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CHAPTER ONE


“This is nice.” A sweet voice traveled through the void.

“I’m so snuggled against you, Daddy,” another said.

“Fuck, this bed is incredible, Kay.” A third, more distant, but just as dreamy.

Arms curled around my waist, fingers scrunched on my chest, and digits caressed inside my shorts.

Movement yanked me from my paradise of comfort. Weight on my legs moved to my waist. Hands pressed on my shoulders.

“Jack, I know you’re awake. You’re fucking smiling.”

I grinned wider, peeking through my lashes into a blond haven surrounding a goddess smiling pure sunshine.

Connie.

I shut my eyes and smiled so wide it almost hurt. Katie, Connie and Anna. I was surrounded, enveloped, and caressed by three perfect, beautiful, loving young women.

“Good morning,” I said with a husk. “I feel like I’m floating on a cloud.” I pulled my arms tighter around Kate and Anna, squinting my eyes open. Bright sunlight streaked through golden strands that kinked in a cascade around me.

Katie kissed my shoulder. “This was definitely the right choice... even if it’s a little big.”

“Bigger the better.” Connie rubbed herself over my hard shaft as naughty fingers pulled my shorts down.

Anna sniggered. “You’re always so hard in the morning, Daddy.”

I chuckled. “I wonder why?”

Connie bit her lip, still smiling. Fingers held my cock at an angle as she sank, sliding my shaft inside her silky pussy. A tight, wet heat fondled my flesh, and I inhaled through a rush of sensation. Connie rolled her eyes until she was fully seated. “Couldn’t possibly imagine why you’d be so hard, Jack.” She ground her hips in a salacious circle. “You must be a pervert.”

I laughed.

More hands fondled my balls. “Pervert, Daddy,” Anna whispered into my ear. “Or just hot for us?”

Connie giggled, leaning back. Her golden drapes slid across my face until I was back in the world.

Fingers pinched my chin and turned my head. Glassy hazel eyes beamed at me from under long, dark lashes. “I like that one better. You’re always so hard for us, aren’t you?” Kate’s words were whispers on the wind.

I nodded mutely, my throat unable to make a sound other than a grunt as Connie lifted herself and slowly sank back onto my pulsing shaft.

Fuck. I was in heaven.

Katie’s lips pressed to mine. Soft, glossy pillows of red strawberry perfection.

A teasingly slow tightness slid up and down my shaft, exposing my dripping cock to the morning air, before dipping back into scalding hot flesh. With my arms trapped under Kate and Anna, I had to let Connie do what she wanted and take it. Enjoy it. It was a form of fantastic torture.

Katie’s kiss deepened. Her fingers shifted to my hair, scrunching her fist to hold me. I drowned in kisses and nibbles.

Everything was torturously slow. Connie fucked me like she wanted to enjoy it, rather than come. Kate teased and tasted with her tongue. Anna kissed my shoulder and scratched my chest with her nails.

Kate pulled away, her lips pursed, glistening, surrounded by her long dark waves that flowed around her pretty porcelain face.

I almost came just from the dazed look in her eyes, puffy red lips and nails digging into my head. I was hers in so many ways.

I scrunched my toes at the pulse of pleasure pulsing through my shaft. Connie moaned, digging her fingers in to my abs. Kate released me, letting me turn to Connie. Her breasts fought to escape her silk camisole, bouncing gently. Her thick, pebbled nipples poked against the fabric, swaying hypnotically. With eyes closed, she was lost, fucking my slick cock unhurried, building slowly — so slowly — to her release.

New fingers pinched my chin and turned my face the other way. Big brown eyes screamed mischief through wayward strands of auburn curls. “Naughty, Daddy,” pouty lips whispered. “Always hard and desperate to come.” Her lips pressed against mine — just a quick peck. “In our hands.” Another peck. “In our mouths.” She licked my bottom lip. “In our tight little pussies.” Her lips crashed against mine. Nails dug into the side of my face as she bit my lip, before pushing her tongue deep into my mouth.

The hot, slick channel tightened around my length, forcing me to groan into Anna’s mouth. Connie moaned — not coming, but close.

Anna pulled away, gasping for air. I didn’t have time for a breath before another pair of lips smacked against me. Deep blue pools sparkled before closing. “Come inside me, please.” Connie slid her fingers through my hair and gripped my head on both sides. “Fuck, Jack, fuck. Fucking come. Come with me.”

My scalp burned as she kissed me again, slamming her core against me, slapping my thighs in building desperation while devouring my mouth.

“Come, baby,” Kate whispered into my ear.

“Come, Daddy,” Anna whispered on the other side.

It was too much. There were too many of them and as much as I wanted to defy them, prove I decide when I came... I couldn’t.

Connie groaned as I thrust my hips up, pushing deep, and then exploded. Her nails dug in deep, her pussy convulsed, and I shot my load inside her.

She twisted and pulled my head as she shook through her orgasm, facing the ceiling, eyes shut in rapture. Pulse after pulse ejected from my cock as I filled her channel with my virile release.

“Good, boy,” she breathed a few seconds later when her muscles released their convulsing iron grip and she lowered against me.

I gulped. “That’s why I’m always so damn hard.”

Connie chuckled, her lips a fraction from mine. “Who the fuck needs a vibrator with you around?”

“Not me.” Kate kissed my cheek.

“Or me,” Anna sniggered, then gasped. “Holy fuck! It’s opening day!”

My baby girl struggled to free her arm from under me and fell off the bed. “Ow! This bed is really high!”

“I thought she’d forgotten,” I said with a sigh.

Connie ground her hips, shifting my softening, sticky cock. “Fat chance. I’m just glad she didn’t have us up at five.”

Anna’s wavy auburn locks flapped around her head as she padded around our new monstrous bed. Her tee few through the air as she ran through the door, screaming. “Get up! Get up! Get up!”

Connie collapsed on top of me. “I feel tired.”

“You sure it’s Anna that wore you out?” Kate giggled, sitting up. Her delicious right breast slipped from its lacy cup.

I hummed in appreciation, not sated in the slightest, and pulled her down to take her nipple in my mouth. She gasped as I sucked her hard little bud, tasting her flavor. The taste that was pure Katie and her delicious nub. My finger dug into her supple, ample, perfect breasts, devouring and licking.

She bit her lip, looking down at me over her creamy mound. “Jack...”

I sucked harder, and Connie fluttered around my shaft.

Kate’s mouth opened and closed in slight movements that matched the subtle grinding of her hips. “We don’t have time... please don’t get me going... if you’re not... gonna finish...”

I gasped into Katie’s flesh as the wet heat left my cock, and Connie shifted. Then I bit down as her lips sucked my shaft.

Kate shuddered.

Not wanting to leave her unsatisfied, I snaked my free hand down to the hem of her silky negligee and flipped it to her hips. I sucked on her tit as I found her soaked pussy and slicked my fingers through her folds.

I pushed those two slick digits inside her. “Jack...” she mouthed for air.

My cock grew hard again in Connie’s mouth as the blond bombshell sucked with a growing desperation.

“Come for me, Katie.” I contorted my other hand to reach her clit and strummed her engorged little bud, while pumping my fingers, reaching up to catch her spot.

She shuddered, arching off the bed, gasping, making moaning panting sounds that built to—

“Fuck!” I cried as Connie pushed my dick deeper than she’d ever managed — sucking hard. I came deep in her throat, emptying whatever I had left.

“Mmmmmm,” Kate groaned, squeezing my digits, arching higher, soaking my fingers.

Connie gasped, pulling off my length, coughing and spluttering.

“Jesus!” I spurted a string of cum over Connie’s lips and fell back onto the bed — surrounded by orgasms and soft, willing flesh. “The things you do to me.”

“Us?” Connie giggled. She wiped the cum from her lips and sucked it off her pink nail-varnished digits with a salacious pop.

Kate crumpled, taking a deep breath. I’d forgotten she was still coming on my fingers. I pulled my soaked digits from her sopping pussy, unable to string a thought together.

“It’s this yummy cock that’s the problem.” Connie licked the remaining dribbles of pearly white liquid, giving my crown a pouty kiss.

“Oh, my God! Why aren’t you up?” Anna screamed from the doorway.

Connie wiped her mouth. “Yeah... we’re coming, keep your panties on, Banana.”
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CHAPTER TWO


Once we got Anna into the cafe’s kitchen — far later than she’d liked — she became a different person. Just as bossy, but confident and in charge — the queen of her domain. She strolled around that kitchen like the inspector had done days earlier. She checked the temperature on the refrigerators. Inspected her supplies and cleaned her surfaces. Her pink apron had ‘Daddy’s Girl’ printed on the front — a gift from Connie — but she still wore her tight jeans and one of her many off-the-shoulder tees. Then she promptly kicked us out.

“Anna’s Naughty Niceties,” I said, standing across the street, staring at the pink sign over the cafe. Well, the first two were accurate. I chuckled and drove Sally around back to the small rear parking that belonged to the building.

“Daddy!” Anna screamed as I pushed through the back entrance and swanned into the kitchen ten minutes later. “You scared the shit out of me!”

She stood with flour on her cheeks and brow, holding a silver tray in a pair of pink oven mitts. She looked adorable as ever, scowling at me. I grinned. “Sorry, Baby Girl. I’ll knock next time, I promise.” I strolled up to her and kissed her pouty lips. She visibly deflated. “Get back to work... slacker.”

She gasped, wanting to hit me, but couldn’t because of the tray, and didn’t have anywhere to put it. “You’re so bad.”

I kissed her again. “And you’re so naughty... it says so on the sign.” Before I got carried away, I put a table between us. “You got this, Baby Girl.”

She smiled. “I know. Now out. You’re holding me up!”

“Yes, my queen!” I saluted, and I slipped through the side door into the connecting corridor. It still needed work. It was missing a few tiles on the floor, and could do with some paint, but it was serviceable.

I pushed through another door into the serving area and almost bumped into Kate. Before she turned, I slid my arms around her waist and pulled her close. “Hello you.” I inhaled. “God, you smell incredible.”

She giggled, placing her arms over mine. “You feel incredible. You think you can just hold me like this while I serve?”

I placed my chin on her shoulder, peeking down her silky blouse at the white lace bra that barely contained her fantastic breasts. “I think that would be awkward and hard to explain to the customers... But I’m up for trying.”

She giggled, then sighed. “Thank you for the sign, by the way. When did you put that up?”

The sneaky sign I’d put on the wall behind the counter said in big red letters:

‘NO HITTING ON THE HOT COFFEE GIRL’.

“When I said I had to check the back door yesterday? I lied.”

She held my arms tighter. “I’ll forgive you... this time.”

My eyes glanced at the line of people building outside. “Oh, shit. Here we go.”

“Daddy!” Anna shouted.

I kissed Kate’s cheek. “Duty calls.”

As I re-entered Anna’s domain and she pushed a large tray of delicious looking pastries against my chest. “You made me late, so you can help.” I was hungry again. “Put these out.”

I took hold of the tray, expecting to burn my hands, but thankfully it was cool. “Sure, Baby Girl.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said sickly sweet, giving me a peck on the lips. She tasted of flour.

“First delivery.” Back in the serving area, I placed the tray on the counter and... “Wait, which ones are Danish?”

Kate chuckled. “Let me do it. You’ll put them in the wrong place.”

I stood aside. “Probably. I don’t know one from the other. Why do they give them such fancy names?”

Kate raised a brow and looked at me incredulously under her long lashes. “Fancy? What would you call it?” She held up a swirly pastry with icing on top with silver tongs.

“Swirly Icing?”

She giggled, shaking her head. “You’re lucky you’re so cute.”

I came up behind her again and whispered, “I’m lucky you’re so smart... and sexy. Beautiful. A goddess. I love you.”

She paused for a second before putting the pastries in their labeled sections. “When’s break time? Because I don’t think I’ll make it if you keep this up.”

“Then I’ll stop—”

“No, never... just… not when I can’t… do stuff?”

I pulled away and moved to the counter front. Spotlights made Anna’s creations glimmer. They looked so inviting. “Fuck. Now I’m starving.”

“I know, right?” Kate tittered, handing me the tray. “Time to open?”

The crowd had steadily grown. “I guess. Sink or swim time?”

She came around front and kissed me, slow and sultry. “Don’t leave me... at least until I’m in the groove?”

“Don’t worry. We got this,” I said. She took a breath and then gasped when I gave her black pencil skirt covered ass a playful slap. “If you don’t... then I know someone who owns a paddle.” She gasped, staring at me with her mouth hung open as I unlocked and pulled on the front door. “Good morning!” I said in my friendly voice. “Welcome to Anna’s.”

People piled in between us and started looking around, placing bags and laptops on tables — securing their seats — before making their way to the counter.

Kate snapped out of her daze, narrowed her eyes at me — she was secretly smiling — and shuffled back to take orders.

I sighed, wedged the door open and flipped the ‘closed’ sign to ‘open’. I watched Kate as I leaned against the doorjamb. Quickly, she slipped into muscle memory — she’d practiced for the past week — and started handing out steaming coffee and pastries in no time.

How the hell did I end up here? My mind drifted back to that fateful night when a dripping girl knocked on my door, asking to get out of the rain. Who would have thought?

I chuckled to myself as Anna waved at me through the porthole in the metal kitchen door. Collecting the empty tray, I left Kate chatting with a customer condemning the food in the cafe where Anna worked previously, and returned to my baby girl.

As soon as I passed through the door, she attacked me with her lips, kissing me deeply. The tray clattered on the counter. I was dazed for a few seconds before cupping her bottom in both hands. When she finished, she bit my lip and left me covered in flour.

“What was that for?” I brushed the fluffy powder from my tee.

She grinned. “I just wanted to thank you for... this.” She waved her hand about. “I always wanted my kitchen, but I never dreamed I actually get it.”

I pulled her back in for another kiss. “Well, you’re welcome. You deserve it. You really are good at this. Our customers will be back for more.”

She grinned. “I know. Here.” She swapped the tray in my hand for another one full of fresh temptations. “These are even better. I’m still getting used to the new ovens. Go,” she huffed, becoming bossy again.

“Yes, my queen!” I cackled, pushing back into the main cafe and placing the tray behind the serving counter.

“Great,” Kate said, with a big smile on her face. “Just ran out.” She expertly placed the food in the counter display with her nimble tong work and more customers piled in. I stood with her for a while, looming whenever a young guy eyed her a little too closely as she made and served coffee. When I was sure she was okay, I re-entered the corridor in search of Connie.
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CHAPTER THREE


Learning from Anna, I knocked before entering the small office in the back.

“You don’t have to knock, Jack,” Connie called through the decrepit wooden door.

I peeked my head inside. “How’d you know it was me?”

Connie sat on a crappy office chair in front of a laptop. “You have a manly knock.” Slowly, she swiveled around, letting her legs fall apart, teasing me with the darkness inside her knee-length skirt.

My gaze lingered for a second before trailing up her champagne silk blouse. Kate and Connie’s attires meant business. Connie’s blond tresses flowed loosely over her shoulders. She was beaming sunshine at me. “I didn’t want to scare you.”

She scoffed. “Scare me?” She thought for a second, squinting one eye. “Anna?”

“Yep.” I closed the door and leaned against it.

“I don’t scare that easy.” She parted her thighs a little wider, stretching her skirt.

“I suppose you don’t.”

“Hows it going out there?”

“Out where?” I gazed into the darkness between her thighs. It was like a siren song.

“In. The. Cafe?” She said like she was talking to a naughty toddler.

I grinned, snapping myself out of the trance. “Oh, great. Anna’s baking is flying, and Kate’s got it handled. The initial surge is over. How’s it going in here?”

She twirled a clump of golden strands playfully around her finger. “Oh, you know. Not much to do, really. I’ve placed the next set of orders. Done the social media stuff for the opening and the usual... boring... paperwork.” With each of her last words, she parted her legs an inch wider, letting her skirt rise.

“Good... that’s good,” I said, bewitched again.

“Can I tell you something?”

“Sure.” I could see a glimmer of her dark silk panties and my dumb ape brain wanted more.

“I can’t stop thinking about what you did this morning with Kay.”

“What did I do with Kate?” A lace edge decorated down between the vee of her core, and a silky panel covered her mound.

She grinned at my obsession. “The part where you sucked her nipple until she came.”

“Oh, that. Why?”

“Oh, I don’t know. If I were to say, unbutton my blouse?” My gaze snapped up as her fingers flicked the top few buttons apart, revealing her champagne satin bra with a deep cleavage. Her fingers continued until she pulled the silk from her skirt, revealing her naked tummy, and flicked her blouse behind her. “And maybe...” Her fingers pinched a clasp on the panel between her bra cups and the material fell away, freeing her full, mouthwatering breasts. “Would you suck them too?”

A little voice whispered in my mind, telling me I was working. Kate was out there serving customers. Anna was busy baking. I couldn’t stop to play with Connie...

Rosy nipples stood proud, jutting from her perfect areolas. She cupped her large breasts, holding them like an offering. My mouth was dry, despite the drool pooling on my bottom lip.

I couldn’t… could I?

She grinned. “What if,” she started, reaching down for the hem of her skirt. “I was to…” Her voice became a whisper as her digits slipped under and lifted the fabric before fingering the hem of her matching satin panties. “Remove…” She pulled the silky champagne garment from her hips and wiggled as the material slipped under her bottom. “These?” They slipped down her thighs like silk on silk, but the sopping panel stuck to her pussy, peeling away last to reveal her tight pink slit.

Yes… Yes, I could.

“When they’re no longer in the way… Then what?” The damp fabric hovered between her legs, then dropped to the floor. She picked them up with one heeled toe, letting them dangle in the air.

I gulped, leaning harder against the door. “Are you always going to be like this at work?”

Her smile widened, and her eyes flashed. “What am I like, exactly?”

I couldn’t decide what I wanted to look at more. Her smooth-shaven pussy, with its tantalizing flushed interior, engorged clitoris and glistening hole. Or her plump breasts, with her kissable nipples begging for a sucking. “Like a seductive vixen?”

She giggled, spreading her legs as wide as the chair would allow. Her pussy opened like a flower. “Is that what I’m doing?”

‘Get a hold of yourself,’ that little voice shouted. ‘You’ve virtually spanked her over your knee and fucked her so many times.’

It didn’t matter how many times I’d fucked her, done whatever to her. She was still stunning. They all were, and they had a direct line to my primitive brain. A chemical reaction literally out of control between my ears meant I gawked at her, rendering me into a simpleton that desired only one thing.

“Perhaps, if I’m too much for you,” she said, talking pure sex, slowly rising from the chair, “you should have a seat?”

“Umm.” Fuck. “Okay.” Slowly my feet shuffled forward on their own accord. Before I knew it, I was inches from her. Her hand was on my chest and then I fell into the chair. I was off center, arms awkwardly on the rests, staring up at jiggling breasts before I even realized what was happening, and Connie was straddling me on the shitty worn seat.

“That’s better, isn’t it?” She shifted, bedding her knees on either side of my legs, her fingers playing with my pant zipper. “You never answered me. What would happen if I took my panties off?”

Her breasts hung in my face, but were just out of reach. This close, they were massive. “Anything you want.”

“Anything?” Her blond waves hung over her shoulders as she leaned in and kissed me. It was a gentle pouty suck on my bottom lip. “Do you want to suck my nipples, Jack?”

“Yes,” I answered without thinking. In my mind, my lips were already around her little flesh towers.

She held her breasts up and squeezed them together. My cock flexed, pushing through my unzipped fly. “Take them. Show me how much you love them.”

I did. My fingers greedily grabbed her tantalizing flesh and held them, shoving her right nipple into my mouth, and I sucked. Connie shuddered, frantically gripping my cock and pumping my hard length. I kneaded her breasts, licking and sucking her buds, alternating from one to the other.

We both gasped as she impaled herself on my cock. I squeezed her mounds as a surge of pleasure thundered from her tight, wet pussy and she clenched around my shaft.

“Fuck.” She ground her hips, lifting her skirt higher to bunch at her waist.

Being sheathed in her silky channel made me greedy, and I gripped her breasts harder, sucked longer, kneaded with desperation. Connie was no better. She gripped my head tightly against her bosom, and bounced on my lap, fucking me fast and hard.

“You always do this to me,” she moaned. “Turn me into this.” The chair creaked under her hard riding, groaning its aging protest. “I used to have so much control... Fuck!”

I bit her nipple, lost in her creamy flesh, the plunging and grinding. Say what you want about Connie, but she was athletic — able to ride me fully. Quickly rising on her knees, then slamming down on my lap repeatedly without faltering. My cock felt like it was going to burst. She could also grip my hair hard. If I could actually think beyond her juicy nipples and the pleasure between my thighs, I’d worry she’d tear my hair out.

“Yes! Fuck. God, I love your cooOOOOoock,” she cried, shuddering over me, lifting off, then pushing herself as deep as she could, like she couldn’t decide if she could take it. She could.

The convulsing massages of her hot pussy muscles almost killed me, and with a strangled moan against her juicy left nipple, I came. My cock was incredibly deep inside her, and for the second time that day, her pussy greedily milked my shaft for all its worth.

“Jesus,” I said, gasping for air — realizing a man could suffocate against a pair of breasts — her nipples were red and glistening.

Connie slouched back and grabbed my chin. “You, my sexy fucker, are a blessing and a curse.”

I grinned up at the blond bombshell, almost delirious. “Oh, yeah?”

“Yeah. You’re the best sex ever... but I want it all the time. It’s a sexy conundrum.” She wiggled her hips, grinning.

I leaned down and gave her distended nipple a playful lick. “How terrible for you.”

She giggled. “Is it wrong to want you all for myself?”

I chuckled. My cock felt gooey and covered in our combined release, but I fit inside her so perfectly, I didn’t care. “Yes.”

“They’d get over you.”

“Anna and Kate… really?”

She puffed her cheeks, “Maybe not,” then giggled. “Guess I’ll have to share you then.”

I grabbed her chin and brought her close to my lips. “As it should be.” I had an idea. “Did Kate show you how to work the coffee machine?”

She narrowed her eyes in concern. “Yeah?”

“Maybe it’s time to give her a break? It’s only fair.”

She pouted, becoming the spitting image of Anna. “Really?”

I kissed her nose. “She’d really appreciate it.”

Connie folded her arms under her breasts. “Fine. But just fifteen minutes. I don’t enjoy doing customer service.” She was such a princess.

I pulled her in for a kiss, pushing my tongue against her for a quick taste. “Thank you.”

Carefully, she eased herself off my gooey shaft and flopped onto her heels. A drop of cum escaped her slit and oozed down her thigh. Without a care in the world, she scooped it up and sucked it off her finger. “Why do you taste so yummy?”

I chuckled, took a tissue from the dispenser on her desk, and wiped my shaft. “I don’t. You’re just crazy in love.”

She tittered, wrestling her breasts back inside her bra. “Oh, that must be why I find you so irresistible... temporary insanity.”

“Probably.” I stood, feeling like I’d run around the block.

She tugged her skirt down and fixed her blouse as I packed my cock away.

She stopped by the door and turned. “You know, I think this cafe is gonna be hella fun.” She beamed at me before scooping her hair into a tail, then opened the door. “Time to deal with the idiots, so Kate can get your dick.” She half turned. “I won’t be jealous. Do you know why?”

I shrugged.

She leaned in and whispered, “because every time I move, I’ll feel your cum inside me.”
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CHAPTER FOUR


We strolled into the cafe, absolutely not looking like two individuals who’d just fucked in the back. Who was I kidding? We looked guilty as hell. Kate saw through it. Her eyes widened under her sexy lashes as she leaned on the counter, looking bored.

“You need a break?” Connie asked, eyeing up a pastry glistening inside the display counter.

The tight line that was Kate’s mouth bloomed into a smile. “Please? I made this for Jack, but you can have it.” She pointed to a coffee steaming on the counter.

Connie “oooOOOoooed,” scooping up the cup before I protested.

Kate chuckled. “I’ll make you another one... after my break?” She spoke the rest with her eyes, nodding toward the side door. I dutifully followed.

“Have fun,” Connie tittered, sipping.

I smirked at the blond bombshell’s foam mustache as I closed the door behind us. “How’s it going?” I couldn’t keep my gaze off Kate's swaying ass as she guided me into the tiny break room. It was an extra storage room we’d put a table and a counter in, but it was basically a matchbox.

“Great... now you’re here.” She spun and hopped onto the counter.

Her breasts were at eye height, but I forced myself to focus. I’d literally just fucked Connie, but that didn’t stop my shaft from letting it's desire showing. “You’re okay though, right? It’s not too much?”

She gave me a lopsided grin. “You’re talking about serving coffee, right? Because that’s easy. It’s the other thing I’m struggling with.”

Concern fluttered through me. “What thing?”

Her fingers walked up my tee until she could fist the neckline and reel me in like the catch of the day. “The thing where I can’t stop thinking about you. Needing you near me. Inside me.”

Her lips pressed against mine in a hungry kiss.

Jesus. What’s up with them today? I’ve created needy monsters. I was one to talk.

Kate fumbled with her skirt, hiking up the hem and pulling down her panties.

“I’m not sure I’m fully recharged.” I said, holding her steady as she worked the black satin down her thighs.

“I’m sure you’ll manage.” She shoved her panties in my pant pocket and then yanked open my fly.

Thankfully, I didn’t need much refractory time, easily coming two to three times an hour. I’d just come less, which I guess was a small price to pay.

Her tiny hands toyed with my cock, quickly making it hard as she kissed me. Today she tasted of raspberries and I ate her up, kissing her with a surprising need.

I pulled away from the kiss, breathless and hard as fuck. “We only have fifteen minutes. Connie hates customers.”

Kate giggled, but her eyes were glassed. “I know. Fuck me, baby?” She scooted forward until she was virtually lying on the counter, legs splayed wide and hanging off the edge, head propped against the wall, looking down through the valley of her breasts.

Her pussy dared me, pink, open, and wet.

She bit her lip. Her dark locks draped over her shoulder, leading my gaze to her tits as they rose like satin mountains. Her fingers gripped the counter edge, and heels flicked around my back and dug in, pulling me inches from her pussy as it called to me, demanding — oozing with desire.

“Now! We don’t have long,” she whined, need making her voice wobble.

Thankfully and unsurprisingly, my cock was hard again, ready to go whenever Katie called. I slicked the head through her folds — a tingly, wet sensation fluttered through my crown.

I gripped her waist and pushed my hips forward.

She mewled like a fierce kitten. I groaned. That tingly sensation spread all over my shaft, hot — so hot — and tight. A silky sheath that fit me like a glove. Katie was made for me.

“Oh… that’s it.” She bit her lip as her eyes rolled. She made a face similar to when Anna drank her Pepsi — like an addict getting her blissful fix. I was happy to enable her, dragging out and slicking back in. Her back arched as much as the counter allowed and she breathed deep. “Faster.”

My fingers dug into the fabric gathered at her waist, pulling out and slamming back inside her dripping pussy — repeatedly — building to a rhythm.

She gasped and panted. I wasn’t gentle. I was rough. My pants fell to my thighs and our flesh slapped together, echoing in the small barren room. It joined the symphony of Kate’s gasps and moans. Her staccato breathing — inhaling with hard thrust after hard thrust — made her breasts sway in concert.

As I fucked her, she fucked me with her eyes. Those dark, smoky hazels, peeking sultry under her long lashes. She bit her lip, slowly, on purpose, knowing what it did to me. Her body slid back and forth with my fucking rhythm — her head almost banging against the back wall. But her eyes never left mine. As my hips flexed with exertion, I plowed my cock into her silky wet heat, and we were connected more than physically. There was need, sure. Desire and hunger, absolutely. But more than that, we were a team. We were together, and we were one.

Her mouth dropped open, her eyes flashed. “I love you,” she whispered, just before her head lolled back and her pussy quivered. She came with a guttural cry, made wobbly as I slammed against her, desperate to come — chasing the release. Her pussy squeezed. Legs twitched. Heels dug in harder, making my thrusts shallow. Spasms overcame her, like she’d lost control of her body — possessed by desire. It triggered something in me, easily pushing me over the edge.

My cock bottomed out deep inside her as I pushed hard and exploded. It wasn’t the torrent I gave Connie, but it was enough for Kate to open her eyes and stare into mine.

We shuddered together until our breathing slowed. We stayed there for a minute in silence, just absorbing at each other, until she winced. “This counter is really uncomfortable,” she said with a crooked smile, then we burst into laughter.

“I’ll bet.” I slipped from my second home, cock covered more in her release than mine, and helped her up. “Maybe we should put a couch in here instead?”

She tittered. “Yes!”

I grinned, pulling up my pants and handing over her panties. I helped her down from the counter. “Thank you, baby.” She wiped herself clean and slipped on her underwear, trying to iron out the wrinkle in her skirt.

“Don’t think I’ll ever tire of that,” I said, watching her.

She grinned. “What? Quick break-room sex?”

“No.” I pulled her to me. Her silk covered breasts pressed against my chest and her eyes sparkled. “You.”

She kissed me, and my hands instinctively found her luscious bottom, squeezing her fleshy globes. The kiss deepened. Her hands slid around my neck and I lost track of the world. It was only when we ran out of air did we part. She looked as dazed as I felt.

“Guess we should go save Connie?”

She smiled, flashing her perfect white teeth. “I suppose.”

Again I returned with another member of staff, guiltily looking like we’d just had a quick roll in the hay — and Connie wasn’t at the counter. Instead, she was laughing with three incredibly young, classy and gorgeous women, nibbling on a pastry, all sat around a window table.

“Hates customers?” I said in disbelief, standing behind Kate at the counter. One of them looked really familiar, but I couldn’t place it. My disbelief continued as Kate slipped around the counter with an annoyed look, only to stop dead in her tracks when Connie introduced her to the women at her table. Then she squealed, clapping her hands.

God, where did I know her from? I leaned on the counter, watching them all chat, their voices low enough among the din of customers that I couldn’t make out the words.

Then, like lightning, it hit me. Cassie Del Ray. The up-and-coming movie starlet... was eating one of Anna’s European swirly things, sipping on a coffee and chatting with my girls.

My mouth dropped open. My palms became sweaty. Voices warred inside me, wanting to go over and introduce myself. But I didn’t want to intrude. Kate had grabbed a seat from another table and fit right in. I wouldn’t. I'd ogle. I knew I would. Cassie was fantastic in Stars Unknown, her breakout film. Fucking sexy as hell in the steamy scenes, of which there were many. All the film magazines have been speculating on what her next role would be. She was talented, gorgeous, and considering the three beauties sharing my bead and heart, I knew a thing or two about that. I watched them for a while, pretending to clean the counter when they all looked in my direction. Cassie was looking at me. She didn’t eye me with the insatiable hunger Kate and Connie did, but there was something in her gaze. Quickly I looked away, my cheeks becoming hot, and pretended to tweak a sign. They all burst out in fun, girly laughter.

After a while, they said their goodbyes, and I sighed in relief when Kate returned and took over before any customers came in. I hadn’t learned how to actually make coffee yet, nor did I know one cinnamon swirly thing from the long iced things. I just knew they all tasted incredible.

“Oh, my gosh!” she said, bouncing on her toes. “Do you know who that was?”

“Cassie—”

“The famous Hollywood starlet!” Kate squealed. “And her two besties, also actresses. Famous people in our shop, Jack!”

I grinned. Her happiness was infectious. “I can’t believe it—”

“Do you fucking know who that was?” Connie joined in, leaning over the counter. “The fucking Sex Ray. Bitch was so nice, too. I kinda hate her.” She and Kate burst into giggles. “Oh, fuck, we should have taken a pic! We could start a photo wall with all the famous peeps who eat here.”

“You think there will be more? I’m just happy we have customers. Never imagined we’d have famous ones.”

“Cass... that’s what her friends call her — by the way — I’m one now. She let me call her that,” Connie said so fast I could hardly keep up. “She heard about our opening after her assistant stopped bringing her favorite snack—”

My brows almost popped off my head. “Wait, Anna’s swirly things—”

“Is Cassie Del Ray’s mid morning shooting snack. She’s been grumpy since she couldn’t get them.” Kate clapped her hands. “She’s put in a special order to make sure she gets one.”

“We should have charged her more.” Connie slapped her forehead and then giggled.

“Does Anna know?”

“Nah,” Connie said, finishing the last of her pastry. “She hates knowing who her customers are. Too much pressure... it freaks her out.”

“She has to want to know this, though, right? She has fans... Hollywood fans.”

A few customers came in and dispersed our discussion. Kate returned to serving, Connie cleaned up her table and I slipped out the side door to see Anna.
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CHAPTER FIVE


I knocked before pushing into the kitchen to find Anna cloth in hand, cleaning one of her ovens. Her silky auburn locks draped down her back free from the tight bun, flowing with visible kinks from its earlier confinement. She grinned over her shoulder. “How’d it go?” she asked, wincing.

“Are you done?” The kitchen was nearly spotless again.

She turned and leaned on the oven. “Yeah,” she said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Don’t want to bake too much, leftovers eat profits. That’s what Becky always taught me. And it adds to the demand.”

I chuckled, closing the distance between us. “Smart.” I brushed a streak of flour from her cheek. “Does that mean you’re free now?”

Her eyes flashed. “When I’ve finished cleaning this.” She nodded towards the oven behind her.

I slid my arms around her waist and pulled her in for a kiss. “How long will that take?” Her lips tasted of cinnamon. Anna’s hands snapped to my neck and kissed me back with a vengeance. Tongues slicked together, lips mashed, and my cock was hard again — like some insatiable teenager. It was their fault, really. They made me feel young.

“A few minutes... depending on daddy distractions,” she whispered, her lips a fraction from mine.

“Me... a distraction? As if.”

She flashed me that crazy smile and turning back to the oven.

“You know, a trio of Hollywood starlets came in. Bona fide movie stars wanting your baking. You have a fan.”

She chirped. “You’re the only fan I care about, Daddy.” Her arm pumped back and forth as she attacked some grime.

I nuzzled her delicious, bare shoulder, holding her tighter, my heart swelling. “I am such a fan.” I peeled her tee aside under the apron strap and kissed her soft, creamy skin.

She let out a breath. “That won’t make me go any faster, you know?”

I gathered her hair out of my face and draped it over her other shoulder. “I know... but I’m such a fan of this shoulder. I could kiss it all day.”

Her arm slowed. “Really?” Her voice was quiet, just above a whimper.

I hummed my agreement, placing a series of kisses across her shoulder and up her neck. Her breaths shortened. “Big fan of this flat tummy.” I snake my hands down and circled a finger around her tiny bellybutton.

“Oh?” The cloth stopped moving.

“Such a fan of these tight jeans.” The buttons pop open between my fingers. “How many do you have?” I kiss the spot behind her ear I knew she liked.

“A lot.” Her words are a gasp. “They’re my favorite.”

Tooth by tooth, I pulled down the zipper, parting her denim. “You’re not getting much done,” I whispered in her ear.

“No,” she admitted in a guilty breath.

While continuing to kiss that spot on her neck with gentle caresses, I ran my fingers along the waistband of her cotton panties. Simple, with a little bow at the top. “Big fan of how hard these are to get off.” The denim begrudgingly slid from her hips, and I left them mid thigh. “Like naughty wrapping paper.”

Her head lolled back until she was resting against my shoulder, exposing more of her neck. “They are tight.”

I pushed my hand inside her panties and left my digits cradling her mound. Her trimmed curls brushed against the inside of my fingers. “Such a fan of this little tuft. Do you like it when I do this?” I walked my fingertips through her fuzz.

“Yes.” Her replies were just breathy whispers.

I kissed that spot again. “Why?”

“Because it makes me want you to go lower.”

“That brings me to the next thing. I’m such a big fan of. This tight,” I kissed her neck, “sweet,” another kiss, but lower. “Heavenly.” Kiss. “Wet pussy.”

I sucked her shoulder, and she gasped. “It’s yours, Daddy.”

“I’m such a big fan of being your daddy.” I pushed my fingers deeper and curled my digits up, slipping inside her small entrance.

She breathed an “Oh,” and then trembled when my thumb found her clit. Her hands grasped the oven, scrunching the cloth. She tried to part her thighs, but was restrained by her jeans. It made her so incredibly tight. My cock was throbbing in my pants at the thought.

I pulled my hand free and smeared her juices on her lips. “Look at how wet you are for daddy.”

Her mouth parted, and she sucked my finger, tasting herself. “I can’t help it. You make me so wet when you’re my daddy.”

I peeled her panties down and ran my hand over the oven surface — checking it was cool — before bending her over. “And now Daddy’s going to look after his Baby Girl.”

Her breath hitched. “I’m so glad Kate found you, Jack,” she said, as I freed my aching cock and pushed inside her tight pussy.

Her back arched, and she gasped as her flesh stretched around my intrusion. I was fibbing. I was more than a fan. I was in awe of her tiny, silky channel. She gripped me tighter than a fist. I stayed sheathed inside her while I kissed and nibbled her shoulder, distracting myself so I didn’t come in her temptresses heat. Slowly, her muscles relaxed and the urge to come passed. I sucked her shoulder. “Fuck. God, I love you,” I blurted. Her pussy fluttered around my length and she just let me stand there, buried to the hilt, kissing her immaculate skin.

I snaked an arm around her waist and pressed my palm against her mons — over her little tuft. My finger fell naturally to the side of her clit and stroked little teasing circles around her sensitive nub. The effect was instant. Her pussy tightened, and she squirmed in my grip.

“Oh, Daddy!” she said, sounding out of breath. Her mouth opened and her head lolled from side to side on my shoulder. No longer content, she ground her hips, shifting my shaft inside her. She knew what she was doing. My body responded on its own, pulling back and slamming her against the oven — crushing my hand. My other hand slid up her tee, lifted her bra, and cupped a petite breast, thumbing her pebbled nipple. “Oh.” She took a few shaky breaths, then begged, “Please?”

I couldn’t deny her. I pulled back and then fucked her with a renewed need, rubbing circles around her clit and nipple. Desire flooded her thighs as she rocked against the chrome finish — breaths ragged. I sucked on her neck, pounded my hips, rubbed my fingers as best I could — coordination wasn’t one of my virtues — but it was enough and rapidly she came, moaning into her pride and joy. I came rapidly after, spraying whatever I’d recharged deep inside her, pushing so deep she lifted to her toes.

“Fuck, Daddy,” she gasped, sucking in a big gulp of air. She was still shaking, squeezing my shaft, and had to lean against the oven for support. “That was...”

I’d left a hickey on her neck — a couple, in fact — in the heat of the moment. I gulped, trying to breathe, to still the rapid beating of my heart.

She slumped against the oven, wetness coating her pussy and thighs. She mewled as I pulled out. The world swirled around me and I fell against the table.

These girls were going to be the death of me. Completely drained, the fatigue of my exertions caught up with me and I had to take a minute.

Anna eventually rose from the surface with a giggle — fighting her jeans. “Now I have more to clean... you made me drool!”

Recovered, I put away my deflated cock and laughed. “I did nothing of the sort. The mess between your thighs, that I’m guilty of, but the drool was all you.”

She narrowed her eyes at me in mock outrage and marched right up to my face. She scrunched her cheeks... then smiled. “Thank you, Daddy.” She kissed me gently.

I was confused. “For making you drool?”

She tittered, slapping my chest. “No, for my kitchen, and for making me come so hard. I didn’t realize how stressed I was. Now I’m like a... wet noodle.” She giggled, her eyes bright, her smile wide.

I grinned back at her. I couldn’t help it. “Happy to be of service.”

She snuggled against me, and I held her tight. I didn’t think I had a job title, but I guess I was the Department of Entertainment and Stress Relief. With my girls, as far as I was concerned, that was the best job in the world.
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CHAPTER SIX


I helped Anna clean up the kitchen in time for closing. Katie and Connie had most tables clean and danced around the counter with a spring in their step. The last stragglers were leaving, clutching their laptops. It was a more financially successful and sexual day than I’d imagined.

I owned a successful bakery coffee shop, though Connie kept calling it a cafe to make it sound fancy and European — which explained why I kept calling it that. It wasn’t too long a day either. We opened late and closed early, just taking advantage of the mid morning rush, lunch and early afternoon stragglers hankering for whatever was left of the pastries.

When we got home, we all collapsed on the couch with a sigh. When recovered, we all changed. Anna, amazingly not sick of cooking, rustled us some dinner and before long we were all snuggled on the — now perfectly sized — couch, watching tv and chatting through most of it.

After weeks of panic, Anna was finally calm about her kitchen. Kate still wanted a couch for the break room and Connie a new chair for the office. It was a weird transition, going from lazing about to being responsible for a business again.

I got up to shut the window as the heavens opened and Connie cackled to herself that I was using it as an excuse, “to get your ass kicked. Like seriously dude. How have you not beaten this yet?”

I flashed my eyes at her. “I’ve been busy!”

Kate chuckled from behind her book. Her legs were hooked under herself wearing tight yoga pants and a loose black tee, her chunky hardback sat on a cushion. “We are kinda demanding.” Her fluttering eyelashes were just visible over the book.

“Well, I’m gonna get you through it. I want to play Dragon Slayer 2 with you, but you’re going to need your levels.”

I dropped back onto the sofa next to the blond bombshell. “What does that mean?”

“That you’re bad, Daddy!” Anna giggled. “Maybe this will help.” She placed a coffee on the table and my brain demanded caffeine the moment the delicious aroma hit me.

“Thank you, Baby Girl... I think.”

Anna dropped into my lap, giving me another handicap as I took the controller and resumed the boss fight. The little minx squirmed in my lap, getting comfortable, rubbing her denim covered ass against my shaft — not helping.

“Look!” Connie squealed. “You can’t just stand in the acid! Move you idiot!”

“Where?” My character was trapped in a corner and the damn dragon was spitting green crap at me. “Where am I supposed to go? Can’t I just tank the damage?”

“Oh, my God!” Connie flopped on her back, hands covering her face. “No wonder you’ve never beaten it. Why didn’t you look up the solution?”

My character dropped dead and the words ‘GAME OVER’ flashed on the screen in big bloody text.

Anna giggled.

“Because I wanted to beat it on my own?”

“Good luck with that!” Connie rolled around on the couch, cackling to herself. “You keep doing the same thing!”

I swapped the controller for the Coffee. “I need a break. Why do they have to make it so difficult? You can just carry me through the next one.” Anna rested her auburn tresses on my shoulder as I sipped. The warm, creamy liquid glided over my tongue. It was the best coffee I’d ever tasted. I hummed, downing half the cup and then smacking my lips. “God, that’s good.” I wrapped my arm around Anna’s waist and pulled her onto my hardening shaft. “Thank you, my naughty little minx,” I whispered in her ear.

“Lets go again.” Connie held out the controller.

“Nooooo,” Anna whined. “Games are boring. Can’t we do something else?”

Connie narrowed her eyes, gathered her long blond curls and flicked them over the shoulder of her yellow tank top. “I see what you’re doing.”

“What?” Anna said, sounding the incarnation of innocence.

“You’re trying to get him to fuck you again.”

I almost snorted out my coffee.

“How dare you!” Anna gasped, clearly in mock fury.

“The coffee. Sitting on his lap. I can see you rubbing you ass against his yummy, thick cock.”

“Did someone say yummy, thick cock?” Kate asked, snapping her book closed.

Anna pushed her ass harder against my now fully hard shaft. “I don’t need to do that,” she said, sounding like a snobby princess. “My daddy loves me and always wants to fuck me. I don’t need to resort to your games, Con.”

They stared at each other for a minute in silence, before they both burst into giggles.

“You’re such a brat!” Connie shifted to her knees on the couch, reached for the hem of her tank, and pulled the fabric over her head. “You know, you’re right. Playing with Jack is always more fun.” Her beautiful, natural breasts bounced free, nipples hard, and I just wanted to suck them again.

Anna fist-bumped and promptly took my unfinished coffee away, carefully placed it on the table—

“Hey, I was drinking—”

Then pounced on me. Her pouty lips smacked against my mouth, her hands tearing at my tee. Her denim covered core humped the hard bar inside my sweats.

Connie giggled. “It’s official. You’ve made a monster, Jack.”

“Banana was just waiting for a daddy to love.” Kate Slipped off her tee. Her fantastic breasts were squeezed into a silky black bra that pinged off when she unclasped it from the rear — letting her delicious mounds bounce free.

“Fuck me, Daddy!” Anna pulled away, looking dazed and hungry. She slipped off my legs and grabbed my sweats by the ankles and pulled.

Kate’s yoga pants peeled down her creamy legs and then flew across the room. She shuffled closer, only wearing a silky black pair of high-leg panties, and lifted my tee slowly as she kissed me.

My sweats slid down my body and I had to hold on to the couch so Anna didn’t pull me off. Connie, now free of her clothes, helped, yanking my shorts down and then mounted me as Kate pulled my tee over my head and left me in the dark.

A wet, silky heat surrounded my shaft, starting at the tip, then slid, engulfing the entire length.

“Connie! That’s not fair!” Anna huffed.

Connie moaned, pushing me back onto the sofa with her pussy’s grip on my dick like a handle. “But it’s so good, though.”

Hands gripped my wrists and placed my palms on the bouncing mounds dancing before me. My fingers kneaded taut flesh and thumbs toyed with fleshy nipples.

My tee was lifted high enough to expose my mouth, and Kate’s lips consumed me again.

“Not fair,” Anna said, somewhere outside our sex bubble

Connie’s core slapped against my skin as she bounced on my lap, riding me hard.

Kate pulled away her lips. “Ohhh. I’ll get some toys,” she whispered, giving me a quick kiss before leaving the couch.

She was quickly replaced by Anna, climbing over the couch back. “Help me.”

“Anna, what the hell?” Connie moaned. She stopped her bouncing rhythm and my tee vanished, presenting me with my baby girl’s pussy and the tiny pucker of her ass.

“Help me and stop hogging my daddy! I was first anyway. You jumped the line.”

“You’re so spoiled.” Connie giggled, supporting Anna’s hands as she wobbled her legs on either side of my head.

My “my fault,” was muffled as Anna lowered her wet pussy lips to my mouth, crushing my head against the backrest.

Connie and Anna moaned and giggled as the blond bombshell resumed her bouncing rhythm, jiggling her breasts in my hands while I got to work licking through Anna’s folds. Her musk coated my tongue as I pushed inside her tight little hole, then poked to lick her clit, letting my nose press against her entrance. She shuddered above me and the star of her pucker contracted.

Again I was covered in needy pussy, riding my face and cock. This was my life now. My glorious life with my three beautiful women.

“Ow, wow,” Kate said, obviously returning to see the feat of sexual gymnastics we’d achieved. “Oooh, this will be fun.”

Something squirted, and it wasn’t either of the women covering me.

“Oh, what the fuck, Kay?”

“What you gonna do, Con? Stop fucking or keep going?” Kate asked.

“You’re fucking obsessed with my ass and that bottle.”

Kate tittered and Anna ground her hips harder, flooding my face as I licked.

“I’m wearing one, so we can match.”

I knew what Kate was wearing. One of those jeweled butt-plugs she was so fond of. They were damn sexy, too. Connie had stopped again, but Anna was still fucking my tongue with wild abandon. Now Connie would be decorated in the same sexy way.

“Ohhh, fuck.” Connie’s pussy squeezed me, lifting slightly. I imagined Kate pushing the plug into Connie’s lubed pucker... no, I could feel it, making her pussy even tighter. “Oh, fuck, Kay. How fucking big is it?”

“This is tiny,” she tittered, then Anna groaned, her muscles freezing, pussy wetting my mouth. Her butt pulsed open and closed like they were connected.

“Help,” Anna groaned, flopping to the side and falling to the couch. She curled up into a twitching ball of moaning limbs.

“Tiny? It feels like a damn fist!”

“Nah, this is the smallest size I’ve got. Don’t be such a baby.”

“Oh, God.” Connie’s channel contracted and the tight grip spread deeper. “Uh... that actually feels... fucking good. I’m so full. It’s stretching me so good.”

“See. I have a big one in right now and—” she grunted, “every time I move... oh.”

“This is big enough, thank you very much.”

Connie returned from looking over her shoulder and grinned at me. She wiped my bottom lip with her thumb. “Anna made a mess.”

“Is it in, Katie?” I asked, getting restless with my cock buried so deep inside Connie’s tight pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” she groaned, carefully easing herself onto the couch, and I got a flash of the ruby red jewel between her sweet butt cheeks.

“Good.” I released Connie’s breasts, hooked her thighs and lifted. My shaft partially slipped from her, but not for long. With my grip on her ass, I fucked her from underneath and she cried out, suddenly gasping. “Fucking fuck! Oh, God!”

I fucked harder, slamming my hips into her tightness, lifting and slapping her down. She came almost instantly. Nails dug into my shoulders, golden tresses covered my face, and she moaned a shaky rhythm that built to a scream. Her pussy unleashed — squeezing hard — her head flicking back.

Connie shook, holding onto me for dear life until her orgasm passed and she sighed with a smile firmly planted across her lips. “Okay. I might be on board with the plug thing.”

She slipped off my lap and wobbled on shaky legs for a second before turning and looking over her shoulder. “OooOOOooo. Look it, Jack.”

She wiggled her ass from side to side. “Very sexy.” I reached out and spread her cheeks to get a good look. The sapphire jewel sat just above her gooey, well-fucked pussy, pulsing in and out as her muscles played with the intrusion.

“My turn, baby?” Kate moved to a single and laid with her butt against the edge, legs hooked over the armrests. Dark curls splayed around her, behind her, and over a cushion like a silky cape. Her pretty pussy was open, wet, and inviting. The ruby jewel hovered just over the white leather surface. Her eyes sparkled. She bit her lip, pulling a pair of handcuffs from behind the cushion, and put both arms under her back. She wriggled until I heard the familiar metal click.

My cock twitched.

“Is there a butt thing for me?” Anna returned to life, stretching out on the couch like a kitten.

Kate rolled her eyes. “In my bag, but someone else is gonna have to do it,” she bit her lip, then grinned. “I’m tied up right now.”

“I’ll do it.” Pumping my slick shaft back to life, Connie whispered in my ear. “You go fuck her.”

I stood there, absorbing the vision of Katie. Her flushed cheeks, bright eyes and teeth chewing ferociously on her bottom lip. Pert breasts hung stiffly with tantalizing areolas and hard nipples. Her pussy was perfect and soaked.

“Well, well, well, Katie.” I stalked towards her. “Looks like there’s no escape.”

She smiled wide, scrunching her cheeks — straining against the cuffs. “I’m so horny right now.”

I chuckled, running my fingers over her silky smooth skin. “Is that so?” I hummed, sliding my digits near her slick pussy. “What can we do about that?”

“Ohhh, it’s cold!” Anna giggled. She was on all fours with Connie dripping lube over the tiny star of her butt.

“Stop wiggling, Banana, if you want one.”

“I-I do... but I’ve never done this before.”

Kate tittered, our eyes returning to each other. “Stop playing, Jack, and fuck me.”

I pressed my rigid shaft at her entrance. “So demanding, my Katie.”

Her eyes dropped to my shaft as I held it against her slick folds. “I just know what I want, and I want you inside me.... always.”

Her back arched as I pushed inside. Her supreme tightness made me almost come, but I held my composure. My cock was strangled by a pure, warm, wet heaven. Kate let out a strangled moan that mirrored Anna’s as Connie pushed the butt-plug inside her tight little asshole.

My hips pumped in a rapid rhythm, fucking Kate with hard, fast thrusts — tapping the seat against the wall. Her eyes rolled as she squirmed. I held her thighs open, pinned against the armrests as her folds flexed in and out — gripping my probing shaft — dripping and foaming around our joining. Her breath quickened and before I even came close, she shuddered with a gasp. Her eyes flew open and her pussy clenched. “Fuck!”

“Christ, Kay, was that a record?” Connie placed her lithe fingers over my shoulders and nuzzled my neck with her chin.

Katie looked up at us, bliss written all over her exquisite face. “Ohhh,” she whimpered with an aftershock. “Told you I was horny,” she whispered.

I laughed. “Don’t think I really got going.”

“Don’t worry, Jack. You’ll get your chance.” Connie bit my shoulder, then kissed the sting away.

“We’ve had too much sex. I think you’ve desensitized me.” Was a sentence I never imagined saying.

“Good!” Kate giggle, returning from her trip from orgasm central. “Can’t have you running out of steam!”

I pumped my hips again, picking up speed, fucking her dripping hole. “Well, then.”

“Oh, fuck, Jack!” Kate shuddered as I strummed her clit and pounded her pink slit like a man on a mission. “It’s the handcuffs, isn’t it?”

Kate gasped. Her whole body contracting and relaxing in waves. She could only nod.

“You’re such a subbie, Kay.” Connie kissed her way across my back and bit my other shoulder.

Katie’s pussy constricted again, fluttering down my length. I didn’t stop. I just kept fucking her, and she kept coming, until I got close and then pulled out. Her breath was labored, her eyes wide, toes curled. “Holy fuck,” she said between gasps.

“I’m so jealous,” Connie said. “What was that? Like six times?”

Kate nodded, closing her eyes, unable to speak, slumping in the chair.

“And I still didn’t come.” I heard the pride in my voice.

Connie grabbed my cock. “Good job, champ!” She pumped my length, pushing me towards the edge.

I narrowed my eyes at her. “Bad girl.” I slapped her rear, and she yelped.

“Look, Daddy! It is sexy?” Anna bent over, showing me the emerald jewel that sparkled between her petite butt cheeks.

“Very. I think you should all wear them from now on,” I joked.

“Don’t tempt me.” Kate said, sounding like she was half asleep.

“Too sexy,” growled, grabbing Anna’s hips, lined myself up with her tiny entrance, and rammed inside my baby girl in one smooth thrust. She was tight, but so wet I glided right inside until my pelvis smacked her bottom.

“Fuck, Daddy!” she shouted and the green jewel danced against my skin.

“I need to fuck you more, Baby Girl. You’re still so tight.”

She gasped, her thighs trembling as I slowly pulled out. “Okay,” she said, not paying attention, too lost in whatever it felt like having my cock and the plug inside her.

“Another, Kay?” Connie asked, kneeling between Katie’s thighs as she remained immobile on the single. Her tongue darted out, flicking Kate’s red clit with the tip of her tongue.

Another shudder racked the body of my raven-haired-beauty. “Won’t... stop.... you,” she gasped, struggling for words. I chuckled. I’d literately fucked her senseless.

Anna’s arms gave out, and she pushed her ass up as her face fell to the rug. “Oh, it feels so... I’m so, full. Fuck me, Daddy!”

“What do you think I’m doing?” I laughed, ramping up the tempo until I was slamming Anna’s ass against my pelvis, pulling her hips to meet every thrust. The slapping and her moans quickly droned out Kate’s whimpers. I fucked with gusto, pushing past the pain barrier. My knees burned, but I couldn’t stop until I felt her come. Which she did as I almost lost control.

Anna’s whole body writhed as I fucked her through her squirming. Her tightness became almost unbearable, but it didn’t stop me.

“Enough. Enough, Daddy!” she wailed, collapsing into a shuddering heap on the rug. “Too much. Much too much!” She giggled, her hands shaking as she clasped her knees to her chest. “These butt things are like magic.”

Kate cried out a second later, and Connie tittered. “Such a dirty little slut.”

My cock pulsed, desperate to come. Despite fucking my three beauties, I’d held off, saving myself for an idea I’d been fantasizing about for a while.

I rummaged through Kate’s toy bag and pulled out two more pairs of cuffs and the collars we used from Condor.
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CHAPTER SEVEN


Connie gave Kate another teasing lick. I think she enjoyed tormenting her with pleasure, now she knew how easy she was to get off bound, but I had other ideas. “Hey,” she said seductively when I took her hand and held it behind her back. The second, “Hey!” was more of a protest as I locked a cuff around her wrist. The metal clicked tightly against her smooth skin. “What you doing, babe?”

I snapped the other metal loop around her wrist, cuffing her like Katie. “Are you mine?” I asked, pulling her long blond waves to the side. She looked at me over her shoulder, her eyes dilating as I slipped a collar around her neck and fastened it at the rear. Snug, but not too tight.

“Yes,” Connie said, the shocked expression quickly shifting to a smirk. “Is he back... that guy?” she asked, hope lining her voice.

I bent over and whispered in her ear, “for you, I’m always that guy.” Without a word, I pushed her down, so her face rested on the rug and grabbed the paddle I found in Kate’s toy bag. The sound of spanks echoed around the room and Connie shuddered. She fought against the cuffs as her rear quickly became rosy.

After I’d given her enough spanks with the paddle — just to give her a taste — I pulled her up by her hair and grabbed her chin. “Good girl. Now come over here”. I guided her by the golden chain attached to her collar and positioned her in front of the couch, just to the side of my favorite and well-worn spot. She didn’t say a word, just watched me intently.

I leaned down on Kate and gave her a kiss. Just a quick one, she followed, wanting more. “Are you mine Katie?”

She looked deep into my eyes. “Yes!”

I pulled her dark locks aside and slid her collar around her throat, making it a little tighter than Connie’s. “I love you, Jack.”

I grinned, “I know.” She slipped into my arms and rolled her eyes. I placed her on her knees next to Connie — at the dead center of the couch.

“Me too?” Anna crawled onto her knees next to Kate.

I took Anna’s tiny wrists and locked them behind her back with a pair of cuffs. “Are you mine, Baby Girl?”

The saucy little minx gazed up with her big brown eyes and said, “Yes, Daddy,” in her sweetest voice. My cock throbbed.

I slipped her ‘Daddy’s Girl’ collar around her neck and then sat on the couch naked before them. My cock stood tall and proud between us.

Anna, with her auburn curls, looked at me with her playful innocence, pert breasts and petite body. My baby girl.

Connie, with her blond locks flowing over her shoulder where I’d left it, smirked with the natural breasts of a porn star and her athletic body. My blond bombshell.

Finally Katie. Her dark waves flowed down her back. Her perfect handful jiggled as she shifted to get comfortable. The girl that started this whole adventure that fateful night looked up at me with her loving hazel eyes. My Katie.

I held the golden chains clumped together and pulled them to get their attention. “I love you all. Each special in your own way. I couldn’t imagine my life without you.”

Connie’s smirk faltered. “I’m not fucking going anywhere. I love you, Jack. Didn’t know what happiness was until I met you. I’m in this forever.”

Never one to be left out. Anna chirped. “Me too! I love you, Daddy. I never thought I’d find a someone I trusted we could all be together with. A daddy is for life.”

Kate blinked away the tears that clouded her eyes. A drop escaped down her cheek, and I wiped it away with my thumb. “I-I. I love you, Jack. Have since you opened the door to me. I never believed in love at first sight until that night. I’ll love you forever.”

Warmth swelled in my chest. Love for these incredible women. I flicked a glance at the entertainment center, contemplating. Putting down the chains, I marched to where I hid the boxes. “I hadn’t planned to do it like this, but somehow.” I rummaged around until I felt them I’d stashed away. “It feels right.”

I sat back on the couch and held the small black boxes in my hand. The type a woman knows instinctively.

“Oh, God,” Kate gasped. Another tear ran down her cheek.

“Are those what I think they are?” Connie asked, eyes locked on my hands.

“I don’t know how it will work. Never thought that far ahead. I just knew this is what I wanted. Hopefully you do, too?” I opened the boxes to show the rings I’d bought. Three sparkling diamonds shimmered in under the living room lighting. The guy in the store thought I was crazy needing three.

“Oh, my God! Daddy!”

“Wow,” Connie gasped.

Kate blinked, fighting the mist clouding her eyes. “Do you mean it?”

“Like I said, I don’t know how it will work, but yes. Will you marry me?”

“Fuck yes!” Connie cheered.

“You’ll still be my daddy, right?”

I chuckled. “Of course I will, Anna.”

“Then hell yes, I’ll marry you Daddy!”

I looked at Kate, who was openly crying. I wiped more tears from her cheek. “Katie?”

“I-I don’t have the words,” she sniveled.

I sank into her beauty, her vulnerability, her love. “I kinda only need one.”

She giggled. “Yes! A thousand times, yes!”

“Still only need one, Kay.” Connie said, her eyes misting.

I pulled Kate close using the chain and kissed her, pouring my love into it, tasting her cherry lips — soft, silky and perfect.

I kissed Anna and then Connie, pulling them all closer until all three were an inch from my cock. The sight of them all staring, happiness written over their faces, made my cock rock hard in an instant. I put the rings aside. “Now, where were—”

I didn’t have time to finish my sentence. Katie’s lips slid over my cock and the other two joined in, licking and kissing my shaft. They fumbled and stumbled — unable to use their hands — but they, my fiancees, slurped and—

“Ugh,” I gasped. A swell of pure pleasure shot through my shaft, starting lower as both Connie and Anna coordinated, sucking my balls. Kate bottomed out, taking me completely in her throat. She felt tighter than usual with the collar constricting. I fisted the chain, keeping them close as they worked my cock in unison, feverishly sucking, kissing and licking.

Kate bobbed her head rapidly, and I fisted the couch. I couldn’t keep my hips still, wanting to fuck her sweet mouth, but I maintained some semblance of control. I’d fucked all three of them and didn’t come, but now? Now I was barreling towards a climax. “Fuck. Gonna come.”

“Share, Kay!” Connie hissed, pushing her way up my shaft, forcing Kate to just suck the tip.

It’s too much, they’re too much.

Her lips sucked around my crown as her tongue swirled, probing my glands. I gasped for air, tugged the chain, grit my teeth as pressure built in my shaft.

“Come, baby!” Connie urged.

Kate sucked harder.

“Give us your cum, Daddy!”

Lips plunged down, deep throating for a second, splashing my world with pure zings of tingly pleasure — pushing me to the edge. Then she sucked my crown — hard — and I exploded.

My cock pulsed as ropes of white hot semen shot from my shaft with such pent up force, and without them able to take hold of my shaft and guide it, it coated Katie’s mouth. Shot a stream across Anna’s face. It missed Connie’s mouth and painted her tits. Another caught Kate’s neck. More pulsed as I grunted through the greatest orgasm of my life.

When the moment passed and I opened my eyes, Anna had sticky white streaks across her face. Connie a line across one eye, down over her lips that dripped from her chin to the splash on her cleavage. Kate was completely covered. Her mouth, her cheeks, chin and breasts coated with an obscene spray. I didn’t think I had it in me.

Anna giggled. “Wow, Daddy.”

“Jesus fuck, Jack.” Connie tried to blink the goop from her eyelashes.

“Oh, my God,” Kate said, licking her lips. “It’s everywhere.”

I collapsed back on the couch and watched the spectacle of my three girls as they licked each other clean. It was obscene and sexy.

Once they’d gobbled most of the sticky substance from their smooth skin, they all looked up, eyes pleading. Kate bit her lip and then purred, “As much as I love this. Can we try on the rings now?”

I flopped back on the couch with a sigh. “Give me a minute.”
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CHAPTER EIGHT


“So, months later, after the cafe was a smash hit, and Anna had trained a couple of minions to produce something close to her magic, we hopped on a flight to this wonderful island.

“This was after we found out that both Kate and Connie were pregnant. Kate’s showing now, but it’s still too early for Connie. On a beautiful beach with white sand, deep blue sky and crystal clear waters, I married all three. This is one of the few places you can do that, so it’s why we held the wedding here.

“It was a subtle affair. Just us and our closest friends — only those who were a part of our new life. I stared into Kate’s pretty hazels, Anna’s big brown eyes, and Connie’s blue pools and said ‘I do,’ with a smile on my lips, a lump in my throat... and in my pants. Let me tell you, the dresses they chose were not meringues. Kate wore a tight, white dress, proudly showing her baby bump, that became a short, pleated mini skirt. Connie, a white lace mini dress that barely covered her ass, and Anna was like a princess, just with a slit up to her thigh and an off-the-shoulder cut that taunted me throughout the ceremony. We partied, we kissed, and we made love all night. Hence the bags under my eyes.

"Why did we have to do this so early again?” I stare at Yvonne’s chestnut brown hair and her amber eyes as she watches me intently over the top of her notebook.

She flutters her eyelashes and squirms in her seat. “I have an early flight, Jack. I need to get the biographical part off to the editors by Monday... and there’s a lot to go through.” A blush creeps onto her cheeks. “And I’m going to have to censor the sex scenes.” She looks at me like Kate looks at a chocolate cake.

“Sorry about that. I may have gone a little overboard with the sex stuff. You should have stopped me if it was too much.”

She bites her lip, taking the entire of her plush bottom lip under her top teeth, and looks down at her notebook. “No, no, it’s fine.” Her blush intensifies. “Is it okay if I say I found it hot? Like all of it?” She crosses her legs, flashing her red silk panties under the fluttery black satin skirt. A breeze whips her long chestnut locks across her face.

I didn’t really notice how much before, but she’s gorgeous. “Miss O’Neill, are you flirting with me?”

She gasps, darting her gaze down. “I’m just saying, if it were up to me, all the sex stuff would stay.” She pulls a lock of damp hair from her mouth. “But that’s not the book we’re writing, right?”

“Right.” I sip my coffee, praying to the caffeine gods for a surge of awareness.

“Is it okay if I’m flirting with you a little, though? It’s just, I feel like I know you after what you told me... told me all that, and I like what I heard… and see.” Her voice trails off, and she hides behind her notebook again.

I grin. “Yvonne, I’m a married man—”

Her blush deepens. “And I’m not trying to get you in trouble, but you’re married to three women, and I was wondering… if there was room for one more?”

We devour each other’s eyes as a familiar voice fades in to earshot. We both turn.

“Jess! No! You do not put the sugar in first! Why would you?” Anna marches back and forth, hissing into her phone, chastising her latest recruit. The cafe runs itself now, well, mostly. They haven’t got those European swirly things right just yet, but with Anna riding them hard to ‘get it before Hollywood goes to shit’, I’m sure they’ll sort it.

Yvonne’s eyes widen, and she quickly gathers her note pads and tosses them into her bag. “Thank you for indulging me, Jack. On your honeymoon no less!” Her hand reaches out for a shake, but catches my crotch as we get up. Her face flushes to the deepest red I’ve seen on a cheek and her skirt billows in the breeze, giving me another flash, before she shoves her hand between her thighs. “Maybe think about what I said? Oh shoot. I gotta go. Say hello for me?” She gives me a longing look before scampering off towards the hotel.

I watch her ass flash her thong as her skirt flaps in the breeze — like she’s taunting me — until she vanishes around a corner.

Huh, that was unexpected.

“Was that Yvonne?” Connie pushes me down and then slides into my lap, assaulting me with her lips.

“I thought you were bringing me pancakes?” Kate plonks into Yvonne’s chair with a sigh, her yellow sundress exposing her upper thighs. She eyes the croissant Yvonne ordered, but never touched, fighting herself before giving in and happily nibbling the buttery pastry.

“Yes, it was. I’m sorry, it took longer than I thought. Yvonne needed the rest of the biography.”

“What’s with that look in your eye?” Kate said around a mouthful of flaky croissant. Is it possible she’s more beautiful now?

“Yeah, babe. You look guilty... and you’re semi-hard.” Connie squirms in my lap, pushing her short-shorts against my rod. “Do you have a thing for the writer?”

Kate watches me intently from under her lashes. “It’s okay, we won’t be mad. We trust you.”

“Completely,” Connie whispers into my ear.

“She is a hottie,” Kate adds.

“It’s not that... I mean, it is that, not as much as you two, but... She was coming on to me.”

“Of course she was. You’re a catch.” Connie licks my ear, and it’s damn distracting — making my cock hard.

“It was that part where she asked to join us that got me.” I wiggle my ring finger, flashing my simple wedding band with the three small stones that match my girl’s rings.

“Wow, really? Ballsy, Yvonne.” Connie looks into my eyes with her mesmerizing blue pools. The blue seems richer. “That could be fun. What did you say?”

“I didn’t say anything. I didn’t know what to say.”

Kate tittered. “Makes sense, though. We’ve told her almost everything about our relationship,” she raises her eyebrow at me, “in vivid detail.”

“What? I wanted to be thorough.”

“She is writing a book promoting harems as the natural relationship for the modern woman.” Kate licks some pastry flakes from her fingers. “Makes sense she’d be interested.”

“Oh, my God!” Anna blusters as she drags a chair from the next table and slumps into the wicker seat. “If she doesn’t get it right soon—”

“Baby Girl, breathe.” I grab her hand and drag her onto my other knee. “Jess will get it right. You focus on our honeymoon.” I kiss her head and inhale her coconut scented auburn locks.

“You’re right.” She sucks in a deep breath and lets it out slowly. “I’m here to relax, get some sun and a good dicking.” Her hand rubs the iron bar in my shorts. “Are you still sore, Daddy?” she whispers.

I laugh. “We’ll see.”

Kate rolls her eyes, rubbing her tummy. Her small baby bump is sexy as hell. She carries it incredibly, glowing with pure radiance. It’s also made her insatiable. Combined with the two sex monsters in my lap... I’m exhausted.

“Hows our baby today?”

“She’s fine,” Katie grins, sparkling like the diamond on her finger.

“So we’re having a girl now? I thought it was a boy?”

“Today she feels like a girl.”

“It’s gonna be so weird,” Anna whispers to herself.

“What? Kate with a baby?” Connie asks, almost slipping off my thigh, too busy trying to give me a hickey.

“No,” Anna hisses. “Jack being a daddy… and that not being a sex thing.”

Kate giggles.

“Two, when the time comes.” Connie rubs her almost flat tummy.

“Well, we’ll use dad instead, and save daddy for the bedroom. It won’t matter to our kids. They’re gonna have three incredibly hot moms, the best genetics and an incredible amount of love.”

“Fuck, Jack. You’re going to make me cry.”

“And the best daddy... eh, dad,” Anna adds.

I open my arms wider around my girls and Kate waddles in and slides onto my leg with Anna. “I love you three... four... all of you.”

“We love you too, so much, and so will this little munchkin.” Kate taps her tummy, then squeezes my thigh as we merge into one mass of limbs on the creaking chair.

I hold them tight in a group hug, absorbing the love flowing from them.

My three incredible wives.

So beautiful.

So loving.

So unexpected.
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