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CHAPTER ONE


My feet dragged up every step. Each one a victory, considering my limbs felt like lead weights. I was beat. I’d spent the whole day cleaning a thousand years of dust from my new venture. Anna’s place. I wasn’t sure if that was the final name. I still liked Anna’s naughty niceties.

What I was sure about was how much work the place needed. I really wish I’d paid attention during the viewing instead of... Well, at least Connie got a discount. I wasn’t sure if I got fleeced or got a bargain. But we’d make it work.

I dipped my head around Anna’s door to find my baby girl crashed out on her bed, fast asleep, still wearing her tight jeans and tee. Her auburn curls splayed out over her pillow. Her shoulder poked out of her neckline — even asleep, she taunted me with that. But to me, in every way, she was like an angel. A naughty, mischievous little angel, sent to test and enrich my life. But an angel all the same. She was helping with the cleaning, but I brought her home a few hours ago when she ran out of steam and I ran out of clean products. I’d spent the past few hours rummaging through my years of purchases for more cleaning supplies. It was gonna take more than a quick wipe down to get that place clean.

I left her sleeping.

Light spilled from the open gap in Kate’s door. Not wanting to disturb her, I carefully picked my steps past—

“Jack?” she whispered.

I stepped back. My bare toes dipped into the carpet pile. “Yeah?” I poked my head around her door and squinted at the bright light. When my eyes adjusted... there she was. Sat on her bed in an overlong tee, her raven locks cascading over her shoulder in waves. Her bright, beautiful hazel eyes sparkled in the lamplight. She was biting her lip surrounded by... I narrowed my eyes. “Are those dildos”? I whispered.

She grinned, waving me inside. “Yeah. I picked up quite the collection working with Stella.” She was holding a normal-looking pink shaft, and a distinctively not purple monstrosity. Good Lord, it was as thick as my wrist.

“Do you want me to go?” I smirked. Her dildos were obscene, but I couldn’t take my eyes off her creamy legs as they poked out from under her tee.

“No!” She looked from me to the silicone in her hands. “I wanted your opinion.”

“Okay.” I sat on her bed — giving a wide berth to the other bizarre floppy shapes that graced the comforter. “How can I help?”

“Which should I keep?” She held them out so I could see them. “I’m trying to clear out some stuff, but I can’t decide. I like the dragon, but I don’t want to get used to something so... extreme.” Her eyes danced under her lashes, hypnotizing me, pulling me under her spell. “I don’t want to do anything to make being with you less than...” She bit her lip. “Explosive.”

I eyed the purple one. I think I’d seen something similar in the adult mods for the game Dragon Slayer. I definitely could not compete with that — no man could. “Umm, keep which one you—”

“You know what?”

“What?”

“I don’t need them. Not any more. Do you know why?”

She scooted closer. I leaned in. “Why?”

“Because now I have you.”

I laughed and nodded at the ‘dragon’, “I don’t think I can compete with that.”

She tittered, tossing the silicone on the pile, and scooted into my lap. “But you do. You may not be as... extreme.” She flashed her eyes, sliding her arms around my neck. “But you make me feel just as good. Better even.”

“I do?”

Her hips ground against my crotch under her long white tee. “Of course you do. That can’t make me feel safe. It can’t make me feel loved. It certainly can’t come inside me, make me feel owned and complete, like you do.”

I slid my arms around her lower back. “Owned, huh?” I said with a lopsided grin.

She grinned back. “Yep. I’m yours, Jack. I know some might frown on that. But if we lived in some fantasy land, like the one in that game you and Con play? I’d happily be your property… because I know how good you’d look after me.”

“Katie.”

“I love it when you say my name like that.”

“What? Katie?”

She nodded, biting her lip. “You always call me Kate. But I like being Katie, your Katie.”

I ran my fingers down her side and held her waist. “You’ll always be my Katie—”

Her plush lips silenced me. She scooted as close as she could — pressing her fantastic breasts against my chest and pulled me closer.

I drowned. Plunged into the depths of her silky lips. Her kisses and nibbles. Her tongue as it teased and tasted mine. Tonight she tasted of strawberries and smelled of lavender and coconut. Instantly, the kiss deepened. Our mouths wide, nibbling, mouthing, tasting.

Her hips didn’t stop grinding against me, making me hard. She pulled back with a gasp, sucking in a lungful of air. “It definitely can’t do that.”

I caught my breath and smiled. “I guess it can’t. Suppose that means I’m pretty awesome?”

She tittered, slapping my shoulder. “Jerk. But yes, you are.”

“I would be lying if I said you’re awesome.”

Her eyes became saucers as her fingers dug into my shoulders. “What?”

I grinned at her like a lovesick puppy. “Katie. There are no words to describe how amazing you are. If I tried, it would be a disservice to you. It wouldn’t convey how beautiful you are. How smart and funny. How sexy you are. How you make me feel.”

“Don’t stop, keep going,” she whispered. Her eyes had returned to their normal size, but her gaze was quickly hooding over.

I kissed her cheek, then her lips. “The way you bite your lip.” Then punctuated each thing with a peck as I worked my way down to her collarbone. “You brilliant smile. Your loyalty, your devotion.” I pulled her tee off her shoulder and continued worshiping her like she deserved. “Those sexy little skirts drive me wild.”

She gasped when I found the spot on her shoulder she liked kissed.

“The little noises you make when you’re enjoying something. Your misadventures with sexy toys—”

“You promised we wouldn’t bring that up again,” she said, her voice husky.

I toyed with the hem of her tee and slowly raised it. “I don’t remember making that promise.” I lifted the fabric and slid it over her breasts. She was naked underneath. Her delicious mounds fell into my hands, full and perky. Rosy areolas taunted me, surrounding her pebbled nipples.

Jesus Christ, she was stunning. I couldn’t get over just how much.

“What else?” she said, breathing heavy.

“I told you, my Katie. Words aren’t enough.” I latched my lips over her left nipple. Her back arched with a gasp, pushing her breasts into my face.

“Oh, God, Jack.” Her hands grasped the back of my head, fisting my hair as I sucked her flesh.

“Perfection,” I purred, licking a loop around her moist nub. Then switched sides, licking and sucking while kneading her perfect handfuls.

“Ohh, that feels so good.” She mewled, mouth parted and head lolling. “So good.” Her hips ground faster, dry-humping my hard shaft.

I was ready to drop when I came home. Now just five minutes in Katie’s arms and I was renewed. “Do you want more, my Katie?”

She moaned as I sucked her delicious little bud long and hard. “Yes... Please... Oh, God.” She exhaled a deep, shaky breath as I gently bit her nipple, scraping my teeth down its length. I was careful, just hard enough to make her feel it.

“Do you want more of this?” I sucked and then repeated the same against her other bud. She shivered, spreading her legs wider, leaning back in my arms. “Or should I go... lower?”

She gulped. “Lower?”

She said it like a question, like she wasn’t sure it’s what I wanted or would give. She yelped as I spun us around and placed her on the bed. Her bright, hooded eyes peered up at me and a laugh tugged on her temptress’ lips. There’s one thing she should have learned by now. That I’d give her anything… everything.

“Naughty girl,” I said, lowering to my knees. “You’re not wearing any panties.”


CHAPTER TWO


She bit her lip. “I may have been waiting for you.”

“Is that right?” I slid up the fallen hem of her long tee, exposing her perfect upper thighs. Young taut skin and toned, lithe muscles. I started by kissing the inside of her knee.

She gasped. “Maybe?”

Two more kisses brought me to her inner thighs. They parted wider, and she hooked her calves against the edge of her bed. “I’m glad you did. I missed you.”

“I-I’m sure Anna kept you d-distracted.”

I kissed the few remaining inches to her apex. “Doesn’t mean I didn’t miss you.” Her pussy was a work of art. So perfectly symmetrical. The cute, trimmed curls on her mons. Her puffy flesh either side of her slit, and her pink folds — delicate and tempting me like a siren song.

“I thought about jumping you as soon as you came up... but I didn’t want to seem needy.”

I scoffed, then poked my tongue into the pink and licked through, right up to the throbbing hardness of her clit. “It would be mutual. I need you like I need air.” The musky smell of her need invaded my nose like a sweetness I was born to breathe.

I licked around her nub. She was engorged and pulsing for me. Then flicked her bud with the tip of my tongue. “Fuck! Oh, God, Jack. Fuck.” Her thighs shivered, her body jerked around me.

I gave her the attention such a goddess deserved. Licking and teasing her nub, licking around it until she could take a more direct approach.

Her wet warmth constricted around two fingers as I slid a couple of digits into her heat and then sucked her clit. She almost bolted from the bed in a deep gasp.

I pumped my fingers. Licked and sucked her pulsing nub. Wetness coated my digits — warm and slick. I arched my intrusion, pressing on her inner wall, searching for her spot. She shuddered when I found it. Her legs jerked out like a doctor had used little hammers on her knees. “Oh, fuck, Jack, yes!”

Katie’s hips came alive, twitching, flexing like she could fuck my fingers and grind against my lips simultaneously. She couldn’t, but she tried.

I pumped my digits faster, pressing harder. Sucked and licked faster — flicking my tongue in little waves over her sensitive nub. Tightness grew in her body. Her fingers clasped the edge of the bed, scrunching the satin comforter. Her knuckles turned white.

She panted. Breathing in small gasped breaths. Her mountainous breasts rose and fell, sinking and rising in and out of view from between her thighs.

“Yes... Yes... Yes...” Her hips lifted off the material.

I pumped into her pussy with harder thrusts, sucked her clit long and hard.

She came with a deep, guttural breath. Her body shook uncontrollably. Her legs clamped around my head, locking me in place as she rode her climax. I didn’t stop. I carried her through, prolonging her pleasure, licking and finger fucking her tight, wet pussy. After what seemed like a full minute of convulsing, she collapsed onto the bed, gasping for air.

“Holy,” gasp, “shit,” gasp, “Jack.”

I grinned against her sopping pussy. I loved it when she came, knowing how much pleasure I could give her. Her legs slid aside as fingers gripped my hair and pulled, ushering me up. Not wanting her to pull my hair out, I climbed up her body. A dreamy smile greeted me as she fisted my tee, pulling me in for a kiss.

An explosion of passion enveloped my lips. Unrestrained and wild, Katie kissed me. It wasn’t the wide mouth-to-mouth of our previous kiss, but a stream of small, needy nibbles sucking my bottom lip.

Eventually, I had to pull away for some air. Kate had a glimmer in her eyes and her puffy lips parted. “I want you.” It was a whisper. A needy plea matching the need flushing her porcelain cheeks.

I smiled. “If you let go of me, maybe I can undress?” I placed a gentle kiss on her cute button nose.

She bit her lip. “Sorry.” My tee had two crinkles below the neckline as Kate let go and covered her face with her hands. “Sorry. You make me... I get carried away.”

“Don’t apologize.” I picked up her right foot and kissed inside her other ankle. “It’s another thing I love about you.”

I carefully placed her foot on the bed and stood back. Her head snapped up when she heard my zipper. Grinning, she pushed herself onto her elbows to watch.

My fly was undone, but I was still concealed. Instead of revealing my aching shaft, I slowly inched my shirt up my stomach. I acted the fool. She made me feel foolish — maybe foolishly in love — hiking up my tee in a dramatic, silly fashion. Her smile grew wider. Her breathing hitched when I pulled my shirt over my head, baring my chest.

“Fuck, you’re sexy.”

I paused in the darkness with my shirt over my head, letting her words sink in. Here was this beautiful creature — a goddess beyond words — and she found me sexy? Sometimes I still wasn’t sure if it was all a cruel joke and I was going to wake up on my couch in a puddle of my cum.

But it wasn’t. I pulled the fabric off and tossed it aside. Katie was still there. Her ample breasts, rising and falling, and her pussy staring me in the face — glistening. Naked or covered, she was a sight to behold.

“More, Jack. Show me more.” She was being playful, and it spurred me on, wanting to hear more of the joyful noises and contented laughter that filled my heart.

“Oh, you want more? Of this?” Slowly I let my jeans fall away. “Oh, no. Some of us are wearing underwear!”

She giggled. “Spoilsport!”

I kicked the denim down my legs and then tossed them onto my tee.

“More!” she pushed herself higher onto her hands and her breasts jiggled.

That was a little marvel of physics, that jiggle. Hypnotic in its own way, how her breasts bounced, not only making my cock harder, but making it hard to look at anything else. “More?” I pulled my attention from her mounds and thumbed the hem of my shorts.

“So much more,” she whispered. She bit her lip with vigor as my cock sprang free, rock hard and leaking pre-cum. I whipped off the last layer of clothing and stalked towards her. She backpedaled like prey until she knocked some silicone and they flopped onto the floor. “Wait, wait.” Kate was flushed, breathing hard. “Umm.”

I stopped on my knees before her. “What? What’s wrong?”

She bit her lip again. God, that was adorable, and sexy, no matter how many times she did it, which was a lot. “Can you?”

“Can I what?”

She shook her head, her cheeks flushing harder. Waves of dark, silky hair covered her face. “I can’t say it.”

I shuffled closer, stopping between her thighs, placing my hands on her knees. “Say what?”

“What I want.”

“Why not?”

“You might laugh,” she said from under her silky curtain.

“I promise I will not.”

She puffed some strands out of her face. “Promise?”

“Katie, of course, yes. Whatever it is, if I can, I’ll do it.”

She shook her head again. “Now I’ve built it up. It’s gonna be anticlimactic.”

I shuffled closer and parted her locks on either side, cupping her face. “Just tell me.”

“I w-want you to tie me up.” She furiously bit her lip, then quickly added, “Nothing serious, just... my hands to the headboard.”


CHAPTER THREE


I smiled. “Is that all? I would love to.”

“You would?”

I leaned back on my haunches. “Hell, yes! Having you tied to the bed would be sexy as... well, it would be sexy. Even more if it’s what you want.”

“I love you, Jack.”

I took her in my arms and held her, inhaling her scent, feeling her warmth and her athletic frame. She felt so small against me, not as much as Anna, but close. No matter which one it was, they fit perfectly against me. “Never be afraid to tell me what you want, okay?”

“Don’t tell me that... I have ideas.”

“I’ve already paraded around with you on a leash and spanked Connie in the wilderness… this is nothing. What else is there?”

“Oh, a lot.”

I cupped her cheek again. “I look forward to hearing all of them. Now, how are we doing this? Do I need to go get a tie, or do you—”

“No, I still have the cuffs.” Of course she did. She felt around under the pile of silicone she hadn’t knocked off and pulled out a pair of silver handcuffs.

Back on my haunches, I chuckled. “You really were waiting for me, huh?”

She raised her hand and held her index finger and thumb slightly apart. “A little?”

“Where’s the key? I don’t want to get you stuck and have to get the hacksaw—”

“No key. They’re safety cuffs. Just push this little button to open them.” She showed me with far too much enthusiasm. But then, that was one thing I loved about Kate. She really loved this stuff, and I learned something every time.

I took them from her, but kept hold of her arm. Slowly, I levered the cuff around her wrist. The metal clicked its way as the teeth vanished inside. Her mouth dropped open.

“Okay?” I asked, lifting her now cuffed arm above her head.

“It just feels different when someone else does it.”

I slid the empty cuff around a bar in her headboard. “Different bad?”

Her other wrist was already waiting for me on the other side. “No, different good.” Her bottom lip met her teeth. “More vulnerable.”

“That’s good, right?” I snapped the metal around her free wrist and let go. Her arms fell between the cold metal poles.

She nodded, her eyes flashing. “Fuck.” Her body shuddered under me.

“Now I can do anything to you.” I pulled her hips closer, until the chain between the cuff grew taut around the bar, and her arms were pulled above her head.

“I trust you.” She was breathing shallowly, like she was struggling for air.

“Just tell me if you want to stop.”

She shook her head. “Oh, God, Jack. Please, I need you inside me.”

“Your wish is my command.” But I didn’t move, not right away. I took a mental picture of Katie, bound to her bed, naked before me.

“Jack,” she hissed. Her hair spread out on the bead around her head and over her shoulders. “Please don’t tease me. Not now.” Her hips continued that circular motion she’d used against my crotch when she was in my lap.

“Sorry.” I snagged a pillow from the side and pushed it under her back, then pulled it down to her bottom, lifting her. I’d read about using a pillow to change the angle of entry and I was curious to try it.

I took hold of her ankles and positioned myself at her entrance, slicking the crown through her folds. She was dripping.

“Please, please, please,” she begged, rattling the chain against the metal bedframe.

I couldn’t make her wait, couldn’t go slow. With one thrust, I pushed inside her. Warm, wet, and tight, Katie gripped me as her back arched. She shuddered. “Fuck, that’s the spot.” She had little wiggle room, pinned by the cuffs, sheathed on my cock and her legs lifted together, gripped against my chest.

Guess the pillow worked, after all. I fucked her tight entrance, slowly at first. My fingers kept slipping on her silky skin, and the scent of lavender lingered.

I took a breath to center myself. I could come on the spot, considering how incredible it felt to plunge inside her. But I couldn’t do that to her. I focused, steeled my resolve, gripped her legs together, and hammered my hips.

“Jesus, you’re so tight.” Every push inside her silky depths was like plunging into a fist covered in satin.

“Ugggggghhhhh,” was her response — a garbled moan. She tugged against the cuffs again, like she wanted to remind herself she was trapped.

“No escape, Katie. You’re mine.” I used a deeper voice, one laced with possessiveness.

Her pussy squeezed me, slowing my rhythm for a second, before I continued. Her breathing hitched, becoming strangled gasps.

Wetness oozed around her entrance. Her mouth was open. The chain tinked against the headboard with every thrust. The smell of her dripping desire drifted in the air. The sound of wet squelching joined her breaths as I continued to thrust inside her.

Her breasts rocked and swayed back and forth with every deep, skin-slapping thrust. How was I here? How did I get so lucky? How hadn’t I come yet?

I grit my teeth at the realization. My dick was on fire, desperate to release its payload, desperate for relief. As much as I didn’t want this to end, I needed to come. I needed her to come and put me out of my wonderful misery.

“Never gonna let you go, Katie. I’ll keep you locked up and chained to my bed.” My hips punctuated each word with a deeper, harder thrust. I tried to tap into her kink and use it to send her over the edge. She writhed, fighting against her bonds, wiggling her ass, grinding and trying to fuck me back. “You’re mine.”

Her thighs quivered, vibrating down her legs against me. Her fingers spread in a twitching grip, grasping the air.

We locked eyes, her hazels wide and searching. I fucked her harder — ragged — barely holding on. I was squeezing the life out of her legs, gripping them tight like a life raft in a storm, riding the waves.

It was too much. The sensation pulsing from my cock, tingling from the crown as it slid against her insides, was too much to fight against.

“Fuck!” I cussed in defeat, thumping against her ass, pushing deep, and then erupting inside her.

Thank God it pushed her over the edge. With a mewl, she whimpered through an orgasm. The chain rattled and her hands shook. Her body spasmed, a few large jerky movements, before settling into a full-body twitch. She stopped breathing for a second while her pussy pulsed around my releasing cock, pumping, milking my shaft for every drop.

She gasped, shaking for another second before flopping down on the bed, going limp. Her pussy’s pulsing faded to sporadic aftershocks.

Oh, shit. Suddenly, a wave of fatigue washed over me. The day catching up, the exertion of fucking this perfect creature, and the way her pussy had sucked the life-force from my cock. I gave it all gladly.

“Oh, wow.” She panted. Her silky, raven locks had formed waves around her from the rocking rhythm of her body. I gently placed her legs down on either side of me and then climbed forward — still buried inside her. Her thighs parted wider as my hips pushed. She beamed up at me, smiling through her dreamy haze. She winced when she moved her arms.

“Want me to release you?” I ran fingers through her hair, pushing clumps out of her face.

“No... yes, it’s hurting.”

Quickly, I pressed the button, and she moaned as her wrists sprang free. Bright red rings looped around her flesh. “Katie, you’re hurt?”

She grinned, rubbing the angry patches of skin. “So worth it.”

I sighed in relief, shifting onto my side. My shaft slipped from her pussy and — “OW!” I hissed, rolling onto and then tossing a spiteful-looking toy.

She giggled as I pulled her close. “Baby,” she whispered, snuggling against me.

I held her as a wave of sheer contentment crashed over me. I inhaled the coconut scent of her hair and nuzzled against her ear. Her silky tresses tickled my nose. “How are your wrists?”

She rolled, so we were spooning, wiggling her butt against my soggy shaft. “Looks worse than they feel.” She tittered. “Guess I’ll have to wear bracelets or someone might think you’ve been keeping me tied up.”

I wiggled my hips against her ass. “Well, they wouldn’t be wrong.”

She chortled, and then we fell into silence, wrapped in each other’s arms. Until a nagging thought popped back into my head. “What do you think about… babies?” I whispered.

She stiffened in my arms. “What do you mean?”

I inhaled more of her. God, I could have just lived there, in her arms, feeling her skin against mine. Breathing in her fruity scents. “It’s just something Connie said when she was over at the weekend.”

She rolled again, so we were facing. “What did she say?” She gazed at me, brow furrowed.

I paused, wondering if I should have said anything, but I couldn’t lie to Kate. “She said she wasn’t on birth control anymore.”

Katie gasped, her eyes flashing. “That bitch. First she tried to steal you, now she’s trying to take this?”

That was not the answer I expected. My face scrunched in confusion. “What do you mean?”

“Uh...” She took her bottom lip and started chewing.

“Katie, what?”

“I guess we should have talked about this sooner?” She gave me a guilty little laugh, and I don’t think she intended to be so adorable, but I guess she couldn’t help it.

“What? Babies? How on earth is Con taking that away?”

“Okay, confession time. I haven’t been on any kind of birth control. Not even on our first night together.”

I think my brain froze. Not because I was in shock, I always wondered, maybe even hoped a little. I can’t imagine anything greater than having a family with them, any of them, all of them. We already felt like a little unit — if a slightly unconventional, sex obsessed one. I just couldn’t think of anything to say. “Ummm...”

“I’m sorry. You’re not mad, are you? I know I should have said something. I don’t know if I am or not, I’ve been too scared to test, and my period has been late randomly before... Now I’m babbling. Jack say something.” Kate’s eyes were pleading, shining in the light of her bedside lamp.

I smiled my most reassuring smile — a lazy tug at the corner of my lips, scrunching my cheeks. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

She exhaled a long breath, then took another one. She scrunched one side of her face. “I was scared you’d say no? First that maybe you wouldn’t sleep with me. Later that maybe you didn’t want kids, or wouldn’t want them with me.” She started biting her nails.

I stopped her, taking her hands in mine. “Katie.” I paused, waiting for her to make eye contact again. “First, there was no way I wouldn’t have slept with you that night. There was nothing on earth that could have stopped me—”

“Really? Because I wanted you so badly.”

“Yes really. Second? I’ve never really thought about having kids.”

Her face faded to a pure expression of woe.

I squeezed her hands tighter. This really meant a lot to her. “But if I wanted kids with anyone, it would be with you... and I guess Connie and Anna. I would love nothing more for us to be a big, happy family.”

“Oh, my, God, really? You’re not just saying that?”

“Does that sound like something I’d do?”

She grinned, her eyes gleaming. “No, I guess it isn’t.”

“But why are you mad at Connie?”

“I was scared you’d like her more if she was having your baby.”

I pulled her close and held her tight. “Oh, Katie.” They told me often how much they loved me, but it never occurred to me they might need reassurance back. “Never gonna happen. No matter what, I will always love you, all three of you. That’s how this works. You sold me on that dream, Kate. No fighting, no jealousy. Just the four of us together against the world.”

She sighed against my shoulder. “I love you, Jack.”

“I love you too.” I separated from her long enough to push the crap from her bed and snuggle us under. “If you want, we can pick up a test tomorrow, on our way to Connie’s thing?”

“It’s okay,” she said, kissing my cheek. “I’m not worried about it anymore.”

“Good.” I held her until her breathing slowed and she drifted asleep, contented in my arms.


CHAPTER FOUR


The following evening, dressed to the nines, we drove into a parking area on the edge of town. “Damn, look at all the money sat in this lot.” There were at least four Grundas and a couple Zilks — that was a damn hyper car. Senator Bridgeport had some very rich supporters.

“Can’t.” Kate flung open the car door as soon as I parked. “I gotta pee!”

Her sparkly covered ass wiggled around the front and then hobbled off inside the grand white building. An enormous banner hung across, declaring how Senator Bridgeport was going to change everything for the better. I scoffed. Maybe he could make things better for his daughter first, so she didn’t look so ragged every time she turned up on my doorstep.

Connie would soar without that albatross around her neck.

“We shouldn’t be here!” Anna piped up from the back. “My baby needs me.” She pushed herself between the seats and climbed into my lap.

I rolled my eyes. “Anna, there’s nothing to do. The new equipment won’t be installed until tomorrow—”

“But... But... But, I should be there! There’s so much to do!”

She scooted around, kneeling on my thighs, and sat on her butt. I slid the seat back to give her some room. “Anna, breathe. It’s okay Baby girl.”

“No, you’re right. You’re right.” She took an adorable deep breath, scrunching her eyes at the corners, looking so very serious. “I just don’t want to fuck it up. You’ve spent all this money and it will be my fault. You’ll blame me. Con and Kate will blame me and—”

“Anna,” I said in my firm daddy voice, cupping her cheek. “It’s okay. It’s not all on you. We’re all in this together. No one is going to blame you. We don’t even have a working stove in the damn place yet. So relax. Try to enjoy the evening, okay?”

“I’m sorry. I was freaking out.” She took another breath. “I’m okay now. Thank you, Daddy.” The panic shifted to that concerning sparkle of mischief. “Can we tell people I’m your daughter again? That was so much fun last time... their faces when I pushed my hands down your pants!”

I almost felt whiplash at her sudden change, but I chuckled, feeling my cheeks flush at the memory. Something had never been simultaneously so embarrassing, arousing, and funny in my life. I was genuinely tempted. “I don’t think so? We don’t want to embarrass Connie. We’re her guests. She bumped a few important business types so we could be here for her.”

“Oh, please! These things are so boring. Those stiff shirts should thank us for taking their places.”

I smiled at her. “We’re here to keep Connie sane… but we’ll see.”

I almost jumped out of my skin when a knuckle knocked against the window. Kate pulled the door open and Anna scampered out. Her short, shimmery golden dress had risen, flashing me her red lace thong. I instantly knew she was going to be a handful.

“You hiding?”

My eyes devoured Katie in her shimmery golden dress. It was the same as Anna’s, but it contoured to her curvy figure more. “Just giving the munchkin a pep talk.”

I slipped out and smoothed the creases in my suit. Connie had been adamant that we act the part tonight, and that we couldn’t be together as it was a fundraiser for her father’s campaign... or something. Connie was usually light on the details with her family, and I often glossed over, far too busy losing myself in her bright blue pools as they glimmered at me. Being around her is like being surrounded by a constant stream of shiny things.

I locked up and took Kate’s hand. “So, if she’s my daughter?” I pointed at Anna as she trotted ahead, swaying her cute butt in the tight golden party dress. “Assumably from another marriage—”

“Yes!” Anna fist-bumped, slowing to walk by my side and taking my other hand.

“Does that make you my younger, outrageously too-good-for-me, wife?”

Anna sniggered. “That makes you my new mommy! Shit, this is gonna be fun.”

“Oh, wow, really?” Kate looked up at me, biting her lip. “I’d love that. Can I spank her if she’s naughty?” She pointed to Anna with a grin.

“Sure.”

“Daddy!”

We slipped through security with our guest passes and entered a world of pomp and snooty assholes. Not that all rich people are snooty assholes, just this lot. Groups of finely dressed lambs bleating, moving from herd to herd, stalked by wolves to subdued classical music, who eyed not their well-dressed bodies, but their fat wallets.

“Oh, thank fu... feck, you came.” We all turned to see Connie standing in a long, black satin gown. Her blond locks hung over the material like spun gold in the dark. But she looked drained and defeated — we were fashionably late, but the evening was only just getting started.

“You look... incredible.” The words tumbled out of my mouth, unable to find a descriptor that did her justice.

She flashed me a smile of sunshine that make her eyes sparkle for a second. “So do you... maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.” She shuffled, not knowing what to do with her hands, before crossing them under her plump bosom. “But I don’t think I would have made it through the night without you being here.”

Anna sniggered again. “Kate and Jack are married and he’s my daddy from another marriage.”

Connie looked at her with a blank stare before she answered, “You are gonna get me in so much trouble.”

“I know, right?” Anna rubbed her fingers together. “You’ll thank me later.”

Kate squeezed my hand, and Connie put hers on her hips, scowling. “Why not just both be married? Cause a real stir!” Connie huffed, puffing her cheeks.

I pulled Anna back to my side. “Don’t worry, I’ll keep her on a short leash.”

Kate whimpered. “If only.”

“I’m gonna go. Please keep this to a minimum. I don’t need another lecture about how I’m not embracing the Bridgeport values enough.”

“Connie,” I said, keeping my voice low. “I’m here if you need me. I’m sure there’s a secluded corner somewhere, if you need a cuddle to get through it?”

My grumpy princess grinned, but it faded quickly. “Don’t tempt me. Ugh, this sucks. I gotta go before I do something scandalous. Be good.” She gave Anna a pointed look.

“No promises,” Anna giggled as Connie waddled back into the crowd of mingling bodies draped in satin, silk, and finely cut suits.

“Oh, don’t you just look darling,” a tall aging woman said, stopping with a tall glass in her hand.

Anna grinned. “This is my daddy and my new mommy!”

The woman paled, looking between the three of us, and all I could do was smile. “Oh, is that Susan Clementine? Please excuse me.” She spun and sashayed away with an expression of someone who just stepped on something unpleasant.

Anna giggled.

“Good job Banana,” Kate whispered. The woman was now gossiping with a large group of women and they were not giving us kind looks.

“Lets take her somewhere she can’t do any more damage. Come along, wife,” I tittered, tightening my grip on my girls and steering them away from the onlookers to the back of the room. There was a buffet, so we gathered some nibbles and found a table in secluded corner.

“So, what are they raising funds for?” Anna asked, nibbling on a brownie that was quickly coating her pink lips in chocolate. “Puppies? Orphans?”

“The good senator’s campaign trail, you know, so he can get reelected.”

Anna paused. “What? But he’s rich. Why would he need to raise funds?”

“Because,” I said, “he want’s to stay rich.”

“But that’s crap.”

I patted my baby girl’s knee. “That’s politics.” I shoved a tiny little pizza the size of a quarter in my mouth. Thankfully, they were easy to eat with one hand because Kate refused to release my other.

“I love being your wife,” she whispered.

I grinned at her. “But darling, you’ve lost your ring again,” I said, using a snobbish voice.

“Oh, baby, you’ll have to buy me a new one,” she snobbed back. “At least a bazillion carats.”

“Can I have an iPhone… and a pony?” Anna tittered, sipping her pepsi.

Connie slumped in the spare seat around the table, instantly grabbing my free hand under the table. “Ugh, finally. I think I’ve thanked everyone for coming. They won’t miss me for a while.”

“You okay?” I asked, squeezing her hand.

“Better now. I heard about the handsome man with the wife the same age as his daughter, by the way.” She glared at Anna, who tittered, nibbling another brownie.

“They said handsome, did they?” I smirked.

She grinned, wiggling her eyebrows. “Very.”

“Is your dad leaving?” Kate asked, nodding behind us.

We all turned to see a tall thin man in a dark, crisp suit shaking hands as he strolled towards the exit. He oozed arrogance, power, and that smarmy way of thanking someone for their contribution, but simultaneously criticize them for not giving more.

Connie slumped against me. “Thank fuck for that!”

“Guess he’s had enough. That’s a shame… was kinda hoping me meet him—”

Connie crushed my fingers. “No. Fucking. Way.”

“Why not?”

She stared deep into my eyes with her bottomless pools of crystal clear blue. “Because, one glance at the way I look at you… and he’ll know.”

I smirked. “Know what?”

She flashed me her perfect teeth. “Oh, I don’t know… perhaps that I’m madly in love with you?”

Kate scoffed. “Sorry, he’s already married.”

I chuckled, squeezing Kate’s hand. “You know, I think you're right, darling.”

“I changed my mind,” Anna piped up. “I wanna be your wife too… and I’ll still call you daddy… that would be more fun! They’d go cross-eyed at that!”

Connie mock-huffed. “What about me?”

I turned to Kate. “What do you think, my wife? Is there room for one more?” I said, still using the snooty voice.

Kate bit her lip, her bright hazel eyes hooded under her gaze... then she smirked. “I’m sure we could make room at the bottom of the bed—”

“Bottom? What the fuck am I, a dog?”

“Woof” Anna barked.

Kate giggled.

“Obviously we need a bigger bed, if I am to have three wives,” I said, sounding like some kind of medieval lord.

“Oh, my God! They’d freak if we went around saying that!” Anna giggling to herself.

“Okay, we’re not doing that. I’m not turning what we have into entertainment.”

A smile lit up Connie’s face, banishing the earlier frustration. “I know what we can do.” She slid out of her seat, still holding my hand. With a glint in her eyes, she dragged us around the back of the stage and behind the enormous banner attached to a metal frame that had been hiding a small storage space.


CHAPTER FIVE


“No one will find us behind here,” Connie whispered. “And we’ll be right under their noses.”

“As long as you don’t bite me again.”

“Then you’d better stay quiet, Con—” Kate started.

“If you can,” Anna finished.

“Ha, ha,” Connie mock-whispered, deadpan.

The text of the banner was backwards, but it was like the one outside proclaiming Bridgeport’s commitment to the future. It was a cozy space and so close to the main ballroom where everyone mingled, we could hear almost every word.

I snagged some cushions from some fancy side chairs and placed them on the floor, making a nice little nest for our spot of rebellion.

“So—” I asked, but Connie silenced me with her plush, pink mouth. Her tongue slicked against my bottom lip as her hands fumbled with my zipper.

Right, direct to business.

“This feels naughty,” Kate whispered into my ear. “What if we get caught?”

“What if we don’t?” Anna giggled, then muffled the sound presumably with her hand.

My fingers slid through the perfectly styled silky locks of my blond bombshell as she unfastened my zipper, yanked my pants down, and grabbed my cock. Her lithe fingers wrapped around and pumped my hardening length, rubbing her thumb over the tip. Surges of tingly pleasure shot from my shaft, making my hips buck.

Connie’s eyes sparkled in the dim spotlights as she pulled away, leaving me horny and dazed. “Down,” she whispered, placing her other hand against my chest and pushed.

Happy to go, I was eager putty in her... their hands. Kate and Anna on either side eased me down onto the cushions, fumbling with my buttons, almost tearing my shirt open.

I dropped to my knees and my hard cock slipped from Connie’s fingers, bobbing, dripping.

Connie stayed where she was, towering above me in black satin. Kate and Anna pulled my shirt over my shoulders, baring my chest. Kisses and nibbles attacked my flesh on either side as Connie hiked up her dress inch by inch, revealing her glossy black stockings. Slowly, she continued lifting the gathering material, sliding the silky fabric against my lips.

A small frame — presumably Anna — pressed against my back and continued the assault of kisses to my shoulders, neck and back.

Kate moved around front and zeroed in on my waiting shaft. I shuddered as she plunged her lips over the length, deep throating in one smooth movement, pressing her lips against the base and licked my balls.

I didn’t have time to enjoy the shock of that, as Connie continued to lift her dress, revealing her naked pussy. Her fingers curled in my hair, scrunched, then pulled my face between her legs. We both moaned as my lips locked over her clit and Kate sucked my crown.

“Suck her, Daddy,” Anna whispered in my ear, “Make her feel good. You’re going to fuck us all, real good, right?” The saucy little minx teased me, knowing I couldn’t stop her, but I had a free hand, and felt for her legs. My fingers walked up her smooth thighs until I felt the shimmery fabric of her short dress. She was kneeling and parted her thighs, hiking the hem, when I probed deeper, pushing my hand between her legs. Her red thong was silky to the touch as I slid my fingers up and down. It took all my concentration to continue licking and sucking Connie’s clit while Kate sucked my cock with such enthusiasm I was seeing stars.

I felt just how wet my baby girl was, rubbing through the silk. It was only a vague awareness, as it’s really hard to focus when you have three goddesses assaulting you, surrounding you, sucking you off, filling your senses with wet musky need.

“Yes, Daddy!” Anna gasped into my ear, before she sucked on my earlobe. Her panties slid aside easily, just as easily as my fingers slid inside her tight little pussy. My hand contorted just enough to pump my digits in her slick heat. “Fuck me, Daddy. Ughhhhh.”

Connie snapped my waning attention with a yank of my hair. The needy princess ground her flesh against my lips. To show her I was, in fact, paying attention. I poked my tongue as deep in her entrance as I could. She shivered against me. “Fuck,” she hissed, maybe too loudly. I couldn’t tell. I was wrapped in a cocoon of silky locks, lips, and pussy.

“Don’t forget me, Jack.” Kate shuffled around and her hips pressed against my thighs. She rubbed her hip against my leg like the horny little sex kitten my Katie was. I rubbed the shimmery fabric over her delicious ass with my free hand and then lifted the hem. She continued to wiggle as if she couldn’t keep still, making it harder to lift up the fabric. But once I did, I found that like Connie, Kate was yet again being naughty and not wearing any panties.

The purest of pleasures pulsed through me as her lips sucked down my cock, and my fingers slid inside her silky pussy. She hummed around my length, sending vibration into my sack — into my soul.

“Don’t stop, Daddy!” Anna hissed. I resumed pumping my fingers in my baby girl’s tight slit. God, it was hard to coordinate fingering two girls while lick a third.

Guess I need more practice.

I steeled my focus, trying to ignore the fist-curling pleasure Kate was giving me with her magical mouth, and doubled down licking, sucking and pumping. I teased Connie to the edge, but kept her there, grinding her dripping pussy against my lips, soaking my chin. Katie and Anna, however, I thrust two, then three fingers inside their sopping holes, catching their clits with my thumb wherever possible.

She came first, gripping my digits and almost choking herself on my cock. I do not know how I didn’t come from that — guess I was too focused on the task at hand — but I came close. With a mewl, she pulled off whimpering and flopped her head on my pelvis while her pussy squeezed me for all its worth.

Meanwhile, annoyed with my inability to move my hand behind my back enough, Anna was fucking herself on my fingers. I scrunched all four digits together, and she gasped against my ear as she impaled herself to the second set of knuckles. “Ohhh, yes! Daddy, yes! So… big!” I struggled to hold my hand up under her hard thrusts and her tightness against my cluster of digits, but thankfully, she came a moment later. I spread my fingers, letting three slide inside her convulsing heat.

I had no time to relax. Kate pulled my palm from between her thighs and sucked my fingers clean of her sticky spend — pushing my digits as deep as her mouth would take them. I hadn’t felt her moving — too lost in Anna’s orgasm and Connie’s pussy — until her thighs pressed against my legs. I tried to imagine what she was doing as I licked through Connie’s folds. Kneeling or squatting, trying to line herself. Whatever she was trying to do, she tried a little too hard, and I fell back. I pulled my digits from Anna, catching myself before I landed on my baby girl.

“Naughty, Daddy,” Anna hissed in my ear, easing my head into her lap. She teamed up with Connie, holding me in place as the blond bombshell didn’t flinch, dropping to her knees and covering me in the darkness of the satin fabric of her dress. Her sopping pussy covered my lips, and she resumed her needy grinding.

I gurgled a moan against her flesh as Kate straddled my lap and sank herself onto my cock, impaling her slick hole on my throbbing cock.

I came alive. Even though I was outnumbered, covered, restrained, and surrounded by the sweetest pussy in existence, I was still in control. I flexed my hips, fucking Kate back. I latched onto Connie’s legs under her dress and spread her wider, sinker her lower and just went to town on her delicate folds.

“Fuck,” she gasped, riding my face hard and fast.

Katie mewled, bouncing on my thighs. I used my purchase on Connie’s limbs to fuck up into Kate hard. Our bodies slapped together as I chased the need to come.

“Fuck her good, Daddy. Give her all of your cum... but save some for me.” Anna sniggered, muffled by Connie’s thighs pressing against the side of my head. Anna was being frisky tonight.

Connie shuddered, flooding my mouth with her sweet nectar, twitching her thighs, but I didn’t let go, even as I exploded into Kate. Pushing up, lifting the raved haired goddess. She gasped and her pussy squeezed my spurting cock, greedily milky the ropes of cum painting her unprotected channel. But I couldn’t stop. I was possessed. I kept licking and sucking Connie. Licking her flood as she shook above me for what seemed like hours. I was lost in them, these magical girls, sent from on high.

Connie panted. I felt as much as heard her wheezing, strangled gasps. But I would not let her off easily. I wanted more.

At some point, Anna and Kate switched places, and the supreme tightness of Anna’s tiny pussy fisted my slick shaft, reinvigorating its softening hardness back to life. She was already riding me by the time it became a steel bar, plunging inside her squeezing channel.

“Oh, God, Jack, I can’t... I can’t... Don’t stop,” Connie gasp-whispered. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. I needed her to come again.

Anna was sliding up and down my cock. I couldn’t feel her thighs slapping against me, just her ass, so she must have been crouching, squat-fucking me like a jackhammer.

Driven to a near frenzy, I came again inside Anna, giving my baby girl whatever I had left, flexing my hips, fucking her back until the fight drained from my limbs.

Fighting through a wave of fatigue, I clutched Connie, licking her hard, sucking her throbbing, engorged clit.

Anna’s tight little slit quivered as she moaned, scrunching her nails against my knees.

“Shhhh!” Kate hissed.

Connie shook, frantically fucking my mouth, moaning raggedly on the edge of another orgasm. Her pussy slapped my dripping lips until suddenly she convulsed, spraying my mouth with a torrent of warm, wet, sweetness.

Then a soft crashing sound filled the air... followed by a gasp. Connie became ridged above me. I lifted her dress and peeked out from under the dark satin to see the banner hanging off, a section still held in Connie’s scrunched fist.

A bunch of guests holding champagne glasses huddled, staring in disbelief — except one older guy who started rubbing his crotch — mouths ajar.

“Oh, my god!” Kate screeched, grabbing the banner and holding it up to block their gawking gazes.

“Holy fuck!” Connie gasped, twitching through an aftershock.

“Guess that answers what would happen,” Anna Giggled, lifting off my hips.

A need to protect Connie thundered through me, forcing my tired body into action. I slid out from under her frozen form. Kate looked like a frightened rabbit, flushed, holding the banner against the frame. We shared the same instinct... flee.

I stood and zipped my pants. Leaving my shirt undone, I scooped Connie into my arms, struggling to gather her dress. Once I knew I wouldn’t trip over the fabric, I held her close. She snuggled into my chest, dipping her head, hiding under her golden locks. “I’m in so much fucking trouble,” she said, sounding on the verge of tears.

Kate and Anna fixed their dresses. Anna was grinning like a loon, enjoying the spectacle far too much. Kate bit her lip.

I nodded to Kate. “Let’s get out of here.”

“Banana, grab Con’s bag,” Kate whispered.

Anna saluted.

With a gulp, Kate dropped the banner revealing a growing audience. Like I’d just rescued the damsel from a dragon, Clutching Connie, I put a smile on my face and strolled between the stunned faces, the sniggers and that one dude who was jacking himself off through his pants, and made as swift an exit as possible with my girls in tow.

Just before she left, Anna turned to the shocked crowd and said with glee, “It’s okay. We’re his wives, and he’s also my daddy!”
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