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Chapter 1












It was Thursday evening. After fighting the horrible traffic, I returned to my condo in Midtown Houston. I had invited Riley and Nora to spend the evening with me, and Riley had left work early to cook for us. She had worked for me for a week already, and occasionally she spent the night at my place. The woman turned out to be a fantastic cook, and had indulged me with various Latin dishes over the past week. But today she would make Irish Stew for us, using her grandma’s recipe.



I was greeted by joyous Latin music and the aroma of meat and spices as soon as I entered the foyer. Riley was singing along, her husky voice echoing through my large three-bedroom condo. Leaving my briefcase on the floor, I went straight to the kitchen. My breath caught when I saw her. The formal work clothes she had worn earlier were gone. Instead, she had an apron over cami and panties— the hottest chef I had seen. She was stirring the stew while singing. Seeing me, she stopped what she was doing and walked toward me, shaking her tits and swaying her hips on her way.



Fuck me. My eyes were glued to her golden milk jugs and my dick twitched. I was hungry not for food but for her. She hooked her arms around my neck and kissed me. “Welcome home, boss. The sauce will be ready soon. Are you hungry?”



“Damn right I am,” I growled, pulling her to me for a kiss and palming her ass.



Her plump lips tasted her favorite pineapple coconut juice, and I sucked on them greedily. She hummed softly as if still singing, and her pelvis rolled to the rhythm of the music, against my hard-on.



I flipped her against the kitchen island and stood behind her, pressing my boner against her ass and cupped both of her tits under her apron. I kneaded her plump flesh and tweaked her taut points. She moaned softly as she ground me. My hand slipped lower to her crotch. My fingers stroked her downy hair before slipping into her silky folds. I ran my fingers back and forth over her wet trench and rubbed it against her swollen nub. Invited by the increasing amount of juices leaking out of her hole, my fingers found their way into her eager canal. Riley’s breaths became heavier and shallower. “Uhm, uhm, yes, yes. Don’t stop, baby.” She rocked her hips while fucking my fingers and her tits jiggled as she moved.



When I swirled my fingers on her walls over her sweet spot, she gasped. “Aaah, I’m coming.” Her body tensed for a second and then shook as she grasped my hand and gyrated her hips, gushing down a pool of cum onto my hand and the kitchen floor.



The doorbell rang at the precise moment.



“Nora is here,” Riley said as I pulled away from her reluctantly.



I washed my hands at the sink and passed her some paper towels. “I’ll go get the door,” I said, taking a deep breath to shrink the bulge in my pants.



Nora stood at the door. The sight of her brought back my hard-on right away. The naughty girl wasn’t wearing a bra under her thin, tight t-shirt, and her skirt was short.



“Hi Daddy,” she greeted me in a husky voice while batting her eyelashes.



Holy hell. I growled and let her into the house. “Did you go to school like this?” I asked, my eyes fixing on the two large dark points stretching her t-shirt.



She smirked. “What if I did?”



Damn. I had no idea she was teasing me or not.



“Then I’ll have to spank you so you won’t do it again.” I said as I gave her a playful swat on her ass cheek.



She giggled. “Kidding! I’m not a slut, Daddy. I took off my bra in the elevator.”



“Naughty!” I slapped her bottom again and stroked her, only to find out she wasn’t wearing panties either.



Shit. This night was going to be exciting, with two incredible hot women in my house, not to mention how eager they were for me.



Nora helped Riley to prepare the salad and the bread while I went to my bedroom to change into comfortable clothes. When I was back in the kitchen, dinner was ready. I opened three bottles of Guinness stout Riley brought and set the table.



The food looked and smelled good, but it took me a while to pull my attention away from the two sexy bodies and focus on dinner. Thankfully, the stew Riley made was delicious, and I was able to put my lust aside and enjoy the food.



“This is yummy!” Nora said after she swallowed a bite. “It’s so much better than the beef stews my mom used to make.”



“I’m glad you like it. It’s my grandma’s recipe,” Riley said smugly.



Nora raised her eyebrows. “What did you put in there besides potatoes and carrots?”



“A lot of things. Mostly vegetables and herbs. Cabbage, tomatoes, leeks and parsley.”



“Healthy and delicious!” I gave her two thumbs up.



“I would really like to meet your grandma,” Nora said. “She sounds so cool. When will you go back home?”



Riley’s smile faded and she shook her head. “I don’t know whether she would want to see me. She told me not to come here to the US because Walker’s offer sounded too good to be true. I disregarded her warning and ended up at a strip club. My mom got pregnant when she was fifteen and later ran away to Spain with a tourist, leaving me to my grandma Lizzie. Lizzie had ten other grandchildren, but I was her favorite because I grew up with her. She had high hopes for me, you know? She wanted me to run her pub one day. I must be a disgrace to her.”



Nora held her friend’s hand. “Don’t think that way. I bet she misses you. Why don’t we go to the Caribbean together this Christmas to find out?”



Riley’s eyes brightened. “That sounds good. Let me think about it.”



After dinner, the girls helped me with the dishes, and then we watched a nature program on Netflix in the living room. The girls flanked me on the couch, resting their heads on my shoulders. I wrapped an arm around each girl and enjoyed the blissful domestic moment I had seldom experienced and never dreamed of in my wildest dreams. We watched wildebeests graze on the plains of Africa, Lions hunt in the savannah, penguins breed in Antarctica, and then monkeys mate in Asian rainforests.



And that got us hot and bothered. The girls squirmed and pressed their tits against my ribs. Needless to say, it was impossible to pay attention to the show any more.



“I need Daddy’s cock,” Nora murmured and unzipped my pants.



Fuck. My erection sprang free, already long and hard. The two girls gasped and reached out to grab it. They got hold of me, Riley on top and Nora bottom, and stroked me at the same time.



I groaned at the sight, and my hands traveled on their bodies, teasing the sides of their breasts as they touched me. They moaned in unison and leaned in to kiss my ears and my neck. I was so turned on I thrust into their soft hands while molding their breasts. My cock had become so rigid and thick it sat between my thighs, looking like a rocket ready to launch.



The girls slid off the couch and kneeled next to me, facing each other. Their tits crushing into my thighs as they leaned forward to lick my cock, two soft tongues sandwiching my hard manhood. Fuck. I had never been so aroused in my entire life.



Blood traveled to my nether region at top speed and it took me a mighty effort to stop them. “Let’s go to bed, ladies. I need to fuck your pussies.”



They wouldn’t let go, but continued to suck me playfully as if my cock were a candy bar they were addicted to. “We like sucking your cock, Daddy,” Nora said with a giggle.



“And we want to share your cum,” Riley added with a throaty voice and a lustful glance.



Damn. So be it. “Okay, suck away.” I said with a grunt as they continued with their teasing licks that drove me insane.



Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, my phone sitting on the coffee table rang. Shit.



“Ignore it, Daddy,” Nora said.



But I glanced at the screen and saw Mike’s name. “I’ve got to answer it,” I said as I grabbed the phone.



“Hi Mark,” Mike said. “I’m sorry to call you so late on a Friday. But I just had to tell you this. The toxicology reports are out.”



“What does it say?” My voice was funny because it took me a lot of effort to fight against my urge to come. The two girls were still licking me.



“You wouldn’t believe it. It was not cyanide as I had thought, but cocaine. The sugar packet had the drug as well.”



“That’s odd,” I said. Why would anyone put coke in a sugar packet? The piece of information caused my cock to deflate, and the two girls looked unhappy. They abandoned me and left the living room.



“We also searched Walker’s house, including his and his wife’s bedrooms, but didn’t find any other sugar packet like that.”



“Interesting. What do you plan to do next?”



“I’m going to continue watching Sophie Walker. I’ve already done a stakeout with my man outside Walker’s house, but found nothing significant so far.”



“You still think she had something to do with Walker’s death?”



“Well, the sugar was from her room.”



“It was only our guess. We had no way to prove the switching.”



“We have. The packet you found from her room had a dog’s teeth mark and the one he consumed didn’t.”



Fuck. I didn’t like where it was going mostly because I had a soft spot for Sophie and also it would be difficult to implicate her with the evidence. But I would still like to find the truth.



“What can I help you with?” I asked.



“I was wondering whether you could watch Sophie Walker for me on Saturday morning for a couple of hours because I have to work on another case. According to what she told us, she was supposed to go to the gym.”



“What happened to GPS tracking?”



“Haven’t gotten a warrant for it.”



“I see. Sure.”



“Thanks. I owe you one.”



“Don’t mention it.”



I frowned after I ended the call, puzzled by what I had heard from Mike. I recalled clearly seeing Walker tear open the sugar pack, meaning it was sealed. How did that happen? Resealing an opened sugar pack didn’t seem like something a normal person could do. Whatever reason compelled the person to do it would surely incriminate them into some kind of felony.



Giggles and moans broke my thoughts, and I realized the girls had gone to my bedroom. Fuck. What were they doing? I sprang to my feet and headed toward my room.



My bedroom door was ajar, and when I pushed it open, I saw two naked bodies entwined with each other, and hands moving across bare backs. The girls were kissing and touching each other.



Riley’s hand was on Nora’s round ass, kneading it gently. Nora’s snowy leg crossed Riley’s tan hip, rubbing as she thrust slowly against her.



I stepped next to the bed, my heart beating a hundred miles. When Riley saw me, she smiled. “Give us just a minute, boss.”



Damn. “You can’t be serious,” I growled as I took off my shirt.



Nora also spoke. “Yeah, Daddy. Just watched us for a minute, okay?”



I grumbled. “Okay. But no more than a minute.”



Nora cupped Riley’s super tit and tweaked her nipple between her fingers. Riley moaned, her leg moved between Nora’s as she ground the younger woman’s crotch gently. Nora gasped. “I need to come.”



My cock jolted in my pants, itching to join them. But I held my urge. Hell, how often did I get to witness two sexy as hell women making out in real life?



But as I went on watching them, I became jealous at the way they pleasured each other without me. Their moans made it even more unbearable for me to not take part in what they were doing. What happened to their earlier eagerness for my cock? I thought resentfully. I stripped off my pants and stood in my briefs.



Riley glanced at me and cooed. “Oh, boss. You’re so beautiful.”



“He sure is,” Nora said as she too, gawked at me. “He’s hotter than a supermodel. I wanted him the first time I saw him.”



“Same here,” Riley said with a giggle.



Lust raged through me and I grunted like a hungry animal. My boner expanded to its full mast, and I yanked my briefs off.



The sight must’ve pushed Nora’s orgasm through because she cried out as her eyes fixed on my cock and her body convulsed.



I got ready to crawl onto the bed, but Riley stopped me. “Not yet, boss. I need to come, too,” she flipped to lie on her back, throwing me a coquettish glance over her shoulder.



And then it dawned on me that the naughty girls were teasing me. I must’ve pissed them off earlier by answering the call. Okay. Three can play at that game.



I stood right next to Riley, so my cock was an inch away from her face. Lust masked her face right away as she eyed my thick manhood.



In the meantime, Nora kneaded Riley’s breasts gently. “I love your tits. Riley. They’re gorgeous.” She sounded almost envious.



Nora took Riley’s tit in her mouth and sucked on it, and Riley moaned louder. I stroked my cock, tantalizing her by pushing my tip to her lips and holding back when she attempted to lick it.



“Naughty boss,” Riley complained in a throaty voice.



“Giving you a dose of your own medicine,” I said gruffly while holding my urge to come.



Nora traced her lips across Riley’s tan body and reached her pelvis. She spread her legs wider and stroked her pussy lips. “Oooh, somebody’s gotten an overflowing river down there.”



Fuck me. I saw the glistening juice leaking out of Riley and wanted nothing but to have a taste of her. But Nora didn’t give me a chance. She lapped up the honey juice quickly and while looking up at me and smirking.



Nora licked her lips after she was done and said to me, “It’s so delicious, Daddy!”



“Fuck,” I muttered as I stroked my cock. “I’m going to fuck you senseless soon, little vixen.”



She giggled and went back to eat Riley out, rolling Riley’s large tits as if tempting me.



My balls inflated and I was about to come, but I held it. Instead, I slapped Nora’s jiggling ass and slipped my fingers along her wet gash. She was drenched. My cock grew its full length and Riley’s eyes were on me. She reached to grab me and stroke me as I touched Nora’s clit.



“Fuck me please, Daddy,” Nora begged. “Not your finger. Your cock.”



“I thought you would never ask,” I grunted as I climbed onto my bed and kneeled behind Nora.



I spread Nora’s thighs and shoved my long, hard cock along her wet gash.



“Oh Daddy!” She moaned and pushed her ass back to grind me, and I didn’t wait to thrust into her warm pussy.



Her pussy walls gripped me and sucked me in at once. I was buried to the hilt in her heavenly wet tunnel. I closed my eyes to take a deep breath while enjoying the sensation. My entire body was bathed in euphoria, and I felt like the luckiest man on earth. I would’ve savored it longer had Nora not nudged against my balls impatiently. “Don’t stop, Daddy,” she said, pausing from pleasuring Riley.



Riley echoed her friend’s complaint, urging me on.



I grasped Nora’s pretty ass as I pulled out and thrust again, long and deep. Her pussy walls pulsed each time I stretched her, and released more moisture. Tight and slippery, she took me effortlessly while gripping me with incredible pressure. “Fuck. I love your tight pussy, sweetheart,” I groaned and slipped a hand to stroke her nipple, making her even wetter. Her perky tits felt larger and heavier while hanging from her chest, and I slapped them to make them bounce.



“I’m close, Daddy,” she said as her walls clamped down on me.



Again I fought back my urge to come because I still had Riley. As soon as Nora rolled aside, I straddled Riley and plunged into her sopping pussy. I had been with her a few times after our first threesome. And on some days, I had taken her more than three times a day. The woman was incredibly fertile. She was like a sex goddess—always wet for me. I had been with plenty of women in my twenty something adult years, and had never had a woman as lustful as she was. A couple days ago I fucked her for an hour on my desk and she was still as wet as the Nile when we finished. I could never tire of her.



Riley not only had an incredible body, but a sweet personality. Although she could be sassy sometimes, she was never as stubborn as Nora. True to her claim, she wasn’t that experienced in bed, but her effort to please me more than made up for her skills. Her mid-day blowjob under my desk had become an addictive snack that I couldn’t go without anymore. And those magnificent tits! I cupped both of them as I fucked her, molding her as I savored the texture and the fullness. I had cummed over her tits so often that it wasn’t possible to look at them without remembering my semen flowing down her golden valley.



“Fuck me harder, boss, please,” Riley begged, clutching my back and pulling me to her each time I pulled away.



Riley preferred calling me boss and I grew used to it as well. Hell, it turned me on since it showed her submissiveness toward me.



She might not have trusted me when we first met, but now she would do anything I asked.



“I need you there, too, please,” she whimpered as her brown eyes shimmered with lust.



I knew what “there” meant. I pulled her legs up and draped them over my shoulders, plunging into her even deeper. I palmed her ass cheek and slipped a finger between us to gather her abundant juice, and then I thrust my finger into her rear hole. Her pussy walls tightened even more as I finger-fucked her ass.



I heard a gasp and noticed Nora, who was lying next to us, watching us while biting her lip. She was touching herself again, the horny girl. I watched her fingers caress her wet folds and her clit for a minute before reaching a hand to cup her tit.



“Oh Daddy. You guys are too hot…” she whimpered. “I’m gonna come again.”



Shit. It took so little to give the horny girl multiple orgasms. “Okay, come for Daddy.” I pinched her nipple and made her squeal. Her eyes glazed up as she looked at me, but she pushed my hand away abruptly and got up. “I’ll be back.”



Nora came back quickly after getting something out of her purse.



A dildo. Fuck me.



She thrust the silicone stick into her pussy while staring at me with hungry eyes. The stick was soon coated with her glistening juice.



“Need any help, baby?” I asked her.



“No. I’m fine,” she said. “It feels like you’re fucking me, Daddy.”



Fuck. I wanted to correct her again that she couldn’t compare the dildo with my cock, but I didn’t want to lose my focus.



I forced my attention back to Riley—her lush tits, her tight pussy, and her gripping ass.



It was a miracle I held my urge for so long. It took me tremendous effort, but it was definitely worth it. When Riley’s walls began to ripple, my cock took the hint and throbbed right away, squirting cum into her channel right at the precise moment her orgasm hit me.







“You haven’t been to the coffee shop lately, Daddy,” Nora said a moment later, when she and Riley cuddled against me, one on each side.



“That’s because I got a personal assistant who made fantastic coffee.”



“Oooh. I’m jealous.” Nora said. “You love Riley more than me.”



I had no idea if she was serious or not. She didn’t look angry, but she was pouting.



“Don’t be mad, please. Nora,” Riley said, stroking Nora’s face while giggling.



“I’m not,” Nora said. “Just kidding.”



Whether she meant it or not, I felt the need to appease her. “I got a better idea. “You can move in with me if you want. That way, I’ll be fair.”



Her eyes widened. “Really? Do you mean it? I would love to live here. I hate my apartment. It’s got roaches.”



“Of course I mean it, sweetheart,” I said.



“How much rent do I have to pay?”



“Nothing, but you’ve got to be my personal maid.”



“You want me to cook for you?” Her face fell somewhat. “I’m a horrible cook.”



“Can you do laundry and cleaning?”



“Yes.” She grinned and stamped kisses on my face. “Oh I love you so much, Daddy!”



I chuckled. Damn. What had I gotten myself into? A sexy personal assistant during the day and a horny personal maid at night. Boy, I was going to get really busy!



“By the way,” Riley chimed in as she held me from behind. “Sophie was asking when she would see you again.”



Damn. I didn’t answer the question, but asked instead, “Does she miss me or something?”



“You bet,” Riley said. “She’s crazy about you.”



My cock jolted as I recalled what we did in Sophie’s shower that day. What did she tell the two girls?



“Are you sure?” I asked.



“Oh yeah. And she wanted the four of us to get together one day.”



Fuck me. Things just kept getting better and better.



“Sure I would love to. Just let me know when.”
















Chapter 2
















It was Saturday morning. I drove to Walker’s house and parked across the street. I had coffee and a donut I had gotten from a shop on my way, and then read a book on my phone while waiting. The gate of the property slowly rolled open an hour later. I watched without blinking as a silver Benz appeared in the driveway. I couldn’t see Sophie’s face behind the tinted windows, but I knew it was her car.



I started my car after she was a safe distance away and then followed her out of the residential area and onto the main thoroughfare.



She headed toward the west of the city, the opposite direction of the gym she was a member of. The last time when I was in her house, I also noticed that there was a gym room with all the essential work-out machines. So, I was certain she wasn’t going to the gym.



When she stopped by a shopping mall, I groaned inwardly. It might take a while. I parked close to the elevator and watched her step out of her car. Sophie was wearing a bright and elegant dress that clung to her supple curves. As she walked towards the elevator on her white pumps, her hips swayed and her skirt caressed the back of her thighs. Her long legs were smooth and shapely. Was she meeting someone here at the mall? Why did she dress so nicely? I wondered jealously and could hardly wait to get out of my car.



But I waited until the elevator door closed and then hurried towards it. It looked like she stopped on the second floor of the mall, so I went up there too. I caught sight of her soon after I got out of the elevator and followed her at a safe distance.



She didn’t go into any store but headed straight to a Cinnabon. Five minutes later, she got out of the shop, holding a box of pastry in one hand and a paper bag in the other, and walked toward the elevator.



What? Did she make the trip just for the pastry?



Even though I felt like a fool, I went back to my car and continued following Sophie. I thought she was going home, but she got on the highway and headed west again.



Twenty minutes later, we arrived at Brookshire, a rural area next to Houston. Passing through some farms, Sophie entered a community called Clear Creek Assisted Living.



I frowned. What was she doing at a nursing home?



After Sophie entered the building, I waited for a while and then approached the reception area.



“Excuse me,” I said to the front desk lady. “I’m with the lady who just went in. Can you tell me which room she went to?”



“Oh, you’re Sophie’s friend?” she batted her eyelashes at me. “Sure. She went to the community room. It’s just down the hall, to your right.”



“Thanks!” I followed the directions and located the community room.



It was quite busy inside with weekend visitors. A few groups of elderly people were doing various types of activities. Playing cards, painting, or knitting. I spotted Sophie sitting at a table next to an elderly woman that was undoubtedly related to her. They shared the same hairline, same eye color and delicate noses. The older woman’s eyes were a lot duller than Sophie’s, though, and it wasn’t hard for me to see she had dementia.



I sat down on a sofa close to them and observed them.



“So I brought you your favorite Cinnamon roll.” Sophie opened the box and showed the contents to the older woman.



The woman smiled. Sophie took out a paper plate and a knife from the paper bag, put a roll on the plate and then cut it into small pieces.



“That’s very sweet of you, dear,” the woman said. “What’s your name?”



“I’m Sophie, Mom. I’m your daughter,” Sophie answered with a smile, as if she was speaking to a child. She pushed the plate toward her mom. “Here you go.”



“Delicious,” the elderly woman said after a bite. “Where did you get it?”



“I got it from Cinnabon at Westfield. You used to take me to that place whenever we went to the mall. It’s still there, but the owners are different. Ricky has retired and his son takes care of the place now.”



Sophie’s mom nodded while she ate.



Sophie spent about an hour at the community room. I watched her wheel her mom back to her room along with a nurse who worked at the facility. A few minutes later, she left the room and headed toward the parking lot. But she didn’t go straight to her car. Instead, she took a detour and went into the community’s garden. She sat down on a bench next to a fountain and sighed. Not until she sniffled a minute later, and fumbled in her purse for a tissue did I realize she was crying.



I couldn’t help myself and went to her. “Hi Sophie.”



She was startled when she looked up. Her blue eyes widened, still welled with tears. “Why are you here? Are you stalking me?”



“Yes,” I said and sat down next to her.



She became agitated. “What the hell is wrong with you guys? I told you I had nothing to do with Walker’s death. They already searched my room and the entire house. And now, this. I don’t have any privacy left!”



“We were wondering where you really were at the time of Walker’s death. You weren’t at the gym.”



“Well, now you know,” she said, looking angry and vulnerable. “What else do you want from me?”



“Why didn’t you tell us the truth?”



“Isn’t it obvious? Because I didn’t want everyone to know about my mom.”



Her voice changed again, showing her distraught. I patted her arm. “I’m sorry. How long has she been like this?”



She paused, as if reluctant to speak. Not until she wiped off more tears did she answer my question. “Almost ten years. In the beginning, she was just forgetful. And then she started to ask me the same question over and over. And then one day she went to the grocery store to get some bread and didn’t come home until two hours later, escorted by the sheriff.”



“I’m so sorry. It must’ve been hard.” I held her hand and squeezed it. “Do you have anyone else in your family? Your dad or siblings?”



She shook her head, sniffling. “I was the result of a one-night stand. It was a total surprise. My mom didn’t plan to have kids at all, and she was in her forties when she had me. She was grateful to have me despite all and decided to keep me. I don’t even know who my dad is, but I suspect he was a married man when they hooked up. She had some complications during the pregnancy and got diabetes, which I think was the reason for her getting Alzheimer’s later on.”



“You can’t be sure of that,” I said, stroking her arm. “Don’t blame yourself.”



“I’m not.” She sobbed again. “But it’s hard to see her like this. She was such a vibrant woman. A great mom. We always did things together. Now she doesn’t even remember my name.”



Sophie stopped to blow her nose and I wrapped an arm around her shoulders. She took a deep breath and went on telling me more about her mom.



“We realized she had the disease when she was about seventy. Her condition progressed pretty rapidly within a few years and needed in-home care. I was a schoolteacher at the time. I didn’t want to quit my job, so we hired a nurse. It cost about the same as my salary and her Medicare paid for only three months. That was how I started to strip at Walker’s club.”



It made sense. “You’re a good daughter,” I said, squeezing her shoulder.



“I worked at the club for less than a year before Walker asked me to marry him. He promised he would pay for the nursing home expenses, and I wouldn’t need to work at the strip club. He didn’t have a good reputation but I didn’t have much to lose, so I agreed.”



“I see.” During a brief silence, I tried to understand why Walker would marry Sophie. The guy was in his fifties when the two got married, and it was his first marriage. Sophie was beautiful and different from the other strippers in his club, but he could’ve made a deal with her without a marriage.



Sophie seemed to have read my thoughts. “He wanted to start a family. He wanted kids. He had been a playboy all his life, and suddenly realized he had nobody to inherit his business and wealth. Money wasn’t enough anymore.”



“And then what happened?” The couple was childless.



“What happened was he was sterile. We tried for about two years. And then his doctor gave him some meds, and it somehow ruined his sexual function. He began to have trouble getting an erection. And then he gave up trying.”



I recalled the ED secret Riley told me about and nodded. “Did your relationship change because of that?”



“Of course. He never bothered me again in bed and we slept in separate bedrooms. I don’t think he was seeing other women, though, because of his Ed. He would have Riley come over to our house sometimes, but I knew there was nothing other than lap dance.”



“Has he ever wanted to divorce you?”



She shrugged. “I don’t know. He never mentioned it although I felt he wanted it. We seldom see each other when he was home. I wouldn’t bring it up because I needed his support.”



I couldn’t believe anyone would neglect such a beautiful wife, but then again, Bill Walker might have completely lost his libido.



“You see, I have no motive of killing him at all.” Sophie continued. “Neither do I have a motive to divorce him. The man was a monster to his employees because he treated them horribly. But he never abused me, so I had no reason to want him dead. In fact, he probably wanted me dead because I was nothing but a liability to him.”



“No way,” I said truthfully. “I can’t imagine any man not enjoying your company.”



She smiled for the first time since she saw me today. “You’re a very sweet man, Detective. Now do you believe me? Am I still a suspect?”



I hesitated, not knowing whether I should tell her about the sugar packet found in her room. I trusted her by intuition and reasoning, but I couldn’t be sure. “I don’t think you are, but something is puzzling me.”



“What is it?”



“The security footage showed that a packet of sugar contaminated with cocaine was the culprit of Walker’s death,” I said. “And it came from your bedroom.”



Her eyes widened. “That’s not possible! I don’t keep sugar or any food in my bedroom. And I’ve never even touched drugs. I swear! I can take a drug test if you want me to.” She became agitated.



“Calm down, Sophie.” I held her with both hands. “You don’t need to take any test. I’ve never thought you were on drugs. I know a drug addict when I see one.”



She relaxed a bit. “Thank you. But then it makes no sense to have such a thing in my bedroom, right?”



I sighed. “I was the one who found it the day after I spoke to you. You can check the footage yourself. Walker chased Jasper into your bedroom and got the wrong packet instead.”



She paused. “I don’t want to look at it.”



“Why not?”



“I don’t want to see how the man died.”



“I see. You don’t have to see that part… Are you going home now? I could meet you in your house and help you with that.”



“Yes. Let’s do that, please.” She stood up.



We walked together toward the parking lot side by side. Before we parted in front of her car, she leaned in and stamped a kiss on my lips. “See you soon.”



Her voice was husky and her blue eyes were still wet. I struggled with my lust for a second before walking away from her.










Chapter 3
















Half an hour later, I arrived at Walker’s house. Sophie had returned sooner than me and she let me in. She was wearing the same dress but without the bra. Her deep cleavage was in plain sight and I could see the shape of the rest of her round breasts and hard nipples through the thin fabric. Fuck me.



Jasper dashed toward me and sniffed me, interrupting my dirty thoughts. And then something else got his attention and he ran out to the yard, leaving me alone.



“Would you like a drink first, Detective?” Sophie asked as soon as she closed the front door.



“No,” I said, my cock twitching as my eyes feasted on her lovely bosom.



“Shall we get started, then?”



“Yes, of course,” I said, dragging my eyes to meet hers.



She smirked faintly, and led me to the living room. We sat down on the couch, and she opened the lid of the laptop on the coffee table.



I located the part of the security footage where Jasper led Walker into Sophie’s bedroom and we watched it a few times.



“You said that he took a different packet instead, from my room?”



“Yes. The one Jasper took from him was under your sofa when I came in later the day.”



“So, I was responsible for Walker’s death?”



“Not necessarily. But you might need a lawyer to help you, especially if you don’t even use the drug yourself.”



“Oh my God,” tears streamed down her cheeks. “I don’t understand! How did it get in my room? I didn’t like S&R, not to mention adding drugs into it.”



“You really have no recollection of it? You might have gotten it from the kitchen or from Walker’s bedroom?”



“No! I told you I don’t eat in my bedroom.”



“Maybe Jasper got it?”



She paused. “That would be the only plausible reason.”



“Will I have to go to jail for drug possession? It’s a felony, isn’t it?”



“Not until they prove you knew of it and intentionally possessed it.” I tried to comfort her by wrapping an arm around her and stroking her back.



She leans into me, trembling slightly. “Oh God. I can’t believe this. It does look like I killed Bill, doesn’t it?” she said with a sob. “At first I thought you and the other cop were nuts to think so because I wasn’t even home, but now…”



I kissed the top of her head. “We’ll find out how it landed in your room. Don’t worry if you didn’t do anything wrong, okay?”



“Will I really need to get a lawyer?”



“Maybe. I’ll help you with that.”



“Oh my God.” She pulled away and stared at me with teary eyes. “I don’t know anything about it. I swear.”



“Did Walker ever go into your bedroom?”



She shook her head. “Not in the past year or two. But why would he put a pack of drugs here?” Her face turned pale. “Was he trying to kill me?”



I paused. “I doubt it,” I said. Although it was a possibility, I didn’t want to distress her further. “I still think Jasper brought it here by accident.”



“I hope so. Oh God.” She held me again, and tighter this time, “Thanks, Mark.”



“What for?”



“For trusting me,” she murmured into my ear as she nudged her face against my neck.



“You’re welcome.” My voice became strained as I felt her soft breasts crushing into my chest. I looked down and saw her perky breasts in her dress. My mouth felt dry and my hands itched to touch her.



As I struggled with my lust, Sophie gasped and cupped my pant tent. “I’ve missed it,” she said, gazing up at me with lust in her eyes.



I groaned when she stroked my hard-on through my pants. “I wonder whether you could stay for a moment longer. Do you have to be somewhere?” she asked in a seductive voice.



“No I don’t.” My voice was hoarse as my cock expanded under her touch. Riley and Nora were going shopping together and wouldn’t need me for the rest of the day. And the pile of work in my office could wait.



I leaned in to kiss her lips that had been tempting me all morning. She whimpered as she kissed me back, sucking on my lips gently. I recalled how good they felt on my cock the last time she gave me a blow job, and my cock hardened even more. She didn’t hesitate to unzip my pants and slide a hand in to feel me through my briefs.



Fuck. I loved her gentle grip on me and I thrust by instinct.



I pressed the small of her back with one hand so our pelvis joined, and I slipped my other hand between us. I stroke her breast over the silky fabric of her dress, making her whimper. I became bolder and slipped a hand under her neckline to feel her perky mounds. As Sophie wriggled, her dress fell off her shoulders and pooled around her waist. I sucked in a breath when I saw her beautiful naked torso pushing toward me. Her creamy breasts with dusky pink points were fresh peaches begging to be tasted.



“Take me to my bedroom please,” she whispered.



I swept her into my arms and went upstairs.



I placed Sophie on her queen-sized bed and admired her perfect naked body. “You’re fucking perfect.”



“So are you,” she said in a throaty voice. “And I need to see you, Detective.”



I yanked off my shirt at her request, and took off my pants, standing in front of her in briefs.



“Oh God,” Sophie squeezed her thighs together as if trying to quench an ache between them. “Have you ever been an underwear model?”



I chuckled. “I’m glad you like what you see, Sophie.”



I ran the back of my hand from her elegant neck down her flat belly, making her shiver. And then I stroked her creamy thighs to make her squirm. When she spread her legs wide open, I cupped her drenched sex and groaned.



“Fuck, baby. So wet for me,” I said hoarsely as I felt every silky nook and cranny between her thighs, my fingers soaked in her sweet juices.



“Really?” she moaned with a giggle and reached a hand to feel herself. “Oh God. This is new, Detective. No man had ever made me as wet as this. Not even my first boyfriend, and certainly not my ex-husband. You have a way to make women horny.”



“That’s flattering,” I said, my voice even hoarser. I was dying to put my needy cock inside her, but the need to turn her on until she begged for me made me hold on to my lust. Instead, I rubbed my callous thumb against her swollen clit and watched her smiling face slowly contort. “Mmmm,” she whimpered as she released a hot stream of juice.



“You like it? You want more?” I asked as I stroked her fluttering folds. My breathing was ragged as I was turned on by how turned-on she was.



“Yes, Mark, very much. More please,” she purred.



I pushed two fingers into her dripping channel and groaned. She felt incredible, silky, warm, and tight as a virgin.



“Oh God. I love your fingers. So much better than my dildos.”



“Dildos? How many do you have?”



“Only a dozen,” she mumbled.



“Jesus,” I muttered and thrust my fingers faster, feeling jealous. I swirled my fingers on her walls. “You like dildos more than guys?”



“Uhm,” she whimpered. “I hope you aren’t jealous. I prefer them to guys, well, except you.”



“That’s the best compliment I’ve ever gotten,” I said hoarsely.



Her compliment spurred me on and I curled my fingers around her sweet spot. She moaned loudly. “Please, Mark,” she said in a throaty voice. “Enough foreplay. I need your cock, please.”



I growled as my cock twitched excitedly. I took off my briefs in one quick motion and straddled her with my shirt on.



I spread her legs wider and glided my hardness along her wet gash before pushing it into her pussy. Her walls gripped me like a warm glove and I groaned. “Fuck, Sophie. You felt like paradise!” I said as I thrust deeper.



“Mmmm,” Sophie cooed. “You felt like a sex god, Mark. Deeper, please!”



“Yes, Ma’am,” I said as I pulled slightly out. I then grabbed hold of her knees and pressed them to her chest. I glided the fat tip of my erection along the length of her quivering labia before plunging deep into her again, all the way to her cervix.



“Ahh,” Sophie cried out with a jolt, but the blissful look on her face told me she was enjoying it instead of complaining.



I waited until she calmed down before pulling out slowly, feeling her walls humming around my shaft and trying to suck me back into her.



I plunged in again, slow but deep, savoring her pulsing grips.



Sophie’s blue eyes were shiny with tears. “Oh God, Mark. I loved it. Don’t ever stop. More. Please, keep fucking me!”



Her walls clenched as she spoke, gripping me even tighter. I couldn’t help but pump harder and faster into her. Sophie moaned out urgent gasps spurring me on even more. And she pushed her pelvis up to take more of me. She grew hotter and wetter as I plunged in and out of her, and soon her juices soaked my hard length and trickled down to the sheets. Waves of pleasure raced through me as I fucked her with abandon.



Each time I plunged into her, the passionate woman’s hungry pussy gripped me like a new glove that needed to be stretched open.



Sophie spread her hands on my chest, feeling my muscles at first, and then sinking her nails into my skin as her needs grew.



I leaned down to suck her nipples, slowing down my thrusts. She rolled her hips to grind into me as she gripped my back. “Don’t stop, please. I’m close.”



As if on cue, a grunt escaped my throat as an explosive force churned in my groin before it swept through my core. My balls tightened and my cock throbbed in Sophie’s pussy. I tensed for just a second before the intense pleasure blinded me as the volcano erupted inside of me. At the same moment, Sophie’s walls spasmed and her face contorted beautifully as her hot cum washed down my length.



I roared and rammed into her again, rapidly and forcefully, emptying the last drop of my seed into her hungry womb.



I lay atop of her afterward, panting heavily. Neither of us stirred until a moment later. I rolled to my side and smiled at her. She came closer and kissed my nose. “Wow, that was incredible. The girls weren’t exaggerating. Mr. Dickson.”



“Stop it,” I said, stroking her hip. “Glad to be of service.”



“I haven’t had enough,” she said. “Damn. You’re the first man I’ve had in years. I hope you aren’t tired yet?”



“Not at all. Want another round?”



“At the least.”



“You got it,” I said and flipped her to her side. “How would you like it? Doggy, cowgirl?”



“Doggy,” she said. “I know you’re an ass-man.”



Fuck. God knows what else the girls told her.



“Are you asking me to fuck your ass?”



“Yes, but not today. I’ve never done it,” she said as she got on all fours. “Do you like my ass?”



Her ass was heart-shaped and no less pretty than Riley’s. “Fuck yes,” I said as I palmed her greedily. “Just give me a minute to recover, okay, baby?”



“Okay, but maybe we can speed things up a bit,” she said as she slid down and took my wilted cock into her warm mouth.



Fuck me.



Her enthusiasm helped. My cock was at full mast within minutes. I was inside Sophie’s pussy again, taking her from behind, fucking her until we were both exhausted.







After I returned to my office in the afternoon, I called Mike and told him about my new findings from Sophie.



“You don’t think she was lying?” Mike said over the phone.



“No,” I said. “I know it’s just a hunch, but I’m pretty sure.”



Mike paused. “So, what should we do next?”



“I need you to get a search warrant to see whether there are more of those cocaine packets in his nightclub.”



“You think he ingested it on purpose?”



“I don’t know, but we’ll see.”



“Got it.”














Chapter 4
















I was showing Riley how to type a report on Monday afternoon when Mike called.



“Mark, guess what?” He sounded excited.



“What? Did you search Walker’s club? And What did you find?”



“I don’t want to tell you over the phone. Can you come over and see for yourself?”



I hesitated. “I’ve got to send a report for another case I’m working on, and I need another hour or so. Are you done?”



“No, I’ll be here for a while.”



“Did you find anything suspicious?”



“Nothing so far. We’ve found boxes of S&R sugar in the bar’s storage, but they don’t seem to be contaminated.”



“Okay. Is that it?” I asked, knowing there must have been more.



“No, we’ve also found a few packs in his office desk that seem suspicious. And we’re working on opening his safe. No one seems to know the combination, so I’ve called a locksmith.”



“Sure. I’ll see you soon.”







When I arrived at Lone Star, it was noon. The club wasn’t open for business yet, and I was surprised to see Sophie. She wore a button up blouse over jeans, looking casually professional.



“Hi Detective,” she greeted me with a faint blush.



“Hi Sophie,” my cock twitched despite my effort of staying calm. “Are you taking care of the club now?”



“Not really. I’m here because the manager told me the cops were doing a search. Your buddy is still inside Bill’s office. The locksmith has been working on the safe lock for over an hour.”



“I know. He called me,” I said as we walked toward the office, and soon heard the sound of drilling. I waved at Mike, who was standing by the door with another officer named Jim.



“Almost done,” he shouted over the loud noises. “Just give us a minute.”



I waited a few steps away with Sophie until the drilling stopped and we heard a cheering cry. “There we go!”



We headed toward the office and saw the safe with its door opened.



“Thanks a lot,” Mike said to the locksmith as he gathered his tools and exited the office.



“Okay, let’s see what’s in there.” Mike and Jim opened the safe door wider. Sure enough, among cash bundles, guns, and paperwork, was a small case of S&R the size of a lunch box.



Mike took the whole box out and put it on the desk. The descriptions on the box said a thousand counts and one kilogram. It was open, but still nearly full. Mike took a packet out and opened it, and sprinkled the powdery substance on Walker’s desk.



“It looks like sugar to me,” Jim said.



“Yep,” Mike said. “But I’m pretty sure sugar doesn’t have to be locked in a safe.”



“Are you saying that these are all coke?” Sophie looked horrified.



“At least some of them,” Mike said. “But we can’t be sure until we test them in the lab.”



“That’s terrible. What are these for? Was he taking this with his coffee every day?” Sophie asked.



“Maybe,” Mike said. “But I can’t imagine why it’s necessary to seal it nicely and disguise it as sugar.”



I took a packet and examined it front and back. There was something different, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.



I looked around and saw a few S&R lying on top of a table next to a mug and a coffeemaker, and went over to grab a packet.



I put the two packets side by side, and checked. The colors were the same, so was the printing. In fact, everything else looked the same—except for one thing. On top of Sweet and Raw, there’s a letter C. All the packets from Walker’s safe had it, while the others didn’t.



I pointed out the difference to Mike, and he checked the ones he found from Walker’s desk drawer right away. There was also a C on those packets. “You’d better order a test for these, too.”



“Yep,” he said with a nod. “C for cocaine. Not subtlety here.”







Mike and Jim left with the potential drug packets. The club was about to open, and the employees were coming in. Sophie walked me to my car. I curbed my urge to kiss her goodbye. “All you need to do is to maintain that you know nothing about it,” I told her.



Sophie nodded and was deep in thought for a moment before she spoke. “I just remembered something and thought you should know.”



“What is it?”



“Last winter, I came down with a flu and stayed in bed for a couple of days. And I had meals in my bedroom. Walker brought breakfast to me that day, including coffee and toast. There was a pack of S&R. I remember he tried to convince me to drink the coffee with the sugar, saying something like sugar was good for my cold. I didn’t use it, and put the sugar pack in my stationary organizer. It must’ve been the one you found the other day. Do you think he was trying to poison me back then?”



“It’s possible,” I said, reaching to hold her hand. “But no worries. Mike and I are working on the case and we’re close to a conclusion.”



“But why didn’t he just put the drug in my coffee and poison me? Why let me do it myself? I don’t get it… wait. He wanted it to look like I killed myself. What a monster.” She shivered in the midday sun.



I couldn’t help but pull her to me. Stroking her back, I whispered to her, “Stop thinking about it. It’s over. You’re alive and he is dead.” Although we might never prove it, the situation wasn’t difficult to deduce. Walker had forgotten about the drug packet in Sophie’s room, and when he grabbed the one by mistake that day, the C didn’t even ring a warning bell.



Sophie held me tight for a moment and calmed down. “Thank you, Mark. I’m okay now.”



“Are you sure? If you need me, I could stay a while longer.”



She looked tempted for a moment, and then shook her head. “Nah. A while wouldn’t be enough.” She gave me a saucy smile that caused a movement in my pants.



“I could stay for as long as you want me to.”



She chuckled as she smoothed my shirt. “Thanks. I’m not that needy, and you should get back to work. But I want to see you tomorrow. I’m having a pool party at my house. Has Riley or Nora told you that?”



Right. I recalled Riley speaking of it the other day. My cock jolted at the image of my harem in skimpy bikinis. “Of course. I’ll be there.”



“Great,” she said, her voice turning even more husky. “I look forward to seeing you again, Detective.”



“Me too,” I said, tearing myself away from her with a mighty effort and getting into my car before my cock broke my zipper.














Chapter 5
















The party had started when I arrived at Walker’s house on Sunday afternoon. Sophie opened the gate for me remotely and I walked around the house to the back. The pool was as large as the one in my condo community, and the clear blue water looked tempting on a hot summer day. Riley and Nora were in the water, squealing as they swam. Both were wearing tiny bikinis—Riley’s was white and Nora’s was yellow. They paused briefly to wave at me and then ignored me. It looked like they were racing. A covered deck lay between the house and the pool, decorated with luxury chaise lounges and tables.



Sophie was lying on a chaise with Jasper on her lap. She wore a light blue bikini made of three triangles that covered just a few square inches of her perfect body.



“Hi Detective,” she smiled up at me while stroking Jasper’s fur. “You’re late!”



“I’m sorry,” I said, sitting down on the chair next to her. “Got a call from a client right before I left the house.”



“You work too hard,” she said, putting Jasper on the ground and turning to face me. “You need to relax.”



“I know. That’s why I’m here.” My cock twitched at the sight of her boobs that peeked out of her top as she shifted.



“Why’re you wearing so many clothes?” she asked with a teasing smile. “Aren’t you going to use the pool?”



“I am,” I said, taking off my t-shirt.



Lust filled her eyes right away, and she reached across the chairs to feel my pecs. I shivered at her touch.



“You know what?” she said as she picked up a tube of sunscreen from the table next to her. “Let me put this on for you.”



I didn’t think it was necessary since the pool was partially shaded, but I agreed.



She squeezed a large dollop of cream on her hand and applied it to my arm. And then her slippery hand traveled from my chest to my belly and lingered at my waistband. My boner grew in anticipation. “Ooh, somebody is horny,” she said with a smirk.



“How is it possible not to be?” I said sheepishly.



She giggled and went on to work on my legs. Her hands rubbed over my calves, knees, and then my thighs. She slid her hands along my inner thighs deliberately, and slipped them under my trunks.



Fuck. I cursed as she squeezed my balls playfully. “You’re killing me.”



“Really? Let me see.” She cooed and stroked my cock under my shorts. “Oh God. You’re as hard as steel, Detective!”



I pulled her on top of me and pressed her center against my hard-on. “Stop teasing me, woman. Or I’ll fuck you right here on the chair.”



She gasped. “That’s so hot! But we shouldn’t because the girls would be mad at me,” she said with a naughty smile. “We’re supposed to share you today.”



She didn’t make any attempt to move. Instead, she slid her body up and down against mine, grinding on my cock as she moved. Through the thin fabric of her top, her hard nipples felt like mini daggers dragging along my chest.



Fuck me. I grabbed her buttock and kneaded it. She moaned as she continued to dry-hump me, her juices leaking out and soaking my trunks.



I didn’t want to come like this, but didn’t want to stop her either.



I heard moans in the pool and looked over Sophie’s body. The moment I caught sight of the two girls making out, my cock pulsed. Just steps away from us, Nora was pinning Riley against the wall of the pool as they kissed, and she slipped a hand between them to cup Riley’s breast. Riley’s hand was stroking Nora’s back and then her ass cheek. My cock swelled, and I squeezed Sophie’s ass as I watched the show. Sophie moaned louder. Nora pulled Riley’s top down and freed her gorgeous tits, taking one into her mouth. She gazed into Riley’s eyes as the fat nipple went in and out of her pouty lips, moaning with appreciation. Riley writhes against the wall, cupping her other tit as she moaned.



Sophie sensed my drifted attention and turned to look in the pool’s direction as well. “Naughty girls!” she muttered and sat up. “Let’s join them.”



She got off me and the chair and jumped into the pool, and I followed suit.



Sophie went straight to Riley’s side and latched her mouth on her free breast, pushing Nora slightly aside as she sucked on it. “Ooh!” Riley moaned louder as she gazed at me with lustful eyes, making my cock jump in my trunks.



Fuck. I could do nothing but stroke my cock while watching the erotic show.



Nora abandoned Riley and came to me, hooking an arm around my neck. “Hi Daddy,” she cooed. “You look so hot.” She reached up to kiss me with her pouty lips while her hand grabbed my cock underwater.



Our mouths glued to each other, I moved us toward the wall and pushed Nora against it. I untied the strings of her bikini while she tucked on the waistband of my trunks. Soon our garments were floating on water, and I gathered them and tossed them onto the deck.



She gripped my shoulders and wrapped her legs around my waist, and I gripped her hips. My cock found her warm gash and slid over it. Nora giggled as she moaned. “I missed Daddy’s fat cock.”



“I missed your tight pussy too,” I said and dragged the tip of my cock to her entrance with my hand.



Nora gasped as I nudged against her soft flesh, releasing warm juices to welcome me. With that, I sank into her tight pussy and her walls gripped me right away. Her legs clamping on me, she started to ride my steel rod, her pussy walls pulsing as she bounced. I groaned into her mouth, sucking her lips while molding her breast. I hadn’t seen her again since our threesome, although we video-chatted every night. Her young pussy was as tight as the first time when I fucked her, and my cock couldn’t have enough of her. As she rode me, her perky tits mashed against my hard chest and her hard nipples raked my skin. She gazed into my eyes as she ground her hips up and down, taking my cock deeper inside her with each thrust.



Next to us, I glimpsed at the two girls. Riley was sitting on the deck now, legs wide open, and hands caressing her own tits, as Sophie ate her out. I glimpsed Sophie’s tongue flicker rapidly on Riley’s swollen clit, and Riley moaned loudly. “Oh God, Sophie, I love you!” she croaked and pressed her hands against the deck to maintain balance. As she arched her back, her golden tits glowed in the afternoon sun, like the most beautiful tropical fruits, juicy and rich.



My cock throbbed with hunger and lust inside Nora’s young pussy. One hand holding her back, I slid my other hand down her hip and squeezed her ass, pulling her harder and deeper onto my cock with every thrust. Nora groaned, digging her heels into my back and clenching her walls on my shaft as I drove into her. “Fuck me harder, Daddy!” she whispered into my ear and bit my earlobe.



I did what she asked, fucking her harder and faster, and feeling her pussy ripple in waves over my swollen cock.



“I’m coming, Daddy!” Nora’s body stiffened and her muscles spasmed. She mewled as a puddle of cum rushed through her core and immersed my manhood.



I grunted and pushed, hammering her hard and fast while her pussy leaked cum like a swollen stream.



I held my urge to come because I got two more pussies to please. My eyes searched for Sophie and Riley, who had gotten out of the pool earlier. I saw them making out a chaise, with Riley straddling Sophie. Both were completely naked, Riley’s bubble ass pushing forward and backward as she ground her pussy on Sophies. Fuck me, my cock throbbed like a hungry predator ready for its preys. I stood behind Riley, my knees slightly bent as I held her hips. I gripped my rock-hard cock, still coated with Nora’s cum, and guided it between the two fiery bodies. I thrusted between the two pussies, among the soaking pussy lips. Sophie and Riley moaned in unison as they sandwiched my cock. Sophie raised her hips and Riley pushed hers down, as I drove between their slippery centers. My cock tip pressed their swollen clits at the same time, making them squeal with pleasure.



“I need you inside me, Mark,” Sophie demanded in an urgent voice.



“Me too,” Riley echoed.



Damn. I wished I had two cocks. “I’ll do my best, ladies,” I said to them and pulled my cock out from between their bodies. I held Riley’s hips and tilted her ass up. I found her pussy easily and plunged into her from behind. Riley let out a low moan and pushed her ass into my balls, her walls clamping down on my shaft and her crotch crushing Sophie’s as we fucked. Sophie wiggled like a mad woman, grinding her pussy vigorously against my cock as soon I pulled out of Riley.



Fuck
 . I muttered. I might not be able to hold my urge to come before satisfying both of them. I wasn’t that experienced with menages yet and was only having my first foursome, but my desire to make my newly acquired harem happy outweighed my own pleasure. Besides, I wished this orgy could last longer.



I pulled out of Riley and thrust into Sophie’s dripping canal, making Riley complain. I pushed two fingers into her needy hole to placate her while Sophie rose to suck her tit into her mouth. I fucked two pussies at the same time, making both women writhe against each other. “Oh, Mark,” Sophie rasped. “I love your big fat cock. Don’t stop.” Her silky walls echoed her plea, gripping me tight and pulling me back into her every time I pulled out.



I alternated between the two pussies, relishing the incredible feeling of fucking them at the same time. The two women were equally wet and tight, although Riley’s pussy was slightly longer than Sophies, and fiercer, taking me balls-deep each time I pump her. Sophie’s walls were more delicate, wrapping me like a comfortable silk glove. One felt like a tornado and the other a gentle breeze, making it possible for me to last while taking turns between them.



Suddenly, a pair of warm hands wrapped around my chest from behind and I felt Nora’s naked body pressing into my back. Her warm breath tickled my ear when she whispered into it. “Daddy you’re a sex god.” Her hands glided down to my stomach and reached for my balls. She played with them as I thrust into Riley, and then her hand found Sophie’s pussy.



“Fuck Sophie, you’re so wet for Daddy,” Nora muttered with amazement as she fondled the older woman’s pussy lips.



“Touch my clit, honey,” Sophie begged. “Higher up, there, you got it. Press it harder. Ahh!”



Damn. Nora moaned with the others, and her nipples felt like diamonds digging into my back. She was grinding her pussy on my thigh at the same time, using it to get off. Her pussy juices dripped down my leg in a tickling stream. “Fuck me, ladies. I’ve got to come,” I said, as if admitting my defeat.



Sophie and Riley gasped. “Come inside me!” they said simultaneously.



My cock pulsed at their eagerness and I was too dazed to make any sound decision. My hips trembled, and I tensed for just a second before I plunged into Riley’s quivering pussy, spewing out rope after rope of sizzling spunk into her fertile paradise like an erupting volcano. Riley responded right away, releasing a hot stream of cum as her muscles clenched on my shaft.



Still throbbing I pulled out of her and thrust into Sophie, firing another powerful jet of potent seed into her silky womb as her orgasm took her in electric spasms. Her walls clenched and milked the last drop out of me.



After that, my legs turned to jelly and I fell atop of the two ladies. I supported my weight with my arms so I wouldn’t crush them. That was the most powerful orgasm I had ever had. My head spun as Nora also came, uttering a satisfying coo as she held my legs tight from behind.










Epilogue
















I was lying on the white sandy beach in the shade of a giant palm tree. The sea is an immense flat turquoise and the sky cerulean with a few clusters of silvery clouds. My gorgeous girlfriend Sophie lay next to me in a skimpy bikini, her boobs spilling over her top and her pregnant belly protruding slightly above the waistband of her bikini bottom. “It feels like paradise, Mark,” she murmured as she gazed at the natural surroundings. Riley and Nora were chasing waves on their surfboards, and I could hear their loud squeals.



We were spending our Christmas in the Caribbean. Boca Chica was a beautiful beach town next to Santo Domingo and Riley grew up here. The girl had reconnected with her grandma just a month ago and couldn’t wait to come back to visit. She had spent the night at home instead of staying with us at the hotel, but we hadn’t had the chance to meet her family yet.



Walker’s case had closed shortly after we found drugs in his safe. The conclusion was the man accidentally killed himself using the drug that was meant for Sophie. Mike and I also reopened some old cases related to Walker’s employees and associates who had died of drug overdose, and found a link between their deaths and the contaminated S&R sugar. In other words, the man had been a serial killer.



Sophie had been shaken with the fact but recovered shortly. She was grateful for her narrow escape and decided to make her life more meaningful. She had sold the night club and donated most of the proceeds to women’s shelters all over the nation. She had also had the wish to return to teaching, but delayed the plan after finding out about her pregnancy.



Yep. I was about to become a dad. I couldn’t help but reach to cup her three-month baby bump, dying to meet the little fellow.



Sophie cooed and leaned in to kiss me, sucking my lips passionately. The pregnancy hormones had made her hornier than before, and it felt like I could turn her on by a casual touch. I fucked her in the airplane bathroom on our way her, not to mention multiple times a night in the hotel last night after our group sex.



Our bodies soon entwined and our desire intensified. Sophie thrust a leg between mine and nudged my hard-on with her thigh. I groaned. Some beach huts separated our spot from the crowd and there was no one else around. But I couldn’t care less even if there were voyeurs. I palmed Sophie’s plump ass cheek and ground on her body.



“Fuck me, please, Mark,” Sophie murmured, gazing at me with her blue eyes sparkling like the sea next to us.



“Right here? Are you sure?” I groaned as I quickly glanced around us to make sure no one would be offended.



“Yes, Stud,” she said and guided my hand to her drenched hole.



Fuck. Covering our crotch area with a towel, I didn’t wait to pull my cock out of my trunks and thrust into her. “Mmmm, Mark. You’re always so delicious,” she murmured as she matched my movement.



I heard Riley and Nora’s voices coming toward us, and quickened my pace, not wanting the girls to get jealous. I was groaning when shadows cast on us.



“Tsk, tsk. They’re like horny teenagers,” Nora chided.



“Worse,” Riley said, and without warning, lifted the cover from our bodies and peeked at our copulation with envy. “Fuck. That’s so hot. I want to come too.”



“I’ll help you out,” Nora said, wrapping an arm around her friend. “Lie down.”



“No, I can’t do it here,” Riley said. “What if my grandma saw us? Let’s go to the hotel.”



They took off, not without warning us. “Make it quick, you guys. Don’t miss dinner.”



“We won’t,” I croaked while Sophie giggled.



Sophie pulled down her bikini top and let her tits spill. She had gained weight there and was almost as spectacular as Riley now, except hers were more like milk bags. I took one into my mouth and sucked ravenously as I continued to pump into her. “Oh Mark, yes, fuck me with your champion cock, baby. Don’t ever stop. My pussy is your personal fuck toy.”



Shit. Sophie had the filthiest mouth of the three women and my cock loved every word it uttered. It throbbed excitedly as a roaring wave surged over me. I slapped her jiggling ass and grunted, as my jizz flooded her hungry channel.







Riley’s grandma owned Lizzie’s Bar, a restaurant right by the sea, and next to the hotel we were staying. It looked like a giant gazebo with a thatch roof and bamboo curtains, but the interior was decorated with fancy lights and lanterns.



“What a charming place!” Sophie exclaimed as we stepped into the restaurant. All the tables were full except one that was probably reserved for us.



The server, a young man in his twenties, came briskly toward us. “Buenas noches,” he greeted us in Spanish with a pleasant smile.



Riley spoke to him in Spanish and his smile widened. “Come with me, please.” He switched to English as he led us to the empty table and waited until we were seated. “My name is Ricky. What would you like to drink?”



Ricky took our orders with a professional manner, and left promptly, but not without an envious glance at me.



“I’ll be back,” Riley said to us and went to the back of the restaurant.



I watched her disappear to the back of the restaurant, suddenly nervous. The last time I met my girlfriend’s family was at least two decades ago and I cringed every time I recalled the feeling of being scrutinized. I was not meeting any in-laws, but I still cared what Lizzie thought about me. Riley told her grandma about me and her harem sisters, and Lizzie wasn’t exactly receptive to our lifestyle.



A warm hand squeezed mine and I saw Sophie’s smile. “Don’t worry, Honey. I’m sure Lizzie would love you.”



“I can’t imagine anyone who wouldn’t,” Nora added.



I stamped a kiss on each woman’s cheek. “Thank you.”



Riley came back soon, followed by her grandma.



Lizzie was an Irish Caribbean in her sixties, robust and feisty. Riley took her grandma’s arm and introduced her to us. “Everyone, this is my grandma Lizzie. Abuela, these are my friends Sophie and Nora.”



“Hello, Lizzie.” The ladies smiled and waved at the matron.



Lizzy smiled warmly at them. ““Welcome to Boca Chica.”



“And that’s our boyfriend Mark,” Riley said, pointing at me.



Lizzy’s light blue eyes narrowed slightly the moment she focused them on me. They raked me up and down, assessing me silently, penetrating my soul.



I shivered but forced a confident smile. “Hi Lizzie,” I said, standing up, giving her a hand to shake. “It’s nice to finally meet you. I’ve heard so much about you from Riley.”



“Same here,” Lizzie said. “I was dying to see the man who stole my granddaughter’s heart. Now I know what the fuss is about. You’re very handsome.”



I wasn’t sure if it was a compliment or not because the woman wasn’t smiling. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach and I felt tongue-tied. I cleared my throat. “Thank you. Riley is an exceptional girl and I’m a lucky guy to have her.”



Lizzie’s face finally relaxed into a smile. She held her granddaughter and stroked her arm. “She’s a smart girl to have picked you,” Lizzie said. “I can see you know how to treat your women just from the way they look at you.”



I blushed like a teenager. “I…err…”



The older woman laughed heartily. “Just teasing you, young man. Welcome to my restaurant. I’ll treat you and your ladies with our special: grilled spiny lobsters, freshly caught from the Caribbean Sea just this morning, and our aged premium rum.”



My stomach rumbled, and I grinned. “Sounds delicious!”



“You bet,” Lizzie smirked. “And I guarantee you won’t want to go back to America after this.”



My mouth opened, not sure what she implied.



Lizzie left with a mysterious wink, and Riley sat down next to me.



“Does your grandma want you to stay here?” I asked.



She shrugged. “She does. She wants me to take care of the restaurant after she retires.”



“What did you say to her?”



“I said I would think about it, but it wouldn’t happen for another decade.”



“We could all move here with you,” Nora said, breaking the silence.



I wasn’t sure how to respond to the unexpected suggestion, but Sophie was thrilled. “Sounds like a fabulous idea,” she said.



“What do you think, Daddy?” Nora asked me.



“It’s certainly a beautiful place to retire to,” I said, affected by their enthusiasm. “But then again, it depends on how good the spiny lobster and the rum turn out to be.”



“Oh you won’t be disappointed,” Riley assured me while Sophie and Nora giggled. “Lizzie will make sure of it. It’ll be great if we could all live here one day. “We could buy a ten-acre property for just over a million dollars around here, including a forest, and not to mention rivers and lakes. It’d be ideal for us to raise a dozen kids.”



My eyes narrowed. “A dozen?”



Riley and Nora exchanged a look. “Yes, Daddy,” Nora said. “We were going to tell you the news at dinner. Riley and I are both pregnant. So you’ve got at least three kids now. At this rate, it wouldn’t take you long to have a large family.”



My mouth opened for a second before I could utter a word. And then I laughed like a lunatic and stood up to hold each of them. “Thank you, sweethearts. I love you.”



At that precise moment, Lizzie came to us carrying a tray. My mouth watered at the sizzling lobsters.



“You know what, ladies? We might as well check out the real estate around town while we are here,” I announced.



Lizzie put down the food and kissed my cheek. “Thank you, Mark. You made my day. That’s the best compliment I’ve ever gotten, and you make it without even tasting the food.”



“Anytime, Lizzie.” I grinned. “But I would like you to please take away the rum, because my ladies can’t drink tonight and I don’t want to drink alone.”



She took a moment to process the information, and then she grinned. “Congratulations, Mark. I’ll bring juices instead.”



The food was fantastic as Lizzie and Riley promised. Afterward, we strolled back to our hotel. Our suite had an uncovered balcony facing the sea and a hot tub large enough for ten people.



“Who wants to join me in the hot tub?” I asked.



“Me!” they answered in unison.



And within minutes, I was soaking in the hot tub under the starlit sky with three gorgeous naked ladies. Nora and Sophie leaned against my sides, their boobs pressing into my rib cage as they kissed my neck and nibbled my earlobes. Riley stood facing us, cradling her spectacular tits in her hands, lifting them above the water so I could see them in full view. My cock was already hard as I anticipated the unforgettable night ahead of us.
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