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After meeting with Billie and getting her approval, things seemed to pick up.

The next on the list was Lindsey, and we had already started talking to each other through social media. Unlike the rest, Lindsey wasn't wealthy. She was the usual grandma who liked to post pictures with her grandkids and go to the mall and shop with them.

So far, our chances to meet have been hindered by her busy schedule with work, the grandkids, and my new job.

I was working security at one of Billie's offices, and I have to say I liked it much more than my old job. Since everyone knew that I was Billie's favorite person in the whole building, they treated me nicely. No one wanted to get on the wrong side of Billie, ever!

I didn't see how everyone was calling her the sex fiend. Leslie was more of a sex fiend. Any text or talk with her ended up with us talking about sex or having sex.

I had cum inside that woman more times than I could count. Which wasn't a bad thing, as being around her was enough to make me hard as a rock.

Teresa was a cum sucking vampire. She once called me into her office so that she could sit me down on her desk and suck my cock.

Again, not a bad thing, but she was on a conference call at the time. I was only glad it wasn't a video one.

Billie was by far the worst. Anytime she came into town, which over the past four weeks happened more often than any other time. Her secretary told me she had seen Billie more times in the last four weeks than in all of the previous year.

Billie demanded I would stop whatever I was doing and meet her. We would have sex a few times, and off she would go to another part of the world.

Luckily, I was still young in heart and body; otherwise, keeping up with these mature women would have drained me.

With the new security job came a new look for my body as a whole. I started working out more often, not only to look the part but also to increase my stamina and build muscle.

'Hi,' Lindsey texted me when I got out of work.

I usually left work on time, just after six in the afternoon.

'Hey,' I replied.

'I heard you might have off tomorrow,' Lindsey's text read.

'Yeah, lucky me,' I replied.

'Hopefully for the both of us,' Lindsey stated. 'My daughter is taking the kids to see Grace the other nana, so it will be just Trevor and I for the weekend.'

'Oh nice,' I said as she mentioned her husband.

'Yeah, so I was hoping we could meet finally,' Lindsey said.

Lindsey and Teresa were the only ones still married. The others were all divorced. Billie was the only one who never married or had kids.

'That would be nice,' I replied.

Lindsey wasn't drop-dead gorgeous or busty like the others. From her pictures, she seemed like the everyday grandma you would see in the grocery store. Not the ones with gray hair about to turn blue or purple. No, she was what some of my work colleagues and friends called on the border. When we were not quite sure if they were a grandma or an older mom, her grandkids came from her oldest daughter, and her two other kids hadn't had kids yet. One of them just married, so Lindsay hoped for more grandkids soon.

'I am going shopping for a few things tomorrow,' Lindsey said. 'Hoped you would come along and then we can go eat afterward.'

'Sounds like a good idea,' I said. 'I wanted to pick up something for the condo.'

'I will pick you up then,' Lindsey replied.

I put the phone down.

I picked it back up and reviewed the pictures on Lindsey's social media.

Most were with her grandkids, but a few were with her husband, Trevor. They seemed like a happy couple enjoying their kid-free life. They still worked. Trevor did something with accounting, and Lindsey worked in a clothing store.

There were pictures of them on holidays, mainly in Florida, enjoying the sun and away from the city.

The others had told me about Lindsay's wild side, how she looked normal, spoke proper English, and was polite. Looking at her pictures, I could see nothing but a nice-looking conservative woman with a nice smile.

They said once she got in the bed and got a dick inside her, she turned into a sex-craved mad woman. I couldn't see any of that in the pictures. Lindsey reminded me of an old neighbor I had growing up.

Mrs. Sanders always gave out candy on Halloween and had the best Christmas decorations in the neighborhood. She never hurt anything, not even the insects she found in the house; she always put them in a cup and threw them outside. That's who Lindsay reminded me of when I looked at her pictures.

"We will see tomorrow," I shrugged as I laid the phone down.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I didn't have to wait long for Lindsay to arrive at my place. She was right on time.

"Wow," Lindsey looked around as she came inside my condo. "Billie set you up good."

"Yeah," I responded as I followed behind her.

"This is bigger than my house!" Lindsey turned to face me.

Lindsey was like her pictures: short, auburn, nearly dark red hair. She had a medium build, not skinny, but nowhere near as curvy as any of the others. Her chest size was average. Like Teresa had said, she was the smallest of the five at a C cup. She wore a long, flowing green and white sundress and comfortable shoes. I could see a nice but shapely ass as the dress swayed from side to side.

"You should have seen my apartment," I smiled.

"Oh no," Lindsey shook her head. "I wouldn't be caught dead there. I heard the horror stories from Leslie and Teresa; they are much braver than me going into thug territory."

There was the conservative talk. Leslie smiled as she looked at me.

I remember they all talked to each other regularly. I kept forgetting about that. Anything I said or did was transferred through the GILF hotline at record speed.

"Well, you do need some kind of personality," Lindsey nodded her head as she looked at the bare walls and the couches. "This place screams Billie! The bare walls, the long black couches, everything about it says this is Billie's place."

"Yeah, I know," I responded.

"Billie sure likes her dark colors," Lindsey smiled.

"Has she always been like that?" I asked.

"Billie? Oh yes," Lindsey nodded. I have known Billie the longest out of everyone. We went to high school together. Back then, she was a shy transfer student from Russia. She didn't say anything, not a word."

"What changed?" I asked.

"That is a story that Billie needs to tell, not me," Lindsey walked back to the front door.

"Hi Ian," the blonde from across the hallway from me waved as we walked down the hallway.

"Hi Elisa," I smiled.

We got into the elevator, and Lindsey laughed. "She seems nice."

"Not that nice," I smiled back.

I knew the deal. If I were to sleep or try to date anyone else, I would lose all of them.

Sure, I would be dating someone my age and younger than the five current women, but there were many complications, and none of those were worth risking what I had with these women.

If I were to pursue anything with Elisa, there would be many questions and hoops to jump through: Who asked who out first? Where do we go? Who pays? Who leans in for the first kiss? When do we kiss? Should I call her, or should she call me? Who else is she dating? Are we in a relationship or just dating? What's her favorite song? What do I get her for Valentine's? Do I need protection? Do I pull out or not? Is she on protection?

Nope, it's not worth the headache.

It was easier with these women. Lindsey and I were going to go shopping for a few things and then go out to eat. Then I would fuck her brains out and cum inside her. I knew that, she knew that, and that made things very simple.

"I am glad to hear that," Lindsey approved of my answer as she put her arm through mine. "I need a good pounding. I haven't had one in years."

See, simple.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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I followed Lindsay through many clothing and other stores where she wanted to buy clothes and a few knickknacks for her house.

She told me about Trevor, her husband, and how they met shortly after college and got married. It surprised me that all of their husbands were told about their little group and what would happen if someone like me came along, and the husbands still agreed to marry them.

"So, Ted is fine with what will happen tonight?" I asked as we stood in Bed Bath and Beyond, and Lindsay looked at the bed covers.

"Oh yeah," Lindsey smiled. "He wanted to come along actually."

"No," I shook my head.

"I told him you wouldn't be into that," Lindsay smiled. "Truthfully, he would have put a damper on the whole thing. Trevor isn't the most sexual of men I have been with," she admitted as she looked at a pink floral set.

I shook my head.

"It's for the kids," she smiled, seeing the look on my face.

I still didn't like it.

"No taste," Lindsey smiled.

"I heard about your college boyfriend," I grinned as we walked the aisles.

"You did, huh?" Lindsey didn't look at me but kept looking at more of the little pink art things on display. "I have to say it was not my brightest moment, but it was fun and set all of this off, so it was worth it."

She picked up another one, and I nodded. I liked that one.

"So, tell me," Lindsey looked over the rack in front of her and stared at me. "What's with you and boobs?"

I tried not to act shocked.

"I mean it's not a bad thing, I just want to know how some guys think some are too big and some like you don't think there is such a thing as too big?"

I had been looking at her chest. She caught me a couple of times. Another thing that would probably be a dating no, staring at a woman's chest after just meeting them for the first time would probably get me thrown out of a date, but with these women, it was perfectly fine.

"I have always been attracted to big ones," I shrugged.

"Well, I am average as you well know and the smallest of the group," Lindsey admitted with a slight grin as she approached my side of the rack. "But I think they look good for my age. What do you think?"

Lindsey pulled on the top of her sundress and flashed me in the middle of the store. They looked nice, with freckles at the top and bright pink nipples.

"Lindsey," I pulled her close to me just as another customer walked by. Her back was to him, but I was sure he knew what she was doing.

"Made you blush," Lindsey smiled as she pulled her top back up.

"You guys will be the death of me," I laughed as we walked away from the smiling man.

"Looks like I made you more than blush," Lindsey pretended to be shocked as she griped my groin. "Come on," Lindsey took my hand as she ditched her cart with the bed sheets in the aisle.

"Where are we going?" I asked.

"Somewhere we can take care of that," Lindsey replied.

We reached the bathrooms, and Lindsey peaked her head into the women's bathroom. "Empty," she smiled. She locked the door behind her and pushed me down onto the seat.

"Lindsey!" I exclaimed as she immediately fell to her knees.

"Not the first time I have done this," Lindsey shook her head. "Trust me!"

"Holy fuck!" I gasped as she fished my cock out of my pants and took the whole length into her mouth.

"First time with one this long, and black, but," Lindsey said as she swirled her tongue around the head of my cock. "First time is the charm, right?"

"Uh huh," I nodded.

I watched as Lindsey's auburn hair with a small amount of gray bounced on my lap as she sucked my cock. Just like all the others, she was an expert. Not once using her hands, she took it all the way down and shook her head back and forth to make sure she got all of it.

My dick throbbed in her throat as it contracted around my cock before Lindsey slowly inched it out before diving back down again.

There was none of that silly gag noise or the fake facial gesture that she was trying to enjoy sucking a dick.

Lindsey swirled her tongue around it again and then held it in one hand as she sucked on my balls.

"I can't wait to
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