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Camgirl Harem: Part 2

“Really?” It came out in a startled squeak.

“Yeah,” she said in that same tiny voice, still not looking at me.

I wasn’t sure what to say, but I could tell that Zoey was upset. From her expression, I guessed that she thought I was going to yell at her or walk out or something.

“Zoey,” I said softly.

Vulnerable green eyes lifted to meet mine, filled with naked apprehension. It was so unlike the bubbly, self-assured Zoey I’d gotten used to that my heart twisted in my chest with a hollow ache. She looked like a puppy that expected to be kicked, and I just wanted to hold her close and reassure her that everything was going to be all right.

“It’s okay. I’m glad you trusted me enough to tell me.”

She blinked and wiped one teary eye with the back of her hand. “Really?”

“Really. What are you so worried about?”

“Well, most guys find out and bolt so fast they leave contrails. Or else they think I’m just about freaky sex all the time and then that’s all they want.”

I met her eyes squarely. “Zoey, I’m not going anywhere unless you want me to. We haven’t spent a lot of time together yet, but I’ve really enjoyed it when we have, and I hope we get to do it a lot more. I’m kind of crazy about you.”

Hope warred with disbelief in her eyes. “You mean that.”

“Hell yes, I do.” I grinned at her. “I’m not going to lie. You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever met in my life, and I am definitely interested in that part of our relationship. But I like you and I want a lot more than just sex with you. I want to take you on dates and go out to lunch at hole-in-the-wall restaurants and sit here on your couch snuggling and watching awful movies. As for the camgirl thing—that’s just what you do, it isn’t who you are.”

“It doesn’t bother you?”

I shrugged. “I don’t think so? It’s kind of hard to say without knowing more. I mean, are you having sex with guys in your videos?”

“No. I’ve never done that.”

I thought about it, seriously thought about it, because she deserved an honest answer. “Then I don’t really have a problem with it. Although I have to admit that I don’t know a lot about it. I know what it is, basically, but it isn’t something I’ve ever gotten into.”

She bit her lip and looked away again. “What I do isn’t... It’s definitely not for everyone. You know? It’s kinky.”

I reached out, cupped her cheek with my fingers, and turned her face back towards me. “It’s okay. I promise. You don’t have to tell me about it now if you don’t want to. You can wait until you’re more comfortable with me.”

“I’m already comfortable with you. That’s the problem. I don’t want to wait any longer. I want you to know everything. I’m just scared that it will squick you out and you’ll leave.”

“You’ve trusted me so far, right? Well, trust me a little more. If I have a problem with anything I’ll tell you, and then we’ll talk about it. I promise I won’t just leave. I wouldn’t do that to you.”

She let out a long sigh. “I swear to god, you are too damned good to be true.”

The truth was that I was completely hooked. I was already more than half in love with the amazing redhead, and I wasn’t sure I could leave her. I’d been trying to avoid admitting it even to myself, but there it was. And if I wanted this to have any chance of working, I was going to have to accept this part of her life and make sure that she knew I was okay with it.

I took her hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. “Zoey, I promise I won’t judge you, and I’ll keep an open mind. Trust me. Okay?”

“Yeah.” She hit me with that dazzling grin. “Want to see one of my videos?”

She didn’t even wait for an answer, just grabbed my hand and pulled me into her bedroom and pointed at the large flat screen mounted on the wall facing the bed.

“The television in the living room isn’t linked to my computer,” she explained. “That way I don’t have to worry about visitors seeing something they shouldn’t. I use the one in here to review my videos so I can take notes.”

She hopped up on the bed and patted the mattress beside her. I joined her and sat back against the pillows with an arm around her. I had absolutely no idea of what to expect from her video. From the little I knew, cam models tended to do very different things depending on the audience they were going for. Some did softcore, not even getting naked, while others did anal gangbangs and got peed on. Zoey turned on the TV and linked it to her computer then started scrolling through video thumbnails.

I gave her one last chance to back out. “Are you sure you’re ready to show me this? It’s okay if you’d rather wait until you know me better.”

Zoey paused and looked at me. “I want to have a real relationship with you, but that means I need to be honest about who I am. If what I do is going to be a problem and you can’t handle it, it’s better if it comes straight from me, now, rather than having you stumble into it later.” Her voice went very soft. “And if you’re going to leave, then I’d rather you do it now than wait until later when I’m completely in love with you.”

“Okay.”

She settled on one of the thumbnails, took a deep breath, and held up the remote. “Ready?” When I nodded, she started the video she’d selected. “Show time.”

Zoey was sitting on the dark green club chair in the other bedroom, wearing an over-sized, pink sleeping t-shirt the same color as her lips and a pair of plain white ankle socks. Her hair had been straightened and was up in a high ponytail. Artfully applied makeup made her green eyes pop and appear even larger, while the rest of her face had been left to look fresh and innocent. She held the big teddy bear in the crook of her arm.

“Hi, Daddy. I’m glad you could come see me today. I’ve missed you so much. Do you like my outfit?” She stood up and twirled in a circle, sending the hem of the shirt higher and revealing her pale thighs almost up to her sex. “I picked it out just for you. I wanted to be pretty for you.”

Zoey held out the teddy bear then walked to the corner and bent over with her legs spread and ass pointed at the camera to set the toy down. “Sit here and be good, Teddy. You aren’t allowed to see this. Don’t peek!”

When she bent further to plant a kiss on top of the bear’s head, the hem of the sleep shirt rode up to reveal a peek at the sheer black thong beneath, along with a tantalizing glimpse of pink through that. Zoey let out a little gasp and looked over her shoulder at the camera.

“Naughty Daddy, looking at my panties.” Her lips curved up in an impish smile. “I know how much you like to look.”

She drew the shirt up still further and wriggled her perfect ass at the camera, then slid one hand along one bare buttock to caress it. Abruptly, she smacked herself there, hard enough to leave a mark.

“No!” She squealed, rubbing the spot. “I’m a good girl, Daddy. Don’t spank me! Maybe if I do this, you won’t spank me again.”

She ran her fingertips slowly down the crack of her ass until they reached the furrow between her legs. With a little moan for the camera, she pushed her fingers past the thong and into her slit. She arched her back and rocked her hips, humping against her fingers. After a few moments she slid one fingertip into her pussy, and she moaned again.

“Oh, Daddy, that feels so good. I know it’s naughty, but I love the way you touch me.”

She turned around and sat back down on the chair with her long legs outstretched to either side and the t-shirt hiked up to her waist. Smiling at the camera, she slowly licked the finger that had been in her pussy and then sucked it clean.

“Good little girls don’t leave a mess. Although I think you might rather clean this one up yourself, Daddy.”

She drew her hand across her forehead with a little whimper. “It’s getting hot in here, Daddy. Is it okay if I take this shirt off?”

Removing the sleep shirt turned into a wiggling striptease that made her tits bounce. There was nothing under the shirt but her thong and a small, filmy black bra that hid very little. Zoey reached up and pulled her hair from its ponytail so that it fell across her shoulders in a rippling, copper cascade.

“Oh, that’s so much better.”

She tucked her feet under her then pulled her hair over her shoulders so it flowed down her chest. The bra only halfway covered her creamy breasts, and she slid her fingers under her hair and the cups to roll her fingertips over her nipples.

“Mmm, that’s so nice. I can feel your hands holding me, cupping me. Wouldn’t you like to taste them? To suck on them? Oh, yes, Daddy,” she hissed, “like that. Oh, I love it when you touch me. Your hands are so big, so strong.”

She tossed her hair back and pushed down the bra, uncovering her tits for the camera. Her hard nipples jutted out like juicy, pink gumdrops.

“Look at them, Daddy. Do you want to touch them some more?”

Wetting her fingers on her tongue, she stroked and kneaded her nipples. Zoey teased for another minute, licking her lips and rewetting her fingers.

“Oh, Daddy,” she moaned. “I need something inside of me. Please, will you help me?”

It took only a second to strip out of her underwear, leaving her completely bare except for her socks. She looked up at the camera and made her eyes big.

“You want to put your what in where, Daddy?” she asked as though shocked. “Nice girls don’t do things like that! But since you’re such a good Daddy, maybe just this once? If we don’t tell anyone.”

Reaching under the cushion, Zoey pulled out a dark pink dildo that was about eight inches long and so thick she could barely close her fingers around it. She twisted on the chair so she was on her side with one leg up and her ass pointed right at the camera. The camera zoomed in to show a closeup of her wet, pink slit.

She ran the tip of the dildo teasingly along her crease, and then shivered a little as she toyed around her opening with it. With a low moan, she stretched and arched her back.

“Daddy, it’s so big. Do you really think it’s going to fit in there?”

The tip disappeared inside of her pussy. She thrust it in slowly, dragging it out. It looked huge going inside of her little opening on the screen.

“You’re so good to me, Daddy. I’m so happy to be your little girl.”

She began thrusting faster, and I could hear her breath coming in low pants. That was when I realized those weren’t the only pants I’d heard. Zoey’s hand was under her shirt, rubbing her clit while she watched me enjoying her show.

“What do you think?” she asked softly.

Was she serious? I was hard as fucking diamond, ready to cut glass with my dick.

“It’s hot as fuck, Zoey,” I told her. “Come here.”

With a happy smile, she bent over me and tugged my boxers down my legs then scooted around with her ass towards me to take my engorged cock in her mouth. When my fingers probed between her legs she was soaked.

“Such a naughty little girl,” I murmured.

She moaned in agreement, and I eased a finger into her tight hole. “I think it’s time to get something else inside of you.”

I pushed her mouth away from my erection, pulled off my shirt, and got up on my knees. Zoey was already in the perfect position for what I wanted. I moved between her legs and stared down at her ass, which was spread enough for me to see the pucker of her asshole and the inviting, wet hole below it. In one swift motion I buried myself in her to the balls. With a cry she flattened her torso against the bed and lifted her ass even higher.

“Harder, Parker. Do it hard!”

I grabbed her hips and hammered my cock into her. While I fucked her, I watched her playing with herself on the screen. After a while it got difficult to tell which moans and cries were which. Zoey’s walls fluttered against my shaft, and she was shoving her hips back against me just as hard as I was ramming her.

“Daddy! Oh. Oh, Daddy!”

That was not the girl on the screen. Holy shit. I smacked her ass hard enough that my hand left a red mark. Zoey cried out and humped back even harder.

“Fuck that cock, little girl,” I growled. “Fuck Daddy’s cock.”

“Fuck,” she whined. “Oh, fuck, Daddy.”

As she pushed back against me, her ass spread wide so that her tiny asshole seemed to wink at me. I slid a thumb down her crack and rubbed it lightly.

“You’ve got the prettiest, pink little asshole I’ve ever seen,” I told her. “You’re going to give that to Daddy, too.”

“No!” she wailed. “Good little girls don’t do that!”

I smacked her ass again, harder this time. “Good little girls don’t argue with their Daddies.”

“No, Daddy,” she agreed forlornly.

“You’ll give me that ass when I tell you to, like a good little girl.”

“Yes, Daddy. Oh, yes.”

Zoey was so wet now that our thighs were smeared with her juices, and her fists were clenched so tightly in her bedclothes that her knuckles were white. She uttered nonstop cries as I fucked her. I knew she had to be right at the brink.

It was only a couple more minutes before Zoey went wild under me, thrashing and screaming while hot fluid gushed from her pussy. Her slick walls clamped down on me so tightly that I could barely move. I shoved into her hard once more, twice, then blasted my cum into her. It kept coming in spurt after spurt until I began to wonder if it was going to stop. Finally I gushed my last into her, and then sank against her ass with my thighs shaking.

I couldn’t remember ever coming that hard before. The muscles in my thighs felt like limp noodles, and I toppled over to the side and collapsed next to Zoey. She was still panting, and she shoved herself up on her side so she was facing me. Long strands of copper hair were plastered to her forehead and cheeks with sweat. We were both a sticky mess.

“I’m going to go out on a limb and guess that you’re not freaked out.”

“Nope. But I may have to fuck you two or three more times for my hard-on to go away, though. That was so fucking hot.”

One slender eyebrow quirked up. “That was just a solo. Wait until you see the ones I’ve done with Harper and Willow.”

Even though I’d just come buckets and could barely move, my cock twitched like I’d stuck it in a light socket. “Jesus, Zoey. I barely lasted through you calling me Daddy. Save something for tomorrow.”

She giggled. “You didn’t seem to mind. I think you like being a dirty Daddy. You certainly took to it like a pro.”

“How did you come up with that, anyway?”

Her cheeks flushed and she lowered her eyes. “It’s my kink. When I was younger, it was always my friends’ dads I crushed on, not pop stars or boys at school. Then when I discovered internet porn, I found out it was a big thing for a lot of people. So it was kind of a no-brainer to use it for my shows.”

“Hey, I’m not judging you. Not for what you do, and not for what turns you on. I mean, my thing is redheads. Who am I to judge anybody else’s fixations?”

A pillow smacked me in the face. “Watch it, Daddy.”

“Someone’s about to get a spanking.”

“If you want to,” she said, wriggling her ass suggestively. “That could be fun.”

“First I need a couple of gallons of water and some vitamin E.”

“And a shower,” she added. “Ugh. We made a mess.”

The memory of Zoey all slick and soapy in the shower made my dick twitch again. I don’t know how. I’d lost count of how many times we’d done it already today. After last night’s marathon session.

She must have noticed, because she shook her head firmly. “Nope. You wait until I’m done. If we shower together again, we’re both going to end up passed out on the floor and drown.”

Once we were showered and had our clothes back on, she took me to the other room where I helped her finish setting up the new equipment I’d helped carry upstairs a few days before. The lights were all big, bright, and remote controlled. There was also a second, larger monitor we hooked up to her laptop. Zoey was excited as a kid at Christmas with her new toys and eager to show me how it all worked.

“How often do you do this?” I asked.

“I do live shows on a set schedule five days a week. I also do a couple of videos a week offline that I upload to the site. The live shows are mostly off the cuff, but the videos are scripted. Sometimes I get the Twins to help me with those, since they tend to be more complicated.”

“The Twins?”

“Harper and Willow, the ones I told you about earlier. They’re not really twins, but they’re joined at the hip. They live a building over. We met at the pool a couple of years ago, and they’re the ones who turned me onto this whole thing.”

“And you really make money doing this?”

“A lot more than I did teaching, that’s for sure!”

I nodded. Between her big, green eyes, innocent face, and that daddy routine, I had no trouble believing it.

“You should come by and watch when I do one of my live shows.”

“Wouldn’t that be kind of awkward for you?”

“Nah, we do it all the time. Sometimes it’s handy to have someone off camera working all the lights, cameras, and toys. It makes it more seamless for the audience if you’re not interrupting things looking for remotes and making adjustments.”

“Makes sense. I could do that, if you showed me what to do.”

Zoey’s eyes searched my face, and she tapped a finger thoughtfully against her lip. “You know what? You’d make a great Daddy on video.”

“What?” It came out almost as a shriek.

“You’ve got a great body, you’re older, and you’ve got stamina to go with that thick cock. I’ve got viewers who’d pay out the ass to watch you fuck me.”

“Are you crazy?”

“I’m dead serious, Parker. I’ll bet even cutting you in for half that I’d still end up making more than I do on my solo videos.”

I shook my head. “I don’t think so.”

Her voice turned wheedling. “Oh, come on. You know how much you like fucking me. Are you really willing to give up getting paid to stick it in me just because you’re a little camera shy?” She plastered her tight body against me and stroked my swelling erection through my boxers while batting her big, green eyes at me. “Please, Daddy? I promise to be a very good girl and do anything you say. Anything.”

I’ll give her this—the girl knew how to be persuasive. Damned redheads. I never did have any sense where they were concerned. And some disturbed part of my brain found the idea exciting. Especially the anything bit.

“All right, I’ll give it a shot.”

Zoey squealed and jumped up on me, wrapping her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist. “Really?”

I couldn’t help but grin at her little girl at Christmas expression. “Really.”

“Oh, I knew I lucked out that night we met. I mean, you lucked out too, obviously, but this is going to be epic.” She climbed off of me and scurried over to her laptop. “I’m going to get started on a script right now!”

“Seriously? Right now?”

“Yes! Now go watch TV or something before I jump you again and don’t get any work done.” She paused just long enough to give me a scorching kiss that reminded me why I’d agreed to her insanity. “This is going to be so much fun!” she gushed as she closed the door behind me.

Zoey lay on her back on the bed in the spare room, her hair straightened and in a ponytail once more. She was wearing a scoop neck, cropped t-shirt and black satin track shorts. Her knees were bent, showing off her long legs and bare feet with their nails freshly painted in a bold, glittery green, and she was looking up at her phone with a frown.

“I wish Daddy was here. I miss him so much.”

She huffed a frustrated sigh and wiggled her hips, which allowed her shorts to creep up higher to expose one pale ass cheek. At the same time, she subtly squeezed her arms together to display more cleavage through the opening in her top.

“Teddy, you’re no help. That would never work.” She let her phone fall to the bed beside her. “But maybe...”

She lifted her head and looked around the room as though to make certain that she was alone. Biting her lower lip, she slid one hand down the front of her shorts with a tiny moan.

“Shh, Teddy. You can’t tell anyone!” She spread her legs wider and gave a longer, deeper moan.

Her fingers pushed lower, thrashing against the clinging fabric. “I know it’s bad, and I shouldn’t. But I miss Daddy so much.”

Zoey shoved her other hand under her top to massage a nipple. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and the stiff points were visible through her thin t-shirt.

“I want you so bad, Daddy. Why won’t you come home?”

She dragged up the top to expose the whole of one creamy breast, while her fingers kneaded and tweaked its coral nipple. Her back arched, legs stretched out straight.

“Mmm, so good.”

Suddenly, she rolled on her side and squeezed her thighs together against the hand between her legs. “You’re right, Teddy. I shouldn’t Daddy would get so mad. But he’s not here. Maybe just a little more?” She whimpered low in her throat as her slim fingers rolled slowly over her exposed nipple. “Just a little more...”

At the sound of her low cry, I burst through the door. “What the fuck is going on here?”

I was dressed for my part in a gray and blue striped shirt, charcoal slacks, and black dress shoes. A black silk mask hid my face. That was one thing I’d insisted on before agreeing to go through with this. I couldn’t afford to be recognized by any of my clients who might have a bent for this kind of thing.

Zoey bounced up off the bed as though she’d been stung by a bee and yanked her hand out of her shorts. One perfect tit was still sticking out of her t-shirt, though. With a panicked squeak, she pulled the fabric down to cover it. Of course the shirt did nothing to hide her erect nipples.

“I wasn’t doing anything, Daddy! I promise!”

I stepped closer to the bed and moved my head around as though sniffing the air, then cast my voice into a low, dangerous tone. “Then why do I smell your pussy? Come here.”

Zoey gasped and squirmed then walked over to stand before me with her eyes downcast.

“Give me your hand,” I ordered.

Slowly she stretched out the one that had been inside of her shorts. I made a show of sniffing her fingers, and then put them in my mouth to suck off her tangy juices. The taste of her exploding on my tongue sent tremors through my cock.

“You’ve had your fingers in that little pussy again, haven’t you?”

She hung her head low. “Yes, Daddy.”

“That was very naughty of you,” I said with a deep sigh of disappointment. “What happens to naughty little girls?”

“They get spankings,” she whispered.

“That’s right.” I moved around her to sit on the edge of the bed. “Come on.”

A stricken look was on her face as she shuffled over to stand between my spread knees. She was good. I half-expected to see a tear roll down her cheek.

“Take off your shorts.”

Her tongue flickered nervously across her lips, but she hooked her fingers into her shorts and pulled them over her hips and down her thighs. She made sure to bend over as she took them down, giving a perfect shot for the camera of her round ass and wet, pink slit from behind.

Once the shorts were disposed of, I ran one hand along the curve of her hip then slid it back to caress her bare ass. “It’s for your own good. You have to learn how to behave.”

Zoey pooched out her lower lip in an adorable pout. “Yes, Daddy.”

I maneuvered her until she was bent over my lap with her ass high in the air and angled towards the camera. I held her down with one arm across her back while the fingers of my other hand wandered down her cleft and dipped between her slightly spread thighs.

“You’re so wet. You must have been very naughty.”

When I ran my fingers along her slit, Zoey squirmed against me. The pressure of my fingertips brushing her clit made her buck her hips with a loud moan. I brought my hand back and laid it palm down against her firm ass. I couldn’t resist giving it a little squeeze.

“Such a naughty little girl.” I squeezed her again.

“Please, not too hard, Daddy,” she begged.

I patted her bottom gently. “You’re going to get exactly what you deserve.”

Smack! My palm cracked down on her cheek, hard enough to make her whole ass jiggle.

“Daddy!” she cried.

I spaced them out to build the tension. By the time I finished nine more swats, both of Zoey’s ass cheeks were glowing bright pink and droplets of her juices were trickling down her thighs. Based on how she’d been writhing and moaning the whole time, anyone watching would assume that she’d enjoyed the hell out of every second of it. Either she was a really good actress, or the girl just liked a good spanking. I had a strong hunch it was the latter.

My hand rubbed tender circles over her pink bottom. “There. All done. Are you going to be a good girl from now on?”

“Yes, Daddy. Can I please suck your cock, now?”

“How can Daddy say no to a little girl who is so polite? Of course.”

Zoey surreptitiously hit the button on a remote to change cameras to one arranged to show us in profile, then knelt between my legs. In a flash, she unfastened my belt and had my pants open. My cock stood at attention, pointing right at her face. With an eager noise, Zoey steadied the base with one hand while licking the head like a lollipop. Once it was nice and slippery, she worked her lips around it and took me into her mouth.

I couldn’t help groaning in pleasure as I grabbed the base of her ponytail and forced myself deeper. “You’re Daddy’s good little cock sucker, aren’t you?”

“Mm, hm.”

Her head bobbed up and down on my full length, while her tongue wriggled and swirled against my sensitive skin. I made a show of urging her on, but Zoey didn’t really need it. Enthusiasm never seemed to be a problem for her. I only wished I could have fingered her while she sucked me, but the position we were in for the camera made it impossible.

Between watching her daddy routine and performing the spanking for the cameras, I’d already been on edge. It only took a couple of minutes of her hot, wet mouth on my dick before I felt my balls tightening.

“Daddy’s going to come,” I announced hoarsely. “Do you want it in your mouth or on your face?”

We’d left it open-ended in the script so Zoey could decide what would work better when the time came. She responded by cramming the head of my cock into her throat and sucking until her cheeks hollowed. My grip tightened on her hair, and my hips lifted up off the bed as the pressure in my balls peaked.

“Fuck!” I grunted.

Hot cum blasted from my cock into Zoey’s throat. She swallowed convulsively while her tongue lashed wildly against my shaft. Her muffled moans and the rocking of her hips hinted that she’d just come again herself. Slowly she dragged her lips up my length, still sucking hard, leaving nothing but shiny skin behind, and then released my head with an audible pop.

“Good girl! You did a wonderful job cleaning off Daddy’s cock.”

I gathered her up in my arms, lifted her, then laid her on the bed. “Now Daddy wants to see that pretty pussy of yours. Hold onto your legs.”

Zoey’s arms linked behind her calves and tugged her ankles towards her head until she was bent double with her hips lifted up off the bed and her entire cunt on display for the camera. She was just so fucking perfect, so neat and pink and lickable. My still-erect cock gave an eager jerk at the sight of her spread out for me like a buffet.

Her voice was soft and had a slight tremble. “Will you lick my pussy, Daddy? Please?”

Rather than answering, I grabbed her hips and tugged her ass right to the edge of the bed. When I knelt there, I was at the exact right height to eat her out. I just couldn’t decide where to start first. We’d left this open ended, too, wanting it to look spontaneous.

I put my face close to her wet slit, breathing in the heavy scent of her arousal. “You’re so beautiful, baby girl.”

With deliberate slowness, I traced my tongue lightly against her thin outer lips. Now and then I flicked it deeper into her slit to lick up her juices. She tasted clean and tart, with just a hint of muskiness that set me on fire for her. When I got to her root, I used the tip of my tongue to tickle against her clit. Zoey gasped, and her ass jerked. The girl was sensitive as hell.

Smiling to myself, I went to work. I swirled my tongue around her nub before sucking it between my lips to lash my tongue against it. In seconds she was leaking again, her low moans filling the room. I let the tension build inside her then ran my tongue down her groove to her entrance, where I lapped and sucked at the cream flowing from her open pussy. My tongue drove inside as far as I could reach to taste her more deeply, and then I returned to her clit.

Over and over I drove her right to the brink then drew her back from the edge, teasing her, torturing her with my tongue. Finally, she couldn’t take anymore. Her legs were trembling and her hips rocking against my face.

“Please, Daddy. Please make me come!” she wailed.

I pulled my face away and slid my thumb into her tight, wet hole, and my fingers curled up over her slit to massage her swollen clit. While I worked her with my hand, I crouched lower until I was looking right at the pink rosebud of her asshole. When I flicked my tongue against that crinkled flesh, Zoey cried out and bucked up off of the bed.

“Daddy!” she shrieked.

I tongued her ass while she thrashed and cried out, until her juices were everywhere and her body finally went limp. When I’d cleaned her up as well as she’d done for me, I pulled myself to my feet. She regarded me through half-lidded eyes, sweat beaded on her forehead, chest heaving as she panted for air.

I gripped the undersides of her thighs and squeezed. “I think that pussy is ready for Daddy’s cock, now.”

Taking my rod in one hand, I rubbed it against her drenched slit until it was covered in her fluids and slippery to the touch. I pressed the head against her opening, and she gasped.

“It’s so big, Daddy,” Zoey whined as she started to stretch.

“You can take it.” I pushed deeper into her and she moaned. “Take it all, like a good girl.”

Her taut walls spread around me, squeezing every inch of my cock as I thrust into her. The tight, slick heat of Zoey’s pussy stroking me made my heart pound. I bit my lip and pressed in until my hips came to rest against her. For a few seconds I held myself there, afraid I was going to explode just like that, but thankfully it passed.

I made a few slow, testing strokes, and then I started pounding into her so that my balls smacked against her ass. Zoey’s breath came in high panting cries, and her tunnel was already fluttering on my cock. I steadied myself against her thigh with one hand and reached for her clit with the other. I needed her to get there first, and only sheer force of will was holding my orgasm at bay.

“Come for me, baby girl,” I urged. “Come for Daddy.”

Her voice came out in a low wail. “Yes, Daddy. Oh, yes!”

I hammered her into the bed and rubbed her clit as the orgasm rolled over her.

“I’m coming, Daddy! I’m coming!”

Her pussy flooded, and liquid heat enveloped my cock. It was too much—I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a shout, I emptied my balls into her depths. My cock kept right on pulsing, pumping still more of my cum into her, until our mingled fluids leaked out to run in thick streams down the crack of Zoey’s ass.

When I finally finished, I pulled out. Zoey immediately rolled over and cleaned my sticky cock off with long licks of her pink tongue. She had me halfway hard again by the time she finished.

I stroked her hair as she sucked the last of it from her lips. “That’s good, very good. But now it’s time for good little girls to go to bed.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Tenderly I tucked her in under the sea-foam green comforter then planted a kiss on her forehead. “Good night, baby girl.”

She smiled up at me as though I was her whole world. “Good night, Daddy.”

I flicked off the lights using a remote and closed the door behind me.

“Cut!” Zoey shouted.

When I opened the door again, she flung herself at me and kissed me wildly. “That was amazing! You did great!”

“Thanks,” I replied, a little embarrassed by her praise.

A stinging slap on my ass made me wince. “You didn’t have to spank me so hard, though.”

I couldn’t stop the grin that twisted my lips. “Yes, I did.”

Her eyes narrowed dangerously, then she grinned back. “Do it again later? But for now, let’s take a look at the video and see how it came out.”

Zoey was so worked up from making our video that she wouldn’t let me leave. It took half a dozen more orgasms before she was finally sated, and she fell asleep with her head on my shoulder, an arm and leg draped possessively over me. Despite my exhaustion, I laid there for a long time gently stroking her hair and marveling at the incredibly beautiful young woman at my side. I still wasn’t sure exactly how it had come about, but I’d had an incredible stroke of luck, and I planned to grab onto it with both hands and never let go.

Zoey’s side of the bed was empty and the bedroom door was closed when I woke up Monday morning. I should have been worn out after the extended workout session with her the night before which had capped off an entire weekend of wild sex, but I felt fantastic. I desperately needed another shower, though. I found my boxers and headed for the bathroom across the hall.

It wasn’t until I stepped through the door that I realized there was a conversation going on outside—a conversation that stopped the instant I made my appearance. Two girls I didn’t know were sitting on the living room couch staring at me wide-eyed. Zoey stepped out of the kitchen cradling a mug of coffee, did a double take, then gave an apologetic laugh.

“Sorry, Parker. I should have warned you, but I wanted to let you sleep.”

One of the girls, a lovely, petite brunette, cocked her head. “That’s him?” She sprang up from the couch with a squeal and ran over to me. “He’s even hotter in person, Zoey!” Her arms went around my neck and she molded her slender body against mine, her deep blue eyes sparkling up at me. “Hi! I’m Willow. We loved your video.”

“It was so fucking hot,” the other girl, a deliciously curvy blonde, agreed as she rose from the couch. She wasted no time joining her friend to make a Parker sandwich between them. “I had to get Lo off like three times before it was over.”

“That’s Harper,” Zoey informed me with an amused smirk.

The girls’ hands were roaming over me, determined to explore every inch of my body. I’d thought my cock would be in a coma after last night, but it was already tenting my boxers. Jesus. I hadn’t even had coffee, yet. I glanced over at Zoey, expecting a blowup, but she only seemed amused by their antics.

Willow’s slim fingers slid inside my waistband and curled around my shaft. “Look who’s awake,” she cooed.

Harper ground herself against my thigh with a whine. “You’re not going to keep him to yourself, are you, Zoey?”

Willow blinked up at me with brown puppy dog eyes. “Can we borrow him? Please?”

Borrow me? What the actual fuck? Zoey’s answering giggle made me turn my head back to her. She was eating this up, her green eyes dancing with laughter.

“You’ll have to take that up with Parker. If it’s okay with him...”

Both girls squeezed themselves even more tightly against me. “Please? Can we take you for a test drive? We’d love to do videos with you, too.”

“You might as well do it, Parker. They won’t give either of us a minute’s peace until you do.” Her expression grew stern, and she shook an admonishing finger at them. “I know you two, though. Don’t you dare fucking break him. He’s special, and I’m keeping him.”

I halfway expected her to demand a security deposit. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. It wasn’t like I exactly had a problem with fucking two hot, young women, but the last thing I wanted was to hurt Zoey’s feelings. It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours since she’d admitted she was falling for me and really wanted a relationship. Was this another test?

“We promise to be gentle,” Harper assured Zoey. “We’ll take good care of him.”

Willow squeezed my steely hard-on again. “Really good care of him,” she promised.

I fought down the panic rising in my gut. “While I appreciate the offer, ladies, it’s Monday. I have work. Clients.”

Zoey blinked and I thought I saw dismay on her face for a split second before she regained control. Quickly she stepped forward, grabbed Willow and Harper by the arms and drew them away.

“Okay, give the poor man room to breathe. He hasn’t even had coffee, yet. Let’s give him a chance to wake up.”

She shot me an apologetic look, her green eyes full of concern. I shrugged, still not sure what the hell was going on here but not wanting to make a big deal out of it.

“I’ll go get dressed.”

I heard urgent murmuring from behind me as I fled to the bedroom for my clothes, but I didn’t bother trying to overhear what the girls were saying. I was too confused just then to do anything but make my escape. I’d figure out what the hell had just happened after I was safely back in my apartment. Once I was dressed, I ventured back into the living room.

“You want some coffee?” Zoey offered.

I gave her a quick kiss on the cheek as I headed for the door. “Can’t. I need to get home. I’ve got to shower and get ready for a video conference with a client.”

“All right,” she said, obviously troubled. “I’ll talk to you later, okay?”

“Okay. It was nice meeting you both,” I added to the other two girls, who were looking on with bemused expressions.

I heaved a sigh of relief as Zoey’s door closed behind me. I felt like a gazelle that had just escaped from a pair of hungry cheetahs, and I hurried back to my apartment before they decided to come back for a second run at me.

I felt a lot better after I’d gone through the ritual of showering and shaving. Alone in my apartment, the entire weekend now seemed so surreal that I almost wondered if I’d dreamed the whole thing. Only the fact that my wildest imagination couldn’t have conjured up Zoey kept me from questioning my sanity.

Whether it had been a dream or not, the real world was calling. Project goals had to be met, emails had to be answered, and paperwork had to be done if I was going to keep the lights on. I spent the rest of the morning working while wishing I’d been able to spend it playing with Zoey.

She had her own things to do, though—work, gym, friends, the shopping I’d kept her from by spending the weekend at her apartment. Even if she’d been serious about us having a relationship, she couldn’t just drop everything to play hooky with me every day.

I thought about her club sandwiches as I heated up a frozen burrito in the microwave for lunch, and wrinkled my nose in disgust as I stared at the plate. I had to start eating better. It was time to go to the store and get some real food. It wasn’t that I couldn’t afford it; I’d just gotten lazy and the microwavable stuff was more convenient when I was up to my eyeballs in work.

It was time for a change. I wasn’t in my twenties anymore. I had money, and I could afford to take the time to live better. Better food. Fewer eighteen hour days. And if I was going to be in a relationship with Zoey I needed to stop dressing like a rag picker.

That brought me right back around to Willow and Harper. Whatever that whole thing had been about, the more I thought about it the more convinced I was that there had been absolutely nothing accidental about the situation. Zoey had set me up to be ambushed by her friends when I stepped out of the bedroom.

Why? Was it a test to see if I’d succumb to their undeniable temptations? She hadn’t seemed at all bothered by them falling all over me, though. If it had been a test, I just hoped I passed. I was totally crazy about the quirky redhead, and I didn’t want to do anything to hurt her or screw up what was happening between us. At her core, she was a sweet person and didn’t deserve the kind of boyfriends she’d told me about. I wanted to be the exception who showed her how things were supposed to be.

I choked down the burrito, vowing never to buy another one, then worked into the middle of the afternoon until my phone rang. I groaned as I saw the caller’s name.

“Hi, Mom.”

“You said you were going to call me back last week.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I got really busy and forgot.”

“Busy with that pretty girl you told me about?”

I laughed. “Actually, yes.”

“In that case, you’re forgiven. The last time you were interested in a woman you were still living in Austin. Is this one special?”

“Yeah,” I sighed. “Yeah, Mom, she is. I really like her. I’ll send you a picture.”

I scrolled through my photo albums until I found a picture of her I’d taken on Saturday while we were watching TV. Zoey was wearing a t-shirt, her hair messy, and she didn’t have on any makeup. Completely natural, she looked sweetly innocent and heart-stoppingly beautiful.

My mom went silent for several seconds. “Parker, how old is she?” she asked quietly.

“She’s twenty-three,” I admitted.

I heard her sigh with relief. “Thank god. I was worried you were dating a teenager, and that Chris Hansen was going to be knocking on your door.”

“That’s what everyone thinks. When we went out to dinner the other night the bartender was ready to call the cops on both of us until Zoey handed over her ID.”

“Well, tell me all about her.”

Oh, fuck. I couldn’t exactly do that. It was time to take a page from the Book of Zoey and come up with a story, but I’d stick as close as I could to the truth.

“She’s got a degree in education from UTD. She tried teaching but didn’t like it, so now she’s working from home making educational videos. She lives here in the same apartment complex.”

I told her about Zoey’s car not starting and how she took me to lunch for fixing it, and turned that into the basis of our relationship. I left out a lot.

“It’s good she’s so close. She might actually get to see you.”

“I spent all weekend at her place, Mom. Believe me, I know there’s more to life than computers.”

I just hadn’t met anyone in a long time who interested me more than work. When I was with Zoey, the thought of work never crossed my mind.

“Well, if that picture does her justice you’d be crazy to prefer your computers.”

“She’s even prettier in person.”

“Does she treat you well?”

Mom obviously remembered my last relationship as well as I did, much as I would have liked to forget. “Yeah. She’s really sweet, and she’s fun to spend time with.”

“Then hold onto this one, Parker. It gets harder to find someone as you get older. The good ones get snapped up, and the other ones come with so much baggage they need a U-Haul to carry it. Your brother is going to find that out one of these days when he gets tired of tomcatting around.”

“I plan to do my best. I don’t want her to get away.”

“You really like her,” she mused.

“She’s special. I have no idea what she sees in me, but I’m going to hold onto her if I possibly can.”

“Don’t talk like that! You’re a good man, and you deserve a good woman.”

Just then the doorbell rang. My heart gave a little skip. Zoey. She’d said she’d talk to me later and had probably dropped by. I opened the door without thinking then froze at the sight of Willow and Harper standing just outside, both of them looking subdued.

“Hey, Parker,” Harper said. “We wanted to apologize for this morning. Can we come in?”

It’s a trick. Get an axe. My reptilian hindbrain gibbered at me to slam the door, shoot the deadbolt, then hide under my bed until they were gone. But they were Zoey’s friends, and they were practically oozing contrition.

“Yeah, come in.”

“Is that Zoey?” my mom asked.

“No, it’s a couple of her friends.” The girls shot me a questioning look. “I’m talking to my mom.”

They shared a glance and I halfway expected them to say something guaranteed to embarrass me, but they just sat quietly on the couch. It was a struggle not to sigh in relief.

“I’ll let you go, then. Keep me updated on how things go with Zoey. Love you!”

“Love you, too, Mom.”

“Sorry. We didn’t mean to interrupt,” Willow said.

“It’s fine. Just her twice weekly call to make sure I’m alive and to see if I’ve managed to produce any grandchildren.”

Harper giggled. “Sounds just like my mom.” She sat up and pitched her voice lower. “You’re not getting any younger, Harper. Have you found a nice, young man yet?”

“Yep. That’s it exactly. So, what’s up?”

Willow gave me a crooked smile. “We came to apologize for this morning. I know we came on really strong.”

“We’d watched the video you made with Zoey, though, and she’s been talking you up nonstop since the night you met,” Harper continued.

“We got over-excited and a little carried away. Sometimes we come on a little strong.”

“We’re really sorry.”

I blinked at them. “Do you always finish each others’ thoughts like that?”

They looked at each other and then back at me. “Usually.”

“Huh. Well, it’s fine. Don’t worry about it.”

Harper bit her lip, still unhappy. “We don’t want to scare you off, Parker. Zoey really likes you. We shouldn’t have ambushed you that way.”

So it wasn’t just me. “I have a feeling that was more her idea than yours.”

Willow shifted uncomfortably. “It’s not what you think. She wasn’t shit testing you or anything. Or trying to trap you by seeing if you’d mess with her friends. She wouldn’t do that.”

“She would have been fine with it I you’d wanted to,” Harper added. “We just didn’t realize how uncomfortable it would make you.” Her lips quirked in a wry smile. “You’re really not like any of our other boyfriends.”

Her friend nodded. “They’re usually asking to have a threesome before the first date is over. Zoey said you were different, but I guess it didn’t sink in just how different.”

“In a good way! Not many guys would have said no.”

I sank down onto the chair facing them. “Look, it isn’t that you’re not both beautiful. But I really like Zoey. I won’t do anything to screw that up.”

“We get it,” Harper said. “We’re all sorry we put you in a position to make you feel that way.”

Willow nodded in turn. “And I meant what I said. It wasn’t some kind of test. If you’d come home with us, Zoey would have been fine with it.”

I stared at her in disbelief, but she just shrugged. “Ask her about it, okay? Just talk to her. She likes you a whole lot, Parker, more than anybody we’ve ever seen her with before, and she feels bad. She’s afraid she messed up without meaning to.”

“I’m not mad. Just very confused.”

“She can explain,” Harper said. “We just don’t want you to be upset with her.”

“Or us!” Willow added quickly.

“Really, I’m not mad at anybody. It’s all good. I’m actually kind of flattered. You guys are both gorgeous. I just don’t want to mess up a really good thing.”

Willow stood up, and Harper followed. “We understand. You’ve got nothing to worry about. Zoey’s crazy about you. She’s not going anywhere.”

“Neither are we. Since we’re Zoey’s friends you’ll probably be seeing a lot of us, but we promise to behave.”

“Unless you don’t want us to.”

To my consternation they both kissed me gently on the cheek on their way out. I was more confused than ever after they left. What the hell had that been all about? And what had Willow meant about Zoey really being fine with me going back with them to their apartment?

I couldn’t get my head back into work after that, so I decided I might as well go grocery shopping. I was in the middle of the store when Zoey texted.

Are you still speaking to me?

Of course I am

I’m not mad or upset

I’m just confused

That’s good

That you’re not mad I mean, not that you’re confused

Oh, crap. I suck at this

I chuckled to myself and pushed my cart out of the middle of the aisle. An older lady glared at me as her cart creaked past.

It’s ok, sweetheart

W and H came by to smooth things over

I promise I’m not mad at you

Good. I was really worried I’d screwed things up

I don’t want to lose you, Parker

You’d have to work at it really hard for that to happen

I’m tied up with a show this evening

Can I come by tomorrow to talk?

Come by whenever you’re ready

OK

See you then. Bye for now!

Bye

I was overwhelmed by an immense sense of relief. While I’d known how I felt about her, up until that moment I hadn’t realized just how strong those feelings were. But we were okay. I could cope with just about anything else.

When my doorbell rang the next afternoon, I padded over to the door and opened it to find Zoey looking up at me with a hopeful smile.

“I’m not interrupting you, am I?”

Today she’d gone for cute rather than sexy, wearing a light pink knit shirt that hung off one slim shoulder with a pair of skinny jeans so faded they were almost white and heeled sandals. Not that she wasn’t sexy. The girl could seduce a priest while wearing a burlap sack.

“Nope. Come in.”

“I brought lunch.”

She brushed past me, her hand grazing the growing bulge in my shorts, and set a large plastic bag on the coffee table before dropping to the couch and crossing her long legs. Shaking my head, I closed the door and gazed at her in bemusement.

“You look lovely.”

Zoey tilted her head and smiled. “Thank you. I love that you don’t expect me to dress like a sex kitten every minute.” She nodded toward the sack on the table. “That’s from the deli. Meatball sub. Marge remembered you ordered one the last time and gave me ten kinds of shit when I asked for it.”

“I can imagine.” I sat down on the couch next to her and began unpacking our lunch. “How’d your show go last night?”

“It was so-so. I was a little distracted.” Her green eyes peered at me from under her sooty lashes. “I missed my Daddy.”

My cock twitched insistently. Fuck. The girl did not play fair. “I missed you, too. Would you believe me if I told you that all I wanted to do yesterday was chuck work and hang out with you?”

“Yes. I felt the same way, and it was worse because I felt like I ran you off. I’m sorry.”

I shook my head. “You don’t have to apologize.”

“Yeah, I do. I fucked up, Parker. All I can say in my defense is that Willow, Harper, and I have had really long strings of nothing but really shitty boyfriends for years. I knew you were different, but I still couldn’t get beyond my past experiences. I’m sorry for that.”

I bit into my sub with a moan. “I’d forgive you damned near anything for bringing me this sandwich. Look, sweetheart, we all make mistakes. I guarantee you that I’m going to make my fair share, and I hope that you’ll forgive me when I do.”

“Oh, I’m sure I will.” The corners of her lips quirked up. “I may give you crap about it, but I will.”

“I’m just not understanding why you would be okay with me being with Willow and Harper.”

It sounded even more ridiculous when I said it out loud. Willow and Harper. Not just one of them—both.

Zoey chewed thoughtfully then swallowed. “Parker, do you want to be with me? As a couple, I mean.”

“Yeah. I really do.”

“Would you dump me if you slept with Willow and Harper?”

“I wouldn’t.”

“I know,” she assured me. “But if you did, would it make you not want to be with me anymore?”

“Aside from the crushing guilt, you mean? No. I can’t imagine much that would make me not want to be with you.”

“And that’s why I wouldn’t mind. You’re a good guy.” She frowned. “It’s hard to explain. I know you’d never chase after them behind my back. And I know you wouldn’t dump me to be with them.” Her eyes flickered to me. “You know I’ve made videos with them.”

She’d told me before, but I hadn’t really thought about it. “Yeah.”

“Then you know we’ve had sex. And I wouldn’t mind if you had sex with them, too.”

“For a video?” I asked in confusion.

“Yeah. Or just because you wanted to. Which I assume you do, because you’re a heterosexual male with a pulse. It wouldn’t be cheating because we’d all be okay with it, and I know that you aren’t going to quit caring about me just because you have sex with them. Does that make sense?”

In a weird, Zoey sort of way it did. “I guess so. Do you want me to have sex with them?”

“Yes? I mean, if you want to. We’re extremely close friends, Parker. We’ve been through a lot of shit together the past few years. They’re total sweethearts, and they’re lonely. It’s really hard to find decent guys these days. What we do makes it even harder. If you were willing, I wouldn’t mind sharing you with them because it would make them happy. But only if you’re willing.” She sighed. “That’s where we screwed up yesterday. We’ve gotten so used to our boyfriends wanting to fuck our friends that we just assumed you’d jump at the chance.”

“It felt like it would be cheating,” I answered slowly. “And I’d never cheat on you. I’d never do anything to hurt you.”

“I know. It wouldn’t be cheating, though. It would be more like all four of us were in a relationship together.”

My jaw dropped. “Me? With all three of you?”

“Yeah. Well, not just that. Willow and Harper are more than friends with benefits, even if they’re not exactly a couple. And I told you that I’ve had sex with them before. So, all of us would be in a relationship together. You’d just be the only one with a penis.”

I couldn’t help smiling back at her impish grin. “Do you have any idea how insane this sounds?”

“Yes. So what do you think?”

I rubbed the back of my head. “You’re all serious about this?”

“Absolutely. The Twins were so excited about the idea that they went a little crazy this morning. Then the three of us panicked thinking that we’d scared you off. We’d really like to see if we can make this work. With you. I don’t think it would be possible with anyone else. You’re very special, Parker.”

I took another bite of my sandwich while I considered her proposal. Did I want to have sex with Willow and Harper? Sure. They were both gorgeous and sexy as fuck. If it weren’t for Zoey, I’d have been raring to go this morning. But she wasn’t talking about just sex. This would be more than that.

“The problem is that I don’t know them,” I told her.

“That was one of the things we talked about after you left this morning. They know about you through me. Apparently I talk about you a lot,” she said with a slight flush to her pale cheeks. “But I haven’t talked to you about them much. I learned not to do that with my old boyfriends because, well...”

“Yeah, I can imagine how that went.”

“So, if you want—and it’s totally up to you—we can spend time with them so you can all get to know each other before jumping into the deep end.”

I was conflicted by the idea. I’d been looking forward to spending time with Zoey, more of those long, lazy weekends alone just enjoying being together. This would cut into our time just when our relationship was taking off. But what if? What if it could work? What if Zoey would be even happier with all four of us in a relationship? What if all four of us would be happier?

“Okay. Let’s do that, then. I’d want to get to know them anyway because they’re important to you.”

Zoey’s smile was blinding. “Are you busy Friday night? The Twins are doing live shows during the evenings this week, but they cleared their schedule for the weekend just in case.”

“And I cleared mine so I could spend it with you, so it sounds like we’re all free.”

“Then let’s do movie night at my place Friday. Just regular movies, not our movies,” she hastened to add. “I promise you they’ll be on their best behavior and won’t try to molest you.”

“Not even a little?” I teased with a grin.

“Only if you encourage them. I warn you, though, you give them an inch and next thing you know they’ll be taking the whole thing and fighting over who gets it next. And where.”

Holy crap. “You know, I can think of worse things.”

“They are freaking adorable, aren’t they?” she giggled, grinning back. “Like a couple of cute, naughty little kittens.”

“They are that.”

“Just so you know, they’re naughtier than me.”

A memory of her begging for my cock while calling me Daddy surfaced. “No one could be naughtier than you.”

She burst into delighted laughter at my naivete. “Oh, Parker, Parker. Are you in for a surprise.”

“Now you have me all intrigued.”

“I’m afraid you’ll just have to make do with me for now. And if you’re done with your sandwich, I think it’s time you took me to bed for some makeup sex.”

“We didn’t actually have a fight,” I pointed out.

Her green eyes glittered as she looked at me wide-eyed. “Daddy, your little girl has been bad and needs a good spanking. Are you going to give it to her or not?”

I set the remains of my sandwich on the table. “Makeup sex it is.”

“Whoohoo!”

I shook my head as the redhead skipped down the hall towards my bedroom. How had my life changed so much in such a short time? And what could I do to make sure it stayed this way?

Zoey waited with downcast eyes as I followed her into my bedroom and sat on the bed. Somehow she’d managed to strip down to nothing but her panties in the few seconds before I got there. The girl had skills. I felt my cock swelling eagerly as I raked my eyes over her delectable little body and the wealth of copper curls falling past her slender shoulders. Fucking kryptonite. I shook my head and went into Daddy mode.

“It isn’t nice to manipulate people, even if it is for their own good,” I told her.

She started to protest. “I only wanted to—”

“I know you meant well.” In your own particular, twisted way, I added mentally. “But it’s still not a nice thing to do.”

Zoey sighed. “Yes, Daddy.” She hung her head and scuffed her foot on the floor. “Am I getting a spanking now?”

“Yes, you are. I just wanted to make sure you knew why.”

She peered up at me through her eyelashes, a tiny smirk flirting with her lips. “I think it might be because you’re a dirty Daddy who likes having pretty girls’ bare asses bent over his lap.”

Well, shit. I could hardly argue with that, could I? I crooked a finger at her, but Zoey wasn’t even pretending to be reluctant, now. She practically levitated across my lap and stuck her ass up in the air. From the growing hard-on in my pants, I wasn’t any more reluctant than she was, either.

I considered the luscious swell so eagerly presented to me. “I think twenty licks would be appropriate.”

“You sure? I’ve been pretty naughty. I may deserve more.”

“We’ll start there and see what happens.”

Her sheer, pink lace panties didn’t cover a hell of a lot. I caressed her pale globes through them while fighting the urge to rip the damned things off of her with my teeth. Knowing Zoey, it would end up being a new kink for her and I’d get stuck buying new panties for her in bulk.

I drew the panties down over her hips and left them hanging from her knees. “Are you ready?”

“I’m always ready.”

“You really are a naughty girl, Zoey. You probably ought to be getting spankings every day.”

“That’s what I have you for, Daddy,” she replied happily.

I shook my head and smacked one cheek hard enough to make her whole ass jiggle. It sounded ridiculously loud in my small bedroom, but not as loud as Zoey’s shriek. Every neighbor I had must have heard her. She almost jerked off of my lap, but I planted my hand on the small of her back to hold her still.

By the time the second blow fell, the other cheek was bright pink and my cock was hard as nails. She squalled again, not nearly so loudly this time. Zoey always had to put on a show. Fortunately, I really enjoyed her performances.

She barely made it through half a dozen smacks before she was whimpering and writhing in my lap. I dipped my fingers between her legs and they came away drenched. After a couple more swats, I slid two fingers into her pussy and worked them around. When they were covered with her honey, I pushed them between her cheeks and found the crinkle of her ass. I rubbed her there in gentle swirls, smearing her juices around until she was coated and slippery, then eased a finger inside to the first knuckle.

“Daddy, that’s so dirty,” she groaned.

Her ass squirmed as I pushed in further and began to twist my finger. She whined a couple of times, but then settled again.

“Now, where were we? Oh, yeah. Seven.” Smack! “Eight.” Smack!

Her sphincter muscle clamped down on my finger while she humped against my lap. Droplets of her juices rolled slowly down her satin thighs.

At twelve, a deep shiver ran through her whole body. Her legs went taut and her ass shook, her asshole pulsing around my finger while she gasped out sharp, chirping cries like a baby bird.

I left my finger in her ass and used my spanking hand to play with her dripping pussy and clit until the last aftershocks passed. When I started spanking her again, I alternated between rubbing her clit and smacking her ass. It didn’t take any time at all before she was hovering right back at the edge. I kept her there, building the pressure swelling within her to a crescendo without quite tipping her over.

“Daddy, please...”

I ignored her begging. It wasn’t until I administered the final slap that I let her finish. I ran my hand over her glowing ass then thrust my fingers between her legs, tweaking her swollen nub until she bucked high off my lap with another shriek. Her small fists clutched my pants while her body heaved, then finally she went limp.

“Oh, shit,” she panted. “I am a very lucky girl.”

I nodded smugly. “You kind of are.”

She snickered. “What about you, Daddy? You ready to get lucky?”

I picked her up by her waist and set her on the edge of the bed. Her panties had fallen off her legs sometime in the last few minutes, leaving her lovely body completely bare. God, why did I even let her wear clothes? I stripped out of my clothes and boxers, and my prick strained towards her as I moved between her thighs.

But I wasn’t done playing, yet. I pushed her legs back until she grabbed onto her ankles and spread her pretty slit wide open for me, then I dropped to my knees and dove into her soaking pussy with my tongue. I sucked on her like I was dying of thirst and she was the only oasis in the desert, then licked my way to her clit and tongued it until she whimpered and shook.

“Oh, Daddy, that feels so good.”

When I looked up she was tweaking her nipples, her face flushed. Strands of her copper hair had worked loose from her braid and were plastered to the skin of her neck. My cock screamed at me to shove it inside her, and I was going to—after I made her come again. If she was my kryptonite, I was going to make damned sure that I was hers, too.

I speared my tongue into her tunnel while I used my thumb to massage her clit. This time I was rougher with her, overwhelming her with stimulation instead of drawing it out. I owned this pussy, and I was going to make it perform on command.

She made a strangled sound in the back of her throat. “Fuck. I’m going to...”

Whatever else she’d been going to say was lost in an incoherent stream of moans and cries. I didn’t even wait until she was done. While she was still lost in a haze of bliss I rose to my feet, draped her slender legs over my shoulders, and jammed my cock straight into her.

She was still quivering inside when I buried my dick in her liquid heat. I went at her like a jackhammer, wrapping my arms around her thighs to keep from shoving her across the bed. After a few thrusts I leaned in so my pubic bone would pound her clit when I bottomed out in her.

“Daddy, your hard cock feels so good in my pussy,” Zoey moaned. “You know just what your girl needs.”

“Damned right I do,” I grunted between thrusts.

I moved one hand to her clit and kneaded it frantically while she continued to work her nipples. Looking down, I watched her pink hole stretching around my cock. Damn. The little redhead was the poster child for sex kittens.

I slammed into her, my balls smacking wetly into her ass. We were both covered in the sticky fluids seeping from her pussy. She’d come so much already that it was dripping down the front of my thighs, and my balls felt like I’d dunked them in a tub of lube. And she was still leaking.

The redhead was so wet inside that my cock glided through her. If she hadn’t been so fucking tight there might not have been any friction at all, but with her inner walls clinging to me like a Titanic survivor onto a life jacket there was plenty.

I lasted just long enough for her to go off again, then I emptied my swollen balls into her tunnel, felt the heat as my cum spread around my cock like hot honey. I grunted, then grunted again as a second burst came out of nowhere and left my thighs shaking and knees wobbly.

I leaned forward and let her legs support my weight while my head swam. The room had grayed out for a few seconds, and I had to get myself together. My cock twitched inside of her grip as I emptied the last few driblets from my balls.

Zoey was looking up at me with her big, green eyes shining. “Thank you, Daddy. That was just what I needed.”

I was still getting my breath back. “Happy to be of service.”

She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek then slid off the bed. “I’ve got to go. I’m doing a live show in an hour, and I need to get cleaned up so I’m not leaking your cum all over the place while I’m playing with myself on camera.”

“I can see where that might be awkward.”

“It wouldn’t be if we did another video. Then it would be a bonus.”

“Maybe.”

“Besides, I think The Twins are going to insist you do one with them first.”

“We’ll see how things go after Friday night.”

“It would be so fucking hot,” she mused dreamily. “I’d love to watch.”

“You really are a naughty little girl.”

She beamed an angelic smile at me. “That’s why you spank me.”

“That, and because you’ve got an absolutely amazing ass I love to have bent over my lap.”

“You’re a naughty Daddy!”

“It’s funny how much naughtier I’ve become since you showed up in my life.”

Zoey shook her head. “I think you were already naughty. You just never got to indulge in it before I came along. You’re welcome!”

With a groan I crawled out of bed. “Good luck with your show.”

She melted against me and gave me a kiss that would have blown my socks off if I’d been wearing any. “Be good, and I’ll see you soon. I’m sure I’ll have done something to deserve another spanking by then.”

“No doubt.”

I heard my front door close behind her, and I started to gather up my clothes. Time to go back to work. I paused with my pants halfway on. Fuck it. I needed a nap. I’d work late to make up for it. Unless Zoey came by for another spanking after her live show. Then I wouldn’t get shit done. And wouldn’t that just be terrible?

I was more than a little anxious when I set out for Zoey’s apartment on Friday evening. Despite her assurances that the Twins would behave, I wasn’t particularly reassured. It wasn’t just that Harper and Willow were mischievous little minxes, either. My redheaded vixen had her own penchant for trouble and wasn’t above stacking the deck to achieve the outcome she was after.

I took a deep breath to steady my nerves before I rang the doorbell. Zoey greeted me with her hair in a ponytail and wearing a faded, black band t-shirt that hung almost past the hems of her pink knit shorts, comfortable yet still sexy as sin. The now-familiar rush of desire swept through me at the sight of her, and it was almost painful forcing it down as I followed her into the living room where the Twins were sitting on the couch. Like Zoey, they were dressed for comfort in loose t-shirts and shorts and sexy enough to rock me back on my heels. What the hell was I doing here with these girls? What alternate universe had I slipped into where girls like this were interested in me?

The Twins waved as I stepped inside. “Hey, Parker,” Willow greeted me, her long, ebony hair bobbing in its ponytail.

“We’re so glad you came,” Harper followed.

“Hi,” I replied lamely, still struggling to gain my composure.

Zoey gave me a quick kiss as she shut the door behind me. “I ordered pizza. Should be here in about twenty minutes. Want something to drink?”

Oh, I definitely needed a drink. I followed her into the kitchen, my gaze lingering on the entrancing sway of her ass. Damned redhead kryptonite. I was never at less than a slow boil around her.

“I’ve got beer, of course, or there’s vodka, gin, rum, and a bottle of Glenlivet I usually save for special occasions.” She cocked her head at me with a smile. “You’re pretty special, though, so I can get it out if you want.”

I bent and kissed the tip of her adorable nose. “You’re as sweet as you are sexy.”

Zoey’s face took on an odd expression. “You’re the only boyfriend I’ve ever had who called me sweet.”

“Maybe I’m the only one who ever bothered getting to know the real Zoey under the sex goddess looks and snarky shell.”

She blinked at me. “Parker...”

“No mushiness in the kitchen!” Willow called out. “We’ve got movies to watch and booze to drink.”

“Yeah,” Harper said. “If you’re going to do anything, at least come out here so we can watch until the pizza gets here.”

Zoey glared at her. “Harper,” she growled in a warning tone.

“What?” the blonde asked innocently. With her curly blonde hair, wide blue eyes, and pixie looks, Harper could do innocent even better than Zoey.

“Let’s pick a movie while they’re getting Parker’s drink,” Willow suggested.

I chuckled softly and Zoey rolled her eyes. “Sorry,” she whispered.

“It’s fine. I like them. They’re a lot like you.”

“We’ll see how you feel at the end of the evening,” she said dubiously. “What do you want?”

“Rum and Coke.”

The breakfast bar hid us from the view of the girls, so as Zoey bent over to make our drinks, my hand wandered over her firm ass. She gave a purring moan when I squeezed her.

“Behave, Daddy,”

I managed to keep my hands to myself after that, but it wasn’t easy. They wanted to be all over her. It had been days since I’d touched the sultry redhead, and I was having serious withdrawals. When we returned to the living room with our drinks I started to sit in the overstuffed chair, but Zoey stopped me.

“The couch is big enough for all four of us.”

She pushed me down on the far end and then put herself between me and the Twins. I wasn’t sure if that made me any safer or not.

“What are we watching?” I asked.

Willow waved the remote at the TV. “30 Days of Night.”

“That’s a good one.”

Zoey let out an aggrieved zone. “I don’t know that I like this. Now the three of you can gang up on me.” Harper opened her mouth, but Zoey held up a warning finger. “Think hard before you say it.”

“Never mind,” the blonde said meekly.

“You can make Parker hold you on his lap during the scary parts,” Willow suggested.

Zoey batted her big, green eyes at me. “Is that okay, Daddy?”

I noticed the other two smirking and realized they must already know about her kink. “You can always sit on Daddy’s lap, baby girl.”

Harper let out a surprised gasp and Willow stared at me wide-eyed. I smirked and gave her a wink.

“Oh, we’re really going to like him,” she whispered to Harper.

The doorbell cut off any further comments from the peanut gallery.

“Pizza’s here!” Harper sang out.

She leaped up and danced to the door. It was the same teenage pizza delivery guy from last week, and he looked just as gobsmacked by the delectable blonde as he had by Zoey. Poor kid was going to blow a fuse if he kept delivering here. Harper put the pizza boxes on the coffee table, where Zoey had already set out paper plates and napkins. While Willow started the movie, everyone claimed their share of the spoils, and I sat back with my plate. As I went to take my first bite, though, I realized that I was looking down a sea of perfect, silky legs and froze with the pizza halfway to my mouth.

I groaned inwardly. This was torture. Why couldn’t they all have worn pajamas or something? Instead of helping, that conjured an image of all three of the girls in sheer, lacy satin that sent a pulse of heat rushing through my groin. Quickly I set my plate on my lap to hide the growing bulge in my shorts before one of them noticed.

I wasn’t fast enough. Zoey’s lips curved in a knowing smirk, which she covered up by taking a big bite of pizza. Her eyes continued to dance with amusement at my discomfiture, though.

The movie was one that I liked, but between Zoey’s warm thigh pressed against mine and the glimpses of the other two beauties I kept catching out of the corner of my eye, I was far too distracted to concentrate on it. I gulped my rum and Coke and tried to focus on not choking on my pizza. That only worked until the sultry redhead climbed onto my lap a few minutes later and clung to me while the vampires slaughtered the townspeople in the darkness.

Willow and Harper seemed engrossed in the movie, so she wiggled her firm ass enticingly against the steel rod in my shorts. I didn’t dare move. I was almost afraid to breathe. Practically anything I did was going to give me away.

She put her lips to my ear. “That has to be painful, Daddy. Should we sneak into the bathroom so I can take care of it for you?”

I jerked as she ground down harder, and looked over to find the Twins staring at us. Grinding my teeth to hold in a groan, I swatted her pert butt.

“Behave, or I’m going to make you sit with them.”

Her eyes got big. “Yes, Daddy.”

Willow pursed her lips. “He says that like it would be a punishment.”

“Yeah,” Harper agreed, “but then she wouldn’t be sitting on his...” She bit her lip and didn’t finish.

Zoey slid off my lap with an annoyed sigh. “This is harder than I thought,” she grumbled.

“That’s what she said!” Willow crowed, sending the two of them into hysterical giggles.

I laughed with them. “I know Zoey told you to be on your best behavior, but will you please just be yourselves? The whole point of tonight is to get to know each other.”

Harper blew out a deep breath. “Oh, thank God. I thought I was going to explode if I had to keep censoring myself.”

Willow nodded. “And we know it’s been a few days. If you two need to go to the bedroom for a while, we won’t mind.”

The blonde grinned at us. “We’ll listen outside the door, but we won’t mind.”

I grinned back at her. “That’s better.” Zoey raised an inquiring eyebrow. “Relax. I’m not that fragile,” I told her.

Her eyes narrowed. “You’d change your tune in a hurry if I turned them loose on you.”

“That’s just slander!” Willow objected. “We wouldn’t hurt him.”

The blonde nodded in agreement, her golden curls bobbing. “Yeah. Parker’s sweet. We like him.”

“We were even good when he was on the phone with his mom.”

“They were,” I admitted.

“We can behave when we want to,” Harper insisted.

“We just don’t want to most of the time.”

I smiled at Zoey. “See? They’re finishing each others’ thoughts again. All is right with the world.”

They both laughed at that, while Zoey let her head sink against my chest with a sigh. “I...”

“What?”

“Nothing.”

I stroked her soft curls while we watched the rest of the movie. She felt so perfect there, like she was made to fit me, and I loved the cool, silken hair under my fingertips.

Willow sat up as the credits started. “I love it when they don’t cheat with a happy ending. I always feel robbed when they do that.”

“I agree. That’s one reason I like The Thing. The original, not the remake. It wouldn’t have had nearly the same impact with a happy ending.”

Willow’s head swiveled towards me. “You like horror movies?”

“Sure. It’s probably my favorite genre, although I’m not really up on the newer ones.”

Her lips slowly curved into a smile that lit up her whole face, and she turned to Zoey. “Don’t you dare fuck this up.”

The redhead laughed. “I’m doing my best!”

Willow just rolled her eyes. “Yeah, he’s watched movies with you. We can save him from that particular torture, at least.”

“I’m okay with horror movies, too,” Harper told me. “I just prefer slashers like Hostel and Saw.”

Zoey clutched my arm. “She made me watch The Human Centipede. I slept with the lights on for weeks and was afraid to open the door for the pizza guy.”

The blonde girl giggled. “Now you can snuggle up in bed with Parker, though. He’ll protect you from the monsters in your closet.”

Willow’s eyes focused on me again. “Luckily for you, I won rock-paper-scissors so I get to pick the movies tonight.”

“So, what’s next?”

“28 Days Later.”

“Another good one, although the sequels didn’t live up to it.”

“Truth.”

Zoey got up. “Refills? I know I’m going to want one.”

She got everyone topped off then smiled at me. “Do you mind starting without me? I need to upload a video and take care of a couple of things real quick.”

“Sure. Go ahead.”

As Zoey disappeared into the bedroom she used to shoot her videos, Willow and Harper traded glances. Before I knew what they were up to, one of them was parked on either side of me.

“You don’t mind, do you?” Harper asked anxiously.

“We promise we won’t try anything,” her friend said. “We just really like to snuggle during movies.”

“We promise,” Harper echoed with a sad sigh. “It’s been forever since we’ve had the chance to just snuggle with a guy.”

And what the fuck was I going to do, tell them no? As if.

I lifted my arms. “Come on.”

As they nestled against me I pulled them close. God help me, they were cuddly as a pair of kittens, too. True to their word, neither of them tried a single thing while we cuddled. We just watched the movie together in a cozy little pile while I enjoyed the faint scents of vanilla and honeysuckle coming from their hair. Even my cock relaxed and drifted back into a doze after a while. It was seductively nice—like my lazy Saturday with Zoey, only there were two of them.

I felt wildly conflicted about that. I knew I was falling for Zoey. I was absolutely crazy about her, but I couldn’t deny liking this a lot, too, and kind of wanting more. And even though Zoey said it was okay, her words couldn’t completely banish the guilt nagging at me.

I saw her slip back into the room and sit beside Willow. She caught my eye and flashed me a brilliant smile, and I could see how happy she was. This was exactly what she wanted to happen. I smiled back at her. Fuck guilt. There was no reason not to enjoy this, so that’s what I did and we remained like that until the movie ended.

Harper wriggled closer to me with a deep sigh of contentment. “This is so nice. Can we just stay like this?”

“I want to, but I have to pee,” Willow said. “Don’t touch the remote!”

When she got up, Zoey slid into her spot. “I’m just keeping it warm for you!” Her soft lips nuzzled against my ear. “Is it nice?”

“Yeah, it really is.”

“Good,” she hummed in satisfaction.

We took a break from the movie so everyone could pee, and Zoey made a big batch of popcorn. I have no idea where they put it after all the pizza they devoured, but somehow they managed. Willow reclaimed her spot next to me while Zoey seemed perfectly content to curl up again on her other side. Willow had picked the recent remake of Nosferatu to watch next, and I was surprised at how good it was. We were about halfway through it when there was a soft knock at the door.

The girls looked at each other and shrugged, and then Zoey hopped up and peered through the peephole. She gave a little squeak of excitement and hurriedly opened it.

“Summer!”

Willow and Harper stirred as the newcomer walked in. Summer? I didn’t recall Zoey ever mentioning her before.

“Sorry if I’m interrupting.”

“No, no,” Zoey assured her and flipped on the light.

I goggled when I got my first real look at her. Ice-blue eyes took in the scene we presented on the couch with a smile. She was a little older than the others, in her mid-twenties I guessed, but just as mouth-wateringly gorgeous.

Summer had a body so lush it deserved paintings in art museums around the world and a face that belonged on the statue of a Greek goddess. Her dress was shimmery, light blue-green chiffon decorated with yellow and orange flowers that clung to her curves then swirled around her calves like sea foam at the beach, while her nails were painted the same pale blue as her eyes. Dark auburn hair fell past her bare shoulders in autumn waves.

I waxed more than a little poetic about her in my head before it sank in. Fuck me, another redhead. I must have whimpered in the back of my throat or something, because the Twins both shot me a questioning look.

“I got back a couple of days early and figured I’d check in,” Summer said in a soft Southern accent like warm honey.

Zoey looked concerned. “Is everything okay?”

The other woman waved it away. “It’s fine. Just not what I hoped it would be.”

“Well, I watered your plants while you were gone. Everything’s still alive, I promise!” She took a key from the holder by the door and handed it to Summer.

“Thanks, Zoey. How are you two doing?” she asked the Twins.

Harper sat up with a happy grin. “Great! We’re glad you’re back. Maybe we can catch up over lunch after the gym on Monday.”

“We can do that.”

Those ice-blue eyes settled on me. Oh, holy Hell, those eyes. I could fall straight in and get lost there forever.

Zoey nodded towards me. “Summer, this is Parker.”

Somehow I managed to get control of my voice. “Nice to meet you, Summer.”

The goddess smiled down at me and held out a slim hand. When I took it she didn’t shake, but squeezed my fingers warmly. “You have no idea how glad I am that Zoey met you. You’re all she talks about.”

Zoey blushed at that with a happy smile. That smile finally broke the spell Summer had cast over me. My redhead was every bit as gorgeous, and I was in love with her. I think I probably had been since the first night I met her. I offered Summer a genuine smile in return.

“I’m lucky I found her. She’s the most incredible woman I’ve ever met.”

“I knew someone bright enough to see that would come along eventually.”

Her gaze flickered between the Twins cuddled up next to me, but she didn’t comment. I could see the questions simmering in her eyes, though.

“I’ll let you get back to your movie. Thanks again, Zoey.”

“Anytime.”

“It was nice to meet you, Parker. See you all later.”

Zoey closed the door and turned back to us with a frown. “She’s back early.”

“That’s very un-good,” Willow said darkly.

Harper looked worried. “Should we go over there?”

“No,” Zoey sighed, shaking her head. “You know how she is. Give her the weekend and hopefully she’ll be ready to talk Monday.” She looked at me. “Sorry. She was supposed to be on a romantic getaway with a guy she really liked. Doesn’t look like it worked out.”

“He must be absolutely fucking insane,” I said without thinking.

Zoey snickered. “She is really hot, huh?” When she caught my look of dismay, she smirked. “Don’t worry, Parker, we all know she’s ridiculously gorgeous. The problem is that she doesn’t, not deep down where it matters.”

“She’s a camgirl, too,” Harper explained, “but she’s way out of our league.”

Willow nodded. “She was the one who helped me and Harper get started when we needed rent money.”

“She’s super nice though,” Harper continued. “You’ll like her.”

“She is,” Zoey agreed. “We’ll all have to go out with her when she’s in a better place.”

After that, we settled back into our movie watching and kept on until it was really late, the girls trading places to cuddle at my side so everyone got a turn. I decided that being snuggled by two sexy girls at once was objectively better than just one. It was just science.

When the final movie ended, Willow and Harper reluctantly peeled away from me. Each of them gave me a soft kiss on the cheek before getting up.

“Night guys,” Willow said. “Thanks for inviting us.”

“And for letting us use Parker to snuggle,” Harper added with a grin at me.

Zoey laughed. “Anytime. Come over in the morning and we’ll go to brunch.”

Willow smiled in anticipation. “Sounds good! See you then.”

They went down the stairs giggling and chattering. I stared after them for a moment.”

“Should I walk them to their apartment?”

“They’ll be fine. We do this all the time. It’s not far, and it’s well lit. You’re sweet to offer, though.” She closed the door with a yawn. “Time for bed.”

“Want me to stay?”

Her green eyes met mine, warm and welcoming, and she wrapped her arms around me. “Only forever.”

“I’ll see what I can do.”
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