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CHAPTER ONE


“So, I have a confession to make,” Connie had said when she returned from chasing Katie. I got the sense she wasn’t forgiven for what she was about to confess. For the first time, Connie bit her lip as she looked at us, me and Anna as we sat on her couch. She huffed and took a breath. “Okay.” She winced. “Please don’t be mad.” Her sunshine had faded. “So, uh.”

“Connie,” I said, taking her hand, trying to ease her worry. If she didn’t start whatever this confession was, we’d be here all night; and after the morning I had with Connie, the afternoon with Anna, and then both of them on the couch? I just wanted to crash. “It’s okay. I won’t be mad. I will listen and we will talk about it. Okay?”

She visibly relaxed. “See! That’s why you’re so fucking great!” She slipped into my lap, sidesaddle style, and put her arm around my neck. “Okay, here’s the thing. If you haven’t already guessed, Katie’s my other bestie.”

“Yeah, I kinda got that bit.”

“I can’t believe Kay was so mad,” Anna said.

I squeezed Anna’s knee reassuringly. She confided in me how bad she felt about Katie. They were like sisters to each other.

Connie grimaced. “The night you met Kate. I was the one that picked her up. She was gushing about this great guy and what you’d done together and how amazing you were—”

My eyes were wide. “She told you about that?”

“In vivid detail.” She saw my paled expression and kissed my cheek. “Don’t worry, it was all good. I’d never seen Kate so happy.” She bit her lip again, frowning. “So, I decided I wanted to reward you for being so good to her. Before you say it, yeah, I know it sounds stupid now!”

“Oh, that’s so nice,” Anna chirped, then giggled. “What did you do?”

“That’s where I was this morning. I thought I could just wash Jack’s truck — I remembered seeing it in his drive — wear my skimpiest bikini and, you know, give him a show.”

“Oh,” I said, flashing back to my wild morning with the blond bombshell covered in suds.

“Ohhh,” Anna said, giggling harder. “I bet I can guess how that went!”

“What does that mean?” I asked, mildly confused by this whole confession.

“You were only supposed to help me move, and I ended up sucking your Yum Yum in a parking lot. Connie’s bolder than me. I can only imagine,” Anna said with wonder, taking my hand and linking her fingers in mine. “I couldn’t resist you.”

I looked between the young beauties. “What?”

“You are kinda irresistible, Jack,” Connie said, taking my other hand. “I thought Kate had maybe been duped, but you’re the real deal.”

“Okay, time out,” I said, sliding her off my lap and standing. They both looked up at me, stunned. “You keep talking about me like I’m special. I’m not. This is what I told Katie. Just because I don’t demand a blow job with rent money or get with a girl just for sex, doesn’t make me a great guy. I’m just not an asshole.”

Connie scooted over to Anna and they both looked up at me with a smile. “It’s kinda the definition of a good guy, to be honest.” She rolled her eyes at my scoff. “But it’s not just that. It’s all of you. If you don’t believe it, then you’re just gonna have to take our word for it.”

I’m not sure I could. I was still so bewildered and confused. I remember the cruel laughs of girls at college if young stupid me tried to chat them up. Eventually I gave up and steered clear, resolved to stay in my lane. Now three girls, even hotter than any I’d ever used a line on, are telling me how great I am? It was a bit much for my fragile ego to bear. Sure, I’d gained confidence with Connie and Anna. Being with them felt right, but still. I wasn’t ready to believe. I couldn’t. It had only been an evening and a day in all three’s company. “You’ll have to give me time on that one.” I looked at my watch. “I’d better get going. I have Anna’s stuff to unload.”

Connie turned to her bestie. “What?”

“There’s no room here. Jack’s gonna keep my stuff at his place.”

Connie turned back to me. “Just look in the mirror, Jack, and you’ll see a great guy.”

I brushed off her compliment. The entire conversation was making me uncomfortable.

“Guess I should find you some blankets,” Connie said, tapping Anna on the nose.

“You know, you don’t have to stay on Connie’s couch,” I said without thinking, my mind drifting to the guest room I kept furnished, just in case, and my four spare bedrooms I basically used for storage. “I have a spare room. You are welcome to stay as long as you like.”

“Really?” Anna perked up.

“Okay, stop. You can’t be all, I’m not Mr. Nice Guy, and keep doing nice things, Jack. That’s bullshit.” Connie stood and put her hands on her hips.

“Why can’t being nice to each other be the default? Why does it have to be the exception?”

“Oh, Jack.” Connie said, scooting closer and placing her arms around my neck. “Because too many people are assholes.” Her lips were like a siren song, pulling me into the depths, sinking my ship of morals and my soap box. “There’s just one problem,” she said, pulling away from the kiss. She giggled when my lips chased her for more, turning her head and I kissed her cheek. “How will you get to work, babe? Jack’s place isn’t within walking distance.”

“Oh.” Anna said, dropping her delicious little butt back on the sofa.

“I’ll take her. My schedule isn’t exactly full.” The words left my lips before my brain reminded me people got up early for work. Something I hadn’t done in over a year.

I didn’t know it at the time, but that act, offering Anna my spare room, was the slippery slope that changed my life completely. I’d said good night to a clingy Connie and drove Anna back to mine. She fell asleep on the way, looking like something out of a dream, curled up with her auburn locks cascading around her. We were too tired to unpack any of her stuff, so I gave her one of my old T-shirts as she’d forgotten to pack anything sleep suitable in her overnight bag. She was so petite it fit her like a nightshirt, hanging tantalizingly down to her upper thighs. It also rather appropriately said ‘Daddy knows best’, which had her in a fit of giggles.

I set her up in the guest room for now and said goodnight, enduring the longest goodnight kiss in history, before she sighed and collapsed onto the pillows.

I’d sat in bed, just marveling at the day I’d had. Going from feeling dejected at Katie not returning to an explosive morning with Connie. An eye-opening afternoon with Anna. The bittersweet evening with them both... and then Katie’s return.

I couldn’t help my mind going there. To a place where I was in a relationship with all three. Such a thing seemed unreal, but now I was supposedly with Anna and Connie... Hell, Anna was now living in my guest room. There was enough of a chance that I couldn’t ignore it. I’d had a taste of being with all three, albeit separately, but dammit. I wanted that. To be with them. It was a fantasy that was tantalizing close to becoming real. Would Katie want to share me too? I was really hoping to find out.


CHAPTER TWO


I was pulled from a glorious dream where I lived in a tropical paradise and was in the middle of getting a blow job by a stunning raven-haired beauty when a bolt of pleasure thundered through me. I stirred into consciousness — brain foggy — with something pressing against my thighs and a wet warmth wrapped around my erect cock.

I lifted on my elbows to see a mound under the covers in the early morning light, bobbing up and down. My brain was stumped. Was I still dreaming?

A tiny, sloppy mouth sucked on my crown. Gentle fingers pumped my length. I wasn’t sure how long it had been going on, or who... I didn’t have time to enjoy it either, because I came before I’d realized what was happening.

Anna.

The name hit me as I erupted with a grunt, arching my back and thrusting my pelvis higher.

A playful giggle emanated from under the cover.

“Good morning, Anna,” I croaked, as my shaft twitched the last spurt of my release.

“Good morning, Daddy! Gosh, you taste so good,” she said, as I lifted the covers. She was a vision, kneeling between my splayed thighs, naked, licking her lips.

“Anna, what are you doing?” I teased.

She grinned. “Making sure you’re awake. You said you’d take me to work!”

“Well, I’m definitely awake now!”

She crawled over my body, sliding her breasts and belly over my cock before snuggling in beside me. “I thought it would be hard not to wake you before, you know... but you sleep like a log.”

I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her close. It was almost how I’d imagined waking up with Connie in my future fantasy. “That’s because you guys wore me out yesterday.”

“Mmmm,” she hummed. “Can we do that again?” She’d borrowed some of Connie’s mischief. “Together... and alone?”

She felt so great, with her perky little breasts pressed up against me, one leg draped over my thigh. “Sure.”

“It was fun. I’ve never done anything like that. Do you think we can get Kate to join us?”

“I guess we’ll see. Wait, it’s Sunday. You work on the weekends?”

She chuckled. “Yep! Every day. I need the money... Oh, shoot. I need to get going. Can I use the shower? How long does it take to get into town?” She scrambled from the bed and froze by the door, waiting for my dazed brain to catch up.

“Sure. This is your home now... If you want it to be. It takes about—”

I was silenced by an Anna shaped blur that threw herself at me, smashing her lips against mine. “Thank you, Daddy,” she said, making my cock twitch before scrambling away again.

“Twenty to thirty minutes, depending on how far... where do you work?” Slowly, I sat up in bed, brain still foggy and now more than a little horny.

“In the bakery in the square!” she called, bounding out of my bedroom. “It’s a coffee shop and bakery, but I only...” Her voice trailed off as she vanished into the bathroom.

I got up and readied myself. I was grateful for the en suite and chuckled to myself when I heard her singing in the shower.

I did the same (minus the singing), dressed smartly, but casually in jeans and a shirt. I needed to gather all my masculine allure to complete today’s mission.

Anna was raiding my kitchen by the time I made it downstairs. Her perfect little butt was back in her tight black jeans, wearing an off the shoulder tee that teased me with a view of her pink bra strap. She only had a few clothing options from the overnight bag until I unloaded the truck. Another thing to add to the to-do list.

“Do you know your kitchen is, like, empty?”

I grinned at the pout on her lips. “Guess we will have to go shopping then. Get all the stuff you like.”

“Oh, I’d like that. Wow, you look nice,” she said, leaning against the counter with her arms apart. I couldn’t take my eyes off that fleshy shoulder as it teased me, poking out from her wide neckline.

“Uh, thanks. I need to smooth things out with Katie...” I marched over to her as she stared at me with a mix of confusion and fear.

“What? Oh, gosh, is there something on me?”

“No, I just needed to—” I grabbed her and kissed her bare shoulder, nibbling around the tantalizing pink bra strap. Anna gasped, leaning her head aside like she was begging for more. I kissed up the side of her neck, focusing on the patch of sensitive skin below her ear that made her breath hitch.

“Oh, that feels… so good.” She visibly slumped against the counter.

“Sorry,” I said with a smile. “It was taunting me and I couldn’t help it. That tee... Did you find what you were looking for?”

She looked up at me from under her dark lashes. “Um, what?”

I loved how easily distracted Anna was. “Did you find what you were looking for?” I waved my hand around the kitchen.

“Oh!” She gave me a quick peck on the lips before I pulled away. “I found these!”

She held up a pack of cinnamon toasties. “You want coffee? We have just enough time?”

“That would be great! I think I’m gonna need it. Took me a while to get to sleep. I kept thinking about… you,” she tittered to herself. “And I’m used to my bed.” She fought with the silver packet, groaning and growling, until she found the right place to tear it. “Ha!”

She experimented with the toaster as I set up the coffee machine and made us a couple of lattes. “We’ll get your bed setup in one of the space rooms,” I said as Anna dropped the toasty from the toaster with a hiss, sucking her fingers as I poured myself a basic bowl of cereal — keeping it simple and quick.

We sat at the kitchen table together and just looked at each other. It was so weird, yet so nice to have her staying with me.

She grinned, and I couldn’t help but grin back. “This is so nice,” she said, blowing on her toasty.

“I think I got used to being on my own. I never realized how much I missed being with someone,” I said absentmindedly as I shoveled cereal in my mouth.

“Oh, roses!”

“What?” I frowned at her — she had a Connie twinkle in her eyes.

“For Kate. She likes roses. Flowers and that shirt? That will smooth things over — Ow! That’s hot.” She spat out a piece of her breakfast onto the plate.

“You didn’t put it in the toaster to keep it cool,” I chuckled.

“Oh, you so smart, Daddy,” she said in a mocking voice, then giggled. “No, no, no. No, daddy or I’m gonna be horny at work.”

I resisted the urge to work my daddy magic on her.

“I don’t think she’s mad at you, anyway. It’s Con and me. She told us about you and then Connie...”

“Yeah.”

“She really likes you, though. Please fix it Jack. I don’t like the bad feelings. We’re supposed to be together.”

I chuckled, and she pouted at me. “I thought Connie said no bad feelings.”

Anna grinned, chewing her cooled breakfast. “I know you can do it. I never imagined I’d be happy right now. This time yesterday, the ice cream was calling.”

I warm gooey feeling slithered its way inside my chest. “I’m glad you’re happy,” I said, then gulped down the coffee. The creamy caffeine delivery mechanism tingled my tastebuds as it warmed my throat — a comfortable familiarity washed over me, sating my morning coffee addiction. “We’d better get going.”

I left Anna quickly scoffing her breakfast while I went into the garage that actually had a car and not a bunch of discarded purchases. I stood before the yellow soft-top roadster, imagining Connie draped over the hood... probably getting suds all over the leather interior, and I chuckled as I climbed in and waited for the garage door to open. The roadster was another impulse purchase. A symbol of, I thought, leaving my old life behind as I entered limbo, living off the sizable settlement from offloading the business. I still drove the truck for my day to day, but right now that was still loaded with Anna’s stuff and I didn’t want to risk driving that around town.

“Oh, wow!” Anna squealed from the porch, fighting to pull the heavy front door closed. “She’s so pretty.” She hopped down the drive where Sally looked like a work horse compared to the roadster. I wondered what name Connie would give the yellow soft-top? Anna adoringly petted the curve of the wheel arch.

“You like?” I asked, quickly locking up and then jumping in.

“I get to go to work in this?” She opened the door with reverence. It wasn’t like the car was really expensive, but she looked the part. “Connie’s dad has a couple of fancy cars, but this is much cooler.” She threw her hands in the air and cheered as we drove down the drive and I gunned it down the long, winding lane.


CHAPTER THREE


I dropped Anna off at the bakery — it was a café that sold a wide selection of pastries, cakes and breads. I’d passed it several times, even stopped off for a coffee once, unaware of the auburn beauty that worked there, or that one day she would wake me up by sucking on my cock.

On the way, I stopped off at a gas station that had a wonderful selection of flowers and picked up some red roses for Katie. I also used the facilities to swig some mouthwash and get my head in the game. Reminding myself that this wasn’t some weird, fantastical dream, but reality.

If I believed it or not.

Anna gave me Katie’s address, adorably adding herself to my phone’s address book as ‘Baby Girl’ and I knew I was Daddy in hers.

Katie’s apartment was another shithole, and it physically pained me that such creatures had to endure living in such squalor. Only Connie seemed to live in a nice, if small, apartment, but Anna alluded to her family having money, so it made sense. Apartments were expensive in the city, it’s why I lived on the outskirts. Better scenery, better prices.

I took a breath, clutching the bunch of roses like a shield as I pressed the door chime.

“Just a minute!” I knew the voice instantly, like it had been engraved into my brain. The sweet musical tones that had fluttered through my home that stormy night and then dissipated into the dark night like a phantom.

The door swung open and both our mouths did the same. There she stood. Katie. The girl of my dreams... literately. Her dark locks cascaded around her shoulders, framing her pretty face, full plush lips and her sparkling hazel eyes. She was wearing a pair of silky sleep shorts and a matching cami top. Black and shimmering in the sunlight. She flushed as I stared at her biting her lip.

“Jack?”

“Hi,” I said. Holy shit, it was like I was a teenager again, asking Rachel Thomas to the dance — holding out a bouquet that my mom insisted I give her — sweating, unbreathing. “For you. I hope I didn’t wake you... or interrupt anything?”

She bit her lip harder for a second. “Oh, wow, thanks!” She took hold of the roses and inhaled. “How did you know?” Her brow furrowed. “Connie?”

“Anna. Katie, I just wanted to apologize. I didn’t know they were your friends, I wouldn’t—”

“Would you like to come in?”

I froze. This was what I wanted, but it still took my lusty brain a few seconds to slip into gear.

Good grief, she was fucking stunning!

“Sure, if I’m not intruding... you’re not even dressed—”

“It’s okay, Jack. I’m not mad at you. Please?” She clutched the flowers to her fantastic breasts and beckoned me inside.

I scooted past her, turning as I slid through the narrow doorway. I flashed back to that night as her lavender scent wormed its way into my brain. “Y-You’re not?”

I glanced around Katie’s apartment. It took three seconds. Tiny living room, one door open revealing the bathroom, the other closed, concealing assumedly her bedroom. Her couch was a twoseater, pressed against the counter of her kitchenette.

“No. I could never be... Connie, though? She knew how much I like you and she still...”

I turned to face her. “You do?” Her cheeks had flushed redder and her bottom lip was getting a workout.

“I guess there’s no point in being coy, right?” She slipped past me, her beautiful breasts swaying and shimmying the silk as she put the flowers in a vase. “This was really thoughtful. I thought you would be mad at me for storming off after not calling or anything.”

“Never. I was sad, not mad.”

“What was I saying?” she asked, sitting on her couch.

“About being coy?”

“Right.” She tittered and patted the seat next to her. “Sit with me?”

I did, feeling her presence acutely in my groin. Again, my dick was trapped in a denim prison, hard and tortured by a thing of great beauty.

“So, no reason to be coy. We’ve already had... had sex.” She smiled, but I could tell she was unsure and wanted to chew that oh-so-kissable lip. “You’re with Connie and Anna now?”

“Apparently,” I nodded. I said it, but I wasn’t sure I believed it.

Her hand slid to mine and interlocked her fingers. “I wanted all of us to be together. Is that what you want? I wasn’t sure if you’d be open to that.”

Is that what I want? My brain scoffed at the question. My dick, heart and tiny, confused brain were all fighting for supremacy. “Katie,” I said, then sighed, trying to figure out what to say… how to say it. I didn’t have a clue what I was doing. “I thought of nothing but you all week... Then Connie turned up and, well, that happened... Then Anna joined in. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to be with all three of you. Huh, that sounds so insane when I say it like that. But I want you, Katie. I have from the moment I saw you standing on my doorstep wanting to get out of the rain.”

She tittered and slid herself over my lap. Her silky shorts glided over my legs until she was straddling me and hooked her hair behind her ears. “I want to be with you so bad, Jack. I was scared at first. I’d never felt the way I did with you. I feared getting hurt, terrified of it not being real, petrified of so many things. Then Connie stole you from me. I’d love for us to all be together, with you. Like lovers and… family? Does that sound weird?”

I kissed her nose, sliding my fingers over the exquisite silk to hold her sides. I needed to touch her somewhere. “No. It’s not conventional, but that doesn’t make it weird. You do what’s right for you and ignore everyone else.” I grinned at her. It made me feel good to just look at her. “So what’d you say? You want to be my girlfriend... one of my girlfriends?” I grinned, wiggling an eyebrow at her.

She giggled and planted a kiss on my lips. “Yes! I wanted to be the one to ask you! But Connie beat me to it.” She kissed me again, her lips like moist silk pressing into my soul. “I’m so glad that dickwad kicked me out in the rain!” Her arms clawed around my neck and pulled herself closer, grinding over the restrained steel of my cock.

We kissed, and I was lost again in Katie. It was like coming home. Like fate had engineered this elaborate path and maybe after so many years alone, I’d found my soulmate... soulmates?

Katie moaned, clawing at my shirt as we kissed, fumbling with buttons. Her hips didn’t stop moving against me, making my dick leak its desire for her in my shorts.

She purred as her fingers slid over my chest and scrunched, digging her nails in. “Oh, I’ve missed you.” Our tongues licked and probed, curled and tasted. My hands slid inside her silk and found her amazing breasts. Her nipples were as hard as diamond as I kneaded her delicious mounds. She gasped into my mouth when I pinched those perky nubs and pulled.

“Oh, fuck, Jack,” she gasped. Her eyes were glassy, her mouth pouty and slick from our kiss. “I need you. I’ve needed you all week. It’s been torture.”

I kissed her neck, biting her shoulder as her fingers fumbled with my zipper.

“Jesus, Katie. You’re so fucking incredible.” I pulled the silk above her chest and just basked in her beautiful breasts. Her nipples were so pink and—

“Oh!” Her body shuddered as licked a nub, ran my tongue around her areola and then sucked her nipple. Her shudder against my lap was fantastic. Her little breaths became gasps. “Fuck,” she breathed. Her mouth dropped open and looked like she was smiling through some kind of pain. She fed me her other nipple as her hand struggled to open my fly.

I mirrored her, slipping a hand between her thighs and rubbing against the soft silk, feeling her damp lips through the slippy fabric. Her head dropped back, pushing her breasts in my face.

She was amazing. I couldn’t get enough. I wanted to touch every inch of her body, kiss her mind, body, and soul.

I groaned when she got her hand inside my jeans and grasped my cock. Holy shit, I was so slick for her. Almost as wet as her soaked pussy, as I pulled her shorts down enough to slide my hand inside and cup her mound. She was so wet and warm. My finger instantly found her throbbing clit. She was so aroused. We pleasured each other for a minute, just her struggling to pump my cock in the confines of my jeans as I used her juices to make lazy circles around her clit. I couldn’t stop watching her. Seeing the bliss on her face. Her eyes fluttered when they closed. Her mouth opened and closed like she was going to say something, but never did; and her brows twitched and furrowed, like she couldn’t decide.

Something snapped inside her. Her lips mashed against mine with a fury as her hand retreated from my cock and she was tearing my shirt off my shoulders. I could feel her need. She was gasping, like a wild thing, clawing at me. She pivoted, pulling me down onto the couch with her.

Her eyes were hooded, but bright. Two golden pools of hunger. “Make love to me, Jack. Please. I didn’t know what this was the first time... what it would...”

“Whatever you need, I’m here.” I slid her cami off and her dark hair tumbled out, spreading out around her on the tiny couch.

“I love you, Jack!” she said as I pulled my shirt off.

“Katie, you don’t have to say that—”

“But I do. I know it’s crazy, but I felt it, like, right away, like love at first sight. It hit me like lightning! I know I’m stupid. I know you don’t feel the same, but—”

I pressed her into the couch with a luscious kiss, channeling all the pent-up feelings that’d simmered for the past week. “Katie,” I said, staring down at her stunned, gorgeous face. “I felt it. Oh, boy, did I feel it. You’re not stupid, never say that. You’re amazing and I’m so incredibly blessed to have met you.”

A tear ran from the corner of her eye, snaked around her button nose and slid over her perfect red lip.

“Katie, don’t cry—”

“Oh, God, I’m pathetic.” She moved to wipe her eyes, but I clasped her wrists and placed them above her head. “I’ve just never felt so...”

I licked her tear, absorbing the saltiness into my very being.

“...happy.”

My brain couldn’t process that I’d made anyone so happy by basically doing nothing, especially this beautiful creature who was surely heaven sent.

I thumbed the waistband of her shorts and dragged the silk down over her thighs, baring her to me. Her pretty pink pussy glistened, begging me to claim it.

Katie gasped and panted, spreading her legs wide, opening her core. I could almost see her pulse in the way she throbbed. “Please, Jack. Make me yours.”

I couldn’t get my jeans off quick enough. They were caught on my feet or something. It was cosmic bullshit, stupid jeans. Katie needed me and I needed her more than I needed oxygen.

I’d been drawn to her from the moment I laid eyes on her, and not just because she was stunning and unexpected, but because of a deep-seated need to have her in my arms.

When those denim fuckers finally gave up the fight, I was between Katie’s thighs in seconds. I ran my fingers up and down her delicate folds, through her wetness, and slid inside her entrance. She was as tight as I remembered, clenching my fingers, silky and wet.

How could it have only met her a week ago? It felt like I’d waited a lifetime and maybe I had.

“Oh, fuck,” she mewed, bucking her hips.

I realized just how sensual it was with Katie. She brought out a completely different side of me. Connected with something deep. When I was with her, it wasn’t just physical, but spiritual.

“Ja-ck... Pl-ease,” she gasped and moaned, struggling to form the words as I pumped my fingers inside her.

I didn’t need any more encouragement. She sounded like she was in pain with need. It was unreal and sexy.

I pulled out of her and positioned my cock at her slick entrance. She was so hot I thought I’d scorch my dick.

I pushed in the head while I took hold of her ankles and lifted them, clasping them together, and then pushed home.

Katie shuddered, arching her back with a gasp. Jesus Christ, she was tighter than I remembered. But her silky sheath felt incredible, better than last time — if that was even possible.

“Oh, my God!” she cried out. I didn’t wait for her to adjust. I couldn’t, it’s why I fingered her first. I knew what was coming and that I’d lose control.

I fucked her, plain and simple. My cock pistoned in and out of her slick pussy. So wet, our joining foamed and obscene squelching sounds echoed in the small apartment.

Katie was barely breathing, just small gasps, clutching her couch in white-knuckled fists.

She came out of nowhere, screaming like a banshee. “Oh. Fuck. Jack!”

She shook so violently I couldn’t keep up the pace, never mind how tightly she gripped me in pulsing waves. Squeeze and relax, massaging my cock like a pulsing fist. I almost came when I slipped out of her pussy as she curled up into a ball, gasping and convulsing.

“Katie are you—”

Her eyes were rolled, but she nodded her head, shaking through an orgasm like none I’d ever seen. I quickly went from fearing I’d hurt her to a swelling in my chest, that I made her come so hard she had to stop.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped a few seconds later, before collapsing like a rag-doll. “What did you do?”

I was stunned. “I-I don’t know.”

“That was fricking incredible,” she said between pants. “I’ve never felt one that intense before.”

My pride swelled in agreement with my cock. I almost wanted to ask it what the hell did it do? To make her come so explosively? I wondered what would have happened if she had squirted coming that hard? A perverse part of me was curious to find out, but I had no idea what I’d done, never mind making her do that. Maybe I’d just consistently found her G-spot?

She flopped onto her back and curled her legs lazily around me. “More!” she giggled, trying to lean forward to claw at me.

I laughed, picking up one of her legs and kissing her ankle. “Oh, Katie, Katie, Katie. I wonder if I can make you come even harder?”

“Not possible.” She shook her head from side to side, flicking her locks in her face.

I licked up her calf to her knee, remembering a sensitive spot on the inside. “Is that a challenge?”

“Nooo!” she cackled. “Why do you think you can?”

“Well, I—”

Both our gazes snapped as the doorbell rang.


CHAPTER FOUR


She looked at me like she was asking for permission.

“You want to answer that?”

She wrinkled her nose. “It might be important?”

I rolled off the couch and moved out of the door’s line of sight as she scooped up the nearest item of clothing, which was my shirt. She looked sexy as hell as she slipped it on and did up a couple of buttons, holding the hems together over her breasts, and opened the door.

“Kate, please don’t shut the...” That was Connie’s voice. “Wait... that’s a man’s shirt.”

“What do you want, Connie? I’m a little busy.” Katie was clearly still mad at her friend.

“Busy with Jack?”

“What makes you think it’s Jack?” Katie said, crossing her arms.

“Because you love him?”

Suddenly my phone beeped from inside my jean pocket, crumpled beside the couch.

“See. I know you’re in there, Jack!”

“So what if he is? What business is it of yours?”

It was so weird to not only have a stake on both sides of the argument, but to be the center of their conflict.

“Kate, I’m sorry, okay? I didn’t mean for it to happen?”

“And then you didn’t mean to claim him as your boyfriend?”

I zoned out at their back and forth, deciding to look around her apartment to keep myself sane. I noticing her bedroom door was slightly ajar and peeked inside.

Holy shit. Her bed was covered in like five obscene sex toys. One I had to do a double take of and still didn’t understand what it was for.

“Look, can I come in? Let’s talk about this.”

Quickly, I scrambled back to where I should be, mind still reeling. That sweet, innocent Katie had such toys. It explained her flushed expression when she first opened the door!

Katie marched over to me in a huff and wrapped her arms around my waist. “Make it quick. Jack just gave me the best orgasm ever, and I want seconds.”

Connie’s mouth dropped open for a second before she composed herself. I didn’t know if I should cover myself or something. This was the weirdest situation I’d ever been in.

“Hi Connie.” I grinned at her.

“You being a naughty boy, Jack? Boyfriend of mine?” Her blond locks were bound in a ponytail that I wanted to pull, and she was wearing a pair of fluttery white bottoms and a loose tee. It seemed a crime to cover up her fantastic legs like that.

I slipped out of Katie’s grasp and waltzed over to the couch, buck naked, and sat, spreading my legs like some arrogant asshole. I loved them both in their own way, but I was already over the bickering. “Can we just get past this part? You are besties, right? Make Connie apologize, punish her or whatever. Make her lick you out. I don’t care.”

They both stood there in shock, one surprisingly fully clothed and the other just wearing my shirt.

“If you want us to be together,” I continued, “then we have to be able to be together, like in the same room, together?”

I felt kinda mean being the bad guy, but I was a little annoyed that Connie had effectively cocked-blocked me and I just wanted everyone to get along. That was the dream Connie sold me on, and now I wanted it more than anything.

“You know, you’re right,” Katie said with a mischievous smile.

Finally, my inner voice cheered.

“Connie should be punished.”

“What? That’s not fair. You didn’t say I couldn’t fuck Jack!”

“When I tell you, I really like a guy... it’s kinda implied.”

“So,” I said, enjoying where this was going. “What’s her punishment?”

Connie huffed, turning to me. “You are far too eager for me to be punished, mister!”

“Hey.” I held out my hands in surrender. “I just want us to all get along.” I couldn’t hold the smirk in, and she narrowed her eyes at me.

“No, that’s it. You are a genius, Jack. Boyfriend of mine,” Katie said, mocking Connie. “Let me punish you and I’ll forgive you. You lick me while Jack fucks me.”

“That doesn’t seem like punishment—”

“Thin ice, Jack.” Connie glared at me. She looked annoyed, but I could see through it. There was a grin tugging at her lips, but she kept it at bay.

“Oh, that’s only half of the punishment.”

I was excited. I don’t know why. Sure, I was going to fuck Katie again, and we were all hopefully gonna get on the same page — I could finally see what being in a relationship with three gorgeous women was like. But the thought of Connie being punished somehow made my cock hard.

Katie turned to me with a beaming smile and I realized she wasn’t as mad as she’d made out. She made a show of slowly padding towards me, undoing the buttons on my shirt and then slowly letting the fabric slide off her shoulders, revealing her creamy skin as the material fluttered down her arms and crumpled on the floor. Katie took my breath away. She placed a pouty kiss on my lips, pushing her breasts against me. “Take all her clothes off. I’ll get her punishment.”

I watched Katie sway her luscious hips as she sauntered into her bedroom, and I couldn’t wait to find out what she had in store for Connie. Would it be from her toy collection?

I turned to the blond bombshell with a massive grin.

“Really? Punishing me is the best you could do?”

“You wanted all of us together, girlfriend of mine. What are you prepared to do?”

I waltzed over to her where she stood just inside the door, hands on her hips, still looking gloriously radiant.

“Ugh! Fine!” she huffed with a smirk, reaching for the hem of her tee.

“No. Bad girl. Katie said I had to take your clothes off,” I said with a chuckle, slipping into a role I was more enthusiastic about than I ever thought possible.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake, Kate. You’ve turned him into a monster!”

“You love it,” I said, sliding around her and clasping her shoulders from behind. I marched her into the middle of the tiny apartment, fishing her phone and keys from her pockets and placed them on the kitchenette counter.

“Now, my lady. You appear to be overdressed,” I said in a silly accent, making her giggle as I slid my fingers under her tee and felt the smooth skin of her back as I lifted the hem.

The fabric pooled under the swell of her ample cleavage, and I teasingly lifted it over her breasts. She eagerly lifted her arms, letting me pull it over her head. The curls of her ponytail fluttered out as I pulled the tee off and I was bathed in a golden silk ponytail.

I couldn’t resist kissing her shoulders, pulling her tail aside and sucking on her neck.

“Fuck, Jack. That’s not fair, working me up when I’m not the one getting fucked.”

I chuckled, sliding my hands around her to cup her breasts. Her nipples were pebbled, protruding from her luscious mounds, and I took them between my finger and thumb, rolling them inside her bra. “Then it wouldn’t be a punishment, would it?”

“Why aren’t you getting punished?” she said, her voice becoming breathy.

I unclasped her bra, letting it fall away. “Connie. We both know which one of us is the naughty little minx.” I slid my hands down to the hem of her pants and felt for the fastening. “Which one of us fucked me in the back of my truck, knowing full well how much her bestie liked me?” Triumphantly, I undid the hook and slid down the zipper. “I was an innocent bystander.“ Her silky bottoms slipped from her hips like they were pulled and pooled at her feet. I felt her lacy panties, running my fingers over the textured material and then lower over a silky panel that covered her sopping pussy. “This tells me just how much of a naughty girl you are.” My fingers pushed the material against her folds.

“Please Jack, don’t... unless you’re gonna...”

Her panties slid from her hips as Katie returned and paused in the doorway to her bedroom, watching us, watching me with her.

Our eyes met from across the room as Connie’s panties hit the floor and my fingers slid between her thighs.

Damn, Connie was wet and needy. Pushing her hips against my fingers as I toyed with her clit.

Katie smiled, carrying a small bundle and placed them on the counter where either of us couldn’t see.

“Katie, I’m sorry, okay,” Connie begged. “This is torture enough.”

Katie snorted behind us as Connie gasped. I’d slid two fingers inside her pussy, feeling for her G-spot whilst toying with her clit. I kept her on edge, making sure I never gave her enough to come.

I was having a blast. For all my life, sex was this thing, this urge that I felt. An itch to scratch, but this? This was playtime and I never realized it could be so much fun. I guess I never had the right partner... or partners.

“Please stop, Jack... Fuck, don’t stop, more…” Connie gasped, giving me puppy dog eyes over her shoulder. “You can have my ass,” she whispered, pleading, “If you accidentally—”

I pushed my fingers deep, making her eyes bulge. “You already promised me that... for Anna, remember?”

“Oh, fuck, shit. Katie, please!”

Katie stood before Connie with a length of soft looking rope dangling between her slender fingers. “I’m sorry Con. Can’t do it. I was going to go back to Jack, but you took that away from me... so you need to be punished.” Katie was using a serious voice, but I could see the humor in her eyes. She was having just as much fun as I was.

“What are you gonna do?”


CHAPTER FIVE


“First, Jack’s gonna tie your wrists. Can’t risk you interfering with your punishment.”

“Oh, fuck.” Connie made a pitiful wail, but I felt her pussy clench around my fingers. She liked the idea. She may not have liked that, she liked it... but she did.

“If you want to stop, Connie. Just tell me,” I said, scissoring her entrance a couple of time. My finger slipped from her lower lips, coated in her desire, and I held them in front of her. “But look how wet you are, Filthy Girl,” I said, chastising her, then whispered, “Suck your filth from my fingers, you bad girl.”

She whimpered, sliding her lips over my pussy-juice coated fingers and sucked, pulling her head back, until they slipped free.

“Damn, Jack. That’s nasty... and hot,” Katie said, fiddling with a packet over the counter.

I took the rope and ran it through my fingers. It was so soft. Was this bondage rope? Was Katie into this stuff? “Have you ever been tied up, Connie?” I asked, taking her right arm in hand and looped the rope around her wrist.

“No...” Her breath hitched as I pulled it tight, but not too tight, just enough for her to feel it.

I took her other hand and wrapped the rope around it, pulling her arms together behind her back. “Do you like it?”

“I... I’m not gonna answer that.”

“She does,” Katie giggled. “Look at how hard your nips are, Con. Look at you, you’re dripping!” Her giggle became a cackle. “I think you’re right, Jack. This isn’t a punishment.”

“This isn’t fair.” Connie bobbed, squeezing her thighs together — bending her knees — struggling as I tied the rope nice and snug. “I was only trying to do a nice thing... man, karmas a bitch.”

“Oh, I think you’ll enjoy this, my little slut,” I whispered into her ear as I gently pulled on her ponytail. “Be a good girl and I’ll let you come.”

Fuck, I was drunk on power, loving the way Connie whimpered, trying to grab my dick with her bound hands. Connie, bound and helpless, did it for me as much as her being playful and forward.

“First the good news,” Katie said. “Jack, this is for you.” She handed me a small pink device with a wrist strap. “Put that on and loop the ring over your finger.”

I looked at it with confusion. It was a small plastic box, but with rounded corners on a wrist strap. A cord hung, ending in a plastic loop. I didn’t ask. I was a leaf on the wind, content to let Katie run the show. I wrapped the strap around my wrist and secured it, stretching the cord over my hand and sliding the ring over my finger. “Eh, what’s it do?”

Katie giggled. “It controls this.” She held up a small pink butterfly in her palm with a cord linking it to a similar box with a strap.

“Katie, no.” Connie gasped. “If that’s what I think it is—”

“No, Con? I think you might need it when I put these on.” A couple of what even I recognized as a set of nipple clamps hung and jangled from Katie’s other hand.

“Kate... I’m gonna have words with Sandra. Does she know you’re taking stock home?”

“I have to test them, Con. Test them on deceitful best friends who try to steal my boyfriend.”

“Kate... I didn’t...” It was then that Connie realized Katie wasn’t as mad as she appeared. She couldn’t keep a straight face anymore.

“So what will it be?”

“Fine,” Connie relented far too easily.

“So, where does that go?” I asked.

“This little butterfly? This goes here.” I watched as Connie hissed and bobbed, trying to squeeze her thighs together as Katie attached the strap to Connie’s upper thigh and secured the butterfly to her clit.

“Ow!” Connie cried out as a shudder thundered through her body.

“And you get to control it. She may not come until we have. That... and these are her punishment.” Katie dangled the silver chain in front of a whimpering Connie, taunting her, before taking one end and holding it over her erect nipple. “These are new. They are supposed to not cut the blood supply as much... so they hurt longer,” Katie said with an evil giggle.

“Ok, I’ve changed—Oh, shit!” Connie cried out as Katie clipped the clamp to her rosy nipple. Before she could squirm away, Katie had the other clamp attached and Connie fell beck into my arms. “Oh, fuck!” she mewed, her hips flexing with tremors.

“You want some of this?” I asked as I bent my finger, pulling the ring.

Connie’s head snapped back, almost head-butting me as a quiet buzzing came from between her thighs. She couldn’t speak. She tried to cuss, but it all came out garbled.

I straightened my finger, and the buzzing stopped. Connie gasped.

“I’m gonna get you back for this, Kay,” Connie panted. “You too, Jack.” Her fingers tried to grab for my now rock hard cock, but I moved out of the way.

“No, you’re not.” Katie chuckled, returning to the Couch. She dropped onto her back and spread her thighs. That orgasm must have been something, because she was a lot less shy now than when we were first together.

“Jack, could you help Connie into position, please,” Katie said, sickly sweet. “Make sure she can reach. I don’t want any excuses.” She wiggled her brows at us as I marched a whimpering Connie and helped her down onto her knees.

“Let’s check,” I chuckled, grabbing Connie’s ponytail and pushed her lips against Katie’s clit.

Wow, this was not how I envisioned this going.

“Lick me, Connie. If you’re remorseful... even if you're not. If you want me to let Jack make you come?” Katie’s head fell back as Connie’s tongue slicked over her needy little bud. I watched for a minute as Connie moaned each time her breasts swung the clips or touched the couch. It was unreal and beyond hot.

I made a fist, and the buzzing started. Connie moaned and Katie gasped. I released it, just giving her a taste as I took a position between Katie’s thighs and lined my cock up with her dripping entrance.

“Take me Jack. Show this traitorous bitch that I’m yours.” Katie moaned.

“Hey!” Connie complained, but Katie gripped her ponytail and pushed her back down.

“No talking until your punishment is finished.” Katie burst into a fit of laughter that was cut short by a spasm that made her whole body twitch. I felt it as I slipped inside her silky pussy and her channel became tighter.

“Oh, God, I love your cock,” Katie moaned, holding Connie against her slit. I felt her tongue catch my shaft as I slid in and out, slowly building to a fucking rhythm.

“Your pussy’s amazing,” I groaned, sliding my dick in and out of Katie as Connie lapped at her clit. Katie’s pussy lips flexed with my cock, bending in and out, gripping my shaft. I didn’t know if Katie was gushing or if Connie was drooling, but she was so slick I could hardly feel any friction and it was dribbling down to her bottom.

“Oh, oh, oh,” Katie panted as I pumped my hips faster, plowing into her slickness.

Connie moaned around Katie’s clit as I fisted the controller, firing the little butterfly to life. Connie shuddered, and I reached down and pinched the chain that hung between her nipples and gently pulled. She squealed, gasping against Katie’s flesh.

“Oh, God. Don’t let her come, Jack. Not Yet!” Katie cried out. I’d slowed to toy with Connie, but let the chain drop, enjoying Connie’s hiss-moan as I focused on fucking Katie.

I gripped Katie’s thighs, turning off the butterfly, and held her as I ramped up the intensity, fucking her harder and faster. I was so turned on by Connie’s bound display and Katie’s jiggling breasts it was a fight not to come before her. I refused, despite how fucking amazing it was thrusting into Katie’s warm depths.

Katie panted, this time slowly building to her climax. Her channel squeezed, stomach muscles clenched, legs wrapped around my back, hands clawed, pushing Connie closer, almost against her entrance, where I was fucking as hard as I could risk without blowing my load. I didn’t have long left before I did.

“Come for me, Katie,” I said, trying to urge her over the finish line before I lost my battle. “Come on my cock. Then I can come deep inside you. Claim—”

“Oh, God, Jack!” Katie cried out, shuddering on the couch. Connie gasped and spluttered, spitting out the foaming of our joining, trying to breathe as Katie lost control.

‘At last!’ my inner voice groaned.

Her heels dug into my back as I slammed home, pushing deep, just in time as I erupted into her.

“Fuck!” Connie lifted from Katie’s quivering flesh with a staccato gasp, but she couldn’t escape Katie’s grip on her ponytail.

I filled Katie’s depth with ropes of hot cum, erupting hard after being edged earlier and then teased by the sight of the two beauties. I didn’t think I was going to stop. Katie was still twitching and gasping as I sank deeper on my knees, leaning over her.

Katie giggled when she caught her breath. “Almost, Jack,” she said with a dreamy expression. Her eyes were closed, and she’d never looked more beautiful.

“That was fucking obscene, Kay. You almost suffocated me.”

“You’re still breathing,” Katie said with a smile, unable to open her eyes, laying there floppily on the couch.

“Jack, please?” Connie begged, slipping from Katie’s grasp.

I grinned. I’d forgotten about her punishment and flopped down on the seat, tapping my thigh. “Come on then, before I soften and you lose your chance.”

Her mouth dropped open. “You want me to ride you... like this?”

“Do it, Connie,” Katie said, still blissed out and unmoving.

I could see the need in Connie’s eyes, and I reached out to help her when my phone beeped. I scrunched my face into a smirk, content to let her suffer a minute more. She was trying to get any friction she could on her pussy by rubbing her thighs together. It was kinda hot, seeing her that desperate, but unable to do anything about it.

I found my inside-out jeans and searched for the pocket, eventually pulling out my phone. There was a text from Anna.

Baby Girl:
Be finished in an hour. Don’t forget to pick me up!



My grin became the biggest smile in human history. Not only did I have these two incredible women, I had Anna to take home.

I was tempted to pinch myself.

“Jack, please!” Connie begged, sounding more needy than I’d ever heard. “Pleeeease!”

I quickly text Anna back.

You:


Don’t worry, I’ll be there!




I put my phone and my jeans to one side with my shirt and returned to the couch. Katie had returned to the land of the living and had pulled her knees up to her chin.

I sat next to her and tapped my thigh again. “Come, Connie, there’s a good girl,” I said like I was talking to a puppy and she struggled onto her feet and slid onto my lap, falling against me.

“Fuuuuck!” she cried out. Obviously, the nipple clamps had made her breasts sensitive, a fact I intended to exploit.

“You are doing so good, babe,” Katie said, rubbing Connie’s thigh.

My eyes met Katie’s as Connie slid down over my re-hardening cock. She was as wet as Katie.

For once, she couldn’t put her arms around my neck and I grinned as I picked up the chain. “You are never gonna come like that. At least try, Connie.”

She huffed. “What did Kate do to you?”

She grimaced as I pulled the chain a little. “Nothing. I’m just giving my Filthy Girl what she needs.”

“Come on, Con, you can’t pretend this isn’t the wettest you’ve ever been?” Katie giggled, closing her hand around mine, forcing it into a fist.

“I don’t want to,” Connie moaned as the butterfly fired to life. She couldn’t help grinding her hips. It made my cock expand inside her.

“Fuck her, Jack,” Katie breathed. “She’s earned it. I didn’t think she’d do it!”

“What?” Connie gasped as I lifted her enough to flex under her, driving into her from underneath.

Her breasts bounced, flicking the chain, tugging and pulling. She moaned and flinched and... gushed around my dick as I fucked her from below. She didn’t want to admit it, but she clearly enjoyed being bound and fucked. The pain of the clamps mixed with the pleasure of the little vibrator and thrust of my cock. Connie came in a minute, convulsing and quivering around my cock.

She screamed through her orgasm as Katie pulled off the clamps together and I rubbed her white, pinched nipples until they turned rosy again, while she thrashed in my lap. I came a second time as Connie squeezed me, and I spurted the last of my reserves into her silky depths. Katie removed the butterfly and then made a face at me while she struggled to undo my knots. Connie was like a dead weight, breathing softly, leaning her head over my shoulder.

“You okay Connie?” I asked, rubbing her shoulders and arms when Katie finally undid the rope.

“You killed me.”

I chuckled. “Again?” I held her for a minute, absorbing her shallow breaths, her slight weight in my lap, and the aftershocks twitching around my shaft. Then I gently lowered her lifeless body onto the couch and stood. “So, are you two friends again?”

“Yeah, I forgive you Con,” Katie giggled. “We should do this again—”

“Next time you can wear the clamps,” Connie groaned, pulling herself into a sitting position.

“Okay, well, I’ll get a paddle for you then.”

Connie opened her mouth to answer, and her eyes flashed, her mind whirling. She pouted, and I pictured spanking her over the couch. I wondered how far into this kinky shit Connie was, or would be... or why Katie had this stuff to test.

But I didn’t have time. “Can I use your—”

“Jack!” Katie said, pulling me into a hug. “You never have to ask, okay?”

We smiled at each other as I brushed a lock of her raven hair behind her ear. God, she was stunning, she really was. “I wish I could stay, but I have to pick up Anna.”

Her brown scrunched. “You do?”

“She’s living in his spare room,” Connie said as she wobbled to her puddle of clothes, wiggling into her panties.

“She is? That’s great.” Her eyes narrowed. “I’m a little jealous, though.”

“After what we just did? Anna’s gonna be the one who’s jealous,” Connie tittered.

I cupped Katie’s cheek in my palm. “This doesn’t work if you get jealous, Kate.” I grinned. “There’s enough of me to go round.”

She shrieked, slapping my chest. “Go! Mister.”

I chuckled, enjoying the way she watched me go. I cleaned up in her bathroom, then returned and got dressed. Connie was slipping into her silky bottoms and Katie had put on a tight tee and some velvet pink shorts. She held out my phone for me as I buttoned my shirt.

“Sex Kitten? Really?”

“That was me!” Connie giggled.

Katie rolled her eyes. “I put my number in. I hope that’s okay?”

Our fingers brushed as I took it. “Of course. Now you can send me obscene selfies.” She tittered as I took a picture of her standing before me, smiling in that tight tee, with her mussed hair and a contented look after we fucked with a bound Connie helping and saved it as her contact image. She had just called herself Kate, which was so fitting.

I kissed her. “I’ve gotta go. Anna was concerned I wasn’t gonna pick her up, so I don’t want to be late.” I sent Katie a text with a heart and marched over to Connie and gave her a kiss goodbye... which ended with her clinging to me as I tried to get away. They both said goodbye at the door as I scurried back to the roadster. I had just enough time to get to Anna’s bakery, but I took a minute to breathe. To take in what just happened.

Not only was that the kinkiest sex of my life. I was now in a relationship with three goddesses.

Was the cruel twist of fate that I was about to wake up, alone in my bed on a stormy night—

Baby Girl:
Don’t forget me!



I smiled. This was too incredible to be a dream. I wasn’t that imaginative.

You:


I could never forget you, Baby Girl. I’m on my way.
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