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CHAPTER ONE


I kicked my feet up on the sun lounger and grinned like an idiot. It was a couple of days after the camping trip and Katie was moving in. I had two gorgeous goddesses living with me, currently splashing about in my pool. We were supposed to be unloading Kate’s stuff from the truck, but once she found I had a pool — that had just been cleaned and made usable again — the bikinis were on in an instant.

I could have carried on unloading, but why do that, when you could watch Anna, my adorable nineteen-year-old auburn baby girl, wearing a tiny swimsuit with so many peep holes and straps it seemed like you could see all of her fair skin. She was flicking water at Katie, the raven haired beauty that’d taken my breath away from the moment I saw her. She wiped the water from her face and cackled, flicking water back, splashing about in her skimpy, black, two-piece that showed off her amazing breasts for all to see. Though I say that, it was really just me, feeling overdressed in my old cargo pants and t-shirt that I only wore while doing odd jobs.

I watched droplets of water slide down both their flat tummies, wishing I had an ice cube.

My attention was pulled from my daydream of kissing around their sexy bellybuttons when the giggling stopped and whispering started. I spied them conspiring together and put my phone and keys out of reach, just in case they splashed me.

“What are you up to?” I folded my arms and narrowed my brow. The last time I saw the particular twinkle in Kate’s eyes, she was cooing ‘ta-da’ holding a butt plug for Connie.

“I was just wondering how long I could hold my breath.” Kate slicked her hair back and grinned, telling me the innocent question wasn’t innocent in the slightest — especially with my sweet Katie. She was a kinky little minx, let there be no mistake.

“Why?” I said, sitting forward, on the edge of the lounger.

Kate giggled, and I didn’t know whether to be titillated or concerned. “Well—”

“Come in the water, Daddy!” Anna cooed, flicking in my direction. It didn’t reach the lounger, but a few splashes landed on my boots and I quickly slipped them off.

“Yeah, Jack. Why aren’t you in here with us?” Kate floated closer and peered up at me from the water’s edge.

I scooted off the lounger and kneeled in front of her, bopping her on the nose." Because we are supposed to be moving your stuff."

She scoffed. “That can wait. Do you know the last time I swam and could just enjoy it? Like really enjoy it without some guy eyeing me the entire time?”

“I guess never, because that’s what I done since I met you.”

“That doesn’t count!” Anna giggled, pushing her pink goggles onto her forehead.

“No, I like it when you watch me. But you’re right. Never. So this is amazing.”

My spidey sense tingled when they both looked at me with that twinkle, giggling. The next thing I knew, they had both my arms in their grasps, and I was toppling over them into the pool.

Tepid water hit me like a wall of glass. As my mind caught up and I sank into the crystal depths, I caught a glance of perfect glutes and bikini bottoms. I spun, water going up my nose, and I frantically flailed upwards. I gasped for air to the sound of riotous laughter, surfacing with a splash.

I bobbed, hissing the water out of my nose as Katie and Anna surrounded me. “I can’t believe you did that.”

“I can,” Anna laughed, sliding her tiny hands under my sopping shirt. “But it was Kay’s idea.”

“Thanks, Banana,” Kate huffed, reaching down to my fly. “But at least you here, now, with us, where you should be.”

I quickly got over the surge of panic at being submerged upside down — something I’ve never enjoyed — and flicked the water out of my eyes. Before I really got a bearing, Anna was pulling my dripping t-shirt over my head and Kate had submerged, pulling my pants down to free my cock.

I grunted as she somehow sucked on my semi-hard length under water and now I knew why she was wondering how long she could hold her breath.

Anna threw my shirt aside, and it drifted away, floating on the water as she pulled herself close, giggling.

“Bad girl,” I teased, giving her bottom a slow-motion spank under water.

“No!” she whined — that became a moan — as I spanked her other fabulous cheek.

Kate surged to the surface behind Anna, gasping. “I knew I could do it!” she cheered in between breaths. Then, with a large inhale, sank beneath the surface again. She climbed down my body until she was holding on to my thighs, feet splashing at the surface as I lifted Anna in my arms to give Kate room. A surge of pleasure fired through my shaft as it was encased in Kate’s submerged, sucking mouth.

Anna wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her lips to mine. She was a little monster, my baby girl, trying to eat my face off with a passion, grinding her bikini covered pussy against my abs. Katie, meanwhile, was going to town on my submarine cock like some nymphomaniac mermaid seeking a boat-load of seamen — sliding my shaft in and out, almost deep throating my entire length, and I was quickly drifting. Not in my pool, but in heaven.

Anna broke off the kiss with an inhale, annoyed by the silly fact we had to actually breath. Who designed human being in such a way, it was ridiculous.

“I love you, Daddy,” Anna cooed, and my cock flexed in Katie’s mouth. She beamed at me and I always struggled to believe them — that they weren’t just saying it — that they weren’t just words that left their perfect, kissable lips. But Anna meant it. She had that look in her eyes, the one she got when I daddied her. It was something like adoration and I’d concluded that I just had to accept it — real or otherwise — that she, that all of them, loved me in their own way.

It was unbelievable, but the uncertainty was worse. The potential that none of this was real was too much to bear. So I believed it. Their love was genuine and history would prove me right.

I cupped Anna’s cheek, grunting as Kate thrashed around my cock. “I love—”

Suddenly water splashed everywhere, as Katie erupted from the water, gasping and spluttering. “Oh, fuck. That was close.”

Anna whined, “Kay! Daddy was telling me how much he loved me!” She pouted, and it was adorable. Well, it would have been if I wasn’t worried about Kate almost drowning herself trying to deep throat me underwater.

“Kate, you okay?” I pulled her close and checked on her while Anna hung from her leggy grip on my waist. Her eyes were wide, either from arousal or panic, but it didn’t stop her.

“It’s okay,” she said, sliding her nimble fingers down my thighs and taking hold of my shaft.

“Just be careful, okay?”

“Yeah, Kay. Stop being so greedy.” Anna pressed her lips against mine and devoured my mouth.

“I will. I’m sorry,” Kate whispered in my ear. “I get carried away with you. Let me make it up to you?”


CHAPTER TWO


My eyes widened when her legs encircled my hips under Anna’s and her warmth slid over my cock. I grunted into Anna’s mouth as her tongue slicked against mine, and then Kate was fully seated on my cock. Her pussy was as silky and tight as ever, but different under water.

“Oh my gosh, Kay!” Anna giggled against my mouth, obviously feeling Kate fucking herself with my hard shaft, clinging onto Anna like a horny monkey.

I was restrained by my soggy pants as they clung to my calfs. It wouldn’t take much to lose my footing and I was busy holding Anna up so Kate could... Good lord, Kate was fucking me in the pool while Anna kissed the life out of me — I was supposed to be moving furniture!

I leaned back, so I was half floating and submerged up to my neck, so Kate wouldn’t be dipping her head under. Anna giggled, sliding higher on my chest as her clumpy, wet locks draped across my face.

I’d been so focused on holding a position that allowed them to do what they wanted, I hadn’t really realized that my cock was begging for release inside Kate’s sweet pussy. “Fuck, Kate!”

All of my senses heightened as I strained in position. Anna was basically on my chest, grinding herself against me, kissing and nibbling anywhere she could. Her silky lips were like caresses in the dark. Kate’s heat pistoned, ground, and pistoned again under the depths, as she clung to both me and Anna. It was so spontaneously awkward, but awesome.

Kate was gasping, sloshing water and all I could do was hold on to my baby girl as she tried to devour me and Kate fucked me. I was building to my climax, distracted and straining as I was, then Kate’s legs gripped me tighter in unison with her quivering pussy. “Oh, God!” she gasped and slipped back into the depths, splashing onto her back. Her sex quivered around my shaft, and Anna sniggered against my neck.

Kate undocked from my sub as she drifted away, arms out like a starfish — a look of pure bliss on her face.

“Can I?” Anna nibbled on my ear, licking around the shell.

“Please,” I groaned. I was so close when Kate slipped from my grip. I kissed that part of her shoulder I loved before she shimmied lower.

My disappointment was brief as Anna eagerly pushed her swimsuit aside and sat on my cock. Her tight little pussy squeezed its way down the length, encasing me in her warm, tight sheath. I grinned at the little auburn minx as she made an adorable ‘O’ shape with her pouty lips. “How are you so tight?” I groaned.

She giggled. “I’m small, and you’re big. You do the math!” She tightened her leggy grip, digging her heels into my ass, pushing my shaft as deep as she could.

“So big,” Katie giggled, still floating on her back, sounding dreamy. Her fantastic breasts protruding from the water like smooth, bikini-clad islands, with two hard peaks.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” Anna breathed. She was wearing the necklace I got her and it made me want to claim her even more. She was my baby girl.

I spun in the water, fighting the pants wrapped around my ankles, kicking a leg free so I could actually maneuver and brace. We bobbed just above the water, entwined and soaked as Anna ground her hips, rubbing herself against me. “Please, Daddy!”

She was so needy and impatient. I loved it. I pulled out and pushed back inside in a hard thrust that made her eyes light up and the breath leave her lungs. “Yes!”

I wasted no time in gripping her tight little ass and thrust in and out of her until I was fucking her with speed. It wasn’t easy under water — something I’d never done before — it felt like flexing your hips in slow motion, but requiring twice the effort.

Anna didn’t notice. She was bobbing up and down, meeting my thrusts, gasping and mewing like a dying animal. She was so noisy it made Kate chuckle.

I didn’t care how loud she was. I was rapidly — finally — on the edge of my climax and I couldn’t wait to come inside her again, to claim her in the most primitive of ways. It always made me chuckle on reflection how the thought of coming inside one of them made me want to thump my chest like a caveman and declare ownership.

“Yes! Daddy!” she cried, thrusting wildly, clawing at me like a bobcat.

I doubled down, slamming into her as hard and fast as the water would allow, pulling her ass to meet me. I tried to outlast her, but she was so damn tight and I’d already been edged by Kate that I erupted into her with a growl.

I pulled her onto my shaft and then snaked a hand between her thighs as I came, convulsing for a second in my release before focusing on her again. I found her needy little nub and rubbed it directly, and Anna screamed, “Fuck! Daddy!” tightening her grip on me as she came.

They might have heard her in the next house over. She was giving Connie a run for her money, that was damn sure.

“Jesus, Banana,” Kate said, swimming close as Anna collapsed into my arms. “That makes me wish I’d gone second.”

“That was great,” Anna giggled, sounding completely out of it as her pussy flexed around me with twitching aftershocks.

Kate snuggled in beside us and I realized I’d have to clean the pool now. I added it to my mental ‘to-do’ list. Not that I expected to make much progress with Anna and Kate being as promiscuous as they were after the camping trip. It was like our little debaucherous roleplay made them think my cock was some kind of toy they needed to play with constantly.

“Can we go again?” Anna asked, lounging lazing against my neck.

“Jesus, Banana,” Kate scoffed, “give Jack a minute.”

“Maybe longer than that,” I said, easing the little sex monster from my grip. “We still have a truck to unload.”

“But, Daddy!” Anna hissed, sinking under the water.

“No buts, Baby Girl. We should probably shower and then get back to it. The truck, that is, before you get any bright ideas.” I couldn’t believe I was denying myself more sex, but when you had two… no, three goddesses constantly wanting to mount you, it became easier. I still couldn’t believe that was a problem I had.

I chuckled, pulling myself out of the pool and dripped all over the place.

“But, I’m already clean! This is like a massive bath!” Anna complained.

“Not with all the chemicals,” Kate said, pulling herself out next to me, and I had to take a second to watch the water trickle down her cleavage and off her perfectly toned body. God, she was amazing. She smirked, realizing I was watching her, cock dripping with my pants clinging to one leg.

Anna floated in the middle of the pool, arms crossed over her adorable breasts, pouting.

“Beside, all three of us have come in that water. Don’t know how clean that is.” I smirked at her as Kate kissed my cheek and hurried off to grab her towel.

Her pout shifted to a frown. “Ew. First in the shower!” In a totally unsurprising U-turn, Anna scurried to the water’s edge, climbed out, snagging her towel and bounding into the house, leaving Anna-size footprints in her wake.


CHAPTER THREE


My attention turned to Kate as she toweled herself off sat on the lounger, giving me a show as she slid the fluffy material all over her body, accidentally letting her boobs slip from their bikini prison.

“Oh, look at that. My nips are still hard. Look what you do to me, Jack.” She held her breasts in her hands like she was presenting them to me. “Come look closely.”

I did. I couldn’t resist the siren call. I bent over and held my gaze an inch from her spectacular breasts and the rosy areola that surrounded her perky little nipples.

“You know you want to,” she said with seduction lacing her voice. I couldn’t resist and took one of her buds into my mouth and sucked. Her body arched, and she gasped. “Oh, you need to do that more often, baby. Oh, fuck,” she mewed and moaned as I nibbled her nipple, sucking, licking, and giving her a playful bite. “Okay, enough. You’re gonna make me horny again... well, more than I am now, anyway.”

I pouted at her, and she tittered. I left her with a parting kiss on the neglected breast and stood. My cock protruded fully erect, staring her in the face.

Kate bit her lip, staring at my dripping cock. “Please put that thing away. I think I have an oral fixation and you are not helping.”

I chuckled, bobbing on my toes, making my cock flex in front of her. “I don’t know what you mean.”

She bit her lip again. “Jack, please.”

My chuckle burst in to a laugh as I leaned over and placed a gentle kiss to her lips. “I’m sorry. Is it wrong that I love your oral fixation, just a little?”

She grinned as I helped her to her feet, wrapping her in the towel. “I have dreams about your cock choking me sometimes. I’m not sure if that’s sexy or disturbing?”

I pulled off my soggy cargo pants from my leg and snagged my phone. I’d have to retrieve my t-shirt later. “How about a little of both? You do seem to enjoy gagging yourself on my dick.”

“Oh, gosh! When you say it like that!” She hid herself against my chest. “I’m weird, aren’t I?”

I wrapped my arms around her. “You’re perfect. If you’re weird, then you’re in good company.”

She scoffed. “You’re not weird.”

I chucked as we entered the house following Anna’s wet footprints. “No, but Connie and Anna are.”

She huffed in mock outrage, slapping my chest. “That’s my friends... your girlfriends you’re talking about.”

I kissed her forehead, standing naked and dripping in the kitchen. “And I love you all the more for it.”

Kate stopped and looked up from under her dark, wet locks. “Do you really love all of us?”

“Of course. How could I not?”

She giggled. “Yeah, we’re pretty great.”

We both laughed our way to my ensuite, where we quickly washed off and changed. When I returned downstairs, there was a train of messages on my phone from the blond bombshell:

Sex Kitten:
This may sound weird, but I realized we haven’t been on a date yet.

Sex Kitten:
I meant to say, can we go on a date?

Sex Kitten:
Like, tonight? I probably should have mentioned this sooner.

Sex Kitten:
I’m messing this up. Jack, you there?



I smirked at her. It was like she’d dumped her train of thought into text form.

You:


Sorry, was AFK. Would love to go on a date with you. Anna will pout if it’s just the two of us ;)




I put the phone down and rummaged in the fridge for a cola. I pulled the cap and held it to my lips, only for Anna to snatch it with a giggle.

“Thanks, Daddy. I needed this.” Her eyes widened as she placed the bottle to her lips. She pulled away, making a face. “Ugh! So bland. I thought we had cherry?”

I sniggered, snatching my bottle back and downing half, soaking up her distress. “We did,” I said, letting out a breath at the refreshing sensation. “But you drank them all.”

“But we had so many!”

She looked crestfallen, and I had to stifle the chuckle at how running out of fizzy was where her world ended.

“Maybe don’t drink them all next time?”

“No, we will just have to buy more!”

My phone beeped, and I picked it up, having forgotten about Connie’s date chat. “We’ll see.”

Sex Kitten:
Great! Pick me up at 8 for dinner? I’ve got it all booked.

Sex Kitten:
Dress smart. XxX



The last line sent a chill of dread through me. Dress smart, that could mean anything. Dress smart to me meant not showing up in sweats. Maybe jeans and a shirt, but what did Connie have planned?

You:


Ok, can’t wait! Xx




Connie was an upper market kinda girl, right? Her parents had money, she had money, even if she preferred to make her own way. With that kinda upbringing, dinner wouldn’t be fast food, right? Was I over thinking it?

Anna was watching me intently, waiting for me to reveal my secret conversation. “If I was on a date with Connie—”

“You’re going on a date?” Anna said with alarm.

“Yeah, tonight. Just dinner... what would Connie mean by dress smart?”

“Ohhh. You’re going on a date? We should totally do that!” Kate said, waltzing in to the kitchen with a towel wrapped around her head matching the fluffy white bathrobe. I had a brief flashback to our first night together.

“I can’t believe you’re going on a date without me.” Anna entered full on sulk mode and I made a mental note to make sure she never ran out of cherry cola. Even when acting stroppy, the devious little minx was still adorably sexy with her tight jeans and one of those off the shoulder tees she liked to torment me with.

“It’s okay Banana. We can all go on dates. It’ll be fun.”

“But I want to be first!”

I pulled the sulky, fizzy monster into my arms. “If it makes you feel any better, we did kinda have the first date. We had dinner and sex, remember?” I pinched and lifted her chin, and she grinned as I kissed her.

“Oh, I remember.”

“But if she said to dress smart, then... You have a nice suit, right? She’s gonna take you to Armeno’s.” Kate sat at the table grinning to herself, uncoiling the towel to let her damp lock spill free.

“Why does that sound so ominous?”

Kate scoffed, rubbing her hair with the towel. “Look at you, all full of nerves. Just wear a suit. Act charming and you’ll be fine. Why are you freaking out?”

I pursed my lips. “Don’t know.” I didn’t. I just knew I didn’t want to let Connie down. “I’ll see you girls later. I’m gonna go raid my wardrobe and have a panic attack.”


CHAPTER FOUR


I pulled to a stop in the roadster outside Connie’s just before eight. The shirt felt tight around my neck, restrained by the tie. I wondered if that was how a priest felt? Except my thoughts weren’t so pure. My mind drifted to my eventual successful unloading of Kate’s belongings, and I was grateful I had free time. Otherwise, I’d get nothing done except while they were at work. But both Kate and Anna didn’t seem to work as many hours since they’d moved in, well, Anna anyway, and Kate reduced her hours that week so she could get settled.

I still had to look into the business idea with Anna. The little cookie monster knew how to bake and cook. I just had to figure out how viable that would be. I had this image in my mind of us, maybe all four of us — I wasn’t sure about Connie — running a cafe or bakery. Keeping my expectations in check, I focused on Anna. I had to assume it would be just the two of us and knew less than nothing about running that kind of business.

A sparkling shimmer caught my attention as I gazed at the glass entrance to Connie’s apartment building. Except it wasn’t a shimmer, but a dress. A gold, sparkling dress wrapped around an exquisite blonde. It was Connie. The closer she came into my narrow depth of focus — thank you gamer vision — the more the breath escaped my lungs.

She looked phenomenal. Her blond locks cascaded around her shoulders in silky waves, curling and bouncing as she walked in a pair of golden heels so high I thought I’d have to look up to her for a change. But the dress, though, that was something else. It stretched around her so snuggly it showed off her perfectly toned body and her ample cleavage that bobbed gently with every step. It was short, thigh short, probably just covering her delicious rear and strapless, leaving her oh-so-kissable shoulders bare to torment me. Anna was going to be peeved. Connie had one-upped her in that department.

She waltzed towards me, hips swaying, a smile plastered on her face. Her make up was subtle. Baby pink lipstick and smoky dark eyes. She was a vision.

She leaned over the car door, showing off the lacy black bra caressing the beautiful valley between her enticing mounds. “You look nice.”

I scoffed. “I was going to say the same about you, but it would have been a massive understatement. You look incredible!”

She opened the door and slipped into the passenger seat, quickly flashing me her black lace panties, before she fixed her fantastic dress.

She was gift-wrapped in the most amazing way possible.

“I’m not joking. You look so handsome… and hot. I’m struggling to keep my thighs together.”

I chuckled, letting my head fall back against the headrest. “You don’t have to say that. I feel very underdressed compared to you.”

She slid a tiny golden clutch into the glove box and then placed her hand on my thigh. Her baby blues sparkled in the streetlights. “Fuck do you. I’d tell you if you looked like a hobo.” She fisted my shirt and pulled me in for a kiss. Her lips pressed against mine, soft, silky, and pouty.

She sucked half the life from my body... the other half went straight to my cock.

She pulled away and sighed, wiping my lips with her thumb. “I really need that every morning, every day… forever. Ugh! Go before I fuck you right here and now.”

I adjusted my cock and pulled away. “Where we headed?”

“Here.” She slid her phone into the holder I never used and a GPS started barking orders at me.

I obeyed my new navigation master, turning off towards downtown. “You could alway move in. Might as well have a full house,” I joked, but it would be awesome to have all three with me... fighting over the bathroom and distracting me at every turn. I wasn’t sure if that was a scary thought or my idea of heaven. It was already a big change going from just me, to me and Anna, to me, Anna and now Kate.

She moaned in annoyance. “I really want that, but I can’t. If I moved out, my dad will want to know why, where and with who. He’s old school like that.”

I didn’t press the burning question, and I’d previously resisted looking her family up online. I was waiting for when she trusted me enough to tell me all her secrets. “I wasn’t saying you had to leave your apartment. I have another room if you wanted to store some of your things or something. You’re welcome to stay over as much as you want, is what I’m trying to say.”

I spied her face scrunch as she thought it through. “I guess that could work. Never thought of that, I don’t know why. I guess when Banana moved in and now Kay, it seemed like it was move in with you, or stay where I am. It didn’t occur to me there was an option in the middle.” Her pretty, pursed lips spread into a smile. “Ohh, I like that. I could stay over at weekends like a proper girlfriend.” She clapped her hands, and it made the bracelets adorning her wrist jingle.

The GPS announced, “You have arrived,” as we entered a dark parking lot. I pulled in next to a red sports car that made my yellow roadster look like a child’s toy.

“This the place?” I asked, looking around.

“Yep. This is my favorite restaurant. It’s where I take all my dates.” She giggled, taking her purse from the glove box, and opened her door.

A small pang of either jealousy or panic slithered down my spine at her words — I wasn’t sure which.

She giggled again, shutting her door. “Don’t look so worried. I was joking.” The brightness illuminating her eyes dimmed as she sighed. “I’ve actually never brought a guy here. There’s been no one worthy... until now!” She re-illuminated and her grin was bright like the sun.

Roll with it, Jack. It’s real. She’s real. She’s genuine.

I repeated the mantra in my head as I closed the distance between us. The dress was smooth, but rough — like it was covered in a thousand scales — as I pulled her close and held her. She wasn’t as tall as I imagined in the heels. Instead, she fit snuggly against me.

“I could live here.” She slid her arms around me. It was one of the rare moments where Connie let her shields down.

“In the parking lot?” I pushed a clump of wavy blond locks away from her shoulder and placed a gentle kiss on her neck.

“No!” she giggled. “Here, in your arms. Ugh, why is life so complicated... oh shoot! We’re gonna be late.”

She interlaced her fingers in mine and pulled me along. My suit pants felt all wrong after wearing sweats or shorts for over a year. My balls were not happy.

Connie pulled me around the front to a bland looking side door and I have to admit it was kinda disappointing. I expected glass, lights and a ‘I have too much money’ looking restaurant. I followed along, holding the door open for her, and found myself in an elaborate foyer with rich red carpet and gold fixtures.

“Ah, miss Chambers! What an honor. We are always delighted to welcome you.” A tall, thin wisp of a man greeted us, clearly familiar with my Connie, and the primal part of me wanted to fuck her over a table in front of him — just to show my claim. I don’t think that would get the response my caveman brain thought it would in modern society. I had to stifle the chuckle at the shocked expression I imagined would dawn over his face if I did.

“Good evening Leon. You know you are the best in the city.”

“You are too kind. Do my eyes deceive me, or have you have brought a gentleman with you? Does this mean you finally need a table for two?” He joked, and okay, it was hard not to like him. He was older, in his late forties or fifties, with a small, tidy mustache, wearing an immaculately tailored suit. His hair was graying and his eyes wrinkled in the corner when he smiled. I could see why Connie liked him. He felt safe. My gorilla brain returned to the jungle as Connie squeezed my hand, holding it up for Leon to see.

The magnificent smile on Connie’s face filled me with pride and I realized how big a step this was for us. She was introducing me to her ‘inner circle’, showing off her new boyfriend, and I couldn’t stop the grin that pulled at the corners of my mouth.

“Well,” Leon chuckled. “The best table for you… and?”

“Jackson,” Connie said with a hint of pride, and my ape thumped his chest again.

Leon held out his hand, and I hesitated for a second before shaking. “Nice to meet you,” I said, trying to sound as well educated and eloquent as I could.

“And you, Jackson. It is nice to see Constance smiling so. She we?”

“Please. I’m starving,” Connie said, sliding an arm around my back, settling on my ass. She gave it a gentle squeeze before we followed Leon further into the expensive-looking restaurant.

Okay, I was impressed. It was like a hidden oasis of ‘I have too much money’, buried under the sidewalk where no one would think to look. I wondered how many other places like this existed around the city?

The carpet felt new under my thin-soled dress shoes as we passed under massive, sparkling chandeliers, and a hundred carefully angled spotlights that gave the room a welcoming but classy vibe.

I tried to soak in the elaborate space, but the swaying ass of the blond bombshell that hadn’t let go of my hand since the parking lot kept drawing my eyes. Jesus, I could watch her ass for hours in that dress. The hem sat just under the curve of her ass. It was obscene and sexy.

Leon pulled out a seat for Connie and I felt a slight annoyance that I didn’t get to do it for her. She reluctantly let go of my hand and sat as I pulled out my chair, place my jacket on the back, and then sat carefully on the thick, red padding.

“Thank you,” Connie giggled, far more bubbly than Business Connie or Grumpy Princess Connie I’d see so far. She beamed with happiness and it was infectious.

“You are welcome. I will be by in a little while with the menus.” Leon turned to me. “Be good to this one, Jack. She is special.”

“Leon!” Connie huffed.

I looked at her bright blue eyes. “Don’t worry, I will.” I took her hand in mine as it rested on the table and squeezed.

Leon leaned in and mock-whispered to Connie, “I can see why you like him.” He chuckled to himself and marched away with purpose.

“I’m sorry,” Connie whispered. “He means well.”

I continued to hold her hand. “Nah, I like him. He clearly thinks the world of you.”

She sighs. “Yeah. My mum used to bring me here when I was little. Leon was just a waiter back then. But then dad... Well, we stopped coming here, but I didn’t.”

“Okay,” I said, changing the subject to get the brightness back in her eyes. “Why did the woman during my very official office visit call you Bridgeport, when everyone else calls you Chambers?”

She chuckled. “Noticed that, did you?”

I smiled. “Nothing gets past detective Jack Jack,” I joked.

Her eyes flashed with amusement before she answered. “It’s not a big deal. I don’t enjoy living under the Bridgeport shadow—”

“Bridgeport... As in Senator Bridgeport?” I can’t believe I didn’t realize where I’d heard that name before.

She grit her teeth. “The same. Senator, business tycoon, and overprotective father.”

“Ah. Why didn’t you tell me I was dating a senator’s daughter? I would have been better prepared—”

“Because you shouldn’t have to be prepared. It’s why I didn’t tell you. I’m surprised you didn’t look me up or something. Kate must have said something.”

I raised a brow when a shoeless foot pressed against my leg under the table. “She did, but I didn’t want to know. I resisted looking into you. I wanted you to trust me enough to tell me.”

Her foot slipped between my thighs and toed my cock. She looked briefly taken aback before she quickly recovered. “Oh. I do, you know, trust you. I just, for once, didn’t want this to be about my father.”

I squeezed her hand as she pressed her foot almost painfully against my cock. “It’s not. What’s on the menu that a guy that mainly enjoys burgers and fries would like?”

She smiled, the radiance returning to her beautiful face. “You’re so fucking awesome. Burgers and fries, actually. This place may look fancy, but not everyone wants fancy shit. Armeno’s burgers are pretty great.”

“God, that feels so wrong. Getting dressed up and going to a fancy restaurant, only to eat burgers and fries.”

She smiled her megawatt grin. “If Banana was here, it’s what she’d have.”

“I bet... and a cherry pepsi.”

We laughed, and then I groaned as she stroked my cock with her nimble toes. Up and down she rubbed my growing hardness, sliding my length partially between her big and smaller toes. “Constance?” I said, for the first time as a playful warning.

“Yes, Jackson?” She acted all innocent.

“What are you doing?”

“About to order,” she said with a teasing smile as Leon returned.

“Please forgive the delay. We are quite busy tonight,” he said, placing a menu in front of each of us. “Can I get you a drink? That fruit-juice concoction you are so fond of?”

I glanced around. The place was virtually empty.

“Yes, please. Jack?”

“Any type of cola you have,” I said, smirking as an image of a horrified Anna sneaked into my mind. “I’m driving.”

“Very good,” he said with a smile, and left.

I tore my gaze from the blond bombshell to look at the menu, and sure enough, there was a whole burger section. Actually, the menu on the whole wasn’t as elaborate as I was expecting. I chuckled. “Is this a fancy version of a diner?”

She giggled, using her foot to play with my manhood again. “Kinda.”

Our drinks arrived in fancy glasses, and we ordered. Connie had a chicken thing, and I had to try the burger.

She continued to toy with my cock through the entire meal. The burger was fantastic, and we chatted about everything and nothing. I kept her father out of the conversation, focusing on the pool shenanigans that morning, Kate moving in and Anna’s dreams of her own cafe-bakery thing. We shared an ice cream dessert and before I knew it, she was in my arms as we said our goodbyes to Leon. Connie put the meal on her business account — she insisted — and I held her tight as we strolled back to the roadster.


CHAPTER FIVE


I would have to answer carefully how fantastic my evening was when Anna asked. As much as my evening with my baby girl was special, this was on another level. I actually felt respected for a change and the way Connie wanted to show me off was something I never knew I craved.

That thought was slammed out of me as the blond bombshell pushed me against the car and locked her lips on mine. Her fingers went straight to my cock as her breasts fell naturally into my hands.

“If Armeno’s was the kinda place where you could take me over the table...” she panted, kissing me with a fury that had slowly simmered throughout dinner.

“There are places like that?” I gasped as Connie kissed down my jaw, pumping my shaft through my pants.

“Oh, my sweet, innocent Jackson,” she cooed. “Make this a date to remember. Take me home and fuck me… before I make you fuck me against Tiffany.”

I raised a brow through the ragged need she was throwing in my direction. “Tiffany?”

She clutched my jacket lapels and pulled me in for another savage kiss. Her pupils were massive as she pulled off, leaving me as a puddle on the parking lot. “She looks like a Tiff to me. Home, now!”

She scooted around Tiffany on her skyscraper heels as I pulled myself together and unlocked the doors.

“Jack!” she screeched, feeling for my cock before I’d even got my seatbelt on. “Go before you make me sit on your lap.”

“Jesus Christ, Connie!” Tiff purred to life, and I pulled to a stop at the exit. “Where the fuck do you live? I can’t think with you clawing at my cock!”

“I don’t think we’re gonna make it anyway,” she said, shoving her head against my crotch, unzipping my fly. “Go right.”

“Ugh,” I grunted as she pulled half my cock out and sucked on the crown. I was sheathed in her wet mouth — silky lips pressed and slid up and down my length. Need fired through my bloodstream and I floored it. I had a vague idea where her apartment was and it took every ounce of self-control to focus on the road and not the mass of curly blond hair bobbing in my lap.

“Put your seatbelt on, Connie.” I slurred the words, letting a hand slip from the wheel to fist her hair.

“Can’t,” she moaned, mouth full of my cock.

We weren’t gonna make it back to her place, that was for sure. My cock was getting painfully hard, bent half out of my suit pants, and Connie was ragged, like something had switched inside her. I could have told her to stop, but I didn’t have the willpower. Who would?

I turned off towards the winding country roads that headed to my place, remembering the perfect spot.

Connie was mewing, sucking on my length, hand between her thighs as we pulled into a small outcropping with a couple of picnic tables and a magnificent view of the city. It was dark, empty, and a known place to park.

I tilted my seat back so I could free my cock fully, and sighed with relief... then gasped as Connie went to town, sucking me with such force she made me growl. My ape came grunting back, thumping his chest. “Stop. Out!” I said in a stern voice. I had to give her what she needed, what she couldn’t ask for, and what I was now desperate to give her.

I opened my door and slipped from her grasp, leaving her openmouthed and staring at me — leaning over my seat. “Out. Bend over the hood, Connie. Now.” I practically growled the command, and she whimpered. She climbed out on wobbly legs, dress already hiked around her waist, showing me her sexy lace panties in the ambient from the interior light.

“Please, Jack. Please,” she begged, kissing me, and I tasted my desire on her lips.

“You’re a bad girl, Constance Chambers.” I spun her around and slammed her down over the roadster’s hood.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, spreading her legs. “I love you like this. Fuck, I love you, Jack, fuck me.”

“I should spank you, teach you a lesson in control.” I gave her thonged rear a couple of swats that had her stretching out over the hood like a cat.

“Oh, fuck. I love the way you tease me. God, I love it when you spank me, because I’m bad. Have I been a bad?”

“Yes.” I spanked her cheeks hard and fast until they became rosy in the cool evening air. If she spread her legs any wider, she would have slipped off the hood. She moaned deeply, gutturally, fighting the little yelps from her spanking. I cupped her lace covered pussy. The delicate fabric was absolutely sopping. “Have you learned to control yourself?”

“Mmmm. Noooo,” she groaned and then gasped when I spanked her pussy.

I slapped the delicious mound twice more, and she cried out, “Fuck, Jack, fuck!”

I grinned, loving seeing that side of my grumpy, naughty princess. Kate said that would work on her. “Legs together, you naughty girl... unless you don’t want to get fucked and we can just—”

Her heels snapped together, forcing her to bend over more, pushing her ass out, instead of virtually laying on the hood. What I could see of her rosy ass was fantastic and now I knew for sure what she was after when she pushed and teased me. I had my suspicions, but... I was going to have to get her a special paddle from Kate.

“Look at this red bottom. Such a bad girl.” I rubbed her warm globes of flesh. Her skin was perfect, and I just wanted to bite her.

“Oh, fuck, Jack!” Her body shivered at my touch as I trailed fingers up her inner thighs, curved under the delicious mounds of her ass to her side, hooking fingers in the waistband of her lace thong. “Please,” she mewed, “I can’t wait any longer. I need you inside me.”

“Patience. You’re so needy.” My desire to take my time with her was at war with the fact we were in a public place — even if it was seldom visited by anyone other than horny teenagers.

“I can’t. Can’t take much more,” she cried.

I pulled her panties down in one swift motion, leaving them pulled taut mid thigh. “God, your pussy is so wet, Connie.” I placed the flat of my palm against her dripping slit and gave her a few gentle slaps, more like taps — just like Kate had said. Connie’s thighs quivered as her pussy clenched. She moaned, so I kept spanking her. The sound of wet slaps filled the quiet night air, then a loud groan as I shifted to my knees and shoved my face against her thighs.

I lapped up her wetness, tasting her salty, musky desire that was pure Connie. I clutched her legs to keep her still and licked from her mons up to the cute pucker of her bottom.

“God, fuck! Fuck, you’re a sexy asshole!” she cussed and moaned as I licked her, sliding my tongue through her folds, pushing into her entrance between her silky outer lips. “Ohhhhhh,” she moaned, twitching as I licked rings around her needy clit, giving her teasing flicks and then—

“OH, FUCK!” she screamed as I sucked that engorged little nub long and hard. Connie shuddered, banging her fist on the hood, writhing, anchored at the waist to the bumper.

I licked her through the aftershocks, grinning like a horny idiot as I retrieved my cock and gave the dripping shaft a few customary pumps.

“God, I love you Jack... So fucking good. Ohhh, so good,” Connie cussed and mumbled to herself as I stood and ran the head of my cock through her throbbing folds. Instantly she arched her back, pushing her ass out — the needy little minx. One orgasm was never enough for her.

“Do you deserve this, after how bad you’ve been?” I taunted her, slicking my cock with her abundant juices.

“Yes!” she cried shamelessly. “So fucking much. I deserve your cock so fucking much!”

I gave it to her. Pushing deep inside her in one hard thrust, stretching her around my iron girth. She went stiff with a gasp. “Is this what you want, Connie?”

She gasp-whispered, “Fuck… Yeah.” I had to stifle a chuckle. Connie was officially as needy as Anna. Her channel wasn’t as tight, but it was just as much a hot, silky paradise, squeezing my shaft with fist-like clenches.

My fear of getting caught in public came thundering back, forcing me into action, and I hammered into her slick, wet heat with wild abandon. It was so fucking good. Every thrust inside her sent zings of pleasure from the tip of my shaft directly to the pleasure centers of my brain.

I couldn’t believe I was fucking this blond goddess over the hood of my car in a picnic spot. I could glance over my shoulder and see the bright lights of the city if I wanted, but I couldn’t take my eyes from the shimmering gold dress, wrapped around the fantastic body of… My spectacular, foul-mouthed, twenty-year-old girlfriend.

One of three incredible women I had the privilege of not only knowing intimately, but sharing a bond with.

It was a dream, right? I was going to wake up sad and alone on my couch any minute, wasn’t I?

“Harder, Jack! Fuck! Harder!”

Connie snapped me from the abyss of pleasure I was sinking into. “So needy,” I chuckled, picking up the pace and slammed into her with more force, thumping her against the hood, crushing her between man and machine.

“Yes! Fuck, yes!”

I was on the edge, so close to coming, frantically fucking her, raggedly attempting to hold out, but it was almost impossible with what I was seeing, what I was feeling slicking and gripping my cock.

Thank god then, that in the next moment, Connie screamed a string of expletives, her body constricting in waves like a dance as she came in spectacular fashion.

Her pussy fluttered and gripped my cock, pulling me along with her into a climax that had me roaring into her with a hard thrust. I erupted inside the blond bombshell, painting her channel with my release — clutching her hips white-knuckled.

Connie panted as I blanked out for a second, then collapsed against her back and my cock slipped from her in a mixed rush of cum.

“Jesus,” she said, sucking in a breath.

I pulled the clumps of her hair from her shoulder and kissed what might be rapidly becoming a favorite part of Connie and Anna — that space between her collarbone, neck, shoulder and back. She whimpered quietly, breathlessly as I nibbled her, sucking a little too hard, leaving a mark.

“Good date?” I whispered into her ear.

She rolled under me, pulling me down into a kiss and my deflating cock pressing against her smooth, cum-soaked mound. She gazed up at me with the look of pure contentment. “The best.”

I kissed her nose. “I guess I should get you home?”

“Can we stay a few minutes? I like it here, with you.”

“Sure.” I kissed her forehead before cleaning us up with some wipes I kept in the car. We made ourselves presentable and sat on the sweaty hood, watching the stars, limbs entwined. It was the perfect date, and I knew in that moment, I never wanted to let her go.
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