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CHAPTER ONE


The sun was setting as I drove down the winding streets, headed into town. Connie had texted me the address of her friend and I admit, I stared at it in mild terror. It wasn’t just that the past couple encounters had caught up with me, but the XXX and the heart emoji she added to her message.

This wasn’t just a dream like thing anymore, this time, there was more. I’d have to look her in the eyes after what we’d done in the back of my truck. Granted, knowing I was there for a specific reason made it easier — I was there just to help, they needed my truck — however I had to frame it in my mind so I wouldn’t stutter like a lovestruck fool.

Because I wasn’t, I was just completely smitten.

Very different... at least that’s what I told myself.

I also wasn’t sure if she was just being cute with the kisses and hearts, or if they had actual meaning? A man could go insane wondering about such things.

My phone saved me from my mental anguish, and I pulled over to check. It was a message from Connie.

Sex Kitten:
Don’t tell her I called myself a slut... or anybody!



I laughed. Not just because of the message, but because I hadn’t changed the name she’d put herself into my contacts as. Maybe I would leave it and Connie would be forever Sex Kitten. She kinda already was in my mind.

You:


Is that not a known thing? ;)


Sex Kitten:
>:o I have never been like that before... with anyone.

You:


Do you regret it?


Sex Kitten:
Fuck no.

Sex Kitten:
It was incredible.

Sex Kitten:
Just don’t tell anybody.

You:


What? That you like your hair pulled while I fuck you from behind... or that we did anything?




There was a long pause. It was probably only a minute, but it felt like empires rose and fell while I waited.

Sex Kitten:
The kinky stuff.

Sex Kitten:
I’m not like that.

Sex Kitten:
Except with you!



Knowing where I stood made the situation less anxiety inducing. The past two encounters were spontaneous and fantastical. Dream like. Both girls invaded my space, but this time I would be on foreign soil and behind enemy lines.

You:


So, what am I to you, as far as your friends go? Random stranger, friend?




There was another pause. I needed to know how to act. I didn’t want to put my foot in it and upset her… or look like a complete idiot.

Sex kitten:
XXX Boyfriend XXX



My eyes became saucers.

You:


Really?


Sex Kitten:
I’m staking my claim.

Sex Kitten:
I don’t mind sharing with my besties, but other bitches can fuck off.



My chuckle was as much one of disbelief. I was too stunned by her possessiveness to even acknowledge the sharing part.

Fuck me, I apparently now had a twenty-year-old blond bombshell as a girlfriend.

I’d only spent four hours with her!

Perhaps she was being cute again? I stopped thinking unless I wanted to go round and round in circles, chasing answers that weren’t there.

Sex Kitten:
You almost here? It’s slow going, and I gotta go to work. xx

You:


Be there soon.




I put my phone down and started driving again. In truth, I was only a couple of minutes away, but I was grateful for our chat. If I took everything at face value, I had nothing to sweat over. It seemed far too soon to be throwing words like boyfriend around, but I was a man in a land of discovery.

I knew the address without looking. The crappy pink hatchback and the stunning blond laying on a wooden computer table on the sidewalk gave it away.

As soon as she heard me pull up, she shot off the desk and bounded over as I pulled in behind her pink monstrosity. Her fantastic breasts bounced — though more subtle now she was wearing a bra — under her tank.

“Jack!” she chirped, wrestling with the locked door handle. “Hey, let me in!” She tapped the door impatiently until I popped the lock.

“Wow... hey!” I groaned as she scampered inside, climbed over me and straddled my lap. Her arms were around my neck and her lips were mashing against mine before I could take stock of what was happening.

She kissed me with such ferocity and need — like I’d not seen her in weeks. Her pelvis ground against my growing erection, though my jeans hid it better than my shorts.

“Hello, to you too,” I groaned against her plush pink lips.

“Fuck. I missed you.” She devoured my mouth like she wanted to suck my soul dry.

It was ridiculous. We’d only been apart a few hours, but if there wasn’t still a part of me suspicious this was a hidden camera show or something, I would easily have said the same.

“Fuck,” she said again. The mouth on this girl. I thought that… but instantly remembered her lips sliding over my cock in the driveway. Fuck it, she could cuss to high heaven if she wanted. Who was I to argue with perfection? “I gotta go. I’m gonna be late. Is it okay if I leave you with Anna? I need you to be nice to her. She’s having a hard time — getting dumped and evicted in the same week.” She flashed me that smile, the one part devious minx, part firework. “I’m sure you can take her mind off it. You did me... I completely forgot about her.” She made an exaggerate panicked face and then tittered.

“Sure. We’re taking this stuff to your place, right?”

She sighed. “Yeah. We’ll make it work.” She poked me in the chest with her finger. “Anna’s in charge, so no snooping in my room, got it?” She was grinning as she said it, and I instantly wondered what I would find. Something kinky and incriminating, maybe?

“Absolutely, my lady.” I joked.

She kissed me, sultry and slow, making my dick throb. “Good boy.”

Then she was clambering out of the truck, trying to pull me with her, despite the seatbelt.

“Hold your horses,” I moaned, freeing myself and pocketing the keys. Connie interlocked her fingers in mine and marched me through the battered front door of the building and into Anna’s ground-floor apartment.

I stopped in the doorway. The place looked like it had been raided. I scanned the room gawking at bags with clothes spilling out, half open boxes, a couple of tables and a stripped bed in the other room... stuff was everywhere and it was overwhelming.

“Yeah,” Connie said, squeezing my hand. “This is kinda last minute.”

No shit, was all I could think.

“The asshole landlord gave her marching orders.”

“He can’t just kick her out—”

“Can, it was all cash in hand and verbal agreements. Anna’s not exactly,” she hushed her voice, “business savvy... or street smart. Sweetly naïve, you might say. Besides, he’s a creep, and I need to get her away from him.”

“Oh,” I said, distracted by how warm her hand was as she clasped my fingers. She was gripping my arm with her other hand and... it felt nice, great. Somehow right.

I was stupidly falling for Connie fast. “So, why did he kick her out?”

“She wouldn’t blow him.”

“You mean she couldn’t pay her rent?”

“No, he wanted a blowjob besides the rent.”

I looked at her pretty blue eyes in disbelief. “Seriously?”

She squeezed my hand tighter. “You’re adorable.” I lost myself in those bright cyan pools for a minute. “Anyway...” she said, pulling me into the bedroom. “Jack, this is my bestie, Anna. Anna, this... is… Jack.”

She said ‘Jack’ in a drawn out way, like they’d spoken about me extensively — almost like they were passing a secret between them. And them, was Anna. About the same age as Connie, sat crossed legged on her bare mattress, wrapped up in a white hoodie with the hood down over her head. It had panda ears and with the auburn waves that poured out the sides, she looked adorable. She was really petite, wearing a pair of tight black denim jeans, but she was still a stunner, easily goddess level up there with Katie and Connie. But sad. Her eyes were glassy and her bottom lip wobbled.

“Hi, Anna.” I said.

She looked at me like a deer in headlights. “Hi,” she squeaked.

“Hon, I gotta go. But Jack here will look after you,” Connie released my hand and kneeling before her friend. “You’re in charge. Jack will do anything you want. He’ll even go down on you.”

Anna’s mouth dropped open, and Connie flashed me her mischievous grin.

“You’re safe with him, okay? I’ll see you at my place later.” Connie kissed Anna on the forehead and then kissed me on the lips. “Look after her stud.” She squeezed my behind and slipped out the door, leaving me surrounded by more stuff than even I knew what to do with.

I stared at Anna, letting my gaze trail over her lithe form. Damn, her jeans were tight, showing off just how trim she was. “So,” I said, trying to break the ice that seemed to surround us after our sunshine left for work. “How long do we have to get this stuff out of here?”

She looked up at me from her spot on the bed, gazing out from under her adorable hoodie. “A few hours!” she said, almost breaking into tears. “It’s too much. I give up,” she huffed, wringing her hands.

“Anna,” I said, kneeling before her, placing my hand on her knee. “It’s okay. We got this. I have a truck parked just outside. Yeah, it looks a lot from where you’re sitting.” I glanced around, realizing just how much of a bomb site her bedroom was. “But I promise you, we can do it.”

Organizing large amounts of stuff was my specialty, after all.

She raised her head, blinking at me with her big brown eyes. “Really?”

“Really.” I squeezed her knee, feeling how soft she was under her skinny jeans. I couldn’t help but wonder if the rest of her was as pale as her pretty face. Like me, and unlike Connie, she clearly didn’t get much sun.

“B-but it’s not just that.” Her hand dropped to her thigh, sitting an inch from mine. “I just feel so... empty... here.” She held her other hand to her breast.

Right, Connie said she’d been dumped in the same week. I had to tread carefully.

“Because of your boyfriend?”

“Ex,” she nodded.

“Do you mind telling me why he left you? It’s okay if you don’t want to talk about it.” I kept my voice gentle and low. I felt like I was handling a fragile piece of glass with my big dumb hands.

She took her bottom lip under her perfect top teeth and thought for a second. “Because I didn’t want him sleeping with strangers. It was stupid. I shouldn’t have told him I wanted to share him.”

Good lord, what is wrong with the guys in this city?

Connie mentioned sharing me with her besties. Was Anna the same way? The thought opened a Pandora’s Box of images I couldn’t risk letting free in that moment. For once, it was my heart, and not my cock, that was aching for this girl. I squeezed her knee again and her hand moved a fraction closer. “So, he took it as an open invitation? I’m sorry, but... he sounds like an asshole.”

Her eyes widened like I’d just blasphemed in front of the pope.

“He had you as a girlfriend.” I was actually feeling angry, again, at some guy I’d never met for the way he’d treated one of these girls. “Look at you, you’re gorgeous. And you wanted to share him with who? Your besties?”

She nodded. Fuck me, that guy needs a lobotomy.

“Then it sounds to me, and I’m no expert, like he was a clueless idiot who couldn’t see what an amazing girl he had. You deserve better.”

She looked down at my hand, caressing her lower thigh.

“Sorry.” I lifted my hand, but hers snapped over the top and kept it there.

“No, it’s okay. I like it.” She smiled, draining some of the sadness from her face. “I actually feel better. I can see what Ka... Connie sees in you.”

“You can?” I chuckled. “Perhaps you can tell me some time, because I have no idea.” I gave her a big smile, feeling like I had actually made a difference in the world. “Now, shall we get this stuff into my truck and get the hell out of here?”

A smile crept across her lips, reaching her eyes. Her sexy lashes were long, and they fluttered as she pulled the hoodie off her head. Waves of shiny auburn hair bounced free. “Thank you, Jack. Yeah, let’s get outta here.”


CHAPTER TWO


The first thing I learned about Anna was that she was the youngest of her friends at nineteen. The second? She had a lot of crap crammed into her tiny apartment.

First, I loaded the computer table outside that Connie had used as a sun bed into the truck, grateful I’d removed the camping gear to free up space. That needed a wash after what we did on top of it anyway.

Anna was quiet as I heaved everything I could solo, while she packed and ferried small bags and boxes, stacking them in a pile next to the truck. I hadn’t failed to notice how she watched me from under her long lashes when she thought I wasn’t looking.

“Gonna need your help with some of this, Anna,” I said, passing her carrying a pink toaster.

She froze. “Not heavy stuff, right? I’m a weakling.” She held up her free arm and flexed invisibly under the sleeve of her hoodie, pulling a straining face, then giggled quietly to herself. It wasn’t the unrestrained cackle of Connie, or the cute self-conscious titter of Katie, but subdued chirps she was reluctant to let escape.

“No, nothing heavy, just awkward, like the mattress and such. Now we’ve cleared the way we can get the bigger stuff on and then pile everything on top.” I gave her a reassuring smile, pretending I knew what the hell I was doing.

“Oh, okay. Let me just...” She trotted over and placed her toaster on top of the pile of boxes and followed me inside.

“You take that end. Let me know if you’re struggling or you’re gonna drop it,” I said, taking position on the other side of her double mattress.

“Right,” she said with a serious and determined expression. “Oh... it is heavy!”

“I think you can do it. You’re stronger than you think. It’s not really heavy, it’s just bulky.”

“Whoa,” she squealed, veering into the doorway. “It’s okay, I’m getting the hang of it.”

I watched her intently as we marched the mattress to the truck, wobbling all over the place. She was adorable and started smiling and laughing as she struggled to maintain control.

When we got to the truck, she scrambled in and heaved the mattress to the front and carefully crawled over it.

“Whoaaa,” she squealed as I held her tiny waist and lowered her down. Her petite hands clutched my arms and pulled herself closer. She fit against me perfectly, looking up with her big brown eyes. She held onto me longer than necessary, and I was almost sad when she pulled away.

“Bed next, and then we can put the rest in.”

The bed was easier as I took it apart first. Anna became my little helper, collecting the screws and bolts in a tub and helped carry the wooden pieces out.

Then we just had to put the rest in. When organized and packed, it wasn’t as bad as I feared. I’d pictured having to take multiple trips, but we’d finished by the time the sun set and a street lamp flickered to life conveniently above where I’d parked.

“Is that it?” I stood in the doorway to the apartment, scanning around for anything I remembered her telling me was hers and not what belonged in the apartment. I was grateful the fridge, couch and such wasn’t something I needed to move.

“Yep!” she said, bounding over to me with a definite spring in her step. “Thank you so much, Jack!” She threw herself at me, clinging on like her life depended on it. “I would never have been able to do this.” She pressed her lips to mine in a small peck of a kiss and then pressed her cheek to my chest. It was amazing how small she was in my arms.

Thoughts of the two girls sharing me flashed into my mind again. I was still recovering from Connie staking her claim on me to even consider that scenario.

“Ready to go?”

“Yeah.” She released me and pulled the front door closed, holding out the keys in front of her. “He can come find his damn keys, the dick.” She dropped them on the mat with a jingle and flicked up her hoodie.

I secured her stuff under a tarp with straps and then we both got in the truck. Anna gave her old place one last look.

“You okay?” I asked her as I started the engine.

She sighed. “Yeah. It’s just so much has changed this week... I don’t even...”

I placed my hand on her thighs without thinking and gave her a gentle squeeze. “Trust me, I know how you feel. Maybe there’s a reason? Like a clean slate, or perhaps fate has something better in store?”

She looked up, her morose expression fading to one of consideration. “Maybe?” Her gaze moved down to my hand on her thigh.

“Shit, sorry,” I said, removing my palm from her. “I did it again.”

“No, it’s okay. I like it when you touch me.”

It should have been a tender moment between us, but that phrase went straight to my dick and I immediately imagined touching more than just her thigh.

“Maybe you’re right, Jack.” She reached out and placed her hand on my thigh — exactly where I’d touched her. My cock knew how close she was. “Maybe things will be better... is this okay?” She looked at her hand on my thigh and then up at me from under those dark, sexy eyelashes.

I resisted the urge to flex my cock as it strained in its denim prison. I smiled. “It’s fine. You can touch me wherever you like.” I paused, realizing just how that sounded. “Uhh, I mean—”

Anna giggled, sounding happier and squeezing my thigh. “Good, now let’s go!”

We pulled away, leaving that shit-hole behind as I glanced in the mirror praying none of her stuff fell out the back. “Where are we going, exactly? Connie didn’t give me her address.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll guide you.” At that moment, Anna’s tummy let its emptiness known with a loud gurgle. “Oh, wow, guess I haven’t eaten since this morning. I’ve been too worried to even think about food.”

“You want to stop off and get something? My treat?” I said, imagine licking chocolate sauce from what I imagined were her perky little nipples. I pushed it aside, knowing I had just, if this wasn’t all a cruel trick, maybe entered into something like an impromptu relationship with Connie. It was hard with Anna’s hand still firmly planted on my thigh though, edging closer and closer to my cock.

“Oh, that would be great, thank you! There’s a good little burger place on the way... If that’s okay?”

“Why wouldn’t it be okay?”

She chewed her cheek, looking away. “Maybe you don’t like burgers?”

“Who doesn’t like burgers?” I scoffed.

“Tim, my ex, for starters. He never let me if we went out. He was worried I’d get fat.”

I risked taking my eyes off the empty road for a second to give her a look. “Jesus, what an asshole.” I placed my hand on top of hers — her entire fist could fit inside mine — and slid my fingers under her palm. “You can have whatever you want, Anna.” I smirked. “If you want to eat the entire menu, I’ll hold the supply of napkins... and then hold your hair back while you puke it all back up.”

“What?” Then she realized I was joking and erupted into a fit of laughter. A joyful sound filled the cab and I almost didn’t want her to stop. When her breathing settled, she inhaled slowly. “Oh, man. I needed that.”

“I’m serious, though. Whatever you want.” I grinned at her, feeling good about myself for making her feel better.

“Up here on the right!” she said, pointing excitedly.

I pulled into a small mom and pop style fast-food restaurant and parked up.


CHAPTER THREE


“Oooo, so Coke or Pepsi?” Anna said, spinning to walk backwards as we made our way to the entrance.

“Either,” I said with a shrug. “Both taste the same to me.”

Her eyes became saucers. “What? How’s that possible? They’re totally different!”

“Okay… then I like them both?”

“That’s such a cop-out.”

“As long as it’s fizzy—”

“What will you have darlin’?” a happy middle-aged woman in a blue uniform asked, eyeing me with interest. She wasn’t unattractive, but she was nothing compared to the beauty holding my hand.

“Just a burger, fries and whatever drink comes with that.” I eyed Anna as I blasphemed on the holy altar of fizzy drink selection. “What do you want, Anna?”

She grinned at me. “Can I have the same, but with a Cherry Pepsi, please.”

I grinned hopelessly at her, now knowing what side of the holy fizzy drink war she stood on.

“Coming right up.” The server sent through our order and smiled at me again. “You have a lovely daughter,” she said as I handed her my credit card. “Father-daughter time is so important, wouldn’t you agree?” She caught me completely off guard. Anna looked younger than me, but not that much younger, surely? Maybe it was her cute hoodie?

“Oh, absolutely!” Anna said, rescuing me from my turn to freeze in the headlights. “I love it when Daddy takes me out. He’s so kind and thoughtful.” She squeezed my hand and secretly slid her other hand to my butt. “He really knows how to take good care of me.”

I froze, put on the spot by a massive searchlight, confused by how sexy I found her calling me daddy was. I’d heard of it, read about it in stories, but never understood it until Anna called me her daddy right there in that moment. “She’s amazing,” I said, not knowing what the hell to say. “I love her more than life itself.” It seemed like the sort of thing a dad might say, right? I ignored the tug inside my chest as I said those words.

Anna whimpered, squeezing my hand tighter.

“Aren’t you two just adorable?” the woman said, handing us our food. We thanked her, and I scrambled out of there, grateful to be out of that spotlight, pulling Anna by the hand.

“Oh, my god! Daddy!,” Anna squealed as we walked across the parking lot. “The look on your face!”

I wanted to joke, laugh it off, but it was too good an opportunity to miss. “You like to tease daddy, Baby Girl?” I said, using the phrase I’d heard in a porno once.

She froze. “Say that again.”

“What? Baby Girl?” I pulled my keys and unlocked the truck.

“Yeah, but say it like you did just then.”

I frowned and repeated it, deepening my voice. “You like to tease daddy, Baby Girl?” I slid into the driver's seat and shut the door as Anna climbed in her side, holding the cardboard holder with our drinks.

“I didn’t think that would do it for me... maybe it’s you. Say something else!” She turned in her seat, pointing a knee at me and unleashing her gorgeous hair from the hoodie.

“Like what? This is getting weird.” I passed her burger and fries.

“Please! I’ve never found that sexy before.”

“Okay…” I said, chewing on a fry. “What do you want me to say?”

“I don’t know. Just be my daddy for a minute.”

I chuckled at the absurdity of where this conversation was going, but I couldn’t refuse the sparkle in her eyes or the growing hardness in my pants. “Eat your burger, Baby Girl. Don’t make me take you over my knee for being bad.”

“Yes Daddy... holy fuck!” she giggled, unwrapping her burger. “Why does that make me feel so… tingly?”

“No idea. Maybe you have daddy issues?” I took a bite of the burger and a perfection that almost rivaled Connie’s pussy danced across my tongue. “This is amazing.”

She was still tittering to herself as she ate. “Told you!” she said with a mouth full.

“I’ll tell Connie we are headed to her place next.”

Anna nibbled on her food with the biggest grin as I whipped out my phone.

You:


Got Anna’s stuff packed. Just stopped off for a bite.




There was a brief delay. I didn’t know if she could text me back. I didn’t even know what kind of job she did.

Sex Kitten:
Great. Did you make her feel better?



I glanced across to the beauty sitting next to me, munching on her fries.

You:


She seems happy.


Sex Kitten:
Did you make her feel good?”

Sex Kitten:
Did you make her come?

You:


You want me to make Anna come?




I glanced across at her and returned her smile. She was browsing something on her phone.

Then it hit me. Does she really want to share me with Anna?

Sex Kitten:
Fuck yes!

You:


You’re okay with that? Me being with her?


Sex Kitten:
If I can get away early enough... I’ll join you.



“Fuck me.”

“What?”

I gave Anna a sheepish smile. “Just Connie’s foul mouth.”

“Oh,” she chuckled. “She defiantly has one of those. Surprising considering who her daddy is.”

“Why, who’s her father?”

Anna scrunched up her face. “I don’t think it’s my place to tell. She will if she trusts you.”

“Christ, Anna. You can’t tell me that and then not tell me. Should I expect some meat-heads to break my legs and throw me in the river, Godfather style?”

She giggle-snorted. “Gosh, no! Nobody’s going to make you an offer you can’t refuse!” She giggled in hysterics, and I smiled at her. I couldn’t help it. Just being near her made me feel happy. “It’s someone respectable. Connie just doesn’t like to live in her parents’ shadow, you know?”

“Gotcha.”

Sex Kitten:
Make her scream and I’ll let you fuck my ass.



I gulped. This girl. That text stripped all guilt I’d felt about thinking of Anna that way. Of picturing her bent over the couch while I pulled down those tight jeans—

“Is Connie okay?”

“I don’t think she’d be sending me obscene texts if she wasn’t.” I pocketed my phone, content to let Connie wonder, and turned to Anna as I chewed the last of my fries.

“Boring for you,” she said, handing me my standard Pepsi. “Cherry for me. Yum, yum.” She sluuuuuurped from her straw, long and hard.

I sipped mine, then slotted it in the cup holder, saving it for later. “Right. Which way to Connie’s?”

Anna pointed, not taking the straw from her mouth.

A sly grin slid to my lips as I turned the key, and the engine purred to life. “You’d better take a breath, Baby Girl, or you’ll give yourself hiccups.”

The slurping stopped and her thighs snapped together.

For once, I wasn’t at the complete mercy of these fantastical creatures, at least with Anna. I had something to fight back with.

“Daddy?” Anna said breathy. “Is it okay if I call you that, Jack?”

“Sure.” My fingers clenched the steering wheel.

Anna’s hand returned to my thigh. “Daddy?”

I couldn’t resist indulging in this fantasy of hers. I enjoyed the reverence in her voice too much when she called me that. “Yes, Baby Girl?”

She whimpered, scrunching her fingers against my jeans.

“Daddy, can... can I make you feel good? You’ve done so much for me today. I’d feel bad if I didn’t. I want to be your good girl.” Her hand slipped to my groin and felt the hard bar that had become of my cock.

Lord almighty, had I landed in another dimension full of nymphomaniac young hotties who wanted to put my cock in their mouths? I wasn’t against the idea. I’d book a one-way ticket, but it still seemed so unreal.

“Uh...”

Another car pulled into the parking lot a few spaces away and a family, parents and two kids climbed out. The dad eyed my truck, and the beauty sat next to me.

“You said I could have anything. I want that, Daddy, if it’s on the menu?”

Fuck, why was I fighting this? She was using a breathy, begging voice laced with youthful seduction. I had no defense against it.

The family entered the restaurant, and I turned to Anna, shocked by just how hooded her gaze was. She was still clawing my thigh like a wild animal. Her lips were parted and glistening. The tip of her moist pink tongue poked onto her bottom lip. Any resolve I had left shattered. “If it’s what you want?” The look in her eyes, the permission from Connie, the need between my thighs... fuck! I was her daddy. She was my good girl, and I was consumed. “You want to be daddy’s good girl?”

She nodded, licking her lips. “Please, Daddy.”

“Then you are going to take daddy’s cock out and give it a nice long suck. Make daddy feel good.”

Her thighs squeezed together even tighter as she moaned, leaned over and her fingers flew to my fly like a heat-seeking missile.

“I want it so bad, Daddy. You don’t know how crazy you make me feel.” She yanked my zipper down, tugged my jeans until my cock sprang free. “Oh, fuck, Daddy.”

“Fuck me,” I cussed as she shoved her mouth over my cock and hollowed her cheeks. The sensation was incredible. Her mouth was smaller than Connie’s or Katie’s, and she sucked so hard, she was like a vacuum pump.

She hummed with her mouth over my length, moaning to herself as she bobbed up and down. Her auburn locks spread out like water and I clenched my fist on the wheel and turned off the engine. We wouldn’t be leaving for a few minutes.

My shaft was enveloped in a silky wetness as Anna pushed as deep as she could go, which wasn’t all the way. Instead, she focused on the crown and used her hands to pump my slick shaft. “Oh, Daddy. I love your cock.”

I had died and gone to heaven. It was unbelievable. The nice lady who served us came out of the back with a couple of large black bags and tossed them in the garbage. I stiffened and Anna moaned, sucking and slurping my cock harder, bobbing faster.

“Come on Daddy, I want it. Give me your cum. I’ll be your good girl,” she moaned, licking up the side of my sloppy length and shoved her luscious lips back over the head.

“Good girl. You’re make me feel so good.” I waved at the woman as she glanced at me on her trek back to the rear exit. She raised her hand, apparently oblivious to the bobbing head of my daughter fucking her face with my cock. It wasn’t a fantasy I had ever considered, but damn, Anna made me want it.

“You taste so good, Daddy.”

My climax surged inside me. A coil tensing in my gut, spreading to my balls, my dick, my—

My thighs clenched, lifting off the seat as I gripped her head. My fingers scrunched her silky locks. “Fuck, Anna. I’m gonna—”

She moaned around my length, pushing my shaft deeper into her mouth, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. I unleashed inside her wet and willing mouth with a growl. Spurts of hot cum painted the back of her throat as I fisted her hair and lifted my thighs higher to push deeper.

Reality drained from my cock, sucked out by this incredible creature and her amazing mouth. I slumped back in the seat, dazed. She slurped off my twitching shaft and looked up at me with a smirk. Opened her mouth to show me the pearly white come that draped over her pink tongue and then swallowed, opening again to show me it was gone. “Mmmm, yummy.”

“Jesus, baby.”

“Did you like that? Did it make you feel better, Daddy?” She gave the tip of my cock a kiss and then slid back into her seat.

“It was... you are incredible.”

“Oh, I can’t believe I just did that. You can’t tell the others I called you daddy.” She held her head in her hands and shook, chuckling.

I sighed through the post-ejaculation haze, pushing my slick dick back into my pants.

“It’s so embarrassing!” She giggled, shaking her head again. “It’s perverted, and wrong and—”

“Hot,” I added.

“Really?”

“Fuck yeah. We all have our kinks. But if it’s too embarrassing for you, it can be our secret.”

“Okay. I mean, I’m sure they’ll find out... but this is new and I don’t understand it yet, so...”

She said they’ll, and earlier she said others, not just Connie. Was there another bestie I had yet to meet?

“Don’t worry, Baby Girl,” I said with a grin, restarting the engine. “It’ll be our secret.”


CHAPTER FOUR


Connie’s apartment was much nicer than Anna’s old one. It even had a parking area for visitors. I followed Anna inside once she found the keys she’d accidentally packed in one of her bags.

Connie had a big couch. I could relate, but it was just a three seater and I could easily picture her and her besties giggling together on that couch in their underwear watching a rom-com or something... or whatever women did when they got together. I only had movies for reference.

“There’s no way!” Anna cried out, walking around in the small, but tastefully furnished apartment. “This... this isn’t gonna work.” The quiver returned to her voice, the sad sound from when I met her sitting on her bed with tears in her eyes.

“What won’t?” I turned to face her, and she had her hands on those petite hips, hoodie up, gritting her teeth.

“This!” She held her arms out, indicating our surroundings. “There’s nowhere for my stuff.” She backed up and bumped into the couch. “I could sleep here okay, I guess... But... She made it sound so easy.”

I closed the gap in the couple of steps it took and pulled her into my arms. “Anna,” I said with a newfound confidence, becoming her daddy again, but this wasn’t about the kink. I felt protective and just wanted to hear her laugh again. I curled my finger and placed it under her chin, lifting her gaze to mine. “It’s okay. You can store your stuff at my place. I have plenty of room.”

“Really?”

“Of course you can, sweetheart. I’ve got you.”

Her big brown eyes relaxed as a smile slipped onto her lips. “Thank you, Daddy.” She lifted on her toes and hovered her pouty little lips over mine. “Why does it feel so right, but so naughty to call you that?”

I slid my hands around her delicious ass. “I don’t know. I’m kinda new to this.”

“I think you’re the daddy I’ve always wanted.” Her lips pressed against mine in a hungry kiss as she clambered onto me. I cupped her ass and held her as lithe legs wrapped around my waist and her arms clasped my neck.

“Woah... Hey!” With the sudden move, I lost my balance, and we tumbled over the back of the couch — her auburn hair flying against my face.

She giggled underneath me as we sank into the luxurious padding. “Whoops,” she said. Happiness had returned to her eyes as she looked up sheepishly at me. “Sorry, Daddy.”

I brushed her wayward locks out of her face and hooked them behind her ear. “You know, we are really gonna have to talk about this daddy stuff,” I said, placing a gentle kiss on her lips. “Create rules.” I kissed her again. “Especially in restaurants.”

She giggled, but I could see the deviousness in her eyes. Feel it in the way her hands slid between us, snaking down towards where her lap was wrapped around my straining groin. Her fingers rubbed against my denim covered length.

“Okay. Can I call you daddy for a little longer?”

“Of course you can.” Something about her turned my heart to mush and my cock to steel. I wanted her to be happy, always. I remembered what Connie asked me, what she wanted me to do, and now I was lying on top of her on the couch. I couldn’t get the idea out of my head. “Are you going to be a good girl and let daddy make you feel better?” I kissed her long and hard. Ran my hands down to her perfect little breasts and kneaded them through the fabric of her hoodie.

When I pulled away, her lips were puffy and pouty — she looked dazed.

She nodded, biting her lip. Her fingers clawed at the hem of my shirt and I grinned at her eagerness.

I was at a crossroads. I either had to accept this was real. That this was my life now, or continue to live with one foot in the past, always waiting to wake up. If this was a dream, I didn’t want to wake up. Ever.

Looking down at the glimmer in Anna’s eyes and her perfect, pouty lips. I knew what I wanted. I let go of the past as I lifted my shirt over my head and embraced this future.

She copied, sitting, yanking the hoodie up over her breasts. An adorable pink lace bra emerged as the white fabric slid over her chest. I stopped her when the hoodie was half off her face, revealing only her plush lips, and I kissed her again. She gasped into my mouth, restrained in a tangle of fabric and hair. She was beautiful.

I lowered her to the couch, still bound and blindfolded in her hoodie, as I kissed her. “Be a good girl and don’t move.”

Her breath hitched, and she started breathing heavily in small gasps. I wasn’t sure if it was fear or excitement — sometimes they were two sides of the same coin.

I kissed a trail down her neck, feeling the rapid pulse of her heartbeat. Her legs spread wider under me as I reached the valley between her breasts. I’d trapped her perky mounds in her bra by keeping her tangled, so I carefully pulled the soft, lacy cups down to expose just her nipples. They were pebbled and begging to be sucked.

I would not disappoint them. I licked a loop around her areola, enjoying the way she gasped. The way she arched her back, presenting her breasts for more. I gave her more. I licked the other, taking it in turns to tease her buds, taste her pure creamy flesh.

Then I slid my lips over her a nipple and sucked.

She cried out.

I pulled off with a pop, then sucked her other bud.

She moaned, wriggling under me. “Oh, oh, Jack... oh, Daddy!”

I teased and played with her buds for another minute, until she was gasping and breathing so quickly I had to stop, and continued my journey.

I licked and nibbled down her amazing tummy, dipped my tongue into her bellybutton.

She gasped again. Her toes curled, spreading herself wider. The denim of her skinny jeans grew taut. I made a mental note of her sensitive button and moved on.

I had places to be.

“You okay there, sweetheart?”

“Uh, yes!” she squeaked, still breathing in small gasps.

“If you want me to stop, you just have to tell me, okay?”

Anna took in a deep breath and struggled to get the words out, “I never want you to stop,” as I unbuttoned her jeans and pulled the zipper.

I’m not sure what was bigger, my grin or my cock, hearing her say that, half naked and breathy.

Denim parted to reveal matching pink laced panties and I couldn’t help but kiss my way from her button to the low-ride waistband of that dreamy pink lace.

Her back arched again, and I tore my gaze away to look up, past the valley of her breasts with her nipples still poking out from under her bra and to the smiling ‘O’ of her lips just under the neck of the hoodie.

It’s strange what you can adapt to. A couple of weeks ago, the thought of being put in this position would have sent me into a cold sweat, but now? I wouldn’t say I was adjusted, or it felt normal, but it felt right.

I watched the denim slide down over her hips, revealing the dark patch under the lace and the darker patch of dampness covering her pussy.

I pulled her legs together, holding them up as I slid her jeans off. They peeled inside-out — they were so tight — and I gently lowered her legs back around me.

“Please Daddy,” Anna whispered. Her daddy fetish did something to me. It messed with my mind, making me both her lover and her protector — sparking a primal instinct inside me.

I planted a kiss on her creamy skin just above the waistband of her panties. “So impatient, Baby Girl. Don’t you trust daddy?”

“Fuck, Jack,” she gasped. “Don’t say that, it just makes it worse... I’m already crawling out of my skin!”

She wasn’t wrong. Her panties darkened before my very eyes. Hooking my fingers under the waistband, I grinned, loving how much power I had over her, that I could make her feel that way.

I pulled down the pink lace, baring her hairless mons and pretty, petite slit. Dewey and pulsing. Her clit was visible, protruding under her hood — swollen and throbbing.

The site of her was too much and I couldn’t go slow anymore. I had to taste her. I slid her panties off her legs and placed my nose against the fleshy mound of her mons and inhaled her. Her need enveloped me, mixing with a hint of vanilla, and I rolled my eyes. She was exquisite.

She whimpered. “Please, please,” she begged. Her breathing returned to those needy gasps that drove me wild.

I couldn’t drag this out any longer. I licked her, groaning at her potent flavor, her slick need, and went to work, lapping at her flesh.

Anna squealed, shoving her hips into my face, wriggling, but still bound under her hoodie.

“Good girl,” I said, grinning when her pussy visually clenched.

She was babbling to herself as I licked my way up her folds and tongued around her clit.

“Oh, shit!” she cried out when I sucked that sensitive and throbbing little nub. She was so responsive and sensual — she was so much fun to pleasure.

I found out, crouched between Anna’s thighs on Connie’s couch, that I got just as much pleasure in making her pant, as she obviously did. My shorts were sticky with pre-cum — more than I thought possible — just from licking her out.

I set myself a challenge, to not come in my pants from doing this and to make her come using only my mouth. With Connie, I had to use my fingers to push her over the edge when I ate her out in the back of the truck. But with Anna, I believed I could do it.

“Oh, please Daddy,” Anna wailed, grinding her face against my mouth. “Please—”

My head snapped up as the front door opened and Connie marched in.


CHAPTER FIVE


Connie froze, mouth open. She was still wearing those damn short-shorts that tormented me all morning.

Anna was oblivious as she grinned and held a finger to her lips as she shut the door. “What the fuck, Anna! How could you, with my boyfriend?”

Wow, hearing her call me her boyfriend hit me like a baseball bat. It didn’t hurt, but it made me dizzy. I’d almost convinced myself she would have changed her mind. I had certainly been preoccupied with a certain auburn beauty. But no, she still looked at me with hunger in her eyes.

Anna screamed, sitting and shoving her breasts in my face as she scrambled to get the hoodie all the way off. “Connie... I... I... Uh, Jack was just helping me look for... my... uh...” she stuttered and squirmed, face going beet red.

Connie marched up to us and bent at the hips, giving her a serious stare. She couldn’t hold her mock outrage for long and broke into a massive grin. “Has he made you come yet, babe?”

“What? I-I thought you were mad... you bitch!”

Connie cackled, swiveled at her hips and planted a kiss to my lips. It was a sloppy, needy kiss. So a Connie kiss, but it felt great, easing the little voice in my mind, telling me she would be mad — despite what her messages said.

“Missed you.” She placed her forehead against mine.

“What... what’s going on?” Anna stuttered, horny and confused.

Connie smirked. “Oh, honey, didn’t Jack tell you? He’s not just my boyfriend, but our boyfriend.”

Anna looked at me, eyes wide. “He is?”

I looked at Connie, brow furrowed. “I am?”

“I told you I wanted to share you with my besties,” Connie said, licking my nose. “Then she turned to Anna, “We always talked about this, now we’ve found Jack... I want us all together.”

“I do really like him,” Anna said, trying to cover herself with her arms. “Like, really a lot.”

Connie hugged her, and they giggled in excitement.

“Time out. I’m happy you’re happy about this, but I’m lost. How would that even work?”

They both looked at me like I was a cute puppy. “Oh, Jack. That’s why we need you.” Connie said, reaching out a hand and clasping my knee.

“You make me feel safe,” Anna said, placing her hand on my other knee. “No one else makes me feel the way you do.”

“But what if someone gets jealous? Or I fuck up and you’ll all get mad at me. Is it like a time share, or only when we’re—”

Connie silenced me with a finger. “No one is getting jealous. You are our boyfriend. No cheating, no bad feelings. It’s that simple.”

I wasn’t that simple. My brain screamed, offering a thousand ways it could explode into chaos. In truth, I was terrified. In a brief time, I had gone from trying to fill an empty void in my life to the void spilling over with unexpected encounters and now, just like that, I had two unbelievably hot girlfriends? That just didn’t happen.

“Please, Jack,” Connie pleaded.

“Please, Daddy,” Anna begged.

“Just look at what you’d be missing.” Connie pinched Anna’s chin, turning her head and kissed her on the lips. Anna gasped and struggled, but quickly relented to Connie’s assault.

“Fuck me,” I breathed. The respite my cock may have had was short-lived as I watched the girls make out in front of me. “Okay, I’m in.”

Connie broke the kiss. “What’s that? You want to be our boyfriend?” She kissed a very dazed Anna again, clearly using her tongue.

“Fuck. Yes, I want to be both your boyfriend, I want both of you!”

Connie pulled away again, leaving Anna looking horny and more confused. “Umm. I don’t know. What do you think, Anna?”

“Yes, please!” Anna gulped, feeling her puffy lips with her fingers. “You kissed me?”

“You’re no fun. You were supposed to make him beg.”

“Why? And why did you kiss me? You’ve never kissed me before. We’re not like that.”

“Don’t worry, we’re not gay. Guys find it hot,” Connie said. “It’s just for Jack’s benefit, okay?”

Anna turned to me with her lidded gaze and puffy, pouty lips. “Was it hot? Really?”

I shrugged. “It was alright.” I couldn’t hold a straight face as I said it.

“You are such a terrible liar!” Connie slapped my chest and nipped at my bottom lip. “Now, where were we? Oh right, you, my stud, were just about to make Anna come.”

They whispered and giggled as I slipped from reality.

I watched Connie push me down onto my back in a dream-like state. Anna climbed over my body and kissed me. Connie kicked off her sandals and wiggled out of her shorts.

“Please make me come, Daddy,” Anna whispered as she moved over me, dragging a breast against my mouth. I licked it for as long as I could until she moved out of range and nestled her knees on either side of my head and positioned herself above me.

“Such a lucky boy,” Connie purred as she unbuttoned my jeans.

My vision narrowed to flashes of flesh as Anna lowered herself over my face, scooting forward until she could line herself up over my mouth. Slowly, she lowered herself. “This is crazy. Is this right Con?”

“Just put your pussy over his mouth. Jack will take care of you.” Connie licked my ear. “Won’t you, baby?”

“I’ve got you, Baby Girl,” I said, snapping back to reality.

Anna whimpered and lowered her pussy against my face.

“Good boy,” Connie purred. “You two have gotten cozy. Just what did you get up to with my bestie… you naughty boy?”

I couldn’t answer. Anna was grinding her mound against my face. “Oh, fuck, Daddy,” Anna cried out as I lapped at her throbbing clit.

“You found yourself a daddy, honey?” Connie said, pulling down my jeans.

“Oh, oh,” Anna panted. “Yes. Oh, gosh! Am I weird?” Her thighs trembled around me, flushing her folds with juices.

“No, you’re perfect. Do you like the way your daddy eats out your tight little pussy?” Connie wiggled my pants under my ass, tugging and clawing.

Anna gasped. “Y-yes.” Her hips ground against my lips, sitting more and more on my face, pushing me further into the cushion. “I love the way you eat me out, Daddy.”

I slid my hands up her clenching tummy and found her breasts and kneaded them through her lacy bra.

Connie whipped my jeans off and tugged at my shorts, freed my cock and slid the fabric down my body in one swift motion.

“Oh, Jack,” she said, taking my cock in hand while I continued to gasp through my nose, lapping at Anna’s clit. My face was soaked in her need. “You’re so wet and hard for us.”

I moaned against Anna’s slit as my cock was surrounded by the wet warmth of Connie’s mouth.

I gasped, swallowing a bunch of spit and Anna’s wetness. I gurgled, which only made Anna grind harder. Her bra fell away in my hands and I tossed it aside and took her perfect little breasts in hand, thumbing her hard nipples.

“God, your cock is amazing. Mommy needs you inside her.”

I’d entered a strange parallel world where Connie and I were Anna’s parents. All enjoying each other’s bodies. And while it was a strange thing to think, it was kinda fitting. Anna was fucking my face with her sloppy pussy, chanting, “yes, Daddy,” while Connie, who obviously treated Anna as a little sister or was protective of her like a child, being the mommy of the group, was sliding my cock into her wet and warm pussy.

It was a bizarre thing to observe at that very moment, but my brain was struggling to process the threesome I was currently engaged in and searched for anything to hold on to. Just like I was holding onto Anna’s perky breasts as she fucked my face, bouncing her tits, mirroring Connie behind her who was now riding my cock.

“Muuuuck!” I groaned, muffled by Anna’s flesh. A thunderous need took over, and I bucked my hips, meeting Connie’s thrusts. Our skin slapped together, adding to Anna’s breathy pants as she edged closer and closer.

I guess I’d bailed on my earlier challenge of making Anna come using only my mouth. Her pert little nipples were too perfect to ignore, and I loved the feel of them between my fingers as she rode my face.

“Holy fucking shit, Jack,” Connie gasped, bouncing over me like her life depended on it. “This is amazing. You’re amazing. Fuck, I’m going to come.”

She wasn’t the only one. If I hadn’t been concentrating on following Anna’s clit and playing with her tits, I would have come ages ago. But Anna was so close now and I knew I was seconds away.

“Oh, gosh, Daddy!” Anna squealed, thrusting her pussy against my mouth, suffocating me, squirting her climax.

Her pussy pulsed as her muscles contracted and it pushed me over the edge. I thrust, lifting my thighs, raising Connie off the couch, and she gasped.

As I unloaded myself inside her warm, wet sheath, her walls constricted around me, squeezing me in that death vice, quivering and milking my cock.

“Fuck!” Connie cried out, collapsing against me and Anna. Her body vibrated, grinding her quivering pussy against me as Anna flopped against the couch arm.

I gasped, lifting her hips off my face so I could breathe. We all collapsed together into a pile of wet, sloppy privates, sweaty skin and boneless limbs.

The girls wiggled like snakes around me, shifting either side to snuggle in.

We lay there, catching our collective breath. Anna sighed dreamily. Connie chuckled, complaining that she’d have to clean the couch after she came in record time and gushed like a faucet. They both confessed they had done nothing like that together before.

Our post coital bliss was interrupted by a knock at the door. Connie scrambled to put on her tank and shorts and peered through the spy-hole. “Oh, God,” she huffed. She opened the door a fraction. “Katie! Um... Hi babe.”

“Why are you—”

I bolted upright like a zombie risen from the dead. “Katie?” I said, far too loudly.

The head of the dark-haired angel who started my trek out of the void pushed her herself through the gap, shoving Connie aside.

“Jack? Connie, what the fuck!”

Connie let the door open fully as Katie stood there in her crop top and pleated mini-skirted glory.

“Anna, too?” Tears welled in Katie’s eyes as Anna tried to hide by sliding under me as much as she could.

“Kay, calm down. It’s not what it looks like.”

Katie looked at my stunned face and I could see the longing there, the hurt, and suddenly my fantastic evening left an unpleasant taste in my mouth.

“Oh, really? Because it looks like the guy I told you about. The really great guy I fell for? He’s on naked on your couch!”

“Okay, it is what it looks like... but I can explain!” Connie tried to—

“No, don’t touch me,” Katie pushed Connie away, staggering for the door. “You were supposed to be my best friend!”

“Kate, wait!”

Connie chased her outside, leaving me on the sofa with Anna, naked and smelling of sex, with more questions than a game of Clue.
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