
        
            
                
            
        

    
Desperate Ex-Wife

Daddy's Harem, Book 3

Chase Jannock


Copyright © 2023 Chase Jannock

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

SYNOPSIS

DESPERATE EX-WIFE

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Epilogue

About The Author


SYNOPSIS

Book 3 of 3 - Jack’s life is upended when his ex-wife suddenly reappears, begging him to take her back. But Jack is a different man now, one with much higher requirements. How far will Carol go to reunite with Jack? Can she obey Jack’s strict demands and worship his hard dominance? Will she finally put aside her pride and join his harem of eager young beauties?

Whatever she chooses, one thing is clear— Jack can no longer be Carol’s husband.

Now, he can only be her Daddy.

DADDY’S HAREM is a slice-of-life adventure series focusing on the erotic journey of Jack as he builds his harem of eager and wanton women. Contains age-gap romance, unconventional relationships, and graphic scenes. 18+ only.


DESPERATE EX-WIFE




Daddy’s Harem, Book 3


Chapter 1

“Two civilized adults.”




I held my breath as Carol looked around the cabin. She was so breathtakingly beautiful. Honey-blonde hair framed her heart-shaped face. Her piercing blue eyes and full lips made her look like a movie star. At 5’7” with long legs, wide hips, a tiny waist, and perky B-cup boobs, Carol was the hottest woman I’d ever known.

“The cabin doesn’t have electricity, but it does have running water,” I babbled, trying to fill up the silence. “We got a big cistern and the toilet flushes real good. We also got the fireplace inside, though I figure we can mostly use the pit outside. That will be so much fun. We can roast marshmallows every night. And I bought that boombox over there. It has a CD player and dual cassettes. The radio reception out here is spotty, but the speakers sound rad.”

Carol peeked into the bedroom, an unreadable look on her face. I still couldn’t believe that I had gotten her to come out here with me. She was so smart and warm, a comforting presence as well as sexually enticing. Two weeks with this beautiful girl would be like a dream come true.

“So? What do you think?”

My worries lightened as Carol finally smiled.

“I love it,” she said in her husky whisper. “Thank you for bringing me here, Jack.”

Twenty-two years later, I stood facing Carol across the very same room we had shared as a young couple falling in love. So much had happened in those last two decades. We’d gotten married, bought a house, raised a son, and gone through the pain of getting a divorce.

No, I thought. We didn’t get a divorce. She divorced you, Jack.

That was true. Carol had left me without a word of explanation, only a demand for a divorce. In the year since, I had not seen or spoken to her. It was almost like she had died, leaving me to carry on without the woman I’d loved for so long.

And now she was here, back from the dead, asking to come home.

“It’s been a year since I last saw you,” I said in disbelief. “In all that time, you refused to meet with me or even speak to me on the phone. Every interaction we had was through our goddamn attorneys! And now you show up out of the blue, saying you made a mistake? Saying you want me to take you back? Are you fucking kidding me?”

“I’ve never been more sincere in my life, Jack. I screwed up. I know that. I can’t change what I did, but I can try to repair the damage I caused.”

“Repair the damage? We’re divorced, Carol. I’ve put our house up for sale. And our son is taking meds for his depression, something I didn’t even know until yesterday. Repair? What are you even talking about?”

She stepped towards me, her hand out as if to touch me. I took a step backward, maintaining the distance between us. After a year apart, seeing her again was such a shock. I was angry and confused. The last thing I wanted was for Carol to touch me.

Carol stopped and held up her hands disarmingly. The pained expression on her face made my heart soften. Despite everything, there was a part of me that was happy to see her again. I’d missed her so much.

But then I remembered that day I found Carol on the patio. I remembered the look of contempt she wore as she sat there, smoking a cigarette and demanding a divorce. I remembered the two weeks I spent in this very cabin, alone and distraught, sobbing as I watched the sunset over the lake.

Whatever Carol wanted, whatever this visit was for, I was under no obligation to participate. I owed her nothing.

“I think you should leave,” I said.

“You don’t mean that.”

“I do! I want you to go. Right now!”

“Jack, you will not kick me out. I know you. You wouldn’t be so cruel. You are not that kind of man.”

An icy calmness filled me as I heard those words. All the turmoil and rage that had made me shout, that had made my voice quiver with emotion, all of that dwindled away to nothing inside me. What replaced it was cold and measured.

Carol thought she still knew me.

She was wrong.

I was no longer the man she had known for 20 years. I wasn’t agreeable, docile Jack Henson anymore. Carol might not recognize the change yet. But she was about to learn.

“You don’t know me anymore,” I said quietly. “And I don’t know you, Carol. I wonder if I ever did.”

I unlatched the door and held it open.

“Leave now. You’re not my wife and I did not invite you here. You are trespassing. I want you to go.”

“Jack, please. Be reasonable.”

I said nothing, glaring as I waited for her to leave. Carol flinched at the stony expression on my face, sensing I would not give in to her requests. A look of panic flashed across her lovely face. This was obviously not the way she had envisioned things going.

“At least let me explain why I did it,” she said, desperation making her voice quiver. “I’m sure you want to know why, yes? Let me tell you and then… and then I’ll go, if you want.”

I considered her words. In truth, I did want to know why she left me. It had been the central mystery of my life, a question that had eaten me up for the last year. I’d gone over it again and again, trying to figure out her motivations, questioning our lives together, blaming her, blaming myself, blaming the universe.

I needed to hear her reasons, if only for my own peace of mind.

“Please, Jack. Just hear me out. That’s all I ask.”

I thought it over, taking my time. There was no rush. This was my place. She had come to me. I decided what happened next.

After a long moment of chilly silence, I finally closed the door.

“You’re right,” I said. “I do want to know why you destroyed our marriage. At the very least, I deserve an explanation.”

“Of course.”

“So explain yourself. I’m willing to listen.”

Carol looked relieved that I was letting her stay, if only to hear her story. She gave me a small nod, tucking her chin in a way I recognized immediately. It was one of the small gestures I had loved so much when we were married.

I didn’t know if Carol was doing it deliberately. I didn’t know if she was trying to soften my heart. Regardless, my resolve was firm and my heart remained hardened.

It was a strange but thrilling feeling to be so in control of myself and this situation. I regarded my ex-wife with an almost clinical detachment, keenly observing her actions while keeping my emotions at a distance, safe from manipulation.

“Can we sit?” Carol asked. “Like two civilized adults?”

“We can do that.”

I took a seat at the dining table and folded my hands together, placidly waiting for Carol to join me. She looked unnerved by my calm exterior. I could sense her struggling to reconnect with the husband she knew, the man she’d spent two decades with.

“I brought a bottle of your favorite whiskey. I know how much you enjoy a nightcap out here at the lake. I also brewed a fresh pot of coffee.”

“Coffee is fine.”

“Of course.”

As Carol was pouring two mugs of coffee, my phone buzzed. It was a text from Amber asking where I was.

“I’m taking care of something. I’ll be back soon.”

Amber’s reply was immediate. “Are you fucking Sara at the Conference Center???”

I couldn’t help but grin at her message. Amber was not one to mince words.

“No. I’m at my cabin. I will return after I’ve taken care of something.”

Amber sent the “okay” emoji.

“Was that Paul?” Carol asked.

“No.”

She waited for a further explanation, but I offered none. Looking even more unsure of herself, Carol set down the mugs of coffee and took a seat across the table from me. I noticed she’d chosen my favorite mug, the thick ceramic one with a chip on the handle. It had been my father’s mug as well. I stirred in some cream and set the spoon aside.

“No sugar?” Carol asked.

“I don’t use sugar anymore,” I said.

“Since when? You always take a spoonful of brown sugar in your coffee.”

I could tell Carol was trying to evoke a response from me, to establish our old familiarity and draw out an acknowledgment of our years together. I felt no need to provide that for her, so I stayed silent.

“Well, whatever changes you’ve made to your diet have paid off,” she continued. “You look amazing. You’ve lost so much weight and put on so much muscle.”

“You’ve changed, too.”

Carol gave me a small nod of acknowledgment, though she was pleased I had noticed. Carol had slimmed down since I last saw her, her face more angular, her cheekbones more prominent.

She was wearing a breezy sleeveless top and a clingy skirt that reached her ankles. Her hair was longer and had light streaks running through her naturally dark blonde color. Her lips were noticeably plumper than I’d ever seen them.

But the most striking change was her breasts. The perky B-cup tits I had always admired were now at least a DD-cup. I knew my ex-wife’s body as well as my own, so it was jarring to see such a dramatic change. I had to admit she looked absolutely stunning, the work she had done in the gym complimented by a surgeon’s deft touch. Carol was 42, but looked at least ten years younger.

Carol knew I was taking in her new and improved self. The clothes she had chosen accentuated her beauty. Carol knew I loved women in skirts and dresses, as opposed to the slacks she usually wore.

Carol had made other deliberate choices. She’d tuned the radio to my favorite 90s station and the coffee she’d brewed was a blend I’d always savored. Along with her offering of my favorite whiskey, I realized how much planning had gone into Carol’s surprise visit.

None of it affected me. I studied the woman sitting across from me, taking in her upright posture, the freckles across her bare shoulders, the way she cupped her mug as the steam wreathed her face. There was a stillness inside me that steadied my hands and stiffened my resolve.

“So, why did you do it?” I asked.

Carol took in a deep breath. She lowered her eyes, gathering herself for what came next. When she looked up at me, her eyes were glistening.

“I left you because I was afraid, Jack. I was so terrified, I just ran away.”

“Terrified? Of me?”

“Of growing old,” she whispered.


Chapter 2

“I just want to come home.”




I waited for Carol to go on. She sipped her coffee, her brow furrowed as she struggled to find her words. I knew that look well, having seen it many times when Carol was trying to say something important. At the very least, I knew she was being sincere.

“There was this dark feeling that grew inside me during the last few years before Paul left for college,” Carol said slowly. “It was a vague sense of unease, a feeling that something was not right. I didn’t understand it. Why was I feeling that way? I had a comfortable life with a son I was proud of… and a husband I loved.”

I flinched inside when I heard those words from her, but I did not show any emotion. Carol searched my face for a reaction. Finding none, she lowered her eyes and continued.

“I think social media was part of it, as pathetic as that sounds,” she said. “It seemed like all my friends were discarding their old lives to pursue their ‘passions’, whatever those were. Traveling in a camper van, moving to Portugal… or finding a new life partner. I knew most of it was performative bullshit, but I still got caught up in the feeling that maybe there was more out there for me. A bigger, grander life.”

Carol ran her finger around the rim of her coffee mug. It was another familiar gesture, one that she did unconsciously whenever she was lost in thought.

“The funny thing is, I know the exact day when it all came crashing down on me. We were getting ready to have dinner at Anthony’s Ristorante. You always get the spaghetti with sausage and I was looking forward to the eggplant lasagna. We’d share espresso and strawberry gelato on the terrace afterward, like always.”

Anthony’s was our favorite Italian spot. We’d gone there several times a month for years. Since Carol left, I had only gone back once. Eating alone had been too depressing to endure. It didn’t help when the staff kept asking where Carol was.

“I was dressing in the bathroom when I noticed a gray hair,” Carol continued. “Not on my head, but down below. A gray pubic hair. It troubled me to see it in ways I couldn’t really put into words. I plucked it and searched for more. There were several others, hidden in the weeds, so to speak.”

“You’ve had gray hairs before,” I pointed out. “Both your parents went prematurely gray.”

“Yes, but not down there. Finding those hit me harder than I expected. All through dinner, the thought of it gnawed at my mind. Even as we ate our gelato, I was thinking about it. I was so disturbed, I felt nauseous. As we were driving home, I almost burst into tears.”

“Over some gray hair?” I asked, incredulously.

“It wasn’t the hair, it was what it symbolized. I was getting old, Jack. I was 40. Half my life was gone. Paul would be leaving for college soon and then it would just be the two of us at home, living our quiet lives together.”

“Would that have been so bad?” I asked.

“Of course not. Most people pray for the kind of life we had. We had money and we had our health and we had each other. I knew I should be content. I knew I should be happy.”

“But you weren’t.”

“No,” she said. “Maybe it was because we got married and had a child so early, but I always had a nagging feeling that I’d missed out on things. I felt my life was smaller than it could have been.”

“I made sacrifices, too,” I said quietly. “I quit college and took a job I didn’t want just to keep a roof over our heads. My life didn’t turn out the way I had planned. But I valued what I had. What we had as a family. That’s all that mattered to me. I never wanted more than that.”

“I know, Jack. I know everything you did for us. And I was grateful to have you as my husband. My dissatisfaction was like melancholy or wistfulness, not something that would break our marriage. Maybe it was just a mid-life crisis that would have passed, some lingering doubts that would eventually fade away? I never expected it to overwhelm me. I planned on spending the rest of my life with you, the two of us growing old together.”

“So what changed?”

Carol sighed deeply, her mouth twisted into a frown.

“Boyd,” she whispered. “That’s what changed things.”

“Boyd? The guy you were dating before me?”

Carol nodded. “That night we went to Anthony’s when I was feeling so disturbed about getting older? While you slept, I stayed up in bed, scrolling through my social media page, reading updates on my timeline from people I hadn’t seen in years, even decades. It just brought home for me how much time had passed.”

She cleared her throat, running her finger rapidly around the rim of her mug.

“And then I got an instant message. It was from Boyd. I hadn’t heard from him in decades and now, suddenly, we were chatting online. At first, it was so awkward, just the usual chit-chat about what we had done with our lives. But the more I talked with him, the more I felt these old emotions rising inside me, emotions I thought I’d buried a long time ago.”

“What emotions?”

“Excitement,” Carol said. “Passion. Lust. But mostly, I think I just remembered what it was like to be a girl again. To be young and experience things for the first time. When everything was new and fresh and full of possibilities.”

“You got all that from an online chat with your old boyfriend?”

“Not all at once,” she replied. “If fact, I thought that one conversation was going to be it. But as the days went by, I couldn’t stop thinking about Boyd and the time we shared. He was my first actual boyfriend, the guy I lost my virginity to. The only man I’ve been with besides you, Jack. Talking with him lit a spark inside me that just grew and grew. I looked up Boyd’s social media and saw the kind of life he was living. Riding motorcycles across the country. Going to rock concerts in the desert. Swimming with sharks in Mexico.”

“Sounds like an adventurous guy.”

“He was doing the kinds of things I’d only daydreamed about, things I wish I could have done when I was young. It fired my imagination. I started daydreaming about living that kind of life.”

“But not with me,” I said.

“No,” she admitted. “Not with you.”

We said nothing. The silence thickened as the minutes spooled by.

“Go on,” I finally said. “I’m listening.”

Carol paused, searching my face. I calmly returned her gaze, waiting for her to continue.

“What happened next is just bad clichés,” Carol said. “Messages exchanged, late night texting, secret communications. Eventually, we spoke on the phone. Hearing Boyd’s voice was the final straw. All those memories from twenty years ago came flooding back. I was utterly consumed by the fantasy I’d been building, locked into the daydream of my lost youth. I wanted to chase down all those old feelings again.”

“And how long were you having this emotional affair before you decided to end our marriage?”

Carol winced at my words. My tone was neutral, but my question still bit deep for her. Was it the word “affair”? Was hearing that ugly word finally driving home what she had done?

“About a year,” she sighed. “A year that I am deeply ashamed of, Jack.”

“You’re ashamed of it now,” I pointed out. “Not then. Not when it was actually happening.”

“No. Even then, I was ashamed. I just felt powerless to resist. I decided to leave once Paul went for his college year abroad. I knew he would take it hard and I wanted to spare him as much trauma as possible.”

“It didn’t work.”

“I know. Hurting him was the last thing I wanted. My only excuse is that I was so caught up in the fantasy I had constructed. I acted impulsively, careless of all the damage I was about to do. I was so terrified of growing old and missing out on life that I seized what I thought was my only chance to start again. It was a twisted, romantic illusion, but I wanted it.”

Carol sipped her coffee. Her voice was steady, but her hands were trembling.

“I thought it would be easier if we separated immediately. So I waited until your birthday when I knew you would be going to Prospar Lake.”

“You seemed quite content to be leaving,” I reminded her. “You looked at me with contempt in your eyes.”

“I did so deliberately. I thought it would be kinder to have you hate me than to leave any sort of bonds intact.”

“You were cruel as a kindness to me?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t believe you,” I said.

“I suppose I deserve that. I won’t argue the point. I just wanted you to know.”

My phone buzzed. It was Amber. She texted a simple “?” emoji. I texted back, “be there soon” and set my phone down.

“Paul?” Carol asked again.

“No. A friend.”

“Anyone I know?”

Carol did know Amber, though her memory of the girl might have faded over the years. She might recall the awkward, playful young girl who used to go swimming with Paul. Carol would have no idea about the woman Amber had become.

But there was no need to inform my ex-wife of anything in my personal life. Not anymore. Instead, I asked her a question that had bothered me since the moment she left.

“That day when I found you on the patio? Why were you smoking a cigarette?”

I immediately noticed a flush creeping up Carol’s cheeks. She was not easily embarrassed, but when she was, she turned bright red.

“Oh that,” she mumbled. “It was stupid. When I was with Boyd, I used to share his cigarettes. It was the only time I smoked. That morning, I felt like it would make clear I was a different woman. I thought it would make me someone else.”

I almost laughed at the absurdity of her answer. For a year, I had racked my brains for some clue as to why my wife would be suddenly smoking a cigarette in our backyard. It was so out of character for her, I’d wondered if Carol was having a mental crisis.

Turns out, she was just trying to be edgy.

“Well, I hope you quit,” I said.

“Instantly. It made me dizzy and nauseous. I threw the rest of the pack away. Wasted ten dollars.”

For a moment, the wry charm I knew so well made me feel warmly towards my ex-wife. The feeling quickly faded, an ember from a dying fire.

“So you left to start a new life with Boyd,” I said. “Was it all you imagined?”

“No. Of course it wasn’t. I thought I was embracing a torrid romance. Instead, it was just a grimy mid-life crisis for a woman who should have known better. It was doomed from the start. When I showed up at Boyd’s doorstep, he was not happy to see me.”

I frowned. “Wait. So you didn’t plan this out with him? He didn’t know you were leaving me?”

“No,” Carol said bleakly. “I told no one, not even him. I thought I’d surprise my old lover and he would sweep me up in his arms. Instead, he asked me what the hell I was doing there.”

I burst into peals of laughter. I wasn’t trying to be cruel or mocking. I just couldn’t contain myself.

Carol waited, her face bright red, her expression pained. When my laughter finally subsided, she gave me a grim smile.

“I suppose I deserve that, too.”

“For god’s sake, Carol. What the fuck were you thinking?”

“Obviously I wasn’t thinking. Or I was thinking too much. Take your pick.”

“How long before he got over the shock of seeing you again?”

“I don’t think he ever did,” Carol said. “I certainly was shocked to see him. He did not tell me he was in a wheelchair.”

My eyes widened. “A wheelchair?”

“Boyd had gotten into a severe motorcycle accident about a year earlier. He had suffered a spinal cord injury that left him partially paralyzed from the waist down. He’d also lost his right foot and most of the fingers on his right hand.”

“Sweet Jesus.”

“Boyd was mostly home-bound, at that point. His rehab consisted of drinking beer and surfing the Internet. All the pictures of his adventures were years old. He contacted me and others from his past just to have someone to talk to, someone who remembered him from before the accident. Like me, he was just trying to recapture some joys of his youth. So he made up an elaborate fantasy persona online. He never expected me to show up and see the reality.”

I shook my head, confused. “So once you saw how Boyd really was, why didn’t you come back?”

“Because I’m a stubborn fool,” Carol said bitterly. “I’d bought into this fantasy of reconnecting with my first love. When I saw how he really was, I just switched from a romance fantasy into a rescue fantasy. I thought I could stay with him, support him, return him to the man he used to be.”

“And that didn’t work.”

“No. It did not. After a few months, I knew he would not change. I realized I had thrown away my happy life with you to chase a daydream that was never real. The last straw was Boyd punching me in the face when he was drunk. Getting a black eye from a man in a wheelchair just drove home how badly I had screwed up.”

I sipped my coffee. It had gone cold, but I hardly noticed. Carol ran her finger around the rim of her mug over and over, her eyes red and tired.

“So you were with Boyd for a few months before leaving? Why didn’t you come back?”

“By then, the divorce had gone through. And Paul told me how much you had grown to hate me.”

“That’s not true. I never hated you.”

“Then I hated myself enough for the both of us,” Carol said. “I was living with my parents again, jobless and alone, totally adrift. My parents kept urging me to get back with you, but I was too ashamed to go crawling back to the man I’d abandoned. As much as I longed to return to our old life, I knew that wasn’t possible after what I had done. So I decided on a new plan.”

“What plan?”

“To win you back,” she said softly. “I’d do whatever it took to make you want me again. I know I took you for granted in the last years of our marriage. I couldn’t just waltz back home and act like nothing had changed. So I worked out and lost weight. I grew my hair out and adopted a strict beauty routine. And I sold my car to pay for cosmetic surgery. I wanted to be the best I could be before I came to you here, at Prospar Lake. The place where we fell in love. The place where we conceived our child.”

Carol startled me by getting out of her chair and coming toward me. Before I realized what was going on, she was on her knees, her hands on my legs, her face turned up to me, her eyes beseeching.

“Take me back,” she whispered. “I’m so sorry, Jack. I just want to come home. I want us to be together again.”

I gently pushed her hands off my legs. I had the explanation I wanted, but the distance between us still remained. I was not her husband and she was not my wife. Begging on her knees made me feel nothing but pity for this woman.

My expression must have told Carol I was unmoved by her pleading. She stood and took a step back.

“It can be like it was, Jack. When we were lovers all those years ago? We can have that again.”

Carol kept her eyes on me as she slowly removed her top. I could have stopped her, but I didn’t. I wanted to see how she had changed. I wanted to know what she was offering.

Carol dropped her top on the floor. She stood before me, boldly displaying her new tits. They were big and full and perfect, her big nipples crowning her DD-cup breasts. Her skin was tanned and her stomach was flat and hard. She’d gotten a ring pierced through her belly button. It gleamed in the dim light.

A small grin flitted across Carol’s face as I took in her new body. With a shimmy of her hips, she slipped out of her skirt, letting it pool around her ankles. She wore no panties. Her pussy was waxed smooth.

“Never have to worry about gray hairs again,” she teased, running a hand over her bare mound. “Come to bed with me, darling. I drove all this way to be with you. Let’s make a new start here, where it all began for us.”

Carol looked amazing, the woman I’d loved for so many years looking like one of those MILF porn stars. My heart was beating fast and my cock was swelling in my pants.

“I didn’t have sex with Boyd,” Carol said. “His spinal injury left him incapable. I’m so ready to make love to you again, darling. It’s been so long. I miss having you inside me.”

I slowly got to my feet. Carol smiled widely, her hands tracing her breasts alluringly as she stepped towards the bedroom.

Carol looked confused when I didn’t follow her.

“You can stay for the night,” I told her. “It’s late. We’ll speak again in the morning.”

“But… where are you going?” she asked as I headed for the door.

“I’ll spend the night with my friends.”

“What friends?”

“Amber. And Lucy. And Daniela, if she decides to share our bed.”

I opened the front door.

“Jack…” Carol called to me.

“Goodnight,” I replied.

I stepped out into the night, closing the door behind me.


Chapter 3

“I can think of another way to relax you.”




The night air was cool on my skin as I walked to Amber’s cabin. Above, the near-full moon hung in a cloudless sky full of stars. Moonlight rippled across the still surface of the lake. On the far shore, the lights of the Conference Center glowed in the darkness.

My mind was whirling with everything that had just happened. The shock of seeing Carol again had given way to numbness after hearing her confession.

Was confession even the right word? Perhaps “story” was a better way of describing it. In the morning, I’d ask to see Carol’s phone. I wanted to read all her messages with Boyd, no matter how much it hurt. It wasn’t just to confirm her story, but to confront all the ugliness I was dealing with for the last year.

I suddenly realized that I was already planning to interact with Carol again. Wouldn’t it be better to just send her on her way? I’d gotten the information I wanted. What more needed to be said between us?

And yet I knew I wouldn’t just dismiss my ex-wife when I saw her again. I didn’t know exactly what I was going to do, but it wouldn’t be that. The emotions that I had kept under control while speaking to Carol were now emerging again inside me. I needed to sort through them before deciding how to handle Carol.

It didn’t help that my cock was still tingling from seeing her naked. Carol was one of the most attractive women I’d ever known. Now she looked better than ever. Despite all the mental reservations I had, my dick just wanted to get inside my ex-wife again. Carol had always been a first-class piece of ass.

“She used to laugh when I called her that,” I said to myself. “She thought I was being ironic when I said it, but I wasn’t. Fucking her was always a first-class experience. I just wish she had been more willing as we got older.”

As I approached the cabin, I noticed that Amber’s car was gone. The bonfire had been doused and the BBQ stuff cleaned up. A light was on inside the cabin.

Harriet greeted me at the door as I entered. I stroked her head, feeling the tension inside me ease as I petted her. Dogs were marvelous medicine for soothing a troubled mind.

“You’re back!” Lucy cheered, emerging from the bedroom. She was wearing an oversized T-shirt that went down to her mid-thighs. Her black hair was tied back in a loose ponytail, her feet bare.

“Where did Amber go?” I asked. “I saw her car is gone.”

“She drove Daniela back to Kanderton,” Lucy said. “Amber said she would be out late. I think the two of them are going to spend some time together.”

“No surprise. They seemed pretty into each other.”

“Oh, they certainly were,” Lucy chuckled. “They were making out quite heavily while you were gone, Mr. Henson.”

“Wish I could have seen that,” I said. “Did you join in?”

“Actually, Daniela asked me to record them with her phone. She’s got some kind of social media presence. She and Amber were even talking about doing some erotic videos together.”

I let out a low whistle. “Sounds like I missed quite a bit.”

“Where were you? Is everything okay?”

I let out a deep sigh and flopped onto Lucy’s futon sofa. Like the rest of the furniture in her cabin, the futon was old and needed replacement.

“I had to deal with a guest back at my place,” I said tiredly.

“Sara?” Lucy asked. “Were you two…?”

“No, not Sara. I took her back to the Conference Center. It was my ex-wife, Carol.”

“Oh my god,” Lucy gasped, sitting next to me. “What was she doing out here? Did Paul know she was coming? What did Mrs. Henson want?”

I shook my head. “I don’t really want to talk about it. Not right now.”

I leaned my head back and closed my eyes. I was still struggling with the conflicting emotions that were swirling inside me. When I was with Carol, I had been in control of my feelings. Now, after all that, I was feeling a bit shaky.

Lucy snuggled close to me, resting her face on my chest. I put my arm around her. It was deeply comforting to hold this girl and feel her warm skin against mine.

“I can tell you have a lot of things weighing on you, Mr. Henson,” Lucy murmured. “I’ve always found talking and radical honesty to be the best way to unburden your mind. But since you don’t want to talk, I can think of another way to relax you.”

She took my hand and slid it under the hem of her shirt, pressing my fingers between her legs. Lucy opened her thighs, guiding my fingers into her moist slit.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” she whispered. “Empty all your stress into me, dump all your hot cum inside my little girly cunt. Please, Daddy. I want it so bad. Let me drain your balls. Let me relax you.”

Lucy was only 19, but she knew how to provide comfort to a man. Burying myself in her tight snatch was exactly what I needed right now.

“Good idea,” I told her. “Get to it.”

Lucy gave a low giggle as she swung her leg over my thighs and settled on my lap. I put my hands behind my head and leaned back, enjoying the view as the petite brunette tugged the oversized shirt over her head and tossed it aside, her big tits swaying nicely as she moved.

I raised my arms as Lucy pulled off my shirt, then raised my hips so I could pull off my pants. Naked, I settled back into the futon as Lucy pushed my legs apart and got between my thighs.

“Can I suck it, Daddy? Please?”

“You can suck it.”

Lucy cupped my balls as she licked my cock, kissing and suckling on it until it grew rock hard in her hands. I sighed deeply, loving the rush of blood to my groin as this gorgeous 19-year-old worked my tool with the skill of an expert.

“How’d you become such a good cocksucker?” I asked, genuinely curious about where she had learned her oral skills.

“Watching porn and practicing on my dildo,” she said. “I was always a horny girl. Plus, my first boyfriend was a very strict teacher.”

“After you’ve earned my load, I want to hear about this boyfriend.”

“Whatever you want, Daddy.”

“Good. Now stop playing and throat that cock, you naughty little cunt.”

Lucy groaned with pleasure, turned on by her favorite pet name. She eagerly latched onto my cock, her cheeks hollowing as she suctioned my cockhead with her thick lips.

“That’s a good cunt,” I encouraged her. “Suck Daddy’s cock just like that. I’ll give you Daddy’s reward if you’re a good girl.”

Lucy moaned as she unhinged her jaw and took me down her throat, the wet glug-glug-glug of my throat-fucking her like primal music to my ears. Lucy gripped my thighs with her hands for leverage and she drove her head up and down on my rigid tool, tears streaming from her eyes and dripping onto my balls.

Lucy’s throat made a wonderful cocksleeve and I could have happily finished there, but I wanted more. A quickie BJ would not drain me the way I needed to be drained.

“Enough of that,” I grunted, lightly slapping the top of Lucy’s head. “Get up and sit on my dick.”

Lucy quickly rose from her knees and straddled me, guiding my cock into her wet slit. I groaned as I penetrated her fuckhole, loving how this girl gripped me so tightly. Her wetness was such a blessing, making everything slippery and warm.

Lucy grabbed the back of the futon on either side of my head. I cupped her tits, rubbing my thumbs over her big, dark nipples. Lucy started bouncing and grinding on my cock, moaning with pleasure as I stretched out her tight hole.

I alternated between cupping the girl’s tits and slapping her ass cheeks as she rode me. A few slaps to her pretty face drove Lucy wild, making her grunt in animalistic pleasure.

I still didn’t know this girl’s limits, but I was eager to find out. We still had over a week together here at Prospar Lake. I was going to use that time to fill her and Amber with my loads as often as possible. Getting sexy Asian Daniela into the mix would be the perfect compliment to our little tribe.

And then there was Sara. Older, redheaded, more cautious than my harem of young sluts. The way she had talked to me tonight and her reaction to my girls showed she was intrigued by me. I was getting better at reading women, my old sexual instincts reawakening. Sara might be a challenge, but I knew eventually I’d be balls deep in that pussy of hers. Was her pubic hair as bright red as the hair on her head? The thought of running my fingers through her fiery bush was almost too much to handle.

“Daddy, can I cum?” Lucy gasped.

Her wet pussy was dripping and her bouncing had grown frantic. Lucy’s moans were so loud, Harriet cocked her head at us from the corner where she was curled up.

“No, not yet.”

Lucy groaned in frustration, which sparked my lust. Controlling this girl’s body was such a huge turn-on, especially since she wanted me to take total control. When a beautiful girl surrenders to you like that so completely, you never want to give up that control ever again. It was addictive.

I slapped Lucy’s face, then pushed her off me. Standing, I flipped the tiny girl over, her knees on the futon, her hands gripping the back. I slapped her ass hard, making her pale skin glow cherry red. Pulling her ass cheeks apart, I slammed my cock into her pussy and started hammering the girl doggie style. She groaned wildly, her hand between her legs thrumming her clit as I pounded her, the futon rocking and squeaking as we fucked like wild animals.

“Daddy, oh Daddy!” Lucy whimpered. “It’s so good, Daddy! My cunt feels so yummy!”

I almost laughed at the way Lucy talked when she was getting fucked. It was so different from her usual speech pattern, but it was a huge turn-on. Her love of being used by a man just drove me to push harder and harder.

I suddenly realized that for the last 20 minutes of my fucking Lucy, I hadn’t thought of Carol once. My ex-wife was sitting in my cabin less than 150 yards away, rebuffed by me despite literally throwing herself at my feet.

The anger and shock and sadness of her unexpected visit made me slam Lucy’s pussy even harder as I used the girl’s slender body as a tool to release my tension. She responded to my hammering with even louder moans, her hand a blur between her legs.

“Daddy, please let me cum!” she cried out. “Please let me cum!”

“No, goddamn it!” I snarled, controlled fury surging through me. I wasn’t near ready to finish, so neither could she.

I pulled my cock from her sopping pussy and gave her ass another hard slap. Lucy sobbed in pain and frustration, her denied orgasm driving her crazy with need.

As much as I loved seeing her struggling so hard, I knew I had to give her the release she wanted so badly.

“Don’t worry,” I said as I stroked her face. “Daddy will give you what you need, girl. You know that, right?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good. Now grab onto me and hold tight.”

Lucy looked confused as I picked her up off the futon and hoisted her onto my chest. A smile burst across her face as she realized what I was doing. Wrapping her legs around my waist and holding my neck, she raised her hips and let me guide her onto my throbbing cock.

“Finish me, Daddy!” she begged. “Finish me, please!”

“Fucking right, I’m going to finish,” I snarled in her ear.

Carrying the girl to the wall, I leaned her against it and spread my legs for leverage. A year of working out and slimming down was paying off. Holding this small girl aloft as I jackhammered her pussy while standing was not something I could have done before. Getting fit had more benefits than just lowering my A1C reading.

“Oh my god!” Lucy moaned, her head thrown back as I pounded her into the wall. “Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!”

Sex and physical exertion were the most mentally cleansing things a man could do. All the turmoil was driven out of my head as I focused on fucking Lucy as hard and as fast as I could, driving myself to the orgasm I needed so badly.

Lucy clung to me like a drowning woman as I rammed her, her eyes rolling back into her skull.

“Can I cum, Daddy?” she whimpered. “PLEASE!”

Enough was enough. I was ready to finish. We could do it together, me and this 19-year-old beauty so desperate for my cock.

“Yeah,” I grunted. “Cum for me, you naughty cunt!”

My words drove her over the edge and she let out a gargled scream as her orgasm finally ripped through her. She banged her head back against the wall in ecstasy, a steady drumming as her nails dug painfully into the back of my neck.

Lucy sucked in her breath, her eyes closed and the cords in her neck straining as she climaxed. I could feel her pussy opening up, greedy for my load.

With a last thrust, I pushed into Lucy’s fuckhole as deep as I could go. A groan of pleasure tore from my lips as I pumped my sperm deep into Lucy’s pussy. Pulse after pulse rolled out of me as I painted Lucy’s insides with my load.

“Oh, Daddy…” she whimpered as the two of us climaxed together, our mutual lust burning through the other.

The moment went on and on, all the turmoil inside me spurting into this 19-year-old’s tight pussy until I was completely spent. With a final twitch from my aching balls, I lowered the girl onto her feet. I was drenched in sweat and my muscles burned from exertion, but I was filled with a bliss that glowed hot inside my belly.

Lucy felt the same way. Her eyes were shining as she panted against my chest. As my cock slipped out of her pussy, globs of sperm spilled down her thighs.

“You like that?” I asked her.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“What do you say, then?”

“Thank you for fucking me, Daddy. You’re so good to me.”

“You’re goddamn right,” I said.

We held each other close, our hearts hammering in our chests as we caught our breath. I rested my forehead against hers, seeing my face mirrored in Lucy’s eyes.

“I love you, Daddy,” Lucy whispered.

I had no idea how to respond, so I said nothing. I smiled and clasped the girl tightly as she gazed up at me with naked adoration in her bright green eyes.


Chapter 4

“Her needy heart.”




The front window was open and fresh night air washed over our naked bodies. Lucy and I lay on the opened futon, worn out after our strenuous fuck session. Lucy rested her head on my chest, her finger twirling absently through my chest hair. I stroked her hair, enjoying how thick and soft it was between my fingers.

Outside, the croaking of frogs was loud and constant. Amber’s cabin was near a stream and the frogs were at full volume. An owl’s hoots occasionally joined the performance.

I drowsed in contented bliss, my body exhausted and drained. I kept thinking about Lucy saying she loved me. My new persona as her Daddy was open to such declarations of loyalty, but it still caught me off guard. Lucy must have been overwhelmed by sexual pleasure when she said it. We often did and said crazy things when our hormones were surging. I just hoped she wouldn’t be embarrassed about it when her head cleared.

“You feel so much more relaxed,” Lucy sighed, her breath hot against my chest. “You were so tense when you came in.”

“I had a lot on my mind.”

“Do you want to talk about it, Mr. Henson?” she asked. “I’m a good listener.”

I took in a deep breath, collecting my thoughts. Despite her sometimes odd ideas, Lucy was a superb listener. It would be a relief to unburden myself mentally with her, much as I had unburdened myself in her pussy.

“Carol wants to come back to me,” I sighed. “She wants us to be a couple again.”

“That’s very surprising. Did she say why?”

“She finally understands what she lost, I suppose. After everything that happened to her.”

I gave Lucy a brief outline of Carol’s story. Lucy listened intently, asking a few questions, but mostly just letting me talk.

“I let her stay the night,” I concluded. “I have no idea what I’ll do tomorrow.”

Lucy said nothing for a long while, the two of us laying together and listening to the night noises from outside. I idly played with Lucy’s nipple, stroking her breast as if it were a soft, warm fidget pillow.

“What she did was so wrong,” Lucy finally said. “The way she acted was so irresponsible and selfish.”

“Yes.”

“And yet… I feel sorry for her.”

I grimaced, wincing at her words. Lucy felt me tense up. She guided my hand back to her breast and snuggled closer.

“I think you’d better explain what you mean by that,” I warned the girl.

Lucy kissed my chest. “I know how much she hurt you, Mr. Henson. Making her leave and never seeing her again would be completely justified. What you choose to do is entirely up to you.”

“I know that damned well.”

“Of course you do. I’m just saying that I have some empathy for Mrs. Henson. Why she did what she did… I can understand it, a little.”

“How?” I demanded.

“Because I went through something similar with your son.”

This time it was me who didn’t speak. I waited for her to continue, anxious about what she was going to tell me.

“You asked about my first boyfriend,” Lucy said. “He was much older than me, about your age, Mr. Henson. From the moment he met me, he recognized my true nature.”

“Your true nature?”

“As a submissive slut,” Lucy whispered. “He saw that inside me. He knew I needed a strong man to sexually dominate me for me to be happy. He told me I had ‘a needy heart’. And he was right. He not only took my virginity, but he also took my inhibitions. The things he did to me broke me down and then built me up again into something I’d always wanted to be. He owned me, Mr. Henson. I was his mindless cunt to do with as he pleased. And I loved it.”

Lucy shifted herself closer to me, her hand cupping my cock. She held me gently, comforting me by softly massaging my balls.

“But after he left me, I felt ashamed. All the dirty things we did made me so disgusted with myself. Without him to guide me, my mind turned back on itself and I began to question my nature. I ended up deciding to bury my submissive needs and find a nice boy to date in a nice, normal way.”

“Paul,” I said.

“He is such a sweet young man, Mr. Henson. You should be proud of him. I latched on to Paul, desperate to have a normal sex life with a gentle boy like him. But when he started his medication and lost his sex drive, my motivation changed. Like Mrs. Henson, I switched from a romantic fantasy to a rescue fantasy. I thought it was my calling to stick with Paul and help him recover his vitality.”

“So that’s why you stayed with him for so long?” I asked, deeply puzzled. “Just because of this rescue fantasy?”

“It’s a powerful thing to want to fix a man,” Lucy said. “Plus, I had other reasons.”

“What reasons?”

“You,” she whispered. “When I met you, I felt those feelings I thought I’d buried rising inside me again. I could tell you were a dominant man who could take hold of a girl like me, Mr. Henson. You just didn’t know it at the time.”

“Wait. So you stayed with Paul partially because of me?”

Lucy nodded. She stared up at me, her eyes blinking.

“I’ve known you were becoming something bigger, something stronger than you used to be. I wanted to be here for that change. I wanted to be around when you embraced your true self. I wanted to be close so you could become my Daddy. And it’s paid off. You’re so good to me, Daddy.”

She kissed my chest again and licked my nipple, making me shiver.

“You can take me so much farther,” Lucy said. “We can get so much more extreme. I want that. And I know you can take me there, Daddy.”

Lucy was letting me know we hadn’t even come close to reaching her limits. Her submissive nature was a treasure I had hardly explored. There were depths we had not even begun to reach. My heart beat faster as I imagined the possibilities.

“And that’s why I feel sorry for Mrs. Henson,” Lucy continued. “I know what it’s like to chase a romantic dream and then pour myself into trying to fix another person. The sadness that comes when you realize what you’ve done can be crushing. Especially when you are hiding your true nature, like I did. And like Mrs. Henson did, as well.”

“Her true nature? What are you talking about?

“Her needy heart,” Lucy said, squeezing my cock gently. “Why did she go back to Boyd? Was it because she loved him? No, it was because she remembered how he made her feel. How she surrendered to him. How he took her virginity and made her his. She may not have said it that way, but it’s obvious to me.”

“How is it obvious to you?” I asked.

“Because a submissive slut recognizes another submissive slut,” Lucy giggled. “I saw it in her when Paul introduced me to her. When we talked, it became so clear. She lived a nice, proper life with you, Mr. Henson. But all that time, she wanted to submit to a man, to be his toy. She just didn’t know it, or maybe was too afraid to acknowledge it. So when she saw a chance to live her true self with Boyd, she grabbed it as hard as she could. Because she has a needy heart, just like me.”

I said nothing for a long time, absorbing this girl’s words. Could what she was saying be true? All these years, had Carol been thirsting for a Daddy of her own?

“Do what you want, Mr. Henson. Trust your gut, whether it tells you to send her away or to let her back in. Just know that Mrs. Henson is lost and looking for a man she can surrender herself to. Whether that man is you is completely your decision.”

Lucy leaned over and kissed me hard, her pillowy lips pressed against mine.

“And if you were wondering?” she whispered. “I meant what I said. I love you, Daddy. I fell for you a long time ago. I’m so happy that you care for me. I am so happy that you own me. Please never let me go.”

Lucy clung to me, her face nestled into my throat. I stroked her head and listened to her breathing, letting the night take us to sleep.

***

I awoke in the early morning, a hint of light bleeding around the edges of the curtains. Lucy lay on my right side, curled up against me. I could barely make her out, but smiled when I saw she was sucking on her thumb as she slept. It suited her.

It was Amber that had woken me up. She settled in on my other side, her blonde hair draping across my chest as she snuggled against me.

“Sorry to wake you,” she whispered.

“You just get back?”

“Yeah. I was with Daniela. She’s pretty wild. I used a strap-on for the first time. It was amazing. Daniela has all kinds of toys for her streaming channel.”

“I can’t wait to hear all about it,” I said drowsily, enjoying the weight of Amber’s big tits on my arm.

Amber kissed me, slipping her tongue into mine.

“Can you taste her pussy on me?” Amber teased. “She’s so sweet.”

I chuckled and smacked my lips. “Delicious.”

Amber lay her head down beside my ear. I could feel her hot breath tickling my neck.

“I saw that bear again,” Amber said. “The one I told you about when you first got here? It was prowling around at the edge of the lake.”

“It likes this place. Must be sneaking food from the cabins or the Conference Center.”

“That’s what I was thinking. Maybe we should contact the wildlife people?”

“The bear cops?” I chuckled. “We’re in black bear country. This is their stomping grounds. We just have to be cautious. Respect the local inhabitants.”

“I suppose.”

“I can get some bear spray,” I said. “That stuff should be more than enough for a black bear.”

“I’d appreciate that,” she replied.

“I’ll head to Kanderton tomorrow. I need some other stuff anyways.”

“Okay,” Amber said. “Jack? I stopped by your cabin. I talked with Carol.”

I frowned. “What? Why?”

“When I was driving back from Daniela’s, I saw a car in your driveway. The lights were on inside and I could see what looked like a naked woman sitting inside at the kitchen table. So I went to check it out.”

Amber cleared her throat and kissed my shoulder.

“She was crying, Jack. Sitting at the table with her head in her hands, totally naked, just sobbing quietly. When I knocked and came in, she looked up all hopeful. Then her face fell when she saw me. She didn’t even try to cover herself or put on some clothes.”

“When was this?” I asked.

“A couple of hours ago.”

“You were with her all this time?”

“Yes. I sat down and introduced myself and asked if I could help. At first, she just wanted to be left alone. Then I told her my name and she recognized me from when I used to play with Paul. She asked if I was sleeping with you. I said I was. She started crying again, so I made a fresh pot of coffee. By the time I filled our mugs, she was ready to talk.”

“What did she tell you?”

“Pretty much everything she told you,” Amber said. “About her fear of getting old, Boyd, running away. It was a sad story, honestly. Your ex-wife made some huge mistakes.”

“She destroyed our marriage,” I snarled. “That’s a hell of a mistake.”

“I agree. She fucked up. Big time.”

I let out a deep sigh. “Let me guess. You empathize with her because of the mistakes you made in your own life? You think I should give her a second chance?”

Amber shook her head. “No. I think you should kick her out and tell her never to contact you again.”

I shifted uncomfortably, wincing at the harshness of Amber’s tone. My blonde bombshell didn’t seem much interested in forgiveness for my ex-wife.

“But I don’t think that’s what you are going to do,” Amber continued, her voice softening. “I think you are going to let her stay.”

“Why do you say that?” I asked.

“Because you’re a kind man. And because you are stronger now than you were before all this happened. You know you can handle whatever comes your way. Including your remorseful ex-wife.”

Amber yawned and stretched her body, then folded herself onto my chest.

“Don’t you think he can do it?” Amber asked.

“I do,” Lucy said softly. “I said so already.”

“I expected you would,” Amber sighed.

I did not know Lucy was awake. She must have been listening to the entire conversation between me and Amber. Amber had known she was awake long before I did and anticipated Lucy’s opinion. I suddenly realized that the two girls were forming a bond that was stronger than I imagined.

Maybe Daniela’s little joke had been more accurate than I thought. Maybe I was building an actual harem.

“If you decide to give her another chance, make sure she earns it,” Amber said. “She needs a firm hand, just like Lucy. No more free passes.”

“A needy heart yearns for approval,” Lucy said. “Make sure your approval is reluctantly given. A little humiliation sweetens the reward.”

“You’re so deep, girl!” Amber giggled.

I held the two laughing girls close, my mind whirling as I stared up at the first blush of morning light trickling across the ceiling.


Chapter 5

“Life is what you make it.”




The sun peeked over the horizon, painting the sky in streaks of red and orange. I swam across the middle of the lake, sliding through the low-hanging mist, breathing hard as the cold water bit into my muscles. I was naked, my clothes left on the bank by Amber’s cabin. Inside the cabin, my two girls were asleep in each other’s arms, resting for another day of fun at Prospar Lake.

I chuffed and blew out spray as I alternated between a fast crawl and a lazy breaststroke. It felt amazing to be swimming in the early morning light. No swimming trunks or goggles, just me in the water, a spontaneous swim to clear my head and wake me up. Alone in the lake, it was like the world around me was reduced down to the dark sky above and the darker waters below me.

As I swam, I thought over the things my girls had told me. Their perspectives helped me see Carol in a way I never would have without their input. My first instinct had been to banish Carol from my life. I had wavered after hearing her story. Now, I was seriously considering giving her another chance with me.

Was it weakness to even entertain such an idea? After the way she treated me, how she had so casually upended our lives? Was I being a fool to even imagine her coming home?

You’re only weak if you allow yourself to be weak, I thought.

That was one of the fundamental lessons of my time at Prospar Lake, wasn’t it? I was responsible for my own life. I chose the course I took.

Images of Carol churned through my mind. Thinking of her back with me held a powerful allure, especially when I thought of fucking her again. She was still gorgeous, still the woman I had emptied myself into for so many happy years. Getting that back again would be a delight.

I was so caught up in thoughts about Carol that it startled me when I ran into the buoys that were strung out in front of the Conference Center. They marked the place where the water got deeper than 5 feet, a guide for their visitors who went swimming.

I stood up in the water, my feet digging into the silty bottom. I’d crossed the entire lake without noticing it. I again marveled at how much stronger and fitter I had become over the last year. Strenuous workouts had hardened me physically. I needed that same strength to deal with this mental turmoil.

Maybe Paul could benefit from a similar exercise routine. I’d read somewhere about the benefits of vigorous exercise in treating depression. Maybe if my son could get into a routine of—

“Good morning!” a familiar voice called out.

I wiped the water from my face and searched the shore. It took me a moment to locate Sara beneath the willow tree. She was sitting on a yoga mat, waving at me. Even in the dim light, I could see she was naked.

“How’s the water?” she asked, making no move to cover herself.

“Brilliant!” I called back. “Really wakes you up!”

“I watched you coming across the entire way,” she said. “You make good time!”

“Ha! I’ve always loved swimming. Are you doing yoga?”

“Yes, I am. I don’t have time to do naked yoga much, so I seize the opportunity whenever it comes. Life is what you make it.”

“I understand,” I laughed. “I’m swimming naked. Nothing feels better.”

Sara’s clear peals of laughter echoed off the water. I grinned like a kid, enjoying sharing this moment of simple joy.

“We’ll have to do some yoga together,” she said. “I think you would enjoy it.”

“Naked yoga?” I teased.

“Why not?”

I laughed again. The sexual tension between us felt good to play with. There was no rush or need to push things with Sara. More than ever, I was certain I’d soon be taking her to my bed.

“Good to see you, Sara. Enjoy the rest of your day.”

“You, too. I’ll watch you swim back and make sure you don’t drown.”

“Appreciate that! Namaste!”

“Take care, Jack!”

About 50 yards out, I turned and checked on Sara. True to her word, she was watching me swim across the lake. I waved and she waved back.

Catch you soon, Sara.

I couldn’t help but smile as I started swimming again. Sara had a melodious and charming voice. It would be sweet to hear her calling me, “Daddy”.

My buoyant mood propelled me across the water, my body eagerly responding to my faster pace. I kicked easily through my strokes, every part of me working in harmony as I swam back towards the cabin.

In the middle of the lake, I flipped on my back and started doing a lazy backstroke. Above me, the lightening sky was streaked with high clouds, the sun radiating swathes of light overhead.

I turned my thoughts back to Carol. She was waiting for me back at our cabin. We had fallen in love at that place and conceived our son here at the lake. Taking her back would be a full circle of our lives together so far. I knew she had planned it that way, but it was still poignant for me to consider.

Amber, Lucy. Daniela, Sara.

I had so many options now. The urgency to reclaim my ex-wife had faded to nothing. Last year when I was alone at the lake, I ached for her to come back. Now I knew I could do just fine without her.

Carol was a choice, not a necessity.

Ironically, that knowledge gave me the confidence to let her back into my life. The less I needed her back, the easier it was to take her back. She couldn’t hurt me anymore. That power was gone. I could enjoy her with no risk to my heart.

“Gonna be some changes though,” I said to myself.

By the time I waded onto the shore, I had laid out how things would go. All my worries and stress had fallen away. My body was strong and my mind was clear.

“Today’s going to be a great day,” I said.

I shook the water from my head and pulled my clothes over my still-dripping body. I checked my phone for messages, surprised to see the signal by Amber’s house was stronger than mine. It suddenly occurred to me that all this time, I could have been using Wi-Fi calling at my place instead of walking down to the shore.

“Daddy can be an idiot,” I chuckled.

Carrying my shoes, I walked down the dirt path toward my cabin. A few of the other cabins I passed were stirring, but most were dark. People had started going home, leaving Prospar Lake for the summer.

Not me. I was going to stay. I was going to live here.

The idea of remaining at Prospar Lake felt right. I realized I’d made the decision a while ago. I was only just now telling myself, accepting what I wanted.

Amber would be thrilled. She’d enjoy the company out here in such a remote area. I’d help her fix up her cabin to make it habitable year-round. Installing a water heater would be easy to do before winter arrived. She’d have to wait before getting a heating system, though. Maybe one of those heat pumps everyone was talking about?

“Until then, I’m gonna be chopping some wood for her.”

That suited me fine. Amber could share my bed if the winter got too cold. Becoming a caretaker for the cabins and the Conference Center would be the next step. Everything was falling into place. My life was taking on a form that suited me and my goals in life.

There was just one thing left to deal with.

***

The door swung open with a dry squeal. I made a mental note to oil the hinges. I also needed to replace the screens on all the windows and seal up the gaps around the door frame. The grout around the shower was also in need of attention. I had to get started on a list. There was so much to be done before I could live here full time.

Inside, the cabin was dark and quiet. The mugs from last night had been rinsed and hung from their hooks over the sink. The pot of coffee was cold and almost empty. I could imagine Carol sitting alone at the table, sipping black coffee and sobbing, like some character from an old-timey country song.

I made my way to the bedroom and stepped inside. Carol was in bed, curled up under the sheets. I stood quietly, listening to her steady, deep breaths.

How many nights had we spent making love in that very bed? How many times had I woken up to the sound of her sleeping beside me? The last time we shared this bedroom was two years ago.

Two years was a long time.

I sat on the edge of the bed. It creaked beneath my weight. Resting my hand lightly on Carol’s hip, I gave her a gentle shake.

“What?” Carol mumbled, groggy and confused.

I snapped on the bedside lamp. Carol squinted, turning away from the glare and putting her arm over her eyes. She was wearing one of my T-shirts along with a pair of white cotton panties. My dick stirred in my pants at the sight of my ex-wife’s sleek new figure.

“Don’t say anything, Carol. I heard you out last night. Now it’s your turn to listen. Are you listening?”

She nodded, grunting indistinctly. Her hand reached for mine, but I pulled it away.

“I’ve decided that you can stay,” I said. “I know you cheated on me. Even if it was just an emotional affair, you destroyed our marriage and broke my heart. There’s no going back to what we had. That’s gone forever because of you. You hurt not only me, but our son. I can’t ever forgive you for what you did.”

Carol kept her arm over her face, shielding her eyes from the light and my gaze. Her breathing was shallow, her lips compressed. She was listening intently, not interrupting or trying to justify herself. That was good. She was learning.

“While I can’t forgive you, I can give you another chance to be with me. I still have feelings for you, despite everything that’s happened. We had a good life together and that counts for something. Most of all, I used to love you. Some sparks of that love remain. So I’ll let you come back to me. Because of those sparks. Whether they grow into something more is up to you.”

Carol’s chest hitched. I couldn’t see her eyes, but I knew she was crying again. She was doing her best to control it, but I knew her too well to miss her emotional struggle.

“But there are some things that you need to know, Carol. First, I'm not the same man that I was a year ago. I've changed a lot, and I will not put up with the same things that I did before. The equal partnership we had is gone and will never come back. Our old house will be sold soon. I’m going to live at Prospar Lake from now on. If you stay, I expect you to defer to me at all times. I'm the man of this house, and I make the decisions. If you can't do that, then this won't work.”

I paused, letting my words sink in. There could be no misunderstanding of my requirements. Carol needed to be crystal clear about what I was offering her.

“Second, you will be sexually submissive to me at all times. You do what I want when I want. Including accepting and supporting me when I am having sex with the other women in my life. You met Amber last night. You’ve already met Lucy when she was with Paul. Soon, a girl named Daniela will join us. Then a woman named Sara. I’m going to fuck all of them just like I’m going to fuck you. You won’t be special among my girls. You will be just another wet hole for me to fill as I like. Your mouth, your cunt, your asshole… they all belong to me.”

Carol’s chest was still breathing shallowly, but her sobs seemed to have stopped. Instead, her lips quivered and her tongue poked wetly out of the corner of her mouth. Her nipples jutted through the fabric of the T-shirt she was wearing.

My ex-wife was aroused. Hearing the sexual demands I expected of her was turning Carol on.

Lucy was right. Carol had a needy heart. I just hadn’t known it before. Neither had Carol.

Now it was out in the open.

My pulse was hammering in my chest. Seeing my ex-wife respond to me in a way she had never done before was darkly exciting. It made me imagine what might be possible with this new Carol.

“Think of yourself as being on probation,” I continued. “Only this probation never ends. If you break my terms, then we are done. If you can’t handle this new life, then walk away. But understand that there are no more second chances. This is your last chance to be with me.”

I stood up and looked down at Carol. She was still and quiet, but I could feel the tension thrumming inside her. The same tension was in me.

“I’m going to take a long, hot shower now. If you are gone when I come out, then I will know you couldn’t accept the demands of our new life together. I’ll never see or speak to you again. You will be dead to me, Carol.”

I took a deep breath, thinking about what would happen next.

“If I come out and you are still here, then I will know you have accepted everything that I just told you. No arguments, no negotiations. You will begin your new life with me by being naked and ready to fuck. The next time I see you, you will be on your knees for me. Understand?”

I walked slowly toward the bathroom. At the door, I stopped and turned back. Carol remained where I had left her. She was still covering her eyes, still listening.

“One more thing,” I growled. “From now on, you don’t call me Jack or Honey or darling. When you address me, you call me Daddy.”


Chapter 6

“Thank you, Daddy.”




The hot water spraying over my body felt glorious after my chilly swim across the lake. I stood beneath the showerhead for a long time, just letting my muscles warm up and relax.

I took my time washing my hair and soaping up my body. I wanted to give Carol all the time she needed to make her decision. A large part of me was expecting to find an empty bedroom when I stepped out of the bathroom. Could she accept deferring to me at all times? Carol and I had always been equal partners in our relationship.

“Is that really true, though?” I mumbled to myself. “If we were such equal partners, why did it seem like she always got her way?”

I did a mental list:

I wanted another kid, she didn’t. Paul is our only child.

I wanted to get the boy a dog, she didn’t. Paul never got a dog.

I wanted to take Paul plinking with my dad’s old .22 rifle. Carol was against it. Paul has never touched a gun.

When my father was dying, I wanted to take Paul for one last visit to his Grandpa. Carol said it would disturb his studies. My father died without seeing his grandson.

When Paul was choosing colleges…

I forced myself to stop. There was no use going over all the grievances I had about my marriage with Carol. Dwelling on the past was unworthy of my time. Our marriage was finished. What happened next was all that mattered.

I shut off the showerhead and grabbed a towel. I opened the bathroom window to let out the steam as I dried myself. I went slowly, methodically working the towel through my hair and over my body.

Wrapping the towel around my waist, I combed out my hair and slicked it back over my head. Some deodorant in my pits and I was fresh and ready for whatever the day held.

I paused for a moment before opening the bathroom door. A sense of anticipation was running through me, wondering what I would see when I entered the bedroom.

“This is the final closure or a new beginning.”

I didn’t know which one excited me more. I only knew how good it felt to be the one who made this happen. For so much of my life, I had let things happen to me. Not anymore.

I opened the door.

Carol was on her knees.

She was naked. She was waiting for me.

“Daddy,” she whispered.

I nodded, satisfied with what I was seeing. It felt new, but it felt right.

“Let’s get started,” I said, advancing on my ex-wife.

I stopped in front of her, looking down at her upturned face. She was as beautiful as she had ever been, my gorgeous Carol now trying her best to be my good girl.

Lucy had told me about Carol’s needy heart. Carol wanted to earn her way back into my world. She needed to be challenged in ways she had never been challenged before. The tone needed to be set for the rest of our time together.

She needed to know who her Daddy was.

“Open that slutty little mouth of yours,” I growled. “Open it wide. Stick out your tongue. Show me your insides.”

Carol unhinged her jaw and stuck out her tongue. I peered into her wet maw, the back of her throat twitching with strain.

“There’s the mouth I remember so well,” I said. “The mouth I kissed for the first time on your parent’s doorstep. The mouth that said our vows on our wedding day. The mouth that demanded a divorce.”

I took hold of my cock and slapped it against her tongue.

“Now your mouth is just my private fuckhole. That’s all it’s good for, isn’t it?”

“Uh-huh,” Carol groaned.

I dipped my cockhead into her drooling mouth, getting it wet with her saliva. I smeared the sticky spit over her face, making her cheeks and forehead glisten. Carol let out a groan as I slapped her face with my hardening cock.

“Look what a dirty slut you’re being for me,” I said. “All those years together, you could have been my good little girl instead of the boring wife you were. You never wanted to be some boring, suburban wifey, did you? You always wanted this. You always wanted to be owned.”

My cock was hard and throbbing, my arousal complete. Precum glistened in my slit, dripping in clear threads onto Carol’s jutting tongue.

“Put that tongue back in and savor the taste of my precum. I know you never liked it before. But that was the old Carol. My good girl Carol loves the taste of it.”

Carol slid her tongue back into her mouth and smacked her lips as she savored my precum. Her eyes were locked on mine, a dazed look on her face as if she were in a trance.

“You look so fucking beautiful right now. More beautiful than ever. I’m so hard for you. My dick is dripping for you.”

I flicked more precum across her mouth. Carol didn’t flinch. Her tongue snaked out and lapped the clear liquid from her lips.

I slid two fingers from both hands into Carol’s mouth, hooking her cheeks open and gaping her mouth. I peered into her maw, rubbing my fingers along her teeth and tongue, feeling how close Carol was to gagging as I inspected her mouth.

“You’ve got a beautiful oral cunt, slut. Always did. Your pussy and your anal cunt were tight holes I loved filling. Beautiful tight fuck holes for me to pound.”

I spat a glob of spit into Carol’s open mouth. She winced and gagged, but her eyes were still on mine, shining with excitement.

Carol was embracing her true self. I was guiding her home.

With a low chuckle, I pulled down Carol’s chin and thrust my cock into her mouth. She gagged hard as I went balls deep, violently face fucking her like she was some cheap sex toy.

The wet gluck-gluck-gluck of her throat being violated made my lust roar even higher. I twisted her hair into my hands as I pounded her, hearing her moan as I slammed her face into my groin.

And then I saw it.

Carol’s hand was between her legs.

Seeing my ex-wife masturbating as I fucked her face let me know Carol had crossed a threshold. She was finding her new place in my world.

And she was loving it.

“Show me that hand, slut.”

Carol obediently raised her hand to me. Her fingers were shiny and slick with pussy juice. I took her hand and raised it to my face, inhaling the smell of her slit.

“My, my. Look how dirty and pathetic you are, slut. Getting all wet from a facefucking like a proper whore. This really is the new you. No more Carol, just my dirty slut with her dirty little fuckholes. We both know that’s what you are. That’s what you’ve always wanted to be.”

I took her hand and rubbed it over her face, running over her wet lips, smearing her pussy juices and spit over her cheeks and forehead. Through it all, Carol stared up at me, panting heavily, her other hand frantically thrumming between her legs.

“God, look at you. On your knees for me, covered in precum and spit and pussy juice, your cunt ready and dripping. You’re being such a good girl. And all my good girls get their reward.”

“Will… will you fuck me, Daddy?”

The words were a struggle for her. Carol was still adjusting to her new position. Saying those words out loud, she could hear herself finally confirming that she belonged to me the way I’d demanded.

Her surrender was real for her, just as it was real for me.

“No,” I said gently, running my hand down her face. “You’ve come so far today, slut. But you still haven’t earned Daddy’s cock in your fuckhole. You’ll have to wait for that. But I am going to give you a sweet, creamy treat. You deserve that, at least.”

I helped Carol to her feet and led her to the bed. Firmly pushing her down, I lay her on her back with her head hanging over the edge of the mattress.

“Here’s your reward, darling.”

Taking her head in both my hands, I spread my feet apart for leverage and rammed my cock down Carol’s throat. She gagged and I pulled out. I scooped the thick saliva she wretched up with my hand and slathered it across her new boobs.

“Love these bolt-on tits,” I laughed. “Took you until your forties, but you finally have some decent cleavage.”

Carol whimpered with shame as I drove my cock back down her throat. The bulge in her throat as I sank in balls-deep made me grunt with savage pleasure. I alternated between deep thrusts and shorter, sharper jabs with my cock.

Carol gamely took my throatfucking her, her hands cupping her tits as I bounced her head against the mattress. Her groans of pleasure mingled with my grunting efforts. The bed squeaked in rhythm, a beautiful accompaniment to our heaving bodies.

I looked down into my ex-wife’s face as I stuffed my cock down her throat. She returned my stare with an intensity that made my head spin.

Here in the bedroom we first shared two decades earlier, Carol and I had finally come full circle. Everything felt right, like this was how it was meant to be.

“Get ready for your reward, slut.”

Carol pinched her nipples hard as I sunk my cock into her mouth and unleashed my cum down her gurgling throat. Carol swallowed my load as I spurted again and again against the back of her throat, shaking her head like a rag doll’s as I wrung every drop out of my aching balls.

With a final shudder, I sucked in a deep breath and pulled out of Carol’s mouth. My legs were shaky from cumming so hard and my abdomen burned from so much hard thrusting.

Seeing Carol lying on the bed like she was, her face a mess of spit and cum, filled me with a sense of completion. Everything was coming together for both of us. We’d started something new, something that we could share, something we both needed to be truly whole.

I could feel those emotional sparks inside me glowing warmly. Could they ever reignite the love I’d once shared with this woman? Could I have a life again with the mother of my child?

Things would never be the same. That was certain. But that didn’t mean we couldn’t build something new that was even stronger than what we had before.

“Get up,” I said quietly, helping Carol off the bed. “We need to clean up.”

I led Carol back into the bathroom. We got into the shower together, neither of us speaking. Carol took the soap and lathered up my body, washing away the sweat and spit and cum from my exhausted dick.

I returned the attention, running my hands all over Carol’s toned body. She had never been so fit before, not even when we first started dating. There was hard muscle beneath her soft skin. Her tits were also a marvel. I could have spent hours just soaping them up and playing with them.

Afterward, Carol dried me with the towel. She took her time, reacquainting herself with my body. Like her, I had transformed myself. The dad bod was long gone. Carol seemed amazed by how much I had changed my physique.

With a kiss on my chest, Carol wrapped herself around me. I hesitated at first, unsure if this was the kind of comfort I should offer her at this moment. We’d just started our new relationship. Sex was one thing, intimacy another.

In the end, I let myself enjoy the feeling of Carol in my arms again. I held her tightly, luxuriating in her body against mine.

“You’re still a first-class piece of ass,” I told her.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

I slapped her ass hard, making her squeal.

“Now clean this cabin up,” I said. “I’m going into town. When I get back, I expect this place to be fucking spotless.”


Chapter 7

“Mind if I join you?”




Hazy clouds filled the summer sky, filtering the sunlight into a soft wash over the landscape. Bugs splattered against the windshield of my truck as I navigated the two-lane road heading east. I had my windows down and my music playing, enjoying the sultry twang of Dirt Road Debutantes as I drove into Kanderton.

I had a few errands to do, but I planned to enjoy the early baseball game with a couple of beers at the bar.

The idea came to me after I dumped my load down Carol’s throat. Drained and exhausted, I hit that clear moment of calmness that I often felt after cumming. It occurred to me that I’d spent the last few days surrounded by female company and buried in female flesh. As much fun as it was to service my girls, a guy needed a break now and then. That was doubly true after all the drama with Carol and our first step into a new relationship.

I needed space to unwind and get my mind right. Watching the boys of summer take the field was just the escape I needed right now. Besides, Garcia was pitching today. His stuff was electric. He was an All-Star and there was even talk of him being in play for the AL Cy Young Award. I was looking forward to seeing the kid take the mound.

First things first, though. I pulled into the parking lot in front of the gun store. I’d promised Amber to get some bear spray. I figured I’d grab some for myself, as well. Walking Harriet around at dusk, there was a good chance we’d encounter the bear. Black bears usually ran away, but it would be prudent to have a can of “fuck you” just in case it decided to try us.

The doorbell tinkled as I walked in. A young guy was behind the counter, hunched over a laptop.

“Be right with you,” he called, not looking up.

The store was small but well-stocked. Rifles lined the wall behind the counter, pistols in a long glass case running in front of them. The rest of the store was devoted to ammunition, cleaning supplies, targets, and other shooting needs. There was even a rack of clothing and boots near the door.

I found the bear spray by the holsters. I was looking over the various offerings when the guy behind the counter came over to me.

“What can I help you with?” he asked.

The guy’s eyes widened when I turned to face him. It took me a moment to recognize him.

It was Daniela’s brother. The drunk townie I punched in the face.

“It’s you,” he said.

“It’s me,” I replied.

He rubbed his jaw, grinning ruefully.

“Glad I ran into you,” he said. “Daniela told me she saw you, but I wanted to speak to you face to face. I’m Glenn. Think I owe you and your lady friend an apology.”

“More her than me,” I said. “You were rude as hell, buddy.”

“I know. I get that way when I drink liquor. Beer and pot? No problem. But the hard stuff? I turn into a total asshole. Must be my genetics. Korean dad, Irish mom. Kind of a volatile combination.”

“You do look like Daniela,” I said.

“Just wish I was as level-headed as her.”

“She is a sensible girl,” I agreed.

“So, listen. I really do apologize for the things I said to you that night. I was way out of line. I am sorry.”

Glenn held out his hand. I took it, the two of us shaking hands, our grips firm.

“Hope you’re feeling better,” I told him.

He shrugged. “Didn’t feel a thing until I sobered up. You got a mean left hook.”

“Straight right,” I corrected him.

We shared a chuckle, both of us recognizing the absurdity of our situation.

“So Danny said she’s hanging out with you and your friends at the lake? She meeting up with you today?”

“Daniela is going to Silverton with my friend Amber. They’re buying some computer stuff.”

“Oh, cool. Danny knows a lot about streaming. She’s got a channel. I hear it’s pretty popular. Never seen it, of course.”

I cleared my throat, suddenly uncomfortable. Amber had mentioned Daniela doing some adult streaming. It never occurred to me that her brother might know about it.

“So you’re looking for bear spray?” Glenn asked, seeing the bottle in my hand.

“Yeah. We’ve got a bear running around the cabins up at the lake. Black bear, so not a big problem. Just want some deterrence.”

“Well, that’s a good one you’ve got right there. Probably the best we sell. I’d recommend you buy several, though. Just one is not enough. You’ll want one in your car, one you carry with you outside, and one to practice with. Facing an angry bear is not the right time to be learning how to use the spray.”

“Sound advice. I’m going to be living up at the lake full time, so it will be good to have a few of these around.”

“Full time at the lake?” Glenn asked. “Well, you might consider something with a little more power if you’re going to be up there year round.”

“What makes you say that?”

Glenn pulled out his mobile phone and flicked the screen. I waited as he found what he wanted and handed me the phone.

“Hiker attacked by mountain lion,” I read.

“Happened just about six miles from Prospar,” Glenn said. “Bear spray can deter a cougar, but a shotgun might be a better option. Also good for chasing off meth heads looking for a place to squat. We got an excellent selection of pump and semi-auto.”

Glenn was offering some sound advice. A shotgun would be a prudent thing to have if I was going to be living at Prospar Lake full time. Besides wild animals, crime was rising in rural areas like this. With no local police, depending on the county Sheriff was not ideal. Response times could be long out here in the boondocks.

“I’ll keep it in mind,” I said, genuinely appreciative of his efforts. “Sounds like good counsel.”

“I’ll ring you up now, if you’re ready.”

I ended up buying three bottles of bear spray. I figured Amber and I could use one to practice and get familiar with the spray.

Glenn shook my hand again before I left.

“Let me know if there’s anything else I can do for you,” he told me as I headed out the door. “I’m here every day.”

“I will,” I said. “Take care.”

I left the store and headed to my truck, grinning the whole time. It felt good to have a civil conversation with a man I’d punched in the face. It took me back to my boxing days when I’d shake hands with a stranger I’d just spent 3 rounds pummeling.

I stowed the bear spray in my truck and checked the time. It was almost 10 AM. The game would start soon since it was 1 PM on the east coast.

The bar had just opened and a few people were inside the dining area having breakfast. I hadn’t eaten yet, so I ordered a breakfast burrito and a bottle of Corona. As I stood at the counter, I noticed the selection of cigars next to the booze.

“You guys allow smoking indoors?” I asked.

“Naw, outside on the patio,” drawled the bartender. “We got an outdoor TV set up there if ya wanna smoke and watch the game.”

That sounded like a fine idea. I picked out a fat Maduro cigar and headed out to the patio. The space had been returned to its original configuration after the Dirt Road Debutantes concert. The stage was set up for a DJ and the dance area was filled with tables and chairs. A placard advertised “Disco Night” this weekend. Amber might be interested, but I figured I’d be taking a pass on that one.

Then again, maybe I should go dancing again. Now that Carol was with me, it might be fun to explore a new side of our lives together.

Lucy was back at my cabin. She had volunteered to help Carol settle in. Those two had a lot in common, despite the age difference. Perhaps the young brunette was teaching my ex-wife the joys of being my submissive toy. Carol had always been a fast learner. I was looking forward to seeing how she was adjusting to her new reality.

I sat alone in front of the outdoor TV. The shade was cool in the early morning. I ate my burrito and sipped on my beer through the first two innings, enjoying watching Garcia bamboozling the batters with his wicked slider and high-velocity fastball.

The burrito was filled with shredded beef, cheese, and fresh peppers. It was spicy the way I liked it. After throatfucking my ex-wife, I was very hungry, but I took my time devouring the burrito. The meat was tender and flavorful, the proportions were just right. Whoever was cooking for the bar knew what they were doing.

Belly full and beer in hand, I kicked up my feet and examined the cigar I bought. The dark wrapper promised more spicy pleasure. I used the punch on my keychain and warmed the cigar before lighting it.

The cigar turned out to be a delightful dessert after a fine meal. As I enjoyed my smoke and sipped my beer, I reflected on everything that had happened since I came to Prospar Lake. From flirting with Daniela to meeting Amber at the waterfall, Paul and Lucy’s insane request, and the return of Carol to my life… it was a lot to process. Despite my bewilderment at how fast events had unfolded, I felt a deep sense of contentment about my life.

This time last year, I was a chubby, middle-aged insurance consultant crying over his wife abandoning him. Now? I was still an insurance consultant, but everything else was different.

It was funny how much could change in a year.

The day wore on in a pleasant haze of sunshine and baseball. By noon, the boys were up 4-0 at the seventh-inning stretch. A lunch crowd was filling the bar and the patio.

I relit my cigar and sipped on my second beer, wondering if our awful bullpen could hold this lead. I was browsing our team’s pitchers on my phone when someone stopped in front of me.

“Fancy meeting you here,” said a familiar voice.

I broke into a wide grin to see Sara standing nearby, a cocktail in hand.

“Hi, Sara! Good to see you.”

“Mind if I join you?” she asked.

I held up my cigar. “I mean sure, if you don’t mind me smoking this stinky thing.”

“My dad used to smoke cigars,” Sara said with a shrug. “I like it.”

The redhead sat across from me. She was wearing a peasant’s blouse and a loose skirt that came down to her ankles. Despite the baggy clothing, her toned body was evident to every guy nearby. Heads swiveled and Sara drew appraising glances as she joined me at my table.

“You taking a break from the Conference Center?” I asked.

“Needed a breather from work,” she replied. “Also needed a stiff drink. Alcohol is not allowed at the Center, so this bar has been my refuge this summer.”

“I hear you. We all need some time away, don’t we?”

“We do!” she said with an exaggerated sigh that made me laugh. “So how’s the cigar?”

“Excellent.”

“Mind if I have a taste?”

I cocked an eyebrow at her. “You serious?”

The smirk on her face gave me my answer. I skeptically passed her my cigar. I expected Sara to take a dainty puff of the pungent smoke. Instead, she handled it like a seasoned vet, puffing out an enormous cloud that wreathed her face.

“Mmm, Maduro,” she said, smacking her lips. “It does make a good dessert cigar. I prefer a Habano myself, but I get the appeal of milder smokes.”

I burst into laughter, realizing I’d underestimated this woman. She grinned at me, enjoying my reaction. Looking at her holding my cigar was very provocative. Sara was a beautiful girl. To see her sucking on something that had been in my mouth was very erotic. Sara knew this. She was very aware of the effect she was having on me.

“So you’re a cigar aficionado?” I asked.

“My dad taught me a thing or two.”

“Naked yoga and spicy cigars,” I said. “Any other surprises you got for me?”

“I’m a pretty simple gal,” she said. “One thing I do know? Callow is gonna smack that lefty.”

I looked up at the TV just in time to see Callow launch a ball deep into the upper deck. I cursed as our lead dropped from 4-0 to a sudden 4-3 one-run game.

“Let me guess. Your dad also taught you about baseball?”

Sara tossed her head, snorting with laughter.

“Anyone with eyes could see Callow was gonna hammer that fastball.”

“You’re full of surprises, aren’t you?”

“You have no idea,” she smirked.


Chapter 8

“First lesson is free.”




“This is a hell of a space,” I said, looking around the cavernous hall.

“Hard to dust and even harder to heat,” Sara replied. “But it has a very spiritual feeling, I guess.”

Sara and I were standing in the main auditorium of the Conference Center. An elevated stage backed by tall stained glass windows faced a large open space filled with folding chairs. Early afternoon sunlight streamed through the stained glass, painting the hardwood floor in streaks of warm colors.

“Feels like a combination of a church and a college lecture hall.”

“It’s meant to impress,” Sara said wryly. “Maintenance is a somewhat concerning issue.”

Back at the bar, I’d talked to Sara about moving to Prospar Lake permanently and offering my services as a caretaker. After the game finished with a win for our team, Sara invited me to take a look at the Conference Center property to get a feel for the place.

“The main dormitory is behind the auditorium,” Sara said. “The cabins on either side are for faculty or special needs guests. There’s also a small residence for a full-time caretaker, not that the Center can afford one. That’s where I stay during the summer. Two more staff share a room in the dormitory.”

“What exactly does their current caretaker service entail?” I asked.

“Weekly visits with a checklist of chores, plus being on call for any emergencies. Remote monitoring the rest of the time.”

“Sounds like I could easily fulfill those responsibilities once I move up here. I could check multiple times a week if they wanted. And no delay if a water pipe breaks or something. Just a short stroll around the lake for me.”

“Sure,” Sara smirked. “If you’re not too busy taking care of your little harem.”

“I always put business before pleasure,” I said.

“Even when your business is their pleasure?”

“Especially then,” I said, enjoying the banter.

“And is this business or pleasure right now?” she asked. “We are alone in this big, empty conference hall.”

I shrugged. “That depends on you. After all, you invited me here.”

Sara tucked her short hair behind one ear, a deliberately flirty gesture. Her eyes traveled up and down my body.

“What is it about you that attracts such young and pretty girls?” she asked.

“That’s a rather limiting appraisal,” I teased. “I’ll have you know I spent this morning with a woman my own age.”

“Really?”

“Her name is Carol. She used to be my wife.”

“Used to be? And… what? She couldn’t keep away?”

“Actually, yes. She asked me to take her back. I agreed to a probationary period. To try it out, see if it’s worthwhile.”

“I can tell by the look on your face that you enjoy all this female attention,” Sara said. “You think you deserve it, don’t you?”

“Deserve?” I asked. “No. Like I told you, I’m not sure what’s happened since I came to Prospar Lake. Maybe there’s some magic in the waters? All I know is that I’m enjoying the ride.”

Sara stepped closer to me. She was well built and toned from all that yoga. Once again, my mind wandered to what this woman had between her legs. I’d seen her naked, but it was dark and she was sitting with her legs crossed. A redhead downstairs was something I’d always wanted to experience.

“You trying to get me to join your little harem?” she asked softly.

“Three women,” I said. “It’s not so little.”

“And you want me to be your fourth?”

“I hardly know you,” I chuckled. “Not sure you’d fit in, Sara. It’s kind of an exclusive club.”

“Smug bastard, aren’t you?”

“Confident. There’s a difference.”

“You tread a fine line.”

Sara was standing so close, I could smell her perfume mingled with the faint scent of the cigar we shared. I exhaled slowly, letting her hear my breath flowing out of my chest.

Our eyes locked. Sara was biting her lower lip. She was ready for me to take the lead. I leaned towards her. Sara tilted her head, eyes narrowing, waiting for my kiss.

Instead, I turned and walked away, examining the massive lighting fixture overhead.

“Must need a lift to get up that high,” I said, squinting up at the wrought iron construction. “Spring cleaning must be a challenging time.

“Uh, yeah. We, you know, have a plan and whatever.”

I suppressed a smile to hear Sara spluttering. I knew she was disoriented. It was the effect I was going for. We’d been flirting heavily and the tension between us was thick, but I had a sense that Sara was the kind of woman who wanted a challenge. Taking her now would just be a fling for her. Making her wait, making her dwell on what almost happened, all that would make our eventual hook up much more sweet. It would also deepen her attraction to me if I kept her guessing.

Sara was smart. Sara was intriguing. She was someone I wanted to stick around after the fucking was done.

“Why don’t you show me those cabins,” I said. “You’ve been to our side of the lake. I’d like to see where you live.”

“Sure,” Sara said. “Follow me.”

An hour later, we were standing under the big willow tree. Sara had completed the tour and filled me in on the Conference Center’s needs.

“One of the board members is stopping by tomorrow,” she said. “I’ll message you when he arrives. You can make your pitch to him in person. He’s the kind of man who goes by personal judgment rather than a resume. That’s how I got this job.”

“Excellent. I’ll draw up a detailed proposal and offer my thoughts on a couple of things that might make the Conference Center more secure over the winter.”

“I’m sure he’ll be happy to consider it.”

I looked across the lake at the cabins clustered on the other end. Amber’s car was pulling up to her cabin. Carol’s car was still parked in front of mine. I wondered how she and Lucy had been getting along.

“You have a superb view from here,” I said. “Lovely spot for yoga.”

“My offer still stands,” she replied. “First lesson is free.”

“Sounds like an offer—“

My phone buzzing interrupted me. It was Amber, asking when I’d be back. I sent back the OMW emoji.

“Harem business?” Sara asked with a smile as I slid my phone back into my pocket.

“How’d you guess?”

“Your face lit up when you saw the text. Was it Amber? Or Lucy? Your ex-wife? Or maybe that skinny girl whose name I can’t remember?”

“Daniela,” I said. “I met her brother today at the gun shop. Punched him in the face the other night. He sold me some bear spray. Nice guy. That being said, it was Amber messaging me.”

“Well, you better hurry back,” Sara said with a challenging tone of voice. “Don’t want to keep your blonde girlfriend waiting, do you? Funny, I thought she was your daughter at first. She’s young enough, right?”

I nodded, giving her a playful grin.

“She’s young enough to be my daughter. And thank God she is not.”

Sara shook her head in mock dismay.

“Smug,” she scolded.

“Confident,” I replied.

I drove back to the cabins with a smile on my face. Sara had a knack for making me feel buoyant and lighthearted. I was looking forward to getting to know her a whole lot better.

I was also looking forward to seeing how Carol was settling in. I was still wary of her and her newfound compliant personality. Despite Lucy’s assurances about her “needy heart”, I would be keeping Carol on a very short leash to make sure she was genuine. Destroying a 20-year marriage was not something forgivable and Carol would have to prove she was worthy of my trust again. The only way she could do that was by accepting her new role in my life, in my house, with my girls, living under my rules.

It would take time and constant reinforcement. Like I told her, this was a probationary period that never ended. The moment she tried to go back to our old relationship, I would send her packing. If she couldn’t embrace our new life, she was free to leave and never come back.

This was her second chance. There would be no third.

“Unlike baseball, two strikes and you’re out,” I told myself.

I parked next to Carol’s car and grabbed the bear spray and a few other items I picked up in town. Harriet happily greeted me on the porch. She looked and smelled very clean.

“You get a bath, girl? You smell amazing.”

The dog licked my face and gave me her belly to scratch. I scruffed her tummy, laughing as her hind leg pumped in the air.

Harriet stayed on the porch as I went inside.

“I’m back!” I called out as I closed the door behind me.

The inside of the cabin had been transformed. I’d kept it tidy before, but now it was clean as a whistle. Everything had been dusted, mopped, and wiped down. Even the glass windows were spotless.

Carol had been a busy girl.

From the kitchen, the delicious smell of lasagna wafted through the air. Near the kitchen sink, a loaf of new baked bread sat cooling next to a huge wooden bowl of fresh greens. A bottle of red wine had been uncorked and left to breathe.

The door to the bedroom opened. Carol and Lucy emerged. Both were naked.

“Hi, Daddy!” Lucy said with a big smile.

Carol said nothing, only came to me and got on her knees. I thought she was going to undo my belt. Instead, she got on all fours and kissed my feet.

“Welcome back, Daddy!” she said, looking up at me.

I was speechless. What the fuck was Carol doing? I demanded that she be submissive to me at all times, but kissing my feet when I got home? That was taking things too far. This was not some BDSM porno shoot where she had to—

A glance at Lucy halted the churning thoughts in my head. The brunette was giving me a knowing grin, shaking her head slowly, her expression urging me to accept what was happening.

It seemed that naughty little Lucy had been guiding Carol into her new life. Despite being so young, Lucy had more experience and deeper insight into the kind of woman my ex-wife was becoming.

I understood that this gesture of submission wasn’t for me. It was for Carol. Lucy was showing me how to break Carol down so I could build her back up. Carol needed to debase herself. She wanted to shed her inhibitions. We were at the beginning of a new relationship. This was all part of our journey together.

I straightened my spine and held myself upright. With one hand, I raised Carol to her feet. She stood before me, waiting for my firm guidance.

“I like you naked like this,” I told her, brushing the back of my hand down her new cleavage. “For the rest of this summer, you don’t wear clothes when you’re in this cabin. Understood?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You cleaned this place by yourself?”

“Lucy helped.”

“You both did well. Everything looks nice and tidy. And did you keep your fuckhole clean for me?”

I tapped her bare mound with the back of my fingers.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Let me smell it.”

Carol bit her lip and locked her eyes on mine as she reached between her legs. A deep flush crept up her neck as she fingered her slit. I couldn’t tell if it was shame or excitement that was causing her to blush so hard. Probably both.

“That’s enough,” I told her. “Any longer and you’ll be playing with yourself, naughty slut. Now let me sniff that cunt.”

Carol offered her fingers to me. I drew in a deep breath, savoring the clean and musky tang of her pussy.

“That’s a good girl,” I said. “Fresh and ready, just like a good fuckhole should be. Now clean your sticky fingers off.”

I pushed her finger into her mouth. Carol sucked them clean, never looking away from me as she tasted herself.

“Well done,” I said, patting her cheek. “Keep being good and I’ll let you have my cock in your pussy someday. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy. So, so much, Daddy.”

I went to Lucy, knowing how closely Carol was watching. Turning so that my ex-wife could see every detail, I took Lucy into my arms and kissed her deeply, our tongues wrestling wetly as I groped the brunette’s slim body.

I wanted Carol to see the reality of my life now. She needed to accept what the situation was and the man that I had become. It was an important step in our new life together.

As Carol watched, I put my hand between Lucy’s legs and fingered her pussy. My eyes on my ex-wife, I sucked on my fingers, enjoying the taste of Lucy’s slit.

The color had drained from Carol’s face. She watched quietly as I kissed and groped the moaning 19-year-old girl in front of her. Carol’s lips were trembling and her eyes were wide and shining. Again, I couldn’t tell if watching me with Lucy was making her upset or aroused. Probably both, pain and pleasure mixing inside Carol’s needy heart.

“Did you wash Harriet?” I asked Lucy.

“Carol did that.”

“Very good,” I told Carol. “I know you don’t like dogs, Carol. I’m happy you overcame your distaste and bathed her.”

“I did my best, Daddy,” Carol murmured.

“Well, speaking of baths, I need to wash off.”

I smacked Lucy’s ass and grabbed her hand.

“You’re going to wash me,” I told the giggling girl. “Soap me up good with those big, natural tits. You carry on doing whatever you need to do, Carol. We’ll be out in a bit.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

I could feel Carol staring at us as I dragged Lucy into the bedroom. As I closed the door behind me, I glimpsed my ex-wife, her hands clasped together, a pained smile on her lovely face.


Chapter 9

“Send me flowers.”




“Hey, can I get a little more lasagna?” Daniela asked.

“Dang, girl,” Amber said. “For being so skinny, you eat like a horse.”

“I need the calories for all the strenuous activity I go through with you,” Daniela teased.

“Of course you do,” Amber laughed. “My pussy ain’t gonna eat itself, is it?”

The two girls giggled together, leaning into each other and rubbing their shoulders together. They were seated across the table from me.

To my left sat Carol and Lucy. Both were still naked. Carole was following my order not to wear clothes while she was inside the cabin. Lucy had joined her out of a sense of sisterhood, I guess. The two were growing very close. Lucy also enjoyed being naked as much as possible, so that probably figured into her actions.

Daniela had raised an eyebrow when she saw Carole and Lucy naked, but she had said nothing about it. I was learning that Daniela was a very easy-going girl when it came to our unusual lifestyle. It was a good sign about her becoming a regular part of our little tribe.

“So, like I was saying, Jack. Amber has a good-sized following online. I know how to monetize that shit because I do online streaming.”

“Your brother mentioned that to me,” I said. “Kind of weird that you talk to your brother about your adult site, isn’t it?”

“Glenn is the only one in our family who knows,” Daniela said with a shrug. “If I can’t talk to him, then who can I discuss it with? We have a good relationship. He can be an idiot when he drinks, but he’s a supportive person.”

“He seems like a good guy,” I agreed. “When he’s not drinking.”

Despite her bland answer, it still freaked me out a little that Glenn would know so much about his sister’s porn channel. Then again, Daniela hadn’t judged my lifestyle, so who was I to judge hers?

“Daniela’s told me all about how she operates and how much money she makes,” Amber said cheerfully. “She’s going to take my online presence to the next level.”

“A new streaming camera, fast Wi-Fi, and a laptop that can handle it all,” Daniela said. “We hooked up the Internet connection and are going to test it out tonight in a live stream on my channel.”

“How did you pay for all that?” Lucy asked.

“Daniela bought it for me. I’m going to pay her back by doing some videos for her channel.”

“We’ll do some pay-per-views and custom videos. Amber will pay me back fast and also get her name out to my subscribers.”

“Win-win,” Amber said. “And I can enroll in online college and study at the same time.”

“That’s brilliant!” Lucy enthused. “How exciting for you both!”

The three young girls chattered about their futures excitedly. Carol quietly observed their behavior, noting how at ease they were around each other and me. I could see her mentally adjusting to this new relationship dynamic. She was trying to figure out how she would fit into our tribe.

“You mean your harem, Jack,” I mumbled to myself.

Amber raised an eyebrow at me. “Talking to yourself again?”

“Maturity and eccentricities,” I said. “Respect them, darling.”

Amber’s hearty laughter filled the cabin. When that girl laughed, she did it with gusto. Carol looked around the table, making mental notes for herself.

Her eyes snagged on mine. I gazed at my ex-wife calmly and openly. All illusions about our marriage had been stripped away. I was seeing Carol for the woman she was rather than the woman I imagined her to be. All those years together, but it was only now that we saw each other for what we truly were.

An unspoken sense of understanding passed between us. I felt more certain than ever that Carole would make the leap of faith needed to be part of my flock of girls.

“You’ll help us, won’t you, Jack?”

Daniela’s question snapped me out of my musing. I turned away from Carol to find the other three girls staring at me expectantly.

“Hmm? What did you want my help for?”

“The streaming event, Mr. Henson,” Lucy informed me. “Daniela and Amber would like you to perform with them for Daniela’s channel.”

“Perform?” I asked, baffled by their request. “What exactly do you need me for?”

Amber and Daniela exchanged mischievous looks.

“Daniela’s moving from solo stuff to more hardcore content,” Amber said. “We uploaded a short video we made the other day, one that featured the two of us together playing with toys. It did great numbers.”

“I’ll get even better numbers when I play with an actual cock,” Daniela said. “That’s where you come in, Jack.”

“You want to play with my cock on your channel?” I asked.

“No,” Daniela snickered. “I want you to fuck me on my channel.”

“Daniela’s eager to try you out, Jack,” Amber told me.

“And it will help my subscriptions,” Daniela added.

“Win-win,” said Lucy.

My eyes drifted back to Carol. She was biting her lower lip, her expression that familiar mix of pain and pleasure that I was getting to know very well. She was struggling with the new reality she found herself in.

That was good. Carol needed to struggle. She needed the emotional strain to shed all her inhibitions and embrace her true self. Lucy was right about that.

“Alright,” I said, still holding my ex-wife’s gaze. “Let’s do this.”

***

“That’s right, keep sucking that dick,” I said. “What a good cunt you are!”

“Mmm,” Lucy purred, her mouth full of my rigid cock.

We were in Amber’s cabin. I was standing in a corner with my pants around my ankles. Lucy kneeled in front of me, eagerly working my dick with her mouth.

On the other side of the room, Amber and Daniela were naked and making out in front of the new camera that Daniela had bought. The camera was connected to a new laptop, one that had an ethernet cable running directly to a new modem. Two ring lights illuminated the girls. Nearby, a Wi-Fi router bristling with antennas sat next to the modem.

It was a good streaming setup. Daniela knew what she was doing. I stroked Lucy’s thick black hair as she sucked me, glancing from her upturned face to the other girls, waiting for my cue.

I was feeling a little nervous. Daniela had promised that she would not show my face. All I had to do was provide the cock and fuck her. She and Amber would do the rest. Despite that assurance, I still was anxious about having my dick out for strangers online to see.

“I love playing with you,” Daniela said to Amber. “Your pussy is so sweet!”

“Yours, too!” Amber giggled.

“The only thing that could make things better is a cock. A real one, not the silicone toys we’ve been playing with.”

“I’d love a real cock,” Amber said.

That was my cue. Lucy gave my dick a last kiss, then helped me buckle up my pants. I was bare-chested, but Daniela had insisted I wear pants, saying that the “reveal” of my dick was a big part of the performance.

“Fortunately, I’ve got a real cock right here, sweetie. Say hi to my friend.”

Daniela had put a piece of tape on the floor where she wanted me to stand. I stepped onto it, seeing my body from the chest down appear on her feed.

Daniela smiled up at me as she ran her fingers across my abdomen, tracing my abs with her finger.

“This is our guest for tonight,” she told her audience. “He’s a little shy, so he won’t be saying much. That’s okay. I like a man of few words, as long as he has a hard cock. I especially like older men. Our friend here is old enough to be my dad. Maybe I should call him Daddy? Is that okay? Can I call you Daddy?”

I nodded.

“He nodded,” Daniela informed her viewers. “Want to know something fun, guys? I’ve never touched Daddy before. Tonight is the first time we’re gonna fuck. And it’s all for you guys!”

I glanced at the laptop screen. A little window showed that over a thousand viewers were watching the stream. At $2 per viewer, Daniela was getting a good start on her investment in Amber’s equipment.

Amber handed me her phone. It was locked into a rig with a handle, making it stable for me to hold. I pointed it down at Daniela’s face. On the channel, the video split into two feeds. The fixed one showed a side view of Daniela, the other was from me recording her.

“I’ve been looking forward to trying you out, Daddy. You come highly recommended. Time to see if you live up to the hype.”

Daniela’s playful attitude was coming through loud and clear. She knew I couldn’t respond to her teasing. All I could do was smirk down at her and wait for this girl to get busy with my dick.

Daniela didn’t waste any time giving her audience what they wanted. She unbuttoned my pants and tugged them down, letting my cock spring free to jut lewdly in front of her face.

“Ooh, Daddy! You’re already dripping!”

A thread of precum hung from the slit in my cockhead. Daniela twirled it around her pinkie and held it up to the fixed camera, giving her viewers a good look before sucking it off her finger.

“Mmm, juicy! Lemme get a little more of that slurpee, Daddy.”

I cringed a bit at the way Daniela was talking, but her viewers must have liked it. A counter showed the amount of “tips” that her audience was sending, encouraging Daniela on.

Daniela pumped my cock with her hand, skillfully extracting more precum into her open mouth. The clear drizzle coated her lips and tongue, making my dick throb even harder.

Daniela showed her glistening mouth to the camera before swallowing it.

“Send me flowers if you guys want me to suck Daddy,” she said to the camera.

Daniela giggled as the tips poured in, urging her on. Staring up at the phone I was holding, Daniela sucked my cockhead into her mouth.

I had to focus hard to keep my hands from shaking as Daniela tongued my cock. She slathered her tongue up and down my shaft, bobbing her head and sucking with a wet gargle that was shockingly loud and aggressive. The girl was pistoning my dick with her head like she was trying to suck my soul out of me. I groaned as she worked my cock with wild abandon, sucking and growling as she flung her thick saliva across my thighs, her drool dripping from my balls.

As I recorded Daniela mouthfucking me, I thought of Carol back at the cabin. I knew she was online, watching everything that was happening here. I wondered what she was thinking. Was she appalled to see her ex-husband being cock-worshipped by another woman? Was she ashamed that her reckless actions led to all this? Was she touching herself as she watched me with Daniela?

I suspected she was doing all three.

Daniela pulled off my cock and turned to the fixed camera. Thick ropes of drool clung to her chin as she grinned and licked her lips, crossing her eyes and moaning like one of those Japanese cartoon girls.

“Send me flowers if you want Daddy to fuck me,” she whispered into the camera.

The tips poured in.

Daniela got up from her chair and pushed it aside. She slid the camera back on the table and set her face down directly in front of it, offering her ass up to me.

“Gimme gimme, Daddy. Me wanna fucky fuck!”

Amber took the phone from me, freeing up my hands. The blonde gave me a wink as she kneeled beside me, using the phone to get a clear shot of Daniela’s pussy from behind. The girl kept herself bare, her big, dark pussy lips looking sexy as hell in full HD.

Gripping her hips, I positioned my cockhead against Daniela’s entry. Her fuckhole was wet and ready for me, but I took my time swiping my cockhead up and down her slit. I loved the feeling of those big lips on my dick, the way they flicked across my cockhead.

I could tell Daniela was enjoying my attention. She kept pushing her ass back, trying to get me inside her. I purposely denied her, letting her know who was doing the fucking in this little scenario.

Just as Daniela was whimpering with frustration, I shoved my cock deep into her pussy. The girl gave a yelp and shuddered as I filled her up. With a couple of hard slaps to her ass, I grabbed her hips and began steadily pounding into her.

On the channel, I could see my dick plunging in and out of Daniela’s fuckhole while the other half of the screen was filled with Daniela’s face grimacing with pleasure as I fucked her. It was a strange sight, one that made me feel like I was both fucking Daniela and watching myself like some faceless dude on the Internet.

Minutes passed as I hammered away at Daniela’s pussy. Daniela moaned with pleasure as I pressed my thumb against her asshole, hooking it with the tip. She gripped the desk hard, staring into the camera in front of her as she got fucked, letting her audience see her face as she worked her way toward her orgasm.

As her breath grew ragged, Daniela grabbed a small vibrator she had been using on Amber. It was a sponsored item, one she regularly promoted on her channel. She pressed the vibrator to her clit.

The effect was electric. Daniela let out a muffled cry as she crashed into her orgasm, her rump smashing back into mine as I pumped in and out of her slick pussy, her asshole clenching beneath my thumb.

Daniela’s climax went on and on, rolling through her in waves. I could feel the powerful vibration thrumming through my dick, pushing me towards my own finish.

Picking up speed and going balls deep, I slammed the girl hard into the desk, the meaty smack of my groin against her ass mingling with her hoarse groans as she orgasmed.

I tapped the small of her back three times, our agreed upon signal that I was about to bust. Daniela was so lost in her pleasure, she didn’t notice the first time. I smacked her again, hard enough to get her attention.

I pulled out and Daniela immediately turned and dropped to her knees. Despite her shaking from her orgasm, the girl was still savy enough to drag the camera forward and position it so it caught the money shot. Amber did her part, pulling in tight as Daniela tilted her head up and opened her mouth wide, like a baby bird begging to be fed.

Taking my cock in hand, I aimed it directly into Daniela’s wet maw. A few quick pumps to finish, and I spurted my hot load into Daniela’s greedy mouth. Cum splashed against the back of her throat, coating her tongue in sticky cream, overflowing over her lips.

I felt amazing to finally empty myself into Daniela, the first girl I talked to when I came to Prospar Lake as a new divorcée. Now I had turned her mouth into my personal cum dump. It felt like a circle had been closed.

I slapped my cockhead against Daniela’s lips, flicking off the last drops onto her face. I stepped back as Daniela turned to the fixed camera and showed off her mouth filled up with my sperm.

Amber handed me the phone and gestured for me to record as she got down beside Daniela. I was still trembling but managed to keep my hands steady as I recorded the two girls lovingly sharing my cum between them, kissing and swapping my seed for a grateful audience to watch.

I wondered how many guys were nutting at this moment, jerking off to two beautiful girls sharing an older man’s load. It made me feel strangely excited knowing we had an audience for our fucking.

An audience that included my ex-wife. I wondered what she had made of all this.

As Daniela finally swallowed the frothy load of cum and saliva, I went to my phone.

Carol had left a message.

“I can’t do this anymore. I’m sorry.”

Daniella was praising the vibrator she had just used and was reminding her viewers that they could get their own with a discount code she was offering. Amber was watching me, curious about what I was doing.

I went to the front door. I poked my head out and looked toward my cabin. Even in the dark, I could see that my truck was the only vehicle in front of my place. Carol’s car was nowhere to be seen.

My ex-wife had left me.

Again.

I felt a pang of sadness as I closed the door. Carol had decided she couldn’t be part of my new life. Watching me fuck Daniela must have been her breaking point. I didn’t fault her. She was free to choose.

Carol had made her decision.

Now she was going to have to live with it.


Chapter 10

“I can never be whole without you.”




Morning sunlight crept over the ceiling of my bedroom. I lay in bed, my body pleasantly achy from all the sex I’d been having, including finally getting to fuck sweet Daniela last night. That a thousand strangers had watched me made the whole thing even more surreal.

Mostly, though, my thoughts were dwelling on Carol. I had been so sure that she had crossed the threshold to a new life with me, one in which she was her authentic self. She seemed to be adjusting so well to her role in my life, especially after spending time with Lucy.

Now she was gone. I must have misjudged her. Not the first time for me. And while I had always accepted it might not work, I still felt a sharp pang in my heart that Carol was gone. Her being with me again had felt so right.

I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. Lucy stirred beside me. The slim brunette had spent the entire night clinging to me, her tits cushioning my chest, her hand cupping my exhausted cock, her breath warm against my neck.

“Good morning, Daddy.”

“Morning, darling.”

“Is it time to get up?”

“Yes,” I said. “A new day has begun at Prospar Lake.”

We showered together, Lucy again body-washing me with her soapy tits that always made me feel like a king. She was already hinting at wanting to stay here with me at the lake full time. Now that Carol was gone, I certainly had the space to keep Lucy with me. She was a skilled cook, was eager to pamper me, and always was ready to fuck whenever and however I wanted. I couldn’t imagine growing tired of a girl like Lucy, especially when Amber was next door to provide company for her and sexual variety for me.

“Things are shaping up nicely for you,” I told myself.

I got dressed and took Harriet for her morning walk. I clipped the bear spray to my belt before we left the cabin. I didn’t expect to need it, but if I was staying here permanently, I might as well get used to carrying it with me.

The morning air was cool and the sky was cloudless. Harriet and I walked around the edge of the lake to the Conference Center. The place was quiet for now, though I knew a final group was coming in tomorrow.

“A bunch of vegans who do group meditation,” I told Harriet. “Sara will fit right in.”

We started back to the cabins. Along the way, my thoughts went over everything that had happened since I came to the lake. It still surprised me how fast things had changed for me.

“There are decades where nothing happens, and there are weeks where decades happen.”

Who said that? Groucho Marx? Yogi Berra? Abe Lincoln? Whoever it was, he was a clever guy. Life came at you fast. You did your best to roll with the punches.

“One day at a time. Give 110%. Don’t sweat the small stuff.”

I laughed at all the clichés I was rattling off. After the dismay at losing Carol again, it felt good to have my heart lightening. Carrying the weight of a failed marriage was not my burden any longer.

Back at the cabin, all the girls were settling in for breakfast. Amber and Daniela were staring at Amber’s laptop while Lucy cooked up a huge pan of potatoes and green onions mixed with sweet peppers in my old cast-iron skillet. A sheet of bacon was cooling near the window for us meat eaters.

Harriet climbed onto my sofa as I settled in at the dining table.

“Look at this,” Amber giggled, turning her laptop towards me. “Daniela cleared $3200 last night! Can you believe it?”

“My biggest night ever for a pay-per-view,” Daniela said. “A couple more shows like that and Amber’s debts will be fully paid off.”

“And what’s my share?” I asked. “After all, I provided the dick. What’s my piece of the pie?”

“Your piece of the pie is enjoying my piece of ass,” Daniela laughed. “That seems like a fair trade.”

“You wanted my cock just as much as you wanted those subscribers,” I told her. “It’s a matter of fairness.”

“Fairness? Okay, fine. I’ll give you a pass for a blowjob. Redeemable any time, anywhere.”

“Mr. Henson can get his dick sucked any time he wants,” Lucy said. “He just has to tell me he wants it.”

“Yeah, but I’m not you,” Daniela replied. “I may have called him Daddy last night, but he’s not my actual Daddy.”

“Not yet,” I said.

“We’ll see,” Daniela teased. “But until then, my blowjob pass is a privilege granted to few men.”

“Deal,” I said.

“That’s what I like about you, Jack. You’re decisive. No hemming and hawing for you.”

“I never hem or haw when it comes to blowjobs.”

Amber snickered as she poured me a cup of coffee. As I stirred in the cream, Amber put her hand on my forearm.

“So Carol left?” she asked quietly.

I nodded. “Last night. Gone when I came back.”

“How are you feeling about that?”

I shrugged. “I wish she would have stayed, but she made her choice.”

“She was beautiful,” Daniela noted. “Great boob job. I was going to ask her about it. I’ve always wanted cleavage.”

“You look great just as you are,” Amber said, kissing her on the forehead and giving her small tits a playful squeeze.

“Do you want to come into town with us, Mr. Henson?” Lucy asked. “We’re going to pick up a few things and have lunch in Silverton.”

“No, I’ve got some stuff to do here. You girls go have fun.”

After breakfast, the girls piled into Amber’s car and headed off for town. The sudden quiet after all their bustling energy was comforting for me. I enjoyed listening to the birds chirping and the breeze rustling the leaves around me.

I spent the rest of the morning working up a document about how I would service the Conference Center. Sara would contact me in the afternoon to meet with one of the board members who was visiting today. I’d present my offer to him and see if we could come to an agreement about my caretaker services.

“I’ll give him the first year free,” I told Harriet. “It will also give me time to figure out if this is something I want to do.”

I enjoyed the mental effort of writing up my proposal. It took my mind off of Carol and Paul’s depression and all the other things that were troubling me. Like physical exercise, mental exercise was an effective way to clear out the junk filling up your head.

After I finished the offer sheet, I decided to make a list of all the things I needed to do to the cabin in order to live here full-time. I started outside, noting the need for more storage space. A shed or two could hold the kayaks and things I stored in the cabin’s loft, freeing up space for the stuff I’d bring from my house in Seattle. I went from room to room, making a checklist of what each room needed to get done in the immediate, near, and long term.

I had just finished my list for the kitchen when my phone buzzed. It was Sara. The board member had arrived and was eager to meet me.

“Here we go,” I told Harriet. “The start of our new side gig here at the lake.”

I threw on my sport coat and loaded Harriet into the truck for the short drive to the Conference Center. Sara was waiting for me by the willow tree. I parked and got out, letting Harriet free to roam.

“Got your proposal ready?” Sara asked.

I tapped the laptop under my arm. “All set.”

Sara was dressed in much more formal, business-friendly attire. She’d removed most of her jewelry and swept her hair back in a professional style. I was glad I put on my sport coat.

“His name is Frank Jennings and he does all the hiring,” Sara told me as we walked to the main auditorium. “He’s very intrigued about hiring a local to be our winter caretaker.”

“I think he’ll be even more intrigued when he hears my proposal.”

Frank Jennings turned out to be a man in his 70s with a full head of hair and a firm handshake. After some small talk, I showed him my proposal. Frank took my security suggestions seriously. Crime was a concern he and the board had been wrestling with.

“It’s the meth and opiates,” Frank said. “It’s quite a problem in these rural areas. Our ministries have done so much outreach, but the problem is intractable. We need Christ’s enduring love to fortify our resolve.”

“A chain along the entry would be a good deterrent,” I pointed out. “Most prowlers are looking for quick, easy scores. No meth head wants to go down that long entry on foot. A sturdy chain and lock would slow them down, at least.”

I explained how I could do multiple checks a week and monitor the facilities remotely from my cabin. Frank was diligent and sharp, asking good questions about my experience. We went over the other duties I’d provide regarding maintenance and general upkeep.

“If a pipe breaks, I’m just across the lake. I can respond to any incident within a few minutes, not days like with your current caretaker service.”

Sara chimed in with supportive comments, but generally let me make my pitch. When I glanced at her, the redhead smiled encouragingly at me. It was obvious she very much wanted me to secure this position.

“And what kind of costs are we looking at?” Frank asked, his eyes shrewd and appraising. “Such extensive service won’t come cheap.”

“You’re correct, it won’t be cheap. It will be free.”

“Free?” he scoffed. “What’s your angle?”

“No angle, just common sense. I’m going to be living here regardless of whether you hire me. I know I can provide the Conference Center with the caretaking it requires. I also know I don’t have the experience that would bolster my claims of competence. In the NFL, they have what they call ‘prove it’ contracts. That’s what this offer is, a chance for me to prove I can handle the responsibilities. It’s also a way for me to learn if this is something I really want to do. Consider it a learning opportunity for both of us. A win-win situation.”

Frank nodded. “Win-win is better than the alternative. You make a strong case, Jack. I trust my gut when it comes to people. You seem like a reliable person. I’ll go to the board with this proposal, but I am sure you will get the position.”

“How can you be sure?” I asked.

“Because I make the decisions,” he chuckled. “’I’m the decider’, to quote a former President. You seem like a man who understands such things.”

“I understand that very well,” I said.

We shook hands and Frank gave me his business card.

“We’ll be in touch soon,” Frank said. “In the meantime, I’m sure Sara here can answer any questions you may have. She’s a terrific worker and a fascinating woman.”

“Again, we agree.”

Sara walked me back to my truck. After a quick glance around to make sure we were alone, she kissed me on the cheek.

“You did so well, Jack.”

“Thanks, darling. I appreciate you setting up this meeting. I owe you a cigar and a stiff drink.”

“I’ll take you up on that,” she said. “Hopefully, I’ll be seeing a lot more of you from now on. If you can spare some moments away from your harem, of course.”

”I’ll always make time for my favorite redhead,” I laughed.

I was still grinning as I drove back to my cabin. Sara had come through for me. The meeting had gone better than expected. It seemed like my dream to live at Prospar Lake was becoming a reality.

My grin evaporated when I came around the bend to the cabins. Parked in front of my place was a familiar car.

“Carol?” I muttered. “What the fuck?”

I parked and let Harriet out. She sniffed Carol’s car and then sauntered away, heading towards Amber’s place. I watched her go, feeling alone again as I stepped onto the porch.

Inside the cabin, the lights were off and the curtains were drawn. It was dim and cool, the air scented with Carol’s perfume.

“I’ve come back.”

Carol stepped out of the bedroom. She was naked. I did not reply to her, only watched her with a cold glare.

Carol took in my harsh expression and gave a brief nod of acceptance. She got down on her hands and knees and crawled across the floor to me. She kissed my feet and turned her face up to mine.

“I’ve come back,” she repeated, her voice hoarse with emotion.

“I told you there would be no more chances,” I said. “You ran away just like before. You made your choice, bitch.”

“I know. And I deserve to be punished. I just got so sad when I saw you screwing that Daniela girl. It made me realize what I destroyed last year. I was sad and I got scared that I couldn’t be who you wanted me to be. Amber and Lucy and that Daniela… they’re all so young and pretty. I didn’t think I could fit in with them. So I ran away. But when I got back to Portland, I knew I couldn’t run forever. Lucy was right. I have a needy heart. And I know I can never be whole without you.”

Carol kissed my feet again, her tears splashing against my toes.

“Please take me back, Daddy. I’ll be yours forever, I promise.”

I thought my heart was a stone, but seeing Carol groveling at my feet softened the bitterness inside me. For better or worse, I still had feelings for this woman. She’d been my partner for two decades. She was the mother of my child. I ached to hold her again.

But the sting of her betrayal still lingered. If I gave her another chance, how could I live with myself?

Carol saw the emotional struggle written across my face. She knew my expressions better than anyone on earth. She could tell I still was not ready to take her back.

“I bought this,” she said. “To prove my commitment.”

Carol shuffled on her knees to a package by the dining table. She came back to me and held out the package. I did not take it, eyeing her offering with skepticism. Carol waited, her face still wet with tears, her arms trembling as they raised the package to me.

Finally, I snatched the bag from her hands and reached inside. I pulled out a dog collar and leash. They were fancy, high-end items, made from rich leather and beautiful brass fittings. I slapped the leather leash in my hand contemptuously, staring down at my ex-wife.

“If you think getting Harriet a new collar is some big gesture, you are wrong,” I told her. “I don’t care if you want to be nice to her, to prove that you changed. This is only—“

“It’s not for Harriet,” Carol whispered. “It’s for me. Let me be your pet wifey, Daddy. I want to be your good girl.”

I said nothing as Carol took my hands and guided me with the collar, fastening it around her neck. She caressed my fingers and she clicked the leash to the ring at her throat, the other end wrapped around my left fist.

“I made the tag for you,” she said.

I looked at the gold dog tag hanging from the collar. It read Daddy’s Pet Wifey.

“I know I haven’t earned your cock yet,” she said. “Even though my pussy aches for it, I know I have to be a good girl to get my reward. But you can use my anal cunt, Daddy. Lucy told me how much you like hers. Mine is yours, too. Please please please fuck me there, Daddy. Please use my anal cunt.”

Carol turned away from me, her collar jangling as she lowered her face to the floor while popping her ass out at me. She reached back with both hands and pulled her ass cheeks open, showing off her fuckholes for me.

My cock stirred in my pants as I gazed down at her offering. All the reasons I should walk away echoed through my mind. I couldn’t trust her. I would be better off without her. She was old and tired and I had three young beauties who all wanted my dick.

But those reasons were no match for my desire to claim my wife again. Carol was here and I wanted her to stay. The heart wants what it wants and my heart wanted Carol. My dick also wanted her tight holes.

Love and lust. Who could resist?

But there had to be some punishment. Carol expected it. Carol wanted it.

Taking the leather leash, I smacked Carol’s ass hard, striping her pale skin in red welts. Carol whimpered in pain at the blows, one hand snaking between her legs to thrum her pussy.

I slapped her hand away from her clit.

“No pleasure for you, cunt. Take your punishment.”

“Yes, Daddy!”

I tugged off my pants and threw them to the side. I cracked the leash in my hands, enjoying the way Carol flinched at the harsh sounds. Instead of whipping her, I stroked the leash across her ass, letting her feel how gentle I could be.

“This is how it’s going to be,” I told her. “From now on, every day. You understand now, don’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

I stood over her and let globs of spit dribble down her ass crack and over her anus. I spat on my hand and lubed up my hard cock. Taking a wide stance behind her, I rested my cockhead against her twitching ring.

“Open up, cunt.”

I could tell Carol was trying to relax, trying to let me in, but it was difficult for her. I didn’t make it any easier. Prying her ass cheeks wide, I forced my cock into her asshole, slamming deep into her anal depths with a single relentless thrust.

Carol let out a guttural shriek as I sank balls deep inside her, completely sheathing my cock in her ass. I jerked the leash back, forcing her head up as I lashed her ass with the other end.

“Tell me you love this!” I growled.

“I love it, Daddy! Oh god, I love it so much! Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck my ass, please!”

I pounded away at Carol’s battered asshole, enjoying her cries of pain and pleasure as I abused her tight little anus. Ass fucking my ex-wife on the floor of the cabin where we first fell in love? It felt like the closing of a circle that began two decades earlier.

It didn’t surprise me when Carol climaxed and begged for more. And it didn’t surprise me when my climax hit me like a gut punch, making me grunt like a wounded animal as I lashed Carol’s sodden anal cunt with my hot, sticky seed.

This felt so right.

As I emptied myself deep inside my beautiful girl, I knew that Prospar Lake was where I truly belonged.

I had everything I needed here.

This was my home.


Epilogue

8 months later




“Harder, Jack. Fuck me harder!”

I refastened my grip on Sara’s thighs and pounded her as hard as I could. She moaned wildly as I fucked her, the table creaking beneath her, her cries echoing through the cavernous auditorium.

“I’m cumming, Jack. Oh god, I’m cumming!”

Sara sucked in a deep breath and held it, her whole body straining in silence as she powered through her orgasm. I kept hammering her pussy, loving the tight grip as I stroked in and out of her fuckhole, enjoying how my body was responding so well to all this physical effort. All the lifting and cardio kept paying off in moments like this.

Sara exhaled in a gush of hot breath, her eyes wide and staring as waves of pleasure rolled through her.

“Gimme your cum, Jack!” she begged. “Fill me up, baby!”

I was ready to bust, but I had other ideas. Pulling my cock out of her dripping snatch, I unloaded onto the thick red thatch covering Sara’s mound. I had asked her to let it grow out and she had given me what I wanted.

“Fire bush,” I groaned. “Fucking beautiful.”

I grunted with pleasure as I spurted all over her mound and lower belly. The white of my cum glistened on Sara’s pale skin and the bright, coppery red of her pubic hair. It was a sight I would not soon forget.

Sara pulled me down on top of her. We lay together, sweaty and out of breath, my cum sloshing between our bellies as we kissed.

“Welcome back to Prospar Lake,” I told her. “So good to see you again, Sara.”

“God, I wanted that dick so bad,” Sara sighed.

“We’ve got all summer,” I assured her.

After we got cleaned up and dressed, I turned the security cameras back on. I checked the feed on my phone and made sure all the security systems were active. After eight months of caring for the Conference Center, I knew every nook and cranny of the facility.

“Lucy’s made a vegan chili for you,” I said. “It’s been simmering all morning. Smells delicious.”

“After a workout like that, I could use some home cooking,” Sara replied.

“I love that you grew your hair out.”

“On my head or between my legs?” she teased.

“Both,” I replied with a laugh.

“Did you ever have to use that bear spray?” Sara asked, nodding at the canister strapped to my waist.

“Nope. Everything is peace and love here at Prospar Lake.”

“The board is still talking about what you did when that tree fell onto the dormitory.”

“It was nothing,” I shrugged. “When I saw what happened, I called up Daniela’s brother Glenn to come help me. With a chainsaw and two healthy guys, dealing with the tree was no big deal.”

“Glenn is going to be assisting you from now on?”

“Part-time, yes. He’s a great guy.”

“When he’s not drinking?”

“Absolutely. Ready to get some lunch?”

“Heck yeah. And I got some nice cigars for us to have afterward. Some Habanos, not the weak Maduros you favor. Think you can handle it?”

“I’ll try,” I said. “But you suck on a stogie better than I ever could. Practice makes perfect!”

Sara playfully slapped my ass. “Bastard!”

Harriet greeted us at the truck. We climbed in and drove back to the cabins.

Behind my place, the party had been going on for some time. Lucy tended the grill where burgers and hot dogs sizzled. Amber and Daniela were setting the plates out, serving up heaping helpings of potato salad and fresh greens. Corn on the cob rested in a big bowl next to the veggie chili pot. A big, juicy watermelon nestled in ice for dessert.

Standing by the coolers was Carol. She served up the drinks and made sure everyone was taken care of.

They all broke into cheers as I escorted Sara into the backyard.

“Welcome back, girl!” Amber said, hugging Sara tightly.

“Happy to be back!”

Sara hugged everyone, finishing with Carol.

“Here’s your wine,” Carol said, handing her a full glass. “Your favorite brand. We got a case of it just for you.”

Sara looked genuinely touched. She was the newest member of our little tribe. She’d been away for months doing a gig in Hawaii as a tour guide. Now she was back among us, ready to spend another summer at the lake.

“I missed you all so much,” Sara said. “Catch me up. What have y’all been up to? I know you’re a celebrity, Amber!”

Amber blew a raspberry. “I just have a lot of horny subscribers. My channel keeps growing, though, so I appreciate my fans. They’re paying for my college tuition!”

“More than just your tuition, girl!” Daniela objected. “They’re paying your property taxes, your insurance, your utilities, your grocery… fricken everything! Plus, your bank account is swole.”

“Yours, too!”

“Daniela and Amber are both in the top 1 percent of streamers on their platform,” Lucy informed Sara.

“And what about you, Lucy?” Sara asked.

“I mostly live with Amber,” Lucy said. “Sometimes I live with Mr. Henson and Carol. I work at the bar in Kanderton. The money’s good even if the hours are bad.”

“Me and Lucy are doing distance learning,” Amber said proudly. “We’re both straight-A students. Lucy helps me out with our class work. She’s hella smart.”

“We help each other,” Lucy said with a shrug.

“How are you doing, Carol?” Sara asked.

“Fantastic!” Carol replied. “I finally got all my stuff sold off in Portland. Paul offered to come, but I told him to just stay at school. He’s finally off the meds and dating again, so I didn’t want to disturb his progress. I just brought the bare necessities here. We’re expanding the cabin soon to make more space so Paul can come and stay with us when he wants. There’s lots to keep me busy. Otherwise, I help whoever needs me.”

“She’s our den mother!” Amber said affectionately. “She takes care of all of us.”

“I do my best,” Carol said quietly, blushing and fingering the dog collar around her neck.

Harriet came over and dropped a tennis ball at Sara’s feet. She reached down and threw it across the yard. Harriet retrieved the ball and presented it to Daniela. We all took turns playing catch with the dog as music thumped from our Bluetooth speaker.

“This new album from Dirt Road Debutantes is the best,” Amber laughed, dancing near the grill. “They’re coming back to perform in a few weeks.”

“Totally looking forward to seeing them,” Daniel gushed. “Those chicks are rad!”

Daniela dragged Lucy and Sara into an impromptu dance circle, their laughter rising int he warm summer air. Carol shimmied nearby, smiling shyly as the other girls pulled her into the circle.

I stood to the side, taking it all in.

My blonde bombshell and sultry Daniela, two lovers who eagerly shared my bed.

Lucy, the quiet beauty who had shown me just how far we could go into the wilds of her needs.

Sara, the joyful redhead who just wanted kindness, love, and a hard dick to play with.

And then there was Carol. Older, wiser, and still gorgeous. Our life together was both familiar and brand new. Since she returned to me, my ex-wife had fully embraced who she was and how she could be a part of my life. Her self-deceptions had been abandoned, her submissive urges reconciled. Carol’s needy heart was finally finding the satisfaction it had always craved.

I looked over this group of women and felt content with what I had. It was a good feeling to have.

I would soon turn 43 years old. The years were piling up and I still had so much left to do.

“You happy, Daddy?” Lucy called.

“More than you could ever know!” I shouted back.

With a joyful laugh, I joined my girls in the sunshine, all of us dancing together as Harriet playfully barked at us.

Summer at Prospar Lake was just getting started.




THE END
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