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SYNOPSIS




Book 2 of 3 - Jack’s erotic adventures get even wilder as Lucy begs for his sexual services. Just 19 years old, this busty beauty has lewd desires that only an older man like Jack can satisfy. When Jack agrees to her indecent proposal, Lucy will unleash all of her kinky appetites. Will Jack rise to the occasion and be the dominant man Lucy craves? How will Amber react to sharing Jack with another woman? As their clothes come off and the temperature rises, this erotic trio will explore each other in ways Jack could never have imagined!




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.


FILLING HER NEEDS




Daddy’s Harem, Book 2


Chapter 1

“What now?”




The sun was fully risen and the heat of the day was burning off the mist over the lake. I paused at the water’s edge, looking at the Conference Center on the far shore. They were having a study session outside, beneath a tall willow. It reminded me of college seminars when I was a freshman. I always felt a twinge of regret at missing out on the full college experience. Getting married so young and having a baby changed so much in our lives.

Now that baby was a grown man, one who had made a shocking request of me. I’d been so surprised that I couldn’t give Paul a proper answer.

“I’m going for a walk,” I’d told them.

I started on a slow stroll around Prospar Lake, trying to get my mental bearings as I walked. My son had told me about his sexual dysfunction from his meds and the fact that he’d never had intercourse with Lucy. That I could deal with. His ED was an issue that could be resolved with some care and patience.

But asking me to sexually service his girlfriend, to satisfy her needs while she stayed here at the cabin? That was too crazy to consider, wasn’t it?

And yet I was considering it. Thoughts of bedding that gorgeous 19-year-old filled my mind. Lucy was sexy in a quiet and smoldering way, so different from the outgoing and playful Amber. I’d always considered Lucy to be a pretty girl, but I’d never thought of her in a sexual way. Now, after that strange request and the way she had looked at me, sexual thoughts about Lucy were all I had.

“What in the world is going on?” I muttered to myself.

Something cold and wet nudged against my hand. It was the dog, sniffing my palm.

“Hey, girl.”

I stroked the dog’s head, happy that she was being so friendly and trusting towards me. Some kindness and a little food were all it took to win a dog’s affection. They were simple and straightforward creatures. That’s why they were man’s best friend.

“You wanna walk with me, girl?”

Her wagging tail made me laugh. It was amazing how dogs could relax a person just by being around you.

“Let’s go!” I said.

She followed at my side as I started walking east along the lake shore. The crunch of our feet on the gravel mingled with the slow lapping of the water against the shore.

“We need to come up with a name for you,” I said. “I can’t keep calling you ‘girl’ all the time. How about I call you… Harriet? That was the name of my favorite singer in the 90s. You look like a Harriet, too. What do you think? Harriet work for you?”

I took the dog’s silence for agreement.

“Harriet, it is. Glad we settled that.”

Harriet trotted off to a pine tree where a chipmunk was barking at us. She sniffed the tree roots while the irate chipmunk skittered from branch to branch above her.

I kept on walking, turning over Paul’s proposal in my head. My first instinct was to refuse. This was a crazy request from them, one I couldn’t go along with. Not only was Lucy 19, but she was in a relationship with Paul. How could Lucy having sex with me be of any benefit?

And yet, Paul had explained things in a way that made clear that this was what he and Lucy wanted. They’d obviously talked it over and come up with a plan to approach me. They’d driven out here and made their case. Now they were waiting back at the cabin, anxious for my answer.

“They obviously think it’s a solution to their problems. They both seem comfortable with what they want.”

But it was Lucy that most intrigued me. She’d admitted that she had always been attracted to me. DILF? That was a surprise. Even more surprising was the way she had stared at me, the way she had licked her lips like a cat looking at a saucer of cream.

Lucy wanted me.

Again, my thoughts turned to how the brunette would look like naked, how she would taste, the sounds she would make as I fucked her. Even as I walked, I could feel my cock throbbing against my thigh.

“Goddamn it. I’m actually going to do this, aren’t I?”

Harriet had returned to my side. She looked up at me, her head cocked to the side as if she were puzzled by what I was saying.

“Don’t mind me,” I told her. “Talking to myself is a habit of mine. I’m getting eccentric in my old age.”

Despite all my doubts, despite all my rational arguments against it, I knew what I was going to do when I got back to the cabin. This crazy scheme of theirs? If they were absolutely sure it was what they wanted, then I would do my best to help them out.

I wasn’t self-delusional about my motives. I admitted to myself that having sex with Lucy was a powerful motivation to agree. Sex with a girl like Amber had awakened an even greater sexual drive in me. Instead of exhausting me, fucking Amber made me want more. Adding Lucy to my bed was an erotic dream. I couldn’t pretend that I didn’t lust for her.

But there had to be conditions. We weren’t just going to jump into this with our asses hanging in the wind. There were boundaries to be laid and understandings to be reached.

“If this is truly what they want, then okay? But I get a say, too. Right, Harriet?”

We walked back to the cabin. I held the door open, but Harriet refused to enter, preferring to lie down on her corner of the front porch. I’d have to take her to the vet today. She needed to be checked for a chip and given an examination.

“First things first,” I mumbled.

Paul and Lucy were still sitting at the dining table. They didn’t say anything as I sat down. Lucy silently refilled my coffee mug. They waited as I stirred in the cream and took a sip.

“Okay,” I said, my eyes looking over their youthful faces. “First thing you will need to do is break up.”

“Break up?” Paul asked.

“Exactly. I won’t do this if you two are still a couple. So I want you and Lucy to look each other in the eye and tell each other that you’re no longer dating.”

“But… but we’re doing this to keep our relationship going, Mr. Henson.”

“I know, Lucy. And you two can get back together afterward, if you want. But if you wish to stay here with me at the cabin, you will have to break up with Paul first. Nothing happens unless you do that.”

The two looked at each other. Lucy leaned over to Paul and whispered in his ear. Paul whispered back. Lucy nodded.

“Okay, Mr. Henson.”

“Go on and say it then,” I said gently. “Say it to each other and mean it.”

Lucy looked at Paul and whispered, “I’m not your girlfriend anymore.”

“I’m not your boyfriend anymore,” Paul said.

“You two are no longer dating?” I asked.

They both shook their heads.

“We’re not dating,” Lucy said.

I took a deep breath and leaned back in my chair. Paul and Lucy watched me, their faces both hopeful and nervous.

“Second thing,” I said slowly. “Nothing happens between me and Lucy until tomorrow. That will give both of you time to think it over, sleep on it, and change your minds if you want.”

“We have thought it over,” Paul protested. “We’ve talked it through for weeks now.”

“We really have discussed this, Mr. Henson. We’re both in full agreement. This is the best thing for us.”

“It’s not for you, it’s for me,” I said. “I want to go into this knowing there’s no doubt at all in either of you. Waiting a day will give me that assurance.”

Paul shrugged. “Okay. We can agree with that. A day doesn’t make any difference. I still have to get back to campus, though.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I’ll call you tomorrow to make sure you’re still good with all this.”

“I will be.”

“And Lucy? I need you to know that you can change your mind at any time. I’m more than happy to drive you back to Portland, if you do. Clear?”

“Yes, Mr. Henson.”

I finished my coffee, swallowing the lukewarm liquid down in two big swallows.

“Okay, then. We’re agreed. You’re welcome to stay, Lucy.”

Lucy beamed, her smile lighting up her face.

“Thanks, Mr. Henson.”

“I still think this is crazy,” I muttered.

“Sometimes crazy is all you have,” Paul said, a faint smile ghosting his lips.

Paul gathered his bags. There weren’t many. He really had planned on leaving after a night.

As we stood near his car, Paul turned to look back at the cabin. He sighed and shook his head.

“We had so many good memories here, Pops. You, me, and mom.”

“We did.”

“Did she message you?”

“Yes. Wished me a Happy Birthday. I suppose you put her up to that?”

Paul nodded. “She’s been having some difficulties lately. Things have not gone smoothly for her.”

“Things haven’t gone smoothly for me either,” I said, wincing at the sharpness of my tone. “That’s all in the past. Let’s just focus on you, Paul. Let me know if there’s anything I can do.”

“You’re already doing it.”

We hugged. Paul got into his car. I leaned in the window.

“Don’t hesitate to call if you change your mind,” I told him.

“I’ll talk with you tomorrow, Pops.”

Paul waved to Lucy, who was standing on the porch. He honked his horn as he drove off down the road, heading back to college without his girlfriend beside him.

I stepped onto the porch. Lucy was petting Harriet, who seemed quite comfortable with the girl. I took that as a sign. Dogs were better judges of character than many humans.

There was an awkward silence as Lucy and I stood together, alone with each other for the first time.

“I meant what I said,” Lucy told me. “I’ve always been very attracted to you, Mr. Henson. I think we can help each other. I think we can… enjoy each other.”

I let my eyes drift over Lucy, taking in her beauty. From her gorgeous face to her toned body, Lucy exuded a sexual allure that made my heart pound in my chest.

“What now?” she asked, coyly.

“Now? Now we make some breakfast. After all that, I could use a good meal.”


Chapter 2

“I never made any promise.”




I stood at the edge of the lake where the cell signal was stronger. I was talking to the vet. He confirmed they were open and would be happy to scan Harriet for a chip and give her a wellness check.

“Two hours? That works. Thank you. See you soon.”

I went back to the cabin, still surprised that Harriet had finally come inside. It had been Amber that helped the dog overcome her wariness. The blonde had opened the door and Harriet had waltzed in like she owned the place.

“Looks like she’s made herself at home,” I remarked, seeing the dog curled up on the couch.

“She needs a bath,” Amber said, wrinkling her nose. “She smells kind of like doo doo.”

Amber and Lucy were still sitting at the dining table, finishing the waffles I had whipped up for them.

“What can you expect? She’s been living wild.”

“Speaking of wild,” Amber said, raising an eyebrow. “Lucy just filled me in on her stay. Like, wow! That’s the wildest thing I’ve heard in a long time.”

“You told her?” I asked, surprised that Lucy would share the reason she was still here while Paul had gone home.

“Paul and I both believe that radical openness and radical honesty are keys to an authentic life,” Lucy said. “Since you two are dating, I felt it best to inform Lucy of my reason for being here.”

I sat down at the table. “So, you know what Lucy wants? And you’re okay with it?”

“We’re not married, Jack,” Amber chuckled. “I’m not sure we’re even dating. If you want to engage with Lucy like that, it’s not really my business, is it?”

I felt a twinge of sadness at her words. I didn’t believe that Amber and I were lovers or in a committed relationship, but I was a little disappointed that Amber was so open to sharing me. I thought our bond was a little deeper than just casual fucking.

Amber must have sensed my feelings. She got out of her chair and kneeled beside me and wrapped her arms around me.

“I’m just not the jealous type,” she said. “You’ll still be my Daddy.”

“Daddy?” Lucy asked, her eyes wide. “Is that what you call him?”

“Just when we’re screwing,” Amber laughed, kissing my cheek. “Or sometimes to be playful.”

Lucy nodded, her tongue unconsciously licking her lips. I was beginning to recognize the girl’s sexual signals. She looked aroused and was not bothering to hide it.

Amber grinned wolfishly at the brunette as she returned to her chair.

“Besides, if I share him with you, maybe he will share you with me.”

I remembered what Amber had said about liking sex with girls. The blonde wasn’t just teasing Lucy. Amber was letting her know she was open to some womanly pleasures, if Lucy was willing.

With the way the 19-year-old was staring at Amber, I had no doubt she was down for anything Amber had in mind.

“So what’s the plan?” Amber asked, shoving the last piece of waffle into her mouth and chewing noisily. “It’s a new day. How are we going to spend it?”

“Finish your breakfast and get dressed,” I told the girls. “We’re heading into town.”

***

“Her name is Sugar and her owners don’t want her anymore,” the vet tech said. “They claim she ran away when they were moving out of state.”

“Bullshit,” I said, shaking my head in disgust.

“Yes. I’m not allowed to say it, but that was definitely bullshit. You hear it a lot, unfortunately.”

“They dumped her, plain and simple.”

“At least they didn’t shoot her,” the vet tech sighed. “Some people do.”

The Veterinarian’s office was busy with people and their pets. Surrounded by folks who genuinely cared for their animal friends, the thought of neglect or even abuse was even harder to comprehend.

“At least Sugar is healthy,” the vet tech said. “Doctor Jim says she’s a little underweight, but otherwise in good shape. She’s 2 years old and still has a long life ahead of her.”

“I’m glad to hear that.”

“So, do you want me to surrender her to Animal Control or…?”

The vet tech’s hopeful look made me laugh out loud.

“I’ll be taking her home,” I told her, enjoying the look of relief on her face. “But first, let’s change the info on her chip. Her name is now Harriet.”

The vet tech happily entered the info, then rang up the cost of the exam. She brought Harriet back with a new collar and leash. A dog tag was clipped to the collar.

“These are part of our New Leash on Life program,” she said. “Have her on this leash and collar for your next visit and get 10% off. Our way of thanking you.”

As I took the leash from the vet tech, I noticed that the Veterinarian’s office logo and phone number were printed on the leash and collar, as well as the jingling tag. I made a mental note to buy Harriet something better. I didn’t like her being a walking billboard.

“Ready, Harriet? Let’s go!”

The dog happily walked beside me as we left the office. She trotted down the street with her head up and her tail wagging as we headed a couple of blocks down the road.

Silverton was a small, upscale town about 20 miles south of Prospar Lake. Boutiques and quaint cafes lined the main street. Amber and Lucy were sitting at a corner table outside a place called the Stop and Whistle Cafe. It was a nice place, the kind that put white tablecloths on their outside tables.

“So you’re keeping her?” Amber asked.

“I am.”

“Sweet,” she said. “You two look good together.”

“Thank you,” I said as I sat down. “You enjoying your fancy drinks?”

Both girls had tall glasses of colorful boba teas.

“Delicious!” Lucy enthused.

Amber pushed her glass to me. “Here, taste mine.”

I sipped on the oversized straw and chewed on the tapioca pearls. It was cold, sweet, and very refreshing.

“Mmm, that is yummy.”

“Isn’t it?” Amber said, a mischievous look in her eyes. “And smell this. It’s even better.”

I frowned, puzzled at why Amber was holding her hand out for me to smell. I leaned forward and took a curious sniff. The tangy scent of pussy on her fingers was unmistakable.

“I’ve been playing with her under the table for the last 15 minutes,” Amber whispered, grinning lewdly. “She’s so quiet when she cums.”

Lucy looked at me over the rim of her glass, her green eyes sparkling with mirth.

“Goddamn, you girls are crazy,” I said.

“You fucking love it,” Amber said. “I know you do.”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I do.”

“Take us home, Daddy,” Amber begged. “Give us that dick.”

“I promised not to touch Lucy until tomorrow.”

Amber’s hand snaked into my lap. I hurriedly adjusted the tablecloth to keep her hand hidden. Amber stroked my cock through my pants.

“I never made any promise,” she said.

My cock was swelling. If I let her go any longer, I’d be sporting a full-blown erection soon.

“Okay,” I grunted. “Let’s head out.”

Harriet walked beside the three of us as we went back to my truck. Amber had ridden in the back bench seat with Harriet coming up to Silverton. This time, she insisted on sitting up front with me.

A few minutes after we’d gotten on the road, Amber unbuckled her seat belt and buried her face in my lap.

“Shit,” I murmured, trying to keep my focus on the road as Amber deftly undid my pants and pulled my dick out of my pants.

“Daddy, can I lick it?” she asked, looking up at me with her gorgeous blue eyes.

There was no way to resist this.

“Yeah. Suck that cock.”

Amber bent to her task, lowering her head and sucking my cock into her wet mouth. I exhaled sharply as she worked me with her tongue, swirling around my cockhead and licking out my slit. I knew I’d started drizzling precum from the way Amber enthusiastically moaned and smacked her lips excitedly.

I was startled by Lucy, who was leaning so close to my face, watching intently as Amber sucked my dick. Her black hair draped over the seat and fell across my shoulder, the smell of her shampoo filling my nostrils, the heat from her skin warm against my neck.

“You have a nice cock, Mr. Henson.”

I swallowed hard and forced myself to keep my eyes on the road. I’d never gotten road head before. Never expected to, either. Now it was happening. And it felt better than I could have imagined.

I took one hand from the steering wheel. I tangled my fist in Amber’s hair, guiding her head down and moving her the way I wanted.

“Thank god for automatic transmission,” I said.

Lucy’s warm giggle so near to my ear made my body tingle.

Amber suctioned harder and went faster, taking me to the back of her throat. I piloted the truck down the road, enjoying the miles rolling past as this blonde goddess suckled my cock like she was starving for my cum. Approaching the gate to Prospar Lake, I could feel myself getting ready to bust. Flooding Amber’s hungry mouth would feel so good.

But I didn’t want that. Not yet.

“Enough.”

I pulled Amber off my cock. Ropes of saliva dripped from her chin as she sat up.

“No?” she panted.

“Not here,” I said. “At the lake.”

“Okay, Daddy.”

Amber returned to her seat, wiping the drool from her face with the back of her hand.

“She edged you real good, Mr. Henson,” Lucy breathed softly into my ear. “I would love to finish you off.”

I gritted my teeth as I remembered my promise to Paul.

Tomorrow seemed a long way off.


Chapter 3

“Come play with us, Daddy.”




The water was crystal clear beneath our kayaks. When I looked straight down, I could see the silty bottom of the lake. It was only six or seven feet at its deepest, but it always felt like magic to be out in the middle of the lake.

We were paddling in the two double-seater kayaks I’d gotten out of storage. Lucy was in the seat in front of me, trying her best to paddle without losing her balance. Amber was paddling her kayak beside me. Harriet sat in the front seat, happily panting as we glided through the water. With the bright summer sun blazing down on us, the glare off the water was intense. I was glad I was wearing my sunglasses.

“So is it Prospar Lake or Lake Prospar?” Lucy asked.

“Both,” I replied. “It’s officially Prospar Lake, but we locals call it either one.”

“I haven’t been to this side of the lake in a long time,” Amber said. “The beavers are gone, right?”

“Nope, still there. We’re not going near the dam, anyways. We’re heading for The Hidden Cove. That’s what we called it.”

“Hidden Cove?” Amber laughed. “Is that like Slippery Falls? You and Paul really enjoyed naming things, didn’t you?”

It had actually been Carol and me that came up with the name, but I didn’t feel it necessary to mention it. My ex-wife was the last thing I wanted to think about as I paddled across the glassy waters with these two stunning beauties.

I still found it hard to believe these young girls both wanted me. Both had changed into swimsuits for this adventure. Amber was wearing shorts and the same skimpy bikini top I first saw her in. It barely covered her luscious tits, emphasizing them more than hiding them. Amber was not shy about showing off her curves.

Lucy was also wearing a bikini top with shorts. Her breasts were also big and bouncy, surprising to see on such a slim girl.

The sight of Lucy in her bikini made my dick throb painfully. Stopping after getting so close to cumming in Amber’s mouth had left me feeling pent up and ready to explode. I’d never been edged before, but I was enjoying the feeling.

“Head to the left,” I told Amber, pointing to a barely visible opening between the branches hanging over the edge of the lake.

I took the lead as we approached the opening. It was a little tricky to enter the hidden space behind the branches.

“Scootch down and lean back,” I told Lucy. “You don’t want to get snagged by those branches.

Lucy did as I said, leaning back on the kayak. She looked at me with her upside-down face, watching me paddle. The mounds of her breasts jiggled and sloped to the sides of her torso, her nipples perky beneath the fabric of her top.

Trying not to be too distracted by the 19-year-old’s tits, I guided the kayak into a narrow channel tucked behind the foliage. Amber followed behind, watching me and steering the kayak the way I did. It took several minutes before we cleared the low-hanging branches and glided into a clearing.

“Here we are!” I announced.

“This is so nice!” Lucy exhaled, sitting up in her seat and looking around.

The Hidden Cove was exactly that, a small cove notched out of the rock of the mountain. A large, flat rock shelf dominated one side. Tall pines loomed overhead, making the space dim and quiet. The shade was a welcome relief after the heat of the summer sun.

We pulled our kayaks up on the shelf and climbed out. The water here was only knee deep. Harriet bounded into the water and went to the far end of the shelf, sniffing at the brush sloping up into the woods.

“Don’t go too far, girl!” I called after her.

“Did you come here as a kid?” Lucy asked Amber.

“Only once or twice,” Amber said. “The adults warned us there were mountain lions back here.”

I chuckled. “We told you kids that so you would stay away. There are no mountain lions here. We adults just wanted to keep this place for ourselves.”

“What?” Amber said, incredulous. “Why did you lie to us?”

“Because this is where we’d go to fool around,” I laughed. “A private spot away from all you lake kiddos.”

“Oh my god!” Amber giggled. “Y’all really scared us children with stories just so you could keep your secret little sex spot?”

I shrugged. “Yep. That’s about right.”

“That’s so sketchy! You adults were so sus back then. Come on, Lucy. Let’s see what’s so special about this little hidey hole.”

As the girls explored the area, I hauled out the duffel bag from the kayak. I spread a couple of thick beach towels over the bare rock and began setting out the food the girls had packed. We had ham sandwiches and fresh garden salad, thick cut potato chips, a bowl of sliced watermelon, and a small chocolate cake the girls bought in Silverton. A bottle of sparkling water and a thermos of icy cold lemonade rounded out the picnic meal.

At the bottom of the duffel bag was a small wooden cigar box. I’d brought a few mini-cigars and some matches. A smoke after a meal was one of life’s finest pleasures. Carol had always hated the smell of my cigars, so I never smoked when—

I shook my head, irritated with myself. Thoughts of my ex-wife kept popping into my head, arriving like unwanted visitors sneaking into my brain.

Perhaps it was understandable that memories of Carol would return to me here. Several times, Carol and I had snuck into Hidden Cove and had sex on the very rock shelf I was standing on right now. Those long, slow, lazy afternoons when we hid back here, enjoying each other’s bodies, making each other cum, loving each other.

Despite her leaving me, I still had feelings for my ex-wife. We had shared lots of good years. That was not something I could ever completely erase.

“Better to focus on what you have now,” I reminded myself. “Amber is like something out of a wet dream. A model’s face and a porn star’s body. You’re literally fucking a gorgeous and horny 20-year-old college girl. And now Lucy is begging for your dick? Focus on them, not the woman who ran away from you.”

“Are you talking to yourself again?” Amber teased. “We can hear you whispering to yourself.”

“A man is entitled to his habits,” I replied, turning towards them. “When you reach a certain age, then—“

The words spluttered to a halt in my mouth as I took in the sight of Amber and Lucy together. The two girls had stripped off their swimsuits. Naked and smiling at me, they were holding each other tightly, their bodies nestled into each other. Amber was much taller than the petite Lucy. She stroked the brunette’s hair as Lucy rested her cheek against the soft swell of Amber’s tits.

“You two look good together,” I said.

“We know,” Amber said.

Amber tilted up Lucy’s chin. The two kissed, their tongues swirling wetly as their hands roamed over their tits and asses.

My cock stirred in my shorts. I was still achy and swollen from getting edged by Amber in the truck. It was a sweet discomfort, though, one I could bear knowing I would soon get the release I so badly needed.

“You’re not going to keep your clothes on while we’re naked, are you?” Amber asked.

I saw her point. I stripped off my shirt and hooked my thumbs into my shorts and pulled them down. The warm air on my groin and bare ass felt wonderful. I ran my hands over my trim body. Since getting fit, being naked was such a pleasure. I vowed to myself I would be naked more often from now on.

Especially with these two girls around. They were eyeing me up with open lust. Fuck, it felt so good to be looked at like that. To be the object of desire by two amazing girls? My pride was swelling along with my dick.

“Get over here,” I said.

They did as I told them, which was a pleasure to see. It was intoxicating to be in control. Every day since I’d come to the lake and found Amber, I’d grown in confidence. The young blonde was like a drug, one that stiffened my spine as well as my cock. Having a beautiful girl eagerly catering to your desires and sexually servicing you would make any man bold.

The scraped-up knuckles on my hand were a reminder of the resolve I was developing. That Amber had gone so wild for me after I dropped that drunk townie just showed that strength was nothing to be ashamed of, but celebrated.

Amber wanted an older man who could lead her, who could teach her, who could protect her.

To my surprise, I was becoming exactly the kind of older man Amber wanted. At 42, I was finally finding my true self.

And it felt fucking awesome.

The girls surrounded me, so close we were almost touching. My cock was hard and jutting, swaying between my legs. Amber ran a finger along my shaft, teasing my rigid tool.

She whispered, “Come play with us, Daddy.”


Chapter 4

“Thank you, Mr. Henson.”




Twenty-one summers ago, I was here in Hidden Cove with Carol. We were two naïve kids, just enthralled with each other. I’d brought her to Prospar Lake to spend two weeks together, enjoying being together as we fucked our brains out all day and night. On this very spot, I’d filled her pussy with my seed, condoms carelessly forgotten back at the cabin. We couldn’t resist fucking raw. It felt so good for both of us.

Nine months later, our son Paul was born. We’d conceived him right in this exact spot where I was now.

So much had happened over those two decades. Good times I thought would never end.

But they did end. And though the last year had been rough, I’d come through it all better than I was before.

The proof was right in my lap. Amber was reclining on her back, her head nestled in my lap, her blue eyes looking up at me with adoration as I stroked her silky blonde hair. I ran my finger lightly across her throat, then down to her tits. I smiled at her as I cupped those firm mounds of flesh in my palms, feeling her sun-warmed skin, loving how her nipples hardened at my touch.

Amber’s face contorted and she let out a moan.

“Oh god, she’s so good at that,” Amber sighed.

Lucy grunted her appreciation for the compliment. She was lying between Amber’s spread legs, her mouth expertly working the girl’s pussy. I could hear the slurp and smack as Lucy tongued Amber out, her nose buried in the golden pubic hair covering Amber’s mound, Lucy’s green eyes locked on mine.

I could feel Amber’s body trembling as her orgasm built inside her. The blonde stared up at me, her eyes frantic.

“I’m gonna cum, Daddy!” she moaned. “She’s making me cum so hard!”

I waited until the first tremors rolled through Amber’s body before pressing my hands into her throat, impeding her breathing as she climaxed. Amber’s eyes narrowed as she fought for air, her body torn between the orgasm ripping through her and her desperate need to draw breath. Her hands clawed at her tits, frantically pinching her nipples. I held on until she was shaking violently, then released her to draw in a huge, gasping breath, her groan of agony and ecstasy echoing off the stone walls of Hidden Cove.

Lucy continued mauling Amber’s pussy with her mouth. Her skill was obvious, her enthusiasm no joke. Paul had been right when he said this girl had a high sex drive. The pleasure on her face as she ate pussy was intense.

“God, fuck!” Amber hissed as Lucy went lower between her legs, eating out the blonde’s asshole. “Holy shit!”

I almost laughed at the crazy eyes Amber was making as she stared up at me, looking at my face like a drowning man. Lucy suckling and slurping her asshole was driving my girl crazy. I loved to see it.

There was only one thing that would make it even better.

Gently removing Amber’s head from my lap, I put some clothes beneath her to make a pillow. Kneeling beside the girl, I turned her head towards me.

“Open that mouth,” I told her.

She eagerly opened wide, her wet tongue lolling, hungry for my dick. I adjusted my leg so I had the right angle, then slid my throbbing cock into her mouth, groaning as she sucked down on it hard, her tongue swirling around my cockhead as her cheeks hollowed with suction.

“That’s right, good girl. Suck that fucking cock. You love it, don’t you?”

“Mmm-hmm!” Amber grunted, her hand cupping and massaging my aching balls.

“Take it deep,” I urged her. “Down that sweet throat. All the way down.”

Tears ran down Amber’s beautiful face as I went balls deep, enjoying the wet, shuddering sleeve of her throat and the bulge visible in her upper neck.

I throat fucked Amber with slow, deep thrusts, letting her gasp in a ragged breath for a moment before sliding back in. Amber hooked her hand under her knees and drew her legs up to her chest, opening up her pussy for Lucy’s probing tongue.

The sounds of crickets and the lap of water filled the air, mingling with the wet sounds of our fucking. Harriet lay near the beached kayaks, drowsing in a patch of sunlight.

The moment felt unreal and yet utterly true at the same time. The sights and sounds and smells of these two girls were intoxicating. I wished this moment could last forever.

“Mmm! Mmm!” Amber gasped.

I pulled my cock out, long ropes of saliva trailing across Amber’s cheek. She moaned and thrashed as her second orgasm tore through her.

“Daddy!” she cried out, her hand gripping mine. “Daddy, I’m cumming!”

I held her as the blonde climaxed beneath the knowing mouth of Lucy. That she kept her eyes on me and kept calling for her Daddy gripped my heart in a vise. Having this beautiful girl so locked into me, so desperate for my attention, felt better than I could have imagined.

Amber’s body trembled, shock waves rolling through her firm flesh.

“Dick,” she gasped, her voice hoarse and gurgling from the throat fucking and her orgasm. “I need that dick, Daddy!”

I took my cock in hand and slapped it against her full lips.

“Say please, girl.”

“Please!” she begged.

I leaned over and kissed Amber on her damp forehead.

“My good girl. Yes, you can have Daddy’s cock.”

The smile that lit up her face filled me with pleasure. Amber needed my dick inside her and I was happy to give my good girl what she craved.

I got to my feet and looked down at the trembling blonde. A hard climax made any woman look pretty. When that woman was as young and hot as Amber, the glow was even more intense.

“Good job, Lucy. You eat pussy like a fucking fiend, girl.”

“Thank you, Mr. Henson.”

The brunette grinned up at me from between Amber’s thigh, her face slick with pussy juice and saliva. A strand of golden pubic hair was plastered to her chin. I wiped it away with my thumb, enjoying touching her face for the first time.

I shook my head as I looked over this raven-haired beauty. If Paul couldn’t get hard for this prime piece of ass, my boy really did have some serious dysfunction. I hoped he could beat his mental illness soon. I would do anything to help him, including servicing his ex-girlfriend.

Not that it would be any kind of burden to fuck Lucy. She was as hot as they came, so ripe for sexual pleasure. I enjoyed the way she was staring at my hard cock, her eyes darting up to my eyes and then back down to my rigid tool, her hunger for dick so plain on her gorgeous face.

“You’re going to have to wait,” I told her gently. “Remember our deal.”

“I remember, Mr. Henson.”

“Good. Now why don’t you sit on Amber’s face while I fuck her pussy?”

“Yes, Mr. Henson!” Lucy said gleefully.

Lucy squatted over Amber’s smiling face, her back to me.

“Not like that,” I said. “Turn around, Lucy. I want to see your face while Amber eats you out. I want to look at you while I fuck Amber.”

“Yes, Mr. Henson.”

Lucy dutifully turned to face me, straddling the blonde’s face. Lucy kept her pussy waxed bare. She had large lips and a big clit. Amber licked her lips hungrily as she stared up at Lucy’s juicy pussy.

“I’ve always wanted to do this,” Amber said. “Eat out another girl while getting fucked.”

Amber positioned herself beneath Lucy and stroked her slit. Lucy’s eyes fluttered with pleasure, her tongue licking her lips in slow, sensual swipes.

“Sit on her face,” I said. “Let her taste you, Lucy.”

Lucy lowered her pussy onto Amber’s mouth. She groaned as the blonde started lapping her clit, her tongue digging into Amber’s trench, her throat shuddering as she swallowed Lucy’s sweet juices.

Lucy threw her head back and closed her eyes, losing herself in the pleasure between her legs. I decided that wasn’t what I wanted.

“Keep your eyes on me,” I ordered her. “Don’t look away from me, Lucy.”

Lucy returned her gaze to mine, locking eyes with me as she ground her hips down on Amber’s face. I took in the grimace of pleasure on Lucy’s face, savoring the moment. I slapped my cockhead against Amber’s hard clit.

“Cup your tits for me,” I said to Lucy. “Play with those big nipples.”

Big, dark nipples capped Lucy’s firm tits. She cupped them with both hands, her thumbs stroking her nipples hard, back and forth, up and down.

“Good girl,” I encouraged her. “You’re both such good girls.”

I thrust my cock into Amber’s snatch, going balls deep in a single hard thrust. Amber’s body convulsed as her pussy stretched around my cock, gripping me tightly, so wet and warm, her fuckhole ready for a fierce slamming from my hard dick.

It felt amazing to be buried in the 20-year-old’s slippery tunnel. My balls ached for release, my load backed up for hours now and ready to explode. I didn’t want to finish too soon, but it was difficult. Not only was Amber’s pussy so delightful, but staring across at this gorgeous brunette writhing in pleasure while cupping her swaying tits? It was almost too much to handle.

I slowed my stroke, going slow and deep instead of hammering Amber’s pussy. I built a steady rhythm, relishing the wet sloshing sounds of my cock going in and out of her fuckhole. The sounds of Lucy’s moans echoed off the stone walls, the grunting and suckling sounds of Amber eating her out punctuating Lucy’s pleasure.

“Can I cum, Mr. Henson?” Lucy gasped. “I’m real close, sir.”

“You want to cum?”

“Yes, Mr. Henson. I want to cum so bad!”

This submissive aspect of Lucy’s personality was not a shock, but it was unexpected. Even without me touching her, the girl still needed me to control her.

“How badly do you want it?” I asked, playfully tormenting her.

“So bad! Oh, fuck! Please, can I cum? Please?”

I pretended to think it over, prolonging the girl’s agony.

“Okay,” I finally said. “You can cum. But keep your eyes on me!”

Lucy let out on animalistic moan as I finally gave her permission to climax. She did her best to lock eyes with me, her face contorting while her whole body shivered.

“Look at me!” I urged her. “Keep your fucking eyes on mine, girl!”

Lucy did as she was told. I was beginning to understand how far this sultry brunette would go to obey her man. It opened up all kinds of erotic possibilities.

I grimaced at the sight of Lucy approaching her climax. She was so close to me. I could have just reached out and taken her. I wanted to so bad. This little minx was ready to be fucked and fucked hard. I could have her right here, right now.

But I’d made a promise.

Old me might have been weak and just given in to temptation. I would have made excuses, rationalized my behavior. But that version of Jack Henson was gone. He’d died when his wife of 20 years had left him.

I was Daddy, now. And Daddy kept his promises.

“Cum for Daddy,” I ordered Lucy. “Cum for me now!”

My words drove her wild. Lucy’s eyes rolled back in her head as she frantically ground her pussy into Amber’s mouth. The cords on her neck straining and her tits slapping together as Lucy crashed into her orgasm.

I did not forget Amber in all this. I could feel her flopping around as I fucked her, her own climax ripping through her ripe body.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. Still staring into Lucy’s narrowed eyes, I jackhammered Amber’s pussy as hard and fast as I could, pounding her into her orgasm as I drove myself over the edge.

“FUCK!” I bellowed as I blasted my seed deep into Amber’s fuckhole.

All the spunk I’d been holding erupted out of me in forceful spurts that flooded Amber’s pussy.

“Take that load, girl!” I grunted as I lashed her insides with rope after rope of sticky seed. “Take every fucking drop!”

A hard bliss hit deep inside my guts, pulsing through my whole body in waves of electric pleasure as I emptied myself into the blonde’s tight hole. Drained, a sudden exhaustion leveled me as I pulled out of Amber’s pussy and collapsed beside her.

I stared up into the foliage overhead. Through the branches, I could see a vibrant blue sky streaked with a few high clouds. The sun was descending and the surrounding shadows were growing longer.

The girls nestled themselves against my body, their sun-warmed skin hot against mine. I held both girls tightly, breathing in the smell of them.

“God almighty,” I sighed. “That was amazing.”

“It was awesome!” Amber laughed. “I love a good fucking, especially out here in nature. I feel like a savage. Just a horny savage, happy to get some good dick.”

“I’ve never done anything outdoors before,” Lucy said. “This was so much fun.”

The two girls kissed over my chest. I couldn’t help but grin to see them enjoying each other so much.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Amber whispered in my ear.

“Thank you, Mr. Henson,” Lucy said quietly.

“You’re welcome girls.”

We held each other close, drowsy with sexual contentment. Harriet yawned and stretched nearby, curious about what we were doing.

I felt my heart going strong and steady in my chest, my muscles sore in a good way from so much sex. The girls clung to me so tightly, their limbs tangled in mine, their flesh soft and warm to hold.

Around us, the sunlight filtered through the trees, painting our bodies with streaks of light and shadow.


Chapter 5

“This is perfect!”




There was a buzz of excitement in Kanderton. We could feel it as we walked toward the bar. Lots of people were filling the streets, laughing and chatting in small groups. Music blared from passing cars and the smell of weed lingered in the air. Tonight, the people of Kanderton were out for a good time.

Lucy, Amber, and I were also looking for a good time. Heads swiveled as we passed by. I could understand why. It’s not every day you saw a middle-aged guy walking with two young hotties draped on his arms.

“They probably think I’m a rich geezer,” I joked. “Or packing a monster cock.”

“We shouldn’t prejudge people’s motives,” Lucy said sweetly. “They might think we’re your daughters.”

“No way,” Amber laughed. “None of us look alike at all. Besides, what kind of father lets his girls squeeze his ass?”

I rolled my eyes as Amber goosed my butt. She wasn’t shy about showing affection with me, even when we were out in public. The blonde had slipped her hand down my back pocket, her fingers rubbing my ass. Lucy noticed what she was doing and slid her hand into my other back pocket.

I was dressed in some clean jeans and a nice dress shirt. Amber was wearing a micro-skirt and a beaded top that barely covered her DD cup boobs. Brash and bold, Amber enjoyed showing off her sexy body.

As for Lucy, she was wearing a beautiful sundress she’d picked up from a boutique in Silverton. It fit her so well, it looked like it had been tailored to her slim body. The low neckline accentuated the swell of her breasts, while her back was exposed down to the top of her firm butt. Like Amber, Lucy was not wearing any underwear.

The two girls were absolutely stunning, each with their own style, each alluring in their own way. To have them clinging to me as we walked down the busy streets was undeniably an ego boosting experience.

“What a sight we must make,” I chuckled.

“Bitches be jealous and haters gonna hate,” Amber said. “Let them stare.”

“I think folks just recognize how much fun we’re having,” Lucy said.

We paid the entry fee at the bar and both girls got their hands marked with an X. It was a reminder that neither was old enough to buy alcohol yet. I grabbed us some sodas as we weaved through the crowded tables and headed for the patio.

The outdoor area was packed with people. The stage was set with microphones and instruments. Lights had been rigged and speakers placed for the performance.

“Banjo, fiddle, and double bass,” I noted. “Traditional instruments. What did you say this band was called?”

“Dirt Road Debutantes,” Amber reminded me. “They’re huge online right now. Their song ‘Honeypot’ is the shit.”

“If you say so,” I said skeptically.

“You can’t listen to grunge forever, Jack!” Amber teased me.

“Hey, I grew up during that era. And we’re near Seattle, in case you haven’t noticed. Don’t slag off my musical taste, girlie.”

Amber rolled her eyes theatrically and Lucy giggled.

“Come on,” Amber said. “Let’s get a little closer to the stage.”

A year ago, I would have hung back and taken a spot at the edge of the crowd. Hell, a year ago, I would never have been at a concert in the first place. Now I made a path for me and the girls to get a prime spot near the front of the stage.

“This is perfect!” Lucy said, clapping her hands as we settled ourselves together in the space I had cleared for us.

“Great location, Jack.”

Amber planted a hard kiss on my lips. I kissed her back, knowing we were drawing stares. Amber made a big show of running her hands up and down my back as she licked my lips and sucked on my tongue. The girl certainly liked to put on a show.

Lucy was looking lonely, so I planted a kiss on her forehead. She kissed my hand, swinging it in hers like a little kid holding hands with a boy at recess.

“Well, fancy meeting you here!” said a familiar voice.

Amber and Lucy went quiet, openly appraising the girl standing in front of me. Their curiosity about her was understandable. With her crop top and yoga pants showing off her slim figure, the petite brunette was drawing a lot of admiring glances.

“Hello, Daniela!” I said. “Good to see you again. Girls, this is Daniela. She works at the grocery store. Daniela, this is Amber and Lucy.”

As the girls exchanged pleasantries, I could feel both Amber and Lucy pulling themselves closer to me. I almost laughed at how protective they were acting, despite being outwardly pleasant to Daniela. I felt a little like a piece of meat being guarded by a pair of wolves.

On the other hand, Daniela was quite open and responsive to the girls. I got the feeling that she was excited to see who I was spending time with up at the lake.

“I love your outfit!” Daniela said, waving at Amber’s beaded top.

“I like the noise it makes,” Amber said, shimmying her shoulders so that the beads clacked together.

Daniela raised an eyebrow, sensing some intent from Amber as the blonde shook her tits in front of her.

“That does sound really cool,” Daniela said. “Can I try?”

Amber smirked. “Sure.”

Daniela reached out and ran her fingers through the beaded tassels that hung down the front of Amber’s top. They clacked and rattled as Daniela played with them.

It was also clear that the brunette was lightly stroking Amber’s tits. I could see Amber’s nipples stiffening beneath the fabric of her top.

“Ooh, that is nice,” Daniela said breathlessly. “They’re so pretty.”

She wasn’t talking about the beaded tassels. That was obvious. The smoldering look of lust the two girls were sharing was also confirmation that Daniela and Amber were having a moment. Seeing the two of them like that was enough to get my dick throbbing.

“You never mentioned you had such interesting friends, Jack. Had I known, I would have taken you up on your offer to visit.”

“You know now,” I said. “And the offer still stands.”

Daniela licked her lips. “I’ll keep that in mind. There’s also something else I need to talk to you about.”

“Oh? What’s that?”

“I need to apologize to you.”

“For what?” I asked.

Daniela took in a deep breath. She suddenly seemed embarrassed.

“For my brother. I think you met him the other night in the parking lot. He’s at home nursing a sore jaw. Your doing, I believe.”

I frowned, remembering the drunk townie I decked.

“That asshole is your brother?”

“Yep. My dear sweet brother.”

“He deserved to get hit,” Amber said. “No offense.”

“None taken,” Daniela said. “He told me the story, and he knows he deserved it. Boy never could handle his liquor. Our dad used to sing in Korean when he got drunk. My brother turns into an asshole.”

“Well, I didn’t mean to hurt the kid,” I said. “I hope he’s okay.”

“He’ll be fine. Just want you to know he’s sorry for what he did. Maybe that punch will convince him to stick with beer and pot from now on. Whiskey just makes him stupid.”

“Radical honesty is a good starting point for life changes,” Lucy said solemnly. “If you want to change, first name and acknowledge the problem.”

Daniela looked at her quizzically, puzzled by the girl’s serious demeanor. I still found Lucy’s ideas kind of weird, but I was growing to appreciate her perspective on things. I could see why Paul had been attracted to that part of her.

The lights dimmed and a murmur ran through the audience.

“I’ve got to get back to my friends,” Daniela said. “Good seeing you again, Jack. And you gals, too.”

Daniela left us, weaving her way through the crowd, disappearing into the mass of people packed together around the stage.

Amber leaned close and whispered in my ear. “She’s yummy. Get her to come play with us, Daddy.”

“I think you convinced her on your own,” I laughed.

Before she could reply, a husky female voice cut through the chatter of the crowd.

“Howdy, folks!”

The crowd cheered wildly as three women took the stage. They were quite a sight. Wearing skimpy outfits that left little to the imagination, the women of Dirt Road Debutantes were even hotter in person than they were in their posters.

“It’s great to be here in the Pacific Northwest!” said the bass player, a redhead with enormous tits and a tiny waist. “We’re so happy to be with y’all!”

Like I told Amber, they looked too pretty to be actual singers and musicians. I expected some crappy music that was just an excuse for them to flaunt their hot bodies for the audience. A kind of burlesque show, or something.

Once they started playing, though, I knew that Dirt Road Debutantes were the real deal.

“Holy shit, these girls are amazing!” I shouted.

“Told you!” Amber shouted back.

The three of us clapped and swayed, hooting along with the rest of the crowd as the Debs played their raucous and knowing music. The outrageous lyrics of their songs made me laugh out loud, especially when they were sung by the girl playing the fiddle. She looked so young and innocent. Seeing her sly smile as she sang about her ‘sweet honeypot’ was pure delight.

Between songs, the Debs would chat with the audience about their travels and make jokes about being able to buy pot from the many stores around town.

“Back in our state, getting a couple of grams of weed is a crime!” said the banjo player, a redhead with an hourglass figure. “Here, it’s just another Friday night.”

The set went on into the night, the audience enjoying every moment with Dirt Road Debutantes. As I danced and sweated and laughed beneath the fairy lights strung overhead, my arms wrapped around two of the prettiest girls I’d ever seen, I felt a happiness I hadn’t known in a very long time.

It was a powerful realization. Moments like this were what I had been missing in my life for so long. Joyful moments, moments when I lost my cares and just filled up with pure happiness.

That’s what life was. Moments of joy strung together, memories linked by time and the people we shared them with. Nights like this were what life was all about.

Buoyed up by so much good energy, the night became a blur that I lost myself in. I felt drunk as I cheered my lungs out at the end of the concert, celebrating the Debs and the show they had just put on. I couldn’t stop laughing as the girls and I stumbled out into the night, surrounded by the rest of the crowd but in our own little world.

As we drove back to Prospar Lake, Lucy streamed Dirt Road Debutantes to my radio. She and I sang along with the music while Amber buried her head in my lap and sucked my cock as I drove. Her wet tongue lapped my cockhead in time with the music, her giggles making my dick thrum with pleasure.

“Please give me your cum,” Amber begged. “I’m so hungry for your load, Daddy.”

Amber worked my cock with frantic energy, pulling me toward my orgasm. This time, I didn’t stop her. As we approached the entrance to the lake, I groaned happily as I emptied my balls and filled the blonde’s mouth with my sperm. She slurped and sucked and swallowed it all, massaging my sack to get every last drop.

Back at the cabin, we stripped off our clothes and tumbled into bed. I held on to my girls, enjoying the feel of their bodies against mine.

“Will you fuck me tomorrow, Mr. Henson?” Lucy asked. “I don’t know how much longer I can go without a taste of your cock.”

“As long as Paul hasn’t changed his mind,” I reminded her. “A promise is a promise.”

“This was an amazing night,” Amber sighed. “Thank you, Daddy.”

“Thank you, Mr. Henson.”

“You’re welcome, girls.”

Outside, the full moon bathed the lake in silvery light. Harriet was curled up at the foot of the bed, snoring contentedly. I listened to the breathing of the girls clinging to me, Amber’s hand lovingly cupping my dick as she rested her head on my chest.

“Good night,” I whispered.


Chapter 6

“It makes perfect sense.”




I was dreaming of an open grassy field. Somewhere nearby, wind chimes were tinkling in the breeze. A bee was buzzing in my ear, loud and angry.

The dream gradually faded as I awoke to the dim space of my bedroom. Early morning light was filtering through the curtains.

Amber was wrapped around my body, her head on my shoulder, her hand still cupping my dick. The weight of her breasts on me was very comforting, like warm pillows pressed against me.

On my other side, Lucy had snuggled her back into me. She was using my arm as a pillow. In the faint light, I could just make out the curve of her hips as she nestled her ass against my side.

The sound that woke me up was Lucy’s phone. She had a pleasant wind chime ring tone that was interrupted by the harsher buzz of the phone’s vibration.

Lucy slowly stirred beside me. Muttering to herself, Lucy reached out and grabbed the phone, rolling off my arm.

“Hey, you.”

Her voice was groggy and low, hoarse from all the shouting we had done the night before at the bar.

Lucy rolled out of bed and padded out of the bedroom. I watched her go, the silhouette of her naked body illuminated by the glow from her phone.

Amber stirred beside me, shifting her weight and hugging me tighter. I kissed the top of the girl’s head, breathing in the smell of her and luxuriating in the feel of her soft body.

“What time…?” she whispered.

“Early,” I replied. “Go back to sleep.”

I stroked her thick blonde hair. The two of us drifted off, our heartbeats in sync as we lay together.

I was floating in that blurry space between sleep and consciousness. I felt a warm breath against my balls. Amber was licking my cock again. I sighed appreciatively and kissed the top of her head.

“That feels nice,” I said.

My sleep addled brain took a moment to realize that I couldn’t be kissing Amber’s head while she sucked on my cock. I blinked my tired eyes and looked down.

Lucy was staring up at me. My semi-rigid dick was in her mouth.

“Lucy?” I asked. “What are you doing?”

“Just wanted a taste,” she whispered.

The girl let my cock slip from her mouth and gently put Amber’s hand back over it. She climbed back up to me and snuggled close.

“That was Paul on the phone,” she told me. “You can call him when you get up.”

“What did he have to say?”

Instead of answering me, Lucy pressed her lips to mine. Surprised, I kissed her back, our tongues wrestling. Lucy rubbed against me, her firm breasts brushing against my shoulder.

“Go to sleep, Mr. Henson. There’s no rush. I’m here for nine more days. We have lots of time for you to fuck me.”

Lucy kissed my shoulder and rested her head on my chest. A jumble of thoughts ran through my mind, but I stilled them one by one. I could deal with them later. Right now, I was just enjoying sleeping in bed, two beautiful girls clinging to me.

With a smile on my face, I drifted off back to sleep.

***

I awoke to the smell of frying bacon and fresh coffee. My bed was empty, but I could hear Amber and Lucy laughing and talking in the kitchen.

I stretched out, enjoying the pleasant ache in my muscles from all the sex and dancing I’d done in the last few days. I wiped a hand across my face and stared up at the ceiling. It still was hard to believe everything that had happened since I came to Prospar Lake.

Yawning, I went to the bathroom and did my business. I chuckled to myself as I got a washcloth and wiped Amber’s lipstick from my dick. That girl loved to get wet and sloppy when she was sucking cock.

As I washed my face, I noticed some dark marks on my neck. It took me a moment to realize what they were.

“Hickeys,” I marveled. “Fucking hell. I’m 42 and I’ve got goddamn hickeys on my neck like a teenager.”

The strands of long, blonde hair on my chest also reminded me of the girls I’d just slept with. When I was younger, sharing my bed with two hot chicks would have been a wet dream come true. Now it was my Friday night.

“Good things come to those who wait?” I asked myself. “Seems more like, Good things come to those who are ready for them. Waiting is how I ended up a 42-year-old divorcée.”

The girls greeted me as I came into the kitchen. They were sitting around the dining table, sharing bowls of fruit and coffee. They both looked pleased with themselves, like they had been gossiping about me while I slept.

“Morning, ladies.”

Lucy poured me coffee while Amber slid her laptop towards me, the box score from last night’s ballgame already loaded. Getting pampered like this was something I could get used to.

“Let me know when you’re ready for breakfast,” Lucy said.

“She’s an amazing cook,” Amber told me. “She makes a killer mushroom omelet with bacon and pan fried potatoes.”

“That does sound amazing.”

“Your phone is all charged up,” Lucy said, pointing to my mobile on the table. “Paul is waiting for your call.”

I sipped my coffee, savoring the rich taste of it. I stood and started walking to the pantry.

“I’ll call him right after I feed Harriet.”

“Already fed her,” Amber said. “I just let her out to go potty. She’s around back, I think.”

I took in a deep breath and smiled. “You girls are the best.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

“Thanks, Mr. Henson.”

I picked up my mobile and slipped in into my pocket. Mug of coffee in hand, I headed out of the cabin and towards the lake.

The sun was fully risen and the air was already warm. Birds chirped in the trees and insects whirred near the water’s edge.

Harriet came from the bushes and sat down beside me. I stroked her head, taking in this calm and peaceful moment.

Dogs made everything better. Paul should have had one while he was growing up. Maybe a dog would help his mental health struggles?

I thought about this and other things as I stood in the sunlight, sipping my coffee and watching the people at the Conference Center doing tai chi on their lawn. It was fun to see them moving together as they went through their exercises.

“Well, no need to put it off any longer? Right, girl?”

Harriet licked my hand and began scratching herself. I made a mental note to get the bath wash the vet had recommended. Living wild had left Harriet with some skin issues I needed to deal with.

First things first, though. I had a phone call to make.

“Hey, Pops. How are things at the lake?”

“Everything here is good,” I replied, encouraged by the energetic tone of my son’s voice. “More importantly, how are you?”

“I’m doing really well,” Paul said. “I did a lot of thinking as I drove home. About what you said and about what I wanted. Things really fell into place for me and… and I know what I want.”

“What’s that, son?”

“Well, I’ve changed my mind about Lucy.”

“Okay,” I exhaled slowly. “I haven’t had sex with her, just like I promised. It’s a good thing I thought of waiting. I can drive her back—“

“That’s not what I mean.”

“No?”

“No. I mean that I’ve changed my mind about dating her. It hit me last night as I was crossing the river to Portland. This last year with Lucy has been so complicated. Trying to have a relationship with her while you and mom were breaking up, plus my meds wrecking my sex drive? It was too much. I realize that now.”

“You felt overwhelmed.”

“Yes! Overwhelmed is a great way of putting it. And the thing is… after you made me and her ‘break up’ before I left? It felt like some kind of cringy playacting when we did it. But the farther away I got from Prospar Lake, the lighter I felt. It was like a weight I didn’t know I was carrying was suddenly lifted from me. Not having a girlfriend made me feel like I could breathe again.”

“What are you saying, Paul? You don’t want Lucy anymore?”

I could hear Paul’s sigh clearly over the phone. My boy really did sound relieved.

“I care for her,” he said slowly. “But our relationship struggles were a part of my depression. I can only get better if I put aside that burden and concentrate on me.”

“I understand,” I said. “If you think that’s what you need, then okay. I’m here for you.”

“Thanks, Pops.”

“What about Lucy?”

“We talked and she’s okay with what I decided. She also wants to stay with you at the lake. She’s always been very attracted to you.”

“And you’re good with that?”

“I am,” he said. “She’s not my girlfriend anymore. She can make her own decisions.”

I shook my head and took a deep breath.

“I still can’t believe this whole thing,” I said.

“I just want Lucy to be happy. And I want you to be happy, too. You and Lucy can be good for each other. It makes perfect sense.”

“She’s a sweet girl,” I admitted.

“She is. Let her stay at the cabin, Pops. It’s the weekend and the traffic on I-5 South is terrible, anyway.”

I chuckled with my son, the two of us sharing a laugh for the first time in ages. I wished he was here so I could give him a hug.

“Get well, son. That’s all I want.”

“I will. Have fun at Lake Prospar.”

“Prospar Lake,” I corrected him.

“Whatever you say,” Paul laughed. “Take care.”

“Goodbye, Paul. I’ll talk to you soon.”

I ended the call. I felt good about my son. He had sounded more vibrant and engaged, like he was more carefree. That could only be a good thing.

Harriet nudged my hand with her wet nose. I scruffed her neck and back. Her fur got under my fingernails.

“Remind me to get you a hairbrush, too,” I said.

Harriet trotted by my side as I headed back to the cabin. My stomach was growling for breakfast. I was also hungry for the brunette at my table, her 19-year-old body so ready for pleasure.

We had an understanding now. Everything was set.

Lucy was mine for the taking.

I whistled a tune from last night’s show. It was a beautiful day and I was just getting started.


Chapter 7

“Have fun, Daddy.”




“Where are you headed?” I asked Amber as she came down the front porch.

“I’m off to do my morning routine, maybe clean my cabin,” she replied. “Besides, I figure you and Lucy are going to be spending the rest of the morning getting to know each other better.”

The lewd grin on Amber’s face let me know the blonde understood the situation.

“You good with this?” I asked. “We’re not going to have any issues, right?”

“I’m happy to share you,” Amber said. “Lucy is smoking hot and she’s obviously been thirsty for you for a long time. How that girl went getting no dick for the last year is a fucking mystery. She must have the patience of a saint!”

“She’s an unusual girl,” I agreed.

“I’ll take Harriet with me,” Amber said, stroking the dog’s head. “I’ll give her a good brushing while you play with Lucy.”

“Thanks.”

Amber kissed my cheek. “Enjoy her. I already did. Just one suggestion?”

“Yeah?”

“Lucy needs a strong man with a firm hand. Take control and Lucy will be a very happy girl.”

I nodded. “Got it.”

“Have fun, Daddy.”

Amber led Harriet away. They ambled down the path toward her cabin, the two looking like something out of a painter’s portfolio. I took a mental snapshot, trying to capture them in my mind. The last few days had provided me with a wealth of new memories.

I climbed onto the porch and stepped into my cabin. Lucy was still seated at the table, her hands folded in her lap.

“You spoke with Paul?” she asked.

I nodded. Lucy smiled shyly, her green eyes locked on mine. Her body was still and tense, as if she were waiting for something to happen. The silence lengthened as we held each other’s gaze.

I remembered what Amber had told me. I’d sensed the same about Lucy. My sweet Amber was independent and brash, a girl who enjoyed the push and pull of sex with an older guy. Lucy needed a man to take charge. That’s what she wanted. I could see it in her eyes.

It was something no woman had ever really asked of me. A year ago, I might have felt anxious or embarrassed. I would have questioned myself. I would have doubted.

Things had changed, though.

I had changed.

“Stand up for me, Lucy.”

The girl obediently rose from her chair. I’d seen her naked and shared a bed with her, but this was different. This was about me giving her what she needed.

I took my time crossing the room, keeping our eyes locked. I stopped inches from her, our bodies close but not touching. She looked up at me, biting her lip.

“What’s my name?” I asked as I ran a finger down her cheek.

“Mr. Henson.”

“No. Try again.”

“Jack?” she offered timidly.

“No. That’s what you call me in public, when other people are around. When we’re alone like this, when I’m about to fuck you, what’s my name?”

Lucy licked her lips. Her breath was slow and halting.

“Daddy,” she whispered.

“That’s right.”

I traced her lips with my finger. She kept her eyes on mine as I slipped my thumb into her mouth, rubbing her tongue as she sucked on me.

“But what’s a good name for you?” I mused. “I can’t call you Lucy, can I? It’s too bland. Too normal. I know you’re no virgin. You’ve slutted it up before, haven’t you? The way you ate Amber’s pussy showed how experienced you are. So what do you like to be called? What’s your secret pet name? Tell me. Be honest.”

Lucy mumbled something, a word I couldn’t make out. I wiped my wet thumb across her lips, making them glisten.

“What did you say?” I asked. “Speak up.”

“Cunt,” she rasped.

“Cunt? Is that what you liked to be called?”

She nodded, the color rising across her cheeks. She looked ashamed and nervous and utterly turned on, all at the same time.

I felt the same way. Cunt had always been a forbidden word in my life. My mother would have whipped me with a belt for using it and Carol would have recoiled in horror had I uttered that word in her presence. Hell, I would have had a stern rebuke for my son if he had used “the C word” in front of me.

But now? With this lewd 19-year-old sucking on my thumb and practically begging for me to call her by her secret pet name? Why should I hesitate? She obviously wanted it. The most surprising thing was how comfortable it felt, how easily it rested in my mind.

Lucy wanted her Daddy to call her a cunt?

Daddy would give her what she wanted.

“Take off your clothes, cunt.”

I stepped back and put my hands behind my back, studying her like a drill instructor studies a new recruit. Lucy still had her clothes on, but my cock was already raging, swollen and clearly outlined by my sweatpants.

Lucy’s eyes darted from my face to my erection as she pulled her shirt over her head. Her D-cup breasts tumbled free, her dark nipples already hard and jutting.

“Jiggle them for me,” I told her.

Lucy smiled fetchingly as she cupped her tits in her hands and bounced them for me. I appreciated how full and firm her breasts were, how their fullness contrasted so beautifully with her petite frame.

“Now your pants.”

Lucy pulled off her sweatpants and let them fall around her ankles. She stepped out of them and kicked them aside. No panties to hide her bare snatch, just smooth skin on full display for me to enjoy.

“Turn around. Show off what you’ve got.”

Lucy did a slow pirouette, displaying every inch of her body for my inspection. Her heart-shaped ass was a real treat, testament to all the hard work she had done at the gym.

“Fuck, you look so tasty,” I said. “19 with a body like that? I can’t believe you’ve gone so long without a proper fucking.”

“It’s been so difficult.”

“I can imagine. Sluts gotta slut, right?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

I took in a deep breath, savoring this moment. Lucy waited for my command, ready to do whatever I told her. It was a sexual dynamic I’d always craved, but never really experienced.

I realized now how much I had been denying myself. All those years without getting what I truly wanted were a waste. This was my chance to make up for lost time.

“Get on the floor for me,” I said. “Face down, ass up. I want you to pull those cheeks apart. I want to see your cunt.”

Lucy did as she was told. I squatted down behind her, taking in the view as she spread her ass apart for me, displaying her pink slit and the darker skin around her puckered asshole.

“That’s a pretty cunt,” I said. “Goddamn, are you already wet? So eager, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy. It’s been so long!”

“You’re like a bitch in heat,” I laughed, smacking her ass hard enough to make her yelp. “Starving for cock.”

“Oh yes, Daddy!”

“Finger your fuckhole for me. Get in deep.”

Lucy moaned softly as she slid her middle finger into her glistening trench. She went in slowly, her lips gripping tight around her finger.

Lucy’s pussy and asshole were completely bare, her skin soft and smooth. I tapped Lucy’s asshole lightly with my finger.

“You waxed yourself for me?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Such a considerate girl.”

I leaned in and inhaled the scent of Lucy’s pussy. She smelled musky and clean, her healthy young cunt ready to be plundered.

I patted her ass cheeks, clapping them together playfully. The urge to whip out my cock and take her right here on the floor was very strong. Lucy was wet and eager and desperate for my dick. It would feel so amazing to penetrate her and slam fuck her, blowing her back out until she begged for my cum.

That’s not what was going to happen, though. I would not be rushed into anything. I would not let my eagerness for sex make me act prematurely. I was in control of this scenario and I was enjoying the erotic power I was experiencing. I was going to savor it for as long as I could.

I stood and quickly stripped off my clothes. My erection bobbed in front of me, precum already glistening in my slit. Lucy settled herself on the floor, obviously expecting me to fuck her.

“Get up,” I growled.

Surprise on her face, the brunette got up off the floor and turned towards me. Her eyes greedily latched onto my dick, her tongue licking her lips in anticipation.

Lucy squealed as I picked her up and slung her over my shoulder like a sack of potatoes. Her lithe body was light and pliant. After a year of strenuous weight training, carrying her was no burden at all.

“I need a bath after last night. You’re going to wash me, girl.”

“Okay, Daddy.”

I slapped her ass again, reddening her cheeks. Lucy went limp, surrendering to me completely. I whistled a tune from Dirt Road Debutantes as I carried Lucy through the bedroom and into the bathroom.

Lucy stayed over my shoulder as I turned on the hot water and let the faucet run. While I waited for the water to heat, I groped Lucy’s ass, playfully mauling her firm flesh.

As steam rose from the gushing water, I set Lucy down. Her face was beet red, sweat beading her forehead.

I shut off the water. We stood facing each other, the only sounds the dripping of water and our own heavy breathing.

“Before we shower, I’m going to let you have a taste of my cock. You stole one earlier this morning, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy. I’m so sorry. I… I couldn’t resist.”

“It’s okay. You can have a taste anytime you want. You just have to get on your knees for me.”

With a grin, I placed my hand on the top of her head and pushed her down to her knees. Tangling my fist in her thick hair, I took a firm grip on Lucy’s scalp.

“Suck my dick. Do it.”

Lucy grasped my cock in her hands and bent to suck me. I pushed her head back, tugging her hair back so that Lucy was forced to look up at me.

“No hands, you silly cunt!” I told her. “Put them behind your back.”

Always obedient, Lucy did as she was told. I gave her a light smack across her face, waiting for her reaction. The blissed out grin on her pretty face let me know Lucy enjoyed being handled roughly. My cock ached even more, ready for her submissive worship.

Taking my dick in hand, I smacked Lucy’s face with my cockhead, rubbing across her forehead and cheeks, leaving a sticky trail of precum over her soft skin.

“Stick your tongue out.”

I slapped my cock against her tongue, still forcing her head back so she was looking up at me. Seeing her face distorted like that, her tongue out and her throat shuddering, was darkly exciting.

“You want my cock?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Say, Please.”

“Please, can I have your cock, Daddy?”

“Louder.”

“Please, Daddy!”

“Well, since you asked so nicely…”

With a single thrust, I plowed into her mouth and pushed in all the way down her throat. Lucy immediately gagged, retching as I choked her with my dick. I pulled back, letting the girl catch her breath, then immediately slid back in, going balls deep.

Lucy gagged hard, tears streaming down her face. I pulled out of her mouth as Lucy leaned against the toilet and retched up thick saliva, spitting it into the bowl.

“You like that?” I demanded.

Lucy looked up at me, panting like a dog, her eyes streaming, her chin and neck slick with saliva.

“I fucking love it!” she hissed.

I jerked her head up and slammed my cock back into her mouth. Lucy kept her hands behind her back as I pounded her throat.

The wet gluck-gluck-gluck as I face-fucked Lucy was animalistic and blackly erotic. I went hard and I went deep, using her head like a cheap sex toy. Lucy loved every moment, avidly staring up at me the whole time, tears streaming from her eyes as she choked.

I pushed myself to the edge of cumming… then suddenly pulled out of Lucy’s abused mouth.

Lucy clutched the toilet again, retching violently. I stood over her, my cock dripping and twitching.

“It’s a good thing we’re taking a shower,” I laughed.

I turned on the hot water and got the stream flowing.

Lucy grinned up at me from the toilet, ready for more.

Hauling the girl to her feet, I carried her into the hot spray.


Chapter 8

“Am I making you happy?”




We held each other beneath the hot water, kissing deeply as we let the spray soak our aching muscles. It had taken almost two weeks, but we’d finally gotten the bathroom finished. A plumber had installed the water heater and run the pipes, but we had done the rest. The showerhead was shiny and new, a deluxe European model that had been a major pain in the ass to hook up. The grout was gleaming white, the curtains fresh from the box. The shower stall still had the stickers from the manufacturer on it.

“This feels so nice,” Carol murmured as the water ran through her honey-blonde hair. “God bless whoever invented electric water heaters.”

“Just wait until next year when I get that hot tub installed,” I said, stroking her back. “This place will be a perfect little oasis for us.”

“Mmm, sound delightful. I’ll never want to leave.”

“We could live here permanently, love. Once Paul goes to college, we could sell the house and move up here. With the fast Internet connection, we both could stay at the lake year-round.”

“That’s such a wonderful dream,” Carol said, snuggling into my chest.

“It doesn’t have to be a dream,” I replied. “We can make it a reality. Our golden years together, here at Prospar Lake. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“Yes, darling. That would be so lovely.”

Years had passed since I’d first showered with my wife in our newly expanded bathroom. The memory was still crystal clear in my mind, rising up as I held Lucy beneath the hot spray. I remembered how I’d struggled to put that showerhead in, how Paul had handed me wrenches and thread seal tape for the pipes, how my boy and I had worked together while Carol made us sandwiches in the kitchen.

It was a beautiful memory, one that I still cherished despite my sudden divorce. No matter how badly things had ended, I still had shared decades of love with Carol. Those years would always be a part of me.

But the past always gave way to the present. This moment, kissing Lucy and holding her tightly, was all that mattered. Feeling the girl’s wet skin, her firm flesh nestled against me, our mouths devouring each other.

Showering with a woman was one of life’s great pleasures. I’d missed it more than I thought.

Drenched, I shut off the water. Steam billowed through the bathroom. We stood dripping in the stall, both of us breathless and flushed from the heat.

“Turn around,” I said. “Put your hands on the wall. Spread your feet.”

Lucy did as I instructed, positioning herself like a suspect about to be patted down by a cop. I loved seeing her like that, her back to me, her ass popped out like an offering.

Grabbing a bottle of body wash, I squeezed a dollop on to the small of Lucy’s back. I massaged the body wash into her wet skin, working up a lather as I rubbed her back, her ass, her legs. Handling a wet, naked girl like this was so arousing for me. I could feel my dick twitching as I soaped up Lucy’s backside.

“Now the front. Hands on your head.”

Lucy groaned with pleasure, her hands clutching her hair as I lathered the front of her body. Soaping her tits was something I could have done for hours. The feel of her slippery nipples against my palms was something I’d never get bored with.

I lathered the brunette’s torso and groin, avoiding going between her legs to keep the soap from irritating her pussy. I kneeled to work her thighs and calves, enjoying the soapy scent of cucumbers from my favorite body wash.

“I smell like you, Daddy.”

“You do. Now it’s your turn to wash me.”

I stood with my arms at my side. Lucy reached for the bottle of body wash, but I pushed her hands down.

“You’ve got enough suds on you,” I told her. “Use that body of yours.”

Lucy’s eyes lit up as she understood what I wanted. Smirking, she put her arms on my shoulders and began sensually rubbing her body against mine.

“Is that what you want, Daddy?”

“Yes. You’re doing well. You move like a stripper. You ever strip?”

“No,” she giggled.

“Just a natural born whore?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Thought so. That innocent act never fooled me. I always knew you were a slut.”

“I’m your slut, Daddy.”

“Goddamn right.”

Lucy’s slippery body worked up a thick lather on me, her tits slopping back and forth across my chest. Lucy used her flat belly to grind against my groin, sloshing my cock and balls with lather.

“I love your hard dick, Daddy,” she whispered. “I love to feel it against my tummy.”

“You want it inside you?”

“Soo badly.”

“You want me in your cunt?”

“In my cunt. And in my mouth-cunt. And in my anal-cunt. All my cunts for you, Daddy.”

My heart beat faster at her mention of anal. Fucking Lucy up her ass would be amazing. The thought of it and the feel of Lucy rubbing my dick made me groan aloud.

“You sound happy,” Lucy said, smiling. “Am I making you happy?”

“You have no idea,” I said.

I turned around, relieved to have my dick away from Lucy’s soapy attention. It felt so good to have her rubbing against me like that. I could have happily nutted on her belly. As tempting as that was, there were greater pleasures to be had with this 19-year-old nymph.

Lucy wrapped herself around me as she slithered up and down my back, soaping my shoulders and ass with her tits. I closed my eyes and just luxuriated in the feel of her rubbing on me, enjoying the ache in my cock as it longed for release.

When the both of us were completely covered in lather, I turned the hot water back on. I kissed Lucy again as the spray rinsed the suds from our bodies. Lucy ground on my cock as the water cleansed us.

The pipes shuddered as I shut off the water. Steam filled the bathroom, leaving us in a hot fog. I wrapped an oversized towel around Lucy’s petite frame. Picking her up like a groom carrying his bride, I took Lucy out of the bathroom and laid her on my bed.

I pushed her legs apart and kneeled between her thighs. Lucy’s bare pussy was glistening with water and her own juices. Her thick pussy lips were slightly parted, her big clit straining from its hood.

I kissed the inside of Lucy’s thigh, licking the big tendon there, letting my breath wash over her pussy. Lucy groaned and reached for my head, trying to pull me in. I firmly pushed her hands away.

“Keep your hands above your head,” I ordered her.

Lucy grabbed the blanket above her head with both hands, her back arching, her tits swaying.

“If you want me to lick your cunt, you know what to say.”

“Please, Daddy. Lick my cunt.”

“That’s my good girl.”

I breathed in the delicate aroma of Lucy’s pussy, letting her sex fill my senses. With my fingers, I brushed open her lips, exposing the glistening folds within.

“Oh, Daddy,” Lucy moaned as I licked her trench, tonguing out the entrance to her fuckhole with long, slow strokes.

Lucy tasted as good as I imagined. I smacked my lips and chuckled at how clean she was, marveling that I was tasting yet another girl’s vagina. It was only a few days ago that Amber had first spread her legs for me. Now it was my son’s ex-girlfriend who was so eagerly offering her cunt to me.

Lucy moaned and rocked her head from side to side as I ate her out. It quickly became clear to me that this girl preferred it rough, not sensual. I gave her what she wanted, clamping down on her clit while roughly fingering her pussy, stroking upwards with my fingers to rub her spot. Lucy squealed with pleasure as I slapped her pussy with my fingers, then pressed my thumb against her asshole.

“Put it in, Daddy!” she begged me.

Coating my thumb with saliva, I jabbed it into her anus, digging in past her ring until I was knuckle deep. Lucy went wild as I pulled open her asshole while lashing her clit with my tongue. I licked and fingered her, pinning her down, driving the girl hard toward her climax.

“Can I cum, Daddy? Please, can I cum?”

“Yeah,” I grunted. “Cum for Daddy.”

Lucy’s asshole spasmed around my thumb as she orgasmed, her whole body convulsing. Lucy went silent when she climaxed, sucking in her breath and holding it while she rode the waves of pleasure crashing through her. I buried my face in her bucking hips, swallowing the juices flowing from her twitching fuckhole.

With a sudden explosive exhale, Lucy let out a groan that filled the bedroom. She raised her head off the mattress and stared down at me between her legs, her eyes frenzied and staring.

“Fuck me, Daddy! Please fuck me!”

I nodded. I couldn’t resist any longer. I needed to bury myself in this girl. No more waiting.

Standing between her thighs, I leveled my cock against her entrance and thrust into her slick depths. Lucy winced and moaned as I penetrated her, her pussy so tight I had to force my way in. Lucy writhed beneath me as I struggled to go balls-deep, her pussy like a vise around my cock.

“Goddamn, you’re so tight!” I muttered.

Before I met Carol, I’d dated a girl who’d been a virgin. Our first time together had been a struggle, but even she wasn’t as tight as Lucy was. It was an unexpected delight, one that was driving me crazy. With so much delicious friction, it was like Lucy’s pussy was trying to suck the cum out of me.

“Can I touch myself? Please, can I?”

“Yes.”

Lucy reached between her legs and started thrumming her clit. That was my signal to slam her cunt the way she wanted.

Slinging her legs over my shoulders, I lifted Lucy’s rump and dragged her closer to the edge of the mattress. Shifting to find the best angle, I clutched her thighs for leverage and began sliding in and out of Lucy’s pussy.

The girl moaned and rubbed her clit faster as I found my rhythm. Her pussy stretched around my girth, but it was still hard work to fuck her. All that friction was urging me on, so I had to pace myself and not go wild. I wanted to make this last as long as possible. She felt too good to rush things.

The bed creaked loudly beneath us as I thrust in and out of Lucy. The creak was so familiar to me from all the times I’d made love with my wife in this very room. Carol had pleaded with me to oil the frame or get a new one, but I secretly loved to hear that squeak while I was fucking her.

I grimaced, pushing away thoughts of my ex-wife yet again. Smashing the pussy of this gorgeous 19-year-old girl was an incredible moment. How could I waste a second of it thinking about Carol?

“Fuck her!” I growled.

“Yes, Daddy! You’re fucking me. You’re fucking me so good!”

I threw myself into the moment, pounding away at Lucy, her lips gripping me in a way I’d never felt before. It was a good thing she was so wet. It made everything so slippery and warm inside her.

Time to change things up.

Lucy let out a frustrated cry as I pulled out of her pussy. Before she could say a word, I flipped her onto her belly and bent her over the mattress, her knees on the ground. I squatted behind Lucy, gripped her hips, and rammed my cock into her pussy.

“Daddy!” she cried out.

I took a fistful of her hair with one hand and pulled her head back. With the other hand, I dug a thumb into her asshole. Lucy let out a strangled cry as I pounded her doggie style, her fists tangled in the blanket as I rode her violently, her moans mixing with the meaty thwap-thwap-thwap of my groin slapping her ass cheeks.

Sweat streamed down my face, my breath going ragged and my heart beating fast. Screwing a girl like Lucy was an athletic event, and I was glad I’d spent the year working out and getting in shape. I knew I was capable of giving Lucy the hard treatment she required. I knew I could fuck her the way she needed. That confidence spurred me on, made me go deeper and faster. It felt amazing to be so utterly confident in my manhood.

“Fuck my ass, Daddy! Please fuck my ass!”

I slapped her cheeks hard, making her yelp.

“Yeah? You want me to use your anal-cunt? You want that?”

“Please, please, please!” she begged.

I hadn’t assfucked a woman in almost 20 years. Carol didn’t like it and I had given up asking. The few times we did do it, I’d absolutely loved anal.

Just another thing I’d missed out on.

“Hold still, cunt.”

I pulled my cock free of Lucy’s grasping pussy and pressed my cockhead against her asshole. Her ring flexed and opened, stretched out by my thumb. My cock was sopping wet from Lucy’s pussy, but I dribbled spit on it to get it more lubed up. I pulled her cheeks apart and pushed into her.

“Relax, girl. Open it up for me. Let me in.”

“I’m trying, Daddy!”

I slapped her ass hard, reddening her cheeks.

“Open!”

Lucy whimpered, grinding her ass back into my dick. Taking my cockhead with my fingers, I roughly forced it past her ring.

Lucy let out a sharp cry as I finally sank my rigid cock into her asshole. She squirmed beneath me, her face contorted with pain.

“That’s right,” I panted. “Take that fucking cock up your ass. Take every fucking inch.”

Lucy was crying. She was also reaching between her legs, furiously thrumming her clit.

“Fuck my ass!” she sobbed. “Ow! Ow! Fuck it, Daddy!”

I dragged my cock out until I almost came free of her anus, then steadily drove it back up her hole. Lucy rocked back to meet my thrusts, her cries of pain slowly turning into moans of animal pleasure. I could feel her asshole loosening up as I stroked in and out, the suction of her ass as tight as her pussy, but different, more constricted at her entry and pillowy soft past her ring.

Lucy’s words had turned into guttural grunting as she impaled herself faster and faster on my cock. My abdomen and thighs were burning from exertion, but I ignored the pain to keep fucking Lucy’s ass. I could feel myself getting close, ready to unload deep in her guts.

But Lucy beat me to it.

Her sudden scream pierced my ears just as her anus clamped down on my cock, fighting to expel me from her ass. Lucy’s entire body went rigid as I struggled to stay inside her.

A hot splash of liquid sprayed over my balls and upper thighs. I looked down, amazed by the sight of Lucy’s pussy squirting again and again, her juices dripping down my thighs and pooling on the floor.

The shock of Lucy’s squirting and the spasming grip of her asshole slammed me hard into my orgasm, the twisting pressure in my balls forcing me to cry out as I shot my seed into Lucy’s ass.

“Daddy! Oh, Daddy!” she moaned as I filled her rectum with my cum.

My orgasm went on and on, agony and bliss draining from my balls until I had nothing left to give. Despite all the sex I’d had over the last few days, I still had enough to flood Lucy’s ass with sperm. It seemed like the more I fucked, the more cum I had to give.

Exhausted, I collapsed onto Lucy’s back, letting my weight rest on her as I struggled to catch my breath. We lay there for several minutes, just recovering from our exertions.

“Did I do good, Daddy?”

“You did so good,” I panted, licking the sweat from the back of her neck. “You didn’t tell me you were a squirter.”

“I never did it like that before. Just a dribble, not gushing. But oh my god, it felt so good!”

“It was amazing,” I agreed.

I peeled myself off her back and got to my feet. My dick slid out of her gaped asshole. A flood of cum spilled down her thigh, thick and creamy globs mixing with her squirt.

“Time for another shower,” I laughed.

Lucy giggled as I helped her to her feet. I pulled her in for a kiss, our tongues caressing.

“One more thing,” I said.

“Yes, Daddy?”

I slapped her ass hard, the flat smack resounding in the small bedroom. Lucy blinked at me in surprise.

“You didn’t ask permission before you orgasmed,” I said. “Never do that again, you silly cunt. Understand?”

Lucy beamed at me, her smile making my heart ache.

“Yes, Daddy. Thank you.”

We kissed again. She looked up at me with tears in her beautiful green eyes.

“You’re so good to me,” she whispered.

I nodded. “You’re goddamn right.”


Chapter 9

“Something on your mind?”




The rock skipped across the lake four times before disappearing in a muffled splash. I swung my arm in a big circle, loosening my muscles. It had been years since I skipped rocks like this. I was out of practice.

“We can do better than four skips, girl. Four skips is for babies!”

Harriet was nosing along the edge of the water. Her front paws were submerged in the mud. I made a note to wash them off before letting her back into the cabin.

“Okay. This time you get at least six skips, Nick.”

The stone in my hand was flat and smooth, perfect for the task. My finger held its curved edge, giving me a good surface area to spin the stone as I threw it. Follow through was key. Short arming a throw was the main reason for limp skips.

It was all coming back to me.

I wound up and side-armed the throw, spinning the rock with my index finger as I slung it over the surface of the lake. The water was a little ruffled from the breeze, but a good throw would not be affected.

And it was a good throw. A very good throw, indeed.

“Eight skips!” I yelled, hopping up and down while pumping my fist. “Hell, yeah! Who’s the man, Harriet? I am. Yes, I am!”

The dog wagged her tail at me for a bit, then went back to sniffing the mud.

“You’re hard to impress,” I said. “I get it. How’s the water?”

I stuck my toe into the lake. The water was warm at the shallows, but I knew it got colder the deeper you went. A swim in the lake was something I was looking forward to. Maybe tomorrow I would swim to the far end and then come back. It would be a pleasant break from my morning jog.

“Not like I’m slacking off on my workouts,” I said. “All this sex is burning the calories at a good pace.”

I patted my belly and let out a belch. Amber had not been exaggerating about Lucy’s cooking skills. After our second shower, the girl had cooked me the best mushroom and cheese omelet I’d ever had. Light, fluffy, and perfectly seasoned. Paired with crispy bacon and sourdough English muffins, it was the perfect meal to refuel after a long session of vigorous fucking.

“Keep his belly full and his balls empty,” I said. “I’ve heard that’s the way to a man’s heart. What do you think, girl?”

Harriet ignored me as she waded further into the lake. I appreciated her focus. The dog was a constant reminder that you should pay attention to the world around you and ignore anything that didn’t matter.

After feeding me and cleaning up the mess we made in the bedroom, Lucy had gotten dressed and gone into town with Amber. The two girls wanted to get some things for tonight. I’d promised them a bonfire beneath the stars.

It felt good to be alone for a bit. The quiet and solitude of the lake was helpful in calming all the jumbled thoughts that were running rampant through my head.

I headed down the edge of the lake, strolling at a leisurely pace. A sense of bliss filled me as I enjoyed the warm sunshine and cool breeze off the water. It was another gorgeous summer day at Prospar Lake.

As I walked, I turned over my encounter with Lucy. I was still amazed at what had happened. I’d said and done things I’d never imagined I was capable of. I’d watched porn, of course, and seen lots of rough play in videos. But I’d never envisioned myself playing the role of “dominant Daddy”.

“No, not playing a role. I was her Daddy. She fucking begged me to use her like that.”

It had come so naturally for both of us, even though I had never done it that way before. It just felt right. As I walked with Harriet, my mind was already going over more scenarios I wanted to live out with my submissive young friend.

“She’s just 19,” I marveled. “But she certainly knows what she wants.”

The memory of stretching out Lucy’s asshole and flooding her with my sperm would stay with me for a long time. I’d already made lots of amazing memories these last few days. My mind was crowded with thoughts of sunny Amber and her playful sexual nature. Lucy was a completely new experience. Not only did she look different from Amber, but her lewd appetites were more extreme and darkly exciting.

“She loves being my cunt.”

Lucy’s secret pet name was still shocking to me. Not just the word itself, but the way the girl got so aroused when I used it with her. It was a powerful trigger that brought out Lucy’s desire to be used hard, handled like a piece of meat.

“Never thought I’d meet a girl like her,” I said. “What an amazing hook-up, especially for a 42-year-old man. Right, Harriet?”

The dog looked at me. She was starting to recognize her name. I was pleased by how quickly Harriet was becoming my dog instead of just a stray I was feeding.

“You’re just a bitch who wants me to take charge, aren’t you?”

I laughed at the absurdity of what I just said. I felt like one of those greasy pickup artists selling videos to pimply teenage boys.

But there was also a grain of truth beneath the silly posturing. The confidence I felt was real. And it was growing. Amber and Lucy both recognized it. It was why they opened their legs for me and then came back for more.

“Virtuous circle. The more confident I become, the more girls want me. The more girls want me, the more confident I become.”

But it wasn’t just banging two hotties that made me confident. It was taking charge of my life and doing things for myself that built up my self-esteem. I’d always cringed at that term, but experiencing it was a new reality for me.

I esteemed myself. It was as simple as that.

After having my old life abruptly smashed apart, I’d spent the last year reassembling the pieces. It had been a rough time with some dark moments, but I’d gotten through it. The shocking thing was, I’d come out better than I was before. That was completely unexpected.

I was still adjusting to the new me. It was unfamiliar, but exhilarating. I didn’t know where this road led. I just knew I couldn’t go back.

“No brakes on this train, Harriet.”

Harriet scampered ahead to sniff the trees. I whistled the tune from “Honeypot” as I walked. I’d have to get the album by Dirt Road Debutantes. Most people just streamed their music, but I still liked to purchase the Mp3s. It was better to own than rent.

As I approached the Conference Center, I tried to recall what this side of the lake had looked like before they built the facility. There had been a dense stand of cedars where the main building now stood. I wondered what they had done with all that fragrant wood?

“Good afternoon!”

“Hello!” I called back, a little startled as I waved at the woman approaching me.

She came out from behind the Center’s big willow tree. It took me a moment to recognize her as the lady who led the morning yoga sessions at the Conference Center. She looked to be in her early 30s, her red hair cut in a boyish side-part. She had blue eyes and pale skin, freckles covering her shoulders and chest. Dressed in leggings and a tank top, she looked like a model from some boutique sportswear advertisement.

“Your dog is beautiful.”

“Thank you. Her name is Harriet.”

“Hello, Harriet!”

The dog licked her hand as the yoga instructor stroked her head.

“I’ve been meaning to say hello,” she said. “I’ve seen you kayaking with your daughters.”

I decided not to correct her. “I’ve seen you, too. You do the yoga thing, right?”

“That’s me! I’m Sara.”

“Jack.”

We shook hands. Sara had a firm grip. Her smile was genuine and unforced. She had that cheerful yet soothing demeanor that a lot of fitness instructors had. Sara also had the body of a fitness instructor— toned, muscular, and very healthy.

“You’re one of the original residents?” she asked.

“I am. Had a cabin here for years, back before electricity and the Internet. I have to admit, I like it better the way it is now.”

“I can imagine. Nothing beats a hot shower and streaming movies!”

“Amen. And you? You’re like a teacher at the Conference Center?”

Sara nodded enthusiastically. “Teacher and facilities manager and all-around problem solver. Yoga is just a part of my duties, but I love it the most. It’s Westernized yoga, of course. We had to change things a bit.”

“I wondered about that,” I said. “I know the Conference Center is Christian based.”

“We are, but lately we’ve opened up to other users. Bookings have been slow because of the economy. We’ve had to diversify who we cater to.”

“Is that good or bad?” I asked.

“Little bit of both, to be honest. But the ownership has never been pedantic. For instance, they know I’m nonreligious but still hired me. My willingness to live here 24/7 during the booking season probably has something to do with it as well.”

“I can imagine.”

“In fact, we had an academic group just finish staying with us. Completely secular gathering. Really nice guests. They all spoke Esperanto!”

“Esperanto? Wow, that must have been unusual.”

“It was a fun booking. I’ve got a few days until the next group arrives. We certainly need the time to do some maintenance on the facilities. We’re short staffed and falling behind. It’s even worse over the winter.”

“You stay here during the winter?”

“Heck, no!” Sara laughed. “We hire a caretaker agency to look after the place. It’s a tremendous expense and one reason the Center is struggling financially.”

“I know the feeling,” I said. “Me and all the other cabin owners use a caretaker service over the winter as well. Their prices just keep going up.”

“If only we had someone local who lived at the lake year-round to do the caretaking. It would be so much cheaper.”

An idea suddenly struck me as she spoke. If I moved up here permanently, I could do the caretaking for both the Center and the original residents. No more outside agencies gouging us, just me watching over the place and making sure everything was okay. It seemed crazy, but maybe it could work. I decided to take some time to think it over.

“Something on your mind?” Sara asked with a smile.

“Hmm?”

“It’s just, you seemed to have gotten lost in thought for a second there.”

I smiled back at the pretty redhead.

“Actually, a thought did cross my mind. You said your next booking is in a couple of days. So you’re free until then?”

“I am.”

“Well, if you want to hang out, I’m having a little get together at my cabin tonight. We’re having a bonfire and grilling some burgers. You’re welcome to come. Bring anyone else at the Center, as well.”

Sara raised an eyebrow, curious about my offer. I could tell she was trying to evaluate me and my motives. I held her gaze, letting her work it through. That I had two girls and a dog with me spoke well about who I was.

“I’d like that,” Sara said. “What time?”

I shrugged. “Not sure. Put your number in my phone and I’ll text you when I know.”

I opened my phone’s notepad and handed her the phone. Sara tapped in her number.

“Any dietary needs?” I asked as I took the phone back.

“I’m vegan.”

“Gotcha. You like portobello mushroom burgers?”

“Love them.”

“Nice. I’ll have some ready for you. See you tonight, Sara!”

“Nice meeting you, Jack! And you, Harriet!”

I started back to my side of the lake. I’d enjoyed talking with Sara. She had a positive energy that was infectious. She was also very attractive. I’d always had a soft spot for redheads.

As I walked, I texted Amber to pick up some portobello mushrooms for tonight. Despite being a meat eater, I loved a good mushroom burger every once in a while.

After a few minutes, I turned around to find that Sara was still standing where I’d left her, watching me and Harriet walking away. She waved and I waved back.

I was looking forward to seeing her at the bonfire.


Chapter 10

“Exciting times at Lake Prospar.”




The pallets had been stacked behind Amber’s cabin since last year. I checked them all to make sure none had “MB” stenciled on them, the warning that the wood was treated. All were good to go for tonight’s bonfire. Using a hatchet and a crowbar, I broke the pallets into pieces, stacking them neatly at the back of Amber’s property.

There was also a heap of thick branches that needed cutting. I worked steadily with the hatchet, lopping off smaller branches for kindling and sectioning the main branch into manageable pieces.

I was enjoying the physical labor. Working out at the gym had been my therapy this last year, but nothing compared to actual manual labor that got actual things done. It certainly beat staring at my computer all day.

As I worked, my phone was streaming music to my Bluetooth speaker. Dirt Road Debutantes had a playlist that I was vibing to. Besides their own music, it had other bands with similar styles. I hadn’t paid much attention to music since the early 2000s. Getting into new tunes and expanding my musical tastes was good fun.

“Growing in every way. Right, Harriet?”

The dog dozed in the shade, tired from our walk around the lake. No longer a stray, she was looking better already. Regular meals did wonders for an active dog like her.

The day was warm and I was working up a good sweat. I stripped off my shirt and let the breeze cool me down as I chopped up the branches.

I realized that Amber’s plan to stay up here during the winter was going to be difficult. Besides having no hot water heater, her cabin also had no heating. Amber would have to rely on plug-in space heaters. That would get really expensive, really fast. I didn’t know if her cabin even had any insulation, but I doubted it. The place was meant for summer use only.

She did have a fireplace, though it was more decorative than practical. Still, with one of those pipe inserts that had a blower fan, it could  keep the cabin warm for a fraction of the cost of electric heaters. Amber just needed a cord or two of wood.

My place was better off, but only by a little. I didn’t have a heating system, but I did have a woodstove, plus my place was insulated. If I ended up moving here permanently, I could easily have a split system or heat pump installed to make things nice and cozy.

My talk with the lovely Sara had really ignited my imagination about living at Prospar Lake. Besides my job as a consultant, working as a caretaker for the Conference Center and the cabins would be a great gig.

I didn’t need the money, but it would be great to do something that didn’t involve spreadsheets and risk reports. Doing basic maintenance and monitoring things around the lake held a lot of appeal for me. I enjoyed being responsible. I enjoyed being in charge.

Why not leave the urban rat race in Seattle for the solitude of Prospar Lake? Especially if Amber was with me.

“And who knows what Lucy will do,” I said. “Maybe she’ll decide to shack up with her Daddy full time. You don’t mind sharing me, do you, Harriet?”

The dog’s snores were my only answer.

A rattling in the distance caught my attention. A minute later, Amber’s battered hatchback rattled to a stop beside the cabin. I waved as the girls got out of the car.

“Damn, Jack!” Amber laughed. “Look at you, all sexy and shit. You get sweaty just for us?”

“Just taking care of business, darling. That bonfire won’t build itself. You get the mushrooms?”

“All set,” Amber replied. “Plus, we brought a surprise.”

I broke into a wide grin when I saw who was climbing out of the backseat.

“So, you finally decided to accept my invite!” I said.

Daniela grinned and gave a theatrical shrug.

“Figured I could finally swim in the lake without worrying about getting caught,” she said.

“Damn right,” I laughed. “Welcome.”

“You two catch up,” Amber said. “Me and Lucy are gonna get our swimsuits on.”

Amber and Lucy carried their grocery sacks into Amber’s cabin. Daniela set down a big cooler at my feet.

“Drinks and some Korean barbecue,” she told me. “I didn’t come empty-handed.”

“I’m just happy to see you here, Daniela. Did you meet the girls in town?”

“Yeah, when they came to the store. They invited me to join them. Hope that’s cool.”

“More than cool. How’s your brother?”

“Still got a sore jaw. He’s learned his lesson, I think.”

“Stay away from whiskey.”

“And don’t fuck with guys who can kick his ass,” she laughed.

“Words to live by.”

Daniela cocked her head, squinting at me with a wry grin on her face.

“So, I got a question for you, Jack.”

“Fire away.”

“Amber and Lucy are such cool chicks. Are you really screwing both of them?”

Daniela’s expression was playful, but there was a genuine sense of curiosity in her tone. She truly wanted to know what the deal was with me and these two girls who were young enough to be my daughters. I saw no reason to lie.

“Yeah,” I said. “We have fun together.”

“All together?” Daniela asked. “Like the three of you?”

“Sure.”

“Damn,” she said, shaking her head admiringly. “You’ve all been lovers for a while now?”

“Actually, just a few days with Amber. This morning was my first time with Lucy.”

Daniela drummed her fingers against her cheek. I held her gaze, returning her appraising look.

“So what’s so special about you, Jack? How did you build this little harem for yourself? You’re not some cult leader or something, are you?”

“The only cult I follow is the NFL. Sunday morning worship with nachos and beer.”

“No, there’s something else about you. Something to draw Amber and Lucy to you like nails to a magnet. You’re handsome and fit, but it can’t just be that.”

“Well, I am hung like a horse and can lick my eyebrows. That might be a factor.”

Daniela ignored my joke. “I’m gonna find out what you’re all about, Jack. You’re too much of a mystery for me to ignore.”

Before I could reply, Amber and Lucy emerged from the cabin. They were wearing their bikinis and carrying towels.

“Come on, Daniela!” Amber called. “Let’s go swimming.”

Still grinning at me, Daniela stripped off the T-shirt and sweats she was wearing. Underneath, she had on a sensible one-piece swimsuit that showed off her lean body. I loved seeing her small breasts and big nipples outlined beneath the stretchy fabric. In the sunlight, her dark brown areolas were on full display through the swimsuit.

“Exciting times at Lake Prospar,” Daniela said, noting my eyes on her body. “What in the world have I gotten myself into?”

Daniela joined Amber and Lucy. The three girls ran to the lake, giggling and holding hands. I could hear their laughter as they waded into the cool waters. The sun was setting and the lake was glowing a vibrant orange in the scintillating light.

“Looks like we’re in for quite a night, Harriet.”

While the girls swam, I stacked the bonfire and got the grill going. The smell of the Korean barbecue Daniela brought was absolutely mouth watering. Along with the burgers and hot dogs I had going, we would all be well fed.

I put the portobello mushrooms into a marinade of soy sauce and balsamic vinegar. Grabbing my phone, I texted Sara to come join us. Her response was immediate, almost as if she had been waiting for me to contact her.

The smell of the food brought the girls back from the lake. They huddled around the grill, checking out the sizzling meats. It felt amazing to be surrounded by three gorgeous women, especially when Amber was blatantly feeling up my ass.

“Food will be ready soon,” I told them. “If you girls want to dry off and get changed, I’ll have dinner set for you when you get out.”

Amber gave me a kiss on the cheek. “Thanks, Daddy!”

“Thank you, Mr. Henson!” Lucy said.

“Uh… thanks, Jack.”

While they went into the cabin to change, I set the meats aside and laid out the fixings. I was scraping the grill clean for the mushrooms when Sara came walking into the yard.

“Right on time!” I told her. “I was just about to put the mushrooms on the grill. We cooked meat on it, but I’ve let the fire burn it clean and scraped it with a wire brush. I hope that’s okay for you.”

“Sounds great. I’m not picky. I brought some dessert. Vegan carrot cake. It tastes better than it sounds, I promise.”

“Cool. I’ve never had vegan cake before. Looking forward to trying it.”

Sara smiled. “I appreciate your open-mindedness.”

The girls emerged from the cabin. They were carrying several LED lights to brighten up the encroaching darkness.

“This is Amber, Lucy, and Daniela,” I said. “Ladies, meet Sara. She works at the Conference Center.”

The four women exchanged greetings. Lucy handed Sara a can of sparkling water.

“I love your haircut,” Daniela told Sara. “I’ve always wanted to get mine cut short like that.”

“You should,” Sara said. “It’s such a breeze to take care of.”

“Hope everybody is hungry,” Lucy said. “Mr. Henson cooked enough food to feed an army.”

“Or a small harem,” Amber teased.

The girls eyed each other mischievously. Sara blinked in confusion, still uncertain about the relationship dynamic between me and the girls.

“Let’s eat!” I said.


Chapter 11

“I made a terrible mistake.”




We settled down at the table and tucked in to the food. I wasn’t a great cook, but I could handle a grill. The burgers were juicy and the hot dogs seared to perfection. We also had a steaming pile of corn on the cob, a big bowl of cucumber and tomato salad, and roasted squash drizzled with chili infused honey.

“This bulgogi is amazing, Daniela,” I said.

“You know Korean barbecue?” she asked.

“I live in Seattle. Of course I know bulgogi.”

“Mom learned how to cook it for my dad. She makes a mean bibimbap, too. Not bad for a girl from Montana.”

“How’s the mushroom burger?” Lucy asked Sara.

“Delicious. My compliments to the chef.”

“It was Lucy who came up with the marinade idea,” I said. “She’s an excellent cook.”

“I do my best,” Lucy said, modestly.

Beneath the table, Lucy’s bare feet were stroking mine. On my other side, Amber was pressing her thigh against my leg. Their attention made dinner even more pleasant.

It was almost full dark when we finished eating, the LED lamps drawing moths who circled and batted against the lights.

“Time to fire up the bonfire,” I said.

The girls let out a cheer as I splashed some lighter fluid at the base of the stacked wood. I lit a sheet of newspaper and stuck it at the base.

With a whoosh and a crackle, the bonfire quickly ignited. The flames rose high. The pallets and branches threw light and warmth into the night, sparks rising in the dark sky.

I sliced up a watermelon as Sara passed around plates of cake. We brought our chair around the fire, contentedly watching the flames as we ate our desserts.

“This cake is fabulous,” Daniela said. “Rich, but not too sweet.”

“There’s a tang to it that I love,” Lucy said.

“That’s my secret ingredient,” Sara said. “A splash of apple cider vinegar.”

“It’s fantastic,” I said.

Amber set her plate down. “I think we need to burn off some calories!”

She tapped her phone and music started thumping from the Bluetooth speaker. It was “Buckstomp” by Dirt Road Debutantes, Amber’s favorite song by them.

“You gonna let a lady dance by herself, Jack?” Amber demanded.

Laughing, I got to my feet and started dancing with her. Amber swayed her hips and shimmied her shoulders, sensually jiggling her big tits. I matched her with my own moves. I wasn’t exactly graceful, but I made up for it with enthusiasm.

The rest of the girls quickly joined us, the five of us stomping around and laughing uproariously as we shook our asses and raised our arms over our heads.

When a slow song suddenly hit, it was Lucy who snuggled in my arms for a dance. We swayed together, holding each other tightly.

“I never went to prom,” Lucy told me. “This is way better.”

Beside us, Amber and Daniela were slow dancing cheek to cheek, their arms wrapped around their waists. The way they were looking at each other, I knew they’d be hooking up before the night was over.

Sara sat near the fire, watching us with a dreamy smile on her face. She seemed to have realized that the girls and I were more than just friends. From her expression, it seemed the redhead was quite happy to have found our little tribe.

I was slow dancing with Amber when Sara tapped my shoulder.

“I need to get going,” she said. “I have a busy day of maintenance tomorrow.”

“Oh, okay. Hold up a minute and I’ll walk you back to the Center.”

“There’s no need. I can manage.”

“I insist,” I said firmly. “It’s dark and the edge of the lake can be tricky, especially near that big willow. Let me grab a flashlight and I’ll make sure you get home safely.”

The girls said their goodbyes as I fetched a flashlight from inside Amber’s cabin.

“I’ll be back in a bit,” I told Amber. “Mind the fire. And make sure Harriet doesn’t follow us.”

Shining the flashlight on the ground ahead of us, I led Sara along the edge of the lake. In the distance, the lights of the Center reflected off the water, a beacon guiding us through the dark.

“Thank you for the meal,” Sara said. “That portobello was delicious.”

“My pleasure. Anytime you have a free night, come on over. I know the girls would enjoy seeing you again.”

Sara cleared her throat. “So you guys… are you dating? Amber, I mean. Or maybe Lucy?”

I didn’t reply for a long time, trying to gather my thoughts. We walked in silence, Sara patiently waiting for my response. Maybe it was her welcoming personality, or maybe it was just because she was closer to my age, but I felt like I could open up to Sara.

“I’m not sure how to answer that,” I said slowly. “Amber and Lucy and me have been intimate. You probably sensed that tonight.”

“I did. They couldn’t keep their hands off you.”

“They are very affectionate girls.”

“And Daniela?”

“Just met her, but I’m pretty certain I’ll be bedding Daniela as well.”

“I think so too.”

“So… are we dating? Or just hooking up? I’m not entirely certain what I have with those young women. I’m old enough to be their father. Everything has happened so quickly, my head is still spinning. The only thing I do know is that I’m having the time of my life. I think they are, too.”

“Happiness is an end unto itself,” Sara said. “I believe that.”

“You sound like Lucy,” I chuckled.

“She’s a deep one,” Sara laughed.

We walked without speaking, lost in our thoughts. The croaking of frogs rumbled through the night. In the distance, an owl hooted.

“I’ve been playing with the idea of moving here permanently,” I said. “You mentioned the caretaking costs earlier. What do you think the Conference would say if I offered my services?”

“I think they’d consider it very seriously,” Sara replied. “They are being gouged by their current contract. It’s a huge expense and we have little money to spare. The Conference Center is not doing well financially. They’re looking for any opportunity to lower their costs.”

I nodded, taking in the news about the Center’s finances. Things were tough all over these days.

We passed the willow tree and stepped onto the manicured ground of the Conference Center.

“I can take it from here,” Sara said. “Thanks so much for walking me back.”

“You’re very welcome. And thank you for listening to me. I hope I didn’t burden you with my personal life.”

“Not at all,” she said, a gleam in her eye. “You’re an intriguing man, Jack. I’d like to get to know you better.”

“I’d like that too, Sara.”

“Goodnight.”

Sara made her way across the lawn, heading back to the Conference Center. I watched her go, making sure she made it safely inside. She waved to me from the door before going in.

I started back to the cabins, my mind turning over what Sara had said. The idea of living at Prospar Lake year-round was becoming more and more attractive to me. I could see how it might work, if I was willing to make the effort and spend some money on upgrades. It would be so much easier just to get a condo in the suburbs, but the easy option no longer appealed to me.

The light from the bonfire flickered in the dark. I could just make out the three girls standing around the blaze, still dancing beneath the stars. I walked through the dark, just watching them get nearer with each step I took.

As I rounded the bend near my cabin, I suddenly froze.

“What the hell?” I muttered.

An unfamiliar car was parked in front of the cabin. Inside, the lights were on behind the drawn curtains.

It must have been my son, Paul. Who else would come to see me here at the lake? I didn’t know why he’d arrived in this sedan I’d never seen before, but the Oregon license plates let me know it was Paul inside the cabin.

I climbed onto the porch. The door was unlocked. I hesitated for a moment, suddenly worried about why Paul had come back. Had he changed his mind about Lucy? Did he want her back? I’d already fucked the girl. How would that change things between us? The last thing I wanted was to jeopardize my relationship with my son.

Anxious and unsettled, I stepped into the cabin. The lights were on and the radio was playing softly, but I didn’t see anyone.

“Paul?” I called out. “When did you get here, son? Why didn’t you call first?”

The bedroom door swung open. A woman stepped into the living room.

My heart stuttered in my chest.

“Hello, Jack,” Carol said.

I gaped at my ex-wife, utterly speechless.

“It’s good to see you again,” she murmured. “It’s been a long time.”

“Carol?” I spluttered. “What are you doing here?”

“I came to see you.”

“Why?”

Carol took in a deep, shaky breath. She gathered herself and stood straighter, her hands clutched at her chest. Her lips were trembling. Her eyes gleamed wetly.

“I made a terrible mistake, Jack. I want you to take me back. I want to come home again.”

A hundred different replies raced through my mind. I opened my mouth, but the words would not come. The silence thickened, filling the space between us.

I stared at the woman who used to be my wife, baffled to see her again and wondering what the hell came next.


Coming Soon




Reeling from the return of his ex-wife, Jack will have to decide if he will give Carol another chance to be with him. Jack knows he is a different man. He won’t go back to who he used to be. So how far will Carol go to join Jack and his harem of eager young beauties? Will she obey his strict demands and worship Jack’s dominant manhood?

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

Now, he can only be her Daddy.
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