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Chapter One

Rematch

Each time Chris and his ex-girlfriend’s mom, Amy, arrived at Gloria’s manor, he was reminded of just how unfair life could be. While neither he nor Amy’s households were scraping by, driving a car with more than eighty-thousand miles on it seemed almost wrong as they buzzed themselves in and drove through the automatic gates that opened before them. Like it’d get them jeered at by all the finery surrounding them as they trailed along Gloria’s driveway and parked in front of a dozen steps leading to her mansion’s front door.

She’d a perfectly manicured lawn, with hedges trimmed, every soldier of grass the same height, and not a single stray leaf in sight on this day midway through summer. Her long driveway and steps regularly received cleaning, buffeting any dirt or grime or moss that thought they might sneak past the mansion’s fence. Having married into her money by sidling up to a lonely real estate mogul ten years ago, knowing he wouldn’t be around for more than half that time, she’d undoubtedly found one of the quicker paths to outrageous wealth.

“Alright,” Amy said, pushing her Camry into park. “Today’s the day she’s going down.”

Chris smiled at her, and he hoped for her sake that she spoke true—and a little bit for his. The car ride back to their shared neighborhood would be smoother if she proved victorious tonight.

The gorgeous, long-legged woman he’d grown close with while dating her daughter, Penelope, sighed. Moving into the neighborhood, just the two of them, a couple of years back, Chris had somehow ended up closer to Amy than he ever did her daughter. Even when they’d broken things off before graduating high school last year, he and Amy had remained thick as thieves. Which, even if still strange to others, explained his journey here with her tonight.

An utterly beautiful woman, Amy possessed light brown hair that trailed like silk down her back. Not a hair stood out of place tonight. Her soft lips formed around a second and third breath she took as she readied herself for battle. And in the rare silver sequin dress that barely contained her undeniably provocative proportions, Chris felt a tiny shiver pass over him, and he realized he was practically leering at the woman whose daughter he’d taken to prom only about a year ago.

A fist of shame struck him in the side, and he quickly looked away and started climbing out of their car. If he hadn’t, she might have noticed an erection he quickly worked to soothe while walking around to her door so he could help her out. Partly out of gentlemanly conduct, partly so he could feel her skin against his, smell her soft floral perfume.

Yeah, he had it bad.

She’d already opened the door by the time he made it around, but she smiled at his aid and extended a slender hand for him to take. Dry-mouthed and hoping she didn’t see his eyes flashing like headlights while they ran across her voluptuous form, he helped her out of the car. Fortunately, she remained focused on preparing herself for what was to come within the mansion.

“You’ve got this,” Chris said, still having not let go of her hand. “You’ll ruin her tonight.”

Amy splashed a warm smile over him, and he greedily absorbed every ounce of it. “You’re right. Gloria won’t know what’s hit her.”

Together, they climbed the steps. Only then did he release her hand so that she could ring the doorbell. From within, they could hear the muffled call of an overly long set of tones as Gloria’s doorbell alerted her of their arrival.

“Thank you for dressing up,” Amy said, casting her hazel eyes his way.

“I can’t stay in shorts and tees my whole life,” Chris said, fidgeting a bit.

“You’re quite dashing tonight, just so you know.”

Chris blushed and ducked his head. Although he knew he was tiers dressed down in comparison to Amy, he’d put on a clean white button-down and absconded with one of his father’s jackets, which he left unbuttoned. It wasn’t as if either he or his mother, who were both never home, would notice.

They both readied themselves as they heard footsteps and saw a woman as elegant as her home through its glass. The door opened a moment later, and a set of sharp green eyes belonging to the sole inhabitant of the sprawling mansion looked at the two of them.

“So, you were brave enough to show up,” Gloria said.

Amy nodded. “Someone has to destroy you.”

The two women locked eyes for several seconds before finally breaking into wide grins and pulling each other into the other’s arms. Chris glanced away, worried he might leer again as the women, friends since their college years almost two decades ago, embraced and ran through the usual gamut of asking after how the other had been since they last saw each other. A bit of an unnecessary ritual, seeing as how they talked over the phone practically every other day.

“Well, aren’t you cleaning up tonight?”

Chris reintegrated himself into the conversation as Gloria’s compliment washed over him. He blushed and nodded a bit too swiftly, which caused both beautiful women to laugh. Their attention remained on him, and he struggled not to fidget. Apart, they were any man’s dream. Together, it was practically a herculean feat not to grow uncomfortably aroused.

Gloria matched her friend in terms of beauty. A touch taller, ever so slightly bustier, she wore the decadence allowed to her by her late husband’s will with elegance and grace. If she’d wanted, she could have dressed so gaudily that one might have assumed she’d perspire pure gold. Instead, she preferred a single expensive piece of jewelry rather than overloading herself with gemstones and gold. Today, that came in the form of a silver necklace that formed three “V”s just above her bosom. Practically arrows pointing down the luscious orbs, which her flowing black dress put on full display.

Even seeing her once a month for the past year, Chris had never grown comfortable around the unsettlingly beautiful woman. In part because she knew how she affected him, and possibly how Amy did. Her brand of teasing always suggested as much. It did here tonight.

“Look at these two sexy women who’ve gotten all dressed up for you, Chris,” Gloria said. “You’re the real winner tonight, regardless of which of us wins our game.”

He blushed again, saved from an awkward reply by Amy flicking her friend on the arm. “Be kind, Gloria.”

“Never,” Gloria said, grinning. She saw much, knew much. When Penelope had mentioned these outings, which her mother took once a month and invited him along, Chris hadn’t known what to expect. Penelope, having known what her role would be should she come along, hardly thought anything of them, and she rarely agreed to go with her mother.

Chris had found the opulence and beautiful women a touch addicting. Enough so that he’d happily come along the next month… and the next. Penelope seemed almost happy that her mother found a new second to bring along since it spared her the trip. After their breakup, Chris had figured he’d never see Gloria or her mansion again. Instead, he’d kept receiving invitations from Amy.

And he’d certainly continued accepting them.

“Come in, come in,” Gloria said.

She stepped back into her home, beckoning them both inside. Following her into a foyer containing hanging art that probably equaled a net worth greater than everything Chris had ever owned, they trailed after her on the way to her gargantuan kitchen. An opulent dinner cooked by her personal chef awaited, as it always did. And wine aplenty, though being only nineteen himself, it was only for the two women.

“It’s a special occasion, so why not?” Gloria suggested, pointing his way.

“Denied,” said Amy flatly.

“You’re no fun,” Gloria said, twirling a finger around her wine glass’s lips. Her eyes pointed Chris’s way, and he felt a tightness in his chest and his crotch. “He’s all dressed up. Let him feel like a man.”

“He’ll have to wait a bit longer for that aspect of being a man,” Amy said, remaining adamant. “I couldn’t face his parents if I wasn’t a good chaperone. You know that.”

Like they’d ever even ask, Chris thought wryly.

Gloria shrugged. “Sorry, Chris. I tried.”

Dinner, a lavish spread his palette still couldn’t appreciate properly, and conversation continued for a while, dominated mainly by the two women’s voices. Chris didn’t mind, much finding he preferred when they didn’t focus on him—though it happened somewhat, like when Gloria asked how his freshman year at university had gone. When they didn’t focus on him, it allowed him to drink their beauty recklessly. The shame and guilt flicked him each time his gaze lingered too long on their breasts, imagined their soft lips against his, fantasized about them crawling under the table with hands and mouths reaching to free him of his pants.

“Chris?”

Chris started, shoving his gaze away from Gloria’s creamy breasts and toward Amy’s concerned expression. “Y-yeah?”

“We’re about done with our plates. How about you?”

Bright scarlet, he nodded swiftly. “Yeah, I’m good.”

Gloria picked up her glass and drained the last bit of red from it. Chris could have sworn her eyes sparked slightly as she looked his way.

After dinner’s awkward ending, both women refilling their glasses as they departed, the three of them made for the game room. Not a game room in the modern sense, which held gaming consoles, enormous TVs, and the like, but just a cushy room with only a single game to speak of within it. It hung on the far wall between two suits of medieval armor, like it had since Chris had first laid eyes upon it.

“Would you like the first attempt tonight?” Gloria asked her friend, smirking at her.

“So you can judge what you need to beat each round?”

“Because you can’t hold your wine, so you should go now before you pass out on my couch.”

Amy rolled her hazel eyes at her friend and handed over her glass of wine. She marched over to the leftmost suit of armor, then took the small wooden box held in its hands. Returning to them as Chris took his usual place on the couch, she set the small box on a nearby glass table, flipped it open, and pulled out the first throwing dart.

For as wealthy a woman as Gloria was, Chris found it mildly amusing that their monthly ‘game night’ revolved around as ordinary a game as darts. He knew the story behind it, of course. Back when they were both bar-hopping college students, their first meeting—a very drunken one, as both women told it—involved a game of darts in a musky bar with cheap vodka shots. A game both women claimed they’d won, though the copious amounts of alcohol in their systems on the night ensured splotchy memories were all that remained.

He didn’t even need to ask how many times they’d played; a board split down the middle by a divider not far from the door counted each woman’s wins—plus one for either of them, since they couldn’t agree who’d won the first game.

According to the board, Amy had won two hundred and thirty-six times. Gloria’s claimed two hundred and fifty-two.

And having seen about a dozen of their matches, he knew they took this game very, very seriously.

They played 501 up, which was the most played game of darts, even professionally. They both started with five hundred and one points, thus the name. The goal was to reach precisely zero points, with each divvied area on the board—which resembled pizza slices—possessing a point value ranging from one to twenty—though they didn’t go sequentially like a clock would.

Wherever a dart landed, the player subtracted that many points from their current total. A bullseye counted for fifty points, the small ring just outside of it counted for twenty-five, and then there were thin slices on the board’s pizza-like segments known as double and treble sections, which added double or treble to the point value that would be subtracted at the end of the round. A round being three tosses per player.

Chris wasn’t sure if he liked darts, even if he’d played it a lot with Amy over the past few years. But he did like watching them go at it, their competitiveness flaring like two torches seeking to burn brighter than the other.

“Are you ready to keep score, Chris?” Gloria asked, considering him with a bemused expression as Amy took her stance and place behind a small wooden block—officially called an oche in the sport—sitting on the hardwood.

Grabbing the marker board with a dry-erase marker stuck to it sitting on the couch beside him, which likely hadn’t moved since he’d last touched it the month prior, he nodded.

Gloria grinned and took a drink from her wine glass. “Let’s get underway, Amy. Time to add another loss to your streak.”

Amy snorted confidently at her. “That’s what you think.”


Chapter Two

A Different Type of Game

Chris winced as the final dart struck the board, a perfect bullseye—one of the two places it needed to land for that player to win by reaching zero. Amy’s face fell like a stone as Gloria, already picking her wine glass up again with her left hand, raised her other hand in a languid victory thrust. The wealthy woman basked in her win for a few seconds, all while Amy grumbled in frustration under her breath.

“Don’t be a poor sport,” Gloria teased. She grabbed and handed Amy back her wine glass, which she took and immediately drained.

“Let’s just get this over with.”

Gloria’s smile expanded, and the two of them headed over to the hanging board by the door. As was customary, the loser changed the winner’s score. All while they grinned snootily and basked in their victory.

“There, it’s done,” Amy grumbled once she’d updated Gloria’s win total to two hundred and fifty-three.

“Ah, now that feels good,” Gloria said. “Better than sex.”

“Gloria!” Amy said exasperatedly, glancing toward Chris. “Mind your manners.”

“He’s not a boy, Amy. They’re just words. Come on, let’s go get you a refill. I’m not done trotting myself around in victory yet.”

“I really shouldn’t have too much more,” Amy said, though she didn’t resist as Gloria wrapped an arm around her shoulder and tugged her along. Chris followed them, seemingly forgotten.

“There we go,” Gloria said an hour later as she and Chris worked in tandem to stow Amy into her decadent guest room bed. His snoring neighbor hadn’t heeded her own words, though Chris had watched as Gloria clearly egged her on to continue drinking. Properly sloshed after a few more glasses, the owner of the house had suggested they get her into bed.

“Sorry about that,” Chris said, though he knew she wouldn’t hold it against Amy. Close as they were and rich as she was, she probably wouldn’t have taken offense even if her best friend had vomited all over some priceless Persian rug.

“It’s what she gets for thinking she could match this socialite,” Gloria said, winking at him. “I’m undefeatable tonight.”

“It seems that way,” Chris said, glancing over his shoulder at Amy’s snoozing face.

“Would you care to take your shot at it?”

His gaze snapped back. “What?”

The dark-haired beauty curled her lips into a smile, which she hid behind another draught from her glass. Chris found his gaze affixed to the slight trembling of her throat as she swallowed the red liquid slowly.

“Would you like to have a match? The night’s still relatively young, and Amy needs her sleep. What better way to fill the time? I suppose we could toss a movie on if you’re worried about a thrashing.”

“I know it’ll be a thrashing,” Chris said. “I almost always lose to Amy, and you’ve got a winning record against her.”

“Yes, but my wrist is a bit tired from my first game, and I’ve been drinking heavily since my previous match,” Gloria said, though Chris saw the keenness within her emerald eyes remained. She stretched, which drew his gaze immediately to her breathtaking breasts, her dress pulling against them in a way that yanked his attention toward the tantalizing flesh. “If there should be any time to take advantage of my state, now would be the time.”

Chris felt his mouth run drier than the Sahara. Surely, he’d misinterpreted the inflection within her voice just now, where it sounded like a prize much different than taking victory in a game of darts might await him. As he looked into her eyes, finding a dangerous glint within them, his heart started thudding wildly.

“I… don’t really think I’m a match for you.”

“Hmm, but that remains to be seen. We haven’t played but that one time, if I’m remembering properly. Surely, Chris, you’ve grown up since then.” Her gaze dropped, trailing down his chest and stomach, arriving at a throbbing area he knew his pants didn’t hide all that well.

He could almost not hear her over the booming thunder crashing through his ears. “I think I have.”

“Will you show me?” Gloria took another drink from her wine, nearly emptying it. Still, her eyes remained unclouded. This wasn’t some alcohol-induced chain of events.

Chris glanced at Amy’s sleeping form. What should have cooled him off somehow enflamed him even hotter. Guilty pinpricks stabbed the back of his palms. Yet, that all vanished under an ocean of lust the moment he wrapped his eyes back toward Gloria.

“I could try my best.”

“That’s all I’m asking. It’ll be a good time for us both.”

She led him like a puppy on a leash back to the game room. Taking up the small box Amy had replaced after her defeat, she opened it and set it on the table. Three darts marked with blue, three darts marked with red.

“501 up is fun and all, but how about a different game?” Gloria asked.

“What… did you have in mind?”

“Around the Clock. Do you know it?”

Chris nodded. A relatively more straightforward game of darts, the goal was simply to throw a dart into every segment of the board, starting at one and increasing all the way to twenty. After which, you tried to land a dart in the inner ring worth twenty-five points in most games and then one more as a bullseye. Of all the games she could have picked, he might actually stand a decent chance in this one. It was one he enjoyed playing enough to have practiced at some. He had beaten Amy a few times over the years at this game.

“Good.” Gloria finished the last of her wine, then smacked her lips in satisfaction. “And I will use my offhand so it’s fairer.”

Heat flushed his face. “I don’t need that big of a handicap, Gloria.”

“You don’t think so? Well, how about you wait until we’ve determined what we’re betting, and then you can choose if I throw with my main or offhand.”

“What we’re… betting?” A pensive furrow of the brow followed.

“Of course. Amy and I just put our pride on the line, and that’s enough for our competitive natures to take over. However, to ensure I get your best, I think suitable prizes are in order.”

As he stared at her, a sudden chilling wind ran its taunting fingers down his spine—the feeling of being a lonely sheep trapped in an enclosed space with a ravenous wolf. And yet, at the same time, he wasn’t sure he’d mind being her snack.

“What kind of prizes?” he asked, finding his voice annoyingly meek.

The wealthy woman’s eyes flashed, noting his willingness joyously. “We’ll say… first to get to ten, first to get to twenty, and then whoever wins, of course.” That smile shifted, and it stabbed Chris’s heart with another shot of lustful adrenaline. “If you get to ten first, I’ll take off my dress. If I get to ten first, I get your phone number.”

Maybe I did end up drinking, and now I’m in some steamy dream? That thought rumbled around in his brain, stalling his response.

Gloria tilted her head at his stupor. “Not good enough? It is just the first prize.”

“A-ah, no,” Chris said, hiding his hands behind his back so that he could pinch the back of his palm. The pain didn’t wake him. “That’s more than, um, yeah.”

“Good, good. I’ll even say you can keep my dress.”

“And if you make it to ten first, you get my phone number?”

“Correct.”

He nodded dumbly, unsure of his own thoughts. What, exactly, was happening right now?

“Now, for the first of us to reach twenty.” Gloria tapped her lip with a finger thoughtfully. “Let’s say… if you reach twenty first, I’ll give you free rein to touch me whenever you come over here, in whatever manner you like. Just nothing that’ll ruffle me so badly that dear Amy notices.”

Chris focused on his breathing, knowing it was the only thing keeping his dizzying lust from dropping him to the floor. Whatever was happening, he wanted to stay on the ride for as long as he could. Finding his voice, he said, “That works for me.”

“If I get to twenty first, then the opposite is true. I get to touch you however I like while you’re in my home.”

“Sure.” Behind his back, he gave himself one final pinch. Nope. Still not a dream.

“And what does the winner deserve?” Gloria pursed her lips, then glanced over his body appraisingly. “How about they get to decide what the loser has to do? No limits. Anything is on the table. Does that work for you, Chris?”

Chris nodded. He’d only one thought in his mind, and he imagined Gloria, grinning, conniving, and beautiful as sin, already knew what he’d pick. At this point, it didn’t matter if she did. She’d put forth the opportunity. He’d seize it.

“So. Main hand?” Gloria wiggled her left hand, devoid of a wedding ring for years. “Or offhand?” She wiggled the other. Both were slender, dainty things unused to any true toils for years. In his current state, Chris could only imagine them encircling his cock.

His body urged him to pick the obvious handicap, yet a bubbling competitiveness within him thrust itself upward.

“Use your main hand. I want to win the right way, so I feel okay taking each prize.”

Gloria grinned at him, and he knew he’d both chosen the best and worst option.


Chapter Three

Intermission

On each round, they threw three darts, exactly like 501 up. They both landed their dart within the tenth-marked segment during their fourth round. Unfortunately, he’d pridefully suggested she go first. She hit all twelve of her first thrown darts, which doomed him. As agreed just before the game began, if they’d entered one of the rounds where they could reach a notable number while tied, they’d rethrow the round until one of them made a mistake if they both threw perfectly. As he’d messed up twice already, it didn’t matter that he threw perfectly alongside her in the fourth round. Gritting his teeth, he at least found some solace in knowing that giving his phone number to a knockout of a woman was hardly the worst loss he’d experienced before.

“I’ll be sure to use this new information for only the best of intentions,” Gloria said after he scrawled his phone number on the marker board, a gleam in her eye brazenly promising the opposite.

“I’ll get to twenty first,” he growled, determined to strike perfectly from here on out.

He almost did, in fact. Gloria even missed two throws, which tied them up for a bit. To no avail, however, for she still finalized hitting every numbered segment on the board in the same round as him—but he’d missed one throw in the round before.

“Shit,” he grumbled, taking the loss much more poorly this time. While the prospect of her touching him, which his imagination ran wild with, certainly excited him, he’d practically come undone while envisioning his hands roaming across her body as he pleased.

“Don’t complain,” Gloria said, moving close beside him. “It’s not so bad, losing these rounds.”

He eyed her enormous breasts, just a few inches away, yet not his to touch. Gloria’s smile spread as she noticed his anguish.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of you.” Her slender fingers wrapped around his wrist and then guided his hand straight to her right breast. Chris gasped, then greedily squeezed tightly into the enormous orb. Gloria shivered slightly, then tapped the back of his palm with her other hand. It took every ounce of self-control for him to peel his hand away.

“Good,” she said, approving again of his decision-making. “I knew I’d chosen right.”

“What’s going on, Gloria?” Chris asked, forgetting the game for a moment. “I… at least explain a little of this to me. Why, at the very least?”

Gloria stepped in closer, laying her arms on his shoulders and snuggling her ample cleavage against his chest. He knew she could feel the thudding of his heartbeat. Her eyelashes batted playfully.

“Maybe I’m trying to even my love life out a bit. I ended up with a man old enough to be my father. If I get with a man young enough to be my son, it all averages out, doesn’t it?”

“I’m being serious here,” Chris said.

“I know, and it’s quite alluring.” She wiggled her breasts against his chest, and Chris struggled to think about anything other than pulling her tighter against him and seeing how far he could take things. “Question for question. Why do you always come along with Amy? You’re not with Penelope anymore. You could have stopped attending our little game night ages ago.”

Chris turned bright red, and Gloria’s lips turned up in amusement. “Yeah, okay. I keep coming because I liked seeing you dressed up.” And someone else, too…

“And I like getting all dressed up, knowing a good-looking man such as yourself comes in the hopes of seeing me in dresses like these,” Gloria answered. “So, it seems like we’re of the same mind. Who can say why or how? It just… is.” Her mouth moved closer. “This counts as touching you however I like, by the way.”

Chris shivered wildly as her soft lips connected with his. His mind glazed over as the exquisitely beautiful woman committed the act he’d imagined since the moment he laid eyes on her. He’d believed it an impossible fantasy. Even now, he struggled with believing this was genuinely happening.

Gloria pulled back, and he saw her vivid green eyes alight with passion. “That’s just the first. I might take more later tonight. If my mouth isn’t busy elsewhere.”

Her hand slid down his chest, playing at the loop of his pants for a moment, but then she stepped away. Unable to swallow the tight bundle of need in his throat, Chris felt his hopes soaring into the clouds. She could put her mouth wherever she liked.

“Now, which of us will win?” Gloria said. Yet, instead of turning around to gather her darts where she’d laid them back inside their case while they’d mashed their bodies together, her head tilted. The swiftest frown Chris had ever seen flitted across her face, almost immediately replaced by a practiced smile. Chris had an idea why.

“Welcome back to the land of the living, Amy,” Gloria said, waving her hand at the half-asleep woman meandering into the room.

“Hi, guys. Sorry… I kind of lost myself there.”

She couldn’t have picked a worse time, yet Chris stuffed those feelings down—a bit slower than Gloria seemingly had—before turning toward her. Wild strands of hair sprouted in every direction. She’d clearly not slept well, which might explain why she’d awakened so soon.

“It’s all right. Chris and I were making ourselves busy with a game of Around the Clock. You’re welcome to both stay here tonight. My guestrooms seldom see use, so they’d be happy to house you.”

“No, we couldn’t possibly, ahhh, intrude,” Amy said, rubbing sleep from her eye as she yawned. “I hope you didn’t get him drinking while I was out. He’s driving us back.”

“Afraid I couldn’t prove the bad influence I was hoping… this time,” Gloria said, sending a sideways glance his way. “He’s yet unsullied.”

Amy didn’t seem quite back to her usual self, so the clear innuendo passed right over her. “Good, good. Chris, are you ready to go?”

No!

“Yeah, I’m ready.”

“Let me walk you two out,” Gloria said, the barest of sighs betraying her true thoughts.

In one moment, the greatest dream of his life turned into the most blue-balling nightmare he’d ever experienced. After he helped Amy into the passenger seat, he noticed Gloria’s lingering gaze upon him as he walked around to the driver’s side.

“See you both soon, I hope,” she said, offering a small wave.

“Soon,” Chris said. It was a promise.

Amy fell asleep again on the drive home. Living only a few houses down, he’d rouse her when he pulled into her driveway, then walk himself home. Passing under streetlights and by the other few cars still out late, Chris gnashed his teeth over the opportunity that had slipped through his fingers tonight. A month! How was he supposed to wait a month?!

At a stoplight, his phone suddenly dinged. Slipping it out of his pocket for a quick peek, his eyes turned wide as saucers as the new number revealed a woman in a long black dress, elegant in every way… save for the fact that one of her enormous breasts hung out of the dress, revealing a dark areola and pert nipple.

Well, there was something that might help him last until then. Or maybe it’d actually make it worse. He still hadn’t decided when he reached Amy’s home, saw her safely into her home, then started walking down the sidewalk to his house. At which point, another text came in.


Chapter Four

Fun in the Sun

Bliss. Sweet, merciful bliss. It arrived in a text. Not to him, but to Amy. An invitation sat within. As she explained it, Gloria wanted to spend a whole weekend together the week after the next, running a gamut of challenges like they had when they were still in college. Amy appeared quite excited. Chris was ready to leap up to the moon.

She’d kept sending him pictures, a few every day. Out in a bikini sunbathing behind her home, in the outfit she did yoga in, in sundresses before she went out shopping. None as overtly sexual as her first two pictures, the second of which had shown him her backside as she removed her dress. Still, each one acted like one of cupid’s arrows, and he practically salivated daily over the opportunity to see her again.

“You’ll take her down,” Chris said. “Complete obliteration.”

“Yeah!” Amy said, grinning almost like a schoolgirl. Since she’d called him about Gloria’s plans, she’d seemed more jubilant than he could ever remember seeing her. Chris, even though a bit of guilt filled him for knowing his own excitement was less than pure, was at least glad to see her in such a good mood. There might be some ulterior motives behind Gloria’s offer, but he knew she’d see to it that Amy also enjoyed herself.

Every time he saw her over the course of the next ten days, usually during her morning jog or later at night, when he ventured over to be her practice opponent, she practically bounced on air. With the summer in full swing, it was too hot to go out past noon. Unless you owned a luxurious pool behind your house with which you could taunt someone via scandalous pictures. By the time the first day of their weekend challenge arrived, he’d gathered quite the impressive assortment of pictures involving Gloria.

They drove over early, arriving just a little after noon, just as their hostess had requested. Dressed casually this time, also at Gloria’s request, they found her already waiting for them at the door.

She wore a bikini and wide-brimmed straw hat, though it wasn’t one of the ones he’d seen her in before. Thin orange straps led to the small white triangles hiding what barest parts of her massive breasts they could. Chris stumbled just getting out of the car, unable to look away.

“Hi!” she said, waving her arm high over her head as they climbed the steps to her.

“G-Gloria, put something on!” Amy stammered, looking between Chris and her as if she were considering throwing her arms in front of his face.

“I was sunbathing a bit,” she said, dropping her arms to her curvaceous hips. “It’s not like I came out naked.”

“You might as well be, with that on!”

Gloria rolled her eyes. “And those yoga pants you’ve got on? They’re skintight. It’s barely any different.”

Amy blushed and stuttered that it was, in fact, nothing alike, though Chris somewhat agreed with Gloria. In the skintight pants and a crop top that might have suited a woman with half Amy’s bust, he’d nearly stumbled into one of the large potted plants sitting by her driveway when she’d emerged from the house.

“You’re both joining me for some sun and swimming since we aren’t just playing darts all day,” Gloria said, flashing a wide smile at Amy’s continued protestations. “So, might as well get Chris used to the sight.”

Amy glared at her friend, clearly possessing some inkling of an idea about what she was up to, though certainly not enough to realize just how involved he and her best friend were. “Let’s just head inside,” she said, realizing she couldn’t dissuade Gloria from her antics.

“Yes, let’s! And then right out the back door. I’ve got snacks already waiting out by the pool. Amy, one of my bikinis is waiting for you. Chris, you know how it works for a guy. Just keep some shorts on.”

Before Amy could utter a word in protest, Gloria swung around and returned inside. Chris gawked at her wide ass swaying as she walked away. Yet, he held himself in check, trying to act aloof and unbothered by everything. He couldn’t let Amy realize just how besotted he’d become with her best friend. Or how excited he was to see her in whatever stringlike bikini he imagined the mischievous mansion owner had laid out for her.

“For goodness’ sake,” Amy sighed, shaking her head. Still, they didn’t linger. Following Gloria into her home, Amy sighed a second time.

The bikini in question proved exactly as scandalous as Chris had anticipated. Navy blue, the strings looked like they might snap if Amy jumped in them. Chris turned bright crimson and looked away from Amy’s irate teeth grinding.

“Absolutely not.” She snatched both halves of the ridiculously small bikini and marched upstairs, likely searching for her friend’s room—and a less revealing piece of swimwear.

Chris watched her go, then hurried out back. He found the divine woman responsible for Amy’s annoyance lounging on her side on a long pool chair. Her top was undone.

“See something you like?” she asked as his jaw dropped.

“Did you know?”

“That Amy wouldn’t be caught dead in something that teeny tiny while you’re here? Absolutely.” Gloria snickered and shook her head. “Even though she’d look nearly as hot as me if she’d just throw it on. And I know you agree.”

Heat gathered on his cheeks, and he tried not to linger on thoughts of his ex’s mom in the bikini he’d seen in her grasp as she stomped away moments ago. “You’re a real troublemaker.”

“You’ve just figured that out?” She rolled onto her back, stretching her arms over her head. “We’ve only got a few minutes before Amy comes stomping back down. So, get over here.”

Hurrying over to her, he threw his shirt, shoes, and socks off, then lingered. Should he take a seat on the pool chair vacant beside hers or join her on hers? Thankfully, after smiling at his obvious distress for a moment longer than was necessary, Gloria took matters into her own hands.

“Come here.” Sitting up, she reached her hands out and ran them across his stomach, gliding her smooth fingers up to his chest. “I appreciate a man who tends to his body. It gives me confidence that he’ll have the stamina to keep up with me.”

Chris blushed at the compliment. While he might absolutely loathe running, he’d long understood the benefit. Combined with enough weightlifting to aid his metabolism in the fight against bloat, he’d some pride in his looks. A bit more now, as Gloria took her hands around his sides and dropped them to his butt.

He found himself pulled forward a step, his crotch brought practically right to her face. His pulse quickened, and he licked his lips as he looked down upon her, his body casting shade across her naked front. Smiling, Gloria moved her mouth in and breathed hotly over his shorts, then looked up.

“It’s a shame we only have a few minutes before Amy’s down here. If I had the time, I might take full advantage of my right to touch you wherever I like.”

“There’ll be time… right?” A glimmer of trepidation tremored through him.

“Absolutely. Amy might think this weekend is for us, but I’ve created it for you, Chris. So, don’t ever say I’m not a giving woman.”

“I’d never dream of it. Not after those pictures you sent my way.”

Gloria grinned at him, then kissed him on the stomach. “Trust me this weekend. Do that, Chris, and you’ll find everything you’ve ever dreamed of will have come true.”

He nodded, though his balls ached fiercely for release. He’d do his best to be patient, but he was certain he wouldn’t enjoy it. Not if she kept showing off her spectacular tits like she was now.

As if sensing her rival’s return, Gloria beckoned for him to help her back into her bikini top. Just as he finished tying the knots, the screen door slid open. Gloria craned her neck to throw one more kiss on his stomach, then turned toward Amy’s arrival. Chris swiftly sat down on the other pool chair.

Chris was glad Gloria faced away and that her body blocked much of him from Amy’s discerning eyes. Otherwise, the size of his erection would have been spotted immediately. Amy stepped out into the sun, still wearing a frown. Likely because she wasn’t wearing very much at all.

It was certainly a step up from the tiny barrier of fabric Gloria had laid out for her, but only a step. The beige bikini she’d found covered more skin, yet it proved no less enticing to Chris’s eyes. A few black cords stretched across the lower part of the bikini top, fighting mightily to keep the woman’s enormous tits from spilling out for all to see. His gaze fell across her smooth stomach, her tantalizing hips and legs. He fidgeted at the sight and the shameful fantasy streaking through his mind.

“Whew, it just got twenty degrees hotter out here,” Gloria said, fanning her face with a hand.

“How is it you’ve more money than sense, yet every piece of swimwear I found was more ridiculously flimsy than the last?” Amy groused.

“With a body like mine, it should be on display. What, did you think I’d have a one-piece in my dresser?”

“I suppose I hoped to hope.”

“Well, sorry to dash them.” Gloria beckoned her over, then glanced at Chris. “We need to get you both lathered in sunscreen. The sun is out in force.” She nodded toward a wicker box next to her chair.

“Chris, I’ll get you,” Amy said, squinting at something about Gloria’s expression he couldn’t see from where he sat.

To his chagrin, the sunscreen went on without any slipups or overtly sexualized moments. Guilt strummed him like a guitar chord for regretting it so strongly, especially with Amy here—and as part of his shameful hopes. He did his front, then she did his back, and then they reversed the process. Although he enjoyed every moment of rubbing the sunscreen into her back and then watching her streak her slender fingers across her long legs, she remained almost pensive about it all. Her guard never came down, and she directed him to the next spot in need of sunscreen each time he started lingering in one place. Fortunately, after he fetched a cooler from inside with water bottles in it, Gloria helped him with his obvious frustration.

Taking a long drink from it, the long-legged beauty stretched herself and stood from her chair. “Anyone care to join me for a soak?”

Chris made sure to wait until Amy spoke so he didn’t seem overeager.

“I’m still getting some sun,” Amy said.

“I’ll come,” Chris said, keeping his eyes pointed away from Amy—who’d have spotted the lust sparking like lit matches within his gaze.

Smirking as she saw the heat that he kept hidden from Amy, Gloria nodded. They walked together to the long pool shimmering clearly under the scorching sun directly overhead. Gloria bumped her arm against his, then sat down on the pool’s edge. Only her toes and calves entered the cool waters.

“You should go ahead and hop in,” she said, eyes meeting his. He saw a promise within them that sent his heart racing.

Chris spared one more glance Amy’s way. With a pair of sunglasses she’d borrowed from Gloria over her eyes, he couldn’t tell if she was watching them or not. The walk to the pool was only about fifteen feet, so she might be able to listen in on them, barring whispering. Which he expected there’d be quite a bit of going forward.

Denying the urge every man felt to cannonball into the glistening waters, he scooted himself into the water, clenching his teeth slightly as the chilling liquid spread around his legs and waist. Not a particularly deep pool, especially at the side they entered, the water raised about to his chest. He could still just barely peer over the edge and see Amy, though if he sank a bit into the water, or moved to a deeper part, he could end that potential danger.

A pair of long legs swirled the water meaningfully. Thankful he could allow his erection to breathe a bit, rather than keeping it pinned against his leg as he’d done while lying between the two gorgeous women, Chris sidled over. Right between Gloria’s legs.

“Am I allowed to touch?” he asked quietly.

“You may. I’m transferring that right to you while we’re both in water.”

His fingertips greedily cut through the stillness of the pool and found her calves. Gloria smiled at him as he indulged in her perfectly formed legs.

“It takes a lot of work to keep in this level of shape.”

“A lot of walking while you shop?” Chris teased.

She flicked water at him with a foot. “Rude.”

His hands slipped up to her knees, parting her legs a bit so he could move in a bit closer to her body. She pursed her lips at him, both approving of and cautioning him in the same look.

“We don’t want to be caught in too scandalizing a position, so not much further than that. Once I’m in the pool fully, that’ll change.”

Chris nodded, though he risked leaning in to place a kiss on her inner thigh. His body thrummed with heat as Gloria sighed contentedly as his lips lingered along her smooth skin.

“You’re going to get me all hot and bothered with Amy right here,” she whispered.

“I’m just making things even between us.”

Gloria’s eyes flashed impishly. A moment later, she pushed herself into the pool, with him still practically nestled between her legs. Her breasts squashed against his chest as her body landed against him. Immediately, his hands flew to her hips. Immediately after, they found her sexy ass beneath the water.

“Such a naughty boy,” Gloria whispered, slowly pulling back, knowing they couldn’t stay like this for too long without arousing suspicion. Still, she lingered enough for him to grope his fill. “Didn’t your mommy ever teach you any manners?”

“She tried. They didn’t take.”

Together in the water, they both naturally—as if pulled by magnets—shifted back into one another. Dangerous as it was, neither could keep separate from the other.

“I wish I could take my top off right now,” Gloria whispered, shivering at her own words. “I want you to suck my nipples until I cum.”

She stalled his response by running her hands along his waist, feeling his erection under his shorts. She hummed, pleased by his body’s response. Their mouths drew closer. What was a risk, every now and then?

He pulled back, and he saw surprise on Gloria’s face. Only for a moment, though, before she realized that only one reason in existence would have kept him from feeling her mouth against his. In unison, the two of them released the other beneath the water and added a bit more distance between them.

“Ready to join us, are you?” Gloria said as she turned around and spotted Amy approaching.

“Yes, I figured I should,” Amy said. The barest glimpse of suspicion gathered on her brow.

“Water’s fine, so hop on in,” Gloria said, swimming back as if she’d forgotten about him. She gasped as she bumped into him, even though her hand, hidden behind her body, gave his erection one more tender squeeze.

The suspicion tinting Amy’s expression didn’t fade as she slowly slipped into the water with them.


Chapter Five

Pushing the Limits

With Amy among them, and clearly suspecting something, Chris and Gloria remained a respectful distance from one another for the remainder of their time in the pool. A crying shame, but at least he earned a consolation prize by getting to drink his fill of their bodies as they all chatted and mingled in the water for about an hour. No one else was so lucky, certainly.

“Oh, by the way, I’ve set up a few different places for us to have matches,” Gloria said. She lifted a hand from the water and pointed. Both their gazes followed its line. At its end, hanging from a wooden post planted in the grass, they saw a dartboard. “Figured I’d break up the monotony a little.”

“It’ll be your first loss of the day,” Amy said, her wariness fading away a bit as her competitive nature shone through.

“Only if I decide not to embarrass you in front of Chris.”

The two women glared at one another, a decades-old rivalry crackling between them. They swam over and climbed out of the water, presenting Chris with one of the best opportunities to stare at their amazing butts as they did so. He followed.

Toweling themselves off somewhat, they soon stood in front of the outdoors dartboard, where another case with six darts and a markerboard waited on the grass. Chris dutifully took up the latter, then stood off to the side as the two women snatched their three darts from the case.

Amy took the win, though Chris knew he was the real winner. Watching the two women compete in their bikinis, breasts jiggling with each throw—that alone would have convinced him of it. However, Gloria, as always, had an extra treat in store.

Right before the first round, she grinned at Amy, then marched over to him and hugged him. Turning bright red, he kept his hands at his sides, able to see Amy’s shock turning into something he almost likened to envy.

“For good luck,” Gloria said, keeping the hug lasting far longer than it should have. “I know that’s why she brings you over; you’re her good luck charm. So, I’ll just have to siphon some away for myself.”

She repeated the process before each round, much to Amy’s growing displeasure. He’d never quite seen her so irate. Even after winning the match, she maintained a brittle scowl. Envy. He could confirm it now after seeing it linger on her beautiful face.

“Let’s get another game in the kitchen,” Gloria said immediately after suffering defeat, seeming unperturbed by the loss, which further bothered Amy. “I’ve got another board in there.”

“Let me change back into my clothes, and you too,” Amy said, hurriedly adding that last bit at the end.

“Oh, don’t be such a prude, Amy,” Gloria said. She moved and threw an arm around him, pulling his elbow right into the side of her firm breasts. In response, he immediately turned crimson. “Chris is going to be helping us out all day. At least let him enjoy the sights.”

Amy’s lips tightened, and Chris knew she’d never go for such a suggestion. As bad as he wanted to side with Gloria and keep them both in their sexy bikinis, he knew full well that there was no proper way for him to suggest it. Even if seeing the sexy best friends in them was practically a glimpse into heaven. So, he had the unfortunate privilege of remaining silent.

“Fine.”

W-what?!

Chris’s brow knit into a confused expression. Had he misheard? Scanning Amy’s aggravated expression, her eyes shifted to him. A momentary color singed her cheeks red, but then she turned away and marched toward the doors leading inside.

“You’re welcome, you naughty boy,” a cool voice whispered in his ear. A slight squeeze on his butt followed, and then Gloria sauntered after Amy, letting him drink her in as she walked. A bit stupefied by the sequence of events he’d just lived through, he trailed behind a few moments after.

Stepping indoors, they each immediately shivered slightly, leaving behind the scorching heat for cool air conditioning. As Gloria directed them into the kitchen, where another dartboard hung from the fridge, with a case holding the requisite throwing darts and a markerboard for him to take up awaited, Chris took a moment to resettle his long-survived erection, worried what Amy might think should she spot it. Only for a hand to slap his wrist.

“Stop hiding it,” Gloria whispered while the other woman grabbed the dart case. Positioning herself in front of him, she outright grabbed his crotch and then moved his cock into a position so that it practically protruded out of his pants like it was ready to wave hello. “Trust me.”

When Amy turned around, Gloria seized the chance to absorb him into another hug. This time, his cock nestled tightly against her smooth stomach, he hugged back. His hands fell dangerously low down her soft back, though he stopped himself from being caught groping her ass with Amy staring irately at them.

And when Gloria ended the hug and stepped away, Amy’s gaze dropped, and she spotted his erection. Her mood did not improve, and yet Chris noted how long it took for her to look away from his obvious sign of arousal. His heart thudded louder and louder with each passing moment. It was almost as if the sight transfixed her.

“Alright. Let’s get match two underway!” Gloria clapped her hands, ending the spell. Throwing her gaze as far from his crotch as she could, Amy nodded swiftly.

Her focus clearly remained scattered throughout the second match. She even outright missed the board once, which Chris couldn’t remember her having done before. The dart sailed off course and clattered into the refrigerator, leaving behind a slight scuff in the metal door. It scattered across the floor like a rowboat thrown around by a storm at sea.

“I’m so sorry!” Amy immediately said, setting down the other two darts she still needed to throw and covering her mouth in horror.

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic, Amy,” Gloria said, waving an unworried hand through the air. “It’s a nice bit of character for the fridge. It’s, what’s the word… battle-scarred. You’ve still two more throws for this turn.”

Even more off her game than before, she at least managed to hit the dartboard on her second throw. Barely. Her mood further deteriorated.

Once more, Gloria stepped in with her personal brand of interference.

“Here,” she said, taking the remaining dart from Amy’s left hand before she could transfer it over to her throwing hand. She set it on the counter, then turned the woman toward Chris. “I took all your luck, it seems. You should go and take some back.”

Realizing Gloria’s scheme, both their eyes widened. Chris watched Amy’s gaze fall to his shorts. Nothing had changed since the last time she stared there.

Grinning like an imp behind her, Gloria gave her a slight push his way. Amy’s feet, pattering softly across the gray floorboards, carried her to him. She stopped just a foot from him, where finally she managed to tear her gaze away from his erection. Their eyes connected.

Something strange, forbidden, yet not unpleasant trilled through Chris. Amy’s soft lips parted slightly, and it was as if she absorbed his thoughts, understood desires he’d long held. In doing so, spotting the quickening of her pulse, Chris gained his own understanding of hers. Her eyes dilated slightly in this realization, and he imagined his had done the same, though neither of them confronted just what it meant.

It was far too taboo to even consider.

Wordlessly, Amy closed the rest of the gap. Her arms enveloped him in a hug that reminded him of the countless ones they’d shared. After all, Amy was a big proponent of welcoming guests to her home with a hug. Yet, that thought soon ended. A rampant inferno burned through him as her voluptuous body pressed into his, doling out a safe brand of affection—and something else. She pushed in tighter, and he responded with his arms wrapping around her small back.

Embraced, their hearts pounded in unison, noisier than the air conditioning, birds chirping outside, or probably even a jet engine. He didn’t so much as take a breath as he felt the hardness of her nipples through her bikini top, and he knew she surely felt the size of his erection against her lower stomach. It didn’t diminish in the slightest. She must have understood what that meant.

Barely aware of Gloria watching them, he managed to spot her miming a motion with her hands. Deciding to trust her one more time, he dropped his hands down her back. She shivered but did not break away as his hands found the hill of her butt, though he stopped just before his fingers fell too far for them to avoid confronting a blatant act of inappropriate lust. Chris held his breath.

Ever so slightly, Amy rolled her body against his and climbed onto her toes. It accomplished two things. For one, her breasts, barely contained behind her bikini top as they were, scraped up over his chest in such a manner that its meaning couldn’t go misinterpreted. It also displaced his hands slightly, dropping them a few inches more.

For the next few seconds, which passed hellishly swiftly, he squeezed Amy’s ample butt as if he hoped to wring moisture out of it. A tiny gasp escaped her, but she remained standing in his arms, allowing him his taboo indiscretion. All while her best friend grinned at them.

“That’s enough, for now,” Amy whispered, though she didn’t pull back any.

Chris spotted Gloria giving a meaningful nod. They’d both heard that important final bit. Too fast could prove dangerous. Chris understood at least that much.

So, he let go. Amy pulled away, though her eyes practically sheared his skin with the sharpness of their lust as she did so. However, as quick as stuffing a phone into a pocket, she shuttered her emotions behind a soft cough. Still, not all the color roaming across her cheeks had vanished when she turned back around, unable to meet Gloria’s eyes.

“There, see?” her longtime friend said. “All better. Now, back to the match.”

Before every round, now involving both women, more hugs followed, and they trended toward further forbidden acts. In one, Gloria ‘dropped’ one of her darts, and when she bent over, her hand outright used his tenting erection as a handhold while she struggled to retrieve it. On another, actually the one immediately after Gloria’s ploy, Amy turned after hugging him and practically glued her tight ass against his cock. It took every ounce of restraint he possessed not to pull her into him, so she could start grinding on him.

Gloria winked at him on her next time, pulling him into her voluptuous embrace. The competitiveness between the two beauties apparently transcended darts. Even if it involved a man half their age, it seemed. Chris had no complaints, save for one.

He needed to give his body the desperate release it screamed ever louder at him to provide it.

“My win!” Gloria cheered as she hit the bullseye, taking the second match, mostly on account of the one horrendous round Amy had suffered through early on.

“How about a little break?” Amy said, turning her gaze away from them both. “I think… I could use a nap. Maybe we all could.”

“Sure, we can save our next match until after dinner. It was hot out there.” Gloria’s eyes twinkled knowingly at her friend. “Take whatever bed or couch you like. But I’m fine; thanks for your concern."

Both women’s gazes turned like clockwork toward him. Gloria winked again, while Amy’s thoughts remained difficult to peer through.

“I, uh, think I’m good,” he said, unsure if there were any implications behind whichever answer he gave. “I could stand to relax a little, maybe throw on some TV for a while.”

Amy’s face shifted slightly, yet he couldn’t make out its meaning. “R-right.”

Gloria smiled and stepped in between them. “Both of you, make yourselves comfortable. I’m going to go out and get a bit more sun.”

“Okay,” Amy said, almost sounding relieved to hear that he and her best friend had planned to visit different spots in the house while she napped. “I’ll just be a little while. And then dinner, and then you lose again, Gloria.”

Gloria grinned. “I’ll be waiting. Get your rest. You’ll need it.”

Chris and Gloria watched Amy climb up the stairs. The moment she’d vanished, now walking the halls searching for a bedroom to crash in, they looked toward one another hotly.

“Throw the TV on; make it real loud. Then meet me in the gaming room. We have a match still underway.”

Chris nodded and hurriedly obeyed.


Chapter Six

A Game to Win

She was naked when he arrived at the gaming room, having tossed aside both halves of her bikini on the floor, leaving them like a trail for him to gawk at and then follow. Finally able to see her in the flesh, not even the pictures she’d sent fully encapsulated just how sinfully gorgeous a woman Gloria was. He immediately licked his lips, his thoughts turning toward only a single purpose.

“Drop them,” she said, nodding toward his shorts. He left the slightly damp things on the ground beside her bikini bottoms and stepped into the room he’d watched her and Amy battle within too many times.

“Let’s modify the rules a bit,” she said. Standing beside the suit of armor carrying the original case with its darts inside, she tapped her soft fingers on it. “We both get three throws per round, like usual, but we’re only interested in landing a bullseye. We go until one of us doesn’t land one in a round.”

Chris nodded. He’d have nodded at anything she suggested. He’d have thrown darts while in a handstand for all he cared.

“The prize is still the same. Winner gets whatever they want from the loser.”

He nodded again, marching toward her. She smiled at his libido, trailing her eyes across his arousal.

“Yum. Now, let’s begin.”

She went first, landing a bullseye on her second throw. Shrugging, she tossed the third out to see if she could land back-to-back centers. It landed close, but Chris barely noticed. He was far too busy ogling the naked woman.

She retrieved her darts, set them down, then stopped him before he could pick his up. “Remember, we’re not in the water anymore, so things are back to how they should be.”

And then she fell to her knees in front of him. His eyes widened the moment her hand ran along his thigh. It didn’t stop there, and her slightly cool fingertips wrapped themselves softly around his erection. Only then did she look up at him, grinning impishly.

“You can take your round whenever you’re ready.”

She began moving her hand along his shaft.

Chris shivered, far too pent-up for such games. “That’s… cheating,” he complained half-heartedly.

“No, it’s not. When I hit twenty before you last time, I earned the right to touch you wherever, however, and whenever I want.” She blew a kiss up at him, then brought her lips onto the tip of his cock, twirling her tongue over the precum glistening on it.

“Fuckkk,” he groaned, squeezing his hands into fists. But she pulled back a moment later, only leaving her slow, tortuous hands in motion upon his throbbing rod.

“Throw your darts, Chris. You can do it. I know you can.”

Grimacing, he picked up one of his darts. Worried he might drop the thing and hurt her, he forced himself to lean at an awkward position as he prepared to throw it. Eying his throw, he trembled as her hand sped up slightly.

“Any day now, Chris,” her teasing voice chimed.

He threw. It hit the outer ring, just centimeters from counting as a bullseye.

“Close, so closeee,” Gloria sang, bringing her mouth back to his cock.

He groaned and immediately pushed his hand into her hair, seeking to help bring her further down his cock. She shot him a warning look, holding her head back.

“I don’t believe you won the right to touch me however you like, Chris. Be a good boy and obey the rules.”

Pure torture. That was what this was. He recognized it, both loved and hated it, but he did release her.

“There we go.” Gloria took several inches into her mouth, a reward he gratefully sank into. She bobbed her head, swirling her tongue along the underside of his cock, working her hot mouth until his toes curled. Yet, moments later, she popped his cock out of her mouth, returning to the slow motions with her hand.

Grinding his teeth to avoid complaining, he reached for his second dart. Unsurprisingly, her mouth returned to sucking him off, this time getting half his cock in it as he readied to throw. He flung the dart haphazardly, almost not caring if it landed.

Somehow, that worked in his favor.

“Boo,” Gloria said, blowing on his cock as she removed her mouth again, both staring at the perfect bullseye.

“And I don’t want to throw a third dart,” he said.

“Fair enough,” Gloria said, releasing his pulsating length and standing in a single motion. “A shame you can’t try and distract me while I make my throws.”

Not true, Chris said, heart pounding as the words he’d speak into her ear loaded into his mouth. He waited for her first throw, wanting to see if it missed before he decided to go after her. Otherwise, he’d wait until a round where she did.

It landed just within the outer ring. Gloria tutted to herself while Chris lurked behind her, preparing to say words he could never have imagined speaking just a couple of weeks ago. What a change she’d brought to him.

As she began her second throw, he spoke his question.

“Do you think Amy would suck me off like you have?”

He watched her eyes widen like saucers as the dart fled her fingertips. Off course. He smiled as he watched it land just outside the outer ring. He couldn’t know if his words were what had caused her to miss her mark. But he knew he’d certainly shocked her. Wearing a wry smile, she glanced over her shoulder at him.

“I see I underestimated you,” she said.

He shrugged. “It’s just a question.”

“Mhmm.” Gloria reached for her third dart, but she didn’t begin preparing to throw it. Turning about, she ran her eyes along his body. “What do you think? Do you really think our sexy woman upstairs is actually napping? Or do you think her fingers are fluttering all over her sensitive parts, all while she imagines you and your thick cock riding her until she passes out?”

Gloria’s counterattack struck in just the right spot. The image of what she’d just described carried him away into his own fantasies involving Amy, involving them both. It jarred him long enough for her to take aim and make her throw, his voice sealed.

His gaze followed the final dart. It sunk into the board. Gloria’s lips moved.

Another wry smile.

The outer ring, not a bullseye.

“I guess you’ve your chance to win it all,” she said, batting her eyelashes at him. “Whatever ‘it all’ means for you.”

Chris picked up the first of his three darts. “You’ll see very soon, Gloria.”

“Maybe.”

She fell back to her knees and started sucking again. This time, she held nothing back.

Chris squeezed his eyes shut as Gloria thrust her hot mouth over his cock, slurping and working her way until she’d taken him all the way to the hilt. Her eyes grinned at him as he shuddered before her attack. She quickly began deepthroating him as if she were starving for his cock. He knew better. She wanted another shot at winning their game.

But you won’t get it! Chris thought, gritting his teeth and focusing on the board, even while one of the sexiest women alive gagged on his cock over and over. The lewd sounds nearly broke his concentration, but he kept the barest thread of focus intact as he aimed for the dartboard.

Tossing the dart, he grimaced as it landed outside the outer ring. Pulling back from his cock for the barest of moments, Gloria chortled at him. He glared at her, then grabbed his second dart. Like before, the salacious woman shoved his throbbing length back down her throat, putting every ounce of skill into sucking him dry.

His second throw struck the outer ring. Closer, but still not a win.

“One more,” Gloria teased, running her tongue alongside the underside of his cock. “So you don’t feel too bad if you miss, I’ll let you cum all over my face and tits. Aren’t I generous?” She dropped a hand onto one of her breasts, running it over the massive orb, tugging at her own nipple, and biting her lower lip.

“I’m not accepting any consolation prizes today,” Chris said, though it turned into a long groan as the dangerous vixen lifted herself higher, smushed his cock in between her tits, and began sucking him off like he was a water fountain she needed to take every drop from.

He grabbed his third dart, grinding his teeth together as he fought to resist the burning urge gathering like honey filling a bowl within him. It wouldn’t be long before it overflowed. Turning his head and lifting his arm, he sighted his goal. A tiny area, about the size of the areola of the horny woman he planned to thoroughly have his way with moments from now. Losing wasn’t an option.

“Victory… is…” He threw the dart. Gloria’s sucking slowed as her eyes followed the small dart’s path through the air. “Mine.”

It thudded into the board… a perfect bullseye.

“Hmmm,” Gloria said, giving the tip of his cock one final kiss.


Chapter Seven

To the Victor go the Spoils

Chris sighed with both relief and pent-up frustration as Gloria pulled back from her assault upon his cock. Both her mouth and tits released him from their burning hot hold, allowing him a moment to recuperate from the past few minutes… and then to celebrate his victory. He grinned at the dart protruding from the bullseye within the board. He’d won the game, and that meant he’d a prize to claim.

Gloria remained on her knees, staring up at him as he looked her way. After a moment spent scrunching her nose up because of her loss, she revealed a dazzling grin that launched him into an even loftier high.

“You’re the winner—this time. So, what would you like to claim for your prize?”

He reached his hands down and claimed her breasts with his hands, feeling their weight and size. And she let him. As he fondled her enormous breasts, she remained silently waiting for him to declare what his prize was. Though, when he brought her nipples between his fingers and pinched them, her breath flew from her lips in an electric gasp.

“So, you weren’t kidding about what you said earlier,” Chris said. “I could suck your nipples until you cum.”

A wave of heat colored Gloria’s cheeks. She nodded, licked her lips, and sighed again as he tugged slightly on her hardened nipples. “You could. They’re incredibly sensitive.”

“I see that.” Chris licked his lips, busying feeling up every delicious inch of her pendulous breasts while he considered how to word what it was that he wanted. “Anything, right?”

She nodded. “Anything.”

Chris barely heard himself over his pounding heartbeat. “I want you to be mine, be with me. That’s what I want.”

Gloria’s eyes widened slightly, and he knew she’d been anticipating he’d choose a more lustful prize. After a momentary shock, however, her smile returned in a manner that dropped every pretense of playful teasing. It was as if the sun had granted him his own beam of light, his and his alone to bask under.

“You’ve got it, Chris,” she said, lips forming the words he wanted to hear. “I. Am. Yours.”

He extended a hand to her, which she took. Her soft hand radiated heat as he helped her to her feet. Naked, alone, and both far too horny to ever consider another act, they closed what little distance existed between them within a heartbeat.

Chris shoved his mouth against Gloria’s and ran his hands around to cup her perfect ass in his tight grip. Murmuring pleasurably against him, Amy’s best friend leaned into him, letting him take every morsel of her resplendent body he desired. The words she’d spoken earlier echoing in his mind, he pulled her ass apart, imagining burying his cock in the tight hole between her cheeks.

“It’s been… a while since I took anything there,” Gloria whispered. “Might need to work up to that one.”

“We’ve got time,” he said. “For lots of things.”

“Indeed.” Gloria arched her head back and moaned as he brought his mouth to her throat, biting and kissing and sucking all along its length. Still, his final destination sat lower. Gloria quivered with anticipation as he kissed her shoulder blade, then brought his lips to the top of one of her enormous breasts.

“You really want to see if I was telling the truth, don’t you?” she said, pulse pounding at her throat as he bit softly on one of her full mounds.

“Absolutely.”

He pushed her back toward the couch, angling her onto her back, and he on her. His tongue flicked across one of her nipples, and she shook like a leaf again. With wild, lustful eyes, she nodded.

“Go for it, Chris. I want you to know you can make me cum in all sorts of ways. I’m that rare kind of woman.”

Neither of them could wait a moment longer. Chris pressed his body down upon her, mouth pushing into her breast and seizing one nipple in his mouth. The moment his tongue flicked over it, she sighed. When he bit down softly, tugging carefully, uncertain how much force might be too much, a tiny set of gasps ruptured Gloria’s voice.

“You can be harder,” she panted, running her hands down his back. “Rougher. I can take it.”

Heeding her advice, he added his hand to her other nipple and pinched tightly. She arched into him and sighed, nodding feverishly as he attacked both her nipples. Sweeping his tongue around the dark spire budding inside his mouth, he kept applying rhythmic pressure to the point while tugging on the other pinched between his fingertips. Gloria’s moans amped up, twisting her body as he didn’t relent.

Merciless, he assaulted her weak spots no matter how she shivered and writhed beneath him minute after minute. Her fingers slipped along his sides and grabbed at his cock, but she could barely contain herself. Seeing the beautiful, wealthy, and voraciously haughty woman collapsing before his assault flooded his body with more heat than her earlier blowjob had.

He wanted to see more of it, know he was the one who took her to the edge. Knowing he took her beyond it. Redoubling his efforts, keeping himself focused on his prize, no matter how long it might take, Gloria squealed and bucked under him like a flag in the wind, her lithe legs twisting as her body reached that blissful edge. He didn’t let up, listening to her as she prompted him, attacking her where she felt the most pleasure at each moment. Until one more flick of his tongue was all it took, and then he saw the proud woman break under her orgasm.

“Fucking yesss,” Gloria hissed, scrabbling her nails along his back when the orgasm crashed into her. Bending like a bowstring into him, he didn’t relent, didn’t release her. She shook, shuddered, and lost her words amid the bliss he’d brought her. Chris loved every moment of it.

He pulled back a touch, replacing his mouth with his other hand so that he could survey his handiwork. The rich woman panted and looked in need of a long rest—save for her eyes. The moment her orgasm cooled a touch, her eyes lasered into him.

“Get your fucking cock inside of me, Chris,” she growled, an animal in heat. One orgasm couldn’t possibly be enough for her.

Her legs pulled apart on the couch, and he hurriedly fit the tip of his cock to her slick sex. She stared hungrily at the moment before he’d push in, and he knew their hearts both roared in their ears.

“Do it! Fuck!” Gloria scraped her hands over his chest, and the burning need he’d felt for her the moment she’d sent him that first picture echoed within her.

Sliding into her was like finding the perfect key for a lock he’d never imagined he’d open. Slick and hot, inviting him in like a perfect hostess, he shoved his way all the way to the hilt inside the gloriously beautiful woman. And she mewled louder and more pleasurably with each inch. Chris stopped once he’d buried his cock in her, forced to admire the situation, his new relationship with Amy’s best friend.

“Fuck, this is amazing,” he whispered, more to himself than her.

Still, she answered. “Wait until you get moving, baby.”

And he did. Slowly, at first, experiencing every luxurious moment of pulling out of her before once more penetrating her all the way to her depths. Her walls tightened around him, begging him to find pleasure—and give her some. They found more of it with each thrust.

Gloria threw her hands over her head, gripping one of the couch’s pillows and shoving it under her head. Her emerald eyes swam with a heady need as she watched him pierce her each new time. Faster, he took his cock through her, then out, then through again. Chris watched Gloria’s lips flutter as they shared in the soft intimacy before it inevitably gave way to a hard and quick fucking that they both knew wouldn’t end until he blew his load inside her.

Noisy slapping sounds as their hips connected with each rousing thrust spilled across the game room’s hard floors. Gloria thrust her arms around his neck and mashed their mouths together. Wave after wave of roaring pleasure swam around his cock, and Chris could barely stand it. He held his coming gush back with every fiber of his being, demanding from himself that he grant Gloria another orgasm before his arrived.

“You’re such a good fuck!” Gloria cried, gripping his hair like she’d fall if she let go. Her heavy breasts bounced as he fucked her, and Chris threw his mouth back upon one. A gleeful shriek sizzled across the room, and then he felt her soaked walls tighten around his cock.

Yes! Chris grinned inwardly as Gloria quaked with a second orgasm as he plundered her body with his throbbing cock.

This woman, whom he’d seen so calm and collected, powerful, wealthy, respected, showed him her wanton side. It was sweeter than any perfume, tastier than any meal. He craved her responses, like her begging cries that he fuck her harder or her tight grasp locking him against her body. Her lover. Chris claimed that title gleefully.

“Come on, baby,” Gloria moaned. “I can feel you’re ready. Give it to me, Chris. Don’t make me wait!”

He pulled away from her breast, and then she stole his mouth with hers. Their tongues clashed wildly, their bodies on fire. Gloria had earned her pleasure. And now it was his turn.

Shoving himself into her one final time, feeling every scintillating pleasure her heavenly folds granted him, Chris released every saved-up drop of his hot, sticky seed into her womb. Euphoria crashed over him, stole his mind. He only barely felt as Gloria’s hands swiftly clutched his back and held him pinned against her.

She really did want every drop.

When he’d given it to her, their bodies still conjoined, they both panted and seized whatever air they could find. Covered in sweat, lungs burning as if he’d sprinted a mile, Chris felt Gloria nuzzle against him, her arms still wrapped tightly around his back. The tender warmth radiating between them proved a second helping of bliss.

Gloria purred happily, then pressed a quick kiss onto his cheek. “I’m never going to be able to walk into this room again without thinking of how you just fucked me.”

“Good. I won’t be able to walk into any room and not think about it.”

She chuckled and kissed him again, this time on the mouth. “It’s only the first time. And it was just my pussy, this time. Wait until you find out how tight my ass is.”

A pillar of electricity speared Chris in the heart. “I can’t wait.”

“Amy’s missing out, being all kinds of prudish,” Gloria said, stretching her arms over her head. She grinned as he turned red-faced. “You do know she’s all kinds of hot and bothered over you, don’t you?”

Chris swallowed a sudden lump in his throat. He scanned Gloria’s face, just to make sure she wasn’t teasing him… even if he didn’t exactly disagree with her. He found nothing but earnestness in her lovely face.

“Is that why you were egging her on so much in the kitchen?”

Gloria shrugged, and the two of them finally sat up on the couch together. They’d both need a shower soon, or at least another dip in the pool. The luxurious dark-haired woman made sure he didn’t get far, however, practically shoving him back into her breasts.

“Shouldn’t everyone get a little slice of happiness? I’m like a resplendent, thinner version of Santa. I give where I see giving is needed.”

Chris immediately shoved down the thought of Gloria in a slutty Santa outfit. She seemed to spot his thoughts because she gave him a knowing nod that said, “yeah, I’ve got one.” Further heat spread through his face.

Chris chose his next words carefully. “But, well, I’m with you. Right?”

“Your monogamous intentions for me are plenty cute,” Gloria said, placing a hand on his thigh. “You’ll get the blowjob of your life for those words later tonight. But we both know you’d enjoy seeing Amy sitting on the other side of the couch right now, her big tits waiting for your tongue to lather them up.”

Betraying him, his cock immediately surged with newfound life, the thought of both busty women hemming him on either side too much for his self-control. Gloria lifted an eyebrow, then stuck her tongue out at him.

“I know what you’re like, you naughty boy,” she said. “Amy can get you rock-hard almost as quickly as I can. Almost. Right?”

“R-right,” he hastily agreed, immediately realizing he’d wandered like a headless chicken into Gloria’s trap.

The beautiful imp of a woman beamed at him. “There, see? Honesty feels good, doesn’t it?” As if to further exemplify her point, her smooth hand found his cock, and she began stroking him off slowly.

Chris chewed on his lip, embarrassed, yet knowing she’d forced him to confront the truth. The shame and guilt he ought to feel over discussing such a forbidden topic with Amy’s best friend, of all people, should have kept his mouth clamped shut. Instead, he found himself drawn to the subject like a moth to the flame.

“But… what am I supposed to do?” he asked, voice barely a whisper. “About these… desires I’ve got for Amy?”

Gloria’s silky hand caused him to shiver each time she reached the tip of his cock and ran her thumb in circles over its opening. She smiled at him, strangely affectionate, as they discussed such a bizarre topic for the two of them to discuss, given their respective relationships with Amy.

“You’ve seen us butt heads how many times, now? We’re rather similar, don’t you think? So, just do to my doofus of a best friend—and I say that with all the love in the world—what you’ve done to me. If you do, she’ll finally crack on out of that shell of hers. I promise. And she might even prove wilder than me in the long run.”

“Okay,” Chris said, chewing on his lip anxiously.

“Relax. There’s no rush. We’ll unwind her some more over these next couple of days. Just keep trusting me, like you’ve been doing.”

He nodded, still mulling. However, to reorient him in the present, Gloria, eyes twinkling, dropped her mouth to his cock. Still tender from a few minutes ago, Chris sucked in a tight breath as her hot mouth plopped down on the tip of his cock, then began its journey down to the hilt of it. His eyes lifted from her silky dark hair as his body stretched like a bowstring at the feeling.

Which brought his gaze toward the door, where a woman in a ridiculously sexy bikini stood. Her mouth agape for only a moment, it soon shifted into a rage darker than any Chris could remember spotting upon Amy’s face.


Chapter Eight

Found Out

Immediately, Chris quickly patted Gloria on the shoulder. She hummed, misinterpreting his anxious taps, and continued sucking him off. If anything, she sucked harder. Chris cringed and, caught between fiery passion and thunderous fear, grabbed onto her and pulled her off him. To his ears, his cock plopped noisily as a siren as Gloria’s soft lips reluctantly released it. Frowning at him, Gloria huffed.

“What is it?” She squinted at his horrified expression, then followed the line of his eyes toward the door. “Oh, that’ll do it.”

“You…” Hissing steam practically clawed itself off Amy’s tongue as she glared at her best friend. Former best friend, perhaps now it ought to be noted.

“Hi, Amy,” Gloria said, remaining nonplussed about the horrifying situation. “Finish your nap? I hope you got plenty of rest.”

Amy’s body shook with such rage that Chris couldn’t breathe. Her expression flicked over to him, but it mostly stabbed into Gloria. The seething heat emanated from her body could probably have burned anyone who touched her.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?!” Amy half-hissed, half-snarled. “You actually seduced Chris?!”

“Fell for Chris,” Gloria corrected, though Chris could tell Amy didn’t see the fine print put before her. “If it helps you feel any better, we basically just got underway. You only missed the first round.”

“This isn’t a game, Gloria!” Amy snapped, tears brimming in her eyes.

“No, it just started with one.” Gloria nodded toward the dartboard. “I think I need a bit of a shower, so if you want, you and Chris can go a round while I rinse off. He’s already rearing and ready to go again.” She nodded at his erection, which, try as Chris might to hide it behind his hands, remained plentifully visible.

Numerous irate muscles twitched all along Amy’s face and neck, and Chris had never seen her hazel eyes burn so furiously. She almost resembled a wet towel twisted to its limit, ready to start snapping threads if pushed any further.

Gloria sighed, patted Chris on the thigh, and then stood up. “Shall we set off the detonations in here or elsewhere? I’m sorry for being cavalier about things, knowing what I know about your feelings. We can have a conversation if you like.”

“I’ve nothing to say to you!” she hissed, finally snapping her gaze in full toward Chris. “Get up, get your things, and get in the car.”

“Amy, I—”

“Now, Chris!”

Gloria sighed again. “Best to do as she says. Conversation time is a bit away, it seems.”

Chris stood slowly and approached warily, treating Amy much like he would a tiger growling at him in the doorway. However, once it seemed like he was obeying her, her gaze affixed itself upon Gloria. It practically pinned her in place, as far as Chris could tell. Shame, humiliation, and anxiety blasting him like a trumpet in the ears, he slowly slipped, still quite naked, past her. He grabbed his underwear and shorts, then swiftly climbed into them.

“Your other clothes and then the car, Chris.” She didn’t even turn her head as she spoke, yet the growling command washed over him like ice water all the same. He paused, standing there staring at them both.

“It’ll be fine, Chris,” Gloria called, waving him off. “Trust me.”

Grimacing, he trudged dolefully through her mansion, found his clothes, and then started toward the door. He frowned at that, stopping by the entry table. He was acting like a child found out with his hand in the cookie jar. He was just as complicit in all this as Gloria. Turning, already having decided he wouldn’t let her suffer Amy’s wrath alone, he found them both approaching—though Gloria remained a body length behind and still very naked. By comparison, Amy had her clothes only in her arms, apparently intending to waste no time changing out of Gloria’s bikini.

“Out, Chris. We are leaving and never coming back.” Words she technically didn’t have the authority to back up, at least so far as his return to the mansion. Still, Chris wouldn’t argue that technicality. Certainly not here and now, at the very least.

“Just remember what I said, Chris,” Gloria said, nodding for him to continue obeying the irate woman. Her words earned her glare sharp as daggers.

Chris swallowed dryly but nodded. Opening the door, he took the brick path snaking through her front lawn. Glancing over his shoulder, he found Amy glaring him forward while Gloria remained on her doorstep. She gave a small wave and one final nod.

For better or worse, not a sound disturbed the rev of the engines as Amy drove them back to their neighborhood. No conversation, no music, not even a sniffle. Anxiety burned a hole in his stomach, and he looked Amy’s way numerous times, each time considering if he should say something. But each time, seeing the red rims gathered around her eyes, the stony fury frozen upon her face, he silenced himself. Not once had he minded carpooling with her until today.

“You’re coming inside with me,” she said as they reached her home. “No ifs, ands, or buts.”

“O…okay.” Chris glanced nervously at her house. This seemed about the worst time for an encounter with Penelope.

“She’s not home,” Amy growled. “She’s off with her father for the weekend, camping or something.”

And then stomped into the house, ignoring the gaping stares of her next-door neighbors, an elderly couple fond of tending to their shrubs. Gertrude slapped her husband on the arm for staring at Amy’s jiggling bust, and then they both looked at him as he climbed out after Amy. He flattened his lips, looked away from the gawking couple, and chased her indoors.

She’d left the door cast open, so he shut it as he headed into her home. Compared to the opulence of Gloria’s mansion, it almost felt like entering a walk-in closet. Still, this was the kind of home he was used to, his being quite similar, as houses in the suburbs tended to be, and he’d hundreds of wonderful memories in this place. Most of which involved Amy.

He sought her out, checking first her room, then the living room, the kitchen beside it, and eventually the dining room. A slight grimace shifted his face as he found Amy rooting through the cabinet that she kept her wine within. He took a deep breath.

“Amy. Please, stop.”

She flicked a hand over her shoulder without even stopping her search. “Be silent, Chris. You’ll only make matters worse. What am I to tell your mom?!” She shook her head angrily.

He sighed and kept approaching. Even if he deserved every punishment for hurting her like this, he’d already decided to follow Gloria’s advice. Someone needed to wrangle the tiger. With Gloria absent, that left just him.

“Amy, I didn’t do anything wrong. My mom wouldn’t care. You know how she is.”

That did pull her around, and Chris stopped himself mid-step. She held in her hand an unopened bottle of wine. He really hoped she wouldn’t think of it as a bludgeoning tool here shortly.

“That doesn’t make any of this okay,” she said. “Not at all. I can’t imagine what you were thinking! She’s my best friend, and you’re….”

“I know,” Chris said, certainly not about to argue semantics. “And that hurt you. It was a betrayal. I… know.”

Amy’s eyes widened ever so slightly, then tightened back down. “If you know, then you’ll drop the subject and leave me be.”

Chris shook his head, holding his hands up cautiously as he finished his earlier step. “I can’t do that, Amy. I need to be honest, not run away from my feelings.”

Amy scoffed, grip tightening on the throat of the wine bottle. He could imagine whom she was considering in the bottle’s place.

“You’re going to tell me you love her, is that it? Are those the feelings you want to talk about?”

“No. I want to talk about my feelings for you.”

Amy’s gaze shifted in three different ways at once, almost like a bubble searching for its true shape as it was made. First, shock. Then, an emotion he couldn’t quite make out. Finally, distrust.

“If you had any feelings for me, you wouldn’t have thrown yourself into Gloria’s arms.”

“I would have thrown myself into yours if I’d known then what I know now.”

Amy’s brow creased tightly, but the tiniest glimmer of shock reappeared. “Chris, don’t start acting like Gloria. Everything isn’t just sex and glamour and—”

He took a step forward, and Amy’s mouth clamped shut. If anything, she’d taken his wary traits onto herself. Another step ahead, and Amy leaned back, even though he still stood outside of arm’s reach.

Changing that with one more step, Chris nodded. Heart pounding through his chest, he kept up his air of confidence, trusting one final time in Gloria. “I don’t want to talk about Gloria right now. Just you and me. Us.”

“Us?” Amy’s voice warbled and croaked. The fury around her face melted like ice beside a flame, leaving behind a confused expression that Chris would have sworn wore a hint of hopefulness deep beneath it.

He nodded, then gestured toward her body, which still sat on full display for his eyes to drink up. “You’ve been making me crazy ever since you put that bikini on. I can’t stop leering at you. It’s really bad.”

Amy turned bright scarlet, throwing her arms in front of her breasts. “Chris!”

“I can’t help it,” he said, taking a step closer. She tried to retreat, but she bumped into the cabinet. With nowhere to go, her eyes shone with illicit emotions, a mirror for his own. “I get so turned on seeing you like this, in that. You’re so beautiful.”

“You can’t say these things, Chris!” Amy shouted, though everything about her body seemed to react to his words. As if pulled forward by gravity, her posture shifted. Her hands fell slightly, allowing him more chances to drink in her bust.

“I have to be honest,” he said. “And I honestly want to fuck you so damn hard against that cabinet right fucking now.”

Amy’s mouth formed a small “O,” and she didn’t seem capable of responding to him. A haze of lust, slow but very much real, crept across her eyes.

“That’s… that’s wrong, Chris. You’re—I’m—we can’t.” She swallowed, and he knew it was the same lump that he’d felt earlier when Gloria had mentioned just how attracted to him Amy was. “You can’t say these things to me.”

“I need to, or else I’ll forever regret it.”

Chris reached for her forearms. Her skin shivered under his touch. At first, she kept them locked in place, resisting his desire to pull them away from her breasts. Yet, tenderly, slowly, she allowed him to pull her arms apart.

“Chris…”

“I love you, Amy. I want you. Need you. There, it’s all out. Okay? What’s your response?”

Amy stared at him, mouth quivering as words attempted to gather on her tongue. Eventually, still refusing to blink for nearly twenty seconds, she shook her head.

“I… I need some time alone, Chris. Please.”

He could have pressed on her, then. Could have made love to her exactly how he’d just suggested he wanted to do. He saw that immediately. But he also understood that such a vile act would shred their relationship entirely when all was said and done. Yet, even if every molecule of him burned to take her right now, he’d never do such a thing. She meant too much to him.

“Okay.” He let go of her wrists, then stepped back. Immediately, as if she’d held her breath the entire time—and maybe she had—Amy exhaled a breath of relief. “I’ll, um, give you that time. I can head home.”

“Stay,” Amy said. “Here… for now.”

They looked at each other, gazes lingering, emotions swirling through the air like steam in a sauna. Yet, with him heading into the living room and her heading for her bedroom, they left behind those emotions for the time being. Chris didn’t know if he’d ever see those emotions again or what would become of their relationship.


Chapter Nine

At Long Last

Chris flicked Amy’s TV on, though he knew he’d find nothing on he wanted to watch. Even if his favorite show or movie appeared before him, he wouldn’t have found any interest in keeping it on. He just mindlessly flipped through channels, barely lasting a minute on each one. Transient, uncertain of anything, he just tapped that channel-changing button again and again and again.

While channel surfing, he almost thought he heard Amy’s voice speaking, though he couldn’t quite hear properly due to both distance and a commercial making a promise about immediate hair regrowth playing. He didn’t dare turn the volume down, worried Amy might notice it through the walls and think he was trying to eavesdrop. After that, he didn’t hear or see anything from her for almost an hour.

The faint roar of a distant mower immediately grew unnoticed as his ears perked up to soft footfalls coming down the hall his way. His eyes flew toward the entryway just as Amy reappeared in it. She gave him a soft look, far softer than he’d expected to see for a long while.

Since he’d last seen her, she’d finally changed out of the bikini. Now, she wore a dark sweater that proved long enough to tickle the tops of her thighs and snug enough to pronounce her breasts boldly through its wool fabric. Yet, his eyes trailing lower, he didn’t spot any signs of shorts or otherwise peeking out from under it. His mouth dried immediately.

“Chris, join me on the couch, please.”

Struggling to tear his gaze away from her creamy skin, especially as the motion of sitting drew her shirt up along her thighs a few inches more, he hopped out of his chair and joined her—at a respectful distance—on the couch.

“My eyes are up here, Chris,” Amy said, though her voice held no bite.

Blanching, he thrust his gaze up. He found her expression much more neutral than he’d anticipated. The fury within her eyes seemed doused. Having spent the past hour expecting the worst, he found he didn’t quite notice the new emotion gathering within them. He remained silent, waiting, daring not to hope.

Amy looked upon him, and he saw glimpses of countless memories playing through her mind. Memories of him, he suspected. How that would affect her, he wasn’t sure. Still, he knew the love, respect, and adoration he felt for her would never fade, no matter how this conversation went. Yet, even still, he felt desire thrumming through his veins, a feeling noisily anxious as he waited for her to speak.

Taking a deep breath, Amy extended her hand suddenly and cupped his cheek. Her smooth fingers caressed his cheek, and he saw her emotions matched his. All of them. Chris’s eyes widened.

“It’s so very wrong,” she said, fidgeting slightly but refusing to look away. “But I won’t lie to you or myself.” She bit her lip, struggling with the words. “What you said to me earlier, about… about how it is you get around me… that was all true?”

“Every single word of it.”

A hint of a blush crept along Amy’s face, but she nodded. Yet, still within her face, Chris saw some lingering doubt, an unsightly crack in the mirror that she seemed perpetually fretting over. “You’re not just saying this so that I’ll be less furious about you and Gloria, right? Your feelings for me are honest. True. They’re real, righ—”

He reached out and placed a hand on her face, echoing her earlier motion. She gasped slightly, yet she didn’t pull away. If anything, she turned her cheek into his palm, taking comfort in the intimate touch.

“I could show you,” he said. “Right here, right now.”

Amy’s eyes wavered, almost as if the tears might return. However, she nodded, and then the huskiest of whispers reached his ears.

“It’s what I came out here to see.”

His heart renewed a race it’d taken many times today, but his hand moved instinctively. It connected with her warm thigh, the pads of his fingers alight with electricity. Amy inhaled softly, then slightly parted her legs. It was a taboo invitation Chris couldn’t refuse.

His fingers slipped underneath the sweater’s hem, tracing over the final few inches of her thighs hidden by it. Amy stared at him, eyes full of love and lust, as he found his way to her slick sex. Her soft breaths grew tighter with need as she further parted her legs for his advance.

Chris ran his fingers slowly around her folds, enjoying this torrid sight playing out before him. Only his wildest dreams would have ever put them in this situation. He watched Amy’s body flex taut as he found her clit, and then delighted in her shivers as he gave it attention with the circling of his thumb. Every moment, slow, meaningful, erotic.

He continued playing with her, opening her up for minutes, enjoying every sordid second. Watching her fall deeper and deeper into a spiral of desire, her breaths and moans arcing higher in volume, they both knew how this would end. Yet, Chris held himself in place, waiting for her to give the final ushering.

“Chris,” she whispered, quivering taut under his focus, “I don’t think I can wait any longer.”

Taking her into his arms, he pulled her onto his lap. Amy hissed pleasurably as his hands found the hem of her sweater and tugged it up. Every new inch revealed more tantalizing skin, and she rushed to help him free her of it. Her massive breasts bounced as he dragged them over them, revealing she’d gone without panties or a bra. Because she’d known exactly what she’d come to partake in, Chris understood. The fire within him skewered him with need, and Amy lifted her arms over her head so he could pull the sweater off her slender arms.

His mouth took one of her nipples before the sweater hit the ground, thrown aside hurriedly as if he feared it might somehow slip back onto her and deny him what he’d desired for so long. Amy arched her back, giving him her breast, giving him anything he wanted. Her hands locked around his neck, holding him to the hard spire he suckled upon.

“You too,” she whispered, the tremors of ecstasy passing through her breast into his mouth as he sucked harder.

Chris nodded, though he didn’t make any attempt to pull his mouth away. His hands ran down her smooth back, then cupped her ass, and Amy gasped as he spread them wider. Glaring at him half-heartedly, she struggled with the task of both remaining in his arms and yanking down his shorts. It took her far longer than she would have liked, he knew.

Finally, she managed the task, and he kicked his shorts and underwear off. He removed his mouth for a moment, so she could look down and again take in his size—and know that it was her, and only her, responsible for it now. Their shared hunger for the other’s body saw his cock fitting into her tight pussy barely a moment later.

“Finallyyy,” Amy groaned, sliding herself onto his cock with wanton abandon. Her slick walls invited him deep inside of her, conforming around his cock and yearning for what came next. Chris grabbed her around the waist, just holding her in place for a moment. Amy’s hazel eyes gleamed with love, and he knew he’d truly lucked out meeting such a wonderful woman. But now was not the time for reveries.

He lifted her by the waist, her body responding to his motion. Pulled almost entirely off his cock, she placed her hands on his shoulders, then nodded. She dropped her hips just as he slammed back into her.

Their shared groan of need and relief rumbled through the house. Chris took his mouth to her throat, biting softly, just wanting to feel her body against his. Her breasts crushed into his chest, hard nipples poking him, and she peppered kisses along his jawline.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered.

“Thank you, Chris.” Her arms tightened around him lovingly.

Once it ended, he turned them both, laying her under him, wanting the proper angle to ravish her truly. He spent one last moment looking into her kind, loving eyes. She wouldn’t be capable of an expression like that again until he’d finished fucking her senseless.

In concert, they began shifting their bodies, finding the perfect rhythm for their rampant lust. Chris pumped into her, and she met him with her own hip thrusts. As he thrust into her, Amy’s head rocked back, a pleased moan spilling out. Her arms scrabbled along his back, but he amped up his speed. Feeling every hot tightening around his cock, he memorized her favorite spots. Each thrust after the first few minutes of exploration attacked those places mercilessly.

“Ahhh, fuck, fuckkk,” Amy moaned, trembling with the growing ecstasy rampaging through her gorgeous body as he fucked her. “This is so wrong!”

“It’s everything I’ve ever wanted,” Chris said, running a hand over her thigh, squeezing her creamy skin for a better hold to keep ravishing her.

“Me, ughhh, too!”

Connected in the most intimate way, Chris absorbed every drop of lust her body radiated. As she dropped a hand over her forehead, sweeping her hair out of the way, he thrust a kiss onto her mouth. She responded as if she’d been starving for his lips all her life. Their bodies continued their rhythmic fucking, hands, mouths, and eyes rummaging wildly across the other’s body instinctively.

He gripped her breasts, rolling her nipples under his thumbs. She squeaked at his attack and arched into his scalding touch. Their bodies blistered with heat, practically creating a sauna between them as they fucked. Her firm tits took every ounce of control to keep squashed in his hands, the enormous things practically impossible to hold onto properly. Noticing his attention to them, Amy smiled.

“They’re yours whenever you want them.” She ran her hands along the backs of his hands, soft and smooth and tender.

“I won’t ever forget you said that.”

“Good!” Her voice turned shrill as he tugged on her nipples, then attacked the most sensitive point inside her pussy he’d yet found. Amy’s eyelids fluttered, her mouth connecting into a small ‘O’ as pleasure assailed her senses. Body responding exactly as he’d hoped, Chris couldn’t help but grin. It was a sight out of this world and one he planned to see many, many times going forward.

“That’s… not, ughhh, fair!”

“All’s fair in love and war,” Chris said.

“You’ll, ahhh, pay!”

“Later,” he said. “For now, I’m going to keep fucking you senseless.”

Amy bit her lip and nodded eagerly, and her playful threats vanished under a tide of panting moans charging out of her mouth. She leaned back into the couch, lifting her hips, granting him better access.

Stifling his orgasm for as long as he could, Chris put every fiber of himself into the goal of seeing Amy finally cum under him. Her desires put a haze over her eyes, and he knew he must be close to his goal. Her hips shook to match his rhythm, face flush, muscles flexing taut. A few final thrusts took her to the deepest pond of pleasure.

“Yesss, ughhh, Chris! I love youuu!”

She cried out his name six more times as her body shuddered underneath the current of ecstasy electrifying her. Chris didn’t look away, couldn’t look away. He watched her writhe and break and succumb to the wild frenzy of ecstasy he’d given to her. Eyes glazed, mouth hanging open, the yearning passion she’d sought from him finally blazing within her.

He wasn’t far behind. Giving another half-dozen hard thrusts inside, he felt his cock swell with his seed loading into it. So did Amy.

“Chris, are you—”

She never finished her sentence. Her pupils widened as he sent the first blast of cum deep into her depths, and then her own ecstasy reclaimed her under its depths. Euphoria swept over Chris, and he kept himself buried inside of her as he used her to drain himself of years of pent-up lust and need. She joined him, holding him tight, taking all he gave to her willingly. Still, she’d a bit to chide him on, once they’d cooled.

“That’s… dangerous, Chris,” Amy said, tapping him on the forehead.

“It’s what I’ve dreamed of doing to you for so long,” he said, laying his mouth over hers again.

“Well, I guess it’s… all right,” Amy said, blushing slightly as they pulled their lips apart. “This time. Going forward, we’ll need to be more careful about when you cum inside. All right?”

“Okay.”

They resumed their kissing, the heat rumbling within their bodies no less cool after they’d both found their ecstasy. Amy softly rummaged her hands through his hair, stroking him lovingly as he swept his fingertips over her slender sides.

“There’s… something else,” Amy said, again breaking apart their kiss. She turned an even deeper shade of crimson than before.

“Something else?”

She nodded. “Get your clothes on.”

Chris frowned but lifted himself off her, limbs feeling rubbery and fatigued. He had just fucked two of the most beautiful women alive within just a couple of hours of each other. Extending a hand to help Amy up and taking one more kiss that she gladly gave him, they headed off to find some appropriate clothes for heading out.

It didn’t take long out the door before understanding dwelled on him about what she meant.


Chapter Ten

One Final Throw

The drive passed in relative silence. In fact, Chris, even understanding their destination, and brimming with anxious excitement because of it, found himself nodding off. Amy let him get some rest. Head pressed against the cool glass, AC buzzing softly throughout the car, he fell asleep.

“Chris, wake up.”

A soft voice and a softer hand on his shoulder roused him from his brief nap. Bleary-eyed and yawning into a stretch curtailed by the car’s low ceiling, he remained scoured by fatigue. Still, the sight of the fenced gate opening in front of him helped him return to consciousness. The woman standing in front of her doorway thirty feet ahead of them further helped.

They drove on up the driveway, and Gloria provided him a wave like the one she’d provided on his departure. The only difference now stood on her face, where a welcoming smile acted like rays of sunlight upon him as he stepped out of the passenger seat. Chris spared one slightly anxious glance over his shoulder. Amy noticed and nodded.

“It’s what you think it is.”

Heart stampeding against his ribs, he slowly returned his gaze to Gloria. She’d not changed out of her bikini in the hours they’d been gone, as if knowing they’d return. He and Amy walked up the steps to her.

“I’m an authentic fairy godmother if it’s not too crass for me to brag a little,” she said.

“Of the worst sort!” Amy snorted. Compared to her earlier scathing tone toward Gloria, she seemed much more her old self around her best friend.

Chris furrowed his brow and looked between the two women, feeling as if he’d missed something.

“We had a long chat on the phone,” Gloria explained. “A long, fruitful chat, given by your presence here.”

So, I wasn’t hearing things.

But… what did it mean? He glanced between the two beautiful women, trying to keep himself from ogling Gloria in her bikini. Or was he now allowed to, even if Amy stood right next to him? A yawn stifled his thoughts, and he blinked back the fatigue that he’d not wholly cast off.

“How about a nap, hmm?” said Gloria. “It’ll give Amy and me more time to chat—just hammer out any lingering nails sticking out.”

“I think that would be for the best,” Amy swiftly agreed before Chris could even speak.

Heavy eyelids pressing down on him, he slowly nodded. “Okay.”

After depositing his shoes inside the front door, the two women trailed behind him, almost like prison guards, as he climbed the steps within Gloria’s mansion. Their faint footsteps behind him kept him strangely unwilling to look over his shoulder, almost as if he was worried it might shatter whatever peace had apparently settled so swiftly between the two women. He hoped he’d find it still intact after this nap they wanted him to take.

Guided into a plush bedroom positively rife with bikinis haphazardly tossed out of the drawer Amy had apparently found them within some hours ago, he and Gloria glanced her way. Blushing, Amy folded her arms and looked away.

“I was in a rush. I thought something strange might be happening while I was away.”

“You were right,” Gloria said with a grin. “Alright, Chris, rest on up as much as you need. We’ll see you in a few hours.” She winked at him.

Before he could protest, both women backed out of the room, even going so far as to shut the door on him. Yeah, it definitely felt a bit like being a prisoner.

But I don’t think felons get quite as nice a room and bed as this one, he noted, looking upon the enormous bed Gloria used each night. The king-sized thing was covered in pillows and blankets, though it was all plenty orderly. A maid’s handiwork, Chris imagined.

Disturbing that perfection, he climbed into the bed. Staring up at the ceiling, he didn’t imagine sleep would ever find him. Not while he fretted over what Amy and Gloria might be discussing. His fatigue scoffed at him for thinking such a thing and promptly reminded him not to underestimate it.

His eyelids fluttered slowly as he came awake. The first thing he became aware of was how late it’d gotten. The last time he’d remembered closing his heavy eyelids, it’d still been bright out. Now, glancing toward a nearby window, he found a swiftly dimming twilight slipping through the curtains.

Chris stretched, unwinding relaxed muscles, and threw the covers off him. Rubbing sleep from his eye, he set his feet on the floor and pushed himself out of Gloria’s bed. The house was still standing, at the very least. And no one had disturbed him while he slept. Those were good things, right? He wasn’t about to walk downstairs and find a double murder gorily sprayed across the living room… right?

A bit quicker in his step than probably necessary, Chris exited Gloria’s bedroom and hurried downstairs. He didn’t hear the TV running, any voices, any moans for help from survivors of the bloodshed. His feet thudded on the steps as he descended. Nothing in the living room, nothing out back, nothing in the kitchen, and nothing in the other six rooms he looked upon. For once, Chris found himself hating how massive Gloria’s home was.

The barest sound reached his ears—a single thud, and then silence.

You dolt, he told himself.

He found them where he should have looked first, and he breathed a sigh of relief. They were alive and well, looking at him with curiosity after his sigh. Lining up her throw, Amy quickly returned her focus to the dartboard. Gloria waved him into the room.

“We’ve kept track on our own,” she said, nodding to the board.

It read new numbers. Two hundred and forty-one for Amy. Two hundred and fifty-six for Gloria. They’d played quite a few games while he was out, apparently. And Amy had closed the gap between them somewhat.

Amy released the dart in her hand. It thudded among the other two already piercing the board. A bullseye. She grinned.

“Another win for me. You’ve lost your touch, it seems.”

Gloria made a wry face and sauntered over to Chris. She’d changed into a white blouse and leggings at some point while he was asleep. It still sent fire through his veins when she squashed her breasts against his arm.

“I just have other things on my mind. I’m distracted by Chris’s big cock.”

Amy glared at her. “Don’t you try and put asterisks on my wins today.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Gloria said, batting her eyelashes.

Both women stared at one another for a few more seconds, but then those gazes shifted. An immediate surge of blood beneath his shorts swept away any lingering tiredness from his body. How could he not, with them both staring at him so hungrily?

“It’s all been talked out, Chris,” Amy said.

Gloria blew a cool breeze against the side of his neck. “Now, sit down and let us have our prize for all these games we played today.”

“But strip first this time,” Amy said, remembering the annoyance back home.

Swiftly obeying Amy’s command first, he spilled his clothes around him as if a typhoon had stripped them off. Afterward, he quickly sank onto the very couch he’d fucked Gloria on no more than six or seven hours ago. And yet, as both women deserving of shrines and worship looked upon him, it felt an eternity ago.

They hemmed him in, approaching with lustful eyes and anticipatory tongues. Coordinating their assault upon his skyrocketing heart rate, they stripped slowly before him. Each morsel of clothes to hit the floor took a painstaking amount of time, but he didn’t so much as grumble a complaint. As breasts and butts and smooth, creamy skin revealed themselves before him, all he could think about was just how lucky he was.

To further taunt him, Gloria hid her breasts behind her arm once she’d dispensed of her bra. Noticing this, Amy followed suit. Chris glared at them both, which only further amped up their teasing.

Gloria started it, of course. She grabbed Amy’s butt, groping it as he had not long ago. A tiny gasp caught her off guard, but she quickly caught on. Leaning into her best friend’s hands, she never took her eyes off him. This torture needed to conclude itself swiftly, or else Chris realized he wouldn’t stay on the couch much longer.

“One thing,” Gloria said. She graced her fingertips across Amy’s lips, then smiled. “Something I’ve thought about doing, oh… a few times.”

When she brought her mouth to Amy’s mouth, her eyes flew wide. But after a moment’s hesitation, she accepted and even returned the taboo kiss. Though, compared to everything else that had transpired today, it was probably a few rungs lower on the ladder of forbidden acts.

With more to come, Chris thought, stroking himself off at the lewd sight playing out before him.

“None of that,” Amy said, breaking the kiss and stabbing a finger toward him. “We’re the only ones allowed to touch you there.”

“Then we ought to get over there,” Gloria said, reading him plainly. “He’s had his fill of the appetizer. He wants his meal.”

The two gloriously beautiful women finally approached him. In unison, they dropped onto their knees. Lithe fingertips spread heat along his thighs as they reached for his hips; their mouths trailed only a couple of feet behind, splotching warm oases on his skin with their kisses. He could barely contain himself as their slow creep up his thighs finally brought their mouths to the source of his impatience.

Amy on his left, Gloria on his right, they brought their conspiring lips onto either side of his cock at the same time. Amy started high up, Gloria at the base, and the two immutably beautiful women started kissing and running their tongues over his engorged length. Chris sighed happily, having never felt such pleasure before. Only in his dreams had he imagined such a gift.

Gloria dropped her mouth, finding his balls in her mouth. Amy curled her lips over the tip of his cock, eyes twinkling at him.

“We were playing to decide which of us gets which part. And I won more games than she did.”

“Oh.”

Her mouth dropped like a silk curtain over the tip of his cock. Lower still, it journeyed. As Gloria attacked his balls, Amy thrust almost the entirety of his cock into her warm mouth. Chris breathed a tight band of pleasure through his lips, leaning back further into the couch for stability. Amy’s eyes smiled at him, and he knew she’d reward him for his honest responses.

With her soft lips tracing along his cock as she withdrew her head, she added spit and then her hand to the mix. Quickly spreading his precum and her saliva over his cock, she kissed the throbbing rod in front of her face and then returned her mouth to it. A small shiver ran up her backside, however, and Chris could just make out Gloria’s hand in motion behind Amy’s ample butt.

“Don’t you stop,” Chris said, seeing color creep upon Amy’s face. “It’s your prize, right?”

“Mhmm!” Amy threw her mouth into motion, gagging herself as she took his entire cock down her hot throat. She bobbed swiftly, though Gloria’s attack on her threw her a bit off her game. Chris almost stopped her so that he could feel higher degrees of pleasure, but then he thought better of it. He’d trade a bit of his enjoyment so that Amy could feel her own.

And I won’t forget about you, either.

He extended a hand and seized one of Gloria’s hardened nipples. The haughty woman’s eyes spread wider at his unexpected attack. It interrupted her assault as waves of pleasure struck her weakest point. Scrunching her face at him, she refocused and resumed her assault on his balls and Amy’s slick sex.

It went on a while like that, with all three of them battling for the upper hand in their lewd game. Competitive to the end, they’d have chased the others to the end of the world had Chris not given in.

“I can’t last any longer!” he groaned, sensing his explosion.

His hand slipped from Gloria’s breast, and she quickly removed her mouth from his balls and hand from Amy. Only because Gloria slapped her on the butt did Amy end her torment upon him last, grinning as if she’d somehow won by lasting the longest.

The two women put both their hands to work on his cock. It was too much.

As he exploded, both women thrust their breasts around his cock. Surrounded by the heavy orbs, his first spray found Amy’s left breast. Quick to make sure she wasn’t left out, Gloria tugged his cock slightly toward her, earning his second and third spurts on hers. The two women grinned as the intensity of his seed flowing out lessened and then coated their hands as they continued stroking him off.

“Geez!” he complained, throwing his head back against the couch and panting wildly.

“Oops,” Gloria teased, and even Amy grinned at that.

They pulled back, then extended their cum-covered hands toward the other. Chris watched with rapt attention as their mouths suckled and cleaned off the other. It was so indelibly erotic that he didn’t spare so much as a blink. Their breasts came next, and he grinned as Gloria ran her tongue over the line of cum on Amy’s breast.

“You two are something else,” Chris mumbled as Amy soon returned the favor.

“We know,” they said in unison, holding onto one another’s hips like they planned to pose for a picture. It was undoubtedly a sight Chris would never forget, with or without a camera to snap the lewd image into his memory.

“Just give me a few minutes to recuperate,” Chris said.

Amy arched an eyebrow, but Gloria understood.

“I think he wants to cum inside one of us again, Amy,” Gloria chuckled.

“Both of you, actually,” Chris said, though he knew he’d only enough left for one. They gave him a knowing look, having intuited the same.

“We didn’t play enough games today to determine who gets that privilege,” Amy said.

“So… I have to pick?” Disliking that idea in full, Chris frowned.

“Throw a dart,” Gloria said, nodding toward the board. “Bullseye, Amy shows you how good at riding cock she is. Outer ring, you mount me from behind until I pass out.”

“I like that idea a lot,” Amy said, though Chris was certain she wouldn’t if he didn’t land a bullseye.

Gloria smiled, and an almost predatory edge crept through it. “Of course, you’ll take whomever you don’t fuck silly tonight first thing in the morning. Oh, and throw again if you miss both bullseye and outer ring. That hardly needs saying.”

“Of course,” Chris agreed, brushing his fingertips over Gloria’s nipples as he stood up. He helped them both up, looked between these two women he so loved. Tomorrow, the day after, the week after, and for months and years to come. He’d see them both plenty satisfied. He swore it to himself.

Plucking one of the darts still in the board out, he took his place behind the oche. Amy and Gloria gathered on either side of him, staring hopefully at his hand, ready to watch the dart fly at the dartboard. Taking a deep breath, Chris sighted his target, knowing he couldn’t lose. One more deep breath in, then out, and he let the dart fly.

It landed. Chris stared at the dartboard. Amy and Gloria both glanced at one another, and then one of the women stepped back, conceding this round to the other. After all, there was no doubt as to where it’d landed.

A perfect bullseye.

THE END
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