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            Welcome to Daisy’s Delights

          

        

      

    

    
      On the menu:

      

      Over the top, extreme, and completely ridiculous erotica shorts meant to fix a craving.

      

      Everything’s why choose, but I have a variety of flavors for every palette.

      

      In this selection, you’re getting an over-the-top, age gap, why choose with a heavy dose of daddy kink, lots of breeding, all made on the base of a virginal, naive eighteen-year-old Southern Belle.

      

      If you’re looking for a steak, you won’t find it here. I’m only serving sweet ’n’ naughty treats.

      

      Got a sensitive tummy? Check the content labeling before you indulge.

      

      Now go on and enjoy. You deserve it.
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      It all happened so fast. One minute I’m sitting in the front stretch of the grand stands cheering on my Daddy, and the next moment the world is on fire. Well maybe not the entire world, but most certainly my world. Been that way since my mama died when I was only four. My Daddy is the sun in my day, the waves in my ocean, the beat in my heart.

      I’m on my feet, screaming, tears burning my cheeks as I watch medics and men pull a big white sheet over my Daddy on the ground. My prayers for hope quickly turn into ragged cries of “no!” but before I can get down there, big hands are on my arms, dragging me away, telling me it’s going to be okay. But how can anything ever be okay now?

      They pull me toward a tent, and over my shoulder I see Daddy’s shiny orange Camaro, looking more like a crushed soda can than the vehicle used to win plenty of Nascar races. “I painted her orange, after you, my girl,” he told me the first time he took me to the track to his car. “Sweet Clementine, you are my good luck charm, and now you’ll be with me out there on the track, bringing me all the good fortune in the world. Because that’s what you do Clem, you make my life richer and better.”

      I was supposed to be his good luck charm.

      Those same hands that grabbed me are pushing me into a chair; someone’s even pressing a cup of water to my lips. A woman’s hand strokes hair off my forehead and all around me, they’re saying things, talking like I’m not here.

      She doesn’t have anyone else.

      It’s been her and her daddy since she was just a little girl.

      Her grandmama can’t take care of her– she’s in a home.

      Poor thing is too young to be without both her parents.

      My mind is spinning like a top and I don’t know which way is up or down, but when Miss May appears crouched at my feet, I manage to snap out of it. She’s been my Daddy’s manager for so long, she’s like family.

      “Clementine, my darling, don’t you worry, alright? I’m gonna help you figure it all out. Now let’s get you away from all this.” She loops her arm through mine and pulls me to my feet. Next thing I know she’s batting people away and swatting at cameras who call out to me.

      “Clementine! Clem!”

      “Miss Clark!”

      I keep my head down and my feet moving, then Miss May is pushing me into the backseat of a town car.  Her phone sings a happy tune, and the upbeat chirping makes my tummy roll. Will I ever be happy or upbeat again? How can I be now that I lost the most important man in the world?

      “Hi Rhett,” Miss May says quietly into the receiver, giving me half of her back. Her head bobs as a deep murmur fills the cab of the car, coming from the phone. A beat passes, then the fair haired woman turns to me, blinking and nodding as she listens. “Are you three okay? How’re Banks and Holden?” Her head bobs as her eyes pinch closed, pain etched into her face. She opens her eyes, and they’re wet like mine. “Alright then. I’m taking her home.”

      She ends the call and lets her weathered hand come to my knee. With a gentle squeeze and hushed tone she says, “I’m taking you home, Clementine.”

      “How are they?” I ask between sobs, because I know I’m hurting but they are too. They being Rhett, Banks and Holden, the men that have been my Daddy’s pit crew since I was a little girl. I grew up with them around, and even though we don’t share blood, I’ve been calling them my uncles since I can remember. I think of how much their hearts are aching right now, too. My head falls against the window and my eyes close as tears streak my cheeks, and wet my neck, soaking into my shirt.

      Miss May doesn't answer, but nods to the driver, repeating herself again. “Take us to her home.”

      I may still have a house, but without my Daddy, I don’t have a home.
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      ONE YEAR LATER

      “I got my high school diploma today, Daddy. And I know you’re up there, smiling, proud as can be.” I trace his name with the tip of my finger, over and over as I talk to him, like I always do when I visit. “Miss May is moving out now that I’m an adult. Said she can’t live with me forever, and I don’t expect her to.” I let out a sigh that could move the world, I swear. “I understand, I’m just… not ready to be alone.”

      A shiny black town car rolls up to the curb, and I peek at my watch because how has it already been an hour? That’s how much time Miss May gives me at the cemetery. She says any longer than that is morbid. The door flies open and her wild white hair lifts with the wind as she pokes her head out.

      “C’mon Clementine, it’s time to go.”

      I stroke my hand over his name just one more time, and get to my feet. I trudge through the damp lawn to the car, clambering inside just as the rain begins.

      “Good news,” she says, rolling on red lipstick while peering at herself in a gold compact. She snaps it shut and drops it with a plunk into her designer handbag. “I know you're not wantin’ to live alone, so I solved your problem.”

      Unless she knows some magical spell that’s gonna bring my Daddy back, I can’t imagine how she could’ve solved my problems. “I can’t live in the old folks home with Granny! She has a twin bed!”

      Miss May rolls her eyes, but not in a mean way. She’s never been mean, and that’s why I don’t want her to leave. I love her. “Of course you’re not living in a retirement home, Clem. Don’t be silly.”

      I curl my fingers around the hem of my corduroy skirt, my tummy feeling really nervous all of a sudden. “Am I gonna have to sell the house?” I can’t leave there. I can still smell him in the halls if I try real hard.

      She smiles at me, soft and careful, like I could break. And I could. “Clem, you know you own that house right? Your Daddy was smart. He had a good will, and lots of money, and he left it all to you.”

      I guess I did know that. Over the last year, everyone has been trying to tell me everything but my grief has plugged my ears mostly. I’ve heard some of it, but for the most part, I just haven’t cared. When your heart is shattered, all you can do is ache. “Okay… But without you, Miss May, I don’t know how to run the house. I don’t know the first thing about paying the gardener and the chef, makin’ sure bills are taken care of or… anything.” I bury my face in my palms because I feel so silly. I’m an adult now and I’m so used to Daddy and Miss May taking care of everything that I don’t even know how to function.

      “I should’ve worked with you on all that the last year but your heart was hurtin’ so bad,” Miss May says, looking out the window where rain streaks the glass. “I didn’t want to add to your stress. But now that I have to go, I told you, Clem, I have a solution.”

      She turns to me, noticing my arched brows and the way I can’t stop messin’ with my skirt.

      “Your Uncles,” she starts before correcting herself. “Well, your Daddy’s best and dearest friends. Rhett, Holden and Banks.”

      I smile at just the mention of them. They loved my Daddy so much and were his loyal and faithful pit crew on every race he ever drove. Childhood friends, that’s what they all were, and they helped him reach his dream. Lived it with him, even.

      Then I remember how it’s been a year since I’ve seen them.

      I look back at the cemetery growing smaller in the distance the further we drive, and remember their faces at the funeral. Gray and dull, as full of pain and heartache as I was, of that I can be sure. Miss May told me that they couldn’t bring themselves to come to the house because of the grief. They’d even stopped working, too.

      I thought of them often, and I knew they’d been checking on me nearly daily by being in contact with Miss May. As much as I missed them and wanted to see them, I also knew that everyone grieved real differently.

      “What about them?” I ask, feeling a little guilty for the way my pulse flutters in my throat at just the mention of them. Next to Daddy, they're my three favorite men.

      Rhett was my Daddy’s jackman, the strongest of the three. He’s built like some sort of gladiator, with big shoulders and a strong chest. His thighs are so strong his jumpsuit looked more like it was painted on him. I can still see his dark, messy hair shinin’ in the sun, neck full of strain, full lips pinched into a thin line as those meaty arms jack up Daddy’s car.

      And then there’s Holden. The gasman. He kept Daddy going in more ways than just filling the tank. He gave him advice, held him when he lost, and the newspaper had photos of Holden on his knees, crying next to that white sheet that awful day a year ago. He looks like Rhett, and sometimes I’d confuse them from behind. But when he’d face the stands, I’d know it was Holden instead of Rhett because of his beard.

      Banks has a beard, too, only unlike the other two, his hair is fair, nearly white even when he’s underneath the midday sun. But just like Rhett and Holden, Banks is big and strong, which makes lots of sense since he was Daddy’s tire changer. I always loved how he had oil-stained hands, roughened by years of tossing tires and working on cars.

      I smile as I picture them, strong and kind, all three of them. “What about them?” I look at my knees knocking together nervously in the seat, and stare at them as I ask, “how are they feeling? I hope better. I miss them.”

      “They’re gonna come stay with you, Clem. I talked to them, they’ve been working through their grief, and they’ve agreed that you ought not be alone yet. Adult or otherwise.”

      I sit up a little, feeling another rush of guilt as happiness curls my lips. I’m a traitor to my grief, being happy to see them, but I can’t help it. I miss them.

      “For how long?” I question, still fiddling nervously with my skirt.

      “For as long as you need them, they’re yours.”

      I let out a sigh, tipping back against the headrest. I’m almost afraid to have them in the house because I know I’ll want them to stay forever. But I don’t want to be alone, either, and being with those three men is as close to being with my Daddy as possible.

      “When are they coming?”

      Green street signs whip past, and when we pass the old Magnolia tree, I know I’m almost home.

      “They’re waiting for you now.”

      My tummy tightens. “I can’t wait to hug them.”
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      I usually enjoy the soft scraping of magnolia leaves along the top of the car as we roll down the long gravel drive. It’s a gentle swish that reminds me of being home, but today, I can’t hear. I can’t hear anything but my heart thudding in my ears.

      The wrap-around porch comes into view, and the rocking chairs that normally sit empty, only stirring if there’s a gentle wind, are not empty. Three large men fill those rockers, each one of them clutching the arms of it like there’s a hurricane about to sweep them away.

      “They’re nervous, Clem,” Miss May says, watching me watch them. “They feel like they ought to have come to see you sooner. But they’re here now, and they will be here as long as you need. Let them teach you things, grieve with them, and get strong with them.” She strokes her hand down my hair, and the touch makes my skin tingle.

      “Thank you for calling them, and asking them to do this.” I pat her hand and smile.

      “They called me. They wanted to be here with you,” she says right as the car stops. “Now,” she smiles, “let’s get out and say hello, then I’ve got a jet to catch.”

      Miss May loved my Daddy and was honored to work with him, but truth be told, money doesn’t grow on trees and a year off is all she could do. She’s got bills to pay, and a name in the industry she’s gotta keep alive for herself. I understand why she’s got to go.

      The car door is heavier than normal, or maybe my arms are just weak at the sight of them. I know my legs are, because when I go to stand, I falter a little, dropping back into the leather seat. On the second go, I find a set of hands on me, holdin’ real gentle, pluckin’ me up.

      “Sweet Clementine,” Rhett coos, and oh my, what a sight for sore eyes. He was surely handsome a year ago, but something about him now just eats me up. His hair is freshly trimmed and neatly styled, and he’s wearing jeans with boots, and a new, pressed flannel. “We’ve missed you, sweet thing.”

      Holden and Banks appear, and my oh my do they look even better too. It’s hard to imagine men as beautiful as they are getting better looking, but somehow they’ve done it. Banks’ blonde hair is cut all neat and gentleman-like the same way as Rhett’s, and I notice then that Holden’s got the same style.

      “You three look very handsome,” I say, my mouth sticking together like I just ate a spoonful of homemade peanut butter. “And I’ve missed you all so much.”

      Holden grabs the back of his neck while Banks fiddles with the buckle of his belt.

      “We didn’t look like this a week ago but when May told us we could come help you out, we got haircuts,” Rhett discloses.

      “Stopped drinkin’ and got our shit together to come take care of you, the way we should have last year,” Banks says, his voice heavy with guilt, but soft with grief. I get that. Because I feel guilty when I enjoy a nice dinner, guilty when I swing on the porch and enjoy the cicadas singing, guilty everytime my eyes open and I remember it all. And that grief comes next, because Daddy will never have another nice dinner, or listen to them cicadas take evening to night.

      “You look so beautiful Clem. So grown up,” Holden adds, giving me a chest thumpin’ smile.

      “I guess turning 18 looks good on me,” I reply, not realizing I’ve been twining my chestnut and ruby hair around my finger. “And graduating high school.”

      “We’re so proud of you, finishing school despite the hand you've been dealt,” Miss May adds, smiling proudly the same way a mama would.

      I twist my lips. “Daddy would’ve wanted me to finish.”

      She holds my shoulders, and I feel six sets of handsome eyes on me. “And he’d want you to live. Be happy. Find your passion, find a husband, be a mama, and love your life.” She nods until I nod along with her, but I only do it so she leaves here feeling safe. Because the truth is, I don’t have any idea how to move forward.

      “I gotta go now, darlin’,” she says right before she pulls me into the world’s tightest hug. “I love you, and so do they. I’ll call you when I land, and I’ll call you every day.”

      She kisses my cheek, and I kiss hers, and a moment later, Miss May is nothing more than dust and tail lights.

      Rhett outstretches a hand, but so does Holden. I take them both, and Banks leads the way up the porch, shooting me a million dollar smile as he pulls open the screen door.

      “We’re here for you now Clem, any way you need us,” he says, his voice much deeper than I remember. Parts of me stir when he says that, parts of me that I only give into when I’m alone in my room with the door locked and lights off.

      “Any way you need us, because that’s what your Daddy would’ve wanted,” Banks says.

      I bet Daddy is up in heaven smiling down on all four of us, glad his best friends are here, taking care of his little girl.

      For some silly reason, my lips keep silently saying those words.

      Any way you need us.
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      Two darn weeks have gone by, and I can’t even believe it. That first year without Daddy felt like ten years, and now, weeks feel like mere minutes.

      Uncle Rhett, Uncle Holden and Uncle Banks have been nothing but a delight to have around. The first night they were here, we sat around the long dining room table having a nice talk.

      They told me that Miss May kept them well informed on what I’d been up to, and even sent them the video of my graduation. I asked them what they’d been up to for the last year, but not before telling them that I understood why they couldn’t come see me. I didn’t hold it against a single one of them, because I knew how much they loved my Daddy.

      Then… we talked about him.

      I hadn’t done too much of that with Miss May. She was workin’ real hard on makin’ me less sad, and gettin’ me through high school. I think she pretty much knew that when I went to visit him, I was talking about and to him enough anyhow.

      Did feel good to talk about him though, especially with my Uncles.

      I hadn’t said his name aloud since I heard it announced over the loudspeaker in the stadium that day. I’ll never forget that moment because it was the first time they talked about him in past tense.

      Perry Praise was one of the greats, that’s what that man on the loud speaker said.

      I remember when the media named him Perry Praise. They said Perry Clark is so kind to all the racers, whether they’re winners or losers. He’s the first one to tell you how good you did on the track. And after so many photos of him smiling, shaking hands and laughing with competitors, Perry Praise was born.

      He praised me so much at home, too. A lot of me always believed he was constantly telling me what a good girl I was or how good I was doing because he was trying to be both a Daddy and a Mama, to make up for mine being gone. But now I know it's just because he was a very, very good man.

      My Uncles got tears in their eyes around the table that night, and it made me sad for them, too. Because he was my Daddy, my world, sure, but I think he was the sun in their skies, too.

      After that night, we’ve been talking more freely about Daddy and not avoiding the tears. Something about being in a room of people who love and understand you feels so safe. I know Miss May loves me and understands, but it wasn’t the same. She was always trying to get me to stand, whereas my Uncles, they’ll let me fall if I need to but be there to stand me back up, too.

      I’ve cried a lot the last two weeks. I checked the mail a few days back and got a magazine for Perry Praise. It set me right off. I ran down to the Live Oak at the end of the drive, the very same one where I first learned to climb trees, and I climbed it until my hands and feet were raw. And I sat up there and cried, missing him more than I ever had in the last year. Funny isn’t it? A magazine set me off. But it did.

      When the sun started to melt and the heat of day gave way to the cool of evening, my Uncles came and found me. Uncle Holden climbed all the way up, told me to hold on real tight to him, and climbed all the way down.

      Holding tight to his body, with my nose buried in his neck, our chests rubbing together with every long stride he took, Uncle Rhett and Uncle Banks’ rough voices wrapping around me as they chatted quietly– by the time we were back in the house, I’d forgotten all about that magazine. Uncle Holden lowered me to a chair and the three of them, right there in the kitchen, cleaned up my aching feet. The way those six big, rough hands soothed my aches and carefully bandaged me up–I’m ashamed to say it because ladies don’t say things like this but… I did things to myself that night.

      Thinking of my Uncles.

      I slipped my hand in my panties, remembering how Uncle Holden smelled like mint leaves and green apples, but shaving cream and motor oil, too. I felt that tingle between my legs, the one I get before I have to lock my door and do things to myself. When I rubbed and found myself sticky and swollen, I remembered how it felt when Uncle Rhett ran the backs of his knuckles along my cheek, taking away my tears. I found that electric explosion as I thought about Uncle Banks combing my hair to get it off my face, how it felt to have those thick fingers dragging through my locks.

      I’m a bad girl for thinking those things about one of ‘em, but all three? I could hardly look at ‘em the next day.

      But it’s been a couple of days, and I can’t stay away from them. And now, this morning, I’ve been anxiously lying awake in bed, just waiting for my alarm to go off so I can get up and see them.

      I’m so glad they’re here. Miss May and I have been talking everyday and she says they’re gonna teach me to cook and run the house, even though we have a chef. She said it’s important for a woman to know how to cook, and I’d love nothing more than to surprise them with a nice meal and warm pie.

      We’re starting cooking and checkbook balancing lessons today.

      The alarm finally goes off, and I turn it down real quick, swinging my legs off the bed faster than Christmas morning. Before I step into the hall, I stop in front of my mirror. Never gave much thought about my night dress until this morning. Long, white, real gauzy and comfortable for a Southern summer–it’s also… mighty sheer. I bite into my bottom lip as my dark nipples become visible from beneath.

      I know why they’re getting hard and showing off. I can’t stop thinking about my Uncles. Naughty Clem. I turn back and look at my bed, rumpled sheets and upturned pillow. The place where I touch myself and whisper their names and wonder, so guiltily, what their things look like.

      Stop this Clem. They’re your Daddy’s oldest, most best friends. They love you like a daughter. There. I tell myself that, push my long braid over my shoulder, and step into the hall with the mind to quit being silly.

      Chin held high, I head down the hall to the stairs, ready to make coffee and biscuits for them before they wake— coffee and biscuits are about all I can make.

      But as I near the door to the hall bath, I stop. I don’t wanna stop, I don’t. But my feet aren’t mindin’ me. One of my Uncles–they’re in there. Relieving themselves.

      My heart starts beating wild, like a horse’s hooves after he’s been whipped by his rider. That’s…. It sounds like someone got a hose in there, watering the toilet! I bite my lip again and so help me God, if I keep biting my lip like this, it’s surely gonna bleed. But if I don’t bite my lip, I think I may actually moan.

      Clementine! Moaning while you’re listening to one of your Uncles pee! Guilt sneaks up my spine, hot and sweaty, but still, my feet don’t move.

      Because that’s so loud and… all I can think about is the size of the thing makin’ that noise!

      I’m about ready to force those feet of mine to go so I don’t get caught but before I can, Uncle Holden appears in the doorway wearing nothing but a pair of boxer shorts. His hair is mussed up from sleep and his eyes are still a bit puffy. I can't help but smile at his morning appearance and the way it fills my veins with warmth, warmth that pools right between my thighs.

      “Mornin’ Clem,” he says through a yawn, where his eyes close and he brings his big capable hand to his mouth. But I am a woman, an inexperienced woman but a woman all the same. And  I can’t help myself; my lonely, hungry gaze falls to those boxers and oh my.

      Oh.

      My.

      That thing in his boxers must be the size of darn Anaconda if it’s even an inch. My tummy burns and my panties get real warm and wet right then.

      “Making coffee and biscuits,” I tell him, walking past so he won’t see the red in my cheeks. I cannot believe myself.

      Not just looking, but for wanting to see more.
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      I’ve been pacing my bedroom all darn mornin’, not sure what to do.

      I’ve prayed on it. Been on my knees by my bed each and every night, hoping that these urges go away. But every day I spend with my Uncles, where they’re showing me how to grill, explaining how taxes are done, writing a list of what bills get paid when– all of it only makes that flutter in my panties more intense.

      And I think I’ve figured it out.

      I am missing my Daddy a lot.

      But also, I am a woman who has never laid with a man in the way adult women do. Perry Praise was a great racecar driver, but he and Miss May did their very best to keep me away from boys. Heck, I went to an all girls high school.

      Boys are trouble, he’d say. You stay here with me and I’ll take care of ya, Clem, he’d promise. And he did. He took such good care of me that I’m an eighteen year old woman learning basic life skills for the first time.

      I’d feel silly if I didn’t love these three men teaching me things so much.

      And I can’t help but wonder what else they could teach me.

      I remember the hoards of beautiful women circling the pit after a race. Hands clinging to my Uncles’ forearms, breasts pushed up in their sundresses, giving bedroom eyes to ‘em. I know my Uncles have laid with women, made them scream out in pleasure, calling to God. I just know it. ‘Cause three men as built and hunky as them? It’s a given.

      With Miss May gone, I think my mind’s going a little haywire. Because I went from being shy about wondering to ready to act. Ready to ask them what else they’re willing to teach me.

      I pull on my favorite white sundress, and run my fingers through my hair after I let out my sleeping braid. Uncle Rhett said he thinks my wavy hair makes me look like a Grecian goddess. I don’t know what those look like, but I knew it was a compliment by the way his cheeks got flush.

      It’s Saturday, so I know I’ll find them reading the paper, drinkin’ coffee on the porch. Collecting all the words I want, I store them on my tongue and head out.

      My feet are bare, so they don’t hear me until the screen door slams closed. All three of their heads tip up, and I’m greeted by the most beautiful smiles.

      “Mornin’ Clem,” Uncle Holden greets, his voice already getting me worked up.

      “Good morning sunshine,” says Uncle Banks, that dimple in his cheek making a heartbeat appear right where I touch myself.

      “Hello, sugar,” Uncle Rhett greets, lowering his mug to the table, my attention going to that big, strong hand of his.

      Now’s the time, Clem. Go for it.

      I lock my fingers together at my tailbone and give them my award winning smile, the one that Daddy could never say no to.

      “Uncles,” I say, surprised by how little my voice rattles. I thought I’d be too nervous but it turns out, I’m braver than I knew. “Do you know how Miss May said y’all are here to help get me on my feet?”

      I’m met with nods, each one of them slipping to the edge of their seat to pay attention to me. And that feels good. My nipples like it, too.

      “We’re here to make you feel better, help you learn how to run the estate on your own so that when you’re ready to move on with your life, we can move back to our places and know you’ll be alright,” Uncle Holden says.

      I smile at the three of them. “Right. But the truth is, Daddy left me his money. And I know you guys know that he was a very rich man. Which makes me a very rich woman. I plan on paying for everyone to keep working here– the chef, the lovely men who take care of the lawn and trees—everyone.” I take a breath, giving them a smile as I do. “What I really need as a woman is to be a woman in all ways. That was something Daddy could never give me anyway,” I say with a thick swallow. “But you three can.”

      I look at Uncle Rhett first, and I see in his eyes he knows just what I’m talking about. Uncle Holden seems a bit more confused, his green eyes pinchin’ down on me like I’m a riddle to solve. Uncle Banks glances at Uncle Rhett, and when he does, all his confusion drains away.

      “I want to be made a woman, but I also miss having someone to call Daddy. And that’s where you three come in.” I can’t believe those words came from me! Clementine Clark, the Southern Belle raised by the sweet and kind Perry Praise.

      “I miss being Daddy’s good girl. I miss it so bad,” I say, my words getting moany all on their own. “But I also want to be made a woman. So I’m asking you, my favorite most handsome Uncles, to make me a woman. Make me your good girl, let me feel how a man loves a woman, let me feel all that thickness between your thighs deep inside my belly. Let me call you my Daddies, because I miss it so much.” I lick my lips and bat my eyes, because Miss May tells me that’s a sure fire way to get what you want with a man. “Please.”
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      “What?” Uncle Rhett rises from his rocker, seemingly confused. But my eyes fall to his crotch, and beneath those flannel pajama pants, there is not much confusion. His hands drop to the large ridge, covering it as he says, “Sweet Clem, you’re going through something darlin’ and we know that. You’re… not thinkin’ straight.”

      Uncle Banks gets to his feet too, and his hands fall straight to the spot between his legs, telling me he probably likes my idea as much as Uncle Rhett. Yet his words tell a different story. “Clem, sweetheart, you know we’re here to help you learn to run this estate. Even if you pay the gardener and keep the chef on, you still have other things to learn. That’s why we’re here.”

      I look at Uncle Holden. He’s still sitting, and his eyes are on mine as he slides back into the rocker, folding those strong arms over that broad chest of his. I don’t know how I didn’t see my Uncles for what they are until recently– massive, handsome men oozing sexuality and strength. I lick my lips and hold his bright blue eyes. “You’re gonna tell me the same, Uncle Holden? That I’m confused?” I tap my foot, and his eyes go to my toenails, painted a pretty fair pink.

      He clears his throat and lets his eyes crawl up my body in a way I’ve never seen. I feel like he’s really seeing me for the first time, not as Sweet Little Clem, but as a woman. Darkness and hunger strangle his gaze when he finally takes my eyes with his again. “You don’t know what you’re asking for, Clem.”

      When he gets to his feet, there’s a vibrating in my private place, and I know more than ever I was right to want this. My body wants this. I clutch my heart over my dress, because it’s beatin’ so wild. “All of me wants the three of you, and I promise y’all I’ve never been so sure.”

      I step forward, and finally Uncle Holden gets to his feet, but he makes no attempt to cover his straining manhood. I don’t look away from it, either, because I need them to see that I am a woman. A woman with needs.

      A woman that wants to be made a woman by the three strongest, most perfect men.

      “Teach me anything you like in the way of the estate. In the way of life, even. I’m here to learn, and I’m most certainly not pretending that I don’t need it.” I take a few steps and find myself a foot from all three of them, circling me like hungry hawks. That’s what I want them to be, at least. “But I need to be taught other things.”

      Boldly, I reach for Uncle Holden because he doesn’t hide himself from me. My lips rumble as a soft moan slips free. His thing is so big and my God, it feels like a darn brick! I bite my lip, and move my hand up and down, the way I know they do to themselves. I caught Daddy once. Uncle’s eyes flutter closed.

      “Please, Uncles. I need more than just knowing how to run this place. I was Daddy’s sweet little good girl. And I know he’s not comin’ back. But I deserve to be a good girl still, don’t I?” I release Uncle Holden and bat Uncle Rhett’s hands away from his groin. I grab him and almost gasp, because he’s big and hard just like Uncle Holden. Almighty! These men might wreck me.

      I think I might love being wrecked.

      “You can’t feed a girl praise her whole life then steal it away, can you?” I push my bottom lip out again, because Perry Praise could never deny my sweet pout. “Teach me how to be a woman, in all ways. Please. Praise me, let me be a good girl.”

      I don’t want to let go of Uncle Rhett but I feel real bad about not touching Uncle Banks yet, so I grab him. He groans something fierce and it lights wicked fire in my panties. I want more of those naughty, masculine groans. Hearing strong men whimper for a woman is something I think I could get used to.

      Addicted to, even.

      “Daddy would want y’all to take care of me. I know he would,” I whisper.

      Uncle Rhett scrubs a hand down his face, letting his eyes study his bare feet for a moment. Finally he says, “Clem, darlin’, I can tell you now with certainty, if I put this inside of your warm sweetness,” he says, voice getting real dark and deep as he grabs that big thing of his again. “I ain’t never gonna leave you alone. So long as you live.”

      I swallow hard at those words, because belonging to my Uncles forever sounds mighty nice. I love them, I know them, and I know my Daddy would approve because he loved them, too.

      Uncle Banks speaks up. “You’ve been a young girl until now, Clementine, but there’s things about your sweet Uncles that you don’t know. Things that would have you reconsiderin’ just how sweet we are.”

      “Tell me,” I breathe, utterly desperate to know how bad and dirty they really are. I wanna experience it first hand, in fact. “Tell me Uncle Banks.”

      He gets toe to toe with me and brings my hand to his thing again. “We like dirty, nasty, filthy things, Clem.” His breath is warm on my nose, smelling like coffee and sin. “Things that a sweet little thing like you may not be able to handle.” His hand wraps mine over his hard length. “Feel how big he is? Think of that inside you, Clem, hammerin’ away. Now think of three of ‘em, sweetheart, and reconsider what you’re askin’ before it’s too late.”

      “I have nothing to reconsider.” I shake his hand free and with one push, my sundress is nothing more than cotton at my bare feet. I twist my gaze to my quiet Uncle Holden. “Tell me if this don’t sound much sweeter, and I’ll let it be.” I hold his gaze as he nods, then lick my lips and say, “Daddy Holden.”

      I gather my breasts in my hands, the way I do when I’m alone and feelin’ real naughty, and look at Uncle Rhett. “Daddy Rhett.” My gaze moves to Uncle Banks. “Daddy Banks.”

      “Clementine Clark,” Holden growls, taking me by the hip. “Be sure of what you’re askin, because I speak for the three of us when I say this, and I’ll only say it one more time: if we get inside you, we ain’t never leavin’ you alone.”

      I nod and reach for Banks, moving his hand to my hip. I take Uncle Rhett’s hand and put it on my bare breast.

      “I’ve never been so sure. Now please, look at me, because this is the first time I’ve taken my clothes off in front of anyone, and if y’all don’t eat me up right this second, I think I may melt of humiliation.”

      Before I know what’s what, I’m over a strong shoulder, a big hand swatting my bare bum and being carried inside, growls and promises all around me.
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      My new Daddies lay me down on the rug, right in front of the brick hearth. The fire crackles behind me, throwing flickers of amber and gold along my bare body. I can’t help but smoothe my hands down my belly, touching my breasts and letting out a little whimper.

      The way those six eyes track my hands, how their tongues all smooth along their lips then their hands are on the waist of their pants. I’m so hot for them. So hot that when I spread my legs and they look at my most private place, I know they can see just how much I want them.

      “You never been with a man, Clementine?” one of them asks, but I don’t know who because they all have their pants off now, and for the life of me I cannot stop glancing between those big, hard rods they have.

      I shake my head because my mouth is dry. All three of them are so big, I wonder how they’ll fit inside me. I point between them. “Y’all’s things are turning red, practically purple,” I murmur finally.

      Daddy Rhett holds himself, angling his thing right at me. “We need you Clem. You’re making us so damn hard that we hurt, don’t you see? We’re turning all shades of purple because of that sweet virgin cunt you’re teasing us with.”

      “Cock,” Daddy Banks rasps. “These are our cocks, Clem. It aint’ a thing, it’s a cock, sweetheart, and if you want us to make you a woman, you need to say it.”

      My word, the idea of saying cock aloud has me blushing. But they’re going to give me just what I want, exactly what I asked for. So it’s only fair for me to give them what they want, too. In fact, when I think hard on it, giving them everything they want is all  I want.

      “Cock,” I whisper, and like the word has power over me that I wasn’t aware of, my hand going to my center, and I dip fingers inside of my heat, the way I do in bed alone. Those devilish and handsome eyes are on me still, only now, all three of them are holding those beautiful cocks, pulling on them like crazy.

      “And what are you touchin’ right now?” Daddy Holden asks, reaching out to lay my hair out all nice, strewn about behind me like I’m a painting. I feel beautiful already, in ways I never knew I could.

      “My private place,” I mutter, circling that rosebud that brings me so much electric excitement.

      “Your pussy,” he growls back. “That’s your pussy, Clem.”

      “Say it,” Daddy Rhett commands, and oh my stars, I like a bossy Daddy. “We won’t make a woman of ya if you can’t say it.”

      My tummy is tightening with each wet circle I make with my fingers, and I’ve never ached quite as hard between my legs as I am now. So I tell my Daddies what they want to hear, then tell them just what their good girl needs.

      “My pussy. My untouched pussy. My pussy that wants the three of you to take it.” I look between my three Daddies. “I want all three of you to take my virginity. And I want to feel all three of you gruntin’ and groanin’ over me.”

      “Clementine,” Daddy Banks murmurs. “You’re a young, fertile thing. If you let your Daddies fill your pussy with cum, you’re gonna get a baby in your belly. You know that’s how it works, we know you aren’t that naive.”

      I nod, ready to explode at the idea of my favorite men making me round with new life. Miss May said Daddy wanted me to find love and be a mama. Isn’t this everything he wanted for me, with the people he loved most? Nothing has ever felt so right.

      I keep touching and rubbing as my big strong men hold their monstrous cocks in their hands, pumping while they sort it out.

      “It’s not fair if only one of us gets to pop her cherry, so the way I see it is, we finger fuck her first, all of us together, and break her open wide,” Daddy Rhett grumbles to the other two, and this is the first time I don’t mind being talked about like I’m not there. Hearing these men plan how they’ll touch and take me sends a thrill all through me, making my fingers work faster, my heart pump louder, and my moans grow hungrier.

      “I wanna taste that sweet virgin pussy before we cream it up,” Daddy Banks tells the other two.

      “Me too,” Daddy Holden agrees, a clear drop of liquid pleasure dripping onto my thigh from the dark slit in his cock head.

      It’s then I realize, I think I may want this to go a certain way. And a Daddy’s girl always gets her way.

      “Daddies,” I whimper, no longer rubbing myself because I don’t want to explode by my own hand when I have an assortment of tongues, cocks and fingers all around me. “I wanna taste that,” I say, nodding to the drop of pleasure on my thigh, stringing between us. “I was hopin’ after my cherry is popped, maybe one of you could fill up my mouth? And one of you could take my pussy?” I blink up at them, fingers playing in the sticky mess I’ve made just thinking of it.

      “Sweet little Clem, you aren’t thinking straight. There are three of us, and you only just now mentioned two holes,” Daddy Rhett says, gently slapping my breast across the pebbled tip. I cry out in pleasure when he does it, because it feels so good to be touched by any of them, in any way.

      Daddy Banks arches a brow, leaning over me to get his face real close to mine. “There’s another hole, Clem. And if you’re ours, all your holes are ours, too.”

      I clench that hole they’re talking about, and stop my fingers from playing. “Back there?” I question, because I didn’t know that was a place a man wanted to be. But I’d give them any part of me, any time. “Well,” I say, smiling, “A good girl never disobeys Daddy.”

      Then they’re back to their planning. Daddy Rhett holds up two fingers, and I tilt my head studying them. I think two of his fingers are thicker than a barrel of a gun! “We each give her two fingers, that way, she’ll be ready for any of one us. And once she’s broken up and bled, that’s when we take turns tastin’ Sweet Clem.”

      My other two Daddies nod. “And after we make her toes curl and she’s screaming for us, that’s when we fill all those beautiful holes and show our girl just what good Daddies we are.”

      My voice is quiet because I am so damn excited I can hardly breathe. “Please,” I beg, I whimper, I cry. “Please, I want that, yes, now, please.”

      Daddy Banks and Daddy Holden make their two finger guns, and then three of them look down at me, bare naked and achin’.

      “You ready to be our good girl, Clementine?”

      I bite into my bottom lip again. “Yes, Daddies.”
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      “Clem,” Daddy Rhett says, taking control the same way he did in the pit. “We’re gonna make you feel real good. Are you ready?”

      I nod, because I’m so ready I can hardly talk. Rhett brings his lips to mine and I have my first kiss. His tongue is big and warm, slidin’ all over mine, and my head lifts from the ground seekin’ more of his mouth. But dag nab it, he pulls away!

      “You got three Daddies, don’t you forget,” Holden says, taking Rhett’s place to press his lips to mine. His tongue tastes me, and what Rhett left behind, and the groan he feeds me makes my pussy clench.

      “My turn to taste our good girl,” Banks says, sealing his lips to mine the moment Holden pulls back. All three of them kiss me so hard, making masculine noises from deep in their gut telling me I’m not the only one lovin’ these kisses.

      “I like kissing you all,” I say proudly, stroking my hands down my bare breasts, wishin’ to feel their mouths there, too. Daddy Rhett is intuitive, catchin’ me by the wrists.

      “You tryin’ to send us a message, sweetheart?” His hard cock guns down my hip as he leans over, sealing his delicious lips to my breast. When he sucks my nipple onto his tongue, I howl with unbridled, pure pleasure.

      “Daddy!” I cry, because Lord does it feel like heaven.

      My eyes flutter closed as I feed my hands through two heads of hair, another one of my Daddy’s taking my other breast into his mouth. These carnal pleasures of the flesh feel so naughty and sinful, but I know pleasin’ my Daddies makes me a good girl, no matter what.

      “Oh my, yes!” I cry out, loving the way their tongues circle the peaks of my breasts before gently biting and softly sucking. But then, there are three of them and only two mouths on me. My eyes pop open, frantic to find who’s missing.

      It’s Holden. He’s got… “What’s that, Daddy?” I ask between broken breaths, because Rhett and Banks are still suckin’ on me like I’m feedin’ them. Makes my belly ache for a baby.

      “Vaseline, Clementine. Your Daddies are gettin’ your body excited by kissin’ and suckin’ on you, but still, you need something extra.” He drives two fingers in that jar, then smears the goop all over his big hard cock. My pussy pulses at the sight of him, and I can almost feel the way he’ll stretch and spread me.

      But he lowers his belly to the rug, bringing his mouth to my center. Lips to rosebud, he licks and sucks and oh my word! I have never felt such pleasure! Tingles worm through my legs and my entire body goes hot. “Oh! Oh!” I call out, because I feel myself unravelin’ down there.

      “Ah, ah, ah,” Holden warns, lifting his mouth from my pussy. “Don’t cum yet, Clementine. You got two more eager mouths who want a taste of the sweetest pussy in the South.”

      “Mmm,” he rumbles again, taking a long lick like I’m his personal ice cream cone.

      Rhett and Holden exchange a look, and before I can say Savannah, Daddy Rhett’s licking up my center, growlin’ something fierce.

      “Clementine, you’ve been keepin’ this sweet little pussy all to yourself, haven’t you? Just waitin’ for the three of us to christen it,” he says, giving it a slap before he shimmies his nose into me, sucking my rosebud hard. My back arches and my toes curl and that electric pressure is there again, threatening to eat me up.

      “Good girl,” Rhett coos, pulling away to make room for Banks. “You’ll love it,” Rhett tells Banks as they switch positions. “She tastes like candy, smells like flowers, and writhes like a woman in need.”

      Banks’ beard scrapes my thighs in the most delicious of ways, and when his lips seal to my button, I howl with pleasure. “Please!” I whimper and thrash beneath their strong bodies, sweat peppering their chests. “Let me cum! Finish me!”

      One long pass of his tongue, then another, and Banks is on his knees between my legs, traces of his meal glistenin’ on his lips. “Now Clem,” he cautions, “we’re ‘bout to pop your cherry, sweet thing. Be a good, patient girl and you’ll be cummin’ in no time.”

      I wiggle my bottom as my Daddies position themselves at my hips, Banks stayin’ between my thighs.

      “She’s real wet and ready, but I think we ought to give her a little more lubrication,” Banks says, staring down at my gap like he’s watching a car round the track; adoration and excitement in his eyes.

      Then what happens next nearly ruins me, I swear it does. I didn’t know things like this happened!

      Daddy Rhett drags his gunnin’ fingers down Daddy Banks’ cock! And my word! Daddy Holden does the same!

      My eyes are the size of a silver dollar, I just know it. And when they look up at me, the fire still flickering against my bare body, the three of them grin. “Well now sweetheart, don’t look so surprised. In all the ways we plan to have you, some of them are gonna include us touchin’ each other. But only you will get the cream, so don’t you worry.”

      With their gunnin’ fingers all shiny with vaseline, Rhett puts his hand on my belly, Holden and Banks push my thighs open with their hands, and then– “here it comes, Sweet Clem.” I don’t know who says it because my eyes are closed real tight, anticipating a big intrusion down there.

      They push their fingers, thick and ruddy, inside me real slow like, letting me adjust. My reaction is to hold my breasts, pinch my nipples and moan out for them as they drive inside. “Oh my word!” I holler, feeling the pressure of their fingers deep inside me, even in my back hole. There’s fullness and pressure everywhere, and right when my pussy feels like it's caught fire, Rhett presses his hand firmly into my belly and wow!

      “I’m full as a tick!” I shout. Synchronized, they pull their fingers out, and push their fingers in, a team effort. In and out, they fuck me in long, thick and hard strokes, all three of their thumbs stroking my bud as they do. That orgasm that was building when they were lickin’ me is there, ready to explode.

      But before I can get my relief from my Daddies, they stop, all at once. My neck burns as I crane my head forward, feeling the heat of the fire on my shoulders. “Why-why’d y’all stop?”

      They hollow me, making me so starved I feel crazy. But then they lift their fingers, streaked with crimson.

      “Our good girl waited for us,” Rhett says, his chin tipped up with pride.

      “Our pure, innocent Clem,” Holden adds.

      “Not for long,” Banks promises before stroking his cock with his blood-tinged hand.

      “That’s blood, Daddy!” I tell him. But the three of my Daddies just laugh.

      “That’s your cherry, honey, and we’re ‘bout to smear that sweet cherry juice all over our cocks fuckin’ you,” he says, his tone straddling a warning and a promise.

      “Alright,” Banks says, looking at Rhett and Holden. “If y’all got no objections, I’m thinking we each have a few passes in Sweet Clem’s cunt, then we fill her other holes. Show her what being full of her Daddies’ love feels like.”

      Rhett and Holden nod, and start stroking their cocks over my breasts and Banks notches his fat cock at my wet hole. And I am wet. So darn wet.

      “No goin’ back now, Clem,” Holden warns, his cock drippin’ pleasure on my belly as he pumps his worn fist.

      I nod.

      “Alright, good girl, here we go.”
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      I know they popped my virginity with their fingers, but as Daddy Banks ruts his hips between my legs, groanin’ and hollerin’, it feels like he’s poppin’ me all over again. I slap at Rhett and Holden’s shoulders, trying to fix my gaze on how they jerk their cocks over me, instead of the fire between my legs.

      “Oh, boys,” Banks hollers, “our Sweet Clementine is such a good girl, a good, tight, warm girl. Ain’t that right Clem?” he rasps as his length spears me, over and over. All that praise washin’ over me seems to clear up every ounce of pain, leavin’ me with nothing but wild, unbridled pleasure.

      “Boys,” Banks grits, sweat slippin’ down his temples as he fucks me. “You ain’t gonna believe how good our girl feels.” And just as my cunt starts tightening around his pony, he takes it out, shaking pleasure out on my belly with a fierce look in his eyes.

      “Not yet, Clem. Remember, we’re taking turns on this pussy just to know what it feels like, then we’re filling all your beautiful little holes with sweet cream.”

      I nod, lovin’ the way those three big cocks look hoverin’ over lil’ old me. “Yes, Daddy, I understand.”

      Banks slaps my cunt–a new word I’ve learned this mornin’- and trades places with Rhett. Smearing his swollen mushroom up and down my center, he pushes inside, making me gasp.

      When his balls hit my bottom, his eyes roll closed and the four of us, do you know what we do? We all moan together! Have mercy, we must all have needed each other far longer than we knew.

      “Oh Daddy Rhett, yes!” I cry as he starts pumpin’ inside me the way Banks did.

      The fireworks are bein’ lit, and I know I don’t have much time before they explode without my permission. My pussy, she starts doing what she does around my fingers when I’m getting close to the end, and she tightens. Daddy Rhett strokes in and out a few more times before he lets that fat thing of his hover over my pussy, wet and sticky.

      “Clem, be a good girl, will ya? It’s not time yet. Your Daddies haven’t told you to cum,” he warns, taking Holden’s place at my hip.

      I nod. “Yes, sir.”

      Holden moves between my legs, stroking his meaty cock a few times before bringing the head to my center and drivin’ inside. “Oh, Daddy Holden!” I whimper, that electric feelin’ back again already. Sweat peppers his brow as his strong hips saw between my open legs, makin’ me feel naughty and loved.

      But before I can cum all over that thick cock like a real woman does, he takes it out of me, can you believe that?

      “Daddies!” I whimper. “I need to cum!”

      Rhett strokes his hand through my hair, all lovin’ and tender. “Now, now, Clem,” he says, gripping himself tight, bringing that drippin’ cock to my lips. “We’re gonna make you explode, but first, you got to sit up sweetheart, because we need access to your tight little ass.”

      I know it’s gonna hurt, but nothing gives me more pleasure than bein’ full of my Daddies, being filled with their manliness.

      Rhett gets on his back, holding himself at the base. His balls are big, real swollen and full lookin’ and my mouth fills with water at the sight. Holden sits facing Rhett, draping his strong thighs over his, holding his own cock. They scoot together so close that their balls are touchin’ and my word, I had no idea that would get my belly flutterin’ and my cunt achin’ but it does! Banks stands over Rhett, stroking, lettin’ liquid pleasure rain down on my other Daddies’ cocks. It’s surely a sight!

      “Now, Clem, you’re gonna sit on these cocks, and don't be scared now. All your Daddies want to do is make you feel good, okay?”

      I nod, because I know that’s what they want and I trust them with my whole heart and body. “Okay, Daddies.”

      Real slow, just so I don’t get hurt, I lower myself until those big things–cocks, I forgot my Daddies don’t like me callin’ them things-are pressin’ at both of my holes.

      Sweat peppers my spine, and just when I think I can’t handle the burning spread of two big cocks shoving up inside me, Banks’ hands come to my shoulders and shove me down the rest of the way. I yelp from the burnin’ fullness, but the way my Daddies growl and groan, cursin’ like they’re barely holdin’ onto control, that burnin’ turns straight to white-hot pleasure.

      I didn’t know I could feel so stuffed and sated, but then–

      “Open up, sweetheart,” Banks says, and before I know it, my body is bouncin’ on those beautiful cocks while my head is bein’ jerked back and forth, my throat completely full.

      “Good girl, Clem, take all your Daddies at once,” one of them croaks.

      I’ve heard that tone. That tone that men use when they’re about to lose control. That time I caught my actual Daddy touchin’ himself, he was saying sinful things in that tone. I stood in the doorway long enough to see his man seed spill out to the floor, then I ran off, real scared of what I saw. ‘Til I was older and realized he was practicin’ sex.

      I know I have that comin’ to me now, times three, and the idea of havin’ all them spill in me makes my head feel funny, all light and spinny.

      “Oh Clem, you are your Daddies’ good girl, sucking on that cock like you’re starved, giving up your ass and pussy so well,” another dark voice rumbles, makin’ me feel proud and good, too.

      Rhett’s hands curl into my ass cheeks, or maybe it’s Holden’s hands, I don’t know. All I know is that fire in my belly is burnin’ bright, the peaks of my breasts ache for suckin’ and I’m there. I’m there.

      “Daddies!” I shout out as Banks takes his cock out of my mouth, rubbing that pink cap around on my lips. “I’m gonna cum!”

      “Let your Daddies cum with you, Clem,” Banks nods down to me, shoving his cock deep in my throat again. My chin is covered in spit, my nipples still glistening from their mouths, but I’ve never felt more like a woman till now.

      Bouncin’ on those cocks, my bottom sore but feelin’ real good, I topple over from how good they make me feel.

      “She’s cummin, boys,” Rhett announces, feeling how my pussy hugs his big cock over and over as I spasm in quick, wild waves, cummin’ like I’ve never cum before. Not even that one time when I rode Daddy’s horse bareback.

      “Ready?” Holden asks the other two, and I know I’m about to feel the best I ever have in my whole life.

      “Ready.”

      “Goddamn it I’m ready.”

      Daddy Rhett stops pumpin’ under me first, and then thick, hot jets flood my insides, makin’ me feel so good my eyes water. “Take it Clem, take Daddy’s cum like a good girl.”

      Daddy Holden quits pumpin’ that pony in my rear and stills, a flood of warm cream fillin’ my ass. I never thought I’d have my rear end filled but my Lord does it feel good. He makes noises I’ve never heard, and my nipples pebble with pride as Rhett and Holden empty those big balls right into little old me.

      “Oh my word, yes!” I holler as Daddy Banks grabs my head, holding his cock to my lips with his other hand.

      “Open, Clem, open and take it down for Daddy.”

      I open my mouth just in time to catch his sweet release, salty cream coating my lips, shooting down my throat, over and over. He strokes into my mouth endlessly it seems, and I swallow it all, lickin’ the remnants off my lips like a good girl when he’s all through.

      “Daddies,” I moan, all sated and tired, so full of cum that I need to have a lie down and rest. “Daddies, thank you so much,” I say, tipping against Daddy Rhett. He lifts me, and I feel all that cum oozing from my holes, wettin’ my thighs, but Lord does it feel good, like a warm hug in the winter wind.

      My eyes fall closed but when I open them, I find myself in… my bed, all three of my strong, naked, Daddies in bed with me. They stroke their fingers through my hair, down my spine and along my belly.

      “Good girl,” I hear, over and over, giving me that praise I’m so eager for. Lord do I love their praise, and my word have I missed being called a good girl.

      As I’m dozin’ off in my Daddies’ arms, I hear them makin’ plans on who’s takin’ my pussy next, after all, everyone deserves a fair shot at puttin’ a baby in their good girl.
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      “Good morning, Clem,” Rhett greets, his warm breath tickles the back of my ear, his blunt fingertips stroking down my spine.

      “Morning, sweet thing,” Banks whispers against my lips before stealin’ a kiss, his hand cupping my hip. He leans back, giving way for Holden to lean in and brush his mouth against mine. “Mornin’ doll.” He reaches out, cupping my cheek for a moment while his eyes tenderly hold mine.

      Stretching my feet into the sheets, I take a moment to wake up and realize… my Daddy’s best friends… all the things I wanted with them… it wasn’t a dream, I got it all, and they’re still here.

      “I was frightened to open my eyes,” I admit, catching a yawn with my hand so I don’t scare these handsome men with my morning breath. “I thought I’d had the best dream, but that it was only a dream.”

      From behind, Holden and Banks rustle around then appear at the foot of the bed. “I’m gonna fix some dinner, we done slept the day away,” Banks says, winking at me before he shuffles out completely in the nude. I could get used to seeing that muscular body in his birthday suit, my oh my.

      “I’m runnin’ you a bath, Clementine,” Holden says, giving me a wink and grin before ducking into the bathroom.  I rather enjoy looking at his muscular bare buns, too.

      “The thing is Clem,” Rhett starts, dropping his hand between my legs while his eyes hold mine. My insides stir, and even though my holes are sore from being taken last night, my pussy is pleadin’ for more of my Daddies. “We talked after you fell asleep and well, we’re stayin’ here with ya, if you’ll let us.”

      I’ve never felt such raw need before, but now that they’ve made a woman of me, all I want is cock and cum, and I can’t help it. But I lick my lips and focus on his words. “I know, Daddy Rhett,” I say, trying out that sinfully perfect name without being in the throes of passion. Still sounds and feels so darn right. I only hope they feel the same. “That’s what Miss May told me. That you three are here for me.”

      He runs those knuckles down my cheek, then hooks a finger over the sheet, tuggin’ it down to expose my bare breasts. “I mean to say, Clem, that we ain’t got no plans to leave.” He brings his mouth to my breast and suckles on it, making me grind against his fingers under the covers. My fingers are in his hair, grabbing his shoulder, slapping against the sheets like crazy as he sucks me and finger fucks me. But he pulls off, lips swollen, and takes his hand from my thighs, leaving me wantin’ so bad.

      “We’re stayin’ Clem, you hear me?” His eyes search mine.

      “I hear you. Daddy would like it if you three stayed, so stay.” I wiggle against his knee, looking for anything to ease my needy little ache. But he gives me nothing but serious eyes.

      “Forever, Clem. We took your virginity. You're ours.” He blinks at me like he wants me to understand but I do, and I’ve never been so pleased.

      “So if you’re stayin’ forever, why aren’t you puttin’ this inside me and makin’ me scream for you, Daddy?” I ask with a sly smile, reaching down to cup his thick cock, the one that made me a woman.

      “Because we take you together,” says Banks, reappearing in the door. “And steaks are on the grill, potatoes in the oven.” He turns to Holden, who appears in the bathroom doorway. “Get her cleaned up, and we’ll feed her,” he winks, and something has me wondering if he’s only talking about steak and potatoes.

      Rhett collects me in his arms, passing me to Holden, who carries me to the tub and lowers me in like I’m something precious.

      “This feels real nice,” I whimper as I settle into a tub of lavender bubbles. “No one’s run a bath for me in ages.”

      “We’re gonna take care of ya in all the ways now, Clementine, so don’t you worry about a darn thing, okay?” Holden says, reaching for a towel from the rack. “Now we’re gonna shower down the hall and fix supper. Come to the kitchen hungry.”

      My stars, my mind is full of filth. Here they are fixin’ me a meal and all I can think about is how hungry I am to feel their cocks inside me all over again. Now that they’ve popped my cherry, I suppose I’m insatiable. But as my eyes wander over the muscles of his broad chest and thick thighs, I can’t deny that most women would likely feel the same.

      “Okay, Daddy Holden,” I say, testing the name with him. Daddy Rhett didn’t correct me, either, so they must like the title. He turns to leave me to soak but I have to know; my question stops him in the doorframe. “Can I still call y’all that, even when we aren’t doing the deed?”

      He looks over his shoulder at me, all smolder and charm. “Oh Sweet Clem, we are your Daddies now, make no mistake.”

      Well heck, if that doesn’t make me beam.
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      After my bath, all I want is more of my Daddies. But they keep tellin’ me that I have to eat, that I need to keep up my strength for all they have planned for us. That makes me excited, it does, but I’m feigning for them so bad I can hardly stand it.

      I’m wigglin’ in my chair at the table, trying to find friction in the seam of my panties, anything to give me some relief from all the throbbing pressure in my pussy.

      Holden and Rhett are chewing bites of steak, and Banks is sipping on his beer. Just watching them eat a damn meal has me hot and bothered. I take a nibble of my steak and lick my lips.

      “What if I eat dinner like y’all want, but you give me something I want at the same time?” I ask, feeding myself another small bite, just to keep the Daddies happy.

      Rhett lowers his fork, grinning at me. “Oh we’re barterin’ now?”

      Holden sets his fork aside, too. “Well now sugar, what did you have in mind?”

      I lick my lips. “I was thinkin’, maybe I sit in each of your laps a few minutes while we eat.”

      Banks’ brows pull together. “Well that’s mighty wholesome.” He pushes away from the table and pats his lap. “Come over here sugar, you can have Daddy Banks’ lap first.” He drags my plate to his and waves me over.

      I get out my chair grinnin’ because little Clem isn’t as wholesome as they think. Standing over Banks, I bend and reach into his flannel pants, the ones he put back on after his shower. He doesn’t stop me, but he does ask, “what’re you doing, you naughty thing?”

      I look between the three of them. “I meant I’d sit in your lap with your big bad cocks inside me. Feed me a few bites, then let me move laps.”

      “Musical Daddies,” Rhett laughs.

      “Musical cocks,” I say, stealing the breath from their lungs, their eyes darkening with hunger and it ain’t got nothing to do with steak.

      “You naughty girl,” Holden grins. “Alright, let’s do it.”
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      Banks is already hard just from the conversation around it! I pull my sheer nighty off over my head, giving them a moment to moan and ah over my bare body. Daddy Banks holds his erection out by the meaty base, and I slither down on it, moanin’ all the way. It still hurts, and I’m mighty sore, but the way my world instantly feels a bit better is so wild.

      These men are meant to be mine, I just know it.

      “Jesus almighty,” Daddy Banks gripes, pounding a curled fist against the table. “She’s so tight, so fucking tight.”

      Daddy Rhett groans, and a deep rumble comes from Daddy Holden.

      “Now feed me,” I moan, wiggling a little on him. He’s so tall inside my belly that I swear for a minute I think I feel him pokin’ my throat! Daddy Banks stabs a piece of steak and a chunk of potato, bringing it to my lips with a wobbly hand.

      “Eat up,” he says, his voice a little shaky and a lot needy. I feel the same way, but it feels funny for a beat, feelin’ like maybe I’m the one makin’ my Daddy feel more hot and bothered for once.

      I take the steak from the fork, and I watch Daddy Banks’ eyes get real heavy and hooded, the way they did last night when he was buried inside his good girl. I like when he looks like that.

      I only get a few more bites in me before Daddy Rhett is pattin’ on his lap, wanting his turn feeding me. I get off Daddy Banks real careful, because he growls at me to go slow since my pussy is so tight. “If you get off me too quick, Clem, you’re gonna have a river of cum to clean up.” I take my time lifting off, and find Daddy Rhett holding himself out for me, waiting for me to sink down on his achin’ manhood.

      The three of my daddies groan all at once as I sink down on Daddy Rhett’s thick erection, almost like they know how good it makes him feel to have his good girl on him like that. He feeds me potatoes, dragging a linen napkin along my lips after each bite. Once he even kisses the traces of potato off my lips, cursin’ at just how much he wants to fill me up this way.

      But before long, Daddy Holden is pattin’ his lap and wantin’ his turn keeping his fat cock warm and snug inside me as he feeds me. Only, I’ve already eaten a full steak and plenty of potatoes, so when I sink down on his bright red, throbbin’ member, he gives me sips of beer. I’ve never had beer till now but the cold carbonation offsets the fiery need in my drippin’, spread cunt, and my word, it tastes mighty good.

      Or maybe everything just seems mighty fine now that I have three Daddies to take care of me.

      After supper is over, my full belly makes me brave, and when I carefully get off of Daddy Holden, I stand in the kitchen and tell them what their girl wants. Because they’d give me anything I want, wouldn't they? After all, that’s what Daddy Perry Praise did– spoiled me rotten.

      “Daddies,” I start, twining my fingers together all nervous like. “I keep thinkin’ about how good the three of you felt inside me, and I want lots more of that, lots,” I admit. “But… I keep wondering… all that warmth felt so good inside me… what would it feel like… all over me?”

      Daddy Rhett chokes on his sip of beer, and Daddies Holden and Banks just start grinnin’ ear to ear. “My oh my, our Sweet Clementine ain’t just a good girl, but she’s wantin’ to be a messy one, too.”

      There I go, bitin’ my bottom lip again. Nodding, pushing chestnut hair off my face, I grin. “Get me dirty Daddies, please.”
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      We’re back in front of the hearth, and we’re all back to being in our birthday suits. Something tells me now that my three Daddies are here to stay, we won’t be wearin’ much clothes. But I like that. I like seeing when I’m making them feel good, when those thick trunks between their thighs fatten for me, when the tip glistens for me–oh my does it get me going!

      “Tell us how you wanna get messy, sweet thing,” Daddy Banks growls, pumpin’ his fist real fast, as fast as he worked on Daddy’s car in the pit.

      I bite back my shyness, because I know these three men wouldn’t do a thing to make me feel silly about what I need. “I really liked suckin’ on you this morning,” I admit, facing Daddy Banks. “I’d love to suck on all of ‘em,” I say, my mouth watering at the mention.

      “Oh we figured as much,” Daddy Rhett chuckles, the deep timbre of his commanding voice rattling around between my legs. “Where do you want the mess, sugar?”

      I get on my knees, the warm fire licking at my back, and fill my palms with Daddy Rhett and Daddy Banks as Daddy Holden grips his monster at the base, bringin’ to my lips. Before he pushes in, I tell them exactly what I’m cravin’.

      “I want it on my lips and face, and I wanna keep all that mess on me until everyone gets a turn.” I lick my lips because they are tingling at just the idea of all three of my Daddies painting my face with their hot, white cream. And I know all that goodness is meant to go inside me and make me a mama, but I can’t help but wantin’ to feel it everywhere.

      “Hot damn, Clem, just the idea of it has me on the brink,” Daddy Holden says, a pained look on his face. He’s telllin’ the truth; he’s oozing and achin’, about to burst. I bring my mouth to his tip, and start lickin’ up all that sweetness he’s leakin’ for me. My hands are still working my other two Daddies as Holden fishes his hand through my hair, forcing my throat to take every hot inch. I cough but stay put, loving the way he thrums and pulses in my throat, fighting the urge to spill.

      “Ahh, darlin’, your throat is just as tight and wet as your sweet pussy,” he keens, the blunt tips of his fingers pushing hard into my head. His guidance feels good, and the other hot, hard cocks in my palms feel mighty good, too. In fact, I’m not even rubbing on myself but still, the electric pressure is building on its own.

      I blink up at Daddy Holden, finding his neck all full of strain, the same way he looks when he’s lifting a heavy tire on the track. His spine goes real rigid and on my tongue, his cock gets as hard as a nail.

      “Oh boy, Clem, close those eyes and get ready, Holden’s ‘bout to roar,” Daddy Rhett bellows as I pump him, the veins on his shaft bumpy and purple. I blink over at Daddy Banks, jerking his hips so I pump his cock even faster. “Oh yeah, sweet thing, I’ve seen that look before. Get ready, he’s gonna make you our canvas,” Daddy Banks says, sweat drippin’ from his brow as his cock slides through my sticky palm.

      “Clem!” Daddy Holden hollers, and then he’s out of my mouth, pressing that pink and purple slick head to my chin. He groans, and that heavy sack between his thighs pulls up tight as he let’s go. “Tip ya head back, sugar,” he groans, and I do just in time for the first rope of white heat to streak my face, gettin’ in my hair even. Then another, and another, and after many curses about what a damn good girl I am, my face is coated in Daddy Holden’s warm seed.

      I fight the urge to lick my lips, because when I finally do, I wanna taste all three of my Daddies at once. Holden comes behind me, grabbin’ my head to face Rhett. “Keep strokin’ Banks,”  he commands as Daddy Rhett’s slick, engorged cockhead comes to my lips. I open up and suck him in, letting him delve deep into my throat for a few passes before he’s eruptin’ on my face, too.

      “Oh goddamn, Clementine,” he howls, pumpin’ his cock, streams of seed barrelin’ over my face, drippin’ down my chin, marking my breasts, too. I love how Daddy Holden holds me there and how Daddy Rhett praises me for takin’ it all so well.

      Before I know it, Daddy Banks is in my mouth, the saltiness of the other two smearin’ up my tongue as he drives that fat monster deep in my throat. I blink, realizing that Daddy Rhett is pumpin’ Daddy Banks for him! And Banks is fondlin’ my breasts. My cunt clenches at the sight of one of my Daddies touchin’ the other, and with the other holdin’ my head so I don’t miss a drop– I think I might have an orgasm right here and now!

      “Here he comes, here he comes!” Daddy Rhett shouts, and then Daddy Banks is pressing his dark slit to my lips, shooting rope after rope of thick white cum all over my already coated face. Hearing the noises my Daddies make when they give me their cum gets me so hot and bothered, but pairing that with them helping each other give me what I want?

      “Daddies!” I moan, my pussy explodin’ with need, ripplin’ with pleasure. When they realize them cummin’ on me has me cummin’, they fall to their knees and drive fingers up inside me, each one of them gunnin’ me just like they did this morning.

      “Feel that cunt cummin’ from takin’ our loads,” one of them says, but my eyes are closed, my head is back, and I’m enjoyin’ that warm mess on my face while they work my pussy, bringing me to another quick orgasm.

      “She’s cummin’ again, boys, feel that? Feel that tight little pussy milkin’ our fingers,” another says, making my nipples ache and my tummy flutter.

      “There ya go, sweet thing, let that pussy feel real good for your Daddies. You’re such a good, dirty girl.”

      I cum so hard my spine goes wobbly, and just when I think I’m gonna topple over from the pleasure, I’m scooped up and taken to the bathroom, where all three of my Daddies stand proudly before me. Sitting on the edge of the sink, I look at them.

      Daddy Rhett wets a towel, but I push his hand away from my face before he can clean me up.

      “Take a picture of your good girl,” I whisper, dragging the tip of my tongue over my bottom lip, collecting the gooey mess waitin’ for me there. I taste all three of them, salty and thick, and my belly growls for more.

      Daddy Banks chuckles. “You hear that, boys? She’s already fixin’ for more.”

      Daddy Holden disappears a moment, but comes back with a camera, snapping a photo of me perched on that sink, covered in cum, nipples hard, a huge smile on my face.

      Then they all get washcloths and start carefully wipin’ me clean. And when they’re done, I can’t help but giggle.

      “I liked that! I think I may want to do that again,” I admit, not even feelin’ the least bit shy. I love that I know I can ask my Daddies for just what I want and don’t have to feel bad.

      “Now that you got something you want,” Daddy Banks starts, “we’re gonna give you a day to rest. But then we want something from you. Something that's gonna test this little tight pussy of yours.”

      I arch a brow. “What’s that, Daddy?”

      They share a look, then Daddy Rhett grins, his beautiful eyes holding mine. “We wanna spread you out, Clem, see how much you can take.”

      I tip my head, puzzled. “What do you mean?”

      He takes himself in his hand and nods to me. “Taking three at once.”

      I giggle. “Y’all aren’t that old are ya? We did that this mornin’, silly.” But I know right away that they didn’t forget, because they smirk at me something sinful.

      “In one hole, Clem, all three of us in your pussy, filling you at once.”

      My jaw drops a mile, I swear it does. “It’s… I’m… there’s not enough room!”

      Daddy Banks drops a comforting hand to my shoulder. “Sweetheart, we’re gonna breed you every day for the rest of your sweet life. And you know what that means? You're gonna have a lot babies, Clem. And I know you know where that baby is comin’ out. So if a baby can come out of there, you can handle the three of us.”

      I can’t seem to close my mouth, but I also know… my Daddies are smart, and they make a very good point.

      “Don’t fret, sugar,” Daddy Holden says, all soft and kind. “We’ll use lots of lube and take it slow, but mark my words, we will fit. And you will like it.”
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      “Things are going really good,” I tell Miss May, twistin’ the phone cord around my finger. “I love having them here and guess what?”

      “What’s that, Clem?” she asks, shuffling papers on the other end of the line.

      “They said they’re gonna stay.” I chew the inside of my mouth, wondering what she thinks about that. Because I know Miss May wants me to learn how to take care of myself, live at this estate and run it, and grow my own life. And this isn’t exactly that, but pretty darn close. Because I am gonna build a life, I’m just not going out in the world and datin’ strangers.

      I’m finding my life right here, with the three men my Daddy loved and trusted most.

      “I know that!” she laughs. “And you can send ‘em off whenever they’re in your hair.”

      “No, Miss May, what I mean to say is… they’re stayin’... forever.” The inside of my cheek is worn from how much I’m nervously nibbling.

      “Forever? That’s a long time with three men twenty years your senior. What’re ya gonna do? Put ‘em to work on the property?” she asks, teasin’ because I reckon she thinks I’m teasin’ her.

      “They’re gonna stay with me forever because…. The four of us… we’re…. Together,” I say, now pacing my bedroom, the linen curtains fluttering in the open window’s breeze. I stop at the window and look down, seeing Rhett, Holden and Banks in the garden, plucking peppers from the vine. I turn back to my bed, starin’ at where we slept and will continue to sleep. “They took my virginity, Miss May, and I’m theirs now.”

      Miss May just sits on the line, breathing and thinking.

      “Say something, Miss,” I whisper, my heart beating real nervous because even though my Daddy Perry Praise is up in heaven, he loved and respected May. And I do too and I don’t want to disappoint her.

      Finally after what feels like a year of silence, she says, “Your Daddy-”

      But I know just what she’s going to say, so I jump in there and cut her right off! “Would be so happy, I know! He would be so darn happy to see me shared by his closest and best friends.”

      “Your Uncles-” she starts, but I can see she’s struggling with her words and I get that because when I get real excited and happy, I’m the same way.

      “I know, aren’t they somethin’? And guess what?” I say, twisting the cord around my finger again. “They’re lettin’ me call them Daddy, since I’ve missed having a Daddy so much. And Miss May, you’d smile a mile wide if you could hear them praising me, just the way Daddy did.”

      Downstairs, the backdoor slams and six heavy boots trudge through the kitchen, a dark rumble of voices vibrating the floorboards. “Ope! We’re cooking together tonight, they’re teaching me how to make stuffed peppers and fried green tomatoes. I got to get going Miss May but man alive, I am so pleased you’re happy.”

      “Clem, I–” Miss May stutters, and I don’t think I’ve ever heard her so happy that she couldn’t speak, not even when Daddy won the Meijer 300 at the Kentucky Speedway.

      “I know, I’m thrilled too! But listen, I gotta go.” Unraveling the cord from my finger, I place the phone in the cradle and nearly bounce downstairs, excited to cook and eat with my Daddies.
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      “Alright,” Banks says, shutting the front door behind him. He twists the deadbolt and sets the brown paper bag down on the table, kickin’ off his boots. I’m cuddled up Rhett’s lap, reading a book, while Rhett and Holden watch a race on television.

      But the moment he comes through the door, the television is off and Rhett and Holden are on their feet. “Did you get it?”

      Banks runs a hand through his hair, wearing a smile. “Yes, I surely did.”

      I get to my feet, too, because we’ve been waiting on Banks to get home from the drugstore for nearly an hour. It’s only up the road a mile, I can’t imagine why it took so long.

      “Why were you gone so long?” I ask, rocking to my toes to press my lips to his. I didn’t have them for a whole year, but now that I have them forever, one single hour feels mighty torturous.

      “They didn't have enough at the drugstore on the corner, so I had to go into town, right up on Main Street.” He fishes around in the bag with both hands, then produces two huge bottles.

      I clap a hand to my face. “Those are huge!”

      Holden’s hand comes to grip the back of my neck. “Us or the bottles?”

      I grin up at him. “All of the above.”

      Rhett takes a bottle from Banks. “We need these, trust us, Clem,” he says, peering down at the shampoo-sized bottle of lube. “We want you to take us, but we don’t want you hurtin’ too bad.”

      Part of me doesn’t think takin’ those three men can be painless, but I trust my Daddies, so I nod. “Well then, are we ready?” I swear these three men have been whispering excitedly about this for the last week. It’s adorable. And I can’t wait for them to have me.

      And I may be a hair nervous but the truth is? I’m mighty excited myself.

      We take the next few minutes to get completely naked, and Rhett and Banks start licking my neck, kissing my jaw, rubbing my breasts the way I like, getting my body all loose and warm. Holden puts a large quilt down in front of the hearth, grabs some towels and pillows, and then lies on his back, in the center.

      “Alright sugar, one at a time,” Rhett reminds me as he guides me to Holden.

      On the ground, Holden slathers fistfuls of lube up and down his thick, ruddy shaft, making himself as slick as possible. I kiss his lips, and even get a quick nibble of his stubbled jaw before I give him my back, and lower myself reverse cowgirl style on his cock. He stretches me out something fierce with his big manhood, but the ache he puts in my belly is only good. With his big hands on my hips, he lifts me up on his cock over and over until I’m nice and wet, and moanin’ to cum.

      “You ready, darlin’?” Banks asks, sauntering over while coating his cock in lube. He even takes a pump on his fingertips and sticks in inside me, touchin’ Holden, too! Watchin’ my Daddies touch each other, even when it’s just a functional touch, makes my pussy roar with need.

      I nod. “Yes, I’m ready. I’m feelin… rather empty,” I tease, despite the fact that Holden already has me to the brim.

      Banks gets on his knees between Holden’s legs, and holds his cock at the base as he notches his swollen head at my gap. Banks and Holden growl “fuck!” and “my god!” as Banks pushes in, his big hard cock sliding inside me on top of Holden's.

      “Damn, sugar,” Banks breathes, leanin’ forward to kiss my lips, all urgent and needy. “I love how well you stretch to take me and Holden. You’re doing so good.”

      From behind me, on the floor, Holden is nothin’ more than a moanin’ mess. “Shit, baby, you feel real nice but I can’t lie. Banks, brother, you feel mighty good, too.”

      At those simple words, my pussy quivers. I’m burnin’ with fullness, but my cunt is achin’ for more dirty Daddies. “Rhett,” I breathe, tryin’ not cum right then and there. “More. Give me more.”

      Rhett takes five healthy pumps of lube and coats himself real good, and as he closes the distance between us, Banks leans back, making room. Rhett comes to a crouch, and his bare ass presses against Banks’ chest as he drags his capped head all around my bundle of nerves, teasin’ me.

      “I’m gonna cum if you keep playin’ games with me,” I whimper, looking down between my legs to see two fat cocks stuffed deep in my cunt. My Daddies have me so full, and my heart dances when I realize…. They ain’t done yet.

      Rhett holds himself long enough to thrust his hips forward real quick. He told me he was gonna have to push in fast, in order for my body not to shut him out. I cry out in pain as the third cock slides in, my head fallin’ back to call out for God.

      “Oh God! I’m so full! It burns! It burns!” I cry, wiggling around on Holden to find the perfect angle. I brace my palms on the ground, leaning back, my hair dragging over Holden’s face, as Rhett starts sawing his hips back and forth.

      “I feel Banks,” he says down to me, his veiny length sliding against Banks.

      “I feel you both,” Banks grits out, his grasp on control clearly fadin’ with the way his voice wobbles. “Fuck, this is nice and tight, feels so goddamn good,” he groans, not even needing to move since Holden and Rhett are moving their hips together, pumping their cocks in and out of me in unison, their heads always staying inside me.

      “How you holdin’ up?” Holden asks, his voice wrappin’ my shoulders, shaky like he’s ready to let that water hose loose inside me.

      “It burns but… I feel so good, so happy, so high,” I admit, my cheeks burnin’ with pleasure, my belly full with the intrusion of three large cocks inside me. “I can’t believe all three of you fit.”

      A week ago, I was a virgin, and now look what I can do! “Daddies,” I moan, “thank you, thank you for making me a woman, and making me feel so good,” I say, writhin’ in Holden's lap as those three cocks start to poke and prod me in all the right places.

      Rhett takes a bite of my neck, Holden’s hands come to my hips, and Banks reaches around Rhett to grab one of my breasts, tweakin’ my nipple. They’re inside, their hands are on me, they’re takin’ care of me… it’s everything I want, and so much more.

      “Daddies, yes, yes,” I moan, lickin’ my lips as my mind grows fuzzy, pleasure and pain bringing me to the point of no return. Groping me, fucking me, my Daddies keep pleasin’ me, groaning and keening about how good I feel, how good they feel, and mostly? What a damn good girl I am.

      And that’s what has my pussy milkin’ all three of them at once as I cum–that sweet, delicious praise.

      “Good girl takin’ all your Daddies at once.”

      “Look at you Clem, provin’ to your Daddies what a damn good girl you are.”

      “There you go, Clem, being a good girl lettin’ your Daddies fuck you this way.”

      And then the most wonderful thing happens.

      All three of my Daddies cum at once. Holden slaps my ass and his cock stills, pulsin’ inside me, his cum spearing through my hips in white hot streaks.

      “Holden, you bad boy,” Banks growls, “I feel that cum slithering up my cock.” Then his cock is tremblin’ inside me, jets of heat filling me in fast, hard shots.

      “Yes, Daddies, fill me up, please!” I cry, pressing my palms to my belly to feel how full they’re makin’ me. Their cum floodin’ my insides feels good but… “Daddy Rhett,” I beg, knowin’ full well he knows what I want.

      His powerful thighs must be burnin’ in that crouch, but my Daddies are dedicated to makin’ their good girl feel mighty fine. He stops pumping his hips and shouts, “goddamnit!” as he rockets off a load deep inside me, adding to the heat in my belly.

      “Rhett done flooded your insides,” Banks comments, and from behind me, Holden adds, “there you go, old boy, empty that sac all over us in our good girl, just like that.”

      After my Daddies have emptied themselves inside me, and my pussy has drained them of every ounce of pleasure, Rhett slides out first, a steady stream of cum leaking from me when he does. I reach down, collecting it, suckin’ it off my fingers because I hate wastin’ anything my Daddies give me.

      “Clem, you dirty thing,” Rhett says before hooking his hands under my arms, and lifting me off my other Daddies. Banks stands, and Holden gets off the floor, and then I’m over Rhett’s shoulder as they carry me to bed. Laying me down, Holden stuffs a pillow under my bum and cozies up next to me, suckin’ on my neck as he whispers to me how good I did.

      Rhett lies sideways, puttin’ his head on my belly, whispering, “hold us in, Clementine, and make us a baby.”

      Banks lies on my other side, fixin’ his lips on my nipple like I could feed him! I can’t but I don’t mind him suckin’. In fact, it feels pretty nice having them all around me after that.

      “We did it,” I whisper, my eyes growin’ heavy with happiness.

      “We did it,” they repeat, and wouldn't you know it? We fall asleep just like that, me and my Daddies.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen
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      “Ever gone skiing, Clem?” Banks asks as I sink down on his cock, dawn’s light barely drippin’ over us through the open window.

      I shake my head. “No, sir.” My eyes close as his thick cock spears me full, his balls ticklin’ my ass, the curly hair on his groin teasin’ my clit.

      “Let your Daddies teach you how to ski,” Rhett says from one side of Banks, wakin’ up with a tired yawn. On the other side, Holden yawns himself awake too, and at once, they take my hands from Banks’ chest and fill them with their hard cocks.

      They’re so hard in the morning when they wake up–it’s my favorite time to empty them.

      “Pump, like you’re pumping skiing poles, Clem,” Banks says, lifting his hips so the head of cock presses into my spongy pleasure spot, making me howl in need.

      “Oh, Daddy, yes!” I cry out, wantin’ to cum after just a single minute. But my Daddies always do that to me, get me so worked up I wanna explode.

      “Don’t stop skiing now, sugar,” Daddy Rhett commands, liftin’ his hips from the mattress right as Daddy Holden does the same.

      I’m pumping their stiff leakin’ cocks, crying their names, sweat blanketin’ my bare body as I ride my Daddy to orgasm. Banks fucks his cum right into me, shot after shot, cummin’ at the sight of me ridin’ and skiing.

      Banks pushes to his elbows. “Hop off, sweetness, and let your other Daddies feel how wet and tight you are this mornin’, won’t ya?”

      I nod eagerly, leaving a few yummy dribbles on their thighs as I reposition myself over Holden, sinkin’ down on his dick with ease.

      I’ve been takin’ them so much lately, I’m getting used to their size. Still burns a little of course, especially when they’re itchin’ to be in me all at once, ever since our first time went so well. But even then, with all three of them fuckin’ me, it feels mighty good.

      Banks twists his sweaty face to eye Holden, then grins up at me. “He’s gonna blow, sweetheart.”

      I look down at Holden, who, sure enough, is frozen, his face twisted all ways from Sunday. “Here it comes, sugar,” he grits before thrusting his hips up, his seed spilling into me in thrashing, hot waves.

      After he’s emptied himself inside me, Rhett clears his throat, his own hand pumpin’ his cock while he waits so patiently for his turn with their good girl.

      Banks sits up, takes me by the hips and nearly lifts me right off Holden, settin’ me down on Rhett. His cock slides inside me real easy, since I’m so wet.

      “Ahh,” he groans, smiling up at me, those big brown eyes making my belly flutter.

      I look down at my beautiful men, and press a hand to my belly full of cum and smile. “I love you Daddies.”

      Rhett lifts his hand to my face, cupping my cheek tender and sweet. “We know you do, darlin’ and we love you, too.” He grabs my shoulders and pushes me down, his dick so deep inside me I nearly cough. Then his eyes close and he fills me with his orgasm in erotic, heated pulses.

      When his eyes open, he smiles at me, and Holden and Banks make room for me to lie down on my back. They shove a pillow under my hips, keeping all that cum deep inside me, to make me a mama. I wanna be a mama, and bein’ a mama to their baby? Nothing could make me happier.

      But then they crawl between my legs, all three of them! And they take turns sucking and licking my clit, their big fingers pushing and prodding in my hole, playing with that mess inside me while they eat me 'til my toes curl.

      When my chest is heavin’ from how hard I came for them, and my body is exhausted from riding and fuckin’ all morning, I doze off, wearing a smile on my face and nothing else.
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        * * *

      

      “Alright,” I call to the living room, my hands cupped to my face. “Breakfast!”

      Today I made fluffy scrambled eggs, salty ham, gravy, cheesy grits and buttermilk biscuits. My Daddies taught me how and it’s the first morning I’ve cooked for all of us.

      My favorite men come saunterin’ in, hair mussed from sleep, pajama pants slung low on their hips. They are indeed a sight for sore eyes, but I keep my focus on my meal, because I want them to like it, and to be proud.

      I wave my hand across the table and they stop in their tracks, beaming at me.

      “Sweet Clementine, did you do all this?” Rhett asks, stroking his hand down his short beard.

      I nod, pushing my hair off my shoulders, my chin held high. Yesterday, I balanced the check book. This morning, I made breakfast. I am doing everything Miss May wanted me to do, and I’m doing it with three men I love. Three men my Daddy loved.

      They coat my cheeks in proud kisses, and proceed to sit at the kitchen table until every darn bit of food is completely gone. I have never been so proud.

      Well, that’s not true. Everytime I fit all three of ‘em inside of me, I’m pretty proud of that, too.

      While they’re busy cleaning dishes, I find myself in front of the hearth, holding a photo of Perry Praise in my hands. I stroke my finger down his cheek, missin’ him so badly but knowing, if he were here, he’d absolutely be proud of how I’m living my life.

      What Daddy wouldn’t want his only daughter to belong to his three very best friends?

      I set the picture down and smile, happy to know he’s smiling in Heaven.

      I only wish I knew why I haven’t heard from Miss May in so long.

      The End.
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      It’s the tenth time I’ve tried to get out of bed. The tenth! The fifth time I waited until they were out of the room, but the damned squeaky floorboard! And the eighth time I waited until they were downstairs but, can you believe it, Banks was in the hall, practically standin’ guard!

      This time, the tenth time, Rhett’s arms are folded across his chest like he’s some military sergeant, he’s got a harsh gaze to match.

      “Now what do I have to do to get you to listen?” He asks me, but I know it’s not a question I’m meant to answer. With his eyes fixed to me, his hands fall to his belt, working out of the loops of his jeans real quick. “Lookin’ for a whip on the rear, Clementine?”

      I sit up, pushing the sheets down to expose my bare legs. “Daddy, I’m lookin’ for any attention I can get, but you know how much I love your belt.”

      Rolling over in the covers, I show him my bare behind and give it a wiggle, glancin’ at him over my shoulder. “I’m ready, Daddy. I’ve been breakin’ your rules like a bad girl. Come punish me.”

      His groan makes my skin break out in bumps, and I bury my face in the pillow to capture my cry as the first thwack of the belt strikes my bottom.

      Excited for more belt burn on my bum, I wiggle my rear again but Banks and Holden saunter in, their voices crawlin’ up  my back.

      “I thought I heard the belt,” Holden says, a smile in his tone.

      “Well, well, well, what do we have here? Our sweet Clem tryin’ to get outta bed again?” Banks asks, the clunk of their boots on the hardwood tellin’ me they’re comin’ close.

      A hand fishes through my hair, yankin’ my head from the pillow. Lord almighty, I love it when my Daddies get rough with me. It’s part of the reason I kept tryin’ to sneak out.

      Banks brings his eyes to mine and then four hands are rollin’ me onto my back. Three of my favorite men stand there, hoverin’ over me, need and delight brimmin’ in their eyes.

      “I just wanted to check on him,” I tell them, not even lying because I was going to go into his room. But the truth is, I’m not mad they’re stoppin’ me either. Because my Daddies have been so slow to ease back into the fun after little Perry was born, and my body misses them something fierce.

      “And we made it quite clear, Clementine, that you ought to be restin’ up, like the doctor said. If he needs to eat, we’ll bring him to ya. Otherwise, stay put and heal that pretty pussy so we can have our good girl back,” Rhett says, eyes real serious.

      “And plump you up again, sugar,” Banks winks. “Little Perry deserves a brother close in age.”

      Holden cups his cock over his jeans, the defined ridge pressin’ against the denim. “I need in that pussy, Clem, but I ain’t doin’ it till you’re healed.” He leans over me, brushing his lips against mine. “So obey.”

      I run my tongue along my bottom lip all seductive like. “Make me.”

      Before I know it, I’m on my knees in the center of the room takin’ each one of my daddies in my throat, my second favorite place to take ‘em.

      Rhett bucks forward, filling my throat to the hilt, but cuppin’ my cheek all romantic like. “We’re gonna give you the belt after this for disobeyin’ us,” he grounds out, his balls tickling my chin.

      He hollows me, then Banks’ hand is on my head, pulling me down on his veiny, achin’ length. I love how they’re all the same size, fat and long, stretchin’ me no matter the hole. Sometimes they blindfold me and fuck me and I gotta guess which Daddy is which. If I’m wrong, they take my ass. It ain’t even a punishment, of course.

      “You let us take care of our son, and you rest up, you hear?” He says, his voice real wobbly as he leaves salty excitement on my tongue.

      Holden takes his turn, slammin’ into my throat as he moans, “I love this mouth, Clem, but I need in that pussy.”

      They pass my mouth like that a few more times before the tell tale gruntin’ and groanin’ starts and aside from my baby cryin’, that is my second favorite noise. My Daddies on the brink of eruption.

      I take Rhett over the edge first, lettin’ him fill my mouth with all he’s been savin’ for me since yesterday. He floods my mouth, salty and warm, and then I take Banks on my tongue with Rhett’s release still in there! My Daddies are dirty, and Banks hollers something fierce at the feel of Rhett’s cum on his cock as he unloads in my mouth. When Holden pushes in, cum drippin’ down my chin because they always feed me well, he moans so loud I’m afraid little Perry might wake up! And with another feral grunt, Holden cums in hot, rip roarin’ ropes.

      And you know what I do next just to drive them wild?

      I open my mouth, let it spill down my breasts, and rub it all over me, grinnin’ like a fool as they watch with jaws slack. I swallow what’s left and get to my feet, saunterin’ into the bathroom.

      “Go on now, little Perry’s fussin’ and I’m takin’ a bath.” I toss my Daddies a wink and listen to them gripe about me healin’ up quicker.

      I’m anxious to heal, too, because I can’t wait to take them all again.

      But I mighty like teasin’ them almost as much.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Want to try my Cherry Pie?

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Here’s a taste:

        (Chapter 1 of my novella Cherry Pie, which is available in Kindle Unlimited and paperback)
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      CHAPTER 1

      “I’m not ready for you to go,” I admit sheepishly, both proud of myself for saying the words yet equally feeling foreign being so vulnerable. I’m not one to spew feelings all over, especially directing them towards the person they’re actually meant for.

      But Marianne is different.

      She strokes a weathered hand down my hair, taking a moment to fish her fingers through the ends soothingly like she did when I was a child after picking me up from school.

      “I know, mon cherie amér.”

      Sinking into a high back barstool at the kitchen island, my chin sinks into my curled knuckles, elbows keeping me off the cool granite. I let out a deep, heavy sigh, one that contains the misery of more than this day, but I’m using this moment to relieve my heart and mind of a lot of different pain.

      “You are grown now. You don’t need me like you once used to,” she says in her heavy French accent. Her smile trembles a bit, as if the truth of those words hurt her more than actually having to go.

      “I do need you,” I argue, because she is the only one I have. As if she doesn’t know it, I remind her. “You’re all I have, Mari.” The words are soft and crumbly, like one of her fresh baked chocolate and cherry cookies. I’ll miss those cookies, but that isn’t even in the top ten things I’ll miss about Mari.

      She tips her head to the side, her expression tenderly defiant. “That isn’t true.”

      “It is,” I argue back. Though I’m feeling all the pain of her looming void, fighting is how I protect my feelings and distract myself from how I feel.

      After one more sad and unsatisfied smile–Mari is the only one to cut through my bullshit without a single word–she turns to the sub-zero refrigerator behind her. The doors shine;  they sparkle really.

      I live in a home where surfaces sparkle and gleam, where disinfectant and home-cooked meals fill the air at all times. A place where sheets have the corners tucked under the mattress, like a hotel.

      My home is large.

      In fact, it’s more of an estate than a home–as it employs several people at all times. The floors gleam, everything has a place and rests in its place, there are no shoes strewn about, no empty package boxes on the floor, nothing left to sit idle and collect dust.

      The entire place is a well-oiled and beautiful machine.

      Yet I have the selfish audacity–I’ve been told–to hate my life. To hate this house.

      And the people that live here. The same people Mari is referring to.

      She pours the tea she retrieved from the sub-zero into a glass and pushes it my way. “Cold tea will help your spicy mood.”

      I take a sip of the tea, but it only serves to make me more bitter. Mari makes the most delicious sun tea and this drink only reminds me that I won’t have it again after today. Not like this, at least. But I drink it because I love her, and as much of a brat as I can be, I won’t be hurtful on her last day.

      I’ll still fight a little, of course, because I can’t have her leaving here thinking I’m suffering from some medical stroke or something. But like usual, I’ll keep the big rifts for them. Not her.

      “Are your kids excited to see you?” I ask foolishly because of course her kids want to see her, grown or not. She nods. “Other people waiting to welcome you back?” I ask but I know the answer.

      Of course she does. Because everyone has someone, right? Even though Mari has been living in this home raising me for the last fourteen years, I also know she’s in her late sixties and has a network of people she loves back in France.

      “Everyone,” she says with a smile so broad that I feel jealous and guilty all at once.

      “You should have left sooner,” I quip, sour and bitter, hating to dish her up this side of myself on her last day but honestly sometimes, I’m so angry at them that I can’t control whether or not I dish it out to others. My emotions have always been hard for me to understand and wrangle.

      “Ah, ma fille amère, do not get testy with me today.” After returning the pitcher of tea to the refrigerator, Mari joins me, taking the seat next to mine. Her peppered hair looks a lot more white as the sun drops across it from the window. Her hands are worn from taking care of me for so many years. She pats my thigh. “You will be okay, but Cherry, you must let yourself be okay. Do you know what I’m saying?” she asks, her French accent making every single statement sound so smart and sharp.

      I drink the tea and look forward, unwilling to tell her that I know just what she means. Be kinder to them, she means, and I know this because she’s said as much many times before.

      How can I be kind to them? How can I open myself to them when one of them couldn't even be bothered to take a hand in raising me? Despite the fact that it was his legal obligation, he hired Mari to raise me under his roof. Now with her leaving, I’m left with complete strangers; I am living here with complete strangers.

      “Will you write?” I ask, bypassing her questions. She’s used to me, so she sighs and moves on.

      “I can write paper and envelopes. No email for me. I plan to go home and dewire.”

      “Unplug,” I correct because even after over a decade in America, Mari’s English is still a bit… confused. Staying inside an estate all day, every day, will do that to you, though.

      “Yes, unplug,” she says while placing her cell phone on the island, screen facing up. “I won’t miss this.” She spins the phone on the surface.

      I stare into the amber liquid as my fingertips chase beads of condensation down the wall of my glass. “I’ll miss you so much, Mari,” I say quietly like it’s a secret. It isn’t, though, but I am trained to keep my voice down when admitting things that are important. To keep my deepest feelings separate from this house and its residents.

      “It is goodbye but not forever. When you are ready, you can come to France and visit me.”

      I finish the tea, and no more than ten minutes later, an Uber awaits in the long, gravel driveway in front of the house.

      “They didn’t even come to see you off,” I say more to myself than to her, though it is directed at her. “Fucking pricks.”

      “Ma fille amère,” she soothes, and the gentleness of her tone sends pops of heat behind my eyes. I blink, refusing to acknowledge them because I don’t cry and am not weak. “You must soften yourself for this world, Cherry. How can love ever find you if you are too hardened to be moved?”

      She wraps her body around mine in a long, meaningful hug. This is the last time I’ll feel her heart beating against my chest as she holds me. I can’t fight the tears that fall, but I still choose to ignore them.

      “Take care of yourself but don’t forget, there is a middle between every two loose ends.”

      I roll my eyes and she laughs at me, and the wind brings leaves to our feet as the sun puts warmth at our back. The gravel crunches as her measly two suitcases are loaded into the trunk, courtesy of the driver.

      “I love you. And being in France won’t stop me from loving you.” She takes my chin in her soft hand and my face fills with fire so painful and searing that I close my eyes in an effort to escape it. But when they open again and are met with her damp cheeks and partial smile, I know I can’t hide.

      “I love you, Mari,” I whisper, having never said those three words to anyone else in years. And when I say them, I know there’s a very good chance I won’t say them again to anyone, ever.

      “Promise you will visit. If you ever want to, he will pay for you to come.”

      I tuck my long hair behind my ear as the wind gathers at my back, tossing the ends over my shoulder. “I’m welcome to visit and yet I am not allowed to come live with you.”

      Another sideways head tip paired with a tilt of her lips. “He doesn’t want you to come with me.”

      I know it’s true. I know it is. Because the fight we had the night I begged to go to France with Mari is etched into my brain as well as my own name.

      “I don’t care what he wants,” I say, sounding and feeling childish, but I can’t help it. He brings the immature, angry, fiery, vein-popping side out of me like no one else. I should just stomp my foot, my words would sing-song nicely to the beat of a temper tantrum.

      “But I do. Because he was a loyal employer to me for years, my darling. You don’t have to believe or like it, but he was good to me so I am good to him.” She hugs me again, and presses kisses to each of my cheeks. “I was contracted until you were eighteen. The contract is fulfilled. Now I must go.”

      I nod. And we just stare at one another for a bit. Moments, minutes, I don’t know. All I do know is that I can’t get enough of her rich, dark eyes and her graying hair, the smell of Chalimar on her wrists or the soft swish of her linen pants. Everything Mari will be missed.

      I want to say you have been a mother to me. You have been my only mother, because my own mother went and got herself killed when I was just five so I hardly remember her at all. If any.

      Mari has been my mother. She has been here since the first week after mom was murdered.

      She has taught me everything. When I say everything, I don’t mean some things. Not only do I say what I mean but she really has shown me the ways of life.

      Cutting hair, baking, cleaning, riding a bike, getting out of class with “woman” trouble, how to use a tampon, painting my nails, styling my clothes, reading, writing, literally everything.

      The door slamming closed jars me from my painful tumble down memory lane. My eyes meet hers across the lowered car window. The sweaty man in the driver’s seat drums his thumbs along the wheel as he waits for us to say goodbye.

      “Goodbye, Cherry.” Mari’s eyes are misty again and I refuse to acknowledge that mine aren’t much better. “Be good to them. They are not bad. Sometimes things aren’t what they seem.”

      “Bye, Mari.” Those are the only two words I can manage. Tiny bits of granite and river rock pop from under the tires like jumping beans as the car exits the long driveway.

      Be good to them, she says. I shake my head as I make my way back inside the empty home.

      Why should I be good to them when they are no good to me?

      Up the stairs, I make my way into my bedroom where I close and lock the door and bury my head into a pillow. The only thing I trust with my sobs.

      And I cry in private until I hear the cars outside and know they are home.

      My stepfather and his two sons.

      CHAPTER 2

      Can you make it feel like home if I tell you you’re mine? 

      The lyrics float above me as I stare up at all the green glowing stars on the ceiling. Lana Del Rey is where I turn when I'm really lost because knowing someone else is miserable too is relieving in some sick way. 

      There’s a solid knock at my bedroom door. 

      I have my own floor, and they give me a wide berth. That leaves just one person it could be now that Mari is back in France. 

      “Sylvio?” I call out the name of the man who runs this house. I don’t know what title he has because I’ve never heard him addressed as anything but his name. He cooks, orders groceries, wraps gifts, he doles out directions to the gardener and pool man. He does it all. I suppose he’s like the chef and house manager. 

      Sometimes he comes to my room and lets me know when he’s made something sweet. Despite the fact that I’m utterly rotten, sour, and as Mari called me, bitter—I have a sweet tooth and Sylvio knows how to sweeten me up, he says. 

      But the voice that crashes against the door isn’t that of the aged Italian man with silver wingtips and too many gold rings. 

      “Cherry.” His voice sounds like money and power, rigid with intention. 

      “Glenn,” I say his name back to him because I’ll die a cold, painful death before I answer back sweetly.

      “Come down to the kitchen. We’re having a family talk.”

      Family talk. My eyes roll reactively, instinctively as the irony of the phrase makes me bark out a laugh. Family. That’s not what we are. He is more of a warden than a stepfather, and he may have loved my mother and I at one time but it’s clear that ended the day she died. 

      “Cherry,” he says again, anger throttling his impatience. And even though I’d never admit it, the fierceness in his voice when he gets angry always makes my heart rattle, just a little. “Get the fuck downstairs.”

      Though he can’t see, I roll my eyes again as I throw my legs over the side of the bed, straightening my crumpled dress before standing. Smoothing my hair down, I make my way to the door, but when I pull it open the only trace of Glenn is his cologne. 

      Downstairs, I find my twenty-seven-year-old stepbrother Max, his twenty-five-year-old brother Conrad, and their father–my stepfather–Glenn. 

      It doesn’t matter that I’ve lived with the three of them for the last fourteen years–they are unfamiliar to me in the most important ways. 

      Do I know what they smell like, the brand of coffee they prefer, the food they eat, the TV shows they record, the dumb shit they say to one another when they’re angry, how much they tip their employees, and how they vote? Yes. 

      Do I know anything about them, really? No. 

      Glenn was a widow when he married my mother. I was four when they got married, and five when she was killed. We didn’t move, I didn’t go stay with some long lost grandmother. Glenn simply hired someone to live in the house and raise me. 

      Then, he and his sons went on to live in the same house as if I simply… didn’t exist. I was Mari’s to raise and that was clear. 

      “What?” I ask, hands on hips with a defiance so powerful it almost leaves me rattled. 

      Like anyone ignored, their lack of attention or care birthed and nourished a deep hatred inside of me. Around age twelve, I stopped trying to be loved. I hardened. I met their coolness and neglect with anger and insubordination. As time went on, I got worse. I broke rules, I dressed provocative, I went out, and I came home whenever the fuck I felt like it. 

      And that fucking heartless asshole didn’t even have the nerve to say anything to my face about any of it, either. He told Mari, and made her hand down rules and guidelines. I don’t know why that made me hate him more, but it did. Like I wasn’t even good enough for his punishment. 

      “Now that you’re eighteen, it’s time for you to come to work at the firm.” 

      Max cracks his knuckles, and Conrad drinks from an open can of beer. Glenn stands with his back against the refrigerator door, looking down at his toes. 

      He’s delivering this news like someone died. 

      Because that’s what I am to them—the dark cloud hovering over them reminding everyone of the life they almost had. The life where my mother was here and unified us with her love and warmth. 

      “I don’t want to.” There I go, sounding like a child stamping her foot. But I can’t help it. Believe me when I say I’ve tried it all with these three. But nothing gets their attention like my bratty and infuriating rage. 

      “This isn’t a choice.” His words escape him despite the fact his jaw seems to stay wired shut, the strain of controlled anger keeping his neck in tight lines. 

      “I like where I work now.” Lies, because who the fuck likes working at a pizza place aside from stoners and old Italian men? 

      Max snorts, feeding his large hands through his shining dark hair. Glenn’s is fading but still, the three of them have the same, bouncing, plentiful waves of luscious soft dark locks. The length is long enough to be wild and sexy when disheveled but not so long as to make any of them look unruly.  

      “A pizza joint is mentally titillating, huh?” 

      My eyes pin him down, and everything inside of me screams look at me when you talk shit to me, coward! And like he’s connected to my thoughts–Max always seems to know what I’m thinking–he meets my fuming stare. 

      “Naa, but a lot of hot guys come in, and it gives me a perfect place to get paid to practice my blowjob skills.” My cheeks burn with my bratty comment. I’ve never blown a guy at Pizza Castle and I never fucking would. Still, I can’t help the satisfaction soaring through me at the visible displeasure I get from all three of them. 

      “Fucking hell, Cherry. Watch your mouth.” 

      “That’s what they say, too,” I smile broadly at my stepdad, who is also finally looking at me. They never want to look at me. It used to be maddening. At one point when I was eight, I seriously thought I may be invisible, except that Mari was there–and they saw her so I must be real. 

      “You can ride with Max and Connie, or me.” 

      My eyes go to my step-brothers, and I watch the solid knot in Conrad’s throat jostle up and down as he drinks the last of his beer. 

      He makes the can look tiny with hands that size. 

      “I’m not going,” I say, not giving up that easily. I know I’ll have to do it because even though I’m freshly an adult and have a job, I can’t support myself. Not even close. Hell, the money I make at Pizza Castle basically pays for my gas and car insurance. Food, rent, and other bills are so fucking out of the question right now. 

      Unexpectedly, Glenn crosses the room to close the distance between us. My eyes jump to Max and Conrad, who are both watching their father, which makes my pulse rocket. 

      Glenn wraps his hand around my throat with a terrifying slowness, taking his time to establish that he doesn’t have to seize his control quickly—he can move slow and still own me. 

      Gasping, I suck in a defiant breath as his fingertips push down on my throat, my pulse hammering. 

      “You’ll ride with me then.” His dark eyes dance between mine, silently daring me to take a stance against him, to raise a question, to claim an offense. 

      But I lift my hand and wrap it around his, then whisper, “you’ll have to fucking make me.” Before he can process, I fling his hand off my throat, turn around and storm back up to my room. 

      I’ve stormed off many times. In my pre-teen years, it was an almost daily habit. No one has ever followed me after the storm-off. 

      Until today. 

      No one knocks. Max and Conrad welcome themselves by taking a spot on either side of me on the bed, where I’d just resigned myself to. Max drops a hand to my thigh, and a tingle worms its way up my leg. Conrad matches the movement, and when he fans his fingers over my bare skin, I pull my legs together. On me, the backs of their knuckles graze each other’s, and I watch as their eyes meet, holding a brief and silent conversation. 

      “What do you guys want?” I ask, finding my voice a lot harder to reach with their smooth, vast palms sending waves of warm pleasure up my thighs. They wear different colognes, but they’re complementary, and between the touches and scents, I need out. I try to stand.

      “Stay put,” Max advises before drifting his knuckles along his brother’s once more.

      “You’re eighteen now,” Conrad supplies in his obliging tone. 

      Here’s the thing about not getting attention from the people who are supposed to give it to you: you’re fucking starved for it, in any capacity. Even if it’s fucked up, degrading, toxic, and potentially soul-sucking. 

      Doesn’t matter. 

      The youth inside of me is famished and these three men are the only thing to put a dent in my voracious appetite to be seen. 

      “What are you guys doing?” I ask with all the coolness in the fucking world, which I definitely don’t feel. Max reaches up and tugs a strand of my long hair. Conrad’s hand smooths down then up my thigh. “You guys hate me,” I say because they do, and what am I supposed to say? Keeping my shoulders locked in the position of an unfazed bad bitch, I force my voice to stay strong. 

      “What the fuck?” 

      I know my nipples are hard, and I really fucking hate that I want them because fuck them. But also, the primal part of me as a woman cannot deny the feral physical attraction. The evolutionary piece of me sees strong, handsome, intelligent men and screams, “fuck them! Fuck them!” It’s natural, after all. 

      But they’re withholding and cruel.

      And that’s without unboxing the fact that just a week after I became a legal adult, the three of them had Mari sent back to France. 

      She told me that was the deal all along. But still, it felt like fucking woman’s suffrage, having absolutely zero say in anything in my own life. From the time my mom died until now.

      Except Pizza Castle. They let me have Pizza Castle. 

      “We want you at the firm, Cherry, so you’ll be there.” Max smiles as he and Conrad rise in unison. 

      “And if I don’t show up?” I study my cuticles and then the ends of my hair, my sundress undeniably suctioned to my body that is now coated in sweat from having their hands on me. And liking it. 

      I stand, not wanting them to have any advantages over me… as if they don’t already. 

      Conrad steps toward me, resting his hand on my hip, thumb stroking me. My heart does a heavy double thud, making my eyes flash darkness as I calibrate that my step-brothers just rubbed my legs, and now, one of them is touching my hip… intimately. 

      “I can wake you up every morning if you need me to.” Conrad leans in, his breath hot on my neck, the subtle smell of testosterone burning my nose. Burning between my legs. “I can wake you up with a brotherly kiss.” 

      The fuck? My heart slams against my ribs as they simply turn around and filter out of my room as if all of that were normal… or nothing, even. 

      I fall to my butt on my bed, head spinning. 

      What the fuck was that?

      And why do I have to be the fucked up little darling who loved it?
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      SENIOR YEAR: A TABOO NOVELLA

      PROLOGUE

      I crouched next to her desk; being the front corner seat had its perks - no one could see my hand climbing down her inner thigh.

      I couldn’t believe I was doing it, but fucking a—it was exhilarating. My pulse zipped through my body at light speed, my ears echoing from its power. My mouth went dry but I kept my face still as my fingertips inched up her velvety soft thigh. 

      If I’d thought my cock was hard the other night when I tugged one out to the idea of this, I was hugely fucking mistaken. Because now? With my digits grazing the sleek center of her cotton panties, I think I’m as hard as I could ever get.

      This is so wrong.

      I wouldn’t go to jail, but I’d lose my job. Everyone would label me a pervert.

      Maybe I am a pervert.

      But as I stroke her swollen, perfect lips through those tiny fucking panties I’ve eyed from under the desk way too many times… I’ve never felt more alive than now.

      I have a purpose and its dripping onto my fingertips as we speak.

      “Do you agree with my assessment of your work?” I asked, in my usual talking-while-reading teacher voice.

      I swirled my fingers around her clit and that’s when she nodded. What looked like a nod to the rest of the class was merely a spasm of muscles from the spark of pleasure igniting as a result of our connection.

      I rubbed her wet little pussy faster and faster, moving just my hand as to not move my arm. Blue and silver glittered back at me from her eyeshadow as her lids fluttered closed for a moment, her lips parted.

      Holy shit. She’s coming.

      I really thought for a second, I was gonna shoot off in my jeans in a classroom full of high school students.

      With deep regret I quit, because some minuet, tiny, nearly invisible sensibility inside my big head urged me on. I pulled back and rested my hand, wet from her cunt, on her desk. The moisture from her skin, which now glistened on mine, left a dark ring on the paper.

      Our eyes went to the spot, then to each other. In a motion sadly much-practiced, I made a quick left-handed swipe to adjust my raging erection right into the top of my belt. Then I got to my feet, my lungs burning for air. 

      Fresh air. 

      Any air not contaminated with the extremely fucking high rush of heady, cock-throbbing, heart-pounding scent of one high school senior girl who will remain nameless.

      Okay, not nameless.

      Tea Corrigan.

      Her name is Tea Corrigan.

      And she will be the end of me one day, I just know it.

      Annnnd... she is my girlfriend.

      CHAPTER 1

      Maybe you plan for shit like this in your wildest dreams, but never do you think it will actually happen to you. Never. No matter how big your dick is or how much fucking money you make, you never think you’re gonna be the fucking thirty-something that gets to stick his dick in an eighteen-year-old. No fucking way.

      You can imagine my utter surprise when it did happen. To me.

      It’s not that I’m a huge fucking dog or an utter basement-dwelling-computer-building geek, either. I’ve never had trouble with women.

      I mean, my last girlfriend wasn’t Taylor fucking Swift but hell, I did fine. I do fine.

      But shit.

      Have you seen an eighteen-year-old girl recently? They’re a different damn breed, man. Legs to their fucking throats, hair down to their asses, skin everywhere. Not a freckle you don’t know about. And their mouths. Fuck, they’re as sharp and witty as women my age. They’re fast on their feet, resilient, and sexy as shit.

      Whatever.

      I know I shouldn’t be saying that.

      Don’t you think I know that? I do. But you know what? Every male on this campus feels the exact same way. I’m just no longer acting unaffected because I don’t have to.

      I don’t have to because I have Tea.

      Yes, I have an eighteen-year-old girl.

      And yes, she is a consequence of my very poor actions.

      There’s a reason why we all, as a male race, act uninterested in teenage girls.

      Because they are fucking dangerous.

      Vultures with the brains of powerful dictators with influence over virtually anyone; they are terrifying.

      They will shock you with their freeze outs. Horrify you with how interested you’ll be in the way they cross and uncross their ankles.

      They have the power to ruin us all, and it is our firm belief that they know it. They don’t always know how to accurately harness it, though.

      Tea knows.

      That’s why she’s comfortable being openly and freely crazy to me. She knows she’s got me by my dick and balls without a single fucking question.

      See, here’s the bad thing about Tea and, in general, teenage girls.

      They’re crazy. Did I mention that?

      They’re crazy and they have quirks.

      Tea’s quirk?

      She’s an actress at heart. Of fucking course, right? She likes pretending that I’m having my way without her consent. Yes, we have safe words. Yes, kinks are healthy with limitations and safe words. It’s not just the pretense of no-consent that Tea needs. But she also needs to do it… here at school.

      The idea of me getting caught forcing myself on her is what gets her off.

      So now I’m walking multiple ethical lines quite finely. Like, get your fucking microscope out to see where I’m at on said line.

      I like my job; I don’t want to lose it.

      I just cannot fucking say no to this girl.

      I can’t.

      Even if she is making me crazy.

      

      Read the rest on my Patreon!
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oo servings per container
Serving size 3.4mlor3/4tsp

Amount per serving

Calories 0.7
% Daily Value*
Total Orgasms 100 %
Group Orgasms 75 %
Self Orgasms 25
Cock Warming 50mg 45 %
TVP 25mg 78 %
Will You Be My Daddies? 2009 100 %
Cherry Popping 100g 100%
OpenUp & Takelt 69g
%'
Protein 5,000g
e —
Reality 0%
Plot 0%
Reason 0%
Seriousness 0%

e —

*The % Daily Value (DV) tells you how much smut in a serving
of Daisy's Delights contributes to a daily smut diet. 2,000
pages a day is used for general sleezy advice.

' One serving adds 69g of happiness to your day and
represents 69% of the Daily Value for smut consumption.
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NAIVETE, "AH SHUCKS", VIRGIN, "TEACH ME",

CUMPLAY, "I'LL GET THE BELT OUT."

MAY CONTAIN RIDICULOUSNESS.
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