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About


 


The siren’s song could spell my doom.


 


Gloria and Polly are nervous about my date. Three gorgeous women share a single boyfriend and I was lucky enough to earn the approval of two of them so far. Unfortunately, if just one of the group disapproves then all three will break up with me.


 


Like chasing a siren of myth, Iris’ reluctance draws me to pursue her further and I become obsessed with gaining her affections. Iris is smart and uniquely talented, so I worry that I won’t be able to impress her after all. If I really can’t win her over, I’m going to lose Gloria and Polly as well.


 


Am I about to lose my place in the Rockheart harem?


 


Siren Song
 is a spicy dad’s ex-girlfriend older woman younger man reverse age gap harem adventure featuring hot older women showing the young stud Victor how to give them the attention they need!
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Preview


 


Polly was the first to spot Gloria’s car and she jumped with excitement. I thought her enthusiasm was always very endearing and it just made me like her more. I was glad she was there to wait with me and stop me from being as nervous as I would have been on my own. Polly picked something invisible to me off my shirt and then brushed the area off, as if she were anxiously preparing to present her work to a client.



As they approached, Iris was quickly wrapped in Polly’s hug. Gloria was the second victim of Polly’s enthusiasm, receiving another joyful hug and greeting despite already having seen her earlier that day.



“Wow, you look great Iris!” I said as I offered her my elbow. “Shall we?”



She was wearing some very well fitted blue jeans which efficiently showed off the nice curves of her legs. She paired her tan suede boots with a loose, cream colored sweater. The elegant sweater asymmetrically hung off of one shoulder, leaving the other shoulder bare.



Iris smiled, tossing her golden hair over her shoulder as she slipped her hand inside the crook of my arm. We turned and walked towards the escape room entrance, while Gloria and Polly gave us big smiles and waved excitedly as we went. Polly practically vibrated with excitement. Iris and I laughed and waved back as I held the door open for her.



Once the door closed behind us and I led her inside, she retracted her hand from my arm. This threw me into a moment of self-doubt and I wondered if she did not actually want to be here with me. My relationships with Gloria and Polly began so smoothly in flurries of passion, but this was something different.



Does Iris feel forced into this?



 

 

 


Siren Song


 


“You want to look comfortable and natural, but well put together,” Gloria said as she held up yet another shirt against me.



“Not that one,” Polly said disapprovingly as she clutched a gray button-down shirt. “I’m telling you, this is the one.”



“Why are you guys so obsessed with what I wear when I meet Iris?” I wondered aloud and then gestured to Polly. “I dressed myself for our date, didn’t I?”



The two pretty older women glanced at each other a bit incredulously as I stood there in my boxers.



“Yeah,” Polly said, sounding unsure. “Kind of…”



“Wait,” I said as the realization hit me. “What was wrong with what I wore for our date?”



“The point is,” Gloria deflected. “For this date, you’re going to be dressed well.”



“I don’t dress well?”



“You dress like a guy,” Polly answered bluntly. “Look, we just want Iris to like you and she can be kind of… particular.”



“If Iris doesn’t approve,” Gloria said as she arranged an ensemble on the bed. “We’re going to have to find another man to share. No offense, but the three of us have been together for a long time, so we all need to agree on the right boyfriend.”



“I’m the right boyfriend,” I said, taking some offense anyway. “She’s going to love me!”



“There’s that confidence we love,” Gloria said and stroked my face.



“Be yourself and you’ll be fine,” Polly reassured me. “Just wear these clothes instead.”



“Sit on the bed,” Gloria said. “Let me straighten out your hair.”



I sat down on the bed, obviously outclassed and outnumbered in the date preparation department. I digested the idea that this date would actually be my most important one so far.



If this doesn’t go well, it’s all over?



Polly hovered ponderously over Gloria’s clothing choices on the bed beside me for a moment, then replaced the shirt with the gray one she insisted on earlier. She laid Gloria’s choice in a pile of other rejects. Gloria watched her do it, but said nothing as she fiddled with my hair.



Gloria stood in front of me, her plump breasts jiggling in my face with her arm movements. I looked up at her, once again taken by her beauty and how lucky I was. I let my hands slide up along her thighs and hips, continuing up her curves before caressing the sides of her soft breasts.



Gloria chuckled, leaning down to kiss me sweetly.



“Mmm,” she purred. “Maybe we need to get off first. Wouldn’t want you to be acting like such a horny man on your date…”



She laughed as I pulled her to me by the waist and she sat on my lap. We kissed warmly and her soft body felt so good in my arms. Her hand slid down my chest, slowly heading for my crotch as I became more turned on.



“You guys!” Polly interrupted.



I snapped out of it and we both looked over at Polly, who was bringing a plate of cookies into the room.



“Don’t be jealous,” Gloria laughed. “You can join us, you know…”



“What, I-I’m not jealous,” Polly blushed and shook her head. “He should save it for Iris!”



The idea of a threesome with Gloria and Polly was very intriguing for me, but Gloria unfortunately relented to Polly.



“You’re right,” Gloria admitted. “That wouldn’t be fair, today is Iris’ day.”



“Wait,” I begged as she stood, grasping at Gloria’s clothes lightly as she got up and moved away. I allowed the fabric to slide through my fingers. “Come back…”



Gloria smiled and went back to studying the ensemble on the bed and fussed over the gray shirt. Polly hopped over to me, her breasts bouncing teasingly. She took a handful of my semi-hard cock through my boxers, bit her lower lip and squeezed me a little. She sighed wistfully, then handed me a chocolate chip cookie.



“Eat this,” Polly said, then pointed to the clothes laid out on the bed. “Then, put those on. It’s almost time to meet Iris!”



So I dressed, ending up in the short-sleeved gray button-down and tan pants with a cargo pocket on the right leg. I struggled to figure out how this was different from what I normally wore, but I already knew better than to argue about it.



Gloria departed on her own, leaving to pick up Iris and bring her to our date location. I climbed into a car with Polly and we chatted on the way there.



“That cookie was amazing by the way,” I said. “I meant to tell you that before.”



Polly beamed, blushing slightly. It was heartwarming to see how genuinely happy she was to receive my compliment.



“I’m glad you liked it,” she said, casting me a brief glance as she drove. “You look really great, this is going to be a good date for you guys. I can feel it!”



“So, what do you do for a living?” I asked her as we traveled. “I never asked you that.”



“I’m a marketing manager,” she nodded, focusing on the road. “I work on advertising campaigns for different companies and stuff.”



“Oh,” I said in surprise. “That sounds really cool!”



“I think so too! I actually love my job,” Polly smiled. “I do well enough, but Gloria does
 really well
 . She’s the Vice President of Innovation at a big company where they do a bunch of renewable energy tech stuff.”



I suddenly felt bad for not asking fundamental questions like that earlier, but I filed it away as a learning lesson and inwardly resolved to talk with the girls more about their lives. I intensely enjoyed their bodies for sure, but I was being too ignorant of their other qualities.



“This is it,” Polly said and parked the car.



We walked to the entrance and chatted while we waited for Iris and Gloria to arrive. I wanted to do something unique to impress Iris, since the other two women were so intent on me getting Iris’ approval. After some thought, I had settled on bringing Iris to an escape room.



Polly was the first to spot Gloria’s car and she jumped with excitement. I thought her enthusiasm was always very endearing and it just made me like her more. I was glad she was there to wait with me and stop me from being as nervous as I would have been on my own. Polly picked something invisible to me off my shirt and then brushed the area off, as if she were anxiously preparing to present her work to a client.



As they approached, Iris was quickly wrapped in Polly’s hug. Gloria was the second victim of Polly’s enthusiasm, receiving another joyful hug and greeting despite already having seen her earlier that day.



“Wow, you look great Iris!” I said as I offered her my elbow. “Shall we?”



She was wearing some very well fitted blue jeans which efficiently showed off the sexy curves of her legs. She paired her tan suede boots with a loose, cream colored sweater. The elegant sweater asymmetrically hung off of one shoulder, leaving the other shoulder bare.



Iris smiled, tossing her golden hair over her shoulder as she slipped her hand inside the crook of my arm. We turned and walked towards the escape room entrance, while Gloria and Polly gave us big smiles and waved excitedly as we went. Polly practically vibrated with excitement. Iris and I laughed and waved back as I held the door open for her.



Once the door closed behind us and I led her inside, she retracted her hand from my arm. This threw me into a moment of self-doubt and I wondered if she did not actually want to be here with me. My relationships with Gloria and Polly began so smoothly in flurries of passion, but this was something different.



Does Iris feel forced into this?



We were swiftly approached by a member of the staff, so I wasn’t afforded very long to think about it.



“Victor?” the young woman inquired, continuing after we greeted her. “I’m Melanie, I’ll be your host today! Your puzzle room is all prepared if you would like to follow me?”



Without waiting for an answer, Melanie tilted her head in a beckoning motion and gestured onward as she led the way. I let Iris follow first, walking close behind her as we moved through an Art Deco styled hallway. We passed several doors until Melanie stopped and opened one.



She marched right in with us looking around curiously behind her. The escape room’s style was jarringly different from the luxurious and lavish style we saw outside the room. This room was more modern, but with no specific theme. Odd decorations and detailed murals were scattered across the walls. There were several chairs around a dining table, a large soft rug, a fine wooden writing desk and many distracting containers and cabinets placed around the room.



Most alarming was the two cages in the corners of one side of the room. Melanie stood between them with her hands clasped in front of her and a wide smile on her face.



“In this two-player room,” she began. “I will lock each of you in one of these cages, then I will lock the door to the room. You guys will have one hour to work together, following clues and solving the puzzles until you figure out how to escape! If you get the door open, it will trigger an alarm and stop the timer.”



Melanie gestured to an LED screen on the wall, situated between the two cages.



“If you want to quit at any time, simply press the big red button that is inside your cells. But if you press it, you’ll lose the game and you won’t get the little prize we prepared for you,” Melanie winked.



I looked over at Iris and I was pleased to see that she had a big grin on her face.



“Let’s do it!” I said and I intrepidly marched into one of the cages.



Melanie shut the door of my cell with a clang and locked it. Being suddenly confined in a small space caused a little anxiety to creep in.



Iris looked excited as Melanie slammed her cage shut, locking it securely and pulling on both of our doors to test them. Once satisfied, Melanie then laughed melodramatically at us as she backed out of the room tenting her fingers, then locked the exit door as loudly as possible.



I looked over at Iris with a smile, thoroughly entertained already. Iris was already laughing out loud, ready to play the game. Seeing her smile gave me hope. She was so beautiful and I felt a strong urge to impress her.



Then we were plunged into darkness as the lights went out. Iris cried out and I swore out loud in surprise. The LED screen lit up in red with a row of zeroes that blinked there for a moment, before starting to count up by the second.



“We have to do this in the dark?” I exclaimed, but even as I said it the lights slowly returned and allowed us a dim light to see by.



Iris was already testing each bar of her cage for any weaknesses, so I began searching around for clues. The inside of the cage was pretty bare, except for the big red button that teasingly read ‘GIVE UP’ on it.



“Well I don’t get it!” I threw my hands up after two whole minutes had gone by. “There’s nothing in here to work with.”



“It wouldn’t be much of a game if it was impossible,” Iris said as she persisted in her search. “Just try, we can do this!”



So we kept looking until around three minutes, Iris called out.



“Look into giving up,” she said, seemingly to herself.



“Nah,” I said. “We can do it, like you said! We just need keep looking, it would suck to get stuck so early.”



“No,” Iris replied. “That’s what it says on one of the bars here. ‘Look into giving up’.”



I quickly turned to study my own bars and she was right, I had the same message scrawled vertically down one of the bars of the cage.



“Well that’s a bit rude,” I said, folding my arms and shaking my head at the discouraging message.



Then, I heard a clatter of activity from Iris’ cage.



“Look! Pull the metal plate away from the wall. I found a key behind the button!” she laughed excitedly. She held up her trophy victoriously and then hastily tried to unlock her cell.



Iris had figured out the first clue. I quickly searched behind the button in my own cell. It wasn’t really attached to the wall very well and I found a similar key taped to the back of the metal plate.



“It doesn’t work!” Iris rattled the iron key in her lock.



“What?” I said and tried my own key. “Same. Well here, try my key in your door!”



I tossed the key through the bars of my cage in her direction. It rang like a bell as it bounced right off of her bars, ricocheting in entirely the wrong direction and clattered across the floor.



“Oh shit,” I slapped myself in the forehead. “I might need to press that button after all.”



Iris laughed out loud at my mistake and I thought that maybe our date was actually going well after all.



“Here,” she said as she stifled her amusement. “Let me try.”



I felt dumb for not thinking of it, but Iris squatted down and slid her key over to me across the hard floor. Her key unlocked my cell easily, so I let myself out and retrieved my key. We celebrated briefly as I released her, but the oppressive red timer on the wall urged us on.



We kept working together, finding a dimmer switch to turn the lights up and carefully combing the room for more clues. We talked and joked around as we studied the room and it’s contents, unlocking containers and studying the paintings on the walls.



At one point, Iris was absently humming a tune to herself. Her voice had a smooth, alluring quality to it that made me stop and listen. Something inside of me inexplicably urged me to hold her close, but I told myself to just concentrate on the game.



I solved my share of puzzles but Iris proved her mental prowess by leading the charge. With six minutes remaining, we finally got the exit open with a code that we deciphered from a riddle that we fished out of a porcelain vase, which was locked inside a suitcase that was behind the desk. Iris hugged me in excitement when were finally free of the convoluted puzzle room and I felt a great relief that she enjoyed herself.



Melanie jogged out to meet us in the hallway with her congratulations. She led us through a procession of taking pictures of us with some of the props in the room, giving us completion certificates and keychains that resembled the
 GIVE UP
 button. They even let us keep the iron keys that opened our cages.



It was a great date for sure but as we left the escape room place I still felt a little resistance from Iris. Getting together with Gloria and Polly was fairly straightforward, but it seemed like I needed to work harder for Iris’ affections. I was starting to feel a bit crazy with how much I wanted her to like me. The thought of losing Iris, Polly and Gloria all at the same time filled me with dread.



“So what do you do for a living?” I asked as we strolled down the street.



“I used to be an executive consultant, helping rich people get richer,” Iris said with a chuckle. “But I didn’t like it all that much so I opened my own book store not too long ago.”



“Wow,” I marveled. “You guys have such cool jobs.”



“Well, what do you do?”



“I’m in college,” I shrugged, slightly ashamed that I was still a student and didn’t have a cool job. “It’s just a music business management and media studies program.”



“That sounds like a useful thing to be studying,” she said with a smile.



“I hope so,” I nodded. “But that’s work, what do you do for fun?”



“Oh,” Iris breathed. “I love reading and…”



“Go on,” I urged her to continue after she trailed off.



“Now I’m embarrassed to say it,” she blushed and brushed some of her blonde hair behind her ear. “I don’t really tell anyone about that, I don’t know why I started to.”



“Well now I really need to know,” I said, her secret hobby suddenly a focal point for me. “Please? I’ll keep it a secret if you want.”



I wasn’t thinking when my hand touched the small of her back, which caused her to pull away from me.



“Shit, sorry,” I stammered. “I didn’t mean to…”



“No, sorry. It’s fine,” she said. “It’s not that I don’t want you to touch me, really. I know Gloria and Polly love you but I just want to make sure you’re not like… your dad.”



The succinct explanation of her reluctance made perfect sense.



“Okay,” I nodded, finally understanding. “That’s fine, whatever you need. So then, are you going to tell me your secret?”



She smiled and laughed, looking down at her boots.



“I was hoping you would forget about that,” she said as she grinned downwards.



She was so beautiful that I couldn’t even respond for a second.



“Okay… how about I tell you an embarrassing secret about me?” I offered. “Will you tell me then?”



Iris looked over at me, looking more interested.



“Yeah?” she said questioningly, then her voice started to sound more resolved while a growing smirk crept across her face. “Yeah… fine, okay! I’ll tell you my secret if you tell me yours.”



Suddenly, I was the one put on the spot as she looked at me expectantly. If I couldn’t get Iris to really like me, I was in danger of losing the entire harem all at once. I needed to pull through, for Gloria and Polly.



“Okay,” I said, taking a deep breath and pausing dramatically. “I like doing yoga.”



“Yoga?” she laughed.



“I like the stretches and mindfulness stuff,” I said defensively. “It feels good, I’ve been teaching myself at home!”



“Oh, come on. That’s not so bad!” she said, then nudged me with her elbow. “Maybe I can take you to my yoga class.”



“Well, I’ve never told anyone that before,” I said. “I don’t know if I’m ready to do it in front of people though…”



“Okay fine,” she said with a smile, stopping our stroll and turning to face me. “I’ll tell you my thing, but don’t laugh.”



I nodded at her expectantly and silence settled into the pause.



“I write poetry,” she said and looked away.



“Poetry!” I exclaimed.



“Shut up,” she shushed me. “Not so loud!”



“How is that embarrassing?” I asked and I proceeded to beg. “Come on, you have to share some of your work with me.”



Iris cringed, as if that idea were painful to consider.



“I can’t…” she mumbled.



“Please?” I pleaded.



“I can’t,” she said, looking at me again. “I would have to… sing it.”



“You sing too? Iris!” I said urgently. “Why is that embarrassing, that’s so cool! Please, I want to hear you. You’re killing me right now.”



I could see her churning and resisting still, but her resistance felt like it was pulling me to her somehow. I could detect cracks forming in her protective shell as she looked into my eyes, studying me and possibly searching for any deception.



“Okay, well…” she finally relented, looking to one side down the sidewalk. “Fine. Come, my book shop isn’t very far from here. It will be more private and some of my notebooks are there.”



Both of us were excited then, so we departed quickly and after only a few blocks we arrived at a small storefront.



“‘Lost Library,’” I said as I read the sign above the door aloud. “Good name.”



“Oh thanks,” she said as she unlocked the door. “I specialize in rare books and first editions here. Come on in!”



She locked the door again behind me and I carefully followed her through the darkness to the back of the store. Iris turned on a single desk lamp there, which illuminated some of the many shelves around us. Old and exotic looking books lined the shelves, filling the air with an earthy smell.



“Here,” Iris said as she indicated a wooden chair in front of the desk.



I sat as she busied herself sorting through many notebooks inside a drawer of her desk. Soon she was quickly leafing through one of them, until she settled on a particular page.



“This one,” she said as she studied her writing. “I think I’m good at this one, but you’re coming with me to yoga for this.”



The idea of doing yoga in public sounded awful, but I agreed anyway.



“Sure,” I nodded, eager to hear her perform.



Iris looked up from her notebook and we watched each other for a moment in silence. She started to look a little panicked.



“I’m embarrassed,” she said, blushing and dropping her arms, letting the book slap against her thighs. “I can’t…”



“Look. It’s fine,” I said, holding my hands up. “Maybe now isn’t the time. I don’t want to pressure you into it, okay?”



“Turn around,” she said, with sudden determination. “Don’t look at me yet so I can at least get started…”



“Okay sure,” I said, turning to sit in my chair backwards instead, straddling it and gazing into the darkness of the store. “Whatever you need.”



I waited quietly, listening to her take several deep, calming breaths.



Then, she sang for me. No mere words could encapsulate the way she sounded. She started softly, building up in power and confidence as she went along. I felt goosebumps tighten my skin, making the hair on my arms and neck stand up as her powerful and clear voice washed through me. I shivered as it somehow resonated with me on an emotional level.



I turned in my seat, struck dumb in astonishment as her strong voice and words stirred up new, unidentified emotions in my chest. She was so beautiful in the dim light of the desk lamp, her voice flooding me with some kind of inexplicable emotional release that I had never experienced before. I was left entirely stunned as she finished her lyrics and the small book shop fell silent again.



“I’ve never shared that with anyone before,” she said, contrastingly quiet as she hid part of her face behind the notebook.



“Th-thanks, for sharing that with me,” I croaked, once I found my voice again. “That was beautiful, Iris…”



“Are…” Iris trailed off, leaning forward and peering at me through the darkness. “Are you crying?”



I wiped my face and my fingers came away wet. Slowly coming out of my daze, I was surprised to find that her voice had literally moved me to tears.



“You’re super talented, Iris!” I gushed as I stood from my seat. “I barely have words. I’ve never heard anything so amazing!”



“Ah, thank you, Victor,” she blushed a bright pink and looked away bashfully.



Drawn to her and powerless to stop myself, I stepped closer and leaned in to kiss her. She inhaled sharply in surprise, kissing me back for a moment before pulling away.



“Wait,” she stepped back reluctantly. “Victor…”



“Shit,” I stumbled over my words. “I-I’m sorry, I went too far again…”



“No,” she said, her eyes now looking less uncertain as she ran her fingers up my arm. “No, sorry I’m being so defensive. I really do want you, you know. The girls are right about you…”



My goosebumps returned as she brushed my skin. Iris then took two handfuls of my shirt at the chest and pulled me towards her, planting a warm kiss on my lips. Finally allowed to touch her, I pulled her close to me by the waist and let my hands roam up her back.



It was a relief to hold her body against mine, tasting her tongue in my mouth. Still kissing me deeply, Iris unbuttoned my shirt, pulled it open and ran her hands gently over my skin. My emotions still running high, her every touch was electric and excited me in ways I hadn’t felt before.



I released her so I could remove my shirt entirely as we kissed, then I reached down and gingerly lifted her shirt up. I moved slowly, checking for any signs of doubt and appreciating every inch of her perfect body that I was privileged to reveal. Pulling her sweater up over her head, I tossed it onto her desk and stroked her curves as she shook her hair out.



I kissed her neck, loving the taste of her skin. The warm, smooth feeling of our skin pressing together and the smell of her body drove me wild. My cock hardened quickly as I reveled in our closeness, giving me a feeling like I was not in control of myself any more. I hungrily felt up her body and her round ass, kissing her neck and behind her ear as she moaned.



“Oh Victor,” she sighed as her hand slid down my stomach to grope my crotch. “That feels good…”



I felt my way along her bra straps, locating the hooks and carefully pinching them open. Iris maneuvered her arms, allowing the white lacy bra to slide off onto the floor and then she reached for my belt. She returned to kiss me and her round breasts felt so good pressed against my chest.



I helped her unbuckle my belt as she unfastened my pants, eagerly shoving them to the floor. My hard cock tenting my boxers, I stepped out of my pants so I wouldn’t trip on them. Iris reached through the opening in the front of my boxers and squeezed my shaft as I kicked the pants aside.



I groaned as her hand touched me. Then Iris quickly unbuttoned and pulled her pants down too. I became even more excited at the sight of all this skin, feeling her smooth ass and stroking her body before she could even stand up straight again.



Iris laughed happily, turning back to me and throwing her arms around me with a satisfying kiss. I was only in my boxers and she in her panties, our bodies in full contact as we stood there pawing each other as we kissed.



I slowly stepped forward, pushing her back until she was backed up against the old wooden desk. I lifted her by the waist and she cooperated by hopping up onto the desk, spreading her legs for me as I let my boxers fall to the floor.



Iris watched my erection growing stiffer in her hand, massaging the shaft gently as I wedged myself between her warm thighs. She squeezed my sides softly with her legs, biting her lip and tilting her head curiously while manipulating my hard cock.



“You’ve got a really nice cock,” Iris breathed.



I stroked her plump breasts, groaning softly as she played with me. I explored her body with my hands and ran my thumbs over her tits, her body jerking slightly as I teased her perky nipples. She looked so sexy in the dim light, with her hands gently stroking my shaft.



She moved her thumb in a circular motion over my tip, spreading around the slippery clear droplet that was forming there. Pulling her panties to one side, she pushed the tip of my cock down towards her wet pussy lips.



“Go slow first,” she whispered as she looked at me in the eyes.



I shivered with excitement, her pink pussy glistening invitingly with wetness. Gripping the base of my cock, I pushed towards her and slipped my tip through her pink pussy lips.



“Oh Iris,” I moaned, her warmth overwhelming me. “That feels really good.”



Iris held on to both of my biceps as I gently pulled my cock back out. We both watched with our mouths hanging open in lewd fascination as I slowly pushed myself back inside her wet pussy. With a bit less than half of my cock inside of her, I gave her some gentle, short thrusts.



“Oh wow,” I said as I enjoyed her tight pussy finally wrapped around my cock.



She was so wet and I was so hard for her, slowly picking up some speed as I slipped inside her with repeated half-thrusts. I kissed her for a moment then slid off of her lips to bury my face in her shoulder.



“Oh fuck,” I groaned.



“More,” Iris whimpered. She rocked her hips into me as her hands pulled on my hips. “More, Victor please…”



I gladly obeyed. Iris cried out as I sank my cock deeper inside of her, but kept my strokes slow and steady. I had a desperate need to please her, to give her the best sex of her life and secure my place with the harem. Her pussy squeezed my shaft and I groaned, her wetness teasing me into pushing myself deeper.



“Ohh,” I moaned nonsensically as I thrust my full length inside of her.



“Vic,” Iris breathed as she threw her arms around my neck. “Yes…”



I leaned forward, one fist on either side of Iris’ gorgeous ass on the sturdy old wooden desk. I continued my steady pace with the longest strokes I could, enjoying every possible inch of her tight pussy. I felt a growing tension inside of me, her body rocking into mine and rapidly coaxing my climax closer.



Realizing what was about to happen, I gave her a hard kiss and she gasped as I pulled out of her. I strained for a moment, trying hard to hold back my release. Even a slight breeze could have set me off at that moment.



“Your pussy is so amazing,” I said as I caught my breath.



“It’s okay you know,” she smiled. “Just go ahead, cum in me.”



“I want you to cum for me,” I said, lowering myself to my knees.



I pulled at her panties and Iris shifted her weight from one side to the other, assisting me until I pulled them off her. I pushed her smooth thighs apart and leaned close to passionately kiss her pink, wet pussy lips.



“Ah!” Iris moaned as she grabbed a handful of my hair. “Oh, Vic…”



She tasted so good. I loved watching her squirm and gyrate her hips as I added the wetness of my saliva to her already soaking wet pussy. I ran my tongue up and down her pussy lips, making sure to stimulate her sweet clit.



Despite the darkness, I could plainly see that Iris’ body was a work of art. She didn’t have huge tits like Gloria or Polly, but they were still a generous size and perfectly suited to her body. The lamp cast a rim of light onto her skin, perfectly highlighting her curves and reminding me of how lucky I was to be with her. She was smart, talented and drop-dead gorgeous.



Iris opened her eyes and looked down, cradling my head in her hands as I focused on flicking her clit with my tongue. Her arms squeezed her breasts together, plumping them up as my tongue made her squirm. I locked eyes with her and wrapped my arms around her milky thighs.



“Oh my god,” she moaned and rocked her hips into my mouth. “Victor…”



If I had learned anything about oral sex this week, it was
 don’t stop
 . Her moans took on an urgent quality and her face was becoming more flushed. I continued my paces, reaching down to stroke my cock as I watched the beautiful Iris squirming on my tongue.



“Oh fuck…” she gasped, her breathing becoming heavier and her brow furrowing in concentration.



Iris moaned as my tongue relentlessly slid over her wet folds. She ground her hips into my mouth, covering my face in her wetness but I didn’t care.



“Vic… Vic… Ahh!” she cried breathlessly.



Her trembling thighs involuntarily squeezed me as she orgasmed hard and I could feel her pussy pulsating under my tongue. Her body jerked and twitched as she groaned, doubling over me and pulling my head even closer into her.



Iris trembled and spasmed for a minute in a very sexy display of climax, until she slowly began to relax. She leaned back, laying down and breathing hard on the large desk as I stood up and wiped my face with my hands. I enjoyed that the scent of her pussy was on me and I repositioned myself between her milky thighs.



I lined up my hard cock with her pink pussy lips, sliding myself back inside of her warmth. Her pussy lips welcomed me, sliding easily down my shaft.



“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, still shuddering slightly and recovering from her orgasm. “Fuck me, Victor…”



“Iris,” I moaned. “You’re so beautiful when you cum…”



Her breasts looked so round and plump as she lay across the desk. I held her by the waist, thrusting myself deep into her wetness.



“Oh, fuck me,” she moaned as she put her feet up on the edge. “Your cock is so good…”



Her filthy talk encouraging me, I put my hands on her raised knees and slapped my body against her with long strokes.



“Yeah,” I breathed. “Oh fuck yeah, Iris…”



Her breasts jiggled as I pushed against her and her hair spread around her on the desk. I wanted to kiss her but couldn’t from this position, so I plowed into her and caressed her body with my hands.



“Hang on,” Iris said as she sat up. “Hold up a second, sweetie.”



I stepped back, my stiff cock glistening with her wetness as it slipped out of her. I took her hand in support as Iris shuffled forward, hopping off the desk with a smile.



“Come on,” she said as she turned away from me and bent over the desk. “Fuck me hard, Victor…”



I took a moment to appreciate her stunning figure. I grazed her round ass cheeks with my hands, ran my hands up her smooth back and down her soft legs.



“You’re so beautiful Iris,” I whispered as I stroked my cock a little. “Damn…”



Iris laughed and turned, looking back at me past her golden blonde hair with joy in her eyes. She wiggled her behind at me teasingly.



“I need your cum in me,” she purred. “Fuck me, Vic…”



My eyes fixated on her tight pussy lips. Nestled between her thighs, dripping with wetness, her pussy beckoned me closer.



“Oh my god,” I grunted as I guided my cock back into her. “Your pussy is so tight…”



Iris sighed happily, pushing her shapely hips towards me as I thrust. She leaned on the desk with her elbows, vocally expressing her pleasure as I slid my cock inside her.



“Oh shit,” I moaned, my slow and steady thrusts now long a thing of the past.



The silence of the darkened book store was broken by the sound of my body clapping against her ass cheeks and thighs. I wantonly thrust into her, losing my pace and control of myself as I grew more excited. Raising my hand, I brought it down and slapped her ass cheek hard. For just a moment, I wondered if I had made a mistake until I heard her voice.



“Oh fuck yeah,” Iris groaned. “I want your cum inside me, please…”



Relieved, I wetly pounded into her, my cock feeling harder than ever. I spanked her again, enjoying her cries as my cock slammed into her tight pussy over and over.



I felt a familiar trembling in her legs and her pussy began to gently squeeze my thrusting shaft. I held onto her waist tightly, watching her closely as another orgasm gradually took over her body. Her body convulsed suddenly and she cried out as her pussy squeezed me tightly.



I kept thrusting, slapping into her hard as her pussy quivered and pulsated. She kept whimpering and moaning as my cock drew her orgasm out longer. The feeling of her orgasming on my cock was amazing. She cried out, twisted herself, shuddered and convulsed until her body slowly relaxed.



“Oh Vic,” she said as she gasped for breath. A final shudder passed through her as she reached back to push me out of her.



I caught my own breath, stepping back and watching my cock slide out of her. Iris straightened up and turned to face me, looking sexier than ever.



“Now I’m going to make
 you
 cum,” she smiled and stretched up to kiss me. “You’ve been such a good boy tonight…”



She took an extra step forward, causing me to step back and fall back into my chair, breaking our kiss. We laughed together as Iris seductively sank to her knees. I shivered a little with the anticipation building in my chest.



Iris smiled up at me from behind my stiff cock, gently taking it in her hand. She kissed me, just behind my tip. I moaned slightly, caressing her cheek with my hand as she began to swirl her tongue around the same area. Her teasing tongue drew involuntary twitches and spasms out of me, causing me to moan and sigh with pleasure.



She stared up at me and I was drawn into her eyes, locked onto her gaze as she skillfully manipulated me with just her tongue. I rocked my hips, wanting more. I wanted to just slam my cock down her throat, but I just gripped the seat of my chair and allowed her to tease more pre-cum out of me.



She gave my shaft a little squeeze and smiled, standing up and swinging one leg over me. My hands settled onto her hips as she reached down and guided my cock back into her wet pussy. I groaned with relief, thrusting my cock as she lowered herself down my shaft.



“Nope, don’t move,” she smiled and held me by the chin. “Let me make you cum.”



I moaned as she raised herself slowly and then lowered herself again, burying my cock in her. I desperately wanted to pound into her as she slid her warm pussy up and down my shaft steadily.



“That’s good,” Iris said. “I can feel how much you like this.”



“I love it,” I groaned as I felt up her perfect breasts. “I love your pussy so much. Oh, fuck…”



My hands roved over her body as she fucked me. It took restraint to hold myself back, but her wet pussy was so good that I could feel the tension building inside me already.



“Fuck,” I moaned. “You’re fucking perfect.”



As I watched her breasts bouncing in my face and my cock slipping deep inside her, my stomach tightened up.



“Iris,” I grunted, my fingers digging into her soft hips. “Oh fuck…”



“That’s a good boy,” she purred, putting her hands on my shoulders and increasing her pace. “Just relax and let it go. Cum inside me…”



I couldn’t hold back at this pace, she was too persistent and gorgeous. Her pussy was too tight, warm and wet. Her beautiful face watching me as I squirmed and tensed up. Her soft thighs clapping into my lap, her angelic voice begging me to cum inside of her. Her golden hair and breasts bounced as the pressure inside me built up to an unstoppable point.



“Fuck. I’m—” I gasped. “I’m gonna—”



Iris kissed me hard and continued her fluid movements in my lap. I grunted and my body convulsed hard as I shot my load deep inside her.



“Fuh,” I grunted.



Iris cried out, throwing her head back as my hot cum flooded her pussy. She continued working her hips rhythmically along my pulsing shaft. Looking back down, she watched me happily as I groaned, spasmed and shuddered. I moaned and shivered as she moved, her tight pussy filling me with pure ecstasy. My body twitched and shuddered involuntarily as I grasped at her perfect body, strong pulses forcing my streams deep into her warmth. My spine arched and I gripped her hips tightly as she kept sliding her wet pussy up and down my straining cock, drawing every possible drop out of me.



When she finally stopped moving, she sat in my lap with my spent cock still inside her and we kissed for a long time. Soon I could feel my cum leaking out of her onto my balls and the chair, but holding her felt so good. I felt so close to her, aside from the physical it was a strong emotional connection that I had never experienced before. I was just so… happy.



I wasn’t even aware of when we fell asleep, but I woke up on the floor of the book store covered in mismatched blankets. Iris slept cuddled up next to me, using my arm as a pillow and stretching her arm and leg over top of me. Her body felt good next to me, but I noticed that my arm was asleep and completely numb.



I struggled to move it without waking Iris up, but that proved impossible and she became roused from her sleep anyway. Her eyes fluttered open and she smiled at me.



She’s so beautiful.



“Morning,” she mumbled, tousling her hair as she sat up.



“Hey,” I said, sitting up and massaging blood back into my deadened arm. “Yesterday was awesome.”



“It really was,” Iris grinned as she stood up, stretching and reaching for the ceiling. “The sex was really great and the escape room was so fun!”



“Yeah, I’ve never done that before,” I said as I looked around for my clothes.



Iris went to the desk, searching for her phone while I tried to rub my arm back to life.



“Your voice,” I said as life began to flow through my arm again and I winced as pins and needles danced through my revived nerves. “Your poetry. You’re really talented, Iris.”



“Oh crap,” Iris said, looking at her phone and seemingly ignoring my compliment. “Polly and Gloria sent me like a thousand messages, wondering where we are.”



“I don’t think I can keep your secret,” I continued anyway. “Hiding skills like yours from the world should be a crime!”



“But how would we do that?” she asked. I couldn’t stop myself from eyeballing her naked body as she questioned me with one hand on her hip. I cleared my throat, trying to stay on topic.



“I think we could pretty easily set up an event right here,” I suggested, gesturing to the shop around us. “We can put up some posters around the city, it could be a free thing at first. We could even book some events and sell tickets later. I’m serious, you’re really talented.”



Iris blushed, looking down at her phone and didn’t reply. As she tapped away at her screen, I decided I wouldn’t push the issue right then because I could see how shy she was. I just let the topic be and got up off the floor, approaching her and giving her a warm hug instead. She melted into me and I held her close, trying to memorize her scent.



“We’ll talk about that later,” she said into my chest. After a moment, she pulled back. “Wait, what’s this?”



Iris reached down between us, grabbing my stiffening cock. She looked up at me with a coy smile and I kissed her. Feeling her naked body so close to mine effortlessly reignited my passion for her once again.



“Naughty,” she laughed, tossing her phone aside onto the desk and kissing me back.



I fucked her again on the floor that morning before we got in touch with Gloria and Polly. They sent me many messages demanding to know how our date went and for details on what happened. We all celebrated together that night, my place in the Rockheart harem finally cemented.



I organized several events for Iris in the following months so she could have an outlet to share her creativity. We started with some quick, free events in the bookstore but eventually graduated to booking venues and selling actual tickets. My heart swelled with pride for her as her audiences grew each time and she became accustomed to sharing her talents in public.



I did hold up my end of the bargain. Iris never allowed me to forget about our deal and I ended up joining her yoga class. It wasn’t as embarrassing as I thought it would be and no, I didn’t wear yoga tights like most women do. They were yoga
 pants
 , which aren’t skintight and they still allow for good freedom of movement.



So, that’s pretty much it. That’s how I took charge of my own dad’s rock star harem. Gloria, Polly and Iris were happy to share me with each other, making me easily the luckiest guy in the world. It was certainly more work to date three women all at once, but I would say that it was definitely worth it!


 


* * *


 


Thanks for reading!


 


If you liked this story, maybe you will be interested in this collection of three books about Trevor’s adventures as a handyman:


 


HELPING HAND
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GET YOUR COPY



 


Young stud Trevor is a handy man to have around. He is always willing to put in hard work and lend his smoking hot neighbors a helping hand. When a gorgeous older woman has a task for him, Trevor is ready to give his all, whether she needs caulking or for him to work a double shift laying pipe!


 


This collection includes:


 


Needs Caulking



Young stud Trevor is a handy man to have around and he is always willing to lend his smoking hot neighbors a helping hand. His best friend’s sexy mom has a task for him and Trevor is ready to give her all the caulking she needs!


 


Double Shift



Will Trevor be able to handle a double shift with two smoking hot ladies from his neighborhood at the same time? The young handyman has his hands full when two experienced older women give him an offer he can’t refuse!


 


Laying Pipe



Trevor got himself a girlfriend, but he might be in hot water when he meets her hot mom! It seems that this sexy older woman is in need of some repairs and she needs Trevor to lay some pipe for her...


 


* * *


 


Sign up for my newsletter at Bogwood Press:




https://www.bogwoodpress.com/newsletter




 

 

 


Axel Rivers


 


I write about hot, experienced older women teaching younger men that mature women are the best. If you like them as much I do, check out more books on my website!
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