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The private jet filled with moans and cries of passion as Will’s inner circle took their turns becoming members of the Mile High Club.

Five of his closest sluts were in various states of undress and snaked together on chairs all throughout the main cabin. Their two flight attendants joined in on the fun. One of them, a big-titted brunette with a tan to rival Sandra’s was rocking up and down on Will’s huge black cock as she stared sightlessly up at the ceiling, her pussy juices slickening the seat, his hips, and sexy Mercedes’s lips as the newest member of Will’s sluts licked her with eager feverishness.

The other flight attendant, a platinum blonde fucktoy with a nice curvy bubble butt and perky tits, sucked the milk out of one of fellow blonde Kendra’s tits while whipping four fingers in and out of Kendra’s pussy. Just a few months ago she had given birth, and her presence on this trip had been uncertain until the doctor gave her the all-clear to start fucking again. Now she was breeding-frenzied again, ready to be filled with another one of Will’s endless children.

Across from Will, Naomi’s legs were spread so far on the carpeted floor she was nearly humping it with her pussy as she licked Sandra’s. Both brunettes and blonde Faith making out with Sandra on the seat had come a few times and were nearly spent, especially after Will lined them up with their asses thrust high and fucked each of them in turn.

All three were pregnant, Faith the farthest along, though a person would never guess it. She was slim-figured, and like with her first pregnancy, her baby bump hung low and small, barely noticeable yet. Fuller-figured Naomi glowed, her bump already nearing obscene, the way Will loved his women best. Seeing the young, sweet-faced motherly brunette stuffed with his kid made the blood roar in his ears.

And then there was Sandra. His queen. His right hand. She was showing too, not as much as Naomi, but with a hint of a curve she loved to rub when she caught his eye. She did it now, a secretive smile on her face as the flight attendant lifted and dropped on his cock. It was a smile that asked, “Another one?”

As if in answer, Will lifted the brunette off his lap and stood. With his wet cock pressed against her back, he pushed her out into the aisle, then bent her over the seats they’d just been occupying. She lifted one knee and rested it on the leather, arching her head and twisting it as Will thrust back into her, so close to coming now. Her hat tumbled off with the force of his fucking, her brunette hair spilling down across the seat as she half-laughed, half-sobbed from the pleasure.

All around him the orgy was slowing to its natural end. Probably for the best, since the flight was nearing its end. They would be somewhere in Colorado, a private airstrip outside a tiny town in one of the few spots in the Rockies untouched by tourists, where a music festival would be taking place, and where their mysterious benefactor had invited them with an offer of flight on a private jet, fine accommodations, and go-anywhere passes for all of them that included everything just shy of the stage during a performance. There was no explanation given, just the invitation.

For what reason, Will still didn’t know, except that it felt like a trap. He and all his girls agreed on that. But that only served to make all of them more curious, and so here they were, coasting over the heartland, fucking and coming and fucking and coming.

Like now, when Will reached underneath the brunette, grabbed her tits, and plunged deep one more time, grunting, “Mine!” to an unseen person.

That unseen person was watching with a pair of high-powered binoculars as the last of the festival ground food trucks pulled in. He was in a nostalgic phase for alcohol, and sipped an old-timey favorite, a Last Word. With his trilby hat pulled low, designer khaki pants and black tee shirt, and sleek sunglasses covering his eyes, he was the picture of rugged comfort, an everyman.

Except Laurence Spivey was no everyman.

He set down the binoculars and turned to lean against the posts of his balcony. His girlfriend, easily the most desired woman on the planet and it wasn’t even close, stepped out with a glass of ice tea. She didn’t quite meet his eyes when he cupped her chin and kissed her. That was okay. Soon, his special guests would arrive, the ones for whom he created this whole charade. And soon too, Laurence – never Larry, always Laurence – would prove to her and himself once again he was the best there ever was at anything he wanted to do.

* * *

Another sexpot waited with a smile by the gray Escalade at the curb. She opened the doors for them. As they departed the plane, she called, “Our most important guests. I’m June. Welcome to Colorado.”

“This is so a trap,” Faith muttered under her breath, and Will had a hard time not grinning.

Instead, he said, “Nice flight. Hell of a way to relax.”

The woman’s smile turned impish. “Glad you enjoyed yourselves.”

“No offense, but why invite us here?” Kendra asked.

“That’s a fair question but it needs to be answered in a roundabout way. Your host is Laurence Spivey.”

Everyone, Will included, went silent for a full second or two, staring at her. “What?” Kendra asked shrilly. Every single one of them knew about the billionaire playboy. It was impossible not to. He transformed the food product business his great-grandfather started into a corporate giant, and smart investments into manufacturing just before the pandemic left his family with a fortune that had only skyrocketed in Laurence Spivey’s care.

But that wasn’t why he was famous. Spivey was regularly among the names tossed around when conversations globally turned to the handsomest man alive. Not necessarily just for his hard-edged square face or a body that his billions paid for, but for his lifestyle. The man lived for extreme sports and competitions. The world’s most grueling marathons and car rallies. Dogsledding. Ice climbing. MMA. Boxing. The man couldn’t turn down a challenge, and it netted him legions of simpering fans who thought he was Jesus with a six-pack and a Ferrari.

There were plenty of stories too about his wild parties, the string of A-list hookups and broken hearts before he settled in with Mikayla Kelly, the hottest actress and singer going in Hollywood, right up until she took a sabbatical from her career. The guy got around.

“I’m going to echo what Kendra said. Why us?” Faith asked.

“Let’s get in where there’s air conditioning and talk.”

That made sense so they agreed. Faith turned towards the plane and said uncertainly, “Our things…”

“Will be following right behind us in that SUV. Relax. We’ve got you taken care of this weekend.”

Will guided his girls into the SUV, with Faith riding up front, as she was the farthest along. He sat in the middle row in order to talk to June. True to her word, a compact SUV followed them as they drove down what had to be a private road towards the Rockies.

“Mr. Spivey saw an intriguing interview with two of your past run-ins.”

“Kaleb,” Faith muttered at the same time as Sandra sighed, “Dad.”

“Exactly right. This was just after their memoir about you was released, Mr. Chavouz. Mr. Spivey read the book in one sitting and found it the most intriguing and hilarious concept he’d heard in a while. One man, toppling the lives of the men around him and taking their women. Then he started doing his homework and found out more about you. All of you. He’s intrigued, and he wants to meet the myth and his beautiful entourage for himself. You’re to be his guests the next few days during the festival.”

“Interesting,” Will said.

“It’ll be quite the time. Ms. Kelly herself will be headlining the show tonight. Her first concert in nearly a year.”

“What does Mr. Spivey want from us?” Mercedes asked.

“Want?” June asked with a chuckle. “He wants you to have a good time. He’d like to get to know you, of course, but nothing is expected of you this weekend. Let loose. Have fun.”

Will caught Mercedes’s eye, and he knew she was thinking along the same lines as him. No one plays for free.

* * *

Mikayla Kelly loved her career and her life up to that year. Acting was fun for her, a chance to throw on a different coat every few months and play someone new. Singing had always been her second greatest love, and the Internet could prove it. A video floated around every so often of her at two, a bottle of shampoo in her hands like a microphone as she bellowed a song from a kids’ cartoon, her mother giggling the entire time.

That was how Mikayla got her start, more or less. She had a big personality as a child and her parents loved to record her antics and share them online. That landed her a string of small commercials in her childhood, and transitioned naturally to skits and monologues recorded by her dad and mom. These built up a solid fanbase, and the right people took note. She starred in her first major commercial for a bug spray company at twelve, and the roles never really dried up from there.

At fifteen, she starred with Kasey Fitzgerald, another Internet wunderkind, in a comedy aimed at tweens. It was a huge hit, and more importantly, it sealed Mikayla’s lifelong friendship with Fizzy, as Mikayla called her. At sixteen, they released a cheery pop album together. Fizzy moved on to pop country, Mikayla went with a sort of modern blend of electronica and pop that served her well. That show and the first few albums cemented her superstardom, and by eighteen, Mikayla was one of the biggest double threats out there.

Throughout her late teens and early twenties, her agent never steered her wrong, apart from an unfortunate arthouse horror movie, but even then, the critics lauded her performance and fans turned out in droves to see her much-advertised nude scene. The music sold well, though it was never going to match the movies and the residuals from her teenage TV show, Fresh off a staggering paycheck and an outlandish performance as an alien in a superhero movie, her twenty-fourth birthday came, and Mikayla’s fun times ended.

It wasn’t the first time she had an arranged relationship in Hollywood. They weren’t all that uncommon, PR chess moves that could mutually bolster images. That was how this was pitched to her by her agency and Laurence’s people. It would be a mutually beneficial impersonation of a relationship. It was flattering at first. Laurence was admittedly a handsome, powerful man and she wasn’t immune to that, or his incomparable wealth, even if she was plenty wealthy herself. She agreed to sit down with him and talk, at the very least.

That first meeting would have seemed bizarre to anyone not involved in their worlds, and even to Mikayla, it was a little strange because it wasn’t so much a first date as a contract negotiation. For two years of her life, Mikayla would be paid a staggering two hundred million dollars, a lot even mor her. They talked about consequences for infidelities, which amounted to basically monetary penalties. They talked about PDA in public, and about the potential for her having one of his children, which was completely off the table for her but she agreed to revisit the matter in another year.

And then they talked about what they wanted from the relationship, which amounted to what Laurence expected out of her for that kind of money. A stop to her career, at least temporarily. She would say she was “back in the studio” and “developing some scripts.” In reality, what Laurence wanted was someone at his side, always. With growing conservatism in the United States came a desire by his PR people to make him look more wholesome, to get him to settle into a long-term relationship, at least in appearances. Mikayla was their solution.

In the end, she agreed. It was just two years, after all.

Two. Years.

At first, it was great. Laurence’s energy was infectious, and she found him to be a great conversationalist. Talking with him was like talking to a wildly intelligent frat boy. He was as enthusiastic about learning the history of root beer or learning to cook exotic cuisine as he was finishing a deal for a new manufacturing plant in rural Iowa.

Similarly, sex with him was far better than she was expecting. His muscles were matched by a sizable dick and plenty of stamina. In those early days, he was also lovably dangerous, taking her on balconies overseeing the Eiffel Tower or once memorably in a horse-drawn carriage through a pastoral English seaside town. He was fun, and for a few months she thought this might blossom into something real.

Something held Mikayla back, though, some internal red flag she wasn’t consciously aware of until slowly the reality of her situation dawned on her. She was not a needy person, but when Laurence seemed assured she was in his corner, he stopped trying. Not “gave up,” exactly, but his attention shifted almost overnight back to work and his passions. He wanted her with him for the rally race in Africa, which largely amounted to her being on his arm at the start and waiting for him at the finish, smiling prettily for the cameras. He wanted her with him on private flights to get crab in Seattle with CEOs and people he was trying to impress, but rarely talked to her and gave her looks like she was interfering when she joined in on the conversation. He wanted her at press conferences, at formal functions, at White House dinners. He wanted to be seen with her in restaurants, out jogging, and mingling with his workers in heavily doctored PR bonanzas.

She was his arm-candy. His ultra-expensive arm-candy, but arm-candy nonetheless.

This realization in and of itself was a trifling thing. Mikayla had been in plastic relationships before, but rarely had any of her relationships made her feel so used. She decided to become more involved in charity work to give herself some personal time, which Laurence and his people loved because it gave him more of a chance to be seen as that everyman image he tried to convey. Even that simple, wholesome aspect of her life had to be tainted by him.

Soon even the sex, the last really good thing about their relationship, became about his work and his day-to-day. If Laurence was having a good day, the sex was great. He was attentive, playful, and brought her there with skill, usually two or three times. But if he was having a bad day, the sex was machine-like and sometimes angry. He was never forceful, but she was merely an outlet for him. Not that she minded being used in bed, and a good hard pounding would make her woozily happy for a day or two, but this was a different kind of sex than that. It was like Mikayla was part of her boyfriend’s workout equipment. That was no way to feel in a lengthy relationship.

It was after one such heartless round of sex that she finally broke, sobbing quietly after he finished across her ass. It was the way he delivered his “what’s wrong?” afterwards she carried with her. It was not caring, it was not angry. It was mechanical but with a hint of lightness to it, almost bordering on cheerful. It reminded her of the way he dealt with his executives when they came to him with problems. She was a thing to be fixed. Laurence liked fixing things.

Mikayla told him what was on her mind. He listened without comment until she was finished, then smiled over his shoulder at her and said, “Okay. I hear you.”

She waited. “And?” she finally asked.

He laughed. “I think you’re an ungrateful bitch. Oh boo hoo, you have to hang out with your billionaire boyfriend, who has a real job and things he needs to take care of. Sorry you’re not the constant center of my attention, princess.”

Mikayla rolled off the bed and slapped him. Then she flew home to Fresno, where she spent the best two weeks of that year with her parents at the secluded ranch home she bought them, watching movies in their theater room, riding horses, and catching up on two Colleen Hoover novels. She missed that quiet, simple life and vowed to herself when she had her freedom again, she would buy a home like that, somewhere peaceful.

It had to end. The PR people threatened her with a breach of contract. Her reps begged her to go back, that people were starting to talk. Hating herself for it, she went.

Two weeks later, Laurence saw the interview that led him down the road to his obsession with Will Chavouz and his entourage.

Still furious with him, Mikayla missed most of his weekend spent with Dan and Kaleb, but she overheard enough to get the gist of it. A man named Will Chavouz stole Dan’s daughter and broke up his marriage. Just weeks later, Will came to stay with Kaleb and his then-fiancée Faith, only for her to wind up in this guy’s arms right in front of her husband-to-be. And a couple months after that, this Chavouz guy apparently fucked several college cheerleaders – right in the idle of the Homecoming football game several of their boyfriends were playing. It sounded at first like the stuff of trailer park legend, but Laurence showed her pictures of everyone involved and the women were flat-out gorgeous. Like, they could have given Mikayla herself a run for her money in the modeling world.

Will Chavouz himself looked just as interesting. He wasn’t handsome in the traditional way, but looked instead like he had come up in a boxing ring. Older photos had him with a tight-cropped and trimmed beard, later ones he shaved it off in favor of a cleaner cut to him. Beard or not, it was easy to see why his many girlfriends found him attractive.

That was about as much thought as Mikayla gave Laurence’s new obsession. He and his “special project” people devised a whole music festival around the idea of inviting Will Chavouz and his girlfriends to meet with Laurence. To what end, Mikayla didn’t care, but it served a double purpose – it got her on a stage again. It was an attempt to keep her happy, to re-engage her with this relationship, and she knew it. But it was still a welcome change from the day-to-day of drifting from the pool to the movie room to the gym. It was something to look forward to and she hadn’t had that in nearly a year.

But what was Laurence planning? It obviously involved this Will guy, but beyond that she couldn’t figure out what he was doing. Mikayla had a vague, uneasy feeling she was going to be roped into this too. It made a weird sort of sense, Laurence inviting a playboy whose legend rivaled his own, but beyond that connection, she couldn’t see the whole of the puzzle.

Whatever. What would come, would come. She had just an hour left before she needed to head down to the festival grounds with her production people and run through the last rehearsal. That demanded her attention.

But first Laurence wanted her to meet their guests of honor. As they both stood out on the balcony overlooking the festival grounds, he smirked.

“They’re here.”

* * *

The house was the sort of thing that didn’t seem real, even as they stepped out of the SUV and stared up at it. Dark and light grays combined to create an image of belonging to the stone itself, as though it might have been carved instead of built. A huge terrace extended over the actual edge of the rocks, lined by glass and steel railing, broken only by a huge pool’s edge so that anyone swimming could peer right out over the valley below.

It was breathtaking.

“Definitely a trap,” Faith muttered again, and Will snorted.

The grand front doors opened wide, and out came one of the fifteen richest people in the world, well-muscled and moving like a tank at speed, all shoulders and hips. Will immediately fought the urge to knock his stupid fucking trilby hat off him, but his thought faded when she stepped out.

Mikayla Kelly. Hollywood and music’s biggest rising star, and she was just as stunning as in the movies. Maybe more. She had the sort of pouty face and full lips that got her cast in a lot of serious roles, enhanced by huge dark eyes and golden blonde hair falling effortlessly straight to her shoulders. Her long dark lashes made men drool puddles in her wake.

And that body. Fuuuuck, Will thought. She, like Sandra, Naomi, and Kendra, defined hourglass, with a smaller waist than them. Her poise made her tits thrust out, helped greatly by her designer white crop top with a panel over the Grand Canyon that was her cleavage. The plaid skirt she wore was cute too, though a good breeze would have made Will and the others see heaven.

“Oh my God it’s really them,” Kendra said. “I mean… ah… it’s really you. Holy cow. Holy cow.”

“No need to bow or anything,” Laurence Spivey said. He chuckled, “Okay, you can bow a little.”

“Hi, welcome to our home,” Mikayla Kelly said. The words were such a bizarre mirror to the day Sandra and Will showed up at Faith and Kaleb’s that it jarred Will out of his foggy-headedness. Faith met them at the door the same way, almost saying the exact same thing.

What a strange couple years it had been, and it all culminated in this.

“Thanks for the invite,” Will said. He stepped forward and reached out. “Will. Chavouz.”

“The legend himself,” Laurence said, shaking his hand with a grip as firm as Will’s. He added some extra pressure to it and let go before turning his attention to Will’s sluts. “And wow, legends for a legend. My God. You all are gorgeous.”

Kendra giggled nervously. The rest made introductions, complete with air kisses on the cheek from Mikayla.

“So, the festival lasts two and a half days. Mikayla’s headlining tonight, and we’ve got Kidd Beckett doing a comedy set tomorrow followed by a performance from Calliope Beaumont.”

“Whoa,” Sandra said. “That’s a lineup.”

And it was. Mikayla alone would have attracted droves, but Calliope Beaumont was nearly her equivalent and the two were often rivals right at the top of the charts. Kidd Beckett was a hot commodity in stand-up comedy and movies, maybe twenty or twenty-one, and already a legend in the making.

“Is this like a yearly thing?” Naomi asked.

“No, this is the festival’s first year, but I’m planning it to be,” Laurence said. “Invite only, make it a spectacle without the crowds. Let’s talk and walk. Mikayla must go soon, I’m afraid. Rehearsals for tonight.”

“I hope you’ll enjoy the show,” Mikayla said. Her smile was distracted, her eyes not quite focused on them or Laurence.

“I… I… I’m sure…” Kendra said, then giggled like a teenager. Will and Sandra both gave her a sharp, amused glance. Kendra played up the ditzy brat sometimes, but she was rarely this out and out actually flustered.

“I’m sure we will,” Mercedes said, and pinched Kendra’s ass.

They were led through the house. The huge windows were set in a semi-heptagonal pattern, the views overlooking the property and the world valley below. Everything was ultra-modern and comfortable, though the colors severe. In the great living area, purple floors so dark they were nearly black were inlaid with what looked like marble, and the walls painted subtle variations of gray and slate. Overhead lights came on when they entered a room and went off when they left, and instead of base trim, soft lights chased them as they moved along. Everything in the house looked functional too, made both for comfort and style. It wasn’t so much like a museum as some Silicon Valley asshole’s wet dream.

Decorations came from all over the world, places Laurence had traveled. Much of it was beautiful, some of it was baffling, but one piece in particular made Will realize what a dickhead their host was. One entire wall in what Laurence called a “talking room” was filled with an enormous, hand-painted picture of the billionaire resting his head on one arm, his other tucked up behind his head, both smiling and looking deep in concentration.

“That’s a Madame Patti Tsega piece,” Laurence said, catching Will looking at it.

“Yeah? She famous for painting nostrils or something?” Will asked.

Sandra hid a smile behind her hand, and it might have been Will’s imagination, but he thought Mikayla might have smiled for a split second too.

“Or… something,” Laurence said. “I suppose that was a bit of obscure humblebragging.”

“Was it?” Will asked, and now he was certain Mikayla’s expression of distracted pleasantness was a touch more genuine. Did she like him scoring points off her guy?

Interesting.

“Let’s continue on,” she said. “Maybe show you where you’ll be staying.”

That would be in the first basement floor, though it hardly felt like a basement, since it too overlooked the valley. The bedrooms were luxurious to the point of lunacy, with huge bathrooms for each along with beds two or three times the size of a regular king, topped in cloud-like blankets. Naomi and Kendra fell onto one, and Kendra’s moan was one of sheer pleasure.

The bottom floor was an entertaining area, with a movie theater, lavishly equipped home gym, a full bar, and a library. But most impressive of all to Will was an indoor lap pool with a clear glass bottom built right over a seam in the rock outcropping the house was built into.

“I had originally planned for the pool to overlook the canyon, right out over it,” Laurence said, “but then the architect came up with this and I loved it.”

They went back outside and took a stone staircase up to the ground level again. Mikayla’s phone went off, and she smiled apologetically. “Well, it’s rehearsal time for me. Hope to see you all after the performance tonight.”

The group said their goodbyes, and Mikayla accepted a warm kiss from Laurence, his hand going to her lower back before letting her go. A car pulled into the drive, and Mikayla stepped in, waving to the group before it reversed back out of there.

Everyone returned to the house, where Laurence declared that lunch would be ready in an hour, prepared by a world-class chef.  Everyone in Will’s group wanted to wash up after the flight, so they retreated downstairs to their rooms.

Will was done first, and when he dressed again, he wandered down to the bottom floor, intent on a drink. The full bar was well stocked, the futuristic coolers at either end even more so. The first one he opened contained a variety of mixers, seltzers, and sodas. The second one had the beer he was after, though he didn’t recognize most the brands. He pulled one out and heard the clanking of weights from the gym.  Twisting the cap off and tossing it into a wastebasket as he passed, Will headed there.

Laurence had changed into simple workout shorts and a tank, and was now seated, doing machine presses. He had a headset on and was talking quietly back and forth with someone. Will caught his eye and he said, “Let me get back to you. We’ll be down in a couple hours.” When he finished his current press, he let go of the bars and tapped the headset. To Will, “SNAFU with some flowers I’m bringing in for Mikayla after her performance. Don’t tell her. It’s a surprise.”

Will said, “Uh huh,” and watched as Laurence did another press. “Keep your lower back against the pad.”

“My trainer taught world champion bodybuilders.”

“Yeah, well, he should have taught your ass to keep your back against the pad.”

“You’re blunt. I respect that.”

Will drank half the bottle of beer, then sat on a nearby bench, watching the other man. Laurence had some serious muscle, and the weights he was pushing around weren’t anything to sneer at. “Then I’m gonna be blunt again. You’re showing off, either for me or my sluts. You know I’m not gay and I don’t think you are either. So what are we doing here, Larry?”

“It’s Laurence,” the billionaire said, his smile still in place but his eyes flashing a danger sign.

“Oh. Right. Yeah. Laurence. My bad.”

Laurence pushed through the end of a set, then sat up, hands between his knees. He sucked his teeth as he studied Will. “I like you, Will. You’ve got a conqueror’s spirit. Real Alexander vibes.”

“Cut the shit. You a friend of Dan’s or something? Am I walking out of this with a couple broken kneecaps?”

“Hardly. No, I found out about him through a friend of a friend, you could say. They served on a regulatory board together. It doesn’t matter. He knew about Dan’s mental breakdown and subsequent trials and tribulation, and when he learned about the interview, he thought it would amuse me. It did. But the book… that really got my attention. One man, seducing all these women. Corrupting them.”

Will didn’t say anything, but watched as the other man relaxed into the seat again, readying for another set.

“So I looked you up. To my surprise, your harem wasn’t just a bunch of trash. Well… in appearance, anyways.” He stopped to grin at Will, but Will didn’t take the bait. “I became obsessed with your story. With you. How could you land so many gorgeous women? And why were the dozens of mothers I found out were bearing your children not suing your ass into oblivion?”

“Because they’re mine,” Will said.

“Because they’re yours,” Laurence agreed. “I’ve never heard of a playboy like you. Not anyone that wasn’t a cult leader attracting a bunch of whales desperate for any halfway decent looking guy to give them the time of day. It’s impressive.”

“I’m an impressive guy,” Will said, his mind wandering to Sandra in her robe just before he stepped out of the bedroom and the look she gave him over her shoulder, like he was a second bowl of ice cream she couldn’t wait to spoon up.

“Right. The thing is, I began to wonder… what would be the limits of your control over them?” That got Will’s attention and he refocused on Laurence. “See, you fascinate me, and I’m a guy who likes, mm, let’s call it social experimentation. You know that old story about if someone offered you a million dollars but if you took it, it would lead to the death of a single random person somewhere in the world? I love stuff like that. So I thought… why not invite you here? You and all your girlfriends. For a test, a very, very simple one. Yours against mine.”

“I don’t follow,” Will said.

“Am I talking too fast? I tend to do that.”

“You’re trying to piss me off and it’s working.”

Laurence showed some teeth with this grin. “Good. Because I want you pissed off. I want you thinking that I’m just another guy whose girl you’re going to corrupt. And I’m going to do the same to yours.” He finished the set and relaxed. “Because I’m as fit as you are. I’m sure I’m as hung, or as good as. I might not have that inherent taboo attractiveness of being Black, but I think I’ve got something that’s going to leave all your bitches drooling over me, Will. Something you don’t have.” His eyes went cold and his smile vanished. “Money. It always comes down to money, and money is power. Always has been, always will be, and it’s never been so true as right now. Half a nation brainwashed into believing the piss us billionaires are pouring for them is top shelf whiskey. You might be king of the hood rats, but I’m the goddamn fuck-emperor of this world.”

Will clenched his fists. “That’s cute. Rehearse that much?”

“I’m going to take what’s yours, and I’m going to show them that you’re nothing. A hilarious little glitch in the system of how things should be.”

“Uh huh.”

“You don’t believe me?”

“It doesn’t matter if I do or don’t. I got faith in my girls.”

“Mm. And what about Mikayla? You going to try to fuck her?”

“Something tells me you want me to,” Will said.

“Oh, I do. I want to see you realize you’re nobody, Mr. Chavouz. She’s in a contract with me. Two hundred fifty million to stay faithful, and if she breaks it, she owes me. How funny is that? If you win, she loses. Money and power are absolute. They will bind her to me, no matter what you try.”

“Her. My girls. They’re not poker chips.”

“I disagree. Pussy is an accessory. Tell me you don’t feel the same way. I have records from the local hospitals and from your college’s clinic. Over, what, sixty-five women impregnated now? My friend, those are insane numbers. Currency in cunt.”

“The last thing I am is your friend, Larry.”

“Call me that again,” Laurence said. “Do it. And when I’ve made the last of them scream my name, I’ll do what you did to so many other guys. No. I’ll do you better. You sent them pictures? I’ll hire the same artist who did my portrait upstairs to paint your bitches worshipping me.” He clapped his hands together in front of his chin, then pointed two fingers on both hands at Will. “Tell you what. I’ll make you an offer. I’ll have my people set you up with ten million dollars to walk out that door, upstairs, and out of their lives. How does that sound? Just give up, before I’ve even started on them.”

“Good talk, Lar.” Will stood and stretched. “See? Didn’t call you Larry.”

“Enjoy your weekend.”

“Thanks. You too.”

Will was almost in time to catch Mercedes running for the stairs, but he didn’t see her. He headed for the bar again for another beer as she rushed upstairs, catching Sandra’s arm and guiding her back towards the bedrooms.

“We have to talk,” Mercedes said. “Get everyone.”

* * *

The festival grounds were set up in a wide horseshoe, the edges of which were defined by covered VIP boxes of varying heights. In front of the taller towers were several huge pavilion tents for the guests who needed to get out of the blazing sun but who weren’t quite so important enough to warrant a space in the VIP area. At the center was a field, and at the head, the grandest festival stage any of Will’s group had ever seen, but it immediately sent Kendra into fits of giggles.

“It looks like a pussy,” she said.

And it really did. The roof arched up with rounded edges, meeting sky high at a rounded tip that looked just like a clit. That wasn’t accidental, Will thought.

Beyond the music grounds there were rows of food and drink trucks and what Laurence called the adult playground, with midway games and a Ferris wheel. All this money spent to spit in Will’s eye. He was damn proud of himself for it, and couldn’t wait to fly back and tell the whole story however it shook out to his sister Teagan. She’d be proud too. Probably try to one up him and piss off a trillionaire, if there was one in their lifetime.

Laurence escorted Will’s group to their VIP box before producing five leather thongs with gorgeous pendants, each in the shape of the stage and the festival’s logo, inlaid with glittering diamonds and sapphires. “These are your VIP passes,” he said. “Show these to any of the staff on hand this weekend, and whatever you need will be taken care of. And when you fly home, they’ll be a memento of every pleasure this weekend has to offer.”

“They’re beautiful,” Kendra gasped.

Laurence plucked one of the necklaces from the box and started to reach for Naomi. She took it from him, smiling, and whirled for Will, holding it out. “Would you?”

Will took the necklace and placed it around her neck. The others lined up for him to do the same, the sole exception being Kendra, who giggled and tilted forward just a hair, her tits nearly bouncing free of her spaghetti-strap tank. Laurence placed the necklace around her neck, glancing aside at Will for the briefest of moments, his lips quirking upwards.

Mikayla wasn’t the only act that day, and the lineup was staggering. Verdania, one of the biggest rock and roll bands of ten or fifteen years ago, opened to the roar of the crowd, which was comparatively smaller and more intimate than most concerts or festivals Will had ever seen, but which gave the whole thing a more important feel.

Under the awning and with fans to keep the pregnant women cool, the group danced and rocked out. Will watched, amused, before Faith and Naomi roped him in. They ground up on him, grinning over their shoulders. He roped his arms around their waists and kissed their necks, letting them do the work while he played at their bare skin and what was hidden underneath their shorts and skimpy tops.

Laurence danced too those first couple songs, taking turns with each of Will’s girls. He didn’t make a move, not then, but his eyes pigged out on the skin on display. All of them were in their element that day, in short shorts and tops that begged everyone the world round to stare.

Soon, Laurence excused himself to gladhand around the VIP boxes and take in the crowd below. Mercedes and Kendra wanted to check out the midway games, so they went as a group. Will stayed to the rear of the pack, feeling good and mellow. He didn’t worry overly much about Laurence’s threat about taking his girls. There was this moment, and then there was tomorrow. You could fear, or you could partake, and Will partook.

Sandra won a colorful plushy playing whack-a-mole, Will four more playing a basketball shoot game. They might have accidentally triggered a latent gambling addiction in Faith when she couldn’t get enough of a giant pachinko board and a cute take on the old duck racing game, with faces of some of the celebrity guests at the fair bobbling away on tiny boats. Finally she was sated when she won a pair of rainbow-colored oversized sunglasses, wearing them immediately.

Later, when Faith and Naomi were taking a break in one of the cool pavilion tents, Will rode up in the Ferris wheel with Sandra. She held his arm and leaned into him. “What’s got you smiling, baby girl?” he asked her.

“I love you. We love you.”

Mystified, he kissed the top of her head. “I love you too.”

It was a good time. Regardless of whatever Larry had in store for them, the man stumbled into giving Will and his friends one of the best group date days they would ever have. And when they stumbled back to the VIP box at dusk, shaved ice and pinwheels in hand, they were ready for the main event.

The music stilled. Lights swirled across the audience. Chemical smoke poured out in great big colorful waves, and then there she was. Mikayla, strolling out on stage in a bodysuit and boots and not much else, blonde hair blowing behind her as she grinned and whipped a hand up into the air before bringing it down her face and her body, teasing the crowd before erupting into one of her biggest hits, her backup dancers rushing out to join her.

His women cheered and sang along. But Will only leaned forward, beer in hand, his eyes dark and a hunger on him again so ferocious that it sent him to hardness.

Two people watched him, both with very different expressions. One was Laurence, his sick grin twisting his face in ways that made him seem more lizard-like than human.

And the other? Kendra, her heart beating faster as she thought about what she was going to do when the time was right.

* * *

Though she hadn’t gone to bed until well after three in the morning, Mikayla woke early. She always did. It used to amuse and annoy her parents and siblings in equal measure when she was invariably the first one up in the morning, watching TV or playing games by herself. One thing she did like about Laurence was that he was the same, often running his best with just four hours of sleep.

The night before, when she finished her performance, he waited for her backstage with flowers, a nice gesture but like usual he went way, way, way too overboard. Instead of a bouquet or two of her favorites, there were dozens of arrangements, He held a bottle of her favorite wine and two long-stemmed glasses. She just wanted water after the performance and begged off for the moment.

Immediately she realized that was a mistake. Laurence had never been violent with her but he had this way of looking at a person that promised the threat was there somewhere underneath the surface. He flashed that look now, but it was gone so fast she didn’t really know if it was there or her imagination.

“Just let me get some water, then we celebrate,” she said, and his smile ooozed back in place.

A DJ took over the music for the night, keeping the party going for the festival attendees. When Mikayla cleaned up and changed, she went to the owner’s box with her boyfriend, feeling much more herself than she had in ages. She wanted this, to be back on a stage or in front of a camera again, but she was afraid to broach the topic with Laurence until he himself brought it up as their chauffeured shuttle neared their destination.

“Hey. What if we renegotiated the contract?” he asked. “Give you more time to work on your own projects? Singing, acting, whatever? You were too good up there not to see you on stage again.”

She blinked. This was so unlike Laurence that it took her by surprise. “I… I’d love that. Maybe-”

“I’ve got that talking tour in Europe. We’ll get you on a stage after the conferences. Perfect synergy.”

Ah, of course. It couldn’t just be her show. It had to entwine with his travel. Still, to be back on a sage, to have that little degree of her old life back…

“I’d like that. That would be great.”

Though she might have been a little exhausted when she was reunited with Laurence’s guests, Mikayla had to admit the women’s enthusiasm was infectious. They danced and sang and ground up on each other, wild and so very free. Mikayla hesitated to join them, still so unsure why Laurence wanted them there. But in her heart, she wanted to. She wanted to slough off the stress of the last couple months and just… be. How long had that been? Even before Laurence, when was the last time she went out with friends and danced with nothing but that moment to grasp?

The thought made her tremendously lonely, but she was a well-trained actress, and she smiled and laughed and conversed with them in the moments when the deeply pregnant three needed to sit and rest. But however well she hid her sadness, Mikayla at one point looked over and saw the one named Sandra watching her, a quiet look of concern in her eyes.

It was that look Mikayla thought about as she drifted off in the early hours. It was that face, and Will’s, that Mikayla dreamed about, uncomfortably but pleasantly wet.

That amused her when she woke up. Then again, shows always did leave her horny. Same with any workout that really worked her core. A close friend in an OB/GYN told her some women could manage an actual orgasm that way, and Mikayla, curious, sure gave it her all to find out. She never quite hit that high, but she understood how it could happen.

Her muscles groaned as Mikayla sat upright. No matter how much she rehearsed and trained, the first performance of a tour always left her feeling like she was hit by an entire football team. A swim was in order, she decided. A slow, easy workout.

But before she slid out of bed altogether, Laurence reached out and grabbed her arm. It startled her and she jumped, gasping, “Jesus, you scared me.”

“Got something to feel guilty about?” he asked, amused.

“No, just going for a swim.”

He watched her slip out of bed and slide down her cotton boy-shorts, her preferred nightwear. “You’re mine, Mikayla. Don’t forget that this weekend.”

She half-turned, confusion and anger rising up. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“He’s a handsome guy, don’t you think?”

“You invited him here!”

He chuckled and leaned back against the pillows again. She sighed and stormed for the bathroom. When she came back out to dress for a swim, he replaced her in there, singing loudly one of her songs from the night before, trying to goad her.

Mikayla almost dressed in one of her racier two-pieces just to spite him, but thought of big Will Chavouz in the house somewhere and settled on a relatively chaste one-piece. Laurence called out to her something about a meeting he needed to attend that morning as she grabbed a towel and her robe but she didn’t care.

Just a year, she thought. One more depressingly controlled year.

Much to her surprise, she wasn’t the only one up. When she stepped outside, Will was seated with his feet in the pool, sipping a cup of coffee. He was in a tank and shorts, and Mikayla stopped for a moment to drink in the sight of him. Yes, Laurence was right. Will was certainly an attractive man.

Just to spite him, she walked towards Will, putting on her well-practiced fake warm smile #3. She had them categorized in her mind like that. Polite Smile #1 and #2. Warm Fake Smile #1, #2, and #3. Showing Teeth Smile #1 and #2, both of which were followed in her mind by Hard Smiles and Crazy Smiles. Crazy Smiles had whole subcategories for her various needs on set as did her Sultry Smiles. She was so good at faking smiles that they began to feel more real to Mikayla than her natural one.

“Morning,” she said.

“Morning,” he said. “Good coffee.”

“Was it the French can next to the coffee pot?”

“Yeah. Am I in trouble?” he asked, grinning.

“No, but I’ll let you in on a secret. It’s storebought. Yuban, I think. It’s a joke Laurence plays on the guests. He keeps the real foreign stuff in the cupboard above the mug rack.”

“Noted,” Will said.

“May I join you?”

He looked surprised at that, but only for a moment. When he nodded and drank again, she settled the towel down beside him and dropped onto it before hiking her robe up and dipping her legs in the water. They were a comfortable distance apart, enough that anyone looking out wouldn’t get any ideas. Namely Laurence.

“You looked like you were having fun on stage last night,” Will said.

It was an odd comment, sharply perceptive but out of left field. She would have expected a “you were great last night” or “the show was a lot of fun,” but that wasn’t what Will said.

She looked at him curiously. “I did. I love performing. Well, most times. By the end of a tour, I’m pretty well beat.”

“How long do those run?”

“My last couple, about… mm, five months.”

“Must be hard, with the movies and everything else.”

“It’s a full schedule,” she agreed. “My talent agency people deal with most of the logistics. They must really love me.”

He chuckled. “Sure.”

“You’re an accountant, right?”

“Ah, yeah, bookkeeper, more or less. Payroll, new hires. I work for a college in Cougar Bay.”

“Do you like it?”

He pondered that, and his face went strange. Not sad, not exactly, but thoughtful. “I like numbers,” he said. “I understand them. The structure, the rules.”

“You don’t seem like you’d like rules.”

“Yeah, I suppose not. The job is fine. My boss is great.”

“But?”

He finished his cup of coffee and set the mug down. “A guy who lives a lifestyle like mine, with as many kids as I have, sometimes it doesn’t feel like I’m pulling my weight. Sandra and the others, they make serious bank. We’re all taken care of. But I wonder, am I doing enough?”

“Is it them you’re uncomfortable with? Modeling? They do camgirling too, right?”

“They do. No. Their careers are their careers. I’m proud of them for what they do. It’s not jealousy, it’s… wanting to climb the ladder, but I don’t know where the next rung is.”

“Have you talked to them about it?” Mikayla asked.

“Yes. And they tell me I’m crazy.” He smiled a true smile, his fondness evident in his distant eyes. “They got a point, but still.”

She laughed softly, but her guard was up. Maybe he wanted a job from them or money or something, but she had the damnedest feeling he was genuinely opening up to her. How very strange.

“I wish I had a solution for you, Mr. Chavouz.”

“Nah, not looking for a fix. Just in my head this morning, looking out at a view like this.”

“Views aren’t everything,” she said, slipping off the robe. “Neither is money. Anyone could see last night that your girlfriends love you. Do you love them?”

“Yeah.”

“And you have homes, your children are fed, and you don’t want for much?”

“We got all that.”

Mikayla pushed off and dropped into the water before turning. “Then some people would call you rich. Me included.”

He hesitated. There was something in his eyes, something cloudy and thoughtful. “Ms. Kelly, I… should tell you…” Was he going to hit on her? Of course she expected it at some point, given he was who he was. But to her surprise, Will didn’t. “…I should go get another cup of coffee. The good stuff.” He smiled, a fake smile, but pleasant nonetheless and she couldn’t help a stir of heat remembering her very vivid dreams of him and Sandra from the night before. “Thanks for the talk.”

She saluted him, and twisted and dove under the water, wondering what it was he was going to say.

* * *

“Mr. Spivey!” Kendra gasped, and giggled.

Laurence pulled back his pool cue and said, “Whoops. Thing got away from me.”

She gave him an impish look over her shoulder and thrust her butt out extra far as she lined up her next shot. His cue snaked out again and pressed against her thick MILF ass. Though she had yet to drop the last of her baby weight, the blonde still looked jaw-dropping, especially in her white green shorts and loose, plunging top.

She giggled again as his cue pressed right up against her bud through the shorts, the billionaire now nakedly thrusting it back and forth. She swatted it away, but only after a few seconds.

Sandra came down the stairs, a wooden bowl of spiced walnuts in hand. Laurence was lining up his cue for the next shot, hard-on bulging in his slacks. Sandra ignored that and said, “Kendra, you have to try these nuts.”

“Funny. That’s the line I was about to use on you,” Laurence said.

Sandra’s smile went hard, her teeth showing. “Not on your life, asshole.”

“No? Too bad.”

She held out the bowl to Kendra, who took one and sucked half of it into her mouth, playing at it with her tongue. Laurence watched like a man who won the game and was just playing out the last couple rounds.

“Mm,” Kendra moaned. “That’s… so… good.”

“Keep them,” Sandra said, thrusting the bowl at her lover. “But don’t forget when you’re playing down here who we belong to.”

Kendra stuck out her tongue at her When Sandra rushed for the stairs, Laurence called after her lazily, “Come on back if you want to play… Sandra.”

On the stairwell, Mercedes waited. “Did you get it?” she asked quietly.

“I think so.” Sandra hesitated. “Mercedes, this is big. Like crazy big. If Laurence was angry enough, the things he could do to us… I mean… he has the money to hire a freaking army. Let me do this. Don’t put yourself at risk too.”

Mercedes cupped Sandra’s cheek and kissed her gently. “We’re together or not at all.” She pulled back, and pressed a hand to Sandra’s blossoming belly. “Through everything.”

Sandra hesitated, but finally started up the stairs again.

Faith and Naomi were with Will, and had their orders to distract him in a way they knew he’d like. In the meantime, Mercedes and Sandra roamed the household in a hurry, looking for Mikayla. They finally stumbled on her outside, a headset on and talking to someone while she did yoga.

“She is really… wow,” Mercedes said.

“That’s about my thought too,” Sandra said, just as quietly.

She was in pigeon pose, one long, sleekly muscled leg behind her, her other knee bent just so under her butt, with her head up and breasts thrust out. There was nothing overly sexual about her tank and loose tee shirt, but the yoga pants were stretched taut across her calves and ass. The fine sheen of sweat on Mikayla’s face didn’t hurt either.

She switched poses with unnatural grace, her body not so much shifting and folding as coming alive and blooming before settling into stillness again. Sandra and the others were beautiful but Mikayla was on another plane of existence, utterly flawless save for a mole on her neck that millions upon millions fantasized about every day.

When Mikayla saw the pair coming, she smiled warmly and said warmly, “Hang on one sec, Nella.” To them, she said, “Join me, if you like. By the time you get changed, I’ll be done with this.” She pointed at the headset.

Mercedes and Sandra took her up on the offer, returning to their rooms to change into their own tight leggings, but unlike Mikayla, they dressed in tops meant to tantalize and reveal. Sandra did some figuring and texted Naomi to open the bedroom window in about ten minutes. The other woman sent her a text back – a picture of her sucking Will’s cock, winking at the camera and giving it a thumbs up, while further up were Faith’s legs. Doubtless she was riding their man’s face.

When Sandra and Mercedes returned, the singer and actress was in circle pose, her whole body curved upward

Mercedes muttered to Sandra, “No way that’s accidental.”

Indeed, it seemed as they joined her that Mikayla picked all her sexiest poses for the last half of her session. They were game, and after some light warmups, showed off their own moves.

“I hope if I ever get pregnant, I’m as flexible as you,” Mikayla said to Sandra after they finished.

“Are you kidding? You’re superhuman, I swear. I couldn’t lift my leg over my head like that even if I wasn’t pregnant.”

“I’m dead,” Mercedes groaned. “I’m going to feel all that in my hips for a week.”

Mikayla laughed lightly. “Oh, I think you’d have us both beat with enough practice.”

“In my thirties, compared to you two? I don’t think so.”

The compliment fishing went on like that for a couple minutes more, all of them knowing the game they were playing and having fun with it. But then, a little late, Faith moaned as only Faith could do.

“Oh, yes, Daddy. Stick that tongue in your good girl’s wet pussy…”

Mikayla stared up at the house. “Is that… is that coming from my bedroom? Laurence…” she hissed.

“It is, but it’s not him,” Sandra said calmly. “It’s Will, Naomi, and Faith.”

“I-in my bedroom?” Mikayla nearly shouted.

“Yes,” Sandra said.

“We needed to show you something. Two somethings,” Mercedes said, and took Mikayla’s hand. Mikayla yanked it away, cheeks reddening with fury. “Laurence is trying to get you to break your contract this weekend with Will. And he’s trying to seduce one of us too.”

“Kendra,” Sandra said.

“What are you people saying?” Mikayla asked. “What kind of horrible nonsense is this?”

“It’s not. And we can prove it to you right now,” Sandra said. She stood and went for her phone. Mikayla stood too, and shot for the house. Mercedes caught her just in time, holding her arm.

“Let me go or I swear I will break your fingers and your arm,” Mikayla said. “That’s not an empty threat, bitch.”

Mercedes pressed her lips tight. “I’m sorry, Mikayla. But you really do need to see this. Even if you don’t hook up with us, even if you send us on our way, you deserve better than this. We all did. And that’s why we’re now Will’s.”

Sandra held out the phone. On it was the video she just made, taken from the stairwell before she made her presence known. On it was a simple fifteen second clip of Laurence thrusting his pool cue against Kendra’s ass while Kendra giggled and swatted the stick away.

Mikayla’s hand rose to her mouth, then dropped. “No. He’s got nearly as much riding on this as me. He… he…”

Sandra played the second video. It was the one Mercedes made, when she peeked in on Will and Laurence in the gym and caught the last half of their conversation. When Laurence called Will’s hookups “currency in cunt,” Mikayla closed her eyes and balled up her fists. By the end of it, tears slid slowly down her cheeks.

She took the phone from Sandra and played both videos again. “May I send these to myself?” she asked, her voice soft and not broken, not exactly, but seriously bent.

“Of course,” Sandra said.

Mikayla did, still holding the phone as she wandered back and forth, not quite seeing and not saying anything until finally she whispered, “A year. A year. A year of my life, just… just… gone.” She looked up, and now the tears came in force. “My… my career, the things I gave up for this. I hated this but I could endure it, another year. I’ve been so stupid.” She sniffed. “Will… he talked to me this morning. He was sitting out by the pool and he could have mentioned this.”

“He didn’t?” Mercedes asked, surprised.

“No. We talked about… about him taking care of all of you. He’s worried he’s not doing enough to provide. It was… sweet. I wasn’t expecting it.”

Sandra held out her hand, and in that moment, she knew. Mikayla Kelly was theirs. Whether that was for a day or longer, she wasn’t sure, but she did know what was about to happen was unstoppable.

What she also understood in that moment was just why Will hadn’t told her about Laurence. This was not a clean break. It was messy in ways that none of Will’s previous corruptions rivaled. He was showing her a mercy, in a way. Or at least thought he was. But Sandra and the others knew the truth.

“Mikayla,” she said, her voice a soft caress. “We are not good people. We’re no better than he is. That’s why Will didn’t tell you. We take, and we fuck.” Her other hand went to Mercedes’s, and the two women looked at each other, then back at their celebrity host. “But we love each other. Fiercely. And we are devoted to one another.”

“Come with us and see what you can have,” Mercedes said, just as soft, just as deadly.

Mikayla looked between them, haunted, shaking. She still held Sandra’s hand, but now it was the clutch of a woman desperately afraid she was going to float away.

Sandra said, “If you say no, we back away. There’s no caveat to that. If this is not something you want, I’ll delete those videos. We don’t want your money or anything like that. We just want you to be… you.”

“To be free,” Mercedes said.

“Free,” Mikayla said. Upstairs, Will moaned, “Ah, fuck, baby girl,” and Mikayla looked up there, then back at them. She cracked the tiniest hint of a smile. “This all feels like a play.”

“Will has no idea we’re down here telling you all this,” Sandra said.

“Although he definitely knew what he was doing taking them to your bedroom,” Mercedes said. “He loves to torture the guys he steals from.”

Mikayla laughed and finally let go of Sandra’s hand. “Then show me, before I lose my nerve.” She stood, but before they took more than a couple steps, she frowned. “Wait. What about Kendra?”

Sandra and Mercedes grinned at each other. “Don’t worry about her,” Mercedes said. “She loves to play the brat and the bimbo, but you’re not the only one around here with some serious acting skills.”

* * *

At that moment, Kendra had her fingers all over Laurence’s shirt, trailing button after button as she put on her best pout. “Swimming? With me? Just for a while?”

“I should really get moving down to the festival grounds. Mikayla and I are supposed to meet with Prince-”

“Oh, poop on the prince,” Kendra said. “I want…” She flicked a button open. “…to get this shirt…” She flicked another. “…and these pants off you… and go for a swim.”

Laurence stepped closer, grinning. “How about I just bend you over this pool table instead and show you who your new god is?”

Kendra fought the urge to roll her eyes, and instead, giggled. When he moved to kiss her, she put a hand on his chest, her other resting on her phone. If he pushed this, she was going to kick him in the balls as hard as she could, then run for the bathroom and call Sandra. She would get Will and then there would be no more Laurence Spivey, probably. Her big horse-cocked Daddy would almost certainly break every bone in Larry’s body. She didn’t know if a guy could live through that.

“Mm, I’m flattered. But I’m Will’s, baby,” she said.

“For now,” Laurence said, and stepped back. “I really need to go.” She turned on the pout, giving him the full mock glare that could melt Will in about ten seconds. Laurence lasted three. “Look, I need to take the meeting, but come with. A few smaller bands will be playing, kind of an demonstration for some music producers I know. When I’m done, we’ll dance and have a few drinks. Then I’ll show you a really good time.”

Kendra’s pout transformed to a sly grin. “Oh really?”

“Really,” Laurence confirmed.

“But no Mikayla. I want you to myself for a while.”

He hesitated, but when she stroked his muscles under his shirt, he relented. “No Mikayla for a while.”

* * *

Naomi brought a mouthful of come to Faith’s lips, the two of them sharing Will’s gooey treat with hungry smacks of their lips. Will could hear but couldn’t see, his own midmorning snack coming courtesy of Faith’s cunt.

Thinking about doing this in the bed that billionaire fuckstain and Mikayla did it kept him half-hard. The feel of Naomi straddling his waist didn’t hurt either. She roped her arms around Faith and stroked her stomach. Their blonde bottom slut twisted her head and pouted. Naomi giggled and kissed her again before bringing her lips down the trail of the fine bones of her neck and collar.

When it came to eating pussy, Will was as sloppy as when he kissed one of his girls. His tongue was everywhere on Faith’s messy wet cunt, licking up her juices with an abandon that left her rocking her hips on top of him, grinding into his face. Naomi dropped a hand to Faith’s mound and rubbed it hard, her thumb straying often down to her clit.

“Fuck,” Faith moaned,

“Look at you, look at how beautiful you are,” Naomi breathed in her ear. “So wild and free, Faith. Oh, baby, I love you, I love you.”

“Am I your g-good bottom slut?” Faith asked over her shoulder.

Naomi smiled. “The best.”

“Go-good slut,” Faith said, rocking her hips faster and faster. “Oh, I’ve got the bed so wet.”

“Good,” Naomi said.

Faith trembled and drove her hips hard against Will’s chin, now more bouncing than grinding. He had his tongue right where she needed it most, and with Naomi’s expert fingers playing against her skin, her orgasm came fast and hard. She drove a hand down onto the bedspread, her eyes closing, her lips parting. Their slimmest, lithe girlfriend came all over Will’s mouth, her already liquid pussy lips getting even damper, and before she entirely came down, Naomi was guiding her onto the bed, onto her back, and diving between the other woman’s legs.

Will moved. No doubt this act was going to get them kicked out of the house and probably hunted by Laurence’s people in whatever way they thought they could be a pain in the ass, but Will didn’t care. All he wanted to do was put a thumb in Laurence’s eye, metaphorically. But even that thought was distant in the wake of his need for Naomi.

He got off the bed, walked around it, and slid up behind her. She didn’t look up from eating Faith’s deliciously soaked pussy until he was shoving into her own wet cunt. Her belly nearly brushed the bedspread every time he rocked her forward, his thrusts hard and deep from the very start. Naomi stared up at Faith with stormy eyes that spoke of her pleasure, but they were all so practiced at this that she could still focus on the other woman too.

“Take her, baby,” Faith moaned, looking from Naomi to Will. “Fill her up, make her drip-”

The door to the bedroom opened. They couldn’t see it but they could hear as Sandra giggled and Mercedes whispered. Will kept going, ignoring them as long as it wasn’t Laurence or his security crew. That was why his head jerked left when he heard a third voice. Not Kendra.

Mikayla Kelly.

“Oh wow,” she said.

“Sexy, isn’t it?” Mercedes asked.

“It really is.”

“Sandra, what did you do?” Will breathed.

“She’s ours now. At least for the weekend.” Sandra’s hand went to Mikayla’s lower back, then lower. Mikayla straightened and gave Sandra a look of hesitation and building fire. “And maybe more, if we fuck her good, Daddy.”

“And we will,” Mercedes cooed.

Will rocked harder into Naomi, his hands squeezing and kneading her ass and her waist. But in his mind, he was thinking of Laurence’s words about what would happen if Mikayla stepped out of their marriage. Mercedes and her ongoing divorce was ugly enough. But if Mikayla left Laurence, if she became a part of this, it would go beyond ugly.

As if she read his mind, Mercedes stepped forward and caressed his ass. “She knows what Laurence said to you in the gym yesterday,” she murmured.

Will hesitated again, looking back at Mikayla over his shoulder. Sandra was nibbling on her shoulder now and palming one of her exquisite tits. This was happening. This was real.

Mikayla was theirs.

“Faith,” he said, his uncertainty gone and never to return.

“Yes, Daddy?” she asked.

“Congratulations. You have just been promoted from bottom slut. You have a replacement.”

Mikayla’s lips parted at that, her eyes widening. Sandra giggled against her shoulder and squeezed her tit harder.

“Mikayla. You are now our bottom slut,” Will said. “Today, tomorrow, any time we are together, you are ours to command. Do you understand?”

“I…” Mikayla said.

Sandra pushed her forward. Not hard, but enough to get her moving to the bed. Mikayla looked at her, then gasped when Sandra pushed at her back and bent her over the bed.

“When Will… when Daddy gives us a command, we listen,” she said, and spanked Mikayla across the ass. It was a firm crack too, and Mikayla’s head came up.

“Say no, and you can walk away from this,” Will said. “But if you want in, you’re going to start your new position in life on your knees, getting each of my girls off before I fuck you.” To Mercedes, “Where’s Kendra?”

“Distracting Laurence.” At his dark look, she raised a hand. “Trust us, Will. Trust her.”

He hesitated, then nodded. “Okay. Mikayla. Take care of my sluts. Faith, one last order as our bottom bitch.”

“The camera?” she asked. He grinned and she scrambled for it. They had it set up to record Naomi’s blowjob on their host’s bed, and it was still rolling, so she turned it on Mikayla. “Are you ours, Mikayla?”

“Oh God,” Mikayla groaned, and covered her face with one hand. Sandra spanked her again and she laughed softly before dropping her hand again. “Yes. I’m yours.”

“Are you going to eat us? Make us come, slut?”

“Yes,” Mikayla said, and now the word had a darker husk to it.

“And are you going to get fucked by Will until you’re screaming his name as he comes inside you, filling you up?” Mikayla sucked in a breath, and Faith said even more softly. “Getting you pregnant?”

“Y-yes,” Mikayla said.

“Are you Will’s bottom slut?”

For an answer to that, Mikayla turned to Sandra. She looked the other woman up and down before imitating her and bending her over the bed. Sandra tossed back her brunette hair and watched over her shoulder as Mikayla Kelly, actress and movie star, knelt, gripped Sandra’s yoga leggings, and ripped them right over her ass and all the way down to her pussy.

“Ohhh…” Sandra started, then her eyes bulged and her head whipped back as Mikayla’s tongue slid through her pussy. “…fuck!”

She moved up the bed, and Mikayla followed, her own hesitation melting second by second as Faith trailed them with the camera. Mercedes too. Like Mikayla just did, the beautiful Latina slid up on the bed behind her, gripped her yoga pants, and ripped them apart.

Mikayla blushed hard. There were a few nudes of her out there, most shots paparazzi took with a drone cam while she was on a boat sunbathing. But she’d never done anything deliberately like this before, and now she was letting nearly complete strangers film her pussy at an extreme angle. No. More than that. She was letting them record her eating out the gorgeous Sandra… and soon, all the others too.

The thought should have made her fearful. Instead, it turned her on, and when Faith got a closeup of her face, she stared at the camera as she dragged her tongue from Sandra’s peach of a pussy up along the delicate stretch of skin between her pussy and her asshole. Everyone in the room watched with bated breath as Mikayla tongued Sandra’s asshole – another first for her, but she felt so dirty, so eager to have the keys to her cage again.

“Oh, oh fuck, she’s really, she’s… mm… she’s eating my ass…” Sandra said, giggling like mad even as she thrust her ass back against Mikayla’s face.

Beside them, Will started moving again, pounding into Naomi’s sopping wet pussy as he watched the show, his eyes half-lidded and almost angry. He reached out and filled his hand with Mikayla’s ass, squeezing her taut cheek and grunting. Then his hand moved to Mercedes, who was busy exploring the blonde actress’s cunt with her fingers and her tongue.

“Give me a taste,” he commanded her, and Mercedes drove her fingers home one more time before bringing them to Will’s lips. He sucked her fingers and shivered.

“She’s ours,” Mercedes said, and Mikayla moaned.

“Yours.”

Naomi rocked back against Will, her bead twisted to watch the show. Wouldn’t want her to get a cramp, Will thought, amused, and grabbed her by the waist to lift her up and twist her sideways, so they were now perpendicular to the three women lined up in a row on their knees.

Faith came around and got a shot from over his shoulder. “Give Daddy a peace sign, sluts,” she said happily.

They did, even Mikayla, who giggled again. Will watched, mouth drawn back in a sneer of his pleasure. Audible on the film later was the wet slaps of his skin against Naomi’s, the blonde now with her head low, eyes rolling up and a big goofy grin on her face as she started coming.

“F-fuck, this is so good, it’s so good… she’s ours, she’s ours, she’s…” Naomi bit her lip and let out a keen before Will yanked out of her and let her drop to the mattress. He moved fast, scrambling behind Mercedes and yanking her yoga pants down across her luscious ass.

She smiled fondly at him over her shoulder as he fucked her, getting up on one knee to really drive it home and hit her spot just right. He gripped a fistful of her dark hair and pulled her head back so he could grab one of her big bouncing tits and kiss her hard, tasting Mikayla’s cunt on her lips before shoving her back down and driving her to eat the other woman out again.

Sandra, in front of her, twisted onto her back and spread her legs wide with her hands on her knees, giving Mikayla a better angle to lick her clit. Mikayla did, her blonde hair falling across her face in waves, her tongue eager. Her fingers sank into Sandra’s cunt.

“Finger me, finger me slut, mm, get that tongue back on me, you don’t stop until I’ve come…” she moaned.

“Oh fuck, this is crazy,” Mikayla moaned, but her words were light and airy, her eyes dazzling in the video. She dove back in, slim, delicate tongue moving faster and faster as her own need built from Mercedes tonguing her in turn.

“Yessss, that’s it slut, that’s it, mm hm,” Sandra moaned, voice getting higher and higher. Naomi crawled to her and the two kissed with lurid need, tongues playing, hands n each other’s asses. “Oh, oh Naomi, she’s g-good… she’s so good…”

“Come for her baby, come for our new fucktoy…”

“I’m gonna… I’m gonna… I’m right there, I’m… ohhhh, Mikayla!” Sandra cried out.

Naomi laughed a low, dirty laugh, stroking her friend’s ass while the actress ate her to perfection. It was like a switch had been flipped inside Mikayla, because now she waited for no orders. She simply flipped around, and kissed Mercedes with lips gleaming from Sandra’s cunt. Will slammed into Mercedes over and over, rocking her back and forth against Mikayla until the blonde growled, “Lift up. I’m going to slide under you and help.”

She did, positioning herself in a sixty-nine with Mercedes to lick the joining of her pussy and Will’s cock. Mercedes dipped to lick Mikayla again but Will was now hammering into her so hard she couldn’t control where she was licking.

“So fucking big,” Mikayla whispered. “God, you’re spreading her so wide.”

“That’s going to be you, soon,” Faith said.

Mikayla shivered at that. Faith slid off the bed to get the best angles of the two women eagerly licking each other’s pussies and Will taking Mercedes. In the background, they would spot later the moment when Naomi and Sandra collided in a frenzy of kissing and laughing, hands all over each other. It was about that time Sandra’s milk started dribbling out, and Naomi feasted on it, pushing her down on her back and sucking at her while she fingered the tanned brunette.

Spurred on to fuck Mercedes even harder, Will smacked her ass and growled, “You gonna come for me, baby girl? I can feel that cunt tight around me.”

“Yessss,” Mercedes gasped. “Fuck me, oh fuck me, ohhhh fuck me harder fuck me harder, this is… so… good!”

Faith came to her and leaned down to spit on Mercedes’s ass. She held the camera with one hand while she dropped her fingers to Mercedes’s bud, folding her lip between her teeth as she fingered the Latina fast while Will fucked her as hard as she’d ever seen Mercedes take it.

With a voice as high as a whistle, Mercedes cried, “Oh, oh fuuuuuuck! Faaaaaiiiiith!”

She rocketed forward and immediately back before nearly collapsing on top of Mikayla. Will pulled out of her and caught his breath a moment, looking around at all the chaos. Mikayla twisted over onto her hands and knees to approach Sandra, then moaned, “Milk… that’s your milk, oh my God, she’s drinking your milk.”

“Try it,” Sandra said, offering up the breast Naomi wasn’t sucking on.

Mikayla didn’t hesitate, though she did stop to ditch the last of her clothes.

Naomi caught her second wind by that point and curled a finger at Faith. Faith came to her and Naomi took the camera. “Get in on this,” she said.

They kissed, and Naomi swatted her butt. Faith crawled across the bed and ran a hand up and down the gorgeous actress’s body. Mikayla tossed her hair back and resumed sucking on Sandra’s tit. Her milk came easily and Mikayla drank it down, her eyes closing as she experienced it for the first time. When she opened them again, she pulled away from Sandra’s nipple and smiled at her.

“Delicious,” she said.

Sandra curled a finger at her and they kissed. Mikayla’s hand went down to Sandra’s puffy folds and she slid first one, then two, and finally three fingers into her new lover. Faith was there too, still exploring Mikayla. Mercedes was more or less out of the game, on her stomach and watching but utterly wiped out by the sixty-nine and fucking she’d just received.

Naomi watched everything through the camera. Will lined up behind Faith and took her, his big hands on her waist and roaming down to her belly. Not soon and there would be more babies, Naomi thought, her hand going out to Sandra’s side and caressing her. Sandra gave her a sweet smile on the camera, replaced a moment later by a twist of her head and a moan as Mikayla stroked her clit and returned her lips to her nipple.

At the same time as Naomi’s phone buzzed, Faith leaned down and started tonguing Mikayla’s ass. Her hand trembled as she reached down to finger the other woman. Mikayla Kelly. Amazing. She gave the other woman a few more licks and turned her head to look at Will. He brought his thumb to her lips as he drove in and out of her pussy and she sucked it happily.

“I have one request,” Faith said.

“Yeah?” Will asked.

“I don’t want to give up being bottom slut. I want to be co-bottom slut.”

He laughed and squeezed her ass. “All right. Done.”

She grinned, and returned her attention to Mikayla as the blonde was building up steam. Her fingers punched in and out of Sandra’s clit, her mouth now roaming her swelling belly before returning to her lips. Sandra kissed her, and clutched at her head. An unspoken conversation passed between them, a connection being formed. They kissed, and they kissed, and it was like they had done this a dozen times. Mikayla’s fingers knew just the right sped, just the right spots, and Sandra was there, right there, cresting, mouth opening and Mikayla pressing her head to hers.

“Be ours,” Sandra whimpered, “be ours, be ours, be…” Her voice faded and she clutched tighter to Mikayla’s head, gasping and crying out at the last.

Mikayla kissed her one more time. “I will,” she whispered in Sandra’s ear, so low no one else, not even the camera, picked it up. Sandra smiled at her, and then Mikayla was there, helping Will, kissing him as she reached down to tease Faith’s asshole.

“Follow us,” Will said, and pulled out of Faith. He guided her off the bed and sat on the edge of it before pulling her back on top of him. Mikayla laughed throatily and knelt before them, big breasts bobbing up and down as she licked the connection of their skin. Mercedes came around the other side, finally getting her wind back, and sat beside Will to kiss Faith’s shoulder and cup one of her breasts. Sandra took the camera from Naomi so she could do the same.

Faith twisted her head and looked at all four of them, but her gaze finally settled on her man over her shoulder, and she held his look without a word, her eyes adoring him as she rocked up and down on his cock. He kissed her, his cock throbbing now for release, but there were still two women to go. Thankfully, Faith had so little in her at that point, and she came with an easy gasp, clutching Mikayla’s golden hair and stretching back against Will, her words finally spilling out of her.

“We need her, we need her, we…” She quaked again, either a second orgasm or the first simply lasting a while. He gently pulled her to her feet and guided her onto her back on the bed. Mercedes collapsed next to her, stroking her very pregnant belly and whispering to her.

Naomi stood, and gestured at Sandra with a smile. “Gimme it back. You know where he’s going to want to finish, so you’re next, baby.”

Sandra gave it over, and turned to Will. She and Mikayla came to him, hands on his long dick. He kissed each of them in turn, his arms around them both. When he kissed Mikayla again, he said, “I’m worse than he ever will be. You need to know that.”

Mikayla didn’t answer. Instead, she kissed him again, jacking his cock faster. Then she turned to Sandra, and kissed her too.

It was her that dictated how it ended that day. She let go of Will and pushed Sandra back onto the bed. They wound up together, face to face, their feet dangling off the edge of the bed as they made out. Will lined up with Sandra, pulling her legs apart, and plunged into her, his top slut, his best girl.

Then he pulled out, and slid into Mikayla. She looked over her shoulder, lips parted. Sandra turned her face back towards her and kissed her again, need building between them.

“Are you on the pill?” Sandra asked.

“The shot,” Mikayla said, and then floored them all. “And it’s up soon.”

“Good,” Sandra said. “Then you can be pregnant. Like us.”

And with that, Will began to fuck Mikayla Kelly.

Naomi, Faith, and Mercedes went still at that moment, awestruck. The film would later pick up Naomi’s breathy, “Oh my God,” but the shot itself didn’t move for nearly five whole minutes as Will fucked Mikayla hard from behind. Arguably the world’s most famous double threat, and one of the biggest stars of her generation, and she was theirs.

As for Will, Mikayla, and Sandra, the world fell away. Will drove in and out of Mikayla for minutes on end before dropping to fuck his queen and repeating the whole process. His hesitation was gone, utterly gone. Mikayla was his now, his and his alone.

When he slid back into her, he growled, “Larry doesn’t touch you again. Or any other man.”

“No one,” Mikayla moaned, thrusting back at him as she rested her head against Sandra’s breasts. “O-only yours.”

“And theirs. You’re not just mine, Mikayla. You’re my gift to them.”

“Theirs!” she agreed as he went deep again, her walls so desperately hungry for him. “Sandra’s. N-Naomi’s… Faith’s… mmm, mmm, fuck, Mercedes’s… Kendra’s… all… all theirs!

“You’re our slut now.”

She sucked at Sandra’s nipple instinctively before letting it go almost immediately when her head was rocked forward by his next powerful thrust. “Yes, yours, oh, oh don’t stop, please don’t stop…”

“Come for him,” Sandra whispered, cradling her new lover’s face. “Come for our Daddy.”

“Oh oh my God, you’re, you’re, you’re going to make me come so fast, ohhhh, ooooh, oooh, Will… I’m… I’m coming… Daaaaddy!”

Mercedes gasped audibly on the video though in the moment no one noticed. Mikayla jerked her hips, her eyes squeezing shut as she came. Sandra would later find fingernail marks in her skin, but again, in the moment, there was nothing but the pleasure, especially when Will yanked out of Mikayla and plunged back into Sandra.

They said nothing. They didn’t need to. The king and queen or their debaucherous kingdom simply looked at each other, Sandra over Mikayla’s shoulder. That moment, Will’s aggravation about finding a way to make more money fell away. All he needed was this.

Sandra came with a soft whimper of his name. He was close, so close, and he barely pushed back inside Mikayla in time to erupt. He came, and came, and came, holding her shoulder, his teeth gritted. Sandra hurried to twist around and lick him as he spilled out of the other woman, his cock softening, his chest rising and falling.

Watching his queen lap up his come like it was the greatest treat she ever tasted, Will grunted, “All right. Somebody tell me what’s going on with Kendra.”

* * *

Oh, those bitches owed her. With some shitkicker country playing on the main stage, Laurence tried to get handsy with Kendra n the VIP box as she danced. She pushed his hand playfully away at first, then more forcefully when he tried to grab her ass and grind up on her. She wished he’d go talk to another prince or CEO or something and just leave her be. She was ready to go back up to the house and fuck Will or one of the others until she passed out.

“You’re giving me a lot of mixed signals here,” Laurence said.

“Aw, sorry, baby,” Kendra said, sounding anything but and she knew it. Her phone buzzed and she checked it. It was Naomi. Kendra texted her earlier to let someone know where she was and that Laurence was with her, in case Sandra and Mercedes pulled off the miraculous and pulled Mikayla in for Will. It seemed they had. Naomi texted her back with a picture of a very naked, very freshly fucked Mikayla on the bed, all the women next to her. This was followed immediately with a picture of a visibly pleased Will standing naked in front of the portrait of Laurence in his sitting room, relieving himself on the painting. Kendra giggled at that.

A moment later, Naomi texted again that they were on their way and she should keep Laurence in the VIP box until Will came for them soon.

Be ready to run.

Kendra grinned to herself. What, oh what, did her lovers have in mind?

* * *

Mikayla wore the tiniest microskirt in her closet, a pink vinyl one. In a crop top and a cutoff jacket with no panties or a bra, she felt like what she now was – a slut for Will. She liked the idea. Liked all her new companions. This might be temporary, or it might be something more. Whatever it was, they were going to explore it. An SUV full of their things, hers included was on its way to the same private airfield where a plane would be waiting to take them away from the chaos she and Will were about to unleash.

Security recognized them and parted for them. They climbed the VIP tower together, Will’s hand on Mikayla’s ass. She grinned at him. “I’m taking this ass on the plane,” he said mildly.

“Take my throat first. I give amazing blowjobs.”

He laughed. “All right.”

His hand was still on her ass when they reached the top of the steps. Laurence watched them, his eyes piggish and his smile so wide he could have swallowed a pizza whole. “You cheating slut,” he said, and clapped his hands. “Oh, good job, Will. You won our game. Too bad she-”

“Usually everybody gets one before I punch them,” Will said, “but I’m gonna make an exception.”

“Try-” Larry started, and then his nose was pulverized by a hard right that nearly sent him flying over the edge of the VIP box. But he hit the lip and crashed down, his eyes watering and blood gushing down his face.

“You fucking asshole!” he roared. “I’ll have you killed. Fuck, I’ll do it myself!”

He shot to his feet but Will grabbed him and twisted at the same time. Larry wound up in one of the big comfy chairs, nearly crashing onto his back. Will straightened him out and grabbed him by the throat.

“Sit there. Shut up. And listen.”

“You have one of two options,” Mikayla said. “We agree to void the contract. Call the lawyers right now and free me. You won’t owe me a thing.”

Larry laughed and spat a fat wad of blood on her shoes. “Fuck you. I’m taking you for everything. You’ll never work in Hollywood again.”

“Okay. Then this is going to be fun,” Mikayla said as Will went to Kendra’s side and pulled her tight to kiss her.

“Hi baby,” she said breathlessly.

“Hey,” he said, and squeezed her ass. “Did he…?”

“No. I let him touch my butt a few times but it was all for you and Mikayla.”

He nodded and kissed her again. “I’ll make it up to you on the plane.”

She looked at Mikayla and bobbed on her feet. “Make Mikayla eat my ass?”

He laughed. “Done.”

Meanwhile, Larry glared up at Mikayla through eyes glimmering with the pain of his broken nose. “What are you doing? What the fuck are you thinking?”

She pulled her phone and called someone. “Okay, Dave. Play it.” She hung up and smiled. “Dave’s on my side, by the way. Thinks you’re a massive douche.” For Will and Kendra’s benefit, “The event organizer.”

“Wha-?” Larry started, but hen the music cut out and changed to a man speaking. Two men.

Larry and Will.

The entire conversation in the gym at the start of the vacation aired for the many wealthy attendees of the festival. Everyone turned to look up at the VIP box. Will, Mikayla, and Kendra were already gone, hurrying down the stairs and away from the place faster than Laurence could sic his security teams on them.

As he laughed on the recording and called cunt currency, the billionaire stood upright, looking out over the muttering crowd, and shot them all the finger before he collapsed.

* * *

Four months. That was how long it took before the dust settled enough they could join Mikayla in California. The audio stunt at the festival hadn’t exactly put a dent in Laurence Spivey’s empire, but it had pushed him to come to “amicable” terms with Mikayla about their relationship ending. His lies about the whole thing came so rapid-fire and with such embellishing that no one was quite sure what narrative he was trying to push at any given time. Conservative media called him a “tragic victim.” Liberal media called him “done” and “toast.” Neither of those were true, but he was, forever, out of Mikayla’s hair.

They drove out in a pair of tour buses with all the children of the core group. It was a long trip, over two weeks with plenty of sightseeing, and by the end of it, they were ready to say goodbye to the road for a long, long while. But the trip was worth it. The move was worth it.

The ranch was Mikayla’s, and hers alone. She settled with Laurence on one hundred twenty-five million for the year she spent with him, halving the original contract to his disgruntled acquiescence. But the ranch wasn’t bought with that money. It came from her latest contract, one of the biggest paychecks for any actress in a leading role, ever. In the year she’d been gone, Hollywood certainly hadn’t forgotten her, and now her fans were ravenous for her return.

When the buses pulled in, she waited for them, all smiles in a pair of denim cutoffs and a plaid shirt tied off over her soon-to-be-swelling belly. She was off the shot as of two months ago, and as baby crazy as the rest.

She ran to Will, jumping up at the last moment and wrapping her legs around him as she peppered him with kisses. He grabbed her ass and held her tight, chuckling. His palm was right over her one and only tattoo, inked the day after she left Laurence.

PROPERTY OF WILL’S.

And of course, around her neck was a collar.

“Hey, baby girl,” Will said.

“Welcome home,” Mikayla said. “And I have your first client waiting for you.”

It was her idea, in the end, how Will could make an absolutely stupid amount of money. He didn’t know if it would work, but when she let slip some clips of Will with her begging for him to ram his big fucking cock deep inside her cunt as well as pictures of his harem, he had a dozen interested customers lined up in a week. In two months, the potential client list could have filled a book. They were hungry, not just for his dick or his reputation, but for babies.

Babies he could give them, along with the best sex of their life.

Will was going to be doing what Will did best. Fucking – and breeding.

Yeah, he thought as Sandra joined him and he wrapped an arm around her too. This was the life. And this was his kingdom.

He was home.

* * * * *

Thanks for reading. That’ll do it for Will and his harem. If you want to read more from me, find me here.
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