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Chapter O​ne: Chance Encounters.
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"Are these seats taken?" a female approached our table.

"No," Damien quickly replied.

The female smiled and waved to another woman. "It's busy today!" she said as she sat down and stared up at the screen.

"Playoffs," I smiled as the other female joined us.

We were at our local sports bar watching the Eagles play the Cowboys. The boys were the favorite; our Eagles barely got into the playoffs this year.

Both teams were playing the wild-card game.

So far, the Eagles were playing well, and at the end of the second quarter, it was a tie at ten apiece.

"Michaela," the first lady introduced herself.

"Lionel," I introduced myself.

"Damien," my friend shook their hands.

"Joyce," the other woman introduced herself.

The bar was filled with Eagles and Cowboys fans watching the game, and soon after they sat down, we ordered a round of drinks. Just like many female Eagle fans, they weren't the quiet kind as they were drinking and shouting at the screen just like the rest of us.

During the breaks and the commercials, we talked. Michaela had red hair and a fit body. She said she worked as a secretary at a modeling studio. She could probably be a model herself. Then there was Joyce, the blonde, who was as witty as they came; she also had a nice body to stare at, not as toned and built as Michaela's, but she had curves in all the right places. She worked in real estate.

They didn't live too far from the bar; they had come to the bar to watch the game and get out of the house.

"Dude, I think they are hitting on us," Damien grinned like a high school kid after the women went to the bathroom.

"You always think a woman is hitting on you," I laughed it off.

"I am serious this time," Damien tried to argue.

"They are being polite because we allowed them to sit at our table and we are buying the drinks," I shook my head.

"No, I think Joyce is interested in me, and the redhead," he smiled as he looked at me. "Wants the black guy," he winked at me. "She wants some of that BBC action!"

"Quit it!" I pointed at him as I noticed the girls returning.

"Were you talking about us?" Joyce smiled as she sat down.

"No, not really," Damien quickly answered.

"Well, if that's not a lie, I don't know what is," Michaela stared at Damien.

'Idiot!' I thought.

"He thinks the two of you are interested in them," the guy at the next table stated as the game came back on after a commercial break.

"The other guy told him no and to shut up," another guy added.

The two girls stared at Damien.

"Told you to keep your mouth shut, crowded bar!" I shook my head.

It was wall to wall people, no one was moving or leaving, as it was a close game.

"Sorry!" Damien stared at me.

"I think we will find somewhere else to sit," Joyce stood up.

"No, at least finish watching," I told them.

We watched the rest of the game in silence, as I knew they were angry at Damien for speaking out loud.

"Maybe next year," I shook my head as the Eagles were eliminated from the playoffs by a Cowboys last-minute field goal.

"Yeah, thanks for the drinks," Michaela said as she stood up.

"Thanks again," Joyce stared directly at me as she said it.

"I am sorry again, I didn't mean to talk out of..." Damien started to say, but the women were already leaving.

"Open mouth insert foot," I shook my head.

"Come on," Damien sighed. "It's not like I called them names."

"You kind of did," I told him as we walked out of the bar. "Literally calling them easy, just because they were being nice."

"Anyone would think that," Damien replied.

"Not me," I smiled.

"Because you don't think any woman has other intentions," Damien stood by his car.

"No, I know they have other intentions, but I don't say it out loud, there is a difference," I waved at him as I walked to my car.

I got in and started it up when I noticed a car across the parking lot flashing its headlights off and on. I didn't pay it any attention until it raced towards my car as I started to exit.

"Oh," I smiled as I saw that the driver was Michaela.

"Do you always not pay attention to your surroundings?" Joyce asked as she got out of the passenger seat.

"Well, wasn't expecting to see you guys again," I smiled.

They had waited until Damien's car had left.

"Sorry to act like that in front of your friend," Joyce apologized.

"Coworker," I corrected her. "Not friend just a coworker I sometimes hang out with. We just got out of work and decided to watch the game."

"Ah!" Michaela. "That makes a lot of sense now."

"It does?"

"The way you were talking to him, even before that," Joyce explained. "We could tell you weren't interested in the same things."

"Damien is a nice guy at work, but I don't hang out with him on a regular basis," I told them.

We were the only ones outside of the bar; most people had left already, and the usual bar attendees were still inside.

The two of them looked at each other, then at me. "We were wondering," Joyce started.

"If we could get your number so we can meet up and go out sometime," Michaela finished the sentence.

"Of course," I smiled.

"Just the three of us, no Damien!" Joyce exclaimed. "Just want to confirm that."

"No, definitely not," I grinned.

'The idiot was right,' I smiled as I gave them my number.

"Thanks," Michaela said as she quickly texted me back. Then Joyce texted me.

"We will be in touch," Michaela grinned as they walked back to the car.

I waited until they had left the parking lot before I drove away.

I was happier than I had been in years. I hadn't gone on a date in almost three years.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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"No fucking way!" Michaela slapped my arm.

"Yes," I told her.

"Three years?" Joyce asked.

"Yes," I repeated.

"Why?" Michaela asked.

"I've been a workaholic mostly and when I am not working I usually stay in," I shrugged.

I had met the two of them at a restaurant, and now we were walking along the pier. A normal hangout in this area as it had shops and other things on it, as it stretched out into the ocean.

They had their arms around mine as the night had gotten colder.

"So, no date in three years, and now a first date with two women," Joyce nodded. "Not bad, huh?"

"Nope not at all," I smiled.

"Play your cards, right and you might get lucky," Michaela grinned.

I stared at her.

"I think you shocked him," Joyce laughed.

"I think I did," Michaela laughed along.

"Yes, you did," I responded.

"Not tonight," Joyce confirmed.

"No, not on the first date," Michaela grinned. "We are good girls after all."

"Not that good, but we do have some standards," Joyce grinned.

"Not that good," Michaela.

"Speak for yourself," Joyce stared at her friend. "I am very good in bed."

"So am I!" Michaela shot back.

"Wait," I stared at them. "You mean both of you are..."

"Wanting to fuck you eventually?" Joyce asked.

"Yes," Michaela answered. "Again not tonight, but soon."

"How long have you been planning this?" I asked.

"He finally caught on," Michaela smiled as we started heading back.

"Let's just say that night at the bar, wasn't the first time we laid eyes on you," Joyce smiled. "We go to that bar often and we've seen you go in and out with a couple of friends."

"Damien was just in the wrong place," Michaela stated.

I learned that the two of them weren't even friends until they both caught the other one looking at me. Then they started talking about me and hanging out with each other.

They had formed a plan to talk to me many times, but I was always with someone. Finally, when the bar was packed, it gave them a reason to approach me.

When we got back to the parking lot, we set up another date and then said our goodbyes. Not before I got to kiss both of them.

"You lucky bastard!" I told myself as I waved goodbye to them.
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Chapter ​Two: Differences Abound
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I couldn’t believe my luck; I pinched myself on a regular basis.

After that first date night on the pier, things started to escalate quickly. The first thing to happen was that night, after I got home, I got text messages from both Joyce and Michaela. They were very adamant about seeing me again.

I learned quickly that they had become good friends because of their interest in me. If it wasn’t for them meeting that one night and staring at me, they wouldn’t have talked to each other.

Michaela’s job kept her busy, but when she wasn’t busy, she was texting and sending me pictures of random models that walked into the building.

Joyce brought me along to some of her houses to show me what was on the market.

“So, this one goes for....” Joyce showed me around a nice house out in the boonies.

“Wow,” I looked at the price range on her tablet. “I couldn’t pay that off in three lifetimes.”

“Ditto,” Joyce smiled.

The house was huge; it looked like a Southern-style mansion. Joyce loved showing me very expensive houses.

“Want to see the best part?” Joyce took my hand.

“Wow,” I smiled as she took me downstairs.

“Yeah, not supposed to show this house to regular clients,” Joyce smiled as she walked around the sex dungeon. “The sellers have given me a list of potential buyers.”

“This is intense,” I picked up a few sexual toys lined up on a table.

“I wonder what their safe word was?” Joyce played with some straps that were attached to the wall.

“Do you think they even had one?” I grinned as I stared at her.

“Oh?” Joyce stared at me. “You think they went for it all, huh?”

“Definitely!” I gripped her hard and shoved her against the wall. “You know what to say to make me stop.”

“What makes you think I want you to stop?” Joyce turned around so her ass smacked against me. “You know what I want!”

The sex with these two was off the wall. Joyce loved it rough.

I hiked up her short skirt as usual, she wore nothing underneath.

I growled as I shoved my cock into her tight ass.

“Yes!” Joyce groaned as my cock went deep into her ass.

I reached around and grabbed her firm tits as I fucked her against the wall. “Fuck me!” Joyce yelled. “Fuck my white ass with your black cock! Fuck me!”

I gripped her hips tightly and fucked her. I used her like my fuck toy, just like she was just another instrument in this dungeon.

“God yes!” Joyce screamed as I pulled her off the wall and slammed her onto the desk face first.

I took one of the largest paddles and spanked her ass.

“Yes!” Joyce shouted as I turned her ass red.

I loved fucking Joyce’s tight ass; she wasn’t like most women who didn’t like anal. Joyce loved anal more than anything else. She could ride my dick in her ass like a champ.

“Cum dammit!” Joyce ordered as she pushed her ass back on me. “Cum in my ass!”

I pulled on her hair and shoved my cock deep.

Joyce moaned with a smile as she arched her back as I came in her ass.

“Now,” Joyce slowly turned to face me. “I better get cleaned up. I have a few clients coming to see this house soon.”

“I better leave you to it,” I smacked her ass.

I knew Joyce loved getting fucked before a showing. She loved having my cum inside her while walking around the house.

By the time I left the house, I saw a car pull into the driveway.

‘What are you doing today?’ Michaela texted me as I drove home.

‘Heading home at the moment,’ I replied.

‘Can you pass by?’ she asked.

‘Sure,” I answered.

Michaela lived closer to me than Joyce.

Joyce was wild and outgoing. Michaela was more reserved; she liked things planned out.

“What’s up?” I asked as I walked into her apartment.

“I bought this new entertainment center,” Michaela pointed to the large monstrosity against the wall. “They built it fine, but I wanted it over there.”

Michaela was dressed in leggings and a sports bra. It was obvious by the way she was heavy breathing and sweating that she had tried to move it herself.

“Sure,” I took hold of one side of
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