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ALPHA CREATION 3: CLEANING A MESS I MAID

I'd just finished tapping out an email to an 'expert' on these dogman things. After bingeing hours of his videos the night before, I knew the guy was certifiably insane. But so was my situation.

If he responds or not, whatever. I was hot off of finishing Maid to Serve, so I had a revision session and a cover to get cracking on. It'd at least keep me occupied until Elena got back from whatever the hell she needed my truck for.

Hayley's final appearance had to get hammered out. I pulled up the ImageShop file and settled in for the last tweaks that would take her from a nine-and-a-half to a ten I wouldn't be able to keep my hands off of. The original stock photo featured a girl stuck in the seven range, but 'Shopping photos was the part of my job I enjoyed most. When you're in the business of selling a fantasy, you damn well better make it great beyond the reader's imagination. Otherwise, what's the point in them reading your stuff to begin with?

She was turning out different from Elena, Gina, and the plan for Lauren. With a blonde, a brunette, and a redhead already here or in the works, Hayley had to be something different. Something exotic to make her more than just a random, hot chick in a maid uniform.

Something about an oval face, framed in a short bob sporting bangs, had always done something for me. As I adjusted the color of the black hair to have a touch of violet, inspiration hit me. Why couldn't her eyes be as foreign to what we're used to seeing?

I played with color until the irises made her whole face come alive. Violet eyes with a little bit of Asian in them it was. The eye color itself was rare, but perfectly in line with what was possible.

With the face tuned and sculpted like an Italian supercar, I went to work on the rest of her body. In a rare move for my covers, I opted for the perfect handful of a grapefruit for her breasts. D-cups are great, but a graceful C-cup works far better on some women. Especially when they're all of five-foot-nothing. Having to use a step ladder to get into the cabinets while she's wearing that short, frilly skirt would make for some breathtaking scenery around the house.

A quick lengthening of her legs and a little more ass had her dialed in. I can't think of any changes that'd make her any better. Everything from the Cleopatra mascara to the kneeling pose made her look Bond-girl as fuck. The fact that she'd be so petite and submissive made me think of even more depraved things to do to her than I'd written in her story.

Saving the file as it was, I heard the chime for the front and back doors. The commotion in the next room over told me Elena had come in from that way. I leaned toward the laundry room and asked, “So, what's the surprise you talked about this morning?”

She poked her head into my office and wiped at the sheer, pink skirt riding high on her thighs. “There's two, actually.”

I got up and walked around my desk. Once I was in the laundry room, a brown brick the color of cardboard nestled in the empty cat food bowl on the counter caught my attention. I pointed at it and asked, “What the fuck is that?”

“Frank left me a tip.”

I looked at the red stamp and knew exactly what it was. “No, no, no...” I was ready to shit an even bigger brick than the one I was staring at. “Tell me this is a joke.”

“I don't even know what it is, but Frank told me you'd know how to have fun with it.”

For about the tenth time, I wanted to slap her for stepping out of line. I pointed at waiting disaster on the counter. “One of the bowls is full of fucking cat food. The other is full of enough explosive ordinance to lift a freight train off it's tracks. Fucking why?”

She picked up the block wrapped in brown paper, shrugging like nothing was wrong.

“You didn't actually fuck Frank and ask him for advice, did you?

“No, but I asked him for advice after you told me to make him think he fucked me.” Elena held the damn thing in my face. The stamped 'C4' wasn't something I'd imagined. It was plain as day.

What in this bimbo’s hand could have blown the whole fucking house to splinters, complete with a federally mandated ATF investigation as a result. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

“He's your old friend. It's a bonus, not the payment.” Elena shrugged again, a bit less than the last time. “How could this thing be dangerous? It feels like a block of clay.”

“That crazy son of a bitch!” I didn't know how to unload it, because even my shady ass didn't dive into those waters. Still, small amounts of it might have been useful in getting rid of our groundhog problem.

Elena scrunched her nose up like I was being the unreasonable prick. “What's with the angry face?”

“Do you know deep a pool of shit you just got us into?” Frank's belt-fed machine gun was one thing, but getting caught with a bale of C4 from Frank was asking for a glove-snapping cavity search the next time I took a flight. I wouldn't blame the poverty wage temps of the TSA one bit for putting me through that, either.

And now you know why I don't take planes. Too many friends in some awfully low places on my end.

I pinched the bridge of my nose with two fingers. “Thank fuck I've never had anything to hide before your ass came along.”

The confusion in Elena's face was the worst part of it. “So... What did I do wrong?”

Aside from screaming 'fucking everything,' the only response I could muster was, “Well, god damned every aspect of the trip” Somehow I managed to frown and fake a smile in one expression. “Never accept payment in bricks of, well, fucking anything from him, alright?”

How the shit am I gonna explain having enough plastic explosives to make a dump truck disappear? She'd messed up, beyond badly. “It's not like I can sell this. Anyone who'd actually use it, shouldn't be allowed to have so much as a butter knife.”

“Well, maybe that's a good thing. Better you than them, right?”

I hoped like hell she wasn't that dense. “Based on that comment alone, if you were my daughter, I'd have you spayed.”

“You won't blow people up. You've actually got something besides misplaced pride in your heritage to motivate you.”

That was almost smart enough to make me forgive her previous statement. Pushing Elena into the corner, I knew what I had to do. “There's a used car dealer I fucking hate, and he always leaves his keys hanging off the sun visor of whatever he drove that day.” After taking the paper wrapping off, our prints wouldn't be on it anymore. And if he just happened to set it off or get busted with it, I wouldn't have complained.

Elena stared back like I was sharing really specific information, because that's exactly what I was doing. “You're not killing someone with it.” She reached for the chunk of kaboom again.

“Stop fucking touching that!” It was a remote possibility, but too much static electricity could make that block turn our acre upside down. Plastic explosives are generally stable, but risky enough to call for certain precautions. If you fail to take them, you wouldn't live long enough to realize how you'd just messed up.

She jerked her hand back before my fingers could whip against her skin.  “Jesus! Alright!”

I knew she didn't realize the full extent of her screw-up, so I tried to calm down. “This is the kind of shit that gets men in armored trucks to show up and raid the place. The only safe way to get rid of it is burning it.”

“Wouldn't that make it go off?”

Don't ask me how I learned about the stuff. My lips are sealed. “C4 needs a big shock to go off. Fire is a slow reaction.”

Her head cocked to the side. “So why don't you want me to touch it anymore?”

“When you make a spark between yourself and someone else, that's static electricity. One good spark is all it'd take.”

“So we'll burn it.”

Remembering the context of the situation I was in, I caught why she'd probably shown up with it. “It's here for a reason, so I'm not sure we should.” It's like Chekhov's gun. If you mention a rifle hanging on the wall, it had damn well better go off by the end of the story. The same could be said for plastic explosives delivered by a big-titted blonde. It was exactly my kind of curveball.

“So you think it's central to the plot. I don't like where this is going.”

“It's not like we know what's coming, so we might as well hold onto it.” Between bimbos, werewolves, and high-explosives, everything was bound to go straight to hell at some point. Knowing my own works, it was all due sometime after I'd make Elena's redhead show up. “I think we can breath easy for now. But holy shit, things are gonna get wild later.”

Elena kept the same confused look on her face. “How?”

“What makes you think I know how shit'll pan out? If I did, I'd be doing something about it right now.”

She glanced around. “I guess you're right.” A little grin spread across her lips. “Wanna see what I picked up with my share of fucking Frank over?”

“Do I even wanna know?”

“Probably not, but you'll like it anyway.”

Every possibility from sex toys to a big basket of lingerie danced through my head. “The only thing I can be certain of, is that it'll help you get off.”

Elena sighed like she meant it, even though I knew she didn't. “How did you know?”

I squeezed the bridge of my nose again and closed my eyes. “Just bring it in here.” It was her money she'd blown, after all. Getting mad about whatever it would have marked me as a grade-A asshole.


It took longer than I expected, but the sound of a heavy cardboard box hitting the floor made me stop painting Hayley. There's no telling what the hell she's brought in. When you wrote a person's entire personality, and you still don't know, that's when you're in for a shock.

“Alright, I bought it, so I want you to set it all up.”

I hadn't planned on a construction project that day. “I'm finishing this damn painting before Gina gets home, so don't get your hopes up.”

A few pieces of metal dropped on top of the washing machine. “One of our fans at Binford's helped me pick out the hardware. All you have to do is set it up.”

Shit.

“And I read the story about the maid. It's a perfect homecoming present for her.”

Curiosity got the best of me. I dropped the stylus pen on the desk and pushed the monitor away from my lap. “If you think I'm dropping work for some dumb project, you've gotta be—”

It was a large, deep box, but she hadn't bought just one thing. I stepped closer and realized she'd been on a shopping spree.

Elena beamed, proud of herself. “And we get to write it all off on our taxes.”

The basics of a sex dungeon littered the bottom. “You mean my taxes.” I couldn't help chuckling. “This makes me want to forget about that C4 fuck-up. You done good, kid.”

She motioned her head toward the driveway on the other side of the house. “I even got the lumber so you can build a few things.”

I knew she didn't haul it to the truck herself. “So how much did you flash in return for some guy loading it all for you?”

She pulled the skirt up to until I saw a hint of her bald muff. “Only what I had to.” Elena leaned in and grabbed at random straps. She came back up and smiled. “Wanna try this stuff out?”

It hurt like clocking yourself in the temple with a ball-peen hammer. “I can't. Too much shit to get done today.”

“Well,” she took a few bits and opened the door leading down to the basement, “I'll do what I can.”


The racket beneath my feet distracted me until I had Hayley within sight of being finished. All I had left was to do a bit of tidying up on her, and she'd be here. With plenty of time left before Gina got home, I decided to see how much of the whole mess Elena had set up.

As I got halfway down the wooden staircase, she asked, “Where's the drill?”

“In the barn with all the other tools.” I picked up a plastic Binford's bag and looked inside. “The guy you hassled knew what he was talking about.” A masonry bit and sleeve anchors, as well as a few eye-bolts rattled against each other as I set the bag back down.

“It's like screwing into the wall, except you don't have to find the studs, right?”

I shook my head. “You'll need a dust mask and safety glasses. Let me handle it.” Already blind in my right eye, I knew not to fuck around willy-nilly with tools.

She crouched down to start assembling what looked like the sturdiest sex swing I'd ever seen. Looking up, she winked. “You're the best.”

Drilling pilot holes and securing the anchors wouldn't take too long. I started back up the stairs as I asked, “So, how do I keep your redhead from abusing the maid down here?”

Elena looked up again, honest confusion in her face. “Why would you do that?”

Yup, there’s trouble ahead.


A dozen or so restraints had been bolted to the walls and the swing was, well, swinging. I'd even donated my retired climbing rope, a tire swivel, and a few other odds and ends to the cause. It was basic, but it was officially that basement sex dungeon I'd entertained a while back.

Elena stood with both hands on her hips. “I think 'the gym' is in working order.”

I liked the name, but we didn't have time for that first workout. “You'd better come upstairs and stay away from my office. Hayley's almost done.”

She knew the precautions I took with the figures. “How much more does she need?”

“A few details in her face are all that's left. She'll be a fucking stunner.” I motioned for Elena to lead the way up the steps. You know why.

My cock was hard enough to drive through the cinder blocks as well by the time I was at the top. She took a left, I took a right. We had all of an hour before Gina got home, and I'd be hard-pressed to do the job well enough in that time-frame. Elena and I had to have our own fun with the new housemate, after all.


A little extra curve to her smile brought out the sultry yet innocent look I was chasing after. Hayley was gonna be the kind of girl who'd do her best to make you come in seconds, and then apologize for popping you off too soon. While she wasn't the stereotypical bimbo, a girl exactly like Hayley had a place in the harem I was building.

Fucking done! I saved the file and closed ImageShop. My attention turned directly to the figure on my desk. I had to see what happened during the exchange.

The same iridescent mist that had surrounded Elena and Gina drifted from its surfaces. At the same time, a far larger patch descended from the ceiling. Traces of a silhouette appeared in front of my blackout curtains.

As the figure faded away like a dying light, Hayley became more clear in my vision. As the haze dispersed, the pale blue of her form-fitting top caught my eye. She looked like she knew she was supposed to feel ashamed at how she was dressed, but couldn’t anymore.

Her eyes were the first thing to move, darting around the room in panic. Hayley's lips trembled as her entire body shifted. “Where am I, and where is my Master?” Like in her book, she was only worried about the well-being of that Ben prick.

Shit, now I've gotta do that fun 'your whole life was a lie' song and dance again. “Follow me, you'll wanna sit down for this.”

The color left her face. “Has something happened to Ben?”

“No, but you'll take it far easier if you hear it from someone like yourself.” I started pulling her book's Riozon page up on my phone. Having been dragged out of a fictional world and into this one was Elena's expertise. It’s not like I knew anyone else who’d been through it.


Elena and I stood above Hayley as she sat dead-center on the couch like we'd staged an intervention. Now that Elena was running out of unbelievable truth to share, I cleared my throat. “So what she's really saying is, you're one of my characters I decided to bring to life.”

The lavender in her eyes almost lit up as she tucked her hands between bare thighs. “So that means you were my Master all along. I wondered why I wasn't wearing my uniform.”

“Woah,” I held up an open palm between us, “I don't want to own anyone.” I didn't believe in being a slave to anyone. For consistency's sake, I couldn't be a master either. “You're a member of this 'family' we've cobbled together.”

“Are there others?”

Oh shit! “Speaking of which,” I snatched my phone back from Elena, “Gina's on food pick-up duty, I guess.”

Hayley stood up and put her hand over my phone to keep me from calling. “Unacceptable.” She had the same look Samuel L. Jackson had when he yelled about muthafuckin' snakes on a muthafuckin' plane. “How much time before she gets home?”

I never knew when Gina left work unless she told me herself. A new patient at shift change could hold my wife up for an hour or more. “No clue. Could be fifteen minutes, could be an hour.”

Hayley balled her fist up and stuck it between her breasts. She looked down and asked, “How stocked is your kitchen?”

“We don't have the fancy ingredients you're used to. If you can pull something off with what we have, I won't stop you.” Hayley had been here for all of ten minutes, and she was already pulling my ass out of a fire.

She marched into the kitchen. A few seconds later, I heard her mutter, “This won't do at all. Such a mess.”

Elena and I looked at each other, our eyebrows up. I couldn't help stating the obvious that she'd already read. “It's gonna get lively in there.”

“Oh, I've gotta watch this.” Elena whisked herself right past me. Leaning with her back against the archway, she crossed her arms and watched Hayley do whatever she was doing. Her mouth fell open before she waved over to me. “Keith, get over here.”

The sound of pans clanging together and drawers closing filled the air as I walked into the kitchen. Hayley's face was already turning pink as her panties soaked. I'd always hated watching people cook on TV, but this was some top-shelf entertainment.


Gina sat her empty plate on the coffee table, the silverware rattling against the porcelain. “That was really damn good.”

I'd never had nicoise salad and some of the ingredients were missing, but Hayley had pulled off a dinnertime miracle. I scooted forward in the upright recliner, having let those three take the couch. “Yeah, I didn't think that would fill me up, but she nailed it.”

Hayley sat in the middle again, beaming with pride. “I'm glad you liked it. Does anyone need anything else?”

I looked at her. “Stop right there. You’ve done plenty.” Between the rush to prepare the meal and a dozen knee-buckling orgasms, I didn't know how she was still conscious.

Still in her ribbed sweater and panties, it probably took a lot of nerve for her to ask, “Do we have any shoes or pants I can put on? This isn't proper attire.”

Elena sat her plate down, the last to finish. She swallowed her last bite and responded, “Around here it is.”

Gina stood up and started pulling her blue scrub top off. The white undershirt hugged her body as much as Hayley's top. “Half the time, I'm wearing about the same thing as you when we eat.” She wasn't lying. Her scrubs were usually off within the minute she got home.

Hayley blushed as she tried to argue back, “But I—”

Elena stood up and interrupted as she grabbed Gina by the shoulders. “Oh shit! I've got something to show you.”

Good lord. I got up and tried to help Hayley pick up their dishes. “I'm kinda shocked you waited this long to show her what you came home with.” Well, aside from the block of C4 I'd already tucked away in the barn.

Hayley tapped the back of my hand as I reached for Gina's empty plate. “This is my duty.”

Heh. Doodie. Before I could start snickering, I reigned in my twelve-year-old sense of humor. “It's fine this time, but watching someone else do all the work around here'll drive me batshit.”

“I don't mind, really.” Her cheeks flushed as she took the plate out of my hand and stacked it on top of the others. “I'm very sorry for getting so out of control earlier. I can't help it.”

I just had to make her work a fetish, didn't I? “That's my fault, but it's kinda our thing here.”

“What do you mean.”

“After you get all that in the sink, follow me.”

“Why, what's more important than my work?”

Hoo boy. “It'll be something very familiar to you. Elena spent all afternoon setting it up.” A part of me wanted to take Hayley by the wrist and run. Whatever was bound to happen once she got to the basement, it wouldn't be on the lighter side of things.

She nodded, a stack of plates sitting atop both hands. “Yes, Master”

“And no more calling me 'Master,' got it?” Formalities were like steel filings in my gears.

The dishes rattled into the sink. “Then what should I call you, Mas—” Hayely caught herself just in time.

“Just call us by our names. Any man who makes you call him 'Sir' or 'Master' thinks he's above you. I can't stand people like that.”

In a kink sense such words are fine, but even then, they're just not my thing. My problem is with people who demand people act that way in order to fucking draw a paycheck from some power-mad twat-waffle with money. That's textbook coercion, because it's not like people can turn it down when the alternative is starvation, eviction, or getting their car repossessed. Now you know why I enjoy working for myself!

Pin Head, our white kitten jumped on the kitchen counter. Hayley batted her away, insulted that an animal would even think about setting a paw up there. She turned back to me with warmth in her smile. “Then I'll call you,” her neck tensed as she struggled against her training, “Keith.”

I tussled her bangs as she got next to me, the top of her head barely reaching my shoulders. “Come on, I'll make sure they don't take it too far.”

She didn't say another word as we walked down the steep staircase. At the bottom, I knew Hayley saw what one half of our small basement had turned into. She huddled close to my back, hands on my shoulder blades.

Gina smelled the fresh meat first. “We want to thank you for that wonderful meal. Who knew a salad would fill everyone up?”

Hayley stepped around me, and then square in the middle of us. “It was no problem, really.” I knew she was blushing, even with her back to me. Her tight, little ass turns pink too when she can't hide her gratitude.

Elena took one step toward our new maid and then waved her arm around the 'gym.’ “Keith and I set this all up for you. I know the kind of stuff you like.”

I knew for a fact that it wasn't pure generosity on her part. But as I met everyone in the center of the dungeon side, I knew voicing my real thoughts would ruin how special Hayley felt right then. Her newer self in Maid to Serve was the lifestyle BDSM sub, personified.

Gina took Hayley by the hand and walked her over to the suspension bar hanging from the tire swivel. “I didn't know about all of this until now, so they really wanted to surprise you.”

Is she doting over Hayley? Gina had demanded I create her, so I couldn't feel shocked at how my wife was treating her.

Hayley didn't offer a hint of protest as Gina adjusted the straps and held her by the left wrist. The sweater wasn't coming off, this time. As the first cuff secured around her arm, it looked like Hayley had just returned home from a long journey.

Elena noticed the excitement in our maid too. “Will you look at that? She's not nervous at all.”

Gina stepped around to do the other wrist from the front. “You're right.” She turned her head and looked at me. “Keith, you write some fucked up characters.”

They all were, to some extent or another. Most were almost normal, but some would be a psychiatrist's wet dream of a patient. “Be glad I'm not bringing Anya here. Ask Hayley, she knows her.”

Hayley didn't wait for the question. “The Headmistress taught me well. I'm proud to have been one of her students, if only for three months.”

With the kind of training that fucked up Russian could deliver, even a petite thing like Hayley could hurt a man in bed. While still being the sub. “Keep in mind, she’s still human, not immortal.”

Elena whispered something in Gina's ear and darted up the stairs. From the moving path of her footsteps, she was headed for one of the two bedrooms. A moment later, the noise was above our heads. I knew she was grabbing recording equipment from my office.

When the basement door opened again, she took the flight at a dangerous pace. Especially considering she had the camcorder on a tripod, and the magic wand vibe you had to plug into the wall. If you've read enough of my catalog, you know how fond I am of those things. It's because they fucking work.

“You, uh, care to tell me what the plan is with all that?” I snatched the tripod from her hand. “We'll need a shit-ton more light in here. The video will be grainy as hell like this.”

She ignored the grab, driving the plug for the wand into the socket closest to Hayley. “Then fucking go get some light.”

I hadn't planned on recording, but what a way to introduce Hayley to the channel. After our upcoming vacation, we'd be setting up the part-time camgirl operation, but that was still weeks away. Hopefully I'd have Lauren here as well. Based on views on our half-dozen videos so far, we were on the cusp of something a damn sight more lucrative than erotica.

I ran upstairs myself, ducking into my office and grabbing two lighting stands propped up in the corner. As I dragged the heavy bastards down the steps, I knew Gina and Elena were running on fumes of patience. “Give me thirty seconds and we're good.”

It took more like a minute, but I had Hayley spotlighted like a nativity scene in front of a southern courthouse. With the press of the record button, I pointed at them and then gave the thumbs up with both hands.

Like she was repeating words she knew by heart, Elena stared at the camera and started off, “We've got a new friend in our house, and I know you guys will love her.” She leaned into Hayley's personal space and ordered, “Go ahead tell them about yourself.”

A little pink flushed in Hayley's cheeks. “I'm Hayley Larson, and I'm the maid of this house.”

“I don't know if they'll believe you. Tell us what that means.”

Hayley felt less embarrassed. It was all over her face. “I see to the needs of the estate, especially to the head of the family.” She stared right at myself and the camera. “Is that you, Keith?”

“My wife took my last name, so I guess so, if you're getting traditional about it.” I could handle being head of the family. Hell, I was the last surviving male on both sides of my family likely to reproduce. Every family gathering meant someone would bark and bitch at me to have kids already, which I fucking hated. Gina's mother was the worst about it, but let's not go off on that tangent again.

Gina had her own interrogation lined up. “So what do you think your role is, right now?”

“To please my,” she stopped talking and smiled at me, “family. That's what I've been told we are.”

Shit, now we sound like a damn cult. Not that taking a Beadazzler to a bathrobe and preaching craziness wouldn't be amusing. I couldn't help interrupting. “But who is your Master?”

Queue the Jeopardy music. You could tell Hayley's mind was a battlefield between her training and what I'd said to her upstairs. With a nervous gaze, she looked and me and replied, “No one.”

I was damn proud of her. “That's right.”

Elena shot a 'what the fuck are you doing' face at me.

I made sure I made eye contact with Elena. “Hayley isn't beneath anyone here, even if she's more of a sub than The Red October.”

It put Elena at enough ease to pick up where she'd left off. She leaned back toward Hayley and asked, “What do you want us to do to you?”

Hayley, her voice still sweet and innocent as ever, made Elena look the fool. “Aren't you supposed to set the expectations?”

It got her ass a hard swat with Elena's hand. She handed Gina the wand and said, “Don't let her come until she needs an ambulance.”

Oh shit. My ass didn't look good enough to get in one the scene outside of the POV angle. My hands were just as tied as Hayley's here.

Gina didn't piddle around. The Hitachi roared to life at the highest setting. She stripped Hayley from the waist down with one swift pull at her white panties. The fact that my wife hadn't realized she was still in scrub bottoms herself amused the hell out of me. Why not tease a little insight into our lives?

Hayley's jaw clenched as the bulb of the wand pushed hard against her clit. Elena's hands crawled over her body from behind. From the finger in Hayley's mouth, to the hard grip on both tits under the sweater, right on to the fingers plunged in her cunt. I knew Elena was out for revenge over that bit of humiliation.

The sound of my wife's voice broke me out of the spell of ignoring everything else about the world. “Wow, she can fucking take it.”

She was right. Hayley hadn't uttered a peep, even as her face twisted like a victim in a medieval torture chamber. As her cheeks blushed apple red and you could have opened stubborn jars with her eyelids, Hayley refused to acknowledge that it was too much for her small body.

I nodded to Gina and then stared at Hayley. “You can come now.”

As she turned around to halt the wand, I knew Gina was rolling her eyes. But my wife knew who the director and wank-material expert was. Not just because I made it for a living, but because I'd made her ask 'what's wrong with you?' when bouncing ideas off of her on many occasions.

Elena was still working inside Hayley from behind. She pulled every digit out before she said, “I thought she was about to break my fingers.”

Hayley shuddered in place, her feet no longer bearing her weight. Her hands turned purple against the straps. Still, she didn't make a sound.

Gina flicked the wand to the lowest setting. “I guess we'll have to see what it takes to make her scream.”

Elena stepped around Hayley and gave her a quick tap between the legs. Hayley jerked, but she remained stoic. “I thought I would have liked going to that academy, but I don't know. I can't imagine what it'd take to make me handle an orgasm this way.”

Gina handed Elena the toy. “Go ahead, we'll switch places and find her breaking point.”

“Will you two fucking stop?” I forced myself between Hayley and the pair of sadists licking their chops. “She's about to pass out!”

Hayley gasped, barely squeaking out, “More...”

Both of them took a step back from me. “That's fucking enough, all of you!” I stared Gina and Elena down. “The first one of you that takes one step closer, you're getting turned into a fucking sow. You know I can do it.”

All it would have taken is painting a pig with the intention of changing them, and then finishing the painting. So long as either of them was within ten feet of the figure when I saved and closed the final time, we'd need to build a pig pen.

Elena cowered out first. “Fine, but you're doing the aftercare.”

Gina tried holding in the laughter, failing miserably. As soon as she collected herself, she said, “My husband, the fucking alpha male. That pig had better have wings.”

She turned and followed Elena up the stairs. I half-expected to hear the door lock after it shut, but it never did.

I turned my attention to Hayley, still panting as she hung by her wrists “Alright, let's cut you loose so you can rest.”

She fought to let out enough breath to speak. “Why didn't you join in?”

Because those two took too much pleasure in that. “I'm fine with just watching sometimes.” I knew I'd have to end the video right before I stepped in, but the rolling camcorder wasn't my concern at the moment. The whole episode lasted, what, a minute and a half?

I freed her legs from the spreader bar first, knowing she'd crack her head open on the bare concrete otherwise. Taking my time with the suspension bar's cuffs, I readied myself to catch Hayley. Sure enough, she slumped toward the floor until I could reach down and catch her.

“Easy, don't try to stand on your own yet.” Too many injuries from my dumbassed youth meant my back, hips, and shoulders wouldn't let me carry her up that cliff of a staircase. A life of whitewater rafting, caving, and skiing does that to you. Not to mention the wear and tear of backpacking up until I ran across that fucking thing. I'd shot my body before it was even out of its prime. On bad days, my joints sound like a string of firecrackers.

Hayley protested, “But I'm supposed to take care of everyone else. Why do you have to help me?”

Alright, your story was a little too fucked up. And I knew it was my fault. “What are you talking about? You'd never make it up those stairs by yourself like this.”

Her body temperature was dropping from burning hot to clammy, and fast. Anything I could have covered her with would have tripped her going up the upstairs.

“If I hold you up, can you make it?”

Hayley nodded, barely. I knew I had to give her a few more minutes. I backed the two of us against the wall and slid down, letting her legs rest on top of mine. The dusty concrete floor would have sapped the life right out of her.

“Easy. Just breath.”

Her chest inflated as she let her marginal weight rest on me. Pound for pound and inch for inch, she could take levels of punishment that would have destroyed Elena and Gina both.

Hayley sputtered before she sighed out, “I like to feel needed, though. This is what they want from me.”

“What they want and what's safe aren't always the same things.” At that moment, I realized I was more of a 'handler of bimbos' than I was a 'writer of bimbos.' As great as they are, holy shit, each one is a handful.

Hayley had enough breath to protest, hard. “But it's what they expected of me.”

“What they expect and what you can handle don't match here.” I had to find a way to talk some sense into her. I thought back to the context of her original story. “What did Anya teach you to do if you think you're in danger?”

“Yell the safe-word or tap out.”

“Did any of you talk about that ahead of time?”

“She doesn't with her Master.”

I put an open palm against my forehead. Because he knows her limits. Jesus, I hope nobody uses Bimbo Academy as a BDSM manual. It doesn't describe how sane people practice a dom/sub relationship safely, one bit.

Yeah, I went a little too dark and extreme for my own comfort level with that series. If you haven't read it, Anya's beyond fucked up in the head. It's why I'd never use a figure to bring her around these parts, for the sake of herself and everyone else under my roof.


I closed the bedroom door and tossed Hayley the same white business shirt I'd given Elena that first night. On Hayley, it'd almost reach her knees. “So, about earlier...”

Hayley dropped her ass on the edge of the mattress, barely making it move with her tiny frame. “It was wonderful, wasn't it?”

Holy fuck, she's a freak of nature. “You need to know your limits. I know those two won't look out for them.”

“But I had such a good time.” She pulled the half-length sweater off. Those C-cups were fucking glorious in their bare glory. “I don't know why you stopped them.”

“Because you were about to black the hell out. That's why.”

She put her arms through the sleeves, her wrists not quite punching all the way through. She pulled the cuffs back and rolled them over her forearm. “I can take it. I've been trained.”

The dark part of me wanted to pin Hayley down and fuck her inside-out. “You've been trained, but you were on the verge of making me call an ambulance just now.”

I heard the first whimper of Gina and Elena getting their rocks off on each other in the next room. Hayley paid no attention to it, focusing on her current person to please. “Do you need or want anything?”

“Yeah, I do.” Sitting next to her on the bed, I patted her on the knee and ordered, “I need you to rest up. Until you learn where to stop, you'll only answer to me. Got it?”

By now she knew a simple nod was enough to keep me happy. The relaxed grin on her face spoke bookshelves about the mental state hiding behind her eyes. “Can I ask you a question?”

“Shoot.” I started pulling my shirt off my back, ready to turn in early for once myself.

“I know you're looking out for what's best for me, from your perspective...” She blushed and hid her face. “I'm sorry, but I shouldn't ask this.”

“Do I seem like I'd get mad about an honest question?”

The worry on her face as she turned around made me pat her knee again. Hayley's breasts rose and sank with a breath. “Why would you be kind to someone like me? I'm nothing without orders.”

In writing her story, I had messed this girl up. “I would have called your former master a cunt, but he lacks both the depth and the warmth of one.”

Hayley cracked a smile, knowing the truth herself. “Ben was a kind man when I pleased him, but his orders pushed my limits too much at times.”

“We like our leisure time around here. Make sure you claim a share of it for yourself.”

“Will there be more family members coming?”

Uh-oh. Elena's redhead would be a problem with Hayley. “Yeah, probably just one more.”

“What will that person be like?” She leaned her head against my upper arm.

I put that same arm around her and let her temple rest against my ribcage. I couldn't help smirking. “The kind of person who'd put those two in the situation you were just in.”

“Man or woman?”

“Redheaded chick, and possibly dangerous, to boot. Elena dreamt up the idea for her.”

Her body relaxed against mine. “So who thought of me?”

I knew the truth would make her happiest of all. “I did, but Gina came up with the general idea of a maid.” Please don't creep this up and call yourself our kid. Fuck! please don't.

Hayley let out a soft giggle against my side and wrapped her arms around me. “So she had a role in mind, but you made someone happiest in that role. I think you're a kind man.”

“No, I'm quite the asshole. I'm just picky about who I direct it toward, and when.” I didn't know why I was being this open with her within two hours of us meeting. Something about Hayley put me at ease with myself, I guess.

Her cheeks felt like they were getting warmer against my skin. “Can I make a request?”

“Go for it. The worst that could happen is I'd tell you 'no.'”

She let go of me and crawled back to what was usually my side of the bed. As I turned around, she asked, “To cook properly, I'll need to run to the grocery store.”

Gina's paycheck would hit our account on Friday, and it was only Monday. “I tell you what, we'll make a trip for some basics tomorrow, but funds are tight for a few more days. Unlike Ben, I'm not a rich guy.”

The moans filtering through the wall between us and Elena's room finally got Hayley's attention. She raised her eyebrows and looked toward the source. “I can deal with that, but what are they doing in there?”

“Same thing they do to each other all the time.” From the sound of the loudest voice, Elena was getting reamed with the strap-on I'd bought during that buying spree. “You'll get used to it.”

Hayley tucked herself under the covers with only her fingers and head poking out. “They're,” her eyes darted around like she was trying to find the next word on the wall somewhere, “a bit different.”

I unbuttoned my pants and shot them down my legs. After peeling off my socks, I didn't look goofy anymore. “Considering the kinds of characters I write, they're right in line with what they should be.”

“Elena said you write bimbos.” Without a hint of shame, she added,  “I suppose I'm one too.”

Hayley was different enough that I wouldn't label her one before anything else, but she wasn't wrong. “Yeah, but not all bimbos are the same. You figure that out when you come up with enough of them.”

As if 'maid' and 'bimbo' were badges of honor, Hayley glowed with pride. “You liked my cooking, but do you want to see what else I can do?”

I already knew what that entailed. “It's alright, you're wore out. Get some rest.”

As I pulled the covers over myself, her legs met mine. “But you know why I have to do this.”

Like those other two, Hayley couldn't be satisfied until she'd climaxed herself brain-dead. A petite chick in my white business shirt and a bob was an offer I couldn't turn down. When her lips met mine, I was past the point of trying to stop her.


Sounding it out like a sassy black woman, Gina hummed, “Mmhmm.” She shot me a playful stink-eye. “You just want a weekend alone with your new toy.”

It wasn't entirely false, but not entirely true either. Having Friday off, she was about to set out with Elena to spend the weekend a few hours away with some friends. “She needs a break from you two. Hayley hasn't even spent a week here, she's worn the hell out.”

“Well, I'll leave her documents up to you. I didn't know Frank was in that racket too.”

“There's shit he does even I don't know about.” I shut her door and leaned through the open window to peck Gina on the cheek. “Drive safe,” I pointed at Elena, “and keep her under control.”

Elena dropped the oversized shades from over her eyes. “I don't need babysitting.”

“I wrote you. Trust me, I know you do.”

She shot up one middle finger and grinned. “Whatever you say, Daddy.”

Goddammit! I tapped the steering wheel and backed away. “I love you, call me when you get there.”

“Will do. Love you too.”

Gina backed her Grand Cherokee onto the road. They were around the corner at the top of the hill half a minute later. A weekend at Kate and Luke's house would be a good introduction for Elena to our strange circle of friends.

As soon as I was back inside, Hayley ran up to me and blushed. “So, about that grocery run...”

Her maid outfit had been ordered that morning, and it was scheduled to get here on Tuesday. Gina was chomping at the bit to sew in the extra frills the moment it got here.

I couldn't turn Hayley down. She'd knocked every meal clear out of the park, and the house was even cleaner than when we'd moved in. The place looked as tidy as one of those model homes in magazines you know nobody lives actually lives in.

“I'm not sure we'll find everything you need in town, so let's make a special trip tomorrow to make up for what we can't find here.” Nashville, by itself, is fine. But when it's a trip to the farmers' market, you can sense the patrons patting themselves on the back for shopping there. As someone who almost used this land to grow for that bunch, I'll spare you that rant. Let's just say getting back to writing erotica felt like a safer bet, and a damn sight less irritating.

“When I organized the kitchen, I made a list of what we didn't have.” French cuisine was Hayley's specialty, but she wasn't ignorant of the basics for just about any other nation's plate. She handed it to me, embarrassed at the length.

Things like herbs de Provence, fingerling potatoes, and breast of duck were impossible to source in town. “Yep, we're heading to Nashville tomorrow.” Thankfully, you couldn't find those at the farmers' markets either. This is Tennessee, not fucking Portland.

“Can we run out now? The chicken for tonight has to marinate in dijon sauce for several hours and—”'

“I get it.” The yard needed mowing and I had some editing to do on Lauren's story. No way any of that was happening that morning. “Let me grab a few things, and we'll make a run to Wayne-Mart.” I hated the damn place with a passion. But once every three months or so, I'd find myself unable to argue my way out of a trip.


I'd stopped my truck somewhere in the middle of the massive parking lot, guaranteeing I'd waste a few minutes track it down later. Any time after noon on Fridays, the place was an asylum meant more for people-watching than shopping. I'd always though a bar with glass floors and walls up in the ceiling would make a killing in these places.

Hayley was dressed like she was ready for the gym in Elena's red tank top and gym shorts that left miles of thigh visible. At some point the next day, I'd have to get her something a little more formal that fit. Dressing like this was killing her, and she couldn't parade around maid outfit everywhere.

“Come on,” I waved toward the main entrance, “I don't want to spend all day in here.” I refused to go there with Gina. Somehow, she could waste hours in the place.

Hayley slipped the shopping list in my hand. “You know where things are here, so I'll let you lead the way.”

About halfway to the door, I heard a voice call out behind us. “Damn girl! Why you runnin' away? Whatever, I'd fuck your shit up anyway.” The local wildlife, in this case a specimen of homo redneckus, had spotted us.

I turned around and saw the culprit hanging out of the cab of his daddy's lifted dually diesel. Spotless and without a trailer hitch, of course. I couldn't help shouting back, “Judging by the size of your truck, she wouldn't know if you got it in or not!” I started walking backwards, both middle fingers held high above my head.

When I turned back around, Hayley's face was the color of a stop sign. “Do people around here really talk to women like that?”

“The corn-fed teenagers do. By the way, it's not on the list, but I need two giant baking potatoes.”

“Why?”

“If that truck's still here when we get out, those exhaust stacks'll never roll coal again.” We didn't stick around for the aftermath. Judging by the sound as they dropped, those taters lodged somewhere out of arm's reach.


About the time the setting sun softened everything around the edges, I cut off the mower deck. With the back lot tamed, it was time to check on that track in the creek. I'd spotted it as I rushed by, blades spinning. Something had gotten in there. Something big.

I shook my head at my mind's first thought. There was no way that damn thing had been following me. I couldn't warp the idea to make a lick of sense.

The old junker of a mower puttered alongside the creek until I was at the spot. The motor sputtered and backfired like a couple of gunshots before it finally shut off.

The bank cut out of our land dropped a couple of feet to the stream below. The mud always had the consistency of pottery clay. And sure enough, the track became more apparent as I got closer.

No fuckin' way.

I pulled my phone out of my pocket and dropped into the stream bed. Right next to the water, I saw what looked like a dog print. Except this one was bigger than my hand with my fingers stretched out. And several feet ahead, I saw a second and third in a line toward the house.

A few pictures, one complete with a pack of cigarettes for size reference, would make for a nice follow-up message to the crazy guy I'd contacted. If this wasn't the track that damn werewolf would have left, then you can fuck me dead.

I hopped out of the bottom and scrambled onto the mower. Nobody was going outside after dark. Even if I'd forgotten to take the garbage to the end of the driveway, it'd have to stay full another week. These fuckers were here.

After I'd parked the mower in the barn, I knew it was close enough to nightfall to be nervous. Every sound made me jump. That dreadful feeling I'd had several evenings prior had a damn good explanation now.

I got back in the house and pulled up my e-mail. Sure enough, the guy had replied, sharing his phone number to boot. I sent the pictures via text, along with the message 'right behind my house, today.'

My heartbeat returned to normal after a few minutes of staring at the screen. The only thing I could think about was why they were here.

My text alert dinged, almost clearing out my bowels. 'Definitely dogman tracks. Call me tomorrow afternoon.'

Shit. And only twenty yards from my house. I planned on lighting this place up like a stadium at night.

I couldn't handle the questions looping through my head any longer. Shaking my head, I got up and walked to the kitchen. At least I'd smell more than a hint of that olfactory food porn Hayley was whipping up.

She was waist deep in the cabinets under the counter, on her back when I asked, “What the fuck are you doing?”

“We had stains on the underside of the cabinets, so I'm cleaning them.”

If she gets the house totally spotless, what's next? Sweeping the yard or hand-scrubbing the dirt floor in the crawlspace? I admired her devotion, but this was getting beyond insane. “I've got a new chore for you.”

“Yes, sir.”

She slipped again, but I let it slide this time. “After dinner, I want you to watch TV, read a book, or stare at the wall. Anything but work.”

Hayley stopped scrubbing and pulled herself out of the cabinetry. “I'm not working. I'm serving.” She had all the same conviction in her eyes as someone willing to die for their faith.

“Have you ever thought that you need to serve yourself sometimes?”

“When I was a bad girl, yes.” She started arranging our canned vegetable section back inside.

Jesus fuck. “As the person who made you this way, I'm ordering you. You'll take care of everyone else no more than eight hours a day, total. And you'll enjoy your time off.”

“But if I don't stay on top of everything, it'll spiral out of control.”

I pointed at the hole she'd just slid out of. “That is spiraling out of control. I can already eat off every surface in this house, even the litter boxes.” Seriously, Shit Head and Pin Head couldn't finish pissing without Hayley standing over them, scoop in hand.

She looked back up at me and asked, “Am I not meeting your expectations?” The hint of sexual pleasure from her work faded into the verge of tears.

Even a curmudgeon like myself melted in the face of that. “Hell, you've blown my expectations out of the water.” I crouched down, my joints going off like popcorn. “I know this is your passion, but it's okay to enjoy other things.”

“A maid is always on duty.”

“And that's fine, but you're running out of stuff to do. Like, while everything's in the oven, what do you have left to clean?”

She turned around and looked around the room, her eyes stopping on the refrigerator. “You could help me move that so I can clean the floor underneath it.”

“That's exactly what I'm talking about. Why does that need to happen?”

“Gina said it came with the house, so who knows what's under there.”

I stood back up. “Who needs to know what's under there? That's the kind of cleaning you do when you get a new fridge.” And like hell was I gonna fuck with disconnecting the water line for the ice maker. “While the food's baking, we'll do anything you want besides cook, clean, or anything else domestic like that.”

“But if I can't do any cleaning after we eat, what about the pans and the dishes? They have to be cleaned.”

I shook my head and closed my eyes. “Leave them for the morning. It's not like we need every plate and fork clean.”

“If I can, I'd like to make it eight hours total through the day, then. Doing it all in one shift won't do.”

It was finally getting through her head. “That's fine.” I reached my hand down to her as the oven beeped. “It's preheated. Throw it in there and we'll worry about the rest of these cans later.”

The thought of leaving a job half-finished was killing her. “If that's what you need me to do, then I will.”

I watched her knees shake as she slid the pan of chicken and potatoes in the oven. As the door shut, I could tell she was coming. Hayley clenched her thighs together and balled her fists at her sides.

“That didn't take long.”

She turned around, mortally embarrassed. “It's happening more often the longer I'm here. I think you know why.”

I thought back to her book. Even my choice of words could have caused it. “I'm not exactly sure, but you know your story even better than I do, having lived it and all.”

“I don't have to climax when I serve, but I have to be beyond satisfied ahead of time.” She looked like she was telling me her most dreaded secret. “Twice a day usually keeps it under control.”

It was the kind of issue I couldn't fix. Hell, even the best head-shrinker in the world couldn't dent this problem. It was as central to her biology as eating or breathing.

Something about it didn't make sense, though. “I never wrote that as part of your character.”

“The Headmaster did this to me.”

It wasn't included in the book, but it was exactly what I'd have made Alexei Smolensky do if I were writing from his point of view again. “I guess I shouldn't have faded to black when you went for your final exam. Whoopsie-doodle.”

She took two steps toward me. “Well, showing you how to fix me for a while is what I want to do while the food's cooking. You might pull it off in thirty minutes.”

It's not like I hadn't been fucking her the whole time she'd been here. In fact, I'd barely touched Gina or Elena since Monday. Hayley had definitely become the 'teacher's pet' of the harem.

She walked past me, right into the laundry room. I followed, seeing her open the basement door without saying a word. I ducked into my office to grab the camcorder, stopping myself before I had my hands on it. If this had to be like those damn academy exams, I'd need both hands free. To hell with getting it on video.

Hayley was already bare-assed naked by the time I caught up with her. She stood in front of the swing, hands clutched in front of her cunt, waiting for me to help her up. Even when she wanted you to do the unspeakable to her, Hayley always remained demure.

I nudged the same shoes and clothing she'd worn earlier aside on the now spotless concrete floor. “What do I need to do, exactly?”

She couldn't help grinning. “When it happens, you'll know.” As I lifted her by the waist, Hayley lifted her legs for the thigh cuffs. “Even if you think it's too much, don't back down.”

With her wrists strapped against her legs, I had complete license to drop trow and do what mammals like us were made for. But this wasn't meant to be a simple quickie before supper.

I nudged the swing to put her in motion and then stepped over to the pegboard of toys I'd anchored to the wall. The ball gag was my first instinct, but I loved the way she cried out, almost too much. Elena and Gina had taken their vibes with them, now synced to Gina's phone for the trip.

It wasn't my go-to option, but the orange massager that looked like you'd split an egg down the middle called my name. Designed to hug onto the hood over the clit, I knew it'd do it's job while I worked on making my own fun.

As I squeezed both sides, it locked on Hayley's delicate folds with an audible click. I pressed the nub on top once, making her throw her head back in relief. The poor girl did that every time you started touching her.

I bent at the knees again, my joints popping less this time around. The kind of orgasm she was asking for meant I'd have to get some kind of bed or couch down here. My mind went off on a tangent thinking about the logistics of that for a split-second until a soft moan snapped me out of it.

One finger hooked upward, gliding inside her without a bit of resistance. I followed it up with a second, wanting her to squirt like she had in her book. If that wouldn't be intense enough for her, she was beyond my ability to help. I'd thrown that facet of her character in to ramp up the sexual tension. I didn't think about the real-world implications it'd create after Hayley arrived here.

“That's it, thank you.”

She so fucking polite, she's polite while fucking. Everything about Hayley made you want to adore her, and adorable isn't a trait I'm normally drawn to. But somehow, she was pulling it off by embracing her vulnerability and outright celebrating it.

The last thing I wanted was to break her, but it's what she needed to function. Plus, she was already broken to begin with. Having made her this way, it was my enviable responsibility.

My fingers batted away at her g-spot as I turned up the clamp vibe to it's highest setting. Going at it until I felt like the bones of my knuckles would fly apart, her voice echoed off the cinder block walls. Hayley wasn't on the cusp of coming as soon as it stopped. She was on the brink of bringing my office down on top of us.

As long as the vibe kept going, she was stuck in that screaming, limb-locking hell that felt like heaven for a while. The sight and sound of it all made me pull my fingers out of her. She still wasn't coming until I allowed it.

I grabbed the climbing rope and pulled on it with all my weight. It loosened the carabiner holding the swing's height in place so I could undo it from its loop in the rope. I moved it up to the next one, raising Hayley a few inches. Now she was at the perfect height for my dick to take over where my fingers had left off.

I didn't want to waste time by doing anything more than opening my zipper, but let me tell you, squirters can make the ungodliest mess. When you learn women can do that in the backseat of your prized Mustang, it seems like a bug, not a feature of the fairer sex. It's one hell of a thing to experience first-hand, though.

As I got the last of my clothes off and tossed my boxers into the far corner, I held her steady. Hayley knew what was coming, smiling like a fool as her head rolled around. I couldn't help giving her a light slap on the cheek, knowing it'd prime her for one hell of an explosion.

Hayley looked at me, nodding as she fought to keep her eyes open. With an upward thrust, her mouth opened as I hit pay dirt. The whimper that came out of her mouth could have raised a dead man, in his pants, at least.

The second push forced her eyes shut the instant before her head shot back. She tried belting out words of consent, not quite forming anything you could call English. Putting a hand behind her head and forcing her to look at me, I knew she wanted even more.

Buckles, loops, and straps clattered all around her as I kept my pace. She could come, but only when it would make my climax something you can't help bragging to your old drinking buddies about. Between her lack of weight and the position I had her in, the fact that I hadn't used lube was lost on me.

Hayley's body tried contorting. “That's it!” The restraints held her firm, vibrating in place until her entire body was blushing and tensing up.

She wasn't coming until I did, though. The longer the torture held up, the harder she'd break. Gina wasn't wild about the whole orgasm denial thing, and Elena could only take so much of it. But Hayley was begging for it without saying a word.

The soft pad of her g-spot compressed under the force of my tip as I rammed into her as hard as I could. As the head slid past and then back over it, Hayley sounded like she was trying to break the two basement windows. The longer I kept it up, the more tension I felt building in her thighs.

That combination of the bottom of my cock grinding against her entrance and the head crashing around up top was like a cheat code. Every part of my body worked toward ramping it up just a little more. My arms, legs, and torso worked in unison to split her in half.

Anything that looked as delicate as her pussy had no business being that fucking durable, though. The dripping wetness and searing heat inside her combined with the elastic resistance of her walls. Supposing he's real, God couldn't have created a more perfect cunt himself.

I realized my eyes had slammed shut. My breath stuttered in violent jerks as my thighs started trembling. I could have stopped and let her suffer, but this had to be enough. Otherwise, the neighbors barely in sight of our house would call one of my deputy buddies to check on things.

Everything about it felt right. Here I was, balls deep in the kind of girl I'd had a thing for since I'd started masturbating more than twenty years prior, and she wanted me to make it even worse for her. Teenaged me would have high-fived my ass.

On the edge myself, I closed my right hand around the buzzing vibrator. It clicked open, but I pushed it down to maintain the contact. My hand was numb in seconds.

As the rush from sack, inside my hips, and up my shaft took its course, I pulled my hand back. Dropping the vibe, I put my hands around the small of her waist and buried myself deep. A swell of warmth hit my stomach as Hayley screamed in gratitude.

My balls pumped as I put all I had into emptying myself. Two extra spurts extended the true bliss for a couple of precious seconds. As the new warmth cooled down to a chill, I knew I'd turned her into a human water pistol.

I held myself up against the swing's webbing. “Got-damn!”

Hayley kept whimpering as her pussy twitched from entrance to rock-bottom. Even with how much I'd came, her pleaded for one more drop.

It came in one last echo of my climax. That's all it took for me to my hips back. The sensation of pulling out felt like I'd tried fucking a light socket.

My hands clenched the straps as I fell forward. The slight drop and rise back up from the swing threw my legs for a loop. They stepped forward out of instinct, my weight forcing Hayley even further up.

As I regained my bearings, I leaned back. I knew Hayley was an absolute wreck, shivering and making the metal pieces of the swing rattle. As she settled down, I undid the wrist straps attached to the thigh restraints.

Her arms fell back, dangling like she'd gone full rag doll. This chick could handle her climaxes like a functioning alcoholic handles the liquor. Always in excess, but whether out of tolerance or sheer force of will, it didn't keep her from living life.

My lungs burned as my pulse settled down. “Holy shit,” the fact that I felt cold meant she had to get some cover, “don't tell me you could have taken more.”

Hayley's lips parted, but no sound came from between them. She nodded, barely.

Maybe that redhead won't be too much for her after all. I knew Gina would tap out, and Elena probably would too. But since Elena came up with Lauren, that'd be her own damn fault.

I released the cuffs around Hayley's thighs. When she stayed on the backrest of the swing, my legs relaxed a bit. Even if she was barely half my weight, I could barely hold my own damn self upright.

Hayley's body crept down the slide until her feet touched the floor. Holding herself up with arms caught in the webbing, she was hardly stable herself.

By that point, I was within shouting distance of my baseline. “I'll help you upstairs.” The one minute alarm for the oven timer hadn't gone off, as far as I could tell, but I didn't know if we'd hear it in the basement either.

Guiding her back up the flight of stairs, inspiration for an after-care space struck me. But we'll get into that later.


Hayley was wearing my ass out, but in a different way. It wasn't just the dozen or so stops we had to make for all of her ingredients. Somehow, she'd convinced me to drop money on sheep's milk cheese that cost thirty bucks a pound.

Supposedly, it's leaps and bounds over feta or mozzarella on salads. Hayley even knew which wines to pair it with. And sure enough, she convinced me to spend half a Benjamin on a bottle of sparkling Vouvray to go with it. When it comes to wine, I'm a Mad Dog 20/20 hobo-juice kind of guy.

Thankfully, the guy at the wine store counter only asked for my ID. I'd planned on another visit to the 'night court' the following evening. Hayley could drive, so why not let her do the grocery runs from now on?

As we walked out, I asked, “Alright, anything else?” The full heat of the day had set in, and the air conditioning in my truck hadn't worked for a couple of years. We needed to hit the interstate, and soon.

Hayley ran down her list as soon as we were in the front seats. “Everything's checked off. That's it.”

I'd thought about stopping at a restaurant to thank her, but I knew Gina would throw a fit about how much I'd spent again. Not having a garden in the works that year bit me in the ass, because Hayley was picky about even the variety of vegetables. Lucky for her, I'd done enough heirloom gardening and farmers' market crawling to understand the varieties she tossed out like slang. Not many people know the difference between a Nantes and a Danvers carrot, even while looking at them.

“But you know,” her added comment made my heart sink and my wallet hurt, “there is one thing I could get plenty of mileage out of.”

Shit. “What's that?”

“A bag of lemons.”

The fuck? “Why?” There was no way she'd use an entire bag unless she had lemonade in mind.

She smiled, proud of her encyclopaedic knowledge of the domestic arts. “We've got hard water stains in the shower, and they're great for cleaning the cutting board with a bit of salt. I used a lemon a day when I served Ben.”

At least a bag of them wouldn't be hard to find. “I would ask if lemon juice would work, but I know better by now.” Every argument I had for a cheaper alternative had been shot down with brutality and more knowledge than I could comprehend, all day.

Knowing I could pick up a bag of lemons within miles of home, I took advantage of Nashville's network coverage. Too many stretches of I-40 between there and our off ramp dropped all signal.

“Sorry to be that guy, but I've gotta make a call.” Sitting at a stop light, I scrolled down to Michael Reece's info. Hayley didn't know about these dogman critters yet, but she'd get an education. I couldn't put it past her to step outside at night.

The phone rang twice before he picked up, his voice filling the cab of the truck. “This is Michael.”

I paused for a moment. “Hey, this is Keith Ross. I sent you a couple of pictures yesterday.”

“Yeah, those are fine tracks. How long have you been seeing 'em?”

“Yesterday's the first set, but I know something's been around for several days. Plus, there's that one incident I emailed you about.”

Hayley looked at me like I'd claimed I was Winston Churchill, and the Mongolians were about to invade Nashville armed with salad forks and kazoos. Before I looked away from her, she pointed at the phone and mouthed out, “Who is that?” I held up one finger, signaling her to wait.

“Now the one you saw in Montgomery Bell. How tall was it?”

I didn't know exactly, but it was big enough to make me feel tiny. “Ten to twelve feet. I can't tell you for certain.”

“And it's fur?”

“Jet black, like it was darker as the night around it.” I shuddered recalling the fucking thing. “The eyes glowed like you shined a light through an amber beer bottle.”

Hayley's head cocked even further askew.

“What would you call it?” Michael had a bit of edge in the question.

“A fucking werewolf. This 'dogman' term is new to me.”

“Describe its legs for me.”

I went into more than just the legs. “Imagine a giant wolf on steroids, walking upright on its hind legs, with a torso like a man's. Shoulders and all.”

“And this was about what time?”

“Eleven or so at night. I can't tell you the minute, exactly.”

I slowed down for yet another light. Looking over at Hayley, her eyes were about as big as that damn thing's. Something in her face told me I had the benefit of her doubt.

Michael cleared his throat and asked a question that should have clued me in. “Have you ever had any dealings with the occult, witchcraft, or demon worship?”

You could argue that Druce was a connection there, but my encounter was before I'd even met him. “No, I've never even played Dungeons and Dragons.” Something told me listening to Alice Cooper didn't count, either.

“What did it do?”

Now I was getting into the shit that made me shiver. “Well, I heard it walking from several hundred feet away, definitely on two legs and heavy. As it got closer, I shined my light at the noise and saw those eyes bobbing around.”

“What about when you saw the whole creature?”

I took a deep breath and gathered myself. “I knew it was huge by the time I saw all of it, but it had a posture kind of like a gorilla with its arms. Those weird, giant raccoon-like hands were almost dragging on the ground. It just walked up to the edge of the campsite and stood there for a couple of minutes.”

“What did you feel or think at the time?”

Imagine a sense of absolute doom and hopelessness. Then you'll scratch the surface. “I can't describe what I felt. It was like my soul was getting sucked out of me.”

“You're not the first person to tell me that.” He hemmed and hawed for a few seconds. “What about its head?”

“Like a giant wolf grinning at you. Its ears looked as pointed and overly long like its teeth.”

“And you mentioned it just turned around and walked away after a bit.”

At that point in retelling the encounter, my breathing idled down a bit. “Yeah, like I wasn't worth the hassle.”

You could hear him thinking over the phone. Finally, he said, “Were there any orbs of light or glowing dust around it?”

The significance of that question was lost on me at the time. “No. Other than the fire and my flashlight, it was pitch black out there.”

“You never dealt in the dark arts, and you didn't see any strange light around it. That sounds like an animal encounter instead of a spiritual one.”

I'd always thought it was a flesh and blood creature, but this mysticism shit was losing me. “Do you think the one around my house is the same critter?”

“If you're less than fifty miles from the first sighting, possibly.”

Fuck. “So how do I deal with it? I can't bar the doors and windows every night.”

“There's not much you can do. Avoid going out in the dark, and pray to The Lord for protection.” He said that last part like it was the solution, not a sarcastic addition.

I fought to keep from rolling my eyes, even if he'd never hear me do it. “So I'm just gonna have to avoid this thing. That's all I can do?”

“Not exactly. They'll do whatever they want to. If it wants to be seen or get aggressive, all you can do is pack up and move.”

Something about that pissed me off. We'd just got the place in October, and now this thing was trying to chase me off the one acre I had dominion over. “Not a chance of that happening. We looked too long and hard for this place.”

“I tell you what,” Michael sounded like he was stretching out a branch he didn't offer frequently, “I'll be in that neck of the woods in a few weeks. Would you be willing to help me do a field investigation?”

“That depends.” I wasn't setting foot in Montgomery Bell State Park, ever again.

“If you have a couch I can crash on, I'll set up trail cams and do a surveillance watch.” What he said next almost made me ass-end the Civic ahead of me. “So, do you think there's more than one?”

If it was an animal, it'd have to eat, shit, and fuck like every other living being. “I can't say for sure.” The thought of dealing with an entire pack had my spine hovering near absolute zero.

“I tell you what, you caught me right before I'm doing a show, so you want to talk more later tonight?”

“Sure.” I had to explain it all to Hayley anyway. Driving past the exit for Montgomery Bell again would make it hard, but she had the right to know more. “I guess I'll let you call me. It sounds like you're a busy guy, and I'm free all night.”

“Will do. God bless.”

I cringed on the inside, but I was used to dealing with holy roller types. “Go with God, brother. Later.” The low din of static cut off when the call ended.

Hayley set right into digging for answers. “So, did I hear what I think I just heard?”

“Yeah.” I took the last turn before the I-40 ramp. “I've seen some weird shit in my time on this earth.”

“But really? A werewolf?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “You just showed up in this world. How weird is a giant wolf walking on its hind-legs, in context here?”

Hayley's eyelids spread even further apart. “But right behind the house? Why didn't you tell me about this?”

“Well,” I curled up one side of my mouth, “if the first thing I told you after we met was exactly this shit, how crazy would you think I was?”

“Have you told Gina and Elena?”

“Yeah, they know about the first encounter. Elena figured out what's going on now on her own,” I stuck an index finger straight up, “but don't say a fuckin' word to Gina about this new stuff.” Honestly, I didn't know if my own wife believed my first encounter, real as it was to me.

Hayley taking it all in stride threw me for one hell of a loop. She added, “After the academy, I knew the world wasn't as simple as I thought it was, but this is insane.”

“You're telling me.” Her story was crazy enough, but mine added layers on top of her batshit reality. “I'm a character in a story, just like you were, so who knows what's gonna happen.”

She calmed down, staking my mind down in the middle of a cyclone. “Another you is writing our life, so I'm sure you really know the ending, deep down.”

The fucked up part was, Hayley wasn't wrong. Werewolves, bimbos, magical figurines, and a fucking brick of C4... I had to agree with Elena. This couldn't end well for everyone. “That's not very comforting. Just saying.”

“I don't think you're crazy.”

Also not comforting in the slightest. “Sweetheart, I hope like hell I'm nuttier than squirrel shit and someone's ready to snap me out of it, every fucking day. I don't think this Michael Reece guy is any less  crazy than I am, though.”

Her bimbo training didn't warp her stance on the spiritual side of things one bit. “He did get a little heavy with the religion stuff. Not gonna lie.”

Elena, though, was another matter. “I've been recording my phone calls for years, so I'll run the whole talk by her.” Who knew a former fundamentalist would be an asset in my pocket someday? I didn't realize that possibility when I thought her up from a vague character idea about a year prior.

“How would she know anything about this Michael guy?”

“She grew up around his type, not that you'd know it by being around her now.” Having been raised by the sort who made her swear chastity to her own father, and having been engaged to a mega-church hustler, she was a walking encyclopedia of Evangelical, nutcase thinking. And holy shit, would she have a storied history to share when she came back home.

But for a while, at least, it felt like the world around us started to calm down. Little did I know the full impact of reaching out to a stranger like this.


BIM-BOAT 3

As Joe shrank into the distance, Marina got within talking range. She didn't have her usual confidence and toothy smile, though.

I pocketed the vials and asked, “Something the matter?”

She stopped right in front of the front deck's gate. “Actually, yeah. Mind if I vent a little?”

“Welcome aboard.” Boat people like that corny shit, even though it made me want to cringe every time.

It brought a hint of a grin to her lips. Marina took a seat next to me and pulled herself forward. Her jean shorts and form-fitting t-shirt didn't leave much to fantasy.

I leaned back, trying to seem relaxed and open. “Aside from my girlfriend and coworkers, I probably talk with you more than anyone else. So whatever it is, my ears are open.”

“It's the anniversary of my husband's death.”

Fuck. I wasn't expecting a downer like that right out of the gate. “I'm not sure I can imagine how rough that is every year like this.”

“As many friends and relatives as he had, nobody calls me or even leaves flowers at his grave. As soon as he couldn't hand them money, he truly was dead to them, even in memory.”

James had died of a heart failure during a jog. As it turns out, exercise may not be as healthy as you think, assuming you have an undiagnosed heart arrhythmia. Or maybe the universe just up and says, “Fuck you, in particular,” one unlucky day.

I never knew him, and I'd always assumed Marina was a bit of a black widow. I embarrassed me, but it was also a relief to see I'd assumed wrongly. “You just came back from the cemetery, I'm guessing.”

“They'd judge me for showing up dressed like this, but James always wanted me to stay casual. It was his escape from wearing a suit and tie all day.” And I could see why.

“If that's what he liked, who are they to say anything?” I could tell by the faint streak of black going from the corners of her eyes, it had been a hard visit to his grave. “Sounds like they'd expect you to wear something out of respect for them, instead of James. But they haven't done anything to deserve it.”

“I don't mean to pry,” she looked a little guilty in advance, “but I'm sure you've lost friends.”

I knew what she was getting at. “More than I can count on my fingers. Close ones, anyway. Several dozen people I kinda knew.”

“It got easier after the first year, but after that, it hurts the same every year. That's normal, isn't it?”

“Yeah.” A few faces that were already blurring in my memories flashed in my head. Corporal Hinson, Specialist First Class Davis, and Private McBay. He'd been under my command for his first tour, and a damn mortar got him walking back from chow hall one night. “I don't want to meet the person who isn't affected by the death of a friend or loved one.”

“It's just...” She looked like she didn't want to put her thoughts into words. “I don't know why I'm even thinking this.”

“You wish you could come to terms with it and be happy again. Trust me, I know what you're feeling.”

Marina teared up as she stared back at me. “It sounded so much worse in my head. I don't want to forget about James, and that's what I felt like I was about to say.”

I knew how I could help her, but it just felt so wrong to even think it. Feminol was powerful stuff, and Marina was the finest candidate I could think of. I couldn't just take advantage of her grief, though.

She wiped the tears away. “You look like you're thinking something you don't know how to interpret, yourself.”

Words wanted to come out of my mouth, but I knew to keep my lips sealed. I shook my head and shot her a knowing grin.

“If I hit a nerve, I'm sorry.”

“No, it's not that.” I scooted forward to get out of my chair. “I've got Corona and Sam Adams. Which sounds better to you?”

“Corona.” She slouched into the cushions. It was the first time I'd have described her posture as anything other than perky.

“Sure thing.” I knew I could dose Marina and just not touch her. But could I?

I got inside and walked to the fridge. As soon as I opened it, the pitcher Holly always used for her green tea reminded me of the other time I'd had this dilemma. My girlfriend had gone from a depressed, barely-tolerable harpy, to the complete opposite.

So what would it do to Marina? She wasn't that far off from the bimbo type herself. Sure, she might look a few years younger, but that's the only difference I could imagine.

The path was clear. My only restriction was, I couldn't use Marina as my own plaything. Some other lucky bastard would end up getting that privilege, sooner or later.

Making sure I did it inside the fridge so she couldn't see me, I snapped off one end of the first vial I'd gotten hold of in my pocket. After I'd opened a Corona, I held the vial to the beer's lip. The contents poured in, clear swirls drifting toward the bottom of the bottle until they dissipated completely.

After opening a Sam for myself, I walked out with a beer in each hand. Did I feel like a scumbag? You bet. But I knew I'd only be one if I used the dose to get laid.


Almost a week had passed since Marina had sipped her dose of Feminol. She hadn't stuck around long, but I saw her shirt tighten against her breasts with my own eyes. By the time she was giggly and all smiles, I'd made an excuse to run to town, alone.

Now, I was stuck at fucking work, ready to get slammed on the last warm weekend of the year. We always made drinks half-off like this sometime around early October. Once it got too cold for people to eat on the balconies, our guest capacity got cut in half. Plus, Harvey always wanted an excuse to refresh the liquor stockpile at the end of every busy season.

Joe stood at the other end of the bar, chatting up some bored woman who probably wanted nothing to do with him. He'd already paid me back, so we were on level ground again.

I felt someone tap my shoulder from behind. Nobody else was supposed to be behind the bar but Joe and me. I whipped around and scared the hell out of Vivian. “What the fuck are you doing back here?”

Behind the lavender eyeshadow and fuchsia lip gloss, I knew it wouldn't be good. For one of us, at least. “Before we get busy, can I ask you something?”

“Shoot.”

“You know anyone who's got a place to rent, pretty cheap, and fast?”

Vivian had always bitched about being forgetful with her bills. “Getting kicked out?”

“My lease ends Monday, and the landlord doesn't care that I've got the money to pay him on time.” She didn't want to look me in the eyes. “And no, I'm not moving in with you and that pair of bubbly dingbats.” Holly and Tara had dropped in enough times for everyone to know what was up.

“I could tell you 'you should have paid on time, at least once,' but I'm not feeling like a dick tonight yet.” And there's no way in hell I'd be able to handle her woo like astrology and crystal healing for long. “Can't say I know of anything.”

Like I was her last resort for advice, Vivian's arms went limp as a couple of whiskey dicks. “Fuck.”

“What do you want for your mid-shift happy juice? Mimosa, or a screwdriver?”

She looked at me like I was stupid. “Driver, and don't get stingy with the vodka. It's the only way I'll be not-stabby tonight. I've gotta make enough in tips to afford a hotel room until I find a place.”

“Will do.”

About the time Vivian left, Joe pulled me into the back corner of the bar. “I heard all that. You dosing her, or am I?”

Fuck no, you're not. You creepy shit. I didn't trust Joe to use Feminol for the benefit of anyone or anything but himself and his dick. “I call dibs on her.”

“You still have both of those doses I sold you?”

“I have one of them.”

The side of his mouth facing away from the bar patrons shot up. “You got that MILF who walked up as I left, didn't you?”

I leaned in close as my voice started seething. “I haven't fucked her, if that's what you're implying.”

His porcine eyes sunk even further back in his eye sockets. “Why not?”

“Have you ever thought about using Feminol to help women, instead of just fucking them and trading them in for another one a few weeks later?”

Like he'd never considered even bringing up that thought, Joe cocked his head. “You mean, you're not just out to get laid?”

I understood his type, not from being one myself, but I had old friends who saw women that way. “They don't owe it to you, you know.”

“Trust me, I know.” A little anger flared up in his eyes. “Before I found that stuff,” he blushed a little, “I was a virgin.”

“Shocking.” I rolled my eyes and tapped his upper arm. “You've got a thirsty guy over on your side.”


I'd treated Vivian to two screwdrivers that shift, the first one packing my last dose of Feminol. I had Tara and Holly to keep me occupied, so I didn't see any need to enable Joe's creepiness any further. Plus, Vivian actually did start pulling in serious tips as the effects made themselves apparent.

Whether it was the tips upwards of twenty-five percent of several checks happening more often as the night wore on, or the Feminol, I didn't know. But she was almost ecstatic as the last customers shuffled to their taxis or designated driver's vehicle. It was a big change, since she had opened up to me about dealing with severe depression her entire life not long after we had become friends.

I called the tab on our last drunk. “Good news, what would have been one-twenty is only sixty.”

Harvey would need to find a fresh supply of our house rum, bourbon, and Irish cream the next day. Which meant he had to drive around buying the nearest liquor stores out of those brands all afternoon tomorrow until the bar opened. Portage Tavern probably lost money on the drink special that weekend after the retail markup bit it's chunk out of the bottom line's ass.

Joe already had his motorcycle helmet in his hand. “You wanna do the cleanup tonight, and I do it tomorrow? Bethany just texted me, and I'm willing to bang her one more time.”

“That's fine.” Holly and Tara were chaperoning a class trip over the weekend, so nobody was expecting me at any certain time.

“Thanks, bud.” He tapped my on the shoulder as he walked past.

“One thing, though.” I pulled him into the bar's stock room as our last customer kinda stood up and started walking toward the front door. “That thing about looking at Viv as an option for both of us... It bothered the fuck out of me.”

“Why?”

“Well, she's losing her apartment in a few days, and she doesn't have anywhere to go once that happens. How would you use that information?”

Joe smirked. “I wouldn't have asked if you wanted dibs on her, if I knew that.”

“That's why I didn't tell you. Think about why, for at least a fucking minute.”

He looked pissed, but I didn't care. Learning his secret for getting laid, and seeing how he saw women even after having free-use of any he wanted, made Joe's mindset disturbing as all hell. His virginity until he'd stumbled upon Feminol wasn't misfortune. It had warped him into something manipulative and kinda hateful, to be honest.

I waited until he left before I started wiping the remnants of spilled drinks from the top of the bar. I knew the two I had at home would return with a vengeance come Sunday night. Just wiping down and sanitizing everything at the bar was a homecoming to relaxing normalcy at that point.


A flash of black rounded the corner of the bar. By the bounce in her step, I knew it was this new version of Vivian. Her elbows hit the bar-top in front of me. “If I haul in cash tips like this all season next year, I could buy a small house with wrinkled stacks of twenties.”

“How much of it are you recording for taxes?” I kept wiping the tumbler glasses dry.

“About half of my average for a Friday night. Think the IRS will catch on if I keep making this much, but don't report it?”

“If your card tips go up, you won't get away with it for long. Sorry. They can track that.”

Vivian slammed her hands against the wood. “Well, hell. At least I can afford a place to shack up until I find a new place to live.”

I was in a good mood, but it still didn't keep me from giving honest advice. “Rent keeps going up every year. Before too long, the only people who can afford an apartment will be other landlords.”

She got where I was going. “It's a race to the bottom, all around. They want more from us, but never think to pay us more.”

I finished wiping down what was almost my last piece of glassware. “We depend on tips, and we serve rich assholes. We're lucky, in a way.”

“Yeah, but they're still rich assholes. Why don't they pay their people enough to eat here and tip us, too?”

I hadn't thought of it that way. Some of my most generous tippers didn't fit in with our snooty clientele, and some of the most tight-assed acted like they were loaded as a neglected infant's diaper. “You know, I don't agree with all the witchy stuff you're into, but you make a lot of sense sometimes.”

Her face didn't match the expected 'fuck you, too' look. “You're a vet working as a bartender, and I've got a master's degree in psychology.” Her education was news to me. “And look at where we are.”

“Really? I didn't think anyone who believes in daily horoscopes even got into college.”

“It's not like I really believe it. It's an act to get the artsy customers to tip well. Give them a forecast for the next day with their bill, and they dish right out.”

Clever, little bitch. “I always wondered why you volunteered to take the tables that acted like they weren't rich. That explains a lot.”

“We don't get enough to cover all my bills, though.” It pulled her back to the night's first concern. “No joke, are you off Monday?”

“I'll help you move your shit, but it's on you to find or rent a truck. My Jeep doesn't have a hitch that can pull a loaded trailer.” And to hell with burning my clutch like a witch bound to a stake.

Vivian grabbed a shot glass from the pile drying on the corner of the bar. “Anything open that Harvey won't miss a shot of?”

“I can handle a drink since I've just gotta walk home, but you know the cops are out in force tonight.” One gulp of Jack wouldn't put her over the limit, but that double dose of screwdrivers and her weight of no more than one-twenty gave me a reason to pause.

The Feminol had taken over her brain, completely. “We've always had that little bit of workplace hate going on... So, are we gonna go ahead and fuck to get it over with, or what?”

Goddammit. “You're really gonna try that after tonight, of all shifts? You've been bitching about tonight for two weeks.”

“Neither one of them are home, right?”

“How did you know?” Joe's fucking face flashed in my mind. “Don't tell me. I already get it.”

Vivian smiled a bit. “He was the first one to compliment me on my tits getting bigger tonight. He might be sweeter than I thought.”

“No. Not at all.”

Viv crooked an eye at me as I gave in and passed her an almost-empty bottle of Captain Morgan. “So how is he getting so much ass?”

I debated telling her the whole truth. After Joe's disturbing behavior, it was time to save Vivian the misery of being his next conquest. “Not joking, he's got a dealer who sells a compound who turns women into floozies.”

“Did you...”

I couldn't lie to her. For the first time since I'd enlisted, I couldn't look someone in the eyes. I'd fucked my honor that hard, through my own actions. “Yeah.”

“Thanks.” She was too fucking chipper about it.

“What?”

“I never would go to my car alone if he was the only other guy in the parking lot. You can guess why.”

Not that any girl with something resembling situational awareness ever would. Vivian was gullible, as shown by what she believed in, but she wasn't totally dumb.

“I told Harvey that I kept a can of mace around because of Joe, but he laughed it off more and more as he kept showing up with these girls who would never touch him. Something was up.”

I tried keeping a straight face, but failed completely. “Like he's got a cheat code.”

“So Holly and that redhead... Something changed about the time you and Joe stopped acting like you two were just tolerating each other.”

“You're not as dense as you act all the time. Tell me what you've figured out, and I'll tell you the whole story.”

“Well, we can't hang around here. Harvey's gonna have our asses if we stick around after 2:30 on clean-up.”

It was risky, but I had to know what Vivian knew. “I've got a spare bedroom.” I took a gulp of air and dug further. “You already know what happened, don't you?”

“That first screwdriver had some kick to it that hasn't worn off yet. You put whatever that stuff is in there, didn't you?”

The explosion of heat in my cheeks said it all. “Yeah.”

“I'm glad.” That response almost made me shit myself.

“Why?”

“Really? You have to ask? I already asked if we're gonna fuck because we don't get along that well. And I'm not gonna let Joe get between my legs, unlike all these other dumps he's convinced to doll themselves up.”

I couldn't blame her, but I worried about keeping Vivian off my dick for the rest of the night. As much as I wanted to fuck her on a personal basis, I was ready for a solid weekend of relief. Especially considering how much bartending I'd done that night.

“Come on Bryce,” Vivian's fingers snaked around my wrist as I gave the bar one last swipe of the towel.

“Listen...” I chucked the rag into the sink behind me. “I bought what I gave you from Joe because he was desperate for cash, and I gave it to you so you could make a lot of money in tips. Don't take this the wrong way, because I'd fuck your brains out under normal circumstances, but don't go chasing that dragon.”

“So why give it to me?” She wasn't looking away.

“You're hard-up for cash, and my neighbor on the dock was a lot happier after I dosed her with the same stuff.”

“And you haven't fucked her yet?”

I tried jerking my hand away, barely failing. “No, I haven't.”

Vivian slammed her eyes shut and then opened them back up. “I know Joe's creepy and all, but that's the meanest thing you could do to her.”

At least five cameras would have caught us bumping uglies, had we gone at it right then and there. Not that Harvey would have cared, but the Tavern's owner might have thrown an unholy fit. “Listen, I didn't give it to you for sex. You needed a way to afford a place to sleep, and Joe just happened to give it to me, because he was broke a few days ago.”

“Alright.” Viv grabbed my wrist as I tried reaching for the bar's phone to call her a ride. “Do something about it other than calling someone else to take me off your hands..”

“I just tried to. Do you want me to have Joe to pick you up instead? He'd be here in seconds.”

She didn't have to think about it. “I'll sleep on the sidewalk first.” The real shocker came seconds later. “You know how I got that it's you who dosed me?”

All I could do was shrug my shoulders.

“I know you'll roll your eyes, but I just felt it in my gut. Sometimes intuition is right.”

That was interesting, but it didn't explain much, at that point. “Fine. You can crash on my boat, but it's hands-off the whole time you're there. I'm sure you get why.”

Vivian slammed the empty glass she hadn't taken a shot from down. “Okay. Hands off, I promise.”


It was hands-off, as she promised, but it didn't stop Vivian from going to hilarious lengths to talk me into sex. “So, you ever thought of me while you were jerking yourself?”

Just in case any of my neighbors were out this late, I put one finger over her lips. “Have you lost your fucking mind?” I knew she had let go of sanity, long before the Feminol worked through her system.

“Come on...” She broke my no-hands rule for the first time, gripping my arm with both of them. “Not even once?”

“It's none of your business, even if I had.” I stopped at the front deck of my boat.

Vivian pressed her tits against the same arm. “You know we'd be great at hate-fucking each other. If you've never tried it, you're missing out.”

A flash of myself splitting her like firewood took over my mind. I shook my head and then started digging for my keys. “Fuck!”

“What's wrong?”

“My keychain's probably still on the corner of the bar.” And I'd tried before. There was no breaking into my houseboat unless a window got smashed.

“I knew I was forgetting something.” The long walk back taunted me. “Guess I've gotta run up the hill and back down.”

“Mind if I stay here?” I wouldn't have called Viv lazy, but she never was one to bust her ass for no reason.

“The good chairs are on the top deck. Come on, I'll show you around up there.”

I let Vivian climb ahead of me on the narrow staircase that led to the upper deck. You know why. Even if I wasn't gonna touch her, I could look all I wanted.

With the flip of a switch, rope lights under the bar came on. It was enough light to see by, but not enough to make the top deck a beacon for miles.

“It's nice up here. Did you redo this yourself?”

“Yeah, but it's always outside. It'll only look good for about five years or so.” You might as well count any upholstery on a boat disposable.

“Well,” she sat on the bench seat next to the upper helm, “you ever drive this thing from up here?”

“On the rare occasion this thing moves, I do.”

“Well, sit down and show me how it works before you run off.”

“You're not driving it, especially not at night like this.”

Vivian stood back up and crossed her arms. “Never said I was. I'm just nosy.”

I swiveled the captain's chair around on its base and took a seat. Before I could spin around, I felt her hands fall on my thighs.

“Gotcha.” She already had the zipper pull on my slacks pinched between her fingers. “You knew that was coming.”

So long as she's touching me, and I don't touch her... I rolled my eyes and felt her open my pants up. She didn't hesitate to pull my cock right out into the open.

Unless someone was on the top of this boat or a neighboring one, nobody could see us. Maybe one of the dock's cameras would catch us, but they probably caught shit like this all the time. I'd never heard of sex acts getting someone evicted here.

Vivian had me stiff as a solid punch within seconds. Something about the promise of an unfamiliar mouth does that to you. As her lips closed around the tip, I was enjoying the way she liked to tease.

A steady, molasses-slow descent of her head showed Vivian's patience. She wasn't aggressive at it like Holly.

Jarring her head side-to-side, Vivian forced me to sit up, eyes open. A hand snuck into my pants and cupped my balls. The other took over on my shaft as her she backed me out of her mouth.

“I was the weird chick in high school, so I had to figure this out pretty quick.”

You're still the weird chick as an adult. Not that it counted against her talent.

Her tongue raked and flickered against the taut skin as she went back down. The twist of her head was subtle, but it was plenty to show off her effort. Detail-oriented blowjobs are the best.

I let her keep going until I thought I heard footsteps. I looked around in the darkness, seeing nothing beyond the accent light's piss-poor reach.

A minute or so later, a mocking, “Ahem,” came from my right. I knew who it was.

“Up early for your run?”

Marina had to be grinning in the darkness. “No, just enjoying the view up here.”

I clucked my tongue. “Yep, pretty nice right now.” There was no point in acting coy about it.

“Tara and Holly leave for a couple of nights, and you've gotta bring a girl home from work?”

I tried to keep myself together. “She followed me, and I'm not touching her.”

I could barely make out Marina's face as she leaned against her own railing. “Well, other than with your prick in her mouth.”

“I realized I forgot my keys at the bar, and it kinda evolved from there.”

“So why did she tag along, hmm?”

“Ask her.”

“Tell you what, why don't you two come over to my boat and crash. That's a long walk back up the hill after a busy day.”

She's gotta be shitting me. “You sure?”

“I'll even throw your clothes in the wash. You two work again tonight, don't you?”

It felt like the most unlikely conversation, until I remembered Marina's own dose of Feminol. She just wanted her own piece of what Vivian was having.

I broke the no-hands rule myself, easing Viv back until I was out of her mouth. “Come on, it's gonna get weirder than this, but sometimes a bed's a bed.”

Sitting on Marina's suede couch, I couldn't help feeling how out of place I was in nothing but my boxers. Vivian had stripped right down, but she stopped unsnapping her bra when I shook my head at her.

Vivian walked back in. “You're not gonna wear those two days in a row without washing them. Everything, off.”

She hadn't changed into her workout clothes yet. The bikinis she considered underwear most days sometimes had pants with them. This time, I saw the usual red underneath her short bathrobe.

Vivian didn't hesitate, getting herself bare as blank paper like it was nothing.

Marina stared daggers and a couple of forks at me. “You too, Bryce. We're grown-ups here.”

I don't know if I blushed or not, but I did as the lady said. Marina snatched my boxers out of the air after I'd tossed them her way.

She looked at Vivian. “Don't mind me. You two pick up where you left off while I get the laundry going.”

I'd only died down to a chub, but Vivian got right on to fixing that. She leaned over until her face was in my lap, rolling over until she was ass-up and working her tongue on my dick again.

Naked, on my neighbor's boat, getting a sloppy blow from one of my coworkers... It could have been worse.

Marina came back faster than I expected. It was about to get worse. She didn't say a word, sitting herself down on to my left.

“Does she share?”

Fuck. It was like dealing with Tara and Holly, with an extra helping of guilt. I really messed up here.

With nobody answering, Marina took it upon herself. Her hands joined Vivian as Marina leaned herself over.

It wasn't my first time having each side of my cock getting Frenched like a high school movie date. By these two, sure. And my resistance had been cracking since the top deck of my own boat.

If I'm gonna misbehave, I might as well make it worth the consequences. That's assuming there'd be any. Holly was kinda past getting mad about anything, ever.

I forced my doubts back, aided by the pair of experienced mouths competing for my approval. Where Vivian had precision, Marina showed off what just enough experience could give a woman. My usual two were great, don't get me wrong, but this was some next-level foreplay.

Marina started working her way out of the bathrobe. To keep her from interrupting herself, I pulled it away as soon as her arms were free. A quick tug at the knot on her top freed those puppies James had paid for.

A chill hit my cock until I felt their hands take over. Marina and Vivian were more than happy to taste each other. They didn't even know each others name, but that apparently wasn't a problem.

I enjoyed the handjob until I felt Marina crawl in Viv's direction. Their hands abandoned my shaft. Marina took the top position, guiding Vivian onto her back until they were wrapped up in each other.

I took a chance at pulling Marina's bikini bottom down to her knees. She didn't mind. What's more, she was fucking soaked.

That glistening thing of beauty had probably been neglected for the past few years. I'd never seen her out with other men. The thought of just diving in without asking almost spurred me into action.

No, let this play out. I got off the couch, my dick sticking out hard enough to do pull-ups on.

Those two kept going at it. Sloppy and hot enough to make me stroke along, I had to wonder if either of them were bi even before the doses. Whether they were or not was a moot point now.

When I thought she was hitting the brakes, Marina was just kicking things into a higher gear. She backed away and let Vivian slide her bottom the rest of the way down her legs. I was expecting a good oral show.

They scooted their cunts closer together instead. When they finally met, Vivian grabbed hold of my dick and pulled me over to her. Scissoring and more cock-sucking, it was.

I let Viv have her way, presenting myself in front of her mouth as those first drops of sweat beaded around her hairline. Looking down, her own racing stripe was a good compliment to Marina's recent wax job. It's good to have variety.

As their slits met, both of them worked their hips and waists. It looked like a damn workout.

Being the fitness goddess, Marina had Vivian going pretty quickly. The buzz of her voice traveled all the way down to my sack. When she tried to let out a squeal around my dick, I wondered how much more of this I could handle.

The more Vivian tried to get her voice out, the harder Marina worked. It was easy to feel how fast the motion of their hips was getting her to home base. Vivian was gonna pop off well before Marina or myself.

As she tried backing down, I sandwiched Vivian's head between my pelvis and an open hand. If she was about to come, she was getting used from both ends.

I nodded at Marina. She knew what was up. A couple of hard swirls of herself sent the witchy little thing between us into hysterics.

Palms slapped against my stomach and fingers dug into my skin. Viv was at her limit from both of us. Not that we cared.

The first gag of desperation felt more like a compliment. When I knew she'd end up gasping on all fours, I finally backed off.

Marina wasn't satisfied, though. Holding Vivian's legs in place with her arms, mercy was out of the question. I helped by forcing Viv's shoulders down.

Our possibly willing subject let out a scream that somehow didn't break the windows. My eardrums rattled until Marina finally let off.

Vivian squirmed and jerked as I kept holding her down. If anything, I didn't want her rolling off and cracking her head on the glass coffee table. She was quite the violent comer.

I stood straight and let her shake out the rest. Marina kept her own self going with two fingers. Her show had to keep going 'til it ended.

When Marina flashed those bright teeth like she always had, I knew she was ready to prove herself. I put myself in front of her, holding my breath until I felt her tongue graze my shaft.

Vivian was on shaky arms and legs. As Marina settled her back against the arm rest, her legs spread the invitation.

I couldn't help keeping my eyes open as Vivian ducked between those toned thighs for her revenge. She had that vengeful look I'd come to know too well. Either way, I was in for a sight.

Before she had me to the back of her throat, I knew what Marina's sultry voice felt like. With a flexible tongue like that, it was oral acrobatics. I'm pretty sure the woman could lick her eyebrows.

Vivian was out for payback. Marina's voice swelled in volume against my cock. I couldn't help jolting myself forward and back, fucking that face I'd admired for a few years now.

She hinted at gagging a few times. I knew when she relaxed her throat. My neighbor was willing and eager to get used.

Judging by how suddenly Marina's breathing picked up, fingers had come into play. Marina's body tensed out of nowhere. Her blowjob lost all that care and finesse.

It was time to take over. My fingers tangled in her hair as Vivian kept up the pressure down below. Backing all the way out, I let Marina bellow out the start of a scream before I stuffed her mouth again.

I knew she was trying to keep her teeth out of the mix. When she finally gave in and grazed her lowers against my base, it was time to settle in, deep.

I didn't have to wait there for long. The strain in Marina's body pooled up until she couldn't keep it in. When her entire body tried jerking away from us, I knew Marina was cooked.

Vivian jumped at the opportunity. Wiping the juices from her lips, she lowered her brows. With one finger, she motioned for me to take her place in the center of the couch.

I left Marina to fend for herself. My last turn with her was still to come.

As soon as I had my ass on the cushion, Vivian showed how eager she was. Her bare pussy pressed against the middle of my dick. The wetness burned like a bath several degrees too hot.

With a quick slide up the shaft, Viv had me poised for entry. Her fingers gripped along my sides. Then she tucked her bottom lip between her teeth.

Both of us gasped as she plunged me toward her core. She had the kind of soft, luxurious cunt that suited her moves well.

Just Vivian alone would have been enough strange to get me off. Now Marina was back in the game. “Does she feel that good, Bryce?”

It took all I had to close my eyes and nod. Fucking Viv was like sticking my dick in Heaven itself.

She buried her face in the crook of my neck and started ground herself against me. Her breath felt just as steamy. It might not have taken us long to start fogging up every window on that ninety-foot boat.

Vivian ramped up the intensity just enough. My cock twitched like it was expecting my command.

She caught it. “Don't come inside me. I'm already in a bad enough spot.”

The world had just fucked harder than I ever could. “Don't make me.” It was all I could promise.

“Can I get off on you before you blow?” Viv knew I had another outlet just waiting her turn.

Marina said the one thing that could have set me off early. “He can use me for that later.”

It just made Vivian romp her self harder. She gradually picked it up until I knew she was trying to hurt me. It wouldn't have been that promised hate-fuck unless one of us tried to wear out the other.

She had me dialed in. If her goal had been to get knocked up, she was making great progress. It wasn't until Vivian pleaded, “Not yet,” that I snapped out of it.

I had to get her off, fast. Wrapping my arms around the small of her waist, I unloaded on her. Luckily, not in her.

Her voice teared through the living space. Vivian was close, but I could have been even further along than she was. It was a gamble I had to take.

“Like that, keep fucking me!” Viv buried her face in my neck again. Her voice had a different kind of urgency now. “But don't you goddamn come inside me.”

At neck-and-neck in the race, I let my arms work until they stung. It was exactly how you'd make a baby, I guess.

“Fuck!” Her voice seethed between her teeth as she gripped around my shoulders. “Coming!”

That last drop of her cunt almost did me in. I kept myself planted in her, hoping like hell it wouldn't be a mistake.

Still quivering, she looked directly in my eyes. “Did you?”

I was happy I could shake my head. “No, but you didn't make it easy.”

Viv's satisfied grin spoke volumes. “Find me a place to live, and I'll see about letting you, next time.”

Marina scooted up to us like she was expecting her turn already. “Two-hundred a month, and we all do this at least once a week. Deal?”

Viv and I looked at each other with the same thought in mind. Fucking deal!

Feminol or loneliness got Marina to offer it, but we didn't care which. I don't think she did either.

“I'll get back on the pill first thing Monday.”

Just thinking about it almost caused disaster. “You'd better get your tight ass off of me before it's too late for that.”

Vivian couldn't have gotten me out of her fast enough after that. As much as my body screamed to get back inside, my brain still had enough sense left to overrule it.

I watch Vivian slump down beside me, still getting echoes of that climax in her system. That let me turn my attention to the real prize I had coming.

Marina stood and grabbed me by the wrist. “Get up. It's been a while, so I need something heavy to whip me back into shape.” And I knew she wasn't talking about fitness.

I followed her into the kitchenette and helped her up onto the counter. Marina pushed the coffeemaker aside to give herself room to spread out. You couldn't tell if that pussy was any older than twenty.

“I don't know why, but ever since we talked a few days ago, I haven't been able to think about anything else.”

I'd tell her later, but that symptom was Feminol as hell. “And before then?”

“Occasionally, when I'd catch you working on something without your shirt on.” Coming from her, that was an ego boost. “What about you?”

“More than I'd care to admit right now.”

Marina scooted her ass to the edge of the counter. “Well, go on. My IUD still has a year left on it.”

Yes ma'am! My sack pulsed in anticipation. Maybe women really do turn into sex-crazed maniacs if they haven't had a kid by their mid-thirties.

I eased myself closer until I just felt her against my tip. “How long's it been for you?”

“A couple of bar hookups after James, but it's been at least three years.”

Jesus. You could have called that thing as good as new. “I'll start off easy.”

“No.” Marina inched herself forward until I was just inside her. “I need it rough.”

I think I ran that exact scenario through my head one time during a shower. Except it took place on my boat, but I wasn't out to nitpick the fantasy. “As you wish.”

With one foot forward, I leaned in until I was forcing her walls apart. Slick, yet tight as a shrunk pair of jeans, I couldn't believe she'd been neglecting her cunt so long. At least, not until I felt how stretched she was after I plowed myself to the hilt.

Vivian came over and stood next to me, playing with her new landlord's tits. When their lips met, I knew the arrangement was something beautiful. They each from that extra bit of nympho out of the other.

I reared and slammed back in. She wasn't as dangerously tight ts time, but it still took some work.

Her mouth broke away from Viv's. “I told you not to go easy on me.” They locked tongues again.

Should I? The poor woman's jog would have been on bowed legs, assuming she could make it off the dock. But if that was what she demanded, I wasn't selling myself short.

My fingers gripped onto the flesh of her hips, drawing Marina into the ideal position. She broke her mouth away from Vivian's just long enough to smile me forward.

Jarring her like I was trying to run her clean through, Marina's body tensed all at once. She took a deep breath as I slid almost all the way out, piling deep again. The third time cracked out hips together, as well as her voice.

Viv ran a hand up to Marina's neck, easing her head back. The other hand tangled up in Marina's hair, forcing the issue. I barely heard Viv whisper, “He's gonna fuck you up before he comes.”

That was the plan. A little outside help wouldn't make it any harder.

Wailing myself into that barely-there slit, I had her screaming in rapture before I got into my groove. Marina's hands waved around, reaching for anything to grab hold of. A counter lip and Vivian's ass were her lifelines now to the real world now.

Fuck her like she's not on birth control. I don't know what made me think it. But it wasn't slowing me down.

Marina was already on the verge before I took hold of her clit. That is, after I found the damn thing. Huge tits and a small pussy are rare together on a woman closer to forty than thirty.

Still aching from ramming Vivian so hard, my forearm was screaming by the time I had her close. When I backed off and let my dick do the talking, that was all she wrote.

Marina tried collapsing into herself. Her thighs trembled and her voice shuddered. Even the skin on her breasts matched the pink of her nipples for a brief moment.

I pulled out and drug them both by the hand. Marina was barely making it, but it was what she demanded. Spinning one of the dining chairs around, I forced her shoulders against the cushioned backrest.

Mounting on the seat with one foot, I aimed myself right at the target. Her ass came back to meet my hips, sending me in without a problem.

She was already screaming again. Viv bent over to silence her a little, trying to give her the ol' open-mouth kiss until she realized Marina was too far gone already.

Vivian stood up and crossed her arms. “Dude, just keep doing that to her. She's out of her fucking mind right now.”

Marina's ass was tight enough that it never had a bit of jiggle, no matter how hard I slammed her. Even with the fabric ceiling, every crack echoed up and down the length of the boat.

The chair legs closest to me lifted with every thrust. I was either breaking her, or part of the dining set. It didn't matter which.

My coworker-turned-fuckbuddy stared in awe as Marina's feet folded against her ass. Despite our doubts, she was taking it and owning the fuck out of the punishment. Marina truly was a case of 'needs dick, badly.'

She was always making some kind of sound now. Even during her swift inhales, her voice was coming out. If what I'd done to Tara was outright ravishment, this was a demolition.

One last shred of sense came out of her Marina's lips. “Come for me!”

It was all or nothing. I either finished, or I'd end up too exhausted even get off with another ride. Every muscle burned like I'd hit the gym after months away.

Viv stepped closer. “Go ahead and come. I can handle the rest.”

As far as I was concerned, this last pair of orgasms were gonna be it. I slammed hard and let myself linger for a couple of seconds. The movements of Marina's own insides gave me the squeeze that sent me careening over the edge.

With that last burst of energy, I ramped my climax up until it was unbearable. I wanted to collapse on top of her from the waist up. Propping myself with tired arms, I felt the initial blast fill what little empty space her pussy had left.

Something brushed against my sack as Marina kept screaming. Something like words tried to come out, but she was a goner. No matter how much air I sucked in between blasts, it couldn't have been enough in that moment.

“Will she?” Viv was bent over Marina's shaking form, smirking like a villain. She pulled away all of a sudden.

A hot, wet gush covered my thighs. When I felt the liquid run down my calves, I knew what had happened.

Vivian couldn't have looked more pleased with herself. “She squirts like a fire hose. Nice.”

And all it took was wearing my own ass out, and outside help. When I stepped back and saw the clear drips merging with the thick pool of cum that dripped onto the seat, I was impressed. Sometimes you could get Holly to do that, but nowhere near that hard.

I fought for every breath as Marina kept moaning and jittering. Her feet came down as her shoulders drifted up. Vivian leaned in and gave her hand-tap on the cheek. “Squirting Beauty's finally awake.”

Both of us waiting for Marina to get her brains back. After a long pause, she looked back at me. “Like I said, this, at least once a week. That's part of the deal.”

“I'll bring Holly and Tara over too. It'll be a damn good time for everyone.”

Neither one of them seemed the least bit bothered. And when they found out, my blonde and my redhead wanted to head next door for the first mega-romp, that instant.


Holly and Marina had their fingers in each other like bowling balls on top of the dining table. Clear across my living space, Tara was having payback against Vivian, with my help. Tara held the vibrator tight against Viv's clit. Our aggressive brunette was laid trapped on her left side, with Tara refusing to let up until I blasted my load.

This wasn't our first big MFFFF melee. More like our tenth. After the cold of late fall sets in, the dock is pretty well abandoned except for the dozen or so boats that were occupied as homes. With the nearest present neighbors hundreds of feet away, we didn't have to set off for the bank somewhere to go wild.

Poor Tara had almost blacked out a few minutes prior. The one thing I'd learned about Vivian is, she didn't know when to just let another girl come. A squalling mess is fine, but she'd blacked out all of the other three at least once.

I moved my foot forward, pinning the side of Viv's head against the carpet. Tara was using her free hand to get herself worked into a frenzy. You wouldn't know it by just talking to her, but Tara had a bit of a domme streak in her, and Vivian loved being forced to sub.

Marina and Holly just enjoyed being hot and getting each other off. I started to feel like those two were the real couple, but they did have a lot more in common that I'd thought. Now a vain fitness nut like Marina, Holly was turning into the peak of fit perfection herself.

And Joe? It's an odd time to mention him, since I was on the verge of orgasm, but he actually turned out alright. After knocking up one of his catches (oops), he decided to settle down and try improving himself for a change.

Tara bit her lip and pressed the vibe harder into Vivian. I felt that twitch as she tried breaking free in a desperate effort to come. As her mind fried and her voice drowned out everything else, Vivian finally got that release.

I was glad I was already on the floor. My entire body gave out. The only part of me capable of moving was whatever shot that load of cum forward.

All five of us were panting and lying flat where we were. Staring up at the ceiling of my own boat, the rocking motion of the waves almost lulled me into passing out. But I knew what was about to happen.

Holly roused out of it first. “Vivi got the cum. No fair!”

Even after what she'd just been through, poor Vivian had the usual price to pay for whoever finished me off. You'd be amazed at how many hours a bimbo can handle getting eaten out.

And every time, whoever got it, had the questionable joy of getting licked clean until everyone had worked out their jealousy.


BIMBO BLISS 2

After that mini round of seminars I couldn’t talk my way out of, it was time to kick back and take it easy. Repeating a watered-down version of the speech felt like the safe option, because I didn’t want thousands trying to rush the stage and have their way with me. Mel and Sasha were more than enough.

The month off Sasha had wrangled was for ‘private consultations,’ with those endorsements she’d lined up. Our first, Jain Hildreth, was one of those vapid blondes who calls herself a social media influencer. Basically, she teased at flashing her boobs on InstaFace, with convenient product placements.

I’d barely gotten my shoes off and propped my head on the pillows of our hotel room. Flipping through the local channels, one of them caught my ear.

‘One evening, a woman named Jane Doe was washing dishes as her daughter played in the backyard.’

It had that creepy music and off-kilter camera angle you’d expect.

‘Minutes later, little Kayla Doe was gone!’

Shit, what great intro to this area. Kidnappings either happened a lot here, or the locals were dumb as bricks.

I tapped the remote for the next channel.

‘And out comes Murderin’ Murdoch with an Irish whip to Stank Leg into the ringpost!’

Local wrestling, or ‘rasslin’ straight out the high school gymnasium, was right up my alley. “Fuck yes!”

But you never get the real entertainment from the ring. It’s the crowds.

Women in pajama pants, fat enough to have gravy running through those veins. And then their husbands, always with at least one piece of camouflaged clothing. They got into it more than the wrestlers. Even southern California has that type.

I only had a few minutes of peace and loudmouthed rednecks before Sasha walked in. “You really watch that garbage?”

“Yeah. What about it?”

She wrinkled her nose and snarled side of her mouth. “It’s fake.”

“So is Lord of the Thrones, but you don’t hear me giving you shit about watching it.”

Sasha rolled her eyes and hit the power button on the TV itself. “Anyway, our ‘client’ has arranged a dinner for us.”

Which, when you’re me, doesn’t mean they’re paying. “It’s LA. What kind of German-Hawaiian fusion crap is it gonna be?”

“Some place called Thai-Adillo on Sunset Boulevard. So, Thai and Tex-Mex fusion, apparently.”

It didn’t sound terrible. “Accounting’s gonna throw a fit.”

“Ms. Hildreth said it’s on the house, so long as she does a few selfies there.”

This chick’s gonna be insufferable. I can tell. “I’ll get my shoes back on.”


After a kinda skimpy plate of beef short rib curry and watching Jain snap more photos than the local paparazzi, we all stood outside the restaurant. Lambos followed by work trucks made this one of the few places where the ultra-rich and working folks mingled. Ads were fucking everywhere, though.

But Jain was hotter than the mid-afternoon pavement, so the view wasn’t all that bad. She finished her last ten-second video and put that blinged out phone in her purse. Finally.

With green eyes, a body fit for the place, and that classic bimbo-blonde hair, she had Mel and Sasha looking like church mice. If only by comparison. “So, Gideon, we can start the consultation early if you don’t have anything else going on.”

I hadn’t planned on it, but we hadn’t taken the program materials into the room yet. “That’s fine, and don’t worry about calling a ride in. I don’t want a boot on my rental car.” LA did take its parking meters seriously.

She brightened up and pulled that damn phone out again. Hugging with one hand and pressing her tits against my arm, I couldn’t help smiling for a photo I hadn’t given permission for. “Might as well start the push now.”

Nodding heavily, Sasha was getting exactly what she wanted. “Make sure everything looks casual at first. Then you can go into how Gideon’s helped you, after we’re done.”

Kait would have thrown the biggest damn fit a year ago… And she still might.

But with Mel and Sasha staying exactly like they were in that cabin, I was getting over it. There’s no point in letting yourself stay pussy-whipped by a woman you’re not even fucking.


Jain’s place was only a few miles away. Nestled in prime wildfire territory not far from the Hollywood sign, you could color me shocked if the little Spanish mission box is still standing in thirty years. Those narrow streets were a pain in the ass, too.

Judging by the art on her walls and the furniture, there was money in showing just a little skin on the internet. The lambskin of one of her white sofa chairs took me in, feeling like a massage by itself.

I wondered where she’d run off to as Mel and Sasha sat on the couch. Same upholstery, which had to feel great on their legs in those tiny skirts.

Leaning forward, I asked Mel, “Am I supposed act more like a therapist or a life-coach here?”

“Both. It’s a personal consultation, so you need to find out what her problems are, and then get source of them.”

I propped an ankle on a knee. “Gotcha. Fake friend therapist first, and life-coaching after.”

“If you have to put it that way, sure.” I fully believe you have to talk yourself through your problems, and no amount of hearing someone else half-assed diagnose them in fifty minute sessions would do that. Which had always pissed Mel off to no end.

“Can I go ahead and guess what her issue is?”

Mel clasped her hands together. “That’s presumptuous of, but go ahead.”

Resting the side of my head against a few fingers, I listened for a second to make sure Jain wasn’t around. “She wants to be taken seriously for more than her body. Which I admire in a person. She just can’t figure out a way to make it happen.”

Sasha quipped, “Talking to her as little as we already have, it’s clear she’s not an idiot.”

I wasn’t about to peg Jain as a genius of any kind. Yet she still managed to make a career of getting free stuff and acting like the average girl in her early-twenties. “She has to have a good head on her shoulders to pull this lifestyle off.”

Sasha grabbed her legal pad and stated jotting notes. “If you want my opinion, she could make a killing in your own racket.”

Such a life is the dream for many, even if they pretend it isn’t. “Training my own competition? That’s a bold strategy.”

They knew I wanted an excuse to quit and live off my investments. Mel wasn’t even hiding it, smiling as she leaned forward. “If this life will kill you by forty, why not be a mentor? Every single one of the consultations lined up has potential for doing what you do.”

It was interesting, and I did hate the constant travel. “Why would I wish that on them, though? The only people I’d tell to start down my road are people I absolutely hate.”

Mel had her shot back chambered in the barrel. “Not everyone is a workaholic speed-freak like you. Some people can actually find a healthy balance.”

“Fair enough.” The only step up from my meds would have been a daily pile of cocaine. Whether you’re eating or snorting it, if what you’re consuming can be described as a pile, you should probably stop.

Footsteps rolled down the stairway. “I don’t know if the tops will fit, and I don’t have anything for you, Gideon.”

I looked at my staffers, raising one eyebrow. What the shit is she talking about?

Jain trotted around the corner. That fuck-me-magenta one-piece was nice with all those cutouts. But that sequined trucker hat needed to go.

She held up two bikinis on hangers and gave us a bleached smile. “Any pictures from the pool won’t show below the waist, so you can put your boxers in my dryer.”

“I didn’t know this was a photo-shoot. What happened to the consultation?”

Shrugging like it was no biggie, Jain dropped an IQ point from my estimation of her every second. “It can happen while we do this, can’t it?”

“That’s fine, but it’s not ideal.” I fucking hated getting wet, anyway. “You three can have all the fun you want.” I tried to get up and snatch the binders in front of Sasha and Mel.

Jain stepped in, pushing me back and almost headbutting me with the bill of her cap. “The post won’t do much if you’re not in it!”

Fuck. “I’ll stay in long enough to make it happen, but that’s all I’m promising.” Pruny fingers, that first shock of cold, and never knowing who pissed in the water. I goddamn hated pools.

She cheered up a lot more than I wanted to see. “Great!” As Jain tossed a suit to both Mel and Sasha, I knew I wasn’t getting out of it.

And my hair was gonna have to get wet, just to sell the illusion.


With Mel in some floral print and Sasha wearing this lifeguard-orange bikini, the cold ass water had one saving grace.

I sat on the edge after the last round of pics, thankful I wasn’t pitching a tent or stabbing through the front of my boxers. “So with that out of the way, can I ask what your life’s goal is?”

Jain acted like she didn’t even hear me as she waded over. Her palms landed just above my knees. “Out of all people, I thought you’d know how to have fun.”

I did, but this wasn’t my idea of it.

“Come on, I know you can swim. I saw you do it earlier.” She was stomping on my final nerve.

Taking it all in stride, the best I could, I wrapped my legs around her. If there was some higher deity looking out for me, she’d get creeped out and send us packing. “Again, what’s your goal, twenty or even fifty years down the road?”

“For now, getting that stick out of your ass. Come on!”

She pulled hard enough to jerk me off the ledge. I was ready to kill her, but it wouldn’t have helped my crowd sizes.

Jain leaped onto my back, curling those toned legs around my stomach. “Go on, and don’t tell me a night in that hotel room would be any more fun.”

I’d tolerated her well enough, until that point. Judging Sasha and Mel’s faces, they knew I was about to start yelling.

Mel swam up to me, trying to talk Jain down. “Gideon’s got a thing about water. You should probably get down.”

It did the trick. Jain slipped off, hugging around my chest. “Sorry, I didn’t know!”

This dingbat… But those giant tits pushing against my back didn’t hurt. “It’s fine, but we’re not exactly here to party.”

Like she’d tossed a few drinks back, just out of sight, Jain teased my hair from behind. “So what are you here for? You’ve already got a huge audience, and so do I.”

I caught Sasha trying to fade into the background. “Hey, we’re gonna have some words later.”

She tried playing dumb, or so I thought. Lowering herself on the stairs until only her head poked above the water, Sasha began smirking again. “Just read the script to her, already.”

Jain pushed her face almost in front of mine, even from behind. “What’s she talking about?” With that ugly fucking cap still on her head.

You’re not dumb, but you’re still dense enough to make screwing you hard to want. “It’s a good idea. Give me about five minutes, and I’ll jump right back in. I promise.”


Pacing at the edge of the pool, I wrapped it up. “What do you have to lose?” Mind you, I was thinking about how much I wanted to fuck her, the whole time. And kinda hoping she’d act like a professional instead of a total valley girl living the attention-whore’s dream.

Jain acted exactly like Mel and Sasha had. Blank, dazed, and frozen stiff. My two helpers didn’t have it so bad, having heard it several times before, though.

“You might want to prop her up. If she tips over, that’s a drowning.”

Keeping Jain’s head above water, Mel bobbed her to where I was standing. “She’s still as a mannequin.”

“Don’t look at me. You wrote it.”

Keeping Jain upright with one hand, Mel rested an arm on the Spanish tiles edging the pool. “Did it do the same thing to us? I can’t even remember the first time you read it.”

Mel and Sasha had gone from just loyal employees, to fanatically devoted bimbos. I was beyond fine with it, and didn’t really care how it had happened.

But Mel’s question made everything click. “You think she’ll end up like you two?”

Sasha had waded over, resting her arms inches from my feet. “Would you be mad if she does?”

Hell no. “That’s not what I intended.”

My marketing guru slapped the top of my left foot and then pushed away from the wall. About the time the momentum stopped drifting her out, she blurted, “We’re about to find out what that speech does, aren’t we?”

The front of my wet boxers felt tighter. “Then at least take that damn hat off her. Seriously, who wears something like that in a pool?”

Mel tipped it off Jain’s head from the bill. She chucked it my way, flying just past myself. Our ‘client’ did look far better without it.

“Wade her over to the stairs and sit her ass down. I don’t want her freaking out and drowning herself or one of you two.”

I strode to that same corner, getting back in and dropping my ass on one of those rounded steps. Up to my chest, so long as I didn’t get my head wet, I was gonna make.

Sasha helped Mel get her in place, wrapping one of Jain’s arms around the metal rail.

Waiting for her to come back to the world of the living, I pushed down on her shoulder to keep the girl from bobbing away. Judging by how they kept her buoyant, those career-making tits were natural.

Jain blinked a few times. Her fingers gripped the rail and her breathing returned to normal.


I waited until she had the sense to make any kind of noise. “Huh?”

“Welcome back. You zoned out on us.”

Still dazed, her words slurred out like she’d gotten white-girl-wasted. “I remember wading around the middle of the pool, so how did I end up over here?”

“You were lost in thought. Do you even remember the speech I gave you?”

Jain edged closer, bumping her ass against mine under the rail between us. “The words, but not hearing it. I can’t believe how much it’s clarified my life.”

Feeling her hand rest on my knee, I swallowed a lump as big as an orange. “So, what’s this new path you’re taking?”

“Was I really that vain and irritating? I thought that it was what people wanted from me.”

I didn’t mind the touch, even as it crept up my thigh. “What they wanted was to look at you. But you don’t just have to be eye-candy. It gives you a platform to say something valuable and make a difference in the world, should you want to.”

“God, I really have been wasting my potential.” Her voice got clearer with every passing word now. “If I’m only appreciated for my looks, what happens when I age out?”

“What do you want to happen?” I wrapped an arm around the small of her waist and rested my temple against the metal banister. She wasn’t even trying to stop me. “You could build a brand of your own, be an inspiration to others, or even move into acting and other kinds of modeling. Hell, even all three if you really want them.”

Jain pushed even closer to me. “I don’t know yet. Being a good influence has always felt important to me. I just never found a chance to be one.”

At least she knew what her feed had been perpetuating. That kind of self-awareness wasn’t common with her type. “You don’t have to decide it all tonight. I’m here for two more days if you need help figuring it out.”

My two did that slow pool walk closer to us. With Sasha dropping on my side and Mel next to Jain, the temperature of the water started that gradual climb. As did the front of my shorts.

Like she hadn’t noticed Mel and Sasha hanging off us, Jain ducked her head under the rail and leaned it against my shoulder. “I’m tired of everyone thinking I’m this blonde, southern California bimbo, and nothing else.”

She certainly was one of those, still. But at least Jain realized she could be more than a living stereotype.

“I mean, the only path I saw going forward was being a trophy wife, or maybe doing porn.” She kinda laughed, but I picked up a hint of sob in there. “Now I know I’m more than a nice body. It’s all thanks to you.”

Pulling tighter, I began to feel Sasha’s hand play with Jain’s atop my leg. “That drive was always inside you. All I did was give you permission to listen. Too many people never hear it from anyone.”

The very end of my shorts pulled up on that leg. Sasha butted in, leaning around me and staring Jain in the face. “And you’ve got me just as long as you have Gideon. Marketing is kinda my thing.”

Perhaps Mel would pitch in some psychoanalysis, too. But she kept her trap shut.

With my flagpole standing at complete attention, Sasha moved Jain’s hand around it for the first time.

I expected her to finally break, but our client never did. Watching her start making out with Sasha and whimpering like Mel was doing something to her down below, my ass finally knew what pure nirvana could be.

They kept going at each other while I got the double handy. It was the first time being in a pool felt anywhere near relaxing.

Enjoying it all in stride, I was thankful I’d skipped my meds that day. With Mel and Sasha pulling the slack, it was time to get off that shit. Plus, I hated having to fuck until I was raw just to come more than once a day. All they wanted to do anymore was work and have sex.

Jain’s fingers slipped through the flap over my cock. Letting the head bump against her palm, she danced every tip toward the end of my shaft.

Sasha didn’t follow suit. Ending the time at first base, her attention went straight to Mel. “Come on, let’s give her some time to thank Gideon.”

It was fine by me. Hearing the water stir as they got out, my mouth took over where Sasha had left off.

Proving herself quite the biter, Jain had almost chewed my bottom lip off before she ducked under the rail and straddled my hips.

Opening my eyes as our mouths parted, I noticed the pool lights had kicked on. With one of them showing off every contour of Jain’s body, I knew she’d worked her ass off to look like that. Someone had to appreciate the effort.

Jain slid off of me, grabbing my hand as she rose up. “Come on, pool sex isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.”

I was zoned as she’d been for a second. Then it sunk in. Holy shit…

She didn’t have to pull after that. Wherever Jain wanted to go, I’d have walked barefoot through busted, red-hot glass to follow her.

On her knees at the end of that wood and canvas deck chair, Sasha was already giving Mel’s cunt the same treatment she’d given Jain’s mouth.

It hurt to keep following our client instead of diving right in. But Mel’s wink was all the permission I needed. They could handle themselves.

And I was sure Jain could handle me.

Jain’s feet kept patting against the masonry until we were under the veranda butted against the rear of her house. Even with the sun just over the western horizon, the temperature dropped five or six degrees under all that wisteria.

She kept dragging me until we were in front of a low, wooden bench in the middle of the space, kinda without context. Jain dropped that toned ass and grabbed hold of my other hand. “I didn’t think it would go near this far, but it feels right.”

That final bit of growth swelled my dick. Feeling it poke through that open slit, it would have been embarrassing just seconds before she’d said that.

Jain let go of me, taking hold of the bottom hem of my boxers and pulling down. By the time they fell around my ankles, she was grinning like an addict who’d robbed a dealer’s stash. “Not bad.”

I ran my fingers through her dripping hair as she gripped my length again. As Mel started whimpering thirty feet away.

The first stroke whipped my back straight. “You should call them over, Mr. Klein.”

My lips parted with a gasp as Jain sat on the bench. “Don’t worry, they’ll find an excuse before too long.”

Another jerk. “I could tell a few minutes after meeting all of you. You’re too comfortable around each other not to mess around together.” Jain smiled harder before parting her lips too.

I was about to respond. Then the slide of her tongue down the bottom of my cock stole every molecule of breath.

My knees were about to rattle together as Jain took me in and then pulled her head back. The night had gone completely insane. But I didn’t have the nerve to question my luck.

Flicking against the ridge of skin in a way that stood every hair on my body straight, Jain eased away until she sealed around the head. Letting go with a pop, she let a hand take over again. “So what have you been thinking about to me all afternoon?”

I knew exactly what. Fuck foreplay when you can start fucking an absolute dream instead.

Pushing her shoulders back, I reached down and pulled at the knot between her tits. As it gave out, both cups of that swimsuit bloomed out. Jesus…

Jain rubbed her hands over her breasts, making sure to jiggle everything around. “I’ve always thought about showing them, just to help my popularity. You’re not the first guy to stare like that.”

“They’re,” I had get my hands on them too, “fucking perfect.” And they’d grown into that without surgical help. Big, yet not freakishly so. Just enough to smother a very happy man to death between them.

I was already pushing my face into that cleavage as Jain bunched them together and said, “Wait until you see what I’ve got downstairs.”

That was enough to get me stepping the rest of the way out of those soaked boxers. As her back arched, I pulled the couple of ties on the rear of that suit.

Jain kept wriggling it lower until I felt silk push against my abs. But it wasn’t fabric.

I had to reach between her thighs and make sure I was feeling something that actually existed on this wonderful earth. Yeah, it felt great enough to make me believe the world was as great as I’d told everyone else it was for all these years.

Already moaning as I traced the split of her cunt, this fucking blonde had me dialed in. “Well… Someone likes them smooth.”

Not wanting to part ways with those mounds, it didn’t mean I had to stay out of her. Plunging one finger in, then a second, I couldn’t have cared less about how hard it was to breath inside that avalanche of cleavage.

Jain pushed her legs together. I groaned at the crush on my hand. But I knew why she was doing it.

The cool, slick fabric of her one-piece dropped at my knees. As her thighs parted again, I dug both fingers in.

Five nails scratched lines up my back, then another hand clawed a bit deeper.

“Unless you just really like teasing,” Jain moaned to break the seal, “I can’t wait for you to start fucking me.”

The end of my dick caught on the edge of the bench. It sproinged up and down as I halfway stood and saw the girl in her whole, perfect glory.

In awe at the most beautiful woman I’d ever put eyes on, clothed or not, I had to get inside her. Should a God exist, the guy or gal had to have been out to craft a masterpiece. And then Jain went and fine-tuned everything about herself in the gym. The girl could wear a potato sack, and still look like sexy incarnate.

Pulling my hand out, I knew it was trembling just like the rest of me.

Jain knew how hot she was, taking it all in stride. “Every guy gets nervous like that.” She draped her arms around my back and her legs around my ass. “But they always settle down as soon they’re inside me.” Probably not for long, though.

Easing my tip along folds that felt too great to exist, I wanted to let gravity do its thing and just drown in her.

Another twist on the thumb-screws drifted out of her lips. “But if it feels too good, I’ll let you pull out.”

Not that I could imagine doing it. Every second I kept playing with her bottom lips felt like an hour of torture. Glorious as they were inhumane.

There was no sneaking my way in. The first little bump at her threshold had Jain moaning.

Draping her ankle over my right shoulder, I propped my left knee by her hips. With how hard she was dripping, that surprising tightness gave way. And with her right leg between mine, I wasn’t about to give her the boring, straight entry.

She put a hand in mine around her kneecap. As her other drifted up the thigh holding me on the bench, I cupped under a tit.

The perfect amount of friction had me drinking it all in. Gravity had spread those breasts just enough to make that first bump turn the hills to gelatin.

Jain rocked her head back over the edge of the bench. She knew just how to enchant a guy with a smile, and even more so with the first fuck.

I plunged the rest of the way through. The softest, wettest cunt I’d ever stumbled my way into pulled taut. Just enough give in those walls zapped the nerves in the head of my cock.

Her fingers wrapped in mine. “I don’t care if the neighbors hear it. Get nasty.”

Pulling up and lifting one side of her ass off the wood slats, the first crush popped back at us from the stucco privacy fence and then from the valley.

“Just like that, but a hell of a lot faster.” The girl liked it rough, I guess. And here I thought the pretty ones tended to ride on their looks, even during sex.

Another slip through made her inhale until those breasts rose an inch or two higher. Steeling myself for a real drive, I had to pause and admire the woman hanging off my dick.

No flaws, no ink, and not even the usual hole for a belly button ring. Not that there’s anything wrong with the last two, but you have to appreciate expertly-maintained, unmodified perfection like her when you see it. She was gonna make for one hell of a MILF someday.

Every fiber in each muscle screamed to be unleashed, like they were taking direct orders from my cock. Rearing back until I was hardly propped inside her, the first smash jolted the girl back.

One after another, and then dozens more after those. Traces of sweat were already sliding down my forehead.

Jain twisted in place, screaming like she was trying to drown out each pop.

With blonde hair and double-D’s jerking all over the place, I was scooting the damn bench of just her. By the time it was at least a tile whole off-kilter, the blush in her tits and around her pussy merged to swallow her abs too.

Another rush came over me when I felt her passage grip even harder. The wild shouts, heat burning through Jain’s skin, and the tension in her leg over my shoulder ripped something out me.

Close to snarling, I let go of her chest and forced Jain’s head up. With a slap of hip on hip between every word, I exhaled, “Fucking hard really you off, doesn’t it, you little whore?”

“Even harder! Fuck!”

People from Laurel Canyon to West Hollywood had to know some girl was getting fucked hard enough to spread her on toast.

Still crushing through the loudest screamer on Earth, my body started to fail keeping up with that natural drive to keep going. Winding down, I saw the vapor rising off my skin and hers. Easing back to the casual bang we’d started with, breathing fucking hurt.

From the other side of the patio, Sasha asked, “Why don’t you ever fuck me that hard?”

I didn’t know if it had been seconds or minutes of that mad dash. Swirls of light popped into my vision and danced in front of Jain.

Every inhalation stung like the air was full of wasps, especially in my bad lung. I had to lean down and brace my hands around each side of Jain’s head.

She wasn’t done, though. Gasping herself, Jain smiled up at me. “I almost came. Holy shit...”

If I hadn’t petered out when I did, there’s a good chance I’d have popped off right along with her. And what’s the fun in making your first time with someone a quickie?

Mel and Sasha walked over, starting their next round at the far end of the bench. I wanted them in on the fun too. But Jain had her own ideas.

She pulled at one of my wrists. “Lie down. I need to thank you for that.”

Doing exactly as I was told, I sat and wondered which part of her I was about to get inside.

Jain pushed me even further down. “On your back.” Her thighs sat on mine, leaving her tits about eye-level.

I can’t even think of a change that’d make her even more perfect. Wrapping my hands around the small of her back, she dropped with me as I felt the gaps in the wood draw lines in my shoulders.

The lingering heat in the air was warm enough, but this girl felt like a glowing coal in comparison. Her entire body pressed against me. Then I felt all that wetness I’d pounded out of her rest against the bottom of my shaft.

She leaned close as her wet hair fell against my cheeks. “They’re having fun.”

Even though they were mere feet away, my world had contracted down to just the two of us. But after she mentioned it, I had to notice the unholy racket my two assistants were making.

I grabbed my fingers around the dangerous curves of her waist, trying to get myself inside her again. “They’ll be fine on their own.”

Slick folds pressed up my entire length. “You liked it that much, huh?” Then she slid back down to my base, letting that molten entrance sear just over my balls.

“Fucking tease.”

Jain pecked her lips on my forehead and giggled. “If give it all away to begin with, that’d just make me a porn star.”

I wasn’t out to be one of those cult-leader types, but if she that determined to worship me, who was I to stop her? A little bit of teasing was just part of the ceremony.

Her cunt slipped up again. “But I’m not really in the mood for holding back right now.”

My jaw tried to rattle as she took me in. The tight entryway of her pussy crushed around my girth. By the she had me halfway through, I couldn’t hear Mel and Sasha anymore.

Like silk doused in warm oil, Jain’s cunt primed each nerve in my cock to its limit. Every inch made her feel like that much more of a goddess. Then I felt the lips try wrapping past my base.

“You love it. I can tell by the look on your face.”

Both of my hands tried crushing her down even further. The head of my cock pressed against her limit, gliding a smooth wall over my tip.

“I already told you, it’s okay to come in me. Don’t act like it can’t get any better than this.”

Holy shit…

Both of her mounds pushed against my chest as Jain rolled her hips. “But do you know what I really want?”

Every ridge and crease inside her frazzled my brain like a pan of bacon. Piecing even two words together was a feat of human will. “Tell me.”

She whispered, losing any tone that’d mark her voice different from any other woman’s. “I come on top of you. Then we bring them in, and you come right along with me, however you want it to happen.”

My brain tried coming up with anything better than what I was already feeling. But some things are just fucking impossible.

“What, no answer?” Jain rocked herself down my shaft again. “Don’t tell me you’re that ready to come.”

I was about to say something.

Then she grabbed my wrists and forced them over my head. “What if I told you I was lying about the birth control?”

My dick pulsed as my legs tensed up.

Another rush of cunt around my skin turned into a rolling hump. After giving my tip the full tour, Jain gasped, “Yeah, I can feel how much you love that idea.”

If it hadn’t been the kind of thing you drift to sleep fantasizing about, I’d have been screaming for help. Granted, she was a 38-24-36 dream girl, outright teasing that I could knock her up. You wouldn’t say a damn word to stop her either.

Jain rocked her neck around before pushing even harder on my wrists and staring down at me, all smiles. “Yeah, I think that’s what I want. Come inside me...”

My lungs inflated once as I tried letting it go a bit longer. My thoughts weren’t words anymore. Just urges.

“Do it… I know you want to.”

The writhing hips grinding down on me felt hypnotic. Like she was a fucking cobra waving to each side, transfixing her damned prey.

When Jain’s breasts crushed into me again, her pussy whipped itself tight and shivered. “I’m already so close!”

My forearms started aching from trying to bust out of her hold. Not to free myself from inside her, but to grab that ass and force my cock even deeper.

But when a girl’s that close to coming, she could probably bench-press a truck. Especially one who works out daily.

The only means I had left was to push my rear up. The wiggling, pulsing cunt dripping all over me squeezed hard enough to make it hurt.

Jain’s muscles locked for a couple of seconds.

Then her hips slammed down, forcing me against the bench again.

“Coming!” She vibrated in place, trying to belt something else out. But it just came out as a deep moan.

I wanted to finish off right along with her. Trying to get a few pumps in from underneath as Jain’s strength gave out, the pop of skin on skin barely made it through her jerky cries.

The final tremors rattled through her body. “Oh my god...”

I let her rest on top of me. When her breath finally seemed regular again, all it took was a little nudge.

Jain would have flopped on the masonry if I hadn’t caught her. “That was fucking amazing, so take it easy for a moment.”

She rested on the edge of the bench, cuddling tight with one leg draped over my abs. “But you didn’t finish. We’re not done yet.”

Mel and Sasha weren’t either, still doing who knows what to each other feet away from us.

With my hands free, I ran one up the drastic curve of her torso. The other cradled under her face, saving her cheek from getting the lines the slats had pressed into my back. “Let’s get cracking. I can’t wait to figure out if you were bluffing or not.”

“I already told you, I’m on birth control.”

That wasn’t the crux of the issue. “When a girl jokes that she isn’t after telling you she is, it’s always a risky proposition.”

“Not that it’s stopped you. Should I take it as a compliment?”

Prime breeding candidates like her have a way of making you kick common sense out on its ass. “Take it however you want. I’m already sold.”

“Good.” Jain pushed herself up as my two started winding down their fun. “Stay on your back, but with your head at the end of the bench.”

The marching orders were clear. Doing exactly as I was told, I let my head hang over the edge.

Jain stood over me, leaning forward until her fingers teased around my package. As that slick, perfectly bad cunt eased against my mouth.

If she wanted a head-start on the next round, I didn’t mind giving it to her. Making a perfect specimen like her come more than once is the kind of fuck you brag to your friends about, and keep replaying in your head for the rest of your life.

The first lick already had her purring. Tasting like mana from heaven, Jain was still wet enough to sate your thirst.

Her thighs clamped around my head. Keeping both hands off my dick, I assumed I was about get blown away.

But the dripping, hot opening easing my tip in was no mouth. Shit, which one them is it?

I was moaning too, feeling the soft, juicy walls ease down my length. Mel and Sasha were all too familiar to me, but I still couldn’t tell which one it was, on feel alone.

Even through Jain’s inner thighs, I finally heard my answer in Mel’s undeniable voice. “Don’t worry, I’ll back off before he comes.”

Their voices muffled as each of them leaned their weight forward. Jain might not have eaten out Sasha yet, but I knew she was getting a taste of her, secondhand.

Filling Mel to the brim was at least a daily thing. And I don’t just mean doing the old in-and-out. Giving her another round when Jain was offering her own self for it kinda horrified me.

The ride on my shaft picked up as Jain started pushing her bean against my tongue. Each flick jolted her legs tighter.

A rolling orbit of Mel’s cunt had me back in the running. Each push of one side of her ass up and the other down lit a fire under me. If didn’t get Jain close fast enough, that first romp would have been in danger of ending in my psych genius.

I kept trying to lick harder, driving the end of my tongue against her and putting every part of that lump of muscle behind it.

Feeling Jain lean back, I had to catch her ass with my hands before she went crashing away. Like she’d regained her senses, I didn’t have to pull as hard as the screams began.

Nails tapped on my forehead. It had to be Sasha.

Getting back to Jain’s little man in the pink canoe, fingers eased into her from behind.

The girl was going ballistic, trying to escape the hold all three of us had on her. At least she was getting closer to that final climax than I was.

With one on my dick, one on my tongue, and another pushing our host into overdrive, something was about to happen. Grabbing the legs of that hard enough to pop knuckles, I held on and hoped I’d last.

All it took was a quick twerk of Sasha’s fingers. Then ding! The chicken was done.

Jain’s thighs crushed around my head. If it wasn’t for that shake, she’d have crushed it like a melon.

Mel ramped herself up one last time. Holding onto the stained wood for dear life, the spot of precum felt like a sign of doom. Using whatever Sasha had taught her since the cabin, the girl could ride a man to death when she really wanted to.

Warm as it was out there, my dick suddenly felt cold. Oh thank shit!

The blushing slit above my head tore away, leaving me seeing stars that were actually there, and some that weren’t.

All the weight lifted from my hips. Three faces gazed down at me as I smiled like a fool.

Sasha broke first, pulling me up. “Come on, we did the hard work for both of you.”

I had to shake my head and think for a moment. What the hell does that mean? Turning around with my ass still on the bench, I caught what she was getting at.

Mel kept rubbing herself all over Jain as Sasha helped ease the blonde fireball down.

Getting up before Jain could rest her head on my thigh, it all made sense. I fucking love you two.

Taking hold of my shoulders, Sasha pulled me around until I was standing over the gasping blonde. “You can pay us back later.”

Resting on her right side, Jain’s skin glowed hot all over. She didn’t even try moving as I wrapped an arm under both her ankles.

With that ass perched at the very edge, I didn’t give a damn about skinning my knees. Dropping to both of them, I aimed my cock toward home.

Her tits felt hot enough to go molten. One pull against both Jain’s thighs had my tip slipped through.

She was already mewling out. Curling her legs against me, there was no way we’d have yet another round.

Someone pushed my ass forward.

All the way in, I had to let go of her breasts and sting a palm against that half of a peach bumping against me. Meanwhile, I didn’t feel any reason to hold back as her cunt tensed around my shaft.

Hands kept guiding me. With two on my rump and another pair at my waist, I didn’t care who was pushing on what.

Jain was already hurtling fast enough toward the edge to even dream of stopping. Her voice went pitiful, whimpering out with every shove.

Fighting through the sting in my chest, I had to make it end on a high note. The first real crack of myself slipped me out of Mel and Sasha’s hold.

“Holy fuck!” Jain curled her legs even tighter around my left thigh. Then I saw the marks her fingernails were leaving on the bench.

Another drip of precum rolled out. But I didn’t care. I was gonna make her climax hard enough to black out, or knock my own self unconscious trying.

Both heels pushed into my ass with each spear. Screaming like I’d poked her with a live wire, Jain kept twitching and rolling the pressure inside herself.

Crashing to the hilt, the girl’s neck bent as I pulled a mess of hair. All four sides of her pussy squeezed, starting from the shallow end before pulsing deep.

I tried to breathe as something punched me in the gut. Maybe not physically, but the effect was all the same.

Jain screeched harder than ever. With her mind shot and her body spent, the only part of her that had any sense left took over.

The wild jerks inside her cunt stopped me from pulling out. Energy flowed through every vein, making my cock feel like a pure rush all over.

Wet and forceful as a hurricane, that cunt surged over the edge.

Getting swept away with it, there was no chance in hell I could have stopped myself. The first jet blasted into her.

Then a second. And a third.

I was on the verge of collapsing when I felt Mel and Sasha hold me up from under each arm. That only let my strength go into forcing my way just a fraction of an inch deeper.

Those crushing, heavenly walls never stopped milking every drop. Even after I was spent. The only sign Jain had stopped coming was the drop in her voice. Not that the message got through to her cunt.

Draping my top half over her, Mel and Sasha backed away.

My own skin was a fire risk, and Jain’s wasn’t any cooler as we both gasped. Sweat rolled as that creamy gift started leaking around my shrinking girth.

Her cheek barely pushed against mine. Each syllable was a pant. “I didn’t plan on this… But I’m glad it happened.”

I wanted to say something back. After trying to summon the will, all I had left in me was a sigh.

Hell, it took five minutes to even stand up on my own.


I hated to leave. Especially since I hadn’t found an excuse to drag Jain along with us on a permanent basis. But my next ‘consultation’ was due to start the next day.

Giving the blonde Venus a final hug before hitting the security line at the airport, I was tempted to pull her into some bathroom and fuck her brains one more time. “Keep in touch. The next time we pass through, we’ll have to visit.” Which was in about three months, based on the seminar schedule.

Jain eased off the hug, letting me see the throngs of jealous guys stopping to look at her. “Make sure you do. And thanks for showing me how to believe in myself.”

“You’re a smart kid. If you really want to start your own brand, there won’t be a person on Earth who could stop you.” The line inched forward, with maybe four people between myself and the TSA screener with a  room temperature IQ.

“Sasha mentioned bringing me on as a guest speaker. Testimonials from a client wouldn’t hurt.”

Just the thought of fucking her all across the country was all the convincing I needed. “I’ll have her book it.”

Another squeeze at my neck and a smooch on my lips pissed every guy off. Jain let go of my hands and turned around. That white dress hugged her figure as she walked away.

It was kinda fucked up, but I kinda hoped that joke about not being on birth control was a real hint. She’d give even the ugliest man some beautiful children.

My head jerked forward. The pain of the slap took a few seconds to register.

Sasha gripped the handle of her luggage, not even trying to hide that she’d just whacked a concussion upside the back of my skull. “Call her when we roll through again. You’ve got another client to worry about now.”

Audrey Phan. From what little I’d learned from talking to her over the phone, she was the pure spawn of tiger-parenting. Right down to letting her parents force her into medical school.

I rubbed at what I hoped wouldn’t turn into a knot. “Do that one more time, and I’m letting Mel get the finishing round for a month.”

Which straightened her ass out, even if she wouldn’t let it show. “Just keep your mind on what’s ahead.”

Not that it kept my thoughts out of the gutter.


BIMBO PANIC! 3 


The shop wasn’t busy when I messed up and swung by during Julia’s late lunch hour. Either way, Vida was more than happy to keep flirting away.

“So, now that Faith’s got what she needs...” Like back-lit emeralds, her eyes glowed. “What do you plan on doing with me tonight?”

After slamming Faith half-to-death, three times before dawn, I’d practically stumbled out of bed around the crack of noon.

“Well?” Vida grazed my forearm with her fingertips, barely enough to tease the hair.

I wanted to vault over the counter and bone her on the spot. “River’s got a submissive side, and Faith’s one of those hidden freaks. Which curve-ball are you about to throw at me?”

She grinned too hard. “Don’t look now, but one of my boyfriends is about to walk in.”

Unbuttoned polo shirt, gold chain on the outside, and the muscle tone of a pro golfer, decades past his prime. If Vida would have been willing to lower standards far enough for this guy, she’d have been fucking her way to the bottom. “What the hell is that?”

“Andy Petrakis.”

I could smell him from behind the windows, like someone had all of ten seconds to spray gallons of cologne on an obese gorilla. He kept waddling at the door. “Wait, is he the loud motherfucker with all the used-car commercials?”

“One and the same.” Vida licked her chops as fingers like sausages grabbed at the handle. “If he’d keep his dick in his pants, Andy could be the richest scumbag in Staten Island.”

I kept my mouth shut as he trudged in.

“Vida! Ready for that date yet?”

“Not yet, Andy. Did Sheila catch you again?”

“Lipstick on my collar this time.” As he smiled like the bullshit salesman he was. “If I could write off gifts to my wife, I’d save a mint every year.”

If he was the lemon baron fucking his clientele to make up for missed payments, cheap hookers would have been cheaper and way more sanitary. But I still held my tongue.

Vida reached under the counter, like she had his number dialed in. “Rouge de Provence, from the batch five years ago. That’s Sheila’s favorite, right?”

Making a show of it as he pulled the money clip from his back pocket, Petrakis slapped his greasy skin on the glass. “I’ll take it.”

Thankfully, I was far enough away. But under the cheap cologne, I picked up the reek of styrofoam, grease, and corn syrup. The untreated type-two diabetes was that strong in that guy.

Shooting a fast wink at me, Vida took the bills and handed the bottle over. “Keep letting hold me onto the change, and you won’t have to give ‘just the tip’ for much longer.”

My whole body shuddered. If she fucks him, her ass is gone...

Andy snatched the perfume out of Vida’s hands. “One of these days, I’ll make you my fourth wife.”

She looked at me. ‘Never,’ couldn’t have come across hard enough.

He was already turned around, not even giving me a glance. Mercifully, that thundering asshole waddled straight out.

Puffing my cheeks, I leaned against one of the display cases. “Now I’ve gotta mop the trail of slime he left.”

Vida put her elbows down and cradled her face, careful not to touch any spot Andy had. “You think he’s got it bad for me, wait until Julia tells her stories about him.”

“So what’s the catch? All three of you treat her like this saintly enigma.”

Twirling on finger through a curl, Vida didn’t even look up. “She’s alright. If anything, you’d probably call her MILF-as-fuck.”

“Legit MILF in her thirties, or just a bitch with a baby and a record of poor life choices?” Because there is a difference.

“She doesn’t have any kids, but she’s in that age bracket you probably like.”

Based on what I’d seen of the employees so far, the absolute dog of the group would rank a solid nine and a half. And plenty of women get better with the right amount of age. “Care to give specifics?”

I’d stepped on a hook, and Vida knew it. “She’s not old enough to be your mom. Maybe Faith’s, at the far end. You’ll like what you’re about to see.”

And I hadn’t forgotten the arrangement. “I take it she’s down your alley too.”

The rumble of a car pulling out made both of us look over. Petrakis was behind the wheel of a flashy, yellow Camaro. Chrome wheels, the top down, and all. The official car of ‘peaked in high school.’

A horn blared out and another car passed from the opposite direction. Some boring Audi. Silver, with base-model trim.

Vida leaned close. “She’s back.”

“So, again, what should I know ahead of time?” Other than the fact that Julia didn’t go out of her way to stand out.

“None of us really have a bad thing to say about her. Julia keeps the hours balanced, does her job in making sure everything runs as it should, and then she goes home. I couldn’t ask for a better supervisor.”

Which was great, on my end. But it wasn’t what I was getting at. “Nevermind.”

It didn’t take long for the fittest blonde in her mid-thirties I’d ever laid eyes on to walk in. Julia gave me a polite smile and made a beeline for the office.

Vida motioned like she was spritzing some of the product on herself. “I’m sure you brought a sample. Tell her who you are, and just be honest. The one thing she can’t stand is bullshit.”

It wasn’t my currency either, even if I’d have to chuck some her way. “Sounds fair.” And I really wanted to see what was barely hiding under those black jeans, ASAP.

Julia glanced up at me like she expected a visit, then I caught a hint of ‘who the hell are you?’ But the change in ownership had to register in her head, judging by the way it dropped a second later. “You must be Carter.”

At least you know what name to use. “Yeah, that’s me. I’ve gotta say, all the employees I’ve met haven’t said a cross word about you.”

“Has Vida told you about Andy Petrakis yet?”

“Before he even slithered through the door.” And I still hoped he’d find some traffic to play in. “Guy’s a piece of work.”

Julia rolled her eyes and softened around the edges. “If you’re not like him, we’ll get along fine.”

In some way, I was. Not that I was about to spring the new lodging on her yet. “Don’t worry about that. Dipping your fingers in the sugar bowl is just inviting drama.”

“That’s not what Vida told me.” Julia almost grinned and grinned at me the wrong way. “River acts like she’s pretty sweet on you. How’d you pull that off?”

Stammering for a moment, I pulled out the one ace I had up my sleeve. “Entertaining her BS.” I sat the vial of Succuba Alpha on the desk. “I also brought this. New stuff, directly from the people funding me.”

Like she’d handled liars before, Julia rolled her chair back. “You need me enough to make this a safe question, so what’s the catch here? Don’t tell me this is one of those sad attempts at sparking a trend.”

I didn’t know shit from Chanel No. 5. Which meant it’d be best if I kept my mouth shut after laying down the rules. “My boss just wants to know what you think of it, and how it could be improved.”

Julia pulled the cap off and took a whiff. Then another after what felt like eternity. “It’s not terrible, just like Vida said. But I agree with her. It needs some work on the top-end.”

“Noted. I’ll pass it along.”

But she’d been running the place long enough to see through me. “No, companies are always trying to pass their cheapest ingredients as the newest fad. Either they’re not about to change the formula, or you’re pulling something. Out with it.”

The one out I had left blared like a fire alarm. “The guy who bought this place told me how to mix it up. What’s not in proportion?”

“Nothing, because something in it is just off.” Julia pulled one of the heavyweight business cards out of her caddy and gave it a generous spritz. Another sniff changed everything about her body-language. “It’s not bad, exactly. But it’s not good either.”

I watched her cheeks. By the time her third test had passed through, the blush had already taken hold. “So what do you think now?”

“Still mediocre, but the after-notes are growing on me.”

Julia had already huffed in as much as the others, combined.

Then she looked at me again. “Don’t tell me you’re using that stuff.”

“What?”

“It’s not the desperate hog pheromone junk they pitched in the 90’s. But it gives me the same impression.”

By then, I was out of excuses. “I mix the samples in the ratios they tell me to. Beyond that, I don’t know anything.”

The way she buried her nose in the card just felt wrong. Like Julia had become addicted already. “The more I try it, the better it smells. I’m fine with stocking a few bottles, because a few customers might like it.”

My first instinct was to grab the sample out of her hand. But from the back of my head something got in the way.

Julia screwed me over, driving the conversation to anything else. “Do you know why I left my ex-husband?” Which was another marker of Succuba Alpha taking hold.

“I didn’t even know you had an ex. And it’s none of my business.”

“Maybe I’ll tell you later, then. Now what’s this about a free room?”

Digging for my wallet, I tried not to smile. “We can’t offer much of a raise, but it would save far more if you take advantage.”

Julia picked the card out of my grasp. “That’s a bit of a drive from here, but the extra gas wouldn’t be a tenth of my rent. From what Vida’s told me, everyone’s taken care of like royalty.”

If you want to frame it like that, sure, go ahead. “Nobody works here because they wouldn’t rather be doing something else. It’s worth it to make staff feel like they’re gaining something instead of just treading water to stay alive.”

“We agree on that, then.” Julia turned her chair back to the monitor. “I’ve got things to do tomorrow, so I won’t spend the night. But I’ll at least visit and see if living there could work out.”

Staring at an inventory list and shooting me a quick smile, I knew Julia wanted me to leave. “I’ll cook for five, then.”


I tried to leave right after, but Vida had snagged me to the side. “You probably hadn’t noticed, but somethings a little different about the sample. I could smell it from here.”

Fingering the vial out, I looked at the clear fluid. It was closer to full than it had been the day before. “How so?”

“The top note was stronger. Did you even let it steep?”

Having looked up enough of the basics, I knew the exact non-answer to give. “Maybe for a week. Is that bad?”

“I overheard enough. Either before or after Julia shows up, I’m educating your ass.” Vida took the glass away from me and sprayed her wrist, directly. “Oh yeah, something’s changed.”

That bastard’s snuck his morons in again. “Looking forward to it.” But not as much as my next round of yelling at Jaradale.


Letting the massive pan of chicken and vegetables roast, I cringed every time Vida mentioned any herb. Especially rosemary, which I’d tossed too many fresh sprigs of on top of dinner.

“The aromatic notes are what sells it, but always let the carrier scents dominate.” She leaned her ass against the counter and grabbed the edge. “But I still want to know what that top comes from.”

“If I knew, I’d tell you.” And I wasn’t lying. It wasn’t like she had a degree in organic chemistry.

“Judging by the smell right now, you think more is always better.”

The doorbell rang through the house. “Yeah, I get it.”

Before I could get away, she added, “Then stop adding shit willy-nilly like a frat boy who dowses himself with body spray.”

I couldn’t tell if she was talking about the food or the test samples. But Jaradale wasn’t admitting to anything. Even though I knew the one vial I’d used had been tampered with.

Another ring of the doorbell got me jogging. It’s the only thing I hated about a place that big. Even taking a piss called for a hike.

Unlocking the deadbolts and trying to look friendly as possible, Julia’s change into a form-fitting t-shirt and shorts almost dropped a third testicle between my legs.

“They’re wearing this stuff, aren’t they?”

Something had been off since I’d gotten home. But those words were all it took to pinpoint the mystery change. “I fixed up a new batch earlier.”

Julia wrinkled her nose. “Maybe cut the top in half from there, and rosemary isn’t helping any.”

“That’s supper.” I closed the door behind her. “Make yourself at home, even if you don’t plan on moving in.”

As she followed the scent of the food, I bent close to one of the vents in floor. The vague, chemical smell almost poured out with the cooler air. Don’t tell me…

Because it’s not like I could put it past Jaradale to spike the HVAC system with Succuba Alpha. At least I knew to keep even more detailed notes from then on.


I hadn’t been able to put my finger on what they meant by that ‘top-note’ until then. As we sat around the dining table, the lingering odor connected the right neurons in my brain.

River acted like she was about to walk off, but stopped at the last second. “Alright, Carter. I know you can smell it too. What’s going on?”

The other three stared like I’d just started jerking myself over their plates.

Putting off a kinda-real answer wasn’t in the cards anymore. “I’m still in the dark,” which was true, “but that mystery compound is making all of us crazy enough to hit a mental ward.”

Julia scratched the tines of her fork against her plate. “And you exposed us to it, knowing that much?”

“Not until recently.”

She smirked in a way I couldn’t read. “How recently?”

For the life of me, I couldn’t have bluffed if I’d tried. “Today, if you really have to know everything I do so far.”

Vida and Faith glanced at each other.

Then Julia scratched one more cringe out of the porcelain. “I believe you... Kinda.”

Pulling my phone out, I tapped at Jaradale’s number and handed it her way. “If you want to confront him about it, now’s your chance. I don’t like it either.”

I should have heard the steps getting closer. But then hands closed on top of my shoulders.

River’s voice drifted through my ear. “Bullshit.”

She was right, in a way. But it still pissed me off. “Excuse me?”

Both of her hands left me before I stood all the way up. “Fix your own problems, but don’t screw things up for the rest of us.”

Part of me wanted to turn around and slap the white off her face. “And you think you could handle this any better?”

River snatched the phone out of my hand and pressed it against her ear.

About the time it registered with me, it was too late to stop her.

Trotting away, River turned around and asked, “Who is this?”

Every one of us stopped.

“Really?” River turned halfway around. Then she crossed her legs as she leaned against the corner of the table. “That’s the formula?”

Because of course Jaradale would tell her what he’d been keeping from me.

“Okay, I’ll let Carter know. Thanks!”

You could have heard a pin drop.

Then she giggled.

Another hour contained in a single breath passed.

River finally put my phone down. “As it turns out, our dear boss is using us as his own lab-rats.”

Bitch…

“And more than that, it’s why he’s moved us into this place.”

I waited for every one of them to draw silverware, aimed directly at my ribs.

Then Faith slammed her hands down. “You know Carter’s tried to hold us back, from the start. I don’t trust whoever you just talked to.”

River kinda shrugged. “Fair enough.” Then she looked at me. “But he did play along with it.”

My feet locked in place, no matter how much I wanted to run.

An arm slid across my back until I felt curls slide over my neck.

Vida reached down to my belt. “If you haven’t seen the guilt in him yet, that’s on you. Go fuck the real boss and show us your true colors. We always knew you would.”

River picked my phone up again, but the screen was already dark. “Wait, you’re all really dumb enough to fall for this shit?”

Finally, she’d pushed my limit. “Maybe they don’t like you, because you keep acting like you’re smarter than everyone else. But as it turns out, you’re not.”

She couldn’t have shot a ‘go fuck yourself’ look hard enough.

“Go ahead. Tell me I’m wrong.”

River started to open her mouth.

Then Julia chuckled from her seat. “He’s right, you know… I’ve been hoping you’d grow up for the past couple of years, but you never do.”

“So what, you’re all about to fire me?”

My first instinct was to do exactly that. But I felt a grip on my thigh.

It could only have been Julia’s. “You dingbat!” Then she used me to push herself up. “We think you could learn better! Why do you have to keep proving us wrong, at every turn?”

I knew enough to sit back and enjoy the fireworks.

River kept blinking, unable to say a damn thing.

Julia squeezed my arm, like I didn’t fucking matter. “Well? Should we keep giving you a chance?”

I looked at Vida, who wasn’t about to say a word either. Then at Faith. Same thing.

“Out with it! Why should we keep giving you shot after shot?”

Hints of tears welled up in the corners of River’s eyes. Finally, they’d broken her in a way I never though I’d see.

As Julia wound up for another salvo, I had to put my hand on her shoulder. “Easy. I think that ‘top-note’ is making you act weird too.”

All eyes were on me again. Like they expected an answer.

I leaned both palms against the table. “If there’s one thing I can trust my boss to do, it’s the wrong one. I can’t tell you the formula, because I don’t know it either. And that’s the honest truth.” So I turned to River. “What did say was in it?”

Fighting back the waterworks, she almost rolled over and showed her stomach to the rest of the pack. “Succuba Alpha. Whatever that is.”

“And he’s never told me what it is.” When you want people to believe you, always spill the truth without hiding anything. “I’d been doing fruit fly trials on the stuff for a year, and then your store got sprung on me for human testing. Beyond adding four milliliters of it per liter to the samples, that’s all I know.”

Faith asked the question I’d been leading them to. “So what did it do to the flies?”

“Behavioral changes. Things like increased socialization, hyperactivity, and early maturity without a reduced lifespan.” Which was my code for ‘they started fucking like meth-addled rabbits.’

Ever the concerned matriarch, Julia popped an open hand against the back of my head. “You exposed us to this without letting us know?”

It’s not like blurting ‘I just did, didn’t I?’ would have helped my case. “Stick your nose to a one of the air vents before I go the basement and shut off the air conditioner. If I wanted to keep hiding this, why would I keep talking?”

All four of them scanned the room and found a grate. I was fine with slinking away, if only to save my own ass.

Cutting the pump off at the breaker once I was downstairs, I happened to look over at the unit itself. Two black bottles hooked into the vents with airline tubing sat on the floor. One was labeled ‘O2.’

And the other… ‘SA-1046.’ The same abbreviation for that damn top-note I’d been mixing in.

Right after unhooking everything, I grabbed a screwdriver off a shelf and depressed the pin in the valve. Fine mist shot out, coating me with the stuff.

That smell confirmed it even more. Jaradale had sent his men over. If I were a shittier person, it would have seemed like a gift.

Gotta wash this off of me, before they smell it. Diffused, it seemed a little more concentrated than the ‘perfume samples.’ But now I was soaked.

Opening the door at the top of the stairs, I saw the last thing I wanted to. Or rather, all four of them. “Get back, I’ve got the shit all over me!”

An instant of recognition hit them at once. Then, just as quickly, it faded away.

“Back the fuck off!” I tried busting through them.

Hands grabbed out until I was caught. The harder I fought, the more their nails sank in.

Not good…

Faces pushed into my shirt like I’d dusted myself with cocaine and tried running through a rehab wing. Then bodies writhed against me, trying to absorb every last drop through their skin.

This whole experiment had gone too far. Maybe if Jaradale had kept the parameters the same, I would have gotten my rocks off, taken notes, and come out the other end intact. But now I was a walking drug in a house full of fiends.

Someone whispered in my ear, “We don’t care anymore.”

My shirt pulled over my head. Forcing one leg free, I bolted out enough to get a couple of feet between myself and that herd of Jonesing nymphomaniacs. The sounds of hands and knees hitting the floor, and then my shirt ripping between them meant I’d saved my own ass.

Instead of wasting what time I had left, I didn’t even look back as I ran. Maybe washing myself off would keep the horde at bay. Or maybe it would take a sandblasting.

But as far as I was concerned, fuck the job. This trial was over.


Locked inside my room, I didn’t dare stick my head out. Quiet as it was, all the paranoia of the last survivor in a zombie movie washed over me. Every sound felt like a threat that could come busting through the door.

As footsteps kept getting more frequent, I pushed the dresser over. They were giggling instead of groaning. But I knew the kind of privacy lock on the door only needed a hairpin to pop open.

Even worse, I’d left my phone downstairs. The lone window had a drop, twenty feet onto landscaping gravel, and my keys weren’t on me either. Given the days since Faith’s first exposure and how she hadn’t calmed down, all they’d have to do is wait until I got starved out of hiding. The sink in my attached bathroom keeping thirst at bay wouldn’t save my ass.

Trying to run their latest dose through my head, it had to be on the epic side. Trace amounts were in the samples, and I could still pick up a hard reminder Succuba Alpha on my skin. Even after my tenth shower.

Someone bumped against my door and tried the knob.

Out of all the batshit-crazy ways I thought it might end… It felt like one of those ironic punishments straight out of Dante’s Inferno. But I wasn’t even dead.

Another shove pushed the whole door in a fraction of an inch. Then I heard someone jiggle at the handle.

Fuck. The old trick of tying sheets together would have gotten me far enough to twist an ankle. If only I’d had the lengths of rope every other bedroom had in their bottom drawers, I could have been golden to run like hell.

One more push had me on edge. Then I heard some mumbling.

Two of them would have been an easy thing to handle. But now there were four, and each one of these girls were foaming at the mouth for my dick.

Hiding in the bathroom would have bought me a few seconds. Maybe.

The dresser pushed back, digging against the floor with a chest-rattling moan.

I was getting my brains fucked out, one way or the other. Even covering myself in the sheets and pretending to sleep wasn’t in the cards. It’s not like that’s ever stopped them, at lower doses.

Hands reached through the gap. Someone flipped the lights off as I backed into the corner.

Then Faith’s voice called out, “Carter… You’re only pissing us off.”

Part of me wanted to take advantage and accept my fate. Four dream-girls going absolutely mad, just to get a chance with me, would have been a fantasy a couple of weeks ago. But I wasn’t Jaradale’s type of scumbag.

Scooting the door even further, the hallway’s lights told me that they’d all changed into that black lingerie in their own dressers. Even Julia. With tits almost bursting out of that ribbed leather, I was afraid to think of how she’d squeezed into that thing.

One more look at the window sank my heart. With no way out and River climbing over the final hurdle, into the room, I knew what was about to happen.

Vida started climbing in as well. When those two pulled the dresser, Faith and Julia came pouring in.

“Alright, you got me!” Bolting through was the last grasp I had, but I knew it wouldn’t work. I tried pointing at all of them. “Calm your shit, and tell me who gets dibs tonight.”

Every one of the wiggled at the same time. Then River pushed herself to the front. “You, dumbass.”

I didn’t know how to react. From the start, they’d been in control. And I hadn’t noticed the pattern until now.

Vida forced herself through. “No, he owes me after last night. Faith, River, get the fuck out.”

Julia turning back to them made me feel better. For all of a second. “You heard her. Go on somewhere.”

The junior staff clambered their way out, but my shop’s manager and top sales-chick weren’t showing any mercy.

Vida turned to her boss. “So if I get him at the end tonight, that means you’re getting Katie over here. For your own turn. Carter doesn’t look too keen on putting another one of us in the loop.”

Julia lifted her turtleneck from the waist. “I can do it, but you’d better find those samples.”

Now come on, dammit! The final staff member hadn’t had any exposure, but Doc Jaradale’s game all but guaranteed I couldn’t stop them. “You’re all nuts, but I don’t think any of you will listen at this point.”

Both of them looked at me in unison, before I could even respond. “Nope!”

And then Vida kept pushing Julia’s top higher, until I saw the straps of what our manager had arrived in. “It’s your fault. Why not enjoy what we’ve turned into?”

Because I’m not a psychopath. Like Jaradale, and likely his own bosses.

I pushed myself against the headboard until my spine almost snapped in half. Yet the kept inching closer.

Vida finished pulling Julia’s top off and then got to work on her manager’s jeans. As they tore down, that fancy, strappy getup she’d wore over caught my attention.

If I was gonna get fucked, a hot blonde couldn’t be the worst way to start the night.

Julia crawled over the bed until she was right on top of me. “So, now that you’ve got us here, why are you acting like you’re scared to death?”

Without the whole Succuba Alpha baggage, it would have been a fantasy brought to life. In fact, everything about the situation I’d found myself in was the kind of shit I’d dreamed about. Four women crazy for my dick like it was a drug they couldn’t get enough of, and my ass was getting paid to do nothing more than take notes on how they acted.

No point in fighting it. My whole body relaxed. “If we’re doing this, get on it.”

She leaned close, barely an inch from my face. “I was hoping you’d keep up the choir-boy act. “

The way she ground her cunt against me drove the point home. “Oh no. Help… Some crazy blonde’s about to ride me into the sunset. Lord have mercy.”

“Well now you’re just mocking me.”

“So what if I am?” My hands drifted up to her waist, feeling the slick texture of that black bustier.

Julia pressed down with all of her weight. “Hard already. I like it.”

The slightest nudge made her grind. “Wait, I thought you were getting pissed about me making fun of you.”

Vida grabbed my ankles through my jeans. “It’s easier to kill you with kindness. But keep going, that sad, little fight you put up was fun while it lasted.”

The front of my pants loosened as Julia slid down my thighs and worked my belt and zipper open. Feeling her get just out of my reach, I traced my fingers down to her bare knees. “If I have to deal two blondes in my house, at least one of you has experience.”

“I’m not a slut like River.”

“You’re doing a great job of telling me otherwise, right now.”

Julia smirked and pulled my cock out. “Vee, why didn’t you warn me about this? It’s been a while, and Carter looks just big enough to hurt.”

Vida worked my shoes and socks off before crawling around. “It’s not like you have to ride him, right this second. I could help get you ready.”

An unspoken ‘it’s a deal’ passed between them. Pecking each other on the lips, I felt all four hands graze against my shaft. Then Julia got off me as Vida moved toward the foot of the bed.

MILF-tastic herself bent down, all smiles until she was dangerously close to my tip. One breath flowed over my skin.

Enraptured by the gaze, I barely noticed Vida untie the knots of Julia’s hip-hugging bottom. It fell off our newest housemate, leaving the full peach curve of her ass in view.

Her tongue flicked at the crease in my head. It wasn’t only Julia’s pretty face that had me throbbing. Whatever Vida had gotten up to behind her made her wince then and giggle, in the best way possible.

Another smooth tease cut my next breath short. Hairs rose on the back of my neck while her mouth took me halfway in.

My tip bathed in all that searing heat. Then her taste-buds rubbed down my length. With plenty of force, but in no damn hurry.

Our resident mid-thirties goddess shifted forward, pushing her tongue even harder against that ridge down the center of my cock. Somehow, it was calming. Like she wanted me to lie back and let her take control.

Clenching my teeth and rushing air out of my nose, I fought the groan she kept teasing up from my core.

Half a whimper rattled my bones. Then Julia eased her way back, wrapping her fingers around the base for a tender stroke, letting the spittle glide skin and against skin.

Vida left Julia to work the minor case of shakes out and almost dove toward my lap. The sudden grab and inky black of her pupils tore my attention away from those dangerous curves. It was supposed to be her night for a reward, after all.

Both of them licked at me like it was a fight. A hard moan welled up in my throat. Bunching the sheets in my fists, it took all I had just to keep silent.

Tongues warred over territory. Vida on my left, and Julia on my right.

Still dressed for work? That wouldn’t do, because Vida was too fucking nice to look at. I almost reached her ass for a slap, grabbing the bottom hem of her turtleneck instead.

The momentary break as Vida let me pull her head and arms free was all Julia needed to sink me to the back of her throat.

Feeling my knuckles go white, threads on the comforter popped as I held on for dear life. As if that little show meant something.

Julia delivered on a promise I hadn’t even heard. Shaking her head and letting my dick bounce around in her mouth, the pressure didn’t let up until the soft flesh in the back of her mouth twitched.

But she wasn’t rushing to rear back. A slow rise and her lips pressing around my girth coaxed out the grunt I’d been holding in.

Vida took over the slack, dropping her face until I was most of the way in another mouth.

My fingers let go, spreading until I felt the muscles on the upper side of my forearms ache.

Julia started working Vida out of those pants. The sound of denim slipping over thighs barely made it through the moans shivering my cock. But as each of Vida’s knee’s lifted, she let her face drift further down my length. All the way until I felt those plush lips squeeze against my hilt.

She nestled in, full-throating me like a dream.

I was already feeling that temptation to come. But then the smoke-show blowing me stupid wouldn’t ease up until my second round fired out.

The pressure kept building, and Vida wasn’t letting off. Feeling the shift on the mattress, the whimper around my dick told me that Julia was repaying Vida’s favor.

Another spasm jerked over my tip. Vida forced herself back, leaving me chilled as she collapsed her face into my abs. “Holy shit, keep doing that!”

Whatever Julia was doing to her, it only took one hand. As the front of Vida’s bra hit my lap, I had a clear path to push my cock through, the bottom nestled against her chest as both tits folded around the sides.

One more slam of her face had my knees chattering together. Close as fuck to getting incapacitated, that whole coil between my legs started unraveling until it threatened to send everything crashing down inside my head.

Maybe it was pity. Or perhaps Julia wanted to drive the point home. Her mouth left me as both of her hands clawed down my chest.

Pure heat folded around my dick. “I don’t care if it’s too much. I need it. Now.”

With bare pussy sliding dangerously close to letting my tip enter the doors of Valhalla, I gripped both hands on the covers again. Soft and hot. Just the way I like them.

Julia’s fingers ran up my sides. A little more of that smirk and the Succuba Alpha blush unraveled just how much she wanted it.

The edge of her passage took me in. Like a heated well, the warmth kept going down my shaft until every inch started cooking. About the time I was all the way through, Julia trembled like she was ecstatic just to get that much.

I reached up with one hand, grabbing between the leather straps over her stomach. Once I felt stitches push back, I was guiding her like with full control.

Both of her arms crushed into the pillow under my head. Wiggling and swaying to some quiet rhythm with her hips, Julia eased her face next to mine. “It’s been almost a year, but that doesn’t mean you have to be gentle.”

As if I was in control or something. “You’re the one on top.”

Another swish of her ass rolled my cock through her pussy. Letting the moan slip, Julia pushed our cheeks together. “I really get the prize tomorrow, when Katie’s here?”

Lasting until I could plant myself in Vida wasn’t guaranteed. With Julia’s cunt begging me to come early, my mind had already frayed around the edges.

“You look like you’re ready.” Julia tucked her mouth next to my ear. “Should I go ahead and tell Vida she’ll have to cash in a rain-check?”

My hand kept guiding her up and down. Not that it wasn’t a dangerous game already.

Taking my lack of an answer as consent, our less-bitchy blonde twitched each side of her ass. Bumping herself to each side like that got me that final bit deeper, until I felt the bulb all the way inside her slide around my head. If she didn’t want kids before it was too late, I wouldn’t have believed it.

She dashed all the way up the ramp. Our bodies slammed together like Julia was trying to turn my pelvis to dust.

I was on the verge of letting go. Raw flesh slid against my dick until the tip grew and almost went critical.

Vida must have caught my body language, because she wasn’t having it. “Now come on! I already let Faith get the prize last night. You can wait for your own turn.”

Julia wasn’t fighting it, settling until I was locked all the way inside her.

Before she could get up, I had to growl, “Don’t you fucking move...” It wasn’t gonna take much to set me off at that point.

She crept up, staring at the tension in my neck. By the time I was out, my pulse beat at my temples like a drum.

Wasting no time, Vida had already splayed herself out on her back. The strip of panty over her cunt slid out of the way.

“You’re gonna have to give me a fucking minute.” I pulled my shirt off and collapsed against the bed. Every second I could stall felt like it was buying me another eternity in heaven.

My heart settled down enough to catch my breath, after who knows how long. Pushing up to my elbows, Julia had already taken over the empty space between Vida’s thighs. Because I guess she looked after her people more than I’d given the chick credit for.

She looked over at me as Vida shut her eyes from the deep fingerbanging. “You back with us, finally?”

The night’s princess was already bunching her shoulders up and gasping. So at least coming about the same time as her wasn’t about to be an exercise in heroic restraint.

Crawling into position as Julia pulled both digits out, I couldn’t help appreciating Vida in a new light. Dark-skinned, black curls, and green eyes that probably glowed in the dark. If I’d ever had a fantasy about some gypsy-looking supermodel, she’d have been my girl.

I kept both feet on the floor and pulled her ass my way. Legs hugged around my back. I had to put both hands down, stopping the fall before I face-planted right into her.

The slightest bump of my hips had me in. Hot enough to boil over and coursing against my shaft, Vida’s pussy wasn’t fucking around. I was doomed to come with her or die trying.

Before I rushed my way through, Faith and River squeezed their way into the room. Because that’s all I needed.

Slamming against Vida, I stared up at them. “Hold up, it’s her night.”

Neither of them even pretended I was there. Instead, they went for Julia.

Slipping out, almost to the tip, the weight of all four of them on the bed almost busted my loose. But I wasn’t leaving this cunt until it screamed for mercy. Even if the quick thrust back in tensed my nuts.

I pushed against Vida’s hips, grabbing hard and forcing her up and down.

She got into it, rolling to each side just enough to get herself whining. Her ankles pushed harder against my ass. Then she gave it the full roll, showing off what those gym-sculpted abs could do.

Damn! Trying to jolt her into pieces, every bit of fight I put into it got matched. Ounce for ounce.

Tight, slick walls pulsed from entrance to roof. I’d felt an amazing cunt or three, all of which were to my right. But Vida’s body was pulling out all the stops, just to make sure I couldn’t.

But it didn’t matter. Something inside me broke like a cheap pencil.

Forcing both of my hands under her ass, I lifted and began slamming away. Vida kept wiggling herself, doing what I wanted her to before I could even tense a muscle for the order.

The dark-haired cyclone kept moaning close to my ear. Legs tensed, hands clasped behind my back, and curls kept whipping into my face.

Like every piece of her wanted to get me off, Vida refused to quit. Dripping folds and searing bumps kept easing up for every thrust. Then they goddamned clamped together, shortening every rip backward with another fraction of an inch.

It felt fine and like a dream come to life.

But then I felt more than a couple of hands on my ass.

Vida was ripping crimson lines from shoulder to kidney with her nail. A series of giggles behind me told me that Julia was up and helping the original two.

Finding out what I was made of, the last rush proved I wasn’t the brave hero I’d always thought I’d be. Pins and needles fired through my sack, drifting up until a new burst of sweat rushed through.

And you know Vida wasn’t about to help me. The slight dig of her nails along my side teetered me over the edge.

Her final round of screams blew out.

Even with my eyes shut, the feeling and the noise set the ball rolling. One more push at my hips locked me in.

It all came rushing forward at once.

Vida had me trapped with all four limbs, her coworkers kept leaning against me, and I wouldn’t have dreamed of pulling out.

But Jesus, I had to be speaking in tongues as the whole world went dark. Another burst of ramming kept me slinging into her. Then I felt the head of my cock swell up, pulling Vida with me as I tried gliding out one more time.

Arms and legs closed around me. My balance gave out at the same time as my breath.

Trapping me all the way in, Vida’s last cry broke the camel’s back.

I closed my eyes hard enough to see dancing colors. A pulse between my legs welled up, and then I went into overload. Bursting up my shaft, that first load felt like it was gonna collapse my lungs.

Hands kept pressing at my ass. More than two, and probably all eight.

Someone pushed the hair from over my ear. “That’s it, Carter...” Then I felt a slap on my backside. “Don’t hold back.”

Every burst clenched my teeth harder. About the time Vida lost her strength, I felt the last shot struggle to get out. Grunting it through, I pushed between the easing grip of her walls.

It took both of us what felt like eternity to even get our senses back. But staring at the clock on the wall, it might have been a couple of minutes.


If having an unlimited supply of pussy around had been my goal, there wasn’t a damn thing I’d have to do.

But even after giving in the night before, I couldn’t let Jaradale’s game stand. Those tanks of Succuba Alpha pumping through the vents proved that I was just his dupe. The only sleep he’d lose over this would be a result of him working late.

Julia was out, but I’d come to trust Faith enough to let her be my eyes and ears. Before heading out to meet Katie and fill my only standing delivery order, I pulled our redhead into my room. “I need a favor.”

She was itching to drop to her knees. “Such as?”

“Not like that.” It’d already gotten so bad that I couldn’t shake my head anymore. “If anyone shows up, you let me know, and record their asses. After Julia gets her prize tonight, I’ll have something special lined up for you, if you do.”

Faith perked up. “Those guys who showed up yesterday swore up and down that the central heat and air needed work.”

“Yeah, they can say that, but I’m letting you know ahead of time that nobody outside of us is allowed in. If they try forcing through or won’t leave, call the cops after you text me.”

She gave a mock salute. “Will do, Master Chief, sir!”

So at least I had a mole of my own. But now I had to figure out a way to burn Jaradale’s ass.

It’s not that I didn’t like having these girls around, the unlimited libidos they packing, or the amount of work on my end. But this was going too far.

Covering my own back, I went downstairs and took pictures of the dosing apparatus. Sending them to Dr. Cynthia Clare, as well as a copy of my contract, I didn’t know if I’d have backup or my walking papers by the time I came back.

But this shit couldn’t keep happening. If GeneFactor was really in the business of warping minds like this, I wanted no part of it.


BOSS TO BIMBO

Another international flight, another paycheck that barely covered my bills. Not that my boss cared. She had it all from birth, being the heiress to a multinational chain of resorts. It also pissed me off that she was my age exactly, but had this kind of wealth simply because she won the lottery of being born to the right family.

Manuel, one of the workers I'd befriended on my last trip, changed everything for me. He claimed that he knew a secret way to get any woman to do as you please. I didn't believe him. At least, not until he proved it to me.

“Watch me,” he said, breaking away from me and heading toward a total MILF on the other side of the pool. I fully expected her to turn away any attempt by my Indonesian bartender friend to get into her bikini. The only thing out of place was when he put a bracelet on her wrist.

But I watched as they disappeared behind the pool house. They both emerged a few minutes later, breathless and sweaty. I couldn't believe it.

Manuel strutted back, his teeth shining from between his lips. “How in the hell did you–?”

He winked to cut me off. “The red stones on this island. Any woman who wears one you give her does whatever you say.”

“Bullshit.”

“Call me a liar if you want.” He smiled and pointed behind me. “The cove over there has them, just above the beach.”

“No fucking way.”

“We call them cuki stones. Pick up a few and try it.”

Manuel was bird dog ugly, surly little bastard. Why wouldn't I believe him at that point? “Why tell me this?”

He grinned like a devil and said, “We hate Ms. Montgomery too, palkon.”

I knew enough of the local slang. “Thanks, bangsat.”

Manuel patted me on the back. “Have fun yourself, asshole.”


I rushed back, the pocket of my trunks full of those red gems. They didn't look like anything special, but something about them almost spoke to me. I didn't want to believe it, even then, but I knew each time one fell out. I would stop, pick it up, and all would feel right again.

Every one of them looked like crystallized blood. They didn't shine at all, but somehow they didn't look dull either. The color was deep on a visual and visceral level, almost like it drew you in further the closer you looked at them.

But I had to make them wearable. Otherwise, I'd never get my boss to put one on. I hated to do it, but I knew I'd have to give some money to one of those hawkers on the beach.

Elana Montgomery would never wear one of those trinkets willingly, but I had a way to make her put one on. I let myself get raped of more than twenty U.S. dollars, and then ripped the shell fragment out of its setting. The cheap metal tongs wrapped around the clearest stone I found, and I had a necklace fit for making my boss my slave.


I knocked on Elana's door and waited fifteen seconds. Sliding my keycard into the lock, I knew it would be my last time giving her that stupid formality as I entered. She stood in front of the window, wrapped in a bathrobe, wearing sandals I knew had to cost more than a single one of my weekly checks.

“I didn't call for you.” Elana never bothered turning toward me. “What is it?”

“Ma'am, I have something for you.”

Still no turn. “Why should I care?”

I tried to think of something. “It's–,” my heart started racing, “a gift, from one of the locals. He said he wanted to thank you for giving his family jobs.”

Pulling the necklace out, I let the jewel dangle. Elana turned and her nose curled. “It's string and a rock. Why would I want that kind of trash?”

Her appraisal was accurate, but she didn't have to be such a bitch. “It's an insult to turn down a gift. You can throw it away as soon as we leave.”

“Go ahead and do it for me.” She flipped her hand out and turned back to her window. Something was wrong with her, even if she was as stuck-up as ever.

“Ma'am,” I hated having to call her that, “is something bothering you?”

Elana kept to herself, crossing her arms and tensing her shoulders. At times, I thought she was beautiful. In fact, she was stunning by any standard. But any sense of a crush I might have had on Elana never overcame the hate I felt for her.

“I'm the only person you know personally on this entire island. You might as well open up.”

“And what could you do about it?”

I stared at the back of her head. If she were a man, I'd have bashed it in months ago. “Probably nothing, but talking about it is a great start.”

“You wouldn't understand.”

“Elana,” it was always risky calling her by her first name, “I know you better than anyone at this point. I know we're not friends or anything like that, but I hate to see you like this.” A lie in the plainest sense, but what did I have to lose? She didn't trust me, just like any of her employees, but she would at least open up to me a little.

“The government here is demanding I help pay for a homeless shelter nearby. Otherwise, they'll shut down this entire resort.” She kicked at the plate glass window. “They're holding this place hostage, and they know it.”

Personally, I thought it would only be fair for her to help pay for one. This whole complex displaced a fishing village that had been here for hundreds of years. “Ma'am, have you tried showing some sympathy? You don't have to really mean it, but it might help.”

“Grease the wheels, you mean?”

The analogy made no sense to me, but Elana never was as smart as she assumed. Ruthless, maybe, but that was easy to mistake for intelligence in business. “Kill them with kindness, yes.” I knew what she intended to put across, at least.

“Any ideas?”

I gripped the cord in my hand. “This necklace might be a sign of support. The locals think wearing this stone signifies friendship and fairness.”

“Fine.” Elana ran her fingers through her hair and pulled it off her neck. “I'll wear the trash if it means I can end this stupid problem.”

I smiled to myself and undid the cheap clasp. Not knowing if Manuel was pissing on my leg or not, I draped the necklace over Elana's breasts. The clip broke off as I released it, part of it hitting the floor.

“Well, are you done?” Her temper was short, and I knew it.

Making a quick knot with the ends, I let the cord go. It settled on the back of her neck. “It's on, but I think it'll take more than a silly necklace to win the locals over.”

She turned, Elana's eyes looking innocent for the first time since I had met her. “What should I do, then?”

“Honestly?” Her head cocked, honestly hanging on what I was about to say. “Make things right with the people you displaced.” I fully expected her to turn back around, ignoring my advice, as usual.

“It might take more than a homeless shelter, Glen.”

Elana had never called me by my name before. “You probably won't go so far as to build them real homes, though.”

“Why wouldn't I? If you think it's the right thing to do, then I can't say no.”

My heart nearly stopped as I thought, “Manuel, you glorious son of a bitch!” Elana looked up at me, her forehead barely coming up to my chin as I said, “I think it's the least you could do.”

“Then I'll tell the governor I'll help these people, and ask what else I can do. I meet him tonight, and I'm sure he'll be happy to hear it.”

The Elana I knew would have fought tooth and manicured nail to fight that kind of suggestion. I didn't need anymore proof of what these stones were capable of. “I think there's a lot of good we could do, and not just here.”

“If that's what I should do, can you tell me how?”

I wasn't ready to end it with just turning Elana into a philanthropist. “When the time comes.” I put my hands on Elana's shoulders and added, “But there's something you can do for me until then.”

“Yes, sir?”

My eyebrows almost cleared my forehead. “What was that?”

Elana looked like she was struggling with a new facial expression. The softer, more servile look was absolutely a first for her. “I don't know what it is, but something makes me want to listen to you.” She took a step closer and added, “Like, if I follow your lead, everything will turn out alright.”

“Well, if you want to listen to me, I won't stop you.”

“But something bothers me.”

I took a risk and put my hand on her shoulder. Elana would have never let me get away with that before. “Tell me.”

She leaned her head, resting her cheek against the back of my hand. “I never really liked you until now.” I felt that skin blush as soon as Elana let the words slip.

But how much control did I have? If I could get my amoral bitch of a boss to be this honest and submissive, surely the power of that necklace had a limit. It was time to see how right Manuel was. “That's alright. Do you want to make it up to me?”

“How?” Elana pushed her cheek a little harder against my hand, trying to nuzzle out an apology.

“Let's fuck,” I tightened my grip on her shoulder, “hard.”

I waited, certain that I had pushed my power over my boss too far. Closing my eyes, I felt Elana shift her body. I expected a hard slap across the face.

When her fingers touched my face, I barely resisted cringing. Elana caressed my cheek. “It's alright, Glen. I'd love that.”

Now that I had her under my control, I didn't know what to do with Elana. “Well, shall we get started?” I wanted to punch myself, freezing up and going straight to being awkward like that.

Elana pulled away from me. I watched as she dropped that robe from her body and flipped off her sandals on the way to the bed. Finally, she looked back at me and asked, “Are you coming? It's a two-person job, you know.”

I didn't know how to react. “Ask for more money, maybe?” Too soon for that idea. The boss I had spent the last year hating was now open, and willing to let me have my way with her.

Elana pulled her bikini bottom down a few inches and kept looking back at me from the foot of the bed. I finally had to say something. “Take everything off,” I caught myself before it was too late, “except for that necklace I gave you.”

She didn't hesitate. Elana's hands went behind her back as she put her knees on the mattress. I watched the knot fly undone and then her top fell away. Her shoulders hit the bed and I watched her ass rise up, that bottom slipping down her thighs. If not knowing how to react was a problem before, now I felt like I had stood in quick-setting concrete for hours.

I watched everything, finally seeing what those weekly spa treatment marathons could do for a woman in her mid-twenties. Everything about Elana was perfectly proportioned and flawless. Even that sliver of pussy I caught sight of had a glow to it.

She was lying face down when she asked, “Do I have to yell at you again?” It was playful this time, like she was focused on fulfilling my order.

I couldn't leave her waiting like that. Stepping over, it was easy enough to see how wet she was. In all of my random hook-ups, Elana was the first to practically beg for it without saying as much. “Sit up.”

Like an obedient slave, my boss turned over and sat herself up. I threw myself down into the bed, lying on my back. Elana crawled over me. Those blue eyes matched the dull luster of that red stone hanging from her neck.

“You're the first man worth less than ten million I've fucked.”

My eye twitched. “Blow me.”

Elana smiled, taking it literally. She slid down my torso, jerking at my shorts. I pulled her ass my way.

I wasn't about to stop her. The cold rush of air hit my cock as soon as Elana broke it free. I let her take a seat on my face, that perfectly bald pussy riding a fraction of an inch above my mouth.

Her lips closed on the tip of my dick as my tongue explored her folds. I felt Elana's fingers wrap around the base. Her clit had swollen, practically begging for attention.

My boss whimpered into me, sucking on it like it held the essence of youth. I slipped a finger inside her, feeling the soft, wet heat. It felt like a shame to leave it waiting.

But it felt too good to break her concentration like that. Elana had been practicing. That tongue danced along my shaft, giving me pleasure for once instead of insults and orders.

Her lips sank further down, the hard suction giving me that slightly painful sensation that just felt too amazing to stop. Elana's hand broke away, both gripping around my thighs as she sank herself even further down.

Elana just went at it even harder. Her pussy dripped onto my tongue, ready and willing to be at my service. I'd finally had enough waiting.

I pulled her off of me and pushed Elana onto her back. I got on all fours, leaning above her. I saw the impatience in her eyes, eating away at Elana's mind.

“You want it that bad, don't you?”

Her fingers tore at the button on my pants. “Do I have to beg?”

I grinned to myself, staying silent as she forced my shorts down and got to work on my shirt. Elana worked her way up to my chest, ripping every attachment open like I was a wrapped present she had always wanted.

Elana forced my boxers down, the hem of my undershirt up. I felt the heat emanating from between her legs. It was too much to resist any longer.

I was ready to dive right in. Pushing my hands into the bed, I lowered myself as Elana kicked the pants and boxers down my legs. The tip of my cock almost burned as it got closer to her.

She took hold of my shaft and pulled me down. I felt myself part those lips between her thighs. Elana looked satisfied, like her life was nearly complete.

I hesitated for a split-second. It was too long for her. Those fingers curled hard around me, forcing me down, right at the edge of her entrance.

“You act like you're in a hurry,” I said, watching the pain fade away from Elana's face.

Those breasts heaved with each breath. “I fucking want it, now.”

From total bitch to complete slut. I liked this change. “Prove it.”

The silky texture enveloped my shaft as Elana slid herself down and forced me inside. I had to gasp like I had just come up from a dive. Those pouty lips curled upward. “Don't tell me you're not interested.” Elana pushed her hips up, rolling me around in there to hit every nook and cranny. “It was your idea.”

I gave her a short thrust and said, “So what if it was? You're the one who wants it so bad now.”

“Is that a problem?”

How could it be? I put a palm over her mouth, Elana's tongue playing along on my skin. “Just shut up and ride my dick.”

My boss and new fuck toy shut her eyes. Elana shifted herself and pulled me even deeper, all the way down to her deepest point. I never wanted to leave, knowing this might turn into a one-off event. I had no idea how long the effects of my gift would last.

What she did next shocked the hell out of me. I tried to brace myself as Elana moved to push me out, and then sank me back in all the way. I was helpless to stop it, the skin of my cock sliding back into her with the full force a hard fuck deserved.

Elana moaned as I hit her back wall. Her legs curled around my back, keeping me all the way in. But what she did next still makes me thank whatever higher power may or may not be up there.

“Is it too much, Glen?”

“Why would you ask that?”

“You're holding back on me.”

I drove in, whipping the fuck out of my whole body to the point of whiplash. “What makes you think that?”

“You said you wanted to fuck me hard. What's wrong?” She was innocent as a virgin, no matter how far I had my cock buried inside her.

At this point, she had pissed me off. I curled my arm around her, hard. The next thrust cracked her voice.

And then the next, and the one after, and every other one I had in me. Elana's legs were wrapped around me like a tight knot. She still wanted more, no matter how loud we clapped our bodies together.

Elana had me wrapped around her little finger, and the rest of her body. “Am I too much?”

“Not at all.”

“So why are you hesitating?”

Fuck. I didn't even know, truth be told. Elana was everything I could have ever wanted, even if I did hold a grudge against her tight, hot ass. So I went down, further, crashing my chest against her tits. Even against the world, I wanted to dive further into that pussy, no matter the consequences.

I had her moaning and gripping tight with everything she had. Elana's voice ripped through the suite every time I sank in. By the time I was out of breath, she could barely take enough herself.

Elana had me locked inside her body. I gasped out, “You still want fucking more, don't you?”

Her voice was just as anemic and ragged. “Something wrong with that?”

“Who knew you were such a slut?”

Elana smiled and planted her feet against the back of my legs, pushing me deep again. “I'm not. I just really fucking want you right now.”

I didn't know how much more of this woman I could take. She still wanted me to keep railing into her. But when it came to Elana, I had plenty of pent up aggression to pull from.

Bracing myself with moth arms, I planted my hands on each side of her head. “You'd better come.”

“What would you do if I didn't?”

I gave her a jarring thrust and said, “Then that's all you get.”

“You're mean.”

I let her finish and threw myself into it. Every point of contact between us felt electric. Each crash of my dick inside Elana drove her closer to the edge.

She was beyond ready, but I didn't let up. Elana shrieked as I put my whole weight into it, pulling completely out and plunging back to crash against her deepest hold. Her tunnel was more than open, swallowing me whole with a gush of her inner desire.

I steeled myself for that last push. My body ached, ready to give out and leave the job incomplete. But I wouldn't have dared let her beat me.

Elana split my ears as I ripped her hard. Her thighs shook and tightened up against me. The sting of her fingernails digging into my back almost set me off early.

My boss quivered under me. I let Elana ride it out, her entire body wrapping up like a stretched rubber band, and then releasing with a hard snap. Even her breath shook as it came out.

She acted like there wasn't much left in her, but I knew better than to think the rich whore was finished. The deep satisfaction in her face said what words couldn't. As she opened her eyes back up, I caught a glint of something I couldn't yet figure out.

But that's when Elana changed. “Glen, something feels weird.”

I pulled my cock out of her. “What?”

“I don't know.” The pure-strain bitch you always saw in her face had disappeared. “It's more about you than me.”

I grabbed the jewel around her neck. It pulsed in my hands, just enough that I could feel it, but not quite know for sure if it had moved or not. So long as Elana stayed under my control, I had no worries.

She didn't look anything but turned on as I brushed the curls out of her face. I leaned in close and asked, “So what do you feel about me right now?”

Her cheeks blushed. I saw another flash in her eyes, this time like the old personality everybody hated was trying to escape. It disappeared just as fast. Elana stared into me as she answered, “I feel,” she stopped for a moment, smiling a bit more like she felt good about it, “I guess, I feel attached to you now.”

“Fuck, what if the size of the stone makes the effects greater?” I knew there was something Manuel didn't tell me. Whether it was that or not, I couldn't figure out. “So, you actually like me now?”

Elana gave me a playful slap on the cheek and slid out from under me. She got up on her knees as I  rolled on my side. “I've always liked you, even if I didn't act like it.”

“Really?”

She giggled and pushed me onto my back. “Not that way, you dolt.” I felt her fingers grasp around my wrists. “I just can't let my employees think I'm their friend.”

“So you make us hate you?”

Elana had her face just an inch above mine. “You don't have to deal with that anymore.” Her breasts pushed against my chest. “Just think about it, Glen. You're not just my assistant now.”

“So what am I?”

I felt the heat of her pussy almost singe the tip of my cock again. “Someone I want to listen to, and maybe more.” That wetness hit me again as Elana eased herself past the tip. “What do you think we are?”

“Master and slave.” I wanted to punch myself for letting that one slip. “Maybe not that bad, but I still work for you?”

“Is it what you want?” Elana pushed herself all the way down my shaft, leaning back and giving me a quick jerk of her hips. “I'm glad I started doing what you say.”

Elana settled in, rocking back and forth with her hands pressed against my shoulders. “Wait, what are you willing to do for me?”

She rolled her hips a bit faster. “Like I just told you.” Elana whimpered a bit and added, “Anything you want me to do. Just say it.”

It finally sank in that I had total control over Elana. “But why?”

“When you gave me this necklace,” Elana started working her hips side to side, panting with every stroke, “I've felt like listening to you is the right thing to do.” Her hair whipped back as she slung her head, moving both hands down to my abs.

Elana picked it up, rocking my dick inside her like it just had to collide with everything. She was loving it, crying out every time she got me to hit a certain spot. I started moving on my own, helping her with hard jabs from below.

I let her cry and whimper all she liked. It only drove Elana on even furthers. I felt her slide over my cock from all sides, teasing a finish out of me at a breakneck pace.

But she wasn't quite ready for me to stop. I tried to push her back down and thrust back in at the same time. Elana was having none of it, sliding off and giving me the biggest shit-eating grin I'd ever seen.

She stared right into me and asked, “Do you know what really gets me going?”

I didn't care. I just wanted back inside. “What?”

She turned and got on all fours as I sat up. “Pull my hair. Make me get loud, and act like you hate me.”

Not a hard order to follow by any means. I scooted off the bed and stood as Elana presented herself. It looked like she was missing a piece, and it just happened to be in the exact shape of my cock.

I took hold of those curls draped over her back first. Twisting it between my fingers, I pulled back on her hair, making her stare at the ceiling. Elana moaned like she wanted more.

My hand cracked against her ass, bouncing off for another swing. I gave the second some follow through, grabbing hold and feeling the heat as the handprint turned beet red. I didn't even need a spit shine, ripping back inside like a bullet.

Elana shrieked as I pulled her hair for leverage. I looked down and saw the curl in her toes. The smack of our bodies echoed through the suite like applause.

My boss did her own cheering, mewling and crying out like I was pleasure in human form. That's when she screamed out the words that almost stopped me mid-stroke. “Fucking come with me!”

I hesitated for a second. Elana just pushed herself back, writhing herself in place. I damn near blew myself out. “Aren't you worried?”

She just pushed harder against me. “About what?” Elana reached back, wrapping her hand around my side and urging me even deeper.

“You know.” But I still wasn't stopping her.

“I don't care.” Elana's back arched as she got me all the way in. “It's up to you.”

But could I? My body wanted nothing more, but my rational mind shuddered at the idea of possibly knocking her up. Then the emotional side took hold.

“Fuck her. Why wouldn't I?” Elana was beyond filthy rich, one hell of a piece of arm candy, and wrapped around my little finger like a slave. I wanted this.

I gave my answer with a battering set of thrusts, pulling her hair with everything I had. Elana had to be waking guests at least two floors beneath us. I let her, knowing that she was mine to claim.

She was beyond any sense of sanity in that moment, pushing hard into me on her own, giving every slam of our bodies even more force. My dick still hurts when I think about it. I didn't care about the intense friction, giving Elana exactly what I knew she was begging for.

I let her keep going. My body struggled to keep from finishing off. Elana had me in her grips physically, but I held the reigns to her mind and her pleasure.

She erupted into a long scream and went still. I forced myself to push on, not giving her the break her overloaded body desperately needed. She had not way to stop it.

Elana began to blush on every inch of her body. Her legs tensed and her arms went limp. I still had her hair woven between my fingers, forcing her to stay up.

The buildup inside Elana threatened to boil over. Her pussy tightened and pulsed against my shaft. She just kept wailing as I never let up. My sack began to tingle as my dick swelled a bit more.

When her feet came up to meet her ass, I gave out. The entire room faded away as every part of me concentrated on the sudden rush. I let go of Elana's hair as she crashed down.

She quivered face-down as I felt the first gush come out of me, slick and warm inside her. Elana moaned in front of me. I could tell she wanted to take all of it in, as deep and plentiful as I could make it.

Every last drop burst out like it had an energy and a want of its own. I gasped for breath and lurched forward, feeling myself empty in one final act of complete ownership. My arms and shoulders got weak as my core shuddered. I felt alive, like I was openly claiming what was mine to take.

One final gush sapped me of everything. I stayed inside Elana as long as I could, finally groaning and letting myself collapse beside her. I looked over to my boss, smiling to myself as I realized she was as breathless as she was breathtaking.


We had just wrapped up the meeting. The local council and the province's governor came in expecting a fight, but they were leaving ecstatic. Elana had agreed to all of their demands, and had even sweetened the pot with some suggestions I had given her.

New housing for the displaced locals was going to be built, on par with a dignified living. Beyond that, Elana proposed an economic development program to help the local community beyond the resort. And all with the local environment in mind.

When she proposed my idea that the cove where I had found the gems become a nature preserve, a few of the listeners looked over at me. The head of the council winked and smiled my way. He knew exactly how this had come about. The cuki stones worked.

I was glad to see Elana making a positive impact for once. In fact, after all of this went down, everything changed. While she gave me the opportunity to run my own region, I had to decline.

She seemed happy about that, knowing I was staying by her side instead of taking her newfound generosity and just running with it.

After all, I had her under my total control. Why head up all of the Montgomery Resorts operations in the Caribbean when I essentially controlled the entire company from behind the scenes? And why give up having the owner, Elana Montgomery, as my own personal plaything?


HAREM BOND

The smell of old paper and a hint of vanilla filled my nose. Antique bookstores like this were my happy place away from home.

My consulting gig had wrapped up a day early, and I wasn’t rescheduling my flight. The chance to finally dig through the shelves at Mortimer’s Books was too great to pass up. A couple hundred more old tomes, and my personal library would begin spilling into the rest of the house.

Jamie and Hannah wouldn’t be able to complain, either. I’d married Jamie as a little bit of a trophy and paid for the house in-full, myself. Hannah was only Jamie’s side-piece and technically a roommate. When your marriage has three people in it, you need a big place like that for the elbow room.

I scrolled through my inventory of the rarer things I wanted. With a good stack under my other arm, I knew was about to pay the full collector’s price for everything.

Then I saw it tucked on that shelf full of crazy ramblings. The pseudoscience rack, if you will.

Blue as a California sky, the spine had The Bond of Obedience stamped in gold leaf. Call it a guilty pleasure, but I loved reading the hilarious stuff people used to believe.

It wasn’t on my list. But when you make as much per consulting job as I do, you can blow money on hobbies and your impulses.

Sitting the rest of the books on the table behind me, I pulled the book off the shelf. The front cover had a little damage. Always a shame but it’s the words I was after.

Let’s see… I flipped through and saw enough to want it even more. First edition, published in 1870, and the author was barking-fucking mad. Which meant it would be the perfect read for my flight.

After paying for it and the rest of my stack, I was almost giddy to pour through every page. Riding from LAX to Buffalo, New York was always a boring slog without something to keep you entertained. Almost as bad as the two hour drive from Buffalo to my house in Syracuse.


After a little turbulence, I turned yet another page. So far, the book had met every expectation.

The loony had cranked up right off the bat. According to one Mr. Theodore Kingsolver, absolute loyalty and devotion from anyone was merely a phrase and the right frame of mind away. ‘Generosity in dominance,’ he called it.

Halfway through the book, I finally got to the phrase he’d been teasing at.

Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.

Then he went on to stress that the power was in what you put behind that mantra. Short-term favors, or permanent fealty. It was all a matter of how much you expected from the other person.

Which seemed like complete bunk and horseshit. I closed the book after a few more pages and sighed at the cabin’s ceiling.

To my right, I heard the girl seated next to me. “Seems like a good read. You’ve hardly looked up from it until now.”

I thought her name was Kate, or at least, that’s what I remembered from the boarding pleasantries. Some fairly cute professor at a college in upstate New York. I forget which one.

“Rare books are kinda my hobby. You never know what you’ll end up reading, because nobody else remembers them either.”

The dusky blonde of her bobbed hair moved a little as she smiled. So at least it was honest. “Believe it or not, my doctorate is in library science.” Plus, that hair color reminded me of my wife.

“I’m no archivist, but do you mind if I pick your brain?”

Kate held a hand out. “It wasn’t my specialty, but can I see your book?”

“Go ahead.” It wasn’t like it was a real treasure. I think I paid less than twenty bucks for it, and Mortimer’s knows the going prices. “It was a total impulse buy.”

She scratched at the bridge of her nose while looking at the first pages. “Teversham Esoterics Press closed down not long after this was published. I’d be shocked if there was more than one printing.”

“That’s the most Victorian and British name for a company I’ve ever heard in my life.” But if the rest of their catalog had been that nutty, I kinda wanted the whole set.

“Well, their authors were seen as absolute madmen, even in their time. But successful as they were with nearly every book, the entire company folded up overnight.”

Which sounded like my plan. Get rich, and cash out. “What else do you know about it?”

“They were based outside of Oxford. That’s about it.”

It was the kind of info you probably wouldn’t find on the internet. “Hey, it’s something. Thanks.”

Kate handed it back to me and crossed those endless legs under her skirt. “So what’s the big takeaway?”

Explaining even the basics without sounding crazy would have been impossible. “The author was a complete nutter.”

“As in?”

I was distracted by the flat dangling from the end of her foot. She was absolutely fuckable. Not that I had time for a regular booty call.

Kate nudged my elbow. “Well?”

“Sorry.” I passed it off like I’d got the mid-flight drowsies and looked her in the eyes. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.”

That polite distance fell from of her eyes. “I’d like that too.”

“What?”

She got up and rummaged through the overhead bin. Dragging a knit blanket out of her checked bag, Kate sat down and draped it over both of our laps. Then I heard her whisper, “Joining the mile-high club’s too risky these days.”

Holy shit… My legs shifted when I felt her hand rest over my fly. “I mean, I’m not opposed to it.”

“You don’t even have to ask. I already know.”

I nearly started talking again when the zipper slid down. Glancing over, the guy on her other side by the window was passed slick out.”

Another whisper hardened my dick in her hand. “We’ve both got hours of driving after we land, so I reserved a room.”

The great thing about an open marriage is that there’s no jilted wife to panic over. “Sounds good.” Not that the handjob wasn’t appreciated.

Her voice steamed against my ear one last time. “Act like you’re reading. It’ll cover what’s really going on.”

From reading my usual three pages a minute, down to maybe a couple of paragraphs in the same time. Somehow, the damn book had got me this far. I at least owed it a cover-to-cover read.


Kate’s thighs squeezed around my waist as she lowered onto my cock. “It’s really a shame you had to wear this.”

I felt the bottom lip of my condom slide up. “No no no no….” Hannah and I didn’t have many rules, but new partners had to either show a clear test from the past month, or protection was a given. Not that I expected a library sciences professor to have any nasties down there.

Her shoulders bunched and all of her fingertips pulled at the top of my abs. “Fine, if that’s what you want.” Then Kate gasped when she had me all the way in again.

I rested my hands on her hips, grasping for the sides of her ass. Nodding at the hidden talent for riding a guy, I did wish like hell I could have gone in raw. Even without the glasses and being a dirty blonde, she had that Velma vibe about her. Because sometimes nerdy girls are the best kind of hidden freaks.

The full surge of her cunt grinding on my shaft knocked my legs straight. “You look like you’re about to come.” She dragged further down my stomach.

My jaw fell open and my neck bent. “Hell yeah. Don’t stop now.”

Kate dropped forward and swept her hips. “Before we check out,” her voice trembled into a whimper for a second, “we’ll do this again.”

Or as it would turn out, yet again, and then a fourth time thanks a late checkout call.

Wherever she’d learned that wiggle, it needed to be holy ground. Kate shimmied until I had to start bumping my hips into her from below.

She licked under my chin. “Oh yeah, you’re about to come. Just think how much better it’d feel if I could get your load inside me.”

I fought to unclench my jaw. “Don’t fucking tempt me.”

“But I want it...” She pouted in a way that’d break a psychopath’s heart.

My fingers stretched out and I slammed both hands against the bed. “Fuck!” Even behind a sleeve of latex, I couldn’t force myself into her hard enough.

“That’s it, come for me!” Her rhythm didn’t stop. “But I hope you just broke it.”

If I had, it was too damn late to do anything about it. Just thinking about the possibility tore a few extra loads out of me.

But as I pulled my rubber off and tied the open end, the makeshift balloon held up to the old squeeze test.

Kate was still on the bed, curled up and looking innocent, like she hadn’t just fucked a complete stranger. She frowned a little. “At least I know what gets you off. You’re screwed.”


Exhausted like the trip had gone long, I pulled into my garage. Kate had been something else, like she was getting off on the fact that I was married. It explained the non-stop begging for me to go in without a condom, kinda.

If Jamie was in the mood when I walked in, she’d have smelled the hotel strange on me. Kate had ambushed me after my shower, forcing me to drill her stupid against the mirrored doors on the closet. By the time I finished her off, we had maybe five minutes until the late checkout time.

Chasing tail hadn’t been a priority since Jamie kept me satisfied. Even though I had permission and some clear boundaries we’d put down together. But walking through the door, a line from the last page of that book stood out to me.

When you receive what you want, beware the natural consequence: You will only want more.

But it couldn’t have been speaking that line to Kate that made her turn into a kinky chick on the prowl... Right?

I dropped my keys in the bowl right inside kitchen. “Hey, either of you home?”

The only one who came running was Hannah’s French bulldog, Luna.

“At least you’re glad to see me, Bullfrog.” Nicknamed by me for the smooshed face, giant eyes, and a French stereotype. After she’d proven housebroken, the butt-ugly critter had grown on me, though. “Where are your moms?”

She ran through the dining room and back living room. Straight for the sliding doors.

“You just wanna piss, don’t ya?”

Luna hopped her front legs up as much as she could, which wasn’t even halfway up.

“There’s no way something that looks like you came from a wolf.” I opened the door and let her go bolting out.

But she stopped halfway between the pool and the grass and looked back. Which she never did.

“What?”

Tearing out that growly whine straight out of The Exorcism, Luna bounced from front to back on her legs.

“Alright, fuck.” Jamie and Hannah had to be in the guest house. The li’l bastard was smart, at least.

Luna shot for the grass the instant I got past her.

If those they were in the two bedroom, one bath house around back, that could only mean one thing: There was one hell of a show I was missing. Because they’d never care when I watched, so long as I didn’t get involved. Hannah was that strict, ‘no guys, no way’ kind of lipstick lesbian.

The noise of my wife probably getting edged to death hit me before I even got inside. Opening the door, it was a good thing the neighbors were all at work.

Jesus, what’s Hannah doing to her?

Another ripping shout and the shake of a bed frame told me where they were. And ducking my head in the front suite confirmed what I suspected.

Jamie was strapped to all four corners, ass down and spread eagle.

While Hannah kept pulling that wand off at the last second. No, she wasn’t interested in me. But I’d have fucked a tall, fit brunette like her dead, given half a chance.

I stood there for no telling how long before going all the way in. Before the sound of the hinges had them turned around, I asked, “You gonna let her get off before she strokes out? Goddamn.”

Hannah flipped the switch, leaving Jamie squirming in denial. “Hey Arn. We got into an argument, and she admitted she was wrong. So we’re working it out.”

“Well, carry on then.” I leaned my back against the wall, watching them in those almost identical sets of black lingerie. I can’t lie, there were parts of sharing my wife with Hannah that really kicked ass.

Jamie’s voice shook, and she probably didn’t even know I was there. “Please... I’m about to fucking die down here!”

Hannah turned her head my way. “It was that bad an argument.”

Just to myself, I answered, “Guess so.”

That poor, tiny blonde I’d married wasn’t getting off easy. Held on the verge of madness, Jamie bent the posts on the bed frame in a little more. Like she had been lezzing it up with a damn good personal trainer or something.

The buzzing stopped all of a sudden. Hannah stood up and circled the Hitachi around. “Alright, your turn, but don’t you fucking come in her.”

Which always meant their fun would be over. Hannah had never been with a guy, and she was happy to keep it that way. Cleaning up my mess was equally out of the question.

As I got over there, Jamie kept breathing like a fish out of water. Almost as if their reconciliation wasn’t her idea at all. “You’re home. Thank God...”

I mentioned having a third person in a marriage feels like a crowd. Now imagine that your wife’s lesbian girlfriend is kind of a bitch in the best way possible, her pushy domme, and personal trainer. Sometimes their workouts got this intense.

But I’d already been fucked out. “Sucks for you. The girl who sat next to me on the flight back was down for whatever.”

Jamie gasped up, “Condom with her?”

“Like always.”

She forced a not really fake grin. “Good. Then you’ll fuck me long enough to end this shit.”

I started to lean over her. Then I felt like being an asshole. “Nope. I don’t have a dog in this fight.”

Hannah was already giggling behind a hand. She chucked the wand at my wife’s hand. Which actually landed on target.

Jamie gripped at it, but it didn’t take long for her to realize that Hannah was fucking with her. Pulling at the webbing, she almost spat out, “It doesn’t do me any good if I can’t get it down there, you bitch!”

They usually argued like this. A lot. It’s how I knew Jamie wasn’t about to divorce me, so long as Hannah kept making me seem like the hero.

I couldn’t help turning around and smiling at Hannah. “We could always get some wings or something. Think we should give her what she wants, but duct tape it to her thigh before we go?”

“Alright.” Just because we were sharing opposite ends of my wife’s bisexuality didn’t stop us from being good friends.

“It probably needs to be the shitty wing place right out of the neighborhood. She’s fucked this bed up enough already.”

“And you know I don’t let her skip leg day.” Hannah reached into the nightstand. Pulling the tape out, she asked, “Can we keep it on after we get back and you start fucking her?”

“Now that’s just mean.” I pressed the bulb against Jamie’s clit. “But maybe, if she’s yelling hard enough.”

“I’m buying this time.” Which was rare for her. “You don’t even wanna know what we got into it about.” Meaning she wanted me to hear every detail.


I sat down the bones of another stripped wing. “Really, over your newest workout shoes not matching your eyes?”

Hannah kept pace with me, wing by wing. Swallowing before she moved on to the next one, she laid out the obvious. “She helped me pick the shoes out, so I think it’s a setup.”

Jamie wasn’t subbie-as-shit like that with me, but it wasn’t a shocking revelation. “How loud do you think she’s cussing us right now?”

“Hell if I know.” After slipping that dress and a jacket on, you couldn’t tell Hannah was still in the getup underneath. “Thank me for the chance to play hero, later.”

“How much do you need, plus the cost of the wings?”

She tossed her beer back and put three fingers up. Swallowing again, Hannah looked away. “It might take a little while to pay you back.” But she’d always managed it.

“At least you stopped.” Or so I hoped.

“The last time, I fucked up and got greedy. I knew better than to hit after getting dealt a nineteen.” And Atlantic City loan sharks had enforcers on-call in this half of New York state too.

“What’s Canoli or whatever the fuck he’s called charge in interest? You should have paid that off five times already.”

She turned red at the cheeks. “Ten percent.”

Which wasn’t too bad for a Jersey Shore scumbag to offer. “So it’s not the last one you took out, is it?”

“Well, he’s got these fees and—”

I could put up with a lot from her, but I had to give her the fuzzy eye. “Crooks don’t do fees, because they leave a paper trail.” The illegal crooks, anyway.

“You’re one to talk, Mr. Consultant.”

She had me there. “Hey, you like to gamble, and I hate to do real work. We’ve all got our vice.” Or seven. “You don’t see me getting ripped off by someone whose mom probably cooks the meanest lasagna in Jersey, though.”

“If you want to work out something that could save us both some trouble, fifteen-grand would pay it off and stop the interest.”

Even if Jamie reversed personalities and tried to run off with Hannah, I had the leverage to keep it from happening. She wouldn’t hold the sharks at bay if The Bank of Arn closed. “I’ll do it, but if you ask for a loan again, I’ll start charging interest on it.”

“Fine.” Hannah snatched a wing. “And thanks.”

I knew she was trying. For some people, like Hannah, gambling was as much a crippling addiction as heroine. At least she was just blowing the money like it was a drug habit, and not doing them.

Picking up where we’d left off, she dropped another bare chicken limb on the plate. “When you start eating your real estate agent, move in with her, and the hubby does favors like this… Trust me, I know how much I lucked out.”

“Like I told you, miss one payment, and you’re cut off. So far, you’ve always come through.” But I had to know I wasn’t pissing in the wind. “It’s a new condition for the bailout. Take it or leave it, as is.”

Hannah’s face went pale. “You think I’m crazy enough to turn it down?”

If I give out that kind of loan, you should worship the ground I walk on. For shits and giggles, I tried the mantra on her. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.”

The whole look on her face changed instantly. “Arn, you’re right. It should piss me off that I’ve thrown so much money away.”

I took hold my beer. “What I’ve been telling you this whole time is starting to make sense, isn’t it?” If only you’d give in and try a threesome too. But I stopped barking up that tree after the first ‘fuck no.’

“Mario ready to save the princess? You already know which castle she’s in.”

Full enough, I put a hand up as she offered the last wing. “Go for it. If I don’t wash that sauce off my hands while I’m thinking about it, Jamie will finally do that bed frame in.”

“Oof. Good point.”


With a hand washed three times over, I tried to open the door so Jamie couldn’t hear us. Not that even I could make out the hinges in all that racket.

Hannah patted my shoulder from behind. “Yeah, I think she’s learned her lesson.”

Jamie had drenched the bed in sweat, among other sources of wetness. And she still hadn’t noticed me as I stared down.

“Hi there.”

Like it had barely filtered through her head, Jamie cracked her eyes and rolled them back all at once.

“You look like you need some help.”

The constant moan broke into a plea, complete with nodding that had to give her whiplash.

And as much as I wanted to after seeing my wife getting worked up like that, I knew it had to hurt. “It’s your lucky day.” Plus, I’d had my dick wet enough just hours ago.

I turned the wand off and watched her entire body twist and pull against all four cuffs. The shake in her knees and elbows rattled out, tensing the webbing until it was about to snap. No telling how many forced, nonstop orgasms does that to someone.

Hannah stripped off that dress as I turned around, back to the same dark lingerie Jamie was in. But something about the color of her cheeks shifted. Like they were almost glowing pink.

Starting on one of the restraints, I told her, “Jamie’s had enough, don’t you think?”

My fingers stopped when Hannah grabbed my wrist with one hand, and traced a line up my arm with the other. “Sucks to be her.” There was something hungry in her eyes, and I’m not talking about food.

The urge to make the dream come true made me forget about the marathon Kate had put me through. “Funny. You’d never do this.” Even though her look made it fucking baffling.

She drew her brows up and made me sit on the edge of the bed. Straddling my lap and scooting close, that heat in her thighs felt eager enough. “I don’t know what it was, but something made me rethink where I stand with you.”

I let my hands rest on the back of her calves. Sliding up to the crook of her knees, I expected her to jerk away. But when she didn’t, you couldn’t have told me that there was a more beautiful woman on earth.

Hannah nipped at my bottom lip. Easing away and pulling it with her, she grinned when it snapped back in place. “You take care of both of us, but I’ve never returned the favor.”

And I never expected you to.

Raking her fingers down each of my biceps, Hannah was forcing the steel back into my dick. Whatever it was about her look, I knew she suddenly thought I was god-like.

I was tempted to just surrender to it. Without Jamie bound up a foot away, it would have felt a lot more dangerous. Like we were violating some unspoken rule between the three of us.

Hannah rocked back, forcing that soft mound against me. “I’ve got an idea.”

“Oh hell.”

She grinned and pushed that wetness against me even harder. But the girl was sincere. “Put me in those cuffs too. You can be the dom.”

‘Too’ meant only one thing. “If that’s what you want.”

“If I’m handing you the title, you can at least act like one.” She pulled back, leaving the soaked front of my pants to cool off. But I was already firm enough that it didn’t matter.

Hannah crawled over the mattress and got on her knees. Right between Jamie’s legs, Hannah started working a cuff loose and bound her left ankle to Jamie’s right.

I had to walk around, helping with their other ankles. Then a pair of wrists. By the time I had them immobilized and smashed front-to-front, Hannah and Jamie were going at it with the only parts of their bodies free to move.

Mouths pressed together and cunts ground hard as I took a step back to look. It was perfect. Jamie still on the bottom, and Hannah taking charge over the only one of us she outranked on the totem pole.

Their globes tried to spill over the sides of their chests when I scrambled behind their asses. Leaning in, I had to slip the fabric off their muffs. Which only gave those two license for a harder grind.

The moaning and whimpering started before I could push my face in the middle of it. Giving Jamie the first bit of attention, she jerked like the overload still hadn’t faded.

So I moved up an inch to Hannah’s clit. Bathing the slick texture of her bean, she tasted as amazing as I’d always figured. And out of all people, I knew she was safe to mess around with.

Circling my tongue in an ever-tighter spiral, it was all the fuel she needed to come unhinged.

Hannah cried out, “No, just fuck us...”

Us…

Working my belt loose and my shirt off, it felt like I had to get in before the dream ended. But watching their fingers twine together and hearing the gasps kick up, it wasn’t some excuse to stay asleep. I’d either lost my sanity, or some new reality had taken hold.

Snatching my pants down, I fought to kick them the rest of the way off as I scooted forward. Their chests heaved together like they were breathing in sync.

The only question was, who was gonna ambush with the first round?

Jamie spasmed as their pussies crushed together. If I was about to have my way with Hannah, finally, it needed some build-up.

Feeling the gush as I pushed into my wife’s cunt, her legs tried to wrap around me. Falling way short thanks to the straps, the walls inside her tensed hard enough that I barely forced myself all the way in.

Which only gave Hannah permission to come unleashed. Feeling the tip of her hood graze at my hilt, I could tell she wasn’t going down without a fight.

I grabbed each side of Hannah’s ass. Dipping my thumbs under the backside of her corset, I pulled that fabric into a thong.

Jamie tried wiggling herself into another thrust. It broke the spell, pulling enough of my attention off her girlfriend. But one hard rush had left the poor thing tapped out. At least for the moment.

Pulled out and stroking Jamie’s wetness down my length, my shoulders lurched forward as my heart skipped a beat. I can’t believe this. I’m gonna fuck her.

Like Hannah knew what was on-deck, she tried inching herself closer.

I had to slam a palm down, keeping the pressure on with some follow-through. You know, to leave a mark. “First time with a guy, huh?”

Her fingers gripped harder around Jamie’s as she tried to look back. “Yeah… Just don’t make it hurt, alright?”

From what Jamie had told me, Hannah could take three fingers. Four, if things got really hot and heavy.

I didn’t bother saying a word. As my tip barely grazed at her folds, Hannah gave her first tug at the webbing.

Safe, soaked, and beyond ready to go. Just the way I had to have them. One more tease took Hannah of her guard.

Then Jamie asked, “Wait, you’re really gonna let him fuck you? I thought this was a joke.”

Like I wanted it all along, something forced to grin, if only to myself. “Three’s a crowd unless everyone has the same deal.”

Hannah backed herself up as much as she could. Maybe half an inch. But that was enough to push the very end of my tip through.

Right on the verge, I had that flash of doubt. “If this was all a stunt, this is your last chance to tap out.”

Shaking her head, our newly shared brunette didn’t say a word.

Alright then, fuck it. Grabbing the base of my cock, I jammed my way in. The rush of breaking through those tight, hesitant walls was hot sauce for the brain.

Fighting every merciless inch, Hannah squeezed Jamie’s hands until their fingers went pale.

Then my wife nuzzled up to Hannah’s ear, but didn’t whisper. “I told you dick feels great.”

Another push breached me the rest of the way in. Holding steady, I was eager to keep feeling that shifting hold in her cunt. Tensing and crawling over my shaft, Hannah’s pussy kept shifting around.

One good rear back had me primed for more action. Crushing through, I almost passed out from the blinding greatness she’d been keeping from me.

Throbbing from hilt to tip, another swift crash brought the full gravity down on her.

Hannah bent her neck, trying to look up. “Oh God!”

Jamie pushed her hips up, driving Hannah against me at a different angle. “If he’s the new top, you’ll get to feel this all the time.”

Which only put a vicious streak in me. And so long as she owed me money, I wasn’t about to take it easy on her.

Another thrust bounced Hannah’s ass and made her scream. On my way out, I felt the bottom my shaft make full contact with her g-spot. Feeling her tense up that hard, she said ‘right there’ without a single word.

Jamie tilted her head enough to look at me. “Don’t hold back. Be mean to her.” If it wasn’t for that devilish look and her command, those blond curls and sweet features would have made my wife look angelic right then. “Go ahead and really fuck her.”

I swept out, almost all the way. Every part of my body tensed when I put every ounce of focus into pushing even deeper than before. Not that it was really possible.

Hannah’s ass popped against my hips. For a kinda-tall chick, she acted fragile as a high school virgin.

Grinding hard, rolling myself inside her exactly how Jamie couldn’t get enough of, I got Hannah on the verge of falling off the cliff.

Vibrating like she was going through a seizure, her pussy raged like it couldn’t decide if it wanted me in or out. The push and pull felt active as a handjob.

It only brought out something dark in me. A quick jolt forced her to let out a hoarse moan. Then I left her gaping, close enough to the edge that it made her treatment of Jamie seem kind.

Cracking a hand down again with all the weight I could put into it, I nearly busted my palm open. ‘Be mean to her’ wasn’t a challenge from my wife. It was an invitation.

But rather than letting one watch and the other take it, I wanted something a little more out of them. Pulling the velcro loose on the first strap, I moved on to the second. Within seconds, they were exhausted, but free.

Hannah rolled off Jamie, wiped the hell out like she’d had the wand taped to her cunt. Resting with her knees bent over the edge of the mattress, her tits kept moving up and down with each breath.

Jamie’s usual energy came back. She grabbed the toy and pointed at the air over her ‘unofficial’ spouse. “You know what I wanna see. Get to it.”

I slid off the bed, stepping one foot over the other to get out of my socks. “I think she’s as done as you were.”

“Bullshit.” Jamie pushed on the switch and straddled Hannah’s face. “If she wouldn’t even let me use a strap-on with her, she needs the full experience.”

Hannah’s slit drew taut as my wife pressed the buzzing head against that tired hood. Letting out one gasp before Jamie pushed her own muff down, the wet hole in front of me practically begged to get filled again.

I cradled the backs of Hannah’s thighs and pulled her calves over my shoulders. Perfect and already whining, she wasn’t trying in the least to keep me away from that pussy. Both legs shook against my body, radiating desperation all the way through to her toes.

My one rule for the past twenty-four hours had been to take every gift offered. Barely having to aim home, I shot every bit of power into a monstrous crush back into her.

Hannah contorted in a full-bodied twist. Screaming against Jamie’s cunt, her legs pulled tighter, gripping the sides of my neck.

Bucking out and then slamming through again, the jarring thrust knocked her back a few inches. I leaned down, resting balled fists against the sheets.

“That’s it.” Jamie ducked to meet my face. “Really fuck her, just like you do with me when you get kinda jealous.”

I knew what she was talking about, a little too well. When that little nag of insecurity welled up in my head, sex was like laying siege and staking my claim again. Except this time, I was on the offensive, not just reestablishing a hold on my wife.

Another shot rippled the feeling out from my trunk. Feeling Hannah’s passage grip as I rested deep piled some kind of breathtaking euphoria on top of the rush. I’d wanted this, but I didn’t realize how much until then.

Tearing out, those ankles pushed against my neck from each side. I reached up, feeling the curl of her toes and gripping tight.

Pushing through easy this time, I almost felt the tingle jump through her skin and into mine. Bending closer to Jamie’s lips, I heard the wand start up again, sending a fresh ripple through Hanna’s legs.

That pent-up insecurity cracked me into her again. Like chucking gallons of fuel at a bonfire, it slung me over an edge I didn’t even know I’d crossed.

Jamie coiled back, just out of reach of my mouth. “You know you want to come in her… I can see it in your face.”

I always have, but now I couldn’t shove it into some closet deep in my head. The moans and my wife getting off on the idea barged the weight of it right into my face.

My teeth almost ground to dust. Seething my breath through, I gave in. Hannah’s willingness to let it happen welled up the determination I needed to get the hell over myself.

The texture of that pussy jolted hard against my shaft. Hannah tried screaming something out, but I didn’t catch a single word.

Jamie ramped the wand up to its highest setting. “Do it, deep as you fucking can!”

Hannah tried shouting again.

I crashed myself against her again and stopped. “Wait.” Then I bumped another run of my dick through. “What are you not telling me here?”

“Does it matter now?”

My hips shot back so I could drive myself in again. “Yeah, kinda. If it’s not that important, why don’t you tell me?”

Jamie gave me a peck on the lips before smiling like a fool. “I don’t want kids, but she does, someday.”

The alarms in my brain went off in unison. “Hold up!” Not that it kept me from pushing deep, again and again. “I can’t. Not like this.”

“Well, it’s not like you’re stopping.” Jamie pushed that toy against Hannah’s clit even harder, making it whine a bit louder. “If you want kids, I don’t, and she does… What’s wrong with making this a practice run?”

My hands clamped tight around Hannah’s waist. “Assuming you’re being honest about it. That’s what.” Because my wife could be a manipulative psychopath when it came to getting her way.

“Until now, Hannah just wanted you to jerk it into a cup. Do you know how many times I’ve tried to change her mind? You should be kissing my ass right now.”

I’d always had a suspicion, but I never felt like it was any of my business. “You didn’t change her mind here. Sorry.”

Jamie leaned way from me, but kept the pressure on that toy up. “So what did? She owe you even more money than last time?”

Hannah did, but that wasn’t any of Jamie’s business. I figured it was time to throw out a hail-Mary and see how things went. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.” In fact, my face went a little smugger than I intended. “You’re coming right along with us.”

That damn wand sounded like it was about to burn out. But Jamie nodded at me, grinding herself against Hannah’s face. “You asshole...”

She wasn’t my focus anymore. Hannah’s pussy took hold, reminding me who I was buried inside. One pulse of her walls shot from base to tip.

Fuck me! I pulled halfway out, stopped by the nyloned feet wrapped around the back of my neck.

One more slap of my hips turned my knees to jelly.

Fuck... Fuck, fuck. Fuck!

Hannah let go of my waist. Then Jamie started going apeshit, barely keeping the wand buzzing at its hardest.

My nuts fizzed until I jammed myself through, one last time.

Jamie rocked forward, locking her mouth on mine. Even through the kiss, I could make out ‘Come in her!’

Every bit of air left my lungs. My eyes slammed tight, and then I groaned. There was no stopping the eruption at this point.

Fingers grazed down my sides, gripping my skin just before each shot. It had to be Hannah, because Jamie was too busy losing her fucking mind.

As much as I wanted Jamie as the mother of any future kids, Hannah milked me like a dairy cow. My neck shivered after what I thought was gonna be the final load. The girl fucking wanted it, even more than I did.


Hey, life was great for that first week home. The guest house wasn’t some place Hannah disappeared to anymore. Showers, bedtime, and just a chance encounter in the living room tended to make the day a hell of a lot more fun.

Even questioning Hannah about that whole kid thing directly, she wasn’t rolling back anything my wife had said. As far as I knew, after verifying her birth control, I had permission to throw as much gravy at or in her as I wanted.

But of course, my phone rang. Some social media company needed my help. And guess who was willing to take a ridiculous amount of money, just to tell them who to fire?

What I didn’t know, was that I’d come back home with my own side-piece, and my first employee.

It’s how I got Nikki to move into the guest-house, but that’s a story for another day.


HAREM HEX 2

Cases settled back into the normal tempo. A few rich kids fighting charges that’d send anyone else to juvenile hall, the standard injury-case bullshit, and all else you’d expect. It didn’t take long to start hating my job again.

Right before my alarm went off, Mika wrapped herself around me. “Hey, you know what you’re about to hear.”

I slapped at the clock ahead of time. “I appreciate what you’re doing, but that last couple of minutes is the only thing I have going for me.”

“Then quit.” Mika had gotten to know me a little too well.

“I want to, but what happens if I trip and fall on my face?”

She hugged even more, tying a knot around me. “I’d have to fix TV dinners before you get home.” And not the Starving-Dude ones that actually fill you up, after you fork the brownie out the tray and stir the powdered taters. It’d have to be those $1.25 squirts of shit.

The girl was nuts, in the best way possible. I wanted to give in and let her keep teasing at the front of my boxers.

“But Mikey, do you really think I care about that?” Her legs had me trapped in all that warmth and silk. “I’m not leaving, even if you end up pumping gas for a living.”

I liked seeing her in my previous day’s shirt when I got home. But it wouldn’t do much for me if my name was embroidered over the left breast. “Jobs come and go, but careers take time.”

“Well, if Harper’s supposed to inherit the practice, do you think she likes you enough to let you be the other senior partner?”

Those moments of snoozing weren’t coming. “I don’t know her that well. Besides, the girl’s not even out of law school yet.”

“Kinda bold to assume she’ll get the title before she even graduates.”

I’d given up my chance to help dad run his non-profit. Sure, I think he did good work, but advocating for nature preserves wasn’t my passion. “That’s kinda how it works. You build something, and it’s only natural that you want your kids to take it over.”

Mika kept stroking away. “So get to building your own legacy. Who knows? Maybe one of our kids will take the helm someday.”

Which wasn’t what happened in this family, ever. But one could hope.


At the tail-end of my second Friday back, I heard a knock on my office door.

“Come in.” Even if I was busy getting my shit together for the next week.

Gary Brooks walked in like he owned the place, because he did. For all his heft, at least the guy had his suits tailored right. That cuts a good fifty pounds compared to wearing something off the rack. “Party at my house tomorrow night, about six. You gonna make it?”

I didn’t want to, but them’s the bones when you work in a law office. “Sure, but is it alright if I bring a guest?”

He set right in on me. “Harper just got home for the summer. You two should get to know each other.” Then Gary corrected that skeezy tone. “As future coworkers, of course.”

Sure, buddy… He’d been trying to hook me up with his only kid ever since I started working for him, back when she was a sophomore in college. Not that Harper wasn’t the spitting image of her trophy-wife of a mother, and decades younger.

“I’ve tried getting her to help with bookkeeping, but she’s never made it in. It’s a shame, isn’t it?”

Feigning the best smile I could, I nodded slowly. “Sure is, but law school’s stressful enough. Harper could probably use the break if she’ll have to study for the bar exam this year.” Because hell, I’d only gotten my JD a little less than five years prior.

Gary shifted his copious weight on the door again. “About this guest. Who is she?”

Fuck, here it comes. “That girl who’s delivered lunch after I came back. She’ll throw a fit if I don’t bring her.”

“Michelle, or whatever her name is...”

“Mika.” I decided to save my ass instead of being honest. “She’s renting one of my spare bedrooms for a song, so I guess she’s trying to stay on my good side.”

I mean, going along with his plan to hook me up with his daughter was a silver-fucking platter. Put right in front of me, with silk gloves.

Brooks gave one last hint of side-eye. “Sure, go ahead and bring her.”

The second he waddled out, I was ready to grab that flask of bourbon in the top drawer of my desk. Like all attorneys have, whether they admit it or not.

I leaned into my chair. Well, this is a goddamned mess.

Harper was an absolute stunner of a girl, and not the kind you’d expect to go to law school. If anything, she wouldn’t look out of place in a centerfold. And it was all natural, right down to the platinum blonde and tits that could drop the IQ of every straight man for miles.

But I didn’t ever see myself going along with this. Just like any other job interview, you have to bullshit and tell the future bosses that you want to make a career of the place.

Even if you’ve got your own plans.


Despite the relatively easy week, I knew I looked beat-down when I stumbled into the house.

Smelling whatever Mika was fixing, I hung my keys up and started working my tie loose.

By some miracle, I snuck all the way to the living room before she caught me. “I didn’t hear you come in!”

How are you always so happy? But Mika’s attitude fit her. Not that I’d want to be around someone as jaded as myself, combined with her energy level. Someone like that would burn down a grocery store because the cashier didn’t smile enough.

“So, any news? I was kinda thinking. tomorrow, we could pack a lunch and have a day outside somewhere.”

I didn’t want to put a hand up, but I did. “Work shindig, tomorrow night at six. I know you’re looking for an excuse to wear that cocktail dress I bought you.”

Her eyes lit up. “Maybe now I can meet everyone. I don’t know why you always hide me away in your office when I show up.”

There’s a reason for that. “Sure. Why not introduce you to everyone at once?”

Mika pushed up the sleeves of the usual white button-up. “I can’t wait, but you don’t look very excited.”

“You should already know why. Does Harper Brooks ring any bells?”

Yeah, she knew. “It’s not like we have to act like a couple.”

But it was already gonna be hard enough to play things off. Nobody making my kind of money just rents a room to a girl who looks like Mika. “It’s kinda fucked, but we’ll see how it plays out.”

“No.” Mika clasped her spatula with both hands and looked up at me. “I know you think well of her. We can make this work.”

“Woah...” I shook my head, politely as I could. “That’d only make shit worse. Back off the throttle.”

As if that was about to stop her. “You need four other women. Why couldn’t she be the first one?”

If I didn’t mind pissing off one of Asheville’s most ‘respected’ attorneys, that would have been all well and fine. Not to mention, Gary was my boss. “You know why it’s dangerous.” Like playing with matches in a dynamite bunker.

Mika was about to chuck something else at me, but the smell caught her. “Shit! Chicken’s burning!”

She ran off, leaving me with the TV and remote.

I didn’t like the idea of having one wife, much less five. At least not until I had my goals underway.

The only man I knew who’d been through this kind of shit was just a phone call way.

But holy shit, I was tired of crawling to Dad for answers.


Dad was already losing patience with me. “Mikey, you know what has to happen.”

Not that I had to like it. “Of all people, I think you’d have issues with using the girl to further my own shit.”

But he was ready. “Which one? Mika just wants to help your goals along, and Harper sounds like just the ticket. If you three find a way to make it work for everyone, what’s the problem?”

I was ready to hang up and cancel the whole arrangement. Dragging Mika in front of my Brooks, finally, felt like it could only be a mistake. “I know I’m asking more than Gary at this point, but what about what Harper wants?”

“You’ll never know until you talk to her.” My dad took a deep breath, like he was about to let the floodgates of truth yawn open. “Your Aunt Alexandra, for instance.” His personal secretary, and the absolute ball-buster of Leave Room for Nature.

“Do you realize how many ways a legal career can branch out? Not everyone wants to go into environmental law like I do.”

“More want to than actually make a career of it. I’d say the odds are in your favor.” As if he knew what Harper wanted. Shit, even I didn’t know what she was aiming at, and I’d spent hundreds of hours around the girl.

Pacing around my car in the garage, I could tell my point wasn’t winning. “That’s a big assumption. What’s to say Harper doesn’t want to be a total scumbag like her father?”

“Well, if she does, why would you care about what she wants?”

I didn’t have an answer. Leaving her in the dust would be the only option, if that’s the life she aspired to.

“See? If people stand in your way, why bother with them longer than necessary?”

Because the world works like that, you dense motherfucker. “On your salary, can I ask you for money when it comes time to start my own practice?”

“Brooks will cut you off as soon as he knows you won’t go along with his plans. So why do you think you’d get more out of kissing his ass?”

“He cuts me a check every week, for one thing.”

“That daughter of his...” He kinda snorted. “Would you fuck her anyway?”

From the man who told me to respect all women as more than just a hole to enjoy. “That’s rich, coming from you.”

The voice in the background was all too familiar. “Is it Mikey?”

No…

“Yeah, sure. Why don’t you tell him what’s going on?”

I paused long enough for it to hurt. “Hi, Mom.”

“Your father’s told me all about Mika!”

Stop, for the love of God.

“So has she been taking care of you? I wanted to fly to Asheville, myself, but your daddy wouldn’t hear anything of it.”

“She’s been great to me. You don’t have anything to worry about.” I wanted to cuss my dad, but his biggest advocate was on the other end of the call.

Not that it stopped my mother from making it even worse. “He’s told you how this works, right?”

“Yes, Mom. We always meet our wives after surgery.”

I hoped like hell she’d put a wrench in the gears. But you know that’d be too easy. “Well, the next time you come home, I can’t wait to meet her.”

The speaker rattled like she was handing Dad’s phone back to him.

You’ve gotta be shitting me…

But he was back. “See? Your mother already knows about Mika.”

I went ahead and pulled out another cigarette.

The flick of my lighter clued him in. “You still smoking?”

“Why wouldn’t I at this point?”

“That shit’s gonna kill you, sooner or later.”

I leaned against the door to the backyard until it shut. “As if this mess won’t. Whatever secrets you’re still holding back, go ahead and tell me everything.”

The answer came too quickly. “If Mika thinks Harper is a good fit, trust her. That’s all I’ve got.”

“You’re not helping. I ask you for career advice, and all you offer is ‘trust this girl you barely even know.’”

“Has she steered you wrong?”

“I can’t say Mika’s steered me right, either.” Looking over my shoulder, I was relieved not to see her. “Do you have anything useful, or just another ‘wait and see’ kind of platitude?”

I heard a Zippo light up on his end, probably for a cigar or bowl of weed. Not that he’d ever let me call him on it. “Then you’d better start figuring out who you can trust, and fast.”

Fucking hypocrite. “Bye, Dad.”

I didn’t give him the time to respond.


Gary’s place was more of a castle than a home. But when you’re in the snootiest neighborhood on the southwest end of Asheville, you don’t live in a hovel. Before I even pulled into the driveway, Mika was already running her mouth.

“It’s kinda ridiculous. All that room, for one family?”

I’d been there before the surgery. “You already know the place as well as I do. What’s with that surprised look?”

She pulled at the hem of her fanciest dress. That coral pink getup with sequins I’d blown more than I’d like to admit on. “I still think it’s pointless. But I also think our house is too big.”

Four bedrooms is a little much for a single guy who doesn’t plan to stay there or have a family before he moves. But I did get one hell of a bargain. “I knew I could sell the house for a lot more than I paid for it. When the time comes to move and start my own practice, I’ll be glad I went through all the trouble.”

Mika topped her lipstick off one more time. Flipping the visor up, she looked over while I parked. “Should I pretend I don’t know who these people are?”

“Please.” It almost made me blush, but I had to set the most important rule down. “And you’re just a friend renting a room, alright?”

“Someone doesn’t want Harper to know about me.”

Before we got out, I corrected her. “Gary, actually.”


I’d gone through the usual bullshit. Handshakes, pretending to care about whatever all these attorneys bragged about, and holding back from downing as much alcohol as I really wanted. These weren’t the rare good-guy lawyers who actually give a shit about people.

Finally, I ran into someone I didn’t hate. Iris, the secretary for Brewer, Harwood, & Lowe, looked hot as ever.

She was tired of it as I was, so it didn’t take long to get her to follow Mika and myself to the outskirts of the crowd.

Iris was already digging, though. “Michael, don’t tell me you’re standing Gary up, bringing a new girlfriend here.”

Mika already had the drill down. “Oh, I’m just his roommate.”

“Blondes like myself and Harper aren’t your thing, huh?”

“She already told you, it’s not like that.”

But in a sleek, black dress like  cut so low, when Iris talked, you had to fight not to stare at her tits. Which meant my attention was undivided as she sank her claws in. “How much are you charging her?”

I stammered, trying to think of a price. “Four-hundred.”

Her eyebrows shot up as that evil grin took over. “I knew it!”

Grabbing both her and Mika by an elbow, I dragged them a little further away. “It’s complicated. Now will you kindly shut the fuck up?” That price I listed was way too cheap.

Iris tugged at my sleeve. “Don’t look now, but here comes Little Miss Debutante.”

The usual bunch turned their heads along with me. Everyone knew Harper Brooks was hot-to-trot, and Gary wasn’t shy about trying to push her off on some other attorney. Unfortunately, he’d rested those hopes on me as his unofficial, unwilling son-in-law.

Mika pulled at my other arm. “She is pretty.”

I pushed my lips close to her ear. “Don’t you get any ideas.”

But Mika whispered right back. “Iris is more your type? You do like the shorter girls, don’t you?”

Harper drifted through the crowd. The closer she got, the more I realized she wasn’t dressed in the barely-there kind of outfit every other girl under thirty was advertising their goods in. And she didn’t look too happy to be there.

I tried making small-talk with Mika and Iris, but they weren’t having it. Finally, Mika broke the dam. “Here she comes. Keep your shoulders up and act confident.”

“Will you hush?”

But Harper looked far less miserable when I turned around. “It’s been what, six months, Michael?”

“Yeah, that Christmas party at the office. How’s law school going?”

She rolled her eyes. “Forward, I guess.”

Even with that flesh-colored dress hiding everything but her head, hands, and below the knees, those tits caught my attention even harder than Iris’ had. “Just keep studying those cases and look up what side your professors fall on. After that, your third year is cake.”

But she stepped closer. “Can you follow me?”

Not good. My arm jerked as she took me by the hand. Thankfully, Mika hadn’t grabbed my other. I turned around and told her, “Behave...”

Some of the gaggle kinda gave me a nod, like they knew what Gary wanted. As all the potential suitors stared venom at me.

Finally, Harper pulled me into a gazebo, far enough away that nobody would hear us.

I sat down on one of the benches, hoping she wasn’t about to ask if I’d mentor her, or something worse.

“So you’ve figured out that my dad wants us to be thing, right?”

“I assume that’s why he even had this party.” At this point, I figured she wouldn’t blab to the old man. “You’re a sweet girl and all, but I don’t think either of us are interested.”

Her shoulders relaxed as a giant breath came out. “Thank fuck you just said that.”

It took the weight of the world off my ass too. “You haven’t flunked out on-purpose. What kind of law would you rather practice?”

“Public defender, or hell, anything that doesn’t make the world an even worse place.”

Daddy’s fortune from representing bullshit injuries and rich scumbags had started to weigh on someone. “If I tell you that I don’t want to be a part of this firm in five years, as it is now, will you keep your mouth shut to Gary about it?”

Harper scooted a little closer to me. “Someone in that office has a sense of morality. I’m glad to hear it.”

And as if I sent a flare up, promising her a way to make things even more complicated, Mika came trotting over.

I nudged Harper in the arm. “No offense, but I’m not too keen on dating you, either.”

“None taken.” Before Mika got close enough to hear, Li’l Ms. Brooks leaned my way. “So, how serious is it with her?”

Before I could answer, Mika got too close. Then her arms wrapped around my neck. “You two behaving yourselves?”

I looked at the crowd next to the pool. Too many eyes were on us.

Harper acted like she noticed them too. “Let’s go inside. I’ve got a few things I want to ask you, Michael.”

It was too easy to treat law students like children in my profession. Even if they were the same age as most people going into their first marriage and attempt at having kids. “If they’re in the same vein as what we’ve been talking about, I’ll be happy to.”

Not that Mika stayed behind. I knew where this was going, as much as you probably do right now.


Leading us to what I assumed was her room on the second story, Harper pulled at the door. “So you understand what Daddy wants from us.”

“To be fair, I’ve always though he was a dildo.”

Harper smirked. “Dildos make people happy and relieve stress. He doesn’t.”

Well now…

She turned the handle and then rolled her sleeves up. “Don’t turn the light on. Someone outside will see it.”

Despite the blonde and those blue-ribbon tits, Harper wasn’t the moron you’d think she was. Of course, you wouldn’t assume a girl who looked like her would have any business going to law school, either.

I let Mika go in first, but the room forced me to shudder. Like she hadn’t changed a thing since leaving for college, I felt like I was risking a couple years in jail by stepping in.

Harper twisted the lock. “Yeah, my parents put every everything exactly back in place, every time I head back to school.”

That was creepy in its own right, and I didn’t mind letting it show. “I’m sorry. The more I learn about Gary, the less I like the man.” And I’d hated my boss since the first interview.

“He treats me like I’m nothing without him. Would you believe I didn’t even want to go to law school?”

I gave Mika one of those nods. “My dad expected me to go far, even if it wasn’t down his own path. I get it, but I’m sure you’re facing something different.”

“At least you don’t have your parents setting up an arranged marriage.”

Oh, sweetie… If she only knew. “Fair point.”

“Actually,” Mika dove right into fucking things up as she sat on the corner of the Pepto-Bismol-pink bed, “Mikey’s already promised to someone.” Looking like a fat kid staring down a cake.

Will you shut up? But I couldn’t say it.

Harper flipped the table, metaphorically speaking. “If you could rule the world for one day, what would you do?”

“Mandate that all green candy be lime-flavored, and make sour apple an automatic execution. Second, I’d demand political campaigns have equal public funding, with no private donations. Third, I’d make sure janitors, fast-food workers, and anyone else who actually does something beneficial are paid more than lawyers.”

“Not what I was expecting, but it’s a good start.” Harper took a few steps closer. “I’ve been following what Daddy calls your ‘charity case.’”

“He thinks I’m an idiot, I know.”

“Well,” Harper almost backed me against her whitewashed desk, “I think it proves that you’re at least a decent person. Out of all the men my father would approve of, you’re the only one who isn’t a total psychopath.”

Just hearing Mika’s voice from the bed forced me to wince. “Then you’re in luck. I’m supposed to help Mikey find his other four ‘wives.’”

Harper never took her eyes off me. “If you’re into that kind of thing, nevermind.” As all the warmth in her look froze.

But that wasn’t the end of it for Mika. Almost leaping off the bed, she almost knocked Harper down trying to get between us. “It’s not like that at all.”

I could tell we were about to get kicked out. “You’re not helping right now.”

Pushing one hand up, Mika rested her fingers against Harper’s forehead. “See? It’s something that could work for all three of us.”

Now I knew we were on the verge of being asked, politely but firmly, to leave.

Seconds of paralyzing silence ticked away.

Then Harper’s shoulders relaxed. As Mika backed off, that look from before flooded in. “I see her point. With Daddy and Harris out of the way, the two of us could make this law firm a force for good.”

Oh God, what’s she done? I wrapped my hands around Mika’s bare shoulders. “Do I even wanna know what you just put in her head?”

She turned around, all smiles. “You two have the same goals, and nobody else could help the other achieve them better. She’s our first.”

“Brooks is really gonna hate me now.”

But Harper already had her own ideas. “Not if we play it up right. Above all else, he just has to think we’ve fallen madly in love.”

I still thought it was batshit crazy. “I don’t know how I could juggle two of you, much less five at some point.”

Mika jabbed me in the arm. “Do you need to call your father again?”

That stung. “Fuck no!”

Harper grinned a little too hard. “It’s daddy issues all-around, huh?”

I didn’t know what did to her, but it probably had something to do with how she’d won me over. Hell, I didn’t even know the girl outside of being a voice in my head. But now I was fucking her at least twice a day.

Mika dug the knife in, even further. “Well, what are you two waiting for?”

“What are you talking about?” But with Mika, it was a rhetorical question. “I can’t just decide something like this on the spot.”

Harper’s mind had been made up, though. As Mika started unzipping the back of that modest dress, it pulled down just enough to show the cleavage Harper didn’t usually bother hiding.

With an ability to make people go along with whatever, no matter how crazy… Mika would make for one hell of an arbitrator.

Like it was instinct, Harper put both her thighs around my right, making sure to brush herself against my junk. “I don’t care if we call it Brooks & Owens, Owens & Brooks, or Owens & Owens. She’s not wrong.”

Marriages of convenience were kind of a given among Asheville’s legal elite, or in any other major city. But that didn’t mean I was alright with it. “Unless it’s what both of us want, why would we do it?”

Harper let my personal lunatic keep sliding that ensemble down. After a hard tug, those puppies were almost spilling out of the basket. Or at least the buff-colored bra that matched her dress. “You want to be part of a firm that makes the world a better place, and I do too. In five years, Harris & Brooks won’t have the same name, or even the same goal.”

I was about to choke on my tongue, pushing my ass harder against her desk. “This is crazy. Can we talk about this first?”

As if it wasn’t bad enough already, Mika laid down the law. “It doesn’t matter who you’re married to, on-paper. Our child will carry on the hex.”

That could be a good thing, since none of the Owens boys wanted to follow in their father’s footsteps.

Harper understood it just as well. “See? Our kids could could carry on the work, while the one you have with Mika can set off on his own thing.”

‘The one you have with Mika. His.’ “How do you know I’ll have only one with her, and that it’ll be a son?”

Her shoulders bumped up. “I just do.”

Which only got Mika to pull the dress harder down Harper’s waist. “She’s not wrong, again.”

Only sons who went on to do great things of their own had been the family trend, ever since my great-great-grandfather. The odds didn’t make it a bulletproof argument, but it was pretty damned convenient.

Harper began wiggling herself, letting Mika slide the rest of her outfit down with ease. By the time she stepped out, wearing nothing but the lacy and ribboned underwear, I was awestruck.

How did a man as ugly on the inside as Brooks make someone who looks like this? Proportions fit for those videos that make you clear your browser history, and at the prime age of twenty-four… Harper was something to fucking look at.

My newest ‘wife’ forced herself even harder against me. “Besides, I know you’re using some of your vacation days to work on that case, next week. If we act like we’re an item, and Daddy sees me going along to help, think about how much it would sell the lie.”

I didn’t fight the hands running down my arms. When a girl like Harper strips down, especially if it’s the fault of the one you’re already banging, you’d be insane to question your luck.

Clapping her hands together, Mika stood back from Harper and started toward the bed again. “You two have fun.”

I shot looks between her and Harper. But neither of them looked like it was a joke.

Then Harper wrapped her arms around me. “You heard her.”

Spinning around, I wasn’t processing it fast enough.

With an ass pushing against my crotch, the whale-tail of Harper’s panties bobbed to each side until I was hard as could be.

This is fucked. Even if I liked the sudden change of my fortune. Reaching back for my wallet, at least I kept a condom on hand for those unexpected surprises.

As if she knew, Harper reached behind herself and planted my hands on her ass. “You don’t need it. I’m already on something.”

Feeling the split down her ass push against me, I didn’t have any arguments left. My boss’s prize of a daughter wanted it, and the girl who’d all but fallen in my lap wanted to cheer from the sidelines. Trying to weasel my way out felt like it’d be dumber than a second coat of primer.

Slipping the middle of Harper’s panties aside, I already felt her soaking through the front of my pants. Which was gonna real fun to pass off after we rejoined the crowd.

“Quit screwing around, Mikey. You already know that it’s too late to turn back.”

Before I could whip my head around and tell Mika to shut up, Harper pushed the ends of those sharp heels against my back.

She was prone on that desk, and all but begging me to do what her father wanted.

I kinda got mad at myself. Quit wussing out and let it happen, asshole. Because after all that studying during my undergrad and law school years, I had bushels of wild oats saved up.

Mika piped one more time. “I can’t get jealous about whatever develops between you two. That’s the one rule I have to live by.”

I was sold. Ripping my fly open and batting my cock against an ass you could bounce quarters off of, not going in would be a crime against nature.

Harper eased herself back, trapping me between her rear and those curled legs.

The little glare of sunlight reflecting off that wet cunt told me I wouldn’t even need a spit-job. Pressing my head toward the ultimate goal, I didn’t even have to push forward.

Her ass slid my way. Feeling the kind of pussy you recommend to your drinking buddies take half my shaft in, I planted one hand down the middle of Harper’s back.

Locked in, even the way she gasped made her seem even hotter. If that was even possible.

I pushed down until she was crushed against the top of the desk. Drawing back, maybe a fraction of an inch, I crushed all the way through.

The desk hit the wall, maybe denting some of the plaster in. But I didn’t care. She wanted it, I couldn’t help myself anymore, and Mika kept spouting how it was to sit back and imagine what I’d do to her later.

Perhaps I’d lost my mind after all. But it didn’t matter. Before having Mika drop into my lap, I assumed I’d get all up in Harper, at some point.

But like this? The whole situation fogged through my head. They want it. I want it. As if destiny had a mind of its own.

Slipping through, this time with nothing holding her back, I knew letting Harper go would be nothing short of a sin.

Throwing all her force at me, this second ‘wife’ didn’t mind playing backup fiddle to Mika. So long the girl got what she wanted out of me.

Both points on her heels dug in. My chest couldn’t fall back without drawing blood. But that didn’t stop my hips from ripping forward.

Harper yelped like it started to hurt.

My hands closed around the apex of her curves. She wasn’t touch the floor, and that poor nook in her room took the brunt of it.

Chips of paint and gypsum hit the carpet. And I already knew Brooks wouldn’t get mad.

Like she was still in my head, Mika shouted from the other side of the room. “You’d better make me more jealous than this.”

I had to grip the center of Harper’s panties, holding the waistband as much as that strip going right down the middle. But I wasn’t a total monster. “How does it feel?”

A stabbing pain dug into my ribs. “Did I tell you to stop?”

Looking down, her neck was already bent at a dangerous angle.

But Harper never took her eyes off mine. “If you stop, I’ll never forgive you.”

That swelled my dick even harder. Like I’d come any second.

Her face pushed against the wall. “Just like that!”

That desk didn’t have another atom of space to bump forward. Lining myself up, another whoosh made her neck pop.

Harper took me in, fusing our bodies together like her cunt was trying to swallow me whole. She was beyond pain, letting me know that I was her new favorite person.

Some ember of rage sparked up within me. Even if nothing about her was delicate, it was now my job to break the girl.

She put both hands against the wall as I kept slamming through. Even under her chest, those tits bounced with each crash.

Then something nibbled at the back of my mind. Like I’d gotten too violent.

Settling deep inside her, I felt those legs curl even tighter. Right up until it felt like those heels would pierce my skin.

It finally dawned on me that I could pull out and save some of the fun for later. Wet as Harper was, the chill almost got my dick to shrink.

Turning around, I saw Mika drinking it all in. Batting her lashes and pink across her face and shoulders, someone had been enjoying the show.

Knowing my live-in maniac, she wasn’t wearing any of those panties I’d bought her. I stomped over, leaving Harper a jumbled up mess.

Mika didn’t even try to stop me as I grabbed her hair and forced her off the bed. Taking her place, I got on my knees at the corner of the mattress.

She dropped too, hugging around my ass. Before it could register in my head, Mika already had the entire length of my dick in her mouth.

I suddenly knew what being worshiped felt like. Cupping my fingers under her jaw, there was no point in guiding her forward. The girl was totally into it, ducking and weaving her head as she tasted what our new friend had to offer.

Her tongue almost welded itself to me. Letting out tiny whimpers like she couldn’t get enough, Mika paused for one deep breath.

Feeling the back of her throat tense against the head, it was total euphoria.

Barely noticing Harper get her brains back, I didn’t pay her much attention until she marched closer. The kind of jealousy that hurts like hell burned in her eyes.

I already knew what I wanted. Tapping Mika’s cheek, I only told her one word. “Up.”

Like we didn’t have to speak to know what the other wanted, Mika took my place on the bed, sitting her ass down just like before.

Pulling at the bottom hem of her dress, it didn’t take much to have her bare up to the belly button. One leg rested on my left shoulder as her right went between my thighs.

That tight slight had already turned red. Batting my shaft over her clit, that was all it took to get Mika twitching in place.

She grabbed the covers with one hand and started toying herself with the other.

My only regret was not seeing Harper’s face as I plunged in. Dripping, hot, and wrapping around my shaft, Mika’s pussy didn’t understand how to disappoint. Like it was formed specifically to get me off.

One hard jab popped her mouth open. “Harder!”

I wasn’t about to argue with her.

But then I felt something. Like this had been Mika’s game all along.

Her cunt snapped around me like a Chinese finger trap. She barely got her head up to look at me. That’s it. Make her beg for it.

It was Mika’s voice again, back in my head like she’d never left. Popping through again, I knew she’d hear me. You’re evil. You know that?

And you’re lucky. She’s about to fucking cry over there.

Maybe it was real, or just for show. But Mika took the hammering like she wanted Harper to know what she was missing out on. “I’m about to fucking come!”

Her fingers twerked harder over that bean. By the time Mika arched her back into mid-air, I was running toward the finish-line like my life depended on it.

But then I heard the outburst behind me. That kind of sobbing, snotty, gasping-for-breath sort of crying.

Mika pushed me away, stopping the whole train. “She’s not gonna be the whiny, clingy type, is she?”

Even through all the heat of the moment, all I could do was tell her the truth. “You did it to her.”

Rolling her eyes as I pulled out, Mika backed herself off my waist. “Alright, fine. Give her what she wants. But you owe me, later.”

Free license to break the new toy filled my head. I pointed at the empty space next to Mika. “It’s on you. Lie down, get on your knees, or whatever.”

Harper got right to it, wiping those tears away. Her stomach hit the mattress, driving the point home about how she liked it.

I folded over, kinda tempted to put it in her ass instead. But Mika was already sitting on the other end of Harper, pushing those fingers against my temples. “Save that for when you really need to teach her something.”

My shoulders dropped even lower. It hardly took anything to slip back in her pussy. Like the girl had put herself in the exact position I needed.

Driving my way through again, Harper lifted both feet until the leather straps of her heels caught my sides. The whole shape of her under me dragged something new out.

Taking her shoulders and letting my fingers drift in front of her neck, I knew she was offering everything to me. Not just the firm, but herself as well.

Her thighs spread as I crashed forward. I hadn’t fucked a twenty-four year old since my own time in law school, and this isn’t to slight the more experienced girls around my age. But you could tell Harper had always been picky about who she gave it all up for.

Harper wiggled just enough to make that next slam feel too good. As her voice ramped up, the veins in my arms felt like they were about to rupture.

Giving her one of those catastrophic thrusts, Harper was almost swimming in the bliss of it all. Shoes dug into my waist again.

It hurt like the bite of Hell’s own dogs, but that wasn’t about to stop me.

Feeling the points of each spike dig a little further, I dropped my waist until they lost their grip. Pushing hair away from Haper’s ear, I whispered, “You really think that’s what you want?”

She turned her head, just enough. “Do it...”

I was ready to. But when she was that desperate for it?

Taking a step back, I felt her cunt slip off of me.

Harper whipped herself over, fighting to keep it all inside herself. “More!”

Now Mika let herself back in. Gripping Harper’s wrists, she forced the girl back on her stomach before handing the reins over. “Do it, Mikey.”

I grabbed the front of Harper’s thighs as I stood up. With her hips all the way off the bed, she tried wiggling herself around.

But Mika forced both arms together and sat her ass on Harper’s neck. “You either show her how things are supposed to work, now, or you get to sleep on the couch.”

Fingers graced the bridge between my eyes. That little bit of resistance faded out.

“Don’t you fucking stop!” Harper kept bowing herself into me, like she knew when I was about to slam all the way in.

As if I was about to anyway.

Harper’s cunt wrapped around, like she was demanding I pile myself all the way in.

Then Mika eased closer, making it even worse. “It has to happen, Mikey.”

Lips pressed around mine as I tried jerking myself loose. Between Harper and Mika, I goddamned stuck, all up inside the newest addition to my personal harem.

But that didn’t stop Harper. Backing her ass into me, her voice cracked through the room. “Right there! Come, please!”

My arms felt like they were about to burst through my skin.

Another pop of blood pressure shot through. Seeing those veins for the first time since my early-twenties, the way every muscle tensed as I grabbed with all I had made it hurt even more.

Harper’s walls slipped one last time. “Come in me!”

Some kind of ape yell forced its way out of my throat. Then I got weak all over. Blasting each load in, each one dragged another hour of sleep out of me.

Come the next morning, of course.

She wasn’t tired enough. Rushing her walls over my dick, Harper wriggled herself until the overload almost blacked me out.

Then Mika found a way to make it even worse. “Ooh, he creamed you good.”

Struggling for every breath, I pulled out before those two could kill me in the best way possible..

Then Harper leaned up, wrapping her hands all over Mika. “Will he make it?”

Pulling the top of that dress back over her tits, Mika slapped Harper upside the ass. “Maybe.”

I looked at both of them, feeling like a dried-up turd on a bad stretch of road.

Chippers always, Mika slid off Harper. “Come on, let’s show you two off!”

Part of me wanted to agree with it, but the other was drained like someone tried getting a blood transfusion from a turnip.

Mika and Harper got up, that cum sneaking a peek at me from between my boss’s daughter’s legs.

Then I felt Mika’s finger’s on my scalp. “If you show up like this, they’ll all know what happened.”

As Harper trotted out of her closet, with an iron in one hand, and a board in the other. “I don’t know how to use these, so maybe you should clean yourself up first.”

Nails dug into my head. “Fine.” Mika pressed that burning cunt against my spine before she ducked her face next to my ear. “When we get home, I’m taking every bit of this out on you.”

Everything went black for a couple of minutes. But holy shit, Lady Fate liked my moves, I guess.


The following Monday came too soon.

After Harper played up the new thing going on, Brooks acted awfully sweet on me, though.

I knocked on his office door right after I saw the day’s final client leave.

“You don’t have to knock, Owens. Get your ass in here!”

My asshole puckered hard enough to snap a roofing timber. But I opened the door anyway.

Brooks had a fifth of Scotch in one hand, lining up a glass with the other. “So you and Harper...”

Oh shit! Everyone had acted like they didn’t see a thing. But I knew word would get around.

“Sit down. I’ve got a few things to make clear.”

My salary depended on it, so I wasn’t about to tell Brooks to ‘go fuck himself’ quite yet. “Sure. But it’s not what you think.”

“Bullshit!” He poured that first glass until I was about to spill over. “My baby-girl, and the guy I always knew she’d fall for… I know what happened upstairs this weekend.”

The creepy look in his eyes told me that I didn’t need to get ready to bolt out the door. But I had to say something. “She’s a nice girl, so we’re taking things slow until she graduates.”

One hell of a case of ‘I don’t fucking believe you’ shot across his desk. “From what I heard, I’ll have a grandchild to spoil before too long. But if you break her heart, it’s your ass.”

I kept my face straight as I could. This is bad.

“And now you want her to go with you for that charity case.” Brooks kept looking fat and bloated as a two-week-dead corpse, hauled right out of the ditch. “It might do her some good, watching you lose your ass like that.”

Well fuck you and die, too.


HAREM MASTER 4

I hated meeting Lev in one of the public areas like this. Or just visiting the main resort, in general. The more time I spent there, the less I could stand the throngs of guests.

A few tables over, some woman kept jabbering loud enough that the entire buffet could hear. “My son and daugther-in-law did their honeymoon in Fray-ence.” And as far as I could tell, that hairdo had congealed in a five-gallon bucket.

Looking away before I had to get up and stab her with my fork, I caught sight of Lev. He had to be the only other guy with so much as a collar on his shirt in the whole room. But he didn’t seem to mind.

Swirling the ice cubes in my glass of sweet tea, because the resort had stopped offering unsweetened years ago, I wanted to get this over with. “You’re late, boss.”

He pulled a chair away from the table. “And you’re behind schedule on opening the new branch.”

Alexis had done her best, but the girl didn’t know shit about hospitality. Outside of lap dances.

“I’m shocked you took Mona back in after she picked a random stripper to run our hiring. Not that I’m complaining.”

“My wife saw that she can grow into the role. Give it time.”

I put an elbow on the table and rested my cheek against a clenched fist. “Odd that you’d say that while riding my ass to get the place open. Hell, if I don’t have more than one maintenance guy in the budget, I don’t see how we’ll hold off the forest, much less get closer to opening.”

“That’s why I wanted to meet.” Lev pounded one end of a straw against the table and slid the wrapper off. Twisting it in one direction, he doubled the paper up and braided it the other way, like it was a nervous tic. “Tell me what you and Lily need to open in three months.”

It was a list far too long to remember off the top of my head. “A shitload. Renovations, guys to move all the furniture you bought for the rooms out of storage, cash to pay the staff we’ll need...”

“A dollar amount, please.”

Hell if I knew what it’d take, but it wasn’t gonna get me anywhere to argue with him. “Let me tackle one issue a week, and provide the money to pay for it. There’s what, twelve or thirteen weeks in that timeframe?”

Jerking his head forward as he folded his arms, Lev smiled just enough to put me on edge. “Fine. What’s your first priority?”

Jesus Christ. “I already told you, the place is still a wreck. It’d take the entire ground-keeping staff of this place days of hauling ass, and at least four full-timers to keep the whole property looking presentable.”

“Then that’s our first week. Have Alexis interview the people you need for that. Now, what about the second?”

I hadn’t thought that far ahead, but I knew what would have to happen. “Contractors to get the rooms up to code. Shit, even an exterminator wandering around with a vat of pesticide would make a huge difference.”

“And your third week?”

I ran through the massive list of what was fucked up about the old ruin, but even if I hadn’t managed people before, I knew we couldn’t open for business without staff. “I’ll have to talk with Lily and Alexis. But we don’t have anyone to manage food services, housekeeping, the front desk… I can keep going for an hour here, and it’s not even my job to handle that.”

Lev doubled the wrapper over again, reversing the twist until it was a short hank of paper rope. “Congratulations, you get it now.”

“Get what?”

“How much of a pain in the ass running a resort can be. Since you haven’t given up and quit already, I know you can handle the daily bullshit.”

I wished I’d gotten some food to bite into, if only to have something to vent how pissed off I was upon. “You’re serious...”

“Deadly.”

“Mona was right. You are a manipulative asshole.”

Lev brushed fingers over his mustache as he widened his eyes. “And she’s not a manipulative bitch?”

“Alright, that’s a fair point.” But I had to know something. “You want the place open in three months, and suddenly, you’re willing to give us what we need to get it done. What was the hard-ass routine about?”

“Didn’t I already tell you? There’s no point in going through the trouble and resources if you and Lily would quit at the drop of a hat. Don’t think of it as me doubting you at all.” Lev scooted his chair forward and put both elbows atop the table, making a steeple with his fingers. “Call it due diligence.”

I fought the urge to ask him about Lily’s past to the back of my mind. “Well, I’ve got a hospitality manager, and a head of HR. Since you’re so experienced, which department would you look to get a boss for next?”

Lev eyed the ‘wedding band’ I’d started wearing. “Since it’s technically a new entity, you should come up with a name for the place. After that, a booking agent, some advertising blowhard, or a head chef.”

“Well, which one needs the most lead-time? I’m only asking because I want to do this right.”

The way he grinned always put me on my guard, like I was the punchline of some joke. “Executive chef and marketing. If we didn’t plan on opening during one of the busy seasons, I’d have a different answer. I hope like hell you’ve got a better line on either one than Alexis brought up.”

Like it was my job to begin with. “Actually, I know someone perfect for the advertising stuff.”

“But you’re not that confident about it. I can smell the doubt from here.”

I hadn’t talked to Quinn Prescott in a decade. Directly, anyway. “I wouldn’t call her an old girlfriend, but we had a thing going for a bit. She’ll pay attention if I contact her.”

“The girl who shot you down.” Lev scooted away from me and straightened his tie. “It’s written all over your face.”

“Hey, you asked if I have leads. Don’t get mad at me for telling the truth. Blowing sunshine up your ass won’t help either of us.”

Lev stood up, not quite sneering down at me. “You don’t fuck around, and you don’t lie to me, either. I think my wife chose well.”

“Alexis wouldn’t have been my first choice, before you get too confident.”

His shoulders bunched like he was about to chuckle. Then it all came out in a sudden fit. “That’s how I knew you were the right man. Bullshit doesn’t fly far with our people.”

Yeah, go fuck yourself anyway.

“Fix this week’s problem, and I’ll tell you what I know about that problematic ‘wife’ of yours.” Lev reached in the right pocket of his blazer and put a handful to tiny syringes between us. “If the girl is a fit, you have to feed and then turn her into one of us. You know what that means.”

My palms stung against the edge of the table. “What?”

“Once the heart stops, you have maybe an hour to give back what was taken. That’s how it works.” Pinching one of the needles between his fingers, Lev flicked it closer to me. “It will feel natural too, especially if it’s someone you care about.”

Lev got up without another word, his stare telling more than Mona could get across with a direct connection to my brain. As much as I wanted to run after him as he disappeared among the crowd, I knew better.

But at least I knew why I felt a slow, constant drain from myself before I turned into one of these monsters.


I didn’t mean to slam the door behind me, but it kinda happened.

Alexis shot her head out from under the covers, and Lily dropped the back of both her knees on our HR girl’s shoulders. While both of them stared, I tried to figure out the best way to break the news.

Finally, I quit stammering in my own head. “Lev’s getting impatient, so we need to kick this shit in gear.” Which also meant Lily would have to stop hand-feeding the clan of raccoons that had taken up residence nearby.

Lily pushed herself up to the headboard. “Okay... We’ve been wondering what the hold up was.” As if that had slowed down the fun in our room since Alexis moved in.

“Really, he’s jumping my ass to get this place open.” I made eye contact with Alexis. “I need you to start interviewing people, now that we’ve got the budget for staff.”

Leaning her shoulders even harder against the board, Lily cocked her head at me. “Then what do you need me to take care of?”

Seeing the glisten of Alexis’ spit on her bare cunt, my first instinct was to tell Lily to stay exactly as she was and take care of me instead. “We’ve got stuff to talk about.” And I wasn’t even about to get into the fact that I knew her asshole parents were dead.

The change in her attitude warned me that she knew what I had learned, or at least, she had her suspicions. Kicking the sheets off her legs, Lily grabbed her panties and slid them back on. “I’ve been wanting to tell you something myself.”

Just then, my phone vibrated to life in my pocket. I pulled it out, seeing Quinn’s number I’d looked up. “Get dressed well for some outside business. I’ll be in the courtyard.”

Lily just nodded as I turned away.

The fifth buzz had me in a panic. Swiping right and holding the phone up to my ear, I tried to stay calm. Both in my head and in my voice.

“This is Eddie.”

A few nervous breaths crackled through the speaker. “Eddie Waller?”

“The same. I didn’t know if you’d bother calling or texting back.”

That hint of airhead still hadn’t left her voice. “It’s been, what, twelve years? You never made it to the reunion.”

Because high school was hell, and I’d had zero interest in seeing anyone in my graduating class. “I don’t mean to come across like I’m a dick, but I need to know if you’re interested in the job offer. Name a place between here and Gatlinburg for dinner, and I can go over the details tonight.”

“Asking me out again? Really?”

I shut the door behind me, knowing Lily could still hear. “Actually, my wife will be with me. We’re kind of a family business like that.”

“Well, if this is a sneaky way to get a date, you’ll really piss her off.”

“It’s not like that. I need a marketing person, and you’re the one I know who I can stand for any amount of time. That’s why I contacted you first.”

A few seconds passed as I tried to get somewhere with decent signal in that glorified stone bunker. “Touro Chama. If you’re doing upscale business like you say, you already know about it.”

I’d seen it on my way to and from my old job from the ‘new’ home. And judging by the cars in the parking lot, it wasn’t gonna be cheap. “What time’s good for you?”

“It’s four now, and I can head straight there after work. With rush hour traffic, does six-thirty work?”

“Sounds great.” Even though I didn’t know what kind of place it was, exactly. “If you get there first, tell them you’re with my party.”

“Can do.” Quinn hesitated a few seconds. “But can ask you something before I hang up?”

I was far enough away that Lily wouldn’t make it out. “Shoot.”

“We haven’t talked in a while, and you basically don’t exist on social media, so you probably don’t know...” Even through the awful reception and my phone’s tinny speaker, I caught a gulp on her end. “I just got through a nasty divorce. That’s the main reason I called back.”

“Sorry to hear that.” Not that I really cared. “Listen, I’ve gotta make the reservation. If I don’t text you back saying otherwise, count on six-thirty.”

“Yeah...” Quinn hung up before I could respond.

Not that I meant to be a prick about it, but the girl never gave me the time of day in high school. Twisting thumb-screws on her didn’t bother me at all. Plus, that damn parking lot always did seem full.

But at least I was showing more class than Lev. Overcooked steak, iceberg lettuce, and ranch dressing off a shitty buffet don’t make for a good business lunch.


My poor RX-8 had to be the cheapest car parked out front by tens-of-thousands of dollars. Not that I cared. With her hair done up and that rose-gold dress that matched her eyeshadow barely hanging off her, Lily’s brown contacts helped seal the kind of understated beauty that meant she didn’t have to overcompensate. Just about the opposite of Alexis and Mona’s look, which got my wife zero complaints from me.

But Lily already had her own packed and ready. “She’s late.” We’d already been seated, and half the ice in our drinks had melted.

“You know how much I bitched about Knoxville traffic. It’s Friday, and a holiday weekend. Give her a bit.”

I felt a couple of her toes kick at my shin. “After more than a decade, what’s a few more minutes to wait for her?”

“Don’t tell me you’re jealous.”

“You haven’t taken me anywhere like this.” Lily swirled what was left of her Coke and put the green card atop the tower at the center of the table. Apparently, Touro Chana was one of those Brazilian steakhouses.

“Because you barely eat.” I didn’t even have to mention that we didn’t need to anymore. “And speaking of which, Mona recommended I show you how we feed, assuming Quinn’s a fit for what we need.”

“So our marketing girl needs to understand people. I guess that makes sense.”

A pair of headlights turned into the lot. Judging by the warm color and the sound of worn brakes outside, it wasn’t some fancy car, and probably Quinn. “Something else is chewing your ass. Go ahead and spit it out.”

“I could ask you the same thing. Ever since you came back with Alexis, you’ve acted different.” Lily narrowed her eyes at me. “So you tell me what’s wrong first.”

Fighting the truth back wouldn’t have worked, because I already had the big issue screaming in my head. This wasn’t the time for a spat, but it was coming out either way. “I know your parents are dead, and that you do too. What really happened before we met?”

“Would you believe that I killed them?”

My brows shot up as the waiter swooped in to refill our drinks. “I mean, I can’t blame you for it.” Because even with her caginess, that account of her past wasn’t the kind of thing our type could get away with lying about.

Lily darted her eyes away. “Quinn’s a skinny redhead with bangs, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. I was tired of waiting.” Lily swapped her chair from the one on the other side of the table, sitting just to my left. “But if you don’t want a fight, this wasn’t the time bring that up.”

Which was a fair enough point. “Either way, I need your read on the girl. If you don’t think she can do the job, she’s out.”

“You make it sound you’ve already sold yourself on her.”

Now it was time for me to tap a foot at her leg. “Alright, play nice. I don’t wanna sort through resumes from pro bullshitters unless I have to.”

But the way I appreciated Quinn’s figure holding true to what I’d fantasized about nightly didn’t calm Lily down.

Clear as Mona’s disembodied voice, Lily’s seethed through my head. If this isn’t about business, your ass is in the doghouse.

I couldn’t help frowning back at her. Considering what you didn’t tell me, I don’t think you’ve anything to bitch about right now.

The whole room quieted down as Quinn walked over, dressed in black capris and a cobalt tank top, fit for a the average Knoxville creative-type. It felt like everyone in the room knew something was about to erupt.


Quinn had worked with enough places in the area to know what she was talking about. In fact, her work with Touro Chana got us a hefty discount.

But it hand’t calmed Lily down. Not a single bit.

Braking early for a red light to make sure Quinn stayed behind us in her car, I got tired of the fuming silence. “So go ahead and tell me what really happened in Georgia.”

Lily snapped her head the other way. With her arms crossed like that, all I had to stare at was her pair of tits almost hanging out the top of her dress.

“I’m not a fucking cop. I’m your husband.” Kinda. “If anyone deserves to know, it’s me.”

As if my words didn’t mean a thing, Lily kept staring out the window as she squeezed her arms tighter around her chest.

“You put up a good act until we got in the car.” Up to and including eating steak and lamb like a fat kid in a candy store. “I already get why you wanted out. If I still trust you enough to listen, you should trust me enough to tell the truth. Or are you still pissed that I called a girl I used to crush on for the job?”

The rank of salt and moisture wafted through the car. But her voice didn’t crack. “Fine. I only saw one way out, and when the chance came, I had to take it.”

Not that I was ready to argue otherwise. Her past was beyond fucked-up. “They were delusional psychopaths. It’s not like you asked for that life.”

As Lily turned her gaze back to me, she had a look on her face I’ll never forget. “Eddie, have you ever killed someone? I mean, really watched the life drain from their eyes, up close?” She put on the corpse stare without warning.

“I’ve watched the two closest people to me die… But not like that.”

“It’s different from what you’d think. Instead of regret or fear, they look back at you with pure hate, until it’s just gone.” Lily snapped her fingers. “Like that.”

I’d shot a deer one time with my uncle, but that made me feel awful enough to never do it again. The poor bastard hadn’t done anything to me. “If you thought it was necessary to save yourself, I can’t fault you for it.”

Lily shrugged. “When I was a kid, I never had any pets, but there was a stray kitten who showed up one day. Outside of Lily, he was my only friend. But I didn’t dare let my parents know about him.”

I didn’t want to ask, but I had to. “What happened?”

The smell of tears became undeniable. “Dad always got ticked about the paw prints on his windshield. One morning, I woke up to Sunny meowing outside my window. But he wasn’t able to stand up.”

Don’t fucking tell me…

Lily dropped all hint of emotion. If I hadn’t been able to read the blocked anguish and memory flashing in her head, I’d have assumed she was the same kind of lunatic her parents were. “Every one of his legs were broken. I knew what Daddy had done to him.”

Jesus…

She didn’t quit staring at me until I pumped the brakes for the next light. “Even though I was only nine, I knew he was in pain. But I couldn’t help him.”

“That’s enough… I get it.” Even I felt like crying then, and I didn’t even like cats. At all.

“I did what I had to.” Lily put a hand on top of my leg. “So now you know. I’m glad you don’t think less of me for it.”

The rational part of my brain screamed that I should open the door and run. Anyone that damaged could always be a monster waiting for the right chance to show its true colors. Even if they only did that shit as a reaction to the world around them.

“So how did you do it?” I regretted the phrasing as soon as it came out. “To your parents, I mean.”

Lily’s fingers gripped hard around my thigh. “Believe it or not, I looked up how much more liquor I needed to inject in Dad after he got drunk. As far as the investigators know, he got really wasted and strangled my mom in her sleep. When the rigormortis kicked in, his hand pulled the trigger for me.”

Holy fuck-balls! I knew who I didn’t need to piss off. Like, ever.

“I won’t ever sign off on you feeding those raccoons, but yeah, I get it.”

“Why not?”

Unless I wanted my entrails spread all over the nearest mountain, I knew to pick my words well. “The little bastards can fuck anything up. At this point, I’m just happy you’re not feeding the local bears yet.”

“But they’re sweethearts.”

I’d done enough camping to know better. “Let’s compromise here. I hate cats, but compared to a pack of raccoons, I can deal with one at our place. Have we got a deal?”

“You’ve already got Alexis. If Quinn moves in, I get to have two.”

Lily was enjoying Mona’s twin as much as I was, but I wasn’t about to argue. “That’s as good as I’m gonna get out of you. We’ll drive to the animal shelter tomorrow, but don’t go pushing it.”

In another life, I knew Lily would have been a crazy cat-lady. Or in the case of this one, a deranged raccoon chick.


As we arrived back home, Quinn managed to stick behind us, somehow. If Lev was leaving the decision of who to recruit up to us, I needed to know if she really would be a good fit. Especially if I had to go through with that whole conversion mess.

Stepping out of my car, I pressed against my door as she parked a little too close on my side.

I motioned at Lily with one hand. “Come on, let’s give her the tour.”

Quinn got out and joined us at the bridge, which at least had solar lights on it now. “You really think this place can open in a few months? Even in the dark, it’s a mess.”

“My boss is putting the big resort’s maintenance staff on the place starting next week. But you should have seen how bad it was a couple of weeks ago.”

More makeshift lighting let Quinn see through the courtyard, if only just barely. “Since it’s a real hot spring, the alternative medicine and woo crowds are who we should target. You’re lucky I’ve dealt with that market before.”

Thinking it hard enough that Lily had to pick up on it, I was even grumbling in my own head. Great. We’ll be overrun with people who shove crystals under their pillows in no time.

But Lily had her own input. “It’s a good starting point. People with money to blow on things that don’t work can afford a high-dollar vacation.”

A wild hair shot up my ass. “What if we market it as a nudist resort or something? Lord knows this area could use something like that.” I flipped the switch just inside the first hallway, watching the ancient fluorescent bulbs strobe to life.

Quinn didn’t shoot it down, completely. “I could run an advertising campaign like that, assuming you can find the right models for the promotional shoots. What’s really hard in that market is getting anything but single men horning around for a little action showing up.”

Which already made it seem like a horrible idea. “Fine. We go upscale as possible. That’s what Lev wants, and I’m not gonna to argue with him about it.”

Through the endless turns, Quinn never stopped throwing ideas out. Everything from basics like getting a website up, and then through the more involved shit like getting influencers to hang around with a free ride. Personally, I liked that last idea. For, uh, recruiting reasons.

But once we got to our room, I knew we’d have a problem.

From the other side of the door, I heard the kind of buzzing and huffing that meant Alexis was busy taking care of that raging case of nymphomania. What the hell ever happened to putting a sock on the handle? And since I hadn’t picked up on it earlier, the girl was just getting started.

Lily glanced at me crosswise. “Do I need to talk to her?”

Fuck it. Even if Quinn ran for it, she’d never find the way out of this place before we found her. “No, we might as well let her know everything upfront.”

I barged myself in, letting Alexis’ first scream pour through the hall. “Quinn, meet our HR manager!”

Bare as a fresh canvas and working that vibe on her clit, Alexis didn’t completely stop buzzing the man in the pink canoe. “You two got back early.”

“I fucking said we might have a guest. What the hell’s wrong with you?” As Alexis picked up where she’d left off.

Quinn stepped right beside me. “Hell of a company culture you’ve got going on here.”

Rolling with it, I picked up on how she was more amused than shocked. “She does shit like this all the time. You kinda get used to it.”

“I mean, it’s your house and your rules, Eddie.” Quinn didn’t take her eyes off Alexis, though. “She looks like she’s having a grand time over there. Put her in your promotional stuff, and you’ll have those single guys flooding in for a room.”

Lily stepped between us, heading straight for the bed. “You can’t keep doing this, now that we’ll have people around.”

Not that it fazed Alexis. She was already knuckles-deep in her own cunt, arching her back off the mattress.

Planting both hands on her hips, Lily shook her head. “Really now, I told you we’d play later tonight.”

Quinn bumped an elbow in my ribs. “If this was some kind of prank or setup for an orgy, good job, I guess.”

I didn’t even look away as Lily crawled atop the bed. “I promise this wasn’t my idea.”

“Sure...” But she still wasn’t backing out. “If you wanna join them, don’t me stop you. It’s just a little early for me.”

“You think I’m joking right now, but I’m not.” I groaned and rubbed the back of my neck. “Let’s leave them alone and go somewhere else. I really did set this up as a job interview.”

Lily was already sneaking a hand between Alexis’ thighs as Quinn responded, “And miss the show? Are you kidding me?”

What? “Is that why you always turned me down?”

Quinn stepped in front of me and locked her green irises on me. “Well, I really didn’t want a boyfriend back then. It took a few years of college for me to figure out why.”

“So that nasty divorce you mentioned doesn’t include a former husband.”

“Man or woman, a manipulative, jerk-ass spouse can make your life hell.” The smirk warned me about the coming punch at my shoulder. “But if you can keep the interview going with that in the background, you’re the kind of solid rock a business needs to build from.”

“You already know my wife’s bi. It’s not like I’m about to judge.” I pointed at the couch facing the bed from the opposite side of the room. “So why not? It wouldn’t be the craziest thing that’s happened since I first got here.”

Quinn gripped both her arms around one of mine, shocking me to the core. “Well, now I’m interested. You can’t just leave it at that. I need stories.”


Through about seven orgasms between those two, I tried to keep myself under control. “So that’s how your salary will go. I’ve got a budget for a certain amount of marketing staff, and the more of it you can handle yourself, the more I can shovel your way.”

Quinn put one leg over the other and leaned into the corner of the sofa. “I don’t know what’s harder to believe.” A ballet flat dangled off her toes. “You telling me I’ll head an entire department for the first time in my life, or the fact that you kept a straight face this whole time.”

“I told you, it’s a job interview.”

“At this point, I believe it.” But Quinn still couldn’t tear her eyes away from them. “Is this a daily thing?”

“At least.”

“Well, you’ve got an HR manager with no employees to manage, and a wife who swings both ways.” The shoe almost dropped off her foot. “How did you even end up in a situation like this?”

I caught the hint of blush in her cheeks. “Don’t tell me you want to join in.”

“I don’t.”

“Bullshit.” Even without the physical signs, I felt the growing want in her head. And more than that, I smelled the wetness that she’d crossed her legs to hide. “Go for it. We don’t even have to touch each other, if that’s your condition.”

“You mentioned that your boss’ wife is even crazier. Should I even ask how?”

I shot a look at the bed. “Well, the brunette my wife’s eating out right now was her choice for the hire. But I think a lot of it had to do Alexis passing for Mona’s twin.”

“Bullshit.”

“After everything else tonight, you’re gonna doubt that part of the story?”

Quinn slapped her palms together. “You know what?” As she stood up, I watched the button of her capris come undone. “Fuck it.”

Welp, alright then. “Go for it.”

Looking back as she slid those pants down, Quinn bent over and said, “As far as team-building goes, it beats the hell out of a goofy trust fall.”

If I’d have known she was this much of a freak, the constant denials from her would have hurt even more. “Lily can’t handle two fingers against her g-spot, and Alexis can’t handle herself when you’re rough. Do with that info what you will.”

The blue top slid up her chest. “Well, you just ruined half the fun.”

I never thought I’d see the girl in nothing but a white pair of panties, but like I said, weird shit had become the norm. “Trust me, you’ll need the help with those two.” And bless it, you’re screwed.

“I can’t believe you’re not running over there. As much as I hate to admit it, you weren’t lying about any of this.”

Catching the tank top as it flew my way, I finally understood Mona’s weird genius. “We’ll talk more about the job later. In the meantime, have fun.”

“You’re just gonna watch?” Quinn turned around, finally showing me the perky wonders I’d spent too many nights fantasizing about. “Not that I’m saying you can fuck me, but I won’t be mad if you get yourself off too.”

When that sounds old-hat, you know you’re jaded. Looking at the pile of hot on my bed, Lily’s pussy stuck out like it had flashing marquees pointing the way home. And all she’d done was pull that damn dress above ass.

And here I thought I was gonna die miserably in hospice care. Or maybe I’d been a saint in a previous life.

But I was far past questioning the luck.

Quinn dove right in the middle, wrapping an arm around each of them.

Alexis looked my way with a smirk, like she knew something I didn’t. Then, as she snuggled herself under our new ‘candidate,’ I saw one of her fingers motioning me over.

I’d have been fine with just watching, but like a free stack of money, you don’t turn some things down. Every scrap of clothing on me was off by the time I got to the bed, trailing back to the couch.

Standing over the foot of the mattress, I watched Lily tuck a hand inside Quinn’s white panties, fit for a Catholic schoolgirl. My hard-on wasn’t about to keep itself under control. The three hottest women I’d ever talked to in my life had their mouths and fingers working each other into a frenzy, on my damn bed, you see.

The chorus of moans and smacking lips made the superhuman hearing feel like a true gift. Then the swish as Lily fingered Quinn’s pussy tossed me over the edge. My cock wasn’t gonna handle staying dry much longer.

When Alexis wrapped her arms around my neck, I almost plunged right into her. But then Alexis shoved her face in mine from below.

Quinn’s a good fit. The sound of digits moving around inside my old crush’s cunt felt like punctuation marks. Lily pushed her the end of her tongue against the back of my front teeth. But you know what we’ll have to do, if you want to bring her in.

Every one of the syringes Lev had given me had to be about halfway between the sofa and the bed, still in the pocket of my slacks. I can’t do it. Not to her.

Like it didn’t matter at all, my wife jacked up the pace and bit my upper lip.

Expecting her to force something else into my head, I almost backed out when I felt Quinn’s panties fall limp on my ankle.

But then Lily grabbed one of my hands, drifting it between legs that weren’t her own. Feeling a scant try at a fight, Quinn’s thighs surrendered as soon as I felt the bump of her clit.

I’m tired of feeling you thinking about her every night. Go ahead and do it.

I flexed a couple of fingers as Lily sunk a couple of her own in. The gasp Quinn let out wasn’t one of those gradual ones that told you to keep going with the favor until she hit a breaking point. This was a pure fucking treat for her.

And of course, Alexis had to get involved. Slipping herself down until I felt her tongue against my knuckles, she didn’t mind that she wasn’t the star of the show anymore. If anything, that fierce series of licks got my hand rolling Quinn’s bean even harder.

The sudden thrash to my left almost got me to quit. But my old flame’s voice was defiant, like she was daring us to make her the featured guest.

I got ballsy and grazed the tip of my index finger along her entrance. Someone’s tongue pushed me away.

That sigh in my ear had more pleasure crammed behind it than a good edging. An unfamiliar set of legs wrapped around me before it trailed off.

A few more licks had Quinn just about in the zone. I kept twiddling away at her clit, fighting Alexis over the territory. But holy hell were we getting her juicy.

Shuddering at the precipice, Quinn had no idea how vulnerable she was. The barrier holding her mind back parted down the middle, blaring the conflict over whether she’d let me go at her like a megaphone.

Wet fingers locked around my wrist. I didn’t know who it was at first. Then I noticed Alexis and Quinn had totally wrapped into each other.

Lily stared back at me as she grabbed my other arm and pushed me against the bed. Scooting her bottom half up my legs, Lily’s breath singed against my neck. Like it was my time to be idolized.

Or she was just getting jealous. I didn’t care which.

The cold silk of her dress made Lily’s fuming skin feel that much hotter. Embracing me from above, her slit hugged up the whole length of my shaft.

I dipped to aim myself right for the mark. With my bare cock against raw flesh, I pushed through until I was jammed all the way in. Because I love that whimper it makes her give.

Her tightness seized around me. Lily took her hands off my wrists, pressing hard against my chest instead.

Feeling those sugary thighs melding into my own, I pushed the front of her dress up. Seeing that flawless pussy take me in like it couldn’t get enough always slammed the right buttons.

Lily’s waist circled, forcing every part of herself over my dick. She was already so fucking wet, I knew she wanted me all to herself until the end of this romp.

But then she rose her shoulders up. Giving one of those seductive nibbles on her bottom lip that takes lipstick with it, Lily’s eyes turned to the moaning ball of confusion next to us.

Looking at me again, Lily shocked herself forward, keeping me planted deep. “You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

As long as my wife kept riding my like this, my old crush couldn’t have been further from my mind. Even as she rode the knife’s edge of coming, right next to me.

“It’s okay. She’ll be one of us soon.” Lily bent down again, nipping my ear. “I really want her too.” Like she was trying to make me come in her that second.

I whispered back, “You’re full of it.”

Lily’s tongue danced up the curve of my ear until her mouth centered over the hole. “No, really. Feed, come inside her, and I’ll clean up the mess.”

My brain scrambled like an unpaid, late night feed of Skinemax, back when a hint of boob was exciting. My fists clenched almost as hard as my jaw.

“Well,” Lily pushed herself off me, raising her voice so even Quinn could make it out, “both of you want it, so quit lying to yourselves.”

I couldn’t sit up fast enough. Seeing Alexis trap Quinn’s ankles as Lily snatched both wrists had me wondering if I was in for a treat or an unforgivable sin.

But if I was going to make her the fourth member of our ‘family,’ some amount of violation was gonna have to happen.

Snaking my way between them, I settled over Quinn, trapping her at the hips under my thighs. Feeling gutsy and with my cock throbbing almost out of its skin, I had to lay down the law. “You can back out now, but in a few seconds, it’ll be too damn late.”

Like she was taunting me, Quinn shot an eager look. “Whether I want it or not doesn’t seem to matter anymore, does it?”

I backed my knees between her legs and bent down, planting both hands around the slenderness of her waist. “You’ve always been a tease.”

Quinn wiggled in place. But it didn’t take her long to figure out that she had no chance to get away. “But if you didn’t have to chase after me this long, would it feel so worth it?”

Her time to decide had expired. Shifting until I felt the slight give of her entrance, Quinn wasn’t staying human much longer. But I was more worried about the helpless fight her walls put against my girth.

Colliding our hips together, all that tightness didn’t stand a chance.

Her voice exploded with a high-pitched scream. Quinn was fucking helpless against all three forces of nature lording over her body.

I rocked myself forward, digging my tip into that plush mound deep inside her cunt. The edges of her true core rolled around the head, wet and slick I was trying to grab hold of her in a pool of oil. Even the littlest shift of her torso put my jaw in my lap.

Another slow rock parted her folds. Then I felt the strand of her memories, running myself along it until I was inside her head.

The urge to feed was too strong. I shimmied myself deeper, hoping like all hell that it’d give me another clue to work with.

Enraptured by it all, Quinn relaxed every muscle.

Then it came. Overpowering her body and mind, one push against her forearms broke the dam.

As her legs clamped around me, I plowed deep and saw the path leading right down to her core.

Really? Slamming hard, the jerk of her entire body made her soul spread a little wider. She was just afraid of turning into her mother?

I knew Mrs. Prescott was a conservative prude, dreadful of her husband’s next affair, from the first time I met her back in middle school. But like all kids, Quinn was a combination of her parents, rolled up into a tight ball of inherited issues.

Got it.

I wasn’t just overpowering her physical self. Quinn’s will had given up, like she knew it was pointless to fight back. Another push into her slapped that little bit of fight to the background, where it belonged.

Expecting an easy stream of thoughts like I’d gotten from Alexis, the torrent of memories from Quinn almost drowned out my own mind. I jammed hard, feeling the endless rush hiccup as she cried out.

Resting deep, her decades of fucked-up poured into me. Part of me wanted to pull out and vomit over the side of the bed. But then another shred came to the front of my mind.

More.

All of her life-altering events poured through me. I finally understood the girl, even if what I saw didn’t matched the idealized version of her I’d had on a pedestal for so long.

Then I got to the part where I’d really entered her life.

Like watching taped footage, but through her own eyes, I saw the nervous kid I used to be. Back on that fateful day behind our middle school I’ll never forget on Friday, January 25th, 2008.

‘So, uh,’ the younger me scratched the back of his neck and looked away, ‘wanna go to the movies tomorrow night?’ I expected to cringe before it was even over. ‘Well, do ya?’

My own heart slammed against the inside of my ribs. Just like I’d remembered on my end, Quinn’s memories even included the moment of hesitation.

Am I having a fucking stroke? Or is this just a heart attack with a headache?

“Eddie, um...” It sounded like a half-dozen girls were snickering from behind. “Well, I’ve already got a boyfriend.”

A momentary flash of some boy band member she’d crushed on flashed through my head. Watching my former self lose all confidence, it damn near had me laughing.

Fucking really? I wanted to be pissed, but it felt too damned stupid to worry about anymore. That’s what drove me up a wall for years?

So much of my own neuroticism fell away before I could dive my cock through her again. All that self-pity and whining, over nothing I had any control over. It was pretty funny, once I understood how dumb I’d been about it.

Lily’s hands kept me from backing out, putting more weight on my ass than a someone three times her size wouldn’t have been able to crush forth. But then her mind leaked through.

If you need Quinn, I need her too.

Not that I knew what she was talking about. But when you’ve got a wife telling you to run your old crush ragged, you don’t argue with her. Especially when said wife wants her just as much.

Overpowered, yet more than willing to keep it up, I gave raw slam into Quinn’s pussy. A little bit of her gushed out, running hot down the insides of my thighs.

Her body spasmed as a hard scream erupted from her lips. Between Quinn, Lily, and Alexis, I couldn’t have backed out if I wanted to.

And after twelve years of waiting and dreaming about this moment, I didn’t have the nerve to do so much as change potions.

I careened my member through with a tempo that put Quinn on the path to losing herself in another way. Hijacking another stream in her mind, the wet insides of her cunt took me in like it couldn’t get enough.

Another beating crash jarred her entire body. With those two rushing me deeper at the end, I couldn’t help giving her a merciless grind before rearing back.

Quinn’s walls slammed tight. Bonded to me hard enough that I couldn’t force my way out again, I’d just about hit my maximum.

Lily and Alexis got the hint as I refused to pull even a single inch of myself out.

Skimming my cheeks against hers, I got the tunnel-vision again. As the picture grew from a single pin of light, all the way to a full panorama, everything about what had driven her to this point became clear.

Dreadful nights of her ex-wife exploding for no reason, the taste of Quinn’s own blood in her mouth, and the heartbreak of knowing the situation wasn’t about to get better… It was too much like the fragments of Lily’s past I’d gleaned when her guard was down.

Then I saw the way her coworkers took the excuses for busted lips, bruises, and black eyes in stride. Like they were too fucking ‘woke’ to acknowledge that same-sex relationships can be just as abusive.

Tasting the change in her personality after that year of hell, I tried to wring what I could out of Quinn’s head. For the first time, I felt true pity for the girl, on par with what I’d had for Lily during that night in my tent.

A visceral plea shot into my mind, as if Quinn knew I had seen it all. Now that you know everything, I’m begging you to take me out of my old life.

I couldn’t help putting my mouth against her ear. “You know why I have to.”

Quinn’s legs tried to spread, quivering against my waist instead. Then a final shred of thought offered itself.

Even after all the times I shot you down, you love me?

‘Love’ was far too strong a word for what I had toward her. Somewhere between pity and wondering what could have been different, I can’t even describe what I felt any better than that. It was short of some creepy white-knight or stalker complex, but now that she needed my help, I couldn’t bring myself to refuse.

Every part of my shaft pulsed. Laying into her and wallowing around like that shot the best kind of tingle down to my sack.

Quinn put her arms into it. Holding me deep, she was either on some kind of birth control, or just didn’t care what might happen later.

Drenched in the pool of juices and still battering my dick around inside her, my self-control gave out all at once.

All ten of my fingers caught in her hair as I whispered, “Fucking coming...”

A final wave of jerks and heat rushed out of her. Gripping hard, both of her walls coursed from her entrance, back to the well deep within her cunt.

My neck went taut. As six hands pressed with all their might, the jig was up. I was coming in her, like it or not.

Quinn’s voice lilted as her throat buzzed against my shoulder.

That first blast exploded out, stinging like my body had been hoarding as much cum and tension as it could generate.

My second hurt a bit less. But it felt just as great, otherwise.

Emptying myself into her, my shoulders quaked and my lungs almost gave out. A final gasp settled my chest against her tits. Fully enveloped in her arms and legs, I felt the last pulse from her mind reach out to me.

Whatever it takes to be here with you, I’ll do it.

Drops of sweat flooded my brows until one escaped into my right eye. Feeling the burn, it shocked me out of the pure bliss.

Holy fuck... She doesn’t even know what we’ll have to do to her.

Before I could weep, shake my head, or even pull out, Lily was draping herself over my shoulder. “You know what needs to happen.”

Quinn’s body went limp. Even her pussy relaxed, which gave me a chance to pull out.

Alexis and Lily had backed off too.

Joining them on my knees, I stared down at the beautiful mess I’d made of Quinn. “Lev gave me a bunch of syringes that’ll let us turn her. They’re in the pocket of my slacks. I can’t do it to the poor girl myself.”

As if she was aware of everything I’d fed from Quinn, Lily eased me back. Resting the rear of my head against the silk dress that had covered her lap again, Lily glanced her fingers down one side of my face. “Lex can take care of it for you.”

Conflicting thoughts raged through my head like a bar brawl.

But Lily kept stroking my cheek. “After what you saw in her, you know what has to happen.”

I couldn’t have ruled out killing a person, if worse came to worse, but this was Quinn. “I wish there was another way.”

“The last thing I saw in my past life... It was that look in your eyes. Like you wanted to protect me, no matter what. Even when I knew we were dying, it made me feel better than anything else I’d experienced, and we barely even knew each other.”

The sound of my belt buckle hitting the floor nearly had me fighting to get up. “She doesn’t have to die to be happy.”

“I get it now. Even if it couldn’t be with you, you only ever wanted her to have a good life.” Lily wiped tears I didn’t even know were there out of the corners of my eyes. “You don’t call it love, but that’s exactly what it is.”

“It still hurts, knowing that she has to die.”

Alexis crawled over the bed, making me want to jerk up and stop her with everything I had left.

But Lily held me tighter. “Right before the ceremony, Mona told me what she saw in you. I’m glad she wasn’t lying. Even Alexis said she felt it in you, just before she changed.”

Quiet enough that no regular human would make it out, the cap of the syringe popped. My entire body tensed up at once. “Let me go!”

Not that my wife was listening. A run of Lily’s fingers along my jaw settled me down. “This way, you’ll be able to protect her, forever.”

I still hated it. While I couldn’t call Quinn the love of my life, the plunge of the needle through her skin had me on the verge of bawling.

Seconds later, I couldn’t make out the sound of her heartbeat anymore.

We really have become monsters. Jesus…

But it didn’t take Alexis long to stare down at me. “You know all that shit she should have told a therapist? Now you get to feed it back to her, just like you did for me.”

“I’m always gonna hold what you just did against your ass.”

Alexis smiled as she straddled my chest and wrapped her palms around my face. “Get over yourself. I’m far better off now than I was before we met. She will be, too.”


Feeling a part of myself drain into Quinn as I gave back what I’d taken, that first beat of her heart pounded through my own head.

I pulled my mouth away from hers. “Quinn?”

Her eyes opened inches from my own.

Without a doubt, she was still the same person. But that dim, blue glow and her gratitude replaced the hazel green that had set up permanent residence in my memories.

Even with the right contacts, the color of her eyes would never put that scared-shitless rapture in my chest again.


HAREM PROJECT ALPHA 4

Soaked in perspiration and hoping like hell the auto-plow was almost done, Wes kept flinging the dug up rocks along the edge of the field. It wasn’t that the work itself was hard. But he regretted putting himself down for eight full hours on the hottest day of the week.

With his fifth housemate set to arrive near sundown, he was antsy to get the work done. Slapping the button marked ‘stop’ on the back for his last break, Wes reached for the water bottle nearby.

A grinding rumble from up the hill told him someone was coming. He rested his back against a filthy tire and killed most of a liter in seconds. Whoever it was, they risked flying off the gravel road at that kind of speed.

Who the fuck is it, and what do they want?

Another one of the eight utility vehicles crested the ridge. Braking at the last second for the switchback, the buggy kept tearing his way. It didn’t take him long to recognize the figure through the windshield.

Sis? A pang of dread put his stomach at his feet. Perhaps Janus had taken a sudden turn for the worst.

Cutting through the field, Ava had the throttle pinned. He couldn’t stand up fast enough to wave for her to stop before the cut across freshly plowed dirt.

Judging by the look on her face as she got out, Wes knew what the visit was about. “Oh hell.” News of his acceptance of Elena and Jareth being an item must have filtered down, some way or another.

“Wes!” She stomped the fluffed dirt into hardpan with every step. “What the fuck? Mom and Jareth? And you didn’t try to stop it?”

“Calm down.” He knew she’d act exactly this way and had mentally prepared for it. “It’s not like it’s any of our business.”

Ava kept storming closer. She reached him, slapping his head sideways. “I know she’s lonely, but fucking Jareth? Really?”

“You’re acting like it was my idea.” Wes saw her rear back, catching her wrist as it whipped his way again.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Let go!”

“Just to get slapped again?” His grip loosened as he saw the flood of tears on the verge of spilling out.

She didn’t mind the ring of dirt he’d left on her arm. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I knew you’d act exactly like this. Good to know I was right, and you’d have lost your shit just as hard a week ago as you are now. The only difference is who you’d take it out on.”

“But it’s Mom!”

Wes started to lose his patience, reigning himself in before he could get in her face. “If it makes her happy, who cares? Yeah, it’s not what I’d prefer, but it’s not my decision.” Trying to leave it at that, he pulled a half-rotten stick from the hopper and chucked it as far as he could.

When he turned back around, Ava was struck with disbelief.

“If we were fucking on the down-low, and Mom acted like you are now, I’d see her point. But really? Jareth has the same dad as we do, but if he didn’t fall out of it, he can get up in her snatch as much as he wants.”

Her nose wrinkled. “Fucking gross! You didn’t have to put it that way.”

“And you didn’t have to hit me. Now that you’ve calmed down, wanna call it even?”

Whipping herself around with both shoulders bunched together, Ava took a hard step back to her vehicle.

“Is that all you came out here for?” Too worn out to bother following here, Wes cupped his hands around his mouth. “I’m glad you’ve got enough free time to waste on crap like this!”

She glared back at him. “Your newest toy will be here in two hours.”

The door of her vehicle slammed in the same instant the wheels spun holes in the plowed soil. But if Wes wanted to finish the original work and fix her damage, he wouldn’t make it back in time. Or at least, not soon enough for a good shower.


Wes had asked for info about his remaining housemates, but Cynthia never had cracked. A call to Jareth for an escort to Wes’ place had bought him enough time. His hair had only started to dry as he savored what rest he could get in the upstairs sitting room.

The door chime echoed through the house. Wes knew Holly would bolt for the door, having already worked on another welcome like a Stepford wife obsessed with reverse cuckoldry.

His watch buzzed to life with her own pattern. Wes rolled his eyes ahead of time before he tapped the screen.

Holly’s blush was too obvious. “You’ve got four of us… Can I have her?”

“Who?”

Holly whips her lens around to the new girl. “I don’t care if she’s taller than I am… She’s fucking adorable.”

Goddammit. “Whoever you are, don’t pay attention to her. Holly, show her the way up here and nothing else, please?”

There was a flash of recognition, but he shook it off. It looks like her, but there’s no way. Skye would never go along with something like this.


The door closed behind the new girl. Wes turned around, seeing his doubts shatter in front of him. “Someone’s had a haircut.” He remembers the hair that almost reached her ass back when Skye had been on his development team. “It looks great on you.”

Skye pointed at the canvas hanging over the bed. “So you really liked it that much?”

He remembered paying out the ass for it, days before her quitting date at YoniMetrics. She’d left his company to pursue an art career. Wes had hated to let her go, as Skye was the kind of odd genius even self-improving AI couldn’t replicate. “Yeah, I had it shipped over as soon as I knew I was stuck here.”

“When they told me who I was supposed to live with on the flight, I thought it was an elaborate prank. But here you are.”

Appraising the body in front of him, obviously toned in that form-fitting, white dress, he tried to make it seem like he wasn’t checking out the goods. “It’s not the craziest thing about this place.”

“Then what is?”

Wes saw the confusion turn to fear in her eyes, even from across the room. “I’m glad to hear I’m not the only one still freaked out by what’s going on, but even I probably don’t know that.”

“The girl who walked me up here... Isn’t she the one you brought to the auction?”

“Yeah, we’ve stayed together.” Cocking a brow as Skye took a seat several feet away from him, Wes moved the reunion along. “Have they told you about our fathers yet?”

Skye nodded. “He wasn’t around much, but he’s why I started painting.”

“Dean Horowitz, I’m guessing.”

“How did you know?”

“GeneFactor only brought one artist in as a Donor, and he was a saint about keeping in touch with what children he could.” Studying records had become a minor obsession for Wes, for this exact reason.

“Holly told me you’ll be taking over GeneFactor before we even made it up the stairs. Why leave the company you built from the ground up to run another one?”

“We’re both done with that place. Does it matter now?”

“What happened?”

There was no point in dragging out the most basic version. “I quit.”

Not that Skye could have been satisfied with that. “But you saw YoniMetrics like your own child. What could have made you abandon it?”

“You dropped the miracles you pulled for the same place to chase your legacy. Is it so weird that I did the same?”

Skye looked at him like she didn’t understand. “Janus Rickard is your father?”

“God-father, actually. My dad died of heart failure, just like your own. Can we go ahead and trade condolences so we can move on to something both of us need to figure out?”

“And that is?”

“Aside from my girlfriend… I’ve got an Olympian figure skater, a doctor, and a scientific prodigy. I get that you’re smart in ways I can’t figure out, but did they tell you any specific reason why you’re here?”

“To have two of your children. It didn’t take me long to take them up on an offer to escape the hell everyone else will probably face.”

Wait… “Have they given you any medication?”

“No. Should they have been?”

Wes puffed his cheeks out. What the fuck do I tell her? “Did anyone tell you to answer that question this way?”

“I have no idea what you’re getting at. If this is a prank, you’re going too far.”

“You signed onto the deal they gave you,” Wes stood up from his chair, “but as honored as I am with what you agreed to, that’s the easy part. The whole truth gets twice as wild, several times over.”

Skye took a seat on the corner of his bed. “This isn’t like you, being cagey about everything.”

If she’s really not on Succuba Gamma, why? Wes resisted the temptation to clear his throat. “Then tell me, what’s your motivation for being here?”

“Why should I? I’m here, and that’s all you need to know.”

Two knocks at the door gave Wes the escape he needed. “Who is it?”

Closed the door behind herself. “You’re both confused, but I had a good reason for setting this up.”

Wes glared back at his sister. “Then tell me the truth, already.”

“Succuba Gamma makes the women receptive, but we can’t build a new society on medication alone.” She looked at Wes. “I mean, I’m shocked you and Skye never became a thing.”

“And now is the time to test that theory? She was one of my best programmers, but you know I keep my work and personal life separate.”

“Not anymore.”

Damn it… Wes focused on Skye. “If you want out, say it now.”

“Out of what? Nobody’s told me why I’m even here, outside of giving you children.”

“And that’s the part she signed on for, Wes.” Ava walked between them, addressing neither one. “Mom agrees, if every family will have one man and six women, they have to be built on more than just survival and libido.”

“If we’re all jammed into secluded colonies, you’ll recruit women how, exactly?”

Ava seemed a little too confident. “Outreach and mentorship. Why keep our knowledge and resources locked away, if we can help mankind as a whole?”

Skye slammed an open hand against the comforter, forcing Wes to look her way again. “I know you visionary genius types are weird and all, but what the fuck?”

“I’ve already told you, back out if you want.” Wes turned his face back to Ava. “You’re letting the long-term goal creep into the setup.”

“No, I’m testing parameters. The men are supposed to be paragons and guardians, but that doesn’t mean the women have to be submissive broodmares.”

He shot a quick glance at Skye, who seemed intrigued enough. “Which is great. But haven’t you already screwed up the four downstairs enough?”

Skye leaned forward, almost giddy. “Shoot this down if you want to, but what if she has a point?”

What the fuck? “I’m lost, but I know you well enough to hear this out.”

“Not everyone can be a rebel, but any society without them would stagnate. Think about our conversation after you hired me.”

Wes remembered it well. “Logic and rules determine all.” He couldn’t help smiling. “Except when they don’t.”

Skye slammed herself onto her back, staring at the timber rafters. “And then, new rules can be written! It’s disrupting the status-quo, at its most basic level.”

“We’re already doing that, and I haven’t figured out what ‘normal’ should even be here.”

Ava looked at Wes like Skye might have been a mistake, after all. “Maybe you’re right. She’s kinda nuts.”

“Believe it or not, she’s probably the most sane person I’ve ever met.” Wes got out of his swivel chair and took a few paces toward Skye. “I’m not gonna ask again. You in or out?”

She kept her eyes fixed upward. “I’ve made it as an artificial intelligence engineer and an artist. What’s left after that, other than being a test subject in some grand breeding experiment?”

“Yeah, she’s onboard.” Wes put both hands over Ava’s shoulders, guiding her to the door. “But do remember, the next lunatic you bring in, might not be the kind we need more of.”


Hours of telling Skye everything he knew about Colonium Alpha started to exhaust Wes’ reserves.

Jenna, and the ‘twins’ didn’t care about specifics, at least. They’d abandoned the dining room already. Taking some of the desert plates away and leaving them alone, Holly seemed just as content to accept her new reality for what it was.

Skye slapped both palms against the table. “Really, your own mother was the prototype?”

“Not exactly. She just happened to be the one GeneFactor could control.” Not that Elena would ever admit it. “And I’d suggest you stay far away from her until we get this mess sorted out.”

“Why? She could tell us so much about—” Skye cut herself off before lowering her voice. “You know, why they’re all so willing to lie on their backs until you dump a load in them.”

“Yeah, if Mom shows up here, I’m locking you in a closet.” Wes scooted his chair back. “I know you’re aching to test things. Get it over with and tell me which one you need.”

Holly walked back in. Skye points directly at her. “This one.” Skye tries craning her neck into the next room. “And the shorter brunette. I need a control sample.”

“What?”

“You dote after Holly. But for Eve, I can tell you two are still distant, emotionally. I need to see how your own feelings affect their behavior.”

“Why don’t I get Jenna and Amelie together for you?”

“You think I’m studying the women?” Skye almost dove over the table. “Wes, you’re the freak here, not them.”

“Me?” Compared to Skye herself, Wes thought that he was the only sane person left in the house. Even Amelie had given in.

“Yes. You have the same ‘abilities’ as your mother. Ava explained that much to me.”

“And you’re sure she didn’t use them on you? She’s exactly like I am.”

“Don’t the people under that influence know something else has entered their head?”

Wes focused his attention between her eyes, mentally repeating the ‘command phrase’ his father had shared with him. Ego sum alpha, et genua parere. “Drop this whole subject.”

Skye clenches her jaw. “Fine, asshole.”

“I actually like the idea of having one of you not tarted up with Succuba Gamma. But the colony itself is the experiment now, not the people. You’d do well to keep that in mind.”


Wes had left Skye to her own devices. He imagined she was following everyone with a tiny notebook, jotting down observations like some pervy naturalist.

Finally alone again, this time hiding out in the modest library, he settled into a plush chair. How the fuck did Ava pull this off?

But if anyone would have answers, it would be his mother. Pressing her contact info, Wes didn’t have to wait long to see her face in his watch.

“Mom, I’ve got a problem you probably know about already.”

“Skye?” The background looked like Jareth’s room in the central compound. The fact that her shoulders were bare told him enough. “Is she backing out?”

“Not at all, but what the fuck was bringing her here about?”

“Like your sister told you, I want to see how someone who isn’t under Succuba Gamma’s influence will act. If she becomes a problem, we’ll start dosing her.”

“So I’m the guinea pig for your own guinea pig. She’s already proposed watching me have a three-way with Holly and Eve.”

“For observation?” Elena smirked and winked at the same time. “That’s kind of adorable in her own batty way.”

“How long have you known Skye, honestly?”

“I got in touch with her as soon as Janus told me what I’d be doing here. So about two months.”

And Wes had only arrived four weeks prior. “Any other surprises you’d care to warn me about?”

“Your sixth girl isn’t quite an A-list celebrity, but if I mention her name, she’ll sound familiar.”

Wes knew he was scowling as he spoke from the bottom of his throat. “Who?”

“Hey, I had to look her up. Some model and fashion designer from Europe. Lia Nespoli, I think was her name.”

Oh hell. “Holly’s gonna blow a gasket. She’s in love with her clothing.”

“And I won’t turn down jazzing up the wardrobes here. Everyone gets the same set, and no matter how nice it all is, it’s boring.”

“Really, you’re worried about fashion here? Why not bring on a dietitian or engineer in her place?”

“They’re already on the roster or being recruited as we speak. We have a few ‘general’ positions, so why not make them people with skills GeneFactor hadn’t thought of?”

“But again, fashion, of all priorities?”

“Gotta get the men excited about making that next generation. Besides, we’re supposed to be the model for a new way of living people want to strive for, not New Zealand’s modern branch of the Amish.”

“By showing off vanity and extravagance.”

“Human nature is what it is. Sex sells. Always has, and always will.”

“You’re horrible at public relations. People want guaranteed safety and stability.”

“Those have been seen to already. Lia’s primary job here is to design clothing. I don’t think the 3D and fabric printers care what they’re making.”

“I know I won’t convince you to change your mind.”

“Honestly, I thought you’d call bitching about Jareth like your sister does all the time.”

“I’ve already worked things out with him. Just don’t make that a problem either.”

“Well, at least the more sensible of my children can be happy for me.”

Wes heard voices coming down the hallway. “I gotta go.”

“Love ya.”

“Same, bye.”

Judging by the giggles right outside the door, Wes knew  at least two of them were outside the door. What the fuck are they trying to pull?

The door finally opened after a long pause. Skye walked in first, wrapped in a terry bathrobe and flanked by the other four. Holly and Amelie seemed to be prodding her on from each side.

Jenna leaned into Skye’s ear and whispered something that Skye’s face glow red as an ember.

“Anyone care to tell me what this is all about?”

Eve whipped a hand against Skye’s ass. “Go on. You wanted to know how he treats us, so find out for yourself.”

“You’re hazing her? This isn’t a sorority.”

Amelie forced the issue, putting her hands on Skye’s shoulders. “We’re taking a shortcut. Why explain how things work around here, when we could just show her?”

Holly pulled the knot in front of the robe. Skye tried to keep it wrapped around herself until Amelie jerked it down her arms.

She was left in nothing but a blue, strappy bra and panty set, with stilettos to match.

Wes liked what he saw, but couldn’t give them the pleasure of letting it show. “The only thing you forgot was wrapping a bow around her. Out, now.”

All of them looked dejected except for Skye, who was trying to beat them all out the door.

“Skye, you stay.”

Before leaving them be, Holly ducked her head back in. “You’re no fun.” She winked at him anyway before adding, “But I’m sure you two will have a great time together.”

Wes stepped over and handed Skye the bathrobe off the floor. “Here. I told you they were obsessed.”

“I was talking with Jenna, and then the other three snuck up behind me. Before I knew it, they’d hauled me to a closet and started pulling my clothes off.”

“You let it slip that you were studying them, didn’t you?”

She tried to look away, succeeding with her face and failing with her eyes. “I might have brought it up, but I haven’t said a word about not being on Succuba Gamma.”

Wes fought the urge to razz the hair over her forehead. “They could probably smell the difference in you. To them, not being turned on all the time seems like madness.”

“Clearly.” Skye finished tying her belt back on. “Thanks for saving me from all that.”

“Don’t worry about it.” Wes took a seat in one of the overstuffed, leather sofa chairs. “I was told your own dose of Succuba Gamma isn’t off the table, but I’d rather leave that choice up to you.”

“Would I know if they did go ahead with it?”

“I would.” Wes clasped both his hands around each other and leaned forward.

“Then I’ll do it.”

He had to jerk his head back, cocking it to one side. “Wait, what?”

“I’ve never seen happier people, but at the same time, they’re not complete idiots. Just talking with them, they’re still as brilliant as you’d expect them to be.”

“But they’re too obsessed with sex to think about anything else.”

“When they’re around you.” Skye looked at the door everyone else had left from and smiled. “Making small talk here feels like I’m back at MIT. It’s great.”

“I don’t believe it.”

“Before they manhandled me into this getup, Jenna was explaining the thesis paper she’s started drafting. I had no idea prevailing winds and particle size in the soil could make such a vast difference in the biodiversity of a forest.”

“And Holly? What does she do?”

“Aside from looking after the rest of us, I think she’s interested in having me teach her oil painting.”

For a moment, eavesdropping on them seemed like it needed to become a frequent thing. “I had no idea.”

“But around you, it’s all about sex. It’s like they mess around with each other only enough to keep themselves satisfied.”

“You’ve been here, what, twelve hours? That’s hardly enough time for an in-depth study.”

“Am I wrong at all?” Skye had relaxed enough to sit across from Wes. Crossing her legs, she added, “And quite frankly, I’m glad they’ve accepted me as one of their own so quickly.”

“Without the Succuba Gamma, they’d rip each other apart. It’s not so much that it keeps the peace... It keeps them in line.”

“Which is what you don’t like about it, correct?”

“It’s like a chemical lobotomy mixed with an aphrodisiac. Of course I can’t stand that.”

Skye let her teeth show behind her grin. “No, I’d say it’s more like the ultimate anti-anxiety treatment. They’re completely free of jealousy, self-doubt, or shame.”

“At least you nailed the shameless part.”

Like he wasn’t getting it, Sky leaned forward. “What I mean is, I don’t think Succuba Gamma is necessarily a bad thing. It’s like they’re in their own utopia right now.”

Paradise, no famine or war, and a life of relative luxury among their fellow prime of humanity. “Compared to the rest of the world, that’s what this place is, but not because of the drugs.”

Skye shot another look at the door. “You’re concerned about their personal freedom.”

“Exactly. It’s been robbed of them.”

“I have the choice to take Succuba Gamma or not, right now, the same as they did before arriving.”

Wes knows she wasn’t totally wrong, but the decision seemed too final. “Holly’s no longer on it, and she hasn’t gone back to baseline for herself. What if they would regret that choice, if they weren’t under its influence?”

“If it’s permanent, so what if they would be?”

“People can’t be mad over something they never think about. Is that what you’re getting at?”

“I know you’re on the verge of accusing me of looking at them like AI’s, but that’s not accurate or fair.” For a moment, Skye’s ability to rationalize anything competed with Elena’s.

“Then what is?”

“They had a choice, exactly like I do now. After spending time here, I fully understand why they would take that bargain.”

“It’s not a rational choice, though. Desperation over the state of the world is one hell of a motivator. Or in Holly’s case, it was the only way we could stay together.”

“And if she weren’t changed by Succuba Gamma, she wouldn’t have gone along with the living arrangements.”

“Among other things. Until very recently, Amelie hadn’t gone through the full transition herself.”

“Really?” Skye pushed her hair out of her eyes. “What did she go through?”

“Amelie knew that her mind was changing. I can’t say that she thought it was for the worse, but it worried her.”

“And now?”

“I tried to pick up the conversation where we’d left off a few days later, but she looked at me like I was a lunatic.”

Wes knew she was looking around for something to take notes on before giving up the search. “That tells me a lot.”

“About Succuba Gamma?”

“No,”Skye got out of her chair and worked at the sash of terry around her waist, “it tells me everything I need to know about you.” Pacing forward, she stopped just short of Wes’ seat. “Like I said before, I’m willing to take the medication.”

“Why?”

Tapping the side of her head with two fingers, Skye looked down at him with enough warmth to thaw what few glaciers were left in the world. “Intelligent people are always the most miserable, and recent history doesn’t make it any easier. Both of us know that from experience.”

Wes knew where she was heading. “Stripping some part of yourself isn’t the answer.”

Skye dropped the robe. As it piled behind her feet, she closed the last step between their legs. “Have they lost any part of themselves, other than the misery?”

He wanted to push her away. “You’re falling into that narcissistic trap where you assume you’re not happy because you’re smart.”

Like he was simply mistaken, Skye split her thighs and mounted his lap. “It’s a question of the scope of your thoughts. It’s not the intelligence itself that causes the sadness. It’s the realizations that come when you’re not busy with your purpose in life.”

“And locking them in a trunk in the back of your head is the answer? That seems like a cop-out.”

“No, it’s like you said, they’re too preoccupied to bother with what they can’t do anything about.” She leaned in, pushing her chin against his neck, “If I could pick two things to obsess over, non-stop, I could do far worse than choosing sex and my own work.”

“You’re looking at it like you’re able to choose between your happiest self or your best self.”

“What if I’m choosing both? Focus, a busy solitude to do what we believe is important, and security. I dare you to tell me that’s not what everyone but the two of us here have, right now.”

He started to see her point. “If they weren’t doing their work to make the world better, I’d call them nihilistic bimbos.”

“Why can’t a bimbo help society between bangs?” Skye lunged her breasts into him. “I want to paint and work on the automation here. Would having tons of sex make either one wrong all of a sudden?”

Giving in, Wes let her bite at the side of his neck. He rolled his head back, feeling the unspoken attraction between them that had finally come to a head.

Skye reigned herself in for one last moment. “And besides, you’d be much happier and productive if you focused on what you can do here.”

The feeling of her mouth over his own definitely made the broader world’s problems fall away. Both of his hands gripped the outside of her thighs. Sneaking both index fingers under the three straps wrapped around each of her hips, Wes begged for her to keep going without saying a word.

But doing anything in a straightforward manner wasn’t Skye’s way. She broke her lips away from his. “So why didn’t you try anything when I was still at YoniMetrics?”

Wes stared back at her, seeing her eyes lock on his own. “You’re worried about that, now of all times?” Not that it was stopping him from easing her waistband down another inch.

“I mean it. You were a great boss, and probably the only one in the valley who didn’t act like a creep.”

The push of her cunt against his shaft through the layers of fabric forced Wes to gasp. He tried to pass it off with a faint smile. “I was supposed to run my company, not bang every employee and intern who caught my eye.”

“Well, you’re not my boss anymore, so...”

“Am I stopping you now?”

Skye pushed her arms down, mashing her palms against his stomach. Easing herself back, she didn’t stop until she was easing herself onto her knees. A quick tease at his zipper joined her giggle.

Wes had to cup her cheek with his right hand. “If I hadn’t gotten with Holly before you resigned, trust me, it wouldn’t have been a question.”

The sound of his pants coming undone forced Wes to start unbuttoning his shirt. Before he popped the last and worked on the one for his slacks, Skye already had her fingers around his cock.

Watching her gaze back, Wes asked, “Are you positive this is what you want?”

Skye kept her grip on his length, leaning in as she reached up with her other hand. With an index finger over his lips, she whispered, “God, stop fucking talking already.”

Less giving in and more accepting his fate, Wes eased himself into the seat. The wrap of her mouth around his tip forced another sigh out of him.

Running her hand from top to bottom on it, Skye wasn’t finished driving the point home. “If it’ll make it more fun, we can pretend we’re doing this behind Holly’s back.”

Upfront about it or faking the risk of getting caught. It didn’t matter. “We don’t need to do that here.”

“Didn’t I just tell you to shut the hell up?” Her fingers slid up his dick, gripping just under the head.

Wes looked down at her, pressing his chin against his chest. He scrunched his mouth to one side and circled one finger in the air.

“That’s what I wanted to hear.”

His head shot back again as his jaw dropped. Something about the way she wasn’t doing this because of the Succuba Gamma made the way she took in every inch that much better. “Jesus fuck!”

Skye’s front teeth clamped around his base just enough to repeat her demand.

Not that it was a problem. Wes ran her hair between his fingers until he reached the back of Skye’s head.

Her own hand fell on top of his, pushing her own head down.

Wes got the message, grasping her by the roots and lifting her face away from his lap.

The Ferrari red lips turned up at the corners as Skye admired his initiative. Stroking him with the copious amount of spit she’d left behind, Skye eased herself a little closer on her knees. “Now imagine what I’ll do when I’m on the medication.”

She’s nuts. And he knew it was in the best way possible.

Putting his other hand over her mouth, Wes pushed his ass into the corner of the chair and leaned down. He pulled on Skye’s hair until she was staring up at him. “You know what I’m about to do to you?”

A jerky nod and a spark in her eyes told him everything.

Wes stood up, bringing Skye with him. She kept hold of his dick as he kept trying to press both hands together on either side of her head. A half-dozen steps took her legs out from under her, crashing her ass and back into the loveseat nearby.

Before he could let go of her hair, Skye had already wrapped her thighs around his waist. Squeezing the hand between themselves, he pulled at the bottom half of her barely-there outfit. The fabric stretched until he had it as far up her thighs as he could get it.

“Good enough.” Wes shot his hips forward.

Skye moaned against his palm as her cunt welcomed him in.

Driving himself in to the hilt, Wes loved the feeling of her breath welling up, hissing against his skin.

Taking hold of both of Skye’s wrists, he pressed her arms over her head and slammed himself deep again. Keeping himself all the way in, he pushed his face next to her ear. “I always knew you’d be a wild fuck.”

Her legs flexed, pulling her back off the cushions.

The feeling of Skye’s walls grazing along his shaft made Wes squeeze harder around her forearms. Not that it was stopping the miraculous hump coming from beneath himself.

Knowing it was too late to back out, Wes slammed himself into her. Pinning her body down, he forced himself to drive that last fraction of an inch deeper.

Both of her thighs clamped like a vise. Skye ground herself around his shaft as her voice buzzed against the skin of Wes’ palm.

Smarmy bitch. Uncovering her mouth and reaching where their bodies met, Wes pinched his index and middle fingers around the peak of her hood. The slightest twist had her squirming.

He let go of her wrists as Skye began seething air through clenched teeth. Both of her arms wrapped under his, curling until nails dug into the top of his shoulders.

The silk of her bra pressed against his chest. Wes tried to put all of his weight into subduing her, only making Skye wriggle herself around his cock even harder.

Steamy breath filled his ear. “I’m not about to let you win.” Skye let out a trailing moan before adding, “You know that, right?”

Like hell.

Wes abandoned her clit, pushing himself up from the cushions with one hand, grabbing the center of her bra like reins with the other. The first proper smack of their bodies together called her bluff.

Skye dug her claws in as ten pale lines ached down his forearm. Between thrusts, she managed to belt out, “More!”

His entire length invaded like Wes was trying to run her clean through.

The pop against his cheek registered before the sting. Skye reared her hand back again as she let go of his arm and pulled at the collar of his unbuttoned shirt with the other. “Not enough!”

Spreading heat pulsed on the left side of his face. Catching her tense up to slap again, Wes pinned her at the elbow and then put everything he had against her, head to toe.

Skye pulled him tight with every limb, whispering, “Make it hurt...”

Wes pushed his mouth against her ear, barely having to say, “You idiot.”

Another wave of pussy gripped toward the core of his shaft. “It’s okay, because I’ll be that much worse in a few weeks.”

His dick pulsed like it had taken over the show. Wes gave her a brutal slam without breaking the total-body hug. Resting deep, he pressed his stinging cheek against her temple. “What do you really want?”

Waiting for Skye’s answer, he didn’t expect the words about to seep from between her lips. “It’s one thing to tame someone primed for it, but another to break them on your own.”

Biting his tongue, Wes fought the urge to whisper, “You little bitch...”

Skye’s body sucked him deeper between her thighs. “Not gonna fight me anymore?”

Choking the life almost out of her would have been too easy and direct. Wes told her the one honest thing he could. “The rest of them will eat your ass alive, and then toss the scraps my way, if you keep acting like this.”

The firm grip of her legs around the small of his back pulled Wes in, beyond deep. “Good.” Both sides of Wes’ collar closed around his windpipe. “And if they figure out that they can take it too, even better.”

Wes planted a jolt toward her center. Skye’s head rocked back, giving his mouth a chance to nibble at the vulnerable skin.

Her hands pulled on the rear of his head, forcing Wes’ face deeper into her. Another pound busted the first hint of a scream from her.

Sliding his fingers under the cups of her bra, Wes felt the natural softness that moved more than the rest of her body. Tamping the sides of fingers shut around the hardened nubs, even the little bit of pressure turned her volume closer to maximum.

A pang of horror tried shouting through his head. What if she’s not safe yet? Unlike all the others in the house, Skye very well might not have received the temporary birth control.

Not that it mattered. He pushed the thought away, knowing the colony wouldn’t exile Skye over it. If anything, it would stop the dawdling and rush the project forward.

Her arms and legs gripped tighter around his torso as Wes stopped his motion. Resting deep in the copious wetness and heat, he wondered how much worse Skye would get once Succuba Gamma took hold in her system.

Pulling his hands off her breasts and then pushing himself up, Wes shivered as his cock backed out. “I guess we really are good at this, even without help.”

Skye finally straightened her neck. Like she was lost in his stare, her bottom lip tucked between her teeth.

Pushing a few strands of brunette out of her face, Wes felt her limbs unwrap from his body. Standing tall next to the loveseat, he caught himself admiring her like some exotic car in a showroom. No greater by her own rights than the four other women in his stable, but exactly what he wanted right then.

And she’d noticed. “I like the enthusiasm. It felt like you were about to bust a nut already.”

Helping her slide the strappy bottom the rest of the way down her legs, Wes sent it flying to parts unknown in the room. “Do you even need the medication?”

“I don’t need to get plowed like a field on the daily, but it sure would be nice. I could say the same for the other things it would do for me.” Sitting straight, Skye held both hands up in front of him.

Wes pushed them down, dropping to his knees. Putting both his and Skye’s hands on top of her thighs, he eased her legs apart. The flawless symmetry held true, even after being invaded and then spread open again.

His palms drifted upward. Both thumbs tucked into the crooks between her hips and legs. Then, with something bordering on reverence, Wes leaned forward for that first lick.

Skye jumped a little. Settling down as his tongue remained on her clit, her entire body relaxed at once.

Wes coursed his taste buds over her pearl, never letting the motion stop. She spread her thighs wider as her fingers wrapped in his hair.

Feeling the push on the back of his head, Wes lapped against the pulsing spot until her voice edged out. One solid run of his tongue down to the lowest part of her neatly tucked lips made every part of her shudder.

The insides of her legs heated against his face. Wes knew a finger or two would do the girl in.

“Go on, make me—” Skye faltered like a scratched CD. “Make me come...”

Not that he hadn’t been planning it all along. But pulling his mouth away, Wes knew she deserved more than the easy route.

He wiped the excess from inside her off his mouth as he stood up. “Not so fast. I’m not done with you yet.”

Wrapped up in thinking about which way he wanted to take her, Wes didn’t pay much attention to Skye grabbing his arms. But the room spun around him as he felt the air rush past his skin.

Planted in the middle of the seat, he only realized Skye was on top of him when her cunt split down the middle, rubbing up and down the bottom of his shaft.

Skye was grinning too much. “Fine, if you won’t give it up, I’ll make you do it.” She reached around her back, popping the bra loose.

No sooner than she’d removed it from her tits, the center of the thing wrapped around the back of his neck. She always had been the kind to ask forgiveness later instead of bothering with permission.

The tip of Wes’ cock felt the all-natural willingness just inside her passage again. Using the bra like reins, Skye bumped herself forward. The rapid sink of her hips into his made her smirk that much worse.

Fingers danced under the unbuttoned shirt. She invaded his space, her lips no more than an inch from his own. “You know what I want.”

Right now, or long-term? He knew the answer to both, but not which one she was talking about. “I think you’re taking it for yourself, whether I’m ready to give it to you or not.”

Full-contact along his dick put a cramp and a shake in his neck. Smooth and soft as buttered velvet, Skye’s pussy drove a hard bargain.

“You’ll never guess which one of them begged me to do this.”

For all he knew, it could have been any of them. “Jenna or Holly, most likely.”

Skye crashed herself down again, leaking herself down his package and into the upholstery. “If I told you it was your mother, would you believe me?”

Absolutely. “Why?”

Another wiggle of herself stole the breath from him, forcing Wes to listen.

Every syllable got more heady as she ground herself into him. “You already have Holly to keep the family running, but you need another one to keep your mind engaged.”

Wes gasped out, “Philosophy during sex?” Another whip of her body made him blink, hard. “That’s not exactly the right answer.”

“And you didn’t even guess right.” Skye nuzzled herself up to him, starting with her legs and ending with her cheek glancing against his. “She doesn’t know where all of this is headed, and we don’t either.”

Grounding his mind for what felt like the last possible time, he asked, “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

Skye reared away with the upper half of her body, pushing against his sternum. “Does it matter?” Every iota of her cunt tried to steal his attention with a few good slides. Up and down. Forward and back. Left to right…

His conscience gave out with one final admission. “This colony is an asylum for nymphomaniacs, and the patients run the show.”

“I know, right?” Skye tossed herself around on his entire length. “Lucky you.”

Tormented by the cunt he’d denied himself for too long, Wes gripped her sides like it would have slowed her down. When it didn’t, he settled in for what he hoped would be enough.

Skye ground herself to a near-halt. “I’m sure the others have some tricks they could teach me, but I think I’m getting my point across.”

His breath gushed out as his eyes opened. “And that is?”

Bouncing herself in his lap, she didn’t have to answer to get the point across. It had Wes on the verge already.

Then she forced her shoulders back, resting her hands on his knees behind herself. The rhythmic twirl of her hips stole his attention.

Putting one hand in front of her pussy like it was suddenly time for modesty, Skye got to work on herself like she was desperate to catch up to him. Wes felt the rumble down below, starting inside her and transferring through his shaft until it shook his core.

A twinge of almost-pain shot up his stomach until it reached his lungs. Shaking in his own breathing, Wes forced himself to keep his eyes on her.

Skye bawled as her cheeks turned almost the same color as her lips. Her fingers blurred with the motion. Even the sound of Skye jilling herself off had to be making it through the door.

Her teeth chattered as Wes felt his neck tighten. His fingers curled into his palms as he felt her toes do the same through her stilettos. Ready for it or not, the o-face he’d been imagining since meeting her a few years prior met every expectation.

Forcing his ass off the sofa, it pushed Skye through her limit. Her hand stopped as she lurched into his chest, caught stammering just before she could belt out the scream she’d been building up to.

All four sides of her cunt pulsed and tightened in unison. The feeling of it against the head of his cock gave his trigger that last ounce it needed for a pull.

The shout finally came out of her, buzzing his collarbone as the rush of pure greatness took him over. His eyes couldn’t take it, slamming tight as the emptying feeling burst through the length of his shaft.

Tons lifted from his shoulders as the first rope coated her inside. Another howling vibration filled his chest as Skye clamped even harder around his dick. Her arms pushed herself tighter against him, like she wasn’t allowing a single drop to hit anywhere but her innermost reach.

Her mouth parted from his skin just far enough. “Right there, deep inside me!”

Wes opened his eyes just enough to see her head nodding too fast for comfort. Her chin shook even more until it was almost a blur.

Five shots in, Wes started to get that hollow feeling and warmth.

Skye began to pull herself out of it, her voice still shivering. “Keep coming, please...”

Willing what reserves he had left to the surface, a few more blasts and the shift in her pussy overloaded him. Wes shirked back out of reflex, still not making it out.

“Easy,” Skye’s tits pushed against him as she breathed in, “pull out too fast, and it’ll all leak out.”

The question of her fertility status felt like it had been answered. Holly’s gonna snap if she’s not the first. Not that Wes hated the idea of Skye jumping the line.

“You know, I didn’t think it would go down like this.” She pushed her cheek against his again, much hotter this time. “It’s like I’ve lost my mind.”

Elena having a hand in this wasn’t out of the question, but that wasn’t the biggest concern at the moment.

His watch buzzed on his wrist. Wes tapped the button on the side, hoping the bitch-button treatment would get his point across. Skye settled even deeper against him as he ignored the second call attempt.

The tips of her fingers slid down his chest as she pulled away, almost enough to get him out of her. “A few years ago, I bet you would have stopped in the middle of sex to answer a call.”

He had a few times, and it had taken Holly until their sixth month of dating to get used to it. But when your company is worth more than some countries? Seconds could decide the fate of millions of dollars.

Wes dropped his forehead against her shoulder as Skye nuzzled her face into his hair, not minding the sweat at all. Her top and bottom teeth clamped on the end of Wes’ ear before she whispered, “So, the Succuba Gamma… Do I even need it?”

Ignoring a third set of vibrations on his wrist, Wes answered, “Probably not.” Not that Wes knew he could handle her like that, if her normal self was any indication of how she’d be.

Skye’s fingers wrapped around his arm. “If they’re calling this much, it’s probably important. I don’t mind.”

“You’re assuming,” he grinned to himself, “that I’ve got the breath to talk that much right now.” Her body shifted again, forcing his head to jerk to one side as his cock shrank and begged him to tap out. Meanwhile, his watch stopped for the fourth and final time.

Pulling herself away, Skye made him tremor from the waist up. The expected line of pearly white dripping from her cunt never sullied the hardwood.

Wes looked her over again, now bare except for the heels. With the haircut and freshly-fucked look, he couldn’t argue against how Skye flipped the right switches in him. Had this night happened before Wes got serious with Holly, he knew it wouldn’t have been a competition. She’s absolutely nuts, but that almost seems like a good thing right now.

He almost missed the knocks on the door. Something about how quiet they were put Wes on edge.

“Who is it?”

The door creaked open without an answer. After a few seconds, nobody entered.

“Well?”

Holly finally took one step into the entryway. Everything about the look on her face ran a streak of dread down Wes’ spine. But she didn’t say a word.

“Hey, what’s wrong?”

She couldn’t look up at him. For a brief second, Wes imagined that jealousy had finally gotten the upper hand.

Keeping her gaze locked on the floor, Holly waited for endless seconds until she answered. “Ava just called me because you wouldn’t answer. I’m sorry...”

Her posture didn’t change, but silence let Wes catch the sound of a tear hitting the floor.

“What happened?”

She finally looked him in the eyes. “It’s Janus. They don’t think he’ll make it through the night.”

Wes spun through disbelief, bargaining, and denial in the space of an instant. Still, he’d known it was coming. “Fuck...”

Holly took a few steps closer. “Do you need me to go with you?”

As he stared into the empty space between his knees, the numb shock swallowed the afterglow. “No, just take care of things here. Tell Ava I’ll be there as soon as I can.”


Still worn to the point of collapsing, Wes had made it to the main compound in minutes. He braced himself with one hand, still unsure how he’d ran the entire way. Both on fumes and through pitch darkness.

He twisted the door handle to Janus’ room. The crowd he expected wasn’t there. Only Ava and Cynthia stood watch over the hospital bed. They didn’t notice that Wes had entered until he was mere steps away.

Janus’ legs shifted under the thin blankets. Even through the covers, Wes knew his feet had swollen.

Closing the gap, he felt all three of them look his way, even without looking away from his god-father. The rasp in the old man’s breath nearly made Wes lose it on the spot.

He gripped the rails of the bed and tried to keep a strong front. Nobody said a word, even though Wes knew everyone had volumes to speak.

Cold fingers rested on top of his left hand. Wes looked down and saw the sickly-white of Janus’ nails contrast with the yellowed skin. Hell, his liver’s giving up too.

Janus made a weak motion toward the door with his other hand. Barely taking in the breath he needed, he held in in for a moment before whimpering, “I need to tell him something.”

Cynthia took her husband’s gnarled, jaundiced fingers between her own. “We already know what it is, but we understand.”

Smiling as best he could, like it hurt to even do that much, Janus leaned his head against the pillow and rattled another breath in as they left. Finally, he barely pointed at the table next to the bed. “I need water.”

Wes grabbed the pouch, moving the straw up to Janus’ lips. Only enough to wet his mouth passed through.

“They should have you on something for pain.”

Janus acted like he was about to hack up a lung, but managed to speak anyway. “If I’m dying, I want to know what’s going on.”

Wes couldn’t help looking at the wild motions of the legs on the other side of the bed. “But if it hurts, why put yourself through this?”

“The same reason I turned down dialysis or a kidney transplant. They would have given me a few more months, but I’d end up begging for drugs by the end of it.” Like he was using the last of his strength, Janus gripped Wes’ hand almost enough to hurt. “I’ll only do this once. I might as well take it for what it is.”

Stubborn bastard. “You wanted to tell me something.” Fighting back the waterworks, Wes tried to grin. “Might as well spit it out now, before it’s too late.”

“It’s all the same, you know.” Janus coughed into the air, drizzling spittle all over Wes. “Sorry.”

A real smile came out. “I think you’ve earned a pass this time.”

“Dying is like watching my work pass on to other people. I don’t know what’s gonna happen.”

“Nobody else has that answer either.”

Janus shot a deadpan look at him, letting Wes see the jaundice in his eyes. “You’re about to live for centuries. Shut up.”

Wes thought about firing back with his own line, but held his tongue. Somehow, it felt like an even more smart-ass response. Trapped in the loop of wondering which one would show the least disrespect, he stayed quiet, regardless.

“I’ll tell you what I’ve already told your mother and sister: ‘Watch those other two and make sure they don’t lose sight of why we’re doing this.’”

“But do they know that we’re all hearing this?”

Janus did the closest hack he could manage to a laugh. Clearing the excess fluids from his throat, his head turned further to the side facing Wes. “Both of them asked me the same thing you did. I think you three will do fine, knowing that.”

Wes could tell he was about to drift off. With Janus still hours from death, it wasn’t time to rush for Ava and Cynthia, yet. But he knew that the next time those eyes would shut, they might not open again. “Anything you wouldn’t tell them that you wanna share?”

Wincing for a moment, Janus shifted in place until he looked comfortable enough. “Four things.” His body moved a little more until he sighed and then continued, “First, don’t run this colony like a business. I doubt your stubborn ass has noticed yet, but it’s a family.”

His head shot back on its own. Wes knew it was the truth he hadn’t considered yet, even though the project was all about creating families. “If the rest of your points are this good, keep ‘em coming all night.”

“Wise-ass.”

Now he knew Janus was fucking with him, as always. “Go on.”

“Number two.” He barely held a pair of fingers out. “You’re gonna have a new set of girls in their twenties, maybe fifty times before you end up in my place. Cheer the hell up, you lucky bastard.”

All Wes could do was shake his head and smirk back. “And watch three-hundred women I might have grown to love die of old age, just like you.”

“I knew you’d bitch about that.” Janus strained against the weight of his own limbs, trying to throw his arms in the air. “Let me piss and moan about my own problems, even though the guy in front of me is goddamned dying. Woe-is-fuckin’-me.” Meanwhile, that shit-eating grin couldn’t change.

“Okay, third?” Wes fought to keep it all inside. Tears welled up in all four corners of his eyes. Then his stomach tightened until air shot from between his clamped lips.

“What the hell are you laughing at?” Janus kept the snarl up, giving no fucks, as usual. “You’ll watch your children die of old age, their children, and so on.”

Imagining watching Holly grow old and pass had barely registered in his head, even though Wes had thought about it far too often lately. “I’m not sure if I’ll ever forgive you for that one.”

“You don’t have to. Which brings me to my third point, if you’ll let me goddamned talk...” A gnarled hand reached out for him. “The people close to you dying gets easier the longer you’re around, but it never stops hurting.”

Wes knew it was a point in and of itself. “And the last thing?”

“I wouldn’t have trusted your mother or sister with so much power if I didn’t know you’d be there to reign them in. If Elena gets out of hand,” Janus dug into the sheets, pulling an envelope out, “you have my permission to overthrow her crazy ass.”

“Jareth might throw a fit it if comes to that.”

Like the future of his own ‘son’ was nothing to worry about, Janus forced the wax-sealed parcel into Wes’ hand. “Unless you slack off, he won’t have the power to say a word. Keep her in check, and it probably won’t come to that.”

Wes held the envelope in front of him, seeing Janus’ bold signature through the layers of paper. “I’m not one for emotional goodbyes. I’m sure there’s one last thing you want to tell me, but you’re afraid to.”

“No, it’s not that I fear saying it.”

Rubbing the skin on the back of Janus’ hand with a thumb, Wes knew too much pressure would hurt the guy. “Then what’s stopping you?”

“Shame.” His legs shifted again as the vital signs monitor lit up. “I never told you or your sister this, and I’ve regretted it for too long.”

Wes saw the heart rate increase as blood pressure and oxygen saturation dropped. “Would it piss you off if I already know what you’re about to say?”

Janus gasped as the back of his head dug into the pillow. “Fuck yes.”

Time was short. “My guess is, ‘Keep the broader goal in sight.”

Rolling his jaundiced eyes, the old man frowned as best he could. “Idiot.” Another hork of air rattled his lungs. “Creating more Queen-Types would mean the end of free will as we know it. Never let people like your mother happen again.”

“But you—”

A meek squeeze on his fingers told Wes that it was Janus’ time. “Tell my wife to come in here. I want everyone else to leave,” spittle coated Wes’ forearm as the involuntary cough erupted, “now.”

There was no more advice or arguments left. “I owe you at least that much.”

Turning around, Wes kept himself from bursting until he was through the door. Ava caught him before he collapsed in the middle of the hallway.

But all Wes could remember from that moment was the look in Dr. Clare’s eye as he stuck a thumb toward the doorway. It’d be a look he’d repeat, himself, dozens of times. And the poor bastard knew it.


HAREM WISH 2 


Weeks had passed. I still had those two under my control, and I still hadn’t quit my job. But every day, it got harder to justify taking the L-train and walking through the hood. Why scratch with the chickens when you could soar with the eagles?

Outside of a buying a few dumb things I wanted, eating far better now that I could afford it, and dealing with a construction crew I’d paid under the table for a week, life hadn’t changed that much. But now that I had Steve on my team, this dump was about to be emptied.

Sierra and Kylie demanded to come with us to check the downtown apartments I’d arranged to see. A few of them overlooking Lake Michigan were tempting. But Steve promised that he had a line on the kind of place I was looking for. And he could arrange for the payment to happen, without the IRS fucking me right in the ass.

We’d taken the Red Line up to Monroe Station. Like the metro exit was a portal to a new world, the poverty of our south Chicago neighborhood seemed like it was continents away.

The tower was only a couple blocks away. You know you’re getting into the ritzy area when you actually see trees downtown. When I realized we were in front of the right door, I looked up.

An apartment I hoped would be worth several million was hundreds of feet above the floor of this glass canyon. Maybe it would be high enough to keep the roar of traffic at bay. If not, fuck it.

Sierra pointed through the crowd of business-people and tourists at a revolving door. “I think that’s the main lobby.”

Steve had already texted his arrival to me. “It’s got four bedrooms, but damn are they expensive around here.”

Kylee and Sierra tucked their arms under mine, almost forcing me on. Past the roar of cars and conversations, I couldn’t tell which one of them said, “Well, it’s close to everything. Millennium Park and three metro lines are within three blocks.”

Since she was the native, I assumed it had come from Kylee. I tilted my head her way. “I know I’ve got more money than I could ever spend, but this place costs more than most people make in a lifetime.”

I let Sierra pass through the revolving door first. Humidity and the rank of exhaust disappeared before I was on the other side.

Like they were old buddies, Steve chatted it up with who I assumed was the realtor. And after paying out the ass to treat all of us to ‘molecular gastronomy,’ I hoped like hell he was doing his job. Almost a grand was too much to pay for what looked like fingerpaint on a plate.

The two at my side caught his eye. Steve looked my way with his entire body. Pressed, tailored suit and all.

“Nathan!” He gestured at the guy shining me a bullshit, veneered smile, “This is Joel. The payment arrangements won’t be a problem.”

Something about Steve’s look put me on guard. “Go ahead and tell me the catch.”

“The asking price is two-million. Furnished, and passing the money through channels that won’t get you fucked, six-mil.”

“Jesus Christ!” Every eye in the lobby lasered in on me. “Have you lost your fucking mind?”

Steve pulled me aside. “Listen, money laundering isn’t cheap. Especially when you’re throwing that much around.”

But it looked like I was dropping more than a whole percent of even that fortune, right out of the gate. “Are you daft? There’s no way a place that small is worth so much.”

“If you’d have filed it as income to begin with, you wouldn’t have this problem right now.” His hand tightened around my elbow. “I don’t ask questions about where the money comes from, but if I really have to, I can talk the seller down a little.”

‘I made a wish’ didn’t exactly count as a valid job. “Fine.” Knowing how a guy like that worked, I greased the wheels. “Talk him under twelve, and there’s a hundred-grand more in it for you.”

“Keep those two flirting away like they did at the restaurant, and we won’t have a problem.” Steve faked a laugh and turned away from me. “Joel, can you believe it? Nate wasn’t gonna bother if the apartment didn’t face the lake.”

I shrugged like that was what mattered.


Kylee and Sierra were in love with every part of it. When you’ve got a panoramic view facing a lake that might as well be an ocean, everything else looks like small taters.

The final bathroom of the tour was almost too fancy. But for the price, Carrara marble wasn’t too much to ask for. Every other room put even that display of opulence to shame.

I backed out of the doorway, staring over the city through the floor-to-ceiling windows. I can’t fucking believe this. Not that I was in a bad frame of mind.

Sierra and Steve kept listening to the realtor drone on. Meanwhile, I wandered back into the master suite. Other than the current owner’s personal effects, everything in the place was mine, for the right price. But it still felt like I was the punchline of some massive joke.

Arms wrapped around my stomach from behind. Sierra never would have done that, so I knew who it was. “Well, what do you think?”

Kylee pressed her forehead on the back of my neck. “I never thought I’d set foot in a place like this, much less live in it.”

“I haven’t signed the papers. Don’t get ahead of yourself.” But outside of some royal palace, complete with servants, I couldn’t ask for anything more luxurious. “It’s more than nice, but this place isn’t really my style.”

“You can always redecorate.” I knew what she thought, at least.

“It’s too flashy.” I stared at the abstract art over the California king bed, noticing the brush strokes that marked it as an original. “I mean, who really needs this kind of place?”

Kylee snickered against my shoulder. “Sierra told me you’d act like this.”

“And?” I knew she hadn’t grown up in the lap of luxury herself. “It just seems kinda dumb to piss so much money away. Back home, I could buy thousands of acres for this kind of money.”

“But then you’d be stuck with land in Corn-Snort, Indiana.” Which was more than a fair point.

I’d still have more than four-hundred-ninety million left. When a few months prior, biggie-sizing a fast food combo was too much of an indulgence. “Fuck it. When we get home, start packing your shit. I’m buying.”

The arms closed tighter around me. “You mean it?”

Changing my mind would have been like taking away a kid’s new puppy. “I’d rather shit in my hands and clap than stay where we live now, but you two are sharing a room.”

“Nate, there’s four bedrooms.”

Maybe the cash and the statue had finally gotten to my head. “If I’m paying this much for an apartment, I call the rules. You’re free to stay in that dump, if that sounds any better.”


The week after we’d moved in, every hour at Rick’s shop felt like an eternity. No, I didn’t need the money or the job. And it was starting to show.

Handing me the blank envelope, Rick tapped his fingers on the glass countertop. “You wanna tell me something?”

“Huh?”

“I said,” Rick cleared a few packs of cigarettes from his throat, “do you wanna tell me something?”

Reaching down for my backpack, I pulled out an old fanny-pack and then sat it on top of my paycheck. “I quit, but I want you to have this.” Not that I owed it to him, but I liked the guy.

The bulge in the middle shot his eyes open. “What the hell is it?”

I couldn’t help grinning back at his scowl. “Open it.”

Before he even got the zipper halfway open, Rick stepped back. “That shit’s not fake. What the fuck did you do?”

I wasn’t about to tell him about the ‘junk’ that had passed over the same counter. “You gave me a job when I needed it. Don’t tell me you’re about to turn down part of my inheritance for that.”

“Inheritance?” He shot me that look he’d trained me well in, expecting a line of bullshit. “Nobody with that kind of money to throw around begs for a job.”

Grabbing one of the straps, I pulled it an inch closer to myself. “If you don’t want it, I can always give it to some panhandler.”

That ‘oh fuck’ moment almost made Rick shit himself where he stood. “Hey, I didn’t say I was turning it down. I just wanna know why the hell you didn’t tell me anything.”

“When someone’s outright giving you fifty-grand, I’d assume taking it without getting nosy would be the normal response.”

Rick pulled the first stack of bills out. Flipping through them, he stared back at me. “This has to be prop money.”

“Legal tender. Every single one of them.”

It kept dawning on him. Rick backed away until he staggered against the shelf full of ceramic cats and angels. “Why?”

“Why not?” He’d paid me what I asked to begin with, even if it was barely enough to live on. “I owe you one. If I’m quitting like this, I at least owe you something in return.”

“You wanna buy my store? This is more than enough to hand it off to you.” Not that it really made anything. I knew that much.

But Steve had advised me to buy some kind of front for my money. “This place hasn’t turned a profit since I stared working here. What would I do with Chicago’s junk?” Other than wish hundreds of millions into being.

“I figured I’d make the offer. This is more than enough money to buy me out.”

Grabbing my bag, I started walking around the counter. “Let me talk to someone, and I’ll let you know tomorrow.” I patted Rick on the shoulder as I strolled by. “But just in case this is the last time we see each other, you take care of yourself.”

Even though I didn’t look back, I caught his words as I passed into the main wing of the mall. “What the fuck?”


Steve was up for another meeting. This time, it was gonna be my kind of place.

Fifteen blocks away from home, I sat in the corner of my new hideout, The Wandering Referee. Dive bars were hard to come by in that part of town, but I’d found it on my own. Snooty cafes and bistros that charged at least ten bucks for soup didn’t fit me anyway.

Eating one fried pickle slice after the other, I was waiting on my third beer when he showed up. “About time.”

Steve pulled his chair out and loosened his tie. “Sorry, another one of my clients is going through a nasty divorce. Dumbass didn’t have a pre-nup, so now it’s my problem.”

I scanned the room for the waitress. “It’s all good.” But no dice on the beer. “What kind of drink do you want?”

The bottoms of his eyes looked like the baggage check at O’Hare. “Strong.”

Which was fine by me. Steve looked like he’d earned it anyway.

I eased up to the bar. Luckily, the football game’s commercial break had just ended.

Leaning over the top with bills in hand, I was getting tired of waiting. Then it happened. Or rather, she happened.

The metal door leading to the kitchen opened. Even the TVs seemed to cut out.

Goddamn!

Blonde perfection, even in the bar’s referee uniform, stopped right in front of me.

“What’ll it be?”

I stammered for a moment.

“Eyes up here. You need a drink, or not?”

“Coors.” I shook my head without realizing it. “Pitcher. And a Jack on the rocks.”

She turned around like I’d given the normal response. But as the girl poured my order, I realized I wasn’t the only one staring in total awe. That game didn’t mean fuck anymore.

The rest of the world had stopped until my booze was up. Hearing a pitcher and whiskey glass clink against the bar, I finally pulled out of the tail-spin.

“Your tab’s already open. Save the money for later.”

I barely nodded back. “Yeah, thanks.”


Between catching glimpses of pure sex as she worked the bar, Steve and I had hammered out a way to make Rick’s place ‘earn’ enough to keep me tidy. When you’re an ‘antique dealer,’ you can make up whatever the fuck you want when it comes to numbers, supposedly paid for in hard cash.

As we finished yet another pitcher, my old friend broke down. “So, I’m not gonna ask how you got those two, or all this money...”

“And?”

The gallon of liquid courage had started getting the better of him. “The bar’s closing in less than an hour. You take her home with you, and I’ll pay the tab.”

Knowing what it could do and how little I could trust Sierra, the statue had ridden in my backpack, no matter where I went. If a place wouldn’t let me keep it on me, I didn’t go in.

But dive bars aren’t the best places to scrounge up a nail. “I’ll pay for tonight since it was my idea.”

“Pussying out on me?” He slammed back the last of his beer. Wiping his mouth left a streak down the arm of his blazer, Steve wavered in his seat. “Fuck! I just had this dry cleaned!”

Even back in high school, the feller loved to drink himself stupid. “You fine to make it home?”

“Yeah, let me order a ride.” He swiped at his phone a couple of times. “But what about Legs over there?”

I just wanted to stumble home and pass out in my bed. “Is the offer valid for the next week?” And I still had to talk to Rick. Buying that dump of a store would solve all of my cash-flow problems, according to Steve’s calculations.

“Shit, my ride’s just down the block already.” The miracle of apps, I guess. “Tell you what, I’ll show up to your place, whatever day you want. If she’s there, you win.”

“Fine, fuck.” I waved him on and sat there as the rest of the bar started clearing out. Last call had been nearly an hour ago.

Glassware rattled together as the staff rolled out from behind the bar. I grabbed my pack and slinked into the bathroom.

Closing the stall, I knew it wasn’t the ideal place to find a nail either. Keeping a few around hadn’t occurred to me yet.

With my pants still around my waist, I looked around. The grout around one of the subway tiles on the wall had cracked.

It was a long-shot, but it wasn’t like they’d know who pried the thing loose. Opening my pocketknife, I wiggled the blade around until the thing popped free, shattering against the floor.

Bingo.

Through years of dust, I saw the nail hanging out of an old stud. It pulled free with hardly any effort.

Jamming it into one of the cracks another spike had made, I looked the statue in its blank eyes. You’re a lot of fucking trouble, even if you are the best thing that’s ever happened to me.

It didn’t talk back, but that was the least of my worries. Lining the head of the nail up with the center of a tile, I gave it a hard slam.

That blonde’s gonna be mine. But I was fucking wiped. Tomorrow, when I run into her, I’ll have just as much control over her as those other two. Kylee and Sierra had a shift that night anyway. Like hell I was giving up what alone time I had before then.


Late the next afternoon, I’d already talked to Rick. He was more worried about itemizing everything in the store. I didn’t have the balls to tell him it was all trash, but I agreed to pay a little extra for it anyway.

Enjoying what was left of summer, I made my way down to the massive park. It beat the loneliness and recycled air in the apartment.

And what people don’t tell you about a cold place like Chicago is, when it’s warm enough, the titties come out to play. That goes extra for touristy places like Millennium Park. Fuck traveling to New England to watch leaves. Come to the windy city to ogle boobs instead.

I lounged on the bench I’d been claiming for the better part of an hour. Realizing I wasn’t about to finish the rest of the hot dog I’d bought, one of the semi-tamed gulls was beyond happy to get rid of it for me.

This isn’t too bad. Work wasn’t a thing anymore, and I didn’t have any problems left that I couldn’t buy my way out of. Life was turning out beyond good.

Just past the corner of my eye, a woman’s voice asked, “Care if sit down a minute?”

I was too busy watching the winged-rat take the Chicago dog, tomato slice and all. “Knock yourself out.”

With the bird’s day made, I took a glance at whoever was sitting beside me.

Jesus, it’s her! Looking even better than the night before in a white tee, along with a matching blue mini-skirt and beanie, my heart jumped into my throat.

“I hadn’t seen you in The Ref until last night. New in town?”

My pulse rocketed like I was some goofy kid about to ask her to prom. “No… Not really.”

Her shoulder bumped against mine. “Ease up. It’s not like I’m gonna bite.”

Calm the fuck down. She’s already in the bag. I closed my feet around the backpack, feeling the statue’s heft. “I had a feeling we’d bump into each other today.”

Wind off the lake blew some of her hair into my face as she talked. “I don’t know what it was, but I felt like I needed to come here all of a sudden. So much for laundry day.”

If that outfit was her scraping the bottom of the closet, I had to wonder how much better she could look. “Just call it serendipity. Weirder things have happened.”

“That works. I’m Jaida, by the way.”

“Nathan.” And I was still nervous as fuck. “You working tonight?”

“I’ve got three nights off in a row.”

“Must be nice.” Not that I had anything on my schedule.

“Yeah.” She trailed her voice off like I was boring the hell out of her.

If I’m gonna do this, it’s time. Manning up and swallowing the fear, I turned around and pointed at the looming tower behind us. “Let’s go up to my place.”

“Sure.”

The statue had worked its magic again. And I still had another wish left for the month.


Jaida’s eyes kept growing, starting from the time we entered the building. The black marble on everything in the lobby was impressive enough. By the time I had my door open, her jaw was nearly on the floor.

The grand view of the park we’d been sitting in spread through the windows. “When I said I wasn’t new in town, I should have told you I’m new to the neighborhood.” My place looked at least a little lived-in, but that was only because the seller agreed to part with just about everything.

“I don’t even want to know what the rent is up here.” Jaida almost stumbled as she took it all in. “Like, I can barely afford my townhouse.”

Sitting the backpack on the coffee table, I caught a nice view of her profile from the side. You could almost sit a cup on her tits and ass. “I went ahead and bought the place. Five years of rent would have ended up costing more.”

“You mean, this whole building?”

I could have lied, though I might have been able to afford it anyway. “No, just this apartment.”

“But you go to a sports bar for kicks. I don’t get you rich guys.”

I hadn’t really met the neighbors, but they were just as much a mystery to me. “You want something to drink? Non-alcoholic, of course, unless you really want a beer.”

Jaida backed against the kitchen island, taking in the rest of the open-concept of the place. “Whatever you’ve got.” She put that blessing of an ass on a leather bar stool. “What did you do to make this much money?”

Time to make myself a backstory, I guess. “Antique dealing, believe it or not.” Which wasn’t a complete lie. The statue had to be over a century old.

“I took the wrong job.” She watched intently as I opened the fridge. “But you really don’t keep much food around, do you?”

Aside from orange juice, a six-pack, and whatever nasty wheat-grass concoction Kylee drank every morning, the place had no calories in it. “We’ve only been here a week, and it’s just easier to hit a restaurant. They’re all over the place here.”

Pouring her some juice, I wasn’t ready for what I knew she had to be wondering. “So what’s the plan? You asked me up here for something.” That hint of a smirk wasn’t disguising anything.

Letting the snazzy fridge close itself, I handed Jaida the glass. “You just watched me pour this out, so at least you know I’m not slipping a roofie.”

“Bolder guys have tried.” She took that first sip and then cocked her head. “I don’t even know why I agreed to this. Not that I’m putting you down, but I wouldn’t even follow a celebrity I’d just met home.”

“Understandable.” But I knew why I’d asked to begin with. “Let’s cut right down to it. You’re moving in with me.”

Her face lost all its color. “I mean, sure...” Jaida took another quick look around herself before settling her eyes back on me. “But why?”

Because I wanna fuck your brains out. “It’s boring up here, and my other two roommates work on the same schedule.”

Jaida’s cheeks regained most of their blush. “I feel like I’m going insane, but I can’t turn it down.”

I hadn’t taken the control too far, even with Sierra’s irritating ass. But it was time for an experiment. “Sing for me while I show you your room.”

A beautiful face didn’t necessarily mean a beautiful voice. Her rendition of Material Girl was fucking awful.


After helping Jaida lug a few bags from her place, we had the first pile of laundry running through what was now ‘her’ washing machine. Really, she was more excited about not having to use a laundromat than anything else.

With hours left before Kylee and Sierra got back from Honkers, I wasn’t in any rush to get my hands up that skirt. I was occupied with the mass of buildings through the living room window, watching them light up as the sky did the opposite. That view still hadn’t lost its magic.

Jaida’s voice was almost too chipper. “I just called my landlord. The lease had already run out, but now I have to empty the place by the end of next week.”

“Anything you really want to keep, furniture-wise?”

“Everything I wouldn’t part with, I could fit in a box.”

U-Pack was about to get another truck rental. “Might as well sell everything else. Luckily, I own a store that can handle it for you.”

“There’s not a single antique in my place.”

“Does it matter?” Flat-pack junk sold just as well, if only for a lot less money. “I won’t even take a commission fee on it.”

It almost felt like Kylee as she snuggled up from behind. Assuming my brunette had grown several inches and a few cup sizes. “I don’t know why you’re doing this, or why I’m even going along with it.”

That kind of affection wasn’t from any of my orders. “Someone’s getting friendly.”

“This wasn’t out of charity, and I’m not an idiot.” Jaida slipped her fingers under my belt. Resting her chin on my shoulder, she added, “When you showed me pictures of the other two, I knew what this was.”

Telling her that this was all because of a drunken bet felt too cruel. “Is that a problem?” And I hadn’t even worked out the wager with Steve.

“My father would kill me if he knew I’d moved in with a sugar daddy.”

I hadn’t thought of myself that way yet, but it was accurate enough to hurt. “Just like Kylee and Sierra, you have to work or go to school, and I’ll give you the same allowance every week.” The new place really was turning into ‘Nate’s Home for Wayward Arm-Candy.’

My buckle rattled loose, but I wasn’t touching it.

Jaida let go of me, walking around until she was between myself and the city. “That’s more than I make at the bar. I guess I’d better start earning it.”

“Are you doing this because of the money, or because you want to?”

Shrugging like it wasn’t even a question, Jaida put her hands on my chest. The slight push guided me back until I was against my bedroom’s door.

“Well?”

She whipped the beanie off her head. “Why not both?”

Money, power over their wills, or maybe a combination of the two? It’s not like I cared which it was.

Pushing down on the handle, I let Jaida march me wherever she wanted through the door. I was expecting the bed, but the divan at the foot was just as good a choice.

Before I took a seat, I unbuttoned my jeans and shrugged my way out of them. Being at home and all, we’d dropped our shoes an hour before.

As she pulled my t-shirt off, I yanked down on the skirt.

One swift motion had her own top off. It fell somewhere between us and the door, forgotten before it even hit the tile.

Even in the dimming light, I knew she was worth every bit of awe I was showing. With her waist closing in on half the circumference of hips and bust, Jaida was pure wet-dream material.

How many more girls like this could I pack in here?

She bent down to meet me at eye-level. “Well, you’ve got me almost naked in your room. What are you gonna do about it?”

I stood up, more than a little sad that she was rising with me.  But only inches taller than her, those endless legs put Jaida at the perfect height for what I really wanted.

Snatching her by a hand, I pulled my third conquest over to the glass wall overlooking the north side of downtown. I was more than hard enough to root myself to the absolute limit.

Jaida’s tits and face pressed against the window, which would have been a great show for hundreds, had the outside not gotten the mirror treatment.

I got the feel of her ass I’d been fantasizing about since the night before. Now that she was in something other than a form-fitting ref shirt and slacks, her body promised even more than I’d dreamed up.

Hot and soaking through the white lace, something other than foreplay had gotten her ready. I felt the slide of the fabric against bald skin as I pushed it to the side.

Both of her hands planted on the glass. That signalled more than enough consent for me.

“For this kind of money, I won’t make you wear a condom.” She looked back over her shoulder. “Just don’t come inside me, okay?”

Which only made me want to even more. But I knew what all I had at risk here.

I pulled myself out of my boxers and aimed right for the ultimate goal. “Fine by me.” Assuming I can hold back.

The first inch of shaft made her fingertips grip at nothing but slick window. Dick-sucking lips parted as she kept looking at me through the corner of her eye. “But don’t hold back. I can handle it.” Dropping her ass a little as she jutted it back at me, I made her stop when I was about halfway in.

Taking the waist of her panties like reins, I pulled until those twin peaches bumped into my hips. My neck popped as I stared at the high ceiling.

Jaida rocked her head back a little further. A little bit of pulling out forced her eyes shut. “Harder...”

And who was I to turn her down? Bumping myself into her again, I pushed her head forward. It didn’t make her look anywhere but toward heaven, though.

With her chin pressed against the glass, she had to take every ounce of pressure I slammed in. “More!” Another press melded into an easy rhythm, jogging her ass into a breathtaking motion as I looked down again.

Every muscle in my neck tensed as her voice overwhelmed the silence. Hearing her take my dick beat the hell out of Jaida’s singing.

I pulled out almost all the way and then dove back in, almost hoping I’d bust the window.

Locked deep, the motion of her hips as she pushed against the pane nearly tempted me to give in and come. Another balled her fists, like Jaida knew this was the last dick she’d ever get.

Fuck, I can’t. Even though it did feel that good.

Pulling out as her cunt tensed around me hurt. She was close already, and so was I.

Grabbing her arm, I pulled her to the chair in the corner. I pushed the ottoman out of our way and gave her another order. “Sit.”

Jaida cocked her head. As I dropped to my knees, she finally got the idea.

Thighs of luxury settled on both sides of my head. The lace obstacle had shifted back over her pussy, but it only took a light nudge to bring her back to full glory. With the white lace out of the way, nothing stood between my lips and that secret weapon of hers.

The perfume of heaven turned into a flavor I couldn’t get enough of. Every lick up and down that neat crease between her thighs tasted better than the last.

Jaida wiggled herself further down the chair, grinding her mound into my face. The grip on my hair pulled my scalp tighter than a drum.

I pushed my tongue inside, grinding the tip from the bottom of her entrance, all the way up to the hooded clit.

Long nails pressed harder until they dug in. Jaida pulled my face harder between her legs until she whimpered, “There...”

But fuck that. She wasn’t getting off so easy. A quick tap, dead-center on her cunt made her jerk. Meanwhile, I forced the waist of my boxers down until they draped around my ankles. Stepping out of them felt like I’d been unleashed.

My cock was still as hard as talking to her that first time. I pulled the ottoman back as she stayed in position.

Jaida got the idea before I even had to say a word. Long and elegant, her legs parted again as she leaned her back deeper into the overstuffed cushions.

I forced Jaida’s knees almost into her tits. Taking position at the corner her ass was barely hanging off of, I could tell she was ready to finish what my tongue had started.

Slipping deep, I draped my arms around her thighs and grabbed the cups of her bra.

Jaida forced her shoulders up, reaching behind herself. One cup of the bra loosened, and then the other.

Pinching the bridge of lace in the middle of her cleavage, it didn’t resist when I chucked it to parts unknown. With the final stitch of clothing away from us, I felt like I’d died and actually behaved in some past life.

She grabbed up a leg, almost to her ankle. The pull opened her up a little wider, forcing the back wall of her pussy against my tip.

Like any good fuck, she was almost forcing me to throw good sense away. Pulling out felt like it would be the most unnatural act a man could do.

But I kept going. Gushing a little of her excess out, my shaft forced her walls apart until her cunt spread around my base.

Crashing forward again, I made those pouty lips spread wide. Jaida’s moan put me dangerously close to ending it too early, and exactly where I shouldn’t.

I pushed my thumb against her bean. The littlest bit of pressure made her jerk in time with every flick.

Every side of her walls clenched tight as I pulled back, and then eased to guide me back to her center. Speed, clit action, and dropping every bit of weight I had into each thrust tensed her legs against my shoulders.

Not giving in, my lungs tried to keep up with what the rest of my body was shelling out. The ottoman scooted an inch or two each time, finally stopping against the chair.

Locked into place as I crashed hard again, Jaida’s body flew past its limit. Her perfect teeth clamped together as breath seethed through them.

I pulled out in the nick of almost-too-late. The first pulse of orgasm dulled before I slipped over the edge myself.

But Jaida kept diving in and out of madness. Both feet tried to fold in on themselves as her opening pulsed. If I hadn’t gotten out of there, I’d have creamed her. Deep.

Out of breath, I braced my hands against the front of my thighs.

But I still wasn’t as bad off as her. Jaida kept shuddering in her chest, like she’d been crying too hard for while.

Feeling the tension in her legs give out, I almost plunged back in.

Like she knew what would happen, Jaida pushed against the center of my chest with an open palm. “No. My turn.” Rolling forward until she was back on her feet, she began forcing me back again.

Stopping me in the middle of the floor, Jaida didn’t waste any time wrapping a hand around my cock. She bent at the hips, dancing along my shaft with her tongue.

I used that ass to full advantage, slapping both hands on her cheeks. When she took me in, I couldn’t help thrusting forward and pulling her tighter by the rear.

Fucking hell. My heartbeat pounded through every vessel, getting worse with each second. And I wasn’t even doing anything.

The back of her throat relaxed to take every inch. Just as warm and wet, her mouth wasn’t any less of a paradise. Especially when she acted like I was her favorite flavor.

Fingers tightened around my hilt and played with my sack.

She moaned as I pushed as far as I could. Rearing my arm to leave another print on her ass, I gave out before it got halfway there.

My jaw shook and my calves knotted up. Coming!

Jaida pushed a sound from deep in her throat again, not far past where my cock had reached.

I felt the pounding beat in my neck. Then one slow, generous lick up my shaft broke me.

She didn’t let up as I came what felt like buckets. The smooth cream made it that much worse, letting her tastebuds glide against my skin until I forgot that I wasn’t even in her pussy anymore.

Forcing the last bit out with a suction on my head, Jaida let me go before my knees buckled. Then a quick jerk at my length shook me to the core.

Jaida was all smile as she looked up. “Good job, you passed the test.”

Huffing like I’d climbed the stairs to this fifty-fourth floor apartment, I tried to string words together. “Fucking test?”

“I’m on the pill, but at least I know I can trust you now.”

It should have pissed me off, but that last run of her grip already promised what she was willing to let me do the next time.

Jaida wasn’t Sierra’s brand of crazy, or Kylee’s form of wholesome. That ability to get what she wanted, even under total control, made her absolutely dangerous though.

But is there a girl who knows she’s that fine, who isn’t?


Starving from that whole episode, it was time to show Jaida what the surrounding blocks had to serve up. We’d agreed on a steakhouse that wasn’t too far away.

After crossing Jackson Boulevard, I saw people take a wide berth around a guy sitting against the corner of a building. Jaida edged away, but I made eye contact with him.

“Hey brother, got any sense? Most people don’t.” But I knew he was talking about spare change.

A wild hair shot right up my ass. Pulling a roll of bills out, I watched his bloodshot eyes stare in disbelief as I plucked a few hundreds out for our meal. “Yeah. Go on, take it.” And at least he wasn’t one of those nuts raging with a belly full of Listerine.

The guy’s hand trembled in that sooty, fingerless glove while I handed him the rest. “You shittin’ me?”

“No. I think it’s about eight-grand. Don’t think anything of it.”

Jaida couldn’t believe it either. “You’re either the nicest man alive, or an idiot.”

Behind us, a guy in a short-sleeved, collared shirt and tie forced me to turn around. “I bust my ass all day, and you just hand this bum that much money? This is why people like me can’t get ahead.”

I let go of the cash. “At least he told a joke. What have you done that makes you feel so entitled to my money?”

“Unbelievable. He’s gonna spend it on drugs or booze. I’d pay bills.” He’d been immersed in what I called ‘the fool’s cult of work,’ even before my fortunes changed.

“What he spends the money on doesn’t affect your life in any way.” When you grow up in a farming family and actually pay attention to how the world works, you know circumstances outside of your control can make or break you, no matter how much you bust your ass. And I’m not just talking about the weather.

A small crowd of gawkers had circled around us. Half looked angry at me for daring to make a guy’s year, while the rest rolled their eyes.

“Fucking parasite...” He reached down for the gift I’d just handed over.

I snatched his wrist. “You go the fuck on somewhere! He doesn’t owe you shit.”

“And you’re gonna do what about it?”

Really? He’s willing to fight over this? “A few dozen witnesses to a robbery should make you think a little harder.”

Jerking his arm away, Mr. Worker-Drone finally backed off. “If it weren’t for leeches like this, rich assholes like you would give us what we deserve.”

I hadn’t set out to be a prick that evening. I just wanted to eat and make a homeless dude’s life hella better, if only for a while. “He’s not paying you, and neither am I. Maybe you should be more ticked at the pricks you work for.”

“Piss off! They treat me well.” And with that near-realization, a lifetime of programming made him stomp away.

I grinned at Jaida. “Obviously not, if this is what gets him worked up.” Looking back to my new friend, I stretched a hand out to him, “Come on, if you don’t have a metro card, I’ll pay your fare. Can’t have you getting mugged by someone who watched all this.”

After I’d sent the dude packing on the blue line not even a block away, Jaida stopped me outside the station entrance. “The yelling guy had a point. You don’t know that the money will be put to anything good.”

“And what I give you has that same guarantee? I lucked into this fortune, believe it or not. Why shouldn’t other people get the same privilege?”

Jaida crossed her arms. “All out of the goodness of your heart, huh? You’re still getting something out of having me around.”

“Well, I’m not fucking some homeless guy, and you didn’t drop your panties out of charity.” Not that she minded when I put my hand around her waist again. “I’ve got my own reasons for doing what I do, just like anyone else.”

My other wish for the month was for the panhandler to actually use the money to put himself in a better place, as soon as I got home and put another nail in the statue. I wasn’t wanting for anything at that point.

But what those mentioned reasons were? Even I didn’t know that yet.
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I was struggling to keep the family home put together, even if it was that ranch style that never falls apart. Largely because the diner wasn’t the cash machine it used to be. “What changed?”

“The waitresses.” He took another sip of coffee. “Once you came along, Ricky started hiring these tired-looking girls, and put em’ in those dumpy uniforms.”

The truth hurts. Especially when you’ve been denying it. “We’ll see how it goes. How long until you’ve got a painting done?”

“I’ll bring it around closing time, at the end of that week trial-period with her new look.”

“What difference will a painting make, by itself?”

Leaning closer, as if Brandi was still around, he whispered, “Once it’s done, you’ll get what you want out of her. I mean, I’ve always liked getting what I want. Don’t you?”

I shook my head, knowing a painting wouldn’t do that to anyone. Even to a girl as ditzy as Brandi, no matter how much she’d believe and follow along with anything.

He opened another sugar pack and let it pour in. “Now, if you’ve got time, I’ve got stories about your grandaddy and his pa you’ll get a kick out of.”

***

Brandi gave one of those fake, seductive giggles. “Even with all the guys who’ve hit on me since I started working for you, you’re the only one who's been nice without expecting anything in return.” A quick jerk of her hand darted my truck over the rumble strip.

“Hey!” I didn’t want to make Grandpa Nick’s 1955 Bel Air convertible a daily driver because of a wreck. “I can still fire your ass even if you’re not clocked in.”

Those eyes still had me locked in. “You wouldn’t, and you know it.”

“Just stop, alright? Busy as we’ve gotten, complicating things would make it that much worse.”

Brandi acted like she hadn’t heard a bit. Unbuckling her seat belt and letting it fly back, she chomped down on my zipper.

Fuck, fuck, fuck… Fuck! That old transmission shop of the McBay brothers was barely in sight, clear across enough flat land that it didn’t matter. My cock was out and getting harder than figuring the diner’s taxes.

“See?” Her fingers slid up my length until Brandi was playing with the tip. “Either it happens tonight, or I’m hounding your ass like this all day tomorrow.”

I was fucked, it had gotten through even that bunker she called a skull. My last-ditch excuse was weak, and I knew it. “What about your clothes? You gonna wear the same thing tomorrow?”

“You’ve got a washer and dryer, don’t you?” Brandi gave me a teasing lick.

Goddammit! I pulled into the nearest driveway and turned around. But even then, I thought I could defuse this clusterfuck.

***

Brandi closed tighter around me, from all sides and with all limbs. “So?”

That resistance I’d been putting up failed all at once. Upending her as I rolled over, Brandi was more than willing to surrender. Something about the girl had unraveled me, and I had no fucking clue how or why it happened.

Her arms and legs folded over me as I got on top. Feeling entitled or just insane, all I knew was, I had to have her. Right then and there.

Long nails dug through my shirt. Each line overwhelmed that nagging voice in the back of my head until I was downright mindless.

Thighs closed around me until the only thing keeping me from diving right into her was the front of my boxers. Tender and sliding against my cock, Brandi’s cunt soaked through until every one of the nerves on my shaft couldn’t tell her apart from a hot bath.

She fought back. Kinda. “What makes you think I’m that easy?”

Grabbing both wrists, I felt the blood rushing through her body. “Really, you’re gonna put up that tease act now?”

As much as her hands came to life and grabbed for any escape, she’d written a check I had to cash in. “Jim, stop!”

I was too mad with hunger to even think. “Don’t give me that now, of all fucking times.”

Brandi gripped harder around me. With a bite at my earlobe, her voice shattered that last hint of caution in my head. “Even if I tell you to stop...”

My lungs filled with what had to be an endless breath.

“…don’t stop fucking me.”

Her cheek nuzzled against my throat. I don’t know what it was about the scent of her hair, but it made Brandi that much more irresistible.

Throbbing as the folds of her pussy wrapped around soaked cotton, it was beyond tempting to rip my shorts down. Silken, burning thighs did the work for me.

I couldn’t hold it in anymore as my tip almost shot through. Leaning all my weight against her palms, what I’d thought all along came out. “You’re too damned beautiful.”

Brandi squeezed every one of her fingers around mine. “I didn’t ask you to be nice to me.”

I’d already gone vicious enough to thrust a couple inches into her. As she jerked her head back, all I saw was neck and blonde.

Totally ensnared between her arms, legs, and cunt, I didn’t fight how awesome she was inside. Like a flood hot enough to turn any thermometer into a grenade, I could hear myself ramming that passage as much as I felt it.

A kiss at my shoulder fried my senses. Pulling both of her hands down to the narrowest curve of her hips, I was ready to steam ahead and go straight for the climax.

But that slit took me the rest of the way in, roasting my shaft until it felt molten inside her. The wiggle of her hips roved me around until I had to pull out.

All four of Brandi’s limbs tensed harder. “It’s fine... You can come inside me.”

It hurt too much as I thrashed out of her. Every cell in my body wanted to spear back in.

Letting go of Brandi’s arms and rising that white t-shirt up her body, my hands felt the dangerous curves all the way to the bump of her ribs. Coaxing the last barrier over her tits, I realized they were more perfect than anything I’d imagined.

Brandi took hold of the bottom hem, ripping the shirt up her arms and letting it fly off to parts unknown. “Why aren’t you fucking me?”

My body shivered as I pushed back in. The gratifying impact as my head met her back wall forced every muscle to give out.

And the crazy bitch kept getting angrier about it. Jerking her hips front to back, she was banging me. “Don’t tell me that’s all you’ve got.”

Whipping through and pushing down on Brandi’s shoulders as hard as I could, it felt like I couldn’t get monstrous enough with her.

“More!”

Trapped deep and slamming away with all I had, I never knew sex could this damn violent. Not that it stopped me from forcing her arms up again.

I didn’t have the energy left to fight back. Not that it was about to stop me. My hand closed around her throat until I felt the air rasp through.

“Do it! Fucking harder!”

Son of a bitch..  Fighting tooth and nail to hold back, I was on the edge of coming already.
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