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CHAPTER ONE


“Daddy! Daddy! Wake up, Daddy!”

The excited voice flooded into the dark world, pulling me from my dream. I was on a weird road trip, but in the future, where all the cars drove themselves and I had to find more extreme ways of keeping my passengers entertained.

“Daddy!”

One of them was restless again.

“We open in a week! There’s so much to do!”

A weight pressed against my chest. I blinked the darkness away and stared into two bright brown eyes as wide as saucers. Auburn curls framed the orbs of panic, and a luscious pouty mouth frowned at me. Memory seeped through the dream fog. Not my daughter, just my mischievous Anna and her daddy kink.

“Go back to sleep, Banana,” a sweet voice whispered. An arm tightened around my waist.

“Anna,” I croaked, trying to clear the fog from my mind and concentrate on the needy nineteen-year-old sat on my chest. “What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong? Haven’t you been listening?” She thumped my chest with her tiny fist. She’s adorable. “We have a week, Daddy! Seven days until we open! I’m not ready!”

I sighed and closed my eyes. “Anna, it’s fine. We have plenty of time. You’re not alone in this... remember?”

Her nails scrunched through my chest hair, sparking a growing twitch in my shaft. “I can’t stop. I’m too wired!”

“I need my sleep. You know what you have to do,” Kate whispered, sounding dreamy. Her dark waves flowed over the pillow, eyes closed like sleeping beauty.

“Daddy!”

I snapped. I pulled Anna lower and then rolled us precariously close to the edge. “You, you naughty girl, have to calm down.” It must have been early, because the room was dark, lit by moonlight and the illuminated clock on my bedside table.

It was five-thirty!

Anna’s eyes widened, her brows reached her hairline, and her mouth hung open. “What?” she gasped.

Too tired and now too horny to mollycoddle my baby girl, I lifted her legs and whipped her satin sleep shorts from under her. The fabric slipped up her knees and down her flawless legs. “I know how to settle you down.” My fingers flew to her clit like a heat-seeking missile, the contact making her mewl. “Then perhaps we can get some sleep.”

“Oh!” she cried, rolling her eyes. I rubbed her clit directly. It was probably too much too quickly, but part of me wanted to punish her for waking us up.

Too much pleasure wasn’t really a punishment, right?

“Oh, fuck!” She gasped a shaky whisper as I slid a finger inside her tight channel. She was wet, small, and hot.

Perfect.

I pulled away, yanked down my shorts, lined my throbbing cock at the entrance to her slick pussy and climbed over her, taking her right leg with me. She seemed smaller than usual. Her perky little breasts peeked out from under her tee, swaying as I tugged her lower.

Holding her leg, I pushed inside her and I blanked for a second at the pulse of whatever the fuck that feeling is when your cock is sheathed in pure silky perfection.

“Oh, I-I should wake you more often.”

I pulled out and slammed back inside her. She arched as a shiver traveled through her body. “Next time I’ll borrow Katie’s paddle. Bad girls get punished.”

“Please don’t be so sexy or I’ll never get back to sleep,” Kate whispered, rolling over. The low back of her negligee taunted me with her creamy skin.

I leaned in and whispered in Anna’s ear. “I’ll spank you until your bottom is red.”

Her leg jerked. “Daddy!” Her breasts jiggled as I pulled out and slammed inside her dripping hole. “Why does that make me feel funky?”

“What?” Now her channel was more relaxed. I fucked my baby girl with languid thrusts, enjoying the sleep still fogging my mind — making it all seem dreamlike.

“Spanking!” she cried, grabbing my shoulders for support as I picked up speed. The bed creaked a groaning rhythm as Anna clung to me while I fucked the panic from her lithe body.

I chuckled, pushing her knee higher, so it almost reached her breasts. “That’s because you know deep down you’re a bad girl… and bad girls want to be punished.”

“No, I’m not!” Anna giggled, fighting for breath. Her pussy had constricted around my cock, making her feel even smaller.

“What about good girls?” Kate whispered.

“Well,” I said, thrusting harder, slapping my pelvis against Anna. “Good girls get attention. They get to come during their paddling.”

Kate rolled over and stared at me, biting her lip. Her eyes sparkled in the moonlight. “I didn’t think you were into that?”

I grinned, holding Anna tight as my control wavered, and I fucked her wildly. “I’m learning.”

“Oh, fuck, Daddy!” Anna moaned. “That’s so good.” She started panting and moaning in sequence, the pitch and frequency building until she was gasping for breath.

Kate closed her eyes again, but there was a smile on her lips.

Anna became ridged beneath me, shaking through her release. Her pussy squeezed my shaft like she owned it, pushing me closer to the edge. I doubled down, so close, slamming against her, fucking her through her orgasm, extending her thrashing.

Then I groaned, grabbing both her legs and pushed home — as deep as I could — spurting a torrent of cum.

“OH! I can feel it!” she gasp-whispered, shaking again. I didn’t know if it was another orgasm or the same one, but my baby girl fluttered around my shaft, milking my cock.

My hips gave a few more pumps, my cock a couple of dribbles and then I collapsed on top of her. Her breasts squished against my chest, and now I was the heavy weight.

“So good,” she whispered, now sounding sated and dreamy.

I rolled us back with a hand on her cute ass to stay inside her, flicked the comforter back, and sighed. “Now can you sleep?”

She didn’t answer. Drool was already pooling on the pillow, mixing with her curls.

Kate snuggled against my back, slinking a hand around my waist. “I know what I’m going to dream about now.”

I smiled in the darkness, covering her hand with mine. “Me too.”
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The next morning, we slept late, ate breakfast in bed, and then made our way to Anna’s place. The new ovens were installed, tables delivered, and a fresh new shrinkwrapped counter greeted us.

“What about this?” Kate shoved her phone in my face. “It says it can survive an earthquake.”

Anna sniggered, placing the cardboard box she was carrying on the counter. “But can it survive a daddy earthquake?”

I gave the screen a quick glance, then heaved the heavy box I was carrying onto the counter. “That is the biggest bed I’ve ever seen.”

“Solid wood, hand crafted and big enough for ten adults.” Kate slid into a chair and crossed her legs slowly — eyes still on the screen — briefly flashing her black panties under her short tartan mini.

I gawked at her. She had her dark, wavy locks in a tail that draped over her shoulder, flowing over her black crop top with a scandalous cleavage. Her breasts looked bigger in that top and I had to remind myself we were here to work, not to—

“Who would need a bed big enough for ten adults?” Anna said, pushing her way through the new doors into the kitchen shortly before she screamed. “They’re beautiful!”

I smiled. Jerome did me another solid by hooking us up with some very efficient workers and some great rates on burners and ovens.

“You didn’t tell me they were here yet!” Anna screeched.

“Surprise! God, can you imagine if she knew?”

Kate tittered. “Probably would have taken more than a quick fuck to wear her out, that’s for sure... That was sexy as hell, by the way.”

I took a new chair from the pile, spun it around and sat on it backwards, resting my arms on the backrest, facing Kate. “Oh, yeah? Which part?”

She switched her legs, giving me another quick flash. “The part where you just rolled her over and fucked her so, so good,” she said, still fixed on her screen, then looked up. “How much is too much for a bed, because these are expensive?”

“You’re amazing. Do I ever tell you that? Because I feel I don’t say it anywhere near enough.”

She grinned. “I wouldn’t say no to hearing it a little more.”

“Or maybe that I love you?” I inched my seat forward. It screeched in the least sexiest way possible.

She scooted her chair silently forward. “I always like hearing those words.”

I screeched forward another inch. “Maybe I should be sexy more often. Just throw you down and have my wicked way with you?”

She slid her chair forward until we were inches apart. “I definitely wouldn’t say no to that.” She lifted her head and pressed her lips to mine in a gentle caress. Cherries exploded across my tongue, light flashed behind my eyes... and my phone beeped.

She pulled away with a sigh, but she was grinning, eyes sparkling. “Is that Con?”

I licked my lips, wanting to taste more of her as I whipped out my phone, pressed on the new message, and then held it out for Kate to see.

Sex Kitten:
I need you. Bring Sally.



Kate scrunched her face. “That doesn’t sound good.”

It was also alarmingly devoid of any flirty undertones, which was not like Connie.

“You gonna be okay here if I go rescue the princess?”

“You’re sweet, but I think I can manage supervising Hurricane Anna—”

“I heard that!” Anna yelled.

I kissed Kate’s delicious lips, getting one more hit. God, she was addictive. “Just make sure she doesn’t burn down the place before we even make it past inspection.”

“I heard that too!”

Kate giggled. “We’ll be fine. Leave the keys?”

I quickly tapped a reply to the blond bombshell.

You:


On my way.




I gave Kate another quick kiss, unhooked the keys from my ring, and then headed out.

“What about the bed?” Kate waved her phone in the air just as I was about to shut the door.

I poked my head back inside. “I trust you. Though ten might be too large?”

She had a saucy glint in her eyes. “What about one with bondage rings?”

I laughed. “As long as it’s strong, big enough and will fit in our bedroom, it’s your choice, Katie.”

She tittered. “You’re gonna regret saying that.”

“We’ll see,” I said, closing the door. I marched to Sally, thankful we brought the truck this morning. I sent another text to Connie as worry creeped at the edges of my mind.

You:


You okay?




She’d been lying low for the past few days, dealing with her father’s displeasure — keeping us out of his wrathful gaze. Jerome had loads of contacts, but I doubted he could counter an angry senator. The last thing we needed was some pissed off dickhead making it impossible to pass inspections or revoking our licenses... and in this town you needed a license for everything.

She text back an unhappy emoji with tears.

I slipped into drive and sped my way to Connie’s.


[image: image-placeholder]






CHAPTER TWO


Everything outside Connie’s building looked normal, peaceful even. It was midweek, so I wasn’t expecting it to be heaving. But part of me was expecting something, maybe an external issue like her building being on fire? Something that wasn’t the result of our misguided fucking at a certain fundraiser. I know how stupid and risky it was, but saying no to three needy goddesses wanting to fuck you was virtually impossible.

I parked Sally right out front, assuming Connie asked me to bring her specifically for a reason, and made my way to her apartment. Again, everything looked disappointingly normal. I knocked with a mix of apprehension and worry.

“It’s open.” Connie called, sounding toneless — giving nothing away.

I pushed the door open and stepped into a bombsite. Connie’s was a mess. It reminded me of Anna’s the day I met my baby girl. Boxes were scattered, clothes tossed here and there. A pile of video games sat next to a collection of unplugged consoles on the kitchen counter. What the hell is going on? “Connie?”

Her reply wasn’t the ‘I’m here’ I was used to, but a visceral, “Thank fuck!” as she appeared from behind the door and slammed me against the frame, swinging the door shut an inch from my nose.

“What the fuck, Connie?”

She held me in place with her fists grasping my shoulders. “Shut up, Jack, and make me feel something!” Then her lips attacked mine with a fierce hunger. Her lips kissed, nibbled and bit as she tried to eat my face. I was stunned, only mutely kissing her back with a fraction of the force.

She looked normal enough. Her luscious blond tresses were contained in a tight tail. Her tee was gauzy and loose, showing a pink bra through the cream material. Fluttery pants, loose, elegant and all very Connie. I took hold of her shoulders in return and held her at bay. “What’s wrong?”

Her eyes were glassy, and her lips curved down at the corners. “I just need to feel something... I need a release from this… feeling—”

I spun us around and slammed her against the door. I could see it in her eyes. Whatever it was had shaken her, and I knew she needed an escape. Looking deep into her eyes, I said what she needed to hear. “I’ve got you.” She didn’t want or need the cuddles or the standard reassurance. This was past that. She needed something to knock her out of the headspace she’d trapped herself in. I’d seen it before, been slapped more than once as she goaded me into giving her what she needed. My earlier conversation with Kate and Anna sprang to mind, steering me. “Have you been bad?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “Very.”

I lifted her tee and took hold of her breasts through her bra and squeezed. She hissed. “Do you know what bad girls get?” I asked, pushing her harder against the door.

The look in her eyes shifted. “No.”

I leaned in close, my mouth a fraction from her lips. “They get punished. Do you need to be punished?”

Her eyes drifted again back to that place.

I squeezed her breasts harder. “No. You focus on me.”

She mewled, and her pelvis pressed against mine. I pushed her back, letting her feel the hardness through my jeans.

I didn’t give her a chance to slip, to think about anything else but me, and what I was doing to her. I grabbed her by the shoulders and pushed her over the dining table. It was square, sturdy, and wooden. It reminded me of the obscenely gigantic bed Kate was showing me and I wondered which one she’d pick. Would it have bondage rings? Whatever the fuck those were.

I pushed Connie down to the table so she was bent over it, and pressed her cheek against the dark varnished surface. I gave her delicious ass a couple of slaps.

“Fuck... yeah,” she whispered. I unfastened her pants and yanked them down to her knees.

Her panties were pink — matching her bra — and were a thong. Perfect. I gave her bottom another couple of spanks directly on her voluptuous flesh. The globes jiggled for a second. “How bad have you been?” I asked, slapping her a couple more times.

“Bad,” she gasped. “So bad.”

“Naughty girl.” I spanked her rear four more times, each harder than the last. What they don’t tell you is that spanking someone hard with your palm hurts you as much as them. I guess it’s why they used paddles, but there was something poetic about having to receive pain in order to give it. I knew little about that life, only what I’d read and learned from Kate and Connie’s dabbling, but there was something to it.

“Ow!” Connie cried out. “Fuck, Jack.”

I added to the pressure, taking Connie’s hands and pinning them behind her back, just above her rosy cheeks. “Have you had enough?”

She didn’t answer, but the subtle shake of her head was unmistakable.

“Good. Your ass is pretty when it’s red.” I slapped her hard four more times.

“Jesus, what has Kate done to you?”

I kicked her legs as far apart as her pants would stretch, and her tummy pressed against the table. “Maybe something, maybe nothing.” Two more spanks, one to each cheek. “Maybe I’ve always been this way and you’ve just unlocked it?”

Connie let a long whine slip from her lips. “If that’s true, fuck, do it again.”

I winced as I spanked her rosy rear six times, feeling the sting on my palm. “You’re not supposed to be enjoying this.”

“Oh, no?” she said, sounding more like herself. “Who says?”

“Me!” I spanked her twice as hard as I could. Her whole body shuddered. Her panties were sodden when I slid my fingers over her mound, giving myself a break. “Such a bad girl,” I said, childing her. What once felt awkward and cheesy now came easily. Maybe Kate was corrupting me? I liked that thought.

“Tough,” she hissed, a smile tugging at her lips.

I narrowed my eyes at her. Damnit, she was actually beating me... then I had a wicked idea. Kate was too scared to try it — she’s less into pain — but Connie?

“Oh, really?” I slid her legs together and peeled her soggy thong from between her cheeks and pulled them down to her pants. “We’ll see about that.”

“Oh, fuck. What are you gonna do?”

I smirked. “Giving a bad girl what a bad girl wants.” I kicked her legs apart again — stretching the fabric to the limit — and cupped her pussy. She was hot to the touch and dripping into my palm.

She tittered. “I’m not sure you understand—”

The words died in her throat as I lifted my hand and then spanked her pussy. A quiet, wet slap filled the void.

Her legs tried to close, but I’d placed my feet inside hers. “Oh.”

I spanked her again, then ground my fingers over her clit.

“Fuck!” she cried. I freed her hands — they shot out and gripped the edge of the table.

“You were saying?” I spanked her sopping pussy three more times, each one harder than the last, then rubbed her nub as a reward.

Connie’s mouth hung open against the wood. “I... You...”

“What’s that?” I spanked her slick flesh a couple more times and her eyes rolled back in her head.

“Fuck,” was all she could say.

Instead of trying to close them, her legs had inched further apart. I slapped her pretty pink flesh with a continuous stream of gentle but firm swats, catching her clit with my fingers. I preferred this. Not only was it gentle on my palm, it felt more intimate and sexy. Her knuckles were white, and she shook with every spank. With my hand cupped over her mound, I could give her pleasure or pain and her breath hung on every move of my palm. It was an intoxicating kind of power.

It was amazing she enjoyed being treated this way... got off on it even. Not that I enjoyed punishing her, but knowing what it did to her, how much she liked it. I guess I loved doing anything with my girls that brought them pleasure.

Connie’s puffy pussy was red and glistening — begging me to take her — but I wanted her to work for it.
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CHAPTER THREE


I took my damp hand and coiled it around Connie’s ponytail and lifted her up. Leaning down, I whispered in her ear. “You want to come, princess?”

“You-you know I do,” she stammered, sounding far from where she was when I arrived — lost in whatever this did to her.

I grinned. God, I loved this. “Prove it.” I pulled her up by the hair and sat on the table. “Make me nice and wet... and maybe you get my cock.”

Her mouth dropped open to an ‘O’, but a smile was tugging at the corners. “Damn, Jack. Where has this guy been hiding?”

I pulled her down to my crotch, and her digits eagerly tugged on my fly. I laughed. She had my rock hard shaft in her fingers before I had the chance to shuffle into a more comfortable position.

Her mouth slicked over my throbbing crown, and I knew she was trying to get me back, or push me when she bit my tip.

“Ah!” I tugged on her ponytail, and she sniggered. It was like looking into the eyes of a wild woman. Or a very naughty vixen. “Be nice.”

I pushed her head down onto my cock and she took me halfway before I pushed at the back of her throat. Katie she was not. But she sucked like a vacuum as she slid off the head, taking my shaft in hand. I tugged her tail again. “Just your mouth.”

She gave me another one of those looks that said ‘where was this guy hiding,’ then sucked the tip of my cock like a lollipop. It must have tasted good, because she lavished her pouty lips over that crown. The sight of her mouth stretching and sucking my cock with my fist still firmly wound in her hair was far more erotic than I thought possible. “Good girl.”

She moaned and sucked off with a pop. “No, please no.”

“What... That you’re a good girl for sucking my cock so sweetly?”

“Fuck.” She shuddered, then shoved my cock in her mouth and sucked so damn hard it almost hurt.

I stroked her hair with my other hand. “Good girl.”

She whimpered, pushing deeper.

As pulses of pleasure throbbed through my shaft, I wondered, were those words something she coveted, but never received?

I hissed, pulling her from my cock, almost coming. It caught me off guard. I didn’t want to come in her mouth. I was saving it for her pussy. “That’s enough, princess.” I hopped off and pushed her back over the table. Her ass was still rosy, and the vixen was wiggling it at me. The sounds of slaps echoed in the apartment as I spanked her a few more times. “Have you learned your lesson?”

She giggled. “Fuck no!”

I kicked her legs apart, so she was lying on the table, ass in the air, clutching the edges. Then pushed my saliva covered cock into her slick pussy.

She mewled, arching her back at the intrusion.

A pulse of pleasure crashed into my shore, eroding my resolve, but I somehow managed to not come as I sheathed myself in her heat.

“Yes! Fuck, that’s it, right there,” she cried.

I coiled her ponytail around my fist and held it like a leash as I pulled out. Connie groaned, arching her back, pushing her ass out to keep me inside her. A slap to her red cheeks pushed her forward. Then I rammed back inside her tight slit. My pelvis slapped her ass. The table groaned, sliding forward an inch. She gasped.

Then I was off, fucking this needy princess with fast, full thrusts. Her pussy fluttered as the glory of wet slapping echoed around the apartment.

“Shit, fuck, fuck, fuck,” she panted. I wasn’t giving her time to adjust, to think — just feel. To take her fucking and escape.

“Good girl,” I praised, using my free hand to hold her hips. She visibly twitched, and I felt it around my shaft.

“God, Jack, I love you like this, fuck, I love you,” she babbled as her rosy ass cheeks rippled like a stone dropped into a pond every time I pushed deep and my pelvis slapped her ass. I pulled her hair harder, forcing her to arch her back, and raise up on her hands. There was something about the naked ass and curved spine of a beautiful woman that was just a work of art.

I should have made her take her top off. To see her luscious, elegant shoulders strain as I fucked her over the table... no, it was probably a good thing. I was barely holding on as it was with just her sexy ass and lower back presented to me. Her pussy was incredibly wet, hot, and inviting. She was breathing hard, pushing her ass out to meet my thrusts, and the need to come overtook me.

“Such a good girl, Connie,” I said, gritting my teeth. “Such a good girl for your fucking.”

She let out a strangled wail. Her knuckle gripped the edges tighter, and she shook.

I slammed my hips faster, pulled her hair tighter. The table groaned, sliding a fraction with each slap of her ass. I had to take a step forward to keep up.

“That’s it. Fuck, you’re a good girl. Good girls come. Come for me, Connie,” I said, but secretly I was pleading. We had little room before the table would hit the kitchen counter and I was on the verge of coming.

“Oh, god, oh, god, Jack. Fuck. Fuck me. Fuck me!”

I lost it. Yanking her hair hard, I gave the blond bombshell all I had. Flexed my hips as fast as I could. As hard as I could.

My cock was enveloped in pure, silky pleasure, throbbing and begging for release.

It wasn’t long before Connie’s shaking body grew taut like a bowstring. Her clutching fingers became fists, and a loud groan escaped her lips. She froze for a second... then she exploded. A warm wetness flooded her channel, foaming against my thrusts, squirting around my length with each pull — squelching as I slammed home.

I grit my teeth, holding her ponytail tight, and I came. Her sopping pussy convulsed around me as I unleashed like a wild thing, spurting rope after rope of hot cum inside her.

We both gasped, her body shuddering, my cock pulsing.

Then, with an exhale, I released her hair and collapsed against her back. She flopped onto the table, pressing her cheek against the surface. My cock slipped from her sloppy channel in a rush of fluid. “Jesus,” I gasped, inhaling the sweaty sex musk of her, mixed with the fruity smell of her hair.

I couldn’t see straight, couldn’t think.

“Holy... fuck,” she whispered. “I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard before.”

I pulled her tee aside and bit her shoulder like some possessive primal. Not hard, just enough to make her whimper, and not from the bite but the intention, the message on a primitive, possessive level.

She was mine.

I scooped her up and carried her over to the couch and just tumbled onto its padded surface.

She wiggled in my grasp until we were spooning and sighed, holding my hand to the valley of her luscious breasts. “Better?” I asked into her ear, nuzzling her with my nose.

“So, much.” I could hear the dazed happiness creeping into her tone.

I shuffled to get more comfy, pressing my deflating cock against her lower back. “Do you want to talk about it now?”

She sighed. “Do you still have room for me at your place?”

“Of course... why? Are they kicking you out?”

“In order to save face, dad disowned me—”

“Ouch, really?”

She nodded, and a tight ball formed in my gut.

“I’m really sorry. I can’t help feel like this is my fault, that I should have done—”

She scoffed. “No way! I’m a big girl. It was my idea that we... you know, and now I’m kind of relieved.”

“You didn’t look it.”

She squeezed my hand. “That was before you turned up. Everything always seems impossible. Then you hold me and then it’s not.”

“Connie...”

“I’ve been teetering on the edge since I’ve met you. Straddling the lines between the life I had and the life I wanted.” She tittered. “I dunno. Maybe I was self-sabotaging or some shit. But now... fuck it. I get to share you with Kay and Banana. We get to be together. All of us.”

The thought pulled my lips wide, but I had to ask. “We’re not in any trouble, are we, for like, public indecency or something?”

Connie giggled. For the first time since I met her, it sounded pure and carefree. “Nah. Dad buried it. Fortunately for him, I’ve never used the Bridgeport name, so it was easy for him to spin a yarn or whatever he does and brush me under the rug with all the other dirty little secrets.”

I held her tighter. “So we get to be together... for real this time?”

She rolled over. Her voluminous breasts pressed against me and she grinned pure sunshine. “If you’ll have me?”

The thumping in my chest was all-encompassing — an overwhelming sensation to just hold her forever. I looked into her deep blue pools. “I love you, Constance. Have from the moment you stood on my doorstep with that sponge in your hand. I couldn’t imagine my life without you... so, hell yes, I’ll have you.” Leaning in, I whispered in her ear, “I think I just did.”

She giggled. “Phew, yeah. Don’t think I’ll be walking right for a few hours. But I love you too, Jack. You know that, right? Like... really, truly? I was only supposed to wash your car… Now look at us!”

I kissed her lips. She tasted of pure Connie. “Yeah. Never tire of hearing it, though,” I smirked, and she slapped my chest with her tiny fist.

Her smile was dazzling. “Need someone to take care of the paperwork? I don’t have a job anymore, after all?”

I chuckled. “Hell yeah. I do not know what I’m doing.”

“Good.” She kissed me, gently at first, but quickly it became more forceful.

I pulled away. “Hang on. Does that mean we need to move all this stuff?”

“Ugh! Don’t stop. It was getting good again. I love your kisses.”

“How long do we have?”

She tried to kiss me again, but pouted when I moved my mouth out of range. “We’ve got time... until tonight?”

“Tonight? I’ve got to pick Kate and Anna up — I just left them.” I quickly glanced around and my heart sank. “Um. We gotta get started.”

“Really? Can’t they wait? I don’t think my legs work.”

I fell off the couch and fumbled with my pants. There was a big wet patch on the front. Great, now people would think I’d pissed myself — instead of the much sexier truth. But I didn’t have time to worry about that. “What’s yours?” I asked, hoping some of it came with the apartment.

“Most of it,” she said, sounding indignant. “If it moves, it’s mine.”

“Great.” I looked down at her, and my panic melted a little. Her pants were still tangled around her ankles. Her tee was messed up, showing her bra, and her ponytail was loose, draping golden strands across her face. “Goddamn, you’re beautiful.”

She wiggled her bow. “Says the sexy fucker!”

I snapped out of it and raced out to the truck, praying I still had the trolley in the back. I did, thank fuck, and quickly set about ferrying the large items.

I stopped to message Kate after the fridge nearly killed me and let her know I’d be late. She sent back a bunch of heart emojis.

God. Anna, Kate, and now Connie? How did I get so lucky?

My back didn’t agree as I lugged the sofa and the table. Connie eventually started helping, and I worried I’d been too rough. She did, in fact, have a slightly awkward walk. But the smile on her lips told me otherwise... as did the drying wet patches on both our clothes.

Quickly, Connie gained a spring in her step. Instead of what I thought would be a somber affair, was instead a fun romp of lugging boxes and stealing kisses. Idle chatter about video games and ‘how bad are you dude?’ when I still hadn’t beaten Dragon Slayer and still had the sequel sat unopened in the entertainment center.

Connie’s ass wiggled, and I made a habit of taking longer, fiddling with the overflowing cargo in the truck, just so I had an excuse to walk behind her and stare at the thong crease in her fluttery, but tight-around-the-ass pants.

While I was loading the last few boxes, Connie emerged with a couple of bags under her arms, now wearing a pair of frayed denim short-shorts and a tank top. While I always enjoyed ogling her long, smooth legs, now I was the only one who’d had an ‘accident’.

She tossed the bags in the back seat and watched me strap her stuff down with a grin so wide it made her eyes squint. “What? And before you say it, no I didn’t have an accident, this was all you,” I said, pointing to the wetness she’d christened my jeans with.

She tittered. “It’s not that... I just.” She scrunched her face for a second. “I just don’t think I’ve ever felt... this happy before. I don’t know what to do with it.”

I laughed as I hopped down from the truck and secured the tailgate. “I’m sure you’ll think of something.”

A mischievous look flickered across her eyes as I checked my watch. Wow, we loaded her stuff in record time. We hopped in and I asked, “You sure we didn’t leave anything?”

She grinned. “Nope. Just left my trash. They can deal with that shit. I’m out!” She stretched her arms out the window and whooped.

I slipped into drive, and Connie grinned, placing her hand on mine as it lingered on the stick.

Finally, I would have all three with me, living in my house, sleeping in my... our bed.

Sometimes life gave you lemons… and other times, three beautiful women wanted to suck your cock. Life’s funny like that, I guess.

With a chuckle, I floored it, driving home as fast as I could risk with the heavy load.
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CHAPTER FOUR


We swapped Sally for Tiffany, and I picked up some snacks and a Pepsi as instructed by Anna’s repeated messages.

“Are you sure you’re okay with all this?” I asked Connie as I turned off the winding country lane and gunned it towards downtown. “It’s a big change.” I had to shout over the surgery pop song she was bopping to.

She jabbed the stereo, lowering the volume. “What?” Her eyes were alive. She looked different somehow, younger maybe?

“I said!” I shouted, then lowered my volume. “You don’t seem upset about any of this. Not sure I’d be as... happy.”

She gave me a sly grin. “Well,” she says, looking ahead, before turning back. “I was upset at first. Sure I cried. But the longer I did, I realized they weren’t tears of sadness...”

“No?”

She shook her head, and her blond waves danced against the headrest. “Nope. They were tears of relief. So much fucking relief.”

“Really?” While I understood, I don’t think I’d ever really understand.

“Fuck yeah. You know what I realized since I met you?”

“What’s that?”

“That I wasn’t happy. I met you and I understood why Kate was humming all the way home that first night. When we’re together, I feel it. I have from the moment I met you. Maybe when we went camping? Maybe before that, I dunno, but I realized where I belonged and I couldn’t have it. I’d felt bliss, and it was within reach and all I could hear in the back of my head was dad’s voice telling me I’m a Bridgeport. It tore me and I realized I’m really fucking not. I’ve always used Chambers, so I guess on some level I knew. Now I get to be happy. With you… and those two.”

We pulled over in front of the cafe to Kate leaning against the doorjamb and Anna scampering around to my side before I’d even put it in park.

“Did you bring it?” she said, tapping against my window and yanking on the handle.

I wound down the window and smiled at her. “Did I bring what?”

“Oh, my god! Daddy!” She looked horrified.

“Okay, don’t freak out.” I whipped the bags of chips and her Pepsi from the back seat and held it through the window.

“Oh, thank god!” She snatched the pepsi and downed half the bottle, strolling away in her tight jeans and temptress’ tee.

“You okay?” Kate asked, as Connie slipped out the passenger side. They hugged. “What happened?” Kate watched my every move over Connie’s shoulder as I climbed out carrying Anna’s snacks.

“He disowned me.”

Kate held Connie’s shoulders and looked deep into her eyes. “We’re happy about this, right?”

Connie held up her hand. “Free to be with Jack and you guys? Hell yeah!” Kate high-fived Connie’s waiting hand and they did a little dance together, breaking into giggles.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Anna said, handing me the empty bottle and taking the chips.

I chuckled, tossing the bottle in the trash, and we all followed her back inside.

As I passed through our new front door, I gasped. It was like I’d entered a brand new cafe. The new tables were spread out, with the chairs unwrapped and bare of their cellophane. The counter had its plastic wrap removed and the glass shelving ready to display. Signs were up, the lights were working, and it was tidy. “Wow.”

Kate clapped her hands. “I know, right? They stopped by and finished, so we did the chairs and tables. Pretty good, if I do say so myself.”

“I helped,” Anna grumbled with a mouthful, sat cross-legged in the middle of a table.

I took Kate by the hand and pulled her close, wrapping my arms around her. “You’re amazing… both of you.”

Her eyes sparkled. “I know... You smell of sex.”

“My fault,” Connie said, joining us, wrapping her arms around us both. “No, you’re amazing, Jack. Seriously. Not only did he make me squirt when I really needed it, he loaded all of my stuff—”

“Wait, you’re moving in?” Kate said, squeezing my arm.

Connie grinned, nodding.

“Oh, my gosh! Connie!”

“I want in!” Anna cried, scrambling off the table and rushing into the hug. “I call sleeping next to Daddy!”

“Me too,” Kate added.

“What? Connie gasped. You’re all in together? When did this happen... Why didn’t you tell me? I would have gotten caught sooner!”

I laughed. “A few days ago,” I said, holding my girls tight.

“Don’t worry, Con. We’ve got a space at the foot of the bed.” Kate chuckled.

“Ha ha... oooOOOooo, this place is coming along.” Connie looked around as if seeing the renewed cafe for the first time, or at least since distracting the realtor while I fucked Anna in the kitchen.

On reflection, we do have a history of getting frisky in the risky. It was only a matter of time before we got caught.

“Oh, wow! It looks almost ready to go. We’ve gotta christen it!” Connie pulled away and reached for the hem of her tank.

“Done that,” Anna giggled.

“Don't count, Banana. I wasn’t here.” Connie’s pink bra bounced as she whipped off her top and tossed it on the table next to Anna’s bags of chips.

Kate chuckled, pulling herself closer. “Haven’t you had enough sex today?”

Connie scoffed. “No such thing!”

‘A woman after my own heart’, a little voice chirped in the back of my mind.

“Can we? We deserve it, Daddy!”

Connie waltzed closer and fisted my shirt, drawing my attention to her determined gaze. “Yeah, Daddy. Don’t you want to fuck us?” Her tone was laced with seduction.

“Hey! He’s my daddy!” Anna nudged Connie with her elbow.

I turned to Kate, seeking her approval. She grinned up at me. “As long as I get your dick this time.” Her lithe fingers rubbed my hardening shaft.

“Hell yes!” Connie whooped, wiggling her hips out of her shorts.

Anna clapped her hands and struggled out of her jeans.

“Okay then,” I said, a little dumbstruck. “I guess we’re doing this.” I detangled from Kate and snagged the keys from the counter and locked up. We were not getting caught again.

“Come and take me, Jack,” Kate said, sounding breathless. “There’s a reason I wear short skirts around you.” She wiggled her brows and then vanished through the doors into the kitchen.

I stood there frozen for a second, staring at the void she left behind.

“Then we’ll be waiting,” Connie said, pulling Anna into a hug.

Quickly I pulled down the shutters, while Connie told Anna about her moving in and reassuring her fears that she wouldn’t get less ‘daddy time’ with her there.

When I finished, I turned to the door and took a breath. With one last glance at the partially naked beauties busy chatting, I pushed through into the kitchen.
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CHAPTER FIVE


The kitchen, anticlimactically, was empty. “Katie?” I strolled between the new preparation tables that Anna had unpacked a bunch of utensils onto. The new ovens glistened like they’d recently been wiped down. “Katie?” I said in a more playful tone. “Where are you?”

“I’m in here,” called her voice from one of the storage rooms, sounding like the sweetest music.

My heart thumped in my chest like I was hunting prey. Katie would be any hunter’s greatest catch.

“There you are,” I said, trying to sound casual and failing spectacularly. Katie had propped one of her luscious long legs on a stool, forcing her tiny skirt to drape over her upper thigh like a decoration.

She was facing to my right, pretending to search the empty shelving. “I’ve lost my panties... have you seen them?”

I stifled a laugh. The saucy little minx was roleplaying again. I looked around and found the black scrap of cloth on the other shelving unit, and I grinned, sliding my index finger through, letting them hang. “You mean these delectable little things?”

She snatched them when I held them in front of her. “Thanks.” She hesitated for a moment, before adding, “well, guess I’m done here.” She wiggled her bottom, and I remembered her words.

I placed a hand on her thigh. “No, you’re not.”

She gasped. “No?”

“I think I deserve a reward for finding them, don’t you?”

She hummed, pretending to think about it. “Maybe. What did you have in mind?”

I stalked around her and shoved my other hand between her thighs. My digits slid through her folds, and it felt like coming home. Her silky skin was soaked. “This,” I growled in her ear.

She whimpered, and I wasn’t sure if she acted that part, but I continued.

“This pretty little pussy is mine, Katie.”

Her breathing hitched. “If it is,” she whispered. “You’d better take it...”

My wet fingers added another stain to my jeans as I frantically fumbled with my fly and whipped out my raging hard on.

Kate pushed out her salacious bottom, lifting her skirt just enough to tease me.

I didn’t wait. I lined up with her slick pink hole and pushed inside with one hard thrust.

“Fuck, yes,” she gasped.

I gripped her shoulder as my world flashed white for a second. The sensation of being sheathed in Katie’s perfect pussy gave me pause, like my brain couldn’t cope with the tight heat encompassing my shaft.

I let out the breath I didn’t know I was holding and inhaled deep.

“Fuck.” I’d been spending too much time with Connie. I think we all had, as that word was now our default to that feeling. The overwhelmingness of being physically connected.

But it passed, leaving a hungry beast in its wake. I hooked my arm under her leg and kicked the stool aside, lifting her thigh higher. She fell towards the shelving, but I grabbed her around the waist. Still deep inside her, I lifted and turned, pushing her against the back wall. Her palms slapped against the gray painted concrete and her dark tresses danced in my face. I breathed it in, all of it. All of her.

“Yes!” she gasped. Her voice was husky and begging.

The beast took over, consumed with need. I held her leg high and pistoned inside her.

She bit her lip, looking over her shoulder and up at me as I fucked her like she wanted. Wild — just taken — against the wall.

My fingers dug into her supple flesh as I held her waist, keeping her where I wanted, where I needed her to be so I could impale her on my cock over and over.

“Fuck. This is hot. I love you, fuck!” Katie mumbled in between deep gasps for air, and I completely agreed. I couldn’t say it, or anything, except grunt like a caveman in a full rut as I flexed my hips and pounded her dripping pussy with an unrelenting rhythm.

But I needed to see her. Wanted to see the look on her perfect, pretty face.

A strangled, confused gasp left her lips as I pulled out and spun her around. Her mouth was locked in a small ‘oh’, as I hooked my arms under her thighs — lifting both her legs — and slammed her against the wall. The ‘oh’ became a scream of pleasure as I rammed back inside her.

Her breasts bounced in a hypnotic rhythm as she rose and fell with each flex of my hips, each deep push inside as I fucked her against the wall. She came almost instantly. Her feet hooked behind my back and her arms grasped my tee like she was falling. I stared into her eyes as her mouth fell open and an “oh, god!” fell from her lips.

Her tight channel constricted around my length and she held on for dear life, shaking for an intense few seconds. All the while I watched, gazing into her bright hazels as pleasure rippled through her body.

A few seconds later, she let out a shaky breath and giggled. “Wow... that was—”

“Just the beginning,” I whispered. I pulled her away from the wall with her still clasped around my shaft, back and neck, marched from the storage room and back to the kitchen. Anna and Connie were waiting, both looking antsy and needy.

“Finally,” Connie huffed. “I’m still gooey from earlier.”

I placed Kate down on an empty table. Reluctantly, she released my neck and flopped down on her back. She kept her legs locked around me, like she didn’t want to let me go.

“OooOOOooo,” Connie purred. “I like where this is going.” She gingerly climbed onto the table. “It feels like a while since we did this. You want to taste Jack’s cum, Kay?”

Kate giggled with a dreamy, sated tone. “You’re filthy, Con... gimme!”

I laughed, watching Connie slip off her panties and crawl over to Kate and place her legs on either side of the raven-haired-beauty’s head. With a mischievous glint in her eyes, she lowered her core to Kate’s mouth.

My cock flexed as I watched — still hard and unsatisfied — as Kate dipped her tongue inside Connie’s hole. “Oh, my god!” she gasped. “I can taste it!”

Connie moaned, silencing Kate with her sloppy pussy, and Anna tapped me on the shoulder.

“You know I just cleaned these, right?” She poked the table with her finger.

I grinned at her. Fuck, she was adorable. She scrunched her face like she couldn’t decide what was more important. “I’ll help you clean it,” I said as Connie groaned and Kate’s channel squeezed my cock almost as hard as when she came.

“Okay,” Anna said, taking minimal convincing. “Help me up, Daddy.” She kicked off her white cotton panties and held her arms up.

I heaved her slight weight over the table and she carefully placed her feet on either side of Kate. Her tight little pussy stared at me, and Katie fluttered around my cock again, making my hips jerk involuntarily.

“Ohhh,” Connie let out a breath, grinding her hips against Kate. Then my vision was obscured by Anna’s neatly trimmed mound.

“I love it when you do this,” Anna giggled, spreading her pussy lips open for me with her fingers held in a vee.

“I love it when you come,” I told her, slowly flexing my hips again, sliding slowly in and out of Kate’s slick core. “All of you.”

“Good, because I wanna come,” Anna said, pushing her hips forward, pressing her pussy against my mouth.

I continued to fuck my Katie with languished strokes while licking Anna’s folds. Her spare hand ruffled through my hair and held me in place while I flicked my tongue around her cute little nub.

“That’s it, Kay, lick it like a whore!” Connie moaned, then giggled. One of Kate’s hands slid over her mound and circled her clit in slow strokes while I fucked her.

Anna pulled my hair, returning my attention to her bud, and I ratcheted up a gear with everything. I stopped teasing and licked her with enthusiasm. Full tongue flicks over her engorged flesh, then pushing inside her tight channel, while fucking Kate with faster, harder strokes.

“Oh, yes! Daddy. Just like that,” Anna mewled. “Just like that.” Her hips rocked back and forth, coating my lips and chin in her wanton desire.

The delicious sensations flowing through my shaft made it hard to concentrate, even harder to not come, but I held off, focusing on Anna. The naughty little minx was using her grip on my head to fuck my face as she flexed her hips, forcing me to lick through her folds and then around her clit.

“Oh, fuck! Kay!” Connie moaned, and the table shook just enough for me to feel her writhing over Kate’s mouth. It pushed Katie over the edge. Suddenly, her pussy clamped down around my shaft and her legs stiffened in my grasp. I grit my teeth, growling against Anna’s slick lips, then pushed my tongue as deep as I could while pushing my burning dick all the way into the magical heat.

Anna erupted against my face as I came deep inside Kate, fucking her with tiny movements, while Anna ground against me. I couldn’t breathe, but I didn’t care. I’d gladly give up some oxygen for this.

Kate gasped and then her legs relaxed, Anna purred like a kitten, her thighs shaking as she struggled to remain standing... then pulled away and I inhaled a deep breath. All I could smell was sex and the heady musk of Anna’s pussy.

“Fuck, Jack,” Kate said. “Don’t think I’ll be walking home.” I didn’t think she came that hard, but my attention was elsewhere through most of it.

Anna wobbled against me, looking dizzy, as she dropped to her knees beside Kate. Connie curled up around her head. I carefully lowered her legs and hopped onto the table beside her. Thankfully, it was a sturdy metal table and could support us all.

“Well... that was something,” Connie giggled.

“Yep.” I snuggled against Kate as Anna copied on the other side.

“So good,” my baby girl sighed.

Then Kate giggled and had to cover her mouth.

“What’s funny?” Connie asked.

My raven-haired-beauty waved her hand. “It’s nothing. I’m just glad I ordered the bigger bed now.”

I grinned.

“What’s funny about that? We’re gonna need it, right?” Connie climbed to her knees and sat on her haunches.

Kate bit her lip before answering. “It’s so big we’re never gonna get it through the door!” Then burst into giggles.

Connie joined her, flopping on her back like she’d heard the funniest joke ever.

Anna leaned over Kate and whispered, “Should we tell them it’s flat-packed? It said it on the page.”

I laughed and whispered back, “Nah, let’s see what they come up with.”

“I mean, we could take out the window, right?” Connie offered.

I closed my eyes, basking in the aftermath, and smirked. “No.”
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