
        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents


AN UNEXPECTED HAREM EPISODE 9
CHAPTER ONE
CHAPTER TWO
CHAPTER THREE
CHAPTER FOUR
CHAPTER FIVE
CHAPTER SIX
CONTINUE THE SERIES
JO|CONOR
ALSO BY JO|CONOR
COPYRIGHT



[image: image-placeholder]


CHAPTER ONE


I pulled open the front door with relief seeing Connie stood on the porch, hugging her midriff. It was late and her white silk blouse hung open enough to show her fabulous cleavage and a black, knee-length pencil skirt clung to her long legs. She must have come straight from work. Her perfect, pouty lips were locked in a frown and her brow was scrunched.

She looked miserable. “Bad day?”

She nodded. “So long.”

I held out my arms wide and my grumpy princess shuffled inside, sliding her arms around my neck. Her blond locks cascaded between us as she rested her head on my chest. I held her tight. “They keep you late?”

She sighed as I closed the door with my foot. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

Her intoxicating scent invaded my nose as I kissed her head. “Then we won’t. This is an asshole-free zone.”

She snuggled in closer, inhaling me with a deep breath. I know it sounds crazy, but I loved it. I loved how much this amazing, accomplished girl needed me. How right she felt in my arms. I knew I loved her, but in that perfect moment, it came surging to the forefront.

But she beat me to it. “I love you,” she whispered, pressing her pelvis against my rapidly hardening cock, shifting her head to my shoulder.

My idiot brain wanted to say something funny, like ‘back at ya,’ or ‘ditto,’ which would have ruined the mood, even if it would have made her smile. But I was serious when I said, “I love you more than anyone... well, except the sleeping beauties upstairs.”

She lifted her head, and I gazed into her baby blue eyes, seeing the sparkle returning. She looked at me — silently — for a while, like she was trying to figure something out, then she crept in, pressing her lips to mine. Unusually for Connie, she kissed me slowly. So gently, it was weird at first, not the usual assault of hungry pecks and licks. But sensual. There was a simmering passion as she moved her lips over mine — eyes closed — pulling harder on the back of my neck as her fingers splayed in my hair.

My cock was rock hard, pressing against her belly as her tongue slicked over my bottom lip, gentleness giving way to a growing need. Her breasts squished between us, pushing me backwards, and then we were stumbling through the living room doorway.

My ass banged against the back of the couch as her fingers reached for the hem of my tee. She continued to push herself against me, almost bending me over the couch. “I thought you wanted to do the couple thing?” I asked, pulling away just long enough for the words to leave my lips.

She mewed into my mouth, gyrating her hips against me. “We can do that tomorrow.” She kissed across my cheek, “I need to feel good,” then nibbled down my neck.

“Whatever you need.” I scooped her up and spun, dropping her onto the couch. Her black skirt contrast against the creamy leather as she bounced, giggling, not wanting to let my shirt go as I hopped over and joined her. I miscalculated and almost fell onto the coffee table. But when I regained my balance, I froze.

Connie sat in my favorite, well-worn seat, slowly inching her legs apart as she pulled her skirt up.

When she reached her upper thighs, I gulped. Her panties were part lace, silk, and all white.

She grinned at me — mischief playing in her eyes — perfect white teeth peeking behind pink lipstick. “Do you know what I want?”

I dropped to my knees before her. “I have an idea.” I smirked, pulling my shirt over my head, baring my chest before her. She purred, spreading her thighs wider so her skirt gathered at her waist.

The silky panel over her pussy was virtually transparent with how wet it was. An unmissable pink hue called to me from within. “I’ve been thinking about this all day,” she whispered. “You do not know how much just knowing I have you... keeps me sane.”

I shuffled to her on my knees, sliding my fingers over her long, creamy legs. “Well, I’m here.” I leaned down towards her apex and the musk of her need hit me. I couldn’t help but give the silk a long, salacious lick. “You look pretty in white.”

She scooted closer to the edge, impatiently shoving her pussy in my face. “I look better with them off.”

I glanced up from between her thighs. “You’d look good in anything.”

She tittered. “Take the hint, Jack. Take my fucking panties off and make me come.” Her thighs snapped against me and she wiggled out of the lacy fabric, pulling it down as far as it would stretch.

I chuckled, busted at trying to drag this moment out as long as I could. “Yes, ma’am.” I saluted, shuffled back, pulling her panties down her thighs as she pressed her knees together and let them fall the rest of the way. I slipped off her heels, and pulled her soggy panties clear, keeping hold of her ankle. Determined to not rush — she wasn’t the only one who’d been thinking about this all day — I kissed her ankle, making her gasp. Then worshiped her perfect, smooth skin all the way up her calf, her knee and her lower thighs. By the time my lips reached her upper thighs, her legs were spread wide and her head lolled as she toyed with her breasts, gently kneading through layers of fabric.

Her pussy was dripping. Her need oozed from her pretty pink slit. It throbbed with desire.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful.”

“Fuck, you’re slow!” she moaned.

I almost flipped her over and gave her a good spanking, but I’d teased her long enough. Without warning, I shoved my lips over her clit while pushing two fingers deep inside her and then sucked.

The reaction was instant. She arched her back with a gasp, pushing herself harder against my face. “Fuck, yes!”

I hummed while sucking her sensitive nub, pumping my twin digits in and out of her slick entrance. Quickly she became ragged, grinding against my face.

She was so needy.

But I could tease her further. I wasn’t doing it to be an asshole. Connie needed to come, not a little, a lot. I could see it in her eyes, hear it in her voice. Working at her father’s company drained the luster from her shine and it was my job, no, my duty to the world, to bring back the sunshine.

She mewed, flopping about on the couch that squeaked under her perfect ass. It should have thanked me for bringing such perfection to its leathery surface. I switched modes, gently licking around her clit instead of a frontal assault. Gently pumped in and out with my fingers, fast enough to keep her there, but not enough to make her come.

Her body shifted. She stopped thrashing and stilled. Her head flopped back — eyes closed — messy blond lock cascading around her like a golden halo. Her breasts rose and fell as she panted, her pelvis rising and falling in rhythm. Little gasps slipped from her parted lips as her gyrating hips moved faster.

“Oh, God.” She moved her hands to her head, grabbing her hair. Her body slipped further from the couch and I got a face full of slick pussy. “Oh, fuck, that’s...”

Her breathing increased. Quickly, she was gasping like she couldn’t breathe. Hips fucking my face, fingers scrunched against the couch. “You’re beautiful,” I said again — it was true — a second before I latched onto her clit and sucked hard, pushed my digits deep, feeling for that special rough patch on her inner wall, just behind where I was sucking.

“Shit!”

Found it. I fought a smirk as she almost rocketed off the couch, back arching so much she was only held up by her head and feet.

I rubbed fast. Sucked hard, and she screamed, her whole body shaking, building, hopefully taking all the stress and strain of her week with it. Compressing it into a single point where she froze for a second... I inhaled a breath... Then she exploded. Her pussy released against me as it convulsed, coating my chin in her musky spend.

A garbled sound left her lips, somewhere between a string of expletives and a strangled whine. Her thighs quaked as they clamped against me. Her stomach crunched and froze… before collapsing on the couch like a dead weight.

I licked up her drenched pussy as I pulled my fingers out, licking them clean.

It was the taste of victory.

“Holy ship... eh, shit. Shit, shit, shit that was... something,” she babbled, flopped on the couch like a rag-doll.

It certainly was. I came in my pants a little. I pocketed her panties and put her heels aside before I scooped her up. She clung to me, snuggling in against my chest as I carried her upstairs like a bride.

I crept past Anna and Kate’s rooms, sneaking into mine, and gently placed her on my bed.

My grumpy princess looked so sated and relaxed. I didn’t even mind that I didn’t get to come... well, at least fully. I carefully undressed her, unzipping and peeling down her skirt. Unwrapping her blouse and removing her bra. She was like putty in my hands, zonked out and contented as I stripped her bare.

She was gorgeous, laying naked and splayed where I’d left her. I cleaned the sticky mess from between her thighs, cleaned myself up, changed into a pair of sleep shorts, and settled us under the covers.

She grinned, pulling herself against me, intertwining her limbs. “You’re amazing.” She kissed my cheek and was asleep a minute later.

I watched her for a while. The way her breasts rose and fell under the covers. How her hair hung around her, somehow still silky, even when it was a mess. Taken aback by just how beautiful she was. Tonight, more than ever.

With every breath, I inhaled her scent — that Connie smell — until I drifted off with a smile on my lips and she followed me into my dreams.


CHAPTER TWO


I was in a cocoon. Some kind of creature had ensnared me, tangled me in its limbs, and squeezed.

“Why did you get to spend the night?” it said. It was female... and familiar.

“Because, Banana, you live here.”

I was wrapped up by a talking banana? What?

Consciousness slowly trickled into my brain. Sensations. A warmth all around me.

“I wish we could just get an enormous bed and all sleep together.” Another voice, sweeter, sleepy.

More neurons fired to life. The dream world where I was a lord with three promiscuous mistresses faded into the ether as I slipped into the physical world. A world where it was hard to breathe.

“Wake up, Daddy!”

I peeled my eyes open and stared into a dark auburn world that orbited an angel.

Anna. “I’m awake,” I groaned, realizing what the weight pressing on my chest was.

Before I could really shake the groggy sleep still fogging my mind, her silky lips pressed against mine. Her hands pinned my shoulders, but more hands roamed my body.

How many hands did this angel have?

Spry digits on either side snaked their way down to my shorts. Nimble fingers slipped under the cotton hem and reached for my cock. I was unimaginably hard, but I only had one shaft and the hands fought, pumping and pulling.

My engine roared to life.

Anna, Connie, Katie.

“Let me!” Connie hissed. “You’re not supposed to be here.”

“We always wake him up. You’re the intruder!” Kate hissed back.

“When are we going, Daddy?” Anna beamed at me from under our auburn curtain, pulling away from the sloppy kiss.

“Stop,” I groaned, reaching down for their groping hands.

“Now look what you’ve done.”

“Me?”

“Daddy!”

“Everyone, give me a minute.” I squinted at my baby girl in the darkness... then winced as she leaned back, draping my world in the bright morning sun. “What time is it?”

“We’re still going, right?” Anna asked, leaning down again.

“It’s just after nine,” Kate whispered in my ear. It was a routine they’d slipped into, waking me up together, her and Anna. But Connie spending her first night had disturbed the balance.

I shut my eyes and sighed. “Yes, baby girl, but not until later, and can you two stop fighting? Share, take turns or something.” I couldn’t believe this was the problem I woke up to now. But before they could move, I wrapped my arms around both Connie and Kate, and pulled them in close against me. They relinquished their grip and nuzzled their heads on my shoulders. Anna leaned down, laying on my chest, listening to my heartbeat.

Breasts pressed against me on three sides, and a collection of intoxicating scents engulfed me.

“Fuck, this is nice.” Connie kissed my neck.

“Yeah,” Kate kissed my chin.

“Your heart’s beating really fast,” Anna giggled.

“That’s how you make me feel.” I shut my eyes and smooth skin slipped under my fingers. Silky locks draped over my body and their breaths tingled my neck. A hand grabbed my cock and pumped its tight grip slowly up and down the length.

Anna giggled. “It just got faster.”

“Okay,” I sighed. “Time to get up.”

“What?” Anna pouted, lifting from my chest.

“Otherwise we’re gonna be here all day and—”

“What’s wrong with that? I can think of worse things.” Kate interrupted.

“I need the break. Can’t we just stay here and fuck?” Connie moaned.

“Then we wouldn’t get to the viewing, would we?”

Anna bolted upright. Her tiny cotton sleep shorts rubbed against my abs and her tee gave me an ample view of her delicious shoulder. I really shouldn’t have told her how sexy I found those damn tees. Now they taunt me constantly. “I’ll do breakfast!” She gave me a peck on the lips and then scampered off my body, almost crushing my cock in her haste.

Kate chuckled, and Connie snuggled in.

“Jesus Christ, that girl.” I winced, but at least I could breathe again.

“She’s so excited,” Kate giggled, pumping my cock again. “And so are you. Can I help?” she whispered seductively in my ear.

“Kate, we need to get up—” My protest was silenced by Connie’s luscious pink lips. She held my attention as Kate pulled my shorts down and slipped my shaft into her mouth.

“Thank you for last night,” Connie said, like Kate wasn’t sending ripples of ecstasy through my cock. “I really needed that, and you were so sweet.”

I grunted against her lips, straining to say ‘it’s not like I didn’t enjoy it,’ but it came out as garbled as Kate deep-throated my entire length.

Connie smirked, taking my hand and placed it against her belly. “Do you feel like being sweet again?” Her hand pushed mine lower to her damp folds as her thighs parted. I didn’t have time to reply. To exercise some self-control, because her lips engulfed mine in a pouty, passionate kiss as she held my fingers against her silky, bare skin.

Kate sucked my shaft hard, bobbing up and down, moaning to herself. Her needy slurping filled the air as I gave in and rubbed Connie’s clit.

The blond bombshell whimpered into my ear as wetness flushed against my fingers. I lost myself in them. One hand in Kate’s raven locks, encouraging her. The other strumming Connie’s nub, then dipping inside her to find that sensitive spot. Her hips bucked when I did. “Fuck, you’re so good at that.”

Kate gasped in a breath and then plunged back down, almost making me come. God, that was fantastic, the way she did that. I couldn’t get enough. When she took all of me again, I held her there, impaled on my cock, deep in her throat, and she moaned. I knew Kate. That was as good as rubbing her clit and she squirmed, scrunching her fingers in my thatch, but not even attempting to fight me.

I groaned into Connie’s mouth. Kate’s throat constricted around my length and I pulled her off for a second before pushing her back down. She muffled, “oh, God.”

Connie mewed as I finger fucked her, arcing my movement up to catch her magical spot while pushing my shaft as deep in Kate’s mouth as I could. It pushed me easily over the edge and I spurted my release deep. It was her trigger, making her moan around my length, attempting to take more of me, to suck everything while her body shook through her orgasm. Then Connie popped off, whimpering into my mouth, kissing me hard while her pussy squeezed my fingers in constricting waves.

“Fuck, that’s...” Connie gasped, pulling away. A thick string of saliva joined our lips.

“Oh...” Katie mumbled, slurping off my shaft. “Shit, I came in my PJs.”

“What!” Anna cried from the doorway. “Why aren’t you up? Breakfast is ready!”

“Coming!” I called through the post orgasm haze.

Kate and Connie sniggered. “Yes, we were.”


CHAPTER THREE


We all rose from our den of iniquity. Kate and Connie headed for the showers, Con hogging the one in my en suite while I tossed the sheets in the laundry. Anna fed me chunks from a muffin while she waited, tapping her feet, and then dragged me half dressed down to the kitchen.

“It’s gonna get cold!” she huffed, pushing my butt into a chair around the kitchen table.

“I’m sure it’s gonna be... You did all this?” I stared in disbelief at the banquet laid out before me.

“Yeah, I didn’t know what you wanted,” she said, sliding into my lap. She was still in her shorts and tee and got herself comfortable in my lap. “I’ve never done breakfast for Con before. I may have overcompensated.” Her laugh was uncertain.

“Anna, breathe.” I kissed her sexy shoulder and poured some syrup over a pancake. “Everything is going to be fine. This is amazing, but you need to eat too.” I slid her off my lap and pulled out a chair. “And we need to talk about today.”

Reluctantly, she sat. “Okay,” she drawled, her brows narrowing at me.

“Oh, sweet.” Connie trotted in — her bathrobe revealing her deep cleavage — grabbed a banana and pointed it at Anna. “Banana!” She tittered to herself, turning to me. “What’s the alarm code? I need to get my bag—”

“I’ll do it!” Kate called from the hallway.

“Banana.” Connie chuckled to herself as she left to fetch her overnight bag.

“Eat, Baby Girl,” I commanded, pulling a couple of bowls of... hell, I didn’t even know what they were, towards her. Anna’s culinary variety far outstripped my simple, limited choice for breakfast.

“Connie found it amusing that your alarm code was 80085, but she wouldn’t tell me why.” Kate glided into the kitchen. Pleated tartan danced across her juicy thighs and her fantastic breasts stretched the material of a black crop top. She took the seat next to mine and poured herself some juice.

Anna sniggered as she munched a pancake.

I chuckled. “Boobs.”

She looked down at her perfect breasts, straining against the cotton fabric, checking I wasn’t referring to hers. “I don’t get it.”

“Have you never used one of those old LCD calculators? 80085 spells boobs.”

“Really? That’s puerile,” she huffed.

I tittered with Anna. “You gotta take the little pleasures where you can. Besides, it used to have an old crappy screen before the fancy one that’s on there now. It was more prevalent back then... and funny.”

Kate rolled her eyes as Anna continued to giggle. “It’s a boobie alarm.”

I finished a pancake and added more syrup to the next. It was a heart attack waiting to happen, but they were too good to turn down. “Come on, Kate, you worked at a sex shop. Didn’t you do anything for childish giggles?”

She looked down, and a pretty blush decorated her cheeks. “No.” She looked away, pretending to play with her phone.

“I know,” Anna said.

“Banana, no! You promised!”

The little minx looked up at me from under her auburn mop with mischief in her eyes. “I’m sorry Daddy, I promised not to tell... that Kay got caught handcuffed to a sex swing, sitting on a vibrator!”

“Anna!” Kate hissed, shoving her face in her hands.

I held in the laugh that wanted desperately to escape.

“Twice!” Anna added when she took a breath from her laughter.

“No, no, please stop.”

I eyed the raven haired beauty. “And you have the audacity to mock my alarm code?” I wanted to know the details, but I knew Kate wouldn’t tell me while she was embarrassed. She’d gone beet red, shaking her head in her hands. But I had to ask. “Who caught you?”

Kate moaned from behind her hand-shield. “A delivery guy. It was the night shift. Thankfully, he was a friend of Stella.”

“But twice?” I scooped up some more pancakes, still tittering to myself, picturing Kate handcuffed. Though now she was bound to my bed and I liked that way more.

Katie groaned. “I forgot Stella was coming in to do inventory. It’s usually dead that late. She was not happy.”

Anna burst into another fit of uncontrollable laughter, coughing on her breakfast.

Connie’s long, slender legs waltzed, barely contained in a pair of pink velvet shorts. A cartoon cat hugged the breast of her loose tea, purring the slogan ‘I’m pawsome. “Oh, are we talking about the time Kate turned up on my door with a plug stuck in her backside?”

“What?” Anna gasped.

“Kill me now.” Kate’s head hit the table, draped in her silky locks.

“How have I never heard about that?” Anna cried.

“I have loads of stories like that—”

“You don’t if you value our friendship,” Kate snarled from under her hair umbrella.

“But it’s Jack and us. If you can’t tell us, who can you?”

“No one,” Kate grumped.

Anna leaned over to Connie and whispered behind her hand, “was it a big plug?”

“Anna,” Kate groaned, sitting up. “Can we just forget you heard any of that?”

“Nope!” Anna beamed.

“Yes.” I gave my baby girl the side-eye, sipping from the cup of coffee she’d thoughtfully made me.

“Thank you, Jack.” Kate bit her lip, pushing the cereal around her bowl.

“Connie will just tell us later.” I smirked at her. She kicked my shin. I deserved it.

“What time’s the viewing?” Connie surveyed the offering on the kitchen table, taking a bit of everything, much to Anna’s delight. “OooOOOooo, this looks yummy.”

“One o’clock,” I mumbled around a delicious potato thing with a crispy shell. Before these three, I wasn’t living at all. Damn, Anna’s cooking was going to make me fat, but with how demanding they were, I assumed it would balance out.

Anna clapped her hands.

That reminded me. I turned to my baby girl. “You know what you need, right?” I asked, dipping the potato thing in a BBQ sauce that made it taste even better. “Like facility wise in the kitchen?”

Her eyes glazed over. “Oh, gosh... what do I need? I never thought about it.” She sucked her entire top lip under the bottom as her brows reached her hairline.

“It’s okay, Banana.” Connie poured herself some coffee and joined us. “I had someone look the listing over at the office. She used to run a kitchen. She said some of it would need replacing in the long run, but it has everything you need. Oh, fuck, this coffee is fantastic. Better than orgasms... sorry, Jack.” She grinned at me. Her sunshine was sparking back to life.

“That’s okay. I’ll just bring you a coffee next time you’re clawing at my pants.”

She poked out her tongue, and I laughed.

“Orgasms and Coffee. I’d live there,” she tittered.

God, it was nice having all three of them together. I longed for the day when, if, that ever happened permanently.

“Oh, thank God.” Anna slumped in her seat. “My mind went blank. I don’t need anything fancy.”

“Seating area,” Kate added, her cheeks back to their pale beauty. “A counter to show off Anna’s goodies—”

“I’m eyeing them right now.” I flashed my eyes at Anna, raising a singular brow, devouring her petite chest and sexy shoulder as she hugged her knees. She giggled.

“A kitchen with the basics—” Kate continued, but was interrupted again.

“Maybe a small office space for... admin.” Connie gazed at me from under her long lashes as she nibbled on a pastry.

I flashed back, seeing her bent over a copy machine and snorted.

“A stock room and freezer?” Kate finished counting the items off of her slender fingers. “I miss anything?”

“I’m glad you know what we need, because I was just gonna wing it and hope for the best.”

Kate rolled her eyes at me, shaking her head. Silky strands clumped, and she huffed to get it out of her face.


CHAPTER FOUR


I clutched Sally’s wheel as we drove through town. Sun glistened in the puddles from the rain we had overnight. The dampness hung in the air, giving it that ozone feeling, despite the bright midday sun.

Anna sat next to me, cycling through songs on her phone, never letting one play for over ten seconds. Kate gazed out the window and Connie was gaming on her phone. I drove slow. I made sure we left early, so any last-minute bouts of hijinks didn’t make us late. This was a favor from a business contact, and I didn’t have many of those left to call on.

I watched people in the streets, shoppers carrying loaded bags, and a group of children played in the park. Were some of these people our future customers? It was both alarming and fun to consider the crazy thing I was doing. I knew nothing about running a pastry cafe... if that’s what it was, I wasn’t completely sure. I was relying on my girls and I had faith. Well, enough to not break out in a cold sweat, at least.

“Did you hand in your notice?” I asked Anna as we passed the cafe where she worked. Normally there was a line out the door, but today it was quiet. That was worrying.

“Uh, yes.” She quickly passed through three songs.

“How’d it go?”

“Mmmm. They offered me a raise. Begged me to stay.”

I smirked. “Business been slow since you took some time off?”

“I think?” She finally let a song play. It was like everyone let out a collective breath.

My smirk became a smile. As soon as word got out where the delicious could now be found... I thought we’d do okay.

“There it is,” Connie’s pink nails tapped the window, and we all turned.

“Shit. That’s gonna need some work.” A series of dirty windows curved around the corner, ending in a tatty wooden door. There was parking out front at least, even if it was under a torn canopy.

“Wow!” Anna climbed across my seat and pushed her face against the window as I parked. “That’s awesome!”

“I guess that’s why it’s discounted,” Connie said.

“So, it will take a little work. It’s not like we were going to buy somewhere ready to go,” Kate said.

“I dunno, Kay. I just expected something... more.”

“It’s fine,” I said, now seeing it more clearly. Inside was a counter, plenty of seating space. It was getting brilliant light, and it was just around the corner from the previous best cafe in town. People wouldn’t have much further to walk when they came to us instead.

Anna fought the door handle and almost fell out onto the sidewalk as she hurried out. “I wanna see!”

I lowered my overly excited baby girl from the truck and followed. Kate and Connie joined us in peering in through the filthy windows.

“I mean, it’s kinda cute?” Connie said begrudgingly.

“It’s perfect!” Anna scurried back and forth along the windows trying to see inside.

“It’s just down the road from a bunch of offices,” Kate said, checking her phone. “And the mall is just over there. We’d be closer too.”

“Mr. Smith?” A voice asked, and we turned to see a middle-aged man climbing out of a mirror-clean beamer.

“Mr. Thompson?”

“Indeed. Jerome sends his regards.” He held a clipboard and pocketed an older style flip phone. His suit hung over his body, well cut, but ill fitting and what little hair he had danced in the breeze like reeds. He rattled a set of keys as his gaze traveled to my girls. “I was surprised by your interest. Never thought I’d find a buyer for this with the competition so close.”

I laughed, trying to remain casual, and put my hand on Anna’s exposed shoulder. “Well, we have a secret weapon.”

“It’s a shame it’s not in better condition,” Connie added, using her business voice.

Thompson blustered, placing the key in the lock. “Well, it’s negotiable. Please.” He gestured for us to follow as the door almost fell off its hinges.

Anna didn’t notice as Kate struggled to shut the wonky door. She was far too busy spinning in circles, bounding around the place like a kid in candy land.

“No, I won’t pretend to know much about a business such as this,” Thompson said, searching down the document on his clipboard. “But everything you see is included, though I can not vouch for its condition and it will,” he chuckled, “obviously take some investment to bring the place up to code.”

“A lot,” Connie said, taking a chair from the pile in the corner and then jumping back as it disintegrated into a pile of wood.

“Daddy, come see this!” Anna called from behind a set of heavy wooden doors next to a serving hatch.

“Oh, she’s your daughter? How wholesome. A family run business?”

I smiled. “Something like that.”

“I can’t say I can see the resemblance,” he muttered, struggling to push open the large doors. How the hell did Anna get in there?

“Look!” My baby girl stood between two large silver tables covered in dust. Behind her, a long row of burners and ovens lined the back wall. It was more than enough for what we needed. “It has everything!”

“Let me show you the ample storage space, young lady,” he said to Connie, walking ahead to the other side, where a series of doors lined the wall.

“This is amazing!” Anna bounded into my arms. It was like she was on a sugar rush. “I can’t believe this!” Her lips locked to mine and my eyes became saucers, spying Thompson entering a storage room. I quickly spun us, turning my back to him.

Anna’s big brown eyes seemed comically large as she grinned at me, then kissed me again, reaching her hand down to my pants. “Anna!” I hissed. I dropped her to the floor so I could hold her at bay.

“Everything all right?” Thompson called.

“Fine!” both Kate and I called.

“Good, good,” Thompson said. Connie gave us a look as she followed him through another door.

“Anna, what the hell?”

“What? I’m excited!” Her fingers grabbed at my shirt. “No one’s ever done anything like this for me.”

“Banana, there’s a time and a place,” Kate hiss-whispered.

One of her hands reached for my shaft again. “I didn’t get to come this morning and... you’re looking after me so good, Daddy, I can’t help it.”

She fought against me, pressing her soft lips to my face. My resolve crumbled and my hands slipped to her sweet little ass wrapped in tight denim.

“Ow, wow. We’re doing this, huh?”

“Can you get her to stop?”

Kate moved in close and added her fingers to the digits, rubbing up and down my fly as Anna licked her way around the shell of my ear. “She’s dreamed of this since we moved to the city... a daddy and her own place... I don’t have the heart to stop her... it is kinda hot.”

“Kate! You’re not helping!”

“I’ll tell Con to run interference.” Katie trotted to where Thompson and Connie had disappeared. I spun Anna around and slammed her against one of the silver preparation tables. Her palms left prints in the layer of dust covering the metal.

“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered as my hands roamed her lithe body.

“You’re gonna get me in trouble, Baby Girl... these seem sturdy,” I corrected, saying out loud for Thompson’s benefit.

“Perhaps you can show me more outside the kitchen while they...” Connie asked, giving me a wink.

“Oh, absolutely,” Thompson said. Connie had him wrapped around her little finger.

Kate watched them go and then peered through the small circular window, giving me a thumbs up.

The scent of vanilla filled my nose as Anna leaned back, pushing her wavy auburn locks in my face and draping her head on my shoulder. “Please, Daddy. Please fuck me in my new kitchen.”


CHAPTER FIVE


Kate chuckled. “Christ, Banana.”

“We haven’t even agreed to take this place yet.”

“Please.” The saucy little minx rubbed her ass against the hardness in my pants. “Please, Daddy.”

“Fuck.” I groaned. “Kate, we need to make this quick.”

Katie saluted. “On it.”

I brushed Anna’s mischievous locks aside and kissed her shoulder, letting my hands reach under her tee to cup her bra.

“Yes!” Anna mewed.

Kate unbuttoned Anna’s fly, tugging and pulling her jeans until they bunched around her thighs, keeping her legs together in a black denim prison.

My hands slid inside the simple cotton of Anna’s bra and cupped her perky little breasts, gently pinching her pebbled nipples. Her breathing hitched, but we didn’t have time for much foreplay. Thompson could be back at any moment and I didn’t have the words to explain why my ‘daughter’ was bent over a counter taking my cock.

Kate undid my zipper and pulled my dick out. I was surprisingly hard, considering the circumstance, maybe because of it, and pumped, jerking me off.

I released Anna’s globes and pushed my baby girl down, bending her over the dusty metal table. “Please, Daddy. Please, Daddy. Please, Daddy,” she panted, chanting the words like a prayer.

My shaft oozed pre-cum, and I shivered in pleasure as Kate ran circles around the crown with her thumb. “You like that, Jack?” she whispered.

“Fuck, Kate. Love it.” My hips bucked in her hand as she tormented me. I bit my cheek to keep focused.

Anna.

My fingers glided down and through her tight, slick folds — she was soaked — until I found her clit. I wasted no time, because we didn’t have any to waste, and rubbed my girl’s nub like a dirty stain.

“Oh, oh, oh,” she mewed, her hips firing to life, grinding against the table's edge. A wet rubbing sound filled the air. Then I stopped and pushed a finger inside her clamped, denim restricted opening. She was so fucking tight, so I added a second finger and pumped in and out of her opening.

Her ass was a vision, bent over the table, tight jeans and white cotton panties around her thighs, taking my fingers and dripping on the floor.

“Oh, damn,” she moaned as the third finger slid inside, stretching her wide.

“Okay, champ. You’re ready. But don’t forget about me.” Kate took my free hand and guided it under her skirt.

“I won’t,” I promised, pulling my digits from Anna and replacing them with the crown of my cock.

“Shit!” Anna cried as I pushed inside her in one smooth movement — not stopping until my pelvis pressed against her sweet little ass. My shaft entered a wonderland of slick warmth, pressing gently at the end of her channel. I grabbed her exposed shoulder to hold her down and gave her a second to adjust while I pulled Kate’s panties aside and ran my fingers through her folds. My sexy deviant was just as wet. Her sopping skin was like silk to the touch as I found just enough concentration to make languid circles around her nub. She fisted my shirt and pulled me in for a kiss.

“Please, Daddy,” Ann moaned. I didn’t need any encouragement and pulled out and slammed back inside, building to a fucking rhythm. It tested my ‘aging gamer coordination’ (Connie’s words) to hold Anna, fuck Anna, rub Kate’s clit and make my mouth work kissing Kate, but hours of dragon slaying payed off.

“Oh, oh, yes, oh, mmmmmm,” Anna garbled as the table rocked, thumping with each thrust. Her tight heat constricted around me with each dip inside, pushing me — thankfully — rapidly to a climax, but I wasn’t there yet.

Kate moaned into my mouth as I rubbed her clit directly, wishing I had another cock so I could fuck them both at the same time.

Huh, wouldn’t that be something?

“Inside,” Kate said in between kisses. “Put them in me.” She bit my bottom lip. “I like you inside me.”

I comprehended through the thick fog of lust what she wanted. She groaned as three digits pushed inside her pussy, feeling for that rough patch I’d discovered was a magic switch, hidden inside.

“I’d like to show this to Mr. Smith—” Thompson said somewhere, most likely through the wooden doors.

“No!” Connie shrieked. “We should give them some time. The kitchen is very important. We don’t want to interrupt their flow. Let’s talk about the price again...” Her voice faded away from the door and I sighed.

Kate mewed against my mouth — her pussy squeezing my fingers — and then I tasted blood as she bit my lip. A second of shock made my rhythm falter, but I recovered with a fire lit under my ass.

Anna squealed as I went into overdrive, fucking her tight pussy with wild abandon, pounding my hips against her ass. She panted, gasping in breath as the table rocked and thumped — hopefully Thompson didn’t hear.

“Fuck!” Kate gasped as I pumped my fingers in and out of her as fast as I could, careful to catch her sensitive spot. She almost collapsed into my arms, clinging onto my shoulder for support.

I didn’t stop. Even if Thompson came in, I wouldn’t have. I Couldn’t stop until the job was done.

Not until the was mission complete.

“Oh, God, Jack.” Kate gave up trying to kiss me and lolled her head. Her wavy raven locks danced against her back, but not as much as Anna’s auburn curls splayed out over the table, jumped and swayed with each hard thrust.

“Yes! Daddy!” Anna lifted on her hands, arching her back, pushing her ass out to meet each thrust. Her tee had ridden up and was giving me a delicious view of her taut physique — her trim waist and the line of her spine. Her skin was flawless except for a pattern of freckles that trailed in a mesmerizing pattern down her back. Like I said, flawless.

My fingers slap, slap, slapped in Kate’s pussy and Anna’s entrance squelched with every hard thrust—

“Daddy, I’m coming!” Anna cried a little too loud, but I didn’t care because her tight pussy constricted like a cave in, squeezing me even tighter, convulsing around my length. She practically squeezed the orgasm out of me.

I growled, shoving my cock to the hilt in Anna and my fingers to the base in Katie. I unleashed a torrent inside the perfect nineteen-year-old, flooding her channel, filling her up with my spend. “Ohhhhhh,” she mewed, thrashing against the metal.

Katie gasped, flopping against me — less spectacularly — but gripping my fingers just as hard, coating my digits in her orgasmic release and shaking against me while taking a never ending staccato gasp.

I took a breath. A deep inhale and the musty dust smell had another layer. The sweet smell of sex.

Anna collapsed onto the table, coughing a billow of particles that drifted in the air. “Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered.

“Oh, Anna,” I said, not really knowing why, just feeling a conflicting wave of emotions for this magical creature that I don’t think I’d ever truly understand. My cock slipped out of her tight, sloppy heat, covered in a mix of our coupling. Pulling up my pants, I rummaged around in my pocket for a tissue to wipe myself off and catch the dribble of cum that was trying to escape from Anna’s hole. Her jeans were much harder to pull up as she lay collapsed on the dusty table — not helping in the slightest.

“Christ, Jack,” Kate said a minute later, wobbling on her boot-heels. She sorted out her panties, and I zipped Anna’s jeans just in time for Thompson to burst through the doors.

Anna Clung to me with a dreamy expression, her hair was a dusty mess.

“Ah, Mr. Smith. I hope you’ve had a good look.” Thompson eyed us, but I don’t think he noticed the suspect pattern in the table dust or the small puddle underneath.

“Yes.” I held Anna close. “Unfortunately, the dust is playing havoc with her allergies, so I need to get her out of here.” Connie gave me a thumbs up. Her eyes were twinkling like the ocean. “But, good news, Mr. Thompson. We’re interested in taking this place off your hands.”

He grinned. “Oh, that is excellent. I have negotiated with Constance here — she said she could negotiate on your behalf — for a fair price. She drives a hard bargain, I must say.”

“That she does.” I grinned. “Thank you, Mr. Thompson. Now if you’ll excuse us?” I carried Anna’s limp body from the kitchen and the little minx added some more coughs for good measure.

“I’ll have the paperwork drawn up tonight.” Thompson locked up as we piled back into the truck.

“I’ll stop by tomorrow to sign,” I said with a wave. “Okay Baby Girl, you can stop pretending now,” I whispered.

“Who’s pretending?” she giggled, then coughed, climbing into the back. “I think I sprained something and breathed in something nasty.”

“Who’s fault is that?” Kate climbed in beside her.

I grinned at Connie over the hood. “Good job, Ms. Chambers.”

She tittered, climbing in. “You’re welcome, Mr. Jackson.”

I fired Sally up and pulled away, heading for home.

“I can’t believe you guys did that!” Connie chuckled, fighting with her seatbelt. “You do not know the shit I had to make up about why you were banging the tables or grunting up a storm. Fun though.” She grinned at me with growing light. Her golden locks cascaded around her shoulders, hanging over her loose tee. “I got him to drop the price another ten percent. You’ll be pleased to hear.”

“Really? How’d you manage that?” Somewhere my bank account cheered.

“Made him think you and Kate were together. That I liked older men, and he had a shot.”

I scoffed. “That’s cruel.”

She laughed. “That’s business, my dear Mr. Jackson.”

“I hope you checked the place out while we were, eh... busy?”

“It was amazing!” Anna shouted from the back.

“Yeah. You’re welcome, by the way,” Connie called back at Anna. “It’s a steal at that price. It’s gonna need some work, but there’s nothing wrong with it.”

“Great. Can you come check the contract stuff with me? I could use your sexy brain—”

“Just my brain, huh?”

“Oh, no. I have plans for the rest of you tonight, my dear Ms. Chambers.”

She tittered, chewing her thumb as we drove home.


CHAPTER SIX


“Why can’t we join?” Anna pouted.

“Because I only get to sleep over at the weekend,” Connie huffed. “And Jack fucked you in the kitchen, while I had to distract Captain Boredom! You owe me this.”

“Come on, Anna,” Kate said, calming the saucy little minx. “We can spend all week with him.” She laced her words with sarcasm. It was adorable how jealous they got.

Anna giggled. “Oh, yeah. All week!”

I hugged Kate and Anna, kissing each good night and then retired to my room with Connie. I would have been happy to be with all of them, but sometimes, it was nice for something more intimate, and Connie needed the connection, I think. She placed her fingers in mine and grinned, flashing me her perfect white teeth under her oh-so-kissable lips.

She shut the door behind us, locking it with a giggle. “Now I have you all to myself.”

“Oh, no. I’m trapped with a beautiful, smart and sexy young woman who wants to have her wicked way with me... what will I do?” I mocked.

“Yeah, Jack? What the fuck will you do?” She sauntered towards me, swinging her hips, unbuttoning her shorts. She bit her lip as the pink velvet slid down her long legs, crumpling into a sad heap on the floor. “What? Huh?” She thumbed the waistband of her black, lace panties and wiggled out of them, slowly revealing her shaved pussy, then turned away with the fabric decorating her thighs, and bent over, pulling the material down to the floor — giving me a clear view between her thighs. She stood and looked over her shoulder. “What you gonna do?” She crossed her arms and fingered the hem of her tee, pulling it over her head.

Golden tresses spilled from the material, covering her back, and she smirked at me over her shoulder. The bra came next, unclasped and tossed aside. She turned, covering her fantastic tits. “What ever will you do?”

I just stood there, mesmerized, completely unsure of what to do. There was only one thought in my mind and it was as unpure as thoughts come.

“Times up.” She ran at me, letting her breasts fly free, pressing against me as we toppled onto the bed. We bounced as she landed on top of me, pinning me to the silky surface. “Not gonna fight? I could do anything to you.”

Her golden threads hung as she leaned down, pressing her plentiful breasts against me.

Why the fuck was I still dressed?

“Why would I fight? You’re everything I’ve ever wanted.”

A smile, dazzling and true, spread across her lips. “Where the fuck were you all my life?”

Electricity ignited across our lips as she kissed me, sparking as our tongues tangled, licking, tasting, devouring.

Her fingers toyed with the hem of my shirt, pulling until we had to break away for the material to pass. Except it didn’t pass all the way. Connie stretched the inside-out shirt from my nose, pinning my arms above up to my elbows. “Whatcha gonna do now, Jack?” She tittered, kissing me again, then kissing down my chest, licking my bellybutton, and then kissing and mouthing at the hem of my jeans. “What’s wrong? Shirt caught your tongue?”

My fly popped open as she tugged the denim down.

“What would you like me to say?” I asked. “That you’re a bad, bad girl, and as soon as I’m free from your feeble bindings... I’m going to spank you until you cry?”

She froze for a second with a gasp. “Fuck. You could say that. I might even let you.”

“Oh, Christ, Connie,” I growled as the blond bombshell sucked my hard shaft deep into her mouth. She bobbed, sucking up and down my cock. She wasn’t Katie, but fuck, it was great. I fought the tee, tried to kick out of my jeans, but what the fuck did she do? Stupid fabric was twisted around me, and I didn’t want to stretch my shirt.

“Naughty boy,” she purred, slapping my cock. “I didn’t say you could move.”

Fuck. I’d awoken bossy Connie.

It didn’t matter, because my squirming stopped a second later as she held my arms above my head and I let her. She toyed with the head of my shaft, running it through her folds, pressing against it with her slickness.

“I love you, Jack,” she said, putting me out of my misery and encasing her delicious, wet heat over my shaft.

From within the darkness of my tee, the sensation was amplified. Tight. Wet. Hot. Sliding down my length until I was buried deep inside her.

Her full lips mouthed my earlobe. “I stopped taking birth control,” she whispered.

Her hips lifted, almost pulling off, then slammed back down at the same time her mouth silenced my confused, “Wha—”

She devoured my mouth, holding my arms above my head in the tee, while her thighs slapped against my legs.

My world became nibbles, licks, and full, hungry kisses. Pleasure pulsing from my groin, soaking my shaft — enshrouding me in her heavenly, silky pussy. Squeezing, clenching, and rubbing friction down my length.

“Fuck,” she gasped into my mouth, pulling the tee higher. “I wanna see you.”

My cotton cocoon vanished, revealing a blond goddess, grinding above me, grinning then making a strained ‘O’ shape with her mouth. Silky locks draped over her shoulder, dangling tantalizingly close.

Then she was kissing me again, thumping her hips faster, slapping her skin against mine, and I was fucking done. I grit my teeth against her mouth, trying to hold out, but her pussy was too great, too slick, too tight, sliding on and off my cock.

“Come for me, baby. I want you inside me.” She gasped out the words, fucking me with intent. She leaned back — releasing her grip and my arms — and bounced on my lap.

I fought my way out of the tee, fighting the pressure building inside me, and took hold of her breasts as they danced in front of me. She moaned and gasped as I pinched her nipples. It made her pussy clench and I couldn’t hold out any longer.

“Fuck, Connie... fuck!” White light flashed behind my eyes and I grunted through an orgasm, unloading everything in had.

“Fuck, Jack, fuck! I can feel it!” Her pussy clamped down around my spurting shaft and she vibrated from our joining to the tips of her fingers as she gripped the material beneath us. The cords of her neck strained at the pleasure coursing through her.

Another wave crashed into me — knowing I was coming inside her unprotected. I always wondered. But Knowing for sure that I could get her pregnant pushed me higher.

Her quivering pussy drained every drop of cum — sucking my life-force dry — until she collapsed on top of me, breathing hard.

She kissed my cheek, then nuzzled my shoulder. “Fucking fuck,” she giggled, sounding sated and dreamy.

“Jesus.” I wrapped my arms around her and breathed her in, running my digits over her supple skin.

With another giggle, she slid from my shaft and snuggled against me. I kicked my jeans off the rest of the way, pulled the cover over us and then clicked the light off, casting the room into darkness. She fit perfectly against me as we snuggled.

“I don’t think life would be so bad if I had that every night,” she whispered in the dark, scrunching her fingers against my chest, then kissed me.

I smiled, kissing her back. No, no it wouldn’t.
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