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CHAPTER ONE


“I can’t believe Katie did that!” Anna giggled as she steered the shopping cart towards the snack aisle. “I’m so mad I missed that!”

“I don’t know,” I said, watching her try to decide between chip flavors. “She might have put clamps on you, too.”

Her eyes became saucers as she dropped both bags in. “I’m not sure I’d like that?” she said, almost asked as her eyes clearly drifted off, imagining such a thing. Then I did. “Are you sure this is okay?” She put another bag of chips on the growing pile.

I smirked at her quick change of subject. “Sure, Baby Girl. Anything you want.”

Her eyes closed, she scrunched her cheeks and whispered, “Not in public, Daddy...”

I chuckled. “Right, sorry. That one slipped out. Won’t happen again.”

She opened her eyes, almost looking disappointed.

I continued to follow her around the supermarket, acting as a glorified helper as Anna picked up many things she promised would make my mouth water. I didn’t say it, but just looking at her in those damn tight jeans she liked to wear, and that off the shoulder tee she knew taunted me, made my mouth water.

The image of her bound for my pleasure entered my mind again. Kneeling, no, standing, arms bound from above. Her perky little breasts clamped. She bent over, offering me her sweet little—

“Jack?”

“What?” I said absentmindedly, dragging out the word while I stared at her naked in my mind.

“You’re staring at me with a weird look on your face,” she whispered, leaning over the front of the shopping cart, giving me a view of her petite cleavage inside the stretched neck of her tee. It said ‘Baby Girl’ across the front in bright pink flowery font and it made me wonder if her daddy kink was actually new, or just deep seeded. “Was I?” I said with a smirk. “Just daydreaming.”

She grinned. “What about?” she asked playfully, lowering her voice as an older couple passed by.

“You want me to say it?”

She nodded. “No secrets, Daddy... Dang-it, I can’t stop calling you that. Why do you have to be so... you!”

I chuckled, leaning over the cart to meet her in the middle. “Well, Baby Girl, you were standing with your hands bound above your head,” I whispered. “Those perky little nipples of yours were clamped, and you were bending over...”

Her breaths became pants. “Then what happened?”

“Don’t know, that’s when you said I was looking funny.”

She pouted, then smiled, hunger growing in her eyes. “Guess that explains why you were looking at me like that.” She tittered to herself and resumed guiding the cart through aisles I never ventured down.

“Why does Kate have that stuff? She said she tested it?”

Anna giggled, picking up bags of... I didn’t even know what they were. My repertoire ended at frozen pizza. She turned to me with a glint in her eye. “That’s because Kate works in a sex shop.” She spun and continued tittering to herself.

Kate... sweet, but provocatively sexual Katie... worked in a sex shop? I watched Anna’s tight little ass sway all over the place as she hopped and bounded to collect items for our rapidly filling cart like some sexy little hunter. “What?” I said after a few minutes. It made a kinda sense. I thought in some abstract way. It explained her sexy choice of attire, but she seemed too sweet, too pure.... Then I remembered Connie bouncing on my cock, bound with Katie’s rope. Punished with Katie’s nipple clamps and the raven haired beauty herself, cajoling Connie and telling me to fuck her best friend as a reward for submitting to her punishment. I narrowed my eyes as my mind wandered. There was more to Katie than I’d thought. But that was the case for all of them, though, wasn’t it? I had just labeled them in my mind as the sweet, dark-haired one that pulled at my heart. The blond bombshell that rocked my world, and the auburn beauty that I just wanted to hold. But there was more to all of them.

“What do you mean… what?” Anna pulled me from my realization as she dropped a pack of bottled water in the cart. I stared down at the metal grated container before me. It was almost overflowing. I’d never bought this much stuff at once.

I looked up at her, feeling dazed again. I thought I’d gotten a handle on this. Being with ‘my girls’. The three amazing young women who, for some unexplainable reason, all wanted to be with me. But it all came crashing down in my mind and I could only reply with the two words, “Sex shop,” getting a filthy look from an old woman as we breezed past.

“Oh!” Anna giggled again, hooking hair behind her ear. “Yeah. So that’s why she tests that stuff. Huh, I never really thought about it. I guess it is a little weird. But Sandra is...” She lowered her voice behind her hand, as if this Sandra person would hear. “Getting on a bit for the more raunchy stuff,” Then continued in her singsong voice. “So Kate gets to play. I think she reviews them? I never thought to ask.” She furrows her brow, mirroring my sunken forehead. “It’s what Kate does.”

“But why?” I asked. Kate could be a model, a movie star. Hell, she could just ask rich assholes for money and they’d probably just give it to her. “And who’s Sandra?” Connie had mentioned her.

Anna rolled her eyes at me, steering us towards the checkout. “Sandra basically raised Kate when her mom... well, you know, and she’s repaying the favor... I guess?”

I wanted to scream ‘no, I don’t know!’ Did Kate’s mom die? Abandon her? What? It felt too insensitive to ask as we were moving through the checkout.

We packed up our year’s worth of groceries into the roadsters tiny trunk and I drove us home while Anna chewed and sucked — far too provocatively — on liquorice laces. Our conversation had made me wonder what the other woman in my life did. “So where does Connie work?”

Anna shoved a section of lace between my lips, lingering her sticky fingers over my tongue as she hummed. “She works at her dad’s company. She’d say against her will, but it’s the only way she can pay off her student debt.”

I tried to imagine Connie wearing a pantsuit and my mind rebelled, instead showing me her sat at a computer, covered in suds, wearing a bikini. I just couldn’t picture my Sex Kitten as an Office Bunny.

We pulled in next to a half empty Sally and I turned to Anna, smirking at her bright pink lips and the hanging strand of liquorice. “I’m surprised you took the day off. I thought you said you needed the money?” I popped the trunk, and she scrambled out, meeting me around the back. She was already leaning into the trunk, shoving her bottom out when I got there and I couldn’t resist her pretty little ass. She was obviously wearing a thong or the type of panties that gave that wonderful indent between her cheeks.

She gasped as the slap echoed between us. “Daddy!” she cried.

I slapped her other delicious butt cheek and her whole body shivered. “Look at all the stuff you’ve bought, Baby Girl.” I pressed my hardening cock against her ass, nestling between her cheeks. “You going to make Daddy all kinds of treats?” I said it all with that voice, the cheesy daddy voice that sounded silly to my ears, but drove her wild. I slid my arms around her waist and pulled her out of the trunk, holding her tight.

“Mmmm, Daddy,” she whispered, pushing her rear harder against me. “No, no, no,” she chanted, sliding her hand behind her back, feeling for my cock. “Not yet.”

I chuckled at the mixed messages she was sending. “What’s not yet?”

She spun in my grasp, her hands snapping to my denim covered cock. “For us to have sex, silly.”

I grinned down at her. She was as adorable as she was hot. “What makes you think I want to have sex with you?”

Her mouth dropped open. “But... but...”

I kissed her, absorbing her plush liquorish pink lips, tasting strawberries. “Can you feel how hard I am for you? Do you seriously think I don’t want to be inside your sweet little pussy?”

“Daddy!” she shrieked, slapping my chest. “Meany!”

I reached around her and grabbed a couple of grocery bags and chucked. “As if I’d have the willpower to say no to you, Baby Girl.”

“You’re bad, Daddy,” she said, picking up some of the shopping and followed me inside. “But I want our first time to be special.” Her voice trailed off to a whisper. “I’ve never felt about anyone like I do you.”

I rustled the bags as I placed them on the kitchen island. “What was that last part? I didn’t catch it?”

She put her bags next to mine, whispering and mumbling.

“Still didn’t hear it, something about feeling do-do?”

She huffed. “I’ve never felt about anyone, like I do you! I want our first time to be special, okay?”

“Oh, is that all?” I kissed her forehead and returned to the car.

“It’s important!” she hissed as I handed her half the remaining shopping.

“Anna, I’m just teasing. We will do whatever you want, okay, sweetheart?” I shut and locked the trunk. “When were you thinking?”

I followed her tight jeans back inside and we put the groceries away. My kitchen had never been so well stocked.

“Tonight?” she said after a long pause. “I took the day so I could get my room sorted and... get ready.”

I pursed my lips. “Get ready?”

“Yeah,” she said, closing the gap, rising onto her toes and holding the back of my neck. “I’m gonna make us a romantic dinner.” Her lips pressed against mine and I got another taste of strawberries. “I’m gonna make myself look nice for you.” Another taste as her tongue slicked against mine. “Then you are going to show me why both Kate and Anna can’t stop talking about your... your dick.”

“Wait, they do—”

She kissed me harder. “Focus, Daddy.”

“Sorry.” I scooped her into my arms and held her compact form tight against my body, inhaling her scent, never wanting to let her go.

“I’ve only been with one other guy, only done it once.” She made a face like she’d just sniffed something nasty. “It wasn’t fun... But I know you’ll be better.”

I scoffed. “No pressure, then?” I had to suppress the surge of panic that wanted to boil over.

“Don’t be silly.” She patted my chest. “You’ve already made me come, and that was the best orgasm I’d ever had, so I’m not worried. I know you’re the best. I can feel it here.” She moved her hand from my chest to hers.

I got a hold of myself. This was Anna. She’d blown me in a parking lot and screamed ‘daddy’ while she rode my face. I knew what I was doing. Katie and Connie were proof of that.

“Now, scoot. I’ve got a lot of stuff to do,” she said, giving me one last kiss before trotting out of the kitchen.

“Jesus,” I said, looking up to the heavens, but really staring at the light fixture. My only concerns a month ago was if I could beat that damn dragon role play game. Now I’m fretting about a romantic evening with my nineteen-year-old house guest and whether I could satisfy her in bed.

My phone beeped:

Sex Kitten:
Are you busy? I need your help with something. xxx



It wasn’t quite lunch yet, so I had some time to kill before my romantic evening with Anna.

You:


Sure. What do you need?


Sex Kitten:
Can you meet me at 2? I’ll text you the address.

You:


Okay. Do I need to bring anything?


Sex Kitten:
Yourself ;)

You:


OK, see you soon.




I had enough time to get into town, grab a bite, and pick up the gift I’d bought for Anna. I was keeping it a secret from the other two as it was just a silly daddy gift and I didn’t want them to think I was playing favorites... or have to think of something to get Connie and Katie — the only thing I could think of was some handcuffs and some bondage tape.

I chuckled as I nipped upstairs to find Anna sliding her bed across the room through a sea of clothes. “Just letting you know I’m popping into town. Connie needs me for something.”

“Okay!” she called out from behind the wooden headboard that had ‘sleep tight’ carved into its polished surface. “Be home by seven.”

“Yes, wife,” I joked, but Anna poked her big brown eyes over the top of the headboard.

“Don’t joke about that, Daddy!”

“Okay, Baby Girl,” I said with a smile. I didn’t say the thought that popped into my head. That I’d have to marry all three beauties to have myself a true harem, but I was happy with the amazing growing relationships I was in.

“Hello, fellow kids,” I said, slipping into the roadster, inhaling Anna’s lingering scent. “I have three young and spectacular girlfriends. Hows your life going?”

I slipped it into gear and powered down the drive, cackling to myself.

I think reality had finally set in.


CHAPTER TWO


I squirreled away Anna’s gift in the glove box as I munched on a burger. I’d gone back to that mom and pop place that Anna showed me. It tasted just as great, but the lack of company lessened it a little. Thankfully, someone else served me, so I wouldn’t have to answer how my ‘daughter’ was doing. That’s if the woman who served us remembered. I certainly did.

Connie finally text me the address of where she wanted to meet, and it was in the financial district — full of large corporate towers and big business. I still couldn’t imagine Connie in that world.

I sat in the lot for a while, planning my evening with Anna. What I was going to do to that amazing body of hers. I had to make it good for her, that was damn sure. I had to upstage that idiot that fucked her first and, by the sounds of it, it wouldn’t be hard.

When It was nearly time, I cruised down to where Connie had said meet her and parked up down the block, opting to walk the rest of the way. The sun was shining, and I didn’t get to see that part of the town often. It was a world away from my house on the outskirts, or even the warehouse where I ran the business. This was towers of glass, reflecting others that glinted in the sun. It smelled of one thing: money.

The address was one of the tall, spiral buildings, unmarked and so clean you could eat off the windows. I was like a stranger entering a western saloon bar — expecting the music to stop any second. Wearing jeans and a t-shirt that had the logo for Dragon Slayer — the video game — plastered over the front. I was rocking geek chic in a sea of expensive suits, all various tints of black and gray.

My t-shirt was yellow — I was like a canary being sent into the coal mines.

Connie worked here? What the hell did she need me for?

The security guard eyed me like I was a juicy packet of fries, hand resting casually on his holster. My pulse ratcheted as I approached the massive desk. It was like walking into Nakatomi Plaza, and I was grateful there wasn’t a Christmas tree in sight.

“Good afternoon, sir,” the woman said behind the desk. It dwarfed her. “How may I help you today?”

Well, one of my three girlfriends asked me to meet her here, didn’t say why. She’s a hot blond. Know where I can find her?

“Uh,” I said, buying myself a second. “I’m here to meet—”

“Mr. Jack...son.” I turned to see a stunning blond walking towards us. Her hair was in a shoulder-length ponytail that swung in time with her hips. She was wearing a tight white silk blouse and a black knee-length pencil skirt. My gaze trailed down, noting the dark shimmer of stockings ending inside a pair of skyscraper heels. “Connie?”

“It’s okay Jen, he’s with me.”

“Sure thing, miss Chambers,” the girl said, eyeing me suspiciously from under her fake lashes, pretending to return to her computer screen.

“Thanks for coming on such short notice.” Business-Connie said, bulging her eyes, urging me to play along.

“No, problem.” I’d seen enough movies to pull this off. “Caught me on the golf course.” I spread my hands, indicating my attire. “Didn’t have time to change.” I followed her luscious behind into a valley of elevators and she didn’t skip a beat.

“No, no. That’s alright. I’m grateful for you to give up the time.” She said, exaggeratedly.

“Happy to help. I was on a losing streak, anyway.”

“Anna running rings around you?” she smirked, raising an eyebrow.

The elevator dinged and a couple of guys got off. Their suits were better tailored than anything I owned. They eyed me for the briefest of moments, before their gaze settled on Connie as they passed.

I couldn’t help the possessive feeling that got my hackles up, like I needed to protect her from these... pencil dicks. I instantly disliked them. They wore nice suits, and they were drooling over my girlfriend... and I couldn’t even rub it in their faces.

“Something like that,” I said, remembering to play along and not glare at the sweater-vest society.

We entered the elevator in silence and it took every bit of self discipline to not blurt out a ‘what the fuck, Connie?’ Instead, I kept in character. “I can’t wait to see what was so urgent, miss Bridgeport.”

She grinned, before making her face an impassive mask. “Oh, I think you’ll enjoy it, Mr. Jackson.” She struggled to keep her smirk at bay when she called me that.

“Will I now? I hope you haven’t gotten yourself in a bind. We know how painful those can be,” I said, exaggerating keywords alluding to her punishment.

She tittered to herself, but we traveled the rest of the way in silence. I couldn’t resist humming loudly to the elevator music that chirped quietly in the background until stopping on the twentieth floor.

“Follow me, please, Mr. Jackson.” She kept her tone neutral, and it was a masterful performance. I felt awkward as shit and I couldn’t keep my eyes off her curves. Considering every guy we passed did the same, I don’t think I stood out too much.

She led me through a winding path, until we entered a stairwell and she stopped, staring at me until the door swung closed behind me.

“Thank fuck for that!” she said, completely shifting character and slamming me against the wall. Her lips latched onto mine with a fierce hunger, and her hands were everywhere.

I couldn’t keep it in any longer. “What the fuck, Connie!”


CHAPTER THREE


“Shut up and kiss me!” She had my head in a vise and pressed me against the cold concrete wall. She was in full forward Connie mode, and I had no defense against it. My cock had been hard from the moment I saw her in the lobby, and she could feel it as she ground her tight skirt against the stone tent in my jeans.

“Connie,” I gasped in between kisses that weren’t really kisses, because she was trying to eat my face off. “What’s this about?” I meant other than her making out with me in an office stairwell like a... well, a hungry sex kitten.

“What… Jack?” She stood back and wiggled her skirt up, her hips just below her apex. “This.” She took my hand and placed it under her skirt. I felt damp silk. “This. This is what this is about.” She looked almost crazy... needy-crazy.

“So you needed me because you're what? Horny?” Was this an at-work booty call?

“Horny? No, no, no.” She was clawing at me again, kissing my neck and... fuck, it felt amazing. “Not horny, Jack. Ragged. I had a dream. I woke up like this. Have been thinking about this all morning. I can’t think of anything else. I just need you.”

My hands snapped to her waist, gliding over the smooth silk of her blouse, up to the bountiful mounds of her breasts and kneaded them through her the silky material. I knew her panties were black silk and lace, because her bra that teased me through the white, almost sheer silk, was, and Connie always matched.

“So, what? You wanna fuck here? You want me to throw you against the wall, tear aside your panties and make you come on my cock?”

She whimpered. “Fuck, I love it when you’re forceful... but... God, I would love that... But, no.”

I felt between her thighs, knuckling the silky panel over her pussy. It was wetter — soaked through. She wasn’t kidding.

“I have somewhere else in mind.” Her hand slipped inside my pants and grabbed my cock far too hard.

I hissed against her mouth, squeezing her breasts in return.

“But we have to be quiet.”

“I don’t think I’m the one that needs to be told that... oh, shit,” I grit my teeth as she crushed my dick in her fist. “What the fuck, Connie. What’s with all the secrecy and Mr. Jackson and shit?” I cussed as she squeezed harder.

“I... I can’t,” she breathed, lifting her leg against my hip and grinding her pussy against my hand. “My father watches me like a hawk. Cameras... but I know the blind spots.” She mewed, biting my neck, sucking like a vampire — marking me as hers.

“Ahhh,” I moaned as she made out with my neck. “So your dad wouldn’t approve of our little foursome?”

“Understatement.” She pulled away from my sore neck and fuck, I’d seen no one look so needy. Her baby blue eyes were blown and hooded under her long lashes. She was panting, breathing so hard... for me. “Please, Jack. He can’t know. He wouldn’t understand.”

I cupped her cheek, and she leaned into my palm. “Sure,” I said, hearing the husk in my voice and feeling my need for this amazing creature leaking out of my dick. “So... where?”

Her eyes opened enough to show me the mischievous glint I’d grown to love and fear. “Come.” She fixed her clothing and headed up the stairwell.

I followed behind, unable to avoid staring at her perfect ass as it swayed in the tight black skirt.

“In my dream, we did it in my special place. It makes sense, really. It’s my sanctuary from my father’s bullshit, like you are from the other shit...” She looked at me over her shoulder. “Forget I told you that… I come here to escape.”

She lead me through the stairwell exit into an abandoned office floor. Rows of computers sat unused, the monitors covered in milky-transparent plastic. Maybe this was the Nakatomi Plaza, and the party didn’t start until later that night. I really shouldn’t have introduced Anna to the wonderful world of Die Hard the night before. Not that we saw much of it, opting to make out on the couch instead. I’ll never forget her screaming ‘yes, Daddy’ with my finger deep inside her tight little pussy while John McClain chuckled, ‘Yippee Ki Yay ...’ I’ll never think of that movie the same way again.

“Stay on the right side,” she said, hugging the wall before slipping into a side door.

I followed her into a copy room that looked long since abandoned, and clearly used for something else now. A laptop, snacks and other bits and pieces were scattered over the place. It was cozy in a post-apocalyptic sense.

I didn’t have time to really look around as the door shut and Connie pressed me up against a massive photocopier. It was one of those old style machines, waist high, white in its life, with rings from old coffee cups on the paper-out tray.

“Fuck me, Jack. Bend me over this copier — gently pull down my panties, because they are fucking expensive — then take me.” She didn’t even get past ‘then’ before her lips were trying to suck my soul from my mouth, clawing at my tee.

This whole thing took me by surprise and I wanted to know about her sanctuary and why she needed one. How was I her sanctuary? But Connie was like a wild animal, pulling my shirt over my head and instinct took over.

My fingers flew to her blouse buttons, fumbling them open, parting the silk and revealing her tanned skin and black bra. She bit my lip, distracting me for a second. I gave up trying to undo them all, taking her fantastic breasts in hand and feeling them through the lace. God, her breasts were perfect. They fit in my hand without an inch of waste. Her nipples were hard, pebbling through the fabric.

Connie was faster at undressing me than I was her, and already she’d had my jeans undone and around my knees as she nibbled my ear. “Keep quiet,” she whispered. “There’s a security office on the other side of this very thin wall.”

My eyes became saucers, but my dick pulsed in her hand. Fuck, it was kinda exciting. Forbidden and sexy.

She squeezed my dick again, and I recognized what she was doing. I grabbed her ponytail and pulled it hard, yanking her head back. “Don’t be a bad girl,” I whispered, rubbing a finger against the soaked fabric between her thighs.

She gasped, stifling a moan. Her eyes glimmered in the flickering light of the shitty copy room. She squeezed my shaft harder, trying to bait me. I pushed my finger harder against her silk-covered slit.

“Bad girl,” I whisper-growled, spinning her around and pushing her against the copier.

She moaned, spreading her hands out over the top, bracing herself and pushing her ass out against me. It was like they’d designed the machine to be the perfect height to bend a hot blond over, and I momentarily wondered if they had. I had the image of page after page of black and white breasts pouring out the paper tray, pushing over a cold cup of coffee.

Connie moaned, dropping her head. I snagged her ponytail and pulled her head back, eliciting another gasp. “Please, Jack. Don’t play with me,” she whimpered. Her tone was pleading. “I need you.”

My hands were cupping her breasts, thumbing her nipples as I ground my hips against her perfect ass.

I opted to not taunt her in case I said something too loud, instead I pinched her nipples and kissed her neck, biting her in return.

“Fuck, Jack,” she moaned-whispered and I knew she wouldn’t be able to stay quiet... I’d be amazed if she could.

My dick was leaking against her skirt as I released her breasts and snagged the hem, inching it up over her thighs, slowly, teasingly, until her black panties were revealed and the fabric was bunched at her waist.

I couldn’t help teasing her, just a little. Instead of pulling her panties down and ramming into her, I toyed with her damp pussy through her panties. She was right; they felt expensive. Exquisite to touch, just like their owner. I played with her silk-covered slit, rubbing my finger up and down, making her mew. I pressed down hard over her back, holding her as she wiggled against the copier. When I’d teased her enough and she was panting, I hooked my fingers around the waistband of her panties and dragged the lace down her thighs. The material curved down over her tanned skin, revealing her lush bottom. They turned inside out as the material stuck to her pussy — where I’d pushed it between her lips — it peeled from her skin, revealing Connie’s soaked and pretty slit.

She was squirming again, and I knew she wanted to scream at me — her thighs were shaking — as I pulled the wet fabric of her black panties down to mid-thigh and left them there, keeping her legs together.

But I still didn’t let her have my cock. I was imagining the security room next door as I ran my fingers through her wet heat, circling her clit, holding her down again. Were there guys sat below a bank of monitors, staring at benign feeds from the building, or was it a special security room, employed by her father to watch her every move? I preferred that version, even if it sounded far-fetched. It was exciting to think the guys charged with watching the blond bombshell were totally oblivious to my probing fingers as I thumbed Connie’s clit, coating my fingers in her abundant juices.

“Fuck, you’re an asshole, Jack...”

“You love it,” I growled in her ear, pushing two fingers deep inside her pussy.

She shuddered. “I do... I love you, Jack... I’d just love you more if you stopped teasing me—”

The slap I landed on her rear sounded like a cannon in the silence copy room and she barley contained the moan. “Bad girl,” I hiss-whispered.

I thought I could tease her longer, but my cock was throbbing so fucking hard I couldn’t wait.

I pulled out my wet fingers and wiped them on her bottom in the shape of an X as I lined up at her entrance.

I pushed inside in one hard movement. The sensation of her slick channel encompassing me was almost overwhelming as my thrust forced her onto her toes and she cried out — muffling her noise just before it became too loud.

“Fuck, I love you, I love you... love your cock...” Connie murmured to herself as I pulled out and slammed back inside her. The copier rattled with the force. I couldn’t go slow. It was like her need had spread and I was off, clutching her hips, ramming inside her over and over. The familiar wet sound of my cock plunging into Connie’s soaked pussy filled the copy room, joining the breathy gasps of the hot blond speared on my shaft. Her nails scratched the plastic as she clawed the aging copier, holding on for dear life. The gentle rattle of the machine became a heavy thumping rhythm as I fucked her hard and fast.

Connie tightened beneath me. Her body became stiff, her pussy gripped me, and then she moaned. Loudly. I did the only thing I could, because not fucking her amazing pussy wasn’t an option.

With my arm wrapped around her waist, I lifted her enough to place my other hand over her mouth, arching her back, pushing her core out. My pelvis slapped against her ass as she moaned into my hand, huffing breaths through her nose.

Her body shook, vibrating between me and the copier, pulsing her silky pussy around my shaft.

I didn’t last much beyond that, the way she was — “Ahh,” I growled as pain lanced through my hand and I realized she was biting into the flesh between my thumb and finger, moaning a staccato wail.

I came uncontrollably with a grunt, pushing deep inside her as she gushed against me. The world, the pain, the need, all erupted from my pulsing cock, spraying a stream of cum deep inside her pussy.

I grit my teeth as she released my hand and collapsed over the copier, thighs twitching, walls clenching.

I wobbled for a second, like the life had drained out of me, sucked from my very essence by Connie’s sucking sex.

“Am I greedy for wanting more?” she panted, holding onto the copier like she couldn’t stand on her own.

“Very.” I grinned at the sight of my cock inside her gooey slit. A dribble of cum had seeped out and was making a run down her thigh. “But you’re lucky I’m a generous lover.”

She tittered. “Modest too. So modest and so good to me. You free every day around this time?”

I chuckled, almost forgetting the need to be quiet or the throbbing pain in my hand. “I could be, but that seems risky. They’d notice eventually.” I don’t know if I found the idea of going through this charade every day enticing or exhausting.

“Ugh, this sucks,” she breathed as I pulled out. The air felt freezing compared to her warm heat.

Being the generous lover that I was, I scooped the runaway cum from her thigh and pushed it back into her pussy and then snagged a tissue from a dispenser on the desk and wiped us clean. “What? That I can’t be your sex slave twenty-four-seven?” I slid her damp panties over her hips and pulled down her skirt, satisfying some weird notion that I needed to leave her as I found her. “How terrible for you.” I packed my cock away and took a breath, examining the teeth marks on my hand.

Connie hadn’t moved. “I’ll think of something... I don’t enjoy craving something I can’t have.” She spun, still leaning against the copier for support. “You have no idea. I wasn’t always like this... So it’s totally your fault.” She grinned, relaxed.

“I’m glad I could be of service,” I whispered, hiding the bite mark and checking my watch. Damn, I needed to be heading back soon if I wanted to make it in time for my evening with Anna, and have time to get ready.

She started buttoning her blouse as she watched me. “You got somewhere to be? Didn’t Anna take the day off?”

“Well,” I said, trying to figure out if I should keep our evening a secret, but like Anna said, ‘no secrets’. “Anna has decided that we’re going to have sex, so she’s cooking me dinner.”

A strange look washed over Connie’s features... she looked almost hurt. “Oh.”

“It’s our first time and she want’s it to be special—”

“Wait, you guys haven’t done it yet? Even with your adorable daddy-baby girl thing you’ve got going on?”

I narrowed my eyes at her. It sounded silly when anyone mentioned the daddy stuff, but it felt right with Anna... they were only pet names. “Other stuff, yes... sex, no.”

“I think you’d be very sore if I was living with you.”

“I’ll bet,” I snorted. “But then we wouldn’t have weird secret office sex—”

“No.” She pulled me close with a fist of my t-shirt. “We could do both.” Her lips mashed against mine and all I could think was how sore my dick would be... and that it would be so worth it.

“Fuck, I’ve gotta go before they really miss me.”

“Yeah, I’d better go... hot date tonight,” I chuckled.

She laced her fingers in mine and guided me out of the maze of dead computers, down the stairwell and out a fire escape.


CHAPTER FOUR


Sally was almost empty as I pulled into the driveway. I grabbed Anna’s gift and headed inside. As soon as I entered the doorway, I was struck by the most enticing smell of home cooking that had ever entered my nose. “Honey, I’m home!” I called out, imagining some other life where I got to come home to my beautiful, young wife after a day on the golf course and then an afternoon trouble-shooting a needy problem in the financial district.

“Oh, shoot!” came a cry from the kitchen. “Don’t come in here. I’m not ready!”

“Don’t worry, Baby Girl, I’ve still gotta get ready!” I called back. “Damn, that smells amazing!” I took another inhale, trying to guess what she’d cooked up as I bounded up the stairs and hopped in the shower. Once I’d washed the office sex off my body, I changed into a silky blue shirt and some dress pants. She said she was going to make herself look nice for me — thought she could achieve that by just taking her clothes off… or not. Anna was stunning either way, and I wanted to do the same for her.

I pocketed her gift and headed downstairs, but froze as I approached the kitchen. She’d moved stuff around and a table now sat to the side, lit by flickering candles. Slowly, I approached. It was like entering someone else’s kitchen — then the breath left my lungs.

Anna stood, taking a plate from the island that she was using as a staging area, dressed in a classic little black dress. It hugged her lithe frame, cut off straight across her upper thighs, square neckline framing her modest cleavage and her silky locks cascaded around her in sexy curls. She was fucking gorgeous.

She heard my gasp and looked up with a grin. “Surprise!”

“Fuck me,” was all I could say, staring at the auburn beauty, the meal she was setting out and my dick was hard again. Bouncing between Anna, Connie, and Katie, I wondered if my cock would ever be soft again.

“No, we eat first!” she tittered.

“Anna, you look incredible… this looks incredible!”

“I told you, it has to be special. Now sit.” She pulled out a chair and held it expectantly.

I drifted on a cloud, unable to take my eyes from the vision before me. Her lips shone in the candlelight and her eyes sparkled.

“Wait!” she said, just as I was about to sit. I froze, and she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down into a kiss. It was a soft and pouty kiss, sensual, and made my lips feel swollen. “Hi, Daddy.” She giggled. “You look hot!”

I cupped her cheek. “Not as hot as you, Baby Girl.”

She bit her lip and looked away — her cheeks flushing to a pretty shade of pink.

“Can I sit now?”

She giggled again. “Yes, sit. Let’s eat before it gets cold.” She scampered around the tabled towards her seat. It felt funny not pushing her chair in like a gentleman, but Anna was in charge, so I sat—

“Wait,” I said, my ass an inch from the cushion. She froze above her chair as I stood and marched around the table. “First, open your gift.”

Her eyes widened. “Gift? I didn’t get you anything. We’re not doing gifts… are we?”

She looked adorably confused, like she couldn’t remember if gifts were part of her perfect evening. “No, I wanted to get you this before we arranged this evening. Just open it.”

I handed her the small jewelry box, and she sucked in her entire bottom lip as she opened the small, black box. It was a necklace that said ‘daddy’s girl’ in a similar flowery font as the tee she often wore that said ‘Baby Girl’.

“Ow, wow. Um,” she said, running her fingers over the necklace. Sure, it was a little tacky, but I knew Anna would like it. “This is—”

“A silly gift, but I couldn’t resist—”

“No, no, I love it. I just wasn’t expecting… from you… does this mean you are my daddy?”

I didn’t know what that really meant, to be her daddy, what that meant to her. Was it just pet names or did it have a more significant meaning? I’d have to ask the others, but for now I couldn’t say no. “Of course.”

She beamed at me like a megawatt searchlight. “Can I put it on?”

“Sure.”

I hung the necklace around her throat — it sat perfectly, complementing her in that amazing dress — and we sat down to dinner. I had no idea what I was eating, but it was delicious. Anna told me, but it sounded French and very fancy, so I just hummed and nodded along. Whatever it was, it was clear Anna was an amazing cook. It vindicated all the food we’d bought that morning. I guess there were more than bags of chips, after all.

“That was amazing, thank you!” I said. Having dinner together felt so natural, even if I couldn’t take my eyes off her and my dick was hard the entire time.

“Good… can we have sex now?” She giggled. “I can’t wait any longer. I gave myself a smaller portion and ate a little too quickly… I think I gave myself indigestion. But it had to be perfect.”

“It was,” I reassured her. “I don’t know how it could have been more perfect… unless I had you in my arms.”

She took the hint and clacked around the table in her heels and slid into my lap just like she’d done the few times we’d watched movies on the couch. I leaned into kiss her when she gasped, grabbing my hand. “Oh, my God. Did you get bitten by a dog?”

I cackled, the throb in my hand returning as I stared at her, examining the bite mark. “Umm, yeah, sort of. Connie got a little—”

“Connie did this?” she said, outraged. “Does it hurt?”

“A little…”

She looked up into my eyes. “You don’t have to be daddy all the time, Jack.”

I let out the wince I’d been holding in. “Uh… it throbs like a motherfucker.”

“I have something that will make it feel better.” She hopped off my lap and lead me out of the kitchen, quickly returning to blow out the candles. “Almost forgot.” Anna led me upstairs to her bedroom and ordered me to sit on the bed while she rummaged through a box. I was amazed at what she’d done with the empty room. She’d really made it hers. Her bed was centered, with boxes piled up in one corner, her computer table off to one side. Clothes spilled from a wardrobe and cosmetics, hair products and other girly things coated a vanity. “Ah-ha!” she said triumphantly, holding a tube of cream. “This will make you feel so much better. I can’t believe Connie bit you.”

“I already feel better,” I said, squeezing her hand as she examined the bite.

Her smile was dazzling as she rubbed in the cream, giggling at my cry of alarm from the sting that traveled through my hand. “Baby,” she teased.

“Oh, wow.” The throb was already fading. “That’s amazing.”

“It’s good stuff. I’ve burned myself so many times and this was a godsend… There!” My skin felt warm, but the pain was gone. It was a miracle in a bottle and I’d need to buy my own, just in case Connie got carried away again.

I was staring at my hand as Anna slipped onto my legs, hiking her dress up and straddling me. She slipped her arms around my neck and gazed up at me with her pretty hazel eyes. “No, daddy stuff tonight. Just you and me, Jack.”

‘Jack’ had barely left her mouth as her lips pressed against mine and my hands felt her tiny waist. I didn’t feel any pain in my hand as I moved up to cup her petite breasts. Her fingers slid from my neck and reached for my zipper.

Her skin was like touching silk as I moved my arms out of the way and caressed her thighs, sliding fingers under the hem and lifting higher, gathering the fabric at her waist. I let my digits slip around her arms as she fought with my fly, over her thighs to her apex and… Anna wasn’t wearing panties. My fingers pressed against her dewy pussy lips and she gasped. I realized — as she pulled my cock free, still nibbling against my lips — that she’d been naked under that dress throughout dinner. “You’re not wearing any panties, you naughty girl,” I whispered into her ear as she tried to undo my shirt buttons with one hand while pumping my cock with the other.

She giggled as my cock pulsed in her hands. “I-I didn’t want anything getting in the way.” Her voice had shifted from the bubbly Baby Girl, to breathy, needy gasps as she pushed my shirt over my shoulders. “MmmmMMMmmm.” I contorted my wrist so I could rub her clit, and made languid circles around the little fleshy nub.

Her fingers scrunched against my chest, her hair fanning around her head as she pushed me down. I went without resistance — I was putty in her hands — as she slid forward and sat on my throbbing cock. I kept touching her pussy and moisture kept oozing out over my shaft.

This felt different from all the other times we’d fooled around. There was no daddy talk, no giggles filling the room. Anna stared down at me with a fierce determination, inching her hips forward until my cock sprang free behind her. She bit her lip as she lifted her hips and felt between her thighs. Her fingers encircled my shaft and held it at her entrance.

Our eyes met, and our souls entwined. Then she moaned, sliding down, and I was enraptured with the crushing, wet heat. “Oh, fuck, you’re tight.” My digits sunk into her creamy thigh, squeezing as she inched herself down my shaft.

“Oh…” she moaned, gasping in controlled pants, breathing in and out as my cock stretched her tiny pussy. Inch by inch, she relaxed her legs until she was sitting on me, impaled on my shaft. Her mouth dropped open in an ‘O’. “Oooo,” she chuckled, supporting herself on my stomach. She slowly wiggled her hips in a small circle. “God, you’re big.” She swallowed and flicked her hair over her head, hooking the silky waterfall behind an ear. She smiled, grinning down at me.

I could see it on her face, the gritted grin, the hooded gaze, the way she couldn’t keep her hips still. This was the calm before the storm. My little kitten was about to unleash her claws. “You feel incredible.” It was the only words I could think of outside grunts as my shaft flexed inside her tight channel.

“You feel so good, Da… Jack. Oh, I get it now. I really do.” She bobbed an inch, then moaned, arching her back, rolling her eyes. It spurred her on, and all I could do was watch and enjoy the ride. “Oh.” She bobbed again, higher this time. “Mmmmm,” she moaned.

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous.” She looked incredible. Dress hiked up to her waist, pussy swallowing my cock. I needed to do something, so I reached between her thighs and found her clit. Her gaze snapped to mine, and she moaned through a laugh.

“Ohhh,” she breathed. “It feels so good.” Then she started bobbing, riding my cock, and I struggled to keep my finger on her clit. She reached behind and unzipped her dress, letting the fabric fall to her waist, unleashing her breasts and my hands latched on in an instant.

I kneaded her mounds as she fucked me, bouncing her silky tresses over her shoulders as she bobbed this way and that, making that ‘O’ expression again, moving faster. I fingered her nipples, and her quiet breaths became moans, gasps and mews.

Something snapped inside her, and she threw caution to the wind. She rode me like a horse in a gallop. Her silky sheath sucking, squeezing and swallowing my length. It felt amazing. I couldn’t help flexing my hips to meet her bouncing hips.

“Oh, fuck,” she mewed, making a desperate face, grinding her hips for a second before taking off again, fucking faster. I couldn’t keep up, my hands falling her bouncing breasts, marveling at the hardness of her nipples as they danced above me.

Every impact of her pussy against my pelvis sounded out in her bedroom with a wet slap, a gasp and a squeak from the bedsprings. Anna was in a race, riding me like a stallion, faster and faster. She leaned back, rising a hand above her head, holding her hair up. “I’m gonna come, Jack,” she cried. “I want us to come together… please. Oh, fuck, oh fuck. God, fuck.”

I’d never heard Anna swear so much. It was gratifying it was riding my cock that drove her there, but I think all the sex I’d had over the past week and being inside Connie hours earlier had finally desensitized me. For the first time I wasn’t fighting the climax, but enjoying the fucking, the way she rode me, the friction up and down my length. I didn’t want it to end. “I’m almost there. Can you hang on?”

“Fuck, Jack… I don’t know. Ah… I’ll try, but, fuck, oh.” She bounced harder, almost violently, biting her lip, squeezing my cock with her clenching pussy. “It’s so good, so fucking good. I love you Jack, fuck, oh fuck. Fuuuuuuuck!”

Anna exploded, gushing her release as she froze above me, shaking, gasping. Her eyes rolled, her mouth dropped open, and her hands tapped against my abs in a spasm.

I lost it. I rolled us over, plowing into her tight, wet pussy as she twitched and squeezed me, fucking her hard. I slammed my hips against her ass, slapping against her pussy, pushing deep with every thrust. She cried out, clawing at me, almost screaming as she came again, and then I did. I growled out a cry as a climax tore through me, powerful but brief, ending at the tip of my cock as it erupted inside her in a spray of cum. “Fuck!” I grit my teeth, fisted the fabric below, unloading deep inside her tight little pussy. She mewed, her thighs clamped against me, her ankles crossed over my back, core milking my cock as she breathed through her orgasm.

We panted, riding out our releases, basking in each other, before collapsing into each other’s arms. She giggled as I pulled her close and we snuggled. “Fuck, Jack,” she whispered. “I don’t think I can go back—”

Suddenly, we both turned our head in shock at the sound of feet hitting the wooden floor of the landing. Connie and Katie burst into the room and froze. “You really should lock your front door,” Kate said with a blush.

“Aw! Did we miss it?” Connie blurted, jumping on the bed and nuzzling against my back wearing a more familiar attire of short-shorts and a tank-top.

“What the fuck, Connie!” I said for the third time that day.

“Don’t be mad,” Katie said, slipping in behind Anna wearing a crop and a mini-skirt. “We wanted to be there for your first time.”

“Aw, that’s so sweet,” Anna said, snuggling in against my chest.

“So… how was it?” Connie asked.

“I’m right here!” I said with a huff.

“Don’t be like that, Jack!” Connie huffed back, reaching around for my cock. “I might need seconds.”

“Amazing!” Anna said, pressing her perfect little breasts against me. “Perfect… better than I imagined.”

“See, I told you!” Katie said, hugging Anna.

“Hear that, Jack. You’re amazing!” Connie whispered into my ear. “Just like when you were fucking me over the copier.”

I bit back a quip about her biting me, and just enjoyed holding Anna, surrounded by my two other amazing girls.

“I wish we could have all been together,” Katie said, with a dreamy voice.

“We should all go somewhere together, somewhere fun,” Anna said with a contented, dreamy voice, kissing my chest.

“You still have that camping gear, Jack?” Connie asked, nibbling my ear.

I narrowed my eyes. “Yeah—”

“Ooooo, let’s go camping!” Katie said.

“I’m sure I can get the weekend off… we all could, right?” Connie licked my ear.

“Maybe a long weekend?” Kate asked.

“Ohhh, I’d love that. All of us together?” Anna said.

“How about it, Jack,” Connie said, pumping my shaft in her nimble fingers. “Wanna take us horny girls camping?”

I sighed, just wanting to drift off with Anna in my arms. “Sure.” I knew what I’d be doing the rest of the week… figuring out how to put the damn tent up.
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