.”
They all broke into sniggers and giggles.
“I’m happy you’re finding this so amusing.”
Hayden put down her cup. “I’m sorry, bae. Serious.” She wiped away the grin and looked at me with an expression of concentration. “Okay. Does it matter if it’s normal? Is it making you uncomfortable?”
I slumped in the chair. “No, I guess not. I guess it makes sense I’d feel this way. You guys are insatiable... and hot.”
“So are you, baby,” Clare whispered.
Ronnie’s smirk returned. “You can always say no, Michael. We won’t be mad. I know we demand a lot from you.”
A smirk sneaked its way onto my lips. “Now you’re talking crazy. Forget I said anything. I was just having a moment.”
“No, it’s good we can discuss these things. We’re here to support each other.”
“We love you, lover,” Tara said, shuffling her chair closer. “It’s not just about the sex. You know that, right?”
I grinned wider. What was I thinking? How could I think any of this was a negative? With these four, plus Sara? Thank god my cock never went down. “Yeah. You know I love you, too, right? All of you.”
One by one, they placed their hand on mine until it piled up five hands high.
Veronica pulled away. “Okay, enough of that, or you’ll make me snivel. We should go out tonight to celebrate you breaking your yokes of oppression.”
Hayden sniggered. “Dramatic, much, Ronnie? But I’m up for it.”
“Oooo, baby, we’re gonna show you such a good time,” Clare cooed into my ear.
Tara jumped up from the table. “I have to go shopping!”
Ronnie pulled out her cell. “I’ll make a call. I know the perfect place where we can... be ourselves.”
I looked between their grinning faces and took a breath. “I’m gonna be exhausted after this, aren’t I?”
Their smirking silence said a thousand words.






  
  CHAPTER FOUR


I’d taken Ronnie home and then later picked up Sara, who was just as excited because she’d been chosen to be the lead in a production... or something. I honestly don’t know. She talked so fast all the way home about it, all I could do was nod my head and be supportive. By the sounds of it, I’ll finally get to see her dance for real. 
The girls made me wear a suit, which I was not that happy about, because I’m not that guy, and they couldn’t keep their hands off me the entire car ride to wherever we were going. Not that I was complaining about the attention, but I was determined to see how hard it was to resist everything turning into a fuck fest. I think the game nights had really set a president for that.
Ronnie hired a car so we wouldn’t have to all drive separately and as I looked around the interior of the, my plan was already in trouble.
Clare and Tara went shopping together and wore matching dresses. Short, glittery dresses with necklines that plunged to their navels, revealing devious cleavage and Tara’s belly piercing. Tara wore red, Clare gold.
Sara was elegant and pretty in a similar silver dress, one that exposed her back right down to just above her butt. It wrapped tightly around her neck like a choker, but did not have the obscene cleavage of Tara and Clare’s dresses, but teased a little side-boob.
Hayden bucked the trend and wore a pair of tight, black leather pants that squeaked every time she moved. A boob-tube and a black lace choker, all combined to give her a sexy goth edge, showing off just how in shape she was.
Ronnie was Ronnie. She looked like an elegant movie star walking the red carpet in a long black dress with a sexy slit to her hip, teasing a lack of panties.
Meaning my now addicted cock was hard the entire journey.
When I first entered a relationship with five incredible women, I imagined, or maybe feared, that I’d get desensitized to how hot it was being with them all. Seeing Clare when she was my neighbor was the highlight of my week, and the feeling I felt when I look at them — individually or — all together triggered some chemical reaction in my primitive brain. It almost hurt how hot they were and how much I wanted them.
And I got to have them!
“Come on, bae! What are you doing? Daydreaming?” I glanced up to see Hayden leaning in through the open car door, offering me her hand.
“Thanks,” I said as she pulled me out, and I stretched my back. Can you hurt your back from too much sex? I was definitely feeling a twinge when I bent at certain angles.
“Wohoo!” Sara cheered, linking her arm through mine. “You never told me we were going to Saviors.”
I pulled the excitable dancer against my side as Hayden took up a position on the other. “Why? What’s special about Saviors?” I asked.
Sara turned to me. “Are you serious?”
“He’s never read a gossip page, Sara,” Hayden said, leaning against me as we walked through a neon light underground parking lot to catch up with the others. All of their heels click-clacked together like a stampede, thundering in the echoing space.
“Hey,” I protested. “I might have.”
“Yeah, sure you have, bae. Saviors is an exclusive club. How did Ronnie get us in?”
“Does it matter?” Sara squealed. “Saviors is almost anything goes!”
It clicked. “So that’s what she meant when she said we can be ourselves.”
“Pretty much,” Hay said as we joined Tara, Clare, and Ronnie outside a simple metal door. We’d already passed through a security gate to get into the lot. But this time, past the mirror shine of the entrance, we were greeted by a pretty young woman with a blond bob wearing less than Clare and Tara.
“Welcome to Saviors,” she said with a broad smile. “Is this your first time?”
Veronica took the lead. “For some of us.”
“Okay. Before you go in, I must warn you that inside Saviors you might be exposed to sexual and other content not usually seen at other clubs,” the blond continued. “This isn’t a sex club, or anything seedy. We host the elite. But we have fewer restrictions than most, especially in VIP areas. No violence, coercion, or abuse of any kind are the main restrictions. There are a few other rules concerning narcotics you should already know, as you agreed to them when booking.”
“I explained this to everyone.” Ronnie said. She hadn’t, but unless someone insulted Tara or Clare’s dresses, then we wouldn’t have an issue.
“Good,” the blond said. “I just need you to accept the non disclosure agreement on behalf of your party.” She held out a small computer tablet. “Just select which member of your party you are, and tick the agreement.” Ronnie did. “Now remember, that goes for everyone. While phone use is permitted, media of other guests is forbidden. Is that clear?”
“Perfectly,” Ronnie said, and I was amazed Tara and Clare stayed silent and did not say a single sexual innuendo.
“Great. Enjoy your evening.” She spoke into a hidden earpiece, and the double doors behind her swung open like magic. “You are in VIP area four.”
“VIP?” Sara gasped. “Like where John-John and Raffi had that famous… incident?”
“That was actually in area three,” the blond said, laughing at Sara’s well-informed enthusiasm.
I didn’t have to walk. Sara dragged me through the double doors, and our group entered the most lavish club I’ve ever seen.
Saviors divided into a main floor, and the raised VIP areas around the outside that acted as mini versions of the main club, complete with their own bar and dance floor. It was massive. The lighting was dark with bursts of color from spotlights and mirror surfaces reflected everywhere. Sara dragged me and Hayden to the dance floor of our VIP area, while Ronnie picked out a spot on the oversized couches. Tara and Clare joined us after their tandem trip to the ladies.
On the dance floor, Sara had been unleashed. Her dress and auburn ponytail fluttered and flapped as she spun on her heels. Her eyes gleamed as she giggled with Clare and Tara, hip bumping as we danced together. I was stiff — I wasn’t a dancer — but the girls encouraged and loosened me up, and before long, we were all gyrating to the swelling beat. Laughing and cheering as Hayden convinced Veronica to join us, and we all danced and jumped in a little group, the girls taking it in turns to dance around me, or for me to spin them like in the movies.
The main dance floor had a constant stream of bodies below us, separated by a glass rail, a tinted black screen, and a ten-foot drop. The other VIP areas were all raised at different heights, so no one could make easy eye contact. Not that you could with how dark everything was because of the tinted barrier surrounding each area, keeping them separated. Only the main area was easily visible and it was because of that I could let go on the floor and just have a good time no matter how bad a dancer I was, or what I thought others would think of me being the only guy with a group of incredible women. If they saw what I could see in the other VIP areas, we’d just be silhouettes — much to Sara’s disappointment.
We danced for what seemed like an hour before I was done, and Hayden need some water. We stumbled and laughed our way to the couches and all collapsed onto the black leather.
“Oh, wow,” Sara said, grinning from ear to ear. “That was fun!”
Ronnie sighed. “You make me feel young... or old… whatever.” The slit in her dress slid to the side, showing off her leg, and almost a lot more between her thighs. She grinned almost as much as Sara.
Hayden snuggled against my right side. “I’m not much of a dancer, but I liked whatever we just did.”
I turned to her in fake horror. “Are you saying that wasn’t dancing?”
“No, I..” she flustered, her cheeks blooming red before she realized I was messing with her. “Meanie,” she said, punching my arm.
Clare positioned my free arm around her shoulders. “We should quit more often. I love this.”
“Should have told Gwen to go fuck herself a lot sooner,” Tara added, sitting between Sara and Ronnie on the other couch.
“We’re not just celebrating that,” Veronica said, lounging back and giving me a sneaky view inside that obscene slit. “This is for us. For how far we’ve come, and just...” She swallowed. “That we found each other. Who knew those silly little game nights would have changed our lives... well, mine, so dramatically.”
I picked up the glass of sparkling water in the champagne flute — none of us were drinking anything stronger as both Hayden and Sara didn’t, and we were trying to help them keep it that way — and raised it. “To us.”
Clare raised hers. “To seducing your neighbor in the most convoluted way possible.”
“To forgiveness,” Tara said, raising her glass to Clare.
Hayden squeezed my thigh as she raised hers. “To finding someone awesome to slay virtual dragons with.”
“To a full house and second chances,” Ronnie said, wiping her eye.
Sara raised her glass and bit her lip, looking at each of us before she spoke. “To finding a new, better family,” then grinned, “and big bath tubs!”
I laughed, willing down the dampness that tried to escape my eyes at just how grateful I was. How lucky I was to have met, to love, and be loved by these amazing people.
“We should play a game,” Clare said. “It’s only right. That’s how this started, and I can’t dance anymore.”
“Hell yes!” Tara put down her glass on the small side table with a chink loud enough that I heard it over the background dance music. I’m surprised she didn’t break the stem. “Whoops.”
“Well, what are we playing?” I asked.
“Does it matter?” Ronnie said, raising a perfectly manicured brow. “We know where it’s going to end up.”
Tara clicked her fingers. “Then that’s what it should be. A sex game. Deepest Desires... or... What Do You? Hay, what do you want to do right now?”
“Wait, you’re starting with me?” Hayden’s cheeks bloomed a deep crimson again. She tucked her hair behind her ears and stared at me wide-eyed.
I took her hand. “It’s just a game, Hay. Don’t think. Just do it. Whatever it is.”
The raven beauty bit her lip, looking towards the other areas and the main floor. Then slowly she lowered herself down until her face was an inch from my crotch. “Stop me if you don’t want this, but I’ve wanted to all week.” Her fingers unfastened and then unzipped my suit pants, freeing my shaft.
So the no fucking test lasted about an hour. 
Clare, Tara, Sara, and Ronnie all inched forward as they watched Hayden slip her lips over the crown of my cock and sucked.
“Mmmm, fuck, that’s good,” groaned, slipping into the wave of pleasure flowing through my shaft.
Hayden mewled, slurping loudly as she swirled her tongue around the sensitive tip.
Tara chuckled. “I don’t think you’re the only obsessed one here, lover. Maybe that’s why we’re good together.”
Hayden moaned, sliding my cock deeper in her mouth, and I groaned at the sensation, and just how right it felt. As she literately blew me, it blew my mind that this was what she wanted to do most.
Clare fisted my shirt, twisting and pushing me deeper into the dark leather. Her lips were silky soft as she nibbled against my mouth with tiny, soft bites. One of my hands slid through the raven silk of Hayden’s hair as she began bobbing in my lap. The other slipped inside Clare’s dress as we kissed, cupping her fantastic breast. They both whimpered. Hayden’s more throaty, Clare’s more needy.
The kiss became feral as I toyed with Clare’s nipples — driving her wild — while I flexed my hips, driving upwards into Hayden’s mouth. “Baby, I can’t,” Clare gasped. “Hay, I don’t wanna be greedy, but...” Clare’s eyes flashed as I pinched her nipples, but then Hayden sucked my crown hard as she pulled off, making me see stars. I almost pushed her back down for more.
Hayden climbed to her feet, wiping her mouth. “It’s okay.”
“Oh, no,” Tara said, joining us. “You don’t get to cheat, Clare. Lover, you remember that first game night, don’t you?”
I grinned as Clare whimpered, clawing at me as I squeezed her plentiful, luscious breasts. “Like it was yesterday... Oh.” I knew what Tara was getting at.
I clasped my suit pants and stood, pulling Clare with me. “Pffft, why? I could have just climbed—” The hot blond started, but mewled as I threw her over the couch arm. Her dress rode up, revealing half of her bare ass. “Oh, fuck... this is even better.”
Bent over, Clare’s ass was high, pressing her face against where she was just sitting. A spotlight flashed across her fleshy globes as I pulled her dress higher, leaving the shimmery material around her waist. Then, without warning — just how she liked it — I pushed deep inside her pussy.
“Oh, fuck, baby, yes!” the sassy blond screamed as I sank all the way in one smooth movement. My cock spread her open, slipping through her silky wet, warm channel until I was flush against her ass.
“It’s not just about you, Clare Bear,” Tara said, standing over us as the blond drooled over the leather, scrunching her nails as I pushed as deep as I could inside her. I loved seeing her so blissed out. She also felt incredibly tight with her thighs squeezed together. “You owe Hay a thank you.”
The raven beauty’s eyes widened. Clare groaned as I pulled out and slammed back inside her. A surge of ecstasy thundered through my body, and I had to use all my virtually trained, track-side discipline to not just fuck her brains out, and wait for whatever Tara had in mind.
“Hay, pants off,” the determined fashionista said, using her ‘in charge’ voice.
“T-they don’t come off t-that easily,” Hayden protested, hugging herself. “And I... you know I don’t do...”
Tara placed her slender fingers on Hayden’s bare shoulders. “She owes you an orgasm, right? So let that greedy little slut be the one to give it to you.” Her digits slipped down Hayden’s arms, and then unzipped her pants, yanking down the tight black leather.
Hayden sighed in resignation and wiggled her pants to the middle of her thighs, and waddled to the couch. She fell back, and Tara helped her into position, with her legs in the air, bound by her tight pants. Her big brown wide eyes fluttered at me as her hair spread out around her head like a dark halo.
I slowly pushed in and out of Clare’s dripping pussy, giving the raven beauty an encouraging smile. Hayden, like Sara, wasn’t the biggest fan of getting sexy with the others, but we were celebrating, and I couldn’t be with everyone at the same time. I had a greedy blond to deal with.
“Don’t be lazy Clare,” Tara hissed. She collected the blond’s hair in a fist and lifted her head to face Hayden’s exposed pussy. Then used her free hand to slide Hayden closer until she was covering Clare’s mouth.
“The more I hear Hay enjoying herself, the more you get,” I told Clare, slowing my thrusts to an agonizing crawl.
The blond protested with a bratty whimper, but quickly Hayden lolled her head, gripped her hair, and moaned.
I rewarded the blond, picking up the tempo and fucking her with measured strokes as Tara held her, cooing, “good girl, Clare Bear. Such a good little slut.”
I would have chuckled at how much Tara enjoyed dominating Clare, but I was enjoying fucking the blond and the sight of her head between Hayden’s thighs too much.
Hayden came quicker than any of us expected, considering how hesitant she was. She let out a quiet whimper as her body twitched and her back arched. I pumped faster, rewarding Clare, openly fucking her fast. But not too fast. I couldn’t come yet. I still had Sara, Ronnie, and Tara to satisfy and didn’t want to suffer through the down time.
“Oh, baby, yes!” Clare cried, but her words were quickly muffled by Tara as she took Hayden’s place on the couch, legs spread, holding Clare between her thighs.
“Come on, slut,” the fashionista demanded, tugging her dress higher and pushing her core against Clare’s damp lips. “Get me nice and wet for Mike.”
Clare’s pussy fluttered around my shaft as she moaned. I fucked her faster as she made Tara mewl. The dance music swelled, and the spotlights flashed across the dance floor, almost strobing to my rhythm as I slapped against her ass.
“Oh, fuck, baby,” Clare gasped, letting Tara push her back between her spread thighs. Her pussy clenched, squeezing my shaft.
Veronica spread her legs, letting the slit ride higher. Sara bit her lip as she crossed her legs, eyes fixed on Clare. Recovered, Hayden struggled to pull up her pants, before flopping on the opposite couch with a contented sigh.
“Do you deserve to come?” Tara asked Clare, pulling her hair and lifting the blond’s head away from her soaked pussy.
It was too late. “Yes!” the blond screamed, rolling her eyes as her quivering walls tried to milk my cock. I pushed inside her and relaxed as a shiver ran through my body — closer to coming than I’d realized. I took a breath as Clare gasped and shook before collapsing between Tara’s thighs.
“I can’t take you guys anywhere,” I joked, slipping my shaft from Clare’s slick, puffy pussy.
“And you wouldn’t change a thing,” Clare said, muffled and breathless.
“True.” I let my pants fall to the floor and stepped out of them, sick of holding them up. “Okay, who’s next in this game? Scratch that. Let’s stop pretending. Who wants to get fucked next? Sara?” I asked, turning to the sexy little auburn minx squirming on the couch.






  
  CHAPTER FIVE


She grinned mischievously. “If I take a rain check, can I spend tonight in your room?” 
“Hey, that’s cheating. We’ve got rules,” Tara complained, but I ignored her.
“Sure, baby girl.” A night with Sara after our bath? Perfect. It would also save me the torture of not being able to come in her tight little pussy, which was an impossibility. “Ronnie?”
The seductive older woman grinned. Flipped her dress open at the slit, and spread her legs wider. “Just a quickie, darling. Mommy needs a drink.”
Hayden shimmied further down the couch as Veronica turned and flopped dramatically onto her back. “Are you sure no one can see us... I mean, should we really be doing this?” the raven runner asked. Her leather pants squeaked on the couch as Ronnie’s movement forced her onto the chair’s arm.
“No one can see who we are, darling,” Ronnie cooed, looking at Hayden upside down from her sprawled position. I Flipped up her dress and the flaps of silky material shrouded the seductive older woman’s face in darkness. She cackled, pushing it aside, then moaned as I pushed inside her. She was surprisingly wet. “Mmmm, but they can see what we’re doing... that’s it Mikey, give it to mommy.”
I laughed at the way Veronica said it, with the sneaky twinkle in her eye. The way she slipped the dress off her shoulders and pulled the material down, exposing her breasts. Then covered them teasingly with her long, jet black dyed hair.
“I don’t get the daddy and mommy thing you and Sara have going on, Ronnie,” Tara said, openly playing with herself under her dress, watching as I slowly fucked Ronnie’s welcoming pussy.
“You’re just jealous,” Sara said, watching intently.
Ronnie moaned, somehow still sounding classy as she did compared to Clare’s frantic gasped cries, while I fucked her with lazy strokes. She needed a little built up and preferred to start slow and gentle. “And you never will, darling... you never will.”
I held Ronnie’s thigh — the one pressed against the couch back, leaving her legs open at a ninety-degree angle — just savoring the sensation of my shaft slicking in and out of her folds. The gripping clench. The exhaled grunt as I pulled out. The pulse of pleasure as my crown rubbed on the way back inside.
I fucked Ronnie like this for a while, at least one driving dance track long before she began gyrating to my rhythm. Arching her back with every deep push inside her. Gasping — eyes closed — sliding back and forth on the squeaky leather. Gently I moved faster, building until I was fucking her, curling my hips in an arc to hit the right spot. Her modest breasts danced and jiggled in circles. Hands gripping my arm and the couch. Nails sinking in. “Fuck, darling, mmmm, yes, my special boy, that’s how mommy likes it.” She was shameless, kinky, and filthy when she got going, and Ronnie was well and truly gone. “Yes! Fuck me, Mikey. Fuck mommy.”
I held in the cuss and focused on giving the incredible older woman exactly what she wanted. Tried to ignore the scent of so many perfumes surrounding me — each I now associated with one of them — and the pungent smell of sex that hung heavy in the air. I clenched my jaw, pumping my hips, slapping against her pale flesh, trying with everything I had to not come. So much sex since that first game night, and I could last longer, sure, but I wasn’t invincible. Hayden’s blow job, Clare’s pussy, and now Ronnie’s? It would test any man.
Veronica gasped quicker, her breaths just half moaned pants. Her body writhed, fucking me back. Faster. Faster. Fas— “Fuck! Mommy’s coming, darling,” the older vixen cooed, throwing her head back.
I pushed deep and grit my teeth as her pussy muscles massaged my cock — almost making me come. Ronnie shuddered. Tara laughed. Sara gasped. I groaned at how good it felt inside her. She fit me perfectly. Squeezed me just right and smelled so much like home.
“Oh, fuck, Mikey,” she said, taking deep breaths after she’d recovered from her climax. “I’m gonna need two drinks after that.” She chuckled to herself. “I said a quicky, not to melt my brain, darling.”
I slipped out of her, grinning, kneeling on the couch. “Sorry-not-sorry?”
She pulled me on top of her, towards her waiting lips, kissing me as her breasts cushioned my landing. “You’ve gotten a little too good at that,” she said with a smirk.
“Sorry-not-sorry?” I repeated, raising my brow.
She pushed me away with a laugh. “I’ve made a talented monster.”
Tara grabbed me by the shirt and pulled me off the couch. “Time to put all that talent to use, lover.”
That just left Tara. The mahogany fashionista. The only one that could rival Sara with her ability to make my brain short-circuit with how stupidly hot she was. “Well,” I joked, “We can’t let that go to waste.” I glanced to the rail and the dark tinted glass wall that separated the VIP area from the main club floor. A sly grin tugged at the corner of my mouth. I had a promise to her I hadn’t yet fulfilled. I pulled her close — my cock pressing against her belly-piercing now she’d taken off her heels — and pressed my lips against her ear. “I made a promise to you when we were first together. It looks like we have a consenting audience...”
Her silky tresses brushed against my cheek as she glanced over her shoulder at where I was looking. “Oh... I thought you’d forgotten,” she said, just audible over the slow quiet section of the current dance track. She turned back to me. Bit her lip. “Can we? I mean, you know where I want it?”
I kissed her. Inhaled her apple and citrus scent. Devoured her pouty, silky lips for a minute while I reached between her legs and pushed my fingers inside her pussy. She whimpered into my mouth as her copious juices wet my digits. Her seductive whimpers became moans as I pushed that wetness against the tiny pucker of her ass. “I remember,” I said against her oh-so-kissable mouth. Then pushed that wetness harder until my finger slipped through her ring of muscle. She sucked in a breath. I gathered more. Pushed her slickness into her smallest hole. More. Pushing deeper. Adding a second digit. More wetness. She bit my lip as I pumped my fingers in and out of her ass. Parting my digits inside her, stretching, and pushing past the second knuckle.
She broke the nibbling kiss. Pulled my hand free and gripped my wrist. Her gaze drooped, hooded and hungry. “Now.” Tara pulled me by the hand — leaving the others watching on the couch — stopped at the tinted partition, and gripped the silver rail. She arched her back, pushing out her ass towards me, and looked over her shoulder. “Take me, lover. I’m yours.”
She didn’t need to prompt me. I was already pressing my juice covered cock at her smallest entrance. She stared forward at the darkened dance floor below. To the packed bar where people flirted, drank, and more. None of them paid any attention to the girl pressed against the glass. None turned up to see the stunning woman gasp as her man pushed his cock inside her ass. But the thought that they could made Tara pant before I’d even pushed the crown of my cock inside her, but gasped for air as I did.
Her tight, hot hole resisted at first, clenching and relaxing like it couldn’t decide. But her butt was dripping with her wanton need, making it easy to push my way inside. She gripped the rail tighter, the deeper I slid, until moaning loudly when my pelvis pressed against her ass cheeks, cock buried all the way. “Fuck, Mike. Fuck,” she said, sounding desperate. “Why don’t we do this more often?”
I gripped her hips and dragged out. “I dunno.” Then pushed back inside her warm, slick, incredibly tight hole. The music shifted back to a driving beat, urging me onwards. “It’s risky outside a place like this.” I fucked her bottom slowly, waiting until she loosed up.
“Then just fuck my ass, lover. Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass,” she chanted. Clare sniggered from the couches, but I didn’t look.
“You’re such a filthy slut,” I said, slipping into the deep, dominating voice she liked, using the same tactics she’d used on Clare against her. I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back. “Aren’t you?”
She shuddered, and I increased my tempo to match the club’s pulsing music and strobing lights. “I’m such a filthy slut. Such a filthy...” Her words trailed off into a deep, guttural moan as I fucked her fully loosened bottom. “Fuck, oh, fuck, I’m such a filthy slut getting my ass fucked. Oh, fuck, I love that. I fucking love that! Harder. Fuck me harder!”
I grinned as I did, slapping my hips against her ass as I fucked her from behind, looking out at the people below. At the dark, almost silhouettes, dancing and swaying. My fingers pressed deeply into Tara’s hips, holding her ass steady, gritting my teeth at how close I was to coming. She felt incredible slicking over and clenching around my shaft, and I didn’t want it to end. “God, you feel incredible,” I grunted, not saying it to her specifically. She wasn’t listening, anyway.
“Fuck… in my ass. So big and hard in my ass. Come in my ass, lover. Fill me up.” She gasped each breath, growing more needy as she went, adding other cusses and obscenities.
She was insatiable. I’d forgotten how she got when she was taken like this on display.
“Faster, harder. Fill me!” she screamed as the music swelled louder.
My hips pumped in a blur. A bead of sweat dripped from my forehead and landed on her right butt cheek. It rolled down her fleshy, wobbling globe as I slapped against her, right on the edge. A great pressure had built inside me. A coil of need, winding tighter and tighter in my groin, inflating my cock to bursting point. “Fuck, I’m gonna come, Tara,” I warned her.
She didn’t care. “Come!” she screamed, pushing her ass back and meeting me with every thrust. I was close, so damn close, but I could hold on for a few more seconds. Still fucking her fantastic ass, I released her hips, pushed her dress off her shoulders. Reached around and found her large, swaying, perfect breasts and clasped them firmly. Her plump mounds squished in my grip, and her large, thick nipples pressed against my palm.
Fatigue flashed in my vision. The wet, squelching sound of our fucking broke through the air as the music lowered, quieting for a second, before rising into a swelling, thumping crescendo.
I slapped my hips harder against her fantastic ass. Grit my teeth. Squeezed her tits.
She screamed.
I came.
“Oh, my god!” she cried, sounding caught unaware as I pushed as deep inside as her as I physically could and squeezed her breasts, pulling her back, forcing her to arc. Her hips hit the rail. Her cheek the glass.
The pressure flowed through my buried shaft, bursting out the end in a wave of relief and ecstasy. I painted her insides with an evening’s worth of teasing and edged fucking.
“Oh, fuck!” My sexy ass-fuck-loving deviant cried, contracting her ass muscles around the base of my shaft. Her body writhed uncontrollably against the rail and the glass, spraying my balls and my leg in her release. We came together for what seemed a lifetime before my cock stopped pulsing and twitching inside her, and her body flopped against the glass like a lifeless doll.
A wave of dizziness washed over me. I was exhausted. My cock slipped out of her ass in a rush of cum, but most remained trapped behind that well-fucked ring of muscle, and I scooped her into my arms.
“I can’t feel my legs,” she said with a dreamy laugh as she snuggled in and I marched us back to the couches where everyone looked flushed, glancing away sheepishly.
“You’ll recover,” I said, collapsing onto the dark, squeaky leather with Tara in my arms.
“I don’t know if I will,” Sara said, fanning herself with her hand. “That was hot, daddy.”
They all gathered around, sitting where they could — even veronica — as we formed a big, semi-naked, sweaty, sexy ball. “Pffft,” Clare said. “You should see us when... no, actually, that was pretty sexy, baby. Watching that ass of yours...” She flashed her eyes and broke into a giggle.
Ronnie picked up a glass of what suspiciously didn’t look like water. “Well, I think this will be a mini celebration to remember.” She took a long sip before continuing. “Now that you’re free, we can finally get on with this website you keep going on about.”
Clare poked my shoulder with her sharp nails. “Yeah, baby. You said you’d have the basic site done by now.”
Her words ripped me from the cloud I was floating on. “Uh... tomorrow. I’ll get on it first thing tomorrow morning.”
Hayden poked my other arm. “You promised to come running with me tomorrow. I need to train if I want to try out.”
I dragged my eyes open and looked from the blushing raven beauty and the scowling blond. “Tomorrow afternoon—”
Sara leaned in and placed her lips against my ear. “No, daddy, you promised you’d take me shopping.”
I looked from the blond to the auburn beauty. “I did.” I looked back at Clare and Tara. “Day after tomorrow?” I once relished working on a real live site. Coding the server side, working on the user end. The hours of testing. I guess when you’re surrounded by the sexiest women in the world, obscene game nights, and kinky days, there were just better things to get excited about. And knowing the incredibly needy women in my life. Two days would become two weeks.
Maybe three.
“Soon. I promise.”
THE END.
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