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Cassandra

I met Cassandra at a charity event. My start-up had been bought out by Groogle, and five years of scrimping, saving, sleeping in the office and working my ass off had finally paid off. I hadn’t had the time for a relationship, and my sudden wealth had allowed me to hire enough good people to take the majority of the burden off my shoulders and actually relax for once.

She was a stunning hostess, working at the event, and I found myself inevitably drawn to her. She had a beautiful smile, and an easy laugh. Shining long black hair that cascaded over her shoulders. Big blue eyes that shone brighter than the stage lights. A body that put all the art up for auction to shame. I was smitten.

My new PR director had demanded that I make an appearance and buy at least ten grand of good publicity, by overpaying for items up for auction.

Cassie was standing at my shoulder exchanging my empty champagne flute for a full one. A one week all inclusive vacation in Cancun was up for bid, worth about $3,000, and was expected to go for closer to four.

She sighed. “The beach in January. Would be nice, huh?”

I didn’t stop to think if she was trying to play me or anything like that. She seemed to be a genuine, nice quiet girl, who just happened to be gorgeous.

“Shall we go?” I asked, teasing.

She laughed, “You don’t even know me.”

“Got a boyfriend?” I asked, as the bids crept over two grand.

“Nope. You?”

“Boyfriend? Not likely,” I laughed.

“Girlfriend?”

“Never had time for one,” I told her. “Not until recently.” I listened, as the bidding hit $3,500 and started to slow down.

“So, are we gonna go?” I asked.

“You’re joking, right?”

“Nope. We can get to know each other.”

She pouted. “I’m not that kind of girl, I’m not for sale.”

I tore my eyes off the stage, and waved my paddle. 

“Thirty-eight, do I have thirty-nine,” the voice called out.

“I’m sorry. You’re right, that was extremely rude of me. I’d like to know you better. Maybe a date?” I kept my ear on the bidding.

“Why?”

I raised my paddle. 

“Four. I have four thousand; do I hear forty-one?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t had a date in two years. I think I deserve one. You seem nice, and aren’t too hard on the eyes.” I stood, “Five Thousand.”

There was a moment of quiet, then a bit of a buzz. “Five Thousand! I have five thousand for a great cause. Five thousand bid by Alex Sanders of Versacore. Do I hear six?”

“You just bid five thousand dollars for that vacation!” she gasped.

“I know. Listen, Cassandra. Go with me. I’ll get you a separate room. I swear I’ll be nothing but a gentleman. I haven’t had a vacation of more than two days in almost five years. Run off with me for a week.”

“Sold! For five thousand dollars to Alex Sanders of Versacore!”

I heard a smattering of applause, and turned to be recognized. When I turned back she was gone.

I sighed, and sat down. I added a case of good wine, a monthly fruit basket, and some obnoxious painting I’d put in one of the conference rooms for another few grand, and cursed myself for chasing off a nice girl. What the hell was I thinking?

* * * *

Monday at work, I had decided to make the trip one of the items we raffled off at our Christmas party. We’d never been able to afford one before, and we had decided to do it up big. My two partners agreed, and we hired a company to host the entire thing. We’d have a fancy prime rib or lobster dinner, and Christmas presents for everybody, ranging from a few hundred dollars worth of gift certificates to the vacation I’d spent way too much money on. 

I had decided to keep the wine for myself.

Dean, Jerry and I had all come out of the $80 Million dollar buy-out multi-millionaires. I had put up the most to start, and owned the key patents, as well as 40% of the company. Dean and Jerry had 20% each, with the rest divided among about 40 employees. All of our earliest hires had stock options worth at least a few hundred grand apiece. We left half the money in the company, and divided up the Groogle stock among us. In the six months since then, Groogle had gone up almost 20%. We were understandably very happy. 

We had three new executives we’d been saddled with, and had added another 15 employees since the buyout. The company was doing incredibly well with the added resources, and the new guys seemed to know what they were doing. I was an idea guy, who liked to get his hands dirty, and was happy to turn over the day-to-day running of the company, and take on the role of Chief Scientist and Groogle Fellow. All because of one useful algorithm. I was blessed.

I loved my work, but was happy to take my foot off the gas, as the powers that be determined how to integrate our key intellectual property with their data mining group.

What that meant for me was that I was idle, working on my next big idea.

The night of the Christmas party I was watching the presents being handed out, and couldn’t help but smile. They’d earned it. We all had. Dean and Jerry were handling all the stuff on stage. I was sitting back and resting on my laurels.

As each of the employees went on stage, they would select a box. Some had actual items inside them, but most had envelopes. We’d already given out two TVs, a gaming system, a top-of-the-line laptop, and a thousand dollar office chair. You could see the smiles on their faces when they lifted a box and felt some weight. The empty ones had mostly gift certificates, and I was a little disappointed that those weren’t going over better. It was a lesson learned. Next year, more tangible prizes.

I saw one of our more junior engineers open his envelope. He grinned from ear to ear, before leaning into the microphone. “All inclusive vacation to Cancun, airfare included!”

There was a huge round of applause. 

A voice spoke into my ear. “I thought that was supposed to be for us.”

I turned and looked. The prettiest elf I’d ever seen was standing there pouting. “I decided that Cozumel would be better. I always wanted to learn to scuba dive,” I improvised.

She grinned. “So when are we going?”

“I thought I’d take you out first. Dinner and dancing? So you can decide whether you trust me enough. How about tomorrow night?”

“I work most Friday and Saturday nights.”

“Pick a night,” I offered.

“How about Tuesday?”

“Shall I pick you up at seven?”

“Seven-thirty, I don’t get home from my day job until six.”

“Perfect. I need an address.”

She reached into her skimpy revealing outfit, and magically produced a card from between her breasts. “Nothing too dressy, okay?”

“No problem.”

I was smitten, like a teenager. I smelled the card, her perfume permeating it. I was happy.


Ringing in the New Year

I wasn’t a show-off most of the time. That deal with the auction was only because I’d been told to spend the money. I still drove a seven year old pickup truck, and preferred a good local steak house to a fancy five star meal.

Cassie was down to earth and a charming companion. I got a kiss on the first date, and had five more dates before we rung in New Years together. We ended up at my place, and she gave it a thorough looking over.

“You spend five grand on a vacation, and live in a place not much better than mine?” she asked.

“It’s all I need. It’s close to work, and I’m hardly ever here. Disappointed?”

“No, not at all. Just a little surprised. For some reason I figured you’d live in some kind of mansion. My smart friends tell me you’re some kind of computer genius, and that you’re famous.”

“Among geeks, maybe. The whole Groogle Fellow is kind of a big deal. In the real world, I’m just another guy.”

“A twenty-eight year old multi-millionaire. You must be doing something right,” she said.

“I got lucky. A really big company wanted what we had, and wanted it right away. They were willing to pay a lot for it. It was mostly a case of being in the right place at the right time,” I explained.

“Lucky and smart. Good looking too. You hit the jackpot didn’t you?”

“Look who’s talking. Gorgeous inside and out.”

She blushed. “There’s a lot of pretty girls out there. I’m not that special.”

I took her in my arms. “You could have fooled me. I think you’re very special.”

She looked up at me with her big blue eyes. “Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why me?”

I gave her my grin. “Because I’m lucky. I told you.”

She pulled me down and gave me a kiss. Mind numbing, toe curling, heart searing, kiss. “You’re right. You are lucky. Tonight at least, I can guarantee it.”

She took me by the hand and headed down the hall. “That’s to the back door and garage,” I whispered.

She stopped, then turned around and headed off again. “Bathroom,” I said.

She spun around and glared at me. “Stop making fun of me, Alex!”

I took her in my arms, and gave her a hug. “I’m not, I swear. You just took off like you were going somewhere. You could have asked.”

She pouted, and I almost crumbled. The girl could have patented that pout. “The bedroom,” she whispered.

I scooped her up in my arms, not the smartest idea, because all the sequins on her dress poked me a lot. But her happy squeal was reward enough, and on the third try we got it right. I dumped her giggling form on the bed.

She hopped up and started helping me undress. When she had me down to my boxers I helped her with her dress. The body underneath was incredible, beyond my simple vocabulary. “Not too skinny?” she asked nervously.

“My God, Cassie! Skinny? You’re amazing. I’ve never seen a more beautiful body.”

She grinned. “You’re gonna see more of it if you play your cards right.”

She removed her bra, and I saw breasts the likes of which I didn’t believe existed outside of magazines. Then she was easing her panties over her hips, exposing a baby smooth pussy before they slid down her legs.

I stood and took her in my arms, holding her close, kissing her deeply before pulling her down onto the bed with me. “Covers,” she whispered.

I bounced up, pulled the covers back, exposing the plain white sheets, and dropped my boxers. She looked between my legs and smiled. “Damn you, Alex. Is there any place you weren’t blessed?”

“Not tonight.”

She lay back in the bed, and I saw her eyes open wide. She rolled over, and bounced up and down a little. “Jeez! This is the nicest bed ever!”

I laughed. “Westin’s Heavenly bed. The first time I slept on one, I told myself when I could afford it, I’d get one. Egyptian cotton 1200 thread count sheets, over-sized down comforter and lots of pillows. The only thing I do in this place is sleep, so I might as well do that in comfort.” I watched her naked body rolling around in the sheets, and realized it might have been the best investment I’d ever made.

“You’re not going to kick me out tonight are you?” she asked, rolling onto her side, and looking up at me.

“Are you crazy?”

She grinned. “Good. ‘Cause I’m dying to sleep in these. Now get over here and let’s get busy.”

I liked her attitude. I loved the way she slid down the bed and took me in her mouth. I adored the way she made me feel, looking up at me occasionally while pleasuring me. 

“Stop,” I pleaded.

She shook her head, giggling, and clung to me when I tried to draw her upward. Her mouth never left my cock, as I groaned my quick release. I was embarrassed. I hadn’t lasted two minutes inside her incredible mouth.

She sat up, and wiped her lips. “Perfect. Now that that’s out of the way, let’s have some fun!”

She laughed as I dragged her up the bed, and put her on her back, determined to return the favor. Her satin smooth skin was the only thing I’d ever found softer than the sheets we were lying on. She smelled like heaven, and I couldn’t resist going straight for the jackpot, locking my mouth over her smooth pussy, and going to town.

I wasn’t inexperienced. During my college years I’d dated a lot, and with some success. It was only after I got out that I hit my drought. I’d been with a few girls in the last five years, but I’m almost ashamed to say not one in the last eighteen months. I had been a slave to my job. A willing slave, but a slave none the less.

Now, I found myself a willing slave again. A slave to her pleasure. She seemed to appreciate my valiant if not overly experienced efforts.

She was moaning beautifully, squirming under my attention. She hugged one of the pillows to her chest, her head resting on a couple more. “Mmm, that’s wonderful,” she purred. “I could stay here forever, just like this.”

Her tune changed after several minutes of my attention, her breath coming faster, her body reacting. She announced when she was getting close, telling me not to change anything. “Like that,” she gasped as my tongue massaged the skin around her clit. “Just like that.”

I was happy to continue, unable to believe my luck just to be there with her. As she got closer, she started moaning, and I felt her hand on my head. It was mostly just resting there, giving a small push or a tug every now and then encouraging me onward. When she finally came for me she wasn’t a screamer, she trembled, gasping out her pleasure. I slowed down, licking gently, leaving soft kisses all over. When I climbed up the bed, she dove into my arms.

“Fucking great New Year!” she laughed, then locked her lips against mine. 

“Best ever,” I told her.

“Really?”

“Without a doubt.”

She gave me a few little kisses. “Are you going to make love to me now? I could use that.”

It seemed like a great idea. I wouldn’t mind having crazy mind-blowing wild sex with her, but a nice intimate love-making seemed to be just the thing at that moment.

I got up and turned down the lights. I turned on the Bose Wave radio, and selected my sleep sounds from my tablet. Ocean waves and beach sounds emitted in rich full sound, with a gentle rainfall coming and going. The only light was from the base of the lamp beside the bed, a gentle golden glow.

Cassie giggled. “You seducer, you.”

“I wish. You’re the first person ever to be here with any of this. It’s the way I like to relax. I sleep to that sound, blocking out the noise of the world. It’s nine hours long.”

I climbed back into the bed with her, pulling the sheets and comforter up. She grabbed my cock in her hand, and gave a tug. “Come up here with that. I want him to be nice and happy before we go any further.”

I knelt beside her head, and she adjusted a few pillows, then turned on her side. “Bring it here, handsome. I’m not moving. This bed is too damn comfortable.”

She opened her mouth for me, and I edged forward, slipping the head between her lips. She sighed sweetly and sucked. I eased my hips back and forth, watching that beautiful face, the face of an angel, contentedly suck me. It wasn’t long before I was achingly hard, but I didn’t want to ever leave the warm soft confines of that mouth.

She opened her eyes, and looked up at me, the corners of her mouth upturning. She gave a glance downward toward the bottom of the bed.

“A few more moments? Please? This is amazing.”

She started moving, rocking her face forward, her tongue teasing me. It was good. Too good. As wonderful as it was, there was no way I wasn’t going to fuck that gorgeous body.

I pulled away, moved between her legs, and rubbed against her until I felt the moist sign of her readiness. “No more teasing,” she pleaded softly.

I pressed forward, entering her, and sighed. It was perfect, tight, soft, warm, welcoming. I took a little while to enter her bit by bit, until I was completely sheathed. I pulled the sheets up around us and leaned over her. “This is perfect,” I whispered.

“I know, right? Damn me for being stubborn. We could have been doing this two weeks ago.”

“No, this, now, is how it should be. The start of the best year ever.”

She smiled at me, as I slowly stroked inside of her. “Better than last year? Didn’t you say that was when everything finally paid off? All your hard work? Besides, that’s when I met you.”

I looked into that gorgeous visage. Big bright eyes, straight narrow nose, slightly turned up at the tip. Soft smooth skin, perfect little bowed lips. “Last year was great.” I looked over at the clock. It read 2:12. “Less than three hours into the New Year and it’s already got last year beat all to hell.”

“Kiss me, handsome?” she whispered.

I did, and our lips didn’t separate for an eternity, sometimes loving, sometimes passionate, for a while just open, sharing our breath. 

“Faster now,” she moaned, and I rose up on my elbows, still looking into her eyes, stroking long and deep, at a steady pace. She was breathing harder, her fingers digging into my arms. 

“Harder,” she moaned. “Take me.”

I rose up on extended arms, the covers sliding downward. The sound of the rain in the background had intensified, the echo of distant thunder playing through the room. I fucked her harder, faster, praying that I would last. I’d never been with anyone nearly as pretty, as sexy, as lovable. Her hips started fighting back, her legs opening wider. I rose up onto my knees, grabbed her legs and bent them backward, pounding into her fast and hard. I studied her beauty, watching her eyes lose focus, rolling backward, while the sweetest little grunts and moans escaped her lips. 

Her legs trembled as I ground against her at the end of each stroke. I saw her hands clutching the sheets, her knuckles whitening. A high-pitched squeal erupted from her mouth as her entire body shook. Suddenly her hips were going wild, and I had to grab them, slamming my cock home, just to stay connected to her.

She cried out, fighting me, her hands opening and closing, waving in the air, her legs kicking out, her hips dancing below me. I leaned over, pushing her into the bed, my hips driving downward, coming up only far enough to let her rise off the mattress, before hammering her downward again. 

For those few seconds, no more than ten or fifteen, I felt like a God. All powerful, blessed beyond all mortal men. The Goddess below me was mine, responding to me, dueling me, submitting to me. 

I groaned and drove down into her, exploding intensely, feeling a shock that reached from where I joined with her all the way to the base of my skull. I cried out, a guttural, instinctive sound, and held her in place as I filled her. I felt burst after burst eject from my cock, each one an intense blast of pleasure, pure and unabated. 

When I was sensate again, I released her legs, lowering myself onto her body, refusing to pull out. I slid my forearms under her shoulders, and brought my lips to hers, the kiss long, slow and intimate. I was still breathing hard, and I felt the air from her nose against my skin, as her chest heaved under mine. We slowly calmed, her hands touching me, floating across my skin, her legs curling around mine, holding me in place.

I eased my hips back from where they pressed her into the bed, feeling the thickness of my shaft within her, no longer hard, but refusing to go completely soft. 

We didn’t talk, didn’t speak, as we kissed and looked into each other’s eyes. I moved slowly, tentatively, working my cock back and forth inside of her, luxuriating in the velvety feel, reminding myself how fortunate I was to have met her, to be with her, inside of her.

The strokes became firmer, longer, as I filled out, thickening, hardening, until I was able to manage full strokes again.

She whimpered softly, turning her head, wrapping her arms around my upper body and pulling me down onto her. She moaned softly, and her legs moved outward, wrapping around my thighs, then pulling me closer.

“Love me,” she gasped.

I lost track of time, of my surroundings, of anything but being inside her. I never moved from on top of her, holding most of my weight on my elbows, but pinning her down with the rest. I found myself hunched over her, fucking her furiously, groaning, while her orgasms rolled through her, one after another, evidenced by the streaks of red her fingernails left across my back, my shoulders and my ass. 

She shrieked as I grabbed her shoulders and slammed my finish home.

I lay on top of her for a few more moments, feeling her body tremble. I rolled off, and she followed me, onto the cool side of the king size bed. Wordlessly, she pulled the sheets and comforter over us, her slim, tender body wrapped around mine.


A New Wife; A New Life

I didn’t wake to a blowjob, or to the view of a sexy body riding me. I opened my eyes, my head turned to the side on the pillow, and the world’s most beautiful eyes peered into mine.

“You’ve ruined me,” she whispered.

“Ditto. I could die a happy man.”

She giggled, and snuggled in close, her leg over mine. I reached over and caressed her soft skin. “Don’t wake me,” I whispered.

“I gotta get up. I’ve got to go to work.”

“Quit. Stay here. Stay with me. Nobody works on New Year’s Day.”

She pouted. “You’re being silly now. Last night was incredible, everything about it was. But I really have to go. At least I get paid double-time. Only New Years and Christmas.”

“When can I see you again?”

“When do you want to?”

“Tonight. Tomorrow. Every morrow.”

She giggled, and kissed my neck. “One step at a time, cowboy.”

I dragged myself out of bed and into the shower with her. It was a tight fit. “You need a bigger shower.”

“Want to help me pick one out?”

“How are you going to replace a shower?” she asked, as I rubbed her body down with a washcloth.

“I’ll replace the whole place. Help me pick out a new one.”

She turned and hugged me. “We’re moving kind of fast, Alex.”

“I’m sorry. I can’t help myself. You’re incredible.”

“I’m a good fuck. There’s more to life than that, you know.”

“Jesus, Cassie! Have I ever made you feel that’s all you are to me?”

She was quiet in my arms. “No, not at all. Just the opposite. If I hadn’t made the move last night, you weren’t going to, were you?”

“Probably not. I didn’t want to spook you. I was willing to wait, as long as it took.”

She kissed my chest, as the water pounded against her back. “This is new to me, okay? I haven’t known many nice guys. I don’t know what to do. I’m scared.”

“What do you want, baby?”

“I don’t know. I do know that you make me happy. I think about you whenever I’m not with you. I want to move all my belongings in tomorrow, and at the same time I want to run for the hills. I think you could hurt me, worse than anything I’ve known.”

“Let’s meet halfway.”

She sighed, and leaned her weight into me. “What’s halfway?”

“You help me pick out a new place. You’ll get your own room. Anytime you feel the need, you can retreat there. Any time you get real nervous, I’ll drive you as far into the hills as you want to go, and wait at the end of the trail until you come back.”

“What if I don’t come back?”

“I’ll set a time-limit. I refuse to wait more than, say twenty years or so.”

She giggled. “You know you’re crazy, don’t you? What kind of guy asks a girl he doesn’t even know to spend a week on the Mexican Riviera?”

“This kind of guy. But only if it’s this kind of girl,” I said, kissing the tip of her upturned nose for effect.

“What kind of girl is that, Alex? What do you think I am?”

“I don’t know, but I intend to spend a good part of my life figuring that out.”

She pulled back, and looked up at me. “I’m gonna take a chance on you. Don’t hurt me.”

“Never.”

She sighed. “I don’t believe you, but I’m gonna do it anyway. This weekend, alright? I’ll quit my evening job with the events company, and we’ll look this weekend.”

“And you’ll move in with me?”

“Yes.”

* * * *

Six months later we married. I was madly in love, and I believe she was as well. We found a nice apartment, but nothing too extravagant. We had a small wedding. Cassandra had no living family, which was heartbreaking. When I met her, she had been alone for five years, since she was 17. She’d supported herself, working two jobs, surviving a couple of painful relationships, slowly saving enough money to one day go to college. She had managed to accumulate almost seven thousand dollars, and was hoping that in one more year she’d have enough to quit her evening job and attend the community college at night, working on her Associate’s degree in Web Design and Technology.

I changed all that, with a simple ‘I Do.’ I told her she never had to work again, but she had a fascination with websites and wanted to learn how to make them. She had an artistic bent that she needed to explore.

I got her enrolled into the local college, and found her a part-time job in my company, working with the web-design team as an intern.

She was happy, we were happy, and within two years she was working full-time, and we were talking about children. I couldn’t imagine a much more fulfilling life.

Little did I know the surprises that lay ahead.

* * * *

Cassie was open, loving and generous, but always a bit of a mystery. She didn’t like to talk about her life before we met, and resisted any questions I might have about her childhood.

I did notice that when she was excited or angry, a hint of an accent would sneak into her voice. Like maybe as a young child she lived somewhere in the south. An occasional word or phrase would reinforce that impression. Part of her mystery, I found it adorable.

She was a happy person, with simple desires. We lived an uncomplicated life for the most part, able to get by on our combined salaries, every month adding to our significant savings. We’d go out somewhere nice now and then, but she preferred eating at home to going out. She liked dancing in a honky-tonk more than a fancy ballroom outing. She’d run in the mornings, instead of getting a personal trainer. Still she kept herself looking incredible.

I watched her once, as she put herself through the wringer in the company workout room. I work out pretty regularly, I always have. It’s kind of a prerequisite for overachievers. I was proud of my discipline, and the results. Watching my beautiful Cassie for a couple of hours was an eye-opener. I was a sluggard in comparison. She worked herself harder than any trainer could have, absolutely merciless, pushing herself to the limit. There was an unrelenting fierceness to her while in the gym that was more than impressive. 

After that, I’d often spy on her working out, careful not to be seen. In my presence she toned it down, way down. But when she was on her own, she was a driven workout demon.

I’d tease her about it, and one day she let me have it, with both barrels.

“Don’t give me a hard time, Alex. I have to do this. I need to keep this body in the best shape possible.”

“I don’t figure you can do much better than you are. You’re amazing, even more beautiful than the day I met you.”

“I need to be. Looks are all I have, Alex. I’m not smart like you. I’m not educated. I know I hit the jackpot when I caught your eye, and I’m never going to chance losing you.” She posed, with her hands on her hips. “This is it. This is my ticket. My body and my looks. So don’t you go giving me a hard time.”

Her words upset me. “Do you think that’s all you are to me, Cassie? A hot body and a beautiful face?”

She sighed. “No. I know you love me, but I’m not stupid. If I wasn’t pretty, you’d never have given me a second look. You’re smart, rich and handsome. You can always find someone prettier than me, if I let myself go.”

I stepped forward and took her in my arms. “Foolish girl. I love you. You’re the only woman for me. Fifty years from now, you’ll be as beautiful to me as the day I met you. I want you to be the mother of my children, and for us to grow old together.” I gave her a squeeze. “And don’t tell me you’re not smart. You’ve got good grades. I hear from the team you’re a good designer. You do a damned good job of running our home.”

She hugged me tightly. “I love you, Alex. I’ll always love you. You’re the best thing that ever happened to me.”

“And you’re the best thing that ever happened to me.”

* * * *

That was a small breakthrough. Cassie had always been afraid to spend our money, but after that, she was a little more willing. Not a spendthrift, but she didn’t fight me when I wanted to upgrade our small apartment to a nice home in an even nicer neighborhood. She accepted my buying a high end car for us. Going on an extended vacation.

We would go out to nicer places, still rarely, but she let herself go a bit, buying better clothes, going to the country club we joined. She made some neighborhood friends, a few more at the club. She never became a social animal, and didn’t take time away from us, but it was good. I was no longer her whole world, and as much as I loved her, I wanted more for her.

One place she didn’t seem to mind spending money was on personal care. Spa’s, body-wraps, yoga, lotions, hair care, the works. She still was determined to keep that body and face as perfect as possible, and who was I to argue? It was mine as much as it was hers, and she made sure I knew that, thoroughly and often.

Life was pretty damn good.


A Disturbing Revelation

We’d been married four years, four exceptional years. My life was pretty easy; the company I’d founded and still worked for had tripled in size and was doing well. I had regular hours, and traveled infrequently. 

We were well off, with over eighteen million in the bank and investments, which we never touched and which only grew over time. Our home was large and well-appointed, in a great neighborhood, on a huge three acre lot. 

The first disturbing crack in my picture perfect world came as a complete shock to me. It was bizarre, unexpected and a total surprise.

Cassie and I were eating at an outside cafe, enjoying the warmth of the sun under clear blue skies in late spring. 

“Hollywood!” I heard a voice call out loudly.

If I hadn’t been looking at her at that very moment, I would have missed it. The brief look of surprise, shock, even anger, before a mask settled over her face, and she once more looked like the eternally pleasant woman I knew and loved. She ignored the comment, even as the man who’d called out approached us.

I looked up to see a young guy, not much more than college age, with a puzzled look on his face. “Hey, Hollywood, it’s me, Darrell!” He was standing beside our table before he finished.

She looked up at him, with a look of confusion and irritation. “Excuse me,” she said. “Do I know you?”

His look of confusion and embarrassment trumped hers. “I … I’m sorry, you, uh you look an awful lot like someone I used to know.” Once he started speaking in full sentences, his rural accent came on strong. I thought it might have been from West Virginia, or Tennessee. Then again, I was never good with accents.

She gave him a tolerant smile. “That’s quite alright. I get that a lot.”

He leaned over peering at her, and that was a little too much for me. I stood up. “A case of mistaken identity I’m sure. My wife and I would like to finish our lunch now.”

He stood back up, looking me over. I did the same to him. He was dressed in blue workman overalls, a name, Willie, on a white badge over his right breast pocket, A & A Autos emblazoned over his left. His outfit was dirty, greasy, especially over his arms and legs, smudged in several places. He had long greasy hair. 

I don’t think he appreciated my silent appraisal. He brushed his hair back and wiped his hands on his legs. “Sorry,” he mumbled, glancing back down at my wife, who now seemed to be watching him with an almost amused air. “It’s just, I mean, you could be the spittin’ image of her. I didn’t mean nothing by it, ma’am.”

He backed away from the table, and resumed his way down the block, glancing back at us once, before I took my seat. “Weird,” I said. “Hollywood? What kind of name is that?”

“There’s plenty of weirdoes in the world, darling, let’s not let it interrupt our lunch.”

But it had. Frankly, I didn’t think it was a big deal, but she wasn’t the same after that. She was trying too hard, forcing her laughter, acting all romantic in public. It finally started to bother me, but I let it go.

* * * *

I’m not a suspicious man by nature, pretty much just the opposite. But her behavior was odd, and remained odd. I couldn’t get a grip on it, but something just wasn’t right.

It was three days after the strange little outdoor scene that I accidentally overheard her on the phone. I had no idea who she was talking to, but it wasn’t good. I’d missed part of the conversation but it only took one word to capture my attention.

“… Hollywood! I almost died … Willie, Willie Schifflet … How do I know? But there he was, larger than life, lookin’ at me like I was some alien … I don’t know, he wants me to meet him … Thursday, I don’t want to, but he’s threatening … No! I couldn’t, it would ruin everything … Yeah, I guess, what choice do I have? … okay, I’ll let you know after lunch, God, I’m sick over this. I thought it all was behind me … Sure, love you too.”

I slipped back out to the garage, where I was supposed to be cleaning out the attic space. It must have been a hundred and twenty degrees up there. I’d gone in to get a bottle of water, and instead found a mystery. Not a good one, from the sounds of it.

I was sitting on the pull-down ladder, going over what I’d heard in my head, when my beautiful Cassandra opened the door to the garage, and walked over to me with a tray containing an iced tea pitcher, and two glasses full of ice. “Thought you might be thirsty,” she offered, with a big smile.

“I’m dying out here,” I said, and it was truer than she knew. I poured myself a glass of the sweet tea, and finished it in three gulps, before getting a refill. She set the tray down and poured herself one. “You need any help?” she asked.

“I’m almost done,” I said. “Maybe ten or fifteen more minutes, that’s all.”

She gave me a hug, and scrunched up her nose. “You’re getting a bath, soon as you finish. Then, if you like, I thought we could break in a new set of sheets I bought. I found some 1500 thread count Egyptian cotton sheets that Doris says are like laying on a cloud.”

“Sounds like a plan, just let me finish up,” I said.

She gave me a kiss, and I hoped it was only my imagination that heard desperation in her voice when she hugged me. “I love you so much, baby. Only you. I hope you know that.”

“Of course,” I said, trying to make light of it, but wondering why she felt the urge to say that now.

Speaking of plans, I decided I needed one for Thursday.

* * * *

The woman tried her best to fuck me to death for the next couple of days. And the harder she tried, the more concerned I became.

I wondered how she expected to get away with it. We worked in the same building, and had lunch together nearly every day. She wasn’t very devious about it. On the way to work in the morning, she just came out and told me.

“I need to run some errands at lunch. I’m going to take the car. I hope you didn’t have plans,” she said. 

She caught me by surprise and it took a few seconds to formulate a response. “No, no plans. Just lunch with my wife,” I said. “You want company?”

“Not today. You’d just be bored.”

Yeah. I bet.

It wasn’t hard for me to track down Jerry and convince him to loan me his vehicle. I just had to wait until he walked by my office, since his was right next door. He didn’t ask any questions, just threw me the keys. “Only has a quarter of a tank of gas, so don’t go too far.” It was just like him. I needed it, he gave. I know not all business partners are close, but we always were. It’s good to have friends.

I was wearing a company t-shirt, ball cap, and sunglasses, when I pulled out in his Audi, following my wife. There was no need for trickery, or sneaky tactics. She drove straight west, almost to the suburbs, before pulling into a motel parking lot. I was getting nervous and upset, as I waited at the end of the row of cars, and parked.

I don’t know where she got the tote bag from, but she was carrying one as she approached a door on the ground floor. I was beyond nervous and upset, and tracking toward angry, maybe even furious. My wife was meeting someone at a motel for lunch! Funch, was probably more like it.

It only took me a few seconds to jog across the parking lot, to the door she entered. I pressed my ear to the glass, to see if I could hear what was going on. I was torn between waiting to see what was going to happen, and making sure nothing did. It didn’t take long at all to opt for the latter. I put my hand on the door handle, and was surprised to feel it turn. She hadn’t locked it.

Opening the door a crack, my worst fears were realized. It was that mechanic, Willie; at least I’m pretty sure it was. I’d only seen him the once, and that time he’d been wearing clothes. Now he was completely naked. My fury surged, and I threw the door open.

It was a strange tableau. The shout I had readied stuck in my throat. I heard a terrible keening explode out of my wife, and she dropped to the floor, in a dead faint. Willie leaped across the bed away from me hiding in the space between the far side of the mattress and the wall, crouching down and huddling in the corner. There was money, lots of money, scattered on the floor in front of Cassandra, where she’d dropped it. 

Why was she paying money to a naked man? 

“I didn’t touch her, man,” the huddled redneck whimpered. “I swear.”

I was too stunned to speak for a while, taking in the scene. I probably should have tried to help my wife, but my mind wasn’t functioning. The guy looked like he was starting to get his courage up, and was crawling toward the end of the bed, where I saw his crumpled clothing.

“Talk,” I said taking a step his way.

He scuttled backward. I don’t know why he was so afraid of me, but he appeared terrified. “Don’t hurt me,” he said. “We didn’t do nothin’.”

“Talk!”

He curled up in a ball, only the top of his head appearing over the edge of the mattress. “I … I knew something was going on with Hollywood. All dressed up like that, out with someone like you. She’d made it. We had always laughed at her big city dreams, but she made it. But the way she acted, I knew she was hidin’ something.”

“And …” 

“I wouldn’t a forced her. You know how she is. I figured she owed me one for old times’ sake, if I was going to keep her secret.”

“Was this the first time, you and her …?”

His head bobbed up and down quickly. “Took until a couple of days ago to hunt her down. Ain’t many women look like Hollywood.”

I was standing in what had to be several thousand dollars. Dozens of $100 bills. “The money?”

“I … I guess we crossed lines. I thought we were going to, uh, you know. Looks like she figured on paying me in cash.”

“Paying you for what?”

“Keep her secret I guess.”

“What secret?”

“Her past.”

“What—”

“Alex?” I heard my wife’s trembling voice. I looked down at her, and dropped to one knee to help her. I had to. It was instinct. 

“Cassie, take it easy, okay?”

A naked man almost ran me over, leaping across the bed, his clothing in one hand, shoes in the other. It wasn’t worth giving chase. I’d get the truth out of her. Whatever it was. 


A Surprising Confession

I called in, and took the afternoon off for both of us, while we drove back to our home. We were halfway there, before I was finished clearing my schedule.

“You want to tell me what that was all about, ‘Hollywood’?”

“Oh, God, Alex. What did he tell you?”

“A lot,” I lied. “Now I want to hear it from your lips.”

“Please, can’t we just let it go? It doesn’t matter. It’s old history. We’re happy aren’t we?”

“If it doesn’t matter, why did you go to that motel room to fuck another man?”

She shrieked. “No! I’d never do that, never! I was just going to pay him to go away and stay quiet.”

“Pretty expensive secrets. You had ten thousand dollars.”

“I … I was going to offer him five. I’d only give him the rest if he insisted on more. It was my money, from before. I wouldn’t use our money.”

We drove in silence, while I waited to see if she was going to come clean. It didn’t look like it. “When we get home, I want to hear about your past in your own words. Not his. No more secrets, Cassie. I’m going to expect you to be honest with me.”

“Please, Alex,” she whimpered.

“Do you want me to go by what he said?”

She looked over at me in fear. “What … what did he say?”

“No. I want to hear what you have to say, and then we’ll compare. Honesty, Cassie. This is a big deal. Too many lies, too much deceit. I better not catch you in any more, you understand? I want to hear everything, and if it doesn’t match up, there’s going to be hell to pay.”

I felt a little bad for her; she cried the rest of the way home.

* * * *

When we arrived, she headed straight for the master bathroom. She took a long time cleaning up, and when she came out she went straight for the bed, climbing under the covers.

“No, Cassie,” I said, glaring at her.

“Please, Alex. This is so difficult for me. You have to know that. Come lay with me, hold me, and I swear, no more secrets. I’ll tell you everything.”

I gave in, seeing her in pain. I stripped down and climbed in the bed with her.

“I love you, Alex. More than I ever thought I could love anyone. Remember that, please.”

I steeled myself for the worst, and all I got was confusion.

She was poor white trash. Big dreams. She left home, abandoning her past, and came to the big city on her own, determined to ‘make’ it. They called her Hollywood, because she was always talking about running off to Hollywood to become a star. Instead she headed to D.C., the seat of power, where she was going to become a person of substance. She practiced her speech, until she could hide her accent, and kept her location a secret from her family and friends.

That was her big secret.

“That’s it? No previous marriage, secret children, jail time, vengeful jilted lover, nothing like that?”

“N-n-n-o,” she stammered. “Is that what he said? Why would he say that?”

“Why were you so worried about keeping your past a secret if that’s all it was?”

“I’m not that girl. I didn’t want you to think I was. I’m not trailer trash no more. I was getting an education, and I had a good job. Money in the bank. Good clothes. My own apartment. That’s who I am. Not some stupid blonde bimbo from the hicks.”

“So that’s really it? No more secrets.”

She was slow to answer. Like not at all.

“Spit it out. I need to know.”

“You’re just going to think I’m another dumb blonde. I don’t want you to think of me like that.”

“Honey, you’re not blonde,” I reminded her.

She sniffled. “Of course I am. You don’t really think this is my natural hair-color?”

Actually, I did. I’d never seen her with anything else. She kept her pussy shaved, so I didn’t have anything to compare it against, except her eyebrows, which were a medium brown. “You’re blonde?”

She nodded.

“Jesus, Cassie! I’ve known you five years, and only now find out you’re a blonde? Any more surprises for me?”

She looked up at me, and I saw there was more to come. “Oh my God, there is! What else don’t I know about you?”

“My name’s not Cassandra. It’s Heather.”

Heather? Her name was Heather? “What the fuck? No it’s not. I’ve seen your driver’s license, our marriage certificate ... oh shit! Are we even legally married?”

“I changed my name. Heather sounded like a dumb blonde. Cassandra sounded so much smarter.”

“Crap. Now what am I supposed to call you?”

“Wife?” she whispered. “Love, darling, honey, sweetie?”

“Tell me that’s all, please.”

She was quiet. “My family ain’t all dead.”

I pulled away from her. Did I know anything about her? All I could do was stare in confusion. “You said ...”

“I know what I said. I was embarrassed. I’m redneck, hillbilly, trailer trash, Alex. You wouldn’t want to be with someone like me. A dumb-blonde from the hicks.” She was crying, and as much as I was in shock, I couldn’t stand to see her cry. I took her in my arms, and held her, kissing her forehead.

“I miss my Momma, Alex. She may be a drunk and a cheap no good slut, but I miss her. I want her to know that I did good. Not like they said. I got a good man, and a great life. I want to tell her about it.”

“No more secrets, alright?”

“No more, I swear. I didn’t mean to lie to you, honey. I had created a new life for myself. I put that old one behind me. I hope you don’t hate me for it.” She was clinging to me like I was going to make a break for it.

“I could never hate you. I love you, Cassandra, or Heather, or whatever the hell your name is. I don’t care if you’re a blonde or brunette, or bald. I don’t give a damn where you came from, or what you were like before you met me. You’ve been a wonderful wife, and I love you.”

“I don’t excite you anymore,” she said, feeling between my legs. “Now that you know the truth.”

“You do,” I whispered, reaching down and cupping her buns.

“No I don’t. You don’t have to lie to me. I may be stupid, but I’m not that stupid. We’re in bed, naked, and it’s like you don’t even want to touch me.”

I kissed her deeply, doing my damnedest to convey just how much I wanted her. As my body responded to her, I freed myself from her embrace, and eased her onto her back. She looked up at me, teary eyed, while I knelt between her legs. She looked down and I saw a hint of a smile when I rubbed my new erection between her legs. “You’re really a blonde?”

She nodded. “Almost platinum.”

“I’d like to see that,” I told her.

She sighed as I pressed my cock into her. “You want a dumb-blonde for a wife?”

“Sorry, I already have a wife. She’s not dumb. The blonde thing? That could be interesting.”

She grinned. “Alex Sanders! Do you have a thing for blondes?”

“For one.”

“I’m serious!”

I started stroking into her. “I sometimes fantasize about you as a blonde. That and as a red-head.”

“Me?”

“Of course. From the first day I met you, you’re all I fantasize about.”

She reached down and grabbed my hips, wrapping me in her long slender legs. “Really? Just me?”

“Just you, Cassandra.”

“Call me Heather?”

“God, Heather! Don’t you know how much I love you? You shouldn’t have felt you needed to keep any of those things from me. They don’t matter. No more secrets, alright?”

She nodded, and pulled me into her. “Make me yours again, Alex.”

“You are mine. Always. And don’t forget it.”

She whimpered as I thrust into her. I looked at her, trying to picture her with blonde hair, maybe a little curly blonde tuft between her legs. It helped explain her bright blue eyes. 

I was surprised at how quickly the need for her overcame me. I tried to slow down, pull out, something. She wasn’t having any of it, her legs keeping me trapped, thrusting up against me. “Come for me, husband,” she pleaded. “Come for me.”

I did, groaning as I thrust deeply, pumping her full.

She smiled, then pulled off of me, and pushed me onto my back. She moved down the bed, and took my messy cock in hand, stroking me, then sucking. “I am your fantasy, aren’t I?” she teased.

“Always,” I groaned.

She sucked a little life into my cock, then started teasing me. “Red-head?”

“Blonde first.” I gasped, as she took me into her mouth again, sucking me fiercely. “Maybe you could grow a little hair down there. It’s blonde too, right?”

She grinned. “Almost invisible it’s so blonde.” A few teasing sucks, and she was looking at me with mischief in her eyes. “It itches like hell to grow it back.”

“For me?” I pleaded.

“What’s it worth to you?” she giggled, licking me cruelly.

“I won’t spank your ass for keeping secrets, and trying to give some jerk $10,000. How’s that?”

She grinned. “It’s a nice start. How about you and me we take a vacation. I always wanted to go on a cruise.”

“And you’d go as a blonde?”

She nodded, a big smile on her face. “Top and bottom. It itches like hell to grow it back so I’m expecting a good cruise.”

“Caribbean?” 

“Hawaii,” she countered.

“Hawaii?”

She grinned. “I … I’ve got one more secret. It’s a new one, so you can’t get mad okay? It’s not like the others.”

“One more. This is it. No more after this one.”

“Promise you won’t get mad. It’s kind of a big one. Really big.”

Now I was getting worried. “How can I promise, if I don’t know what it is?”

“Trust me, please?”

Trust her. That was the whole problem here, wasn’t it? She’d lied and hid everything about herself. I never even knew who I’d married. “I’ll try, alright?”

She nodded. “You’re going to be a Daddy.”

In a day of shock and surprises, nothing stunned me like that one. “Daddy?”

“Please, Alex. You promised you wouldn’t get mad. You said you wanted to start working on a family. You said so. I thought it would be a nice surprise.”

“Daddy?”

“Yes. Daddy. I’m five weeks pregnant.”

“With my baby?”

She glared at me. “What kind of question is that? Of course it’s your baby!”

“I … I didn’t mean … I mean, me, a Daddy? We’re pregnant?”

She giggled. “I am. I don’t know about you.”

I grabbed her tight, pulling her close. “God, I love you so much. I can’t believe it. We’re pregnant. I’m going to be a dad! Five weeks?”

She was laughing now, hugging me. “You’re not mad?”

“Mad? Of course not! This is wonderful!”

After I’d almost crushed her, she pushed me on my back, and used her mouth to get me hard again. Then she mounted me, hushing me every time I started to speak. Once she had me where she wanted me, she sighed, sitting upright. “I love this,” she sighed.

“Me too. A lot. Ride me Cassie.”

She grinned. “Heather, call me Heather.”

“Ride me Heather. I love watching you on top of me. I love the way your tits move.”

She started rocking again, making me moan. “They’re going to get bigger.”

Heather/Cassandra was a demon in bed. She could take complete control one minute, driving me completely wild, and then the next she was my submissive little fuck-doll, up for anything. She was in control mode, monitoring me, pacing me, using me.

“I want my Momma to come stay with us for a while.” She slowed almost to a stop, doing that crazy thing she did with her pussy, milking me with her insides.

“Of course. She’s your family. They’re always welcome. You didn’t need to keep them a secret.”

“You can’t fuck her, Alex. None of them, you’re mine.”

“Wouldn’t … think … of it,” I groaned.

She sat up bouncing merrily away. “You’ll think about it. Especially if my sisters come. They’re all sluts. They’ll try to get you. That’s one reason I kept ‘em away.” She slowed to a stop, leaning over and kissing me softly. “You wouldn’t leave the mother of your baby, would you?”

“Never,” I whispered, holding her butt, thrusting into her. 

The evil girl settled back down, giving me no room to work. “Promise me, Alex. Nobody but me. I’m your woman. Promise me.”

The teasing was too much. She shrieked when I rolled her over onto her back, pounding into her fast and hard. “You’re acting blonde, Heather,” I growled. “I don’t want nobody but you!”

“Promise me,” she moaned.

I paused, buried inside her. “I did. With my wedding vows. Nothing has changed that. Nothing ever will.”

“You love me don’t you? Really love me?”

“Of course! Now can I please fuck you? You’re driving me crazy!”

“Puppy me?”

“Stop talking?”

“Woof?”

I laughed as she struggled to her knees, waving her sexy rear at me. I guess she’d gotten the message. The only words to escape her mouth for the next several minutes were little grunts of ‘yes’, ‘harder’, ‘fuck me’, and the occasional bark.

When I’d finished with her, she cuddled up to me. “You love me,” she whispered.

“Did you just figure that out?” I gasped, trying to catch my breath.

She giggled. “You’re going to be a good daddy.”

“I hope so. You’ll be a great mom, I just know it.”

“Did you mean it? The whole family is welcome here?”

I wasn’t sure I liked the sound of that. “How much family are we talking about?”

“Momma of course. Then there’s my older sister Brandy she’s twenty-five, and Bubba’s twenty-four, but he’s in the army. After that are my younger sisters, Dakota who’s twenty-one, Misty who’s nineteen, Tiffany’s seventeen, and the youngest Travis. Misty’s working somewhere out west and Travis is in Juvie, so they wouldn’t come.”

I thought about that a moment. “Your older sister is twenty-five? How does that work, Heather? You’re twenty-six.”

She blushed. “I’m not.”

“Oh God. How old are you?”

“You know how when we met I told you I was twenty-two?”

“Yes. I remember that quite clearly. You insisted on showing me your ID.”

“It was a fake ID. I was seventeen.”

“Damn it, Heather! Did you want me to go to jail?”

“I made you wait until I was legal, December sixteenth.”

“December sixteenth? Your birthday is in June!” I glared at her. “Another lie?”

She cuddled up, and started rubbing the magic wand. Her get out of jail free card. “Don’t be mad, Alex.”

“I thought there were no more secrets?” I said, exasperated.

“I guess I forgot about that one. It’s not a big deal.”

“What about your birth certificate? Your driver’s license, all that stuff?”

“I bought ‘em. Well, I guess you bought ‘em.”

“Is Wilson even your last name?” I asked.

“Mine, Brandy’s and Bubba’s. Dakota and Misty are Renslows. Momma, Tiffany and Travis are Smiths, I think,” she said softly, slowly moving down the bed, playing with my cock, looking up at me anxiously. “I don’t think Momma married that last guy. Or if she did, she didn’t take his name.”

“Please, baby. Tell me that’s all the secrets.”

She was kissing around my waist, narrowing in on her target. “That’s all I can think of. If I remember any more, I’ll tell you, okay? No secrets from my baby-daddy.”

Her mouth settled home, and I brushed her hair back, picturing her as a redhead. Then as a blonde. She’d be a sexy blonde.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, as I swelled inside her mouth.

“Wanna try and get me pregnant?” she teased.

“You’re already pregnant,” I reminded her.

“Silly. I know that. I asked if you wanted to try,” she said.

We tried. Twice.


I Gain a Family

Before Heather was even showing, the property was a mess. She didn’t want to move, she loved our neighborhood, and her friends. But I was adamant that something had to be done.

Once the relatives moved in, I realized it was going to take dynamite to move them out. 

I now understood Heather’s demand of a promise from me. Four sexy sluts under my roof was a temptation, since every one of them seemed intent on convincing me that they should be allowed to stick around. I had more offers of sex the first couple of weeks, than I had in a lifetime. They didn’t take it hard when I said no. They simply nodded and told me if I ever changed my mind, I wouldn’t have to look far. Unless they’d been drinking, then their offers would often become a little more insistent, rambunctious even. But that wasn’t much more than about six times a week.

I don’t think the four of them owned a single pair of panties between them. Her Momma was barely 40 years old, I guess she must have been somewhere around 14 or 15 when she started popping out babies. She was a temptation, not as blatant as the sisters, but embarrassingly affectionate for a mother-in-law. Stunningly gorgeous, with a body that defied time, especially having popped out seven kids in 10 years.

Baby sister Tiffany showed up four months pregnant and starting to show. No daddy to be found. The other two sisters had five kids between them. That was conveniently forgotten, when I was informed about their visit.

The guest cottage we’re building is a six-bedroom, five-bath monstrosity, connected to the main house by a covered walkway. Not much of a living space besides the bedrooms. A small living room and an eat-in kitchen. Those won’t get much use anyhow.

So the guest house is for the sisters and their brood. Each sister has her own bedroom and bathroom, and there’s a big room for the boys, and another for the girls. One more I expect will be used as a nursery, unless one of the two missing siblings showed up. Seems like no matter what I say or do, her Momma won’t leave the main house.

I’m not complaining, although it may sound like I am. My wife is deliriously happy, and does her damnedest to make sure I am. I’m spoiled rotten by a house full of sexy, usually half naked young women, and one older one. The kids seem to adore me, and I have to admit, they’re cute as buttons, ages two through seven, and I don’t mind spoiling them a bit. Heather reminds me to be careful with them; they’re not used to having one man around all the time.

Most of her family seem to have a thing against wearing clothes. Particularly shirts. They think it’s natural to run around in a bra or even topless. I saw more tits in the first couple of weeks they were there, then I’d seen in a lifetime. Again, not complaining.

I seem to be a convenient chair and rubbing post for the houseful of hotties. Heather’s extremely patient, even encouraging, but she reminds me regularly that there’s only one pussy I’m allowed access to. The good news is that whenever one of the sister-sluts gets me worked up, Heather drags me away while they laugh at my expense, and she takes care of my ‘problem’.

There haven’t been any more secrets from Heather. She’s almost completely back to being a blonde, and I’ve noticed that even if she’s not the sharpest knife in the drawer, she’s a rocket scientist compared to the rest of her family. I think that gives her a little confidence. I don’t hear her talking about being stupid or a dumb-blonde anymore.

Everyone’s eager for the guesthouse to be completed. I won’t allow the sisters to have men over in the main house, and her mother hasn’t shown any inclination. I imagine once the building is completed, I’ll have a little more quiet in the home.

It’s not what I expected, but I have to admit I’m happy, and my wife is too. The rest of them seem ecstatic, except for the no-boyfriends-over thing. I don’t imagine they’ll be around that long. They’re beautiful, sexy, nice, and very willing. Quite the catch, if you don’t mind the built-in instant families. 

Tiffany is ready to pop any day now. Looks like Heather’s going to be about six weeks later. I’m taking Lamaze classes with both of them. I’m a little nervous about the way Tiffany looks at me. The others tease, and act very willing. Tiff has a different look, like she has plans for me. She’s cute as hell, but Heather assures me that she and her mother have things under control.

And then there’s her Momma. The woman is very much at home. Very. Doesn’t believe in closed doors, or any personal privacy. Doesn’t think twice about walking in on me and Heather, when she’s unwinding me. Momma thinks my lap is her personal possession, and is firmly convinced a kiss isn’t a kiss unless there’s tongue involved.

She’s the worse tease in the house, getting me hard any chance she gets, and then calling her daughter over to ‘do her duty’ and take care of me. If she’d wear longer skirts or panties it wouldn’t be so bad, but I’ve never seen as much pussy as I do in any one evening around the house. Lately she’s determined that when she’s in the bedroom wing, clothing is optional. 

The last couple of weeks, more than once I’ve found her in our bed. She’s taking care of my wife, rubbing lotion into her belly, giving her back rubs, rubbing her feet. She’s eager to teach me how, but it’s pretty awkward, with the two naked women in my bed.

So far she’s been teasing. A lot, but that’s all. Last night was the first time that I ended up between the two of them, in the bed. It’s always been Heather in the middle, but this morning I woke up to her mother stroking my cock. I was afraid she was going to try something, but all she did was cuddle up to me and get me really hard. Then she woke her little girl, and told her to do her duty, and keep her man happy. That’s me. Her man.

“You do it, Momma, I’m tired,” my pretty little wife said.

“No baby girl. He’s your man. It’s your job. You have to do it for all of us.”

That made me feel a little safer. Enough to put my arm around Mom and give her a sleepy hug.

“You could suck him. That wouldn’t be cheatin’,” Heather mumbled.

Mom didn’t like the sound of that. “Don’t put up with that, Alex! As long as she’s able, it’s her duty. You need to show her.”

“Momma,” Heather sighed. She rolled onto her side, pushing her rear toward me. She had added a little cushion back there in the last few months, but I liked it. I turned on my side, maneuvering myself in place. Meddling Mom wouldn’t leave well enough alone, hanging onto my cock, pulling her daughter’s leg out of the way, and guiding me home.

Weird, making love to my wife, while her mother cuddled up behind me. “Don’t let her take no attitude with you, Alex,” she whispered. “I raised her better than that.”

I love spooning with Heather during sex. I can rub her swollen belly, and play with her big, milk-laden tits. It didn’t take me long to finish in her, in spite of her mother’s involvement.

When I rolled away, pleasantly sated, Mom got up and returned after a few minutes with a warm washcloth. She took care of both of us, and then climbed into the bed again cuddling up to me.

“Mmm. Thanks Mom, that was nice,” I said. It was a damn good way to start the day.

She chuckled, and started playing with my cock. “You want to go again?” she asked. “You deserve it. You’re a good man, Alex. Better’n any of us deserve.”

“He’s the best, Momma,” Heather argued, rolling over and cuddling into me, her big belly pressed against my side.

“I know that, sugar. That’s what I was saying. You did good, baby-girl. Real good.”

Her hand was stroking me, and I felt the hardness returning. Mom had a soft touch, and her tit was softer. Somehow it had found its way into my hand. She didn’t seem to mind.

Heather settled in, resting her head on my arm. “Don’t you have to go to work?” she asked.

“It’s Saturday,” I reminded her.

She sighed. “Let’s just sleep a little longer, alright?”

“He’s almost hard again, baby,” Mom said softly. Her hand was making sure of that.

“Please, Momma. I’m so tired.”

“Think about your man, Heather. The big house he gives you. Those nice cars, all those fancy clothes. When was the last time you didn’t have groceries or hot water? When did you ever have bill collectors calling? When did you ever have to give the plumber or the landlord a little something to tide ‘em over until the next paycheck?” She was leaning into me, her leg over mine, her lips kissing my chest.

“Nine months pregnant with you, I was still standing ten hours a day, working the checkout at Piggly-Wiggly. You don’t have to work a lick. I best not find you’re shorting your husband, girl, or I swear I’ll take a strap to that fat ass of yours!” she hissed angrily.

Heather sighed. “I know he’s the best, Momma. Don’t you think I know that?”

“You need to show him, girl.”

“He takes care of you too, you know. All of y’all. You could help a little.”

“Do you really want Brandy or Dakota takin’ care of him? You gonna let them get their claws into him? They might not be pretty as you, or near as smart as you, but you give them a whiff of a chance, and you know they’re gonna try to steal him away.”

“Not them, just you, Momma. You won’t take him from me.”

“We talked ‘bout this, baby girl. So long as the doctor says you can do it, it should be you. You don’t want me takin’ care of your man any longer than we have to.”

This was all news to me. I hadn’t been part of any such conversation. I will confess, it had me aching hard.

“Just a suck, Momma. That’s all. Give him a nice little sucky. You gotta start sometime, right?”

“After the baby,” Mom argued. “And only till the doctor gives you the okay.”

Heather opened her eyes, and looked up at me sleepily. She gave me the pout. All 10,000 watt candlepower. “You don’t mind, right Honey? It’s my Momma, she’s okay.”

I hugged her. “You sure you want that?”

“You love me,” she purred, closing her eyes and cuddling in.

“Of course I do.”

“I’m carrying your baby.”

I chuckled. “Yes you are. And you’re gorgeous while doing it.”

“Let Momma suck you. I don’t mind. Nobody gonna take you from me.”

“Not in this lifetime.” I almost jumped when I felt the warm mouth encase my cock head.

“She suckin’ you?”

“Yes,” I said, trying to suppress my moans.

“Nice?”

“Very,” I admitted.

“Mmmm. Good.” She snuggled in tighter. “That’s all, okay? Sucks. Nothing more ‘less the doctor says so.”

“Of course,” I said.

Mom was good; she delivered a soft, relaxing, comforting morning blowjob. It was so different than her daughter’s, nothing playful or passionate about it. She took her time, drawing it out, so gentle that at times I almost felt I could fall back asleep. 

Heather was already sleeping again, a tiny whistling snore escaping her lips, which made me smile.

I closed my eyes, and concentrated on the wonderful feeling below. “Gonna come, Mom,” I whispered.

She sped up a little, but that was all. When I could hold back no longer I groaned and erupted inside her mouth. 

My wife’s mother gave the best finish to a blowjob I’d ever had. She seemed to understand any hint of sensitivity, her warm sucking mouth cleaning me, keeping me comforted until it slowly slid off.

She climbed up the bed, and cuddled up to me. 

“That was amazing, Mom.”

She giggled. “I’ve got a bit of experience. Now don’t go thinkin’ I’m gonna be doin’ that whenever you want. You’re Heather’s.”

“I know. It was still great.”

She cuddled in close. “‘Course anytime she’s not available or feeling worn down or logy, I’ll help you out. You have to understand, the last couple of months can be rough on a girl.”

“I wasn’t going to force her, Mom. I wouldn’t do that.”

“Well I don’t want you havin’ to go out to get your needs met. We can take care of you right here at home, understood? You don’t need to be tomcatting around.”

“I wouldn’t.”

“Sure, you say that now, but let a couple of day’s backup build-up, and then where would you be?”

“Right here with my wife. I’d never cheat on her.”

Mom leaned over and brushed her girl’s hair back. We both chuckled to see the little bit of drool beneath her mouth. “She’s a good girl. She loves you like nobody’s business. Don’t hurt her.”

“I love her more. She’s my everything, the mother of my baby,” I reminded her.

Mom adjusted herself in my arms, and placed my hand back on her breast. “We know the kind of man you are, Alex. A good one. Handsome, successful, you could have any girl you want. Women know that, and know what a catch you are. I want you to always remember, anything any other slut will ever offer you, we’ll double it. You don’t ever need to leave this house for your pleasure.”

“I’m not shallow. I would never cheat on my wife.”

“I know honey, but things happen. You might have a drink to many, and some little whore will be all over you like white on rice. You need to remember the kind of woman you have, your baby, your family. You fight them off, Alex. You fight them off, and you come home to her. To us, we’ll take care of you. Whatever the sluts offer, we’ll better it.” 

She kissed my chest, and her wicked hand was playing with my cock again. Her voice dropped, hardly more than a whisper. “I might’n not be smart as my girl, and I got a few miles on me, but I know how to keep a man happy. Any little tramp offers you anythin’ that’s got you thinkin’ a strayin’, you tell me, okay? Give us first chance, for the baby.”

I wondered a little about what kind of life they came from, where this all made sense to them. “I will Mom. I promise.”

“Good. You wanna nap a little longer? Maybe I should get up and make us breakfast.”

“Stay a little longer.”

She gave me a brilliant smile. “You don’t mind? I know I’ve been kind of pushy, forcing myself in on you. I just needed to make sure my baby-girl is takin’ care of you right. I don’t mean nothin’ bad by it.”

“I don’t mind. This is nice, relaxin’ with my girls.”

She stopped stroking and slowly looked up at me. An older version of my wife’s gorgeous face looked up at me, eyes moist. For a moment I thought about how beautiful she must have been at Heather’s age. “You … you think of me as one of your girls?” she said.

“Well, you are, aren’t you?”

She nodded. “I’d like to be, but my baby comes first, understand? Wouldn’t be fair otherwise. I’ll be second, but Heather stays number one.”

“Of course. She’s my wife, and mother of my child. I love her.”

Mom was quiet, kind of clingy, and then her hand was back to work. I was well sated, but there was something comforting in her touch. She didn’t yank on my cock, or squeeze it. Her hand was slow and gentle, and amazingly starting to get a reaction.

“You’re not joshin’ me, Alex, are you? I know what I am. Tiffany’d be better; she’s plumb in love with you. And Dakota? One nod and she’d be in here wringin’ you inside out. Say the word, and I’ll make it happen. You don’t need to be settlin’ for an old woman.”

“No Mom, I don’t need Tiffany or Dakota. I’m happy with things as they are. And don’t go calling yourself old. You’re experienced. And a hottie,” I teased.

She climbed up the bed, and placed her lips on mine. I finally understood why she said those kisses she’d been giving me were just friendly. The woman could kiss like Earnhart could drive. Unbelievable. She was an expert at multi-tasking as well, her hand getting me hard, until she was climbing on top of me, and before I knew it I was inside of her.

I moaned against her lips, and was shocked when she started riding me. She reached out to shake Heather’s shoulder. “Wake up, baby,” she urged.

“Not yet, Momma,” Heather mumbled, eyes still closed snuggling in close.

“He said I could be one of his girls, baby. He said so. I didn’t ask or nothin’, I swear.”

Heather opened her eyes, and looked up at me, then down at her mother lying on top of me. “Really?”

“Just now, I promise,” her mother answered.

“I’m number one, Momma. He’s mine.”

I was totally confused and feeling more than a little awkward to have my mother-in-law riding my cock while holding a conversation with my wife.

“Of course, Honey. I told him. Didn’t I, Alex? I said she had to be first, didn’t I?”

“You did. She’ll always be first in my life. Always.”

Heather struggled to sit up, and to my surprise, she was hugging her Mom, and they were cryin’.

“I told you, didn’t I? He’s the best. He loves me, Momma. He really loves me.”

“I know, baby. We’re so lucky. You did good. Thank you. I … I know I don’t deserve this. I wasn’t always the best Momma, but I tried.” She eased her girl’s arms away, and then wiped her eyes. “He don’t need this right now. I got a job to do.”

She sat up a bit and started to put some more effort into dealing with my erection.

“You mean it?” Heather said, gazing into my eyes. “Momma’s your girl?”

I started to finally get a sneaky suspicion there was a lot more to this being my girl, than I had imagined. “Not if you don’t want it.”

Her eyes opened wide. “No! I mean, Yes! It would be perfect. It’ll make everything so much easier, especially after I have the baby.”

Her mother was distracting me, and I looked up at her. She was smiling, and I saw tears in her eyes. “I’ll be good to ya, Alex. I swear. Won’t nag, won’t complain about nothing, and I’ll never say no. I won’t be demanding neither. I’ll just take up the slack if you’ll let me.”

“Say yes, Alex! Say she can be wife number two. It’ll be perfect.”

Wife?

“You want that?” I blurted.

“More than anything ‘cept carryin’ your babies. She’ll be the best. I can trust her. I already love her. And she’s tougher than me. She’ll make sure that we’re always one and two, right Momma? A team.”

“Always, honey. Nobody else takin’ our place. Anyone tries, they’ll be dealin’ with me.”

Admittedly, the sex had tailed off during the discussion, the surprise and distraction dealing a tough blow to my hard-on. Mom noticed. “We’ll talk details later, baby girl. Our man needs some lovin’, and this ain’t doin’ it for him. Feed him some a that titty of yours, while I get him up again.”

Any discussion I desired fell to the wayside, as my mouth was filled with Heather’s nipple, and her mother’s mouth was filled with my confused cock.

The confusion didn’t last long, and Mom was riding me again, like a woman possessed. The face full of titty became adoring blue eyes staring down into mine. “Thank you,” she whispered. “You didn’t have to, but thank you. I know you did it for me. God, I love you!”

She settled her mouth over mine, and stole my breath away, refusing to stop until I unloaded several minutes later in her mother’s pussy with a groan. 

I lay there holding each woman at my side, their naked bodies draped over mine, faces inches apart, chattering away about all the new changes. When Mom got up to hit the bathroom, they kept jabbering away, louder, until she returned and cleaned me up again. Their conversation moved down the bed, as they repositioned themselves at my waist. Every now and then they’d ask me some mundane question, and I’d answer, still bewildered by the sudden changes. They took turns sucking on me, playing with my cock, giggling like schoolgirls. When they were slow to get the response they wanted, they got serious a while, delivering the most incredible dual blowjob, until miraculously, I was standing tall. With another bout of giggles, they returned to their conversation, back to playing with my cock and taking turns.

“Do him, Momma. Let’s get him off and have breakfast,” Heather said.

“No baby, he’s yours. You know the rules. Nobody twice in a row but number one.”

“Except …” Heather said.

Mom had started sucking again keeping me ready. She pulled away. “‘Less’n your unavailable, or celebratin’, or an emergency.”

“We’re celebrating, Momma. Do him. Do him good.”

“I don’t wanna take your turn, honey. Wouldn’t be right.”

“Share him with me, then. I’ll go a while, then we’ll switch off.”

That seemed to be acceptable and Heather gave me a short ride, back to telling me how much she loved me, and how kind I was, for making Mom my girl. She was gorgeous, glowing, her swollen stomach a reminder of all she meant to me. She burst out in laughter, grinning, stretching her arms to the sky. “This is going to be perfect!” she cried out. 

She leaned over and gave me a sweet kiss, then climbed off. “Do Momma now. Show her Alex. Make it good for her. Show her you really do love her too, that this isn’t just for me.”

Mom lay down beside me, smiling. “How d’you want me, husband mine?”

What the hell, right? I’d stepped in it, but wasn’t gonna look a gift horse in the mouth. “Just like that, wife.”

She almost broke out in tears when I said wife. I climbed on top of her, and made love to her. The tears didn’t start until she gave me her first orgasm. “Love you, Mom.”

Heather was lying next to us, staying involved with little kisses and soft touches. “He loves you, Momma.” She smiled for me, tears of joy streaking her cheeks. “Can you give her another one?”

I tried and I did, moments before I groaned filling her with my cum.

After that I put my foot down. No more lovin’ until after breakfast.


A New Family Member

The women aren’t good at hiding things, especially the change in family dynamics. Mom was lovin’ on me every chance she got, with my gorgeous wife eggin’ her on half the time, smiling as they took turns draggin’ me to the back of the house for a little release, once the teasing became too much.

The sisters rapidly picked up on the changes, and their teasing picked up big time. All except for Tiffany who was waddling around, her belly about as big as I’d ever seen. 

First time Heather left the house, Dakota decided she was going to crank up the pressure. She had cornered me in the pantry, wearing a crop top with no bra, ultra-short skirt with no panties. I turned and she was there, reaching between my legs. 

“You doin’ Momma now?” she had asked, leaning into me, pressing her body against me, while her hand aimed unerringly at my crotch.

“Behave, Dakota,” I said softly, trying to make some space between us.

“I’m better, ya know. Better’n all of ‘em. I owe you for takin’ me and mine in.”

“You don’t owe me, you’re family.”

“Not the way I see it. You treat my kids better’n their daddy ever did. Buildin’ me a house ‘n all. Sissy won’t mind if I make it up to y’all.” Her hand was holding my erection, while her nipples burned into my chest. I was backed up against the shelves, no place to go. 

“No way. Heather made it clear, you and your sisters are all off-limits.”

“Momma isn’t? How’s that fair? C’mon Alex, I know you want me. It don’t hafta mean nothin’. I need it, baby. It’s been way too long for me.”

Her devilish hands had my pants open, and one demanding hand was clinging to my cock, when the pantry door opened, and Mom was standing there. “Damn it, Dakota, leave the man alone!”

“Why, Momma? So you can have him?”

Mom didn’t talk. She grabbed her girl by the hair, and dragged her out of the pantry. I followed for a few steps until Dakota let go of my cock. “Momma!” Dakota whined, as she was dragged along.

I hadn’t even made it out of the kitchen before Brandy caught me. She was a little slicker than her sister. Sneakier. She stepped forward, verifying her mother and Dakota were out of the room. She was dressed a little better, but not much. Halter top and Daisy Dukes, barefoot. She reached for my pants, but unlike her sister, she tucked me in, and zipped up my shorts, handling me gently before she had me put away.

“Don’t blame her, Alex. We’re used to our share of lovin’ and it’s been awhile. Seein’ you’n Heather goin’ at it three, four times a day, it’s hard on us.”

“You’re beautiful girls. You should have no lack of men paying you attention.”

“Shit. Course we’re used to attention. Plenty of that. But seein’ what Heather got, it makes us want more, y’know? A real man. A good man.”

She took me by the arm, her breast pressing against my bicep. She turned with me, and guided me into the living room. I followed docilely, still stunned by her sister’s action. Once I was seated, Brandy climbed into my lap. “So Momma’s yours now too? Heather’s cool with that?”

It would have been useless to deny it. In the four days since our early morning bedroom antics, Mom had made her new position clear, and at least twice a day took her turn taking care of me. 

“I didn’t plan on it, you know.”

“No, I understand. Heather’s gonna be out of play for a few weeks, after the baby. Makes sense that Momma would take up the slack. We all could, you know. We’d love to do that for you. We’re not tryin’ to steal you away. We wouldn’t do that.”

Her words said one thing, but her actions seemed to indicate otherwise. She had an arm around my neck, wiggling her butt, pressing her lips against my neck.

“Brandy, I love my wife. She’s all I need.”

“Of course you do, honey. That’s part a what makes you so damn adorable. All I’m sayin’ is that if Heather needs a little help takin’ care of business, you shouldn’t have to limit yourself to Momma. Let me take care of you. I’d love to. I know you’d love it. I swear.” She gave me a quick little kiss, then slid off my lap, leaning against me, just as her mother showed up.

“Leave the man alone, Brandy,” Mom said.

“We’re just talkin’ Momma. Besides, how come you can take care of him, and we can’t?”

Mom sighed, and plopped herself in my lap. “He’s not like the others, Brandy. You know that. He’s a one woman man. He’s Heather’s. I’m just helpin’ a little.”

“We could help. I’m not gonna steal him. I’m not like that,” Brandy said.

“I know, baby. But once you start helpin’ you know what that’s gonna do to Dakota and Tiff. And Dakota don’t have your control.”

Brandy nodded. “And we both know how Tiffany is.”

Mom agreed. “She’s hormonal, on top of everythin’ else.”

“Can’t you talk to Heather, Momma? We can share nice.”

I had kept out of it, holding Mom in my lap, my hard-on digging into her butt. “I don’t want to be shared, Brandy. I’m happy with it just being me and Heather. I love her, more than anything.”

Brandy leaned into me, rubbing my arm. “Course you do, Alex. We all know that. I’m just sayin’, if Momma can share, why can’t we? It don’t have to mean nothin’ more than we love you and appreciate all you’re doin’ for us.”

“Heather doesn’t want me messing with you and your sisters. I’m not going to go against her wishes. She’s comfortable with Mom helping,” I tried to explain.

“Is that all she’s doin’?” Brandy assisted. “Sounds to me like you made Momma one of your girls. That’s more than helpin’.”

Mom jumped in. “It was his decision. I didn’t force him or nothin’! Heather’s still number one.”

“So? I don’t need to be number one, Momma. You can still be number two. I just wanna be part of it. I need a good man too. I got two babies to take care of. Don’t shut me out.”

Mom nodded slowly. “I understand, baby girl. I do. But it’s Heather’s decision. Not mine. You need to back off for a while. She’s seven months pregnant, and you know what that does to a woman. Leave it alone until she’s had the baby.” She reached down and started rubbing me. “Maybe by then she’ll be open to a little more help. Her man will have needs she can’t provide for. Don’t rush it.”

“You really think so? I can help?”

Mom stood up, pulling me off the couch. My hard-on was on display. “You never know, right? This man is used to lots of lovin’. Someone will have to take up the slack.”

Mom took me in back, and made sure I was thoroughly satisfied. When she was done, she leaned against me, idly playing with my cock. “Brandy?”

“Brandy what?”

“Is she the one you want? Not Dakota?”

“I don’t want any of ‘em, Mom. Just Heather.”

“And me, right?”

“Of course you. But it’s not the same. She trusts you. She’s happy to let you help.”

“Brandy’d be good to ya. She’s ready to settle down. She ain’t as pretty or smart as Heather, but she’s a good girl. Real lovin’. Dakota would want to be number one, so would Tiffany. But Brandy would be fine with bein’ number three.”

“This is kind of crazy, Mom. I’m not used to this kind of attention. Heather really is enough for me. I’d never do anything to jeopardize that.”

Her hand was doin’ a good job of resurrecting my alter ego. “Heather ain’t selfish. I raised her better’n that. She knows you’ll have needs.” She straddled me, and slid my cock back home. “I’ll do what I can, or course, but Brandy would be a good choice to help.”

“No, Mom. Heather’s more than enough woman for me. If there’s any slack needing taking up, I’m sure you’re plenty capable.”

And there was no doubt she was willing enough. None.

* * * *

The guest house was mostly done. The inside was still getting some final work. The girls selected the paint schemes, which were kind of scary, but they had to live there, not me. They were running around a lot, picking out furniture, drapes, carpets, the works. Every time I turned around it seemed I had a half-naked sister hanging all over me, trying to thank me for all I was doing. 

I bought them a couple of cars, nothing fancy, just something they could get around in. A two-year old Volvo station wagon, and a four-year old big ass Suburban with the rear bench that could seat ten. Nearly the whole family in one vehicle. I was damn near raped after that one. The girls had me pinned down and depantsed before Mom was able to run ‘em off. After that, I decided that Mom and Heather could buy anything they needed. It was too dangerous for me to get involved.

Three days after buying the Suburban, we were filling up the vehicles, and running Tiffany over to the hospital. Four hours later I was in the delivery room, holding her hand, while she gave birth to a beautiful little baby girl. The nurse passed her to me, and I only held her for a few moments before passing her on to Tiffany. Tiff looked exhausted, pale, her hair slick and stuck to her head. She also looked as happy as any one person can be, while she held her baby. 

Mom was in the room with us, and she leaned over and brushed her daughter’s hair back tenderly. “What are you going to call her?”

Tiffany smiled, looking over at me. “Her name is Cassandra.”

“That’s a beautiful name,” I said.

She reached out to me, and I took her hand. I was still somewhat in shock. This whole giving birth thing was new to me. There was a new baby girl in the world. “Alex, I want to put your name down as the daddy on the birth certificate. Can you do that for me?”

“Me?”

She nodded. “Please. I want my baby to have a daddy. I know I’m not one of your girls, and I’m not asking that. But you’ve done more for me and my baby than anybody in the world. Please? For my Cassie?”

How can you say no to a woman who’s just given birth, provided the miracle of life? “Only if Heather says it’s okay. If it’s alright with her, I’d be honored.”

She kissed her fussing baby on the forehead, and passed her to me. “I think I’m going to sleep now,” she whispered, closing her eyes, and wearing a smile that looked like it would never leave her face.

When the nurses took the baby from me, I was still in a daze. Mom walked me out of the room, and announced the good news to the gathered horde. I sat down next to Heather, who looked like she was almost ready to get a birthing room herself. “She wants to put me down as the Daddy,” I said.

“Well I should hope so,” Heather said. “Seeing as we’re paying for everything, putting a roof over her head. It’s not like there’s anyone else claiming the right.” She frowned. “You didn’t say no, did you?”

“No. I told her that if you were okay with it, I’d do it.”

“Good. What did she call her?”

“Cassandra.”

Heather looked like she was going to cry. “She named her baby after me? Her first baby?”

I nodded. “She called her Cassie.”

* * * *

There’s something to be said about family. I’d heard all kinds of horror stories about how difficult it can be with a new baby. Not when you have three doting aunts and your mother under the same roof. There was always someone around to take care of the infant, and my only role seemed to be rocking her to sleep.

It’s a powerful thing, holding a helpless infant in your arms, rocking and talking to her, until she falls asleep. For some reason, little Cassie always calmed for me. Whenever she got too fussy or whiney, someone would hunt me down, and place our little girl in my arms. I didn’t complain.

Once Tiffany was up and around, she’d follow me around like a baby duck, waddling slowly in my wake. If I sat down, she’d sit near me. She didn’t talk much, but the way she looked at me broke my heart. The girl was seriously infatuated. Whenever I was holding little Cassie, she’d move even closer, watching her daughter, then looking up at me. Often as not she’d eventually end up leaning against my shoulder. 

For some reason, Dakota and Brandy backed off with their attention, while Mom and Heather let Tiffany get closer. If Heather walked in the room, then Tiffany would move away to make room for her sister. Other than that, nobody got between us, if she could help it. She wouldn’t argue or fuss, but if anyone was sitting in what she thought was her place, she’d just stand there, looking forlorn, until she got her way. 

It was four weeks after we’d brought her home, that Heather and Mom ambushed me in bed.

They’d just worn me out, taking turns, giving me one of their awesome dual blowjobs, then fucking my brains out. I was laying back, exhausted, content to be holding my two girls, feeling Heather’s big belly pressed against my side. I’d heard that some women had to stop having sex toward the end of their pregnancies, but with two weeks to go, Heather was still going strong, even if our positions were limited. Mom took up the slack.

It was Mom who broached the subject. “We think you should make Tiffany one of your girls,” she said.

Before I could even form an answer, Heather was jumping in. “She’s changed, Alex. She’ll be a good number three. Your name is already on the birth certificate.”

“And Heather’s going to be unavailable for several weeks. Tiffany will be ready, right about then,” Mom added.

“Brandy can be number three if you want, and Tiffany could be number four, but if we don’t make Tiff one of your girls, we’re going to break her heart. She’s crazy about you,” Heather said.

“She’ll be good to you. You know that. I’ll make sure she understands her place,” Mom said.

“She named her baby after me, Alex.”

I sat up, pulling out of their arms. “Whoa! This is getting crazy, Heather. Don’t you understand that I don’t need anyone but you? You’re my wife, my dream woman. The mother of child. You’re all I want.”

She nodded. “I know that. Everybody does, right Momma?”

Mom smiled. “Yep. That man loves you like nobody’s business. Plain as day.”

Heather struggled to sit up, and I helped her. She rubbed her belly, smiling. “My baby is going to be the luckiest little boy in the world.” Then she looked up at me. “This isn’t about you needing more than me. We all know that. It’s doing something wonderful for Tiffany. She ain’t never been in love, Alex. Never been around a good man. Heck, she’s barely had sex. Twice she says, and then she got knocked up.”

“Think about it, Alex,” Mom said. “It won’t cost you nothing. You’re already takin’ care of her, taking care of all of us, for that matter. Just give her a little affection, and we’ll let her have a turn a couple’a times a week. You’ll make her the happiest girl in the world. Now she’s like a little lost puppy. Breaks my heart to see her like that. She should be happy.”

I turned back to Heather. “You want this? Really? Whatever happened to not touching your sisters?”

“She won’t steal you. She can’t. Even she knows that by now. Let her be number three, at least for now.”

“There ain’t room for her in this bed,” I said.

Mom shook her head. “She has her own room. I’ll give up my place when it’s her turn. I know you ain’t thinkin’ of makin’ Heather give up her spot, even if she can’t take care of you. She’s number one, and don’t you be forgettin’ ‘bout that!”

“Of course not, Mom! I’d just as soon have nobody here but her.”

Mom looked upset, and Heather smacked me. “Take that back, Alex! He didn’t mean it, Momma. He loves having you here. Tell her, Alex.”

Sure enough, Mom was almost in tears. I put my arms around her, and pulled her close. “That came out wrong. I love her, Mom. From the first time I saw her. I always want her by my side. Always. But I love you too. You make us better. I want you with us. And I sure don’t want to be giving up some of the best damn pussy around.”

She sniffled, then smiled. “Wait’ll you try my ass. Ain’t none better.”

“Momma!” Heather squealed, then giggled. 

“We’ll it’s true!” she laughed, then tried to climb inside my skin. “I love you too, Alex. Best man I ever had, and there’s been a few of them. I’d rather be number two for you, than number one for any other man alive.”

I hugged and kissed on her for a while, letting her know that I appreciated all she did. “I love you, Mom. The last couple of months have been the happiest I can remember.”

She got teary eyed again, which for Mom meant it was time for her to blow me. I don’t get it, but whenever she got like that, it wasn’t more than a couple of minutes before I’d be in her mouth. I was completely tuckered out from their previous attention, but Mom was good like that. If I was wore out, she’d be gentle, loving, taking it easy on me. It always felt great, and chances are, with enough effort, she’d get results. The woman could suck cock like nobody else.

I brushed Mom’s hair back, watching her for a minute, before turning back to my wife. She was resting with her head on my shoulder, her belly pressed against me. 

“You really want me to include Tiffany?” I asked.

“I do, Alex. I know it won’t lessen your love for me one bit. And she needs it.”

“How? How would I go about doing something like that? Just tell her?”

Heather seemed to think it over. Then she nudged her mother. “What do you think Mom?”

“Not my business. He’s your man, Heather,” she said, before taking me back in her mouth.

“Please, Momma. You’re better at this than me. Should I just go get her?”

Mom eased up, leaning on one side, her hand stroking me easily. “It’d be something if he’d romance her. She’s never had nothing like that. Tiffany’s a good girl. She deserves something nice. You seen it yourself. Not once has she made a move on him. She’s learned. I’d take it slow if I was you. I’m just sayin’.”

Heather was nodding. “I like that idea,” she said to me. “Bring her in slow. Could you do that?”

I almost laughed. “I can try, baby, but there ain’t nothin’ slow about none of your sisters.”

“At least give it a try. If she gets shy about it, comin’ between us and all, Momma can talk to her,” Heather said.

I adjusted my position, so Mom could keep working on me. It was feeling really good, and the idea of banging young Tiffany was helping. I was mostly hard, and Mom was making sure it stayed that way. 

“What about the others?” I asked. “It’ll probably break Brandy’s heart if I take on Tiff and not her. And Dakota will be furious.”

Heather pouted. “You don’t want all of them do you? I’m not going to be out of commission that long.”

I gave her a squeeze. “No way. I don’t want nobody but you - you and Mom of course. I’m just talking about hurting feelings here. I don’t want to make nobody unhappy. But you least of all.”

She settled back down, and I groaned when Mom decided to put all her work to good use, climbing on top and straddling me, easy my cock home. 

“Just Tiffany for now, Alex,” Mom said. “I’ll talk to Brandy and Dakota. I’ll make it right with them. They’ll understand. We’ve all seen how Tiffany is right now. She needs it more’n all the rest of them combined.”

I stroked Mom’s thighs, while she pleasured me. Turning back to Heather, who was resting on my shoulder with her eyes closed, I asked her again, “Are you sure about this, Heather? I don’t want to mess things up.”

She gave me a half smile, cuddling in closer. “Won’t mess nothin’ up. You’re mine. You love me. You’re gonna be the best daddy ever.”

I kissed her forehead. “Alright. I’ll see what I can do. But I’m gonna take it slow.”

She sighed happily, her hand stroking my chest. I reached up for Mom, and she laid down on me, kissing me, while riding my cock. “You’re the best, Alex. Lovin’ me and my girls. I know we don’t deserve you, but I swear, you’re gonna be the best loved man in this whole damn country.”

I suspected she might be right, and Mom spent a long time that night, proving she was a woman of her word.


Tiffany Makes Three

Tiffany had been following me around again, once I got home from work. I figured it was time I started the romancing. I sat on the couch, when it was just me and her, and of course she moved into position right beside me.

I patted my lap, looking at her. “Come here, beautiful.”

Her eyes opened wide, and she quickly started looking around. I almost laughed. I gave her a tug. “On my lap, girl. Now.”

I could tell she was nervous, but she did it, sitting sideways on my lap. I tugged her closer, getting her situated. She was a pretty thing, no doubt about it. She had the family looks, even if she was still carrying a little of her baby weight. It made her cute, cuddly.

“Who’s your baby’s Daddy, Tiff?”

She smiled, and her face lit up. “You are.”

“She sure is a pretty baby, isn’t she?”

Tiffany nodded. “Prettiest baby ever.”

I turned her head, and kissed her lips softly. “Thanks for choosing me. I’m gonna be a good Daddy to her. I’m gonna take care of both of you.”

She leaned against me, her hands rubbing up against me, as if to reassure herself that I was there. “I know.”

“I want to take you out to dinner tonight,” I said.

“It’s not even Friday,” she answered. Friday was dinner night, when I took the whole crowd out.

“Not everyone, Tiffany. Not dinner night. Just you and me.”

“Me?” 

“That’s right. Just the two of us.”

“B-b-but Heather … Momma will kill me.”

“No she won’t. I told her, told them both. It’s okay.”

“Just me? Like a date?”

“Shouldn’t I be allowed to take out my baby girl’s Momma?”

She nodded eagerly.

“Good. Seven o’clock then. Dress up nice.”

Her face clouded over. “I don’t have nothin’ nice, Alex. Nothin’ like Heather does. I don’t want to embarrass you.”

Hell, I knew that. What was I thinking? The nicest any of the sister’s had was their good cut-offs, and best t-shirt. 

“I got a better idea. Wash up and put on something for going out. You and me, we’re going shopping, and then to dinner. Can you do that for me?”

She looked up at me with her big innocent eyes. “I’ll do anything for you, Alex. Anything.”

I gave her a little kiss, which she insisted on escalating, throwing her arms around my neck and clinging on for dear life. It took me a bit to escape her clutches. Right around then Mom showed up with a crying Cassie in her arms. Tiffany scrambled out of my lap, and Mom gave me our girl. It was only a few seconds before she calmed down for me. Hell if I know why.

I looked up and Tiffany was standing to one side, looking scared. I figured it was getting caught by her Momma. “Mom, I’m taking Tiffany out tonight. Help her get ready, we need to leave in half an hour.”

Mom gave me a big grin, reached over and took Tiffany by the hand. “Let’s go girl. We got some work to do.”

I sought out Heather who I finally found in the new guest house, working with her sisters on the final touches to finish up the place. Honestly the decor was garish and almost frightening, but it made them happy, so what the hell. I separated Heather from the crowd.

“I’m taking Tiffany out for dinner,” I explained.

She smiled. “Take it easy on her, she don’t know nothing about romance.”

“Nothing crazy. Just a little shopping and dinner.”

“Good. You gonna bring her to bed tonight?” Heather asked.

“Slow, remember?”

“Okay, I just figured if you wanted to, it would be alright. For the first time it would be good if Momma was there. She can handle her best, that’s all.”

“Not tonight, maybe in a few weeks,” I said.

“A few weeks? That’s crazy. No, you’d  be killing her. I want her in our bed by this weekend. I don’t have much more time before our son’s gonna want out. You need to do it before then.”

“Heather, I’m gonna do this at my pace, or not at all,” I insisted. “Do you understand?”

She gave me her patented pout. “Of course. I didn’t mean to be pushy. But I’m telling you, if you romance her then don’t bed her, she’s gonna be going crazy. Just remember that.”

“It’s not even been five weeks since she had Cassie. Her body’s probably not even healed up enough for sex,” I reminded her.

“Then don’t fuck her. Just bring her to bed. She can suck you, and be part of us. Just don’t get her worked up and lock her out.”

I swear, I didn’t understand those women one bit. But I also knew it was pointless to argue. “I’ll think about it, okay. Don’t rush me. You’re all I really want.”

“And Momma,” she pouted.

I just looked at her.

“And Momma!” she insisted.

“Stop it!” I hissed. “You know better than that. I love Mom to death, but you’re all I really want, all I’ve ever wanted. You need to remember that.”

She was quiet for a second, then slid into my arms, as far as her extended belly would let her. “Don’t ever say that, Alex. I know, but you can’t say that. It would break her heart. You said she was one of your girls. Number two. You said so.”

“I did, but you have to remember that as far as I’m concerned, there’s a huge gap between number one and number two.”

She sighed, hanging onto me. “I know, but she’s my Momma. She loves you like crazy, more’n I remember her loving anybody. Don’t hurt her, Alex.”

“I’m not going to hurt her, baby. I do love her. Just not like I love you.”

“Bringin’ Tiffany in is hard on her. She’s worried about getting replaced. Moved down to number three or worse. She won’t say nothin’ to you, she never would, but it scares her. You need to make sure she knows that she’s not in danger. That you really do love her, that it’s not just for me. Please, Alex?”

“Then why are we doing this?”

“Cause it’s Tiffany. Her baby, my sister. We wouldn’t do it for nobody else. Tiffany’s family. We gotta take care of her. She needs this.”

I tilted her head up and kissed my beautiful wife. “Alright. I get it. I’ll make sure Mom knows she’s my number two, and nobody’s gonna change that. I’ll get Tiffany in our bed by this weekend too, since that’s what you want. Okay?”

She grinned and gave me a hug so tight, I was afraid she was gonna push our baby out right there on the patio.

I left her to her sisters and went and got changed into something nice. By the time I was ready, Mom and Tiffany were waiting expectantly. Tiffany looked gorgeous, her hair brushed out, makeup on. She was wearing a skirt that was almost presentable, coming halfway down her thighs. A nice button down shirt with nearly all the middle buttons done up. 

“You looked beautiful,” I told her, and the poor thing blushed. “You did a great job with her, Mom.”

Mom looked please, if a little nervous. I could see it now, that she was less confident than she always appeared. I took her in my arms and kissed her hard. She was wriggling against me before I was done. I whispered in her ear, “Love you Mom. You’re the best. I can’t wait to get home and fuck that sexy body.”

She giggled and pushed me away, but she couldn’t resist running her hand over my crotch. “Have a good time,” she said. 

We did have a good time. At least I did, I’m pretty sure she did as well. We spent about an hour at Nordstroms, picking out a handful of outfits for her, one of which she wore out of the store when we were done. We got her some nice shoes, but nothing with too high a heel, since she was having problems with them. 

I thought she was going to die when I took her into Victoria’s secret and made her get new panties and bras, along with a couple of sexy teddies. She was glowing before we were done.

A short stop at the jewelry store for a necklace had her almost in tears. The roses had her clinging to me like a barnacle.

Dinner was nothing too fancy. The girls didn’t like fancy food. A nice steakhouse, dim lights, a bottle of wine, and by the time we were done, she was feeling no pain, and more than a little amorous.

I was walking her back to the car, my arm around her waist, when she pulled me to a stop, and hugged me. “Best night of my life,” she said grinning up at me. “I love you so much.”

It was a simple little kiss, nothing too crazy, but it left tears in her eyes. “I know, baby. I love you too.”

“But not like Heather,” she pouted.

“No, honey. Not like Heather. Heather’s number one. She’ll always be number one, you understand?”

She nodded eagerly. “Heather’s number one. Your first. Your real baby Momma.”

“It’s not just that. I’ve loved her since the first day I saw her. She’s good for me. She makes me better. If it weren’t for her, none of you would be here. You understand that, right? I never would have even met you.”

“I know. Heather’s number one. Always.”

I gave her another kiss, a long one. “As long as you remember that, we’re good.”

We weren’t in the car five seconds before she was leaning over the console, opening my pants. 

“No, Tiffany. Not like this,” I said, brushing her hands away.

She pouted, looking up at me, still struggling to get to my cock, which was hardening for her. She was abso-fuckingly-lutely adorable. “Don’t you want me to suck you? I’m not good like Momma or Heather, but I’ll try real hard.”

I stifled a chuckle, and pushed her hand away. “Wait till we get home.”

She almost killed both of us, trying to climb on top of me, at 40 miles an hour. “I love you. I love you so much. I’m gonna treat you so good. You don’t even have to make me one of your girls or nothin’.”

“Get back in your seat, sweetie, before you kill both of us. I love you too, and can’t wait to feel that sexy mouth on my cock.”

So much for going slow.

Mom and Heather were waiting up for us. When we entered the house, Tiffany was hanging onto my arm like she’d never let go. My other arm was occupied, holding her new wardrobe.

We weren’t two steps in the door before Tiffany was blabbing. “He said I could suck him. I didn’t force him or nothin’. He said so.” 

Mom nodded and put her arm around her little girl. “We know, baby, right Heather?”

Heather approached and took the load of clothing out of my arms. “Of course. You don’t really think my man would do that, without me knowing?”

Tiffany was still clutching my arm, her fingers digging in good. “I … I know you’re number one, Heather. I told him. I swear I did. I told him I didn’t even need to be one of his girls. But I have to love him. I have to.”

Mom, miraculously, pulled her off me. “We know. But you know the rules, right?”

Tiffany nodded slowly.

“Good. C’mon then. We need to take that man to bed. I bet you’ve got him all worked up.”

Tiffany grinned. “Hard as a rock, for hours.”

“So what are we going to do about that?” Mom asked.

“Whatever he wants,” Tiffany answered.

“Good girl. Now get on to that bedroom. You’re wasting time.”

Tiffany took off like a shot, and was already half undressed by the time she disappeared out of sight. Mom took the clothes from Heather, who gave me a big kiss. “Thank you,” she said. “I’m sorry I pushed you to do it so soon. I appreciate it. You’re the best.”

“You’re the best, Heather. The best wife any man could ever want.”

She gave me another peck. She looked around and once she was sure that Mom was out of earshot, she started. “Here’s the deal. Let her give you a suck to finish. Then you tell her that Mom needs to show her how to do it right. Put her in her place. Mom will work with her on the second one, and when you’re good and hard, Mom’ll give you a ride. After Momma, Tiffany has to suck you ready for me. You don’t fuck her, Alex. Not yet. When you’re ready, you need to love me. Make it good. Show her who’s number one, okay?”

I nodded, trying to understand all the subterfuge. “Tiffany blowjob. Then Mom and Tiffany, then I do Mom. Then Tiff sucks me hard for you, then I finally get to do what I really want to do.”

She smiled for me. “Exactly. We’ll probably keep her overnight. If she gets squirrelly she can suck you again, but don’t fuck her. Not for at least a week. Then we’ll make her yours.”

That’s pretty much how it went. When I got in the bed, eager little Tiffany went straight for my cock like a starving baby bird. It was obvious she wasn’t skilled like Heather or her Mom, but you couldn’t fault her effort. 

It felt weird, being naked in the bed, with Heather and Mom, while Tiffany did her best.  When I was ready to come, I gave her fair warning before blasting a big load in her mouth. She took it like a trooper, looking up at me with adoration in her eyes. It was nice. 

I urged her up the bed, to lie on top of me, between her Mom and sister. I kissed her, long and slow, while caressing her body. She did have a great ass, that’s for sure. When she was done, she still had that love-struck child look in her eyes.

“That was nice, Tiffany. Thank you.”

She grinned. “I love you, Alex. I’ll do that anytime you want. Anywhere.”

I gave her buns a squeeze. “You’re gonna need to practice. You know Heather and your Mom are a lot better at it.”

She gave me a little pout. “I know, but I’ll learn. I swear. I’ll get real good for you.”

I gave her another kiss to reassure her. “I know you will. Now why don’t you let Mom show you how to give a real blowjob?”

Mom reached up and stroked her baby’s hair. “Don’t be mean to her, Alex. She’s young. She ain’t had much chance to learn.”

“I know Mom. It’s a good thing she has the best damn cocksucker in the world to teach her, isn’t it?”

Mom seemed to like that, and moments later I was on the receiving end of a fabulous blowjob, along with a point-by-point explanation, and eager practice from young Tiffany.

Heather seemed to be enjoying the show. She was nuzzling my neck, then whispered in my ear. “Thanks. Mom loved that. Tiff really isn’t very good is she?”

I whispered back. “She tries hard. That’s good.”

“We’ll get her better. I promise. You’re gonna have to be patient, okay?”

“Always, for you.”

After about ten minutes of blowjob training, I took over. I know I was supposed to let Mom ride me, but I was tired of just lying there. I fucked Mom good, getting her off a couple of times, telling her what an incredibly sexy wife she was. She always loved it when I called her wife during sex. I pounded her doggy style to the finish, and Tiffany took over, at her mother’s direction.

She was already a little better. She did a good job, with lots of advice from Mom and Heather. But after two quick loads, I was slow to respond. Finally I needed more.

“Mom? Help her, okay?”

“She needs to learn, Alex,” Mom said.

“I know, and I’ll make sure she does, but right now I need to fuck Heather something fierce. Help me out, like only you can do.”

I imagined Tiffany was a little disappointed, but I really did need to make love to my wife. I was feeling weird about everything. Mom acquiesced and had me ready to go in just a few minutes. 

I gave her a big kiss for thanks, and gave Tiffany another one. “Thank you for trying. We’ll get you there, I promise. I love you baby girl, but I need to do Heather now.”

Tiffany nodded. “She’s number one.”

I don’t know why I was so worked up, but I was desperate to be in my wife. She must have recognized my need, and she gave me everything I needed. It was a long, delicious fuck, and I was feeling much better when I was finally able to come for her.

I lay there, breathing hard, sweating heavily. Mom returned with a washcloth and cleaned me up. Heather was holding me, kissing my face.

“I’m sorry,” she said, and I saw tears in her eyes.

“Why?”

“I pushed you too hard. I could tell. You weren’t ready for this, and I kept pushing. You really don’t want anybody but me. I’m sorry. Forgive me?”

“I love you, silly goose. There’s nothing to forgive. We didn’t know how it would be until we did it. We’ll be fine,” I said.

I noticed that Tiffany and Mom were sitting still, on the edge of the bed. Tiffany looked devastated. I reached out for her, and pulled her close. She was tense.

“Come her baby,” I said, tugging her near until I could hold her. “I do love you. I love your Mom to death. I just need to take things slowly, okay? My heart’s full of Heather, and it’s gonna take me some time to stretch it enough to fit you in too. We’re gonna do it, but we gotta go a little slower. You understand?”

She nodded. “Do you really love me, or are you just being nice?”

“I love you tons. I’m just not used to loving more than one person.” I kissed her. “That last blowjob, getting me ready for Heather? That was a lot better.”

Tiffany pouted. “But I didn’t get you hard. Momma had to do it.”

“Your Mom is incredible at that. She’s the best. She’s gonna make you a whole lot better. I could already tell.”

“Really?”

“Really. Matter of fact, why don’t you practice a little more. I’m probably not gonna get there, but I’d love you to try.”

She tried, and while she did, I pulled Mom over. She came easily enough, and kissed me back as passionately as I could ask for. “Love you, Mom. I didn’t—”

She laughed, and kissed me again. “I know, Alex. I’m not insecure. I’m happy to be number two. I’ll never be number one, you’ll never love me like her, but I’m fine with that. I love you enough to make up for it.”

“You really are the best, you know that? I am so damn lucky.”

“You are, but you deserve it. You didn’t have to take us in, and you sure as shit didn’t have to take care of us and love us like you do. I swear on my life, husband mine, that I will make sure you never, ever, for one second regret it.”

I got a nice warm kiss, before she sat up. “Part of making sure you don’t regret it, is bringing my girls up to speed, so if you don’t mind, I’m gonna work with Tiffany. Twenty bucks say between us I can get you hard again.”

“No way I’m taking that bet. Between you and Heather, either one of you could get me hard an hour after I was dead.”

She grinned. “Smart man.”

I was exhausted by the time those women finished with me. It took them a lot longer than it would have if it had been Mom alone, but they managed to put some life back in my cock. Then Mom rode me forever, dismounting before I could finish. She and Tiffany continued my blowjob, driving me a little crazy, before Mom took mercy, climbed aboard and rode me to my finish.

Heather was snoring beside me, before I was allowed any rest. I just wanted to pass out, but Mom dragged me under the shower, and she and Tiffany cleaned me up. I got to play with Tiffany’s sweet body for a while, and that was fun. 

Back in bed, we all squeezed in, Heather beside me, and Tiffany squeezed in between me and Mom. I held Tiffany, letting my hands wander, telling her how much I loved her, and how much she was improving.  It was true. I was pretty sure I was going to enjoy having her as a third option.


Sister Madness

No secrets in our house. Tiffany was glowing, and always within reach, whenever I was around. Before dinner the next day, I had Mom and Tiff back in the bedroom for a couple of back-to-back blowjobs. The second one finished deep inside Mom’s sweet pussy. 

Heather was having bad heartburn, and wanted to be left alone after dinner. I tucked her in, and when I went back out into the living room, the women were having it out. As I had expected, Dakota was furious that Tiffany was allowed to play, and she wasn’t, even if it was only blowjobs. Tiffany wasn’t backing down, saying she loved me more than they did, and she was going to be number three. Brandy was disappointed, and taking it out on Mom.

I should have turned and run. 

Tiffany saw me, and dragged me over. “Tell ‘em, Alex.”

“Tell them what?”

“What you told me, about your heart needin’ time to stretch for more than Heather. Tell ‘em.”

I sighed, while two of the sisters glared at me.

I was stuck. It was just like I suspected, with Dakota the worst of all. I decided to do my best to calm things down. I walked over to Dakota, and gave her a big hug. She was tense, but finally relaxed a bit, and I kissed her. I could tell that surprised her.

“I love you all,” I said to her, glancing over at Brandy. “But you need to understand I’m not used to this. Damn, you are one sexy woman, and I know you’ll be incredible in bed, but it tears me up to be with anyone but Heather.”

“Didn’t stop you much, looks like,” Dakota snapped.

I was still holding her, and I gave her a little squeeze. Then I kissed her again, long and slow. “I love you Dakota,” I said.

She wasn’t buying yet. “Not enough to really love me though.”

I shook my head. “No, not yet. I wish it were. I bet you’ll rock my world.”

She smiled, and rubbed up against me. “I will. You have no idea.”

“I know. Someday, okay? Just not yet. I know I’m slow, but I need time.”

“I should be number two,” she said. “I’m the best. You can have Heather. She can be your number one. I wouldn’t take you from her. That wouldn’t be fair. If it wasn’t for her, we wouldn’t be here. Me and my babies wouldn’t have a home. But I should be number two.”

“No, Dakota. You should be number one.” Her eyes lit up, but I had to straighten her out. “Not my number one, but somebody’s. You’re not made to be number two. If I had met you first, I bet things would be different. But Heather got me. I’ll be hers forever. You don’t deserve to be anybody’s number two. You need a man who will treat you like you deserve, who you can give everything to, all the time, not waiting your turn. It would be wrong for someone like you not to be loving on a man all the time.”

She seemed to actually be paying attention. “I don’t want a man. I’ve had lots of men. I want you. A good man. A man who’ll make me number one. A man I can make happy. A man who’ll take care of me and my babies, give me some new ones. A man who won’t run, and won’t fuck around on me. I don’t want just any man.”

“Be patient. We’ll get you a man. A great man. You’ve got a house, a home, now. You’ve got a car. Anything you need, I’ll give you. I swear Dakota, you give me a chance, and I’ll find you a great man, a man you can have all to yourself. A man worthy of you.”

Dakota was quick to answer. “Nobody wants a woman what’s got two kids, Alex. They’ll fuck me, but they won’t take care of me. Most men ain’t like you.”

I ran my hands up and down her back, settling on her ass. No panties, I could tell. Hell I wasn’t even sure she owned any.

“I love you, Dakota,” I whispered, and then kissed her again.

She kissed me back, but not like earlier. “You’re just saying that.”

I reached down and squeezed her ass, kissing her again, longer. “I love you.”

She shook her head, eyes down-turned.

I tilted her chin up, and kissed her softly, teasingly, and felt her respond, her hips pressing against me. “I love you.”

The girl broke down in tears, clinging to me, on the verge of collapse. I picked her up, and walked past her surprised family, sitting on the couch and holding her in my arms. I let her cry herself out, doing my best to ignore the three other women in the room.

Once she started to calm, I kissed her again. She returned the kiss desperately. “I love you, Dakota. I swear I do.”

She nodded, and answered so softly it was almost impossible to hear. “I know.”

“You’re not like them, are you?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“You could never settle for being number two. You shouldn’t have to.”

She looked up at me, her face splotchy, her eyes brimming with tears. “I could make you so happy, Alex. I could.”

“I know.”

“Then why? Why not me?”

“Because my heart is full. I love Heather so much, more than anything I imagined possible. It’s not about the sex. I bet you’re better. I can only imagine how could you are.”

She smiled. “I’m the best.”

“I know, but it’s not that. It doesn’t make sense. It’s not like math where one and one is two. Heather is my everything. With Heather, one and one make a million. A billion. Once she got me, nobody else would ever be the same.”

“It’s not fair,” Dakota said.

“No, it’s not. You’re beautiful. You’re brimming with love, dying to give it to someone who deserves it. Trust me, Dakota. Let me help you find that someone.”

“I could still be one of your girls, until we did,” she said. “I wouldn’t even have to be number two. Heather won’t be able to take care of you soon. If you’d let me, I’d give you the best lovin’ you’ve ever had.” She grabbed my hand, and pressed it between her legs. She was soaked, and bald as a baby. I eased a finger into her, and she smiled, wiggling her hips, and I felt her pussy clamp down on my finger like a vise. “Best. Ever,” she whispered.

I rubbed her clit, and finger fucked her. I could only imagine how good she was, because I believed her. The best ever.

“Tell me honest now, Dakota. No lies. You could never settle to be number three or four.”

She looked at me sultrily, then sucked on her finger, teasing me. “No, I deserve better than that.”

“Number two? Would you ever be satisfied, with being number two?”

“I shouldn’t. I’m the best Alex. And my man is going to know it. Once I’m done with him, he won’t want nobody but me,” she said.

“I know. But that’s the problem. You could be the best sex since the beginning of time, and it won’t make you number one. Hell, your Momma gives better blowjobs than Heather. She ain’t even close to being number one. You’re the prettiest damn thing I’ve ever seen, and it don’t make you number one in my heart. Nobody will ever be number one for me, except for Heather. And that’s not fair to you.”

“Let me fuck you, Alex. Let me fuck you just once, and you’ll see.”

The woman had a one track mind. 

“Okay,” I said, easing a second finger into her pussy.

“Okay? Really? You’ll let me fuck you?”

“Not tonight. I’ve already gotten off a couple of times, and you deserve my best. I’ll talk to Heather, and if she’s alright with it, I’ll give you tomorrow night. All night. And I won’t have any sex tomorrow with anyone but you.”

She smiled. “Will you take me out like you did Tiffany?”

I kissed her softly, then placed another one on the tip of her nose. “I’ll tell you what. I’ll take tomorrow off, and give you the whole damn day. I’ll take you shopping, and out to eat. I’ll take you dancing if you want. And I’ll let you fuck my brains out. All night long.”

She grinned. “I’m gonna own you, Alex. You’ll see.”

I didn’t have the heart to ask her if she was that good, how come she’d never been able to hold a man yet. That was too logical, she was a woman. “I love you, Dakota. I’ll give you every chance.”

The demon girl pulled my fingers from her cunt and sucked them dry. “You’re not going to regret this, I promise. And I’m not gonna be mean about it neither. You can keep Heather and Mom. You can keep all of them. But you’re gonna be mine.”

Then she kissed me before getting up. “Tomorrow, nine o’clock. You’re mine.” Then she flounced her way past the onlookers, flipping up her skirt in back to show me her fine ass. 

Tiffany turned and stomped away, leaving me with Mom and Brandy.

Mom looked worried. “I see what you’re trying to do, Alex. But you’re playing with fire.”

“Mom, honestly. Do you think anyone in the world could take me from Heather, if you can’t?”

“No, honey. I know you love her. But she’s gonna be out of commission, and you lettin’ Dakota take a shot at you ain’t smart.”

I laughed. “Mom, did you just say that I ain’t smart? Me?”

She blushed. “I’m just saying it’s dangerous.”

I took her in my arms. “I’ve let you and Heather direct things so far. This time, let me do it my way, alright? I’m not gonna screw this up.”

Mom sighed and leaned against my chest. “Don’t hurt her, Alex. Dakota’s not like the rest of us. Just don’t hurt her, okay?”

“I won’t, I promise.” I looked up and of course Brandy was still there, taking it all in. Brandy, problem number two. 

I let go of Mom, walked over and took Brandy by the hand. “Come on, let’s talk.”

My tug didn’t work. She stood still, letting me pull on her arm, but refusing to move. “Why? So you can tell me how you’re gonna somehow find me a man too?”

I turned and faced her. “Brandy, let me ask you one question.”

“Go ahead,” she said, stone faced.

“Could you be with me, love me, be loved by me, knowing you’d never be number one?”

She didn’t take long to answer. “In a heartbeat.”

“Seriously. No matter what, you’d never be number one. Heather will always be first in my heart.”

She stepped toward me, lifting my hand, and kissed my palm. “Whatever you’ll give me, I’ll take. I’m almost twenty-six, Alex. I’m not a kid. I have two children I love to pieces. I’m not beautiful like Heather. My pussy can’t do magic tricks like Dakota. I have a ton of baggage.” She moved closer, wrapping her arms around my waist.  “I’ve never lived so good as I have since you took me in. You built me a house. You take care of me and mine. I’ll be happy to love you, and treat you good, if you’ll have me. Number two, or number twenty-two, I don’t care.”

“Do you love me, Brandy.”

She was slow to answer, biting her lip. “I don’t know. I love you like family. You ain’t given me much chance to see if I love you for real. My first husband, I thought I loved him. Hell, I was head-over-heels. Two years later, I hated his guts. I don’t love you like I loved him. Not yet. But sure as the sun rises, you’re the best damn man I’ve ever known. I could be happy with you. I want to love you, and given half a chance I bet I will.”

“Then let’s go for that walk, and figure out how to make that happen.”

She looked at me in surprise. “You mean it, Alex?”

“One hundred percent.” I took her hand, and pulled her after me. 

An hour later we were back. I hugged her and kissed her, and she responded wonderfully. “I gotta go talk to Heather. I’m hoping she won’t kill me after she hears about my plans for Dakota.”

Brandy nodded. “Try not to hurt Dakota too much. She doesn’t understand. She really thinks that she’s gonna take you away from Heather tomorrow. Be easy on her, alright?”

I grinned. “You don’t think she stands much of a chance do you?”

“Not a snowball’s chance in hell. You really gonna find her a man?”

“I will. It won’t be hard. I could find you one too, if you wanted.”

She pouted, and smacked my arm. “Don’t start bein’ an asshole now. You already found me one. All I’ll ever need.”

She gave me one last kiss, and pointed me to my room. “Talk to Heather.”

I braced myself.


One Night in Dakota

I more than braced myself. I went and got a shot of scotch, and downed it for courage. Then a second one, just in case. I knew I couldn’t put it off much longer, so I headed for my bedroom.

Mom and Heather were in the bed, waiting patiently. I was already nervous, scared of what Mom might have told her. I got undressed and climbed between the two.

Heather looked at me, raising her eyebrows in expectation. 

“Mom told you?” I asked.

“Dakota?”

“I didn’t know what else to do. I hate all the drama. I want everyone to be happy.”

“So fucking my sister all day and all night, that’s going to make everyone happy?” Heather asked.

“I … I think so.”

“Really? You want to try and explain that?”

So I did. It wasn’t rocket science. I’d give Dakota her best shot, and once she learned that wasn’t enough to even make her number two, I’d convince her to let me find her a man. At the same time, Brandy would be number four, but only after our baby was born. Tiffany would get to stay number three, and we’d train her up. Mom would always be number two. Always.

Heather nodded occasionally, listening without interrupting. When I was done, she looked past me at Mom. “What do you think, Momma? Think it can work?”

“Do you think Dakota could take him from you?” Mom asked.

Heather smiled, then she scooted up closer to me, and put my hand on her belly. “Nobody in the world, Momma. He loves me.” She looked up at me, “Don’t you honey?”

“More than anything,” I said.

She nodded. “What did I tell you, Momma? Smartest man in the whole world. I told you he’d fix everything, didn’t I?”

“You did, baby. I know you did. I just worry.”

“I know. Now give my man some loving. He’s wound up tighter than a twister.” She cuddled up to me. “You didn’t really think I’d be mad at you for trying to fix things, did ya?”

I sighed as Mom did her magic, sucking on me. “I was a little scared. I should have talked to you first. I never want to do anything that big without talking it over with you.”

“I trust you, honey. I’ll admit, before bringin’ everyone here, I was a little nervous. That was stupid. I know you love me. More than anything. Darn near as much as I love you. A little pussy would never steal you away. Not even Dakota’s.”

I reached down and put my hand on Mom’s head, slowing her down. I was in no hurry. “Is Dakota really that good?”

Heather giggled. “That’s the rumor. You let us know.”

* * * *

Yes, she’s that good.

I’ll admit it. I had a great time, all day long. Dakota was affectionate, loving, and fun to be with. We did all the things I promised, eating out, shopping, dancing. She was the center of attention at the club, but never accepted a dance from anyone but me. And that girl could dance. I was a little worried she’d wear herself out before we got to the good part. 

At home, we showered together, and brought a bottle of wine to bed. We used Mom’s room, no way I was going to evict Heather from our room, not even for a night. And Dakota’s room didn’t have near enough privacy for what I was looking for.

Dakota was incredible. Flexible as a yogi, athletic as a gymnast, creative as Picasso. Her body was a work of art, and I was blessed with getting to know every last inch of it. 

The girl had absolutely no gag-reflex, and deep-throated me on the first suck.  Her mouth was magical, easily Mom’s match. She had complete muscle control over her pussy. The second time we did it, she sat in my lap, upright, facing me. We stayed still, our mouths connected, kissing the entire time, while her pussy did things to me that I would never have expected possible. She would smile every now and then, when she did something new, and I would respond with a moan. 

She could get me hard, and keep me hard. I never, ever had the stamina I did with her. The first time was quick, while I got used to her. A few minutes of oral each way, half a dozen positions, with me taking the lead, and a great missionary finish. The second one, while she sat in my lap, must have lasted an hour. When my groans and moans were beyond my ability to stifle, our mouths separated.

“I’m gonna make you come for me, now. Don’t resist. Just let it happen.”

She still didn’t move her body, but that damn pussy of hers went into overdrive. Not a minute later I was coming as hard as I ever had. I nearly blacked out, and once I was clear-headed, I saw her smiling at me.

“The best?” she asked.

“Unbelievable.”

She laughed, stood up and dragged me back under the shower. We bathed each other and she sucked me for a while, not enough to get me full hard, but to keep me from going totally soft. Back in bed, we shared the wine, drinking straight from the bottle.

We started in 69, and I have to admit, her pussy was a delight to eat. She smelled wonderful and she was incredibly responsive. Once she was happy with the state of my cock, we started round three. That time, she was in control, and her cowgirl ride was breathtaking. She switched to doggy, and after a few minutes she reached back and started fingering her ass. I saw the glistening and peeked over her shoulder. The little sneak had a bottle of lube she’d somehow sneaked into the bed. She looked back at me, and passed me the bottle. 

“Lube it up. You’re about to have the best piece of ass in North America,” she said.

I don’t have enough experience to know if that was true or not, but it was the best I ever had. 

Dakota loved sex. That much was obvious. She loved it all. She was multi-orgasmic, and more than once I was afraid she’d have the neighbors calling the police on us. I love the feeling of making her come for me, over and over again. 

Once I was in her ass, I rode her down to the bed and fucked her for all I was worth. I held her down, pounding her, reveling in the delicious tightness, getting off on her response. 

She was talkative, begging me to fuck her, telling me what she loved, feeding my ego, swearing I was the best fuck ever. She even made it sound believable. God, I loved fucking her. 

Don’t get me wrong. I loved sex with Heather. She was wonderful, willing, and made me feel like nobody else. Seeing the love in her eyes when I came for her was mind-blowing.

But Dakota. Dakota. Physical perfection in the bed. Incredible. Everything she claimed she was and more. 

When I’d blown my third load in her, we broke apart, but moments later she was in my arms, telling me how incredible I was, how she’d never come for anyone, anyone like she did for me.

Then she climbed on top of me, rising up on her arms, looking down into my face. “May God strike me dead if I’m lying, Alex. It’s never been that good. I swear, I’m not lying. I didn’t think it could be that good. I could hate Heather right now.”

“You are amazing, Dakota. You weren’t lying. That was the best, the absolute best.”

She dropped down, holding me, and my hands wandered across her fabulous body.

She sighed deeply. “But it wasn’t good enough, was it?” she asked.

“Girl, on my grandma’s grave, I don’t see how it could get better,” I said.

“But not enough. Not enough for number one, is it?”

“I love my wife, baby.”

“I know. I could tell. You loved it. You loved everything. I blew your mind. I gave it everything I had, and never once did I feel like I had all of you.”

I rolled her over and kissed her. “I love you, Dakota. I want the very best for you. That’s not me. After tonight, I almost wish it was.”

“Give me a week, and I’ll change your mind,” she said.

I couldn’t help it. I laughed, and her face darkened. “Don’t get mad, beautiful. I love you, and that was the best sex of my life. It breaks my heart a little to know I’ll never, ever have anything that good again. But do you really think that after a week, I’d love Heather any less?”

“Didn’t we have fun today?” she asked. 

“It was wonderful. Every moment was a treasure. I loved going out with you. We’ll have to do that more often.”

“Can you really give up the sex? It could be like this every day. I swear, Alex, I’ll never say no. Never. My body would be yours completely.”

“Best sex of my life. I love you, and love what we just did.”

“But not enough.”

“No, but I’m gonna find you a man just as good as me, and he’ll worship the quicksand you walk on. And he’ll be the luckiest man in the world.”

“That man could be you, Alex. If you’d just give me a chance.”

“No, honey. If I had never met your sister, then maybe. No, not maybe, assuredly. No doubt. But it’s too late. She got me first, and it was for good.”

I rolled off of her, and pulled her close, spooning her. She sighed, then kissed my arm. “Do you really think there’s a guy for me?”

“Are you kidding? They’ll be fighting for you. I know it.”

“How? How do you know it? They haven’t been knocking down my door so far.”

“Do you trust me, Dakota?”

“Yes,” was her quick answer.

“Then believe me when I tell you, by this time next year you’ll have the man of your dreams eating out of the palm of your hand, and I’ll be kicking myself for ever letting you go.”

“You think so?”

“I promise. You just have to trust me.”

She turned and wrapped me up in her arms, kissing me. “I do. Make me happy, Alex. I want what Heather has.”

“I will gorgeous.” I pulled out of her arms and took her by the hand. “Come on, let’s clean up, and go to my room.”

“Mom’ll be pissed.”

“No she won’t. Mom and Heather are both going to be happy for you.”

They were sleeping, cuddled together when I brought Dakota in. I climbed into the bed behind Mom, tugging a reluctant Dakota after me.

Mom rolled over, sleepily. “That you, Alex?”

“Who else would it be, Mom?”

“You got Dakota with you?”

“Yes.”

“Everything good between y’all?”

“Wonderful,” I said.

Heather lifted her head, and looked over her Mom’s shoulder. “Was she as good as you thought?”

“Amazing. Incredible. The best.”

Heather smiled. “Good. You had fun then?”

“We did.”

“You gonna find her a man like you promised? A good one?” Heather asked.

“He’ll have to be a great one, to deserve her.”

“Good. Thank you for checking in. Mom was worried.”

“I was not,” Mom said quickly.

“It’s okay, Mom.”

“I wasn’t!” she insisted. “Well, maybe a little.” She rolled toward me, and I could see the moonlight reflected in her eyes. “You okay, baby girl?”

Dakota had been quiet, and a little tense until then. I felt her relax, and I tugged her closer. The naughty thing reached down for my cock, but I was pretty sure he was down for the count. 

“I’m good, Momma. I just wish I found him first.”

“I know. But we’re lucky that Heather found him. Otherwise, where would you be right now?”

“I don’t want to think about it.”

“Well you best do some thinking. You’ve been trying to steal your sister’s man away, when she’s the one that took you in, put a roof over your head, and food in your babies’ mouths.”

“I know, Momma. I just wish—”

“I know what you wish. Now thank your sister, and promise her you won’t try to steal her man no more.”

Dakota sighed. “I’m sorry Heather. I know I owe you. I just couldn’t help it.”

I thought Heather might be asleep, but no chance. “Course you couldn’t. My man’s the best. Anyone would want him. But he’s mine.”

“I know,” Dakota said.

“He said he’d find you a man, a great man, didn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Then be happy. My man don’t lie. Never. You’re gonna get your own, and I bet he’ll be damn near as good as mine, and you won’t even have to share.”

“You think so?” Dakota said.

“He said so, right? You just gotta trust him. Now go to sleep, and don’t be waking me up in the middle of the night neither.”

In honor of my wife’s wishes, when Dakota got me up a few hours later, we were very careful not to move around too much. I took her from behind, and let her magical pussy do most of the work.

“God, you’re amazing,” I whispered to her.

“I know. You’re gonna find me my man, right?”

“You bet.”

“Good. Until then, I’ll be yours whenever you want.”

“I don’t think Heather will go for that,” I told her.

“What she don’t know won’t hurt her.”

I stopped what we were doing and pulled out. “No, Dakota. I will never go behind my wife’s back. Not even for you.”

She turned, and leaned against me. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I’m just not used to a guy like you, Alex. Most guys would jump at the chance.”

I hugged her, then rolled pulling her on top of me. Mom huffed and rolled away. Dakota opened her legs and took me back in, wiggling a little until I was back where I wanted to be, balls deep. “I love you, Dakota. Don’t make me choose. You keep trying to interfere between me and Heather, and you’re going to lose.”

“I’ll be good. I promise. I screw up, just remind me, okay?”

“Alright,” I said, caressing her back, down to that sweet ass. “Let’s go to sleep.”

“Okay,” she murmured, then her pussy started in with the magic again.

I laid still and enjoyed it, in that wonderland between half awake and half asleep. I have no idea how long it went on, but I remember clutching her ass cheeks in my hand, and moaning as I filled her pussy again.

“The best,” she whispered in my ear.

“Always. Amazing.”

She slid off of me, and finally let me sleep.

* * * *

It took me a couple of days to get Tiffany back in the right mood. She was pissed about the whole Dakota thing, and I understood. It was Mom who finally got her settled down. The logic was pretty simple. Tiffany was one of my girls. She was the worst in the house when it came to sex, but she was still one of my girls, and Dakota wasn’t.

For the first time, everyone seemed happy, all the time. Tiffany was getting her practice in. Brandy was always available for hugs and kisses, counting down the days until she’d get her chance. Dakota was grinning all the time, teasing me, reminding me that I needed to start working on finding her a man. I honestly didn’t think that would be trouble. I worked with engineers. Most of them single. All of them earning a good living. And Dakota was a work of art.

Mom was in her element, matron of the house, mother of four content daughters, and grandma to a handful of rug rats.

Me, how much more could I ask for? It wasn’t what I’d expected, not by a long shot, when I met Cassandra.


Happily Ever After?

A week later, I was in the delivery room, watching my angry wife give birth. She was cursing me for putting her through the misery, and screaming her pretty little head off. Then I was holding my son, placing him in her arms, and all was right with the world.

She looked at our child, smiling, exhausted, as beautiful as she’d ever been. She looked up at me. “Love me?” she asked.

It wasn’t time for jokes. I leaned down and kissed her forehead. “More than any man has ever loved a woman.”

She smiled, and passed me our boy. “He looks like you,” she said, closing her eyes.

He was way too pretty to look like me. Thank God. 

The doctor’s were recommending that we didn’t have sex for at least six weeks, afterward. Of course I didn’t have to wait that long. Between Mom, Brandy and Tiffany, I was getting all the sex I could hope for. Brandy was an interesting development. She was great in bed. No Dakota, not even as good as Heather, but close. A lot of fun. Tiffany was getting better, and the day after Heather got home, Tiff and I started having sex as well. 

Mom was Mom, always there for me, taking control of the itinerary, deciding who would be in my bed each evening. Heather was feeling much better after a few days, and was content to occasionally give me a little oral, before one of her sisters took over. She was always there, no matter who else was passing through.

The second week brought a big change. I guess Heather and Mom had a discussion I wasn’t privy too. The second Saturday after Alex, Jr. was born, Dakota was waiting for me in our bed. I looked over at Heather, and she smiled.

“Surprise!” she said.

It was a great surprise. She was everything I remembered, and more. It turned out that she was going to be allowed in the bed once a week, if I was okay with that.

Needless to say I was.

At the six week mark, I evicted everyone from my room, including Mom. Heather’s doctor had proclaimed her ready.

It wasn’t the crazy Dakota sex, or anything like that. It was quiet, and gentle, and the most wonderful feeling in the world. Halfway through the second time, Heather was brushing the tears from my eyes.

“It’s okay, honey. I’m here. I love you,” she whispered.

“God, I’ve missed making love to you,” I told her.

“I know. But it was worth it, wasn’t it? Six weeks, and we have the most handsome baby boy in the world.”

I nodded and stared into her gorgeous eyes, as I stroked into her to another incredible orgasm. “I love you,” I told her, moments after I filled her.

“I know.”

I held her and kissed her, touching her wonderful body, wondering how long it would be before I could have her again.

She laughed at my antics, then held my hands in hers. “I’m a little sore,” she said softly. “Let me get Mom in here.”

“No,” I insisted. “I’m fine. I’m happy with just being here with you. I don’t want anyone else, not tonight.”

I fell asleep, listening to her adorable snore, knowing I was the luckiest man in the world.

It was a couple of weeks later that I got another surprise. This time it was from Tiffany. We’d had a nice little romp, and then I’d made love to my wife. She was still claiming a little tenderness, and insisted that Tiffany have me for the rest of the night.

Tiff had sucked me back to hardness, which wasn’t bad, but still the worst in the house. She was riding me nice and easy, before she stopped. She smiled at me, and I felt it. Nowhere near as good as Dakota, but her sweet little pussy was pulsating around my shaft. It was obviously not easy for her. She was concentrating hard, but I could definitely feel it. She stopped, and the look of desperate concentration faded. 

“Like that?” she asked, riding me slowly.

“Loved it. Where’d you learn how to do that?”

“Dakota’s teachin’ me. Turns out I got a magic pussy too. She says I just gotta train it up right.”

For a few months, that’s just what we did. On Tiffany’s night we started bringing in Dakota to help teach her. It was some kind of genetic thing, and try as they might Brandy, Mom and even Heather couldn’t do it. Only Tiffany, and Dakota of course. Within a few weeks it was pretty obvious. She was never going to rival the other at blowjobs, and not for lack of trying. But Tiffany had that magic pussy, and I knew when Dakota left, I wouldn’t be missing out on much.

Eight months after little Alex’s birth, Dakota’s weekly visits to our bed stopped. I was honored to give her away, with her mother and sisters lined up behind her, the most gorgeous wedding party I’d ever seen. And I’d bet my last dollar not a single pair of panties between them.

Darren was a great guy. One of the men that Groogle had sent in after the purchase. Brilliant, a bit anti-social, and absolutely head over heels in love with our Dakota. She was glowing, and it was fair to say I’d kept my promise to her.

Brandy was glowing as well, her three month baby-bump barely noticeable.

There was a lot of nagging and pushing goin’ on, much of it by my amazing wife, but by the time Dakota and her infatuated husband were back from their honeymoon, the guest house was undergoing a transformation and work was being done adding on to the main house.

Poor Darren never stood a chance. They hadn’t been married three months, and they were moving into their new house, the converted guest house, and Dakota was pregnant. The addition to the main house made space for Brandy and her brood. My four girls had their own rooms except Heather’s was mine and she had to share. Tiff and Brandy each got two nights with us a week, and Mom had the other three.

Dakota and I had a long talk about marriage and fidelity, when she offered to help out when Brandy was out of commission. She swore that she’d never, ever cheat on Darren, but I didn’t count, since I was family, and she’d only be helping out. I finally managed to get her to accept that it wasn’t going to happen, and that I’d be extremely unhappy if she ever cheated on Darren. 

The thing was, she and her sisters weren’t the cheating kind. They hated cheaters. They just had a hard time coming to terms with what most of the world considered cheating. 

* * * *

It had been two years, and Heather and Tiffany were both pregnant when Misty showed up out of the blue. I fought like hell, I swear I did, but I was over-ruled. The last two weeks of Tiffany’s pregnancy Misty was added to the rotation, and she helped out until two months after Heather had our daughter. Misty was fun but not a pimple on my girl’s butts. 

A week later she had moved in with Dakota, and that was the last of sharing Misty. Darren and I had a few long talks, and eventually I had to send Mom over for a few days to settle everything down. Now Misty’s one of Darren’s girls. 

Mom came back all apologetic, swearing she hadn’t cheated on me, she wouldn’t. But it was a family thing, and she had to straighten her babies out. She confessed to blowing Darren twice, but swore up and down it didn’t count ‘cause it was for the family. She didn’t love him like me, and never gave up the pussy. Honestly, I had no heartburn over it, but Heather raised holy hell with her Momma, threatening to make her number four if she ever did it again. She even took away one of Mom’s nights, and gave it to Brandy and Tiffany alternating weeks. There wasn’t going to be any cheatin’ in her house, no cheatin’ on her man. If Mom wanted to give up being one of my girls, Heather insisted she’d only get one night a week, but she could take care of Darren as much as she wanted. 

There was a lot of name calling, and bringing up the past. The sisters were ganging up on Mom, and Tiffany was pushing hard to be number two.

I tried to stay out of it. But seeing Mom crying like that, I had to put my foot down. Mom was mine. Period. Helping Dakota out was fine, as long as she got permission first, and she kept her pussy and ass for me. There’d be no change in order, neither; she was staying number two. In order to keep the peace, I gave Mom a pretty good spanking, in front of her girls, but then I let her make it up to me, as only she could.

Mom was awfully lovin’ for a long time after that, and never did ask permission to help Dakota again. Honestly, I didn’t see how Dakota needed that kind of help, anyway. I mean, seriously, she really was that good in bed, while Misty, hell, Misty was the worst in the house, now that Tiffany was getting her magic pussy trained up.

Heather acted mad, but told me in private that she was proud of me, taking control and laying down the law. Like a man should. She also told me that I’d need to make sure to give Tiffany and Brandy a spanking or two. Mom was lording it over them that I only loved her enough to do that.

* * * *

And that’s where things stand today. I’ve got my Heather/Cassandra, and the son we had together. She makes me happier than any man has a right to be. On top of that, I’ve got Mom, Tiffany and Brandy, all extremely loving and affectionate, and always making sure my love life is as fulfilled as any man alive. I’m the father of five, and working on number’s six and seven, amazing children, all of them. Brandy’s oldest girl looks like she’s going to be as pretty as Heather, god help us. I’ve got a good friend in Darren, the only man I know who can understand the issues I have on occasion. It’s a common weekend sight, to find him and me sitting in our Barcaloungers, sipping on a cold one, watching TV, while our women tend to our cocks. He may only have two, to my four, but he does have Dakota, and that’s saying a lot. He’s no longer the quiet, anti-social man I dragged unknowingly into Dakota’s clutches.

I guess a lot of people would frown on our way. They’d likely claim that I cheated on my wife, pretty regularly. Daily, if we were getting into specifics. My women would argue differently, they have their own idea of what’s cheating and what’s not, and I was smart enough to know that when it came to my wife, and her family, that was one argument I was never going to win. 

I didn’t even try. I wasn’t about to rock the boat. No way.

And yes, I expect we’ll live happily ever after.

The End.
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