
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The First House Call

I was three days away from eviction when I found the ad on Craigslist. Just sitting there in the "gigs" section like it was waiting specifically for me: "Pool maintenance needed. Five properties, rotating schedule. $300/week cash. Must be discreet." Most people would've scrolled past it - too vague, too suspicious, that word "discreet" raising red flags everywhere. But when you're 22, dropped out of community college after one semester, working part-time at a gas station that barely covers rent, and your landlord's already slipped the 72-hour notice under your door? You don't ask questions. You take the fucking job.

I'm not much to look at, honestly. Six foot even, maybe 170 pounds soaking wet, with the kind of build that comes from being too broke to eat regularly rather than any dedicated gym routine. My hair's this dirty blond mess that I keep short because I can't afford regular cuts, and I've got these green eyes my mom used to say were my "best feature" - not that it mattered much when the rest of me was aggressively average. I had some muscle definition from hauling shit around at the gas station, loading beer kegs and cigarette cartons, but nothing impressive. Just functional. My wardrobe consisted of maybe three pairs of cargo shorts, a rotation of tank tops and worn tees, and one pair of beat-up Vans I'd had since high school.

The address led me to this gated community in the hills - the kind of place where the houses have names instead of numbers and the lawns are maintained by professionals who probably make more than I do. I drove my rusted-out '98 Toyota pickup through streets lined with palm trees and luxury cars, feeling more out of place with every turn. The house itself sat at the end of a cul-de-sac, sprawling Spanish colonial with a terracotta roof, white stucco walls, and wrought-iron accents that probably cost more than my entire year's salary. I pulled up to the gate, pressed the intercom button, and a woman's voice crackled through - smooth, confident, with just a hint of amusement.

"You must be Ryan. Come on in."

The gate buzzed and swung open, and I drove through, parking my embarrassing truck next to a gleaming black Mercedes and a cherry-red Porsche. The driveway was circular, paved in cream-colored stone, with a fountain in the center - some abstract sculpture that was definitely "art" but looked like expensive metal twisted into random shapes. I grabbed my pool cleaning kit from the truck bed - a collection of nets, brushes, and chemical testers I'd bought secondhand off another Craigslist ad - and followed the stone pathway around the side of the house.

The backyard opened up into this private paradise. The pool was kidney-shaped, crystal blue water glittering in the late morning sun, surrounded by cream lounge chairs with plush white cushions. There were palm trees strategically placed for shade, flowering bushes I couldn't name bursting with pink and orange blooms, and the smell of jasmine hung heavy in the warm air. The whole setup screamed money - old money, the kind that doesn't flaunt itself but doesn't need to. I set my kit down near the pool's edge, already sweating through my tank top, and was reaching for the skimmer net when I heard footsteps behind me.

"You must be Ryan."

I turned around and my brain completely flatlined. The woman standing on the patio was maybe late thirties, though she could've passed for younger. Her hair was this rich auburn color, falling in thick waves past her shoulders, catching the sunlight and gleaming like polished copper. She had high cheekbones, full lips painted a subtle rose color, and these eyes - dark brown, almost black - that locked onto mine with an intensity that made my stomach flip. She was wearing a white silk robe that ended mid-thigh, the fabric so thin I could see the outline of her body underneath. The robe was tied loosely at her waist with a matching silk belt, and every time she moved, it parted slightly, revealing flashes of smooth, tanned skin.

Her legs were what really got me - long, toned, the kind of legs that came from daily yoga or pilates, muscles defined but not bulky, leading down to delicate ankles and bare feet with perfectly manicured toes painted deep red. The robe's neckline dipped low, showing the swell of her breasts pressed together by whatever she was wearing underneath - or maybe not wearing anything at all. Her tits looked full and heavy, straining against the silk, and when she shifted her weight from one hip to the other, they moved with a natural bounce that made my mouth go dry.

"Yeah, that's me," I managed to croak out, my voice embarrassingly rough. I cleared my throat, trying to look anywhere but at her chest. "You're Mrs. Caldwell?"

She laughed - this low, throaty sound that seemed to vibrate through the air between us. "Veronica," she corrected, stepping down from the patio onto the warm stone surrounding the pool. Her bare feet made no sound as she approached, hips swaying with each step in a way that seemed almost predatory. "We don't do formalities here, Ryan. First names only."

God, he's even cuter than the photo he sent, Veronica thought, letting her eyes travel slowly down his body. Young, eager, and already getting hard just from looking at me. This is going to be fun.

She stopped maybe three feet away from me, close enough that I could smell her perfume - something expensive and floral with undertones of vanilla. Her gaze traveled down my body slowly, deliberately, starting at my face, lingering on my chest where my tank top clung to my skin with sweat, then dropping lower to my shorts. I felt my dick respond immediately, blood rushing south before I could stop it, and I saw her eyes flick down to my crotch where my cargo shorts were already starting to tent. Her smile widened, just a little, and she brought her eyes back up to meet mine.

"You look strong," she said, her voice dropping lower, more intimate. "That's good. The pool needs someone who can handle the work."

The way she emphasized "handle" made it crystal clear she wasn't just talking about skimming leaves and balancing pH levels. My cock twitched again in my shorts, hardening further, and I shifted my weight awkwardly, trying to adjust myself without being too obvious about it.

"I can handle it," I said, hoping I sounded more confident than I felt. "I've done pool maintenance before."

That was mostly a lie - I'd cleaned my buddy's above-ground pool exactly twice - but she didn't need to know that.

"Perfect." Veronica turned away, walking back toward the house, and I got a full view of her from behind. The robe rode up slightly with each step, revealing more of her thighs, and I caught a glimpse of what she was wearing underneath - or rather, what she wasn't wearing. Just a thin strip of white lace cutting between the rounded curves of her ass, which was firm and high, the kind of ass that came from dedicated squats and glute work. My cock was fully hard now, straining painfully against my shorts, and I quickly turned back to the pool before she could catch me staring.

I focused on the work, trying to think about anything other than the beautiful woman who'd just walked away. Skim the surface for debris, check the filter basket, test the chlorine and pH levels - all routine shit that should've been mindless. But every few minutes I'd glance back toward the house, catching movement through the floor-to-ceiling glass doors. Veronica was inside, talking to someone, her hands gesturing as she laughed. Then another woman walked past the window - blonde, wearing what looked like a bikini - followed by another figure in the background.

How many people lived here? The ad had said "five properties" but this was clearly just one house. Were they roommates? A family? Some kind of shared living situation?

I was about forty minutes into the work, scrubbing the tile line where algae tended to build up, when the sliding glass door opened and Veronica emerged again. This time she wasn't alone. Two more women flanked her, and my brain short-circuited all over again trying to process what I was seeing.

The woman on Veronica's left was tall - easily five-ten - with dark skin that gleamed in the sunlight like polished mahogany. Her hair was pulled back into a high ponytail of long braids, showing off the elegant lines of her neck and shoulders. She was wearing athletic gear - black compression shorts that hugged her thighs and a matching sports bra that showed off her midriff. And what a fucking midriff it was - her abs were cut like a fitness model's, a perfect six-pack with defined obliques, the kind of core that came from serious dedication. Her arms were toned too, biceps flexing as she crossed them under her chest, which was more modest than Veronica's but still perfectly shaped, high and firm in the sports bra. Her legs were muscular, powerful, with thick thighs that flexed with each step and calves that looked like they could crush a watermelon.

The woman on Veronica's right was a complete contrast - curvy in all the ways the athlete wasn't, with this voluptuous hourglass figure that made my mouth water. She was Latina, with warm caramel skin and dark hair that fell in loose curls past her shoulders, wild and natural. She was wearing a yellow sundress, thin cotton that clung to her curves - and she had serious curves. Her tits were huge, straining against the fabric, creating cleavage deep enough to lose your phone in, and they moved with a natural sway as she walked that suggested she wasn't wearing a bra. Her waist nipped in dramatically before flaring out to wide hips that swayed hypnotically with each step, and her thighs were thick and soft-looking, pressing together under the sundress hem. She had this face that was both sweet and sultry - big dark eyes, full lips, a small beauty mark near her mouth that I found myself fixating on.

They all stopped at the edge of the pool, forming this line of feminine beauty that made me feel like I'd stumbled into some kind of fever dream. I stood up from where I'd been scrubbing, suddenly very aware of how I looked - sweaty, disheveled, my tank top clinging to my chest and back, my shorts riding low on my hips. Veronica gestured toward me with the wine glass in her hand.

"Ladies, this is Ryan. Our new pool boy."

"Hi, Ryan," the curvy Latina said, her voice smooth as honey with just the faintest accent rounding her vowels. Her eyes dragged over me slowly, starting at my face and traveling down to my feet before coming back up to linger on my crotch. "I'm Madison. It's so nice to finally have someone young and... capable around here."

Fuck, look at that bulge in his shorts, Madison thought, biting her lower lip as she imagined what he was packing. I wonder if he knows how to use it, or if we're going to have to teach him everything.

"Sienna," the athletic one said, her voice more direct, almost challenging. She didn't smile, just studied me with these intense brown eyes, sizing me up like a sparring partner. "You work out?"

"Uh, not really," I admitted, suddenly self-conscious. "Just, you know, manual labor and stuff."

"Hmm." She didn't look convinced, but something flickered in her expression - maybe approval? "Well, you've got decent form. Could use some development in your shoulders and back, but the foundation's there."

He's got potential, Sienna thought, already mentally mapping out how she could push his body to its limits. Bet he's got stamina. Young guys always do.

"We're so glad you're here," Madison said again, stepping a bit closer, near enough now that I could smell her perfume - something warm and spicy, cinnamon and amber. Her dress shifted as she moved, the neckline dipping lower, and I caught a glimpse of the inner curve of her breast, soft and full. "It's been so lonely without someone to take care of things around here."

The way she said "take care of things" made my stomach flip and my cock surge harder in my shorts. There was no hiding it now - I was sporting a full-on erection, the outline clearly visible against the thin cargo shorts fabric, and I saw Madison's eyes flick down to it, her pupils dilating slightly as her smile grew wider.

"Well, I'll do my best," I said, my voice cracking slightly on the last word like a fucking teenager. I cleared my throat again, trying to compose myself. "Just point me at whatever needs doing."

"Oh, we will," Veronica said, her tone dripping with implication. "We definitely will."

Sienna turned first, heading back toward the house with purposeful strides, her ass high and tight in those compression shorts, each cheek flexing with the movement. Madison lingered a moment longer, her gaze holding mine, something unreadable in her dark eyes before she finally turned to follow, her hips swaying hypnotically under that sundress, the yellow fabric clinging to the curve of her ass with each step. Veronica stayed behind, sipping her wine, her eyes never leaving me.

"There are two more of us, by the way," she said casually, like she was discussing the weather forecast. "The twins - Chloe and Zoe. They're inside working right now, but you'll meet them soon enough." She paused, tilting her head as she studied me with those dark, penetrating eyes. "You don't scare easily, do you, Ryan?"

"No, ma'am," I said automatically, then caught myself. "I mean, Veronica. No, I don't."

"Good." Her smile turned sharp, predatory. "Because this job might be a little more... hands-on than what you're used to. I need to know you can handle that. Can you?"

I nodded, not trusting my voice. My cock was throbbing now, straining so hard against my shorts it was starting to hurt, and I wondered if she could see it twitching.

"Use your words, Ryan," she said softly, but with an edge of command that made my spine straighten automatically.

"Yes," I managed. "I can handle it."

"Mmm." She took another slow sip of her wine, her eyes dropping to my crotch for a long, deliberate moment before rising back to my face. "We'll see."

She left me with that, turning and walking back toward the house, her robe swishing around her thighs with each step, and I stood there staring after her like a complete idiot. My hands were shaking slightly as I went back to the pool work, my mind racing. What the fuck had I just gotten myself into? Five gorgeous women, all living together in this mansion, all looking at me like I was some kind of... what? Entertainment? A toy? My cock throbbed again at the thought, and I shifted uncomfortably, trying to focus on scrubbing the goddamn tiles.

I finished the pool in record time, working faster than necessary, partly to prove I could do the job and partly because I needed to burn off some of this nervous energy. The whole time I was acutely aware of the house behind me, of the movement I could see through the windows, shadows passing back and forth. Were they watching me? Talking about me? My imagination ran wild with possibilities, each one more pornographic than the last.

I was packing up my equipment, coiling the vacuum hose and securing the chemical testing kit, when I heard the sliding door open again. I looked up and felt my heart stop.

Two women emerged, moving in perfect synchronization like they'd choreographed it. They were identical - same height, same build, same face - blonde twins with long, straight hair that fell to their mid-backs like sheets of pale gold. They had these delicate, almost elfin features - high cheekbones, small straight noses, full lips, and wide blue eyes that sparkled with mischief. Both were wearing matching bikinis - bright turquoise scraps of fabric that barely qualified as clothing. The tops were tiny triangles connected by thin strings, barely containing their perky breasts, which were smaller than Veronica's or Madison's but perfectly proportioned to their slim frames. The bottoms were equally minimal, riding low on their hips, showing off their flat stomachs and the deep V of their hip bones, with just enough coverage in back to leave almost everything exposed.

Their bodies were toned but slender, the kind of build that suggested pilates and swimming rather than heavy lifting. Long legs, small waists, asses that were high and round despite being compact. They moved with this fluid grace, their bare feet stepping in perfect unison as they approached me, and I realized I couldn't tell them apart at all - not a single distinguishing feature between them.

"You're cute," one of them said when they stopped a few feet away, her head tilting to the side as she examined me. Her voice was light, almost musical, with a playful lilt.

"Very cute," the other echoed, mirroring her sister's head tilt in the opposite direction. "And look, Chloe, he's already hard."

So this one was Zoe, which meant the other was Chloe. Or wait - did Zoe call her sister Chloe, or was she introducing herself? I was already confused.

"I like when they're eager," Chloe - or maybe Zoe - said, her eyes dropping blatantly to my crotch where my erection was still painfully obvious. "Makes everything more fun."

He's blushing, Chloe thought with delight. God, when's the last time we had someone this innocent? This is going to be delicious.

They stepped closer, moving in concert, and suddenly I was sandwiched between them. One pressed against my left side, the other against my right, their bodies radiating heat even in the afternoon sun. I could feel their breasts pressing against my arms through the thin bikini fabric, nipples hard little points of contact. One of them - I'd lost track of which was which - ran her hand down my chest, nails dragging lightly over my tank top, while the other played with the hair at the nape of my neck, her fingers gentle and teasing.

"Veronica says you're going to take good care of us," one whispered directly into my ear, her breath hot and smelling faintly of mint.

"Are you?" the other asked from my other side, her hand sliding lower on my stomach, fingers teasing the waistband of my shorts but not quite dipping under.

I couldn't speak. My brain had completely shut down, all blood diverted south to my aching cock, leaving me mute and trembling. The twin on my left - I decided arbitrarily she was Zoe - pressed her tits harder against my arm, and I could feel her nipple poking through both her bikini and my tank top. The other one - Chloe - let her hand drop lower, fingers tracing the outline of my erection through the shorts, not quite touching but close enough that I could feel the heat of her palm.

His cock feels huge, Zoe thought, fighting the urge to just grab it right there. I wonder how it'll feel inside me. Inside both of us.

"Come inside," Chloe murmured, pulling back just enough to meet my eyes. "Veronica wants to talk to you."

"About the job," Zoe added with a grin that suggested it was about way more than pool maintenance.

They stepped away simultaneously, leaving me standing there with my dick straining against my shorts and my heart hammering so hard I could hear it in my ears. They walked toward the house, moving in that same perfect synchronization, their hips swaying, their asses flexing with each step, those tiny bikini bottoms riding up just enough to show the lower curves of their cheeks. I followed automatically, unable to do anything else, my legs moving on autopilot while my brain tried and failed to process what was happening.

The inside of the house was as impressive as the exterior - high vaulted ceilings with exposed wooden beams, cream-colored walls decorated with modern art that probably cost more than my truck, and floor-to-ceiling windows that flooded everything with natural light. The furniture was all sleek and contemporary - white leather, chrome accents, glass tables - arranged in a spacious open floor plan where the living room flowed into a dining area and a chef's kitchen visible beyond. Everything smelled expensive - that particular scent of new furniture and fresh flowers and something else I couldn't quite place, maybe vanilla candles or high-end air freshener.

Veronica was waiting in the living room, now sprawled on a massive white leather sectional couch, her legs crossed at the knee, that silk robe still loosely tied and parting enough to show one entire leg from hip to ankle. She'd refilled her wine glass and was swirling it absently, her dark eyes tracking me as I entered. Madison was perched on one of the armrests, her sundress riding up her thick thighs, while Sienna leaned against the other armrest, her muscular arms crossed under her modest chest. The twins climbed onto the back of the couch, sitting side by side with their long legs dangling, their bare feet brushing against the leather.

All five of them looked at me as I stood there in the entrance to the living room, and the combined weight of their gazes nearly knocked me on my ass. It felt like being under a spotlight, examined, evaluated, and I found myself frozen in place, my hands hanging uselessly at my sides.

"Ryan," Veronica said, her voice smooth and commanding. "Sit."

She gestured to a low leather chair across from the couch - more like an ottoman with a back, positioned so I'd be lower than them, looking up. I sat, my hands gripping the armrests, trying to look anywhere but directly at Veronica's parted robe, or Madison's exposed thighs, or Sienna's toned midriff, or the twins' barely-covered tits. It was impossible. Everywhere I looked was some new piece of feminine beauty designed specifically to break my brain.

"Let me be upfront with you," Veronica began, uncrossing and recrossing her legs in a movement that made her robe part further, showing a flash of white lace between her thighs that I tried desperately not to stare at. "This isn't just about cleaning pools. We have... specific needs. Needs that require discretion, reliability, and stamina." Her dark eyes locked onto mine, pupils dilated, predatory. "Do you think you can handle that?"

"I—" My voice cracked and I had to swallow, my mouth suddenly dry as sand. "I'm not sure what you mean."

"Oh, I think you do," Madison purred, sliding off the armrest to stand. She walked toward me with that same hip-swaying gait, her dress clinging to every curve, and stopped right in front of my chair. I had to tilt my head back to meet her eyes, and from this angle I could see straight down her dress to where her massive tits hung heavy, the inner curves pressed together, no bra in sight. "We all live here together. We share everything." She reached out, her soft hand cupping my jaw, fingers warm against my skin as she tilted my head up further. "And right now, we need someone who can... keep up. With all of us."

"At the same time," Chloe chimed in from her perch on the couch back, her voice light and teasing.

"Or separately," Zoe finished, giggling.

"However we want, whenever we want," Sienna added, her tone matter-of-fact, like she was discussing a workout schedule.

Veronica stayed on the couch, watching the scene unfold with evident satisfaction, sipping her wine. "We're offering you a lot of money, Ryan. Three hundred a week is just the starting rate. Prove yourself, and that number goes up. Significantly." She paused, letting that sink in. "But in exchange, we expect full service. Complete dedication. Your time, your energy, your... everything."

Madison's hand slid from my jaw down to my chest, her palm flat against my sternum, feeling my heartbeat racing beneath. Sienna moved too, circling around behind my chair, her strong hands landing on my shoulders, fingers digging into the muscle there with a grip that was firm but not painful. The twins giggled from the couch, whispering to each other in voices too low for me to catch.

"Do we have a deal?" Veronica asked, her voice cutting through the haze in my brain.

I should've said no. Should've gotten up, walked out, driven my shitty truck back to my shitty apartment and found some other way to make rent. This was insane - five women, all gorgeous, all apparently wanting to... what? Fuck me? Use me? Turn me into some kind of live-in sex toy? It couldn't be real. Shit like this didn't happen to guys like me - broke, average-looking community college dropouts who could barely keep a job at a gas station.

But my mouth opened, and the word that came out was, "Yes."

Veronica's smile could've lit up the whole room. "Good boy."

Madison's hand dropped lower, sliding down my stomach to palm my cock through my shorts, and I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily off the chair. She squeezed, her grip firm and deliberate, feeling the full length of me, and laughed - this low, throaty sound that went straight to my balls.

"Oh fuck, he's thick," she breathed, her eyes widening slightly as she felt me throb in her hand. She looked back at Veronica, her smile wicked. "Can I?"

"By all means," Veronica said, gesturing with her wine glass like she was granting permission for a toast.

Madison didn't hesitate. She dropped to her knees between my spread legs, her hands already working my belt buckle, popping the button on my shorts, dragging the zipper down. I lifted my hips automatically, some primal part of my brain taking over while my conscious mind was still trying to catch up, and she yanked my shorts and boxers down in one smooth motion. My cock sprang free, fully hard and leaking precum, standing straight up from my lap, and Madison made this little noise - half-moan, half-purr - as she wrapped her hand around my shaft.

"Fuck, look at this," she murmured, her eyes locked on my dick like it was the most fascinating thing she'd ever seen. Her hand barely fit around the girth, fingers not quite meeting her thumb, and when she stroked me slowly from base to tip, her thumb smeared the bead of precum gathered at my slit, slicking up the head. "You're bigger than you look, baby. How much?"

"I—I don't know," I stammered, my head falling back against the chair as her hand worked me in long, slow strokes. "Never measured."

"We'll fix that later," Sienna said from behind me, her hands still on my shoulders, her grip tightening slightly. "Eight inches, maybe? Thick too. Good proportions."

Definitely going to feel that stretching me open, Madison thought, already imagining how he'd fill her up. Bet he'll cum fast this first time, but that's okay. We've got all summer to train him.

Madison leaned in, her breath hot against my cock, and dragged her tongue slowly up the underside from base to tip, tasting me, humming with approval at the flavor. My whole body shuddered, a strangled groan escaping my throat, and I heard the twins giggling again from the couch. I couldn't look at them - couldn't look at anything except Madison's face as she wrapped her full lips around the head of my cock and sucked gently, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge.

"Oh fuck," I groaned, my hands flying to grip the chair arms, knuckles turning white. She took me deeper, hollowing her cheeks as she slid down my shaft inch by inch, her throat opening up to accommodate me. Halfway down she paused, pulling back to gasp for air, spit and precum dripping from her lips, before diving back down, taking me even further this time.

She had no gag reflex - or if she did, she'd trained it out completely - because she didn't stop until her nose was pressed against my pelvis, my entire cock buried in her throat, her lips wrapped around my base. The wet heat of her mouth was overwhelming, her throat contracting around me, milking me, and I was already on the edge, my balls drawing up tight, the pressure building fast in my gut.

She pulled back, gasping, and immediately dove down again, setting a steady rhythm - down until she was deepthroating me, hold for a few seconds, then back up to suck hard on just the tip before plunging down again. Her hand came up to cup my balls, rolling them gently in her palm, and I could feel my orgasm racing toward me like a freight train.

"Fuck, Madison, I'm gonna—" I couldn't even finish the sentence, the warning dying in a strangled moan as she pulled off my cock entirely, her hand still stroking me fast, her spit slicking the way.

"Cum on my face," she demanded, her voice rough and desperate, her dark eyes looking up at me with this raw hunger that pushed me over the edge. "I want it all over me, baby. Give it to me."

Her hand twisted and pumped, her other hand squeezing my balls just hard enough to make me see stars, and then I was gone - coming harder than I'd ever come in my life, thick ropes of cum shooting across her face. The first hit her across the cheek and nose, the second caught her lips and chin, the third splashed across her forehead, dripping down into her hair. She kept stroking me through it, milking every last drop as I painted her face with my cum, some of it dripping down onto her tits, staining the yellow sundress.

"Fuck yes," she moaned, her eyes fluttering closed as another spurt caught her across the mouth. She opened wide, sticking her tongue out to catch the last few drops, then pulled me back into her mouth, sucking gently on my oversensitive tip until I was shaking, my hips jerking away from the intensity.

She sat back on her heels, my cum covering her face, dripping down her chin and neck, and slowly dragged her fingers through it, gathering it up and bringing it to her mouth. She licked her fingers clean one by one, moaning with each taste, her eyes locked on mine the whole time.

"Delicious," she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction. "You taste so fucking good, Ryan."

Veronica laughed from the couch, that same rich, satisfied sound, and raised her wine glass in a mock toast. "Welcome to the job, Ryan. I think you're going to fit in perfectly here."

I sat there, my cock still twitching, oversensitive and spent, my shorts around my ankles and my brain completely fried. Madison stood up, wiping the last of my cum off her face with her hand and licking it clean, then smoothed down her sundress like nothing had happened. Sienna's hands finally left my shoulders, and I heard her chuckle low in her throat as she walked back around to the front of the chair.

"Not bad for a first impression," Sienna said, looking down at me with something like approval in her eyes. "But that was just a taste. We're going to push you a lot harder than that."

"Much harder," one of the twins echoed, and they both giggled again in that synchronized way that was somehow both adorable and deeply unsettling.

Veronica stood from the couch, setting her wine glass down on the coffee table, and approached me. She stopped right in front of my chair, looking down at me with those dark, penetrating eyes, and reached out to cup my chin, tilting my head up to meet her gaze.

"Here's how this works," she said softly, but with an undercurrent of steel that made it clear this wasn't a negotiation. "You'll come here three times a week - Monday, Wednesday, Friday. You'll maintain the pool, do basic yard work, whatever maintenance tasks we need. But more importantly, you'll be available to us. Whenever we want, however we want. Some days it might be all five of us. Some days just one. Sometimes we'll want you gentle and slow. Sometimes we'll want you rough and hard. You don't get to choose - you adapt to what we need. Understand?"

I nodded, still unable to form coherent words.

"And discretion is paramount," she continued, her thumb brushing across my lower lip. "What happens in this house stays in this house. You don't tell your friends, you don't post about it online, you don't breathe a word to anyone. We value our privacy, Ryan, and if you violate that trust..." She trailed off, but the implication was clear.

"I understand," I finally managed to say, my voice hoarse.

"Good." She released my chin and stepped back, her robe shifting to reveal almost her entire left leg from hip to ankle. "You can go now. We'll see you Monday morning. Nine a.m. sharp. Don't be late."

I pulled my shorts up on shaking legs, my softening cock still sensitive, my boxers sticky with residual cum and Madison's spit. The twins waved goodbye in perfect unison as I stumbled toward the door, and Madison blew me a kiss, her lips still slightly swollen from sucking my cock. Sienna just watched me with those intense eyes, like she was already planning what she'd do to me next time.

I made it to my truck somehow, my legs barely functioning, and sat in the driver's seat for a solid five minutes before I could even turn the key. My hands were shaking, my heart still racing, and my brain was a jumbled mess trying to process what had just happened. I'd shown up to clean a pool and ended up getting the blowjob of my life from a woman who looked like a fucking goddess, while four other equally gorgeous women watched and encouraged her.

This couldn't be real. It had to be some kind of setup, some hidden camera prank show that would air on late-night cable and ruin my life. But as I pulled out of the driveway, passing through those gates back into the regular world, I could still taste the fear and excitement mixing in my mouth, could still feel the ghost of Madison's lips around my cock, could still hear Veronica's commanding voice promising me this was just the beginning.

I drove home in a daze, my mind already racing ahead to Monday, to what they might want from me next, to how far this was going to go. Three hundred dollars a week had seemed like good money when I'd answered the ad. Now it felt like I was being paid to live out every pornographic fantasy I'd ever had, and I wasn't sure if I was the luckiest guy in the world or if I'd just signed a deal with five beautiful devils.

Either way, I was in it now. And fuck me, I couldn't wait for Monday.


Chapter 2: Lesson from Veronica

The weekend passed in a blur of jacking off and second-guessing every decision I'd ever made. I must've replayed that scene in my head a thousand times - Madison on her knees, her lips wrapped around my cock, the way she'd moaned when I came all over her face while four other gorgeous women watched like it was the best entertainment they'd had all week. Every time I closed my eyes I saw Veronica's dark gaze, heard her commanding voice telling me I'd be theirs whenever they wanted, however they wanted. My dick stayed half-hard the entire weekend, and I went through a whole bottle of lotion trying to take the edge off.

By Sunday night I was a wreck. Part of me wanted to text the number Veronica had given me and bail - make up some excuse about a family emergency or sudden illness. The rational part of my brain kept screaming that this was too good to be true, that I was walking into some kind of trap or blackmail scheme. But the other part, the part that was still tasting Madison's perfume and feeling Veronica's fingers on my chin, wouldn't let me do it. Three hundred dollars a week in cash, plus whatever that number might "go up" to? I needed the money too badly to walk away, and if I was being honest with myself, I needed what they were offering even more.

Monday morning I woke up at seven, my alarm blaring some generic pop song that immediately set my nerves on edge. I showered, jerked off again in a futile attempt to calm down, and dressed in my usual work clothes - a clean black tank top, my least-worn pair of cargo shorts, and the Vans I'd scrubbed the dirt off of the night before. I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror and barely recognized the guy staring back - eyes too wide, skin too pale despite working outside, the ghost of hickeys on my neck that Madison had left when she'd sucked me off, faint purple marks I'd tried to cover with the collar of my tank top.

The drive to the house felt both endless and too short. I kept rehearsing what I'd say, how I'd act - professional, competent, not like some horny teenager who couldn't control himself. But by the time I pulled up to those gates and pressed the intercom button, my hands were shaking and my cock was already stirring in my shorts just from the memory of what had happened here three days ago.

"Right on time," Veronica's voice crackled through the speaker, warm and approving. "Come on in, Ryan."

The gate buzzed and swung open. I drove through, parking in the same spot as before between the Mercedes and the Porsche, and grabbed my pool kit from the truck bed. My heart was hammering as I walked around to the backyard, half-expecting to find all five of them waiting by the pool again, but the patio was empty. Just the sound of birds in the palms and the faint hum of the pool filter running.

I set up my equipment and got to work, trying to focus on the routine - skim the surface, check the chlorine levels, scrub the tiles. The water was cleaner than last time since I'd already done a deep clean on Friday, so the work went faster. I was testing the pH when I heard the sliding glass door open behind me.

"Good morning, Ryan."

I turned around and my brain stuttered. Veronica stood on the patio in a white silk robe again - maybe the same one from Friday, or maybe she just owned multiple identical robes - but this time her hair was pulled back in a sleek ponytail that showed off the elegant lines of her neck and collarbones. She was holding a coffee mug instead of wine, steam rising from the dark liquid, and when she walked toward me her hips swayed with that same predatory grace.

"Morning," I managed, my voice rough. I cleared my throat. "Just finishing up the pool."

"Mmm." She stopped a few feet away, sipping her coffee, her dark eyes traveling over me slowly. "The others are out this morning - Madison and Sienna at the gym, the twins doing some shopping. So it's just you and me." She paused, letting that sink in. "I thought we could use this time to... continue your training."

My cock twitched hard in my shorts. "Training?"

"You did well on Friday," she said, stepping closer, near enough now that I could smell her perfume mixed with the rich scent of her coffee - something dark and expensive, probably imported. "Madison was impressed. But that was just an introduction. If you're going to keep up with all five of us, you need to expand your skill set." Her free hand reached out, fingers trailing down my arm, raising goosebumps despite the morning heat. "Have you ever had your prostate stimulated, Ryan?"

The question caught me so off-guard I actually choked on air. "My - what?"

She smiled, amused by my reaction. "Your prostate. It's a gland inside you, accessible through the rectum, that when properly massaged can produce incredibly intense orgasms. Some men describe it as a full-body experience, much more powerful than traditional ejaculation." Her fingers traced patterns on my forearm, casual, like she was discussing the weather. "I want to teach you about it. About how your body can feel pleasure you've never even imagined."

He's blushing, Veronica thought with satisfaction. So innocent. I'm going to absolutely ruin him in the best way.

"I don't know," I stammered, my face burning. "That's... I've never done anything like that."

"I know." She set her coffee mug down on the edge of the pool and stepped even closer, her body nearly pressing against mine, her tits soft against my chest through the thin robe. "That's why I'm going to teach you. Guide you through it. Make sure your first time is... unforgettable." Her hand slid down to cup my erection through my shorts, squeezing gently. "You're already hard just thinking about it."

She wasn't wrong. My cock was straining against the fabric, throbbing with each heartbeat, and when she squeezed again I couldn't stop the groan that escaped my throat.

"Come inside," she murmured, her lips brushing my ear. "Let me show you what you've been missing."

She took my hand and led me toward the house, and I followed automatically, my legs moving on autopilot while my brain tried to process what was about to happen. We walked through the sliding glass doors into the cool interior, past the living room where I'd sat just three days ago, down a hallway I hadn't seen before. The walls were decorated with more abstract art, the floors a polished hardwood that gleamed in the natural light from skylights above.

Veronica stopped at a door near the end of the hall and pushed it open, revealing what had to be her bedroom. It was massive - easily twice the size of my entire apartment - with a king-sized bed dominating the center, dressed in crisp white linens and piled with pillows. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the backyard and pool, sheer white curtains filtering the sunlight into soft, diffused beams. There was a sitting area in one corner with a velvet chaise lounge, a walk-in closet visible through an open door, and what looked like an ensuite bathroom beyond.

"Strip," Veronica said, closing the door behind us. Her voice was still soft but carried that edge of command that made my spine straighten automatically. "Everything off."

I obeyed, pulling my tank top over my head and tossing it aside, then kicking off my shoes and socks. My hands shook as I unbuttoned my shorts, lowering the zipper and shoving them down along with my boxers. My cock sprang free, already fully hard, and I stood there naked in the middle of her bedroom while she circled me slowly, her eyes taking in every inch of my body.

"You're skinnier than I'd like," she murmured, more to herself than to me. "We'll work on that - Sienna will put you on a nutrition and exercise plan. But you've got good bone structure, and your cock..." She reached out and wrapped her hand around my shaft, stroking slowly. "Your cock is perfect. Thick enough to stretch us, long enough to hit deep, and you respond so beautifully to touch."

She released me and walked to the bedside table, opening a drawer and pulling out several items - a bottle of clear liquid, some towels, and what looked like a harness made of black leather straps with a realistic-looking dildo attached. My eyes widened as she set them on the bed, arranging them carefully.

"First, we start slow," she explained, pouring some of the clear liquid onto her fingers. "This is lube - high quality, body-safe, warming formula. I'm going to massage your prostate with my fingers, let you feel what it's like, gauge your reactions." She gestured to the bed. "On your hands and knees, facing away from me."

My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears, but I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself on all fours like she'd instructed. The sheets were cool and impossibly soft against my palms and knees, probably thousand-thread-count Egyptian cotton or some shit I couldn't afford. I heard Veronica moving behind me, the rustle of her robe, and then I felt her hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them apart.

"Relax," she said softly, her breath warm against my skin. "Take deep breaths. This might feel strange at first, but I promise it's going to be incredible."

I tried to relax, breathing slow and deep, but my whole body was tense with anticipation. Then I felt her finger - slick with lube and warm - circling my asshole, teasing the tight ring of muscle. I flinched involuntarily, and she made a soothing sound.

"Easy, baby. Just breathe."

She pressed gently, her finger slowly pushing past the resistance, and I gasped at the intrusion. It felt weird - not painful exactly, but foreign, a fullness I'd never experienced. She worked her finger in slowly, stopping halfway to let me adjust, and I could feel the lube warming as it spread, making everything slick and easy.

"That's it," she encouraged, pushing deeper until her finger was buried completely inside me. "You're doing so well. Now I'm going to find your prostate - it'll feel like a small, firm bulge against the front wall. When I press on it, you're going to feel... well, you'll see."

She curled her finger inside me, pressing upward, and suddenly - fuck. It was like an electric shock running through my entire body, pleasure exploding from somewhere deep inside me that I didn't even know existed. My cock jerked hard, leaking precum onto the sheets below, and I moaned loud enough that I'd have been embarrassed if I could think straight.

"There it is," Veronica purred, massaging that spot in slow circles. "That's your prostate, Ryan. Feel how good that is? And I'm barely touching it."

She pressed harder, her finger moving in practiced motions, and I was shaking, my arms barely holding me up as waves of pleasure rolled through me. It was different from normal arousal - deeper, more intense, spreading through my whole body instead of concentrating in my cock. My balls were tight, my dick throbbing and dripping, but I wasn't close to cumming yet - just suspended in this overwhelming sensation that made my toes curl and my breath come in ragged gasps.

"Please," I heard myself whimpering, not even sure what I was begging for. "Fuck, Veronica, please—"

"Not yet," she said firmly, adding a second finger and stretching me open further. The burn was sharper now, my body resisting the intrusion, but she worked both fingers in patiently, coating me with more lube until the slide was smooth. "I want you relaxed and ready before we move to the next step."

He's so responsive, Veronica thought, watching his cock twitch and leak with every stroke of her fingers. I knew he'd love this. They always do once they get over the initial hesitation. And once I fuck him with my strap-on, he'll be addicted.

She finger-fucked me slowly, her digits working in and out, curling to massage my prostate with each thrust. I was a mess - moaning, shaking, my cock hard as steel and dripping a steady stream of precum. The pleasure was building but never quite cresting, keeping me on this razor's edge that was both torture and ecstasy.

After what felt like hours but was probably only ten minutes, she pulled her fingers out and I whimpered at the loss, my ass clenching around nothing. I heard her moving behind me, the clink of buckles, and when I glanced over my shoulder I saw her stepping into the harness, adjusting the straps around her hips and thighs. The dildo jutted out from her pelvis - thick and long, maybe seven inches, realistic down to the veins molded into the silicone. She'd let her robe fall completely open, and I could see her body properly for the first time - full breasts with dark nipples, a slight softness to her stomach, wide hips, and a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair between her thighs.

She caught me looking and smiled. "Like what you see?"

"Yes," I breathed, my voice wrecked.

She poured lube generously over the dildo, stroking it like it was a real cock, making sure every inch was slick. Then she climbed onto the bed behind me, positioning herself between my spread thighs, and I felt the blunt head of the dildo press against my ass.

"Deep breath," she instructed, one hand gripping my hip while the other guided the dildo. "Push out like you're... well, you know. It'll help you relax."

I did as she said, and she pushed forward slowly, the head breaching my ass with a burn that made me hiss. She stopped immediately.

"Pain or pressure?" she asked.

"Pressure," I managed. "Keep going."

She pushed deeper, inch by inch, letting me adjust to the girth. The dildo was bigger than her fingers - much bigger - and the stretch was intense, bordering on too much. But she was patient, adding more lube when needed, whispering encouragement as she worked it into me. When she finally bottomed out, her hips flush against my ass, I felt impossibly full, split open in a way that should've been uncomfortable but somehow wasn't.

"Fuck, you took it all," she breathed, sounding genuinely impressed. "Good boy. Such a good boy for me."

She held still for a moment, letting me adjust, her hands rubbing soothing circles on my lower back. Then she pulled back slowly and thrust forward, and I nearly collapsed as the dildo dragged across my prostate. The pleasure was blinding, white-hot, and when she did it again I actually shouted, my voice echoing off the high ceiling.

Veronica set a steady rhythm, fucking me with long, deep strokes that hit my prostate on every thrust. My cock was leaking constantly now, a puddle of precum forming on the sheets below me, and my whole body was trembling with the intensity of it. This wasn't like any orgasm I'd ever built toward - it was something else entirely, a pressure deep in my core that was spiraling tighter and tighter with each thrust of her hips.

"That's it," she panted, her own breathing heavy now from the exertion. "Take my cock, Ryan. Let me fuck you properly. You were made for this, weren't you? Made to be filled and used and fucked until you can't remember your own name."

Her dirty talk pushed me closer to the edge, and when she reached around to grip my cock, stroking in time with her thrusts, I lost it completely. My orgasm slammed into me like a freight train - different from anything I'd ever felt, starting deep in my ass and radiating outward through my entire body. I came without even fully realizing it, my cock pulsing in her hand as I shot thick ropes of cum all over the sheets, my ass clenching rhythmically around the dildo still buried inside me.

But she didn't stop. She kept fucking me through it, kept stroking my oversensitive cock, and to my shock I felt another orgasm building immediately after the first. This one was even more intense, my prostate so stimulated it felt like it was on fire in the best way, and when I came again I actually screamed, my arms giving out completely as I collapsed face-first into the mattress.

Veronica finally stopped, pulling the dildo out slowly and carefully, and I lay there in a boneless heap, my ass twitching, my cock still leaking the last dregs of cum. I could barely breathe, barely think, my entire world narrowed down to the aftershocks of pleasure still rippling through me.

"Beautiful," Veronica murmured, unbuckling the harness and setting it aside before lying down next to me. She pulled me into her arms, my head resting on her chest, and stroked my hair gently. "You did so well, baby. I'm so proud of you."

I couldn't form words, just made some incoherent sound of agreement, and she laughed softly.

"That's what I wanted to teach you today," she said. "Your body is capable of so much more pleasure than you realized. And this is just the beginning - we're going to explore every inch of you this summer, find all the ways to make you fall apart."

He's perfect, she thought, feeling his rapid heartbeat against her. Responsive, obedient, eager to please. The others are going to love breaking him in.

We lay there for a while, her fingers trailing patterns on my back while my breathing slowly returned to normal. Eventually she shifted, reaching for the towels she'd set out earlier, and cleaned us both up with gentle efficiency. My ass felt raw and used, a dull ache settling in that was oddly satisfying.

"Can you walk?" she asked, amused.

"I think so," I said, my voice hoarse. I sat up carefully, testing my legs, and managed to stand on shaky knees. Veronica handed me my clothes and I dressed slowly, every movement reminding me of what we'd just done.

"The others will be back soon," she said, tying her robe closed again and smoothing her hair. "Madison mentioned wanting you this afternoon - she has some things she wants to try. And the twins..." She smiled wickedly. "Well, you'll see."

My cock gave a valiant twitch despite having just cum twice, and she laughed.

"Go finish the pool," she said, gesturing toward the door. "Then come back inside. We're not done with you yet."

I stumbled out of her room and back through the house, my legs unsteady, my mind blown. When I got back to the pool the sun was higher, the heat settling in, and I finished the work in a daze, my body still humming with residual pleasure.

This was only Monday. I had two more days this week, and every week after that for the whole summer.

I was going to be absolutely destroyed by the end of it, and I couldn't fucking wait.


Chapter 3: Double Trouble with the Twins

I stumbled back outside to the pool area, my legs still shaky from what Veronica had just done to me. My ass ached in this weird, satisfying way - a constant reminder of the dildo that had just split me open and turned my entire understanding of pleasure inside out. The sun was higher now, beating down on the stone patio, making everything shimmer with heat. I could smell the jasmine again, mixed with chlorine and that faint coconut scent of sunscreen drifting from somewhere inside the house. My cock was still half-hard despite having cum twice in Veronica's bed, twitching occasionally in my shorts like it couldn't quite believe what had just happened and was already anticipating what might come next.

I was coiling up the vacuum hose, trying to look busy and professional even though my hands were trembling, when I heard the unmistakable sound of the Mercedes pulling into the driveway. Car doors slammed, followed by the bright chatter of female voices - Madison's rich laugh, Sienna's lower tones, and then the twins speaking in that eerie synchronization they seemed to share. My heart kicked up again, anxiety and arousal mixing in my gut until I felt sick with anticipation.

The back gate opened and they filed through - Madison first, wearing tight yoga pants that clung to every curve of her thick thighs and ass, paired with a sports bra that could barely contain her massive tits. Her dark curls were pulled back in a messy bun, and she had this post-workout glow, a sheen of sweat making her caramel skin gleam. Sienna followed behind her, all lean muscle in black athletic shorts and a tank top, her braids still perfect despite the gym session, abs rippling as she walked. The twins brought up the rear, both carrying shopping bags and wearing matching white sundresses that ended high on their thighs, their long blonde hair loose and catching the sunlight.

"Ryan!" Madison called out when she spotted me, her face lighting up with genuine delight. "You're still here! Perfect."

God, look at him, she thought, taking in the way his tank top clung to his chest with sweat. I can still taste his cum from Friday. Wonder if Veronica's had him yet - he's got that freshly-fucked look about him.

"How was the gym?" I asked, trying to sound normal even though my voice came out rougher than intended.

"Brutal," Sienna answered, rolling her shoulders. "Madison keeps trying to match my weights and gassing out halfway through." She shot Madison a teasing look. "Stick to cardio, babe. Leave the heavy lifting to me."

"Fuck you," Madison said cheerfully, flipping her off. "I got through three sets this time before I tapped out."

The twins giggled at their bickering and set their shopping bags down on one of the lounge chairs. They were watching me with those identical blue eyes, heads tilted at the same angle, and I felt my cock swell further in my shorts under their combined scrutiny.

"We bought something for you, Ryan," one of them said - Chloe, I thought, though I still couldn't tell them apart worth a damn.

"A present," the other finished - Zoe, maybe. "Want to see?"

Before I could answer, they were already digging through the bags, pulling out tissue paper and tossing it aside until they found what they were looking for - a pair of swim trunks in a deep navy blue, the fabric looking expensive and sleek. Chloe held them up, displaying them like a prize.

"We noticed your shorts are kind of..." she trailed off, wrinkling her nose.

"Ratty," Zoe supplied helpfully. "So we got you these. They'll look so good on you."

And they'll show off his package perfectly, Chloe thought with a wicked smile. Can't wait to see him fill them out.

"Try them on," they said in unison, and before I could protest they were both reaching for my cargo shorts, fingers working my belt buckle in synchronized motions that would've been impressive if it wasn't so fucking surreal.

"Whoa, hey—" I started, but Madison and Sienna were already laughing, sprawling out on the lounge chairs to watch the show.

"Let them help you, Ryan," Sienna called out, clearly amused. "The twins like to play dress-up."

My shorts hit the ground, boxers with them, and suddenly I was standing there with my half-hard cock out in the open air while all four women stared. The twins made identical cooing sounds, their eyes locked on my dick as it twitched and swelled further under their attention, growing to full hardness in seconds.

"He's so pretty," Chloe breathed, reaching out to wrap her small hand around my shaft. Her palm was soft and warm, her grip light as she stroked me slowly from base to tip.

"So thick," Zoe agreed, her hand joining her sister's, both of them touching me now, exploring the length and girth of my cock with obvious fascination. "And he gets hard so fast."

I was frozen, my brain completely offline, as they fondled me in tandem - one stroking while the other cupped my balls, then switching, their movements perfectly coordinated like they'd practiced this. My cock was rock-hard now, the head flushed dark and leaking precum that they smeared around with their thumbs, giggling at the slick sounds it made.

"Put the trunks on him," Madison said from her lounger, her voice thick with arousal. I could see her hand had slipped between her thighs, rubbing herself through the yoga pants as she watched the twins play with me.

Fuck, this is hot, she thought, her clit throbbing under her fingers. I'm definitely having him later. Want to feel that thick cock stretch me open.

The twins reluctantly released my dick and held up the new swim trunks. I stepped into them, and they pulled them up slowly, adjusting the waistband to sit low on my hips. The fabric was some kind of technical material - smooth, form-fitting, and doing absolutely nothing to hide my erection. The outline of my cock was clearly visible, straining against the navy blue fabric, and the twins stepped back to admire their work with matching satisfied smiles.

"Perfect," they said together.

"Very nice," Veronica's voice came from the doorway, and I turned to see her leaning against the frame, still in that white silk robe, a fresh glass of wine in her hand. "The twins have good taste. Those suit you, Ryan."

"Thanks," I managed, my face burning. "And, uh, thanks for the trunks."

The twins beamed at me, then at each other, communicating something wordless that I couldn't parse. Sienna stood from her lounger, stretching her arms overhead in a motion that made her tank top ride up, showing off those incredible abs.

"I'm hitting the shower," she announced. "Ryan, we'll do your fitness assessment later this week. Veronica wants you bulked up a bit, so I'll design a program for you."

Going to enjoy putting him through his paces, she thought with anticipation. See how much he can endure before he breaks. Bet he'll look incredible with some muscle mass added.

She disappeared inside, and Madison stood as well, yawning and stretching, her sports bra riding up to show the underside of her heavy tits.

"I need a shower too," she said, though her eyes lingered on me with obvious hunger. "Save some energy for later, pool boy. I've got plans for you."

She followed Sienna inside, leaving me alone with Veronica and the twins. Veronica sipped her wine, watching the three of us with amusement dancing in her dark eyes.

"Girls," she said, addressing the twins. "Why don't you help Ryan finish up out here? I'm sure he could use some... assistance."

Let them have him for a bit, Veronica thought. Get him comfortable with multiple partners at once. He's going to need that skill.

"Yes, Veronica," the twins chirped in unison, and she gave me one last knowing look before heading back inside, closing the sliding door behind her.

The twins turned to me with identical grins that made my stomach flip. The pool work was done - had been done for a while now - but I had the feeling that wasn't what Veronica meant by "finishing up." One of them grabbed my hand - warm, delicate fingers intertwining with mine - while the other pressed against my side, her breast soft against my arm even through her sundress.

"Come swim with us," Chloe said, tugging me toward the pool.

"The water feels so good," Zoe added, her free hand trailing down my back to rest just above the waistband of my new trunks.

They led me to the shallow end, and I watched as they both reached for the hems of their sundresses, pulling them up and over their heads in perfect synchronization. Underneath they were wearing matching bikinis - pale pink this time, even skimpier than the turquoise ones from Friday. The tops were barely triangles, tied with thin strings behind their necks and backs, covering just their nipples and leaving the soft swells of their small breasts exposed. The bottoms were equally minimal, tied at the sides with little bows, riding low enough to show the jut of their hipbones and high enough in back to expose the lower curves of their asses.

They stepped into the pool together, descending the steps in unison, and I followed like a man in a trance. The water was cool against my overheated skin, lapping at my thighs and then my waist as I waded in deeper. The twins were already floating on their backs, their hair spreading out around them like halos of gold, their tits barely contained by those tiny bikini tops, nipples visible as hard points through the wet fabric.

"Isn't this nice?" one of them said, floating closer to me. "Just the three of us."

"So much more fun than shopping," the other agreed, also drifting near until I was flanked by them again, surrounded by soft female bodies and the scent of their perfume mixing with chlorine.

He's nervous, Zoe thought, noting the way his breathing had quickened. That's adorable. Let's see how far we can push him.

They stood up in the shallow water, droplets cascading down their bodies, and moved even closer - one in front of me, one behind, sandwiching me between them. I could feel their tits pressing against my chest and back, their hands sliding over my wet skin, exploring. The twin in front - Chloe, I was pretty sure - looked up at me with those wide blue eyes, her lips slightly parted.

"Can we kiss you, Ryan?" she asked, her voice soft and sweet.

"Please?" Zoe added from behind, her breath hot against my neck.

I nodded, beyond words, and Chloe rose up on her toes to press her lips against mine. She kissed me gently at first, her mouth soft and tasting faintly of strawberry lip gloss, her tongue darting out to trace my lower lip before I opened for her. She deepened the kiss, her small hands coming up to cup my face, and I felt Zoe's lips on my neck, kissing and sucking at the sensitive skin there, her teeth grazing lightly.

Fuck, he tastes good, Chloe thought, her tongue exploring his mouth. Wonder if he tastes this good everywhere.

They kept me trapped between them, Chloe kissing me deeply while Zoe worked on my neck and shoulders, her hands roaming over my chest and stomach. My cock was painfully hard now, straining against the new trunks, and when Chloe pulled back from the kiss she looked down and bit her lip.

"You're so hard," she murmured, her hand sliding down to palm me through the fabric. "Does kissing us do this to you?"

"Yes," I groaned, my hips jerking into her touch involuntarily.

Zoe's hands joined her sister's, both of them groping my cock through the trunks, squeezing and stroking in tandem. Then Chloe's fingers found the waistband and tugged, pulling the trunks down just enough to free my dick. It sprang up, the head breaking the surface of the water, and both twins made these little gasping sounds of appreciation.

"It's even prettier out of the fabric," Zoe breathed, wrapping her hand around my shaft under the water. "So thick I can barely get my fingers around it."

"Let me feel," Chloe demanded, and Zoe released me so her sister could take over, stroking me slowly, her small hand barely able to encompass my girth. "Oh fuck, yeah, he's huge."

They took turns touching me, passing my cock back and forth between them like a toy, sometimes both gripping it at once, their hands overlapping. I was breathing hard, my head falling back, completely at their mercy as they played with me. One of them - I'd lost track of which - ducked under the water, and suddenly I felt a mouth on my cock, lips wrapping around the head, sucking gently.

"Oh fuck—" I gasped, my hands flying to grip the pool edge to keep from falling over. The sensation of being sucked underwater was strange and intense, the pressure different, and when she came up for air - Chloe, I saw, water streaming down her face - she was grinning wickedly.

"My turn," Zoe said, taking a deep breath and diving under. Her mouth found my cock immediately, taking me deeper than her sister had, and I felt her throat open as she tried to deepthroat me despite the awkward angle. She stayed under for maybe fifteen seconds before surfacing, gasping and laughing.

They kept alternating like that, taking turns diving under to suck my cock for as long as they could hold their breath, coming up flushed and panting before the other took over. It was overwhelming, the constant stimulation interspersed with moments of nothing, never letting me fully adjust or get close to cumming. My balls were aching, drawn up tight, and I was practically whimpering by the time they finally stopped.

"Let's get out," Chloe said, already moving toward the pool steps. "More room to play on the chairs."

I followed them out on shaky legs, my cock jutting obscenely from the pushed-down trunks, water streaming off all of us. They led me to one of the wide cushioned loungers in the shade of a palm tree and pushed me down onto it, my back against the soft fabric. Then they were on me, one on each side, their hands and mouths everywhere at once.

Chloe kissed me again while Zoe sucked on my neck, then they switched - Zoe kissing me while Chloe's mouth found my nipple, sucking it hard enough to make me gasp into Zoe's mouth. They worked their way down my body in tandem, licking and kissing and biting, leaving marks I knew I'd see later. When they reached my cock, they paused, looking at each other with identical mischievous expressions.

"Together?" Chloe suggested.

"Definitely together," Zoe agreed.

They positioned themselves on either side of my dick, their faces so close their cheeks were touching, and both opened their mouths to lick my shaft at the same time. Their tongues met in the middle, sliding against each other and my cock simultaneously, and the sight of it - two beautiful identical women sharing my dick, licking me in perfect synchronization - nearly made me cum on the spot.

He's leaking so much precum, Chloe thought, tasting the salt on her tongue. Bet he's close. Let's make him wait a little longer.

They licked me from base to tip, their tongues tracing the veins, swirling around the head, dipping into the slit to taste my precum. When they reached the tip at the same time, they kissed each other with my cock between their lips, making out while I watched with my mouth hanging open and my brain completely melted.

"Fuck," I groaned, my hips bucking. "Please, I need—"

"What do you need, Ryan?" Zoe asked innocently, pulling back just enough to speak. "Tell us."

"I need to cum," I panted, desperate. "Please let me cum."

"Where do you want to cum?" Chloe asked, her hand stroking my shaft slowly. "On our faces? In our mouths?"

"In our pussies?" Zoe added, and my cock literally jumped at the suggestion, leaking another thick drop of precum.

"Yes," I gasped. "Fuck, yes, please—"

The twins looked at each other again, having one of those silent conversations, then Chloe stood up and straddled my hips, reaching down to untie her bikini bottoms. The little bows came undone easily and she tossed the fabric aside, revealing her pussy - completely bare, smooth and pink and glistening wet. She positioned herself over my cock, her hand guiding me to her entrance, and I felt the heat of her as she started to sink down.

She was tight - incredibly tight - and even with how wet she was, I could feel her stretching around me as she took me inch by inch. She gasped when the head popped inside, her nails digging into my chest, and paused to adjust before sinking lower. Halfway down she stopped, breathing hard, her pussy clenching around me rhythmically.

So full, she thought, her walls struggling to accommodate his girth. Fuck, he's splitting me open. Love it.

"You okay?" I managed to ask, my hands coming up to grip her slim hips.

"So good," she breathed, and forced herself down the rest of the way, taking me to the hilt with a cry. She sat there for a moment, trembling, her pussy so tight around me I could barely breathe. Then she started to move - slow at first, lifting up until just my tip was inside before sliding back down, faster with each stroke.

Zoe hadn't been idle - she'd climbed up onto the lounger too, straddling my face, her own bikini bottoms discarded. Her pussy hovered inches from my mouth, and I could see she was just as wet as her sister, her folds glistening, her clit swollen and peeking out from its hood.

"Lick me," she commanded, lowering herself onto my face, and I obeyed immediately, my tongue diving into her pussy, tasting her - sweet and tangy, musky arousal mixing with the lingering chlorine from the pool. She ground against my mouth, riding my face while her sister rode my cock, and the sensory overload was incredible.

I could hear them moaning above me - not quite in sync but close, their voices blending together. Chloe was bouncing on my dick now, her tight pussy gripping me with every stroke, her moans getting higher and more desperate. Zoe was grinding her clit against my tongue, her thighs trembling on either side of my head, and I could feel her getting close - her pussy clenching, getting wetter, her hips rocking faster.

Fuck, his tongue is perfect, Zoe thought, pleasure building in her core. Right there, don't stop, gonna cum all over his face—

She came first, her whole body going rigid as her orgasm hit, her pussy gushing against my mouth and chin. I kept licking through it, drinking her down, feeling her thighs shake as aftershocks rolled through her. She climbed off my face gasping, and immediately Chloe leaned down to kiss her sister, tasting herself on Zoe's tongue while still riding my cock.

Gonna cum too, Chloe thought, her pussy spasming around his thick shaft. Want him to fill me up, want to feel his cum inside me—

"Cum in me," she panted against Zoe's lips. "Please, Ryan, fill me up, breed my pussy—"

That word - breed - sent me over the edge just like it had with Tara in Kaluvara. My orgasm slammed into me and I thrust up hard, burying myself as deep as possible as I came, pumping what felt like gallons of cum into Chloe's tight cunt. She screamed, her own orgasm triggered by the feeling of me flooding her, and I felt her pussy milking me, clenching rhythmically to draw every drop deeper.

She collapsed forward onto my chest, both of us panting, my cock still twitching inside her, and Zoe stroked her sister's hair gently.

"My turn now," Zoe said after a moment, and Chloe whimpered as she lifted off my cock. I watched as my cum leaked out of her, thick white streams running down her inner thighs, and Zoe reached down to scoop some up with her fingers, bringing them to her mouth to taste.

"Mmm," she hummed in approval. "You taste good mixed together."

Want him inside me too, Zoe thought, already positioning herself over his still-hard cock. Want to feel what Chloe felt, want him to fill me just as full.

My cock hadn't softened at all - apparently my refractory period was non-existent when it came to these twins - and Zoe didn't waste time, sinking down onto me in one smooth motion. She was just as tight as Chloe, her pussy gripping me like a vice, and she started riding me immediately, faster and harder than her sister had, chasing her own pleasure.

Chloe recovered enough to lean down and suck on my nipples while Zoe bounced on my cock, and I was losing my mind, drowning in sensation. Zoe's tits were bouncing above me, her bikini top having come loose at some point, and I reached up to grab them, squeezing and pinching her nipples until she was crying out.

She came twice before I did - once when I reached down to rub her clit, and again when Chloe reached around to finger her asshole while she rode me. That second orgasm triggered mine, and I came again, filling Zoe's pussy with another massive load, my vision whiting out from the intensity.

We collapsed into a sweaty, cum-covered pile on the lounger, all three of us breathing hard, limbs tangled together. The twins were giggling again, that breathless post-orgasm laughter, and they took turns kissing me - soft, grateful kisses that were somehow more intimate than everything we'd just done.

"That was perfect," Chloe murmured against my lips.

"So perfect," Zoe echoed, kissing my neck.

He's ours now, they both thought in unison, a possessive satisfaction settling over them. Our perfect pool boy.

We lay there for a while, the sun warm on our skin, the smell of sex and chlorine and sunscreen thick in the air. Eventually we heard the sliding door open - Madison's voice calling out that lunch was ready, and did we want to come inside and eat, or should she bring it out to us?

The twins sat up, stretching languidly, and I watched as my cum continued to leak from both of them, staining the cushions of the lounger. They didn't seem to care, just tied their bikinis back on over the mess and pulled their sundresses over their heads.

"Coming!" they called back in unison, then looked down at me with matching grins. "You should probably get dressed too, Ryan. Unless you want to eat lunch with your cock out."

I fumbled for my new trunks, pulling them up over my sticky, spent dick, and followed the twins inside on shaky legs. This was only Monday. I still had Wednesday and Friday this week. And then every week after that for the whole summer.

I was going to be completely destroyed by the end of it.

And I was starting to realize I wouldn't want it any other way.


Chapter 4: Madison's Dark Request

Lunch was a surreal experience. I sat at this massive dining table - real wood, probably mahogany or some expensive shit I couldn't identify - surrounded by five gorgeous women who'd all either fucked me or watched me get fucked in the span of a few hours. Madison had made some kind of Mediterranean spread - grilled chicken, hummus, pita bread, Greek salad - and we ate like this was totally normal. Like I hadn't just cum inside both twins while they took turns riding me by the pool. Like Veronica hadn't pegged me into multiple orgasms in her bedroom earlier.

The twins sat on either side of me, their legs occasionally brushing mine under the table, my cum probably still leaking out of them and soaking into their sundresses. Veronica sat at the head of the table in her silk robe, sipping wine and watching us all with those dark, amused eyes. Sienna was across from me, freshly showered and changed into basketball shorts and a crop top, her braids pulled back. And Madison was to Veronica's right, still in those tight yoga pants and sports bra, her massive tits threatening to spill out every time she leaned forward to pass a dish.

"So Ryan," Veronica said, dabbing her lips with a cloth napkin, "how are you finding the work so far?"

I nearly choked on my pita bread. "Uh, it's... good. Really good."

He's so nervous, Veronica thought with amusement. Still processing everything. Give him a few more weeks and he'll be begging for it.

"The pool looks great," Sienna added, her tone matter-of-fact. "You actually know what you're doing, which is more than the last guy."

"There was a last guy?" I asked before I could stop myself.

The twins giggled in unison. "He didn't last long," Chloe said.

"Couldn't keep up," Zoe finished, and they dissolved into more giggles.

Madison stood up, collecting empty plates, and when she leaned across the table to grab mine, her tits were right in my face, the swell of them soft and inviting, her nipples hard points against the sports bra fabric. The scent of her - that warm spice mixed with workout sweat - went straight to my cock, which twitched in my swim trunks despite having already cum three times today.

"Ryan," she said, her voice dropping lower, more intimate, "would you help me with the dishes?"

Want him alone, she thought, her pussy already getting wet at the thought of what she had planned. Been thinking about this all morning at the gym. Need to see if he can handle what I want.

"Sure," I said, standing up too quickly and nearly knocking my chair over. The twins giggled again, and even Sienna smirked.

I followed Madison into the kitchen - all stainless steel appliances and marble countertops, probably worth more than my entire life - and she set the plates in the sink, running water over them. I stood there awkwardly, not sure what to do with my hands, hyper-aware of how close she was, how her ass looked in those yoga pants, the curve of her hips, the way her back arched slightly as she worked.

She turned off the water and turned to face me, leaning back against the counter, her eyes raking over my body with obvious hunger. "You did good with the twins," she said. "They came back inside glowing. Said you fucked them both perfectly."

My face heated. "I, uh... thanks?"

She laughed, pushing off the counter and stepping closer until she was right in front of me, close enough that her tits brushed my chest. "You're still so shy. It's adorable." Her hand came up to cup my face, thumb brushing across my lower lip. "But I need you to not be shy for what I want. I need you to be rough. Can you do that?"

"How rough?" I asked, my voice coming out rougher than I intended.

Her smile turned wicked, dangerous. "Really rough. I want you to hurt me a little. Choke me, slap me, fuck me so hard I can't walk after. Use me like I'm nothing but a hole for you to cum in." She paused, gauging my reaction. "Think you can handle that?"

My cock was rock-hard again, straining against the swim trunks, and she looked down at it with approval. "That's a yes, I think."

God, I hope he can actually deliver, Madison thought, already imagining his hands around her throat. Need someone who won't hold back, won't treat me like I'm fragile. Want to feel owned.

"Where?" I managed to ask.

"My room. Now." She grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the kitchen, past the dining room where the others were still sitting. Veronica caught my eye and gave me a small nod - permission, approval, I wasn't sure which - and then Madison was dragging me down a different hallway, past closed doors and more expensive art, until we reached a room at the far end.

Her bedroom was different from Veronica's - darker, moodier, with deep purple walls and black furniture. The bed was massive, covered in dark red sheets and what looked like a dozen pillows in various shades of burgundy and black. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked a side garden, but thick curtains were partially drawn, filtering the afternoon sunlight into dim, intimate shadows. There was a musky scent in the air - incense maybe, or her perfume soaked into everything - mixed with something darker, more primal.

She let go of my hand and walked to the bed, turning to face me. "Take off your trunks."

I obeyed, hooking my thumbs in the waistband and shoving them down, my cock springing free already fully hard. She licked her lips, her eyes locked on my dick, and reached behind her back to unhook her sports bra. It fell away and her tits spilled free - huge, heavy, with large dark areolas and nipples that were already hard. They swayed as she moved, and I wanted to bury my face in them, suck on those nipples until she was moaning.

She pushed her yoga pants down next, revealing she wasn't wearing any panties underneath. Her pussy was bare except for a small strip of dark hair, and I could see she was already wet, her inner thighs glistening. Her body was incredible - all curves, soft and voluptuous, with thick thighs that I wanted wrapped around my head, wide hips perfect for gripping, and that tiny waist that made her hourglass figure even more pronounced.

"Come here," she commanded, sitting on the edge of the bed and spreading her legs wide, giving me a perfect view of her pussy - swollen lips, glistening with arousal, her clit peeking out from its hood. "Eat me out first. Get me nice and wet for that fat cock."

I dropped to my knees between her spread thighs, the carpet soft under my knees, and leaned in to run my tongue along her slit from bottom to top. She tasted incredible - sweet and tangy, musky arousal coating my tongue, and I groaned against her pussy, diving in deeper. I licked and sucked at her folds, my tongue exploring every inch of her, finding her clit and circling it slowly before sucking it into my mouth.

"Fuck yes," she moaned, her hands tangling in my hair, pulling hard enough that my scalp stung. "Just like that, don't stop, make me cum on your face."

I worked her clit with my tongue, alternating between soft licks and harder suction, my hands gripping her thick thighs to hold her in place as she started grinding against my face. She was so wet now, her arousal coating my chin and dripping down my neck, and I could feel her getting close - her thighs trembling, her breath coming in short gasps, her grip on my hair tightening almost painfully.

"Finger me," she panted. "Two fingers, curl them up, find my g-spot and don't fucking stop."

I slid two fingers inside her pussy, and fuck, she was tight despite how wet she was, her walls gripping my fingers as I curled them upward like she'd instructed. I found a spot on her front wall that made her cry out, and I focused there, rubbing in firm circles while my mouth worked her clit.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, right there, don't stop, gonna cum, gonna—" Her words dissolved into a scream as her orgasm hit, her pussy clamping down on my fingers, her thighs shaking violently. And then she was squirting, a gush of fluid hitting my face and chest, soaking me as her hips bucked against my mouth. I kept licking and fingering through it, drinking her down, feeling her pussy pulse rhythmically around my fingers as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her.

Holy shit, he's good at that, Madison thought through the haze of her orgasm. Better than I expected. Definitely keeping him.

She finally pushed my head away, oversensitive, and I sat back on my heels, my face dripping with her cum, my cock so hard it was almost painful. She looked down at me with heavy-lidded eyes, her chest heaving, her tits rising and falling with each breath.

"Get on the bed," she ordered. "On your back."

I climbed up onto the mattress, the sheets cool and soft against my overheated skin, and lay back against the pillows. Madison crawled up my body like a predator, her heavy tits dragging across my chest and stomach, and straddled my hips, her wet pussy hovering just above my cock.

"Now," she said, reaching down to grip my shaft and position it at her entrance, "I want you to fuck me as hard as you can. Don't hold back. Pretend I'm just a fuck toy for you to use. Understand?"

"Yes," I breathed, my hands coming up to grip her wide hips.

She sank down onto me in one swift motion, taking my entire length, and we both groaned at the sensation. She was so tight, her pussy gripping me like a vice, so wet and hot that I nearly came right then. But she didn't give me time to adjust - just started bouncing on my cock hard and fast, her tits bouncing wildly with each movement, her ass slapping against my thighs.

"Harder," she demanded, riding me frantically. "Fuck me harder, choke me, hurt me!"

I sat up, wrapping one hand around her throat and squeezing - not too hard at first, testing, but she shook her head.

"Harder!" she gasped. "Really choke me, cut off my air!"

I squeezed harder, my fingers pressing into the sides of her neck, cutting off blood flow to her brain, and her eyes rolled back, her mouth falling open in a silent scream. Her pussy clenched around me impossibly tighter, and I used my other hand to slap her ass, hard enough to leave a red handprint.

"Yes!" she managed to choke out, her voice strangled. "More, slap my tits, my face, use me!"

So good, can't breathe, everything's fuzzy, feels so fucking good, gonna cum again—

I released her throat and she gasped for air, and while she was sucking in desperate breaths I slapped her across the face - not as hard as I could, but hard enough that her head snapped to the side and her cheek flushed red. She moaned, long and loud, her pussy gushing around my cock.

"Again," she begged. "Slap me again, both sides, mark me up!"

I slapped her other cheek, then grabbed both her tits and squeezed them roughly, pinching her nipples hard enough to make her scream. She was riding me even harder now, her hips moving frantically, chasing another orgasm, and I could feel mine building in my balls, pressure coiling tight.

"Gonna cum," I warned, my voice rough. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside," she panted. "Cum inside my pussy, fill me up, breed me like the slut I am!"

That word again - breed. It sent me over the edge and I thrust up hard, burying myself as deep as possible as I came, pumping thick ropes of cum into her pussy. She came too, screaming my name, her pussy milking me, clenching rhythmically to draw every drop deeper.

But she wasn't done. She climbed off me, my cum leaking out of her and dripping onto the sheets, and got on her hands and knees, presenting her ass to me.

"Fuck my ass," she demanded, looking back at me over her shoulder with wild, desperate eyes. "I want to feel you in all my holes. Use my cum as lube and fuck my ass until I can't take it anymore."

Need it so bad, she thought, already reaching back to spread her ass cheeks. Need to be completely filled, completely owned, completely used.

My cock was still hard - I didn't understand how, having already cum four times today, but apparently my body had decided it was going to keep going until these women were satisfied. I scooped up some of the cum leaking from Madison's pussy and used it to slick up her asshole, pressing my finger against the tight ring of muscle.

"Don't tease," she growled. "Just shove your cock in, I can take it."

I positioned myself behind her, gripping my shaft and pressing the head against her asshole. It was tight - even tighter than her pussy - but I pushed forward steadily, feeling her slowly open up around me. She was panting hard, her hands fisting in the sheets, and I watched as inch by inch my cock disappeared into her ass.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, so full," she moaned when I was fully seated, my hips pressed against her ass cheeks. "Now fuck me. Wreck my ass, make me your anal slut!"

I started thrusting, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, and she screamed with each stroke, her back arching, her ass clenching around me. I reached around to finger her pussy while I fucked her ass, and she was dripping wet, my cum from earlier mixing with her own arousal.

"Slap my ass!" she demanded. "Leave handprints, make me sore!"

I slapped her right ass cheek hard, then the left, alternating with each thrust, watching the flesh jiggle and redden under my palm. She was sobbing now - not from pain but from overwhelming pleasure, tears streaming down her face as I pounded her ass relentlessly.

"Gonna cum again," she wailed. "Fuck, gonna cum from just my ass, keep going, don't stop!"

Her pussy clenched around my fingers and I felt her whole body seize up as another orgasm tore through her, even more intense than the previous ones. Her ass clamped down on my cock so tight I could barely move, and I felt my own orgasm building again, impossible but happening anyway.

"Cum in my ass," she begged. "Fill up my ass too, mark me inside, own every hole!"

I slammed into her one final time and came, my vision whiting out as I pumped what felt like the last reserves of cum my body had into her tight ass. We collapsed together onto the bed, both of us shaking and gasping, my cock slowly softening inside her.

We lay there for a long time, catching our breath, my cum leaking from both her holes and staining the expensive sheets. Finally, she rolled over to face me, her makeup smudged from tears and sweat, her lips swollen, red handprints visible on her face and ass.

"That was perfect," she murmured, kissing me softly - such a contrast to the brutal fucking we'd just done. "You're perfect, Ryan. I knew you would be."

He's definitely a keeper, she thought, already feeling deliciously sore. Can't wait to have him again. And again. And again.

"I've never..." I started, then trailed off, not sure how to articulate what I was feeling.

"I know," she said, stroking my face gently. "But you're a natural. Some guys can't handle what I need - they're too scared of hurting me, or they judge me for wanting it rough. But you..." She smiled. "You just gave me exactly what I asked for. No hesitation. That's rare."

There was a soft knock on the door, and Veronica's voice came through. "Madison? Is Ryan still alive in there?"

Madison laughed. "Barely! But yes, we're done. For now."

"Good. Sienna wants him for her workout session before he leaves today."

My eyes widened. There was more? I'd already cum five times - I wasn't even sure I could get hard again, let alone perform.

Madison must have seen my panic because she kissed me again, reassuring. "Don't worry. Sienna's workout sessions aren't always sexual. She actually wants to assess your fitness level, put together that training program Veronica mentioned. You'll survive."

We cleaned up in her ensuite bathroom - another massive space with a rainfall shower and marble everything - and got dressed. My legs were shaky, my ass still sore from Veronica's pegging earlier, and now I had the added sensation of having fucked someone so hard I left marks. I felt simultaneously powerful and completely drained.

Sienna was waiting in what I could only describe as a home gym when we found her - the room had weight racks, a treadmill, yoga mats, and various equipment I couldn't even name. She was stretching on one of the mats, her body bending in ways that seemed impossible, her muscular frame on full display in athletic shorts and a sports bra.

"There he is," she said when she saw me, straightening up. "How you feeling?"

"Tired," I admitted.

She nodded. "Figured. We'll keep this light today - just measurements and basic assessment. Real work starts Wednesday." She pulled out a tape measure and a clipboard. "Strip down to your underwear."

I hesitated, then remembered I wasn't wearing any - just the swim trunks. I pushed them down and stood there naked while she measured me - arms, chest, waist, thighs, even my cock, which she handled with clinical efficiency that was somehow more embarrassing than if she'd been sexual about it.

"You're undermuscled for your frame," she pronounced, writing numbers on her clipboard. "But you've got good bone structure and decent flexibility from what I saw at the pool. We'll start you on a hypertrophy program - four days a week, focusing on compound movements. Squats, deadlifts, bench press, overhead press. I'll also adjust your diet. You're eating like shit, I can tell."

He's got potential though, she thought, eyeing his lean frame. Give me three months and he'll be built. Strong enough to really handle all five of us properly.

"Can you afford a gym membership?" she asked.

I shook my head. "Not really."

"Then you'll train here. I've got everything we need. Monday, Wednesday, Friday after you do the pool work, and Saturday mornings. One hour each session." She paused. "Veronica's adding another two hundred a week to your pay to cover the training time. That work for you?"

"Yes," I said immediately. Five hundred a week in cash? That was more than I'd ever made in my life.

"Good." She set the clipboard aside and stretched again. "You can get dressed and head out. See you Wednesday at nine."

I pulled my trunks back on and grabbed my pool equipment from outside, my legs barely functional as I walked to my truck. It was only mid-afternoon but it felt like I'd been here for days. The twins waved goodbye from an upstairs window, blowing kisses. Madison called out something about seeing me Wednesday. Veronica was nowhere in sight, but I could feel her presence somehow, watching.

I drove home in a daze, my body aching in about fifteen different ways, and immediately collapsed on my couch. My phone buzzed - a text from an unknown number.

"This is Veronica. You did excellent work today. Rest up - you'll need your strength for Wednesday. And Ryan? Don't touch yourself before then. I want you desperate when you arrive. -V"

I stared at the message, my spent cock giving a valiant twitch at the thought of being denied for two days. How the fuck was I supposed to not jerk off after what I'd just experienced?

But I knew I'd obey. Because Veronica had told me to, and something in me - some new part that had awakened since Friday - needed to please her. To please all of them.

I was in so deep already, and summer had barely begun.


Chapter 5: Sienna's Gift

Wednesday morning I woke up with my cock already hard, straining against my boxers like it had been waiting impatiently for the two days Veronica had forbidden me from touching it. I'd obeyed her order - barely - spending Tuesday in a constant state of arousal, replaying every moment from Monday until I thought I'd lose my mind. Every time I closed my eyes I saw Madison's face as I choked her, heard the twins moaning in stereo as they rode my cock, felt Veronica's strap-on hitting my prostate. My balls ached with the need to cum, heavy and full, and when I finally dragged myself out of bed and into the shower, I had to grip the tile wall and breathe through the urge to just jack off right there under the spray.

But I didn't. Because Veronica had told me not to, and some fundamental part of me - the part that was already completely fucking owned by these five women - needed to obey.

I dressed in my usual work clothes, grabbed the protein shake Sienna had texted me a recipe for yesterday, and drove to the house with my cock half-hard the entire way. The gates opened before I even pressed the intercom, like they'd been watching for me, and I parked between the Mercedes and Porsche with my hands shaking slightly on the steering wheel.

The morning air was thick with humidity, carrying the scent of jasmine and freshly cut grass from somewhere in the neighborhood. Birds were singing in the palms, and the pool filter hummed its steady rhythm. I grabbed my equipment and headed to the backyard, expecting to find it empty like Monday, but instead Sienna was already there, stretched out on one of the loungers in the smallest fucking bikini I'd ever seen.

It was black - just three tiny triangles of fabric connected by strings so thin they looked like they might snap if she moved wrong. The top barely covered her nipples, the bottom riding so low on her hips I could see the sharp V of her pelvis cutting down toward her pussy. Her body was incredible in the morning light - all lean muscle and smooth dark skin that seemed to glow, her abs a perfect six-pack, her thighs thick with definition, her ass high and firm as she shifted to look at me.

"Right on time," she said, her voice carrying that same matter-of-fact tone she always used, like she wasn't nearly naked and my cock wasn't immediately swelling in my shorts at the sight of her. "How you feeling? Rested?"

"Yeah," I managed, my voice rough. I cleared my throat. "Two days was... a long time."

She smiled - not the wicked, teasing smiles the twins gave me, or Madison's sultry grins, or Veronica's predatory expressions. This was almost friendly, approving. "Good. That's discipline. I respect that." She stood up, and I watched every movement - the flex of her abs as she rose, the way her tits moved with minimal bounce because they were so firm, the ripple of muscle in her thighs. "Pool first, then training. Then..." She paused, her eyes dropping to the obvious bulge in my shorts. "Then I've got something special planned for you."

He actually listened to Veronica, Sienna thought with genuine respect. Didn't touch himself for two days. Most guys would've caved after a few hours. He's got more willpower than I expected. Going to enjoy breaking it.

I went to work on the pool, hyper-aware of her presence as she stayed on the lounger, watching me with those intense brown eyes. The work went fast - I was getting better at it, more efficient - and the whole time I could feel her gaze tracking my movements. When I bent over to scrub the tiles, when I stretched to skim the far end, when I tested the chemicals and recorded the numbers. It was like being under a microscope, evaluated and assessed, and my cock stayed half-hard the entire time despite my best efforts to focus.

"You're getting better at that," she observed when I finally packed up my equipment. "More confident. Your form's improving too - saw you squatting to reach the filter basket. Knees tracked properly over your toes, back stayed straight. Someone been teaching you?"

"Just trying to avoid throwing my back out," I admitted.

She laughed, standing up again and stretching her arms overhead, her entire torso elongating, every muscle visible under her skin. "Smart. Come inside. We'll do your training session, then shower, then..." She let it hang there, promising and vague.

I followed her into the house, past the living room - empty now, everyone else apparently still asleep or out - and back to the home gym. She'd already set up equipment: a barbell loaded with weights I couldn't calculate at a glance, a bench, some dumbbells arranged by size, and a yoga mat spread out in the corner.

"Strip," she said, turning to face me. "Down to nothing. I need to see your body move without fabric interfering, check your form properly."

I hesitated for maybe half a second before obeying, pulling my tank top over my head and tossing it aside, then shoving my shorts and boxers down until I was standing there completely naked, my cock jutting out from my hips, fully hard now and leaking a bead of precum.

Sienna's eyes raked over me - clinical at first, assessing, then something darker flickered in her expression. "Two days of denial looks good on you," she murmured, stepping closer and reaching out to wrap her hand around my shaft. Her grip was firm, confident, and she stroked me slowly from base to tip, her thumb swiping through the precum and spreading it around my head. "You're so hard it probably hurts. Does it hurt, Ryan?"

"Yes," I groaned, my hips jerking into her hand involuntarily.

"Good." She released me and stepped back, gesturing to the barbell. "We'll start with deadlifts. I want to see your posterior chain activation, make sure you're engaging your glutes and hamstrings properly." She moved behind the barbell, demonstrating the setup. "Feet hip-width apart, shins close to the bar, grip just outside your legs. When you lift, push through your heels, keep your chest up, core tight. Show me."

I positioned myself like she'd instructed, acutely aware that I was doing this with my hard cock bobbing in front of me, and gripped the bar. The weight was lighter than I expected - maybe just the bar itself, forty-five pounds - and when I lifted it following her cues, it came up smoothly.

"Again," she said, watching closely. "Five reps, focus on the squeeze at the top."

I did five reps, and she circled around me, adjusting my form with her hands - pushing my hips forward at the top of the movement, pressing between my shoulder blades to keep my chest up, tapping my abs to remind me to brace. Every touch sent sparks through me, her skin warm against mine, and by the time I set the bar down I was breathing hard, my cock throbbing.

"Not bad," she said. "You've got decent hip mobility, but your glutes aren't firing strong enough. We'll work on that." She grabbed two dumbbells - twenty-pounders - and handed them to me. "Goblet squats. Hold this at your chest, squat down until your elbows touch your knees, drive back up. Twenty reps."

I did twenty reps, my thighs burning by the fifteenth, and she counted each one, her voice steady and encouraging. When I finished, she took the dumbbell and set it aside, then had me do lunges, push-ups, and planks until my whole body was shaking with exertion and covered in sweat.

"Good," she finally said, sounding genuinely pleased. "You've got more in you than I thought. Rest for two minutes, then we're hitting the real workout."

He's trying so hard, Sienna thought, watching his chest heave as he caught his breath. Pushing through the burn even with his cock hard and distracting. That's the discipline I was looking for. He's earned what I'm about to give him.

The "real workout" turned out to be circuit training - burpees, kettlebell swings, box jumps onto a plyometric platform, mountain climbers, all done in rapid succession with minimal rest. My muscles were screaming, my lungs burning, sweat pouring off me in rivers, but I kept going because she was there, counting reps, correcting form, pushing me harder every time I thought about stopping.

By the time she finally called time, I collapsed onto the yoga mat, my whole body trembling, my cock somehow still half-hard despite the physical exhaustion.

"Impressive," Sienna said, crouching down next to me with a water bottle. "Most guys would've tapped out ten minutes ago. Drink."

I drank, the cold water shocking my overheated system, and she watched me with something like approval in her eyes.

"Shower time," she announced, standing and offering me her hand. "Come on. You're disgusting."

I let her pull me up on shaky legs and followed her out of the gym, down another hallway I hadn't explored, to what turned out to be a massive bathroom - all white marble and glass, with a shower big enough for six people enclosed in seamless panels. She stepped inside and turned on the water, multiple showerheads activating at once, filling the space with steam.

Then she reached behind her back and untied her bikini top, letting it fall away, and my brain short-circuited. Her tits were perfect - not huge like Madison's or Veronica's, but firm and high with dark nipples that were already hard. She hooked her thumbs in her bikini bottoms and pushed them down, revealing her pussy - completely bare, smooth and dark, her lips already glistening with arousal.

"Get in here," she ordered, and I obeyed, stepping into the hot spray. The water felt incredible on my sore muscles, washing away the sweat and grime, and then Sienna was there, pressing her wet body against mine, her tits soft against my chest, her hand wrapping around my cock again.

"You've been so good," she murmured, stroking me slowly under the spray. "Following orders, pushing yourself, not cumming even though you wanted to so badly. That deserves a reward." She dropped to her knees in front of me, the water cascading over her braids, and looked up at me with those intense eyes. "I'm going to suck your cock now, Ryan. And while I do that, I'm going to finger your ass and milk your prostate until you cum so hard you see stars. Sound good?"

"Fuck yes," I groaned, my hands bracing against the wet tile.

She smiled and leaned in, her tongue darting out to lick the precum from my tip before wrapping her lips around me and taking me deep in one smooth motion. Her mouth was hot and wet, her tongue working the underside of my shaft as she bobbed her head, and I moaned loud enough that it echoed off the marble.

Then I felt her finger - slick with something, maybe body wash or lube she'd grabbed from somewhere - circling my asshole, teasing the tight ring of muscle before pushing inside. I gasped at the intrusion, my body tensing, but she kept sucking my cock, distracting me from the initial discomfort as she worked her finger deeper.

There it is, she thought when her finger found my prostate, feeling it swell under her touch. Going to make him explode.

She pressed against that spot, massaging in firm circles, and the pleasure was instant and overwhelming - that same full-body sensation Veronica had shown me, but combined now with the wet heat of Sienna's mouth on my cock. I was seeing stars already, my legs shaking so hard I could barely stand, and she added a second finger, stretching me open while her throat worked around my shaft.

"Fuck, Sienna, I'm gonna—" I couldn't even finish the warning before my orgasm slammed into me like a freight train. I came harder than I ever had, two days of denial exploding out of me in thick spurts down her throat. She swallowed everything, her fingers still working my prostate, milking me, and the orgasm just kept going, wave after wave of pleasure radiating from my ass through my entire body until I thought I might pass out.

She finally pulled off my cock, gasping for air, and slowly withdrew her fingers. I collapsed against the shower wall, my legs completely useless, and she stood up, her body pressing against mine to hold me upright.

"That's one," she said, her voice low and satisfied. "But I'm not done with you yet."

Want to feel him inside me, she thought, her pussy throbbing with need. Want to ride him until we both can't move.

She turned off the water and led me out of the shower, both of us dripping wet, into an adjoining bedroom I hadn't seen before - smaller than Veronica's or Madison's, more minimalist, with a firm mattress on a low platform bed and walls painted a deep charcoal gray. She pushed me down onto the bed and straddled my hips, and I was shocked to feel my cock already hardening again despite having just cum.

"Recovery time is getting better," she observed, grinding her wet pussy against my shaft. "Good. You're going to need that stamina." She reached down and positioned me at her entrance, and in one smooth motion sank down onto my cock, taking me to the hilt.

She was tight - so fucking tight - her pussy gripping me like a vice, her abs flexing as she started to ride me. Unlike Madison's wild desperation or the twins' playful enthusiasm, Sienna fucked with precision - controlled movements, perfect rhythm, each roll of her hips calculated to hit exactly the right spots for both of us.

I watched her tits bounce with each movement, mesmerized by the play of muscle under her dark skin, the way sweat was already beading along her collarbone. My hands came up to grip her hips, feeling the hard muscle there, and she picked up her pace, her breath coming faster.

"Touch my clit," she commanded, and I reached between us to find it - swollen and hard, peeking out from its hood. I circled it with my thumb in time with her movements, and her pace faltered for just a second before she regained control, grinding down harder onto my cock.

So deep, hitting everything right, fuck he's perfect, she thought, pleasure building in her core. Going to cum soon, want him to cum with me, fill me up—

"Ryan," she panted, her movements getting erratic, "when I cum, I want you to flip me over and fuck me as hard as you can. Don't hold back, just use me. Understand?"

"Yes," I groaned, feeling my own orgasm starting to build again already.

Her pussy started fluttering around my cock, clenching rhythmically, and I knew she was close. I pressed harder on her clit, circling faster, and she threw her head back with a cry as her orgasm hit. I felt her gush around my cock, her whole body going rigid, and I used that moment to flip us, her back hitting the mattress as I drove into her hard.

She wrapped her muscular thighs around my waist, pulling me deeper, and I fucked her with everything I had - brutal, pounding thrusts that made the bed frame creak and her tits bounce wildly. She was moaning with each stroke, her nails raking down my back hard enough to leave marks, and I could feel another orgasm building in her, her pussy getting impossibly tighter.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice rough. "Fucking destroy me, make me sore, don't stop—"

I angled my hips differently, hitting deeper, and she screamed, her second orgasm crashing through her even more intense than the first. Her pussy clenched around me so tight I could barely move, and that pushed me over the edge. I came inside her, pumping what felt like impossible amounts of cum into her pussy, filling her until it was leaking out around my cock.

I collapsed on top of her, both of us gasping for air, our hearts pounding against each other. She held me there for a moment, her strong arms wrapped around my back, and I felt something shift - this wasn't just fucking anymore. There was intimacy here, something deeper than the raw sexuality with the others.

"Good boy," she murmured, stroking my hair. "You did so good."

Definitely keeping him, she thought, feeling pleasantly sore and satisfied. He's exactly what we needed.

We lay there for a while, catching our breath, before she finally pushed me off gently and stood up. My cum was dripping down her thighs, and she didn't bother wiping it away, just stretched languidly, every muscle in her body flexing.

"Get dressed," she said. "The others are probably up by now, and I know Madison wants round two with you at some point today."

I groaned - half exhaustion, half anticipation - and found my clothes, pulling them on with shaky hands. My body ached in about twenty different ways now - muscles sore from the workout, ass tender from the fingering, cock sensitive from cumming twice in the span of an hour.

When we emerged from her room, the house was indeed alive - I could hear voices from the kitchen, the twins' laughter, Madison singing along to something playing on a speaker. We walked in to find all of them gathered around the kitchen island - Veronica in her ubiquitous silk robe, Madison in boy shorts and an oversized t-shirt, the twins in matching pajama sets that consisted of tiny shorts and tank tops.

"There they are," Veronica said, smiling over her coffee mug. "How was training, Ryan?"

"Brutal," I admitted, and Sienna smirked.

"He did well," she said, pouring herself a protein shake from a blender. "Better than I expected, actually. Kid's got endurance."

In more ways than one, Madison thought, remembering Monday. Can't wait to have him again.

"Good," Veronica said. "Because we have plans for this afternoon. All of us." She set her mug down and fixed me with that dark, intense gaze. "We're going to see how well you handle all five of us at once. Think you're ready for that, Ryan?"

My cock, which had finally started to soften, immediately surged back to hardness in my shorts. Five of them. At the same time. I'd barely survived them one or two at a time - how the fuck was I supposed to handle all five?

But looking around at their faces - Veronica's commanding confidence, Madison's sultry anticipation, Sienna's approving assessment, the twins' identical excited grins - I knew there was only one answer I could give.

"Yes," I said, my voice steadier than I felt. "I'm ready."

Veronica's smile turned absolutely predatory.

"Excellent. Finish your breakfast, Ryan. You're going to need your energy."

And as I sat down at that massive dining table surrounded by five gorgeous women who'd already turned my world upside down, I realized that summer had only just begun.

And I was in so fucking deep there was no coming back.


Chapter 6: The Rotation

Breakfast felt like the calm before a storm I wasn't sure I'd survive. I sat at that massive dining table with a plate of scrambled eggs and turkey bacon - part of the high-protein diet Sienna had prescribed - trying to eat while my stomach churned with anticipation. All five of them were there, moving around the kitchen with this casual intimacy that came from years of living together, and I was acutely aware that in less than an hour, they were all going to have me at once.

Veronica sat at the head of the table, still in her white silk robe, her dark hair pulled back in a loose bun that showed off the elegant line of her neck. She was reading something on a tablet, occasionally sipping her coffee, and every so often her eyes would flick up to meet mine with a look that made my cock twitch in my shorts. Madison was at the stove, cooking more eggs for herself, her thick ass swaying in those tiny boy shorts as she hummed along to the music still playing from a Bluetooth speaker on the counter. The oversized t-shirt she wore kept slipping off one shoulder, revealing smooth caramel skin and the hint of a black bra strap.

Sienna was doing stretches in the corner of the kitchen - because of course she was - her body bending and flexing in ways that seemed anatomically impossible, still wearing just her sports bra and athletic shorts from our training session. Every movement showed off the incredible definition of her muscles, and I found myself staring at the way her abs contracted when she twisted, the sharp V of her hips disappearing into her waistband.

The twins were at the other end of the table, still in their matching pajama sets, feeding each other pieces of fruit and giggling at some private joke. Their blonde hair was messy from sleep, falling around their faces in adorable tangles, and they kept shooting me these identical looks - part excitement, part mischief - that made my heart rate kick up another notch.

"So here's how this is going to work," Veronica said, setting her tablet aside and giving me her full attention. Her voice carried that tone of command that made my spine straighten automatically. "We're going to take you to the playroom. It's a space we've designed specifically for... group activities. There are rules you need to follow. First: you do not cum until I give you permission. I don't care how close you get, you hold it. Understand?"

"Yes," I said, my voice rough.

"Second: you address each of us by name. We want to hear you say it when you're inside us, when you're eating us out, when you're touching us. Third: if at any point you need to stop - truly need to stop - you say 'red' and everything halts immediately. Yellow means slow down, green means keep going. Got it?"

He looks terrified, Veronica thought with satisfaction. Good. A little fear makes it better. Makes him more obedient.

"Got it," I confirmed, though my hands were shaking slightly as I set down my fork.

"Good boy." She stood, her robe shifting to reveal one entire leg from hip to ankle, and gestured toward a door I'd never noticed before - partially hidden behind a decorative screen near the living room. "Ladies, shall we?"

They all moved at once, Madison turning off the stove and following Veronica, Sienna straightening from her stretch with a predatory smile, the twins hopping up from the table and grabbing my hands to pull me along. My legs felt like they were filled with concrete as I let them lead me toward that door, my heart pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.

Veronica opened the door to reveal a staircase going down - not to a basement but to what looked like a finished lower level, the walls painted a deep burgundy, lit by recessed lighting that gave everything a warm, intimate glow. We descended together, the twins still holding my hands, and at the bottom the space opened up into something I could only describe as a luxury sex dungeon.

The room was massive - maybe thirty feet across - with plush burgundy carpet that was soft under my feet, the same warm lighting creating pools of shadow in the corners. In the center was a California king bed, larger than any bed I'd ever seen, covered in black silk sheets and surrounded by at least twenty pillows in various shades of red and black. But that wasn't all. Along one wall was a padded bench with restraints built into it, a Saint Andrew's cross in dark wood, and what looked like a suspension rig hanging from reinforced ceiling beams. The opposite wall had floor-to-ceiling mirrors, reflecting everything back at us. And scattered throughout the space were various pieces of furniture I couldn't even name - cushioned platforms at different heights, a chair with stirrups, things that looked like they belonged in a modern art museum but were clearly designed for fucking.

"Welcome to the playroom," Veronica said, her voice echoing slightly in the large space. "This is where we come when we want to really play. And today, Ryan, you're going to experience all of it."

He's overwhelmed, Madison thought, watching his eyes go wide. Perfect. Want to see him completely lose himself.

"Strip," Veronica commanded, and I obeyed immediately, my shaking hands pulling off my tank top and shoving down my shorts and boxers. My cock sprang free, already rock-hard despite - or maybe because of - my nervousness, and all five of them stared at it with obvious hunger.

They started undressing too, and I watched like a man hypnotized as clothing fell away. Veronica's silk robe pooled at her feet, revealing she'd been naked underneath - her full breasts with dark nipples, the slight softness of her stomach, the neat triangle of dark hair between her thighs. Madison pulled off her t-shirt and shimmied out of her boy shorts, her massive tits bouncing free, her thick thighs and wide hips on full display, her pussy bare and already glistening. Sienna peeled off her sports bra and pushed down her shorts, her lean muscular body like a sculpture, her small firm breasts and the dark slash of her pussy lips drawing my eye.

The twins moved in synchronization as always, pulling their tank tops over their heads at the same time to reveal matching pale pink bras that they immediately unhooked, letting their perky tits spill free. They stepped out of their pajama shorts together, both commando underneath, their smooth bare pussies identical right down to the little pink clits peeking out.

Five completely naked women surrounding me, and I was so hard it hurt, my cock throbbing with each heartbeat, precum already leaking from the tip.

"On the bed," Veronica ordered. "On your back."

I climbed onto the massive bed, the silk sheets cool against my overheated skin, and lay back against the mountain of pillows. They joined me, the mattress dipping under their combined weight, and suddenly I was surrounded by soft feminine bodies, hands touching me everywhere at once.

Veronica straddled my chest, her pussy inches from my face, already wet enough that I could smell her arousal - musky and intoxicating. "You're going to eat me out while the others work on you," she said, lowering herself onto my mouth. "And you're going to make me cum at least twice before I let you fuck anyone. Understand?"

I couldn't answer with my mouth full of her pussy, but I got to work immediately, my tongue diving into her folds, tasting her - salty-sweet, distinctly her. She ground down against my face, using my mouth for her pleasure, and I felt other hands on my body.

Madison wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking slowly, her grip firm and practiced. "God, he's so hard," she murmured. "Bet he could drill through concrete right now."

Want to feel this inside me again, she thought, remembering Monday. Want him to wreck me like before.

The twins were on either side of me, each one sucking on a nipple, their small hands roaming over my chest and stomach, nails dragging lightly across my skin. And Sienna - I felt her strong hands on my thighs, spreading them wider, and then her tongue on my balls, licking and sucking them into her mouth one at a time.

I moaned into Veronica's pussy, the vibration making her gasp, and focused on finding her clit with my tongue. When I sucked it into my mouth, she cried out, her thighs trembling on either side of my head, her hands tangling in my hair and pulling hard.

"That's it," she panted. "Right there, don't stop, make me cum on your face—"

I worked her clit relentlessly, circling and sucking and flicking with my tongue until I felt her whole body tense up. Her orgasm hit with a flood of wetness, her pussy gushing against my mouth and chin as she rode my face through it, grinding down hard. I kept licking through her climax, not stopping even when she started to shake from overstimulation.

Meanwhile, Madison had released my cock and I felt someone else's mouth on it - one of the twins, I couldn't tell which - her lips wrapping around my head and sucking gently before sliding down to take more of me. The other twin moved lower, her tongue joining Sienna's at my balls, and the dual sensation of two mouths on my sack while a third sucked my cock was almost enough to make me cum right there.

But I held it, gritting my teeth, focusing on Veronica's pussy to distract myself from the overwhelming pleasure. I slid two fingers inside her while my mouth worked her clit, curling them to find her g-spot, and she screamed, her second orgasm hitting even harder than the first.

"Good boy," she gasped, finally lifting off my face. My jaw ached, my face was drenched in her cum, and I could barely breathe, but I'd done what she asked. She looked down at me with dark, satisfied eyes. "You've earned a reward. Who do you want to fuck first?"

Let's see what he chooses, she thought. This will tell me a lot about what he really wants.

I looked around at the four women still touching me - Madison stroking my cock again, the twins sharing it between them, licking up and down the shaft in tandem, Sienna's fingers now teasing my asshole, circling the tight ring of muscle. My brain was completely fried, unable to make decisions, and I just blurted out the first name that came to mind.

"Madison."

She grinned, wicked and triumphant, and climbed up my body to straddle my hips. "Good choice, baby. Been thinking about this cock all morning." She positioned herself over me, her hand guiding my shaft to her entrance, and sank down in one smooth motion, taking me to the hilt.

She was just as tight as I remembered, her pussy gripping me like a vice, so wet and hot I nearly lost my mind. She started riding me immediately, her massive tits bouncing with each movement, her head thrown back as she moaned. The twins moved to either side of her, reaching up to play with her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples until she was crying out.

Sienna's fingers were still at my ass, and I felt her push one inside, finding my prostate immediately and massaging in firm circles. The combination of Madison's tight pussy and Sienna's finger on my prostate was overwhelming, pleasure building so fast I had to close my eyes and think about anything else to keep from cumming.

"Look at me," Madison demanded, and I forced my eyes open to meet hers. "Want to see your face when you fill me up. Want to watch you fall apart."

So fucking good, she thought, grinding down harder. Never want this to end.

Veronica moved behind Madison, reaching around to rub her clit while she rode me, and Madison's pace faltered, her movements getting erratic as her own orgasm approached. "Fuck, Veronica, yes, right there—"

She came with a scream, her pussy clenching around my cock so tight I saw stars, and I felt her squirt, hot fluid gushing around my shaft and soaking my pelvis and thighs. But I held my orgasm, barely, my whole body shaking with the effort.

Madison collapsed forward onto my chest, gasping for air, and Veronica pulled her off me, my cock slipping out still rock-hard and glistening with Madison's arousal.

"Chloe, Zoe," Veronica said. "Your turn. Show me how you share."

This is going to be fun, the twins thought in unison, already moving into position.

They positioned themselves on either side of my hips, and one of them - Chloe, I was pretty sure - straddled my cock reverse-cowgirl style, her tight little ass right in my face as she sank down onto me. She was just as tight as Monday, her pussy gripping me perfectly, and she started bouncing immediately, her blonde hair flying.

But Zoe wasn't idle - she positioned herself over my face, her pussy hovering inches from my mouth, and lowered herself onto me just like Veronica had. "Lick me while she rides you," Zoe commanded, and I obeyed, my tongue diving into her folds, tasting her sweetness.

They moved in perfect synchronization, Chloe riding my cock while Zoe rode my face, and I could hear them moaning together, their voices blending. Chloe's tight pussy was milking my shaft with each bounce, and Zoe was grinding against my tongue, chasing her own pleasure.

Sienna added a second finger to my ass, stretching me open, and I felt Madison's mouth on my balls again, sucking them while Chloe fucked herself on my cock. The sensory overload was incredible - pussy on my cock, pussy on my face, fingers in my ass, mouth on my balls - and I was teetering on the edge of an orgasm that I knew would destroy me.

"Switch," Veronica ordered after what felt like hours but was probably only a few minutes, and the twins obeyed instantly, Chloe climbing off my cock and Zoe off my face. They traded positions seamlessly, Zoe sinking down onto my cock with a moan while Chloe lowered her pussy onto my mouth.

I licked Chloe while Zoe rode me, tasting the slight difference between them - Chloe was a little sweeter, Zoe a little muskier - and they kept that perfect rhythm, moving together like they were one person split in two.

So good, he's so good, perfect cock, perfect tongue, they both thought, pleasure building.

They came within seconds of each other, their orgasms synced just like everything else about them, and I felt Zoe's pussy gushing around my cock while Chloe flooded my face. But still I didn't cum, holding it back through sheer force of will because Veronica hadn't given me permission yet.

The twins climbed off me, both of them panting and flushed, and Sienna took their place, positioning herself over my cock. "My turn," she said, her voice carrying that same commanding tone Veronica used. "And I'm going to make this challenging for you."

She sank down onto my cock, her tight pussy gripping me, and immediately started riding hard and fast, her athletic body moving with perfect control. But at the same time, she reached down between her legs and found my balls, squeezing them firmly - not quite painful but intense, keeping me on that knife's edge.

"Don't you dare cum," she ordered, her abs flexing with each movement. "Hold it. Show me that discipline."

Want to see how far I can push him, she thought, squeezing his balls tighter. Want to see him break.

I was losing my mind, the pleasure so intense I could barely think, my vision blurring at the edges. Sienna's pussy was impossibly tight, her movements calculated to drive me insane, and the pressure on my balls was making everything more intense.

Veronica appeared beside us, her hand wrapping around my throat, cutting off just enough air to make everything sharper. "You're doing so well, Ryan," she murmured. "Taking all of us, making us cum, holding your own orgasm like a good boy. I'm so proud of you."

Almost ready to let him cum, she thought. Just a little more.

Sienna came with a sharp cry, her pussy clenching around me, and the sensation nearly pushed me over despite my best efforts. But I held it, my whole body shaking, sweat pouring off me, my jaw clenched so tight my teeth hurt.

She climbed off, and Veronica released my throat, letting oxygen flood back into my brain. "One more," Veronica said. "Me. And when I cum, you can finally let go. Fill me up, Ryan. Give me everything you've been holding back."

She straddled my hips, positioning my cock at her entrance, and sank down slowly, taking me inch by inch until she was fully seated. Her pussy was perfect - tight and wet and hot - and when she started moving, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles, I knew I wasn't going to last long.

"Look at me," she ordered, and I met her dark eyes, seeing hunger and satisfaction and something else I couldn't name. "You've done so well today. Fucked all of us, made us cum, held your own pleasure until I allowed it. You're exactly what we needed, Ryan. Exactly what I needed."

He's perfect, she thought, riding him faster. Absolutely perfect. We're keeping him forever.

She reached down to rub her clit, her movements getting faster, her breath coming in gasps, and I felt her pussy starting to flutter around my cock. "When I cum," she panted, "you cum. Fill me up. Breed me. Give me everything."

That word - breed - combined with the clench of her pussy as her orgasm hit sent me over the edge. I came harder than I ever had in my life, my vision whiting out completely as I pumped what felt like impossible amounts of cum into Veronica's pussy. It just kept coming, wave after wave, my cock pulsing inside her as she rode me through both our orgasms, her pussy milking me for every drop.

I must have blacked out for a second because when I came to, I was lying on the bed surrounded by all five of them, their hands stroking my body gently, their voices murmuring praise. My cock was still twitching, oversensitive, and I could feel cum leaking out of Veronica and soaking the sheets beneath us.

"Beautiful," Madison murmured, kissing my chest.

"So perfect," the twins echoed, one kissing each of my shoulders.

"You did amazing," Sienna said, her strong hand squeezing my thigh.

"Rest now," Veronica ordered softly, her fingers stroking through my hair. "You've earned it."

But they weren't done with me - not by a long shot. After maybe ten minutes of gentle touching and soft words, I felt hands on my cock again, stroking me back to hardness despite my protests that I couldn't possibly go again.

"Oh, you can," Madison said with a wicked grin. "And you will. We've got all afternoon, baby."

What followed was a blur of pleasure and exhaustion, positions and configurations I'd never imagined. They bent me over the padded bench and took turns eating my ass while someone else sucked my cock. They restrained me to the Saint Andrew's cross and edged me for what felt like hours, bringing me to the brink over and over without letting me cum. They used toys on me - dildos and vibrators and things I couldn't name - while they rode my face or my cock or both at once.

At some point Madison strapped on a harness with a dildo even bigger than Veronica's and fucked my ass while I was buried inside Chloe, the dual sensation making me cum so hard I nearly passed out. The twins took turns sitting on my face while the other rode my cock, switching seamlessly every few minutes. Sienna had me fuck her against the mirror so I could watch my cock disappearing into her pussy from behind, her muscular ass flexing with each thrust.

Veronica orchestrated it all, directing the action like a conductor, deciding who went where and when, pushing all of us to our limits. And through it all, she kept that dark, satisfied gaze on me, watching me fall apart and come back together over and over.

By the time they finally called it quits, the sun was setting, casting orange light through the small windows near the ceiling. I was lying on my back on the bed, completely spent, my body covered in sweat and cum and various bodily fluids, my muscles trembling with exhaustion. They were sprawled around me in various states of undress, all of them looking equally satisfied and tired.

"How many times did he cum?" Chloe asked, her voice sleepy.

"Lost count after eight," Zoe replied.

"Think it was ten," Sienna said. "Maybe eleven."

"Doesn't matter," Veronica said, sitting up and looking down at me with something like affection. "What matters is he kept up with all of us. Didn't tap out, didn't safe word, just gave us everything we asked for." She leaned down and kissed me softly. "You're ours now, Ryan. Completely and totally ours. Understand?"

I nodded, too exhausted to speak, and she smiled.

He's perfect, she thought again. And this is only the beginning.

They helped me shower - all of us crammed into that massive shower, hands washing every inch of my abused body with gentle care - and then dressed me in clothes they'd apparently bought for me, soft sweatpants and a t-shirt that actually fit properly. Madison made me eat a huge meal while Sienna listed off the supplements I'd need to start taking to keep up with their demands. The twins cuddled against me on the couch while we all watched some mindless TV show, their soft bodies warm against mine.

When I finally left - hours later than I should have - Veronica walked me to my truck, still in that white silk robe.

"Same schedule next week," she said. "Monday, Wednesday, Friday. And Saturday morning for training with Sienna. We'll keep the intensity high, keep pushing you, but we'll also take care of you. This isn't just about sex, Ryan. We want you healthy, strong, happy. You're not just our pool boy anymore. You're ours. Our lover. Our toy. Our good boy. Whatever we need you to be."

"Okay," I said, my voice hoarse from all the moaning and screaming I'd done.

She kissed me again, deep and possessive, her tongue claiming my mouth. "Drive safe. Text me when you get home."

I drove home in a daze, my body aching in ways I didn't know were possible, my mind still trying to process what had just happened. When I finally collapsed into my own bed - which felt tiny and lumpy compared to theirs - I checked my phone to find a group text from all five of them.

Veronica: "Thank you for today. You exceeded every expectation."

Madison: "Can't wait for Monday 🔥"

Sienna: "Great work. Keep up with your meal plan."

Chloe: "Sweet dreams, Ryan 💕"

Zoe: "Dream of us 💕"

I fell asleep with a smile on my face, my body completely destroyed but my heart somehow full.

This was my life now. And I wouldn't trade it for anything.


Chapter 7: Summer's End

August heat settled over the city like a blanket soaked in sweat and sin, the kind of oppressive humidity that made everything stick - clothes to skin, sheets to bodies, memories to the inside of your skull where they played on repeat until you couldn't tell what was real anymore and what was just another fever dream. I'd been working at the house for almost three months now, and the Ryan who'd first pulled up to those gates in his beat-up Toyota truck with a secondhand pool cleaning kit might as well have been a different person entirely.

I looked different, for one thing. Sienna's training program had transformed my body in ways I hadn't thought possible - I'd put on almost twenty pounds of muscle, my shoulders broader, my chest thicker, my arms actually filling out the sleeves of my tank tops instead of hanging like string beans. My abs were visible now, a defined six-pack that Sienna would run her fingers over with approval after our sessions. My thighs were bigger, my ass higher and firmer from all those squats and deadlifts. Even my face looked different - sharper somehow, more confident, the look of a man who knew exactly what he was worth and what he could do.

The diet helped too. I was eating six times a day now, high-protein meals that Madison planned out and often cooked for me, making sure I hit my macros. The supplements Sienna had me on - creatine, protein powder, BCAAs, a whole arsenal of vitamins - sat in a dedicated drawer in my apartment that used to be empty. My landlord had stopped threatening eviction after the first month when I'd paid three months rent up front in cash. I'd bought new clothes, fixed my truck, even started taking classes again at the community college because Veronica had insisted I needed to "stimulate my mind as much as my body."

But the biggest change wasn't physical - it was mental, emotional, something deeper that I couldn't quite articulate but felt in my bones every time I drove up to that gate. I belonged to them now. Completely. Not in some fucked up ownership way, but in the sense that they'd become the center of my universe, the axis around which everything else rotated. My days were structured around their needs, their schedules, their desires. Monday, Wednesday, Friday for pool maintenance and whatever else they wanted. Saturday mornings for training with Sienna. And increasingly, random weeknight calls where one or more of them would text asking me to come over, and I'd drop everything to be there.

It was the last Friday of August, technically still summer but fall creeping in at the edges with slightly cooler mornings and the knowledge that September started next week. I pulled up to the gate at nine sharp like always, my truck's engine rumbling, and pressed the intercom button.

"Good morning, Ryan." Veronica's voice, warm and familiar, crackled through the speaker. "Come on in. We have something special planned for today."

The gate swung open and I drove through, parking in what had become "my spot" between the Mercedes and the Porsche. They'd started leaving it empty for me, a small gesture that had made my chest tight the first time I'd noticed. I grabbed my pool kit from the bed even though I had a feeling I wouldn't be doing much actual pool work today, and walked around to the backyard.

All five of them were waiting by the pool, and the sight stopped me in my tracks.

They were dressed in matching white bikinis - tiny scraps of fabric that left almost nothing to the imagination, the white stark against their various skin tones. Veronica's auburn hair was down, cascading over her shoulders in waves, her full tits threatening to spill out of the triangle top. Madison wore hers with a sheer white cover-up that showed every curve of her voluptuous body underneath, her dark curls pulled back to show off her face. Sienna's athletic build was on full display, every muscle defined, her braids in a high ponytail that swung when she moved. The twins were matching as always, their blonde hair in identical French braids, their slim bodies looking almost ethereal in the white fabric.

But it wasn't just the bikinis - they were all wearing something else. Little white ribbons tied around their necks like chokers, and when I got closer I could see what was written on each one in elegant script: "Ryan's."

Ryan's. Like they belonged to me, or wanted me to know they were mine, or both.

"Surprise," Madison said, her voice warm and teasing as she struck a pose, one hand on her hip. "Like our new accessories?"

I couldn't speak, my throat tight, my cock already hardening in my shorts. Veronica stepped forward, her dark eyes locked on mine with an intensity that made my breath catch.

"Three months," she said softly. "You've been with us for three months, Ryan. And in that time, you've exceeded every expectation we had. You've transformed yourself - not just physically, though Sienna's work speaks for itself. But mentally, emotionally. You've become exactly what we needed. What I needed." She reached up to cup my face, her thumb brushing across my cheekbone. "So today, we're celebrating. The end of summer. The end of your... probation period, I suppose. And the beginning of something permanent, if you want it."

Want him to know he's ours forever, she thought, searching his eyes. Want him to choose to stay, not because we're paying him, but because he can't imagine being anywhere else.

"Permanent?" I managed to croak out.

"We want you to move in," Sienna said, stepping forward to stand beside Veronica. "There's a guest house out back, past the garden. It's fully furnished, bigger than your apartment, and it's yours if you want it. No rent, all utilities covered. You'd still get paid for the work, but you'd be here. With us. All the time."

"We've gotten used to you," one of the twins added - Chloe, I thought.

"Can't imagine you not being here," Zoe finished.

Madison was smiling, but there was something vulnerable in her expression, like she was genuinely worried I might say no. "What do you say, baby? Want to make this permanent?"

I looked around at all five of them - these incredible women who'd taken a broke, aimless community college dropout and turned him into... this. Someone stronger, healthier, more confident. Someone who knew his worth. Someone who was loved, in whatever complicated, unconventional way this was.

"Yes," I said, my voice stronger now. "Fuck yes. I want that."

The tension broke and they swarmed me, all of them pressing close, hands touching, lips kissing - my mouth, my neck, my chest. I was surrounded by soft female bodies and the scent of five different perfumes mixing together, and my cock was rock-hard in seconds, straining against my shorts.

"Good," Veronica murmured against my ear, her hand sliding down to palm me through the fabric. "Because we have one more surprise for you. But first..." She pulled back, her eyes dark with hunger. "Pool work. Then training. Then we're taking you to the playroom and we're not letting you leave until we've all had you at least twice. And this time, Ryan, we're not using protection."

My cock jumped at that, and all of them felt it, their smiles turning wicked.

Been off birth control for two months, Madison thought, her pussy already getting wet. If he gets me pregnant today, I'll be showing by Christmas.

Same, the twins thought in unison. Want his baby. Want to give him that.

Already pregnant, Sienna thought with a secret smile, her hand drifting to her still-flat stomach. Eight weeks. Haven't told anyone yet. Today seems perfect.

Probably pregnant, Veronica thought, doing the math in her head. Haven't had a period since July. Been waiting for the right moment to confirm. Today's that moment.

They stepped back, giving me space, and I went to work on the pool with hands that shook slightly from anticipation. The water was clean, barely needed attention, but I went through the motions anyway - skimming, testing, adjusting. The whole time I was acutely aware of them watching, their eyes tracking every movement, and when I bent over to check the filter basket I heard one of them - Madison, I thought - make a low appreciative sound.

I finished in record time and headed to the gym where Sienna put me through the most intense workout yet - heavy squats that had my legs screaming, deadlifts that made my back burn, bench press that pushed my chest to failure. She spotted me on every set, her strong hands ready to catch the bar, her voice encouraging even when I thought I couldn't do one more rep.

"Last one," she said as I struggled with my final bench press, the weight crushing down on my chest. "Come on, Ryan. Push. You've got this. One more."

I pushed with everything I had and locked out the rep, and she helped me rack the bar before I collapsed on the bench, gasping for air, my muscles trembling with exhaustion.

"Beautiful," she murmured, straddling the bench to sit facing me, her hand resting on my heaving chest. "You're so strong now. So perfect." She leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear. "I'm pregnant, Ryan. Eight weeks. Yours."

The words hit me like a physical blow, my eyes going wide as I stared at her. "What?"

"Pregnant," she repeated, taking my hand and placing it on her stomach. "With your baby. I found out two weeks ago, been waiting for the right time to tell you. Figured today was perfect."

Please let him be happy, she thought, suddenly nervous. Please don't let this scare him away.

"I'm gonna be a dad?" I said, the words feeling strange in my mouth, and then a smile split my face, wide and genuine. "Holy shit. I'm gonna be a dad."

She smiled back, relieved, and kissed me deep. "Yeah, baby. You are. And..." She pulled back, biting her lip. "I think I might not be the only one. Madison and I have been talking, and the twins, and even Veronica. We've all been... careless. On purpose. Because we wanted this. Wanted you. Wanted to keep you forever, and what better way than—"

"Than to have my kids," I finished, the magnitude of it sinking in. Five women. Potentially all pregnant. All carrying my children. It should've terrified me, should've sent me running, but instead I felt this overwhelming sense of... rightness. Like this was exactly where I was supposed to be, what I was supposed to be doing.

"Is that okay?" Sienna asked, genuinely uncertain for maybe the first time since I'd met her.

"It's more than okay," I said, pulling her in for another kiss. "It's perfect."

She relaxed against me, and we sat there for a moment, just holding each other, before she stood and pulled me up. "Come on. The others are waiting. And trust me, you're going to need your energy."

We showered together in the big bathroom, her hands washing every inch of my body with care, paying special attention to my cock which was hard again despite the workout. She stroked me slowly under the spray, her soapy hand gliding along my shaft, but didn't let me cum.

"Save it," she said with a wicked grin. "You're going to need every drop for what's coming."

We dried off and she led me downstairs to the playroom, both of us completely naked. The door was already open, warm light spilling out, and when we descended the stairs I saw that the space had been transformed.

The massive bed was covered in fresh white silk sheets, surrounded by what must have been a hundred candles - real ones, their flames flickering and casting dancing shadows on the burgundy walls. Rose petals were scattered across the sheets and the floor, white and red mixing together. Soft music was playing from hidden speakers, something classical and beautiful that I didn't recognize. And waiting on the bed were the other four, all of them naked now, their white bikinis discarded, those little chokers still around their necks.

"There he is," Veronica said, her voice carrying through the space. She was in the center of the bed, propped up on pillows like a queen on her throne, and the others were arranged around her - Madison to her right, the twins to her left, a space clearly left for Sienna. "Come here, Ryan. We have something to tell you."

I walked to the bed on legs that felt unsteady, and Sienna climbed up to take her place beside the twins, leaving me standing at the foot of the bed looking up at all five of them.

"Sienna told you her news," Veronica began, her hand resting on her own stomach. "And I suspect you've figured out the rest. We've all stopped our birth control. We've all been... trying. Hoping. And now we're ready to share the results with you."

This is the moment, she thought, nervous and excited. The moment everything changes permanently.

Madison spoke next, her voice soft but steady. "I took a test this morning. Positive. About six weeks along, if I'm calculating right. You knocked me up, Ryan. Put a baby in me."

The twins giggled, that musical sound, and spoke in unison like always. "We took tests too. Both positive. We're pregnant together. Like everything else."

And then Veronica, her dark eyes locked on mine with an intensity that stole my breath. "I'm pregnant too. Ten weeks. You've bred all five of us, Ryan. Made us yours in the most permanent way possible. How does that feel?"

I opened my mouth but no words came out. My brain was short-circuiting, trying to process this. Five women. Five pregnancies. Five babies - no, wait, the twins might have two each, so potentially more. All mine. All because of me.

"I..." I started, then stopped, shaking my head. "I don't have words. This is... fuck. This is everything."

He's happy, they all thought at once. He's not running. He wants this too.

"Then show us," Veronica said, spreading her legs in invitation. "Come here and fuck your pregnant women. Remind us why we chose you. Why we're keeping you forever."

I climbed onto the bed, my cock hard and throbbing, and kissed Veronica first - deep and claiming, my tongue invading her mouth while my hand slid down to cup her pussy. She was already wet, her folds slick with arousal, and I pushed two fingers inside her, feeling her clench around me.

"I'm going to fuck all of you," I said against her lips, my voice rough with need. "Going to make sure you know exactly who you belong to. Going to fill you up again and again until you can't walk."

"Yes," she breathed, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Do it. Take us. We're yours."

I pulled my fingers out and positioned myself between her thighs, my cock pressing against her entrance, and pushed inside in one smooth thrust. She was so tight, so wet, her pussy gripping me perfectly, and I groaned at the sensation.

"Fuck, Veronica," I panted, starting to move. "You feel incredible. So perfect. Carrying my baby and still so fucking tight."

"Harder," she demanded, her legs wrapping around my waist. "Fuck me harder. Show me what I've been missing."

I gave her what she wanted, pounding into her with deep, powerful strokes that made her tits bounce and her head fall back against the pillows. The others were touching themselves, hands between their own thighs, watching us with hungry eyes.

So good, so full, love his cock, love carrying his child, Veronica thought, pleasure building. Never letting him go. Never.

I fucked her through two orgasms, her pussy clenching and gushing around my cock, before pulling out - not cumming yet, saving it - and moving to Madison.

She was ready for me, on her hands and knees presenting her thick ass, looking back over her shoulder with dark, desperate eyes. "Fuck me from behind," she begged. "Want to feel you deep. Want you to own me."

I slammed into her pussy in one hard thrust and she screamed, her back arching, her ass rippling with each impact as I fucked her ruthlessly. My hands gripped her wide hips, pulling her back onto my cock with every thrust, and I could see my shaft disappearing into her over and over, slick with her arousal.

"Choke me," she gasped, and I leaned forward to wrap my hand around her throat, squeezing just right, cutting off her air the way she loved. Her pussy clamped down on me impossibly tight and she came, squirting all over my cock and thighs, her whole body shaking.

Yes, yes, perfect, love being owned, love being his, carrying his baby, fuck—

I released her throat and she collapsed forward onto the bed, and I moved to the twins.

They were ready for me too, positioned side by side on their backs, their legs spread and intertwined, their pussies glistening with arousal. "Both of us," Chloe said.

"At the same time," Zoe finished.

"Show us you can handle your pregnant twins."

I fucked them alternately, switching between their tight pussies every few thrusts - into Chloe deep and hard, then pulling out and slamming into Zoe, back and forth until I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. They were moaning together, their voices blending, their hands reaching for each other to hold, and when they came it was in perfect synchronization, their pussies clenching around me in the exact same rhythm.

Love him, need him, carrying his baby, so happy, so full—

And finally Sienna, who pulled me down on top of her, her muscular legs wrapping around my waist, her arms around my shoulders, holding me close.

"I love you," she whispered against my ear, and the words hit me like a bomb going off in my chest. "I'm in love with you, Ryan. Have been for weeks. And I know it's complicated, I know you can't say it back when there are five of us, but I needed you to know."

I kissed her, pouring everything I couldn't say into it, and pushed inside her pussy slowly, savoring every inch. She was tight and wet and perfect, and when I was fully seated we just held each other for a moment, feeling our hearts beat against each other.

Please let this be enough, she thought. Please let him stay even if he doesn't love me back.

"I love you too," I said, the words surprising me as they came out. "I love all of you. In different ways maybe, but it's real. It's love. And I'm not going anywhere."

She smiled - genuine and beautiful and relieved - and I started to move, fucking her with long, deep strokes that had her moaning into my mouth. When she came, it was with tears streaming down her face, and I held her through it, my own orgasm building finally, ready to explode after holding it back through all of them.

"Where do you want it?" I gasped, on the edge. "Who gets it first?"

"All of us," Veronica said, and I looked over to see they'd arranged themselves in a line, all on their knees side by side, their faces turned up to me expectantly. "Cum on all of us. Mark us as yours."

I pulled out of Sienna and moved to stand in front of them, stroking my cock fast and hard, and when my orgasm hit it was explosive. I came in thick ropes across all five of their faces, painting them with my cum - across Veronica's lips and nose, on Madison's cheeks and tits, catching the twins on their chins and foreheads, covering Sienna's face last. They were moaning, tongues out to catch what they could, and when I was finally empty I collapsed backward onto the bed, my vision blurry, my whole body trembling.

They cleaned each other's faces with their tongues, licking my cum off each other in combinations I couldn't track, and then they swarmed me again, covering me with their bodies, their soft skin pressing against mine from all sides.

We lay there for a long time, just breathing together, the candles burning down around us.

"Five babies," I finally said, breaking the silence. "At least. Holy shit."

"At least six," Chloe corrected. "We're each carrying one."

"Could be more," Zoe added. "Doctor won't know for sure until the ultrasound."

"Six kids," I repeated, letting it sink in. "I'm going to have six kids. And five... what? Girlfriends? Partners?"

"Wives," Veronica said firmly. "If you'll have us. Not legally, obviously - polygamy is still illegal. But in every way that matters. We're yours, and you're ours, and these babies make it permanent."

Please say yes, they all thought together. Please want this as much as we do.

"Wives," I echoed, testing the word. It felt right, settling into place like the final piece of a puzzle I hadn't known I was building. "Yeah. Fuck yes. You're my wives."

They squeezed me tighter, and I felt Madison's tears wet on my chest, heard Sienna's quiet laugh of relief, felt the twins' fingers intertwining with mine on either side.

"We should tell you the rest of the plan," Veronica said after a while, propping herself up on one elbow to look at me. "The guest house is ready for you to move in whenever you want - this weekend, if you can. But eventually, when the babies come, we want you in the main house. We've already started designing a master suite that's big enough for all six of us, converting one of the upstairs wings. The babies will have a nursery, but we want them raised together, as siblings even if they're technically cousins or whatever the legal term is."

"We're going to need help," Madison added. "Nannies, maybe a house manager. This is going to be chaos with six infants."

"But good chaos," Chloe said.

"The best chaos," Zoe agreed.

"And expensive chaos," Sienna added with a wry smile. "Good thing Veronica's independently wealthy."

"Family money," Veronica explained, seeing my confused look. "A trust fund that's been growing for three generations. We're set for life, Ryan. You'll never have to worry about money again. Your only job is taking care of us, and these babies, and being exactly who you've become."

It was too much to process all at once - moving in, six babies, a master suite designed for six people, never having to worry about money again. Three months ago I'd been facing eviction and working at a gas station. Now I was here, surrounded by five pregnant women who wanted to spend their lives with me.

"There's something else," Madison said quietly. "Something we should probably discuss before you commit fully."

"What?" I asked, nervous suddenly.

"This is it for us," she said, gesturing to the five of them. "We're not going to keep looking for men, or dating, or anything like that. You're who we chose, and we're done looking. But that's a lot of pressure on you, Ryan. Being the only man in a house with five women and eventually six babies. If you ever feel like you need space, or want to see other people—"

"I don't," I interrupted. "I won't. This is... you're everything I want. Everything I didn't even know I wanted until I met you. I'm not going anywhere, and I'm not looking for anyone else."

He means it, Veronica thought with satisfaction. He's really ours.

"Good," she said, kissing me softly. "Then it's settled. Welcome to the family, Ryan."

The rest of that night was a blur of sex and conversation and planning - fucking each of them again in different combinations, talking about baby names and color schemes for the nursery, laughing about how I'd need to learn how to change diapers times six. We ordered delivery food from some expensive restaurant I'd never heard of and ate it naked in bed, feeding each other and making jokes about midnight cravings and swollen ankles.

As the candles burned down and the sun set completely outside, leaving us in the warm glow of artificial light, I felt something settle in my chest - a sense of belonging, of purpose, of home that I'd never experienced before.

I'd come to this house three months ago to clean a pool and make rent. I was leaving tonight - planning to come back tomorrow to start moving in - as a father-to-be six times over, with five incredible women who wanted me for life.

Summer was ending, fall was coming, and everything was about to change in ways I couldn't fully imagine.

But for the first time in my life, I wasn't scared of the future. I was ready for it.

Ready to be the man they needed me to be. The father their children deserved. The husband - in every way that mattered - who'd love them until the day I died.

"I love you," I said to all of them, to the room, to the future we were building together. "All of you. Thank you for choosing me."

"We love you too," they said in chorus - not quite synchronized like the twins usually were, but close enough, their voices blending together in harmony.

And as we lay there tangled together, five pregnant women and one former pool boy who'd become so much more, I knew with absolute certainty that this was exactly where I was meant to be.

This was my family now.

This was my life.

And I wouldn't trade it for anything in the world.



EPILOGUE

Six months later, I stood in the massive nursery that had been converted from what used to be a game room, holding two tiny bundles - one in each arm - and trying not to cry.

The twins had delivered first, both going into labor within hours of each other like they'd planned it. Two healthy baby girls, identical just like their mothers, with blonde wisps of hair and blue eyes that I knew would grow lighter as they got older. We'd named them Sophie and Sarah, and they were sleeping peacefully against my chest, their tiny heartbeats fluttering against my skin.

Madison's daughter had come next - a beautiful baby girl with dark curls already showing and her mother's warm skin tone. We'd named her Isabella, and she was currently being rocked by Madison in a corner, her soft coos filling the quiet room.

Sienna's son - our son - had been born just last week, a healthy eight-pound baby boy we'd named Marcus who already showed signs of his mother's athletic build. He was asleep in his crib, his tiny fists curled near his face.

And Veronica's daughter was the newest addition, born just three days ago. We'd named her Olivia, and she was in Veronica's arms now as she sat in the rocking chair, nursing her and humming something soft and melodic.

Six babies. Five women. One father. One incredibly complicated, beautiful, perfect family.

The master suite Veronica had promised was finished now - a massive space that took up half the second floor, with a bed that could comfortable sleep all six of us, a sitting area, and an ensuite bathroom with a shower built for a crowd. Most nights we all slept together, a tangle of limbs and soft breathing, the baby monitors on the nightstand ready to wake us at the first cry.

It was chaos, just like Madison had predicted. There were bottles to make and diapers to change and laundry that never seemed to end. There were sleepless nights and crying that echoed through the house at all hours. There were moments when I felt so overwhelmed I wasn't sure how I'd make it through another day.

But there were also moments like this - holding my daughters, watching my wives with our children, feeling this overwhelming sense of love and purpose that made every hard moment worth it.

"How you doing, daddy?" Sienna asked softly, coming up behind me to wrap her arms around my waist carefully, mindful of the babies in my arms.

"Perfect," I said honestly. "Tired as hell, but perfect."

She laughed quietly and kissed my shoulder. "You're amazing with them, you know. Natural father material."

"Thanks," I said, looking down at Sophie and Sarah's sleeping faces. "Though I have no idea what I'm doing half the time."

"None of us do," Madison chimed in from her corner. "But we're figuring it out together."

And that was the truth of it - we were all figuring it out together, this unconventional family that shouldn't work on paper but somehow did in reality. The twins had moved their rooms closer to the nursery to be nearby at night. Sienna had converted the home gym to include baby-safe equipment so she could work out while watching Marcus. Madison had learned to cook with one hand while holding Isabella. And Veronica orchestrated everything with the same commanding presence she brought to every aspect of life, making sure we all had what we needed.

I'd officially moved into the main house two months ago, my things integrated into the master suite, my truck permanently in the driveway. The pool still got cleaned three times a week - by a service we now hired, freeing up my time for more important things. I'd finished my semester at community college with straight A's, planning to continue part-time while the babies were young. And the five hundred a week I'd been getting paid had been replaced with an actual salary, generous enough that I'd opened a savings account for the first time in my life.

But the money didn't matter, not really. What mattered was this - these women, these children, this life we were building together.

"Come to bed soon," Veronica said softly, standing carefully with Olivia in her arms. "All of you. It's late and we have the pediatrician appointments tomorrow morning."

"I'll be there in a few minutes," I promised, watching her carry our daughter out of the nursery. "Just want to sit with these two a little longer."

The others filtered out one by one, until it was just me and the sleeping babies - all six of them now, their soft breathing the only sound in the quiet room.

I looked at each of their faces - Sophie and Sarah in my arms, Isabella in her crib nearby, Marcus slightly further away, Olivia where Veronica had laid her down before leaving.

Six tiny humans who existed because of me. Who depended on me. Who I'd love and protect and raise to be good people, no matter what it took.

"I'm your dad," I whispered to them, testing the words again even though I'd said them a hundred times already. "And I'm going to do everything I can to make sure you grow up happy and healthy and loved. I promise."

Sophie stirred slightly in my arms, her tiny hand curling around my finger, and I felt that now-familiar tightness in my chest - overwhelming love mixed with terrifying responsibility.

I'd come so far from that broke, aimless twenty-two-year-old who'd answered a Craigslist ad for pool maintenance. I was twenty-three now, a father of six, in a committed relationship with five incredible women, living in a mansion and planning a future I couldn't have imagined a year ago.

Life was strange, and complicated, and messy as hell.

But it was mine. And I wouldn't change a single thing.

I stood there a while longer, holding my daughters, listening to my children breathe, feeling more at peace than I'd ever felt in my life.

This was my family.

This was my home.

This was everything.

And summer - that impossible, transformative summer - had been just the beginning.
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