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CHAPTER ONE


My couch was too big. It was the kind of revelation that hit you while trying to squeeze furniture through a doorway. But I was just sat on the damn thing, suddenly realizing just how big the couch was. Why had I needed a big, white, leather three seater with two equally oversized singles, arched around my TV? The TV wasn’t too small, sixty inches of pixel perfection mounted on the wall. That beauty could have been bigger, but the couch?

I ran my fingers over its creamy surface, feeling the pure leather on either side. Untouched by anyone else. No one — that I knew of — had ever graced their behinds in those seats. I always sat in the middle. It was the best seat, directly opposite the TV. Why would I sit anywhere else? Why did I even need the other seats?

I glanced around the large living room of my equally large house, feeling the weight of the empty space. Not that the house was empty, far from it. Every room was full of stuff I’d ordered, found a home for and then moved on — like I was searching for the right thing to buy that would fill a void inside me. No, it was the weight of the silence. The crushing pressure on my chest at not what was there, but what wasn’t.

I just didn’t know what was missing.

I stood, stretched my back, and groaned as it cracked. I wasn’t an old man by any stretch at thirty-five, and I kept in great shape. It was one of the few things I did besides binging TV and play video games.

I Placed my hands on the virgin leather and slowly lowered into a single, groaning at just how good it felt to sink into padding. It felt new, squishy, and comfy. It was missing the familiarity of my favorite seat — molded to my ass like a second skin — but now I realized just how worn it had become.

Maybe I’d find time to sit there once in a while, in the other seats? Read a book or something to spread the love so I didn’t wear out the best one.

I sighed as the novelty wore off and the room returned to looming around me, empty and still.

Maybe I shouldn’t have sold the business.

Until six months ago, that was my life. From the moment I left college, I kept my head down, worked hard, built my business. Buying this, selling that. Got lucky a few times and expanded. Years passed, and I had a thriving import-export business. Then last year, the market changed and everyone was getting bought up by conglomerates, so I cashed out while the offer was good.

Somehow, during all that… Life passed me by.

A sound echoed through my world. A sort of chime. It took my sluggish, melancholy brain a few seconds to realize there was someone at the door. I got up and made my way through the hall. My bare feet thumped on the cold, polished wood, punishing me for forgetting to put on any socks. I frowned at the shape through the door. It was a little late for a delivery — one I’d obviously forgotten about — but those delivery guys were working later and later.

I could hear the rain pounding as I switched on the hall light. Great. A soggy box that would need drying before putting it in the recycling.

I opened the door, ready to take whatever piece of crap I’d ordered. “Working late—”

Except it wasn’t a delivery guy.

It wasn’t a guy at all.

It was a girl.


CHAPTER TWO


My gaze trailed over pink sneaker heels, smooth legs capped by a black pleated miniskirt just short enough to cover anyone’s modesty. A bare midriff with a butterfly piercing sat atop a cute bellybutton, bridging the gap to a white crop top that was soaked through and virtually sheer — doing more than just hinting at the black bra underneath.

My gaze lingered. She had amazing breasts for such a petite frame. Big gold hoops hung in dark, dripping long hair. Eyes open wide in surprise.

My mouth dropped. Rain thundered around us as a creature from another world stood shivering under my porch.

Something shifted in her eyes, and she bit her dark red lip. It glistened with metallic flakes under the porch light as her white teeth sank in.

My eyes narrowed, realizing I’d just stood there gawking at her. “Hello?” I said. I was suspicious more than anything, but also disappointed, knowing she was about to ask for Jeff or some other guy having knocked on the wrong door. My place was out of the way, but there were a bunch of houses out here — littered off the beaten path.

“Hi,” she said, mouth slipping into a grin. She looked like she was in her late teens, early twenties. She giggled, wiping drops of water from her face. “Sorry to bother you.” She grimaced, looked down at the mat beneath my feet that said ‘Don’t forget to wipe’, let her gaze slowly travel back up and started again. “Uh, hi.” She took a deep breath, clearly having trouble putting into words what she wanted to say. “I need help. It’s really raining out here and I’m lost and need somewhere dry to spend a few hours until my friend can pick me up.”

She looked up at me through dark lashes, hope shining in her eyes.

“Oh.” I shifted on my toes. I glanced out at the rain visible in the porch light. The world faded into a bleak void half way down my drive. I couldn’t see a car or an accomplice hiding in the dark — unless they were already breaking in through the back while she kept me busy. She was soaked through and look genuine enough. If it was a scam, she had a brilliant career ahead of her as an actress. Curiosity and suspicion warred with each other. “Why are you even out here so late, alone in the rain?”

She bit her lip and hugged her midriff, pushing her breasts up. “Umm.” She huffed. “Okay, I was at a party, some houses that way.” She nodded her head west. I didn’t know any of my neighbors, so it could have been at any of them. “With my boyfriend... well, ex-boyfriend now.” She scowled. “We had a fight, and he left me on the side of the road—”

“In this weather?” I interrupted, irrationally mad at this guy for leaving her in the middle of nowhere.

“I know, right... such an asshole.” Her scowl morphed into a smile and it lit up her face, forming little wrinkles at the corners of her eyes and a cute mole on her cheek danced. “But my friend is the only one with a car and she’s working late.”

“I can take you home, if you like?” I offered, not knowing what else to say, not having spoken to a young woman like this... well, ever. The closest was Tina at the local store, but she was always glued to her phone as she scanned my items, sounding like she’d rather be anywhere else. But she was nothing like this girl.

“Oh, that’s sweet of you, but that asshole drove off with my bag. It had my keys and everything inside. I’d be grateful just to dry off. It’ll only be for a few hours. Please!” She pleaded, praying in front of me.

I’d ignored it until that point, but I’ve been bending forward slightly, trying to hide my stiffening cock. If she looked, she’d notice the growing tent in my sweats. “Okay, sure. I can’t leave you out in the rain.”

It was such a bad idea. I was going to embarrass myself with a girl so far out of my league — and probably far too young — her existence was something I’d only read about on the Internet. That, or I was going to bed, lonely and dejected, having been so close to something I could never have. None of these outcomes filled me with joy, but she needed help, and maybe a drop of kindness could make up for her boyfriend’s shitty behavior on the karma scale.

“Oh, thank you!” she squealed, clapping her hands. Tiny droplets splashed out between her palms. “You’re my hero!” She whipped out her cell and started jabbing at it with both thumbs in rapid succession. Where did she keep that? “Now my friend knows where I am, so don’t get any funny ideas. She’ll call the cops on you… after she rips off your balls.” She grinned, pulling a soggy clump of hair out of her face.

I sucked in a breath as she scooted past me through the doorway. The frame was wide enough for us to stand side by side, but she slid past me closer than needed, breasts almost touching the t-shirt covering my midsection. The scent of lavender and ozone surrounded me for a second, and I inhaled. If I could bottle that smell, I would have and sniffed it every morning, so I’d have a reason to live. That was sad in the grand scheme of the universe, but there was something primal firing in my lizard brain that night, some chemical reaction responding to everything about her.

“Oh, wow,” she gasped, turning her head this way and that. “This place is amazing.”

I closed the door and followed her, stepping around the wet footprints she left all over the polished wood of my hallway. “Let me get you a towel,” I said, making a mental note to collect the mop.

“Oh, that would be great. Thank you so much! It’s so warm in here. I thought I’d be lost out there for hours, slowly freezing to death. I’m glad I saw your light. I thought I was stuck on a long, empty road!” Her voice travels through the void like music.

“Yeah, it’s kinda out of the way!” Just the way I liked it, but I didn’t tell her that as I hunted for a clean towel. “Here.” I found her standing in my living room, gawking at my stupid couches, dripping on my rug.

“This is perfect,” she giggled, taking the big fluffy towel. It still had the tag on it.

I stared at her continued dripping on my floor. “Look, I don’t mean to be forward, but you are going to catch a cold in those wet clothes. Do you want me to put them in the dryer for you?” As soon as I said it, an image of her naked body lounging on my sofa entered my mind. Dark silky locks draped over bright creamy skin. She bit her lip, deep red pillows begging. Her thighs parted—

“Oh, that would be amazing!” she exclaimed, like it was the greatest thing ever. She wrapped the fluffy white material around her shoulders and heeled off her sneakers.

My eyes widened as she thumbed the waistband of her skirt and wiggled the strip of fabric down her hips. I spied black lace before I spun around, turning my back to her.

“Oh, such a gentleman,” she tittered.

Her skirt landed on the floor with a quiet squelch, quickly joined by three more. I did the math. That meant she was naked in my living room. God, I really hoped she was as old as she looked.

“Okay!” she said, her voice light and playful.

I peeked over my shoulder to see a pair of bare legs poking out from under the towel that she had thankfully wrapped completely around her. I didn’t need that kind of temptation, thank you very much — her bare shoulders and slender neck were torturous enough. But I noticed as I turned, she hadn’t made a move to pick up the skimpy, soggy garments. Which meant they were now making my rug wet and, more importantly, I’d have to pick them up… at her feet.

Why had that felt important? She was just another human being asking for help, wearing a towel that barely covered her. I said it over in my mind as we locked eyes — hers sparkling, matching her grin.

I don’t think I’ve conveyed just how gorgeous she was. My dick was hard just looking at her. Every fiber of my being screamed to reach out and touch her, kiss her and make her mine. I took a breath and pushed the need aside. I couldn’t deal with that. There was no way it was going to happen, so instead I strolled towards her as casually as I could and kneeled at her feet. She bit her lip again as I bent down. My fingers traced the lace of her bra, the tiny scrap of fabric that was her panties, the silky top, the pleats of the skirt and hooked a couple of fingers in her shoes. Pulling the soggy pile away revealed a set of dainty toes painted a matching deep metallic red. I gulped, wanting to kiss those toes. Suck them and hell, I wasn’t even a toe man. Just being near her did things to me, and I had to get away from her. Kneeling before her just made me want to worship this goddess, and that was a rabbit hole I had no intention of going down.

“I’ll just put these on—”

“I doubt they’ll fit!” She giggled as I scurried away.

“To dry!” I called out, and she tittered. Rolling her eyes as I left the room.


CHAPTER THREE


With her clothes spinning in the dryer, I returned to the living room to find my new guest perusing my extensive movie collection. Another thing I collected for no apparent reason. “I’m Jack, by the way. Well Jackson, technically.”

She looked over her shoulder — her hair now fluffy and voluminous — smiling at me. It was such a weird feeling for such a creature to not make me feel lecherous just looking in her general direction. “Kate... well, Katie.” She chuckled. Her grin barely contained the wild bubble of energy that seemed to always be on the verge of escaping her.

“Katie,” I whispered, feeling her name on my tongue.

“You have an amazing collection,” she said, nodding to the wall of blu-rays.

“Thanks... I love to collect... things.”

That made her laugh, and she slinked her way to the big couch. “Your wife won’t mind, will she?” She pulled the towel out from under her and sat bare bottomed in my favorite seat. Her exposed pussy was almost touching the leather my naked ass had touched several times. If you bended reality a little, our genitals were almost touching.

“Uh,” I stuttered, as her question pulled me out of my desperate abstraction. “No, not at all... because I’m not married.” The fluffy cloth inched up her thighs, teasing me with what I thought I could see.

She squirmed on the leather, making a quiet squeak. She narrowed her gaze. “Divorced?” The towel unhooked as she leaned back, revealing the curve of her beautiful breasts, before she quickly caught the slip and pulled it tighter.

I sat in the single seater and turned to face her. “Nope, never been married.” For some reason, I enjoyed telling her that. Like a lovesick fool, reminding this young nubile nymph I was free, unattached and so very available.

“Are you serious?” She looked genuinely shocked.

“Yes?” I lowered my brow, confused by what I was missing. “Why, does that make me...” I trailed off. I was going to say pathetic, but I didn’t want to put that idea out in the universe… or in her head. I hadn’t been pathetic… I was driven.

“It’s just. You’re so… and so...” she faded into a quiet titter, shaking her dark locks around her face, looking down, trying to hide the blush that bloomed color into her cheeks.

“So… what?” I said, almost in alarm. What had the first girl I’d ever spent any significant time with outside of my college girlfriend and a few unmemorable hookups discovered about me?

“So… nice.”

My mouth dropped open and a sort of cough-while escaped.

“You are, and... handsome?”

I scoffed. Now I knew she was playing with me.

“Okay,” I said, dismissing her teasing, and sank into the plush leather. “Sure. I’m just doing the decent thing—”

“You are,” she said, now standing in front of me. “You didn’t have to let me in. You could have bartered for something in return for the lift offer. What did you want?”

“Nothing, I was, am, happy to help.” She took a step closer, bringing her near enough to touch.

“See,” she said under a curtain of her dark, messy locks. “Nice.” She bit her lip again, and I thought how amazing it was she didn’t gnaw off her lipstick. Thinking of anything to distance myself from this girl who thought I was nice and handsome.

My inner voice scoffed.

“You don’t believe me?” She sounded almost hurt. She stepped closer, placing a hand on my knee.

My cock twitched. “No, I don’t believe it. This can’t be real.”

“Why though?” She stepped closer, now standing between my knees.

Her hair cascaded around her cute face, her button nose, her high cheekbones. Her eyes were a deep hazel with gold flakes. They seemed to sink inside her like they could’ve swallowed me whole. “Because—” I started and then stalled. Her hand reached for the waistband of my sweats.

She bit her lip again. Damn, that was good lipstick. Better than the drive paint that kept flaking off. “I want to thank you for letting me dry off.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I said, not stopping her as she slipped her dainty, dark red-tipped fingers inside my sweats, down my shorts, and brushed the tip of my very erect cock.

I moaned at the contact. She whimpered like it was her that had just been touched. “Please. I want to,” she begged. Her hand slid lower until she encircled my shift with her cool fingers.

“Katie,” I breathed, clenching my fists. “You can stay until your friend can pick you up. A verbal thank you is more than enough.” I tried to sound calm, controlled… benevolent. But it came out husky and croaked.

It had the opposite effect.

“Please?” she begged harder, eyes like the cutest, sexiest kitten in the world, pumping my cock inside my shorts.

I stopped talking and just watched, staring into her deep hazels, spreading my thighs further apart. She took it as permission. Her fingers released me and she fumbled with the towel, hooking and folding it securely before returning to the waistband of my sweats. She grinned the smirk of a wicked girl, a forest nymph about to do the very thing her father told her not to — I may have played that fantasy RPG game too much. The smirk shifted back to her favorite thing — biting her lip — as she gently pulled my sweats and my shorts down. Unable to stop, I pulled my legs together and lifted just enough for the cloth to slip underneath. My cock sprang free, harder than ever, the head glistening — betraying just how hot I was for this girl.

“Wow,” she giggled.

She looked up at me through dark lashes as she kneeled between my thighs. The humor in her eyes had changed. Her pupils were dilated and her gaze hooded. As she squeezed my shaft in her hand, she licked her lips, sliding her tantalizing pink tongue over plush metallic red. Words passed silently between us. I didn’t know what those words were, but there was some kind of communication there.

Then her gaze shifted to the twitching head of my shaft. Pleasure pulsed as she thumbed the crown, rubbing pre-cum over the bulbous tip, smearing my desire. Then she placed a gentle kiss on the tip of my cock. Her lips felt soft and charged with electricity.

“You have a nice cock. Do you like this?” she asked, pumping my length in her hand. The nails of her other scratched against my thigh.

There was that word again. Nice. I was bewildered by how this young beauty could consider anything about me nice. Perhaps I was asleep on the couch and this was just a dream? “Oh, yeah,” I grunted, voice laced with wonder and... affection. I wanted to hold this girl and make everything better for her as much as fuck her brains out.

She gave me a lopsided grin, flashing a perfect set of white teeth. She licked her lips, then leaned forward, draping her fluffy locks over my pelvis, tickling and teasing me, trailing it left, then right as she snaked her way closer to my shaft.

I saw stars as her soft, wet lips slid over the head of my cock and through clumped strands I gazed in wonder as her mouth slid down the length of my shaft. A wet warmth enveloped my dick, and she hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard.

My hips flexed, wanting to push my cock deeper, but her mouth had already sunk to my pelvis, pressing her nose against my thatch — completely taking me to the hilt. I could feel her throat constricting against the tip. The suction as she hollowed her cheeks and the swirl of her tongue against the base.

Her fingers scratched under my shirt, clawing either side of my bellybutton.

Then she gagged, pulling off with a moan. Instantly she pushed back down, working my length as deep as she could, pushing her nose harder against my pelvis.

I’d be impressed she could swallow my length if I wasn’t currently in heaven and shocked by how rabidly she was blowing me. My hands scrunched against the leather arms, clenching every muscle, gritting my teeth in concentration so I didn’t blow my load too quickly.

It wasn’t easy.

She whimpered, like having my cock in her mouth was turning her on. She pulled off and took a breath, licking the saliva that now coated my shaft. “Don’t come yet,” she said in a little breathy gasp. “I want to enjoy this.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. The head of my cock was already pressing against the back of her throat when I choked out, “I’ll try.” I groaned and bit my gum, facing the quandary of actually enjoying this, or fighting tooth and nail, so I didn’t disappoint her.

I couldn’t disappoint her. I’d never forgive myself.

She slipped into a rhythm, bobbing her head, mewing like a bobcat in heat. It was incredible. Her warm, wet mouth was perfection, sucking and slurping my cock. Over a few minutes, her pace quickened. Her moans intensified until she became ragged, mouth fucking me with wild abandon. I wasn’t sure if she was chasing my release or her own.

Faster and faster she bobbed.

Harder and harder, she sucked.

I couldn’t take it anymore. “Fuck! Katie, I’m gonna come,” I cried out, gripping the edge of the couch in an iron fist.

She didn’t stop. It only made her more frantic, and I lost control. My hands flew to her head, gripping her dark, silky hair, and held her down on my cock as my pelvis pressed hard against her face.

She moaned, and I came in an explosion they surely felt in the next town. My cock erupted, unloading months and years of sexual frustration in several spurts of hot cum down this young beauty’s throat.

Her fingers clawed my flesh and I release her head, but she didn’t come off my cock. She held herself there, sucking and moaning. Her body shook as she gasped around the girth.

Her eyes darted to mine in shock before rolling back in her head. She came off my dick and pressed her forehead to my hip. Her hair draped over the oozing remnants of my release as she trembled and then sank to her knees.

I dropped my head back. I was speechless except for one word. “Fuck,” I groaned.

“Fuck,” she whispered. A minute later she was back at my shaft, licking up and down the length, cleaning my softening flesh. Finally, her gaze returned to mine as she wiped a dribble of cum from the corner of her lip, chuckled, and then sucked it off her finger. She had a strange look on her face, like I was a puzzle she couldn’t solve. “I’ve never come like that... from that.” It was barely a whisper and said more to herself than me.

Me neither, I thought as my head flopped back into the cushion, drained of all energy.

“Bathroom?” she asked, pushing up, using my legs for support.

“Down the hall.” I pointed in the vague direction without opening my eyes. “Second on your left.”

I felt her go. It was like she took the sun with her, leaving me tired, cold and alone.


CHAPTER FOUR


Some time later, I wasn’t sure how long I’d sat there in a daze. I was stupefied and scared to look for Katie — just in case she was a masturbatory delusion. I looked down at my soft cock and the pool of fluid on the waistband of my sweats. She could have been. I packed my shaft back in my pants and creaked my way out of the single seater. I needed to change my pants and find her. Prove to myself I wasn’t going crazy. I padded over the water-marked the floor of the hall and passed the laundry room. The drying cycle had finished.

Relief flooded through me. She was real, but also I’d forgotten to mop the floor. Those marks were gonna be a bitch to get rid of. “Katie, your clothes are dry,” I called out, folding and placing them in a pile on the hallway side table.

I couldn’t believe this girl... not just a girl, a goddess, that wore these kinds of clothes had just sucked me off, and not just casually. Greedily and explosively.

I checked the downstairs bathroom, holding the soggy waistband of my sweats away from my shorts. She wasn’t there. “Katie?”

I worried I was having a breakdown induced delusion as I marched up the stairs, trying to avoid making a sound, like if she heard me coming she’d vanish. “Katie?”

“In here,” she said like a mousy whimper from inside my bedroom.

“Why are you...” I stopped in the doorway. Confused and somehow contented to have her in my bedroom. She was running her fingers over a figurine, one of those ridiculously expensive limited editions of a sexy anime girl. One of five I had on a display shelf. The one she was holding had a short black top, a pleated skirt sculpted in a way that looked like a strong breeze was trying to tear it off. She ran her fingers over the smooth, hand painted surface. I didn’t know who the model was, I didn’t watch anime, there was just something about it that spoke to me. It was provocative and... strikingly like the girl who held it.

“Is this what you like?” she asked. There wasn’t a hint of mockery in her voice. She was genuinely curious.

I crossed my arms. “Don’t know. I’ve never thought about it. I think I have a shopping addiction. There was just something about them.”

I couldn’t explain it to her and I certainly couldn’t explain the similarities between the girl in the model and the beauty that stood in my bedroom wearing only a towel. It was almost modeled after her.

“Katie, what are you...” I started, wanting to know why she was snooping around my bedroom, but I didn’t want to be confrontational. She looked deep in thought.

She blushed as she put the model back on the shelf. “I wanted to see... for myself.”

“See what? How big of a secret nerd I was?”

She tittered, turning to face me. “No, that’s cute.” She sat on the edge of the bed and sighed, smirking, placing the back of her hand to her forehead. “It’s silly.”

I grinned. She was adorable when she was bashful. “What is?”

She opened her mouth to answer, but stopped. Her legs spread open a little, letting the towel rise further up her thighs, tantalizingly close to revealing her apex. “You have to understand. I don’t do this. Give strangers head. You also have to know you are not the first guy that’s looked at me the way you are now.”

I scoffed. I bet I’m not. But I was curious. “What way?”

“Like you want to fuck me.”

“Oh,” I said, guilty as charged, but considering what I was looking at, nobody could blame me.

“But everyone, from my shitty ex-boyfriend, who I’d only sucked off and then got pissy when I wouldn’t do more. To an older guy who was nice to me, a friend of the family, who then tried to get into my pants with his wife upstairs. All assholes. But you’re not.”

I sighed, realizing how the world must be for her. Every male with a pulse wanting to put their cock between her thighs. “Katie, I shouldn’t get a medal because I’m not an asshole. I’m sorry you’ve had some terrible experiences, but that doesn’t make me special. Christ, I’m a thirty-five-year-old who never married, hasn’t had a serious relationship in... as long as I can remember.”

She shook her head, swinging her hair around her face. “It’s not just that. You don’t see it... because your... you.” The sadness in her eyes cleared, and she stood from the bed. “That’s why you're… special. Oh, the things you make me feel...”

She slanted her hips and stood in such a sexy way. My cock stirred again, and I struggled to pay attention.

“I shouldn’t.” She bit her lip again. It was like hypnosis, the way she took that deep metallic red pillow between her teeth. Her hand slowly reached up. “I really shouldn’t.” She pulled, and the towel slipped, revealing her like pulling a tarp. The cloth crumpled behind her feet in a sad heap. “Whoops.”

I was taken aback. My brain short-circuited. She was gorgeous. Perfect. I mean, I knew that, but to see her in all her naked glory? There wasn’t a word in the English language that could acutely describe her. Just the curve of her hips was absolute perfection. The swell of her breasts were a generous handful that stood perky, with dusty-rose areolas and hard pink nipples. They gave way to a flat tummy decorated with that sexy piercing glinting under the bedroom lights. There was so much of her I wanted to kiss. “Katie... What are you doing?”

“I know I shouldn’t,” she said, taking a step forward. Her breasts jiggled just enough. “But it’s never felt so right.” She took another step, closing the gap between us. “I need to see.”

She was almost in front of me. I could reach out and touch the smooth lines of the shoulders. “See what?” I gasped, rapidly losing the ability to think straight.

Her arms slid over my t-shirt and around, cupping my neck, sliding her lithe fingers through my hair. “If this is what I think it is?”

“What—” My confusion was cut short as she leaned in and closed her eyes, pressing her metallic lips to my dumbstruck ones. She tasted of cherries — plush, soft and silky.

Instinct took over, and I kissed her back. It was a moist kiss. Lips sliding over lips. Nipping and mouthing. She whimpered, pulling herself closer, pressing her breasts against my chest, reaching up on her toes. My hands settled on her hips, thumbing, rubbing, and circling smooth, young skin. The smell of lavender and the scent of her — which was indescribable — filled my nose.

She moaned, sliding her tongue inside my mouth, tempting and tasting me. I was lost at this point. Hers for the taking. She had kissed any suspicion or reluctance out of me. I tongued her back, tasting her, playing with her tongue in the void between our kiss.

I was gasping through my nose, not getting enough air, but I was willing to suffocate for her. She could have as much of me as she wanted.

Our lips parted, still joined by strings of saliva. Her eyes were blown again, and she looked up at me through hooded lashes with a dreamy contentment. “Wow,” she breathed. It was barely a whisper.

Her body was still pressed to mine, her nipples poking through my shirt. I didn’t need to feel them to know how turned on she was. I could feel it in her gaze. She oozed sexuality and the primitive part of my brain rewarded me with a burst of pleasure, knowing I’d done that to her.

Her gaze dropped to my t-shirt and back. She smirked. “I feel a little underdressed.”

I placed a tender kiss on her cute button nose. “Perhaps you should put some close on?”

She tittered. “Or... you could take some off?”

Her eyes widened. Maybe in fear or arousal, I wasn’t sure. So I brushed a clump of her silky locks behind her ear. It made her bite her lip again. “Is that what you really want, Katie?”

She swallowed and frowned. “I shouldn’t, but I do.” She winced, like she was in pain. “So, so badly.” Her hips flexed against me and she dropped her arms and clawed at the hem of my shirt. “Please?” This time she wasn’t begging exaggeratedly, or pleading for something she wanted. It was something she needed.

I pulled her close, sliding my hands low over the curve of her plump bottom cheeks, and pressed her lips to mine. It was a gentle kiss, pouty and slow. A small stone bobbing in the sand before the current came along and swept it away. I pulled off, and she looked up in a daze. “If it’s what you want?”

There was a second of hesitation before our lips mashed and she fought against the fabric of my shirt. She tugged and pushed frantically, whimpering at her lack of progress because her own body was pressed so tightly, but she was unwilling to pull away.

I leaned back and whipped the shirt off, tossing it aside. She purred, clawing at my chest, kissing my neck. Her hands trailed lower, yanking against my sweatpants. I kissed her neck, just below her ear, and she cried out.

She gave up on pulling my sweats down, instead deciding to grind her naked mound against my raging hard-on. “Please,” she whimpered as I peppered her neck and shoulders with kisses.

I cupped her bottom and lifted. She yelped, clawing my chest, breaking out in giggles as she scrambled to grab my neck and hook her feet around me. A joyous cackle echoed around the room as I dropped her on the bed. She sprawled out. Her legs fell open before she quickly snapped her thighs shut. Her pussy was glistening with her desire… desire for me.

It was a heady feeling, one if I was in my right mind, would have struggled to comprehend. But, I was past that, lost in arousal, the situation and the overwhelming desire to make this good for her.

I tugged down my sweats and shorts in one smooth movement, kicking them aside.

Katie gasped. “Stop.”

I froze. “What?”

A mischievous grin flushed across her face. “I wanna get a good look. Remember the moment before my first time.”

Somewhere a record scratch echoed around a room. “This is your first time?”

She bit her lip and nodded, shaking her hair to cover her face. Then she was grinning. “I want you to be my first. I’ve waited years for the right guy. I’m twenty, Jack! Then I somehow stumble on the perfect guy, lost in the dark? It’s fate!” She giggled, throwing her head back, letting her legs drop open… before snapping her thighs shut again.

I was speechless. How in the hell was I the perfect guy? It didn’t matter. I had to trust she knew what she wanted and my resolve held. I was all in at this point and I knew how to pleasure a woman. I’ve always had good feedback. I snorted internally, like they’d filled out a report card afterwards. But I knew what I was doing, and I was going to make her remember me as much as I knew I’d remember her.

“Okay then,” I said. My world aligned. I had a mission, a quest. Operation Katie and the job wasn’t complete until she was screaming my name as I came inside her.

She bit her lip, lipstick finally showing signs of wear as she scooted back on her elbows. I snatched her ankles, and she cackled, rising her arms above her head, like she was tied. The image of her bound to my bed gave me pause.

“What?” she asked, blowing a clump of hair — that had gained a natural kink since she’d towel dried it — from her face.

I smirked. “Nothing, just wanted to remember this moment.”

She groaned, and I climbed on the bed, taking her right leg in hand, parting her thighs on either side of me. She squealed and dropped her hands to cover herself. It amused as much bewildered me. How were we going to... if she kept herself covered? I didn’t mind, it just made her cuter, the way her modesty warred with her need. It was just unexpected from a girl that would flash a black lace thong every time she bent over in such a short skirt.

She pulled at her hair, fanning it over her face and as much over her breasts as she could, keeping a hand between her thighs. Could she feel her own wetness?

She was so distracting, I couldn’t focus, even when she was my focus. I turned my attention to her ankle and her dainty toes — staying away from her arches, in case she was ticklish. I didn’t want to give her any reason to pull away from me. My fingers gripped her calf as I leaned in and kissed the top flat of her foot. Then another up the side and then at her ankle. She gasped, leaning up on her elbows to watch. Her mouth hung open, like no one had kissed her there before. I did it again, and she flopped back on the bed and moaned. I continued a trail of kisses, nibbles, and licks up her leg, taking a detour to the inside of her knee to see if she was sensitive there. A quiet moan told me yes. I continued on up the inside of her thigh, slowing as I approached her pussy. As I lavished her inner thigh with attention, I could see her wet, dewy folds and smell her arousal. She started squirming from the attention, so shifted up to her apex.

She moaned at my nearness, and I placed my nose into the tightly trimmed strip of hair over her mons and huffed, inhaling her scent. Her moan became a pant.

“God, you smell good,” I said, lowering myself. She gasped in mortification, trying to close her thighs, but quickly mewed in arousal, letting them drop open.

I’d wasted enough time, and she was getting squirmy. I clasped her thighs to hold her open and licked from the bottom of her entrance, dipped my tongue through her folds and pulled out before reaching her clit. Her flavor burst over my tongue.

“Oh, fuck! Jackson.” Her back arched.

It spurred me on and I licked around her clit, working to a rhythm, experimenting, reverse engineering her gasps, moans and twitches to find what she liked. I licked her, kissed her entrance, dipped my tongue inside her and ravished her pussy with every trick I knew.

Quickly she was a panting, gasping, writhing mess of flicking limbs and twitching thighs.

Then she stilled, went ramrod stiff with her back arched. Time stood still. Was she even breathing?

Then time resumed as she gasped, sucking in a big lungful of air. “Fuuuuuuuuuuk!” she cried in a long wail as her body shook violently and more of her wetness flushed her pussy.

I didn’t even have time to finger her.


CHAPTER FIVE


I licked her through her climax until she stilled, crumpling onto the bed like all life had drained from her.

“How? How did you do that?” she moaned, exasperated. Her arms draped out like she was about to make a snow angel, then slid above her head and she stretched. Her back arched, pushing her breasts higher. “No ones made me come from that... no one bothered...”

She was whispering to herself as I climbed over her, nestling my thighs against hers, placing my cock on her small tuft of dark curls and kissed my way up her belly. Around the piercing and up to her breasts.

She arched again, pushing them into my face. “Mmmmm,” she hummed. “You make me feel so good.” Her words trailed off into a gasp as I kissed my way to the tip of her breast and took a nipple between my lips.

I lapped circles around the small erect tower of flesh that stood proudly from her rosy areola. She was soft and springy as I tongued, sucked, and took her nipple between my teeth.

Her body shuddered as her breaths became quiet gasps.

I switched sides. She had a small mole on the top left side of her left breast. It was strangely adorable, but everything about her was adorable or sexy. Her back arched further as I sucked her bud, taking her other breast in hand and kneaded it gently.

Katie squirmed under me, her chest and cheeks flushing as she stretched out and wrapped her legs around my back.

She tapped my shoulder. “Stop, stop. You’re killing me. God, Jackson… I need you so bad.” She fought against me, grinning, rolling us over until she was straddling me and sitting on my cock. Her fingers scrunched against my chest — nails digging in.

She was a vision, sat over me, breasts hanging tantalizingly close. Her hair draped around her head as she leaned in and kissed me. She frantically nipped at me, biting my lower lip as a hand snaked between us and pumped my cock.

I rubbed her back, tracing the indentations of her shoulder blades, her spine, the two dimples below, and then cupped her delicious bottom, squeezing and massaging her cheeks.

She released my shaft and slid her slick pussy up and down the length, mewing into my mouth as she coated my cock in her wetness. She was dripping.

Her hand gripped my shaft again as she lifted her hips and broke the kiss. Her gaze was hungry, but with a hint of uncertainty. She rubbed my crown against her lower lips, biting her upper and then sank down a little.

I rubbed her outer thighs as her heat swallowed the head of my cock. Her eyes didn’t leave mine, like she didn’t dare look away. She sank lower. My cock flexed in her wetness and she giggled.

“Fuck, you’re amazing,” I said, rubbing that spot on her knees.

She moaned, slipped lower — a little too quickly for her virgin pussy and gasped — her mouth forming a big O. In shock or on purpose, she slid the rest of the way until my cock was completely inside her, buried in the warm, wet silky sheath of her pussy. Her head dropped to my chest, and she moaned. Dark wavy strands spread over me as I sank back, drifting in a space where I’d never felt so good, so complete. We stayed like that for an eternity, in that moment of bliss. Pleasure simmering.

Suddenly she moved. Her hips ground against my pelvis, and she shot back, flicking her hair in a high arch. She drowned me in her hazel pools. “Oh, God, that feels so, so, so good,” she moaned, biting her lip and ground circles against me.

“Understatement,” was all I could say and even then it came out as a croaky, strained groan. I kept thinking how grateful I was I’d already come, so I’d have some staying power at least.

She struggled to maintain eye contact — her gaze constantly on the verge of rolling back in her head — her mouth dropping open and closed like she kept wanting to say something.

Then she bobbed. For a brief second, my cock left the warm wet heat of her, only to be forcefully pushed back inside.

The smell of sex drifted in the air, mixing with Katie’s lavender as she whimpered, murmured, and then purred. She lifted again, repeating her exploration. Her breasts bounced, her hair waved. It was the greatest thing I had ever witnessed.

“You okay?” I asked as she paused with glassy eyes, scratching my chest like a kitten.

Her mouth dropped open, then she chuckled uncertainly, whispering, “Jack, I need you to fuck me.” She grimaced, like it pained her to ask.

I gave her a reassuring smile. Leaned up and took her mouth in mine as I scooped her up and flipped us over — keeping my cock buried deep inside her.

She squealed, clasping my shoulders. “I’m so glad I found you!” she laughed, then gasped as I clasped her thighs and spread her open. “Oh, fuck! I need you, Jack... now! Fuck me!”

I did. Operation Katie had entered its ultimate phase. I held her as I started slow, sliding my cock in and out of her silky, wet sheath. Her mouth opened into a permanent O, gasping like she was struggling to breathe. Once I knew she was okay, I picked up the pace, unable to hold myself back and plowed into her, fucking her heat with powerful, deep thrusts. Skin slapped and squelchy wet sounds echoed.

Her pussy was heaven. Her muscles twitched, tightened and constricted around my length as she gasped, then released. She writhed. Threw her hands out to the sides, but I held her, almost lifting her off the bed as I continued to fuck her, doing my damnedest to not come. She was the sweetest pussy I’d ever felt, and I was fighting a losing battle.

“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck,” she panted like a mantra, arching her back. Her tummy tightened. She was getting close.

I doubled down, slamming into her wetness as hard and fast as I could, hoping she’d reach her peak before I did. Her breasts jiggled in undulating waves. She thrashed. Throwing her hands up above her head again, grasping the sheet, clawing for something to hold on to.

I spread her legs wider so I could go as deep as possible, slamming my pelvis against hers. Her moans grew louder, gasping and spluttering like I was murdering her.

My movements became desperate as she tightened around me, her body locked in an arch from head to toe. She stopped breathing, mouthing for air, and her inner walls grasped me like fingers.

She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. She was a gift from up on high, and I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve her.

My thoughts bought me seconds at best, and I quickly lost the battle, plunging home, sinking my cock as deep inside her sweet, young pussy as I physically could.

She gasped, returning to life and cried out, “Oh, shit, Jackson...” My name faded into a staccato wail as I unloaded into her, splashing her insides with my cum. Spurt after spurt, my twitching, throbbing cock shot ropes of virile seed deep inside her channel, making up for lost years. It mixed with her release, foaming around her entrance, creaming our joining.

She thrashed, shook, vibrated and moaned like something painful was passing through her body. She grit her teeth... her eyes rolled, her mouth dropped open, and then she crumpled with a whine.

Her thighs twitched around me as she sank her heels into my back and I collapsed forward on top of her, kissing her breasts and neck on the way.

Her pussy fluttered around my shaft as she looked up at me through those pretty lashes in shock. Wonder. Bliss? She looked sleepy and zoned out, and then she smiled, pulling me close. “Oh, my God.”

Our lips met as I rolled us onto our sides, feeling her warm, sweaty body nestle against mine. She fit perfectly, like she was made only for me.

I held her tight, never wanting to let her go. I motioned to pull out, even though I didn’t want to, but her hand shot to my thigh. “Don’t,” she breathed. “A little longer?”

I nodded, thanking for the heavens for this perfect girl, allowing me to enjoy the messy velvety caress of her sweet pussy.

She kissed me on the lips, then snuggled in with a smile, scrunching her fingers against my chest. “I... I never thought it would be that good,” she tittered dreamily against my shoulder. “The things you make me feel...” she trailed off into a whisper.

I didn’t know what to say. The realization of what just happened and with someone so clearly out of my league left me stunned. So I just held her tightly, feeling her breasts press against me, my softening cock buried between her silky lips, her dark curls against my skin and her gentle breath against my chest, praying I wasn’t about to wake up on the couch. The niggling adult in my mind kept tapping me on the shoulder though, reminding me of the potential consequences of what we’d just done. I came in her unprotected. “We didn’t use protection. I’m sorry, I didn’t even—”

My attempt at being responsible was silenced by her satin lips consuming mine. “It’s what I wanted,” she said, snuggling back against me and letting out a little contented sigh.

A surge of primal ownership flooded through me. My primitive lizard brain thumped its chest. I was first and there was a chance I’d impregnated this pretty young thing — marking my claim in the most basic of biological ways.

With my primal urges satisfied, my consciousness grated into swiss cheese and her warm embrace feeling like I’d come home. I fell into the most deep and contented sleep I’d had in years.


CHAPTER SIX


I’d woken a couple of hours later to an empty bed and a note saying:

Thanks for the dry clothes! Love Katie x X x.

At least she didn’t vanish without a trace, leaving me to wonder if she was just a figment of my imagination because she also left her panties in my underwear draw. I’m not ashamed to admit to taking them out occasionally and inhaling her intoxicating scent.

That was just over a week ago. It was Saturday morning and the seven-day anniversary of my wild night with Katie passed uneventfully, even if I prayed for rain and kept an ear out for a tap on the door. Nope. I spent the evening getting my ass kicked by a video game. My home felt a little less empty with the memory of Katie’s laughs, moans, and titters echoing through my mind.

I was setting up a rematch with the Dragon Lord of Zarg, a boss on the last level of a game I’d been struggling through for a month when the door chimed.

My heart thundered in my chest at the possibility of a certain goddess making a return visit. I wasn’t expecting a delivery, and I rarely got visitors.

I quickly switched off the console and scurried into the hall. I pause at the mirror to check myself and then pulled the door open.

Bright sunlight flooded in, blinding me for a second. I squinted at a small female form. Slowly, she came into focus and my heart sank… but my cock stirred.

Standing on my porch was another girl, about the same age as Katie, with long blond hair, a figure to die for and plump round breasts straining against a tiny string bikini. A small pink hatchback sat at the end of the drive.

“Hi!” she beamed at me, eyes bright with a grin spreading across her perfect pink lips. “Your car could do with a wash?”

My brain fizzled. How is this possible? I’d lived here for years and not seen a soul. Then two creatures from the heavens grace my driveway — turning my understanding of the world upside down — in the space of a week. “I’m sorry?” was all I could say, momentarily stunned into stupidity.

She giggled, eyes bright and so full of life. “Your car dude... you want it washed? I got my own sponge and bucket?”

My eyes dropped to the black plastic container hanging from her elbow near her torn denim short-shorts that hardly covered her skimpy bikini bottoms. She held a yellow sponge in her other hand.

“It looks… filthy.” The way she said filthy was obscene in its own right, breathy and laced with seduction. “So, can I give you a rub?” She tittered, reminding me so much of Katie.

“Uh, yeah, sure. That would be great.” I didn’t ask one of the many, many questions flicking through my mind, like why she’d driven out here just to wash people’s cars? Surely there would be houses closer to the city, where these mysterious girls lived? I just smiled — bewildered — nodded and turned to go back inside.

“Hey!” she huffed. “Where are you going? Don’t you want to watch?”


CHAPTER SEVEN


I froze in the doorway staring at the blond bombshell who’d welcomely interrupted my Saturday morning with an offer to wash my truck. I didn’t know if I’d be paying for the privilege, but considering the mischievous twinkle in her eyes? Something told me whatever the price, it would be worth it. “Watch?”

She smiled, flashing white between lush pink lips. “Yeah, dude... to, uh... make sure I do a good job?” She held up the sponge, distracting my wandering gaze of her tantalizing cleavage.

“Um, sure, okay,” I said in a kind of daze, completely blindsided. Spending an evening with Katie obviously hadn’t made it any easier for me to talk to hot young women.

She looked at me with a puzzled expression, one strikingly similar to the way Katie had looked — like my dumbstruck actions had monumentally confused her.

“Gonna need some nice soapy water, can you?” She held a black plastic bucket out and her pink varnished nails glittered in the sun.

I snapped out of my internal stupidity, grateful to be given something to do other than gawk at her immaculate curves. Being asked to fulfill the role of hunter/gatherer for some strange reason put me at ease as slipped on a pair of shoes and fetched the garage keys.

The sun was high in the sky, casting deep shadows as I stepped outside and felt the warmth on my face. “Got some special cleaning stuff if that would be better?” I said, taking the bucket from her. It looked brand new. I jangled the keys as I headed around the house to the carport. She was already at my truck, which was kinda dirty, but not as filthy as she made out. The way this blond beauty had said that word, laced with sexual overtones, made me picture washing something else entirely in a filthy way — her breasts would look amazing, coated in soapy water.

“This is a nice truck.” Her fingers trailed over the metallic silver paint, leaving a trail through a minimal buildup of grime. “You should treat her better.”

I chuckled as I lifted the garage door to hunt for the cleaning bottle. I remembered ordering it, but never used it. “She has her own roof and everything. What more could she want?”

She scoffed, then called out, “oh, us girls need more than that. We need looking after. A gentle, but firm hand. A man should take care of us, see to our needs, you know?”

I wasn’t sure we were still talking about the truck, but I played along. “So you’re saying I should give her some attention? Give her a nice bath, some loving, maybe run my fingers over her body. Let her know how beautiful she is?” Ah, ha! Found it. It was an elaborate blue bottle with a fancy sticker.

Her silky voice cracked. “Yeah, that sounds… nice.”

She gave me a dreamy look as I carried the bucket to the outside faucet before she pushed it aside with a wipe of her hand. “Perhaps I should give her some loving inside and out? Make her really purr?” I said with a smirk as I read the instructions on the cleaning solution. She let a small whimper escape and tried to hide it by clearing her throat.

I started filling the bucket and added the solution. It frothed instantly and again, I wanted to smear it all over her taut young body. What had Katie done to me? One night with her and I couldn’t go five seconds near a young woman without picturing having sex with her.

It was kind of alarming. I was used to having control, but now my thoughts were running wild.

“It certainly couldn’t hurt,” she said, letting a softer tone return to her voice. “To feel that...”

“I’m jack, by the way,” I said, placing the soapy bucket at her feet and then held out my hand.

“Connie,” she said, placing her dainty digits in mine, but she didn’t shake.

I looked at the perfect skin of her hand as it was clasping my fingers. My eyes narrowed as I smirked. “You want me to kiss your hand or something?”

She grinned. “Maybe. Perhaps you should treat me and Sally here like ladies.” She rubbed the bonnet of my truck.

I grinned at this girl. How easy it was to talk to her. To tease. She was so playful. It almost came naturally to me. “In that case, my lady.” Slowly, with my eyes locked to the deep blue pools of her gaze, I bent over to her hand, seeing up close just how perfectly smooth and unblemished her skin actually was. How cleanly her pink nails were painted. They were hot pink — a slightly more vibrant shade than what she wore on her lips. It suited her. I pressed my mouth to the spot just above her knuckles and gave her a lingering kiss. It was probably the closest I was going to get, because I knew Katie was an anomaly.

A small gasp and a twitch of her fingers pulled me from my worship. I stood and smiled at her sheepishly, hoping I hadn’t just creeped her out. The look she gave me wasn’t one of revulsion, and I may have been self projecting, but hunger? Her mouth was slightly parted and her cheeks were flushed — eyeing me like a piece of chocolate cake. I brushed it aside as wishful thinking and released her hand. “Sally, huh?”

She grinned and regained her composure, rubbing over the silver top of the grill. “She looks like a Sally to me.”

“Well, there is your bucket and I shall leave you girls to it.” I said, feeling more at ease and hoping to escape so I could furiously rub one out before my cock got impossibly harder.

“You’re not gonna to watch?”

“Oh, right. Of course, if that’s what you want?” I was torn between wanting to torture myself by watching this bikini-clad goddess getting all soaped up over Sally, or easing the pain in my cock. Tough call.

“No way, I like an audience,” she said, and I had the distinct impression she didn’t mean washing cars.

I leaned against the wall and folded my arms. “Okay, Connie. Show me what you’ve got.”

Her eyes lit up as she dropped the sponge into the bucket with a splash. Then I watched her spread soapy water over the truck. Something told me she didn’t just like an audience, but enjoyed putting on a show. Every time she retrieved the sponge from the water, she bent, pushing her delicious ass out. It was curvy and full despite her thin, toned frame. She’d wrung out the sponge while tilting her hips, flicking her hair over her creamy shoulder and fucking me with her eyes. I couldn’t help wonder if this was how she got her kicks? Going from house to house, tormenting guys in the guise of a car wash?

When she thumped the sponge against the passenger door, a splash of suds sprayed everywhere and she squealed into giggles. “Oh, dude! I’m gonna get my shorts wet. I forgot to take them off! Would you mind Jack? My hands are all wet and soapy.”

She snapped me out of my daze. “Your what?”

“My shorts? I don’t want to get them wet. Please. I don’t bite. I’m wearing a bikini, so it’s cool.”

She stood with her arms raised, dripping water from the sponge. I stared at her luscious body and the mischief in her eyes. It had to be a trap somehow... didn’t it? “Okay,” I said, or at least my mouth said it as I pushed off the wall. It was like I was a passenger, still deliberating whether it would be cheating on Katie — the girl I spent one night with and would never see again.

Sometimes my brain was a dumbass.

I found myself before her. Unlike Katie, there wasn’t a bit-lip in sight. No, this girl liked to smile. It was infectious, in a way.

“Be careful with the button. Don’t want you to snap it off with those big hands of yours.” Again she made those words sexual and instantly I saw my big hands kneading her breasts and cupping her ass as I—

“You know what they say about guys with big hands?”

I kneeled to get a closer look and to make sure I didn’t actually break her button. Our eyes met as I sank before her. “What’s that?” I said, expecting an innuendo.

“Big gloves,” she said deadpan, and then cackled, pulling her button out of my grasp.

I groaned. “Hold still, my lady, if you want these shorts off,” I said in a snobbish voice, full of mock annoyance. I took the tarnished silver button of her denim shorts between my finger and thumb, marveling at a splash of water that ran down her belly, dipped in and out of her button, then vanished inside her shorts.

“Oh, I’m your lady, am I?” she said with a wry smile.

“That’s not what I... do you want these shorts off or not?”

“Would you like to take my shorts off, Jack?” she said teasingly.

I opened my mouth to complain that she’d just asked me to, but I realized at the smirk blazing across her lips that she was playing with me. I looked up at her through the valley of her fantastic breasts. “Please, may I take your shorts off, my lady?”

She made an exaggerated face, pushing a finger to her chin and thought about it. “Okay!” she blurted, then giggled. “But be careful. You are only allowed to touch my shorts.”

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t hide the grin across my face. It was as wide as could be. I undid the button and—

“There’s more than one,” she whispered.

I checked under the flap, and she was right. There were three more button fastenings instead of a zipper. Son of a... I worked on the other three. They were much tighter and fiddly to undo. Connie didn’t make it easy for me.

“Come on Jack. Take my shorts off. You know you wanna.” She moved her hips in a circle, forcing my hands to move with her.

“You know you’re not making this easy, right?” I said, unfastening the last button.

“Are you saying I’m not worth the effort?”

I pulled opened the flaps of her shorts, revealing the waistband of her white bikini bottoms. “That’s not what... you know what I’m saying.” Gently, I pulled the flaps—

“Be careful. Only touch the shorts.” She tittered to herself, wiggling her hips like she couldn’t stand still. She enjoyed playing with me far too much.

“I know. I’m trying.” As I pulled her shorts down, my gaze pooled over the nest of curls clearly visible through the material and the... wet patch over her pussy? I looked up at her in shock. Was she aroused by this?

“What? Don’t stop now.”

I took another look between her thighs at the lips of her pussy that were almost visible, but the shorts slid the rest of the way—

“Don’t let them touch the floor! They’ll get wet.”

Can’t have that, can we? My inner voice scoffed.

I held them at her ankles, just off the wet concrete floor. “Perhaps you would like to step out of them, your ladyship?”

“Perhaps I will,” she said, lifting her heeled sandal out of the frayed denim hole. As she stepped out of the other, something warm and wet dribbled down the back of my neck. “Oops. Sorry!”

I stood holding her shorts as a shiver trailed down my back and I eyed her with a stare.

“What? It was the sponge’s fault.” She shrugged. “Thank you, though. Can you put them in my car?”

I shifted my shoulder blades as my t-shirt stuck to my back where the dribble of water had absorbed. “Sure.”

“Thank you, Jack!” she called out sickly sweet as I marched to her battered, pink hatchback, firmly in the belief I was being punished for my night with Katie.

I placed them on her passenger seat, spying a receipt on her dash for the bucket and sponge. She’d bought them at a gas station between here and town. Weird. Did she buy them just so she could spend her Saturday tormenting me? Was I just the first stop on her list of targets? She’d also left an ID sat inside the open glove compartment. She was Connie Chambers, twenty-years-old and a member of some sort of fancy high society club.

I left my confusion in the car and returned to watch her splash against my truck. Not that she was actually cleaning it, more sloshing the sponge and rubbing circles here and there. I wondered if she’d actually washed a car before — her pink monstrosity was as filthy as mine — but that thought was drained out of my brain along with all the blood that went straight to my cock.

Her bikini bottoms were a thong.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Connie hopped up and down, trying to reach the top of the cab. I stopped and watched, mesmerized by her fantastic behind. It jiggled with each impact, leaving nothing to the imagination with only that strip of fabric between her cheeks.

If Katie biting her bottom lip was a kind of hypnosis, Connie’s ass was mind control.

“I... can’t,” she said as she hopped, trying to get the sponge over the high roof. “I can’t reach!” She hopped a few more times, slapping suds everywhere in her attempt to flick water over the roof. All she accomplished was coating herself in splash water and making my dick hard. Well, harder and I didn’t think that was possible.

My crotch was becoming a cage for my raging erection, and it wouldn’t be long before it became painful if she continued like that.

“Do you need steps or something?” I asked, finding a new vantage point. It was behind her so I could look away and give myself a break from the fantastically torturous view without her knowing. As if I could look away, even if I wanted to.

“No, no, I’m good!” she said with a laugh, still trying to reach and splashing further and further. Then she stopped with a sigh and turned to face me. “Okay,” she said with the smirk that started triggering alarm bells in my mind — that my dick brain instantly vetoed. She was covered in soapy water and her bikini was almost transparent. It seemed like an odd quirk for a garment designed to get wet, but then again, Connie did like an audience I was discovering. “I might need help.” She smiled again, and I was caught in her beam of sunlight, smiling back at what this girl might ask of me next.

“Do you want me to do the roof? Pretty sure I can reach it.” I offered out a hand for the sponge. If she jiggled that ass at me any more, I was gonna come in my shorts or push her up against the truck. Fuck her and blame temporary insanity.

“No way, dude. I’m washing Sally. She needs a girl’s touch. Maybe you can lift me?”

Her infections smile mixed with the smirk, creating a devious mixture that I was lost under. She could have asked me to kiss her pink painted toenails, and I would have had little resolve to say no.

But I wasn’t completely gone. “What about the no touching rule? I’d have to hold more than just shorts to lift you up there.”

She dropped the sponge in the bucket — that must have been nearly empty judging by how wet the floor was — gathered her long blond locks into a ponytail and secured it with a band she had wrapped around her wrist. “I think I can trust you, Jack. I can trust you, right?”

I wanted to ask what exactly she was trusting me with, but I thought we both knew the answer to that question. “Do you think you can trust me, Connie?” I asked with a smirk of my own, enjoying the flash in her eyes.

She put her hands on her luscious hips and water dripped from her fingers, running down her long, toned legs. “I think I can,” she said, devouring my eyes with hers. “I’ve been wrong in the past.” She laughed, tilting her head from one side to the other. She didn’t seem sad about those times, though I had a feeling Connie could take care of herself with unwanted intention. The kind she must surely attract if she carried on this way in other aspects of her life? “But I don’t think I’m wrong about you, Jack.”

“Why’s that?” I said, closing the gap between us.

She tittered to herself, like she knew something I didn’t. “Oh, a girl knows these things,” she said, tapping her nose.

I stopped myself from rolling my eyes at her. Even though I’d found my footing, figuring out how to take her playfulness and, surprisingly, flirting back with her. I was always one step from tripping over, never knowing where she was going next. “So, my lady. How are we doing this?”

She closed the gap between us and looked at me. Her hand cupped my cheek, then gently slapped my face twice in a teasing chiding. “Don’t get presumptuous, squire.”

“You know what I meant—”

I was simultaneously annoyed and enamored by the way she teased me — even when a hard slap stopped me mid-sentence.

“Your hands can only touch my legs... no higher than my upper thighs,” she said, letting her wet hand trail down my t-shirt before spinning and smacking me in the face with her wet ponytail.

“Yes! Your ladyship!” I mock shouted in obedience, wasting no time scooping my arms around her delicious thighs and lifting her up—

“Wait! I don’t have my sponge!” She laughed, flailing in my arms.

I grinned, my face pressed against her wet lower back, inhaling her scent as I gently lowered her to the floor.

“So impatient, Jack. Makes a girl feel wanted,” she tittered, bending over in an exaggerated motion, giving me a magnificent view of her ass and the bikini covered outline between her thighs. Was it possible the cloth was wetter? Or had she just splashed herself? “Right, I’m ready... this time.” She turned and faced the truck and I bent down and took her thighs between my arms.

She squealed as I hoisted her against the truck, slapping the sponge over the window. She was slippy, coated in the soapy water and I had to hold her tight.

“Higher,” she said, tapping the roof.

I lifted her higher. She was bent over the roof, shoving her crotch in my face. My nose slipped between the crack of her ass and touched the bikini strip covering her crotch.

“Oh, fuck,” she mewed, as my nose pushed against her soggy, cloth covered pussy. Her needy scent hit me like a freight train. She was turned on and fucking dripping.

I couldn’t tell where exactly I was probing. I couldn’t see, but she pushed her ass back harder against my face and I couldn’t help but nuzzle, rubbing my nose left and right, probing deeper into wherever I was delving.

“That’s so naughty,” she said, sounding breathy. I heard the sponge slap as her breath became shorter, more pants than breaths as I continued to tease her in return for the torture she’d put me through so far that morning.

I must have lost concentration, because she slipped in my grasp, twisting and sliding through my fingers. She screamed, but I caught her and pulled her close. Somehow we were facing each other, and she gasped. Her breasts were pushed tightly against my chest and I thought I could feel her hard nipples poking through the wet layers of cloth.

We stared at each other for a minute, unspeaking. Her playful smirk and smile replaced with a slack-jawed expression of shock. Her eyes were hooded, gazing at me through her dark lashes. She licked her lips.

I gasped as she leaned in, clutched my head, squeezing that damn sponge against my neck, and pressed her lips against mine.

My brain was overloaded. Twice now in just over a week, a smoking hot girl had kissed me. Something was very wrong with the world... and I was okay with that.

I pulled her tighter against me as I kissed her back. Her lips were heavenly, quickly demanding more, dipping her tongue inside and playing with mine. It was sensual and erotic, rolled into one mashing of lips and curling of tongues. We explored each other, sliding lips and mouthing, using our tongues to taste and pleasure the other.

She pulled away with a gasp, looking at me again with that look. She narrowed her eyes, like she was thinking so many things. Then I felt wetness at my crotch and the smirk returned to her lush pink lips. “I think you’ve had an accident,” she whispered, looking slightly dazed from the unexpected kiss. I leaned back, terrified I’d come in my pants, but no. The saucy little minx had the dripping sponge pressed against the crotch of my shorts.

I narrowed my eyes at her, but smiled in relief. “You...” I trailed off as she dropped the sponge and felt the hardness straining against the now wet fabric. She held my very erect shaft in her fingers, forcing the material so she could wrap her fingers around the circumference. I moved a hand from where I held her and slid it between her thighs, feeling the sodden material that covered her dripping pussy. “You don’t seem to be dry. Did you have an accident?” I whispered into her ear.

She gasped, like she’d just been found out, like it was some kind of secret, which was bizarre to me as it was plain to see... or feel with my nose as I just did. But being called out on it made her eyes narrow harder. “Price just went up.”

I went to take a step back, but she was still holding my cock through my shorts. “What price... you didn’t even tell me the price.” I think I was smiling. Bewildered again by another creature sent by the heavens.

The smile returned, the wicked, devious smile that made my gut turn just a little with concern. The concern carried little weight with my brain, as I was so unbelievably hot for this girl it was oozing from my shaft. “Well, I was going to do it for free. Good deed and all that, but now...” She squeezed my cock hard between her fingers. “Now I want something.” She leaned in close and whispered, “I want you to kiss me.”

I scoffed. “Well, I’ve already done that—”

“No,” she breathed, grabbing my hand that hovered over her thigh and it pressed against her pussy. “Here. It’s your fault I’m horny. This is the price now. Make me come with your tongue. Show Sally how to make a girl purr!” She said it tongue firmly in cheek, but she was deadly serious.


CHAPTER NINE


I gulped. Is this my life now? Bizarre and unbelievable? “Sounds like a fair price,” I croaked, finding my voice as she pumped my cock through my shorts and rubbed my finger against her crotch.

She pulled my hand away from her and slid out from between me and the truck. She glanced at the hood, which was too high and curved, then pulled me towards the rear. “Has Sally got space in the back?”

We were at the back of the truck when my memory returned the answer. “Sure, but...” I was going to say the back might be too hard for her to lie on, but I’d forgotten about the camping gear I’d bought and then stored there, intending to find a home for it in the garage among all the other crap I’d bought on my quest to fill the hole in my life.

“Oh, perfect,” she purred, leaning over the truck bed and pulling a couple of sleeping bags down to the front. She hopped into the truck and sat on the edge, eyeing me with a smirk.

“What?” I asked, knowing I was standing there like an idiot with a big wet patch on the front of my shorts and a t-shirt that was getting wetter every time she touched me.

“Nothing... just not how I thought this was going to go,” she smiled and then leaned back into the nest she’d made in the back of the truck.

“That makes two of us,” I grinned. I’d just went along with it at this point. If the universe was rewarding me for something... who was I to turn such a gift down? “Bikini bottoms on or off for... my lady’s payment?” I asked, raising a brow.

“Ooh, off please,” she said, pulling her knees together and lifting her legs.

I chuckled at her ease and her eagerness. “You do this often?” I asked, sliding my fingers up her thighs and hooking fingers around the waist of her bottoms.

“Not really. Why?”

“Because,” I started as I pulled the fabric off her hips and slid them down her thighs. The wet fabric peeled from her soaked pussy, revealing blond thatch and folds of perfection. “You seem kinda comfortable letting a strange guy peel your underwear off.”

She mock gasped. “What are you saying? I’m a slut?” As soon as the fabric slid off her toes, she let her legs part, allowing herself to flower open.

“Uh,” I said, falling silent at the sight of her perfect pussy glistening in the light. “Just that you’re—”

“Well, you’re not a stranger. You’re Jack. Amazing kisser, pussy nose nuzzler, who’s been hard for me all morning and hasn’t made a single move. See, not a stranger. Now, come on, her ladyship needs your attention!”

I needed no more of an invitation. I hooked my arms around her bent knees and tugged her closer to the edge. She repositioned her feet to the side, keeping her knees up and legs spread. “Yes! Your ladyship,” I said with a mock salute and leaned in to expect her dewy folds.

As soon as my head was in range, her hands slid through my hair and fisted, pulling me closer. Her slit was pink and wet. “Come on, Jack! Pay your due... ohhhh,” she said, breaking into a moan as I licked her pussy, tasting her need.

I clasped her thighs, holding her spread open, and went to town on her slick pussy. I lavished her slit with licks and flicks. Pushing my tongue into her sweet opening, begging the universe to let me fuck this gorgeous pussy. But I wasn’t greedy. It was way more than I expected when I got up that morning, and I was going to enjoy every second.

“Oh, yeah,” she mewed, as I licked around her sensitive lips. I avoided her clit for a while, just to torment her, but she didn’t seem to care. Her hands pulled my head closer, inadvertently shoving my nose against her clit, and she stiffened. “Oh, shit, fuck, fuck, fuck, why does it feel like that?”

I ignored her, tasting blood in the water, and went in for the kill. I sucked her clit, long and hard, and she screamed, holding my head in a vice grip, flexing her hips against my face.

“Oh, sweet Jebus, what the fuck!” she moaned and cussed like a trooper. I released her clit with a satisfying pop and licked and lapped at it like it was my favorite flavor. “What the hell, Jack. How the fuck?” she continued as I ramped up my efforts, licking harder, teasing her clit, dipping my tongue as deep as I could into her entrance. But it was her clit that drove her wild, so I focused my attention there, sucking and licking.

I released one of her legs and added a finger into the mix, circling her slick entrance while I sucked her clit. Gently, I slid a digit inside her wet pussy, feeling her tightness as she gripped me.

“Holy shit. That feels amazing. Don’t stop doing that, Jack. Don’t you fucking dare!”

I had no intention of stopping, smirking at just how foul mouthed she’d become as she got closer to her climax.

I slid another finger inside her tight, slick pussy, palm up, and followed her inside wall, searching for—

“Fuck!”

Found it. I doubled my efforts, sucking and licking her clit while pumping my fingers in and out, making sure I caught that spot inside her. It didn’t take long for her swearing to fade into strangled gasps and breathy moans. I held her on the edge, loving how her thighs twitched and the way she writhed over the silky surface of the sleeping bags. Her tight inner channel kept squeezing my fingers, and I tried to imagine how tight she’d feel on my cock.

“Oh God, oh God... fuck!” She cried out, arching her back so high she was balancing on her head. Her tight pussy clamped around my fingers and I kept them inserted so I could feel every twitch as I continued to lick her through the climax. A gush of fluids coated my hand, and she moaned, shook and gasped, before thumping back down onto her back with a sigh.

I chuckled, thanking the heavens I didn’t come in my pants at her wanton display. I came close, though. “Paid in full.” I said, rubbing her inner thigh. I watched her pussy and ass twitch a few of times more before she let out a long breath.

“Holy shit,” she said. Her voice was no longer teasing, but in wonder, or maybe shock?

“How the fuck, Jack?” she said, leaning on her elbows and looking at me over her splayed body.

“I assume payment was to my lady’s satisfaction?” I joked, struggling to maintain eye contact when her pussy was staring me in the face.

“That... that was—”

“Hello? Delivery for Jack Smith?”

I narrowed my eyes at the blond beauty almost naked in the back of my truck as her eyes went wide. For a girl who apparently liked an audience, she seemed terrified of being seen, covering herself with her hands. “I’ll be right there!” I called out. “Don’t come back here.”

Connie’s mouth dropped open as I left her to see what order I’d forgotten about.

I rounded the truck and had to endure the delivery guys’ inspection of my hard, wet crotch. “Just cleaning the truck... things got messy,” I joked, accepting the small cardboard packet.

“She’s a nice truck,” the guy said. “You treat her like a lady. She’ll always be there for you,” he said with a wink, curling his lip up under his dark mustache.

“So I’ve been told. Thanks!”

“Have a nice day, sir!” the guy called out as he marched down the drive to continue his deliveries.

I ripped open the packet and took a quick look. It was a video game I’d pre-ordered months ago. I was still playing the first one. I left it in the hallway and quickly returned to Connie. “I think he thought I’d pissed myself,” I said, finding her sitting, now topless, with her legs dangling over the edge of the truck. “Uh, what happened to your… uh,” I said, pointing to her exposed breasts. They were as perfect as the rest of her. With perky nipples, I just wanted to suck.

She ignored my question, instead squeezed her breasts together between her arms to exaggerate her cleavage. “What did you buy?”

“Oh, nothing, just a video game.”

“Oh, cool, you game? Kinda partial to dragon slayer myself. That kicks ass.”

My mouth gaped. Could she be any more perfect? “That was Dragon Slayer 2. Guess I’d pre-ordered it. I’m still struggling through the first one.”

Her face lit up like a fireworks display. “Zarg?”

“Yes!” I said, far too excitedly, snapping my finger. “He keeps killing me, over and over.”

“That’s because everyone focuses on damage, dude. You can’t ignore the status effects. Purge that shit, you know?”

“Ugh! Seriously? That’s what’s killing me?” She nodded her head with a grin large enough to match mine. It was unreal. I was getting game advice from a naked hottie sitting in the back of my truck. I could still taste her on my tongue and could scarcely believe how unfamiliar the world had become.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her amazing tits, though. “Connie, why are you topless?”

She pouted. “You don’t like them?” They swung as she shook her chest left and right. Her nipples cut through the air, pointing at me like they were accusing me of something. Neglect maybe?

I croaked. “No... I mean yes! They are fantastic! I’m actually having a hard time concentrating on anything but. It’s just, you weren’t naked a minute ago?”

She looked skyward with a laugh. “Well, here’s the thing, Jack. I put my price up again.”


CHAPTER TEN


“What!” I said in mock outrage, putting my hands on my hips. “That’s outrageous. This is extortion!”

She giggled, clearly recovered from her first payment, and grabbed my re-hardening cock through my shorts again. “I don’t think you mind. You don’t mind, do you, Jack?”

She pulled me closer, using my cock as a handle. She leaned her head up and closed her eyes, begging for a kiss. I couldn’t resist those pouty, pink lips and leaned down to give her what she wanted.

Somehow, it felt more intimate. She hooked her arms around my neck and relaxed into it, softening her lips, and we kissed slow, wet, and needy. While we mouthed, she kept my cock firmly in her grasp, slowly pumping up and down — keeping me primed.

“What do you want this time, you extorting little minx?” I said into her mouth, sliding my hands up her sides, and cupped her spectacular breasts. They were the perfect size. I teased her nipples with my thumbs, causing her to groan.

“Not much,” she whispered as our mouths moved against one another. “Something... you can... easily, give... me.”

“What does my lady wish... from me... this time?” I gasped in the gaps of our full-on make-out session.

She pulled away, but we remained connected by a string of saliva. She squeezed my cock and pulled my groin closer. “You’ve made me so needy. So really, this is all your fault.”

“You blamed me last time—”

“Because you’re such a naughty boy. You’re so irresistible and you make me horny. See? It’s totally your fault.” She smirked, squeezing my cock again.

I pinched her nipples, forcing her mouth in to an ‘O’. “Don’t blame me for your extorting ways. I was perfectly happy to watch your fantastic ass clean my truck for free. Happy to kiss your delicious pussy, but then you had to get your tits out.”

I squeezed her nubs harder as she crushed my shaft between her fingers. “You drive me wild, so really, it’s your fault.”

“Nuh, uh,” she gasped. “Totally your fault.”

I leaned in to kiss her, but stopped short. “So, what do you want?”

I felt wetness against my chest. It seeped, spreading down my belly and into my shorts.

She giggled quietly to herself as I looked down to see her holding that damn sponge against my shirt, squeezing a trickle of water. “You know, you shouldn’t keep these wet clothes on. It’s bad for you.” She spread the sponge over my chest, soaking my t-shirt.

I grinned at her, not surprised she’d gone and fetched the sponge. “I guess I should change, then?”

“Or, you could just take it off? I’m not exactly enforcing a strict dress code here.”

I chuckled, gawking at her gloriously exposed body. “If it would please her ladyship?”

She nodded, and I fisted the soggy hem of my shirt and lifted. “Show me what you’ve got, Jack.”

I froze with the shirt half over my head. A bout of self-consciousness took over me. It was all fun and games while I was gawking at her perfect body, but would she find me attractive to look at? I wasn’t out of shape, the opposite. But I was older than she was.

“oOoOO,” she cooed. She didn’t sound disappointed. Instead, she was already giving me a reason to strip off more. “Oh, no! Your shorts are wet too!” The sponge moved in soggy circles over my hard cock and all over the front of my shorts.

I couldn’t help the smile that pulled at my lips and pulled off the shirt off all the way and tossed it over her head into the truck. “You’re a bad girl.”

“And you’re so hard. Holy fuck, that looks painful, Jack. I must really do it for you.” She grinned, flashing me a pinball smile that made her eyes twinkle.

“You look pretty aroused from where I’m standing,” I quipped, looking at her pebbled nipples and the glistening wetness between her thighs. “Guess I do it for you too?”

She snapped her thighs closed and giggled. “Maybe. But I had the good sense to get out of my wet clothes. You’re still wearing them.” She put the sponge down beside her and fingered the waistband of my shorts. “Can I help you, Jack?”

“Do you want to take down my shorts, Connie?” I asked, grinning like an idiot for having turned the tables on her.

“Ha!” she burst out in a laugh, quickly switching to a sultry voice that had my cock twitching. “Please Jack. May I take down your shorts and suck your cock?”

“What?” I didn’t know where this was going, but that was not what I expected to leave those luscious pink lips. I was completely at ease with her, and she wasn’t the only one feeling playful. “Why should I let you do that?”

She fingered the waistband whilst holding my shaft in her fingers through the material. “Please.” She started pumping my cock again. “I’ll make you feel so good?”

My resolve to tease her cracked a little. “So, you are a dirty little slut?”

She pumped faster. “If that’s what you want? I’ll be your filthy girl.” She mouthed over my shorts, kissing my cock.

“Dear God, Connie,” I growled, getting too close to the edge. “Okay, Jesus,” I groaned — resolve shattered — pulling my shorts down. She let my shaft slip through her fingers and then gasped when my erection almost slapped her in the face. I kicked the cloth aside as she bent over and took my cock in hand, pumping it openly.

The wicked grin returned to her lips. “That’s a fine specimen you have there,” she said, leaning back. The sponge was back in her hand and she hovered it over her chest, squeezing, letting the soapy water trickle over her breasts, down her gorgeously flat tummy and ran between her thighs. She mewed. “Mmmm. That feels good.” She held and squeezed the sponge over my cock, watching as the water ran down the length and dripped from my balls.

I was glad that the cleaning solution was non-toxic and safe for pets, because the stuff was going everywhere.

She tossed the sponge aside and rubbed the dripping suds over her breasts, like she was oiling herself up. It was mesmerizing. She did the same for my shaft, sliding her wet fingers up and down the length. “See, I bet that feels good,” she said, leaning back towards my cock. Her strokes wiped off the suds and then my cock was between her lips.

The world flashed as her warm, wet mouth enveloped my shaft. Just the head, as she sucked. Her hand continued pumping up and down the length. “Oh, fuck,” I gasped. My abdominal muscles crunched, bending me forward at the surge of sensation.

“Don’t come—”

“That’s easy for you to say!”

She tittered. The vibrations traveled down my cock and I had to grit my teeth to not come right then and there. “That’s my payment,” she said, taking a breath.

She pumped and sucked me for a while longer, before I caved and stood back with a hiss. Her mouth was incredible, and I almost blew my load. “Fuck.” Her lips came off my head with a pop, but she kept her hand on my shaft. Her eyes had become hooded again, gazing up at me with need. “Your payment, huh? You want my cum?” I couldn’t believe these were words coming out of my mouth.

She nodded, still slowly pumping my shaft, keeping me dangerously on the edge. She stood and pressed her soapy body close. Her lips brushed against mine in the softest of touches. “I need you to bend me over this truck and fuck me, Jack.” There was a moment of hesitation after she said it, like she couldn’t believe she had. “Believe it or not, I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“You mean you’re—”

“I’m not a virgin, stupid.” She slapped my chest and a wet sound echoed in the small space. “I just don’t fuck around.” Her lips mashed against mine in another pouty, wet kiss. “I wasn’t even going to take my shorts off... but fuck, Jack. You do something to me.”

My mind would have whirled at just what the fuck did I do to these girls, if I wasn’t one more stroke of my cock away from doing exactly what she asked me.

“How are you not married?”

“How do you know I’m not?” I pulled her close and slid my hands around her back, sliding down her slippy skin to cup her delicious bottom.

She scoffed. “I know you’re not. No ring and besides, you’d be a pretty shitty human being to do this with me if you were. You’re not shitty. So, not married.”

That was a kind of leap of logic, but I was too horny to care. I kissed the side of her neck, enjoying her breathy whimper, and asked, “Should I be expecting a visit from an angry boyfriend?”

She tilted her neck to the side, exposing more of her throat to my kisses. “Why do you think I’d have a boyfriend?”

“Because,” I breathed against the silky skin over her collarbone. “You’re too gorgeous to be single.”

She chirped. “That’s such a guy thing to say.” She obviously tried to sound put out, but it came out husky.

“I am a guy,” I said. She gasped as I found a sensitive spot, dropping her head back. “So, boyfriend? I doubt you have, right? Because you don’t fuck around?”

She smiled, looking skyward. “Nope. It’s been a while...” She trailed off into a gasp as I’d moved a hand between her thighs, just able to reach her clit. I circled it in a smooth motion and she cried out, “Oh, God!” as she collapsed into me.

I felt the dynamic between us shift. The more aroused we became, the more in control I found myself. “Are you wet for me, my lady?”

Her hands clasped my biceps as she breathed heavily into my neck. “So... so wet.”

“Are you going to be my filthy girl?” I circled her nub faster, making her pant.

“Oh, fuck, why is that so hot?” She clutched my arms harder, squeezing my cock between us. “Please, Jack. Don’t make me beg.” Her hips ground in circles against my hard shaft. “I need it. You owe me.”

My self-control snapped, and I spun her around, bending her over and shoving her face into the nest of sleeping bags in the back of the truck. With her heeled sandals, she was the perfect height, and I slapped her juicy ass as I held her down.

“Yes! Yes!” she moaned as I ran my fingers through her slick folds, feeling just how wet she was.

I grasped my cock and slicked it through her dampness. “Is this what you want?” I asked.

She whimpered. “Yes... please.”

Learning from my encounter with Katie, I risked the mood-killer that was bringing up protection. “Connie, I don’t have any protect—”

“Fuck that, I need you inside me!” She squirmed against the silky sleeping bags, wiggling her perfect ass impatiently.

Then it all fell into place. The teasing, the goading, everything she’d said until that point. She wanted me to take control. She wanted this other guy I was slowly becoming, pressing her down as I held my cock at her entrance, to fuck her raw. The dominant part of me slipped easily into the role, just as easily as I slipped my cock inside her tight, slick pussy.

Her back arched, pushing up on her hands as I slipped to the hilt in her damp heat. Fuck, she felt so good squeezing around my shaft. Twice now in as many as weeks. I’ve felt this around my cock and I still couldn’t believe it.

“Oh, God, oh, fuck,” Connie cussed as I pulled out and rammed back inside her. “Yes!”

Her hips were curvy and divine as I gripped her, holding her as I built up to a rhythm, fucking her from behind. My cock squelched with every thrust into her dripping, juicy pussy. “Fuck me, Connie. You’re perfect.”

“Harder,” she begged, reaching and grasping the sleeping bags in tight fists.

I upped the tempo, trying to ignore the wonderful sensation in the crown of my cock as it slid against her silky inner walls. I focused on the version of me she needed to distract myself and pull back from the edge. “Are you my good little slut?” I shifted from fucking her quick, to slamming her hard.

“Yes,” she breathed, her ass jiggling in waves, emanating outward from every hard thrust. “I’m yours. I’m your fucking slut.”

Jesus, the mouth on this girl.

The sound of skin slapping filled the air, mingling with Connie’s grunts and gasps as I fucked her hard. I had to use my grip on her hips to stop her from slipping forward.

“Oh, fuck, Jack. Pull my hair.”

She’d gone feral, thrashing under me. If I wasn’t witnessing it, I’d find it hard to believe how wild she could become.

My gaze drifted to the blond ponytail that danced behind her head, and I reached for it. I wrapped it around my wrist and then pulled. Her back arched, and she constricted around my cock so tightly I struggled to move. I pulled harder, tilting her head back, and she gasped.

She sucked in a large lungful of air, back curved, raised up on her palms, and her body shuddered. She tried to say something, probably cuss, but whatever it was, came out in a garbled cry. I held still as her pussy gripped me in convulsing waves. I was grateful for the break because I didn’t want to come yet. This was too great to be over that quickly.

Her climax passed, and she gasped, trying to catch her breath. “Fuck, Jack,” she whispered. Her arms weakened, and she tried to put her head down, but I still gripped her ponytail.

“Not done yet, Connie.” I resumed fucking her now blisteringly hot pussy, pounding her ass with my pelvis, trying to hold her in position with one hand.

“So fucking good,” she wailed, writhing against the truck.

“I need you to come once more for me. Can you do that, my filthy little slut?”

Her pussy squeezed me, and she moaned. “Yes,” she said in a breathy gasp, and I knew she was close. I picked up the tempo, fucking her both hard and fast, snaking my arm around her pelvis to find her clit. I couldn’t pull my hips back as far and I felt like a contortionist, but the scream she let out was worth it. “Fuuuuuck!” she bellowed and her while body was racked with a tremor, like she was being electrocuted.

It was too much to take. I slammed home, pulled her hair and rubbed her clit raw as I came inside her. Her moaning-gasps mirrored my own as I grit my teeth at how tightly she was convulsing around my cock. Like pumping fingers, milking my shaft, and I shot my load as deep as I could inside her, filling her young, virile pussy with my release.

“Oh, God. Oh, God. Fuck,” she panted as I released her hair and she face planted into the pile of sleeping bags. Her thighs shook, her asshole pulsed, and her pussy clenched around my twitching length.

I think I was still coming. I think she was, I wasn’t sure. I was riding high on the sensations, the vision before me, and the shock that this had happened again. If I wasn’t blissed out, dripping inside this goddess’ perfect pussy, I would have thought it was too good to be true. But it wasn’t. It was real.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


“Holy shit, Jack. I almost bit my tongue.”

“If I had a swear jar, I’d almost be rich.”

“Fuck off, you almost killed me,” she cackled, the dreamy sound of contentment lining her voice.

“Yeh, your pussy almost bit my dick off. You were squeezing me so hard.”

“What can I say? I couldn’t get enough of you. You do things to me.”

“What things?” I asked, hiding my confusion as I pulled out of her. She gasped and a dribble of cum oozed out of her pussy. I would never forget the image of that. Her young ass bent over the truck, my spunk seeping out of her silky, wet entrance after I’d just fucked her for the first time.

“Magical things. C’mere.” She beckoned me, rolling on to her side and slithered forward.

I climbed into the truck, sliding on the silky sleeping bags and scooted down beside her. She smiled and rolled over, taking my arm and wrapping herself like I was a blanket. She nestled her ass against me until we were spooning and fished for my cock, placing it at her entrance.

“Can you just hold me?” she asked, and I pulled her tight, pushing my hips so my cock slid through her lower lips, spreading my oozing cum.

“Sure.” I kissed her shoulder and inhaled. She had that new car smell. “So, did you actually finish washing my truck?”

“Eh... rain check?”

I chuckled. “Sure.”

We stayed like that for a while, just holding each other, and I’d lie if I didn’t imagine waking up to her like that every morning. It was a pure fantasy to me in that moment, so close but impossibly out of reach.

Eventually, we got up, and I washed the truck off with the hose. We took it in turns to rinse each other down. Connie squealed and hid behind the truck for most of it, despite the water being cool in the midday sun. But she took great delight in soaking my body with the jet set to the highest setting. She chased me around the carpool until she ran out of hose and splashed herself in the face. We were both giggling like children as we kissed again, dripping against the truck.

“Fuck! I shouldn’t be here,” she said, pulling away after spying the wall clock inside the garage. “I have to help my friend move. She’s crashing on my couch for a while and I have fit her apartment into my teeny-tiny car by tonight. Plus, I have the late shift. Fuuuuuck.” she gathered her bikini and headed towards her car.

When I caught up to her, wrapped in a towel, I’d snagged from the back seat of the truck. She was slipping into a tank top and her denim short-shorts.

“I’m sorry to bail on you like this...” There was a moment of silence between us with so many words unsaid. She looked genuinely sad to leave and like Dr. Seuss’ Grinch, my heart grew three sizes.

“It’s been amazing, and look. I don’t expect anything—”

“I do,” she said, skipping to me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and planted a lavish kiss on my lips. “This isn’t nothing... but can we shelve that discussion for later? I have an evicted bestie that needs me.”

“Wow,” I said, stunned. That she wanted something more was almost unbelievable. “Sure, okay. Um, do you need my help? I have a truck.” I pointed to Sally behind me with my thumb. She was pretty clean now, except for the streaks where we’d slid down the length during that last kiss.

She looked into my eyes with those deep baby blue eyes that twinkled in the sun. “Really? That would be great!” I almost suffocated from the next kiss. “Uh, give me your phone, so I can put in my number.”

I scurried inside, quickly slipping on a shirt and shorts from the clean laundry pile as I hunted for my phone. I found it next to the game controller, and I smiled. Zarg was gonna to get it when I next had a chance.

I hurried outside with bare feet, hopping over the scorching hot pavement to find Connie sat inside her car texting on her phone.

“Here, my lady.” I held out my cell to her through the window.

“Your such a lifesaver. Though you did almost kill me today.”

“I did not. No such thing as too much pleasure,” I said, watching her enter her details into my phone’s empty address book.

She smirked. “I’ll remember that.” She handed me back my cell, and I flicked open the contacts to check this was real.

“Did you really just label yourself as Sex Kitten?” I asked, sending her a quick kissy emoji.

She giggled. “I wanted you to know it was me.” She made a cat noise and started thumbing her phone again. “And you don’t want to know what I just called you.” She tittered and then I received a heart emoji back. “I’ll send you the address. Can you come by in like three or four hours? We need time to pack up her stuff. She’s a bit of a mess right now.”

“Sure, no problem. I’ll see you girls later.”

She gave me one last look as her little pink hatchback purred to life. Smiled and then pulled away.

I stood there in the drive listening to the sound of her car fade into the distance until I was left with only the breeze rustling the trees.

I wasn’t sure I believe that just happened.


CHAPTER TWELVE


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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

You:


Is that not a known thing? ;)


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

You:


Do you regret it?


Sex Kitten:
Fuck no.

Sex Kitten:
It was incredible.

Sex Kitten:
Just don’t tell anybody.

You:


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




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

Sex Kitten:
The kinky stuff.

Sex Kitten:
I’m not like that.

Sex Kitten:
Except with you!



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

You:


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




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

Sex kitten:
XXX Boyfriend XXX



My eyes became saucers.

You:


Really?


Sex Kitten:
I’m staking my claim.

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



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

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

I’d only spent four hours with her!

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

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

You:


Be there soon.




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Absolutely, my lady.” I joked.

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

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

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

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

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

No shit, was all I could think.

“The asshole landlord gave her marching orders.”

“He can’t just kick her out—”

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

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

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

“She wouldn’t blow him.”

“You mean she couldn’t pay her rent?”

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

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

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

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

“Hi, Anna.” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Because of your boyfriend?”

“Ex,” she nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready to go?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why wouldn’t it be okay?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FOURTEEN


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

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

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

“Okay… then I like them both?”

“That’s such a cop-out.”

“As long as it’s fizzy—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anna whimpered, squeezing my hand tighter.

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

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

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

She froze. “Say that again.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

You:


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




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

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



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

You:


She seems happy.


Sex Kitten:
Did you make her feel good?”

Sex Kitten:
Did you make her come?

You:


You want me to make Anna come?




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

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

Sex Kitten:
Fuck yes!

You:


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


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



“Fuck me.”

“What?”

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

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

“Why, who’s her father?”

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

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

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

“Gotcha.”

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



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

“Is Connie okay?”

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

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

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

Anna pointed, not taking the straw from her mouth.

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

The slurping stopped and her thighs snapped together.

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

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

“Sure.” My fingers clenched the steering wheel.

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

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

She whimpered, scrunching her fingers against my jeans.

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

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

“Uh...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You taste so good, Daddy.”

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

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

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

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

“Jesus, baby.”

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

“It was... you are incredible.”

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

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

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

“Hot,” I added.

“Really?”

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FIFTEEN


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

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

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

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

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

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

“Really?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She cried out.

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

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

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

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

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

I had places to be.

“You okay there, sweetheart?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER SIXTEEN


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Connie hugged her, and they giggled in excitement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please, Jack,” Connie pleaded.

“Please, Daddy,” Anna begged.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They whispered and giggled as I slipped from reality.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anna whimpered and lowered her pussy against my face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why are you—”

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

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

“Jack? Connie, what the fuck!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Kate, wait!”

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


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


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

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

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

“Yeah, I kinda got that bit.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked between the young beauties. “What?”

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

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

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

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

Connie turned to her bestie. “What?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Really?” Anna perked up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


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

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

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

Anna.

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

A playful giggle emanated from under the cover.

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

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

“Anna, what are you doing?” I teased.

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

“Well, I’m definitely awake now!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, roses!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER NINETEEN


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

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

If I believed it or not.

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

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

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

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

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

“Jack?”

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

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

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

“Would you like to come in?”

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

Good grief, she was fucking stunning!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Never. I was sad, not mad.”

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

“About being coy?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Katie, you don’t have to say that—”

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

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

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

“Katie, don’t cry—”

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

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

“...happy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Katie are you—”

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

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

I was stunned. “I-I don’t know.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well, I—”

Both our gazes snapped as the doorbell rang.


CHAPTER TWENTY


She looked at me like she was asking for permission.

“You want to answer that?”

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

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

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

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

“Busy with Jack?”

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

“Because you love him?”

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

“See. I know you’re in there, Jack!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hi Connie.” I grinned at her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Finally, my inner voice cheered.

“Connie should be punished.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That doesn’t seem like punishment—”

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

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

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

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

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

I turned to the blond bombshell with a massive grin.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck, shit. Katie, please!”

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

“What are you gonna do?”


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I... I’m not gonna answer that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So what will it be?”

“Fine,” Connie relented far too easily.

“So, where does that go?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wow, this was not how I envisioned this going.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘At last!’ my inner voice groaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

I was tempted to pinch myself.

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

I quickly text Anna back.

You:


Don’t worry, I’ll be there!




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You killed me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her brown scrunched. “You do?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sex Kitten? Really?”

“That was me!” Connie giggled.

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

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

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

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

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

Baby Girl:
Don’t forget me!



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

You:


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





CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


“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 TWENTY-THREE


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 TWENTY-FOUR


“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 TWENTY-FIVE


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.


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


The Saturday morning sun warmed my face as I slipped on a pair of shades. It was the perfect weather for a camping trip, though shorter than planned, as Connie and Anna couldn’t get the time off. But spending our first night together — all four of us — the weekend was probably enough to dip our toes into the water. Though I’d looked forward to it all week, I’d never been camping. I’d never been alone in the wilderness with three beauties who I’d grown to care deeply about. I was living with one, and the naughty little nineteen-year-old minx had her legs wrapped around my thighs, holding me in place while she shoved her hand down my shorts and felt for my cock.

“Anna,” I groaned as her thumb teased circles over the crown of my shaft. “We’re supposed to be loading up.” She was sitting on the edge of the truck’s bed, giggling mischievously.

“They’re not here yet. We have time!”

“Ugh,” I moaned as she rubbed me harder and faster. “What are you trying to do? Make me come in my pants or make me bend you over the truck and fuck you? We’re supposed to be ready when they get here!”

“I don’t know... I just like touching you, Daddy!”

“Don’t you daddy me.” We didn’t have time, and I had no intention of changing because she couldn’t keep her hand out of my pants. Ever since we slept together, she’d been all over me... I’d created a monster. I turned in her leggy grip and held her hands apart. “You have to get your things.” I placed a kiss on her pouty lips, and accidentally got sucked into a deep, mouth watering snog. “Bad girl. How about I let you play with daddy’s cock as much as you want... when we get there? If you get the supplies.”

She looked at me from under her lashes with an adorably dazed expression. Damn, being her daddy was fun. I still didn’t understand it completely, and I didn’t want to take the fun out by looking it up. When I treated her like my baby girl, it usually it made her horny or get a weird look in her eyes — like longing or something — like she had now, mixing with her dazed pout.

“Okay,” she breathed, the pout morphing to a dazzling grin.

“Good girl.” I released her, slapping her delicious tight denim-clad rear as she giggled past.

I wondered if actual fathers felt similar about their daughters... just without out the kissing and fantastic sex — that’s a thought I never imagined having.

I got back to work, loading up the truck — that I couldn’t help but now call Sally thanks to Connie. I had all the camping gear in. The big tent, the sleeping bags, and other home comforts. Who knew the month I was addicted to the shopping channel would come in so handy?

An obnoxious car horn tooted from the drive as a pink hatchback groaned to a halt. God, that thing was a death trap. “Good morning, ladies!” I grinned as Katie hopped out of the car wearing her trademark pleated miniskirt and tank top. She marched over to me with a strange walk that kept her legs together and planted a kiss on my lips.

“Can I use your bathroom? I’m gonna pee myself.”

I grinned at the raven-haired twenty-year-old goddess. Good grief, she was so out of my league it was unreal. “Kate, you don’t have to ask. My house is your house, remember?”

“Right! Thanks babe.” She gave me a quick peck and then waddled towards the porch. “Oh crap,” she squealed, speeding into a wobbly jog. “Don’t know if I’m gonna make it!”

I chuckled, watching the fabric of her tiny skirt sway, flashing me her silky red thong. Her hair flowed in shiny tresses, bouncing on her bare shoulders.

“Fuck you, Jack!” I turned to see Connie flop out of the pink monstrosity wearing an enormous pair of sunglasses. She was in full Connie mode, with her tight denim short-shorts and a bikini top. “Why are we meeting so early?”

I smirked, narrowing my eyes at the twenty-year-old blond bombshell. “Connie, it’s eleven am—”

“But I didn’t sleep, then when I did, the alarm went off and I had to get Kate...”

I held my arms out for the grumpy little princess. “Come here.”

Slowly, she zombie walked into my arms and snuggled. “Oh, fuck, you feel so good.” She sighed, leaning into me.

This was something I’d realized about Connie after our office hookup and chatting with Anna. For Connie, I’m her safe and happy place. I don’t know how that works or how the fuck I can be that for anyone, but like Anna, I was just trying to embrace it.

“It’s okay. You can snooze on the way.”

She stiffened in my arms. “No way. I’m driving!” Instantly, the mischievous spark thundered to life. “And,” she said, placing a forceful kiss to my lips. “I will not take no for an answer.”

I grinned, cupping her cheek. “Fine, but Sally’s not a shitty little hatchback—”

“Hey! How dare you say that about Matilda... Oh, fuck.” She took my hand in hers, examining the bite mark she’d left. “Did I do this?”

I narrowed my eyes. “Yeah. Remind me not to keep you quiet when I’m fucking you in the future.”

She pulled a face at me and then kissed the healing ring of teeth marks between my finger and thumb. “It’s kinda hot, though.” She gave me a lopsided grin. “I so want to do that again. I’ll have to bite you somewhere more sexy next time.”

“Maybe we’ll borrow one of Kate’s gags—”

“Sure, I’ve brought one with me. Made it in time, by the way.” Kate snuggled in on my other side. “No accidents from drinking too much water today, thank you very much tiny bladder... Oh, what did that?”

She snatched my hand from Connie.

“I... Eh,” Connie said, looking sheepish. “Got a little vocal and Jack kinda got in the way?”

“So you bit him?”

“It’s cool,” I said, pulling them both into a three-way hug. “We’ll just have to punish her for it.”

“What? No, Jack!” Connie stood back and planted her hands on her hips. She said ‘no’, but her thighs were squeezing together and her gaze had just narrowed. She tried to hide the look in her eyes with mock outrage, but I knew her well enough at this point. Connie, as much as she liked to pretend otherwise, was a little deviant.

“Oh, yeah... that will be so much fun!” Kattie giggled, clapping her hands. “I’ve got rope, a paddle and everything!”

“We can’t be friends anymore, Kate,” Connie huffed.

“Help!” Anna cried, wobbling from the porch, overloaded with boxes so high she couldn’t see where she was going.

We all trotted over and took a box each.

“Christ, Anna Banana, you know we’re only going for the weekend, right?” Connie put her box under her arm and slipped her sunglasses back on.

“I know. I got a little carried away. Jack has an amazing kitchen.”

“Does he know you’re using all his food?”

“Daddy, lets me have what I want,” Anna said like a spoiled brat and I knew I’d definitely turned her into a little monster.

“Oh, I wanna live with you!” Kate whined. “I’m so lonely and my place is such a shit hole.”

“I have room.” I took their boxes, sliding them into the truck. Anna had been up late cooking, sorting everything into little containers. I had to carry her to bed, so she didn’t fall asleep at the kitchen table.

“Don’t play with me, Jack,” Katie said, stepping close and placing her hands on my chest. “Don’t offer if you—”

“Kate, I have room. I’d love for you to join us, right Anna?”

“Yeah... wait, would that mean I wouldn’t get you to myself anymore?”

Fuck, she was adorable. “Of course you would.”

“Don’t be selfish Banana,” Connie laughed, sliding her hands into my pockets to find the keys.

Anna pouted. “Okay, fine.”

“Really?” Kate hopped on the spot, clapping her hands again. It made her generous breasts dance in her top.

“Yes — Ugh!” I groaned, my back slamming into the truck as Katie jumped at me, hooking her legs around my waist and latching her lips to mine.

“Such a drama queen,” Connie sighed, snagging my keys, rattling them in the air.

“Ohhh! Shotgun!” Anna cheered.

“Connie!” I yelled, detangling myself from the raven haired goddess... who would be moving in. I put that sudden development on the back-burner. “I need the keys to lock up!”

“Come get them, Jack!” She slid them into her shorts and grinned at me — daring.

I marched over to the saucy minx and slid my hands into her shorts with a mischievous grin of my own. Ignoring the keys, I pushing deeper until I found her little nub. I slid lower and... Christ, she was already soaked. I used Connie’s wayward pussy juice for lubrication, slicking a finger through her folds and rubbed her clit directly.

“Oh, fuck!” she gasped, crying out almost in pain, grabbing my arms.

“Ummm. Are these my keys?”

Her mouth dropped open, breathing in little O shaped gasps.

I rubbed her harder and her fists clenched. “Fuck, I’m sorry!” She grabbed my hand, stopping me. “Well played, Mr. Jackson.” She breathed in, catching her breath.

I snagged my keys and grinned at her, leaving her with a quick kiss, then set about locking up the house.

Ten minutes and a quick bathroom stop later, I returned to Sally to see the girls in their seats, bopping along to some sugary pop song blaring out of the stereo.

“You know where we’re going?” I asked, slipping into the backseat next to Katie.

“Moon Lake Valley, Right?”

“Really?” Ann leaned around her seat with a liquorish lace dangling from her lips.

“Uh, yeah?”

She squealed. “I’ve always wanted to go there!”

“How did you manage that, Jack?” Katie slid closer, placing her hand on my thigh.

“I Know the owner. I used to supply one of his businesses—”

“Woo!” Anna cheered as Connie started the engine and Sally purred to life.

I couldn’t watch as she pulled out of the drive and gunned it down the lane. I double checked my seatbelt.

Connie slipped her phone into the holder and used it as a sat-nav as she sang along with Anna to a hyperactive female singer complaining about how her love had scorned her. She didn’t sound unhappy about it.

In the back, I was acutely aware of Katie’s nearness. Her miniskirt barely covered her panties as she leaned against me. “Can I really move in?”

“Of course you can, Kate. Whenever you want. I have another room I can clear out for you, just like I did for Anna.”

“Are you sure? Like really sure?”

“Kate. Will you please move in with me?”

She grinned, leaned in to kiss me, then stopped. Her fingers slid to my groin and felt my growing hardness. “Thank you, Jack.” Her hazel gaze bore into my soul, and I realized how much it meant to Katie. I’d seen her place and I wouldn’t want to live there either.

Her grin became mischievous as she bit her lip and freed my cock from my shorts. “Kate,” I said, having been here before, the very first time I’d met her that rainy night. “You don’t have to blow me every time—”

“You don’t get it, Jack. I’m doing it because I want to. I love sucking your dick.”

“Suck him! Suck him! Suck him!” Anna and Connie chanted from the front as we drove down a secluded country lane.

I laughed, giving in as Kate wiggled out of her seatbelt and leaned over, taking my cock in hand, pumping. Then I groaned, slipping back to that first night as my shaft slipped into the silky wetness of Katie’s wonderful mouth.

Connie and Anna cheered as my eyes rolled, lifting my hips. Kate swallowed all of my length and was sucking like her life depended on it. She was the queen of blow jobs as far as I was concerned and instantly I had to fight not to come. It was incredible. I was so deep, and she was leaning over, contorting herself as much as the seatbelt would allow. “Oh, fuck, Kate,” I groaned, unable to control myself or to stop my hips from flexing up to meet her enthusiastic bobs.

She giggled around my shaft — the vibration sending a quivering chill down my spine. She slipped off with a pop and a tendril of saliva bridged us. “I want more,” she whispered. Then her seatbelt un-clicked and she was sliding into my lap.

I watched in stunned silence as she lifted her tiny belt of a skirt and pushed her silky red panties aside, pumping my slick cock in her slender fingers.

“Is this okay? You can tell me no, Jack. I wouldn’t be mad. I just want you.”

“I couldn’t tell you no, even if I tried.”

Connie and Anna had realized what we were doing and turned the music down. “I’ll shout if someone’s coming,” Connie said.

“So will Kate,” Anna sniggered.

With her fingers curled around my shaft, she guided me to her dripping entrance and slicked my crown through her folds. “I love your cock, Jack,” she mewed, rocking her hips against my length. “Almost as much as I love you.”

I tore my gaze away from the sight of my shaft pressing against Katie’s beautiful pussy, to stare into her pretty hazels. There was no deception or hubris in her eyes, just adoration and as much as I felt so much for her, it was still hard to believe someone like her would like me, let alone love me.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned, biting her lip as she sank down in a single, smooth movement.

My cock slicked inside her, enveloped in her warmth. I twisted my knees out and lifted my hips, pushing deeper. To feel more of her, more of that fantastic tightness between her thighs. “You feel incredible,” I groaned, supporting her hips as she curled over my shoulder and kissed my neck.

“Ditto,” she breathed into my ear, then started moving.

I was quickly lost in Katie. She rode me as hard and fast as she could. I lost all reason and released my seatbelt — praying Connie didn’t crash — and lifted Kate’s top to kneading her amazing breasts.

She was mewing and gasping into my ear as she bobbed in controlled, but ragged movements, trying to avoid hitting her head on the roof.

“Fuck me, Jack,” she panted. “I can’t...”

I took over, rolling us over onto the seat. There was just enough room, and she braced herself against the opposite door.

She moaned as I pushed back into her silky depths. “Fuck me, Jack. Make me come.”

I did what she asked, thrusting into her slick pussy, jack hammering her slit, rocking all over the place as Connie steered us down an old bumpy road. But I didn’t stop. Katie was looking up at me enraptured, breathing heavy. I could feel her pussy getting tighter.

“You’re gonna make me come so much when I’m living with you. We’ll get to fuck in your bed...” Her eyes bulged, almost as if the idea of having sex in the bed where we were first together pushed her over the edge. She took me with her and I rammed inside her, filling her with my release. “Fuck, yes!” she mewed, arching her back as she went stiff below me. Her pussy quivered, gripping and releasing me in pulsing waves, milking me. Our gazes locked in that moment and for a second, we were connected.

Then I collapsed on top of her in the rocky back seat. “Am I too heavy?” I asked, feeling like I was pressing down on her.

She grinned, her pussy twitching with an aftershock. “Heavy is good.”

We stayed like that for a while as the music slipped back to full volume, my cock slowly softening inside her. Neither one of us was willing to move until some time later, when Connie announced we had arrived.


CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


It was early afternoon when we pulled down the dirt road into the exclusive preserve. After I’d double checked the reservation on my phone. We drove around for a while until we found the hidden markers and then pulled to a stop all gawking out the windows.

“Oh, wow... it’s so pretty,” Anna said around another strip of liquorish. Katie slid over me to look out my side at the massive lake.

“And this is all ours?” Connie asked in disbelief.

“The reservation map says we have section five... and it’s half a mile wide.”

“You did good, Jack.” Katie said, kissing my cheek.

I resisted the urge to preen like a peacock at their praise. I wasn’t gonna tell them exactly how long I’d searched online for the perfect camping spot that wasn’t just some place in the woods. Somewhere beautiful that would give us some privacy. Being the hero to my three girls as they made oohs and ahhs out the windows felt too good to spoil.

“Shall we?” I said, holding Kate as she sat on my lap.

“It feels almost wrong to step out of the car,” Connie said. “It’s like... untouched by man.”

“But not woman,” Anna said, slipping out her door. The sounds and smells of nature filled the cab and I inhaled the clean, sweet tasting air. That may have been Katie’s shampoo, but I like to pretend.

“Anna!” Connie giggled. “Well, guess we have no choice. It’s spoiled now.”

We all piled out of the truck and walked through the wilderness. The long section of dirt road that lead us here ended in a dense forest with a cutout for vehicles. An obvious area for camping, with a toilet and facility building hidden amongst the ferns. But the rest? Untamed nature. The killer feature was the massive lake. I remember when we got the contract to ship stuff for one of Jerome’s constructions and he told me about this place. He really didn’t do it justice. No wonder it costs so much to stay here. Though the other sections have cabins and he was happy to offload this one to me for the weekend at a discounted rate. Guess rich business types don’t like to take their mistresses camping without a log cabin to fuck in?

Katie interlocking her fingers in mine, pulled me from my snobbery and I breathed. If it were just the two of us, it would have been amazing. But there was also Connie and Anna and that make it incredible... borderline unbelievable.

Connie raced off after Anna in her heeled sandals as I walked with Kate under the thick, almost tropical leaves of the canopy above. “So, when do you want to move in?” More so than Anna, this felt like a big step in our relationship. One that normally would have friends telling you it was too soon, but it felt so right.

“Uh, I’m paid until the end of the month, but to be honest,” she squeezed my hand. “I’d rather just get out of there. I don’t exactly feel safe, you know?”

“Sure.” I placed my arm around her shoulders and pulled her against me. “Just say the word. I’ll start clearing space when we get back.”

Katie leaned into me and... wow. I really could see myself marrying her... and Anna... and Connie. Fuck.

“That would be amazing—”

“Come see this!” Anna called out from the top of a slope. We followed the sound of giggles to find her and Connie staring out at the crystal lake.

“Wow.” The view was breathtaking. They all gathered around me and we hugged, staring out at the clear water, the sunlight shimmering on the surface and the clear blue sky. Kate’s breasts pressed against me on one side, Connie’s on the other and Anna stood in front, mischievously feeling behind her for my cock.

“I feel like I’m gonna cry,” Kate said.

“I know.” Connie squeezed us all tighter.

“All together with that view... and Daddy’s cock.”

“Anna,” I groaned as she stroked my shaft through my shorts.

“What did you do to her, Jack? She used to be so innocent?”

“I ask myself the same question,” I said, and we all laughed. I needed to get out of the city more often. We stood there for a minute until Anna’s tummy growled.

“I need some cookies.” She pulled herself from our grasp and turned to us with her bright eyes. “I made enough for everyone!”

“Cookies sound good,” Kate said, and we all followed Anna back to the truck and set about setting up the tent.

I’d practiced a few times in the week while Anna was at work, so I could pretend I knew what I was doing. It was massive like a small house and it didn’t take as long as I feared, munching on Anna’s cookies — which were amazing — hand fed to me by the Cookie Monster herself.

Cookies became snacks and other things until we had eaten our way through several of Anna’s boxes of goodies. After a few hours, I sat in one of the fold-out chairs as the sun dipped below the tree line, casting a dancing ripple across the lake in the distance. Anna sat on my lap as Katie and Connie lounged on a blanket surrounded by empty containers. A gentle breeze rustled the trees and the sound of crickets getting it on (or whatever crickets do) surrounded us.

“You are an amazing cook,” I said, pulling Anna closer. “You should open your own place. Call it Anna’s Naughty Niceties.”

She scoffed. “I wish. I’ve been saving, but do you know how much that would cost?”

“So that’s what you need money for?”

She nodded.

“I’d shop there,” Katie said, lounging on her back.

“Yeah, me too.” Connie wiggled out of her shorts, revealing her thong bikini, delighting in give me a magnificent view of her ass.

The cogs started turning in my mind. “Like how much?”

“A lot. I’ve been too scared to look. I did once... it made me sad.”

“I have money from when I sold the business. It’s not a bottomless well. Maybe it would be wise to invest some of it into a tasty enterprise?”

She turned in my lap. “Really?”

I nodded. “No promises, but we will look into it, yeah?”

“Oh my gosh, I would seriously love that.”

“I have a question?” Kate said, sitting up.

“You want to put your hand up too?” Connie sniggered under her oversized sunglasses.

“Shut up. This is about you. Why did you call him Mr. Jackson? Jack’s not Jackson Jackson, right? Please?”

I burst out laughing. “No, it is not.”

Connie huffed. “Because!”

My chuckle became a cackle. “Then I would be Jack Jack.” I don’t know why, but that had me in stitches, both me and Anna.

“Because, what?” Katie said, kicking Connie’s leg.

“Ugh! Because I needed him at work and had to pretend to be professional... and I didn’t know what it was. Jackson’s a last name... shut up!” she huffed.

“Jack jack!” Anna taunted her and then giggled to herself.

“For the record, it’s Smith.”

“Oh. I’d be Katie Smith... I like that... You know,” she said, blushing. “If we...” She hid under her long, dark, silky tresses.

“I thought Connie was going to get punished?” Anna said, grinning.

“Okay, I’m not friends with you either!” Connie bemoaned, but her legs snapped together.

“It’s up to you, Connie. If you don’t want to be bent over and paddled—” I started.

“And rewarded after,” Katie added. “By all of us...”

“No... I want that, I do. I don’t know the fuck why I do...” Connie trailed off into a whisper.

“Because secretly you’re a slut!” Katie giggled, standing.

Connie gasped.

“A kinky slut!” Anna joined Katie, slipping off my lap.

“No, that’s unfair,” I said. “She’s just a naughty little deviant who needs a good spanking.”

“Jack!” Connie screeched. She sat up and glared daggers at me, but they didn’t reach her silky lips — they were curving up at the corners.

“Did you bring what I asked?” Kate said, whispering to Connie and Anna.

They nodded, and Kate spun around, surveying the area. “Jack, there is some rope in my toy bag. It’s the red one in the truck. Can you hang some from that branch?” She pointed to a thick overhang a few feet from where I was sitting.

“Okay.” I grinned wide, excitement building at more playtime with Connie and Katie’s toys. I’d never paddled someone before, but my dick was hard just thinking about it.

Connie slinked to her feet and marched over to where I was sitting. She slipped onto my lap, briefly giving me a fantastic view of her cleavage before placing her hands on my shoulders. “You’d better fucking make me come,” she said, being even more sweary than usual. “I let you do this to me... you promise me?”

“Connie,” I said in my ‘you’re being silly’ voice, “What makes you think I don’t want that? I promise we will make you come, maybe more than once. I know you love this shit. I also know it scares you a little, and that’s okay. If you want us to stop, just say, or click your fingers?”

A weird expression washed over her face, settling in her eyes. “H-how do you... Never mind. Thank you, Jack... Jack.”

I slapped her mischievous bottom as she burst into giggles, sliding off my lap and vanishing under the tent flap.


CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


“Jack Jack... Ugh! Never gonna live that down,” I mumbled to myself as I headed back to the truck. Katie’s bag was where she said it would be, and she could have easily have said ‘the bag with handcuff sticker’.

I really had to ask Kate how deep she was into this stuff. She had a dedicated toy bag, after all.

I had to stifle a giggle when I peered in and saw the handcuffs, the ball-gag, the rope, the paddle, and the massive floppy dildo. Damn, Kate came prepared.

I took the toy bag and placed it on the fold-out chair, then set about hanging the rope from the overhead branch. I assumed Kate wanted to tie Connie to it, and I wondered what kinds of things went through my sweet Katie’s mind when she came up with this stuff.

After a few attempts, I threw it over and secure it, passing the end through a loop. Just as I finished, the flap to the tent whipped open and Katie slipped out with a massive grin.

I gulped. She was wearing black stockings, held up by a garter belt and an under-bust corset. Apart from a pair of high heels, that was it. Her fantastic breasts hung perky and free. My dick made a break for it and tried to escape from my shorts. “Holy fuck!”

Katie giggled. “I’m glad you approve, my lord,” she tittered, bowing. Her hair was tied up into a long ponytail that slipped over her shoulder.

I wanted to march over and suck her fantastic nipples. They were pebbled and begging to be licked, but I didn’t know what kind of game Kate was playing, so I adjusted my cock instead, soaking the amazing visage before me.

“Perhaps, my lord, if it would please you. Illumination?”

I was dumbstruck. “What?”

“Put the lights on, dummy,” she whispered. “It’s getting dark… and play along.”

I grinned. I didn’t know what this was or what Kate had planned, but I was so on board. I loved our last play session, and this promised to be bigger. Besides, Katie could just stand there looking like that and I’d be a happy camper.

I snapped out of the mesmerizing spell her corseted tits had placed over me and quickly scurried about setting up the free-standing lights I’d positioned around the area and plugged them into the outside socket of the utility building. Thank you shopping channel addiction.

“And remove your clothes, my lord,” Katie said without a hint of irony, playing the role perfectly.

“Have you done this before?” I asked, slipping my tee over my head. Thankfully, the evening air was still warm.

Her eyes flared. “No!” she hiss-whispered and Anna giggled behind her. “Just... always wanted to?” She said to herself.

I slipped out of my shorts as I slipped into character. “There,” I said, opening my arms wide in a grandiose gesture as my cock bobbed, hard and proud. “Is this to your liking, my lady?”

Kate tittered, moving away from the tent and out into the open air. Her pussy glistened in the lamplight, matching the moist head of my shaft.

“Bring out the accused!” she said, standing next to me.

“You look incredible,” I whispered.

“No one’s gonna come out here, right?”

“No way. You need a permit just to enter and there’s a fine for leaving your zone. I was assured of privacy. Celebrities and such come here.”

“Great,” she said, rubbing her hands together as Connie stumbled out of the tent. Her hair was bound in a similar ponytail but she wasn’t wearing a corset, but simple white cotton underwear and matching bra. Her hands were held behind her back by Anna, who was dressed like Katie, grinning like a loon. Her petite breasts looked adorable in the corset and made her already slim waist look tiny.

“Oh, some ones been a naughty girl.” I grinned at this whole thing. God, they were awesome. My mind reeled, wondering if role-play was something I’d have to look forward to in the future?

“Kneel,” Anna said in a serious voice, pushing Connie down with a hand on her back.

“No, it’s dirty.”

A loud slap echoed around the clearing as Anna slapped her bottom. “Get down, filth!” Then had to cover her mouth as she broke out into hysterics. “Oh, wow. This is fun!”

“Connie, the slutty,” Kate said, holding her hands behind her back, pushing her perfect breasts out. “You have been accused of biting our precious lord, Jack... Jack.” She winced, a grin straining across her face as she tried not to laugh. “What, say you?” she giggled.

“Not guilty!”

“Connie!” Anna whined, slapping her rear again.

“Fine! Orgasms, Jack. Lots and lots of orgasms.” She dropped to her knees and wailed. “Oh, forgive me, mighty lord for my wayward actions. Be grateful it wasn’t your cock!”

“I don’t think she’s remorseful.” I said, shaking my head.

“Your punishment... this time, is ten strikes of the paddle,” Kate said, then quickly wobbled over to the bag of toys in her high, steeply angled heels.

“And,” I added. “If you are gracious with your punishment, you may be rewarded. For I am a benevolent lord.”

Anna sighed. “You’re all so good at this.”

Connie grinned at me from her kneeling position. “Orgasms, Jack. Orgasms.”

“Silence, slut!” Anna said, bopping Connie on the head, then giggled again.

“Hey, not so hard, Banana!”

“On your feet, prisoner!” Kate said, holding the handcuffs. She held out the paddle for me and took hold of Connie’s arms as she stood.

“You’re kinkier than you let on, Kay. We all see it.” Connie looked over her shoulder as Kate locked the shiny metal cuffs on her wrists.

“Says the girl who’s positively dripping at the thought of Jack spanking her!”

“Yeah? Well...”

“Ladies, don’t make me spank all of you!” I said, slapping my palm with the paddle. It had a black handle with a red rubber curved surface like a ping-pong racket.

Anna sniggered.

“That means you too, Baby Girl.”

“But!”

“Enough stalling. I want my vengeance on this strumpet’s rear.”

Kate bent Connie over, binding the handcuffs to the rope. “I’ll make sure she’s not too noisy, if it pleases you, my lord?”

“Isn’t that what the gag is for?” I asked, taking position behind Connie’s vulnerable rear. Katie was right, Connie was soaked.

Kate shrugged. “This is more fun.”

I rubbed Connie’s panty covered rear with the paddle. “I don’t think we should spare her by leaving her rear covered.”

“Tear them off. She doesn’t deserve clothes.”

“Really?” I whispered.

“Old and cheap,” Kate whispered.

“Tear, them, off!” Anna cheered.

“Oh, fuck,” Connie moaned, as I exploited a tear in the waistband and ripped. Her body shuddered, arms bound and bent over. I peeled the simple fabric from her sopping pussy, tearing along another nick, and pulled them clear. I tossed them under so she could see them sitting in the tightly compacted dirt of the camping area.

“Oh, that’s hot.” Anna breathed.

“yep.” Katie nodded.

I rubbed the paddle against her rear again, then pulled back for an exploratory strike—

“Wait!” Kate said. “I almost forgot." She quickly scurried into the tent and back, holding a tiny dildo... no, not a dildo. A butt plug. It was made of silver metal, coated in something that made it glisten with a ruby gem on the end. “Ta-da!” she said, holding it up in front of Connie.

"Kay!" Connie warned.

"Come on, Connie," Katie pleaded. "You promised Jack!"

Was this going where I thought it was?

"Don't worry, I know what I'm doing—"

"Oh, you do?" Anna asked, asking what I wanted to ask.

Kate bit her lip. "Well, not that. But I love these." She waved the plug around and I had the image of the little gem decorating Kate's backside and my cock throbbed.

"See," Connie hissed. "Just as kinky!"

"Yes or no, Connie?" I asked. I wanted to make sure she was on board with this and we weren’t pushing her too far.

Connie shuffled on her heels, spreading her legs. "Okay," she said from under the hang of her blond ponytail. Her breathy voice betrayed just how much she wanted it. "I promised you my ass, oh mighty lord Jack Jack... Take my anal virginity. If it hurts, Kate. We’ll be having words."

"A little uncomfortable is part of the fun," Kate said, as I stepped aside. Connie clenched her pussy and I could see how truly wet and open she was. She was more turned on than she would admit.

Kate rubbed some lube from a tiny bottle on the pretty little star of Connie’s asshole and held the plug against it. Slowly, she pushed.


CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


Anna gasped, moving next to me to watch as Connie’s muscles stretched around the bulbous plug and then slip inside—

"Oh, fuck!" Connie wailed, shuddering.

"See. It's good, right?" Kate asked, pumping the plug a few times.

"It's fucking weird... but..."

"Yeah, she loves it." I pulled Anna in for a kiss, letting my fingers trail down to her adorable little slit. She gasped into my mouth as I slid my fingers through her folds and found her clit pebbled and throbbing.

"Hey!" Katie slapped my arm. "Focus."

"More, Daddy," Anna mewed, holding on.

"Anna!" Connie shrieked. "I don't know how long I can do this!"

"Fine." Anna pouted. She let go, but didn't go far.

"Right, where were we? Oh, yes. Punishing this wayward strumpet. Are you ready for your punishment, Connie?" I slapped the paddle against my palm.

"Just do it, you sexy fucker!" Connie mewed, wiggling her ass at me.

"You've been a bad girl," Kate said, kneeling before her, taking her head by the chin and lifting. I had to step to the side to get a better view as Katie kissed Connie fully on the lips.

My cock twitched.

Now I knew how she was going to keep Connie quiet and... fuck me, that was hot.

"What do I do?" Anna asked, wide eyed at the pouty kiss shared by the girls.

I grinned. "You can count."

I moved back behind Connie and spanked her bottom with the paddle. I didn't hit her hard, but the resounding slap echoed around the lake and made her mew into Katie's mouth.

"One!" Anna shouted with a giggle.

I slapped her perfect globes four times in quick succession. Anna Counted as Connie's moans grew louder, mirroring the growing rosy tone of her tanned glutes.

It was startling, but I realized I enjoyed spanking Connie. Maybe I was getting my own back. But maybe, just maybe, I could see the appeal of this kinky stuff. Lord knows those corsets were messing with my mind.

"OW! Fuck..." Connie moaned.

"Should I stop? We're only halfway." I rubbed the paddle over the reddened skin, praying she'd say no.

"No!" Anna cheered, slapping Connie’s bottom. That didn't count.

"Mmmmm," Connie moaned.

"No," Kate said, sounding out of breath from their kiss. "She's loving it. Maybe give her a little reward to sweeten the pot?"

I chuckled at Anna's pout. My Baby Girl had a vindictive streak, or maybe she just enjoyed seeing Connie on the receiving end of the paddle. I swapped hands and ran my fingers through Connie's twitching pussy. It was soaked, dripping down her thighs. "Damn, Con, you're drenched," I teased, giving her light touches around her clit before pushing two fingers inside her slick heat.

A loud moan was muffled as Kate shoved Connie’s face to the valley of her plump breasts. "Repent, sinner!" Katie cackled, before slipping into a moan. Connie had taken one of her nipples in her mouth.

"Anna, tease her clit while I finish her punishment."

"But she's not supposed to enjoy it, though."

"Baby Girl, she's very much enjoying it. It's just for fun." I kissed Anna's forehead, enamored with her child-like wonder.

"Oh." She made an adorable 'O' expression and then grinned, bending over and snaking a hand around Connie's leg to reach her clit.

Connie screamed, and I smirked. I think Anna still wanted to punish her, but like I always say. No such thing as too much pleasure.

I spanked her delicious rear five more times, alternating, adding an extra one just so it was even — nobody was really counting. Connie least of all, as on the last strike she exploded, dropping to her knees. Her arms stretched up behind her as she writhed into Katie's lap, moaning. Thankfully, Kate tied the rope in a way that let it give when pulled, almost as if she expected Connie to collapse.

"That's it, Con. Enjoy it," Kate said, stroking Connie's hair as she twitched through her climax.

Anna grabbed my hand and placed it against her pussy and whispered, "more, Daddy."

I fingered her sweet little pussy while Connie crumpled in the slack rope. The little gem of the butt plug moved in and out like a float bobbing on the water. It was mesmerizing, showing how Connie's muscles contracted with aftershocks while I strummed Anna's clit.

"Fuck… that was… so fucking good," Connie gasped a minute later. Katie untied the rope but left her hands cuffed, letting her rest her head on her kneeling thigh.

"More, Daddy," Anna breathed, clutching my shoulders tighter. "More—"

"Wait, Jack. I wanna do it. I've never made Anna come," Katie said. She pushed Connie onto her knees and scooted onto her bottom.

Anna's eyes bolted open. "With good reason!"

"Come on Anna. Let me lick you while Jack fucks me."

We both turned to Kate. Connie was right. Katie was way more kinky than I thought.

"Please! I want us to do stuff together, to each other. It's only when we’re with Jack."

"We won’t if it makes you uncomfortable," I said to Anna, brushing a clump of her silky auburn locks behind her ear. "We're just making each other feel good. It doesn't have to mean anything. You're still my Baby Girl, okay?"

"Okay, Daddy." Damn, she was adorable.

Kate dropped onto her back with her knees bent next to Connie.

"I can help... if you free me?" Connie said, kneeling and bound, wearing just the dirty cotton bra.

"No. That's part of your punishment for being a biter. You can lick my clit unless… They're hurting?"

"No, it's cool,” she said a little too eagerly.

Kate squealed as Anna sat on her head and pushed her pussy against her mouth. "Come on Kay, I was so close!"

My cock was leaking like a dripping tap as I kneeled in the dirt between Katie’s legs. Her pussy had flowered open, shining invitingly in the lamplight. "Enjoying yourself, Naughty Girl?" I asked Connie as she shimmied into position where she could reach Kate's clit.

She tittered. "I should bite you more often."

I lined myself at Katie's entrance and pushed the head of my cock between her silky, sopping lips. "Only if I get to spank you."

"Fair." She poked her tongue out and licked Katie's fleshy little bud.

I pushed deep into Katie's depths and her warmth eagerly swallowed me as moans rang out into the clearing. Anna rode Kate's face. Kate's groans were muffled by Anna's pussy and Connie whimpered, staring wide eyed, up close and personal as I pistoned into Katie's heat. She halfheartedly licked Kate's throbbing little nub as she watched her entrance flex with every push in and out of my shaft.

The whole thing was incredible, beyond anything I imagined when the thought of us all being together first entered my mind.

Anna began panting, riding Kate's face, and I had a moment of appreciation for Katie's dedication. My Baby Girl was riding her hard, but still she held Anna's thighs and continued to push her closer to her release, despite her own growing tightness.

Connie lazily lapped at Kate's clit as I picked up the pace, holding her legs splayed, thrusting deep inside her. Her silky depths gripped me with every push and I was rapidly spiraling towards my climax.

"This is obscene," Connie breathed, wiggling her hips, rubbing her thighs together. She would play with herself if her hands weren't bound, and I guess that's why Kate didn't unlock her.

Anna screamed, flopping forward. Her body convulsed and Katie gasped in a large breath, then mewed as I fucked her faster, harder, chasing my building climax.

"Oh, fuck, this is torture," Connie moaned, laying her lead on Kate's tummy.

"Good!" Kate cried out, lifting her hips, arching her back, almost tossing Connie off.

Fuck. The sight of Connie bound. Anna's glistening pussy as she kneeled forward, twitching and Katie's slick heat gripping me as she convulsed, moaning, flooding her channel. It was enough to make me come, and I roared, gritting my teeth as I pushed home, gripping Kate's thighs.

I splashed her insides for the second time that day, pumping my hips as she flopped down and everyone just kind of collapsed.

We lay there in the dusty dirt, breathing, laughing, recovering.

We existed inside a ring of light, surrounded by the dark shadows of the tree line and the moon shimmering across the lake. It was a debortuous paradise in its own special way.

"This is not what I thought camping was like," I said, dusting myself off and collecting a bottle of water from the cooler.

"No, it's better," Anna said, taking a swig from my bottle.

I poured some water into Connie's mouth and some dribbled down her lips and into her bra. "I don't think you need this," I said, handing the bottle to Kate. I unclasped her bra and snapped the aged straps, tossing the garment aside, freeing her impressive mounds.

Connie huffed, but her eyes drooped as I cupped her fantastic breasts, thumbing her hard nipples, giving her a teasing lick. I left her, mouth dropped open and needy, and sat in the fold-out chair for a breather. One I didn't get as Anna pounced upon me, straddling my cock.

"Is it my turn now?" She giggled, gripping my half hard shaft between her thighs.

"Sure, Baby Girl." Thankfully, I didn't need too long between releases to recharge, but I doubted I'd have enough cum in me to satisfy all of their insatiable appetites. She pumped me until I was hard, devouring me with her hazels, and then rose on her knees before sinking down. Her tight little pussy squeezed me inside her, gripping before relaxing as she wiggled her hips.

"Yeah, fuck," I said. I don't know why, my brain was a little fried, and I'd started spouting gibberish as the auburn hottie bounced on my cock wearing only her stocking, suspenders and the fabulous corset that let her little breasts bounce hypnotically.

She tried to kiss me, but couldn't keep her lips steady as she rode me hard, like she did Kate and again, I thought, we'd woken something inside Anna, a needy little monster hungry for more.

"Yes, Daddy!" she cried, "yes!... Yes!... Yes!..." Then she came in record time, gripping the back of my neck and twitching through her release. I didn't think I was going to come, but the way her tight channel pulsed around me, pushed me over the edge and I dropped my head back with a moan, spurting inside her.

"Wow," Anna sighed, resting her head on my shoulder. "I need that every day."

I spied over her shoulder that Kate and Connie had risen and Kate was wiping the dust and dirt from Connie, then guided her into the tent.

"Come on Banana! Let me wipe you over." Kate returned, holding a cloth out. "It's getting chilly, so we're taking this inside."

Anna slipped off my lap and vacated my dripping cock with a "thank you, Daddy."

I snagged a wipe and cleaned myself before joining them inside the tent.


CHAPTER THIRTY


I'd entered another world. The tent was spacious, probably meant for a family — I just remember it was on sale and irresistible to my shopping obsessed mind. But the girls had draped colored fabric around the interior, giving it a cozy, sexy vibe.

Light spilled in from two plastic windows, joining the light from an overhead lantern.

The other main sight that greeted me was Connie's backside as she kneeled, bent over on the padded mat. The little gem of the butt plug taunted me, glittering in the low light.

Anna and Kate were positioned on either side like sexy gatekeepers, both grinning up a storm.

"Evening ladies," I quipped. "Fancy meeting you here." This was not like any camping trip I ever imagined, and we were here for only one night. I couldn't imagine what kind of debauchery Katie and Connie would come up with if we were here, or anywhere longer.

"Kneel, Jack." Kate shuffled forward.

I chuckled at her serious tone. "What happened to 'my lord'?"

"On your knees, Daddy!" Anna said, slipping into the forceful, spoiled little monster we'd created.

"Okay." I held up my hands and kneeled. Connie pushed me back onto my butt and I tumbled onto my back, head poking out the tent door. "What the hell—" My question faded as Katie and Anna pounced on me, both licking up my shaft. "Ohh."

They giggled in unison, hands everywhere, scrunching their nails against my thighs, hands cupping my balls, fingers splayed on my abs. Katie slid my shaft into her mouth and sucked, pulling off with a pop. Anna did the same, just not as deep, and then they took turns in sucking me off, licking my shaft, my sac, pushing me right to the edge. The second I fisted my fingers, they pulled off.

"Naughty, Daddy," Anna giggled, licking her lips.

"Connie's been such a good girl. She deserves your cum, wouldn't you agree, Jack?" Kate wiped her lips and sucked on her fingers.

"Uh, yeah, sure," I said, brain fogged with the proximity of my teased climax. My dick was so hard and throbbing I could feel my heartbeat in my groin.

"No one can stop until we've all come," Kate said, shuffling on her knees to kneel beside Connie.

"What do I do?" Anna asked, shuffling towards Katie.

"You, Banana," Kate said, escorting her in front of Connie, "Get the honor of Connie making you come... And she doesn't get to if you don't"

Anna giggled, clapping her hands. "Be gentle, Con," she said, sitting in front of Connie's bound and bent form, spreading her legs.

"I got you, hon." Connie shifted on her knees, spreading her thighs as she leaned down to Anna's apex.

"Jack, I think you know what to do."

I rubbed my mitts together. I always thought Connie was kidding about giving up her back door. Never in a million years did I imagine claiming that specific hole in such a fashion. "And what will you be doing?" I asked Kate.

"Me?" A grin spread across her luscious lips as she pulled the big black dildo from the bag. "I'll be helping you give Connie all those orgasms she's been demanding."

"Fuck yeah!" Connie groaned.

Kate reached around and toyed with the gem protruding from Connie's rear, before gently pulling out and pumping the plug a few times, fucking her ass with the plastic jewel.

Connie moaned into Anna's thigh as the plug pulled clear, revealing her pulsing asshole.

"Here," Kate said, squeezing some lube from the tiny bottle onto my shaft. I growled as she pumped my cock, slick with lube, then poured some on Connie's ass, then the dildo.

I grinned at her. God, she was awesome... and prepared.

"You ready, Connie?" I said, rubbing my slick shaft against her bottom as Kate pressed the girthy dildo against her pussy.

"I feel like I've been ready for fucking hours! My arms are aching."

"Then we'd better get started," I said with a grunt, pushing into her asshole. It was so slippy with lube I easily slid past her ring of muscle, eliciting a moan from the blond bombshell.

"Fuck.... Fuuuuuck!" She wailed as Kate pushed the toy inside her until she was full and I was as deep as I could go. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," Connie chanted. Her thighs trembled, straining to not face plant Anna's slit as she adjusted. "Um... fuck, ugh... move Jack, god, fuck, fuck me. Fucking fuck me!"

Anna cried out, and I shared a glance with Kate before I took hold of Connie's hips and pulled back before thrusting inside. Her ass was hotter than her pussy and so damn tight, but so good. This was a first for me and I didn't dare tell them that. Within a few seconds, I'd acclimatized and was fucking her hard, slamming my pelvis against her punished bottom, sending loud slapping sounds around the tent.

Anna was mewing. Connie had placed her head on her thigh — hands fisted in the cuffs on her back — tonguing her clit, while Anna touched herself in desperation.

Kate pumped the toy in Connie's dripping pussy and I realized Kate wasn't getting any attention.

Everybody had to come.

I contorted an arm down between Katie’s thighs and felt for her clit. I just about reached and managed to strum it. She was just as soaked and quickly her cries joined the others. It was a symphony of moans and cussed as I hammered Connie's tight backside. Anna was the first to come. She made a gasped sound, snapping her thighs shut and rolling away and I had to grab hold of the bound Connie to keep her in position for her ass fucking.

"Oh, ohhh," Anna moaned, curled in a ball, twitching, and I chuckled at Connie's eagerness to make sure we had no reason to not let her come.

Now she wasn't focusing on Anna, Connie became more vocal, "Fuck, Jack!. Oh, fuck. You're in my ass," she wailed. I tried to keep up the pace, but it was like patting your head while rubbing your tummy — something I was never very good at — pleasuring both Kate and Connie simultaneously. "So full, so fucking full."

Suddenly the dildo popped free as Katie mewed, falling away from my hand, sucking in a breath.

Two down, one to go. "Come on Connie. How have you not come yet?"

"I have!" she cried. "I didn't want you to know," she gasped. It explained the constant muscle twitches clamping down on my cock. I slipped my now free hand around to her clit and started rubbing her magic button.

I was almost out of steam and on the verge of coming and I needed Connie to come — properly — before or at least as I came.

"Oh, shit, Jack, no. No. Oh, fuck me. Shit, fuck me."

I pushed past the pain barrier of my aching limbs and thundered my hips. Strummed her nub like the greatest guitar solo. Sweat poured off me, my teeth grit. I think I was actually growling, urging her to fucking come—

"Fuuuuuuck," she ground out in a guttural wail, like the sounds were escaping not said.

Thank God! I slammed home deep inside her asshole and unleashed whatever I had left, clamping my fingers around her delicious hips. She screamed bloody murder, and I almost wished we'd gagged her, but it was gratifying knowing how hard I could get her off.

She shook for a solid minute before I pulled out with a satisfying squelch of lube and cum and dropped back onto my haunches — totally spent. We both just collapsed.

"Connie got fucked in the ass!" Anna cheered. She and Kate burst out laughing and I couldn't help joining in. I couldn't believe we'd done that and the weight of the exertion quickly caught up with me.

I remember Kate unlocking a delirious Connie, then cleaning my cock with a damp cloth. Then all of us snuggled together in the center of the tent, dozing off completely contented.
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We woke up late the next morning, sore and tired. We devoured whatever was left of Anna's munchies, took a dip in the lake — because it felt wrong not to — and then had to pack up the tent. The girls had work the following day, and I had a room to clear out.

As I drove us away from the camp, I reflected on how incredible a night we'd had and what the future looked like. Would I open a bakery or cafe with Anna? How would things be with Kate once she moved in? Would Connie finally tell me who her parents were?

I glanced at my girls as they dozed. Anna sat up front, snoring quietly under her auburn mop, and Kate and Connie were entwined in the back, looking like a couple of contented, sleeping angels.

As we made our way down that death-trap of a dirt road, I grinned. I grinned so fucking hard at how my life had turned around completely.

Now I had three amazing women in my life and finally a use for that empty house, that massive couch, and I couldn't wait to fill it with the sound of giggles, laughter and moans.


CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just be careful, okay?”

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

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


CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She scoffed. “You’re not weird.”

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

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

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

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

“Of course. How could I not?”

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

You:


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




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

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

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

“But we had so many!”

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

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

“No, we will just have to buy more!”

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

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

Sex Kitten:
Dress smart. XxX



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

You:


Ok, can’t wait! Xx




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But I want to be first!”

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

“Oh, I remember.”

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

“Why does that sound so ominous?”

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

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


CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Leon!” Connie huffed.

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

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

“I’m sorry,” Connie whispered. “He means well.”

I continued to hold her hand. “Nah, I like him. He clearly thinks the world of you.”

She sighs. “Yeah. My mum used to bring me here when I was little. Leon was just a waiter back then. But then dad... Well, we stopped coming here, but I didn’t.”

“Okay,” I said, changing the subject to get the brightness back in her eyes. “Why did the woman during my very official office visit call you Bridgeport, when everyone else calls you Chambers?”

She chuckled. “Noticed that, did you?”

I smiled. “Nothing gets past detective Jack Jack,” I joked.

Her eyes flashed with amusement before she answered. “It’s not a big deal. I don’t enjoy living under the Bridgeport shadow—”

“Bridgeport... As in Senator Bridgeport?” I can’t believe I didn’t realize where I’d heard that name before.

She grit her teeth. “The same. Senator, business tycoon, and overprotective father.”

“Ah. Why didn’t you tell me I was dating a senator’s daughter? I would have been better prepared—”

“Because you shouldn’t have to be prepared. It’s why I didn’t tell you. I’m surprised you didn’t look me up or something. Kate must have said something.”

I raised a brow when a shoeless foot pressed against my leg under the table. “She did, but I didn’t want to know. I resisted looking into you. I wanted you to trust me enough to tell me.”

Her foot slipped between my thighs and toed my cock. She looked briefly taken aback before she quickly recovered. “Oh. I do, you know, trust you. I just, for once, didn’t want this to be about my father.”

I squeezed her hand as she pressed her foot almost painfully against my cock. “It’s not. What’s on the menu that a guy that mainly enjoys burgers and fries would like?”

She smiled, the radiance returning to her beautiful face. “You’re so fucking awesome. Burgers and fries, actually. This place may look fancy, but not everyone wants fancy shit. Armeno’s burgers are pretty great.”

“God, that feels so wrong. Getting dressed up and going to a fancy restaurant, only to eat burgers and fries.”

She smiled her megawatt grin. “If Banana was here, it’s what she’d have.”

“I bet... and a cherry pepsi.”

We laughed, and then I groaned as she stroked my cock with her nimble toes. Up and down she rubbed my growing hardness, sliding my length partially between her big and smaller toes. “Constance?” I said, for the first time as a playful warning.

“Yes, Jackson?” She acted all innocent.

“What are you doing?”

“About to order,” she said with a teasing smile as Leon returned.

“Please forgive the delay. We are quite busy tonight,” he said, placing a menu in front of each of us. “Can I get you a drink? That fruit-juice concoction you are so fond of?”

I glanced around. The place was virtually empty.

“Yes, please. Jack?”

“Any type of cola you have,” I said, smirking as an image of a horrified Anna sneaked into my mind. “I’m driving.”

“Very good,” he said with a smile, and left.

I tore my gaze from the blond bombshell to look at the menu, and sure enough, there was a whole burger section. Actually, the menu on the whole wasn’t as elaborate as I was expecting. I chuckled. “Is this a fancy version of a diner?”

She giggled, using her foot to play with my manhood again. “Kinda.”

Our drinks arrived in fancy glasses, and we ordered. Connie had a chicken thing, and I had to try the burger.

She continued to toy with my cock through the entire meal. The burger was fantastic, and we chatted about everything and nothing. I kept her father out of the conversation, focusing on the pool shenanigans that morning, Kate moving in and Anna’s dreams of her own cafe-bakery thing. We shared an ice cream dessert and before I knew it, she was in my arms as we said our goodbyes to Leon. Connie put the meal on her business account — she insisted — and I held her tight as we strolled back to the roadster.


CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE


I would have to answer carefully how fantastic my evening was when Anna asked. As much as my evening with my baby girl was special, this was on another level. I actually felt respected for a change and the way Connie wanted to show me off was something I never knew I craved.

That thought was slammed out of me as the blond bombshell pushed me against the car and locked her lips on mine. Her fingers went straight to my cock as her breasts fell naturally into my hands.

“If Armeno’s was the kinda place where you could take me over the table...” she panted, kissing me with a fury that had slowly simmered throughout dinner.

“There are places like that?” I gasped as Connie kissed down my jaw, pumping my shaft through my pants.

“Oh, my sweet, innocent Jackson,” she cooed. “Make this a date to remember. Take me home and fuck me… before I make you fuck me against Tiffany.”

I raised a brow through the ragged need she was throwing in my direction. “Tiffany?”

She clutched my jacket lapels and pulled me in for another savage kiss. Her pupils were massive as she pulled off, leaving me as a puddle on the parking lot. “She looks like a Tiff to me. Home, now!”

She scooted around Tiffany on her skyscraper heels as I pulled myself together and unlocked the doors.

“Jack!” she screeched, feeling for my cock before I’d even got my seatbelt on. “Go before you make me sit on your lap.”

“Jesus Christ, Connie!” Tiff purred to life, and I pulled to a stop at the exit. “Where the fuck do you live? I can’t think with you clawing at my cock!”

“I don’t think we’re gonna make it anyway,” she said, shoving her head against my crotch, unzipping my fly. “Go right.”

“Ugh,” I grunted as she pulled half my cock out and sucked on the crown. I was sheathed in her wet mouth — silky lips pressed and slid up and down my length. Need fired through my bloodstream and I floored it. I had a vague idea where her apartment was and it took every ounce of self-control to focus on the road and not the mass of curly blond hair bobbing in my lap.

“Put your seatbelt on, Connie.” I slurred the words, letting a hand slip from the wheel to fist her hair.

“Can’t,” she moaned, mouth full of my cock.

We weren’t gonna make it back to her place, that was for sure. My cock was getting painfully hard, bent half out of my suit pants, and Connie was ragged, like something had switched inside her. I could have told her to stop, but I didn’t have the willpower. Who would?

I turned off towards the winding country roads that headed to my place, remembering the perfect spot.

Connie was mewing, sucking on my length, hand between her thighs as we pulled into a small outcropping with a couple of picnic tables and a magnificent view of the city. It was dark, empty, and a known place to park.

I tilted my seat back so I could free my cock fully, and sighed with relief... then gasped as Connie went to town, sucking me with such force she made me growl. My ape came grunting back, thumping his chest. “Stop. Out!” I said in a stern voice. I had to give her what she needed, what she couldn’t ask for, and what I was now desperate to give her.

I opened my door and slipped from her grasp, leaving her openmouthed and staring at me — leaning over my seat. “Out. Bend over the hood, Connie. Now.” I practically growled the command, and she whimpered. She climbed out on wobbly legs, dress already hiked around her waist, showing me her sexy lace panties in the ambient from the interior light.

“Please, Jack. Please,” she begged, kissing me, and I tasted my desire on her lips.

“You’re a bad girl, Constance Chambers.” I spun her around and slammed her down over the roadster’s hood.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, spreading her legs. “I love you like this. Fuck, I love you, Jack, fuck me.”

“I should spank you, teach you a lesson in control.” I gave her thonged rear a couple of swats that had her stretching out over the hood like a cat.

“Oh, fuck. I love the way you tease me. God, I love it when you spank me, because I’m bad. Have I been a bad?”

“Yes.” I spanked her cheeks hard and fast until they became rosy in the cool evening air. If she spread her legs any wider, she would have slipped off the hood. She moaned deeply, gutturally, fighting the little yelps from her spanking. I cupped her lace covered pussy. The delicate fabric was absolutely sopping. “Have you learned to control yourself?”

“Mmmm. Noooo,” she groaned and then gasped when I spanked her pussy.

I slapped the delicious mound twice more, and she cried out, “Fuck, Jack, fuck!”

I grinned, loving seeing that side of my grumpy, naughty princess. Kate said that would work on her. “Legs together, you naughty girl... unless you don’t want to get fucked and we can just—”

Her heels snapped together, forcing her to bend over more, pushing her ass out, instead of virtually laying on the hood. What I could see of her rosy ass was fantastic and now I knew for sure what she was after when she pushed and teased me. I had my suspicions, but... I was going to have to get her a special paddle from Kate.

“Look at this red bottom. Such a bad girl.” I rubbed her warm globes of flesh. Her skin was perfect, and I just wanted to bite her.

“Oh, fuck, Jack!” Her body shivered at my touch as I trailed fingers up her inner thighs, curved under the delicious mounds of her ass to her side, hooking fingers in the waistband of her lace thong. “Please,” she mewed, “I can’t wait any longer. I need you inside me.”

“Patience. You’re so needy.” My desire to take my time with her was at war with the fact we were in a public place — even if it was seldom visited by anyone other than horny teenagers.

“I can’t. Can’t take much more,” she cried.

I pulled her panties down in one swift motion, leaving them pulled taut mid thigh. “God, your pussy is so wet, Connie.” I placed the flat of my palm against her dripping slit and gave her a few gentle slaps, more like taps — just like Kate had said. Connie’s thighs quivered as her pussy clenched. She moaned, so I kept spanking her. The sound of wet slaps filled the quiet night air, then a loud groan as I shifted to my knees and shoved my face against her thighs.

I lapped up her wetness, tasting her salty, musky desire that was pure Connie. I clutched her legs to keep her still and licked from her mons up to the cute pucker of her bottom.

“God, fuck! Fuck, you’re a sexy asshole!” she cussed and moaned as I licked her, sliding my tongue through her folds, pushing into her entrance between her silky outer lips. “Ohhhhhh,” she moaned, twitching as I licked rings around her needy clit, giving her teasing flicks and then—

“OH, FUCK!” she screamed as I sucked that engorged little nub long and hard. Connie shuddered, banging her fist on the hood, writhing, anchored at the waist to the bumper.

I licked her through the aftershocks, grinning like a horny idiot as I retrieved my cock and gave the dripping shaft a few customary pumps.

“God, I love you Jack... So fucking good. Ohhh, so good,” Connie cussed and mumbled to herself as I stood and ran the head of my cock through her throbbing folds. Instantly she arched her back, pushing her ass out — the needy little minx. One orgasm was never enough for her.

“Do you deserve this, after how bad you’ve been?” I taunted her, slicking my cock with her abundant juices.

“Yes!” she cried shamelessly. “So fucking much. I deserve your cock so fucking much!”

I gave it to her. Pushing deep inside her in one hard thrust, stretching her around my iron girth. She went stiff with a gasp. “Is this what you want, Connie?”

She gasp-whispered, “Fuck… Yeah.” I had to stifle a chuckle. Connie was officially as needy as Anna. Her channel wasn’t as tight, but it was just as much a hot, silky paradise, squeezing my shaft with fist-like clenches.

My fear of getting caught in public came thundering back, forcing me into action, and I hammered into her slick, wet heat with wild abandon. It was so fucking good. Every thrust inside her sent zings of pleasure from the tip of my shaft directly to the pleasure centers of my brain.

I couldn’t believe I was fucking this blond goddess over the hood of my car in a picnic spot. I could glance over my shoulder and see the bright lights of the city if I wanted, but I couldn’t take my eyes from the shimmering gold dress, wrapped around the fantastic body of… My spectacular, foul-mouthed, twenty-year-old girlfriend.

One of three incredible women I had the privilege of not only knowing intimately, but sharing a bond with.

It was a dream, right? I was going to wake up sad and alone on my couch any minute, wasn’t I?

“Harder, Jack! Fuck! Harder!”

Connie snapped me from the abyss of pleasure I was sinking into. “So needy,” I chuckled, picking up the pace and slammed into her with more force, thumping her against the hood, crushing her between man and machine.

“Yes! Fuck, yes!”

I was on the edge, so close to coming, frantically fucking her, raggedly attempting to hold out, but it was almost impossible with what I was seeing, what I was feeling slicking and gripping my cock.

Thank god then, that in the next moment, Connie screamed a string of expletives, her body constricting in waves like a dance as she came in spectacular fashion.

Her pussy fluttered and gripped my cock, pulling me along with her into a climax that had me roaring into her with a hard thrust. I erupted inside the blond bombshell, painting her channel with my release — clutching her hips white-knuckled.

Connie panted as I blanked out for a second, then collapsed against her back and my cock slipped from her in a mixed rush of cum.

“Jesus,” she said, sucking in a breath.

I pulled the clumps of her hair from her shoulder and kissed what might be rapidly becoming a favorite part of Connie and Anna — that space between her collarbone, neck, shoulder and back. She whimpered quietly, breathlessly as I nibbled her, sucking a little too hard, leaving a mark.

“Good date?” I whispered into her ear.

She rolled under me, pulling me down into a kiss and my deflating cock pressing against her smooth, cum-soaked mound. She gazed up at me with the look of pure contentment. “The best.”

I kissed her nose. “I guess I should get you home?”

“Can we stay a few minutes? I like it here, with you.”

“Sure.” I kissed her forehead before cleaning us up with some wipes I kept in the car. We made ourselves presentable and sat on the sweaty hood, watching the stars, limbs entwined. It was the perfect date, and I knew in that moment, I never wanted to let her go.


CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX


I thought I’d achieved my goal in life when I basically retired early. Had a nice house, stupid hobbies to fill my time and complete freedom to do what I wanted. Sure, that helped and I wouldn’t be sprawled in a nice big, comfy bed without that drive in my early years. But now I’ve realized I was aiming low.

Three reasons: Katie, Anna, and Connie.

Three incredible beauties, that for reasons only known to the universe, love me.

Even now, they filled my dreams. Anna’s giggles and Kate’s hushed whispers. Except I wasn’t dreaming.

Sun beamed in through open drapes as I squinted my eyes open and then arched my back. “Jesus Christ!” I bellowed as teeth slid up my very erect cock, gently biting the crown.

Anna giggled. Then my shaft was encased in a silky warmth.

I tore the cover away to find two naughty young women crouching between my spread thighs — one with her mouth completely over my cock.

“Morning, Daddy!” Anna cooed as Kate pulled off my shaft with another bite, sending a shiver up my spine. Then Anna, the nineteen-year-old minx, leaned down and kissed the base of my shaft, using her tongue to lick a sensitive spot above my sack.

“Fuck!”

Kate slid off my crown with a salacious pop. “Good morning,” she purred. “Can’t believe I get to wake you up like this now.” She giggled to herself before sliding her lips over my shaft, hollowing her cheeks, moaning like she was sucking on the sweetest lollipop.

Within seconds she was bobbing her head, sucking and pumping, her silky hair caressing my skin, while Anna licked and teased wherever she could reach. My baby girl’s fingers splayed against my thigh, scrunching as she kissed and nibbled.

“I can’t believe I get woken up like thiiiiiisss,” my disbelief plunged into a pained groan as Kate sucked my entire length into her hungry mouth. My hand shot to her head and held her there, while Anna giggled against my sack.

Fuck, I was in heaven. A pulse of pleasure fluttered through my groin and I had to fight the urge to push deeper.

Kate poked out her tongue and licked the same patch of sensitive skin Anna was kissing and I was done.

My stomach muscles crunched, bending me in half as I erupted into her mouth, fisting her hair and the sheet both, groaning through a surge of climatic release.

Kate somehow managed to not gag and hold her breath until I could let her go. Then the raven-haired beauty slowly sucked up my shaft, devouring all of my spend, gasping in a breath only when she’d kissed the tip.

“Jesus Christ, Kate.” My head flopped back on the pillow as I breathed hard — seeing stars.

I could feel Anna’s pout as she complained, “You never leave me any.” Another set of smaller lips covered my shaft, sucking hard.

“Because he tastes so good. Don’t worry Banana, Jack has enough to keep us well fed, right Jack?”

Anna giggled. “Feed me daddy!”

“Jesus,” I moaned, as an aftershock gave Anna a sample of what she was after.

“More!” She licked the crown of my shaft, poking the tip of her tongue into the slit.

“You might have to wait a minute. He has to recharge, you know. It’s like reloading a gun... only one bullet in the chamber?” Kate giggled to herself as she slithered over my body.

“How long? Is it quicker if I keep doing this?”

I groaned as the needy monster sucked my cock while playing with my balls. “Ugh, maybe?”

Kate hitched her leg over and straddled my body, rubbing her dripping pussy against my abs. “Are you awake enough now?”

“Dunno,” I grunted as Anna went to town on my shaft. “I thought you had work today?”

“Yeah, here’s the thing,” Kate said, wiggling her way up my chest — dragging her pussy the entire way. “Stella’s retiring, so I don’t know how much longer I’m going to work there. I’m gonna miss working with her.” She had a twinkle in her eyes, and I knew what was coming. “Maybe you can distract me?”

“Sure,” I grunted as Anna pumped my now re-hardened shaft in her petite fingers. “What kind of boyfriend would I be if I didn’t?”

Kate leaned down, draping me in her silky locks. “A terrible one,” she whispered a second before her perfect lips pressed against mine. The kiss was soft and sensual, pouty and full. My life force was being drained right out of my body by two goddesses, sucking on my soul.

She broke the kiss, staring down at me with her pretty hazel eyes, fluttering under dark lashes. “I need more.” Her hips wiggled, grinding herself against me, spreading her liquid desire over my chest. My hands reached for her breasts, feeling their weight, their perfect fullness as she kissed me more. It made me harder than Anna sucking on my length. “I feel so needy when I’m with you.” She dragged her tight, soaked pussy higher, wiggle-walking until she was straddling my head, hovering her lower lips an inch from my mouth.

“Whatever you need,” I said, leaning up and kissing the small triangle of fuzz covering her mons. I inhaled, breathing in Katie, her intoxicating scent, her need, her perfection.

The moment was broken as a tight, wet sensation enraptured my cock, squeezing the sloppy shaft in a warm heat.

“This is better,” Anna giggled, resting her shins on my calves as she slowly sheathed herself on my cock.

“You two are gonna be the death of me,” I moaned as Anna’s tightness reached the base and I was seated inside her fully.

Kate leaned down as I thumbed her pebbled nipples. “But it would be a glorious death.” She licked my ear before repositioning her sex over my face and pressed down.

Her wetness covered my lips, her taste invaded my tongue, and I was lost. Instinct took over. I pinched her nipples — I could just reach — as she ground against me. I sucked and licked, lapping at her abundant juices. Quickly, she was writhing above me, grinding her juicy pussy against my face. Anna was no better. She was doing circles with her hips, letting her tight pussy adjust before slowly lifting.

I squeezed Kate’s perfect mounds, kneading them as I licked her, huffing her glorious scent as I inhaled ragged breaths. I pushed my tongue inside her, licking around her entrance, probing as deep as I could. She writhed harder, pushing her pussy so hard against me I could hardly breathe. But I didn’t stop, only suffocation would. She was right, it would be a glorious death.

I giggled to myself — probably from being light-headed — as I licked her clit, gulping air through my nose where I could.

She shuddered above me. “Fuck, yes! Just like that!”

Anna was panting behind her, thumping against my pelvis as the sexy little monster bounced herself over my cock, riding me hard.

How the fuck would I be able to function if that was how they’d greet every morning? The thought of Connie joining them — waking up every morning to a foursome with three needy, demanding beauties... seemed exhausting.

I chuckled against Kate’s clit — the vibration making her moan — at the thought that waking up in such a manner was a problem.

“Oh, oh, oh,” Anna mewed, scrunching her nails into my abs.

“Yes! Yes!” Kate cried, fucking my face as I licked her clit.

“Fuck,” I tried to say as I built to another release, but it was muffled by Kate’s pussy.

Then, as if we were all in sync, we came. First Anna wobbled against my thighs, gasping as her tight channel became a vise around my shaft. Pleasure bloomed in my groin, spreading outward, shooting out my cock, spraying deep inside Anna’s quivering pussy.

In my flash of ecstasy, I sucked on Kate’s clit and she screamed, flushing my chin in her release. I gurgled a breath as she ground herself against me, pussy convulsing right in front of me. It was a thing of beauty. The whole thing was a wonderful, messy start to the day.

We all collapsed into a heap of sticky genitals and sweaty limbs, snuggling up together in the beam of light that flooded in through the window.

“Good morning to you, too,” I chuckled.


CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN


After letting the girls shower — I didn’t dare join them or we’d end up back in bed — I was scoffing down an incredible breakfast courtesy of Anna’s amazing cooking. She sat across from me at the dining table, chin resting on her hands — her bare shoulder taunting me through the wide neck in her off-the-shoulder tee — waiting in anticipation.

“Well?”

“Well, what?” I teased.

“Is it good?”

I made a face like I wasn’t sure. She pouted. “It’s... incredible. Easily one of the best things I’ve tasted.”

She giggled, clapping her hands. “I tried a new recipe.”

“Kate, come try this!” I held out one of the chocolate muffins as Katie sashayed in, wearing a tight pair of yoga pants and an even tighter tee that emphasized her gorgeous breasts.

“Ohh, those look yummy.” She took the item of chocolaty perfection and sat at the table, nibbling the tiniest amount. “Mmmm. Good job Banana.” She ate the muffin slowly, peeking her pretty eyes over the sprinkles, gnawing on it like a hamster.

I smiled at her as I took a big bite, chewing it with big, exaggerated jaw movements.

Her eyes fluttered as she hid behind the muffin, seducing me with her gaze. God, how did she make that sexy?

“So, is it good enough?” Anna asked, sliding into my lap.

“Absolutely. But we’d need someone who knows how to make coffee and such, right?” I pulled her close so her butt nestled against my re-hardening cock. The saucy minx wiggled her ass, pressing against me as we both turned to Kate.

“Yeah,” Anna sighed. “I’ve only ever baked. They wouldn’t let me near the coffee machine. I burned myself the one time I tried.”

“And neither will I. Besides, you’ll be too busy keeping up with demand.”

“I can do it?” Kate said, licking a dribble of chocolate sauce that was trying to escape from her muffin.

“Really?” Anna said, wonder returning to her voice.

“I’ve done it before.” Kate sighed. “The hot coffee shop girl. That’s what they would call me. Tried to get my number every goddamn day. But if you need me, I can do it...” She looked up at me from under her lashes. “If you’re there to keep the slobbering hounds off me?”

I chuckled, reaching out a hand and leaving it upturned in the middle of the table. She grinned and placed it in mine, and I squeezed. “I will slobber all over you, so they know not to even bother!”

“Ew!” Anna giggled. “As long as you stay out of the kitchen with that slobber.”

I attacked her shoulder, nibbling and blowing raspberries. She squirmed, laughing, trying to get out of my grip as I tickled her.

“Stop! No, Daddy! Ugh, the slobber!” I held her tight until her limbs stopped flailing.

Kate smiled, the happiness so clear on her perfect, pretty face. “So, can we actually do this? Get a place, get the permits and all the stuff needed. You can afford this, Jack? Invest in a cafe or bakery, or whatever’s rattling around in Banana’s head?”

I looked Kate in the eyes as I squeezed the sexy monster in my lap. “Yes. I made some calls, got some help from a few contacts. There are a couple of potential locations in town. They checked the idea over, ran the numbers for me. As long as we get custom, and I have confidence in that with Anna’s yummy baking and the hot girl serving coffee…” I winked at her, to let her know I was joking. “Then we should be good. Hell, we might even turn a profit.”

Kate tittered. “Good, because I was really not looking forward to finding another job when my past employment was an adult entertainment store.”

“Oh, you mean a sex shop?” I joked.

“See!” she said, exaggerated with her hand.

“So I get to have my place?” Anna asked, almost holding her breath, twisting to look up at me.

“It’s gonna take work, but yeah, Anna’s Naughty Niceties is officially on the table.”

“Wohooo!” Anna cheered, twisting in my lap fully so she was straddling me in her tight jeans. “Thank you, Daddy!”

Her lips locked to mine as her fingers clasped the back of my neck. The needy little monster ground herself against the hardness in my pants.

“Nope,” Kate said, turning Anna’s head, tearing her lips from mine. “Can’t let you distract him. We have to talk about the date, remember?”

“Oh,” Anna pouted.

“Date?” I asked — lips puffy from Anna’s onslaught.

“Yeah.” Kate pulled Anna from my lap and they sat on the opposite side of the table. “When you had your date with Connie, you said we could have one.”

“Did I?” The actual date with Connie kinda overwrote everything else that happened that day.

“You did!” Anna whined.

“So, to make it fair, as Anna had a kinda date, and now Connie, it’s my turn, except...” Kate bit her lip and blushed.

“Except what?” I couldn’t resist the other muffin teasing me from the plate and scooped it up, moaning as I nibbled.

Kate gulped. “I want to do something with all four of us... Something… Somewhere I’ve always wanted to go,” she added.

“Okay?” I said, swallowing more chocolaty deliciousness. Why was she being so coy?

Kate took another breath, like she was afraid to ask. “I want to go to Condor.” She bit her lip again, chewing furiously.

Anna giggled.

“Never heard of it. Is that a place, a restaurant, what?”

Anna giggled again. “See, not everyone knows about the kinky stuff like you and Con, Kay.” She elbowed Katie with a righteous grin.

I narrowed my eyes at the raven haired beauty. “Kinky stuff?” I said with a smirk.

Kate’s cheeks flushed red. “You’ve really never heard of it?”

I grinned. “Nope, but if the color of your face is any sign, I really want to know about it now.”

“Oh, god.” I feared for Kate’s pretty lips with the way she was chewing on it. “Okay. Um, It’s a club—”

“A kinky club!” Anna blurted.

“I’ve always wanted to go. Connie went there once for work when they were pulling out all the stops to woo a big client. But I’ve never been allowed, neither of us, even though she still has the membership.”

“Not allowed? Why?”

Anna giggled again, finding whatever she already knew hysterical.

“Um, we didn’t have a master,” she said quickly under her breath.

“What? What kind of club is this?” Now I was more than intrigued.

“Nothing, forget it. It doesn’t matter.” Kate got up from the table and turned before I could snag her arm.

“Don’t be silly.” I pulled her into my lap and wrapped my arms under her breasts, ignoring the mouthful of silky hair as I nuzzled her shoulder from behind. “It’s clearly important. Have I ever said no? Have I ever told you your needs didn’t matter? That what you wanted wasn’t important?”

“No,” she breathed, snuggling in against me.

“Well, then. Why would this be any different?”

“It’s embarrassing!”

“You work in a sex shop!”

She huffed. “It’s an adult entertainment store! Used to. Now I’m a sexy coffee girl... will be.”

“Just explain it to me. Whatever it is. If it’s what you want to do, we will do it. As long as it’s not illegal. It’s not illegal, right?”

“No!”

Anna giggled again, finishing Kate’s muffin.

“Okay then. So what’s a master? Is it like a dungeon master?”

“Um, no. That’s the game thing, right? It’s more like our owner?”

“Come again?”

“Ugh! How are you so adorably naïve about this stuff?”

I squeezed her tight. “Hey, I’d spanked no one until Connie. I’m new to this. Doesn’t mean I don’t want to or won’t get it. Just explain it to me.”

Kate relaxed, slumping against me. Her delicious ass molded around the growing tent in my pants. “Okay.” She took a breath. “Don’t laugh.”

“I won’t laugh.” I said into her ear, breathing in her lavender scent.

“I make no such promise,” Anna tittered.

“Okay,” Kate finally started. “Condor is an exclusive club. You can only go there as a master or as a master’s submissive.”

Anna cackled, scooping up the empty plates.

“Okay,” I said, trying to picture that in my mind. “But what do you actually do?”

Kate wiggled her Lycra covered ass, pushing her butt deeper against my tent. “Whatever you want.”

“And you’ve wanted to go there for a while?”

“Well, I was always intrigued, but I’ve wanted to go there with you since we punished Connie together. Now seemed like a good time. It’s somewhere we can all be together in public as a foursome. No judgment.”

“I’m in.”

“Really?”

“Sure. If it’s what you want to do and if Connie can get us in, then let’s do it.”

Kate twisted in my lap and kissed me with her luscious lips. Her eyes closed, and she lost herself for a minute… until Anna, clanking dishes into the washer, pulled her from my lips.

I grinned at her. “But what does one wear to such a place?”

She grinned back. “You? Just a sexy suit. You are our rich, virile owner. The kind of man that has three beautiful young women fawning over him.”

I chuckled. It sounded like something out of a porno. “I like the sound of that. What will you be wearing?”

She kissed me. “You’ll have to wait and see.” She giggled, clapping her hands. “I’m gonna get ready.”

“Now? when are we going?”

She tittered. “Tonight. But I need to call Con, sort out my outfit, wash my hair. It takes time, Jack.” She left me with a lingering kiss and I watched her fabulous ass jiggle as she trotted from the kitchen.

I sat back and took a breath. “Here we go again.”


CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT


Hours later, I stood in front of the full-length mirror in my bedroom, buttoning up a dark red silk shirt. I fished out a pair of gold cufflinks and was wrestling them into place when I noticed Katie watching me from the doorway.

“Holy fuck.” I had to pick my jaw up off the floor. She was wearing a tight corset — with a bust this time — that squeezed her waist and pushed out her already amazing breasts. That stopped just before a pleated black leather miniskirt. Thigh high stocking decorated her perfect legs, disappearing into knee-high boots. She had her hair up in a ponytail that cascaded over her shoulder in waves. Her eyes were dark and her lips sparkled red.

My cock was hard in an instant as I gazed over every inch of her — not daring to have the audacity to blink.

She tittered. “You look hot... Master.” She held out a black leather collar and a golden chained in her hands.

I just stood there like an idiot, unable to speak, to move or think. I could feel a chemical reaction happening in my brain. I was fighting the sudden urge to fuck this beautiful creature, to claim her in the most primitive way.

“Jack?”

I snapped out of it. “Sorry,” I laughed. “It’s just you look...”

“I know. I was watching you for a minute before you noticed me and...” She rubbed her thighs together, biting her lip. “But I’m here, presenting myself.” She held out the collar again.

“Connie was right, wasn’t she?” I said, closing the distance. “You’re just as kinky?”

She bit her lip as I took the strip of black leather from her manicured fingers. Her nail polish matched her lips, glistening metallic flecks in the lights. “Not in the same way as Con, I think? I’ve just had no one to explore it with.”

“Until now?” I said, feeling the thick leather in my fingers. It had a golden loop in the middle that I assumed was for the clasp at the end of the golden chain. She nodded, holding her silky locks aside. I placed the collar against her neck, wrapping it around her long, lithe throat, fastening it at the back. “Are you mine now, Katie?”

She sucked in a breath. “Yes,” she whispered.

I snapped the clasp into the loop on her collar, wrapped the chain around my fist and pulled her close, planting my lips against her deep red pillows. “Good,” I said, pulling away, leaving her looking pouty and a little dazed. “But what am I going to do with you at this club, my Katie?”

Her mouth was dropped open, eyes becoming glassy. “Anything… you… want,” she gasped, her lips a fraction from mine.

I stared into her beautiful hazels. “Not sure I like the idea of other guys ogling what’s mine.” I almost growled, slipping into the role a little, letting the alpha out. I licked her bottom lip, tasting cherries.

She breathed in slowly before she whispered, “They can look, but they can’t touch.”

I slid my free hand around her tiny waist — eyes locked to hers — drifting down over the leathery pleats and cupped her ass. I pulled, pressing her apex against the iron bar in my suit pants.

She gasped. “Fuck, Jack. You’re too good at this.” It came out sounding needy, breathy and so very sexy.

I looked at her seriously. “I don’t know if I can make it to this club, Kate. It’s taking every drop of self discipline to not bend you over the bed and fuck you right here and now.”

She bit her lip. That just made her harder to resist. “I know.” She looked genuinely pained. “I’ve been horny all day. You in that suit, me wearing this,” she tittered, “I feel like I’m gonna combust.”

We stared at each other, lost in the pure sexual energy that fizzed between us. Bodies both demanding each other — hormones flying in a war for supremacy.

Our walls were crumbling, the barrier unable to contain our desire. Our lips drifted closer and closer — almost touching in a kiss that would have me tearing her clothes off and fucking her against the nearest wall—

Beep... Beep... Beep.

It took a second for my brain to register what I was hearing. The kitchen smoke alarm. “Anna.” We said in unison. With one last look of longing, we untangled our limbs. I released the chain and bounded out of the bedroom.

I slid into a haze, coughing and waving my hand in front of my face. “Anna!” Steam was rising from a pan in the sink and my baby girl was frantically flapping a magazine toward the noisy alarm freaking out on the ceiling.

“I’m sorry!” She cried over the din.

I grabbed the mag, so she didn’t smack me with it, and reached up to press the silence button. I knew it well, considering how often my terrible cooking set it off.

The incessant beeping stopped, and Anna grinned at me with a zany look in her big brown eyes. “I’m sorry,” she cried, clearing the smoke with the mag. “I tried to squeeze in some practice. I was worried about my cooking derailing our plans. Then I got distracted. This is really sexy to wear.”

It was then, as the air cleared, I got a good look at the little minx. She was wearing a latex minidress that hugged her trim body to perfection. The material stretched across her upper thighs, restricting her movements to tiny steps in a pair of black high heels. Her glossy auburn hair draped down her back like a waterfall, bobbing as she flapped about.

I took the mag from her hands and placed it on the table. “Anna.” I pulled her in close — she fit perfectly against me — and just held her. “You look sexy, and I don’t blame you for getting distracted.” I pinched her chin, drawing her gave upwards to mine. “You are an amazing cook. You have nothing to fear, okay?”

The crazed look in her eyes softened. “Thanks, Daddy... You look sexy too.”

I chuckled. “Thank you, Baby Girl.”

As she snuggled in against me, I realized how I loved each of them — my three amazing girlfriends — in such unique ways. This one, the naughty little monster, I could just squeeze her and never let go. She’d probably fight me on that and did when the front door chimed.

She wiggled from my arms. “I’ll get it!” she said, hobbling out of the kitchen at a comically slow pace.

She made it to the doorway when Kate let Connie in. “Wow, you look hot, Con.”

I quickly checked the kitchen was safe to leave after hurricane Anna, then Connie waltzed in. Her stiletto heels clicked on the kitchen floor and I definitely felt like I was dreaming.

Connie’s blond ponytail swung behind her in stark contrast to the black leather she was wearing.

“Did you all go shopping together?” I asked, stunned.

She stopped her march towards me and struck a pose, slanting her hips and placing a hand on her thigh. “Kate got us a discount. You like?” She was beaming a massive, saucy grin at me.

“Fuck, Connie. You all look incredible. I feel underdressed.”

She scoffed. “Nah.” She resumed her click-clack march towards me, sliding her arms around my neck when she arrived. “You look amazing. You’ll fit right in. This isn’t a BDSM club, despite all the leather.”

And what leather it was. My hands slid over her hips, feeling the cut of her bodysuit. It was like a swimsuit, except made of tight black leather. The hem arched high over her hips and dipped low at the bust. It even had a zipper that started just below her bellybutton and vanished somewhere between her thighs. A short leather jacket covered her shoulders, but I knew they would be exposed except for a couple of straps. Lace tipped stocking poked out of a pair of thigh-high boot — that were so tight they created that sexy ring of flesh that stuck out directly above. Is there a name for that? There should be. To cap it off, she was already wearing a collar, just like Katie.

“No? Then what is it?”

“It’s a magical place where...”

I narrowed my eyes at her.

“Okay, fine. It’s a kinky sex club where we can have fun together.”

Her eyes sparkled as she kissed me. She tasted of strawberries, and this one I just wanted to devour. “I like the sound of that.”

She grinned her mischievous look. “Oh, you do, do you?”

“Anna, don’t forget your collar,” Kate said somewhere as Connie sighed into my lips, holding me tighter.

“Do I have to?” I could see her pout, even though my eyes were full of the blond bombshell.

“Yes!” Kate hissed. “Tonight you’re daddy’s girl more than ever.”

“Oh. Gimmie!”

Connie and I chuckled, parting to watch Kate put Anna’s collar on that appropriately had the words ‘daddy’s girl’ in sparkling letters across the front.

This was all too much. They were too much. I knew I’d be operating at half intelligence for the rest of the evening, because most of the blood that should have been going to my brain had been redirected to my cock.

I took a step back to just absorb the delights before me. They all huddled together in a pose.

“This is gonna be fun,” Kate squealed. I took my jack from the back of a dining chair and whipped it on, sorting out my cuffs.

Connie purred. “We’re going to be good girls for you tonight, Jack.”

“So good, Daddy!” Anna giggled.

“Can we just go? I’ve got rubber undies on and it’s getting messy down there.”

They all tittered and laughed as they headed for the door. I locked up behind us, Connie holding out her hand for the keys. “Is it hidden?” I placed Tiff’s keys in her palm. I was really hoping for another ‘hidden in plain sight’ type deal I’d driven past countless times, but never knew it was there.

“Sort of.” Her heels tinked on the paving as they all scooted inside the roadster.

Kate held the door for me and I shimmied past her, kissing her delicious lips before dropping in beside Anna. Kate slipped in on my other side and I put my arms around them both, holding them tight.

Kate squirmed in her seat and I didn’t doubt how wet she probably was under her pleated leather skirt.

Connie started the engine and pulled away, driving carefully around her shitty pink hatchback, and then floored it down the lane.


CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE


We’d made it into the city with only some kissing and minor petting as Anna and Kate grabbed and groped me in the back seat. Connie was on task, pulling into a simple looking, members-only club. There was no entrance, just a glossy, illuminated white sign high on a black-windowed, circular building. It was flashy — in design, not that it was flashing — showing no hint of what kind of club was inside.

The entrance was in the underground parking, where Connie swiped a card and entered the number of guests she had with her on a computer screen before the parking gate would even open.

Once it clattered up, she drove deeper, pulling to a stop under a florescent ceiling light. “It’s been a year since I came here. Thankfully, I got a lifetime membership from the deal.”

“So, were you someone’s plaything during this deal?” I asked, waiting for Kate and Anna to get out.

“Umm, sort of. I just stood around in a cat suit and looked pretty, bigging up the idiot while he had his fun. That’s when I got a taste for this. Didn’t realize how badly... until you.”

I laughed, climbing out and straightening my jacket. “You can’t blame me for your deviancy.” I slapped her partially leather covered ass, enjoying the slight wobble as she trotted out of reach.

“Okay, gather round,” Kate said, holding gold chains in her hand. She snapped the ends to Anna’s and Connie’s collars. She smiled pure happiness as she added her chain to the collection, forcing Anna and Connie in close. “For you, Master.” She held them out for me with reverence.

My cock was a pulsing rod of steel in my suit pants as I collected them. They rattled together, thin and light — more decoration than anything — but strong enough to pull my three submissive-for-the-night beauties along behind me.

With a smirk, I slung the metal over my shoulder and strutted towards the single door guarded on either side by bouncers.

“Not so fast, Daddy!” Anna hissed, reminding me of the small hobbled wobble the tight dress restricted her to.

I stopped and scooped her into my arms. “Hold,” I told her, placing the chains in her dainty hands. She scrunched them tight, grinning like a loon.

The two bouncers eyed us with what I could only read as envy. I actually felt respected for a second as they eyed the beauty in my arms and then the two trotting along behind me on leashes as we passed through the open door.

Anna giggled in my arms as my fingers slipped inside her dress just enough to press against her panties. Hers felt silky to the touch and I couldn’t help gently rubbing my thumb in circles.

“Wow,” Katie gasped behind me as we walked down a corridor with black walls and a plush red carpet illuminated by rows of tiny spotlight embedded in the ceiling. “I’ve never felt quite like this. I’m scared, excited... and so fucking horny.”

“Yep,” Connie tittered.

We approached a woman wearing a long sparkly gown, curves and a bright smile. “Good evening, sir,” she said with a nod that made the hair bun on top of her head wobble. “Is this your first time with us?”

Anna snuggled in against my chest. “Yes,” I said, trying to sound authoritative and the kind of man that would take his three girls to such a club. I guess I was that now, but it didn’t stop me feeling a little like an impostor who didn’t belong.

“Then let me welcome you. Condor is always pleased to see new members and his lovely harem. Might I say what an attractive group you make?”

Harem.

I remember thinking such a thing a few weeks back, but to hear it spoken in such an open manner took me a little by surprise.

I had a harem of beautiful, sexy, sassy women.

“Thank you,” I said, because what does one say to that?

“Let me just give you a brief rundown. If you are new to this type of environment, I recommend you start in the lounge. There is nothing too extreme in there, somewhere you can relax with your property, and have a little fun. There are no rules per se, but try not to disturb the other members. You are free to explore and partake in any activity you wish, of course. But the lounge is what I recommend to dip your toes in.”

It felt like she could see through me, urging me to take her advice. As much as I wanted to see the kinky stuff, I wanted something simple for our first time. I gave her what I hoped was a charming smile. “Thank you. The lounge sounds like a good place to start.”

“I am happy to help such a pleasant and... handsome new member.” She held out her hand with a smile.

Connie coughed behind me and she quickly changed her outstretched palm to a pointed finger, flicking it in the air in remembrance. “I almost forgot. Do not forget to check out the show on the main floor when you come again.” With her masterful recovery, she stood aside, and I smirked as Connie and Kate glared at her as we passed.

“Cheeky bitch,” Connie muttered under her breath.

“What?” I asked as we entered the club proper. There was a gold railing that ran around a large circular opening, exposing the floor below, with tabled seating surrounding a central stage.

“She was trying to make a move on you, like we weren’t standing right there!” Connie hissed.

I chuckled as I followed a gilded plaque that denoted the direction to the lounge.

“Cool your jets,” Katie tittered. “It’s not like Jack would ever...”

“Correct.” I stopped and gave them a look over my shoulder, then had to put Anna down. Even though she was the smallest, I wasn’t a freaking bodybuilder.

I took the chains from her, despite the pout. “Lounge okay?” I asked. I was supposed to be in charge, but this was Kate’s date. I was just a leaf on the wind, making sure they got what they wanted. It was surprising how much a central desire fired to life inside me — a core directive to make them happy.

“God yes,” Katie hiss-whispered. “Not sure I’m ready for that.” She pointed, and we all turned to see a woman bound over a bench through an open door. A guy was fucking her from behind while another woman spanked between her legs with a wooden paddle.

“I may have just come a little,” Connie whispered.

Anna just gasped, squeezing her legs together.

“Lounge it is.” They all tittered behind me, whispering as I guided them down another corridor to the lounge. Background dance music hit my ears before the voices and hushed moans. It rode the knife edge of sexual, classy, and tacky. Black walls, golden embellishment and deep red leather couches arranged around a large room at various heights. The floor dropped to a lower level on the outside, where a ring of couches faced large one-way windows showing off the amazing skyline.

We weren’t alone. There was a smattering of others in the lounge. A couple of guys in suits chatted while scantily clad women clung to their calves — bare legs sprawled out on the floor.

An older guy lay on a sofa while a woman in a cat suit rode him, bound and gagged. Her exposed breasts bounced as she bobbed.

“Oh boy,” Kate whispered behind me.

There were others, but I made a beeline to the empty lower area and stopped at a wide, solitary couch with an amazing view and a small circular table.

“But people will see us!” Anna hissed.

“No way, Banana,” Connie said, placing a palm on her bare shoulder. “We can see out, but they can’t see in. It’s one-way glass.”

Anna giggled. “Oh, cool.” She walked right up to the window and peered out. She flipped the bird at a hunched, hooded figure strolling down the street, not even looking in our direction.

Kate huffed, easing herself onto the squeaky leather, and lifted her feet from the floor. “Remind me next time to break in boots like these first.”

Anna giggled, plonking her butt next to her. “I thought you liked a bit of discomfort?”

Katie rolled her eyes, rubbing her ankle. “Not this kind, you sadist.”

My attention was pulled from my view of Kate’s black undies as Connie grabbed my chin and pulled me in for a kiss. Her hand snaked downward, rubbing my shaft through the material as her lips devoured and sucked.

“Remember when I said there were places where you could bend me over a table and fuck me?” Connie wiggled her brows. “This is one of them.” She grabbed my shirt in her fist and pulled me in for one last kiss before pushing me away. She wiggled her hips as she dropped to her knees and bent over the table, spreading her arms out as she faced the couch.

“Con, we’ve only just got here,” Anna gasped. “Is that why we’re here?” Her eyebrows raised in hope.

“Pretty much,” Kate said.

“Ohh, cool.”

“We’re not doing anything extreme though, Banana,” Connie said, wiggling her ass in my direction. “Baby steps... and Jack, fuck me over this table, right now, before I go insane!”


CHAPTER FORTY


I pulled myself out of the stupor that was bewitched with the cut of Connie’s bodysuit, wiggling tantalizingly in the air, and dropped to my knees behind her. Thankfully, the carpet was soft.

“You’re such a slut, Con,” Kate chuckled.

“As if. You know you want it,” Connie said as I ran my fingers down the smooth material — a finger either side of the silver zip — trailing down to her mons searching for the zipper.

“You better be bare under here,” I growled, pulling the chunky zip down, then up, where it stopped just behind her smallest hole. She tittered as I pulled the teeth apart to reveal Connie’s soaked pink pussy. She was already dripping and open, her clit engorged, peeking from the hood.

She arched her back. “Fuck, that’s hot.”

I was filled with a frantic need to be inside her. I undid my zipper and yanked out my cock. Good grief, I was hard. I had to hold open the sides of Conni’s bodysuit as I ran my dick through her folds, coating myself in her slickness, before lining myself up and pushing inside her.

“Christ,” I groaned.

“Fuck!” she squealed.

I bottomed out in one slick thrust, hooking my thumbs inside the teeth to keep the spiteful things away from my cock. I had no intention of scratching myself on those little buggers.

“Oh, my gosh!” Anna giggled. “Your eyes almost popped out!”

“Fuck that’s good.” Connie clenched around my length. I knew my blond bombshell was rolling her eyes by the way her body shuddered.

I didn’t give her time to adjust — I couldn’t — I pulled out and slammed back inside her. The table shook.

“Fuck, Jack.”

Fuck her, I did. No build up, no gentleness. I fucked her hard and fast over the table. I locked eyes with Kate and Anna, who squirmed on the sofa as my hips thundered against Connie’s leather-clad ass.

Anna’s hand slid under her tightly stretched dress and started rubbing. “Oh, Daddy,” she muttered as I fucked Connie.

Kate squeezed her thighs together, hugging her knees, watching with a hooded gaze.

Pulses of pleasure flared from my shaft as I repeatedly dipped inside Connie’s creamy pussy. She was so wet, the squelchy sound was louder than the impact or the rattling of the table. She was breathing hard, moaning and mewing. Gasping in time with each thrust. I could feel myself steaming towards a release as Connie wriggled and fought to get her jacket off. She shuddered, falling against the table as she threw the leather bundle at a space next to Kate. “Fuck, oh fuck. I’m close. So fucking good, Jack. Oh, shit.”

She cussed up a storm, and I got close to the edge, almost tipping over. My thumbs ached holding the material apart, but it was so worth it as my shaft was encased is such warm, wet perfection.

Then Connie shuddered with a gasp, no longer unable to hold herself up on her hands. She collapsed, face down, ass up, and her muscles strained, clenching and quivering around my cock. I couldn’t fight the way she was squeezing me like a fist. With a flash of ecstasy and a growl, I emptied into her sweet pussy, bursting a teasing afternoon and car journey into the blond bombshell. Connie shook, knuckles white as she gripped the table’s edge. Her whole body writhed as she held on, anchored by her fingers, and her impaled pussy wedged against the table's edge.

“You fuck me so good, Jack,” Connie said after inhaling a gasp of air.

I pulled out of her sweet, sticky warmth and leaned over, nuzzling her ear. “Don’t you mean Master?” I spanked her ass hard, and she mewed, shuddering.

“Fuck. Master.”

Kate’s eyes locked onto my bobbing, glistening shaft and I could see the hunger in her eyes. “Do you want to clean me off, Kate?”

She bit her lip, nodding. Feeling slightly spent, I left Connie draped over the table — cum oozing from her slit — and sat on the couch. Kate was on me in an instant. The raven-haired beauty looked ragged with need as she scooted closer and took my shaft in her mouth.

Connie stayed where I left her, dazed and sated on the table as Kate slurped up and down my length.

I snaked an arm under her pleated skirt, slipping between her thighs, and pushed a couple of digits inside her rubber panties. Kate’s desire oozed around my fingers as they slipped inside, drenched by her slick folds. I rubbed through them as she sucked on my length, swallowing all of me, and in a minute I was as hard as ever. After some contorted fumbling, I found Kate’s throbbing nub and stroked. She mewed around my length, deep throating herself on my cock, driving herself wild.

“I want some, Daddy,” Anna said adorably, shuffling against Kate on her knees.

There was a wall behind the couch that became the main floor, with a railing running around. I would be tricky, but maybe... “If you can get up here, Baby Girl, kneel on the couch back and hold the railing?”

Her eyes trailed to where I was pointing with my spare hand and a mischievous grin spread across her face. She hopped off the couch, giving Connie’s bottom a smack as she rounded the table and then clambered over the armrest and climbed up. She gripped the railing, ankles resting on my shoulders. I leaned my head back, staring up into the darkness under Anna’s tight dress as she hitched the hem up and moved her panties aside. I inhaled her scent, the pungent odor of my girl’s need, just as she lowered her pussy.

Riding my face must be Anna’s favorite thing, because I always seemed to have the taste of her sweet little pussy on my lips.

As Kate continued to lick and swallow my shaft, I ran my tongue through Anna’s tight folds. She tasted like home on my tongue and I used my free hand to hold the little monster in place while I licked her clit and probed her slick entrance.

“I wanna play,” Connie said, rousing from her afterglow. I pulled my fingers away from Kate’s pussy and click my soaked fingers, pointing. “OoooOOOooo,” she cooed. Kate shifted next to me and then gasped around my length. I lifted Anna just enough to spy Kate on all fours — still blowing me with gusto — but now with Connie laying on her back with her head between Kate’s thighs.

Anna protested my stopping, and I got back to work licking my baby girl’s tight little pussy. “Just like that, Daddy. Yes!”

I flicked my tongue around her clit, sucking it into my mouth — she shuddered — before pushing my tongue as deep inside her channel as I could. While Anna was moaning, Kate was grunting and slurping, sucking my crown, swallowing my shaft as deep as she could. She wasn’t unaffected by whatever Connie was doing between her thighs. She kept stopping for a second to mew, pushing my shaft deep, all the way to the base, gagging herself on me, then pulling off with a twitching gasp.

Suddenly Anna came, flushing my tongue with her cum. I lapped up her juices as she clamped her thighs around my head, moaning. “Yes! Oh yes! Ugh, Daddy!”

Kate came next, pulling off my shaft with a gasp. She lost her balance and face planted my cock, thrashing against my lap. “Oh, god!”

While Kate wiggled, breathing hard, I teased Anna through the rest of her climax, licking her clit until she lifted, moving her dripping pussy out of reach. “So worth,” she breathed, and I couldn’t help chuckling. “More?” she whispered, leaning down to kiss my ear, draping my world in her silky locks.

I couldn’t deny her. Kate had driven me near the edge, but came before I did. I eased Kate’s lifeless body to the side to make room for Anna’s leg and then helped her slide down my body until she was sitting over my lap. The needy little minx slinked straight onto my cock — seating herself completely. Her tight channel encompassed my shaft. The incredible sensation was something I never tired of. Her tight rubber dress rode up, and I grabbed her breasts. Instantly she bobbed in my lap, pushing my jacket off my shoulders and using them like handles.

“Lick me, Jack,” Connie said into my ear, pulling me around until I turned with Anna still fucking me. I fell onto my back — arms now restrained by my jacket — staring up at Connie and Katie who grinned back.

Anna shifted to using my abs for support as Connie wasted no time climbing over my head and shoving her bodysuit zippered slit against my face. I went directly for her clit, licking and sucking.

Another pair of heels dug into my arms. Kate was also laying on the couch while Connie bent over and licked her.

I was completely lost in a tsunami of creamy, silky limbs and leather. Connie dripped onto my face, grinding her hips, rubbing over my mouth — oozing. I sucked her nub long and hard, making her scream into Kate’s pussy. Another wave of fluid flushed her folds, and she pressed herself so hard against me I feared I would have her zipper indented on my face.

I was so distracted I didn’t realize how close I was to coming when Anna cried out and her pussy became unbelievably tighter, pulsing around me.

I moaned against Connie’s writhing flesh as I came, thrusting up into Anna, making her gasp. “Ohhhh!”

Kate moaned a few seconds later, digging her heels in and the couch became a writhing mass of limbs, moaning and arcing like a sine wave.

Connie eventually pulled off, letting me gasp in some air, and we all collapsed into a pile. We stayed like that for a while before someone broke the silence.

“I think you broke me,” Connie said with a giggle.

I burst out in a laugh, fighting the groggy, sated feeling to roll off the couch. I narrowly missed the table and fought my way out of the damn jacket.

Anna and Connie were entwined, giggling, looking dreamy and sated. But I wasn’t finished. I hadn’t come inside Kate and I wanted to be fair.

I had one more in me before I would be completely spent, and I needed to claim Kate. This was her date, after all.

She moaned as I picked her up from the couch and placed her on all fours on the table. Once she realized what I was doing, she kneeled in position, pushing her bottom out. “Please, Master. Claim me. Make me yours. Fill me.”

I Pulled down her rubber panties, revealing the sapphire jeweled plug decorating her sexy ass and almost came there and then. “Fuck, Kate.”

She wiggled her ass. “Please, just come in me, Jack.”

I slicked my still damp cock through her perfect pussy and then slid easily inside her dripping channel. “Ughhh,” I groaned, enveloped in Kate’s silky pussy.

“Oh, fuck. Yes!” she moaned, pushing her ass to meet my thrust. Within in a few seconds, I had her hips in my hands as I rammed into her, grunting. My pants slapped against her ass as I fucked her as fast as I could with the energy I had left. She fucked me back, rocking on the table — her silky ponytail bouncing — as our bodies met. Her core felt incredible. I was quickly on the verse of another climax, fucking faster and faster. Slamming my hips against her ass. Her back arched, waist cinched in the corset. The tiny skirt danced and the jewel glinted in the lights.

Despite how many times both of us had come, we couldn’t last, and I slammed home inside her as she came. Her arms gave way, and I held her up by my grip on her hips. With a pained growl, I spurted the last of my reserves inside her. She gasped and panted through her... I’d lost count of how many times either of us had come at that point and completely blanked for a second. Once we were done, I collapsed against her, turned her over and spooned her on the table. She held my hand and snuggled in. With the goddess in my arms, feeling so completely sated, I didn’t think I’d have the energy to move ever again.


CHAPTER FORTY-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 FORTY-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 FORTY-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 FORTY-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 FORTY-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 FORTY-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.


CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN


My feet dragged up every step. Each one a victory, considering my limbs felt like lead weights. I was beat. I’d spent the whole day cleaning a thousand years of dust from my new venture. Anna’s place. I wasn’t sure if that was the final name. I still liked Anna’s naughty niceties.

What I was sure about was how much work the place needed. I really wish I’d paid attention during the viewing instead of... Well, at least Connie got a discount. I wasn’t sure if I got fleeced or got a bargain. But we’d make it work.

I dipped my head around Anna’s door to find my baby girl crashed out on her bed, fast asleep, still wearing her tight jeans and tee. Her auburn curls splayed out over her pillow. Her shoulder poked out of her neckline — even asleep, she taunted me with that. But to me, in every way, she was like an angel. A naughty, mischievous little angel, sent to test and enrich my life. But an angel all the same. She was helping with the cleaning, but I brought her home a few hours ago when she ran out of steam and I ran out of clean products. I’d spent the past few hours rummaging through my years of purchases for more cleaning supplies. It was gonna take more than a quick wipe down to get that place clean.

I left her sleeping.

Light spilled from the open gap in Kate’s door. Not wanting to disturb her, I carefully picked my steps past—

“Jack?” she whispered.

I stepped back. My bare toes dipped into the carpet pile. “Yeah?” I poked my head around her door and squinted at the bright light. When my eyes adjusted... there she was. Sat on her bed in an overlong tee, her raven locks cascading over her shoulder in waves. Her bright, beautiful hazel eyes sparkled in the lamplight. She was biting her lip surrounded by... I narrowed my eyes. “Are those dildos”? I whispered.

She grinned, waving me inside. “Yeah. I picked up quite the collection working with Stella.” She was holding a normal-looking pink shaft, and a distinctively not purple monstrosity. Good Lord, it was as thick as my wrist.

“Do you want me to go?” I smirked. Her dildos were obscene, but I couldn’t take my eyes off her creamy legs as they poked out from under her tee.

“No!” She looked from me to the silicone in her hands. “I wanted your opinion.”

“Okay.” I sat on her bed — giving a wide berth to the other bizarre floppy shapes that graced the comforter. “How can I help?”

“Which should I keep?” She held them out so I could see them. “I’m trying to clear out some stuff, but I can’t decide. I like the dragon, but I don’t want to get used to something so... extreme.” Her eyes danced under her lashes, hypnotizing me, pulling me under her spell. “I don’t want to do anything to make being with you less than...” She bit her lip. “Explosive.”

I eyed the purple one. I think I’d seen something similar in the adult mods for the game Dragon Slayer. I definitely could not compete with that — no man could. “Umm, keep which one you—”

“You know what?”

“What?”

“I don’t need them. Not any more. Do you know why?”

She scooted closer. I leaned in. “Why?”

“Because now I have you.”

I laughed and nodded at the ‘dragon’, “I don’t think I can compete with that.”

She tittered, tossing the silicone on the pile, and scooted into my lap. “But you do. You may not be as... extreme.” She flashed her eyes, sliding her arms around my neck. “But you make me feel just as good. Better even.”

“I do?”

Her hips ground against my crotch under her long white tee. “Of course you do. That can’t make me feel safe. It can’t make me feel loved. It certainly can’t come inside me, make me feel owned and complete, like you do.”

I slid my arms around her lower back. “Owned, huh?” I said with a lopsided grin.

She grinned back. “Yep. I’m yours, Jack. I know some might frown on that. But if we lived in some fantasy land, like the one in that game you and Con play? I’d happily be your property… because I know how good you’d look after me.”

“Katie.”

“I love it when you say my name like that.”

“What? Katie?”

She nodded, biting her lip. “You always call me Kate. But I like being Katie, your Katie.”

I ran my fingers down her side and held her waist. “You’ll always be my Katie—”

Her plush lips silenced me. She scooted as close as she could — pressing her fantastic breasts against my chest and pulled me closer.

I drowned. Plunged into the depths of her silky lips. Her kisses and nibbles. Her tongue as it teased and tasted mine. Tonight she tasted of strawberries and smelled of lavender and coconut. Instantly, the kiss deepened. Our mouths wide, nibbling, mouthing, tasting.

Her hips didn’t stop grinding against me, making me hard. She pulled back with a gasp, sucking in a lungful of air. “It definitely can’t do that.”

I caught my breath and smiled. “I guess it can’t. Suppose that means I’m pretty awesome?”

She tittered, slapping my shoulder. “Jerk. But yes, you are.”

“I would be lying if I said you’re awesome.”

Her eyes became saucers as her fingers dug into my shoulders. “What?”

I grinned at her like a lovesick puppy. “Katie. There are no words to describe how amazing you are. If I tried, it would be a disservice to you. It wouldn’t convey how beautiful you are. How smart and funny. How sexy you are. How you make me feel.”

“Don’t stop, keep going,” she whispered. Her eyes had returned to their normal size, but her gaze was quickly hooding over.

I kissed her cheek, then her lips. “The way you bite your lip.” Then punctuated each thing with a peck as I worked my way down to her collarbone. “You brilliant smile. Your loyalty, your devotion.” I pulled her tee off her shoulder and continued worshiping her like she deserved. “Those sexy little skirts drive me wild.”

She gasped when I found the spot on her shoulder she liked kissed.

“The little noises you make when you’re enjoying something. Your misadventures with sexy toys—”

“You promised we wouldn’t bring that up again,” she said, her voice husky.

I toyed with the hem of her tee and slowly raised it. “I don’t remember making that promise.” I lifted the fabric and slid it over her breasts. She was naked underneath. Her delicious mounds fell into my hands, full and perky. Rosy areolas taunted me, surrounding her pebbled nipples.

Jesus Christ, she was stunning. I couldn’t get over just how much.

“What else?” she said, breathing heavy.

“I told you, my Katie. Words aren’t enough.” I latched my lips over her left nipple. Her back arched with a gasp, pushing her breasts into my face.

“Oh, God, Jack.” Her hands grasped the back of my head, fisting my hair as I sucked her flesh.

“Perfection,” I purred, licking a loop around her moist nub. Then switched sides, licking and sucking while kneading her perfect handfuls.

“Ohh, that feels so good.” She mewled, mouth parted and head lolling. “So good.” Her hips ground faster, dry-humping my hard shaft.

I was ready to drop when I came home. Now just five minutes in Katie’s arms and I was renewed. “Do you want more, my Katie?”

She moaned as I sucked her delicious little bud long and hard. “Yes... Please... Oh, God.” She exhaled a deep, shaky breath as I gently bit her nipple, scraping my teeth down its length. I was careful, just hard enough to make her feel it.

“Do you want more of this?” I sucked and then repeated the same against her other bud. She shivered, spreading her legs wider, leaning back in my arms. “Or should I go... lower?”

She gulped. “Lower?”

She said it like a question, like she wasn’t sure it’s what I wanted or would give. She yelped as I spun us around and placed her on the bed. Her bright, hooded eyes peered up at me and a laugh tugged on her temptress’ lips. There’s one thing she should have learned by now. That I’d give her anything… everything.

“Naughty girl,” I said, lowering to my knees. “You’re not wearing any panties.”


CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT


She bit her lip. “I may have been waiting for you.”

“Is that right?” I slid up the fallen hem of her long tee, exposing her perfect upper thighs. Young taut skin and toned, lithe muscles. I started by kissing the inside of her knee.

She gasped. “Maybe?”

Two more kisses brought me to her inner thighs. They parted wider, and she hooked her calves against the edge of her bed. “I’m glad you did. I missed you.”

“I-I’m sure Anna kept you d-distracted.”

I kissed the few remaining inches to her apex. “Doesn’t mean I didn’t miss you.” Her pussy was a work of art. So perfectly symmetrical. The cute, trimmed curls on her mons. Her puffy flesh either side of her slit, and her pink folds — delicate and tempting me like a siren song.

“I thought about jumping you as soon as you came up... but I didn’t want to seem needy.”

I scoffed, then poked my tongue into the pink and licked through, right up to the throbbing hardness of her clit. “It would be mutual. I need you like I need air.” The musky smell of her need invaded my nose like a sweetness I was born to breathe.

I licked around her nub. She was engorged and pulsing for me. Then flicked her bud with the tip of my tongue. “Fuck! Oh, God, Jack. Fuck.” Her thighs shivered, her body jerked around me.

I gave her the attention such a goddess deserved. Licking and teasing her nub, licking around it until she could take a more direct approach.

Her wet warmth constricted around two fingers as I slid a couple of digits into her heat and then sucked her clit. She almost bolted from the bed in a deep gasp.

I pumped my fingers. Licked and sucked her pulsing nub. Wetness coated my digits — warm and slick. I arched my intrusion, pressing on her inner wall, searching for her spot. She shuddered when I found it. Her legs jerked out like a doctor had used little hammers on her knees. “Oh, fuck, Jack, yes!”

Katie’s hips came alive, twitching, flexing like she could fuck my fingers and grind against my lips simultaneously. She couldn’t, but she tried.

I pumped my digits faster, pressing harder. Sucked and licked faster — flicking my tongue in little waves over her sensitive nub. Tightness grew in her body. Her fingers clasped the edge of the bed, scrunching the satin comforter. Her knuckles turned white.

She panted. Breathing in small gasped breaths. Her mountainous breasts rose and fell, sinking and rising in and out of view from between her thighs.

“Yes... Yes... Yes...” Her hips lifted off the material.

I pumped into her pussy with harder thrusts, sucked her clit long and hard.

She came with a deep, guttural breath. Her body shook uncontrollably. Her legs clamped around my head, locking me in place as she rode her climax. I didn’t stop. I carried her through, prolonging her pleasure, licking and finger fucking her tight, wet pussy. After what seemed like a full minute of convulsing, she collapsed onto the bed, gasping for air.

“Holy,” gasp, “shit,” gasp, “Jack.”

I grinned against her sopping pussy. I loved it when she came, knowing how much pleasure I could give her. Her legs slid aside as fingers gripped my hair and pulled, ushering me up. Not wanting her to pull my hair out, I climbed up her body. A dreamy smile greeted me as she fisted my tee, pulling me in for a kiss.

An explosion of passion enveloped my lips. Unrestrained and wild, Katie kissed me. It wasn’t the wide mouth-to-mouth of our previous kiss, but a stream of small, needy nibbles sucking my bottom lip.

Eventually, I had to pull away for some air. Kate had a glimmer in her eyes and her puffy lips parted. “I want you.” It was a whisper. A needy plea matching the need flushing her porcelain cheeks.

I smiled. “If you let go of me, maybe I can undress?” I placed a gentle kiss on her cute button nose.

She bit her lip. “Sorry.” My tee had two crinkles below the neckline as Kate let go and covered her face with her hands. “Sorry. You make me... I get carried away.”

“Don’t apologize.” I picked up her right foot and kissed inside her other ankle. “It’s another thing I love about you.”

I carefully placed her foot on the bed and stood back. Her head snapped up when she heard my zipper. Grinning, she pushed herself onto her elbows to watch.

My fly was undone, but I was still concealed. Instead of revealing my aching shaft, I slowly inched my shirt up my stomach. I acted the fool. She made me feel foolish — maybe foolishly in love — hiking up my tee in a dramatic, silly fashion. Her smile grew wider. Her breathing hitched when I pulled my shirt over my head, baring my chest.

“Fuck, you’re sexy.”

I paused in the darkness with my shirt over my head, letting her words sink in. Here was this beautiful creature — a goddess beyond words — and she found me sexy? Sometimes I still wasn’t sure if it was all a cruel joke and I was going to wake up on my couch in a puddle of my cum.

But it wasn’t. I pulled the fabric off and tossed it aside. Katie was still there. Her ample breasts, rising and falling, and her pussy staring me in the face — glistening. Naked or covered, she was a sight to behold.

“More, Jack. Show me more.” She was being playful, and it spurred me on, wanting to hear more of the joyful noises and contented laughter that filled my heart.

“Oh, you want more? Of this?” Slowly I let my jeans fall away. “Oh, no. Some of us are wearing underwear!”

She giggled. “Spoilsport!”

I kicked the denim down my legs and then tossed them onto my tee.

“More!” she pushed herself higher onto her hands and her breasts jiggled.

That was a little marvel of physics, that jiggle. Hypnotic in its own way, how her breasts bounced, not only making my cock harder, but making it hard to look at anything else. “More?” I pulled my attention from her mounds and thumbed the hem of my shorts.

“So much more,” she whispered. She bit her lip with vigor as my cock sprang free, rock hard and leaking pre-cum. I whipped off the last layer of clothing and stalked towards her. She backpedaled like prey until she knocked some silicone and they flopped onto the floor. “Wait, wait.” Kate was flushed, breathing hard. “Umm.”

I stopped on my knees before her. “What? What’s wrong?”

She bit her lip again. God, that was adorable, and sexy, no matter how many times she did it, which was a lot. “Can you?”

“Can I what?”

She shook her head, her cheeks flushing harder. Waves of dark, silky hair covered her face. “I can’t say it.”

I shuffled closer, stopping between her thighs, placing my hands on her knees. “Say what?”

“What I want.”

“Why not?”

“You might laugh,” she said from under her silky curtain.

“I promise I will not.”

She puffed some strands out of her face. “Promise?”

“Katie, of course, yes. Whatever it is, if I can, I’ll do it.”

She shook her head again. “Now I’ve built it up. It’s gonna be anticlimactic.”

I shuffled closer and parted her locks on either side, cupping her face. “Just tell me.”

“I w-want you to tie me up.” She furiously bit her lip, then quickly added, “Nothing serious, just... my hands to the headboard.”


CHAPTER FORTY-NINE


I smiled. “Is that all? I would love to.”

“You would?”

I leaned back on my haunches. “Hell, yes! Having you tied to the bed would be sexy as... well, it would be sexy. Even more if it’s what you want.”

“I love you, Jack.”

I took her in my arms and held her, inhaling her scent, feeling her warmth and her athletic frame. She felt so small against me, not as much as Anna, but close. No matter which one it was, they fit perfectly against me. “Never be afraid to tell me what you want, okay?”

“Don’t tell me that... I have ideas.”

“I’ve already paraded around with you on a leash and spanked Connie in the wilderness… this is nothing. What else is there?”

“Oh, a lot.”

I cupped her cheek again. “I look forward to hearing all of them. Now, how are we doing this? Do I need to go get a tie, or do you—”

“No, I still have the cuffs.” Of course she did. She felt around under the pile of silicone she hadn’t knocked off and pulled out a pair of silver handcuffs.

Back on my haunches, I chuckled. “You really were waiting for me, huh?”

She raised her hand and held her index finger and thumb slightly apart. “A little?”

“Where’s the key? I don’t want to get you stuck and have to get the hacksaw—”

“No key. They’re safety cuffs. Just push this little button to open them.” She showed me with far too much enthusiasm. But then, that was one thing I loved about Kate. She really loved this stuff, and I learned something every time.

I took them from her, but kept hold of her arm. Slowly, I levered the cuff around her wrist. The metal clicked its way as the teeth vanished inside. Her mouth dropped open.

“Okay?” I asked, lifting her now cuffed arm above her head.

“It just feels different when someone else does it.”

I slid the empty cuff around a bar in her headboard. “Different bad?”

Her other wrist was already waiting for me on the other side. “No, different good.” Her bottom lip met her teeth. “More vulnerable.”

“That’s good, right?” I snapped the metal around her free wrist and let go. Her arms fell between the cold metal poles.

She nodded, her eyes flashing. “Fuck.” Her body shuddered under me.

“Now I can do anything to you.” I pulled her hips closer, until the chain between the cuff grew taut around the bar, and her arms were pulled above her head.

“I trust you.” She was breathing shallowly, like she was struggling for air.

“Just tell me if you want to stop.”

She shook her head. “Oh, God, Jack. Please, I need you inside me.”

“Your wish is my command.” But I didn’t move, not right away. I took a mental picture of Katie, bound to her bed, naked before me.

“Jack,” she hissed. Her hair spread out on the bead around her head and over her shoulders. “Please don’t tease me. Not now.” Her hips continued that circular motion she’d used against my crotch when she was in my lap.

“Sorry.” I snagged a pillow from the side and pushed it under her back, then pulled it down to her bottom, lifting her. I’d read about using a pillow to change the angle of entry and I was curious to try it.

I took hold of her ankles and positioned myself at her entrance, slicking the crown through her folds. She was dripping.

“Please, please, please,” she begged, rattling the chain against the metal bedframe.

I couldn’t make her wait, couldn’t go slow. With one thrust, I pushed inside her. Warm, wet, and tight, Katie gripped me as her back arched. She shuddered. “Fuck, that’s the spot.” She had little wiggle room, pinned by the cuffs, sheathed on my cock and her legs lifted together, gripped against my chest.

Guess the pillow worked, after all. I fucked her tight entrance, slowly at first. My fingers kept slipping on her silky skin, and the scent of lavender lingered.

I took a breath to center myself. I could come on the spot, considering how incredible it felt to plunge inside her. But I couldn’t do that to her. I focused, steeled my resolve, gripped her legs together, and hammered my hips.

“Jesus, you’re so tight.” Every push inside her silky depths was like plunging into a fist covered in satin.

“Ugggggghhhhh,” was her response — a garbled moan. She tugged against the cuffs again, like she wanted to remind herself she was trapped.

“No escape, Katie. You’re mine.” I used a deeper voice, one laced with possessiveness.

Her pussy squeezed me, slowing my rhythm for a second, before I continued. Her breathing hitched, becoming strangled gasps.

Wetness oozed around her entrance. Her mouth was open. The chain tinked against the headboard with every thrust. The smell of her dripping desire drifted in the air. The sound of wet squelching joined her breaths as I continued to thrust inside her.

Her breasts rocked and swayed back and forth with every deep, skin-slapping thrust. How was I here? How did I get so lucky? How hadn’t I come yet?

I grit my teeth at the realization. My dick was on fire, desperate to release its payload, desperate for relief. As much as I didn’t want this to end, I needed to come. I needed her to come and put me out of my wonderful misery.

“Never gonna let you go, Katie. I’ll keep you locked up and chained to my bed.” My hips punctuated each word with a deeper, harder thrust. I tried to tap into her kink and use it to send her over the edge. She writhed, fighting against her bonds, wiggling her ass, grinding and trying to fuck me back. “You’re mine.”

Her thighs quivered, vibrating down her legs against me. Her fingers spread in a twitching grip, grasping the air.

We locked eyes, her hazels wide and searching. I fucked her harder — ragged — barely holding on. I was squeezing the life out of her legs, gripping them tight like a life raft in a storm, riding the waves.

It was too much. The sensation pulsing from my cock, tingling from the crown as it slid against her insides, was too much to fight against.

“Fuck!” I cussed in defeat, thumping against her ass, pushing deep, and then erupting inside her.

Thank God it pushed her over the edge. With a mewl, she whimpered through an orgasm. The chain rattled and her hands shook. Her body spasmed, a few large jerky movements, before settling into a full-body twitch. She stopped breathing for a second while her pussy pulsed around my releasing cock, pumping, milking my shaft for every drop.

She gasped, shaking for another second before flopping down on the bed, going limp. Her pussy’s pulsing faded to sporadic aftershocks.

Oh, shit. Suddenly, a wave of fatigue washed over me. The day catching up, the exertion of fucking this perfect creature, and the way her pussy had sucked the life-force from my cock. I gave it all gladly.

“Oh, wow.” She panted. Her silky, raven locks had formed waves around her from the rocking rhythm of her body. I gently placed her legs down on either side of me and then climbed forward — still buried inside her. Her thighs parted wider as my hips pushed. She beamed up at me, smiling through her dreamy haze. She winced when she moved her arms.

“Want me to release you?” I ran fingers through her hair, pushing clumps out of her face.

“No... yes, it’s hurting.”

Quickly, I pressed the button, and she moaned as her wrists sprang free. Bright red rings looped around her flesh. “Katie, you’re hurt?”

She grinned, rubbing the angry patches of skin. “So worth it.”

I sighed in relief, shifting onto my side. My shaft slipped from her pussy and — “OW!” I hissed, rolling onto and then tossing a spiteful-looking toy.

She giggled as I pulled her close. “Baby,” she whispered, snuggling against me.

I held her as a wave of sheer contentment crashed over me. I inhaled the coconut scent of her hair and nuzzled against her ear. Her silky tresses tickled my nose. “How are your wrists?”

She rolled, so we were spooning, wiggling her butt against my soggy shaft. “Looks worse than they feel.” She tittered. “Guess I’ll have to wear bracelets or someone might think you’ve been keeping me tied up.”

I wiggled my hips against her ass. “Well, they wouldn’t be wrong.”

She chortled, and then we fell into silence, wrapped in each other’s arms. Until a nagging thought popped back into my head. “What do you think about… babies?” I whispered.

She stiffened in my arms. “What do you mean?”

I inhaled more of her. God, I could have just lived there, in her arms, feeling her skin against mine. Breathing in her fruity scents. “It’s just something Connie said when she was over at the weekend.”

She rolled again, so we were facing. “What did she say?” She gazed at me, brow furrowed.

I paused, wondering if I should have said anything, but I couldn’t lie to Kate. “She said she wasn’t on birth control anymore.”

Katie gasped, her eyes flashing. “That bitch. First she tried to steal you, now she’s trying to take this?”

That was not the answer I expected. My face scrunched in confusion. “What do you mean?”

“Uh...” She took her bottom lip and started chewing.

“Katie, what?”

“I guess we should have talked about this sooner?” She gave me a guilty little laugh, and I don’t think she intended to be so adorable, but I guess she couldn’t help it.

“What? Babies? How on earth is Con taking that away?”

“Okay, confession time. I haven’t been on any kind of birth control. Not even on our first night together.”

I think my brain froze. Not because I was in shock, I always wondered, maybe even hoped a little. I can’t imagine anything greater than having a family with them, any of them, all of them. We already felt like a little unit — if a slightly unconventional, sex obsessed one. I just couldn’t think of anything to say. “Ummm...”

“I’m sorry. You’re not mad, are you? I know I should have said something. I don’t know if I am or not, I’ve been too scared to test, and my period has been late randomly before... Now I’m babbling. Jack say something.” Kate’s eyes were pleading, shining in the light of her bedside lamp.

I smiled my most reassuring smile — a lazy tug at the corner of my lips, scrunching my cheeks. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

She exhaled a long breath, then took another one. She scrunched one side of her face. “I was scared you’d say no? First that maybe you wouldn’t sleep with me. Later that maybe you didn’t want kids, or wouldn’t want them with me.” She started biting her nails.

I stopped her, taking her hands in mine. “Katie.” I paused, waiting for her to make eye contact again. “First, there was no way I wouldn’t have slept with you that night. There was nothing on earth that could have stopped me—”

“Really? Because I wanted you so badly.”

“Yes really. Second? I’ve never really thought about having kids.”

Her face faded to a pure expression of woe.

I squeezed her hands tighter. This really meant a lot to her. “But if I wanted kids with anyone, it would be with you... and I guess Connie and Anna. I would love nothing more for us to be a big, happy family.”

“Oh, my, God, really? You’re not just saying that?”

“Does that sound like something I’d do?”

She grinned, her eyes gleaming. “No, I guess it isn’t.”

“But why are you mad at Connie?”

“I was scared you’d like her more if she was having your baby.”

I pulled her close and held her tight. “Oh, Katie.” They told me often how much they loved me, but it never occurred to me they might need reassurance back. “Never gonna happen. No matter what, I will always love you, all three of you. That’s how this works. You sold me on that dream, Kate. No fighting, no jealousy. Just the four of us together against the world.”

She sighed against my shoulder. “I love you, Jack.”

“I love you too.” I separated from her long enough to push the crap from her bed and snuggle us under. “If you want, we can pick up a test tomorrow, on our way to Connie’s thing?”

“It’s okay,” she said, kissing my cheek. “I’m not worried about it anymore.”

“Good.” I held her until her breathing slowed and she drifted asleep, contented in my arms.


CHAPTER FIFTY


The following evening, dressed to the nines, we drove into a parking area on the edge of town. “Damn, look at all the money sat in this lot.” There were at least four Grundas and a couple Zilks — that was a damn hyper car. Senator Bridgeport had some very rich supporters.

“Can’t.” Kate flung open the car door as soon as I parked. “I gotta pee!”

Her sparkly covered ass wiggled around the front and then hobbled off inside the grand white building. An enormous banner hung across, declaring how Senator Bridgeport was going to change everything for the better. I scoffed. Maybe he could make things better for his daughter first, so she didn’t look so ragged every time she turned up on my doorstep.

Connie would soar without that albatross around her neck.

“We shouldn’t be here!” Anna piped up from the back. “My baby needs me.” She pushed herself between the seats and climbed into my lap.

I rolled my eyes. “Anna, there’s nothing to do. The new equipment won’t be installed until tomorrow—”

“But... But... But, I should be there! There’s so much to do!”

She scooted around, kneeling on my thighs, and sat on her butt. I slid the seat back to give her some room. “Anna, breathe. It’s okay Baby girl.”

“No, you’re right. You’re right.” She took an adorable deep breath, scrunching her eyes at the corners, looking so very serious. “I just don’t want to fuck it up. You’ve spent all this money and it will be my fault. You’ll blame me. Con and Kate will blame me and—”

“Anna,” I said in my firm daddy voice, cupping her cheek. “It’s okay. It’s not all on you. We’re all in this together. No one is going to blame you. We don’t even have a working stove in the damn place yet. So relax. Try to enjoy the evening, okay?”

“I’m sorry. I was freaking out.” She took another breath. “I’m okay now. Thank you, Daddy.” The panic shifted to that concerning sparkle of mischief. “Can we tell people I’m your daughter again? That was so much fun last time... their faces when I pushed my hands down your pants!”

I almost felt whiplash at her sudden change, but I chuckled, feeling my cheeks flush at the memory. Something had never been simultaneously so embarrassing, arousing, and funny in my life. I was genuinely tempted. “I don’t think so? We don’t want to embarrass Connie. We’re her guests. She bumped a few important business types so we could be here for her.”

“Oh, please! These things are so boring. Those stiff shirts should thank us for taking their places.”

I smiled at her. “We’re here to keep Connie sane… but we’ll see.”

I almost jumped out of my skin when a knuckle knocked against the window. Kate pulled the door open and Anna scampered out. Her short, shimmery golden dress had risen, flashing me her red lace thong. I instantly knew she was going to be a handful.

“You hiding?”

My eyes devoured Katie in her shimmery golden dress. It was the same as Anna’s, but it contoured to her curvy figure more. “Just giving the munchkin a pep talk.”

I slipped out and smoothed the creases in my suit. Connie had been adamant that we act the part tonight, and that we couldn’t be together as it was a fundraiser for her father’s campaign... or something. Connie was usually light on the details with her family, and I often glossed over, far too busy losing myself in her bright blue pools as they glimmered at me. Being around her is like being surrounded by a constant stream of shiny things.

I locked up and took Kate’s hand. “So, if she’s my daughter?” I pointed at Anna as she trotted ahead, swaying her cute butt in the tight golden party dress. “Assumably from another marriage—”

“Yes!” Anna fist-bumped, slowing to walk by my side and taking my other hand.

“Does that make you my younger, outrageously too-good-for-me, wife?”

Anna sniggered. “That makes you my new mommy! Shit, this is gonna be fun.”

“Oh, wow, really?” Kate looked up at me, biting her lip. “I’d love that. Can I spank her if she’s naughty?” She pointed to Anna with a grin.

“Sure.”

“Daddy!”

We slipped through security with our guest passes and entered a world of pomp and snooty assholes. Not that all rich people are snooty assholes, just this lot. Groups of finely dressed lambs bleating, moving from herd to herd, stalked by wolves to subdued classical music, who eyed not their well-dressed bodies, but their fat wallets.

“Oh, thank fu... feck, you came.” We all turned to see Connie standing in a long, black satin gown. Her blond locks hung over the material like spun gold in the dark. But she looked drained and defeated — we were fashionably late, but the evening was only just getting started.

“You look... incredible.” The words tumbled out of my mouth, unable to find a descriptor that did her justice.

She flashed me a smile of sunshine that make her eyes sparkle for a second. “So do you... maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.” She shuffled, not knowing what to do with her hands, before crossing them under her plump bosom. “But I don’t think I would have made it through the night without you being here.”

Anna sniggered again. “Kate and Jack are married and he’s my daddy from another marriage.”

Connie looked at her with a blank stare before she answered, “You are gonna get me in so much trouble.”

“I know, right?” Anna rubbed her fingers together. “You’ll thank me later.”

Kate squeezed my hand, and Connie put hers on her hips, scowling. “Why not just both be married? Cause a real stir!” Connie huffed, puffing her cheeks.

I pulled Anna back to my side. “Don’t worry, I’ll keep her on a short leash.”

Kate whimpered. “If only.”

“I’m gonna go. Please keep this to a minimum. I don’t need another lecture about how I’m not embracing the Bridgeport values enough.”

“Connie,” I said, keeping my voice low. “I’m here if you need me. I’m sure there’s a secluded corner somewhere, if you need a cuddle to get through it?”

My grumpy princess grinned, but it faded quickly. “Don’t tempt me. Ugh, this sucks. I gotta go before I do something scandalous. Be good.” She gave Anna a pointed look.

“No promises,” Anna giggled as Connie waddled back into the crowd of mingling bodies draped in satin, silk, and finely cut suits.

“Oh, don’t you just look darling,” a tall aging woman said, stopping with a tall glass in her hand.

Anna grinned. “This is my daddy and my new mommy!”

The woman paled, looking between the three of us, and all I could do was smile. “Oh, is that Susan Clementine? Please excuse me.” She spun and sashayed away with an expression of someone who just stepped on something unpleasant.

Anna giggled.

“Good job Banana,” Kate whispered. The woman was now gossiping with a large group of women and they were not giving us kind looks.

“Lets take her somewhere she can’t do any more damage. Come along, wife,” I tittered, tightening my grip on my girls and steering them away from the onlookers to the back of the room. There was a buffet, so we gathered some nibbles and found a table in secluded corner.

“So, what are they raising funds for?” Anna asked, nibbling on a brownie that was quickly coating her pink lips in chocolate. “Puppies? Orphans?”

“The good senator’s campaign trail, you know, so he can get reelected.”

Anna paused. “What? But he’s rich. Why would he need to raise funds?”

“Because,” I said, “he want’s to stay rich.”

“But that’s crap.”

I patted my baby girl’s knee. “That’s politics.” I shoved a tiny little pizza the size of a quarter in my mouth. Thankfully, they were easy to eat with one hand because Kate refused to release my other.

“I love being your wife,” she whispered.

I grinned at her. “But darling, you’ve lost your ring again,” I said, using a snobbish voice.

“Oh, baby, you’ll have to buy me a new one,” she snobbed back. “At least a bazillion carats.”

“Can I have an iPhone… and a pony?” Anna tittered, sipping her pepsi.

Connie slumped in the spare seat around the table, instantly grabbing my free hand under the table. “Ugh, finally. I think I’ve thanked everyone for coming. They won’t miss me for a while.”

“You okay?” I asked, squeezing her hand.

“Better now. I heard about the handsome man with the wife the same age as his daughter, by the way.” She glared at Anna, who tittered, nibbling another brownie.

“They said handsome, did they?” I smirked.

She grinned, wiggling her eyebrows. “Very.”

“Is your dad leaving?” Kate asked, nodding behind us.

We all turned to see a tall thin man in a dark, crisp suit shaking hands as he strolled towards the exit. He oozed arrogance, power, and that smarmy way of thanking someone for their contribution, but simultaneously criticize them for not giving more.

Connie slumped against me. “Thank fuck for that!”

“Guess he’s had enough. That’s a shame… was kinda hoping me meet him—”

Connie crushed my fingers. “No. Fucking. Way.”

“Why not?”

She stared deep into my eyes with her bottomless pools of crystal clear blue. “Because, one glance at the way I look at you… and he’ll know.”

I smirked. “Know what?”

She flashed me her perfect teeth. “Oh, I don’t know… perhaps that I’m madly in love with you?”

Kate scoffed. “Sorry, he’s already married.”

I chuckled, squeezing Kate’s hand. “You know, I think you're right, darling.”

“I changed my mind,” Anna piped up. “I wanna be your wife too… and I’ll still call you daddy… that would be more fun! They’d go cross-eyed at that!”

Connie mock-huffed. “What about me?”

I turned to Kate. “What do you think, my wife? Is there room for one more?” I said, still using the snooty voice.

Kate bit her lip, her bright hazel eyes hooded under her gaze... then she smirked. “I’m sure we could make room at the bottom of the bed—”

“Bottom? What the fuck am I, a dog?”

“Woof” Anna barked.

Kate giggled.

“Obviously we need a bigger bed, if I am to have three wives,” I said, sounding like some kind of medieval lord.

“Oh, my God! They’d freak if we went around saying that!” Anna giggling to herself.

“Okay, we’re not doing that. I’m not turning what we have into entertainment.”

A smile lit up Connie’s face, banishing the earlier frustration. “I know what we can do.” She slid out of her seat, still holding my hand. With a glint in her eyes, she dragged us around the back of the stage and behind the enormous banner attached to a metal frame that had been hiding a small storage space.


CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE


“No one will find us behind here,” Connie whispered. “And we’ll be right under their noses.”

“As long as you don’t bite me again.”

“Then you’d better stay quiet, Con—” Kate started.

“If you can,” Anna finished.

“Ha, ha,” Connie mock-whispered, deadpan.

The text of the banner was backwards, but it was like the one outside proclaiming Bridgeport’s commitment to the future. It was a cozy space and so close to the main ballroom where everyone mingled, we could hear almost every word.

I snagged some cushions from some fancy side chairs and placed them on the floor, making a nice little nest for our spot of rebellion.

“So—” I asked, but Connie silenced me with her plush, pink mouth. Her tongue slicked against my bottom lip as her hands fumbled with my zipper.

Right, direct to business.

“This feels naughty,” Kate whispered into my ear. “What if we get caught?”

“What if we don’t?” Anna giggled, then muffled the sound presumably with her hand.

My fingers slid through the perfectly styled silky locks of my blond bombshell as she unfastened my zipper, yanked my pants down, and grabbed my cock. Her lithe fingers wrapped around and pumped my hardening length, rubbing her thumb over the tip. Surges of tingly pleasure shot from my shaft, making my hips buck.

Connie’s eyes sparkled in the dim spotlights as she pulled away, leaving me horny and dazed. “Down,” she whispered, placing her other hand against my chest and pushed.

Happy to go, I was eager putty in her... their hands. Kate and Anna on either side eased me down onto the cushions, fumbling with my buttons, almost tearing my shirt open.

I dropped to my knees and my hard cock slipped from Connie’s fingers, bobbing, dripping.

Connie stayed where she was, towering above me in black satin. Kate and Anna pulled my shirt over my shoulders, baring my chest. Kisses and nibbles attacked my flesh on either side as Connie hiked up her dress inch by inch, revealing her glossy black stockings. Slowly, she continued lifting the gathering material, sliding the silky fabric against my lips.

A small frame — presumably Anna — pressed against my back and continued the assault of kisses to my shoulders, neck and back.

Kate moved around front and zeroed in on my waiting shaft. I shuddered as she plunged her lips over the length, deep throating in one smooth movement, pressing her lips against the base and licked my balls.

I didn’t have time to enjoy the shock of that, as Connie continued to lift her dress, revealing her naked pussy. Her fingers curled in my hair, scrunched, then pulled my face between her legs. We both moaned as my lips locked over her clit and Kate sucked my crown.

“Suck her, Daddy,” Anna whispered in my ear, “Make her feel good. You’re going to fuck us all, real good, right?” The saucy little minx teased me, knowing I couldn’t stop her, but I had a free hand, and felt for her legs. My fingers walked up her smooth thighs until I felt the shimmery fabric of her short dress. She was kneeling and parted her thighs, hiking the hem, when I probed deeper, pushing my hand between her legs. Her red thong was silky to the touch as I slid my fingers up and down. It took all my concentration to continue licking and sucking Connie’s clit while Kate sucked my cock with such enthusiasm I was seeing stars.

I felt just how wet my baby girl was, rubbing through the silk. It was only a vague awareness, as it’s really hard to focus when you have three goddesses assaulting you, surrounding you, sucking you off, filling your senses with wet musky need.

“Yes, Daddy!” Anna gasped into my ear, before she sucked on my earlobe. Her panties slid aside easily, just as easily as my fingers slid inside her tight little pussy. My hand contorted just enough to pump my digits in her slick heat. “Fuck me, Daddy. Ughhhhh.”

Connie snapped my waning attention with a yank of my hair. The needy princess ground her flesh against my lips. To show her I was, in fact, paying attention. I poked my tongue as deep in her entrance as I could. She shivered against me. “Fuck,” she hissed, maybe too loudly. I couldn’t tell. I was wrapped in a cocoon of silky locks, lips, and pussy.

“Don’t forget me, Jack.” Kate shuffled around and her hips pressed against my thighs. She rubbed her hip against my leg like the horny little sex kitten my Katie was. I rubbed the shimmery fabric over her delicious ass with my free hand and then lifted the hem. She continued to wiggle as if she couldn’t keep still, making it harder to lift up the fabric. But once I did, I found that like Connie, Kate was yet again being naughty and not wearing any panties.

The purest of pleasures pulsed through me as her lips sucked down my cock, and my fingers slid inside her silky pussy. She hummed around my length, sending vibration into my sack — into my soul.

“Don’t stop, Daddy!” Anna hissed. I resumed pumping my fingers in my baby girl’s tight slit. God, it was hard to coordinate fingering two girls while lick a third.

Guess I need more practice.

I steeled my focus, trying to ignore the fist-curling pleasure Kate was giving me with her magical mouth, and doubled down licking, sucking and pumping. I teased Connie to the edge, but kept her there, grinding her dripping pussy against my lips, soaking my chin. Katie and Anna, however, I thrust two, then three fingers inside their sopping holes, catching their clits with my thumb wherever possible.

She came first, gripping my digits and almost choking herself on my cock. I do not know how I didn’t come from that — guess I was too focused on the task at hand — but I came close. With a mewl, she pulled off whimpering and flopped her head on my pelvis while her pussy squeezed me for all its worth.

Meanwhile, annoyed with my inability to move my hand behind my back enough, Anna was fucking herself on my fingers. I scrunched all four digits together, and she gasped against my ear as she impaled herself to the second set of knuckles. “Ohhh, yes! Daddy, yes! So… big!” I struggled to hold my hand up under her hard thrusts and her tightness against my cluster of digits, but thankfully, she came a moment later. I spread my fingers, letting three slide inside her convulsing heat.

I had no time to relax. Kate pulled my palm from between her thighs and sucked my fingers clean of her sticky spend — pushing my digits as deep as her mouth would take them. I hadn’t felt her moving — too lost in Anna’s orgasm and Connie’s pussy — until her thighs pressed against my legs. I tried to imagine what she was doing as I licked through Connie’s folds. Kneeling or squatting, trying to line herself. Whatever she was trying to do, she tried a little too hard, and I fell back. I pulled my digits from Anna, catching myself before I landed on my baby girl.

“Naughty, Daddy,” Anna hissed in my ear, easing my head into her lap. She teamed up with Connie, holding me in place as the blond bombshell didn’t flinch, dropping to her knees and covering me in the darkness of the satin fabric of her dress. Her sopping pussy covered my lips, and she resumed her needy grinding.

I gurgled a moan against her flesh as Kate straddled my lap and sank herself onto my cock, impaling her slick hole on my throbbing cock.

I came alive. Even though I was outnumbered, covered, restrained, and surrounded by the sweetest pussy in existence, I was still in control. I flexed my hips, fucking Kate back. I latched onto Connie’s legs under her dress and spread her wider, sinker her lower and just went to town on her delicate folds.

“Fuck,” she gasped, riding my face hard and fast.

Katie mewled, bouncing on my thighs. I used my purchase on Connie’s limbs to fuck up into Kate hard. Our bodies slapped together as I chased the need to come.

“Fuck her good, Daddy. Give her all of your cum... but save some for me.” Anna sniggered, muffled by Connie’s thighs pressing against the side of my head. Anna was being frisky tonight.

Connie shuddered, flooding my mouth with her sweet nectar, twitching her thighs, but I didn’t let go, even as I exploded into Kate. Pushing up, lifting the raved haired goddess. She gasped and her pussy squeezed my spurting cock, greedily milky the ropes of cum painting her unprotected channel. But I couldn’t stop. I was possessed. I kept licking and sucking Connie. Licking her flood as she shook above me for what seemed like hours. I was lost in them, these magical girls, sent from on high.

Connie panted. I felt as much as heard her wheezing, strangled gasps. But I would not let her off easily. I wanted more.

At some point, Anna and Kate switched places, and the supreme tightness of Anna’s tiny pussy fisted my slick shaft, reinvigorating its softening hardness back to life. She was already riding me by the time it became a steel bar, plunging inside her squeezing channel.

“Oh, God, Jack, I can’t... I can’t... Don’t stop,” Connie gasp-whispered. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. I needed her to come again.

Anna was sliding up and down my cock. I couldn’t feel her thighs slapping against me, just her ass, so she must have been crouching, squat-fucking me like a jackhammer.

Driven to a near frenzy, I came again inside Anna, giving my baby girl whatever I had left, flexing my hips, fucking her back until the fight drained from my limbs.

Fighting through a wave of fatigue, I clutched Connie, licking her hard, sucking her throbbing, engorged clit.

Anna’s tight little slit quivered as she moaned, scrunching her nails against my knees.

“Shhhh!” Kate hissed.

Connie shook, frantically fucking my mouth, moaning raggedly on the edge of another orgasm. Her pussy slapped my dripping lips until suddenly she convulsed, spraying my mouth with a torrent of warm, wet, sweetness.

Then a soft crashing sound filled the air... followed by a gasp. Connie became ridged above me. I lifted her dress and peeked out from under the dark satin to see the banner hanging off, a section still held in Connie’s scrunched fist.

A bunch of guests holding champagne glasses huddled, staring in disbelief — except one older guy who started rubbing his crotch — mouths ajar.

“Oh, my god!” Kate screeched, grabbing the banner and holding it up to block their gawking gazes.

“Holy fuck!” Connie gasped, twitching through an aftershock.

“Guess that answers what would happen,” Anna Giggled, lifting off my hips.

A need to protect Connie thundered through me, forcing my tired body into action. I slid out from under her frozen form. Kate looked like a frightened rabbit, flushed, holding the banner against the frame. We shared the same instinct... flee.

I stood and zipped my pants. Leaving my shirt undone, I scooped Connie into my arms, struggling to gather her dress. Once I knew I wouldn’t trip over the fabric, I held her close. She snuggled into my chest, dipping her head, hiding under her golden locks. “I’m in so much fucking trouble,” she said, sounding on the verge of tears.

Kate and Anna fixed their dresses. Anna was grinning like a loon, enjoying the spectacle far too much. Kate bit her lip.

I nodded to Kate. “Let’s get out of here.”

“Banana, grab Con’s bag,” Kate whispered.

Anna saluted.

With a gulp, Kate dropped the banner revealing a growing audience. Like I’d just rescued the damsel from a dragon, Clutching Connie, I put a smile on my face and strolled between the stunned faces, the sniggers and that one dude who was jacking himself off through his pants, and made as swift an exit as possible with my girls in tow.

Just before she left, Anna turned to the shocked crowd and said with glee, “It’s okay. We’re his wives, and he’s also my daddy!”


CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO


“Daddy! Daddy! Wake up, Daddy!”

The excited voice flooded into the dark world, pulling me from my dream. I was on a weird road trip, but in the future, where all the cars drove themselves and I had to find more extreme ways of keeping my passengers entertained.

“Daddy!”

One of them was restless again.

“We open in a week! There’s so much to do!”

A weight pressed against my chest. I blinked the darkness away and stared into two bright brown eyes as wide as saucers. Auburn curls framed the orbs of panic, and a luscious pouty mouth frowned at me. Memory seeped through the dream fog. Not my daughter, just my mischievous Anna and her daddy kink.

“Go back to sleep, Banana,” a sweet voice whispered. An arm tightened around my waist.

“Anna,” I croaked, trying to clear the fog from my mind and concentrate on the needy nineteen-year-old sat on my chest. “What’s wrong?”

“What’s wrong? Haven’t you been listening?” She thumped my chest with her tiny fist. She’s adorable. “We have a week, Daddy! Seven days until we open! I’m not ready!”

I sighed and closed my eyes. “Anna, it’s fine. We have plenty of time. You’re not alone in this... remember?”

Her nails scrunched through my chest hair, sparking a growing twitch in my shaft. “I can’t stop. I’m too wired!”

“I need my sleep. You know what you have to do,” Kate whispered, sounding dreamy. Her dark waves flowed over the pillow, eyes closed like sleeping beauty.

“Daddy!”

I snapped. I pulled Anna lower and then rolled us precariously close to the edge. “You, you naughty girl, have to calm down.” It must have been early, because the room was dark, lit by moonlight and the illuminated clock on my bedside table.

It was five-thirty!

Anna’s eyes widened, her brows reached her hairline, and her mouth hung open. “What?” she gasped.

Too tired and now too horny to mollycoddle my baby girl, I lifted her legs and whipped her satin sleep shorts from under her. The fabric slipped up her knees and down her flawless legs. “I know how to settle you down.” My fingers flew to her clit like a heat-seeking missile, the contact making her mewl. “Then perhaps we can get some sleep.”

“Oh!” she cried, rolling her eyes. I rubbed her clit directly. It was probably too much too quickly, but part of me wanted to punish her for waking us up.

Too much pleasure wasn’t really a punishment, right?

“Oh, fuck!” She gasped a shaky whisper as I slid a finger inside her tight channel. She was wet, small, and hot.

Perfect.

I pulled away, yanked down my shorts, lined my throbbing cock at the entrance to her slick pussy and climbed over her, taking her right leg with me. She seemed smaller than usual. Her perky little breasts peeked out from under her tee, swaying as I tugged her lower.

Holding her leg, I pushed inside her and I blanked for a second at the pulse of whatever the fuck that feeling is when your cock is sheathed in pure silky perfection.

“Oh, I-I should wake you more often.”

I pulled out and slammed back inside her. She arched as a shiver traveled through her body. “Next time I’ll borrow Katie’s paddle. Bad girls get punished.”

“Please don’t be so sexy or I’ll never get back to sleep,” Kate whispered, rolling over. The low back of her negligee taunted me with her creamy skin.

I leaned in and whispered in Anna’s ear. “I’ll spank you until your bottom is red.”

Her leg jerked. “Daddy!” Her breasts jiggled as I pulled out and slammed inside her dripping hole. “Why does that make me feel funky?”

“What?” Now her channel was more relaxed. I fucked my baby girl with languid thrusts, enjoying the sleep still fogging my mind — making it all seem dreamlike.

“Spanking!” she cried, grabbing my shoulders for support as I picked up speed. The bed creaked a groaning rhythm as Anna clung to me while I fucked the panic from her lithe body.

I chuckled, pushing her knee higher, so it almost reached her breasts. “That’s because you know deep down you’re a bad girl… and bad girls want to be punished.”

“No, I’m not!” Anna giggled, fighting for breath. Her pussy had constricted around my cock, making her feel even smaller.

“What about good girls?” Kate whispered.

“Well,” I said, thrusting harder, slapping my pelvis against Anna. “Good girls get attention. They get to come during their paddling.”

Kate rolled over and stared at me, biting her lip. Her eyes sparkled in the moonlight. “I didn’t think you were into that?”

I grinned, holding Anna tight as my control wavered, and I fucked her wildly. “I’m learning.”

“Oh, fuck, Daddy!” Anna moaned. “That’s so good.” She started panting and moaning in sequence, the pitch and frequency building until she was gasping for breath.

Kate closed her eyes again, but there was a smile on her lips.

Anna became ridged beneath me, shaking through her release. Her pussy squeezed my shaft like she owned it, pushing me closer to the edge. I doubled down, so close, slamming against her, fucking her through her orgasm, extending her thrashing.

Then I groaned, grabbing both her legs and pushed home — as deep as I could — spurting a torrent of cum.

“OH! I can feel it!” she gasp-whispered, shaking again. I didn’t know if it was another orgasm or the same one, but my baby girl fluttered around my shaft, milking my cock.

My hips gave a few more pumps, my cock a couple of dribbles and then I collapsed on top of her. Her breasts squished against my chest, and now I was the heavy weight.

“So good,” she whispered, now sounding sated and dreamy.

I rolled us back with a hand on her cute ass to stay inside her, flicked the comforter back, and sighed. “Now can you sleep?”

She didn’t answer. Drool was already pooling on the pillow, mixing with her curls.

Kate snuggled against my back, slinking a hand around my waist. “I know what I’m going to dream about now.”

I smiled in the darkness, covering her hand with mine. “Me too.”
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The next morning, we slept late, ate breakfast in bed, and then made our way to Anna’s place. The new ovens were installed, tables delivered, and a fresh new shrinkwrapped counter greeted us.

“What about this?” Kate shoved her phone in my face. “It says it can survive an earthquake.”

Anna sniggered, placing the cardboard box she was carrying on the counter. “But can it survive a daddy earthquake?”

I gave the screen a quick glance, then heaved the heavy box I was carrying onto the counter. “That is the biggest bed I’ve ever seen.”

“Solid wood, hand crafted and big enough for ten adults.” Kate slid into a chair and crossed her legs slowly — eyes still on the screen — briefly flashing her black panties under her short tartan mini.

I gawked at her. She had her dark, wavy locks in a tail that draped over her shoulder, flowing over her black crop top with a scandalous cleavage. Her breasts looked bigger in that top and I had to remind myself we were here to work, not to—

“Who would need a bed big enough for ten adults?” Anna said, pushing her way through the new doors into the kitchen shortly before she screamed. “They’re beautiful!”

I smiled. Jerome did me another solid by hooking us up with some very efficient workers and some great rates on burners and ovens.

“You didn’t tell me they were here yet!” Anna screeched.

“Surprise! God, can you imagine if she knew?”

Kate tittered. “Probably would have taken more than a quick fuck to wear her out, that’s for sure... That was sexy as hell, by the way.”

I took a new chair from the pile, spun it around and sat on it backwards, resting my arms on the backrest, facing Kate. “Oh, yeah? Which part?”

She switched her legs, giving me another quick flash. “The part where you just rolled her over and fucked her so, so good,” she said, still fixed on her screen, then looked up. “How much is too much for a bed, because these are expensive?”

“You’re amazing. Do I ever tell you that? Because I feel I don’t say it anywhere near enough.”

She grinned. “I wouldn’t say no to hearing it a little more.”

“Or maybe that I love you?” I inched my seat forward. It screeched in the least sexiest way possible.

She scooted her chair silently forward. “I always like hearing those words.”

I screeched forward another inch. “Maybe I should be sexy more often. Just throw you down and have my wicked way with you?”

She slid her chair forward until we were inches apart. “I definitely wouldn’t say no to that.” She lifted her head and pressed her lips to mine in a gentle caress. Cherries exploded across my tongue, light flashed behind my eyes... and my phone beeped.

She pulled away with a sigh, but she was grinning, eyes sparkling. “Is that Con?”

I licked my lips, wanting to taste more of her as I whipped out my phone, pressed on the new message, and then held it out for Kate to see.

Sex Kitten:
I need you. Bring Sally.



Kate scrunched her face. “That doesn’t sound good.”

It was also alarmingly devoid of any flirty undertones, which was not like Connie.

“You gonna be okay here if I go rescue the princess?”

“You’re sweet, but I think I can manage supervising Hurricane Anna—”

“I heard that!” Anna yelled.

I kissed Kate’s delicious lips, getting one more hit. God, she was addictive. “Just make sure she doesn’t burn down the place before we even make it past inspection.”

“I heard that too!”

Kate giggled. “We’ll be fine. Leave the keys?”

I quickly tapped a reply to the blond bombshell.

You:


On my way.




I gave Kate another quick kiss, unhooked the keys from my ring, and then headed out.

“What about the bed?” Kate waved her phone in the air just as I was about to shut the door.

I poked my head back inside. “I trust you. Though ten might be too large?”

She had a saucy glint in her eyes. “What about one with bondage rings?”

I laughed. “As long as it’s strong, big enough and will fit in our bedroom, it’s your choice, Katie.”

She tittered. “You’re gonna regret saying that.”

“We’ll see,” I said, closing the door. I marched to Sally, thankful we brought the truck this morning. I sent another text to Connie as worry creeped at the edges of my mind.

You:


You okay?




She’d been lying low for the past few days, dealing with her father’s displeasure — keeping us out of his wrathful gaze. Jerome had loads of contacts, but I doubted he could counter an angry senator. The last thing we needed was some pissed off dickhead making it impossible to pass inspections or revoking our licenses... and in this town you needed a license for everything.

She text back an unhappy emoji with tears.

I slipped into drive and sped my way to Connie’s.


CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE


Everything outside Connie’s building looked normal, peaceful even. It was midweek, so I wasn’t expecting it to be heaving. But part of me was expecting something, maybe an external issue like her building being on fire? Something that wasn’t the result of our misguided fucking at a certain fundraiser. I know how stupid and risky it was, but saying no to three needy goddesses wanting to fuck you was virtually impossible.

I parked Sally right out front, assuming Connie asked me to bring her specifically for a reason, and made my way to her apartment. Again, everything looked disappointingly normal. I knocked with a mix of apprehension and worry.

“It’s open.” Connie called, sounding toneless — giving nothing away.

I pushed the door open and stepped into a bombsite. Connie’s was a mess. It reminded me of Anna’s the day I met my baby girl. Boxes were scattered, clothes tossed here and there. A pile of video games sat next to a collection of unplugged consoles on the kitchen counter. What the hell is going on? “Connie?”

Her reply wasn’t the ‘I’m here’ I was used to, but a visceral, “Thank fuck!” as she appeared from behind the door and slammed me against the frame, swinging the door shut an inch from my nose.

“What the fuck, Connie?”

She held me in place with her fists grasping my shoulders. “Shut up, Jack, and make me feel something!” Then her lips attacked mine with a fierce hunger. Her lips kissed, nibbled and bit as she tried to eat my face. I was stunned, only mutely kissing her back with a fraction of the force.

She looked normal enough. Her luscious blond tresses were contained in a tight tail. Her tee was gauzy and loose, showing a pink bra through the cream material. Fluttery pants, loose, elegant and all very Connie. I took hold of her shoulders in return and held her at bay. “What’s wrong?”

Her eyes were glassy, and her lips curved down at the corners. “I just need to feel something... I need a release from this… feeling—”

I spun us around and slammed her against the door. I could see it in her eyes. Whatever it was had shaken her, and I knew she needed an escape. Looking deep into her eyes, I said what she needed to hear. “I’ve got you.” She didn’t want or need the cuddles or the standard reassurance. This was past that. She needed something to knock her out of the headspace she’d trapped herself in. I’d seen it before, been slapped more than once as she goaded me into giving her what she needed. My earlier conversation with Kate and Anna sprang to mind, steering me. “Have you been bad?”

She bit her lip and nodded. “Very.”

I lifted her tee and took hold of her breasts through her bra and squeezed. She hissed. “Do you know what bad girls get?” I asked, pushing her harder against the door.

The look in her eyes shifted. “No.”

I leaned in close, my mouth a fraction from her lips. “They get punished. Do you need to be punished?”

Her eyes drifted again back to that place.

I squeezed her breasts harder. “No. You focus on me.”

She mewled, and her pelvis pressed against mine. I pushed her back, letting her feel the hardness through my jeans.

I didn’t give her a chance to slip, to think about anything else but me, and what I was doing to her. I grabbed her by the shoulders and pushed her over the dining table. It was square, sturdy, and wooden. It reminded me of the obscenely gigantic bed Kate was showing me and I wondered which one she’d pick. Would it have bondage rings? Whatever the fuck those were.

I pushed Connie down to the table so she was bent over it, and pressed her cheek against the dark varnished surface. I gave her delicious ass a couple of slaps.

“Fuck... yeah,” she whispered. I unfastened her pants and yanked them down to her knees.

Her panties were pink — matching her bra — and were a thong. Perfect. I gave her bottom another couple of spanks directly on her voluptuous flesh. The globes jiggled for a second. “How bad have you been?” I asked, slapping her a couple more times.

“Bad,” she gasped. “So bad.”

“Naughty girl.” I spanked her rear four more times, each harder than the last. What they don’t tell you is that spanking someone hard with your palm hurts you as much as them. I guess it’s why they used paddles, but there was something poetic about having to receive pain in order to give it. I knew little about that life, only what I’d read and learned from Kate and Connie’s dabbling, but there was something to it.

“Ow!” Connie cried out. “Fuck, Jack.”

I added to the pressure, taking Connie’s hands and pinning them behind her back, just above her rosy cheeks. “Have you had enough?”

She didn’t answer, but the subtle shake of her head was unmistakable.

“Good. Your ass is pretty when it’s red.” I slapped her hard four more times.

“Jesus, what has Kate done to you?”

I kicked her legs as far apart as her pants would stretch, and her tummy pressed against the table. “Maybe something, maybe nothing.” Two more spanks, one to each cheek. “Maybe I’ve always been this way and you’ve just unlocked it?”

Connie let a long whine slip from her lips. “If that’s true, fuck, do it again.”

I winced as I spanked her rosy rear six times, feeling the sting on my palm. “You’re not supposed to be enjoying this.”

“Oh, no?” she said, sounding more like herself. “Who says?”

“Me!” I spanked her twice as hard as I could. Her whole body shuddered. Her panties were sodden when I slid my fingers over her mound, giving myself a break. “Such a bad girl,” I said, childing her. What once felt awkward and cheesy now came easily. Maybe Kate was corrupting me? I liked that thought.

“Tough,” she hissed, a smile tugging at her lips.

I narrowed my eyes at her. Damnit, she was actually beating me... then I had a wicked idea. Kate was too scared to try it — she’s less into pain — but Connie?

“Oh, really?” I slid her legs together and peeled her soggy thong from between her cheeks and pulled them down to her pants. “We’ll see about that.”

“Oh, fuck. What are you gonna do?”

I smirked. “Giving a bad girl what a bad girl wants.” I kicked her legs apart again — stretching the fabric to the limit — and cupped her pussy. She was hot to the touch and dripping into my palm.

She tittered. “I’m not sure you understand—”

The words died in her throat as I lifted my hand and then spanked her pussy. A quiet, wet slap filled the void.

Her legs tried to close, but I’d placed my feet inside hers. “Oh.”

I spanked her again, then ground my fingers over her clit.

“Fuck!” she cried. I freed her hands — they shot out and gripped the edge of the table.

“You were saying?” I spanked her sopping pussy three more times, each one harder than the last, then rubbed her nub as a reward.

Connie’s mouth hung open against the wood. “I... You...”

“What’s that?” I spanked her slick flesh a couple more times and her eyes rolled back in her head.

“Fuck,” was all she could say.

Instead of trying to close them, her legs had inched further apart. I slapped her pretty pink flesh with a continuous stream of gentle but firm swats, catching her clit with my fingers. I preferred this. Not only was it gentle on my palm, it felt more intimate and sexy. Her knuckles were white, and she shook with every spank. With my hand cupped over her mound, I could give her pleasure or pain and her breath hung on every move of my palm. It was an intoxicating kind of power.

It was amazing she enjoyed being treated this way... got off on it even. Not that I enjoyed punishing her, but knowing what it did to her, how much she liked it. I guess I loved doing anything with my girls that brought them pleasure.

Connie’s puffy pussy was red and glistening — begging me to take her — but I wanted her to work for it.


CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR


I took my damp hand and coiled it around Connie’s ponytail and lifted her up. Leaning down, I whispered in her ear. “You want to come, princess?”

“You-you know I do,” she stammered, sounding far from where she was when I arrived — lost in whatever this did to her.

I grinned. God, I loved this. “Prove it.” I pulled her up by the hair and sat on the table. “Make me nice and wet... and maybe you get my cock.”

Her mouth dropped open to an ‘O’, but a smile was tugging at the corners. “Damn, Jack. Where has this guy been hiding?”

I pulled her down to my crotch, and her digits eagerly tugged on my fly. I laughed. She had my rock hard shaft in her fingers before I had the chance to shuffle into a more comfortable position.

Her mouth slicked over my throbbing crown, and I knew she was trying to get me back, or push me when she bit my tip.

“Ah!” I tugged on her ponytail, and she sniggered. It was like looking into the eyes of a wild woman. Or a very naughty vixen. “Be nice.”

I pushed her head down onto my cock and she took me halfway before I pushed at the back of her throat. Katie she was not. But she sucked like a vacuum as she slid off the head, taking my shaft in hand. I tugged her tail again. “Just your mouth.”

She gave me another one of those looks that said ‘where was this guy hiding,’ then sucked the tip of my cock like a lollipop. It must have tasted good, because she lavished her pouty lips over that crown. The sight of her mouth stretching and sucking my cock with my fist still firmly wound in her hair was far more erotic than I thought possible. “Good girl.”

She moaned and sucked off with a pop. “No, please no.”

“What... That you’re a good girl for sucking my cock so sweetly?”

“Fuck.” She shuddered, then shoved my cock in her mouth and sucked so damn hard it almost hurt.

I stroked her hair with my other hand. “Good girl.”

She whimpered, pushing deeper.

As pulses of pleasure throbbed through my shaft, I wondered, were those words something she coveted, but never received?

I hissed, pulling her from my cock, almost coming. It caught me off guard. I didn’t want to come in her mouth. I was saving it for her pussy. “That’s enough, princess.” I hopped off and pushed her back over the table. Her ass was still rosy, and the vixen was wiggling it at me. The sounds of slaps echoed in the apartment as I spanked her a few more times. “Have you learned your lesson?”

She giggled. “Fuck no!”

I kicked her legs apart, so she was lying on the table, ass in the air, clutching the edges. Then pushed my saliva covered cock into her slick pussy.

She mewled, arching her back at the intrusion.

A pulse of pleasure crashed into my shore, eroding my resolve, but I somehow managed to not come as I sheathed myself in her heat.

“Yes! Fuck, that’s it, right there,” she cried.

I coiled her ponytail around my fist and held it like a leash as I pulled out. Connie groaned, arching her back, pushing her ass out to keep me inside her. A slap to her red cheeks pushed her forward. Then I rammed back inside her tight slit. My pelvis slapped her ass. The table groaned, sliding forward an inch. She gasped.

Then I was off, fucking this needy princess with fast, full thrusts. Her pussy fluttered as the glory of wet slapping echoed around the apartment.

“Shit, fuck, fuck, fuck,” she panted. I wasn’t giving her time to adjust, to think — just feel. To take her fucking and escape.

“Good girl,” I praised, using my free hand to hold her hips. She visibly twitched, and I felt it around my shaft.

“God, Jack, I love you like this, fuck, I love you,” she babbled as her rosy ass cheeks rippled like a stone dropped into a pond every time I pushed deep and my pelvis slapped her ass. I pulled her hair harder, forcing her to arch her back, and raise up on her hands. There was something about the naked ass and curved spine of a beautiful woman that was just a work of art.

I should have made her take her top off. To see her luscious, elegant shoulders strain as I fucked her over the table... no, it was probably a good thing. I was barely holding on as it was with just her sexy ass and lower back presented to me. Her pussy was incredibly wet, hot, and inviting. She was breathing hard, pushing her ass out to meet my thrusts, and the need to come overtook me.

“Such a good girl, Connie,” I said, gritting my teeth. “Such a good girl for your fucking.”

She let out a strangled wail. Her knuckle gripped the edges tighter, and she shook.

I slammed my hips faster, pulled her hair tighter. The table groaned, sliding a fraction with each slap of her ass. I had to take a step forward to keep up.

“That’s it. Fuck, you’re a good girl. Good girls come. Come for me, Connie,” I said, but secretly I was pleading. We had little room before the table would hit the kitchen counter and I was on the verge of coming.

“Oh, god, oh, god, Jack. Fuck. Fuck me. Fuck me!”

I lost it. Yanking her hair hard, I gave the blond bombshell all I had. Flexed my hips as fast as I could. As hard as I could.

My cock was enveloped in pure, silky pleasure, throbbing and begging for release.

It wasn’t long before Connie’s shaking body grew taut like a bowstring. Her clutching fingers became fists, and a loud groan escaped her lips. She froze for a second... then she exploded. A warm wetness flooded her channel, foaming against my thrusts, squirting around my length with each pull — squelching as I slammed home.

I grit my teeth, holding her ponytail tight, and I came. Her sopping pussy convulsed around me as I unleashed like a wild thing, spurting rope after rope of hot cum inside her.

We both gasped, her body shuddering, my cock pulsing.

Then, with an exhale, I released her hair and collapsed against her back. She flopped onto the table, pressing her cheek against the surface. My cock slipped from her sloppy channel in a rush of fluid. “Jesus,” I gasped, inhaling the sweaty sex musk of her, mixed with the fruity smell of her hair.

I couldn’t see straight, couldn’t think.

“Holy... fuck,” she whispered. “I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard before.”

I pulled her tee aside and bit her shoulder like some possessive primal. Not hard, just enough to make her whimper, and not from the bite but the intention, the message on a primitive, possessive level.

She was mine.

I scooped her up and carried her over to the couch and just tumbled onto its padded surface.

She wiggled in my grasp until we were spooning and sighed, holding my hand to the valley of her luscious breasts. “Better?” I asked into her ear, nuzzling her with my nose.

“So, much.” I could hear the dazed happiness creeping into her tone.

I shuffled to get more comfy, pressing my deflating cock against her lower back. “Do you want to talk about it now?”

She sighed. “Do you still have room for me at your place?”

“Of course... why? Are they kicking you out?”

“In order to save face, dad disowned me—”

“Ouch, really?”

She nodded, and a tight ball formed in my gut.

“I’m really sorry. I can’t help feel like this is my fault, that I should have done—”

She scoffed. “No way! I’m a big girl. It was my idea that we... you know, and now I’m kind of relieved.”

“You didn’t look it.”

She squeezed my hand. “That was before you turned up. Everything always seems impossible. Then you hold me and then it’s not.”

“Connie...”

“I’ve been teetering on the edge since I’ve met you. Straddling the lines between the life I had and the life I wanted.” She tittered. “I dunno. Maybe I was self-sabotaging or some shit. But now... fuck it. I get to share you with Kay and Banana. We get to be together. All of us.”

The thought pulled my lips wide, but I had to ask. “We’re not in any trouble, are we, for like, public indecency or something?”

Connie giggled. For the first time since I met her, it sounded pure and carefree. “Nah. Dad buried it. Fortunately for him, I’ve never used the Bridgeport name, so it was easy for him to spin a yarn or whatever he does and brush me under the rug with all the other dirty little secrets.”

I held her tighter. “So we get to be together... for real this time?”

She rolled over. Her voluminous breasts pressed against me and she grinned pure sunshine. “If you’ll have me?”

The thumping in my chest was all-encompassing — an overwhelming sensation to just hold her forever. I looked into her deep blue pools. “I love you, Constance. Have from the moment you stood on my doorstep with that sponge in your hand. I couldn’t imagine my life without you... so, hell yes, I’ll have you.” Leaning in, I whispered in her ear, “I think I just did.”

She giggled. “Phew, yeah. Don’t think I’ll be walking right for a few hours. But I love you too, Jack. You know that, right? Like... really, truly? I was only supposed to wash your car… Now look at us!”

I kissed her lips. She tasted of pure Connie. “Yeah. Never tire of hearing it, though,” I smirked, and she slapped my chest with her tiny fist.

Her smile was dazzling. “Need someone to take care of the paperwork? I don’t have a job anymore, after all?”

I chuckled. “Hell yeah. I do not know what I’m doing.”

“Good.” She kissed me, gently at first, but quickly it became more forceful.

I pulled away. “Hang on. Does that mean we need to move all this stuff?”

“Ugh! Don’t stop. It was getting good again. I love your kisses.”

“How long do we have?”

She tried to kiss me again, but pouted when I moved my mouth out of range. “We’ve got time... until tonight?”

“Tonight? I’ve got to pick Kate and Anna up — I just left them.” I quickly glanced around and my heart sank. “Um. We gotta get started.”

“Really? Can’t they wait? I don’t think my legs work.”

I fell off the couch and fumbled with my pants. There was a big wet patch on the front. Great, now people would think I’d pissed myself — instead of the much sexier truth. But I didn’t have time to worry about that. “What’s yours?” I asked, hoping some of it came with the apartment.

“Most of it,” she said, sounding indignant. “If it moves, it’s mine.”

“Great.” I looked down at her, and my panic melted a little. Her pants were still tangled around her ankles. Her tee was messed up, showing her bra, and her ponytail was loose, draping golden strands across her face. “Goddamn, you’re beautiful.”

She wiggled her bow. “Says the sexy fucker!”

I snapped out of it and raced out to the truck, praying I still had the trolley in the back. I did, thank fuck, and quickly set about ferrying the large items.

I stopped to message Kate after the fridge nearly killed me and let her know I’d be late. She sent back a bunch of heart emojis.

God. Anna, Kate, and now Connie? How did I get so lucky?

My back didn’t agree as I lugged the sofa and the table. Connie eventually started helping, and I worried I’d been too rough. She did, in fact, have a slightly awkward walk. But the smile on her lips told me otherwise... as did the drying wet patches on both our clothes.

Quickly, Connie gained a spring in her step. Instead of what I thought would be a somber affair, was instead a fun romp of lugging boxes and stealing kisses. Idle chatter about video games and ‘how bad are you dude?’ when I still hadn’t beaten Dragon Slayer and still had the sequel sat unopened in the entertainment center.

Connie’s ass wiggled, and I made a habit of taking longer, fiddling with the overflowing cargo in the truck, just so I had an excuse to walk behind her and stare at the thong crease in her fluttery, but tight-around-the-ass pants.

While I was loading the last few boxes, Connie emerged with a couple of bags under her arms, now wearing a pair of frayed denim short-shorts and a tank top. While I always enjoyed ogling her long, smooth legs, now I was the only one who’d had an ‘accident’.

She tossed the bags in the back seat and watched me strap her stuff down with a grin so wide it made her eyes squint. “What? And before you say it, no I didn’t have an accident, this was all you,” I said, pointing to the wetness she’d christened my jeans with.

She tittered. “It’s not that... I just.” She scrunched her face for a second. “I just don’t think I’ve ever felt... this happy before. I don’t know what to do with it.”

I laughed as I hopped down from the truck and secured the tailgate. “I’m sure you’ll think of something.”

A mischievous look flickered across her eyes as I checked my watch. Wow, we loaded her stuff in record time. We hopped in and I asked, “You sure we didn’t leave anything?”

She grinned. “Nope. Just left my trash. They can deal with that shit. I’m out!” She stretched her arms out the window and whooped.

I slipped into drive, and Connie grinned, placing her hand on mine as it lingered on the stick.

Finally, I would have all three with me, living in my house, sleeping in my... our bed.

Sometimes life gave you lemons… and other times, three beautiful women wanted to suck your cock. Life’s funny like that, I guess.

With a chuckle, I floored it, driving home as fast as I could risk with the heavy load.


CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE


We swapped Sally for Tiffany, and I picked up some snacks and a Pepsi as instructed by Anna’s repeated messages.

“Are you sure you’re okay with all this?” I asked Connie as I turned off the winding country lane and gunned it towards downtown. “It’s a big change.” I had to shout over the surgery pop song she was bopping to.

She jabbed the stereo, lowering the volume. “What?” Her eyes were alive. She looked different somehow, younger maybe?

“I said!” I shouted, then lowered my volume. “You don’t seem upset about any of this. Not sure I’d be as... happy.”

She gave me a sly grin. “Well,” she says, looking ahead, before turning back. “I was upset at first. Sure I cried. But the longer I did, I realized they weren’t tears of sadness...”

“No?”

She shook her head, and her blond waves danced against the headrest. “Nope. They were tears of relief. So much fucking relief.”

“Really?” While I understood, I don’t think I’d ever really understand.

“Fuck yeah. You know what I realized since I met you?”

“What’s that?”

“That I wasn’t happy. I met you and I understood why Kate was humming all the way home that first night. When we’re together, I feel it. I have from the moment I met you. Maybe when we went camping? Maybe before that, I dunno, but I realized where I belonged and I couldn’t have it. I’d felt bliss, and it was within reach and all I could hear in the back of my head was dad’s voice telling me I’m a Bridgeport. It tore me and I realized I’m really fucking not. I’ve always used Chambers, so I guess on some level I knew. Now I get to be happy. With you… and those two.”

We pulled over in front of the cafe to Kate leaning against the doorjamb and Anna scampering around to my side before I’d even put it in park.

“Did you bring it?” she said, tapping against my window and yanking on the handle.

I wound down the window and smiled at her. “Did I bring what?”

“Oh, my god! Daddy!” She looked horrified.

“Okay, don’t freak out.” I whipped the bags of chips and her Pepsi from the back seat and held it through the window.

“Oh, thank god!” She snatched the pepsi and downed half the bottle, strolling away in her tight jeans and temptress’ tee.

“You okay?” Kate asked, as Connie slipped out the passenger side. They hugged. “What happened?” Kate watched my every move over Connie’s shoulder as I climbed out carrying Anna’s snacks.

“He disowned me.”

Kate held Connie’s shoulders and looked deep into her eyes. “We’re happy about this, right?”

Connie held up her hand. “Free to be with Jack and you guys? Hell yeah!” Kate high-fived Connie’s waiting hand and they did a little dance together, breaking into giggles.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Anna said, handing me the empty bottle and taking the chips.

I chuckled, tossing the bottle in the trash, and we all followed her back inside.

As I passed through our new front door, I gasped. It was like I’d entered a brand new cafe. The new tables were spread out, with the chairs unwrapped and bare of their cellophane. The counter had its plastic wrap removed and the glass shelving ready to display. Signs were up, the lights were working, and it was tidy. “Wow.”

Kate clapped her hands. “I know, right? They stopped by and finished, so we did the chairs and tables. Pretty good, if I do say so myself.”

“I helped,” Anna grumbled with a mouthful, sat cross-legged in the middle of a table.

I took Kate by the hand and pulled her close, wrapping my arms around her. “You’re amazing… both of you.”

Her eyes sparkled. “I know... You smell of sex.”

“My fault,” Connie said, joining us, wrapping her arms around us both. “No, you’re amazing, Jack. Seriously. Not only did he make me squirt when I really needed it, he loaded all of my stuff—”

“Wait, you’re moving in?” Kate said, squeezing my arm.

Connie grinned, nodding.

“Oh, my gosh! Connie!”

“I want in!” Anna cried, scrambling off the table and rushing into the hug. “I call sleeping next to Daddy!”

“Me too,” Kate added.

“What? Connie gasped. You’re all in together? When did this happen... Why didn’t you tell me? I would have gotten caught sooner!”

I laughed. “A few days ago,” I said, holding my girls tight.

“Don’t worry, Con. We’ve got a space at the foot of the bed.” Kate chuckled.

“Ha ha... oooOOOooo, this place is coming along.” Connie looked around as if seeing the renewed cafe for the first time, or at least since distracting the realtor while I fucked Anna in the kitchen.

On reflection, we do have a history of getting frisky in the risky. It was only a matter of time before we got caught.

“Oh, wow! It looks almost ready to go. We’ve gotta christen it!” Connie pulled away and reached for the hem of her tank.

“Done that,” Anna giggled.

“Don't count, Banana. I wasn’t here.” Connie’s pink bra bounced as she whipped off her top and tossed it on the table next to Anna’s bags of chips.

Kate chuckled, pulling herself closer. “Haven’t you had enough sex today?”

Connie scoffed. “No such thing!”

‘A woman after my own heart’, a little voice chirped in the back of my mind.

“Can we? We deserve it, Daddy!”

Connie waltzed closer and fisted my shirt, drawing my attention to her determined gaze. “Yeah, Daddy. Don’t you want to fuck us?” Her tone was laced with seduction.

“Hey! He’s my daddy!” Anna nudged Connie with her elbow.

I turned to Kate, seeking her approval. She grinned up at me. “As long as I get your dick this time.” Her lithe fingers rubbed my hardening shaft.

“Hell yes!” Connie whooped, wiggling her hips out of her shorts.

Anna clapped her hands and struggled out of her jeans.

“Okay then,” I said, a little dumbstruck. “I guess we’re doing this.” I detangled from Kate and snagged the keys from the counter and locked up. We were not getting caught again.

“Come and take me, Jack,” Kate said, sounding breathless. “There’s a reason I wear short skirts around you.” She wiggled her brows and then vanished through the doors into the kitchen.

I stood there frozen for a second, staring at the void she left behind.

“Then we’ll be waiting,” Connie said, pulling Anna into a hug.

Quickly I pulled down the shutters, while Connie told Anna about her moving in and reassuring her fears that she wouldn’t get less ‘daddy time’ with her there.

When I finished, I turned to the door and took a breath. With one last glance at the partially naked beauties busy chatting, I pushed through into the kitchen.


CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX


The kitchen, anticlimactically, was empty. “Katie?” I strolled between the new preparation tables that Anna had unpacked a bunch of utensils onto. The new ovens glistened like they’d recently been wiped down. “Katie?” I said in a more playful tone. “Where are you?”

“I’m in here,” called her voice from one of the storage rooms, sounding like the sweetest music.

My heart thumped in my chest like I was hunting prey. Katie would be any hunter’s greatest catch.

“There you are,” I said, trying to sound casual and failing spectacularly. Katie had propped one of her luscious long legs on a stool, forcing her tiny skirt to drape over her upper thigh like a decoration.

She was facing to my right, pretending to search the empty shelving. “I’ve lost my panties... have you seen them?”

I stifled a laugh. The saucy little minx was roleplaying again. I looked around and found the black scrap of cloth on the other shelving unit, and I grinned, sliding my index finger through, letting them hang. “You mean these delectable little things?”

She snatched them when I held them in front of her. “Thanks.” She hesitated for a moment, before adding, “well, guess I’m done here.” She wiggled her bottom, and I remembered her words.

I placed a hand on her thigh. “No, you’re not.”

She gasped. “No?”

“I think I deserve a reward for finding them, don’t you?”

She hummed, pretending to think about it. “Maybe. What did you have in mind?”

I stalked around her and shoved my other hand between her thighs. My digits slid through her folds, and it felt like coming home. Her silky skin was soaked. “This,” I growled in her ear.

She whimpered, and I wasn’t sure if she acted that part, but I continued.

“This pretty little pussy is mine, Katie.”

Her breathing hitched. “If it is,” she whispered. “You’d better take it...”

My wet fingers added another stain to my jeans as I frantically fumbled with my fly and whipped out my raging hard on.

Kate pushed out her salacious bottom, lifting her skirt just enough to tease me.

I didn’t wait. I lined up with her slick pink hole and pushed inside with one hard thrust.

“Fuck, yes,” she gasped.

I gripped her shoulder as my world flashed white for a second. The sensation of being sheathed in Katie’s perfect pussy gave me pause, like my brain couldn’t cope with the tight heat encompassing my shaft.

I let out the breath I didn’t know I was holding and inhaled deep.

“Fuck.” I’d been spending too much time with Connie. I think we all had, as that word was now our default to that feeling. The overwhelmingness of being physically connected.

But it passed, leaving a hungry beast in its wake. I hooked my arm under her leg and kicked the stool aside, lifting her thigh higher. She fell towards the shelving, but I grabbed her around the waist. Still deep inside her, I lifted and turned, pushing her against the back wall. Her palms slapped against the gray painted concrete and her dark tresses danced in my face. I breathed it in, all of it. All of her.

“Yes!” she gasped. Her voice was husky and begging.

The beast took over, consumed with need. I held her leg high and pistoned inside her.

She bit her lip, looking over her shoulder and up at me as I fucked her like she wanted. Wild — just taken — against the wall.

My fingers dug into her supple flesh as I held her waist, keeping her where I wanted, where I needed her to be so I could impale her on my cock over and over.

“Fuck. This is hot. I love you, fuck!” Katie mumbled in between deep gasps for air, and I completely agreed. I couldn’t say it, or anything, except grunt like a caveman in a full rut as I flexed my hips and pounded her dripping pussy with an unrelenting rhythm.

But I needed to see her. Wanted to see the look on her perfect, pretty face.

A strangled, confused gasp left her lips as I pulled out and spun her around. Her mouth was locked in a small ‘oh’, as I hooked my arms under her thighs — lifting both her legs — and slammed her against the wall. The ‘oh’ became a scream of pleasure as I rammed back inside her.

Her breasts bounced in a hypnotic rhythm as she rose and fell with each flex of my hips, each deep push inside as I fucked her against the wall. She came almost instantly. Her feet hooked behind my back and her arms grasped my tee like she was falling. I stared into her eyes as her mouth fell open and an “oh, god!” fell from her lips.

Her tight channel constricted around my length and she held on for dear life, shaking for an intense few seconds. All the while I watched, gazing into her bright hazels as pleasure rippled through her body.

A few seconds later, she let out a shaky breath and giggled. “Wow... that was—”

“Just the beginning,” I whispered. I pulled her away from the wall with her still clasped around my shaft, back and neck, marched from the storage room and back to the kitchen. Anna and Connie were waiting, both looking antsy and needy.

“Finally,” Connie huffed. “I’m still gooey from earlier.”

I placed Kate down on an empty table. Reluctantly, she released my neck and flopped down on her back. She kept her legs locked around me, like she didn’t want to let me go.

“OooOOOooo,” Connie purred. “I like where this is going.” She gingerly climbed onto the table. “It feels like a while since we did this. You want to taste Jack’s cum, Kay?”

Kate giggled with a dreamy, sated tone. “You’re filthy, Con... gimme!”

I laughed, watching Connie slip off her panties and crawl over to Kate and place her legs on either side of the raven-haired-beauty’s head. With a mischievous glint in her eyes, she lowered her core to Kate’s mouth.

My cock flexed as I watched — still hard and unsatisfied — as Kate dipped her tongue inside Connie’s hole. “Oh, my god!” she gasped. “I can taste it!”

Connie moaned, silencing Kate with her sloppy pussy, and Anna tapped me on the shoulder.

“You know I just cleaned these, right?” She poked the table with her finger.

I grinned at her. Fuck, she was adorable. She scrunched her face like she couldn’t decide what was more important. “I’ll help you clean it,” I said as Connie groaned and Kate’s channel squeezed my cock almost as hard as when she came.

“Okay,” Anna said, taking minimal convincing. “Help me up, Daddy.” She kicked off her white cotton panties and held her arms up.

I heaved her slight weight over the table and she carefully placed her feet on either side of Kate. Her tight little pussy stared at me, and Katie fluttered around my cock again, making my hips jerk involuntarily.

“Ohhh,” Connie let out a breath, grinding her hips against Kate. Then my vision was obscured by Anna’s neatly trimmed mound.

“I love it when you do this,” Anna giggled, spreading her pussy lips open for me with her fingers held in a vee.

“I love it when you come,” I told her, slowly flexing my hips again, sliding slowly in and out of Kate’s slick core. “All of you.”

“Good, because I wanna come,” Anna said, pushing her hips forward, pressing her pussy against my mouth.

I continued to fuck my Katie with languished strokes while licking Anna’s folds. Her spare hand ruffled through my hair and held me in place while I flicked my tongue around her cute little nub.

“That’s it, Kay, lick it like a whore!” Connie moaned, then giggled. One of Kate’s hands slid over her mound and circled her clit in slow strokes while I fucked her.

Anna pulled my hair, returning my attention to her bud, and I ratcheted up a gear with everything. I stopped teasing and licked her with enthusiasm. Full tongue flicks over her engorged flesh, then pushing inside her tight channel, while fucking Kate with faster, harder strokes.

“Oh, yes! Daddy. Just like that,” Anna mewled. “Just like that.” Her hips rocked back and forth, coating my lips and chin in her wanton desire.

The delicious sensations flowing through my shaft made it hard to concentrate, even harder to not come, but I held off, focusing on Anna. The naughty little minx was using her grip on my head to fuck my face as she flexed her hips, forcing me to lick through her folds and then around her clit.

“Oh, fuck! Kay!” Connie moaned, and the table shook just enough for me to feel her writhing over Kate’s mouth. It pushed Katie over the edge. Suddenly, her pussy clamped down around my shaft and her legs stiffened in my grasp. I grit my teeth, growling against Anna’s slick lips, then pushed my tongue as deep as I could while pushing my burning dick all the way into the magical heat.

Anna erupted against my face as I came deep inside Kate, fucking her with tiny movements, while Anna ground against me. I couldn’t breathe, but I didn’t care. I’d gladly give up some oxygen for this.

Kate gasped and then her legs relaxed, Anna purred like a kitten, her thighs shaking as she struggled to remain standing... then pulled away and I inhaled a deep breath. All I could smell was sex and the heady musk of Anna’s pussy.

“Fuck, Jack,” Kate said. “Don’t think I’ll be walking home.” I didn’t think she came that hard, but my attention was elsewhere through most of it.

Anna wobbled against me, looking dizzy, as she dropped to her knees beside Kate. Connie curled up around her head. I carefully lowered her legs and hopped onto the table beside her. Thankfully, it was a sturdy metal table and could support us all.

“Well... that was something,” Connie giggled.

“Yep.” I snuggled against Kate as Anna copied on the other side.

“So good,” my baby girl sighed.

Then Kate giggled and had to cover her mouth.

“What’s funny?” Connie asked.

My raven-haired-beauty waved her hand. “It’s nothing. I’m just glad I ordered the bigger bed now.”

I grinned.

“What’s funny about that? We’re gonna need it, right?” Connie climbed to her knees and sat on her haunches.

Kate bit her lip before answering. “It’s so big we’re never gonna get it through the door!” Then burst into giggles.

Connie joined her, flopping on her back like she’d heard the funniest joke ever.

Anna leaned over Kate and whispered, “Should we tell them it’s flat-packed? It said it on the page.”

I laughed and whispered back, “Nah, let’s see what they come up with.”

“I mean, we could take out the window, right?” Connie offered.

I closed my eyes, basking in the aftermath, and smirked. “No.”


CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN


“This is nice.” A sweet voice traveled through the void.

“I’m so snuggled against you, Daddy,” another said.

“Fuck, this bed is incredible, Kay.” A third, more distant, but just as dreamy.

Arms curled around my waist, fingers scrunched on my chest, and digits caressed inside my shorts.

Movement yanked me from my paradise of comfort. Weight on my legs moved to my waist. Hands pressed on my shoulders.

“Jack, I know you’re awake. You’re fucking smiling.”

I grinned wider, peeking through my lashes into a blond haven surrounding a goddess smiling pure sunshine.

Connie.

I shut my eyes and smiled so wide it almost hurt. Katie, Connie and Anna. I was surrounded, enveloped, and caressed by three perfect, beautiful, loving young women.

“Good morning,” I said with a husk. “I feel like I’m floating on a cloud.” I pulled my arms tighter around Kate and Anna, squinting my eyes open. Bright sunlight streaked through golden strands that kinked in a cascade around me.

Katie kissed my shoulder. “This was definitely the right choice... even if it’s a little big.”

“Bigger the better.” Connie rubbed herself over my hard shaft as naughty fingers pulled my shorts down.

Anna sniggered. “You’re always so hard in the morning, Daddy.”

I chuckled. “I wonder why?”

Connie bit her lip, still smiling. Fingers held my cock at an angle as she sank, sliding my shaft inside her silky pussy. A tight, wet heat fondled my flesh, and I inhaled through a rush of sensation. Connie rolled her eyes until she was fully seated. “Couldn’t possibly imagine why you’d be so hard, Jack.” She ground her hips in a salacious circle. “You must be a pervert.”

I laughed.

More hands fondled my balls. “Pervert, Daddy,” Anna whispered into my ear. “Or just hot for us?”

Connie giggled, leaning back. Her golden drapes slid across my face until I was back in the world.

Fingers pinched my chin and turned my head. Glassy hazel eyes beamed at me from under long, dark lashes. “I like that one better. You’re always so hard for us, aren’t you?” Kate’s words were whispers on the wind.

I nodded mutely, my throat unable to make a sound other than a grunt as Connie lifted herself and slowly sank back onto my pulsing shaft.

Fuck. I was in heaven.

Katie’s lips pressed to mine. Soft, glossy pillows of red strawberry perfection.

A teasingly slow tightness slid up and down my shaft, exposing my dripping cock to the morning air, before dipping back into scalding hot flesh. With my arms trapped under Kate and Anna, I had to let Connie do what she wanted and take it. Enjoy it. It was a form of fantastic torture.

Katie’s kiss deepened. Her fingers shifted to my hair, scrunching her fist to hold me. I drowned in kisses and nibbles.

Everything was torturously slow. Connie fucked me like she wanted to enjoy it, rather than come. Kate teased and tasted with her tongue. Anna kissed my shoulder and scratched my chest with her nails.

Kate pulled away, her lips pursed, glistening, surrounded by her long dark waves that flowed around her pretty porcelain face.

I almost came just from the dazed look in her eyes, puffy red lips and nails digging into my head. I was hers in so many ways.

I scrunched my toes at the pulse of pleasure pulsing through my shaft. Connie moaned, digging her fingers in to my abs. Kate released me, letting me turn to Connie. Her breasts fought to escape her silk camisole, bouncing gently. Her thick, pebbled nipples poked against the fabric, swaying hypnotically. With eyes closed, she was lost, fucking my slick cock unhurried, building slowly — so slowly — to her release.

New fingers pinched my chin and turned my face the other way. Big brown eyes screamed mischief through wayward strands of auburn curls. “Naughty, Daddy,” pouty lips whispered. “Always hard and desperate to come.” Her lips pressed against mine — just a quick peck. “In our hands.” Another peck. “In our mouths.” She licked my bottom lip. “In our tight little pussies.” Her lips crashed against mine. Nails dug into the side of my face as she bit my lip, before pushing her tongue deep into my mouth.

The hot, slick channel tightened around my length, forcing me to groan into Anna’s mouth. Connie moaned — not coming, but close.

Anna pulled away, gasping for air. I didn’t have time for a breath before another pair of lips smacked against me. Deep blue pools sparkled before closing. “Come inside me, please.” Connie slid her fingers through my hair and gripped my head on both sides. “Fuck, Jack, fuck. Fucking come. Come with me.”

My scalp burned as she kissed me again, slamming her core against me, slapping my thighs in building desperation while devouring my mouth.

“Come, baby,” Kate whispered into my ear.

“Come, Daddy,” Anna whispered on the other side.

It was too much. There were too many of them and as much as I wanted to defy them, prove I decide when I came... I couldn’t.

Connie groaned as I thrust my hips up, pushing deep, and then exploded. Her nails dug in deep, her pussy convulsed, and I shot my load inside her.

She twisted and pulled my head as she shook through her orgasm, facing the ceiling, eyes shut in rapture. Pulse after pulse ejected from my cock as I filled her channel with my virile release.

“Good, boy,” she breathed a few seconds later when her muscles released their convulsing iron grip and she lowered against me.

I gulped. “That’s why I’m always so damn hard.”

Connie chuckled, her lips a fraction from mine. “Who the fuck needs a vibrator with you around?”

“Not me.” Kate kissed my cheek.

“Or me,” Anna sniggered, then gasped. “Holy fuck! It’s opening day!”

My baby girl struggled to free her arm from under me and fell off the bed. “Ow! This bed is really high!”

“I thought she’d forgotten,” I said with a sigh.

Connie ground her hips, shifting my softening, sticky cock. “Fat chance. I’m just glad she didn’t have us up at five.”

Anna’s wavy auburn locks flapped around her head as she padded around our new monstrous bed. Her tee few through the air as she ran through the door, screaming. “Get up! Get up! Get up!”

Connie collapsed on top of me. “I feel tired.”

“You sure it’s Anna that wore you out?” Kate giggled, sitting up. Her delicious right breast slipped from its lacy cup.

I hummed in appreciation, not sated in the slightest, and pulled her down to take her nipple in my mouth. She gasped as I sucked her hard little bud, tasting her flavor. The taste that was pure Katie and her delicious nub. My finger dug into her supple, ample, perfect breasts, devouring and licking.

She bit her lip, looking down at me over her creamy mound. “Jack...”

I sucked harder, and Connie fluttered around my shaft.

Kate’s mouth opened and closed in slight movements that matched the subtle grinding of her hips. “We don’t have time... please don’t get me going... if you’re not... gonna finish...”

I gasped into Katie’s flesh as the wet heat left my cock, and Connie shifted. Then I bit down as her lips sucked my shaft.

Kate shuddered.

Not wanting to leave her unsatisfied, I snaked my free hand down to the hem of her silky negligee and flipped it to her hips. I sucked on her tit as I found her soaked pussy and slicked my fingers through her folds.

I pushed those two slick digits inside her. “Jack...” she mouthed for air.

My cock grew hard again in Connie’s mouth as the blond bombshell sucked with a growing desperation.

“Come for me, Katie.” I contorted my other hand to reach her clit and strummed her engorged little bud, while pumping my fingers, reaching up to catch her spot.

She shuddered, arching off the bed, gasping, making moaning panting sounds that built to—

“Fuck!” I cried as Connie pushed my dick deeper than she’d ever managed — sucking hard. I came deep in her throat, emptying whatever I had left.

“Mmmmmm,” Kate groaned, squeezing my digits, arching higher, soaking my fingers.

Connie gasped, pulling off my length, coughing and spluttering.

“Jesus!” I spurted a string of cum over Connie’s lips and fell back onto the bed — surrounded by orgasms and soft, willing flesh. “The things you do to me.”

“Us?” Connie giggled. She wiped the cum from her lips and sucked it off her pink nail-varnished digits with a salacious pop.

Kate crumpled, taking a deep breath. I’d forgotten she was still coming on my fingers. I pulled my soaked digits from her sopping pussy, unable to string a thought together.

“It’s this yummy cock that’s the problem.” Connie licked the remaining dribbles of pearly white liquid, giving my crown a pouty kiss.

“Oh, my God! Why aren’t you up?” Anna screamed from the doorway.

Connie wiped her mouth. “Yeah... we’re coming, keep your panties on, Banana.”


CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT


Once we got Anna into the cafe’s kitchen — far later than she’d liked — she became a different person. Just as bossy, but confident and in charge — the queen of her domain. She strolled around that kitchen like the inspector had done days earlier. She checked the temperature on the refrigerators. Inspected her supplies and cleaned her surfaces. Her pink apron had ‘Daddy’s Girl’ printed on the front — a gift from Connie — but she still wore her tight jeans and one of her many off-the-shoulder tees. Then she promptly kicked us out.

“Anna’s Naughty Niceties,” I said, standing across the street, staring at the pink sign over the cafe. Well, the first two were accurate. I chuckled and drove Sally around back to the small rear parking that belonged to the building.

“Daddy!” Anna screamed as I pushed through the back entrance and swanned into the kitchen ten minutes later. “You scared the shit out of me!”

She stood with flour on her cheeks and brow, holding a silver tray in a pair of pink oven mitts. She looked adorable as ever, scowling at me. I grinned. “Sorry, Baby Girl. I’ll knock next time, I promise.” I strolled up to her and kissed her pouty lips. She visibly deflated. “Get back to work... slacker.”

She gasped, wanting to hit me, but couldn’t because of the tray, and didn’t have anywhere to put it. “You’re so bad.”

I kissed her again. “And you’re so naughty... it says so on the sign.” Before I got carried away, I put a table between us. “You got this, Baby Girl.”

She smiled. “I know. Now out. You’re holding me up!”

“Yes, my queen!” I saluted, and I slipped through the side door into the connecting corridor. It still needed work. It was missing a few tiles on the floor, and could do with some paint, but it was serviceable.

I pushed through another door into the serving area and almost bumped into Kate. Before she turned, I slid my arms around her waist and pulled her close. “Hello you.” I inhaled. “God, you smell incredible.”

She giggled, placing her arms over mine. “You feel incredible. You think you can just hold me like this while I serve?”

I placed my chin on her shoulder, peeking down her silky blouse at the white lace bra that barely contained her fantastic breasts. “I think that would be awkward and hard to explain to the customers... But I’m up for trying.”

She giggled, then sighed. “Thank you for the sign, by the way. When did you put that up?”

The sneaky sign I’d put on the wall behind the counter said in big red letters:

‘NO HITTING ON THE HOT COFFEE GIRL’.

“When I said I had to check the back door yesterday? I lied.”

She held my arms tighter. “I’ll forgive you... this time.”

My eyes glanced at the line of people building outside. “Oh, shit. Here we go.”

“Daddy!” Anna shouted.

I kissed Kate’s cheek. “Duty calls.”

As I re-entered Anna’s domain and she pushed a large tray of delicious looking pastries against my chest. “You made me late, so you can help.” I was hungry again. “Put these out.”

I took hold of the tray, expecting to burn my hands, but thankfully it was cool. “Sure, Baby Girl.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said sickly sweet, giving me a peck on the lips. She tasted of flour.

“First delivery.” Back in the serving area, I placed the tray on the counter and... “Wait, which ones are Danish?”

Kate chuckled. “Let me do it. You’ll put them in the wrong place.”

I stood aside. “Probably. I don’t know one from the other. Why do they give them such fancy names?”

Kate raised a brow and looked at me incredulously under her long lashes. “Fancy? What would you call it?” She held up a swirly pastry with icing on top with silver tongs.

“Swirly Icing?”

She giggled, shaking her head. “You’re lucky you’re so cute.”

I came up behind her again and whispered, “I’m lucky you’re so smart... and sexy. Beautiful. A goddess. I love you.”

She paused for a second before putting the pastries in their labeled sections. “When’s break time? Because I don’t think I’ll make it if you keep this up.”

“Then I’ll stop—”

“No, never... just… not when I can’t… do stuff?”

I pulled away and moved to the counter front. Spotlights made Anna’s creations glimmer. They looked so inviting. “Fuck. Now I’m starving.”

“I know, right?” Kate tittered, handing me the tray. “Time to open?”

The crowd had steadily grown. “I guess. Sink or swim time?”

She came around front and kissed me, slow and sultry. “Don’t leave me... at least until I’m in the groove?”

“Don’t worry. We got this,” I said. She took a breath and then gasped when I gave her black pencil skirt covered ass a playful slap. “If you don’t... then I know someone who owns a paddle.” She gasped, staring at me with her mouth hung open as I unlocked and pulled on the front door. “Good morning!” I said in my friendly voice. “Welcome to Anna’s.”

People piled in between us and started looking around, placing bags and laptops on tables — securing their seats — before making their way to the counter.

Kate snapped out of her daze, narrowed her eyes at me — she was secretly smiling — and shuffled back to take orders.

I sighed, wedged the door open and flipped the ‘closed’ sign to ‘open’. I watched Kate as I leaned against the doorjamb. Quickly, she slipped into muscle memory — she’d practiced for the past week — and started handing out steaming coffee and pastries in no time.

How the hell did I end up here? My mind drifted back to that fateful night when a dripping girl knocked on my door, asking to get out of the rain. Who would have thought?

I chuckled to myself as Anna waved at me through the porthole in the metal kitchen door. Collecting the empty tray, I left Kate chatting with a customer condemning the food in the cafe where Anna worked previously, and returned to my baby girl.

As soon as I passed through the door, she attacked me with her lips, kissing me deeply. The tray clattered on the counter. I was dazed for a few seconds before cupping her bottom in both hands. When she finished, she bit my lip and left me covered in flour.

“What was that for?” I brushed the fluffy powder from my tee.

She grinned. “I just wanted to thank you for... this.” She waved her hand about. “I always wanted my kitchen, but I never dreamed I actually get it.”

I pulled her back in for another kiss. “Well, you’re welcome. You deserve it. You really are good at this. Our customers will be back for more.”

She grinned. “I know. Here.” She swapped the tray in my hand for another one full of fresh temptations. “These are even better. I’m still getting used to the new ovens. Go,” she huffed, becoming bossy again.

“Yes, my queen!” I cackled, pushing back into the main cafe and placing the tray behind the serving counter.

“Great,” Kate said, with a big smile on her face. “Just ran out.” She expertly placed the food in the counter display with her nimble tong work and more customers piled in. I stood with her for a while, looming whenever a young guy eyed her a little too closely as she made and served coffee. When I was sure she was okay, I re-entered the corridor in search of Connie.


CHAPTER FIFTY-NINE


Learning from Anna, I knocked before entering the small office in the back.

“You don’t have to knock, Jack,” Connie called through the decrepit wooden door.

I peeked my head inside. “How’d you know it was me?”

Connie sat on a crappy office chair in front of a laptop. “You have a manly knock.” Slowly, she swiveled around, letting her legs fall apart, teasing me with the darkness inside her knee-length skirt.

My gaze lingered for a second before trailing up her champagne silk blouse. Kate and Connie’s attires meant business. Connie’s blond tresses flowed loosely over her shoulders. She was beaming sunshine at me. “I didn’t want to scare you.”

She scoffed. “Scare me?” She thought for a second, squinting one eye. “Anna?”

“Yep.” I closed the door and leaned against it.

“I don’t scare that easy.” She parted her thighs a little wider, stretching her skirt.

“I suppose you don’t.”

“Hows it going out there?”

“Out where?” I gazed into the darkness between her thighs. It was like a siren song.

“In. The. Cafe?” She said like she was talking to a naughty toddler.

I grinned, snapping myself out of the trance. “Oh, great. Anna’s baking is flying, and Kate’s got it handled. The initial surge is over. How’s it going in here?”

She twirled a clump of golden strands playfully around her finger. “Oh, you know. Not much to do, really. I’ve placed the next set of orders. Done the social media stuff for the opening and the usual... boring... paperwork.” With each of her last words, she parted her legs an inch wider, letting her skirt rise.

“Good... that’s good,” I said, bewitched again.

“Can I tell you something?”

“Sure.” I could see a glimmer of her dark silk panties and my dumb ape brain wanted more.

“I can’t stop thinking about what you did this morning with Kay.”

“What did I do with Kate?” A lace edge decorated down between the vee of her core, and a silky panel covered her mound.

She grinned at my obsession. “The part where you sucked her nipple until she came.”

“Oh, that. Why?”

“Oh, I don’t know. If I were to say, unbutton my blouse?” My gaze snapped up as her fingers flicked the top few buttons apart, revealing her champagne satin bra with a deep cleavage. Her fingers continued until she pulled the silk from her skirt, revealing her naked tummy, and flicked her blouse behind her. “And maybe...” Her fingers pinched a clasp on the panel between her bra cups and the material fell away, freeing her full, mouthwatering breasts. “Would you suck them too?”

A little voice whispered in my mind, telling me I was working. Kate was out there serving customers. Anna was busy baking. I couldn’t stop to play with Connie...

Rosy nipples stood proud, jutting from her perfect areolas. She cupped her large breasts, holding them like an offering. My mouth was dry, despite the drool pooling on my bottom lip.

I couldn’t… could I?

She grinned. “What if,” she started, reaching down for the hem of her skirt. “I was to…” Her voice became a whisper as her digits slipped under and lifted the fabric before fingering the hem of her matching satin panties. “Remove…” She pulled the silky champagne garment from her hips and wiggled as the material slipped under her bottom. “These?” They slipped down her thighs like silk on silk, but the sopping panel stuck to her pussy, peeling away last to reveal her tight pink slit.

Yes… Yes, I could.

“When they’re no longer in the way… Then what?” The damp fabric hovered between her legs, then dropped to the floor. She picked them up with one heeled toe, letting them dangle in the air.

I gulped, leaning harder against the door. “Are you always going to be like this at work?”

Her smile widened, and her eyes flashed. “What am I like, exactly?”

I couldn’t decide what I wanted to look at more. Her smooth-shaven pussy, with its tantalizing flushed interior, engorged clitoris and glistening hole. Or her plump breasts, with her kissable nipples begging for a sucking. “Like a seductive vixen?”

She giggled, spreading her legs as wide as the chair would allow. Her pussy opened like a flower. “Is that what I’m doing?”

‘Get a hold of yourself,’ that little voice shouted. ‘You’ve virtually spanked her over your knee and fucked her so many times.’

It didn’t matter how many times I’d fucked her, done whatever to her. She was still stunning. They all were, and they had a direct line to my primitive brain. A chemical reaction literally out of control between my ears meant I gawked at her, rendering me into a simpleton that desired only one thing.

“Perhaps, if I’m too much for you,” she said, talking pure sex, slowly rising from the chair, “you should have a seat?”

“Umm.” Fuck. “Okay.” Slowly my feet shuffled forward on their own accord. Before I knew it, I was inches from her. Her hand was on my chest and then I fell into the chair. I was off center, arms awkwardly on the rests, staring up at jiggling breasts before I even realized what was happening, and Connie was straddling me on the shitty worn seat.

“That’s better, isn’t it?” She shifted, bedding her knees on either side of my legs, her fingers playing with my pant zipper. “You never answered me. What would happen if I took my panties off?”

Her breasts hung in my face, but were just out of reach. This close, they were massive. “Anything you want.”

“Anything?” Her blond waves hung over her shoulders as she leaned in and kissed me. It was a gentle pouty suck on my bottom lip. “Do you want to suck my nipples, Jack?”

“Yes,” I answered without thinking. In my mind, my lips were already around her little flesh towers.

She held her breasts up and squeezed them together. My cock flexed, pushing through my unzipped fly. “Take them. Show me how much you love them.”

I did. My fingers greedily grabbed her tantalizing flesh and held them, shoving her right nipple into my mouth, and I sucked. Connie shuddered, frantically gripping my cock and pumping my hard length. I kneaded her breasts, licking and sucking her buds, alternating from one to the other.

We both gasped as she impaled herself on my cock. I squeezed her mounds as a surge of pleasure thundered from her tight, wet pussy and she clenched around my shaft.

“Fuck.” She ground her hips, lifting her skirt higher to bunch at her waist.

Being sheathed in her silky channel made me greedy, and I gripped her breasts harder, sucked longer, kneaded with desperation. Connie was no better. She gripped my head tightly against her bosom, and bounced on my lap, fucking me fast and hard.

“You always do this to me,” she moaned. “Turn me into this.” The chair creaked under her hard riding, groaning its aging protest. “I used to have so much control... Fuck!”

I bit her nipple, lost in her creamy flesh, the plunging and grinding. Say what you want about Connie, but she was athletic — able to ride me fully. Quickly rising on her knees, then slamming down on my lap repeatedly without faltering. My cock felt like it was going to burst. She could also grip my hair hard. If I could actually think beyond her juicy nipples and the pleasure between my thighs, I’d worry she’d tear my hair out.

“Yes! Fuck. God, I love your cooOOOOoock,” she cried, shuddering over me, lifting off, then pushing herself as deep as she could, like she couldn’t decide if she could take it. She could.

The convulsing massages of her hot pussy muscles almost killed me, and with a strangled moan against her juicy left nipple, I came. My cock was incredibly deep inside her, and for the second time that day, her pussy greedily milked my shaft for all its worth.

“Jesus,” I said, gasping for air — realizing a man could suffocate against a pair of breasts — her nipples were red and glistening.

Connie slouched back and grabbed my chin. “You, my sexy fucker, are a blessing and a curse.”

I grinned up at the blond bombshell, almost delirious. “Oh, yeah?”

“Yeah. You’re the best sex ever... but I want it all the time. It’s a sexy conundrum.” She wiggled her hips, grinning.

I leaned down and gave her distended nipple a playful lick. “How terrible for you.”

She giggled. “Is it wrong to want you all for myself?”

I chuckled. My cock felt gooey and covered in our combined release, but I fit inside her so perfectly, I didn’t care. “Yes.”

“They’d get over you.”

“Anna and Kate… really?”

She puffed her cheeks, “Maybe not,” then giggled. “Guess I’ll have to share you then.”

I grabbed her chin and brought her close to my lips. “As it should be.” I had an idea. “Did Kate show you how to work the coffee machine?”

She narrowed her eyes in concern. “Yeah?”

“Maybe it’s time to give her a break? It’s only fair.”

She pouted, becoming the spitting image of Anna. “Really?”

I kissed her nose. “She’d really appreciate it.”

Connie folded her arms under her breasts. “Fine. But just fifteen minutes. I don’t enjoy doing customer service.” She was such a princess.

I pulled her in for a kiss, pushing my tongue against her for a quick taste. “Thank you.”

Carefully, she eased herself off my gooey shaft and flopped onto her heels. A drop of cum escaped her slit and oozed down her thigh. Without a care in the world, she scooped it up and sucked it off her finger. “Why do you taste so yummy?”

I chuckled, took a tissue from the dispenser on her desk, and wiped my shaft. “I don’t. You’re just crazy in love.”

She tittered, wrestling her breasts back inside her bra. “Oh, that must be why I find you so irresistible... temporary insanity.”

“Probably.” I stood, feeling like I’d run around the block.

She tugged her skirt down and fixed her blouse as I packed my cock away.

She stopped by the door and turned. “You know, I think this cafe is gonna be hella fun.” She beamed at me before scooping her hair into a tail, then opened the door. “Time to deal with the idiots, so Kate can get your dick.” She half turned. “I won’t be jealous. Do you know why?”

I shrugged.

She leaned in and whispered, “because every time I move, I’ll feel your cum inside me.”


CHAPTER SIXTY


We strolled into the cafe, absolutely not looking like two individuals who’d just fucked in the back. Who was I kidding? We looked guilty as hell. Kate saw through it. Her eyes widened under her sexy lashes as she leaned on the counter, looking bored.

“You need a break?” Connie asked, eyeing up a pastry glistening inside the display counter.

The tight line that was Kate’s mouth bloomed into a smile. “Please? I made this for Jack, but you can have it.” She pointed to a coffee steaming on the counter.

Connie “oooOOOoooed,” scooping up the cup before I protested.

Kate chuckled. “I’ll make you another one... after my break?” She spoke the rest with her eyes, nodding toward the side door. I dutifully followed.

“Have fun,” Connie tittered, sipping.

I smirked at the blond bombshell’s foam mustache as I closed the door behind us. “How’s it going?” I couldn’t keep my gaze off Kate's swaying ass as she guided me into the tiny break room. It was an extra storage room we’d put a table and a counter in, but it was basically a matchbox.

“Great... now you’re here.” She spun and hopped onto the counter.

Her breasts were at eye height, but I forced myself to focus. I’d literally just fucked Connie, but that didn’t stop my shaft from letting it's desire showing. “You’re okay though, right? It’s not too much?”

She gave me a lopsided grin. “You’re talking about serving coffee, right? Because that’s easy. It’s the other thing I’m struggling with.”

Concern fluttered through me. “What thing?”

Her fingers walked up my tee until she could fist the neckline and reel me in like the catch of the day. “The thing where I can’t stop thinking about you. Needing you near me. Inside me.”

Her lips pressed against mine in a hungry kiss.

Jesus. What’s up with them today? I’ve created needy monsters. I was one to talk.

Kate fumbled with her skirt, hiking up the hem and pulling down her panties.

“I’m not sure I’m fully recharged.” I said, holding her steady as she worked the black satin down her thighs.

“I’m sure you’ll manage.” She shoved her panties in my pant pocket and then yanked open my fly.

Thankfully, I didn’t need much refractory time, easily coming two to three times an hour. I’d just come less, which I guess was a small price to pay.

Her tiny hands toyed with my cock, quickly making it hard as she kissed me. Today she tasted of raspberries and I ate her up, kissing her with a surprising need.

I pulled away from the kiss, breathless and hard as fuck. “We only have fifteen minutes. Connie hates customers.”

Kate giggled, but her eyes were glassed. “I know. Fuck me, baby?” She scooted forward until she was virtually lying on the counter, legs splayed wide and hanging off the edge, head propped against the wall, looking down through the valley of her breasts.

Her pussy dared me, pink, open, and wet.

She bit her lip. Her dark locks draped over her shoulder, leading my gaze to her tits as they rose like satin mountains. Her fingers gripped the counter edge, and heels flicked around my back and dug in, pulling me inches from her pussy as it called to me, demanding — oozing with desire.

“Now! We don’t have long,” she whined, need making her voice wobble.

Thankfully and unsurprisingly, my cock was hard again, ready to go whenever Katie called. I slicked the head through her folds — a tingly, wet sensation fluttered through my crown.

I gripped her waist and pushed my hips forward.

She mewled like a fierce kitten. I groaned. That tingly sensation spread all over my shaft, hot — so hot — and tight. A silky sheath that fit me like a glove. Katie was made for me.

“Oh… that’s it.” She bit her lip as her eyes rolled. She made a face similar to when Anna drank her Pepsi — like an addict getting her blissful fix. I was happy to enable her, dragging out and slicking back in. Her back arched as much as the counter allowed and she breathed deep. “Faster.”

My fingers dug into the fabric gathered at her waist, pulling out and slamming back inside her dripping pussy — repeatedly — building to a rhythm.

She gasped and panted. I wasn’t gentle. I was rough. My pants fell to my thighs and our flesh slapped together, echoing in the small barren room. It joined the symphony of Kate’s gasps and moans. Her staccato breathing — inhaling with hard thrust after hard thrust — made her breasts sway in concert.

As I fucked her, she fucked me with her eyes. Those dark, smoky hazels, peeking sultry under her long lashes. She bit her lip, slowly, on purpose, knowing what it did to me. Her body slid back and forth with my fucking rhythm — her head almost banging against the back wall. But her eyes never left mine. As my hips flexed with exertion, I plowed my cock into her silky wet heat, and we were connected more than physically. There was need, sure. Desire and hunger, absolutely. But more than that, we were a team. We were together, and we were one.

Her mouth dropped open, her eyes flashed. “I love you,” she whispered, just before her head lolled back and her pussy quivered. She came with a guttural cry, made wobbly as I slammed against her, desperate to come — chasing the release. Her pussy squeezed. Legs twitched. Heels dug in harder, making my thrusts shallow. Spasms overcame her, like she’d lost control of her body — possessed by desire. It triggered something in me, easily pushing me over the edge.

My cock bottomed out deep inside her as I pushed hard and exploded. It wasn’t the torrent I gave Connie, but it was enough for Kate to open her eyes and stare into mine.

We shuddered together until our breathing slowed. We stayed there for a minute in silence, just absorbing at each other, until she winced. “This counter is really uncomfortable,” she said with a crooked smile, then we burst into laughter.

“I’ll bet.” I slipped from my second home, cock covered more in her release than mine, and helped her up. “Maybe we should put a couch in here instead?”

She tittered. “Yes!”

I grinned, pulling up my pants and handing over her panties. I helped her down from the counter. “Thank you, baby.” She wiped herself clean and slipped on her underwear, trying to iron out the wrinkle in her skirt.

“Don’t think I’ll ever tire of that,” I said, watching her.

She grinned. “What? Quick break-room sex?”

“No.” I pulled her to me. Her silk covered breasts pressed against my chest and her eyes sparkled. “You.”

She kissed me, and my hands instinctively found her luscious bottom, squeezing her fleshy globes. The kiss deepened. Her hands slid around my neck and I lost track of the world. It was only when we ran out of air did we part. She looked as dazed as I felt.

“Guess we should go save Connie?”

She smiled, flashing her perfect white teeth. “I suppose.”

Again I returned with another member of staff, guiltily looking like we’d just had a quick roll in the hay — and Connie wasn’t at the counter. Instead, she was laughing with three incredibly young, classy and gorgeous women, nibbling on a pastry, all sat around a window table.

“Hates customers?” I said in disbelief, standing behind Kate at the counter. One of them looked really familiar, but I couldn’t place it. My disbelief continued as Kate slipped around the counter with an annoyed look, only to stop dead in her tracks when Connie introduced her to the women at her table. Then she squealed, clapping her hands.

God, where did I know her from? I leaned on the counter, watching them all chat, their voices low enough among the din of customers that I couldn’t make out the words.

Then, like lightning, it hit me. Cassie Del Ray. The up-and-coming movie starlet... was eating one of Anna’s European swirly things, sipping on a coffee and chatting with my girls.

My mouth dropped open. My palms became sweaty. Voices warred inside me, wanting to go over and introduce myself. But I didn’t want to intrude. Kate had grabbed a seat from another table and fit right in. I wouldn’t. I'd ogle. I knew I would. Cassie was fantastic in Stars Unknown, her breakout film. Fucking sexy as hell in the steamy scenes, of which there were many. All the film magazines have been speculating on what her next role would be. She was talented, gorgeous, and considering the three beauties sharing my bed and heart, I knew a thing or two about that. I watched them for a while, pretending to clean the counter when they all looked in my direction. Cassie was looking at me. She didn’t eye me with the insatiable hunger Kate and Connie did, but there was something in her gaze. Quickly I looked away, my cheeks becoming hot, and pretended to tweak a sign. They all burst out in fun, girly laughter.

After a while, they said their goodbyes, and I sighed in relief when Kate returned and took over before any customers came in. I hadn’t learned how to actually make coffee yet, nor did I know one cinnamon swirly thing from the long iced things. I just knew they all tasted incredible.

“Oh, my gosh!” she said, bouncing on her toes. “Do you know who that was?”

“Cassie—”

“The famous Hollywood starlet!” Kate squealed. “And her two besties, also actresses. Famous people in our shop, Jack!”

I grinned. Her happiness was infectious. “I can’t believe it—”

“Do you fucking know who that was?” Connie joined in, leaning over the counter. “The fucking Sex Ray. Bitch was so nice, too. I kinda hate her.” She and Kate burst into giggles. “Oh, fuck, we should have taken a pic! We could start a photo wall with all the famous peeps who eat here.”

“You think there will be more? I’m just happy we have customers. Never imagined we’d have famous ones.”

“Cass... that’s what her friends call her — by the way — I’m one now. She let me call her that,” Connie said so fast I could hardly keep up. “She heard about our opening after her assistant stopped bringing her favorite snack—”

My brows almost popped off my head. “Wait, Anna’s swirly things—”

“Is Cassie Del Ray’s mid morning shooting snack. She’s been grumpy since she couldn’t get them.” Kate clapped her hands. “She’s put in a special order to make sure she gets one.”

“We should have charged her more.” Connie slapped her forehead and then giggled.

“Does Anna know?”

“Nah,” Connie said, finishing the last of her pastry. “She hates knowing who her customers are. Too much pressure... it freaks her out.”

“She has to want to know this, though, right? She has fans... Hollywood fans.”

A few customers came in and dispersed our discussion. Kate returned to serving, Connie cleaned up her table and I slipped out the side door to see Anna.


CHAPTER SIXTY-ONE


I knocked before pushing into the kitchen to find Anna cloth in hand, cleaning one of her ovens. Her silky auburn locks draped down her back free from the tight bun, flowing with visible kinks from its earlier confinement. She grinned over her shoulder. “How’d it go?” she asked, wincing.

“Are you done?” The kitchen was nearly spotless again.

She turned and leaned on the oven. “Yeah,” she said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Don’t want to bake too much, leftovers eat profits. That’s what Becky always taught me. And it adds to the demand.”

I chuckled, closing the distance between us. “Smart.” I brushed a streak of flour from her cheek. “Does that mean you’re free now?”

Her eyes flashed. “When I’ve finished cleaning this.” She nodded towards the oven behind her.

I slid my arms around her waist and pulled her in for a kiss. “How long will that take?” Her lips tasted of cinnamon. Anna’s hands snapped to my neck and kissed me back with a vengeance. Tongues slicked together, lips mashed, and my cock was hard again — like some insatiable teenager. It was their fault, really. They made me feel young.

“A few minutes... depending on daddy distractions,” she whispered, her lips a fraction from mine.

“Me... a distraction? As if.”

She flashed me that crazy smile and turning back to the oven.

“You know, a trio of Hollywood starlets came in. Bona fide movie stars wanting your baking. You have a fan.”

She chirped. “You’re the only fan I care about, Daddy.” Her arm pumped back and forth as she attacked some grime.

I nuzzled her delicious, bare shoulder, holding her tighter, my heart swelling. “I am such a fan.” I peeled her tee aside under the apron strap and kissed her soft, creamy skin.

She let out a breath. “That won’t make me go any faster, you know?”

I gathered her hair out of my face and draped it over her other shoulder. “I know... but I’m such a fan of this shoulder. I could kiss it all day.”

Her arm slowed. “Really?” Her voice was quiet, just above a whimper.

I hummed my agreement, placing a series of kisses across her shoulder and up her neck. Her breaths shortened. “Big fan of this flat tummy.” I snake my hands down and circled a finger around her tiny bellybutton.

“Oh?” The cloth stopped moving.

“Such a fan of these tight jeans.” The buttons pop open between my fingers. “How many do you have?” I kiss the spot behind her ear I knew she liked.

“A lot.” Her words are a gasp. “They’re my favorite.”

Tooth by tooth, I pulled down the zipper, parting her denim. “You’re not getting much done,” I whispered in her ear.

“No,” she admitted in a guilty breath.

While continuing to kiss that spot on her neck with gentle caresses, I ran my fingers along the waistband of her cotton panties. Simple, with a little bow at the top. “Big fan of how hard these are to get off.” The denim begrudgingly slid from her hips, and I left them mid thigh. “Like naughty wrapping paper.”

Her head lolled back until she was resting against my shoulder, exposing more of her neck. “They are tight.”

I pushed my hand inside her panties and left my digits cradling her mound. Her trimmed curls brushed against the inside of my fingers. “Such a fan of this little tuft. Do you like it when I do this?” I walked my fingertips through her fuzz.

“Yes.” Her replies were just breathy whispers.

I kissed that spot again. “Why?”

“Because it makes me want you to go lower.”

“That brings me to the next thing. I’m such a big fan of. This tight,” I kissed her neck, “sweet,” another kiss, but lower. “Heavenly.” Kiss. “Wet pussy.”

I sucked her shoulder, and she gasped. “It’s yours, Daddy.”

“I’m such a big fan of being your daddy.” I pushed my fingers deeper and curled my digits up, slipping inside her small entrance.

She breathed an “Oh,” and then trembled when my thumb found her clit. Her hands grasped the oven, scrunching the cloth. She tried to part her thighs, but was restrained by her jeans. It made her so incredibly tight. My cock was throbbing in my pants at the thought.

I pulled my hand free and smeared her juices on her lips. “Look at how wet you are for daddy.”

Her mouth parted, and she sucked my finger, tasting herself. “I can’t help it. You make me so wet when you’re my daddy.”

I peeled her panties down and ran my hand over the oven surface — checking it was cool — before bending her over. “And now Daddy’s going to look after his Baby Girl.”

Her breath hitched. “I’m so glad Kate found you, Jack,” she said, as I freed my aching cock and pushed inside her tight pussy.

Her back arched, and she gasped as her flesh stretched around my intrusion. I was fibbing. I was more than a fan. I was in awe of her tiny, silky channel. She gripped me tighter than a fist. I stayed sheathed inside her while I kissed and nibbled her shoulder, distracting myself so I didn’t come in her temptresses heat. Slowly, her muscles relaxed and the urge to come passed. I sucked her shoulder. “Fuck. God, I love you,” I blurted. Her pussy fluttered around my length and she just let me stand there, buried to the hilt, kissing her immaculate skin.

I snaked an arm around her waist and pressed my palm against her mons — over her little tuft. My finger fell naturally to the side of her clit and stroked little teasing circles around her sensitive nub. The effect was instant. Her pussy tightened, and she squirmed in my grip.

“Oh, Daddy!” she said, sounding out of breath. Her mouth opened and her head lolled from side to side on my shoulder. No longer content, she ground her hips, shifting my shaft inside her. She knew what she was doing. My body responded on its own, pulling back and slamming her against the oven — crushing my hand. My other hand slid up her tee, lifted her bra, and cupped a petite breast, thumbing her pebbled nipple. “Oh.” She took a few shaky breaths, then begged, “Please?”

I couldn’t deny her. I pulled back and then fucked her with a renewed need, rubbing circles around her clit and nipple. Desire flooded her thighs as she rocked against the chrome finish — breaths ragged. I sucked on her neck, pounded my hips, rubbed my fingers as best I could — coordination wasn’t one of my virtues — but it was enough and rapidly she came, moaning into her pride and joy. I came rapidly after, spraying whatever I’d recharged deep inside her, pushing so deep she lifted to her toes.

“Fuck, Daddy,” she gasped, sucking in a big gulp of air. She was still shaking, squeezing my shaft, and had to lean against the oven for support. “That was...”

I’d left a hickey on her neck — a couple, in fact — in the heat of the moment. I gulped, trying to breathe, to still the rapid beating of my heart.

She slumped against the oven, wetness coating her pussy and thighs. She mewled as I pulled out. The world swirled around me and I fell against the table.

These girls were going to be the death of me. Completely drained, the fatigue of my exertions caught up with me and I had to take a minute.

Anna eventually rose from the surface with a giggle — fighting her jeans. “Now I have more to clean... you made me drool!”

Recovered, I put away my deflated cock and laughed. “I did nothing of the sort. The mess between your thighs, that I’m guilty of, but the drool was all you.”

She narrowed her eyes at me in mock outrage and marched right up to my face. She scrunched her cheeks... then smiled. “Thank you, Daddy.” She kissed me gently.

I was confused. “For making you drool?”

She tittered, slapping my chest. “No, for my kitchen, and for making me come so hard. I didn’t realize how stressed I was. Now I’m like a... wet noodle.” She giggled, her eyes bright, her smile wide.

I grinned back at her. I couldn’t help it. “Happy to be of service.”

She snuggled against me, and I held her tight. I didn’t think I had a job title, but I guess I was the Department of Entertainment and Stress Relief. With my girls, as far as I was concerned, that was the best job in the world.


CHAPTER SIXTY-TWO


I helped Anna clean up the kitchen in time for closing. Katie and Connie had most tables clean and danced around the counter with a spring in their step. The last stragglers were leaving, clutching their laptops. It was a more financially successful and sexual day than I’d imagined.

I owned a successful bakery coffee shop, though Connie kept calling it a cafe to make it sound fancy and European — which explained why I kept calling it that. It wasn’t too long a day either. We opened late and closed early, just taking advantage of the mid morning rush, lunch and early afternoon stragglers hankering for whatever was left of the pastries.

When we got home, we all collapsed on the couch with a sigh. When recovered, we all changed. Anna, amazingly not sick of cooking, rustled us some dinner and before long we were all snuggled on the — now perfectly sized — couch, watching tv and chatting through most of it.

After weeks of panic, Anna was finally calm about her kitchen. Kate still wanted a couch for the break room and Connie a new chair for the office. It was a weird transition, going from lazing about to being responsible for a business again.

I got up to shut the window as the heavens opened and Connie cackled to herself that I was using it as an excuse, “to get your ass kicked. Like seriously dude. How have you not beaten this yet?”

I flashed my eyes at her. “I’ve been busy!”

Kate chuckled from behind her book. Her legs were hooked under herself wearing tight yoga pants and a loose black tee, her chunky hardback sat on a cushion. “We are kinda demanding.” Her fluttering eyelashes were just visible over the book.

“Well, I’m gonna get you through it. I want to play Dragon Slayer 2 with you, but you’re going to need your levels.”

I dropped back onto the sofa next to the blond bombshell. “What does that mean?”

“That you’re bad, Daddy!” Anna giggled. “Maybe this will help.” She placed a coffee on the table and my brain demanded caffeine the moment the delicious aroma hit me.

“Thank you, Baby Girl... I think.”

Anna dropped into my lap, giving me another handicap as I took the controller and resumed the boss fight. The little minx squirmed in my lap, getting comfortable, rubbing her denim covered ass against my shaft — not helping.

“Look!” Connie squealed. “You can’t just stand in the acid! Move you idiot!”

“Where?” My character was trapped in a corner and the damn dragon was spitting green crap at me. “Where am I supposed to go? Can’t I just tank the damage?”

“Oh, my God!” Connie flopped on her back, hands covering her face. “No wonder you’ve never beaten it. Why didn’t you look up the solution?”

My character dropped dead and the words ‘GAME OVER’ flashed on the screen in big bloody text.

Anna giggled.

“Because I wanted to beat it on my own?”

“Good luck with that!” Connie rolled around on the couch, cackling to herself. “You keep doing the same thing!”

I swapped the controller for the Coffee. “I need a break. Why do they have to make it so difficult? You can just carry me through the next one.” Anna rested her auburn tresses on my shoulder as I sipped. The warm, creamy liquid glided over my tongue. It was the best coffee I’d ever tasted. I hummed, downing half the cup and then smacking my lips. “God, that’s good.” I wrapped my arm around Anna’s waist and pulled her onto my hardening shaft. “Thank you, my naughty little minx,” I whispered in her ear.

“Lets go again.” Connie held out the controller.

“Nooooo,” Anna whined. “Games are boring. Can’t we do something else?”

Connie narrowed her eyes, gathered her long blond curls and flicked them over the shoulder of her yellow tank top. “I see what you’re doing.”

“What?” Anna said, sounding the incarnation of innocence.

“You’re trying to get him to fuck you again.”

I almost snorted out my coffee.

“How dare you!” Anna gasped, clearly in mock fury.

“The coffee. Sitting on his lap. I can see you rubbing you ass against his yummy, thick cock.”

“Did someone say yummy, thick cock?” Kate asked, snapping her book closed.

Anna pushed her ass harder against my now fully hard shaft. “I don’t need to do that,” she said, sounding like a snobby princess. “My daddy loves me and always wants to fuck me. I don’t need to resort to your games, Con.”

They stared at each other for a minute in silence, before they both burst into giggles.

“You’re such a brat!” Connie shifted to her knees on the couch, reached for the hem of her tank, and pulled the fabric over her head. “You know, you’re right. Playing with Jack is always more fun.” Her beautiful, natural breasts bounced free, nipples hard, and I just wanted to suck them again.

Anna fist-bumped and promptly took my unfinished coffee away, carefully placed it on the table—

“Hey, I was drinking—”

Then pounced on me. Her pouty lips smacked against my mouth, her hands tearing at my tee. Her denim covered core humped the hard bar inside my sweats.

Connie giggled. “It’s official. You’ve made a monster, Jack.”

“Banana was just waiting for a daddy to love.” Kate Slipped off her tee. Her fantastic breasts were squeezed into a silky black bra that pinged off when she unclasped it from the rear — letting her delicious mounds bounce free.

“Fuck me, Daddy!” Anna pulled away, looking dazed and hungry. She slipped off my legs and grabbed my sweats by the ankles and pulled.

Kate’s yoga pants peeled down her creamy legs and then flew across the room. She shuffled closer, only wearing a silky black pair of high-leg panties, and lifted my tee slowly as she kissed me.

My sweats slid down my body and I had to hold on to the couch so Anna didn’t pull me off. Connie, now free of her clothes, helped, yanking my shorts down and then mounted me as Kate pulled my tee over my head and left me in the dark.

A wet, silky heat surrounded my shaft, starting at the tip, then slid, engulfing the entire length.

“Connie! That’s not fair!” Anna huffed.

Connie moaned, pushing me back onto the sofa with her pussy’s grip on my dick like a handle. “But it’s so good, though.”

Hands gripped my wrists and placed my palms on the bouncing mounds dancing before me. My fingers kneaded taut flesh and thumbs toyed with fleshy nipples.

My tee was lifted high enough to expose my mouth, and Kate’s lips consumed me again.

“Not fair,” Anna said, somewhere outside our sex bubble

Connie’s core slapped against my skin as she bounced on my lap, riding me hard.

Kate pulled away her lips. “Ohhh. I’ll get some toys,” she whispered, giving me a quick kiss before leaving the couch.

She was quickly replaced by Anna, climbing over the couch back. “Help me.”

“Anna, what the hell?” Connie moaned. She stopped her bouncing rhythm and my tee vanished, presenting me with my baby girl’s pussy and the tiny pucker of her ass.

“Help me and stop hogging my daddy! I was first anyway. You jumped the line.”

“You’re so spoiled.” Connie giggled, supporting Anna’s hands as she wobbled her legs on either side of my head.

My “my fault,” was muffled as Anna lowered her wet pussy lips to my mouth, crushing my head against the backrest.

Connie and Anna moaned and giggled as the blond bombshell resumed her bouncing rhythm, jiggling her breasts in my hands while I got to work licking through Anna’s folds. Her musk coated my tongue as I pushed inside her tight little hole, then poked to lick her clit, letting my nose press against her entrance. She shuddered above me and the star of her pucker contracted.

Again I was covered in needy pussy, riding my face and cock. This was my life now. My glorious life with my three beautiful women.

“Ow, wow,” Kate said, obviously returning to see the feat of sexual gymnastics we’d achieved. “Oooh, this will be fun.”

Something squirted, and it wasn’t either of the women covering me.

“Oh, what the fuck, Kay?”

“What you gonna do, Con? Stop fucking or keep going?” Kate asked.

“You’re fucking obsessed with my ass and that bottle.”

Kate tittered and Anna ground her hips harder, flooding my face as I licked.

“I’m wearing one, so we can match.”

I knew what Kate was wearing. One of those jeweled butt-plugs she was so fond of. They were damn sexy, too. Connie had stopped again, but Anna was still fucking my tongue with wild abandon. Now Connie would be decorated in the same sexy way.

“Ohhh, fuck.” Connie’s pussy squeezed me, lifting slightly. I imagined Kate pushing the plug into Connie’s lubed pucker... no, I could feel it, making her pussy even tighter. “Oh, fuck, Kay. How fucking big is it?”

“This is tiny,” she tittered, then Anna groaned, her muscles freezing, pussy wetting my mouth. Her butt pulsed open and closed like they were connected.

“Help,” Anna groaned, flopping to the side and falling to the couch. She curled up into a twitching ball of moaning limbs.

“Tiny? It feels like a damn fist!”

“Nah, this is the smallest size I’ve got. Don’t be such a baby.”

“Oh, God.” Connie’s channel contracted and the tight grip spread deeper. “Uh... that actually feels... fucking good. I’m so full. It’s stretching me so good.”

“See. I have a big one in right now and—” she grunted, “every time I move... oh.”

“This is big enough, thank you very much.”

Connie returned from looking over her shoulder and grinned at me. She wiped my bottom lip with her thumb. “Anna made a mess.”

“Is it in, Katie?” I asked, getting restless with my cock buried so deep inside Connie’s tight pussy.

“Oh, yeah,” she groaned, carefully easing herself onto the couch, and I got a flash of the ruby red jewel between her sweet butt cheeks.

“Good.” I released Connie’s breasts, hooked her thighs and lifted. My shaft partially slipped from her, but not for long. With my grip on her ass, I fucked her from underneath and she cried out, suddenly gasping. “Fucking fuck! Oh, God!”

I fucked harder, slamming my hips into her tightness, lifting and slapping her down. She came almost instantly. Nails dug into my shoulders, golden tresses covered my face, and she moaned a shaky rhythm that built to a scream. Her pussy unleashed — squeezing hard — her head flicking back.

Connie shook, holding onto me for dear life until her orgasm passed and she sighed with a smile firmly planted across her lips. “Okay. I might be on board with the plug thing.”

She slipped off my lap and wobbled on shaky legs for a second before turning and looking over her shoulder. “OooOOOooo. Look it, Jack.”

She wiggled her ass from side to side. “Very sexy.” I reached out and spread her cheeks to get a good look. The sapphire jewel sat just above her gooey, well-fucked pussy, pulsing in and out as her muscles played with the intrusion.

“My turn, baby?” Kate moved to a single and laid with her butt against the edge, legs hooked over the armrests. Dark curls splayed around her, behind her, and over a cushion like a silky cape. Her pretty pussy was open, wet, and inviting. The ruby jewel hovered just over the white leather surface. Her eyes sparkled. She bit her lip, pulling a pair of handcuffs from behind the cushion, and put both arms under her back. She wriggled until I heard the familiar metal click.

My cock twitched.

“Is there a butt thing for me?” Anna returned to life, stretching out on the couch like a kitten.

Kate rolled her eyes. “In my bag, but someone else is gonna have to do it,” she bit her lip, then grinned. “I’m tied up right now.”

“I’ll do it.” Pumping my slick shaft back to life, Connie whispered in my ear. “You go fuck her.”

I stood there, absorbing the vision of Katie. Her flushed cheeks, bright eyes and teeth chewing ferociously on her bottom lip. Pert breasts hung stiffly with tantalizing areolas and hard nipples. Her pussy was perfect and soaked.

“Well, well, well, Katie.” I stalked towards her. “Looks like there’s no escape.”

She smiled wide, scrunching her cheeks — straining against the cuffs. “I’m so horny right now.”

I chuckled, running my fingers over her silky smooth skin. “Is that so?” I hummed, sliding my digits near her slick pussy. “What can we do about that?”

“Ohhh, it’s cold!” Anna giggled. She was on all fours with Connie dripping lube over the tiny star of her butt.

“Stop wiggling, Banana, if you want one.”

“I-I do... but I’ve never done this before.”

Kate tittered, our eyes returning to each other. “Stop playing, Jack, and fuck me.”

I pressed my rigid shaft at her entrance. “So demanding, my Katie.”

Her eyes dropped to my shaft as I held it against her slick folds. “I just know what I want, and I want you inside me.... always.”

Her back arched as I pushed inside. Her supreme tightness made me almost come, but I held my composure. My cock was strangled by a pure, warm, wet heaven. Kate let out a strangled moan that mirrored Anna’s as Connie pushed the butt-plug inside her tight little asshole.

My hips pumped in a rapid rhythm, fucking Kate with hard, fast thrusts — tapping the seat against the wall. Her eyes rolled as she squirmed. I held her thighs open, pinned against the armrests as her folds flexed in and out — gripping my probing shaft — dripping and foaming around our joining. Her breath quickened and before I even came close, she shuddered with a gasp. Her eyes flew open and her pussy clenched. “Fuck!”

“Christ, Kay, was that a record?” Connie placed her lithe fingers over my shoulders and nuzzled my neck with her chin.

Katie looked up at us, bliss written all over her exquisite face. “Ohhh,” she whimpered with an aftershock. “Told you I was horny,” she whispered.

I laughed. “Don’t think I really got going.”

“Don’t worry, Jack. You’ll get your chance.” Connie bit my shoulder, then kissed the sting away.

“We’ve had too much sex. I think you’ve desensitized me.” Was a sentence I never imagined saying.

“Good!” Kate giggle, returning from her trip from orgasm central. “Can’t have you running out of steam!”

I pumped my hips again, picking up speed, fucking her dripping hole. “Well, then.”

“Oh, fuck, Jack!” Kate shuddered as I strummed her clit and pounded her pink slit like a man on a mission. “It’s the handcuffs, isn’t it?”

Kate gasped. Her whole body contracting and relaxing in waves. She could only nod.

“You’re such a subbie, Kay.” Connie kissed her way across my back and bit my other shoulder.

Katie’s pussy constricted again, fluttering down my length. I didn’t stop. I just kept fucking her, and she kept coming, until I got close and then pulled out. Her breath was labored, her eyes wide, toes curled. “Holy fuck,” she said between gasps.

“I’m so jealous,” Connie said. “What was that? Like six times?”

Kate nodded, closing her eyes, unable to speak, slumping in the chair.

“And I still didn’t come.” I heard the pride in my voice.

Connie grabbed my cock. “Good job, champ!” She pumped my length, pushing me towards the edge.

I narrowed my eyes at her. “Bad girl.” I slapped her rear, and she yelped.

“Look, Daddy! It is sexy?” Anna bent over, showing me the emerald jewel that sparkled between her petite butt cheeks.

“Very. I think you should all wear them from now on,” I joked.

“Don’t tempt me.” Kate said, sounding like she was half asleep.

“Too sexy,” growled, grabbing Anna’s hips, lined myself up with her tiny entrance, and rammed inside my baby girl in one smooth thrust. She was tight, but so wet I glided right inside until my pelvis smacked her bottom.

“Fuck, Daddy!” she shouted and the green jewel danced against my skin.

“I need to fuck you more, Baby Girl. You’re still so tight.”

She gasped, her thighs trembling as I slowly pulled out. “Okay,” she said, not paying attention, too lost in whatever it felt like having my cock and the plug inside her.

“Another, Kay?” Connie asked, kneeling between Katie’s thighs as she remained immobile on the single. Her tongue darted out, flicking Kate’s red clit with the tip of her tongue.

Another shudder racked the body of my raven-haired-beauty. “Won’t... stop.... you,” she gasped, struggling for words. I chuckled. I’d literately fucked her senseless.

Anna’s arms gave out, and she pushed her ass up as her face fell to the rug. “Oh, it feels so... I’m so, full. Fuck me, Daddy!”

“What do you think I’m doing?” I laughed, ramping up the tempo until I was slamming Anna’s ass against my pelvis, pulling her hips to meet every thrust. The slapping and her moans quickly droned out Kate’s whimpers. I fucked with gusto, pushing past the pain barrier. My knees burned, but I couldn’t stop until I felt her come. Which she did as I almost lost control.

Anna’s whole body writhed as I fucked her through her squirming. Her tightness became almost unbearable, but it didn’t stop me.

“Enough. Enough, Daddy!” she wailed, collapsing into a shuddering heap on the rug. “Too much. Much too much!” She giggled, her hands shaking as she clasped her knees to her chest. “These butt things are like magic.”

Kate cried out a second later, and Connie tittered. “Such a dirty little slut.”

My cock pulsed, desperate to come. Despite fucking my three beauties, I’d held off, saving myself for an idea I’d been fantasizing about for a while.

I rummaged through Kate’s toy bag and pulled out two more pairs of cuffs and the collars we used from Condor.


CHAPTER SIXTY-THREE


Connie gave Kate another teasing lick. I think she enjoyed tormenting her with pleasure, now she knew how easy she was to get off bound, but I had other ideas. “Hey,” she said seductively when I took her hand and held it behind her back. The second, “Hey!” was more of a protest as I locked a cuff around her wrist. The metal clicked tightly against her smooth skin. “What you doing, babe?”

I snapped the other metal loop around her wrist, cuffing her like Katie. “Are you mine?” I asked, pulling her long blond waves to the side. She looked at me over her shoulder, her eyes dilating as I slipped a collar around her neck and fastened it at the rear. Snug, but not too tight.

“Yes,” Connie said, the shocked expression quickly shifting to a smirk. “Is he back... that guy?” she asked, hope lining her voice.

I bent over and whispered in her ear, “for you, I’m always that guy.” Without a word, I pushed her down, so her face rested on the rug and grabbed the paddle I found in Kate’s toy bag. The sound of spanks echoed around the room and Connie shuddered. She fought against the cuffs as her rear quickly became rosy.

After I’d given her enough spanks with the paddle — just to give her a taste — I pulled her up by her hair and grabbed her chin. “Good girl. Now come over here”. I guided her by the golden chain attached to her collar and positioned her in front of the couch, just to the side of my favorite and well-worn spot. She didn’t say a word, just watched me intently.

I leaned down on Kate and gave her a kiss. Just a quick one, she followed, wanting more. “Are you mine Katie?”

She looked deep into my eyes. “Yes!”

I pulled her dark locks aside and slid her collar around her throat, making it a little tighter than Connie’s. “I love you, Jack.”

I grinned, “I know.” She slipped into my arms and rolled her eyes. I placed her on her knees next to Connie — at the dead center of the couch.

“Me too?” Anna crawled onto her knees next to Kate.

I took Anna’s tiny wrists and locked them behind her back with a pair of cuffs. “Are you mine, Baby Girl?”

The saucy little minx gazed up with her big brown eyes and said, “Yes, Daddy,” in her sweetest voice. My cock throbbed.

I slipped her ‘Daddy’s Girl’ collar around her neck and then sat on the couch naked before them. My cock stood tall and proud between us.

Anna, with her auburn curls, looked at me with her playful innocence, pert breasts and petite body. My baby girl.

Connie, with her blond locks flowing over her shoulder where I’d left it, smirked with the natural breasts of a porn star and her athletic body. My blond bombshell.

Finally Katie. Her dark waves flowed down her back. Her perfect handful jiggled as she shifted to get comfortable. The girl that started this whole adventure that fateful night looked up at me with her loving hazel eyes. My Katie.

I held the golden chains clumped together and pulled them to get their attention. “I love you all. Each special in your own way. I couldn’t imagine my life without you.”

Connie’s smirk faltered. “I’m not fucking going anywhere. I love you, Jack. Didn’t know what happiness was until I met you. I’m in this forever.”

Never one to be left out. Anna chirped. “Me too! I love you, Daddy. I never thought I’d find a someone I trusted we could all be together with. A daddy is for life.”

Kate blinked away the tears that clouded her eyes. A drop escaped down her cheek, and I wiped it away with my thumb. “I-I. I love you, Jack. Have since you opened the door to me. I never believed in love at first sight until that night. I’ll love you forever.”

Warmth swelled in my chest. Love for these incredible women. I flicked a glance at the entertainment center, contemplating. Putting down the chains, I marched to where I hid the boxes. “I hadn’t planned to do it like this, but somehow.” I rummaged around until I felt them I’d stashed away. “It feels right.”

I sat back on the couch and held the small black boxes in my hand. The type a woman knows instinctively.

“Oh, God,” Kate gasped. Another tear ran down her cheek.

“Are those what I think they are?” Connie asked, eyes locked on my hands.

“I don’t know how it will work. Never thought that far ahead. I just knew this is what I wanted. Hopefully you do, too?” I opened the boxes to show the rings I’d bought. Three sparkling diamonds shimmered in under the living room lighting. The guy in the store thought I was crazy needing three.

“Oh, my God! Daddy!”

“Wow,” Connie gasped.

Kate blinked, fighting the mist clouding her eyes. “Do you mean it?”

“Like I said, I don’t know how it will work, but yes. Will you marry me?”

“Fuck yes!” Connie cheered.

“You’ll still be my daddy, right?”

I chuckled. “Of course I will, Anna.”

“Then hell yes, I’ll marry you Daddy!”

I looked at Kate, who was openly crying. I wiped more tears from her cheek. “Katie?”

“I-I don’t have the words,” she sniveled.

I sank into her beauty, her vulnerability, her love. “I kinda only need one.”

She giggled. “Yes! A thousand times, yes!”

“Still only need one, Kay.” Connie said, her eyes misting.

I pulled Kate close using the chain and kissed her, pouring my love into it, tasting her cherry lips — soft, silky and perfect.

I kissed Anna and then Connie, pulling them all closer until all three were an inch from my cock. The sight of them all staring, happiness written over their faces, made my cock rock hard in an instant. I put the rings aside. “Now, where were—”

I didn’t have time to finish my sentence. Katie’s lips slid over my cock and the other two joined in, licking and kissing my shaft. They fumbled and stumbled — unable to use their hands — but they, my fiancees, slurped and—

“Ugh,” I gasped. A swell of pure pleasure shot through my shaft, starting lower as both Connie and Anna coordinated, sucking my balls. Kate bottomed out, taking me completely in her throat. She felt tighter than usual with the collar constricting. I fisted the chain, keeping them close as they worked my cock in unison, feverishly sucking, kissing and licking.

Kate bobbed her head rapidly, and I fisted the couch. I couldn’t keep my hips still, wanting to fuck her sweet mouth, but I maintained some semblance of control. I’d fucked all three of them and didn’t come, but now? Now I was barreling towards a climax. “Fuck. Gonna come.”

“Share, Kay!” Connie hissed, pushing her way up my shaft, forcing Kate to just suck the tip.

It’s too much, they’re too much.

Her lips sucked around my crown as her tongue swirled, probing my glands. I gasped for air, tugged the chain, grit my teeth as pressure built in my shaft.

“Come, baby!” Connie urged.

Kate sucked harder.

“Give us your cum, Daddy!”

Lips plunged down, deep throating for a second, splashing my world with pure zings of tingly pleasure — pushing me to the edge. Then she sucked my crown — hard — and I exploded.

My cock pulsed as ropes of white hot semen shot from my shaft with such pent up force, and without them able to take hold of my shaft and guide it, it coated Katie’s mouth. Shot a stream across Anna’s face. It missed Connie’s mouth and painted her tits. Another caught Kate’s neck. More pulsed as I grunted through the greatest orgasm of my life.

When the moment passed and I opened my eyes, Anna had sticky white streaks across her face. Connie a line across one eye, down over her lips that dripped from her chin to the splash on her cleavage. Kate was completely covered. Her mouth, her cheeks, chin and breasts coated with an obscene spray. I didn’t think I had it in me.

Anna giggled. “Wow, Daddy.”

“Jesus fuck, Jack.” Connie tried to blink the goop from her eyelashes.

“Oh, my God,” Kate said, licking her lips. “It’s everywhere.”

I collapsed back on the couch and watched the spectacle of my three girls as they licked each other clean. It was obscene and sexy.

Once they’d gobbled most of the sticky substance from their smooth skin, they all looked up, eyes pleading. Kate bit her lip and then purred, “As much as I love this. Can we try on the rings now?”

I flopped back on the couch with a sigh. “Give me a minute.”


EPILOGUE


“So, months later, after the cafe was a smash hit, and Anna had trained a couple of minions to produce something close to her magic, we hopped on a flight to this wonderful island.

“This was after we found out that both Kate and Connie were pregnant. Kate’s showing now, but it’s still too early for Connie. On a beautiful beach with white sand, deep blue sky and crystal clear waters, I married all three. This is one of the few places you can do that, so it’s why we held the wedding here.

“It was a subtle affair. Just us and our closest friends — only those who were a part of our new life. I stared into Kate’s pretty hazels, Anna’s big brown eyes, and Connie’s blue pools and said ‘I do,’ with a smile on my lips, a lump in my throat... and in my pants. Let me tell you, the dresses they chose were not meringues. Kate wore a tight, white dress, proudly showing her baby bump, that became a short, pleated mini skirt. Connie, a white lace mini dress that barely covered her ass, and Anna was like a princess, just with a slit up to her thigh and an off-the-shoulder cut that taunted me throughout the ceremony. We partied, we kissed, and we made love all night. Hence the bags under my eyes.

"Why did we have to do this so early again?” I stare at Yvonne’s chestnut brown hair and her amber eyes as she watches me intently over the top of her notebook.

She flutters her eyelashes and squirms in her seat. “I have an early flight, Jack. I need to get the biographical part off to the editors by Monday... and there’s a lot to go through.” A blush creeps onto her cheeks. “And I’m going to have to censor the sex scenes.” She looks at me like Kate looks at a chocolate cake.

“Sorry about that. I may have gone a little overboard with the sex stuff. You should have stopped me if it was too much.”

She bites her lip, taking the entire of her plush bottom lip under her top teeth, and looks down at her notebook. “No, no, it’s fine.” Her blush intensifies. “Is it okay if I say I found it hot? Like all of it?” She crosses her legs, flashing her red silk panties under the fluttery black satin skirt. A breeze whips her long chestnut locks across her face.

I didn’t really notice how much before, but she’s gorgeous. “Miss O’Neill, are you flirting with me?”

She gasps, darting her gaze down. “I’m just saying, if it were up to me, all the sex stuff would stay.” She pulls a lock of damp hair from her mouth. “But that’s not the book we’re writing, right?”

“Right.” I sip my coffee, praying to the caffeine gods for a surge of awareness.

“Is it okay if I’m flirting with you a little, though? It’s just, I feel like I know you after what you told me... told me all that, and I like what I heard… and see.” Her voice trails off, and she hides behind her notebook again.

I grin. “Yvonne, I’m a married man—”

Her blush deepens. “And I’m not trying to get you in trouble, but you’re married to three women, and I was wondering… if there was room for one more?”

We devour each other’s eyes as a familiar voice fades in to earshot. We both turn.

“Jess! No! You do not put the sugar in first! Why would you?” Anna marches back and forth, hissing into her phone, chastising her latest recruit. The cafe runs itself now, well, mostly. They haven’t got those European swirly things right just yet, but with Anna riding them hard to ‘get it before Hollywood goes to shit’, I’m sure they’ll sort it.

Yvonne’s eyes widen, and she quickly gathers her note pads and tosses them into her bag. “Thank you for indulging me, Jack. On your honeymoon no less!” Her hand reaches out for a shake, but catches my crotch as we get up. Her face flushes to the deepest red I’ve seen on a cheek and her skirt billows in the breeze, giving me another flash, before she shoves her hand between her thighs. “Maybe think about what I said? Oh shoot. I gotta go. Say hello for me?” She gives me a longing look before scampering off towards the hotel.

I watch her ass flash her thong as her skirt flaps in the breeze — like she’s taunting me — until she vanishes around a corner.

Huh, that was unexpected.

“Was that Yvonne?” Connie pushes me down and then slides into my lap, assaulting me with her lips.

“I thought you were bringing me pancakes?” Kate plonks into Yvonne’s chair with a sigh, her yellow sundress exposing her upper thighs. She eyes the croissant Yvonne ordered, but never touched, fighting herself before giving in and happily nibbling the buttery pastry.

“Yes, it was. I’m sorry, it took longer than I thought. Yvonne needed the rest of the biography.”

“What’s with that look in your eye?” Kate said around a mouthful of flaky croissant. Is it possible she’s more beautiful now?

“Yeah, babe. You look guilty... and you’re semi-hard.” Connie squirms in my lap, pushing her short-shorts against my rod. “Do you have a thing for the writer?”

Kate watches me intently from under her lashes. “It’s okay, we won’t be mad. We trust you.”

“Completely,” Connie whispers into my ear.

“She is a hottie,” Kate adds.

“It’s not that... I mean, it is that, not as much as you two, but... She was coming on to me.”

“Of course she was. You’re a catch.” Connie licks my ear, and it’s damn distracting — making my cock hard.

“It was that part where she asked to join us that got me.” I wiggle my ring finger, flashing my simple wedding band with the three small stones that match my girl’s rings.

“Wow, really? Ballsy, Yvonne.” Connie looks into my eyes with her mesmerizing blue pools. The blue seems richer. “That could be fun. What did you say?”

“I didn’t say anything. I didn’t know what to say.”

Kate tittered. “Makes sense, though. We’ve told her almost everything about our relationship,” she raises her eyebrow at me, “in vivid detail.”

“What? I wanted to be thorough.”

“She is writing a book promoting harems as the natural relationship for the modern woman.” Kate licks some pastry flakes from her fingers. “Makes sense she’d be interested.”

“Oh, my God!” Anna blusters as she drags a chair from the next table and slumps into the wicker seat. “If she doesn’t get it right soon—”

“Baby Girl, breathe.” I grab her hand and drag her onto my other knee. “Jess will get it right. You focus on our honeymoon.” I kiss her head and inhale her coconut scented auburn locks.

“You’re right.” She sucks in a deep breath and lets it out slowly. “I’m here to relax, get some sun and a good dicking.” Her hand rubs the iron bar in my shorts. “Are you still sore, Daddy?” she whispers.

I laugh. “We’ll see.”

Kate rolls her eyes, rubbing her tummy. Her small baby bump is sexy as hell. She carries it incredibly, glowing with pure radiance. It’s also made her insatiable. Combined with the two sex monsters in my lap... I’m exhausted.

“Hows our baby today?”

“She’s fine,” Katie grins, sparkling like the diamond on her finger.

“So we’re having a girl now? I thought it was a boy?”

“Today she feels like a girl.”

“It’s gonna be so weird,” Anna whispers to herself.

“What? Kate with a baby?” Connie asks, almost slipping off my thigh, too busy trying to give me a hickey.

“No,” Anna hisses. “Jack being a daddy… and that not being a sex thing.”

Kate giggles.

“Two, when the time comes.” Connie rubs her almost flat tummy.

“Well, we’ll use dad instead, and save daddy for the bedroom. It won’t matter to our kids. They’re gonna have three incredibly hot moms, the best genetics and an incredible amount of love.”

“Fuck, Jack. You’re going to make me cry.”

“And the best daddy... eh, dad,” Anna adds.

I open my arms wider around my girls and Kate waddles in and slides onto my leg with Anna. “I love you three... four... all of you.”

“We love you too, so much, and so will this little munchkin.” Kate taps her tummy, then squeezes my thigh as we merge into one mass of limbs on the creaking chair.

I hold them tight in a group hug, absorbing the love flowing from them.

My three incredible wives.

So beautiful.

So loving.

So unexpected.

THE END.
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