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1 Culinary Arts

There was nothing better in the world after a very long, annoying week at work than seeing that yellow Mini parked in the driveway. It was Friday evening and the newly hired project manager wanted us to refactor most of our code, something that—well, to make a long story short, work was hell at the moment.
Which is why the impromptu appearance of the car was even more appreciated than usual. As a single dad, and I was as single as it was possible for a man to be, there is nothing better than a visit from your daughter.
Ashley, the light of my life, was in her sophomore year at college. She graduated high school a year early and got a jumpstart to the big leagues. I couldn't have been prouder of her if I tried and knowing that all that suffering from the daily grind enabled me to send her to a good college was the only thing that kept me sane sometimes.
The downside was that we barely got to see each other anymore. Doris, Ashley's mother, and I broke up almost ten years ago. Irreconcilable differences, which is a euphemism for "I accidentally got a mouthful of condom while eating her out and it sure as hell wasn't one of mine." The thought of that night still made me sick to my stomach.
For the sake of Ashley, we parted more-or-less amicably. Doris got her on regular weekdays, while I was busy working anyway, and I got her on every single weekend and every holiday to boot. I would have preferred to have full custody but Springfield's annoying feminist magistrate thought that a girl needed her mother in her life.
Given the circumstances, it worked out for the best. Ashley and I were as close as it was possible for a father and daughter to be.
I parked in the driveway next to hers and rushed through the front door. The hallway already smelt wonderful of onions and garlic, the scent only getting stronger the closer I got to the kitchen. And there she was.
"Dad!" she squealed and her face lit up with joy.
Ashley inherited most of her physical appearance from Doris. She was five-foot-five, with brass-yellow hair, which she usually kept in a braid, and the looks of a superstar. I took full credit for that since she got my high cheekbones and amber eyes. The product of two reasonably well-looking people, Ashley far surpassed her parents.
There were two pots, one with a tomato sauce and another with boiling spaghetti. She had an apron on and held a wooden fork and spoon in her hands, which made it tough to hug her. I did it anyway, picking her up and whirling her around.
"I missed you so much, Ashy-ashy-bo-bashy," I laughed and set her down.
"Dad!" she giggled. "I'm not fifteen anymore!"
"It feels like it's been years since I saw you. My, how you've grown!"
"I was here two weeks ago," she said, scowling.
"Because you forgot your phone charger. You only stayed for like five minutes."
"Which is why I'm going to be staying here the entire weekend to make up for it," she grinned. "And I'm making your favorite."
I took a big whiff. "Mmm, it smells good."
"It'll be done in exactly how long it takes for you to change out of your clothes and take a shower. You smell terrible."
"That is what constitutes an apology in this house?" I asked with mock outrage.
"I never said anything about an apology," she countered and stuck out her tongue.
"Fine. If the lady demands, I won't insult her with my peasantly bouquet."
Eight-and-a-half minutes later, I was back in the kitchen, smelling like pomegranate, and took a seat at the kitchen table. It was already set with salt, pepper, and parmesan between a steaming pot and a serving bowl.
"How's work?" she inquired.
"Not nearly as delicious as this sauce."
"Nothing is. Come on, tell me."
"Ugh," I groaned. "You have no idea. They took me and a bunch of other guys and formed a new developer team led by, can you believe it, Albert Wolfman."
"Am I supposed to know who that..." she trailed off, biting her lower lip in thought. "Hey, don't you work at Wolfman Solutions?"
"Yup. The boss' nephew."
Ashley winced. "What's he making you do?"
"He wants a complete refactor of some module."
"And what is that in human language?"
"It means taking everything we've been working on over the last year, deleting it, and making it again. Only better. And faster."
"Ouch."
"I'd rather not hear another word about work if I can help it. Please tell me how your life is."
"It's fantastic! I can't believe I'm saying this but my home ec class is super fascinating. I can't believe I got to bake cookies for credits."
"I take it that means you're not any closer to declaring your major, huh?"
"They don't have a culinary arts major or I'd be seriously considering it right about now."
"Really? Culinary arts?"
"Dad, I was never gonna pick computer science. Give it a rest."
"I know, I know, it's just... well, you want to consider your career after you graduate and cooking doesn't exactly—"
"Let's not get into this argument again."
"Sorry," I mumbled.
"Life is about more than just money. More than a career. It's about doing what you love and... pleasures."
"And buying shelter, clothes, food... speaking of food, this spaghetti is delicious."
"Yes, it does. Just imagine what I could do with that talent if I honed it."
I sighed and decided not to press the point. In my head, I always pictured the perfect life for her. A successful businesswoman, running her own company. Enough money to never have to worry about anything. Traveling to see the world. The life I never had.
It was senior year when Doris found out she was pregnant. We barely managed to scrape by, working odd ends, while I got my Bachelor's degree and after that, I found a well-paying job. Doris became a stay-at-home mom and it finally felt like we settled in.
But I wanted something better than getting knocked up in high school and being tied to the kitchen for Ashley. Fortunately, she was extremely driven and it felt like I had nothing to worry about in that department.




2 Three Butts

Saturday was an almost perfect day. I woke up rested at nine to the delicious smell of blueberry waffles, made from scratch with fresh blueberries that Ashley had lovingly prepared. In addition to fantastic food, she served up that she was going to hang out with some friends that afternoon.
So we spent the rest of the morning and noon at Springfield's recently opened tech-art museum, featuring digital paintings by human artists, paintings generated by AI, and even a robot that was able to use real medium to paint portraits — or at least make an attempt. The entire time, Ashley was talking about how she might want to be an artist, too.
We followed that up with brunch at Cafe Verde to take advantage of the fantastic May weather. Not yet too hot, not too cold anymore, just perfect. An occasional fresh breeze carrying the scent of nature through downtown Springfield. Add to that a nice cappuccino and it was a lovely way to pass the time.
After Ashley headed out, my spirits were high to do one of those things on my list of things I really should do but always find excuses for. I took a leisurely stroll around Springfield park, drawing in the sun and fresh air.
Then it was time to hit the gym. Nothing major, just some cardio. First some time on the stair-master and then laps in the pool. I've never been one of those guys who wanted a jacked up body, I just wanted to stay healthy.
At thirty-seven, I was definitely still that, despite my sedentary job. That was something I was proud of. In fact, I possibly looked better in my thirties than I ever did in my twenties. Feeling good after a workout high, I rewarded myself with a trip to the movies.
Two hours of blissfully unintelligent action where nothing matter and all I had to do was sit back and enjoy the show, I returned home. Ashley's mini was in the driveway, so I was expecting to find her home.
I found a lot more than that.
"Oooh, what about that?" said a very giggly Ashley.
Walking into the kitchen, I was greeted to the sight of three denim covered asses, belonging to three young women hunched over the kitchen counter.
The ass on the left belonged Helena, Ashley's best friend since kindergarten. I've long ago lost track of the number of times Helena had been over to our house for movie nights and sleepovers and both Doris and I considered her practically a second daughter.
Which made it very awkward to see the kind of woman she grew up to be. She was a year older than Ashley, nineteen, and had flaming red hair. Puberty had blessed her with extremes.  Her ass was plump and round and she had D-cups that jiggled every time she laughed, which she did a lot. Despite her figure, she had a very innocent face, covered in freckles, with a crooked smile. I've never met anyone who didn't like her.
"Nice color," Helena said. "I like how dark it is."
The ass on the right belonged to Michelle, a friend that Ashley met at college last year. I've only met her a few times but every one of those times felt like it had been burned into my mind. Michelle was one of those women that oozed sex appeal out of every pore.
Twenty and tall — five-foot-ten, one inch shorter than me — with luxurious, long legs. Even though she only had B-cups, she used them as a weapon, always showing plenty of cleavage and not afraid to go braless. She had a short, blonde pixie cut, an oval face with a surprisingly small nose, and a constant look that let you know that she knew more than you did.
Despite all of that, you just had to take one look at her to know that she would always get what she want and men would be unable to refuse her. As a father, I wished that Ashley had never befriended her, though I was well aware that the time where I could influence who my daughter hung out with had long passed. As a man, I wished that Ashley had never befriended her because the things I could do to her...
I'd never admit it to anyone else but I've had a crush on her ever since we first met. That was over a year ago and she had been a frequent fantasy in my dreams ever since. Fortunately, she never caught me staring at her ass.
"Too small, though," Michelle said.
The butt in the center belonged to Ashley. It was normal sized and looked completely appropriate, with absolutely nothing to comment about it.
"There are so many to pick from," Ashley said.
All three of them wore faded denim short-shorts and multicolored t-shirts, which undoubtedly meant they had all gone shopping together. From the sound of it, they were still shopping. I cleared my throat to announce my presence.
"Dad!" Ashley squealed, wheeling around.
"Zach!" Helena squeaked.
Each of them went in for a hug and I made sure to tussle Helena's hair, which made her scrunch her face at first but then smile. Michelle remained leaning against the kitchen counter, crossing her arms in front of her chest. She had an indiscernible expression on her face.
"Mr. Sharpe," she said and nodded.
Three different greetings from three women as different as night and day.
"Whatcha doing? Shopping for more clothes?" I asked, feeling smug at having deduced that on my own.
"Uh, yeah," Ashley said and Helena started giggling. "We're gonna go up to my room, okay?"
"Okay, sure," I said, feeling baffled.
The three of them departed up the stairs like a whirlwind, slamming the door shut. It instantly took me back to when the house had been filled with people. I missed that. As nice as owning a two-story home in the suburbs was, it felt lonely when I was the only person in it.
It was a question that occasionally plagued me. On the one hand, I really didn't need such a big house. It was still in good shape, with a relatively fresh coat of paint, no mold, and central air. On the other hand, I liked that Ashley always had the option of coming over into her old childhood home. The one that I raised her. Selling that would be like losing a part of the family.
I was unlikely to find an answer that night, so I grabbed a beer from the fridge and plopped down in front of the television. I grabbed my laptop and watched a documentary I found online, streaming it to the big screen. Being good with computers had its perks.
At around seven, Ashley briefly popped her head into the living room to ask whether her friends could sleep over for the night, which I happily agreed to.
The light buzz of the beer combined with a strenuous day of activities took its toll on me around eight, at which point I decided it was fruitless to keep watching random funny dog videos on YouTube and headed upstairs to read a book in bed.
It was much too early for my normal bedtime so when I woke up after dozing off with my thumb still inside a copy of "The Terrible Alien," I felt pretty disgruntled. It was a quarter past midnight but I felt wide awake in an instant.
My laptop was still downstairs, so I threw off the covers and got up. The house was very still and no light came from Ashley's room, so I didn't bother getting dressed and just headed down in my boxers and undershirt.
When I returned with, laptop in hand, the upstairs hallway light was on. I was halfway up the stairs when the bathroom door opened.
Michelle stepped out. She wore a very loose-fitting silk camisole with matching navy blue briefs. The top was cut so low that while reaching for the bathroom's light switch, it threatened to give me a glimpse of perky wonderland just behind it. The sight of it was alluring, even though it was just a perfectly ordinary night ensemble, it was how she wore it.
With very confident steps, almost sashaying, she walked toward the stairs, blocking my path. "Still awake, Mr. Sharpe?" she asked in a sultry tone.
"Just forgot this downstairs," I mumbled, raising my laptop.
I took three more steps, indicating that I wanted to pass, but Michelle didn't budge. She looked down at me, smiling in that satisfied, all-knowing way, while I had to crane my neck up. Anything else was impossible because the fabric of her camisole wasn't very thick and hugged her breasts like a lover's caress.
"I'm sorry you had to see me like this," she said and gestured at her clothes while at the same time seemingly puffing out her chest. "I didn't think anyone was still awake."
"It's okay," I said quickly and took the last possible step before running her over.
That seemed to do the trick. She backed off, though it was only half a step backward. My neck started to hurt from ignoring the fact that her hard nipples were poking through.
"Good," she said. "I'd hate for you think about one of Ashley's friends that way."
"I'm not," I said though even to my ears it sounded more like a plea than anything else.
"Don't worry, Mr. Sharpe," she said and finally traipsed toward Ashley's door. "I know you're one of the good ones."
As she turned sideways, the strap of the camisole facing me seemed to accidentally roll down that soft skin, falling to the side. The cloth over her right tit started to wilt away. She didn't seem to notice even as it slipped down an inch, revealing perfectly tanned skin.
"I know you'd never ogle me," she finished and turned the doorknob.
I snapped my head back up, realizing I had just been staring open-mouthed at her tits. If she had turned just a microsecond later, I would have been able to see everything. Michelle disappeared into the darkness and the door closed.
It took me a moment to realize I was just standing there like an idiot. Worse, I realized I had a raging hardon, one that was incredibly obvious to anyone who bothered to look down. How long had that been there?
Snapping out of my spell, I rushed into my bedroom and closed the door behind me. I set the laptop on the nightstand and threw myself on the bed.
My hand was around my cock before I knew it. I envisioned a different turn of events. Instead of retreating, Michelle sank to her knees. She wrapped her luscious lips around my cock and sucked me off.
God, I wanted to fuck her so bad. I wanted to tear off her stupid camisole and fuck her pussy. I wanted to finger her ass and make her beg for forgiveness. I wanted to spank her and tie her down and just use her body like a cheap fucktoy.
I blew a load on my stomach in record time. A piercing-hot, satisfying orgasm.
Of course, immediately afterward, the shame and guilt set in. I just got a woody staring at my daughter's friend and there was a good chance she had seen. Hell, there was an even better chance she wanted it to happen.
Fool that I am, I hadn't been prepared for a situation like that, despite knowing the kind of woman that Michelle was. No doubt she would tell Ashley all about what happen and ruin the good relationship I had with her. All because I couldn't keep my damn eyes off of her.
Angry at myself and the situation, I pulled off my cum soaked t-shirt, used it to wipe my cock down, and threw it into a corner of the room.




3 The Promise

Like a coward, I hid in my room for most of the morning while the girls were downstairs in the kitchen, making a lot of noise. During a long and sleepless night, I half convinced myself that I would go to prison for perving on Michelle and I admit, I was scared of another confrontation with her.
Fortunately, I had my own bathroom with a working sink, my laptop, and my regular computer in the office. The only thing I didn't have was food and after three hours of refreshing MyPage every thirty seconds hoping for something new to show up, my stomach started to let me know it was really confused why it hadn't received any food yet.
The girls left at eleven. I watched Michelle and Helena got into an Uber from the window, counting down the seconds. The moment the car took off, I breathed a big sigh of relief and raced down to the kitchen.
"Jeez, someone's hungry," Ashley snorted upon her return.
"Uh huh," I grunted in return, stuffing another slice of ham into my mouth straight from the fridge.
"Morning. Sleep well?"
"Uh-uh," I indicated.
"You don't have to eat that, you know. There are plenty of leftovers. You can eat it all."
"Mmm-I-uv-u," I mumbled and dove for the table, pouncing on the muffins and french toast.
Ashley made coffee and then sat at the table, watching me eat with a very amused expression. She waited patiently for me to eat the remaining three slices of french toast with maple syrup before she said anything.
"Dad, can we have a serious talk for a moment?" she said with gravitas.
Uh oh, there it was. My heart sank into my stomach. I leaned back in my chair and prepared myself for the worst.
"Of course, honey."
"I've been thinking a lot about my future recently, about what I want to do in life," she started.
That wasn't what I had expected at all. I sat up straight and focused on her words. Had Michelle not said anything to her after all? Had I somehow dodged a bullet?
"It's tough, I know," I said.
"I was wondering if..." she swallowed and continued noticeably quieter, "...if you would hate me if I made a big mistake?"
"Mistake? What mistake did you make?"
"No, no, I haven't made anything yet, I just mean in general. What if there's something that I really want to do but it messes up other plans in my life, like college? You're paying all that money for me to get a degree and I'm just so terrified that if I do anything to mess that up, you're gonna hate me."
The whole thing was somewhat perplexing. Had she already made other plans? It half sounded like she was planning to drop out entirely. It wasn't something I wanted for her at all and yet, I also saw her sitting across the table, completely terrified. It would break my heart if I were the cause of that.
"I don't hate you and I'd never hate you, Ash," I said firmly.
Ashley jumped out of her chair and lunged at me, wrapping her arms around me in a fierce hug. She pressed her face into my shoulder and I knew she was trying hard not to cry. I rubbed her back.
"I know life choices can be very difficult to make but I'm glad that you're in a position to make them. I've always dreamed of you following in my footsteps into IT but I think I've accepted that that's just not you. Obviously, I think finishing college would be good for you but if there is something you really have your heart set on, I'm not gonna tell you not to go for it. Just because you're doing something I might not like doesn't mean I don't love you. You're my daughter and nothing is going to change that."
I took a deep breath and continued. "Besides, even if you take a year off, at most it would put you back in with everyone else your age. Sometimes I forget that you're only eighteen because you're so smart and responsible."
"I love you, Dad," she mumbled.
"Love you too," I replied and kissed her forehead.
"Ew," she squealed and pulled away. She wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. "Maple syrup."
"Sorry, forgot. So what have you decided?"
Ashley didn't answer until she returned to her seat across the table. "Nothing, yet."
I decided to quit while I was ahead and not probe any deeper. Besides, there was still one muffin left and someone had to eat it.
"There's something else serious that I wanted to talk about," Ashley said.
I raised my eyebrows but I was filled with fatherly pride and said, "Sure."
In an instant, Ashley's face turned red in a shade of color I've never seen it. "I want you to promise me not to sleep with any of my friends."
It hit me out of the left field, straight into my gut. "I'm not!" I blurted out, launching bits of muffin over the table.
"I know you're not, but I want you to promise me that you won't, now or any point in the future."
"I won't. Helena is like my own daughter, you know that."
"It's not Helena I'm worried about," Ashley said flatly.
"Oh."
"Look, I know that Michelle can be a bit... forward. That's just how she is. I just don't want you to get any false ideas, okay? Promise me that you won't try to sleep with her, okay?"
I gulped. "Of course. I promise that I won't sleep with any of your friends or even try," I said, feeling exceptionally guilty about the night before.
"Thank you," Ashley said quickly and changed the subject. "Mom's doing well, by the way."
"That's good," I replied noncommittally.
Ever since the divorce, I tried to think about her as little as possible. I didn't have to pay any alimony and we didn't have any mutual friends. Ashley was the only connection I still had with Doris, apart from an airport's worth of baggage.
The few things I knew were that Doris had remarried and now went by Doris Turner, though I never met her husband, Christopher Turner. I also knew that she had two children with him, both boys. They were seven and nine by my estimation but Ashley had respected my wishes and rarely mentioned them.
"I'm going to hang out with my friends again later today but I'm going to be here next weekend again."
"Oh? Two weekends in a row, to what do I owe the pleasure?"
"Well, to be honest, I'm going to hang out with my friends some more. I'm just shamelessly using you as a base camp."
"I always knew the day would come when you wouldn't want to hang out with me anymore."
"That is not true," she contested. "And we still have all morning. Well, noon. I'm going to kick your ass in Mario Kart."
"Hah!" I barked. "Bring it on."




4 Friends With Benefits

It was around noon on Monday. Ashley had already departed for college and I was back in hell. My fingers already hurt from so much typing, which wasn't a good sign for the week to come.
My phone vibrated. A welcome distraction.
You have a new friend request on MyPage.
When I tapped on it, my day suddenly got even worse. It was from Michelle. Michelle Kline. I ignored the uncomfortable feeling in my pants. I made a promise to Ashley.
And yet, being friends with her on MyPage wasn't exactly sleeping with her, was it? The more I thought about it, the more I thought that it was actually the opposite. Who would put something like that out in public? Nobody.
After ten minutes, I was sick and tired of my brain being in overdrive, I clicked "Accept Friend Request" and shoved the phone back into my pocket. It was just a stupid, innocent friend request and I berated myself for making a mountain out of a molehill.
Just then, Albert stopped by my cubicle to "rapport" with me and any thoughts of Michelle were driven clean out of my mind.
It wasn't until Wednesday evening that I became aware of her again.
I just settled into the couch to zone out for a while when my phone buzzed. It was a MyPage message from Michelle.
MICHELLE: U there?
Ten minutes sped by in record time while I contemplated everything from throwing my phone out of the window to calling Ashley and confessing. My fingers trembled as I typed the worst message I have ever typed.
ME: Hi
MICHELLE: I need to ask u something
MICHELLE: When is a good time??
I knew it was a bad idea to keep typing. I should have just told her that it wasn't okay for her to contact me like that and then block her.
Then I remembered the conversation I had with Ashley. The thing she thought might be a mistake. What if Michelle knew about it and was coming to me for help? What if the mistake could be avoided entirely? Wasn't it my paternal duty to help?
ME: Now is good
MICHELLE: Right now? lol
MICHELLE: I'm not even dressed yet, I can't show up looking like this
Seconds later, a picture appeared on the screen.
It was Michelle wearing nothing but a green pair of panties and bra. She laid in bed, holding the camera above her. Her legs were crossed but even so, it was far more than I had ever seen of her.
My heart beat faster and blood pulsed in my body. Ashley. I had to remember Ashley and my promise to her. I willed my erection to subside.
MICHELLE: I'll be over when I'm dressed
She was going to come over? I gulped.
ME: You don't have to come over just to ask something
There was no response from her and the only thing that stopped me from panicking was the thought that it might be helping Ashley.
I raced upstairs and made sure that nothing about my appearance was out of order. Somehow, it felt like getting ready before a first date and it took a lot of effort to keep those thoughts down. I put on a clean shirt, formal pants, and socks. That was my work attire.
A car pulled up and moments later the doorbell rang. I thundered down the stairs.
Michelle greeted me by twirling around once. "See? Completely appropriate."
It was very appropriate. Skinny jeans and a sweatshirt with Ashley's college logo on it. It was Michelle's college, too, I reminded myself. There wasn't a hint of what was underneath, which made me look twice as hard to find any trace.
"Yes," I mumbled.
Michelle took a step forward, smiling innocently. "So about that favor..."
"Is it about Ashley?" I asked apprehensively.
"You're such a good dad, always thinking about her."
"She's very important to me."
"This is just between the two of us," she said and her smile turned up into a smirk.
"I don't know if that's a good idea, Michelle," I said, summoning all the self-control I possessed while she batted her eyelashes at me.
"I wanted to ask if I could borrow your car," she said, taking another step forward.
We were less than two feet away from each other. She looked me straight in the eyes, daring me to take my gaze off of her. Her eyes were blue with traces of green in them.
"M-my car?" I stammered.
"Yes," she purred. "I want to buy a new table and you have such a nice and big car."
"Oh. I guess I do."
"You sound disappointed," she teased. "Were you thinking of something else?"
"No, of course not," I lied quickly.
"Don't worry, I'm an excellent driver and," she said, putting her hand on the doorframe, leaning in further, "I would be very, very grateful."
I gulped. "Is it even big enough?"
"I thought about it long and hard. It's the perfect size for me, Mr. Sharpe."
God damn that woman.
"I need it back by tomorrow," I said, realizing that she had already talked me into letting her borrow it.
"You are amazing!"
"Hold on," I said, grabbing the set of keys from the kitchen table.
Michelle hadn't moved, though now she leaned against the frame, thrusting her hip to the side. I pulled the car fob off the ring and handed it to her.
As she reached for it, her fingertips brushed over my thumb and it felt like electricity crackling over my skin. She locked eyes with me and I saw an entire world of fantasy mirrored in her pupils.
"Thank you so much," she purred. "I will make it up to you."
I was struck speechless and just watched her get in the car. She adjusted the seat and just before driving off, she waved at me. Like an idiot, I waved back.
Of course I jerked off. Who could blame me?
Partially because I knew that afterward, my mind would be a lot clearer, and partially because I was so fucking amped up. At least I managed not to choke my toad to the picture she had sent, though it did briefly flash into my mind.
Waiting for Michelle to return was possibly the longest two hours of my life but fortunately for me, time never stopped. It just crawled.
She pulled into the driveway, followed by a second car that parked at the curb. I opened the door in advance, waiting for her.
Michelle didn't hurry getting out of the car, nor was she slow about it. She just did it in her usual Michelle kind of way, with enough poise and elegance to make my blood boil.
"Not a single scratch," she called out, walking to the front door.
"That's good. Did you manage?"
"Yes, it was perfect," she said and held out the fob.
When I reached for it, she slipped past my outstretched hand and into a hug. Her firm body pressed up against me and I felt her breasts on my chest. She planted a light peck on my cheeks, barely more than a whisper of a kiss.
"It's okay, Ashley will never find out about this. I know how to keep a secret," she whispered.
Once again, I was left dumbstruck, horny, and confused. She retreated and pressed the fob into my outstretched palm.
"My ride's here," she said, clearly satisfied at the chaos she caused, and turned around.
Of course, I jerked off again. How could I not?
Ashley never said that I couldn't fantasize. As long as nothing came of it, I could do whatever I wanted with Michelle inside my own head, and there were a lot of things I wanted to do.
But my torment of the night was not over.
At eleven, in the middle of my going-to-bed routine, my phone buzzed again. Michelle had sent another picture, though fortunately one without her. It was of what had to be her apartment. A modern looking but otherwise fairly plain table stood in the center of the room between a couch and stacked chairs that had been pushed back to the walls.
MICHELLE: Do u like it?
ME: Not bad
There. A perfectly happy, normal response. Not too eager and not an insult. I considered that the end of my little adventure. A perfectly boring, natural end that left my world intact.
MICHELLE: Lol sorry
MICHELLE: I forgot what you really like
Less than a minute later, I got another picture. It took my breath away.
Lying halfway on top of the table, Michelle looked straight into the camera. She was completely naked, that much was obvious. She leaned on her arms, which she crossed in front of her chest, so I couldn't actually see anything but cleavage. Her bottom half hung over the edge on the other side, completely hidden from view. Past her bare shoulder, half of her buttcheek was visible, which is how I knew she was naked.
My body went into instant overdrive. Despite already jerking off two times in one day, my little soldier was at full attention. It was a signal so obvious that even I couldn't ignore it. All the flirting, the double entendres, and now that.
A picture of her, naked. Sure, there was nothing naughty actually visible in the photo but that didn't seem to matter one bit. She was trying to seduce me.
MICHELLE: Sweet dreams
I didn't reply. I couldn't reply.
I knew that if I played my cards right, I could fuck her. Maybe even that night.
But I couldn't break my promise to Ashley.
All I could do was jerk off until my dick hurt, looking at a naked picture of my daughter's friend.




5 The Perfect Reward

All day on Thursday, I caught myself checking my phone, hoping for another message from Michelle. I kept daydreaming about the potential, hating myself for doing so but unable to stop myself. It was maddening.
On Friday, I got a call from Ashley. She was sleeping over at Helena's and I shouldn't expect her until Saturday. That was fine with me since by the time I was done with work, I was exhausted. I was so dead tired that I didn't even think about Michelle for once.
That is until I received another message from her just as I pulled into the driveway. My heart beat quicker and dropped the phone. Twice. By the time I opened, I had several messages waiting for me.
MICHELLE: I just remembered I never thanked you properly the other night
MICHELLE: And I can't stop thinking about how nice you've been to me
MICHELLE: I think I know the perfect reward
MICHELLE: But you have to come get it
MICHELLE: 2219 Washington, Room 610
MICHELLE: I'm here until seven
There was a picture, too. Of Michelle standing in a very elaborate bathroom. Her hair was wet and she held a towel in front of her body, taking a selfie. The towel was only held in place by her elbow. Her hand was in front of her mouth, her index finger placed over her lips.
Over her shoulder, in the mirror, her backside was visible. The towel only covered her front and her perfect, perky ass was visible.
My heart hammered inside my chest at the thought of squeezing those cheeks.
It was ten past six already. The drive to downtown Springfield would take about twenty-five minutes. I didn't know the address specifically but given the room number, it could only be the Regent Hotel. Thirty minutes.
I had at most ten minutes to spare.
There was no time to think it through. My mind raced, the promise to Ashley at the forefront. If I went to that hotel, I knew there was a zero percent chance it wasn't going to end with the two of us having sex. On a rational level, I knew it was a bad idea. I wasn't really attracted to Michelle. I didn't actually even like her that much. She was a tease and a bad influence on my daughter.
But on a deeper, animalistic level, I wanted to fuck her more than anything in the world. My cock was hard, blood was pumping. She wanted it. I wanted it. Michelle had told me that she was good at keeping secrets.
Nine minutes.
I told myself that I didn't run into the house taking two steps at a time because I already made up my mind, I just wanted to fully utilize the time I had. If I took a hasty shower now it didn't mean I was going out, I could just as well stay in. But it was a lie.
With two minutes to spare, I pulled out of the driveway, tires screeching, and raced toward downtown Springfield.
I got there with five minutes to spare. The valet looked at my car with contempt but my money was green and I couldn't waste another minute. I barely glanced at the ornate marble entrance hall or the spotless red carpet. Straight for the elevator.
With one minute to spare, I stepped into the sixth-floor hallway. I took a deep breath to steady my nerves, ran my fingers through my hair one last time, and raised my hand to knock on door 610. Even then, part of me was hoping that nobody would answer.
Michelle opened the door wearing a fluffy, white bathrobe. She beamed at me.
"I wasn't sure you'd come," she said and for once sounded downright normal.
"I wasn't sure either," I admitted.
"Come in, come in, my sweet hero," she offered in her usual teasing manner.
I was beginning to warm up to her games. What fun would it be to pursue a listless, boring woman? None at all. Michelle was someone I'd have to conquer but I had no doubt I would end up with a trophy worthy of display.
The room was really nice — muted, powder blue walls with white trimming. The king size bed only took up half of it. A flat-screen TV mounted on the wall at the foot of the bed, a table with two chairs, a bathroom which I recognized from the selfie, and to top it all off a walk-in closet with a shutter screen door.
None of the things in the room were even a fraction as interesting as Michelle. Now that I felt like I had nothing to hide, I drank in the sight of her. She was curvy in a tomboy kind of way. Without a doubt, she would be incredible in the sack.
"You like looking at me, don't you?" she teased.
"You know I do."
"What about more than looking?"
"I like that, too."
"Is that so?"
Michelle placed her hands on her hips and stood there. She raised her eyebrow in a challenge. For an embarrassingly long time, I didn't know what she was doing.
Carefully, like approaching a wild animal, I reached for the cloth belt that held her bathrobe closed. I kept waiting for her to move away or scream or something but she just bit her bottom lip. I hooked my finger into the belt and the simple knot came loose with a tug.
Underneath the bathrobe, Michelle wore delicate underwear. Very slim, black panties with lace trimmed edges. Her bra matched. Her skin was perfect. Her belly button was pierced with a thin, gold rod hooked into the upper part. It was better than any porn I've ever seen. I could smell her womanly bouquet.
Michelle shrugged out of the robe and it fell into a pile on the ground. She placed a hand on my stomach and circled around behind me, gliding her fingertips across my shirt. Goosebumps rose all over my body.
Standing behind me, she reached around my waist and hugged close. Her hands skillfully undid my belt. She placed her chin on my shoulder.
"Tell me, Mr. Sharpe, did you jerk off thinking about me?" she whispered and her breath tickled my neck.
"Yes," I admitted.
"How many times?" she asked, unbuttoning my pants and letting them fall to the ground.
I was already hard beyond imagination. The briefs were barely able to contain my cock.
"I lost count."
Michelle giggled. She grabbed two fistfuls of dress-shirt and yanked it open, sending three buttons flying off into the distance.
"I've always wanted to do that."
She tugged at the collar, pulling my arms back and the shirt halfway down my arms. She let it hang there, circling back around to my front. I finished the job and stepped out of my shoes.
We were evenly matched now. Me in briefs and socks, her in panties and bra. I could barely believe it. My engorged member was barely held back by the cotton.
"Is there something you've always wanted to do?" she asked in an open invitation.
At once, I pulled her in by the waist, pressing her warm body against mine. She was hot in more ways than one. Her body was like a furnace. My dick pressed into her thigh, something she would absolutely have felt, but I wanted her to feel it. I moved in for a kiss.
Michelle's lips were like liquid fire. I wasn't prepared for the sheer dexterity she possessed, constantly drawing me in further while at the same time evading my advances. Like a miniature version of the bigger game.
She slipped her hand under the elastic band of her briefs while we were still embraced. Her fingers wrapped around my cock and she very, very slowly stroked it. I couldn't help but groan loudly.
"You like that, huh?"
"You have no idea how much."
Suddenly she stopped and pulled down my briefs. There was an imbalance between the two of us again. Instinctively, I reached for her breast but she turned away.
"Mr. Sharpe," she reprimanded me with a pout. "What's the rush?"
"You are too cruel, you know that?"
"I know," she smiled.
She raised her leg and pushed my briefs down to the ground with her foot. That motion ended with my cock pressing into her waist, this time without any safeguards. Precum smeared over that wonderful skin. Electricity buzzed wherever our bodies touched.
"What made you decide?" she asked.
"Decide what?"
"Coming here."
"Are you serious?"
"Yes. I want to know."
"Because you're damn irresistible. You've been teasing me for a while now and I just can't stop thinking about how fucking hot you are. I know it's wrong and you're Ashley's friend and I should never do it in a million years, but God damn it, I can't help myself."
"Teasing? Moi?" she asked indignantly, backing off.
"Very funny but I can see right through you now, Michelle."
"Can you now?" she grinned, walking backward toward the bed.
Once she reached her goal, she jumped backward on the mattress, crossing her legs. She beckoned me with her finger. I had to carefully step out of the clothes pile on the ground, advancing on her with my cock jutting out like a spear, wearing nothing but socks.
"Yes, you like to torment helpless old men. Tease them until you have them wrapped all around your little finger so you can make us do whatever you want."
"Hmm, is that right?"
"Yes," I confirmed, looking down at her.
I was just about to crawl on top of her when she raised her leg and stopped my advance with her foot against my abdomen.
"I'm not going to make love to a man who keeps his socks on," she said coyly.
"Really? That's what's stopping you?"
"Mmmhm," she said, nodding. "What's the matter, I thought you were all wrapped around my little finger?"
I barked a laugh. If she wanted me to take my socks off, I was going to take my socks off. Hooking on my outstretched thumb, I launched the first sock at Michelle, hitting her right in the face.
"Happy?" I asked, standing in front of her naked as the day I was born. I turned around once.
"Not bad for an old man."
I was eager to touch her and crawled on the bed next to her, which she did not object to that time. She turned toward me and I laid a hand on her waist, gently massaging her. Gentle approaches like calming a skittish deer. My cock ached.
Suddenly Michelle sat up. She looked around and strained her ears. Her eyes went wide.
"Shit. Get up," she barked.
"What's wrong?" I asked, getting to my feet.
"You have to hide. Now," she ordered.
"Why?" I asked
But she was already pushing me in the direction of the walk-in closet. I opened the doors and she shoved me inside. It was not as spacious as it looked, barely more than three feet deep but fortunately, it was empty. The only thing inside was a rack, mounted just above my head, with a single wooden coat hanger.
"Don't make a noise," she said, slamming the doors shut on me.
Through the lattice, I still had a decent view of the room. Michelle hurriedly gathered all my clothes, dropped them in a neat pile in front of the bed, and kicked it under there with her feet.
Then I heard it, too. There was someone at the door, sliding a keycard through the sensor. The door clicked just as Michelle threw her bathrobe around herself.
My stomach lurched when I saw who entered the room.
Helena.
Shortly followed by Ashley.




6 No Time For Lunch

What the hell was Ashley doing in room 610?
I was suddenly aware of just how terrible my situation was. Naked, trapped in the closet. There was no way out, either. My clothes were under the bed and I did not have anything other than my hands to cover myself with. Nothing except for a clothes hanger.
I willed my daughter to leave.
"Ohhh, I'm so excited," Ashley squealed and tossed her purse on the table.
Both of the newcomers were dressed in their regular clothes and if they thought anything was amiss about Michelle wearing a bathrobe, they didn't say it.
"I know, I can't wait," Michelle said.
"I've never done anything like this," Helena added.
Some of my fear subsided, replaced by curiosity. What were the three of them up to? I realized that this was something I rarely got, a completely uninhibited view of my daughter's life. Not just the life that she told me about. In a way, it was fascinating.
"We got about forty-five minutes or so. What's on the agenda?" Michelle asked.
"I still need a shave and shower," Helena said.
"I think I'm good to go," Ashley said.
"Yeah, I think I'm good, too. So just Helena, then?"
"Sorry," Helena whined. "My dad was already super pissed I'm going out, I didn't want—"
"Hey, it's okay," Ashley shushed her. "We have plenty of time."
"Yeah, don't worry, Hel. We'll help any way we can."
"Oh, I love you two so much," Helena burst out and the three of them embraced in a tight group hug.
"I love you, too. I mean, I love you two, too," Michelle added.
Ashley giggled. "Tutu."
"Say it, Ash."
"Oh of course. I love you two more than anything."
I had no idea the three of them were that close. Ashley and Helena, sure, but they had only known Michelle for two years at best? Speaking of Michelle, I marveled at her capability to so completely change persona in a fraction of a second. I also wondered if she had a plan to get me out of the closet.
Although from everything I gathered so far, it sounded like she made plans with the two of them. So why had she invited me? Did she misjudge the time? Had I been too slow after all? I regretted delaying to take that shower. A lot could have happened in those eight minutes and if I had to be trapped in a closet, having busted a nut inside Michelle would have made it better.
"Alright, go take a shower," Ashley said, clapping Helena on the butt.
Helena stuck out her tongue at Ashley but hurried to the bathroom. The door closed and moments later the sound of water on tile was audible. Ashley, meanwhile, crossed her arms in front of her chest and considered Michelle critically.
"Are you naked under there?" Ashley asked.
"Why don't you find out?" Michelle countered and it was the exact same tone of voice she had used on me.
Unlike me, however, Ashley lunged at her. Michelle was quicker. She turned on her heel and leaped into motion, racing toward the bed. Ashley followed, laughing.
That was definitely not what I did.
With the grace of a lioness, Michelle flew over the bed. Michelle jumped on top, coming to halt to watch where Michelle went. Fortunately, it wasn't under the bed. Michelle darted toward the TV and for a moment went out of my field of view.
Ashley used her favorable position to jump after her but lost footing on the landing and stumbled. Michelle got escaped another attempted grab and turned around to laugh at Ashley.
That was her fatal flaw. She stumbled over the cord of her bathrobe, which had come loose in the commotion, and went careening toward the bed. She landed softly but that was immediately followed up by Ashley quite literally pouncing on top of her, straddling her stomach. She made quick work of the bathrobe, yanking it open.
"Wow," Ashley said, looking at the lace-trimmed black bra. "Where the hell did you get that?"
"Bought it just for today."
"Do you think I should have bought something special?"
"What are you wearing."
"The blue one."
"I don't remember that one, let me see," Michelle said.
Without a moment of hesitation, Ashley grabbed the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it over her head. I looked away as quickly as I could but not before getting an eyeful of my daughter's upper torso, wearing some sort of blue bra.
"That one's pretty nice," Michelle said.
"Not as nice as yours."
"Wanna swap?"
"Nah, your boobs are too small."
"Shouldn't be too bad."
What the hell was Michelle doing? I wished I had some way of yelling at her. She knew I was stuck in the closet and she was still acting like nothing was amiss. Worse, she seriously suggested that my daughter undress right in my view.
"They look better on you and we both know you need that more than me."
"Pshaw. If that's what you think, I'll go take them off right now."
Ashley started laughing. "Oh come on, I didn't mean it like that," she said between laughs. "You can keep it on."
The temptation of seeing Michelle take her bra off drew my attention back to the scene, despite the fact that Ashley still hadn't put her shirt back on. Not that it was any different than going to the beach with her, which I had done hundreds of times. I chided myself. Upon closer inspection, it really wasn't any worse than a bikini.
Unlike Michelle, however, who really had taken her bra off. Lying on the bed with her arms stretched out like that, her breasts barely rose from her chest but her nipples were clearly visible, even from my distance. Hard buds that poked out like diamonds.
"Boop, boop," Ashley said, pressing each of Michelle's nipple with her index finger.
Michelle wasn't looking at Ashley, however. Her head was turned sideways and she was looking right at me, grinning, as my daughter touched her nipples. I didn't know whether to laugh or cry.
The bathroom door opened and Helena poked her head out. Her red hair was drenched, hanging down to her shoulders in strands.
"What are you two doing? Who's gonna help me shave?" Helena asked.
At last, that was my opportunity. All Michelle had to do was send Ashley into the bathroom with Helena, grab my clothes, and I'd be out of there in at most two seconds. I mentally prepared myself for a full-on sprint.
None of those things happened.
Michelle suddenly rolled, sending Ashley flying to the side. She jumped to her feet and waved Helena over. "Get out here, we can both help. I'll go grab the stuff."
Helena shrugged and opened the door. She was naked, still dripping from the shower. The sight of her took my breath away. Her breasts were even bigger than I had assumed. Shapely D-cups that were surprisingly perky without a bra to support them. They would be, at her age.
The rest of her was very shapely, too. She had wide hips and thick legs. Between her legs was a crimson bush of neatly trimmed hair. I gulped but for some reason, I couldn't take my eyes off of her. I'd known her for at least fifteen years but I never imagined I'd see her like that.
"Why is your shirt off and why is she naked?" Helena asked, point toward the bathroom.
"We were comparing underwear," Ashley said and picked up Michelle's discarded top. "Check this out."
"Wow, that is gorgeous."
"That's what I said."
"I wish I could wear something that sexy."
"You can."
"You know what I mean."
"Hel, don't start that again," Ashley said, putting her hands on Helena's shoulders and looking her in the eyes. "You are just as sexy as she is, just in a different way."
"But—"
"No buts," Ashley said and leaned in.
She did the very last thing I ever expected my daughter to do. She kissed Helena. Not a quick peck on the cheeks but a lip-on-lip kiss.
Was that the secret she had been hiding from? That she was a lesbian and Helena was her girlfriend? How could she possibly think I could hate her for that? I wanted to get out of the closet, hug my daughter, and tell her that I loved her no matter what.
Except I couldn't. I was buck naked after trying to fuck her friend, less than a week after promising to not do exactly that.
"Mmm, that does help," Helena grinned.
Michelle returned from the bathroom carrying a bowl of water with a towel slung over her shoulder.
"Up on the bed, go on," she ordered.
Helena did as asked. Michelle placed the bowl on the nightstand and handed a can to Ashley. The question I should have asked myself is what exactly they were going to shave.
I got the answer a moment later when Helena leaned back and planted both feet up on the mattress, spreading her legs. Right in front of me. Her pussy was neat, with a barely protruding labia. My heart started to beat quicker again and my body acted in spite of my brain.
It wasn't every day I got to see the pussy of a nineteen-year-old chick and my cock knew it. It didn't make a difference that it was Helena's.
"That good?" Helena asked.
"Oh yes," Michelle answered and she turned to look at me. "I have access to everything."
"Weirdo," Ashley laughed and lightly slapped a handful of shaving cream on Helena's patch.
The thought of me shaving one of my friends' cocks was just bizarre, yet the three of them acted like it wasn't anything out of the ordinary. Ashley massaged in the shaving cream while Michelle dipped the razor in the water.
If Helena was at all uncomfortable at having her pussy stretched, prodded, and shaved, she didn't show it. Inch by inch, creamy white skin reappeared, completely devoid of hair.
"Mmm, that's smooth," Michelle remarked, working moisturizer.
She seemed to particularly focus on a spot just above Helena's pussy, using three fingers to rub in a little circular motion. That was the first time Helena showed any discomfort and she started to squirm.
"Hey, stop that," Ashley said and batted Michelle's hand away.
So there were limits. That was good to know, I supposed. Ashley was clearly protective of her girlfriend. She took over moisturizer duty.
"Wow, that is smooth," Ashley said.
"Told you."
Ashley's fingers worked lower, starting to massage Helena's labia. That made the poor girl squirm again but this time no one intervened. Ashley leaned in and planted a kiss on top of Helena's thigh. Her finger nearly slipped between the folds and into the vagina. I waited with bated breath.
"Jeez, now I wish I needed a shave, too," Michelle laughed.
"Yeah right, you're just horny."
"I know I am," Helena sighed.
Ashley slid off the bed and knelt between Helena's legs. "How much time do we have?" she asked, looking up at Michelle.
"Not enough for what you're thinking."
I sent out a silent prayer, thanking Michelle from sparing me having to watch my daughter eat out her best friend.
"Come on!" Ashley whined.
Helena sat up. "Come on!"
"Eyes on the prize, gals," Michelle reprimanded them.
Ashley sat back, propping herself up with her hands on the carpet. "So this is it, huh? We're really going to go through with it?"
"Yep," Michelle said.
"Uh huh," Helena agreed.
"It's scary, isn't it?"
"A little bit," Michelle agreed.
"Uh huh," Helena added.
"Hold on, I need to do something first," Ashley said and got up. She walked over the table and pulled her cellphone out of her purse.
"Texting Daddy again?" Michelle asked.
"Shut up."
Crap. My phone was turned on and under the bed. If she sent me a text, it would vibrate. Someone would hear it and look under there. Ashley would recognize it, of course. I'd be busted.
A wave of nausea rolled over me. Ashley was tapping away at record speed, looking pensive. She was sending me a message. I wished I could be there to answer it. Did she finally decide she could trust me with her secret? Or was it a final goodbye before she eloped with Helena, thinking I would hate her if I found it?
The phone under the bed buzzed. I heard it because I was listening for it but once again, Michelle came to my aid. She unceremoniously reached over to Helena and pinched her nipple.
"Eeeek!" Helena squealed.
Ashley looked over. "What the hell did you do that for?"
"Dunno," Michelle shrugged. "She has very pinchable nipples."
"Yes, I do," Helena said. "Do it again."
"No."
"Please?"
Michelle reached over and grabbed Helena's rosy nipple. She squeezed it, rolling it between thumb and forefinger for a good ten seconds while Helena gasped. The gasp turned into a moan.
Ashley set the phone down. "Oh, you get to play with her nipples but I don't get to much her box?"
"Instead of complaining, why don't you get ready?"
"Fiine," Ashley whined, sounding exactly like she did whenever I sent her to bed early. "I hope there are more bathrobes."
"Yeah, I'll go get them."
When Michelle disappeared into the bathroom, Ashley unbuttoned her pants. She jumped from one foot to the other, trying to push down her skinny jeans. It was just like a bikini, I told myself over and over. Just like a bikini, nothing more. A blue bikini made out of cotton.
Michelle returned from the bathroom, tossing one bathrobe at Ashley, and another at Helena, including a red set of underwear similar in style to Ashley's, except with a much larger bra. Michelle herself pulled her own top back on.
The complete and utter insanity was over. I let out the breath I had been holding for a very long time and tried to relax my muscles. The only thing that didn't seem to improve was the pulsating, throbbing erection.




7 Together, Forever

The air in the closet started to get uncomfortably warm. Sweat rolled down my forehead and over my chest. There wasn't much I could do about it apart from taking steady breaths and trying some impromptu meditation. I didn't know where to even begin.
The three women were all sitting next to each other on the edge of the bed, looking thoughtful. None of them said anything and the tension in the room was palpable. What were they waiting for? What time was it? I had no idea.
A phone on the table vibrated, breaking the silence like a gong. All three of them jumped. I did, too.
Michelle got to her feet first and strode over to the table in three long strides. She picked up the phone.
"They're here!" she announced.
"Oh my God, oh my God," Ashley said nervously.
Helena braced herself and took deep, steadying breaths, making her chest rise and fall.
"We can stop at any point, remember? Just say the word and I will kick them out like that," Michelle said and snapped her fingers.
"I'm good, just nervous," Ashley said.
"Same."
The other two got up as well and they embraced in another group hug. This one went on for a lot longer.
"Together, forever," Michelle said and raised her head.
"Together, forever," the other two echoed.
That sounded like a mantra to me. Had I been wrong? Was it more than Ashley being a lesbian? Was it somehow a love triangle?
No, that didn't make any sense. Michelle had seduced me and she was down to fuck. But why had she invited me anyway? Had she trapped me on purpose for some unknown reason?
My thoughts were interrupted by a loud knock on the door. I prayed to God that it was just room service.
Michelle opened the door and I felt instantaneous nausea.
Three black guys waltzed into the room.
They were young, in their early twenties. Jock types. All of them were dark-skinned and over six feet tall, two with short-cropped hair and one with a shaved head. Athletic, with strong forearms.
What in the world was going on? Was it a drug deal? Were they about to buy some cocaine from these gangsters and mess up their lives? If that was the case, I was determined to intervene. I was not about to let my daughter become a junkie, even if it meant ruining everything the two of us had together.
Michelle shook hands with the guy in the center, who wasn't the tallest of them, but he did have the broadest shoulders. He wore a form-fitting olive top that pronounced his impressive physique. The handshake turned into something else as they bumped fists, touched the backs of their hand, and then I lost track of what they were doing. It looks like something out of a gangster movie.
Ashley and Helena hung back, carefully studying the newcomers. Were they as scared as I was? I took it as a good sign. They weren't junkies yet.
"So glad you came," Michelle said.
"Of course, M," the broad-shouldered guy replied and all three of them grinned.
"Guys, this is Ashley," Michelle announced, pointing at my daughter, "and that's Helena. And these are King—" the broad-shouldered guy "—Flip—" the guy with the shaved head "—and Mike." The tallest.
"How do you do," Ashley said, shaking King's hand first, then the other two's.
Helena just waved at them, not moving from her spot, while blushing.
What the hell was going on? It didn't feel like a drug exchange at all anymore. Perhaps the guys weren't gangsters, they looked more like they were all on some basketball or football team together. If I hadn't seen the way my daughter kissed her girlfriend just minutes ago, I might have thought that it was like a speed dating thing.
The thought made me laugh — on the inside, anyway. Michelle, completely unaware that both her friends were secret lesbian lovers, trying to set them up with some college tools. Then it would really be a speed date but for different reasons.
"Don't just stand there, come in and make yourselves comfortable," Michelle ordered.
The three guys took off their shoes. Michelle turned to her friends.
"So, what do you think?"
Ashley and Helena hadn't taken their eyes off of the guys at all but now they looked even more critically at them. I just wished I knew what the hell was going on. I wasn't as good at reading Helena's face as my daughters but I knew the latter was in deep, serious thought.
"Yeah," Ashley said, looking at King. "Yeah."
Helena bit her lip, started blushing again, and nodded her agreement while staring at Flip. Michelle put her hands on her hips and looked at the scene with supreme satisfaction.
"So how is this gonna work?" Helena asked.
"You guys want anything?" Michelle asked the men. "Something to drink? Snacks?"
"Nah, we're good," Flip said.
"Why is your name Flip?" Helena asked.
King lightly slapped Flip's shoulder with the back of his hand. "Because my man here can do a backflip."
"Really?" Helena asked, wide-eyed.
"I wanna see that," Michelle said.
"Alright," Flip announced. "But you're all going to have to stand back. I need room for this."
They all spread out along the walls and at first, it seemed like a coincidence but somehow Ashley ended up by the table, standing next to King and Michelle was over by the bed with Mike. Helena stood by the bathroom door, eyes glued on Flip.
Flip took a few deep breaths, treading carefully to get in the right position. He bent his knees and straightened again several times, swinging his arms. Then he swung his left leg back.
Suddenly he kicked off and his feet went sailing through the air in a wide arc. I desperately wished for him to botch the landing and crack his stupid face on the floor.
I almost got my wish as Flip landed on one foot and immediately lost balance. He hopped three times backward before regaining his footing, flourishing an elaborate bow to make up for it. All the others applauded and cheered.
Michelle turned to Mike. Ashley turned to King. Helena approached Flip.
"That was incredible," Helena said, awestruck, mooning at Flip.
"I'm still working on my front flip," Flip brushed it off.
Then the room went silent again. An awkward silence. The women shuffled on their feet and the men couldn't decide what to do with their hands, moving them in and out of their pockets. Ashley looked at Michelle. Michelle looked at Ashley, who shrugged. Michelle looked at Helena. Helena looked at Ashley.
"Oh what the hell," Helena announced.
She stood on tiptoes and moved in for a kiss. Overcoming his momentary surprise quickly, Flip responded to the kiss. He put an arm around her waist and pulled her in, pressing his big mouth on her delicate lips.
Oh God, Helena...
There was a tightness in my chest, watching her throw herself at the man. The pain only increased when I saw Ashley put her hand on King's chest. She pushed him down on a chair and then sat sideways on his lap, leaning into him and pulling his head down for a kiss. Michelle pushed Mike on the bed and pounced on him like Ashley had pounced on her, though it was difficult for her to straddle the man's stomach. That didn't stop her from grabbing two fistfuls of his shirt and kissing him like a lioness ate her prey.
I tried unsuccessfully to swallow a large lump in my throat. Sweat rolled down my forehead and I felt like the walls were closing in on me. Now, more than ever before, I wished I hadn't been trapped inside the cage. If I intervened then, at best I would lose Ashley. At worst, I would get the shit kicked out of me.
It was cruel and terrible torture to watch King's hand on Ashley's waist. To watch the way she nibbled at his lip. To see her pink tongue dart into his mouth.
I couldn't tell what was real or not anymore. I had been trapped in that damn closet so long I started hallucinating. Or maybe Michelle drugged me? Surely that could have been the only explanation for whatever happened in that room.
"Mmm, is everyone happy?" Michelle asked.
"Uh-huh," Helena responded breathlessly.
Ashley, however, was too lost in her kiss with King. Michelle clamored off the bed and walked over to the pair, tapping Ashley on the shoulder. I sighed a breath of relief. That damn woman was cutting it close. Had she forgotten I was still in the closet?
"Let's get the formalities out of the way, first," Michelle said.
"Right," Ashley replied and very reluctantly unglued herself from King.
The others all converged on the table. Michelle picked up her purse and pulled out a piece of paper and pen. She laid it out flat on the table and signed it.
"Ash?"
Ashley picked up the pen and signed. Helena signed next.
"You guys read the copy I texted?" Michelle asked.
"Yup," the three men replied.
"Any objections?"
"Nope."
King signed it first, then Mike, then Flip. Once they were done, Michelle picked up her phone and snapped a picture.
"Kay... just texted it to... everyone," she announced, just as everyone's phone buzzed at the same time. I couldn't be sure but I thought I heard a buzz from below the bed, too. "Now let's get to the fun part."
Michelle set the phone down, undid the cord on her bathrobe, and flung it open. Mike nodded appreciatively, checking out her hot body. A sense of longing filled me. That flawless body should have been all mine. I already had my fingers on it when it had been torn away.
"Come on, don't be shy," Michelle prompted.
King got out of the chair and was the first to pull his shirt over his head. He was as muscular underneath as it looked like. He had an actual six pack and a well-defined chest. His pits weren't shaved and his biceps were bulging.
Ashley and Helena stared at him with wide eyes and childlike glee, like a kid on Christmas morning. One by one, the men undressed. First their shirts, then their pants. I had to brace myself on the wall to stop from doubling over with sickness. Each of those assholes was as ripped as the next. Mike was built like a barrel, strong enough to lift a horse. Flip was almost thin by comparison but his raw athletic nature was undeniable.
The worst, however, was their underwear. Or rather, what was inside. The outlines of their cocks were unmistakable, especially since King was already half hard. Helena reached for Flip's boxers and pulled them down. She let out a gasp.
Flip's cock had to be at least seven inches. Black as the night. Thick. Cut, with a pink tip. It twitched.
"Holy shit," Helena said, staring at it slack-jawed.
Ashley was next, yanking down King's boxer-briefs. It looked totally different and yet it was the same. Eight inches, dark but the same color as his skin. Uncut, with his glans hidden under the foreskin. It drooped down, like a limp sausage.
Mike took matter into his own hands, pulling out his seven-inch cock, pumping it several times until he was hard. It jutted out, pointing up at the ceiling.
I looked down and in the murky dimness of the scattered light, I was just able to make out my own cock. It was average, I knew that, but just then it felt like the smallest penis in the world. Sad and forlorn. Seeing those young, muscular men packing textbook examples of perfect dicks just wasn't fair.
"Wow," Ashley marveled.
"Ladies, where are your manners?" Michelle asked, walking behind Helena.
A quick tug and a pull, Michelle disrobed Helena. She moved behind Ashley and seconds later, my daughter stood in front of the naked King wearing nothing more than flimsy underwear.
As if on queue, Helena and Ashley simultaneously went down on their knees. Helena stuck out her tongue and tentatively licked Flip's pink glans. Ashley, however, scooped up King's covered tip and wrapped her lips around it.
Tears welled up in my eyes. It felt like my heart was breaking, seeing Ashley's innocent lips wrapped around black dick. I closed my eyes and willed myself to wake up. I needed this nightmare to end.
Michelle joined the others, starting off strong by kissing Mike's balls and licking her way up his shaft all the way to his tip. She took in half of it in one go, letting out a satisfied groan. Helena wasn't able to get in much more than Flip's glans. Her mouth was spread wide and she was just sucking on his tip.
Ashley gripped the base of King's shaft and pulled back the foreskin, revealing a port wine colored glans. Her lips closed around it and she slowly and luxuriously dragged her lips over his mahogany skin. Three... four... five inches deep before she pulled back, leaving behind a saliva coated, dark shaft.
I couldn't believe that my own daughter knew how to suck cock that well. My innocent princess. What the hell happened?
All three of the men were as hard as it was possible to be, clearly enjoying it. Michelle was happily slurping away, bobbing up and down rapidly with a twisting motion. Ashley worked her way down the outside of King's shaft until she reached the base, where she scooped one of the smooth-shaven testicles into her mouth and gingerly suckled at it. Helena seemed frustrated are her own inability to suck Flip's cock.
And me... I was heartbroken. More dead than alive. Helpless, unable to stop what was going on and unable to look away.




8 That's How You Do It

"How long do we have to do this?" Helena asked.
Michelle came up for air. Thick strands of saliva connected her mouth with Mike's dick.
"You're right, we should do this. Ash?"
"Ready," Ashley announced, rising to her feet.
"Anyone backing out? Last chance," Michelle asked.
To answer, Helena reached behind herself and unclasped the bra. It fell away immediately, releasing her breasts. She eagerly pushed down her panties, which were completely soaked.
Michelle followed suit, freeing her perky mounds. She pushed down her lacy panties and for the first time, I caught a glimpse of her pussy. She was shaved and had a tattoo just above her labia, though I couldn't make out more before she turned her butt toward me.
Even though we had been separated for over a decade, I still knew intimately what Doris looked like in her prime. She had great breasts that she always said were a little droopy but she was wrong. They were fun to play with and wonderful to suck on. Her pussy was flawless. She had thick labia that were visible even with her legs closed and she also had a fairly sizable clit. She always claimed that it was more sensitive than the other girls' were but that really wasn't a drawback. She loved to be eaten out.
Ashley was every bit her mother's daughter, it seemed. I only caught a tiny peek of it before I squeezed my eyes shut. I did not want to see my daughter naked. I did not want to see her sucking anyone's dick.
I just wanted to go home.
"Showtime, boys," Michelle said louder than usual.
Just to confirm my suspicions, I opened my eyes again and sure enough, the devil herself was looking right at the walk-in closet. That bitch knew. She had known the entire time. She got off on it.
The three women sat on the edge of the bed, Michelle on the left, Helena on the right, with Ashley in the middle. The bed was just long enough to comfortably fit all three of them with about a foot between. They scooted back until their knees caught on the edge and laid back.
The three men stood in front of the naked women. Mike in front of Michelle, Flip in front of Helena, and King in front of my daughter.
The women raised their legs into the air. I got a great look at Michelle's dark cunt and saw how wet she was. Her thighs were slick with her juices. I risked only a minute glimpse further right and saw that it wasn't any different with Helena. Or my daughter.
The men walked forward. Mike grabbed Michelle and pushed her a foot further on the bed, climbing up after her. King grabbed Ashley's waist and pulled her closer to the edge. Flip placed one foot on the bed.
I opened my mouth to protest but my throat was parched and I couldn't make a sound except for a pathetic hiss of warm air.
"Ohh!" Helena gasped.
"Ahhhhhh," Michelle sighed.
"Uuuuuhhhh," Ashley groaned.
It was too late. Whatever chance I may have told myself I had was gone. Ashley almost disappeared under the broad-shouldered King as he plunged his fat cock deep inside her. Only their three pairs of white legs were clearly in view, wrapped around the black torsos, just to remind me they were still there.
I leaned back in the closet and the bed disappeared from my view, yet I was still able to hear them.
"Ohh wow, ohhh wow," Helena rasped.
"Oooh, ooh, oooh," Ashley squeaked.
"Oh yeah, harder," Michelle demanded.
My imagination ran rampant and the vision I had of them inside my mind was far worse and in more detail than reality. My only salvation was returning to the lattice, looking at the real thing.
Three asses rose and fell at different speeds. Mike was hammering Michelle, who was using her legs as leverage to slam herself onto him even more. His thighs made a resounding slap every time he bottomed out. Flip was going slow and deep, sucking on Helena's big tits with obvious satisfaction. She ran her hands all over his back as if she wanted to touch every inch of his body.
Ashley had her legs locked behind King's back and her arms wrapped around his neck. They were kissing while he thrust into her. Moderately fast and deep. His leg muscles flex with every thrust and he put his entire weight into it.
It was hypnotic, in a way. Three different couples at the same time. I've never seen anything like it, even in porn. It was in so much more detail than a screen, too. Even the smell was different. Perfume, mixed with sweat, and musk.
For some reason, my own penis was hard. I told myself it was just because I got to finally see Michelle naked. I had wanted to see her naked for a long time and I was so close to fucking her today. And now it was like watching a movie with her in it.
I wrapped my hand around my dick and started pumping. The immense craving that had built all day released almost at once and I blasted my load against the screen door.
Their moans were getting louder. Michelle reached out and peeled Ashley's arm off of King's neck. She sought her hand and once she found it, they interlocked fingers. Ashley reached for Helena with her free hand, embracing her friend.
"Ohhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Helena moaned and her entire body trembled.
King used the opportunity to ram hard into Ashley, which had the intended effect.
"Oh my..... yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees," Ashley screamed.
"Come on, you can do it," Michelle urged Mike on, who was practically jumping up and down on top of her, fucking her with more vigor than I have ever seen anyone fuck. "Mmmm, yes, ohhhh, ohh, oh," she rasped but only after she cheated and stimulated her own clit.
"Finally!" Mike roared.
With one last thrust, Mike plunged down on Michelle, pushing her down in the mattress. His body tensed and he rolled his head back, letting out a guttural groan of satisfaction. He held that position for nearly ten seconds before he scooted back and stood up.
His cock pulled out of Michelle with a loud slurping noise. A small spurt of cum erupted out of his tip, splashing on her thighs. Creamy white seed seeped out of her pussy. Mike collapsed on the carpet, spread his arms out wide, and sucked in air.
Flip thrust deep and held that position. I was able to see his shaft flex with the power of his orgasm. A few heartbeats later, King slowed down, too.
It felt like two eternities for him to empty his balls inside of my daughter. She hooked her legs around his buttocks, pulling him even deeper inside. When it was done, his entire body sagged as the strength left him.
Michelle practically pushed King off of Ashley but the big man couldn't move until Ashley released him. Once she did, he rolled off of her.
"Oh God, you're so hot right now," Michelle said and kissed Ashley. She broke the kiss, got to her knees and climbed over Ashley. "You too," she said and kissed Helena.
A glob of cum leaked out of Michelle's pussy and dropped right on Ashley's chest. Ashley slipped out underneath Michelle and off the bed. She tapped on Flip's shoulder and then pulled him off, replacing his spot.
Kissing her way up Helena's thigh, she finally did what had been denied earlier. She dove deep between Helena's legs and started eating her out. Not just her but also Flip's creampie.
A shudder ran down my spine.
Michelle, not to be outdone, hopped off the bed and grabbed Ashley's waist, pulling her ass up until she was on all fours. My daughter's pussy was coated thick with cum. It dripped down her leg.
Michelle's middle finger slipped between Ashley's folds and came back out coated with King's sperm. She turned to me, grinned like a demon, and licked the cream off of her digit.
Lubricated with saliva, Michelle probed at Ashley's sphincter with her finger. She traced little circles while Ashley giggled and squirmed. The sphincter winked at me, opening, closing, opening. When it was open again, Michelle slipped inside. Her entire middle finger was gobbled up and her ring finger and pinkie went inside of Ashley's vagina.
"Mmmmhmhmhmh," Ashley groaned, her face still buried in Helena's cunt.
Moving slowly at first, then going faster and faster until her hand was almost a blur, Michelle fucked Ashley's ass.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhrrrgggrggg," Ashley roared and was forced to come up for air. "Ohhhhhhhh."
Ashley straightened up, head rolled back, unabashedly moaning. Helena sat up, saw what was going on, slipped off the bed, and started to suck on Ashley's breasts. She also helped out below, furiously rubbing Ashley's clit.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh myyyyyyyyyyyyyyy fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," Ashley roared, loud enough to be heard all over Springfield.
Her leg began to tremble uncontrollably but neither Michelle nor Helena slowed down.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Ashley cried out, convulsing.
At last, they released her from her orgasmic agony. Her scream of ecstasy echoed inside my head long after it stopped. She collapsed on the ground and just laid there, still twitching and trembling but happier than I had ever seen her before in my life.
"That's how you do it," she said to the men.
The men. I had completely forgotten they were even there. All of them had been watching the show with fascination.
"And sorry I interrupted you," Michelle pouted at Helena.
To make up for it, Michelle lunged at Helena, embracing her in a fierce, hot kiss. She pressed herself up against the soft Helena and shoved three fingers inside of her pussy. Whether it was because of the work Ashley had already accomplished or because she did something that only women knew about, Michelle had her moaning within seconds.
"Ohhhhh, mmmm."
"That's right, cum for me, my little slut," Michelle cooed.
Sure enough, Helena came. Her body trembled and her breasts jiggled. Michelle's fingers were coated with a frothy white substance. She pushed them between Helena's lips, making her eat her own juices mixed with Flip's cum.
"Who's gonna take care of you?" asked Mike, who looked completely worn out.
"Don't worry, my dears," Michelle responded and turned around. "You have no idea but I'm already getting more satisfaction than I could ever have dreamed of."
Michelle plopped down on the ground with her legs spread wide, angled right at the walk-in closet. She propped herself up with her arms behind her back. She was talking about me and she wanted me to see her. She wanted me to look at her naked body.
Like an idiot, I did. She was covered in a sheen of sweat. Her lipstick was slightly smudged. Her nipples were still hard. Her labia was rubbed red. I finally got a good look at the tattoo over her vagina. It read Ashley and Helena. She looked right at me.
"Feel free to jerk off," she said out loud.
"You think I can do that right now?" Flip complained.
It wasn't a request aimed at them, however. It was for me. She wanted me to jerk off, looking at her. After everything she had done, after everything that had happened, she wanted to taunt me some more.
Using her index finger, she dragged the entire length of it over her clit. She closed her eyes and rolled back her head, smiling. There was only a slight tremble but her vagina pulsated, pushing just a tiny speck of white.
Despite the fact that I wasn't even fully hard, I pounded my penis furiously. I imagined that it had been me fucking her, not Mike. That it was my seed inside of her. That I was once again tasting her fiery lips.
I came in record time and for just a tiny, brief moment, I was happy. Then I realized yet again just how pathetic I was.




9 Second Round

"Whatsh gong on?" Ashley mumbled as if she had just risen from a deep coma.
"I was wondering how long it takes for these guys to recover," Michelle said.
"Oh, Jesus," Mike groaned.
"Don't worry, we'll go much easier this time," Helena purred.
"Yeah, you just have to worry about getting hard, we'll do the rest," Ashley said.
"That's not really up to—well, nevermind," King said as his penis started to grow again.
Michelle got up and walked over to the bed. She offered her hands to King and, once he clasped them, pulled him to his feet. She made him walk backward, depositing on the carpet three feet away from the closet door with his back to me.
Was she really going to make me suffer by having me watch my daughter like that?
The answer was no. Ashley grabbed Flip's arm and pulled him upright while Helena scooted over to Mike. Michelle straddled King, kneeling with her knees on the outside of his thighs. Ashley, with her back to me, sank down on Flip's cock in the same position. Helena had to wait a few moments for Mike to become erect before she sat down in his lap the other way, leaning into him.
Just like that, they switched partners. Two different black men had stretched my daughter's pussy right in front of my eyes today and I couldn't do anything about it.
Cradling King's head with one arm, Michelle placed her head on his other shoulder, looking right at me. She moved up and down on his pole while he sat still, her entire body rising and falling eight inches.
Flip's hands squeezed Ashley's ass, spreading her cheeks apart. She, too, glided up and down the entire length of his impressive shaft. Her labia clung desperately to the girth as if they didn't want to let go.
Mike kneaded Helena's breasts while she gyrated her hips. He nuzzled her neck and she played with her clit. Her eyes were closed with an expression of supreme happiness.
"Tell me how it feels to be inside my wonderful cunt," Michelle cooed into King's ear but looking right at me.
"Fucking amazing," King replied.
"Tell me more."
"It's nice and tight. And soft. And warm."
"It's so nice to fuck guys with big cocks," Michelle mocked me.
"Yes, it is!" Ashley shouted behind her.
"Uh-huh," murmured Helena.
Ashley started to bounce faster but with less height. Her hair bounced with every hop. She threw her arms up in the air, rolled back her head, and shouted.
"I! LOVE! BLACK! COCK!"
"Every woman does," Michelle said. She kissed King's neck. "Please finger my ass, you Goddamn stud."
"Gladly," King chuckled.
Michelle's eyes lit up briefly and she broke into a wide grin. After that, she stopped bouncing as much and instead undulated back and forth on top of his cock.
Without saying anything, Michelle mouthed the words "jerk off" to me.
Without realizing I did it, my hand was already around my penis. It was already too sensitive but I couldn't seem to disobey her as if she exerted magic over me.
"Daddy," Michelle mouthed silently. "Daddy. Daddy. Daddy."
Filled with shame and disgust for myself, I exploded for the third time on the closet wall, just as Michelle rolled her head back and came in unison. She had just climaxed, not because of King but because of me. My chest hammered with pride. She wanted me after all, in her own twisted way. Everything that these guys had wasn't enough to make her climax. She couldn't get off without thinking about me. To my great surprise, I was still hard.
The cum still clinging to my tip flew everywhere as I masturbated again, trying to force out another orgasm. I wanted to prove to her that I was every bit as powerful as she thought I was. It came, weakly, more of a dribble than a spurt, but it made me happier than any of the ones before.
Meanwhile, Helena wasn't moving anymore. She was resting, leaning against Mike, with his less-than-erect cock still embedded inside of her. They were making out luxuriously.
Ashley was still going strong but she was going much faster than before. It was Flip that stopped her by grabbing her waist and holding her down. Ashley shimmied from side to side as his shaft throbbed and flex.
"I'm done!" Ashley announced happily.
"Guess it's just you and me now," Michelle told King.
"Well, I still have enough stamina for hours," he bragged.
"Oh? Is that so?" she mocked him. "What if I do... this?"
"Holy shit," King gasped though Michelle hadn't done anything except for continuing grinding on him.
"Showoff," Helena muttered.
"Jesus Christ, I'm gonna... ohhh," King groaned.
Michelle laughed out loud and kissed him, drawing away his breath just as her vagina milked his cock. Five seconds later, she neatly rose to her feet, put her hands on her waist, and looked at the rest of the group.
"How the fuck did you do that?" King rasped, breathless.
"Never you mind. That is a secret of womanly arts. Does anyone want something to drink?"
"Yes," all five of them groaned.
The mini fridge was stocked full of alcohol and snacks but Michelle went for the bottles of water. She grabbed five of them and went around in a circle, handing each of them one, before picking one up for herself.
King twisted off the cap so hard it broke. He opened his mouth and dumped the water over his face, missing as much as went in. The others also took deep swigs and within a minute, all the bottles were empty.
"Help yourselves," Michelle said.
Ashley lunged for the mini-fridge and pulled out a can of coke. The others grabbed various flavors of pop and water. Nobody touched the alcohol. A small part of me that hadn't forgotten what it was to be a father, was proud of that.
I had raised Ashley well, hadn't I?
Somehow, the question of whether or not my daughter would take part in an unprotected, interracial orgy never crossed my mind when I tried to instill good values in her.




10 The Perfect Finish

"Gentlemen, I hate to ask, but..."
"We know, we know," King sighed. "A couple more minutes?"
"Maybe we should have picked guys with smaller dicks," Helena giggled. "They don't need as long to recharge."
"It doesn't work that way, trust me," Ashley said.
"The only thing that helps is physical fitness," Michelle added. "And our heroes are as fit as they come."
"They're not coming right now," Helena pouted.
Everyone laughed. The guys had pretty much just collapsed where they stood, lounging against the wall or just lying on the ground. The girls sat in a circle in the center of the room.
"Everything still alright?" Michelle asked her friends.
"Yeah, definitely," Ashley said.
"Mmmhm," Helena purred.
"My pussy kinda hurts," Ashley admitted.
"I thought I was the only one," Helena groaned.
"Well, it is your first time taking black cock and we're not exactly taking it easy."
"Hey, I'm not complaining. It's a good kind of hurting."
"Mmmhm," Helena agreed.
"It's okay. You just have to make it one more."
"About that," King said loudly, pointing at his penis. It started to grow.
"You heard him, ladies. Assume the position," Michelle ordered.
The women scrambled to their feet and walked over to the bed, where they bent over forward and placed their hands on the corner of the mattress, sticking out their asses. Despite King's assurance, they guys took their sweet time in getting up and trotting over to the waiting pussies.
Once again, they switched up. King placed his hands on Helena's ass and shoved his cock inside. Flip took Michelle. That left only Mike to fuck my daughter.
Three different guys had fucked Michelle, all of them with cocks much bigger than mine. All of them with a better body than mine. Younger, stronger, more attractive. More stamina. Of course they'd get to fuck Michelle.
And Helena.
And my daughter.
Even though their position gave them much greater control than ever before, they only half-heartedly slipped in and out of the wet holes. They were as exhausted as I was.
"Hey Flip, can you slap Michelle's ass for me?" Ashley called out.
Flip clapped Michelle on her ass, swinging from the elbow.
"Ooh!" Michelle yelped.
"No, no, harder. As hard as you can."
"Are you sure?" Flip asked.
"Yes, please!" Michelle said.
Flip shrugged, raised his hand, and smacked Michelle's butt. The resounding slap echoed around the room.
"Ohhhhhh yeah," Michelle groaned. "Again."
Another loud slap.
"Ohhhhhhhhh, that's good. Now Ash and Hel."
"Not as hard please," Helena said quickly.
King clapped Helena's ass but he barely raised his hand.
"Ooh!" Helena yelped.
"And you?" Mike asked.
Ashley looked at Michelle, biting her bottom lip. "What the hell, why not? Hard."
During all the years I raised her, I never spanked Ashley. Not a single time. There were a lot of fights and many times that I really wanted to but I never did. Inflicting physical trauma on another human being wasn't right. It wasn't something a reasonable person did.
Mike raised his hand high and it descended hard on Ashley's bare butt.
"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOWWWWWAhahahahahaha," Ashley screamed, turning into breathless laughter. "I think I came a little."
"I think I'm coming a lot," Flip announced.
It was almost routine by now. I watched him shove in deep. The muscles in his butt flexed as he pumped his load. He stepped away, letting me see Michelle's cum coated vulva. And there was a lot of cum. There was a red handprint on Michelle's right ass cheek.
King came next, then Mike. They sighed in relief.
The women straightened, look at each other, and embraced in a group hug.
"I love you," Ashley said.
"I love you," Helena added.
"I love you," Michelle echoed.
"God damn, I love y'all, too," King shouted.
The women laughed and unembraced. Michelle stepped forward. "Hate to be bossy but—"
Ashley cleared her throat loudly.
"Fine," Michelle said, rolling her eyes. "I love to be bossy. We thank you very much for your wonderful — and I mean that — service but we'd like to be—"
"Not even a shower first?" Flip groaned.
"No shower."
"Come on," Helena interrupted. "I mean just look at them," she said, gesturing at their crotches. "We have to clean up the mess we made."
Michelle snorted. "I think I know what you're talking about, you dork. Sure, go ahead."
Helena was already moving a long time before Michelle's acquiescence. She bent down and took King's deflated cock in her mouth. In that state, she managed a good amount. The others joined them and together they lapped up all the traces of cum and juices they could find. Ashley took great pleasure in cleaning Flip's dick. Michelle was like a human vacuum machine.
"Mmhmhmhm," Helena mumbled with her mouth full of King. She pulled away. "Hey, this one's growing again."
"Mine too," Ashley said.
"I am so sorry, I don't think it's gonna happen," Mike apologized.
"Hmm, two hard cocks and three horny women. What are we ever going to do?" Ashley mused.
"I can sit this one out," Helena volunteered.
"No, no, no," Michelle said quickly. "Either all of us or none of us."
"None of us, I guess," Ashley sighed.
"Wrong-o, friend," Michelle said, smirking. "I think I have the perfect idea. King, stand right there," she ordered, pointing at a spot behind Ashley. "Flip, there." Two feet in front of King. "Ashley's gonna be the first one up."
"Up what?" Ashley asked but Michelle had already grabbed her by the shoulder, steering her between the two men.
"Let's see if all those toys paid off or not, shall we?" Michelle cackled.
"You don't mean—Oh no, M. He's way too big!" Ashley blurted out.
"Nonsense, my sweet. King, Flip. Please show mademoiselle that her ass is big enough."
Flip grabbed her by the waist, King grabbed her thighs, and together they lifted her into the air.
"Ohhhh, nooo!" Ashley squealed.
The two men moved closer, wedging my daughter between their black bodies. Michelle reached underneath, pointing King's tip as her sphincter and Flip's at her vagina. Flip let go of her waist and hooked his arms underneath her knees.
"Owwwwwwwwwwwhhhhhhhhhhhhhohohohohohohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Ashley groaned as she slid down inch by inch.
Flip pushed in and pulled out. King pushed in and pulled out.
"Oh my Jesus fuck holy ohhhhh, ohhh, ohhh," Ashley moaned.
They were fucking my baby like an engine, alternating between seven inches of black in her pussy and eight inches of black cock in her ass.
"Aahbbabahh," Ashley continued, babbling unintelligibly.
It didn't take long until Ashley started to writhe and squirm. She reached out and Michelle grabbed one hand, Helena the other. Her legs started kicking, flapping like a bird.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she groaned.
"I wanna go next, please," Helena begged.
The two guys carefully hoisted Ashley off of their cocks and gently set her down. Ashley's legs crumpled immediately and Helena caught her, laying her down on the carpet. Ashley flopped on her back, stretched out her arms, and just laughed.
Helena slipped between the guys, grinding her tushie into King's ground. "Up!"
They lifted her just like they had Ashley. Michelle was there, guiding their cocks to the right hole.
Unlike Ashley, Helena just let out a very loud, drawn-out, high-pitched squeal.
"No need to go easy. She never skipped a day of ass training," Michelle said quite seriously.
They didn't have much choice in the matter. The position they were in demanded all their strength to focus on holding Helena in the air but they worked her just like they did Ashley.
"I love this, I love this, oh God, I love this so much!" Helena yelled.
"You never forget your first DP," Michelle said.
"I sure as hell hope not," Ashley gurgled.
"Ohh, ohh, ohh yeah," Helena moaned, shortly before succumbing to an orgasm.
This time, the guys laid Helena on the ground directly. She dragged herself toward Ashley, kissed her shoulder, and spooned her.
"Let's see what you got," Michelle said.
She actually jumped up Flip, who only barely caught her. King closed the gap, guiding his own cock this time while she did Flip's.
"Mmmmmmmmmmmm, not bad," Michelle sighed. "I kinda like it when the bigger one is in my ass. No offense, Flip."
"None taken."
"Damn, how are your pussy and your ass so fucking tight?" King groaned.
"Didn't I tell you? I'm a virgin," Michelle giggled.
"Ain't nobody going to believe that. But seriously, I'm getting really close to finishing. Do you want me to go inside you?"
"No, set me down. I just wanted to try it out anyway."
Just like that, they set her down again. Michelle hurried toward Ashley and Helena, grabbed their hands, and pulled them to a kneeling position. She circled behind them and wedged her face between theirs.
"All of us or no one," Michelle said.
"That's right," Ashley added.
"Mmmhm," Helena agreed.
"Let's hope there's enough left in there, then," King said.
The three women closed their eyes and opened their mouths. King grabbed his dick and started jerking himself.
A rope of cum splashed on Ashley's nose down to her chin, half of it going inside her mouth. Another rope landed on Helena's cheek. A big spurt hit Michelle on the forehead. That was the last of the big load and King moved in closer, squeezing out a few drops of his seed into Ashley's open mouth.
Flip followed and blasted a massive load on Helena's closed eye, quickly followed by a smaller glob on Helena's chin. For my daughter, he only had dribble left, which he smeared across her cheek.
"All done," Flip announced.
"Damn, I really wish that I had something for y'all," Mike said with obvious regret.
"It's okay, I think this was the perfect finish," Michelle said.
"The DP was!" Ashley said quickly.
"I have cum on my eyes," Helena whined.
"Mike, can you get us a couple of towels? For King and Flip, too. Sorry, King, but I am not putting that thing in my mouth."
Flip went into the bathroom and returned a moment later. He threw clean, white hotel towels at King, Flip, and one at Helena. "Sorry, that's all of them."
Helena quickly wiped her face off while the guys wiped their dicks.
"You guys were amazing," Ashley said.
"But..." Michelle poised.
"But our work here is done. Got it," King said and he picked up his pile of clothes.
"I'll call you tomorrow, King," Michelle said.
"I'm gonna need at least a week to recover," Flip said quickly.
Michelle snorted. "No, not that. We're in the same study group."
"Oh," Flip said, sounding disappointed despite his objection.
"I wanna be in his study group," Helena purred.
"Sorry, but there is no way you can make study group sound sexy."
"Study group, study group," Helena chanted and Ashley quickly joined in. "Study group! Study group!"
"I'll be damned. I think that's making me hard again," King laughed.
Michelle picked up a sock on the ground and threw it at him. "Please go or I will never get them to stop thinking about your cock."
"Black cock," Ashley and Helena chanted. "Black cock! Black cock! Black cock!"
"See what you've done?" Michelle groaned.
"Fine, fine, we're hurrying," King said, hopping on one foot while pulling on the sock.
They pulled on their shoes, waved goodbye at the women, and left room 610.
At last, the ordeal was over. They were gone. The nightmare had come to an end.
It was like all the strength left my body with their departure. I felt sick and broken.
Pain flared through my body as my knees thumped against the hard floor.
"What was that?" Ashley asked, shooting up.
"I think it was next door," Michelle said quickly and flopped down on the carpet.
Helena and Ashley laid down beside her.




11 Heart, Brain, and Muscle

"I think next time we have to get six guys," Ashley said.
Helena and Michelle snorted with laughter.
"Not a bad idea. I felt bad for them toward the end."
"They knew what they signed up for."
"I can't believe they're ok with just leaving like that," Ashley mused.
"That's how guys are, Ash," Michelle said. "They love to fuck, don't think about the consequences, and that's pretty much that. They left, because to them, that's all there is to it. They showed up, blew their loads, and their job was done."
"But not us," Helena countered.
"No, not us," Ashley said.
"Together, forever," Michelle said.
"Together, forever," the others repeated.
"Oh God, I can't wait to raise our beautiful children together."
I had thought that there was nothing left to surprise me that night. I was wrong. Children? They were trying to get pregnant? THAT'S what all of this was about? My little girl, knocked up by a fucking stranger?
I wanted to cry. I did cry. Silent, sorrowful tears.
Oh, Ashley, my baby, what did you do?
"Do you think it happened already?" Helena wondered. "I think I can already feel her growing inside of me."
"Please. First of all, you have no idea it's even going to be a girl, and second, it can take up to two weeks for the sperm to the reach the egg and fertilize it," Ashley lectured her.
"Well, I like to think that she's going to be a girl," Helena sighed.
"Yeah, that would be nice," Ashley agreed.
"So it's settled then. Three girls," Michelle said.
"Nuh uh. You're going to have twins. Both boys," Ashley laughed.
"Triplets. Two boys, one girl," Helena piled on.
"Ow, I hope I don't have twins," Michelle.
"What if you do?" Helena asked.
"What if you have a boy?" Michelle countered.
"I'm gonna love him as much as it's humanly possible and I will be the best mother in the world."
"Yeah, same," Michelle said.
"No," Ashley said. "WE are going to raise them. Together, forever."
"Together, forever," the others echoed.
It was insanity. Pure, unadulterated insanity. The three of them together as a family? They were barely adult and none of them had jobs. How the hell were they going to raise a family at that age with three children?
It had been hard enough just to raise one at that age. Doris and I struggled at every turn to give Ashley the best possible chance in life that we could.
And what did she make with that? A fucking circus. A burst of anger was the only thing that held on to the last vestiges of my sanity.
"I'm so happy right now," Ashley said.
"Yeah," Helena agreed.
"That's a side effect of all those orgasms," Michelle said.
"I suppose that's true."
"My pussy tingles," Helena said.
"So does my butt," Ashley giggled.
"If you had a choice between cock or pussy, what would you pick?" Michelle asked.
"Pussy," Helena said.
"Agreed," said Ashley. "I mean I like having a dick in me but that's just sex and babymaking. It feels great but I don't love it, you know? It's so much different with you two. I like cuddling up on a couch with a warm blanket and just being there with you."
"Mmmhm," Helena agreed.
"I'm glad. I was kinda worried you might like black cocks more than me."
"No way. I love you," Ashley protested.
"I love you, too," Helena added.
"And I love you two so damn much it hurts."
"I would kiss you right now but I don't think I can move," Helena said.
"I would kiss you but all I can think about right now is a slice of pizza."
"Ohhhh God," Michelle groaned. "I'd give up dick forever for a slice of pizza."
"Psh. I wouldn't," Helena giggled. "But I do want pizza."
"Do you think we can order room service?"
"No, if we just lie here all night we're gonna be super sore in the morning," Michelle said.
"So what, then?"
"There's a restaurant in the hotel lobby."
"Do we have to get dressed?"
"Yes, we have to get dressed."
"I don't ever want to wear clothes again," Ashley sighed.
Michelle said up and clapped the others on the thigh. "Come on. Up, up, up."
Groaning like a slumbering beast awakening after a millennium, Ashley and Helena sat up.
"I really need to shower. I have cum all over my face. So do you."
"Yeah, I suppose that's necessary," Michelle sighed. "Alright, off you go. Wait, Hel. Ashley first, then you."
"Why?" Helena asked innocently. "We can save time by showering when the other one is soaping up."
"Yeah right. If you two are in the shower together, you're just going to fool around until the water gets cold."
"Uh oh," Ashley giggled, trudging toward the bathroom. "Busted!"
"But we can fool around out here, right?" Helena asked.
"Yes we can, darling," Michelle purred.
"Hey!" Ashley shouted inside the bathroom.
"The faster you're done showering, the faster you can join," Michelle fired back.
Michelle knelt in front of Helena and started eating her out. Helena sighed and ran her fingers through Michelle's short hair.
"Theck out wha I gad," Michelle said.
"What?"
Michelle stood up and stuck out her tongue. She had scooped up a significant amount of cum out of Helena's pussy. Grabbing a fistful of Helena's red hair, Michelle pulled back the woman's head sharply. Helena opened wide.
Leaning over her mouth, Michelle let her tongue hang out. The semen mixed with saliva and dripped down. Drip, drip drip. Helena went in for a kiss, an exceptionally sloppy, noisy, kiss.
The bathroom door crashed open and a very wet and naked Ashley came out. "Me, me, me," she said eagerly.
"Mmmhmmmhmmh," Helena said with a closed mouth, pushing Michelle toward the bathroom.
Helena pulled Ashley in close and pressed her lips to my daughter's, sharing her mouthful of cum. Gooey strands of semen clung between their lips. Ashley swallowed the load.
"Mmm, that tasted nice. King, right? Yeah, must have been. You fucked him last."
"Yeah, I did," Helena beamed. "There's more where that came from."
Ashley grinned and dropped to her knees, burying her mouth between Helena's legs. She came up seconds later with juices running down her cheeks and throat.
"You lied, it's all gone!"
"Damn it, Michelle must have gotten it all."
"Must have gotten what—damn it, Ashley. You're all dirty again," Michelle snorted, returning from a very quick shower. "Helena, it's all yours."
While striding toward Ashley, Michelle picked up one of the discarded towels. She wiped off Ashley's face and throat, then tossed the towel over her head like a lasso and pulled her in for a kiss.
"Mm, you have a very... royal taste."
"Eau de King," Ashley laughed.
"I prefer eau de naturale," Michelle said, resuming her kiss.
"Done!" Helena shouted, emerging from the bathroom.
"Everyone peed, right?" Ashley asked.
"Duh. I don't want a UTI."
"Good. Then let's get dressed. I'm starving."
"Can we just wear the bathrobes?" Helena asked.
"Dunno. Are we going to spend the night here?" Ashley asked, pulling on her blue underwear.
"We can if you want," Michelle said, sliding up her panties.
"I think it'll be fun," Helena grinned. "Plus they have a pool. And a hot tub."
"Ixnay on the hot tub," Ashley said. "The water in there is warm enough to kill sperm."
"I did not know that," Michelle admitted.
"I'm not risking my baby for a few minutes of fun," Helena said, turning her back to Ashley so she could clasp the bra together.
Michelle grabbed one of the bathrobes and tossed it at Ashley. Helena tied her bathrobe around herself.
"Hey, will you two go ahead? If we are going to sleep here tonight, I need to clean up a little first. I also want to air out the room. It stinks of sex."
"Good call," Ashley said, grabbing her purse. "What do you want to eat?"
"I don't care. Anything that's not another dick."
Ashley and Helena left the room, cackling.
Michelle let the bathrobe fall to the floor again and crossed the room three quick strides. She yanked the doors of the walk-in closet open.
I was a pathetic wretch of a human being. Disheveled, sweaty, with tears in my eyes and dried cum on my hands. My knees hurt and my back ached. My heart had been so obliterated, I couldn't even feel its pain anymore.
"My, my, my," Michelle mocked, looking at the insides of the door. "You sure had a lot of fun in here, Daddy. Who knew one man could cum so much?"
"Why?" I asked. My voice was hoarse and cracked.
"Why what?"
"This... all of it," I croaked. I didn't have to strength to get up.
"Because you needed to know."
"You could have just told me."
"Oh no, Mr. Sharpe. I know the kind of man you are. Ash told me all about you and her mother. The way you just threw her aside without a second thought. She thinks the world of you, you know, but I know that if I had just told you, you would have just cast your own daughter out of your life."
"I would never!"
"Yeah, and I'm sure you'd also never fuck one of her friends, right? Not even if you promised?"
"How do you know about that?"
"I told her I was going to seduce you but she was so sure that you'd never in a million years do it. And yet, here we are. This is the kind of man you really are, Zach," she spat, gesturing at the door. "Good for nothing except making love to a door. I had to break you because forcing you to watch it was the only way you'd ever be able to comprehend it all. You have plenty of time to overcome your shock, so if Ash decides to tell you about our plans, you won't flip out. Now you have a choice. You can either support your daughter and love her the way she is or you can fuck off out of our lives right and save her a heartbreak down the road."
"I'd never do that to Ashley!" I cried out in my defense.
"And you'd never fuck me either," she mocked.
"You seduced me!"
"Please. I still remember the first time we met. You couldn't keep your eyes off my tits. And don't pretend like I couldn't notice you springing a tent every time we shook hands."
I wanted to argue. I wanted to tell her she was wrong. But she wasn't. She wasn't right about Ashley but she was right about everything else.
"I'm sorry," I said and to my horror, tears welled up in my eyes. "I'm so sorry, Michelle, it'll never happen again. I promise."
"I know, Mr. Sharpe, I know," she said in a surprisingly soft tone.
Michelle knelt down in front of me and touched me on the shoulder. It was like a ray of hope at the end of the tunnel. There was still a chance for redemption.
"You're kinda cute when you cry, did you know that?" Michelle said softly.
"What?" I asked, confused.
"You know, I regret that we got interrupted earlier. That wasn't part of my plan," she said.
"It wasn't?"
Michelle spread her knees and brushed aside the lacy panties with her finger. Her cunt looked so damn good. I knew that she just had sex with three guys but while looking at those perfect lips, it didn't seem to make a difference. Instantly, I was hard.
"Why don't you come get your reward, Daddy?"
I reached out, eager to finally touch her intimately but just before my fingers made contact with her inner thigh, pulled back and out of reach.
"Jesus, Zach, you really are pathetic. Didn't you just say that it would never happen again?"
I groaned. Of course. It was a test. And I failed.
I was every bit as awful as she said.
"Now get up," she commanded.
My feet obeyed her even if my brain was still foggy. She made me retrieve my belongings from underneath the bed and dress. The buttons on my shirt were still torn and all the clothes were covered with a fine haze of dust. Combined with the rest of me, it couldn't have been a pretty sight, but a mirror was the last thing in the world I needed.
"Before you go, give me your credit card."
"Why?"
"Because you're paying for our meal. And you're going to pay for the room, too. That's right. I'm making you pay for the room where your daughter fucked three big, bl—"
"Alright, alright," I interrupted her, digging for my wallet. I pulled out my Visa card and threw it at her. "Can I go?"
"Of course. You could have left at any point tonight."
Angrily, I stomped toward the door. I pulled it open. I wanted to hate Michelle. I wished I was the kind of person that could fly into a rage, spitting and screaming at the top of their lungs until their problems were solved one way or another.
But I wasn't. I was weak and pathetic. Michelle was a bitch and a tease, that was clear, but... I froze.
"Can I ask you something?" I asked.
"Sure," she said nonchalantly as if nothing I did mattered.
"Do you love her? Ashley, I mean."
Something in Michelle changed. She stood up straighter and looked serious for once.
"Yeah, I do. I love her and I love Helena. We are a team. Helena is the heart, Ashley is the brain," her voice changed to a low growl, "I'm the muscle. I won't let anyone hurt her. Do you understand?"
I nodded and left.




12 Doris

The year was 2009 and I was deeply concerned with the state of Doris' mental health. For a few months, I had observed changes in her behavior. Sometimes she was her old self, laughing at everything and being very cuddly, like on our honeymoon. Other times she was somber and would snap at me for the slightest things. I never knew which Doris to expect.
That night in late August, Doris was in one of her good moods. I returned from work to find her cleaning dishes in the kitchen, humming to herself and dancing back and forth. The heat was sweltering and she wore a loose summer dress with floral print.
"I'm home," I announced, setting down my laptop case in the hallway.
"Welcome home... dear," she sang to the tune of her song.
"Where's Ash?"
"Doing homework at Helena's."
"You mean not doing homework," I chuckled.
"Mmmhm, something like that."
A week earlier, she had gone to the hairdresser to try out a medium-length asymmetrical cut, which made her look years younger. It was disheveled now because she had run her sudsy hand through it at least once, likely dozens of times. I stepped behind her and wrapped my arms around her, kissed the top of her head on a spot that wasn't wet. She stopped washing and for a little while, we just swung back and forth quietly.
It was nice and her butt kept pressing into my crotch.
"Feels like someone's happy to see me," she laughed.
"Both of us are always happy to see you. It's a good thing Ashley isn't home."
"Zach... I'm not really in the mood."
"Oh come on, why not? It's been a while."
"I know and I miss it, too, but..."
"But what?"
"I don't know," she said and sighed. "Do you ever feel like that the world is just so... heavy? All these choices that we made weighing down on us."
"This isn't about Ashley, is it? I know we were young but we both really wanted to keep her."
"No, it's not Ashley. I love her more than anything."
"Then what do you mean?" I wondered.
"No, no, just forget it," she said.
"The house?" I probed.
Doris turned around, facing me. "Let's make love, okay?"
Excitement and happiness filled me and I wanted her to feel the same way. There was one method that never failed to work. I pulled her a foot to the right and hoisted her up on the kitchen counter right in front of the microwave.
I lifted the hem of her dress and slipped underneath. The aroma was laden with a mixture of sweat and musk. She was wearing plain cotton panties, which I brushed aside. I pushed her legs up over my shoulder and dove in.
Eating out Doris never felt like a chore or a burden and I never understood why other guys refused to do it. It was probably the best kind of sex I had with my wife, the one that I knew would end with an orgasm for her. She was one of those women that had difficulties reaching orgasms through vaginal penetration.
While sticking my tongue inside of her pussy, I flickered across something that felt almost like her labia. I checked to make sure I hadn't accidentally pushed it inside but I hadn't. Confused, I dove back in and once again my tongue made contact with something that wasn't her silky smooth love canal.
"Hold on a sec," I said and probed with my finger. "There's something weird there."
"Let me check in the bathroom," Doris said, lifting her dress up over my head.
"No, I almost got it... here we—"
Hooked on my middle finger was a very thin film of purple silicon tube with solid ring at the entrance that was closed on the other end, running to a point with a reservoir to hold fluid. I recognized the object, a condom, without any issues but the thought of what it was doing inside my wife was confusing.
It was like someone pushed a button on the back of my head and sent my brain into an infinite loop. It was running as fast as it could but nothing happened.
"It's not what it looks like," Doris said.
That snapped me out of my loop. I looked up at her. She was blushing and looked terrified at the same time. I looked back down at the condom caught on my finger. It was long and the reservoir was filled with cum.
Calmy, almost mechanically, I leaned to the side and puked.
The realization coursed through my brain like stinging bile erupted out of my throat. It hurt the entire time.
Doris was cheating on me. Fucking someone else.
"I'm sorry," Doris said.
"No," I cried out, looking up at her through watery eyes.
"You are pathetic," Doris said, sneering at me.
"What?"
"How could you be so pathetic and let me fuck someone else?"
"It's not my fault," I pleaded.
"Face it, Mr. Sharpe. You can't stop your wife from banging other guys. You can't stop your daughter from spreading her legs for three guys at once. You are pathetic. A small-dicked, loser of a father."
Each word hit me like a baseball bat. I looked up and it was Michelle sitting on the kitchen counter, sneering down at me. She spread her legs and showed me that she was sitting on a cock that came out of the countertop. A bulging, eight inch, mahogany monster of a cock. The tattoo just above her vagina read "FOR BLACK COCK ONLY."




13 Conception Contract

I woke up on Saturday morning, drenched in sweat. I couldn't even remember going up the stairs or undressing. It was seven in the morning but I felt like I hadn't even slept for a single minute. My entire body ached but the sheets were soaked, cold, and clammy.
It had been a while since I had a nightmare with Doris in it. It was almost pleasant compared to the night before.
Ashley.
My heart sank. I threw aside the blanket and trudged to the shower. It did little to reinvigorate me but at least I was clean. On the outside, at least. Nothing would ever make me feel clean on the inside again.
Going downstairs to the kitchen, I almost tripped over my pants lying on the stairs. I fished out my phone and saw that I had pending messages. From my daughter. At a quarter to eight last night.
ASHLEY: Are you there? I need to talk to you right now, it's important
ASHLEY: Hey Dad, I just wanted to let you know that I'm doing okay, forget last message. Love you
Oh, God. She had sent me that just before... it happened. If I had been at home, I could have answered her. She might have told me everything and I could have told her it was a really big mistake. Except I was not ten feet away from her, naked, in a closet.
Was there no end to my humiliation?
There was another message waiting. From Michelle, at a quarter past eight. I clicked it. It was the piece of paper that the six of them had signed.
Conception Contract

This is a legally binding contract between Ashley Sharpe, Michelle Newman, and Helena Conley, hereby known as the "mothers" and whosoever signs their name below, hereby known as the "fathers".

On the night of Saturday, May 25th, 2019, the mothers and fathers shall gather in a hotel room for the purposes of conceiving children. The mothers will certify that they are STD free. The fathers will certify that they are not involved in a long-term relationship of any kind, are fertile, are STD free, and are not sexually active with anyone else 36 hours prior to the night.

All sex will be without protection in a position of the mothers' wishes. Each of the fathers is required to inseminate vaginally each of the mothers at least once. Any additional activities are the mutual discretion of the mothers and fathers. After the required amount of sex acts, the fathers will leave when asked without complaint

Any offspring born of this night will be carried to term and raised by the mothers. All responsibilities, whether they be financial or social, by the fathers are abdicated. The mothers will not sue for alimony and will not perform a DNA test to determine the father. If the fathers wish to be involved in the lives of the children, it will be at the sole discretion of the mothers.

All bills (transportation if needed, hotel, amenities, etc) will be paid for by the mothers.

If you agree to the above terms, please sign your name below.

Below that were six signatures. The women on the left, the men on the right.
I read the contract again just to make sure my brain hadn't played any tricks on me. Unfortunately, It hadn't. They were as serious as Michelle had said.
I closed my eyes and wished that I could just undo everything. That I could travel back in time twenty-four hours, drive to Ashley's form, and just tie her to a chair.
How could she have been so stupid? So reckless? It wasn't a mistake that could be corrected, like picking the wrong major. It was a decision that would affect her entire life.
It wasn't something I could support. If she wanted to become a chef, I was fine with that. If she wanted to become an actress, I was fine with that, too. But I sure as hell wasn't going to pay for her to—
A memory of Michelle's words interrupted my train of thought. "If I had just told you, you would have just cast your own daughter out of your life."
I loathed her for being right about me. For knowing me better than I knew myself.
But the only alternative was to accept that my daughter was going to live in a lesbian trio. With children produced during an orgy in a hotel room with three black guys.
That thought occupied me all morning. It made me sick to my stomach. Terrified. And the entire time, Michelle's mocking words haunted me.
When the front door opened around eleven, I remembered that Ashley said that she was staying the weekend. That had been driven completely from my mind. I hastily wiped my tear-stained face with a towel and tucked my shirt in.
"Hey Dad," Ashley called from the kitchen.
There she was. Leaning against the kitchen countertop, right in front of the microwave. She wore her usual skinny jeans and a no-sleeve t-shirt with arm holes big enough to reach down to her waist. Underneath that, she wore a wide sports bra.
It was my daughter. The same daughter I always had. Beautiful, smart, with a smile on her face. She had gotten a banana yogurt out of the fridge and shoved a spoonful in her mouth. For a brief moment, everything was the way it used to be. Ashley hadn't been at the Regent Hotel last night and I hadn't seen both her pussy and her asshole stuffed with black cock.
"You okay?" Ashley asked, licking the spoon.
"Sorry," I muttered and shook my head. "I didn't sleep well. Hi. Hello."
Ashley pushed off the counter and hugged me, careful not to drop the plastic yogurt cup. I was just as careful, not trusting myself to touch her.
"Seriously, are you okay?" she asked again, furrowing her brows.
"Yeah, yeah, I am," I said quickly.
"What is it, Dad?" she asked more pointedly.
"It's just..." I faltered, unable to say what I really wanted to say. "You look different, that's all."
"I do?" Ashley said
Her expression changed in an instant, from worried to smiling. Whether she did it consciously or not, she placed her right hand on her stomach. Her eyes glazed for a second and her smile grew deep. She shook out of it.
"I... had a very good week," she said, still smiling.
"Does this have anything to do with the texts you sent me?" I asked.
"What texts?" she asked, looking puzzled. Her eyes went wide. "Ohhh, no, no, no, it's nothing to do with that. That was just a thing. Don't worry, I solved it on my own," she lied.
So she wasn't going to tell me. At least not yet. I took a deep breath.
"I see," I said.
"Do you wanna play Mario Kart?" Ashley asked. "I think I can finally kick your ass."
"I suppose," I muttered.
"We don't have to," she said.
"No, no, of course," I said, pulling myself together and putting on a brave face. "Let's go play."
We did. She beat me, twice in a row.
Ashley paused the game and put the control down on the coffee table. She turned to me with a serious expression on her face. "Dad, what's wrong?"
I sighed. "Sometimes I wish you wouldn't grow up so fast, Ash."
"Oh," she said and sighed too.
Just like she used to when she was younger, she scooted closer and pulled my arm over her. I pulled her closer and closed my eyes.
"Do you know anything about buying houses?" she asked after a moment.
"Well, I bought this one, so a little bit, yeah. You're buying a house?"
"Not buying, really. We're thinking about maybe renting one. Helena, Michelle, and me. We found one that's in a pretty location. Up in Northbrook. It's pretty close to campus so Helena could finally move out of her parents' house and Michelle's roommate is a real b-word. If we split the rent it wouldn't even be that much more expensive than my dorm room."
"But you have to also pay the bills, like water, electricity, internet. How big is it?"
"Oh, nothing like this. Just one floor, four bedrooms, one bathroom."
"Four bedrooms?"
"Yeah, uh, it's, uh, one for each of us and then the fourth one could be used as a guest room if we ever have some visitors."
Or it could be one room for the three of them and three rooms for the children. I swallowed the lump in my throat. What the hell kind of advice was I supposed to give her? It was impossible.
"How are you going to afford the additional upkeep of a place like that?"
"Michelle's getting her bachelor this year and she already has a job offer for Stetson Global that pays really well. Like hundred-k or something."
"What?" I asked, baffled. "What is she studying again?"
"Media relations. It's some PR company, I don't know. She said she knows someone there or something," Ashley said and suddenly barked a laugh. "I don't know how she does it but somehow she always gets guys to do everything for her."
I knew how. Intimately. I swallowed another lump and tasted bile. The less I heard about Michelle, the better.
"And Helena?" I asked.
"I don't know. It was just an idea we had," Ashley said, changing the subject. "We're probably not gonna rent anything until we... check on something first."
"And college?" I asked.
Ashley was quiet for a while. "Depends on if you still want to pay for it or not," she said quietly.
It was a difficult conversation. I was quiet for a while, too. I knew exactly what she was talking about but she had no idea that I knew. She was asking me to pay for college while she and her lesbian friends get knocked up.
And yet, I knew that without a good education, her life would be so much worse. She would be trapped in a prison of her own making. Could I really just watch and let that happen?
"Of course I want to, Ash," I said and speaking the words out loud seemed to help make up my mind.
I was going to show that bitch Michelle that she was wrong. I was not the man she accused me of.
"Thank you, Dad," Ashley said and snuffled.
I pulled her close and let her cry her tears. It was the only thing I could do for her.
Was that what I should have done with Doris? Should I have sucked up my pride and forgiven her for her mistake? Taken her back as my wife? It was absurd.
And yet, I was willing to accept Ashley for who she was. Did that mean I wasn't in love with Doris? Or did that mean I was a changed man?
Being with Doris hadn't been all bad. Actually, it had been really good. We had years of happy marriage. Vacations by the beach, lazy summer afternoons by the pool, cold winters wrapped in a blanket, long nights raising Ashley.
All of that was gone.
"Could you... could you tell me a little bit about Doris? How's she doing?" I asked.
"Really?" Ashley asked, surprised.
"Yeah."
"What do you want to know?"
"I don't know. Is she happy?"
"Oh, Dad..." Ashley sighed.
"It's okay. I think it's been long enough."
"She was heartbroken at first, really, but then she met Dad, I mean, fuck. Chris. She met Chris and... oh God, I'm sorry," she apologized.
"Don't apologize," I said and patted her.
The revelation that she called her step-father "Dad" would have hurt a lot more if I hadn't already been dead on the inside. Right now, it was just the cherry on top.
"They got married and everything and you know, she's doing great. And I have two brothers. Half-brothers," she corrected. "Damian is eight and Jamal is six. Oh my God, you would love them, I know you would. They are just so freaking adorable."
"Damian and Jamal?" I asked with a sinking feeling.
"Yeah, I helped Mom and... Chris pick the names. "
"I see," I muttered.
"Seriously, you have to meet them someday. You would love them."
"Got a picture?" I asked.
"Oh yeah, duh," she said and reached for her phone.
Doris looked older than I remembered. Her hair was longer and she had wrinkles but she still had the same beautiful eyes that I remembered. Standing next to her was a tall African-American man, wearing a suit and tie. Thick-framed black glasses, shaved head, and a goatee.
Next to Chris stood Ashley, a few years younger than now, looking so much like her mother that it hurt. Her hands were on the shoulders of two young boys, Damian and Jamal. Their skin was a lot lighter than Chris' and they both had dark, curly hair. They both had big grins with Damian already starting to lose his milk teeth.
"That's nice," I said. "We should finish the game."
"Sure," Ashley said, putting down her phone and picking up the controller. "Get ready to have your ass kicked, old man."
"Not a chance."
If I had wanted to, I probably could have won but I was just so tired. Weary of everything. My baby girl was all grown up and there was nothing I could do about it. She was setting out and starting her own family, with or without me.
All I could do was try to hold on.
Doing that got a lot harder in the afternoon when Helena and Michelle arrived. They weren't staying, fortunately, and I decided to hide on the living room couch. Unfortunately, I was not the master of my own destiny anymore.
Michelle bounced into the living room, vivacious and giddy. She wore a far-too-short pair of cutoffs, with the bottom of the pockets showing, a loose belly-top, and aviator sunglasses. A thin gold chain tied around her midriff danced with every step.
She jumped up on me, straddling my lap. Her crotch pressed right into mine. It took me less than a second to get hard.
"Hello, Daddy," she cooed, taking off her glasses.
"What do you want?" I asked gruffly, keeping my arms firmly locked at my side. I wasn't going to fall for her trick twice.
"I have a present for you!" she announced.
Michelle reached into the front of her cutoffs and pulled out my credit card. She wedged it between my lips. The aroma of perfume and something musky filled my nostril. I let it drop and she leaned back as if rejecting the card had also been rejecting her. That, or she just wanted to grind her pussy up against my dick.
"You paid for an absolutely lovely time and you will be happy to know that Ashley enjoyed it very much! And I have to say, I am very impressed with your progress. The old you would have already tried to grab me. We still need to work on your little pee-pee, though. It's very stiff and we don't like that, do we?" she said in a very patronizing manner.
"Just go. You won."
"You think this is over?" she giggled. "My dear papa, the fun only just started. I've always wanted to have my own little toy. My little cuckold daddy."
"What are you going to do?"
"Nothing. Absolutely nothing," she said, moving closer again. "You're going to be seeing a lot more from me now on but no matter how much you want me, you will never, ever have me."
She darted in and placed a quick kiss on the tip of my nose.
"Goodbye, Zach. For now," she said, swung her legs off me, and hopped off my lap.
It wasn't fair. I hated her so much but my cock was hard to the point of aching.
As soon as I heard Ashley's mini pull away, I unzipped and started pumping. I picked up the credit card, held it under my nose, and took a big whiff. I retrieved my phone and pulled up the picture of her splayed naked on the table.
The thought that mere moments ago my dick has been touching her crotch, separated only by thin layers of fabric, was what made me climax the hardest.




14 Six Months Later

The house on Green Street was very homely. Wider than it was tall with a steep roof. A single-story with two bedrooms, two bathrooms, and an external garage. It was in a nice neighborhood with a daycare and elementary school within walking distance. Green lawns and low crime rates.
It was Saturday afternoon. Ashley's Mini was parked out front, next to Michelle's Toyota. I pulled up at the curb and shut off the engine. I got out of the car and took a deep breath. The air was icy but it hadn't snowed yet. I pulled my jacket closer.
Coming here was always hard. I still had a hard time believing they had actually done it. Of course, I helped chip in for Ashley's share of the rent but I wasn't sure I needed to. Michelle, from what I heard, was doing really well at her job. I had little doubt about that. The woman was very capable. Dangerous but capable.
Just thinking about her made me ache with longing. It was time to go inside. I rang the bell.
The door flew open. Ashley's stomach had gotten bigger since the last time I saw it. My attention was yanked away by the fact that her face was contorted with rage.
"I hate you," she spat. "Fuck you!"
The door slammed shut in my face. I was stunned and confused. That was not the reaction I hoped for. Was it hormones? Or was it something else? I started to feel sick with premonition.
The door opened again. Helena appeared a lot kinder. Her stomach was enormous, like a melon. Her breasts had swelled up, too, and her cheeks were red.
"Sorry about that, come in," she said, stepping back.
"What's going on?"
Helena winced. "You better talk to Michelle."
The sickness intensified. I went inside and got blasted by a wave of hot air. I stepped out of my shoes and hung my coat on the rack.
The inside of their home was decorated very warmly. The kitchen and living room were a combined space, with a tiled kitchen and a carpeted living room. The couch was massive, taking up most of the living room, situated around a fireplace. A TV off to the side and the dining table in the kitchen half. Pictures of all three families hung above the mantle.
Michelle lounged on the couch. She was definitely pregnant but she didn't let that get in the way of being a teasing bitch. If anything, the fact that her boobs grew a cup size made her look even hotter. She had grown out her hair but shaved the sides. Helena dropped on the couch next to her with an audible "ooph." Ashley was nowhere to be seen.
"What's up, Zach?" Michelle called out.
It didn't seem possible for someone in her condition to gracefully rise to her feet like that and advanced toward me like a lioness on the prowl. There was a fire in her eyes. My penis twitched.
"What's going on with Ashley?" I asked.
"I told her," Michelle grinned.
"T-told her what?"  I stammered, backing away.
"Eeeeeeeeeeeeverything."
"Everything?" I gulped.
"She is veeeery upset that her daddy spied on her."
"No!" I blurted out.
Helena giggled loudly. "Were you really in the closet the entire time?"
"NO!" I yelled.
"Calm down, Mr. Sharpe," Michelle shushed me.
"Why in God's name?"
"You really think that I'm going to lie to my wives? Please," she scoffed.
"We played truth or dare!" Helena yelled.
"Hel!" Michelle snapped. "Let me play with my toy!"
"I feel so bad for him!" Helena cooed with a look of concern.
"He is a very dirty pervert and he needs to be punished," Michelle insisted.
"I'm not stopping you, I'm just correcting things."
"And that's why I love her so much," Michelle said, turning back to me. "Such a pure heart."
"Love you too, wifey," Helena called out and sent over a loud "mwah".
My insides were being eaten alive by a herd of rats. Ashley knew. My daughter knew that I had watched her have sex. That I had spied on the three of them. That I had known for months and months without saying thing anything.
"Everything?" I gulped.
"Not at first but eventually, yes. I told her how much you like to jerk off to all those pictures I send."
Sometimes they were just selfies, other times they were like the one one with the table. One time, she had even sent me a shot of her pussy. Just that, covering the entire screen, and nothing else. I had been in a meeting when I opened it. Everyone at work thought I was having a hot sex life.
It couldn't be further from the truth. I tried dating. I even hooked up twice with different women but the only way I had been able to make love to them was when I closed my eyes and pretended it was Michelle.
How was I supposed to date someone when I couldn't tell them anything about my life? Hi, my name is Zach, and I think the hottest woman in the world is my daughter's pregnant wife who keeps sending me risque photos of herself. It was impossible. Nobody would understand.
"Don't worry, Zach," Helena said. "Ash will be alright. She just needs to blow off some steam. Hey, I just realized that you're the only guy in the world that has both babysat me and watched someone blow a load on my face."
"Not you, too," I groaned.
"You're right, M. This is kinda fun."
"Told you."
"Anyway, I'm gonna go check on Ash."
Helena lunged forward and stood up halfway before plunging back down. I rushed over to her and offered her my hand, which she accepted. I pulled her to her feet and she waddled off toward the bedroom.
"God, she's so hot, isn't she?" Michelle asked, staring at Helena's ass.
"No. I mean, yes, but I don't think she—"
Michelle laughed. "You are too pathetic."
"Okay, all of this has to stop. Ashley knows now, thank you so fucking much for that mess. I did everything you asked and you ruined my life."
"Hey now, it was truth or dare. Ashley asked me if I ever really attempted to seduce you and I just had to answer, didn't I?"
"No, you didn't. This isn't a game, Michelle. This is my life!"
"Not much of a life, is it? Have you started seeing anyone?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact, I have. Her name is Pearl, she's more mature than you and a very nice person."
Michelle snorted. "Sure. I totally believe you. Pearl. What a totally not made up name."
"It's not made up," I said and technically it was true. My last date had been named Pearl but that was three weeks ago and she still hadn't called me back.
"That shouldn't be hard to prove. I think we'll know the answer in about, hmm, forty-five minutes," she said.
"What's in forty-five minutes?"
"That's when you're gonna be at home, sitting on your couch, with your phone in your hand. If everything you just said is true, you will have blocked me on MyPage. I'll be able to see that you really want to stop our little game and I will heed your wishes. I won't toy with you any longer, within reason, of course. But..." she trailed off.
"But what?"
"But if you do block me, you'll never find out what I am going to send you in forty-five minutes."
"What are you going to send?"
"That's for me to know and for you to find out," she said. "Bye now."
Michelle unceremoniously pushed and prodded me toward the front door.
Half an hour later I was back home. I sat on the couch and pulled out my phone. I pulled up MyPage. My finger hovered over the block button. If I could believe her, that would be the end. All I had to do was press "Block" and my torture would be over.
Minutes passed.
The only thing that made sense was to block her. Ashley was furious now but Helena said she would get over it and I definitely believed Helena's word in the matter. Things would go back to normal eventually. I was still fairly young and fairly good looking. There were plenty of other women out there. Women I could have sex with. Who loved me.
The phone buzzed. A message from Michelle.
MICHELLE: See? Told you I was right
She also sent a video.
Michelle laid on the bed with the camera pointed at her. She was sweaty and every second the video shook.
"Hello, internet!" Michelle said.
"Shut up, you are NOT putting this online," Ashley yelled off-screen.
"Why not? We could be superstars."
"I don't wanna be on the internet," Helena said off-screen.
"Fine. Just a memory, then," Michelle grinned. "Who wants to be in it?"
The video tilted to the right and Ashley came into view. She laid on the same bed, naked. It was a recent video. Her breasts bounced back and forth with every unseen thrust.
"Eww, no," Ashley giggled and tried to push the camera away.
"Hel, maybe?" Michelle asked.
Helena appeared on the screen. She beamed and squeezed her breast. "Hiiii!"
"Okay, that's enough of them. I'm the superstar you really want."
"Who are you talking to?" Ashley asked.
"Your dad!" Michelle blurted out.
"Ha. Ha. Ha. Very funny," Ashley replied sardonically.
"Aaaaaaaanyway, dear viewer, this is what it would look like if all of your dreams came true. Here, hold this," she said.
The video went black for a split second, then King came up on the screen. A blur and then Michelle was in view again, only from much farther away.
"Angle it down. Get your cock in it. Yeah, like that."
All of Michelle was right in front of me. Perky tits and bulging stomach. Her legs were raised and spread. King's dark cock pushed in and out of her vagina. Her lips gripped his shaft, which was cut off just at the bottom edge of the video. The names of Helena and my daughter, tattooed on her skin.
It was like I was standing over her, fucking her myself. Only my cock was bigger and blacker. Fucking that perfect pussy, blowing my load deep into her pregnant body.
Oh, God... I lost track of how many times I beat off that afternoon, listening to her sweet cries of ecstasy.
At the end of the night, my dick was raw and my wrist hurt.
It was hopeless.
I was her cuckold playtoy, through and through.




The End
If you liked this story, please check out some of my other cuckold works:
Mountain Remedy
The Cuckold's Dance
Break My Husband
Cucked In Law
Double Trouble
Father's Day Fuckup
Second Honeymoon
Running For My Wife
(also available on local Amazon marketplaces)
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