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BIMBO BETWEEN ALPHAS

My mind had lost control of my body. I couldn't resist the arching of my back, feeling the tightness of every muscle, and belting a primal moan through the room. Logan finished as my thighs clamped against his body.

Deep inside, I felt what he left behind. Logan took a few seconds and rose up, nuzzling that stubble against the soles of my feet. I shifted one leg aside, resting an ankle on his shoulder. I felt lucky that I actually came this time as I asked him, “Happy now?”

His words only came out in short gasps. “I haven’t fucked like that since college.” Logan abandoned my feet to rub the inside of my thighs and regained his composure. He grinned and withdrew his shrinking dick, admiring the result.

I rammed my head against the pillow and stared up. That oversized, lazy fan spun as I waited for my boss to stop touching me. I hated the job almost as much as I hated him.

“You're supposed to meet the clients in less than an hour,” Logan said as he took a seat on the edge of the mattress. He didn't look terrible, but that asshole of a personality gave him all the charm of a dump truck. “Better clean yourself up.”

It was his fault I was running late. “Maybe you should have waited until after I closed the sale.”

“And maybe you need to do what I just fucking told you to do.” Logan's the kind of guy even his friends don't particularly care for. Kind of like that creepy ex who scared me enough to leave home in the first place.

I rolled over, making sure to leave a good stain on the sheets. It fit that run-down shack on the beach well. As I looked back from the door to his bathroom, I caught Logan staring my ass down yet again. “Easy tiger, you just finished.”

“Tick tock.”

“Prick.” Whether I said it loud enough for him to hear or not didn't matter. Even if Logan did hire me to sell real estate on Grand Cayman Island right when I needed an exit, I was beyond ready to purge him out of my life.

“Don't use all the hot wa—” I made sure the door slammed behind me. I thought it would be wonderful if he died in a freak accident.

I couldn't help feeling sick when I looked at myself in the mirror. Maybe I'll have some peace and dignity, wherever I end up next. I didn't know what kind of life I wanted, but this wasn't it. On the run, broke in a foreign country, and sleazing around with my drunken greasball of a boss for just enough to get by. I hated every second of it. My escape to paradise wasn't living up to how I'd imagined it.


Logan had driven me about twelve miles from his place in George Town. The living room of that dump served as our office, and I knew he'd be bankrupt before too long. As we closed in on the property, I wondered if the immigration office planned on sending me packing back to the States.

“The two guys you're meeting are fucking loaded. Sell it good.”

I looked over at him, ready to start throwing punches. “You mean you're not sticking around? How the hell do I get back?”

He pulled the rattletrap Toyota into a driveway. “Call me when you're done. I've got other shit to do.” We both opened our doors and stepped out. I hoped he could handle the lock on that giant gate blocking our way.

Looking at him over the peeling clear coat, I couldn't help letting him know exactly what I thought. “Try to show up sober this time, alright?” If you put a bottle of vodka on a string, you could lead him just about anywhere.

“Cute.” Logan fiddled in his pocket and pulled out a key. I followed him to the oversized chain draped between rungs of expensive wrought iron. “You sell this place, and we're saved. Don't fuck it up.” It slid off and piled on the brick paving. And I knew it would take more than selling this place to save his ass.

“Got a key for the doors?”

I crossed my arms and curled my lips to one side as he patted himself down. “Shit.”

“God dammit, Logan!”

He grinned and stepped over to me, draping his arm over my shoulder. “It'll be fine. I'll run back and have the key here in thirty minutes. Our guys aren't even here yet, so don't panic.”

I brushed him off and started walking. He was the last person I wanted touching me. I didn't even turn around as I waved back and shouted, “It's your ass more than mine!”

The sound of his car pulling away eased my mind. Jerkoff. I kept going, wishing I could afford a small palace on the beach like this. Even the sailboat off in the distance made me feel like I had failed at life somehow.

I made my way around back, stepping just off the patio. The shade of an ironwood had left a cool spot in the sand. Kicking the heels off my aching feet and dropping my purse, I dug my toes in the sand and lied back. I might as well have enjoyed paradise before getting kicked out.


The distant buzz of a motor and the burn of the sun pulled me out of my nap. Panic set in as I realized how much the shadows had moved. I knew it had been at least an hour.

I crawled to where the shade had drifted and dug through my purse. Grabbing my phone and hitting the button, I had a chill run down my spine. Dead.

“Fuck me!” Logan was unreliable as ever, never showing back up. And to make it even worse, I was stuck with no ride and no way to call for one. My feet curled from just thinking about walking all those miles in heels.

I fell to my knees and stared up at the sky. The clouds got blurry as I felt the first tear run down my cheek. My situation with work was bad, but it was the first time I'd ever felt stranded and alone.

I watched one of those green parrots that were all over the island swoop into one of the branches. Then the growing sound of that motor drew my eye. It was one of those inflatable Zodiacs, bobbing through the surf, making a run from that sailboat straight toward me.

Standing back up, I shaded my eyes for a better view. Taking a few steps forward, the two figures aboard waved. I picked up the pace, just hoping they were coming over with some way of making a call.

Leaving my purse and heels behind, I got all the way to the surf line before I could make them out. Two men, one dark and exotic, the other Caucasian and just as striking. Bits of sand rushed around my feet and legs through the breaking waves.

I motioned for them as the water got up to my knees. A bit splashed onto my dress, but I couldn't afford to lose my one chance at a rescue. I cracked my first honest smile in several days.

The dark one crouched at the bow. The inflatable scooted across the sand as the motor cut out. He jumped out with his friend and pulled the boat just beyond the high tide mark.

I didn't realize I was almost running toward them until the dark one greeted, “Hola!”

The panic of thinking they might not know English set in, until the other said, “Hi there.”

My lungs gasped for air as I slowed down for the last steps. I put my hands on my knees for a few seconds and then stood back up. “You don't know,” a couple more breaths, “how happy I am to see you right now.”

Both of them looked at the other in those matching white shirts, tan shorts, and deck shoes. I stared through the exhaustion, fascinated by the sight before me. Mr. Tall and Dark started in with a slight accent, “Something wrong?”

“Kinda.” Since they were here, not at all, but even a girl like me gets to play the damsel now and then. “Do either of you have a cell phone?”

The other pulled his sunglasses off and put his hand out. “I'm Victor. This other guy's Marco.” I grabbed hold of his palm. “Sorry, we've only got a satellite phone on the boat.”

My heart sank. “I'm Claire.” I didn't mean to sound so down, but there was no way I'd be getting on that boat with two strangers. Even if they were out of a daydream and had come riding to my rescue like that.

Marco put his own hand out. Instead of a shake, he pulled me close and kissed the air on both sides of my face. I blushed, not knowing whether to feel thankful or nervous.

Victor motioned for his partner to back off a little. “We're supposed to meet a real estate agent here. Any idea where this person might be?”

“That'd be me.” Even though I wasn't as stranded as I had feared, I wanted to kick the sand in defeat. I get two hunks coming to save me from danger, and I could only assume they were gay as springtime. Two straight men don't just go in on a beach house together.

I looked at Marco, who was already edging toward the beach house. “So let's get on with it, Ms. Claire.”

“Right.” I could have sworn he was checking me out a little as he said it. I wasn't a rail like the girls most of these guys went for, so I couldn't help feeling special for a moment.

Victor put his hand on my back as we walked. “This is an odd way to meet.” I wasn't sure how comfortable I was just yet. “Us on a rubber dinghy, you barefoot and napping on the beach. This island has a whole different lifestyle from what we're used to.”

“So where are you two from?” I didn't notice that I had walked right past my shoes and purse. It struck me as soon as the hot pavers burnt against my soles. We carried on anyway, straight for the backdoor that I hoped and prayed wasn't locked.

“I'm from Providence, Rhode Island, originally. Marco here comes all the way from Spain, around Barcelona.”

“And now?”

“All over, really.” We stopped at the French doors. “Norway, Aspen, and Kentucky most recently.” I thought that last bit was odd, but wealth does like to hide in unlikely places.

And sure enough, the door handle refused to give. “I hate to say this, but my boss forgot to give me a key.” The point of simply hating Logan had passed long ago. The only explanation for his absence that would have made me happy included a fatal crash.

Marco smirked and dug in his wallet. The credit card he pulled out was one of the metal ones reserved for the very large, very special accounts. He slid it down between the door and the jamb, then flicked his wrist. The lock gave like he had just ordered it to do so.

He put the card back in its place and held the door for us. It already felt cooler as we stepped in, the sellers wanting to show off that air conditioning. Running it all summer had to cost what I'd made all year.

Victor finally let his hand drift away from my back. He moved ahead of me, his head never staying still for an instant. I looked at Marco and asked, “What do you two do for a living?”

The room had Victor lost in wandering to see every detail. He paused long enough to say, “We're Co-Presidents of a company. Heavy industry and aircraft parts.”

“So,” I drew it out from disbelief, “you're just business partners?” I tried to pull the words back into my mouth as soon as I realized how I had asked it. The mild sunburn on my face deepened from the shame.

They looked at each other and chuckled at my expense. Victor put his hand on my shoulder and shook his head. “It's alright. We're actually step-brothers,” I felt him rub a bit, moving his fingers almost to my neck, “and we're both straight as arrows.”

“Oh,” I blurted out, “I see.” Victor kept his hand there, almost making me nervous again. But this time, a flash of letting him have his way with me invaded my mind. I felt my panties wet up, but tried not to think about it.

Marco pulled his brother's arm down. Victor's fingers brushed against my cleavage, on purpose, I'm sure. “That's enough. She's got a property to show, remember?”

“Hmmph.” Victor gave me a wink and carried on looking at my body the same way he was checking out the house. “I think we both like what we see here.”

“Worry about the house, mańo, not her.” The way Marco lingered his accent on that name gave him a strange authority. He pushed Victor through the rest of the sunroom and into the kitchen. “On we go.”

I sighed and followed. The two of them were interesting enough on their own, but together, they had this dynamism about them. I couldn't tell if they were just confident, or if they really were the hot shit they thought they were.


We finally rounded the front courtyard. Both of them went about the whole tour like dropping a few million on a vacation home was a natural part of visiting Grand Cayman. The sun was already low and orange on the horizon, far enough that looking at it didn't even hurt.

Marco stopped in his tracks. “I don't see a car here.”

Shit, I thought, I'm still fucking stuck because of that asshole. “My boss should be here any minute.”

“Nonsense,” Victor said, “if he's as hard to get hold of as he was when we tried to schedule a walk-through, you're here for the night.”

I couldn't deny that my situation was exactly like he said. I'd have bet Logan was already hammered in some bar, if not passed out already. “I guess I need to use that phone.” My charger was in my apartment, doing me not a damn bit of good.

“Then one of us will stay here with you while the other goes to get it.” Victor had been more than a perfect gentleman since Marco reigned him in. But I knew they both had eyes on me the whole time. Given how these two looked, it was like steroids for my confidence.

“Sound good to you?” Marco reached to put his hand on me but caught himself.

I knew better, but that small gesture built a bridge between us. Plus, something in my head urged me to go with them. “No need for that. I don't mind going to the boat with both of you.”

I watched his expression turn warm. “By yourself, with two men you've just met? You're either trusting or foolish.”

“That depends on whether you two can behave yourselves, doesn't it?”

Victor laughed to himself and then cut in. “I like this one, brother.”

Marco looked ready to punch him. “Shut it, Vic. You've done enough already.”

I stopped walking when I realized they were several feet behind me, pausing for their own conversation. “I meant the house, not her.” He looked over at me, “Not talking bad about you, just taking his mind out of the gutter.”

“Thanks,” I raised one eyebrow, “I guess.” That inflated ego I mentioned having earlier? That balloon pffft-ed away like I hadn't put a knot in it.

Victor insisted on keeping it up. “Do we buy or not?”

“The price isn't great, but I like what I saw.” Marco ran a hand through his midnight black hair. “It's not like we have to decide right this moment.”

“Well,” Victor stepped my way, “what do you think we should do?”

“You're asking a realtor if you should buy or not?” I felt we were on joking terms by that point. “That's not the best way to get advice.”

“If you're putting enough trust in us to go to our boat,” Victor said, “then it's only proper we do the same with you.”

Logan would have had an aneurism if he knew, and I regret not telling him I said this for that very reason. “Honestly,” I grinned ear to ear, “I wouldn't pay half the asking price for this place.” Fuck him.

“Ballsy,” Victor crowed, “I like that answer.”

I'd blown that terrible commission for such a high-dollar property, but the sale wouldn't have kept Logan afloat. I was losing my job either way, and making it back to the mainland didn't sound so bad by then. The only difference a close would have made was in how much Logan would have gotten buttfucked during the bankruptcy hearing.

Marco ran to catch up to us as we started walking toward the beach. He got a little ahead and jogged backwards in front of me. “We might have a place for someone like you.” He looked at his brother and asked, “Don't you think so?”

Rich people were always unpredictable, in my experience. True assholes, saints, or total characters who fall somewhere between. I was thinking these two were in that broad, fuzzy spectrum in the middle. But I couldn't even point out which side they'd land closer to.

Victor threw an arm around my shoulder again. “We've been looking for someone like you for a while. I'm glad my brother here thinks the same.”

“Is this a job offer?” I looked over at my shoes and my purse, still lying on the sand. “Hold on a second.” I broke free and ran to my things, grabbing them and then hesitating.

Marco and Victor stopped as well, a good thirty feet away from me. If they're just creeps, now's the time to make a run for it. But I didn't sense anything like that in either of them. In fact, just looking at them eased my mind.

“A job offer is too formal for us,” Marco finally answered.

“Then what are you offering?”

“That depends on you.” He swatted at his brother's arm, knowing Victor was about to make a wise-assed comment. “It's a role we desperately need to fill, though.”

I didn't bother putting those heels back on just yet. I crammed them in my purse as far as I could. “Like, what would I be doing?” I made my way back, stopping between them and looking west down the beach at how close it was to nightfall. “I can't do it if I don't know what 'it' even is.”

Victor looked at Marco. “It's almost dark.”

His brother looked at me and said, “We can talk about it on the boat. Come on, we'll find a way to get you home while we're at it.”


I was thankful I didn't get seasick. The ride to Wind Dancer was my first time on any boat on the ocean, and a rubber dinghy shot forth by a motor was as smooth a ride as a skateboard zooming down a gravel road. I was backed into Marco like my life depended on it the whole way.

The sailboat looked bigger the closer we got. A solid sixy-footer, and a mast that had to go up nearly twice that. Victor eased up on the throttle as we got close. The raft idled up to the stern as Marco let go of my waist and moved in front of me.

He climbed onto the rear of the boat with a rope in hand. I admired the view from below until he turned around to shout, “Alright, you're next!”

The floor of the raft felt like I was walking on pure chaos, and the darkness wasn't helping matters. Victor kept adjusting the direction of the outboard as I tried to steady myself. A hand the same color as caramel offered me a lift. I grabbed it, feeling it go past my palm and down to my wrist.

Victor cut the engine the second I was aboard. “You forgot this,” he said, holding up my purse with my heels poking out the top. I got on my knees and took it from him, wondering why he was grinning so much. As our faces got close, he winked as he said, “Sky blue's my favorite color too.”

My dress was a violet-red, but he had the color underneath right. I smiled back, wondering if I should have slapped him. But when a man like that gets a peek at you, and he's got that look on his face, you can't get mad about it.

I steadied myself as Marco said, “Enough of that.” He bent down alongside me and helped his brother up. I backed off as they pulled the Zodiac on deck. A couple of knots on the rails had it secure enough.

To be in the place of that boat right now. I drew into myself at the thought, putting my hands between my legs and taking a seat on the bench behind me. I can't tell if this is the best luck I've ever had, or the worst.

I watched both of them in the cool light of the LED’s on-deck. “Care for a drink?” Victor had his back turned to me, but I knew I was the target.

“Sure.” And it was the only thing I was sure of at the moment.

He bent over and pulled out a bottle of white rum that looked way too expensive for my tastes. Club soda and a sugar cube followed. I watched as he pulled a glass and some sort of leaves out from another compartment.

Marco took a seat close to me, but not quite touching. “He's been obsessed with making the perfect mojito ever since I taught him how to make one, proper.”

“I wasn't expecting anything like a cocktail, but that's fine with me.” I looked down at the non-skid foam on the deck. “It'd been a shit day until you two showed up.”

Victor clinked three glasses onto the table, and then he asked, “Because of your boss, right?”

I didn't mean to sound so dismissive and sarcastic when I responded, “How could you tell?”

Marco pushed a lock of hair off of my forehead, making me jump a little. “Like I said, we need a person like you.”

“And that job would include what, exactly?”

I watched him look at his brother. Victor smiled as he poured the rum in each glass. “It's not a job, per se.”

An internship was the last thing I needed. “Sorry, but I need to make a living.”

Victor dashed in the club soda and crushed the mint leaves against the table with a spoon. He looked up long enough to say, “That's not what I meant.”

I felt Marco put his hand on my knee. He got up and said, “That's right, I'd better bring that phone up for you.”

His brother bent down one last time and pulled a fresh lime and a knife out. “You do that.” Then he looked at me. “I'll let him explain the idea later. He's better at that sort of thing.”

I couldn't help myself. “It's hard to believe you two are brothers.”

Victor went right to slicing up those limes. “Our father had Marco with his mother, and then he had me about a year later. We didn't even meet until we were teenagers.”

That explained the distance between where they came from, just a little. “It looks like you're both pretty close. I assumed you grew up together.”

“After I was fifteen and he was sixteen, absolutely. Our father demanded it if we wanted the company.” Victor pressed the wedges he'd just cut into the rim of each glass, sucking on the spare before he added, “So here we are, sharing everything. It works pretty well for us.”

“So what about your work? You said you're Co-Presidents. Mind telling me which company?”

He finished off the mojitos with a final crush of the mint and dropped a clump of leaves in each glass. “We'll give those a few minutes to steep.” Victor stepped around the bar and took Marco's place. “Ever heard of Sieltech Industries?”

It rang a bell, but I didn't know which one. “Probably. It sounds very familiar.”

“Ever flown on a commercial flight, or gone to a big box store?”

I grew up in Georgia, so Wal-Mart trips were more than a weekly event. Not to mention the flight to this trap of an island. “Yeah.”

“Then we supplied a good number of the parts for that plane, and a lot of the electronics you've bought in your life.”

I knew these guys weren't just dicking around with a trust fund. “I'll bet you get paid well for handling all of that.”

Victor looked over at the hatch going down to the cabin. Marco poked his head out and held up a handset that looked more like an overgrown walkie-talkie. The antenna had to be a foot long.

“Looks like we'll figure out where your boss is.” Victor got up and snatched it out of his brother's hand. He sat back down and handed it to me. “Dial '00-1-345,' and then whatever his number is.”

At least he knew the calling code for the island. It took me a while to punch in all thirteen digits, but it rang within a few seconds of putting the phone against my ear. Then it cut off after the first. “This is Logan, leave a message,” greeted me like an audio recording of a middle finger.

“That ass!” I pulled the satellite phone down and hit the button with a dash of red on it. Marco was already standing next to Victor.

I was ready to give up and move back in with my parents. The whole world felt like it was against me, even though I knew it was because of just one man acting like a child.

Marco bent down in front of me and slipped the phone out of my hands. “Don't worry about it. We've got a spare bed.”

I still wasn't sure about them. “Any way you could get me back to my place? It's not even half a mile from shore.”

“Where on the island?” Marco rose back up and stepped back. He tapped at something next to the steering wheel right before the glow of a screen lit up his upper body.

“If you can find the airport, I'm just south of it.”

He poked at the screen and frowned. “That's more than twenty nautical miles. Thirty if you count by standard miles.” I didn't know what the difference was.

“How long would that take?”

“With prevailing winds, all night, if sailing blind around the island doesn't get us killed.”

And I knew I knew that North Sound's atolls wouldn't be safe to pass at night, unless it was by Zodiac. That mile in an inflatable boat would probably be a suicide run.

The guilt of putting them in this position crept over me like an evil fog. “I'm sorry for all this. I wasted your time on the house, and now I'm here needing a room and a ride.” I wanted to punch myself on the jaw for even taking this job, if making myself a burden on others was all I had to show for it. “I just feel so helpless right now.”

The hand patting my back almost gave me a heart attack. Marco's broad fingers caressed my skin from the other side of my dress. “You didn't do anything wrong. In fact, we're glad we found you.”

“What do you mean by that?”

He looked at his brother, and then back at me. “You're exactly the kind of woman we've been looking for.”

It was either a job pitch or a come-on. “How so?” Either one would have suited me just fine.

He paused for a moment. I knew he was calculating exactly what to say. “You need us, and we need you.”

I didn't know how to take it. “I'm flattered, but why do you need me, exactly?”

That mature facade on Marco's face melted away, back to the face of a rogue who popped open a lock with no effort at all. “We're not ready to talk about that yet.”

“Okie doke.” I still didn't know what to think about either of them. Marco had the refinement I'd expect of his position, but those rough edges cut like a saw. Victor was his own case. I wanted to trust him, but I didn't know if his advances were from confidence, or something more predatory.

Victor stood and handed us the mojitos. He tasted his own and looked at the glass. “Good, but not my best work.”

I took my first sip. The gagging rush of alcohol hit the back of my tongue, and then went away as soon as the mint worked on my throat. Marco slammed his glass on the table. “Heavy on the mint and rum, imbécil.” Mine was strong, but not as bad as what I'd had in bars. Not to say that means much.

“Then what would you do?” Victor tossed the rest of his drink down his throat.

“No ice.” I looked over at Marco and watched his face contort. “You know better.”

“You had a chance to look at it before you tried it.”

Warmth wrapped around my hands. Marco's fingers curled among my own. “I'm sorry he's a moron. Care for some wine?”

I traded my glances between the two of them. Drinking heavy wasn't my thing, but I didn't sense any funny business going on. “Why not?” I broke my left hand away and tossed back the rest of my drink. The regret of my throat spasming hit me as soon as I swallowed. So much for bravado.

“Slow down a bit,” Marco begged, “no need to show off for us.”

“She can handle herself just fine. You can drop the chivalry already.”

I looked at Victor in time to catch his wink at his brother. Marco let go of my hand and patted my thigh. “His idea of manners is not stirring our drinks with his dick.”

No argument here, but Marco wasn't the spitting image of a knight, either. “A little tarnish adds character.” I gave him my own wink and continued, “That goes for both of you.” Whatever came over me in the moment, I could always blame on the rum.

“See? She's fine with my drink.” Victor put both hands on his hips and stared at his brother like he expected a fight to brew.

Marco shook his head and rose. He guided me up with his hand. “Better than most, but it still wasn't like what they make back home.”

Victor planted his hands on the table. “That drink came from Cuba, you dip.”

“And they used sugar cane, not cubes. You should know that by now.” He tugged at my arm a little. “The lime needs to be added to the sugar, then the mint. Rum, ice, and soda last, culo.”

I'd heard enough to know Marco only delved into Spanish for terms of affection or to insult his brother. “Calm down,” I pleaded, “the drink wasn't perfect, but I'm not complaining.”

Victor's face softened. “See? That's why she's perfect.”

“For what?” I looked at Marco, hoping he'd finally reveal whatever they were talking about.

He dropped the scowl and looked at me. “You'll know later.”

“Know what?” I couldn't take it anymore. Either they were fucking with me, or they were hiding something I wouldn't like. “If you hauled me all the way over to this boat, I think I deserve an answer.”

Victor stepped over and put a hand on my back again. “Might as well spill it.”

The dim light was more than enough to show the hesitation in Marco's face. He closed his eyes for a second and then looked at me. “How loyal are you?”

I didn't know what kind of answer he expected. His dark eyes gazed into my own. It wasn't threatening, but I knew he expected no bullshit.

His grip on my hand got tighter. “Well?”

I swallowed both my pride and my spit. “Loyal enough, I guess.” I looked away for a moment, and then looked right back. That change in his attitude pissed me off. “I've never cheated or betrayed anyone, beyond sharing a rumor by accident, if that's what you're asking.”

Marco's face didn't change a bit. “Follow me.”

I didn't really have a choice. His grip almost hurt as he pulled me toward the hatch. I waited for him to open it and looked back at Victor. His face told volumes about his brother's sudden mood swing, but those were books I hadn't read.

The grip on my hand loosened as Marco backed onto the ladder. He took the first few steps down and let me go. “Don't panic. Just follow.”

I looked back at Victor. “He gets like this sometimes. Just go with it.” He walked over and patted the small of my back. “He'll be fine in a minute.”

Fear and curiosity fought in my head. “Promise you won't let him kill me?”

“No fucking way he'd even snuggle up without permission. He's that kind of guy.”

Snuggle up? “What's this all about?”

Victor ran his hand down my side and smiled. Something about it made my insides quiver. “Just go with it and hear what we have to say, alright?”

I didn't know if I was seeing the sky for the last time or not as I climbed down the ladder. Marco was already inspecting the small rack of wine to my right. Victor made it down before I took a seat at the recessed table. If that upholstery rubbing against my thighs wasn't sheepskin, I'd fuck Logan again.

“We share everything. That's the one lesson our father taught us.” I looked at Marco as he pulled a dark bottle out. “It's the only hard rule we live by.”

“So, you both have the same stake in business decisions? Two heads were always better than one.” In fact, I could already tell Victor was the enthusiastic ideas guy, while Marco cut those rough diamonds and made them shine. They were one hell of a team.

Marco twisted an opener into the cork. “It goes a bit further than that, but I think you get the idea.”

“Further, as in you share a bed and everything?”

Victor took a seat next to me and said, “Not that far.”

Oh, shit. “So you share your women with each other or something?”

The brothers both gave a knowing look to the other. Victor broke the momentary silence. “That's a fair statement,” he said, with not a hint of mockery in his voice.

These two were getting more interesting by the second. “Odd as it may sound, if that's your big secret, I can't judge you for it.”

Marco almost sounded offended for a moment. “There's no reason to judge us for it,” he calmed a bit, “but I'm glad you see it that way.”

They weren't off somewhere getting blackout drunk, leaving me stranded miles away from home, first of all. Second, their personalities weren't revolting like Logan's. “You mentioned an opening for something important earlier.” And they were both as hot as the inside of a car in a sunny parking lot. No fucking way they'd ask me to do something with both of them.

The cork slid out as Marco pulled. “We're very private with our lives outside of business. I hope you understand.”

I nodded. “Of course.”

Victor's hand rested on my thigh, a little higher than I expected. “See? She's fine with it. Just ask her already.”

Ask me what? They stared at each other as the cabin rocked with the waves. If it's not a job, and it's not sex, what do they want me to do so badly?

Marco gave the cork a final twist and pulled it out with authority. He poured a glass and handed it my way. “You don't have a husband, boyfriend, or children waiting for you to come back, do you?”

“If it requires travel, I can swing it.” He looked at his brother yet again. I was already tired of feeling like I was the butt of an inside joke. “Stop grinning at each other and tell me what this is all about.”

Victor moved his hand an inch or two up my thigh. “Might as well spill it, dear brother.” I fought the competing urges to slap his hand away and to hope he went further.

I knew they were filthy rich, and they shared a father. Other than that, I knew nothing, and it grated on my last nerve. “Yes, please, do tell.”

Marco poured a second glass and slid it on the table to Victor. I waited as he prepared his own. He took a seat and put a hand on my other thigh. “If you really want to know, just nod.”

I bobbed my head up and down with care. “Stop being so vague.” And then something clicked in the recesses of my brain. “I wouldn't be a representative for your company if I accepted the offer, would I?”

Victor patted me like I had done the right thing, while Marco's fingers tensed up. I waited for the next response. Finally, Mr. Spanish Hunk broke. “We'd like to share you.”

What the hell did he just say? “Like, with other people?”

“No,” Marco took his first sip of wine and then looked me in the eyes, “between the two of us.”

I noticed how vulnerable I was, sandwiched between them, a mile from shore. And that didn't bother me in the slightest. “You're joking.”

Fingers slid up, almost to the top of my thigh. Victor had more balls than his brother. I didn't know if I liked it or not just yet. Still, he knew exactly what to say. “Both sounds better than one,” those fingertips danced along my hips, “especially if it's a long-term arrangement, right?”

I couldn't speak. Victor teased along, drifting toward that wet spot in my panties. The deep burgundy of the wine offered no answers as I stared down.

Marco's fingers slithered up as well. “You'll come around to it, in time.” I wanted them to push me up against the table and take me like a cheap whore more than anything. Thinking about such a dirty thought out of nowhere took my breath away.

Every touch sent a tingle down every limb, but I couldn't do it. “I need some air.” Marco pulled his hand away, but Victor kept moving on. “Now.” His fingers slid back as well. I was sad and thankful about that at the same time.

Marco leaned back and played with his glass. “Our mothers shared our father equally as a husband. We had the same deal with him as a parent, growing up.”

Victor leaned to the side like he was letting me out. “Ease off a bit.”

The two richest men I'd ever met were proposing the unthinkable. “That's a bit much to take in all at once.” My thoughts formed a long series of curses toward myself for wanting to run.

I felt the tug of Victor's hand, but heard Marco's voice. “She said she needs air. Cool it.” Victor's grip broke as Marco swatted his wrist. “There's no rush to decide,” he said, “and we're not going to pressure you into choosing anything.”

My mind went haywire with a sudden need for oxygen. I wanted to listen, to let them keep touching me. My conscience wasn't allowing any more of it. Victor opened the hatch with one hand, and then pulled me toward the ladder.

I barely held onto the rungs on my way up. If it weren't for Victor supporting me from below, I'd have gotten a bruise somewhere, at best. My arms and shoulders rested on the edge of the hatch as I noticed the air outside was only more humid.

What the hell was that? My heart threatened to punch a hole through my chest. It took a moment to calm myself down, but I wasn't ready to go back.

“Everything alright up there?” It was Victor, calling up through the hatch. I imagined they were both enjoying the view.

“I'm fine, but I'd rather be up here for now.” I started pulling myself out, grabbing the handrail and noticing how much worse the waves rocked the boat up top.

I steadied myself against the bar table. Victor was right behind me, holding his glass and mine in one hand. He passed right by and said, “Sit. It'll help.”

My wine swayed in the glass before I even picked it up. “Sorry about that,” I said, imagining how freaked I must have looked. “I don't know what happened.”

“No issue. It's our fault.” Victor took a sip and put his glass down. “We can be pushy sometimes. You probably noticed, one of us usually keeps the other in check.”

“That was just too much of a question.”

“The offer still stands, but it's entirely up to you.”

I studied his face. He was either a great liar, or they truly did ask if wanted to have some kind of relationship with both of them. I had to get that heat in my face to go away. “I'm flattered,” I said, sounding like a schoolgirl talking to her secret crush. My cheeks were glowing like coals by then.

Marco pulled himself out of the cabin, his own glass in hand. He took a seat next to his brother. “Blame me for that.” He sounded like he was addressing both of us.

Victor propped one ankle on a knee and said, “Already there.”

The creak of the boat's motion and the slap of water against the hull tempered the awkward silence. I wanted to speak, but I didn't know what to say. Why am I even considering this? I thought I knew why, but it wasn't the rational part of my brain pulling the strings on that one.

I didn't say a word as I put the neck of my glass between two fingers and got up. I followed the weather deck around the cabin and took a giant gulp of that sweet flavor. It was probably the most expensive wine I'd had, by far. But I wasn't going through the glass for the bouquet.

The waves picked up with the wind. The boat rocked even more as I tried steadying myself against the rail. The no-slip decking from around back stopped ten feet prior. I felt like I was standing on a greased up seesaw, and not from that small amount of booze.

Victor shouted from the rear. “The wind's kicked up and the tide's going in! We gotta get further from the reef!”

I felt the sudden gust, then the list of the boat. It nearly drifted back to horizontal and I leaned with my back against the rail. That's me, always running from my problems. What the fuck is wrong with me?

As the boat kept rolling the other way, vertigo hit as I felt myself tipping over the edge. My foot slipped on the fiberglass, and for a split-second, I saw nothing but the island's lights, upside down.


Every alarm bell in my head went off has the water swallowed me like an open mouth. My legs jerked and my arms flailed as I tried to figure out which way was up. The salt burned my eyes as I tried to look, but it was all darkness.

The water suddenly lit up. I saw the rubble and the start of the reef on the bottom. I struggled toward the surface.

The dreaded gurgle and agony of my lungs exhaling shot my body into overdrive. As I got within inches of the goal, the trough of the wave above passed, adding more strokes to my ascent. I knew I was crying, but the tears meant nothing in all that water.

I broke the surface with barely enough strength to keep my head above the waves. My eyes felt like they were on fire and my lungs inflated with every bit of air they could take in. I bobbed back down, my head going under.

When I emerged again, the floodlights on the mast overwhelmed my vision. I shielded my eyes and tried to shout, but my body wouldn't spare any oxygen just yet. Is this it? I assumed they knew I was overboard, but whether they would find me or not remained to be seen.

I kicked and paddled in place, trying to fight against the current pulling me away. My eyes adjusted to the light after what felt like a grueling minute. I saw the brothers working like they had drilled for this. Victor ran for a rope mounted to the cabin as Marco dove in with a lifebuoy already in hand.

He disappeared for an instant, resurfacing and wrapping an arm around the ring. I was already far enough away to know I couldn't swim back on my own. Victor shouted for his brother, tossing the rope on target.

I fought to stay put, but the current was too much. The boat got further away as Marco rushed closer. He was running out of rope, so I gave it one last push.

My body ached like I had pulled every muscle at once. I saw the rope pulled tight. Marco set off on his own, getting closer in glimpses through the waves.

The water kept edging up my neck, and then to my mouth. I tried to keep up, but the toss of the waves and my initial burst had sapped all I had left. Then I felt the panic of water blocking my nostrils.

One last push up for air, and I was done. The thing about drowning is, you think you can stay up forever. I'd never just give up like that, I'd always thought. Pure delusion. When your body can't do it, the mind has no power over the situation.

The surface stayed within reach of my hands, but it would have been the same if it was hundreds of feet. I'm drowning, really fucking dying. Some of that precious air escaped from my mouth, and I got ready to just go to sleep. No life flashing before my eyes. How sad. Peace came over me and I gave in to the inevitable. My lungs emptied and I started to feel the saltwater running down my throat.

Something gripped onto my wrist and yanked me toward the surface. The sudden rush of air on my face put my lungs back in the game. An arm wrapped around my breasts as I stared at the black, clouded sky above.

My head emptied of thought. All I could do is feel the movement of the water around me and the ache in my body. But if Marco was only a few seconds later, my lungs would have filled with water, too far from the boat for him to do anything for me.

The chill of more air hit as he pushed me onto the life preserver. I let myself collapse on top and looked at Marco, having regained enough strength to move a little. He didn't look nearly as tired.

“The tide was pulling to you shore,” he wrapped his arms around his own section of the ring, “but you'd have never stayed up long enough to make it.”

I tried to smile at him, and I think I pulled it off, but I couldn't tell. The water started moving around us again. He looked happy, like a shattered world had just been put back together for him.

“One hundred feet of rope. He'll have us aboard soon.”

“You,” talking hurt like Hell, “could have died.”

“And you would have for sure.”

Whatever it was that made him dive after me, I didn't mind the idea of seeing it in some other way. “Thanks.” I know I smiled that time


I let my dress fall, hearing the disgusting schlop of soaked fabric hitting the tile. I debated tossing my panties. Feeling that salt crusting over was all the motivation I needed. I had spent almost an hour wrapped in a blanket on the deck. Victor and Marco had sailed the boat a quarter mile further from shore and dropped anchor again. We'd drifted too close to the reef in the time it took to get me back onboard.

“Fucked up day,” I said to myself in the mirror. But I wasn't disgusted with myself like the last time I saw my reflection at Logan's place. It wasn't some girl on the run and fucking her shitty boss out of desperation anymore. She looked like a different person.

Everybody else would have let me drown. The people back home in Georgia didn't stop Greg from stalking me to the point of fleeing the country, and Logan would have opened another bottle of bourbon before he'd dive in. So why save me?

I looked at myself for a few seconds, admiring the new self-worth. I thought it did more for me than a fortune in cosmetic surgery, not that I needed it. At least somebody appreciates it. I smiled and liked the girl staring back at me even more. Hottie.

The sound of a latch opening stunned me out of it. I scrambled for the blanket hanging on the back of the door. I grabbed for my cover as the door swung away, tripping over myself and hurtling down like future lumber.

My face and arms hit something soft on top, yet firm underneath. I opened my eyes and saw nothing but white terry cloth. Looking up, that jawline could only have been Marco's.

He stared down, even more ashamed than he looked right after the rescue. “I'm sorry. I'll go.”

I actually felt bad for him. “And you save me again. I'm starting to think you like me or something.”

“Really, I should have knocked.” He tipped me back on my feet and tried not to look for once. But I wanted him to. “Take as long as you need.”

He started to turn. “Wait.” No response. “I told you to hold on a second!”

Marco froze halfway out the door. “I've done enough already.”

I couldn't stand it any longer. Stepping back to him, I scrunched his broad chin between my thumb and index finger. “I want you to look at me,” he tried to resist, “right now.” His neck gave as he saw every bit of me. “Step in here and close the door.”

“Are you sure?” That accent drove me wild, but his sudden politeness wasn't doing anything for me.

Taking a step back, feeling like I was just as beautiful as him, I asked, “Save me once, and I might give you a kiss. Save me twice, and—”

“No.” I couldn't believe he was the same guy trying to feel me up earlier. “I can't.”

I leaned forward and grabbed his wrist with both hands. Taking one big step closer and pulling him to me, I planted those strong fingers between my legs. And that's why I was glad Logan kept his razors in the shower.

“You,” he closed his eyes, “aren't thinking straight, after what happened.”

I knew he could feel the growing heat down there. “What if I do regret it later?”

Those dark eyes grew soft as the skin I had him touching. “You don't owe it to me.”

“No,” I stomped the tile, sending a wave of pain up my leg, “I've got my own reasons.” I realized it didn't sound good. “You and Victor aren't like everybody else in my life.” And it wasn't just the fact I didn't drown. I'd have still been walking home in heels at that point, if I'd ever made it to begin with. Not to mention the way both of them made me feel about myself. Around them, I just felt... I don't know. Different.

“It's not right. I'm sorry for acting like my brother earlier.”

Marco pulled his hands away and left a cold void above my womanly bits. I put my hands on my hips and watched him disappear around the corner, into the kitchenette. First he defends me, then he gets grabby. Now he's on another chivalry trip, getting all moody this time. Is he always like this?

At the other end of the cabin, I watched Victor climb down the hatch ladder. I grabbed the blanket from the door and covered myself. He spotted me, smiling and heading for his brother.

I followed after Marco as well and got behind him. He looked occupied, like he was writing a note on the counter. Victor grabbed at his hand, snatching the pen away. “What the hell is that for?”

Marco turned and stormed away. I looked at the counter and saw a check, barely filled out. It matched the asking price for the house, plus the closing costs. I looked at Victor and stated, “No way I'm selling a house like that. Rip it up.”

He tore it from top to bottom, then side to side. “You see what I mean? We're always making sure the other doesn't cross some kind of line.”

Must be nice to have someone always looking out for you like that. I didn't know the feeling, at all. “Will he be alright?”

“Maybe. He could mope for five minutes, or maybe all week.” Victor pushed his hands and rear against the counter and didn't hide the stare at my cleavage. “Gonna be a bad trip home if he goes that long.”

“You like them or something?” I asked.

He put a thumb up to the corner of his mouth, the index finger resting against his chin. “Careful,” he winked, “if both of us get like that, you're in trouble.”

I turned away and said, “I'll keep that in mind,” already walking off before I had finished.

Marco had another glass of wine poured, standing against the wall next to that booth where the original grope-fest took place. I had to fight not to slap some sense into him. Standing right before and looking up at Marco, I asked, “Did you really think I didn't like it?”

“You ran away.”

I couldn't deny that. “And that's my fault. Maybe I'm too naïve, but I didn't interpret the signals right.” The blanket almost felt restricting. “I'm glad to be me, for the first time in a while, right now.”

“We were about to use you. Don't you see that?”

I drew and arm back as the blanket fell off my shoulder. My palm stung as it popped against his face. Marco's glass crashed against the floor, shattering all over the cabin.

His eyebrows sank as he ran a hand up to the fresh print. Marco glared at me and snatched my wrist in midair. “Pinche puta.”

“Ass!” I yelled, feeling his grip tighten even harder.

He suddenly looked threatening, even malevolent. Victor rushed over and shouted, “Fucking stop!”

Marco pushed my arm down and almost snarled at me. “You still want it?”

I knew better, but I couldn't help myself. “Do you?”

“Hold up,” Victor tried getting between us, “Marco, don't do something stupid.”

“Let him,” I said. My hand got cold and started turning purple. “Don't get in his way.”

The brothers stared at me, one in disbelief, the other ready to make sure I felt it in the morning. Victor pulled the blanket back on my shoulder and said, “You almost died tonight. You need rest more than you need him all worked up and rough.”

“Then I guess it's a common thing with him,” I said as I felt my pulse in his grip, “isn't it?”

Marco almost quaked in place, near his breaking point. His brother worked on loosening his fingers. “I'm telling you both, just back away from each other.”

We both looked at Victor. His face stopped in the middle of going from concerned to angry. Suddenly, it shifted to understanding what Marco and I were both hinting at. “Don't help me, help him,” I commanded.

“You mean—” he let go of his brother and stepped back.

“Don't tell me I've got a bigger pair than both of you.”

Victor grinned and stepped aside. I heard him crash into the futon behind me. “Bring her over here, dear brother.”

“Please,” I demanded.

Marco took my other wrist and pulled my arms above my head. The blanket dropped, and I felt a sudden rush in my veins. He forced me to walk back, my discarded blanket thankfully covering the fragments of glass along the way.

I tried to match his face as I asked, “Can't deal with me without holding me like that?”

Victor's hands invaded my hips as Marco let go. He unbuttoned his new shirt without blinking or flinching. Those hands from behind left as I heard Victor do the same.

Marco unbuckled his belt and ripped it from the loops. He chucked it on the couch behind me and kicked those deck shoes off. I figured I'd do the admiring for once, making me wonder what he did besides run a megacorp. That kind of tone wasn't from sitting in meetings all day.

Those shorts dropped and I watched his manhood dangle. Erect, thick, and ready. He's like a damn elk. I hoped like hell Victor was packing the same kind of heat.

Marco took one step closer, the scorching air between us feeling like a steamy summer night back home. His throat tensed and he said, “Maybe you want to be used.”

Just hours ago, I wouldn't have dreamed of doing it for the hell of it. “That's what I asked for.” Fucking Logan was just a matter of eating, or not eating.

He grinned like a creature pulled from The Inferno. Marco took that last step, pushing his body against mine. “Calladita se ve más bonita.”

I love it when he talks like that. Not that I could understand him at all. “Well? You two doing this, or not?”

Marco pushed me down by the shoulders. I crashed into Victor as Marco commanded, “Hold her down.” That cock pushing into the small of my back was impressive like his brother's. Longer, but I could feel how the girth wouldn't scare me like Marco's.

I was ready for Marco to do anything to me as Victor's arms wrapped under my own and then over my shoulders. That thick staff looked ready to take me, whether I could handle it or not. I held my breath as he bent over, putting his face in mine.

“Will you behave?”

I smirked and gave him a firm stare. Something had snapped in my brain. “Make me.”

The slap across the face I expected never happened. Instead, Marco got on his knees. My ass hung off of Victor's knees as I felt my legs get spread wide. Those bronzed hands of Marco's gripped tight on my inner thighs and slid closer to what he really wanted.

His tongue forced my head back, my cheek rubbing against Victor's. It was like I had thousands of volts coursing from between my legs. Every stroke forced me to exhale.

Marco's teeth barely gripped my hood as he found my clit. I cried out and felt how vulnerable I really was. Whether I got release or not was up to them, and the weakness from my near-death experience caught up with me.

It's too much right now. My eyes shot open and I cried out as a finger teased at my entrance. I expected Victor to cover my mouth, but he was enjoying every sound and struggle against his hold.

That shaft against my back got harder as I tried wriggling loose. No dice. They were too strong, and too determined to make me realize my error in the best way imaginable.

Marco pushed his finger inside me in one smooth motion. He curled it up for my favorite spot. My mind screamed, “Wait, too much!” What actually came out of my mouth was, “Is that all you've got?”

The wetness below leaked out and ran down his arm, tracing a line down the back of my thigh. Every lash of his tongue sparked a fire in my womb.

A second finger entered. My scream filled the cabin, echoing dozens of times in the cramped quarters. It just encouraged him.

“God!” I shouted, hoping he would stop, but never wanting it to end.

I felt Victor's breath on my neck as he said, “He's giving you what you asked for.”

And I had. Those digits worked every surface as that mouth rushed me toward climax. I was beyond ready. Painfully so.

Marco didn't care. His tongue and fingers moved faster, ramping up with every flick. My thighs wanted to close hard enough to snap a broom handle.

The brothers held me in place. I tried writhing, but not even my back stood a chance of moving against their grip. My mouth shot open as I tried to cry out again. Nothing emerged as I stared at the ceiling, wondering how long they could hold me down.

And that's when the memory ends.


The rock of the boat stopped my dream. It was something about releasing a trapped fox, but that's all I remember now. The light didn't look like the soft blue-white of the recessed LED's in the ceiling anymore.

I knew I was in a bed, and a big one at that. Still nude, but nowhere near as worn as I was near the end of the night. And then I remembered what had stopped my consciousness. Did that really happen, or was it another dream?

It all felt too unreal. Terrible and blissful at the same time. I lied my head back down on the pillows and tried drifting back to sleep. A king-sized feather bed on the ocean is something you have to experience to believe.

Minutes passed. Then I heard two knocks on the door. I sat up and realized I was still without an inch of fabric on me.

Covering myself with the softest sheet I'd ever felt, I tried not to sound as startled as I was when I said, “Come in.”

It all came rushing back as Marco entered in a terry robe and closed the door behind him. He sat on the corner of the bed and stared. Did he really knock me out, like that?

“Now you see?” he asked. “You don't get to boss us around.”

Keep talking. That accent needs a copyright. “I thought you had fun.” I pulled my legs in and sat up.

“And you?”

I kept the sheet tight to my breasts. Did I? “I can't remember.”

“You were still trembling when I put you in here.” He lied back and exhaled before continuing, “Every person needs to know their limits, niña.”

Those legs told me he'd spent a lifetime pushing his own. “Tell me, what did you do, earlier in life?”

“Futbol.” That explained a lot. “Professionally for two years, but that's over.”

“Why stop?” I'd have killed to see him play, but I didn't know why the desire came over me all of a sudden.

“Mi padre. I couldn't turn him down when he needed me.”

His face told me he missed it like a long-lost lover. “It may not sound as glamorous, but I had to give up a lot of my past as well.” Shit. I didn't want to reveal that part of my life, or even hint at it.

Marco sat back up and rested his forearms on his knees. He looked at me and said, “The past is best left at home. Your real home, wherever that is.”

I watched him for a moment, his face never changing. What's his story? I finally broke down and asked, “So, what now?”

He turned in place, letting me see the contour of those thigh muscles still holding on strong. “We're in the same place as last night. We can have you home by sunset.”

Do I even want to go back? “I'm in no hurry.”

“But your work.”

“What about it?”

Marco grinned and stood up. “I never trusted that man either.” He moved toward the door. “Sharp instincts run in my family.”

He started reaching for the door. “Wait,” I begged, “about last night. I don't know what to think ab—”

“Don't try.” He turned and pushed the door open with his foot behind him. “I'll have food ready in five minutes.”

Don't try? As much as these two managed to shut off the parts of my brain that screamed for me to slow down, it felt like a challenge to give in even more. Little did I know, that's not what it was, at all.


Marco wasn't lying. I put on a spare white, button-down shirt I'd found in the closet and headed for the kitchenette. Nobody there, but a whiff of strong coffee and cinnamon greeted me as soon as I opened the hatch.

“Light in the morning, just like in España.” Marco poured a cup of coffee and placed it next to a plate with a couple of sweet-looking churros. They didn't look like they had come from a package at all.

I took my seat on the bench. “Thanks. It smells great.” I took a spoonful of sugar from the bowl at the center of the table. Dumping it in my cup, I asked, “Where's Victor?”

Marco pointed behind past the rear of the boat. A red flag with one white, diagonal strip waved on a buoy in the water. “Diving. It's why he always wants to come here.”

“A diver and a former pro soccer player.” Marco frowned a little when I said that. “Most people don't have interesting hobbies like that.”

“Futbol,” he corrected. “And my brother likes tempting death a little too much for my liking.”

I hadn't taken Victor as the brave one. “What else does he do?”

Marco's forehead bunched up as he took a sip. I waited and hoped his brother would pop up from the water. “Mountain climbing, cliff diving, and it took our father pulling some strings to force him out of the military.”

“Victor?” He was the last person I thought would have served. “What did he do? Army? Air Force?”

“U.S. Marine. One tour in Iraq, three in Afghanistan.”

Holy shit! “I pegged him as a frat boy in the past, not a soldier.”

“No difference when they're on leave, and sometimes, when they're on-duty.”

I could tell Marco didn't think too highly of that part of his brother's life. He took a hard bite of his churro and stared at the flag. I figured it was best to drop it. “Thanks again, by the way.”

Marco looked at me like I had just taken a burden off his shoulders. “Not necessary.”

“Nobody had ever done anything even close to that for me.” I remembered a time-lapse video from high school biology of a sheep carcass on the bottom of the ocean. I knew I'd have been nothing but scattered bones in a week if it weren't for him. “And I mean it.”

I sipped my coffee as he looked down the length of my borrowed shirt. “I talked to Victor this morning. Have you thought about our offer?”

I wanted to refuse, because it was too good to be true. But something wouldn't let me just walk away. It was like my intelligence was draining, but at the same time, it wasn't. “Can I have some time to think about it?”

“All you need.”

With that, I heard a sputter in the distance. Victor waved his bare arm and shouted something. Marco and I got up and tried to listen. Finally, after Victor tried shouting a few more times, I caught, “Big stingray!”

Marco rolled his dark eyes and said, “Let's finish before he gets back.”


The sun was getting low again. I tried not to think about the life I'd be returning to, both on the island, and possibly back in the United States before too long. Logan and Greg, or Victor and Marco? Hardly a choice I had to think about.

I climbed back down the hatch, still wearing that button-up from earlier, and nothing else. I caught Victor, trying to act like he wasn't watching the open view of what the shirt didn't hide from his angle. “It's nothing you haven't seen before,” I said as I patted him on the small of his back, “stop gawking.” But damn, did that stare make me feel good.

Marco came out of the other bedroom down the short hallway. Victor still hadn't folded the futon back from where he had crashed on it the night before. Neither one of them said a word as Marco closed in on us.

I got the feeling something was up. “What?” They looked like schoolboys trying to hide something. “Well?”

Victor brushed that wet mop of hair out of his face. “We're sailing off first thing in the morning. Bad news back home.”

“What kind?”

Marco's right eye twitched before he said, “Business.”

“You've got a phone. Can't you handle it from here?”

“Bigger than that,” Victor said. “Major problem.”

“Like what?”

Marco put a leg between mine and placed on finger on my lips. “You need to decide.”

Right now? I tried to open my mouth, but his finger pressed harder. That'd mean I leave Grand Cayman. Probably not a good idea. Greg was ready to pounce the second he got a hint of my return. The creep had even taken a job as a debt collector for the student loan company I nearly owed my first-born to, just to keep his nose on the breeze.

Victor took my hand and pushed Marco's down. “We're not joking.” He squeezed my palm a bit. “It's up to you, but you need to choose, soon.”

Why did they offer me something like that so soon, anyway? “I don't get it.”

Marco tilted his head a little. “Get what?”

“Why.” I tried running all the possibilities through my head in a second. Total overload. “You two didn't even know me until yesterday. I mean, what's so special about me, exactly?”

Neither of them said a word. I didn't want to leave, sure, but I had to know how I'd grown on them so much. I knew why they'd enamored me, but even a girl like myself compared to both of them? It made no sense.

“Not joking, guys.” I straightened my shoulders and stood firm. “What the fuck?”

Marco and Victor looked at each other. Victor broke into a grin first. “He warned us about this, remember?”

I tried to keep track of the swap of emotions between them. Marco rushed his hand across that crew cut of his and asked, “But are you sure?”

“You are,” Victor answered.

Marco gave me a quick glance. “Papá would love her like a daughter. You know it.”

Daddy issues. “I know I'm not that special, and I'm not really sure why you even considered me for,” I tried to think of a better way to phrase it, “sharing.”

It was second nature to them. Victor stepped forward and said, “Our father gave both of us a certain set of values and priorities. He knew what our lives would be.”

“And what does that have to do with me?” Good or bad, I just wanted to know.

Marco got too deep all of a sudden, like he was quoting a personal code. “Any woman who rips up a check you offer her, before she knows what you're worth, is the woman you want to keep.”

“I'm not what you think.” Idiot, don't turn them down here. Some part of me wanted to slap that side of myself, like I had two personalities in the throes of a cat fight inside my head.

“Then who are you?” Victor sat down on the edge of the open futon, resting his hand on the bench's table.

Are they that fucking naive? “I don't want to use you two.” And for some reason, I had no problem with both of them using me. “I owe you too much already.”

Marco leaned toward me. “You proved yourself,” he stopped and looked at his brother, and then back at me, “even if you get out of hand.”

“Why should I believe you?” Why shouldn't I? Take a good thing while you've got it. The thoughts kept coming, no matter how hard I tried to shut them up.

Victor was about to stand up, but stopped himself. Marco took his place. “Our father was a picky man. He loved our mothers, but they had a few things in common.”

No, not don't tell me they've both got an Oedipus complex. I fought against my face, trying to keep it in. “And those are?”

Marco put his hands down on the futon mattress. “Honesty. You showed that by telling the truth about the house.”

“And?” I asked.

“Classical beauty and suitability.” I didn't know what that last word meant at the time. “You have both.” Still, it flattered me to death.

Victor pushed himself over Marco's shoulder. “And there's that last thing.”

Tell me, already. “What?”

Marco pushed his brother back. “Submission, with just enough defiance to make you capable of learning.”

That stopped me in the middle of my train of thought. “What?”

I watched them exchange the same look. Marco broke first. “Any woman who only submits isn't worth knowing, and any woman who doesn't know when to stop rebelling isn't worth keeping.”

“Is that what last night was all about? Was it a test?”

Marco leaned forward and said, “No. You went and proved yourself without either of us asking.”

And they had done the same for me, in their own way. “So you like a woman who will do what you ask, but still slap you sideways if you take things too far.”

Marco flashed his pearly whites, contrasting a hell of a lot with his skin. “When I need it, yes.”

“But I still don't get it. What made me this perfect woman who just dropped into your laps?”

Victor lied himself down on the mattress and looked at me. “Come. Sit.”

I did, not quite touching him. Marco took his place next to me. I didn't know what to do. Was it all a mistake? No, it's not.

A hand rubbing against my thigh almost made me hit the ceiling. Victor coursed it along my skin, pulling the hem of that shirt up just a little. Marco did the same thing on the other side. All I could do was grin like a fool.

Marco whispered in my ear, “Let us prove something to you.”

“Like what?”

“We're dead-serious about sharing you between us.”

It put my lady parts on high alert. Those hands got to the union of my thighs and hips, flowing toward my center. Victor sat up as I lied back.

That shirt lifted to my waist as I felt the electric caress of their fingers between my legs. I knew I was insane for going along with it, but some part of me seethed to the other part, “I don't care.” A flash of myself pleasuring the both of them dominated my thoughts. But why was I going along with it?

I had a cold chill as they both spread me open, gentle and caring like a mother comforting her baby. One finger barely teased at my clit, running down to the verge of my entrance. Their light touch had that rough treatment beat. Maybe.

My lips parted as I felt a fingertip sneak into me. Not even a knuckle deep, it slid about with all of my wetness. Suddenly, a scruffy face took a quick nibble at my neck. I gasped and wrapped my hand around the back of Victor's head as he went further down to my collarbone.

I must have drowned last night, but I didn't think I was this good in my life. Was I even cut out for such a pair? I guessed so, but I still couldn't believe what they had told me. Marco kept showing me how perfect he thought I was, his hand running up to take a breast under the shirt.

Victor worked on the buttons, going all the way down and taking the other nipple in his lips. Marco played with my slit and kissed at my stomach. Four hands and two mouths, all to myself.

It didn't feel right or wrong. I simply wanted it. Marco moved his finger in another knuckle. Victor took as much of my breast as he could in my mouth.

Seconds passed until I couldn't stand it any longer. I grabbed Victor's shirt and pulled him up to me. He met my lips with his, still toying me with his hands.

“Sharing is caring,” I whispered. He grabbed my thigh and pulled my leg up. It drove Marco even further in.

Our tongues met inside my mouth. My shoulders relaxed as my back tried to arch. Much more of this, and I'd have been orgasmic putty in their hands, all over again.

Marco pulled himself out and came up to meet us. His lips and teeth on my ear made me purr. Victor took his turn, wasting no time getting his first touch of how I felt inside.

I tried working their pants, one hand on each. Bone rigid and glad to help, we worked until I had a shaft in each hand. No more dancing around it.

Victor pulled his mouth away. I asked, “Who wants me first?”

They left me to hold their staffs as they nodded to each other. Marco tilted his head to the side, toward my legs. Victor took it as his signal, sliding away and standing over us.

Marco pulled himself further up. I helped him undress, trying to work the puzzle as I lied there. His shorts and boxer briefs slid off, and then he sat up on his knees.

Victor pulled me closer to the edge. He was already caught up with his brother, in the buff and ready for the ribbon cutting. “I want it,” I said, hoping he'd quit stalling and split me like firewood already. “Don't worry, I'm safe.”

He smiled and bent over me. I felt the heat from that thing as my heart pounded. Victor brushed the hair away from my face and pulled my shoulders up.

I planted my hands against the mattress behind me. Marco was just as ready, his thick masculinity practically begging for me to taste it. They both closed in as I felt a tip against my lips, upper and lower.

Both entrances parted as I let them in. Victor took his time settling, taking care not to go too fast or deep. I whimpered around Marco as I took him in just as slowly.

God, they're both loving it. And I was too. It almost felt spiritual, like this was the missing piece of my soul.

Victor eased back and then filled me up again. I wrapped one hand around what of Marco I couldn't take in. My other hand wrapped around him, getting hold of that tight ass of his.

It warped my perceptions, pleasing them both this much as they both saw to my deepest want. Victor picked up the pace. I let my tongue prance around the underside of Marco, drawing a moan out of him every time I hit that sensitive ridge.

My nerves sparked as Victor started plunging deep. Marco reached down to play with my clit. I whimpered into his cock, knowing he was getting as much out of the vibrations as I was from his fingers.

My hips went ablaze. I tried taking San deep in my throat, holding on for just a few more seconds. He pulled my head closer, tickling the back of my throat as I tried to scream.

Victor dropped bomb after bomb. My passage went insane with spasms. Finally, he hammered deep and stayed there.

Marco worked my pearl between those two fingers, giving it a hard shake and a twist. He let go and I had to back away from him. My mouth stayed open, impossible to shut as I crashed down.

I wrapped my arms under my breasts and came, hard. Victor backed out, every fraction of an inch sending a wave of fire up my stomach. Even thinking was impossible.

The full bliss of heaven coursed over me like I had just taken a shot of endorphins straight to the brain. My voice cracked and my thighs shook. All around me, I felt the attention culminating in pure admiration.

Victor broke the spell by addressing his brother. “Your turn.”

I rolled over and crawled onto all fours, keeping myself low to the bed still. Just breathing felt like a workout. If either of them had touched me right then, I'd have gone down for sure.

“Give her a moment.” Marco was looking after me again. It was sweet, but I wasn't in the mood for that kind of pampering. I had another sort on my mind.

I pushed my rear up and backed into Marco where he stood. That formidable package of his poked against my center of paradise. “You've got two seconds,” I threatened.

He obeyed, stretching me without mercy. I clenched my teeth as I let him keep pushing. Victor wasted no time in coming around and lying in front of me. I took him in as well, tasting myself as we picked up where we had left off.

Marco kept going, gradually easing my tender flesh into accepting it. His hands eased against the soft curves of my waist, treating me with a care the rest of his body wasn't showing. I whimpered into Victor, trying to keep him just as satisfied.

My mind still smoldered from the climax, pushing me further until the next one threatened to explode at any second. Marco must have known, easing off until I kept humming into his brother at a steady pace. I hoped it could last forever.

The slightly sweet, slightly salty taste of pre-release from Victor's tip helped him slide against my tongue. I gave him the best I had, trying to get as much of him in me as I could. That's when Marco slammed himself into me.

I tightened around him, driving him to even harder pumping. When he moved his fingers to my back and slid them down, I nearly lost it. Both of them seemed in tune with my own body, or it could have been the other way around. In any case, we were running on the same frequency, careening to the same destination.

Victor moaned and tilted his head back. I stroked him at the base and tried a delicate tease with my tongue. He pulsed and hardened up even more.

Marco was busy with his own noises. Just hearing and feeling them both getting so close had me aching for fulfillment. The tantalizing flurry of sensation melted into a liquid heat between my thighs.

My legs curled in on themselves as Marco took hold of my feet. Victor's swollen flesh twitched and emptied. That nectar tasted like ambrosia. His fingers ran through my hair as I cried out against him.

He had one more burst when Marco felt like he could erupt into flames. I let him finish and swallowed, feeling it travel all the way down. I let Victor go and buried my face in his thighs.

Nothing made sense as I felt the addictive release come over me. I felt Marco try to pull out at the last second, but my body wanted more. I backed against him as I felt that uncontrollable peak take me away.

He gave in and came. I felt every drop inside as my body sparked with sensations. Everything felt amplified, from every touch, to every feeling I had about them. I felt purely wanted, and totally desired for the first time in my life.


Poor Marco looked scared to death the whole Zodiac ride to the beach closest to my apartment. I curled up close to him, constantly reassuring him, “It's alright, I'm on the pill.”

“I didn't ask if I could,” he finally said.

“And I wanted you to. That's why I backed into you at the last second.”

He smiled a little and patted my shoulder. “I hope you understand why men like us can't assume anything about that.”

I couldn't argue with it, even though it made me want to slap him again. “If you want, I can keep in touch.” It'd break me if he doesn't want me to.

“You still have a decision to make.”

I was on the verge of just going with them already, but I couldn't risk sending up any flags for Greg to get across his desk. It made me hate him even more. After a couple of years and an almost a thousand miles between us, he still haunted and hurt me.

Marco kept looking at me like I was supposed to give him an answer. It broke my heart just to say, “I can't go back to the United States right now.”

“Take care of your business here, and we'll fly you in.”

But it's not that simple. The Zodiac bounced on a sudden wave, knocking me into him. He pulled me tight as I tried not to scream.


I was happy to see my apartment building. Almost. The cab driver eased us to a stop. “Those guys already paid me,” he flashed a grin in the rear view mirror, “very well.”

His honesty shocked me a bit. I was used to the drivers on Grand Cayman ripping you off at any turn. “How much did they give you?”

“My kids are going to school in new clothes.” The look in his eyes said it all. “Don't bother.”

“They're great guys,” I felt warm, then hollow inside, “but I don't think I'll ever see them again.”

His eyebrows were almost as dark as his skin, but I saw them rise up. “The people who care will always find a way back into your life.”

I almost cried on the spot. “I hope you're right.” I smiled at his reflection and stepped out.

My normal life almost felt welcoming after the whole experience. I practically floated across the parking lot, not minding the way the salt had made my dress scratch as I walked. They can't be serious about wanting me to see them again, though. It's too good to be true.

But I didn't want to think about that possibility for the moment. I had my first near-death experience, and my first roll in the hay with two of the hottest guys I'd met, all in the space of hours. My mind already had a backlog of things to process. But I was about to have a new issue at the top of the list.

I saw the piece of paper on the door as soon as I looked that way. My rent was paid, unlike most of my bills, so I knew it wasn't an eviction notice. I had a cold pit in my stomach, and my mouth tasted more like metal the closer I got.

“Attention: Claire Porter

The Immigration Board of Cayman Islands has been informed of your discontinued employment with Lebauche Properties....”

Line after line of bullshit statutes and law references I couldn't understand went on for almost the whole page. Finally, I got to the meat of the notice:

“If you fail to find other employment or leave Cayman Islands territory within thirty days from the posting of this notice, you may be subject to forcible deportation.”

Logan had done something, and it had to have been weeks ago. I was still working for him during all this time, so I really wanted to castrate him with a broken bottle, even more so than usual. I jerked out my key and almost broke it turning the lock so hard.

As soon as I was in, I slammed the door and slid against it on my back, all the way to the floor. What now? Back home wasn't safe, not with Greg still out to hunt me down. When I get back, it'll show up for him by the end of the week, for sure. Ladies, never date a man crazy enough to take a job as a debt collector with your student loan company, just to stalk you.

Victor and Marco were probably most of the way back to the Wind Dancer by then. Exactly how I'd get off this island, without getting myself dumped right back into the past I'd been running from, was totally beyond me. Utterly fucked didn't even begin to describe my situation.


BIMBO CODE:

PRIME RECIPIENT

I had never had great luck with women. Sure, I could rack up a cheap score when I had to set my mind to it, assuming I didn't get too picky. But sometimes you feel that urge to plow a perfect-ten like a field. Guys, you know what I'm talking about.

Sometimes the urge was uncontrollable, like I was settling if I didn't claim the goddess jogging down the street. Hell, at times I had to push myself to go after the hot friend when I was at the bar for a one-night-stand. If you're anything close to normal like me, it can drive you batshit trying to figure out the one trick that works.

Fortunately for me, that all changed as soon as I entered GeneFactor's facility. I thought I was responding to an ad for a medical study when I requested more information. A little extra beer money is all I was after. A few days after sending back the cheek swab, a photo, and a brief medical history I got the letter.

They wanted to see me, urgently.


As I sat in the waiting room, the other guys dwindled from twenty down to one more. Every two or three minutes another one got called back by the voice of a young but disinterested woman none of us could see. I had no idea what this was about, but a few hundred bucks for showing up was enough for me.

I heard the last one aside from myself get called, rubbing my eyes as he went through the doorway. Nobody's phone got service inside the building. They didn't even have the courtesy to leave a stack of magazines. I was by myself with my thoughts, watching the second hand crawl around the clock on the wall across from me.

Exactly on time, the door opened again. “Grant Jensen.”

It had been creeping up on an hour already, making it ache that tiny bit you feel when sitting in a crappy chair too long. I started toward the door and noticed the hallway it led to was almost sterile looking. I pulled at the handle behind me and the warmth in the passageway took me off guard as the door shut.

I heard the clack of high heels until a slim, leggy brunette stepped out of the office to my left. She stuck her hand out at me, her lab coat barely hiding the cleavage I fought to keep my eyes off of. “I'm Dr. Clare. Cynthia if you want to be less formal.” She tipped her glasses down her nose and smiled. “It looks like you'll be here a while.” She'd have been a solid ten herself, if she showed any kind of emotion or interest in more than her work. We'll call her an eight.

Watching her turn around and start down the hall, I asked, “I don't even know what I'm here for.”

Dr. Clare didn't stop, turning her head my way. “Congratulations, out of all the applicants, you're the top of the heap.”

“For what, exactly?” I quit standing there, dumbfounded, and followed her. “Is it some kind of medical study or what?”

She opened a door to her right and stepped in without breaking stride. As soon as I got in the same room, Dr. Clare pointed to an exam table. “This is for a series of case studies. You can agree to it or not.”

Her half-assed answers started to grate on me. “Like, am I taking a pill or what?” I took my seat and felt the stiff vinyl grip against my jeans. “I'm not sure I'll agree if I don't know what I'm getting myself into.”

Dr. Clare took her own seat. The plush, maroon armchair looked out of place among the clinical white and steel of the room. I got a little chub when she crossed her legs, showing more thigh than a good bucket of chicken.

She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”

“I don't know why that matters, but no.”

“Good. Your family history is almost spotless too. Your children will be lucky to get your genes.”

What the hell? I watched Dr. Clare's face, still looking down at a clipboard in her lap.

“Your pay for this study is based upon certain tasks and benchmarks you complete. Is that acceptable to you?”

I knew I had lowered my eyebrows. “I guess, but I still don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.”

Dr. Clare finally looked up at me and snapped, “For now, answering a few more questions.” She blew a few strands of hair off her forehead and continued. “Are you straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”

“Straight,” I droned, making my impatience clearer than I intended.

“Your current occupation is listed as office assistant. How do you feel about leaving your current employer.”

“I hate the place. If the money's good enough once I know what I'm supposed to do, I'm gone.” It was a dead-end of a shit job.

“Excellent.” Dr. Clare extended her foot, popping her heel out of her shoe. “Now that I know you're a potential subject, I can tell you more. Are you still interested?”

“I guess, but only if you tell me what this is all about.”

“Grant,” she change in her tone threw me for a loop, “you have a gift, and it's one that needs to be shared with the world.”

A little praise always went a long way with me, but answers went even further. “And that is?”

“In case you didn't figure it out from the name of our organization, we deal primarily with human genetics.” I saw Dr. Clare smile as she uncrossed her legs and stood up. “We pay for prime genetic material, and you're a diamond in the rough.”

“If this is for a sperm donation, I don't know. I've heard about guys getting put on the hook for child support from that shit.”

I leaned back as Dr. Clare got closer. She stopped just short of my knees. “It's not like that at all.”

The look in her eyes was honest, but the smirk on her lips tipped me off. “Maybe I should have asked 'What are you not telling me?'”

Dr. Clare pushed her clipboard in my face. “I'll tell you everything I can, but not until you sign a non-disclosure agreement. The general public wouldn't agree with our program.”

I scanned through the single page, making sure I was only signing a paper to keep my mouth shut. “Alright, but I won't agree to take part until I know exactly what I'll be doing.” I signed and handed the board back. “There.”

Her voice went back to business again. “Mr. Jensen, the human race is approaching a crisis.”

At that point, I started to wonder if I was getting myself involved in a cult. The world was doing fine for most people, all fucked up things going on considered. “What kind of crisis, exactly.”

Dr. Clare gave me this look that told me she knew far more than I could imagine. “The human race is becoming weak, Mr. Jensen.” She planted her hands on my knees and stated, “Smart, healthy people with excellent genetics aren't reproducing anymore.”

I had never had such a high opinion of myself. I leaned back even further. “I already said I wasn't jerking it into a cup.”

“You'll never have to.” The entire professional front she had been putting up dropped in an instant. “In fact, you'll never have to...” she trailed off for a few seconds, “jerk it ever again.”

What the fucking fuck? I tried to keep my face as still as a rock, barely keeping from laughing my ass off. “I'm confused. What the hell are you talking about?”

Dr. Clare leaned over to the counter to my left and grabbed a manilla folder and a pill bottle. She handed them to me, redness in her cheeks breaking through that professional demeanor. “Go home, first of all. Read this, and if you agree, sign and start taking one of these daily. Come back a week from today, at the same time, if you do exactly as I said and follow the directions to the letter.”

I stared at the folder in my hands and asked, “If this is some kind of joke, go ahead and tell me.”

“It's no prank.” Dr. Clare pulled an envelope out of a pocket in her lab coat. “Here's your pay for showing up. Follow the directions to the letter, then read the sealed letter on the last day. I hope to see you again, exactly one week from now.”


I did as the lady said after realizing my check was for twice what GeneFactor advertised. The instructions told me to take a pill stamped 'PD-053' daily. I tried looking them up online, but the only reference I could find was in a medical paper on animal magnetism that rattled off a bunch of medical terms I couldn't understand. At the time, pineal glands, thought-form projection, and pheromones all read as a bunch of bunk.

As the week went on, I started to feel stronger, smarter, more alert. By day six, it felt like people parted for me like the Red Sea for Moses. Even my bottom-rung job felt like it had some authority to it.

I had called in sick to get the afternoon off for the follow-up meeting with Dr. Clare. Misty, the normally bitchy receptionist at work, took the news like a command from above. The change in her behavior toward me was odd, to say the least. In fact, it almost felt like Misty was coming on to me the day before.

Waiting until exactly noon that day, I stared at the sealed letter on my kitchen counter. GeneFactor had already paid me more for a little of my time than I had earned at my day job all week. I felt obligated to obey their orders. The fact that it had an old-fashioned wax seal gave it that extra bit of credibility.

I pulled a knife out of my silverware drawer and freed several pages from their case. The paper was heavy, rough, and off-white linen. The kind of paper reserved for resume's when someone is trying too hard or documents that actually mean something.

The first page was a contract already inked by the board of directors and the CEO of GeneFactor, Janus Rickard. Only the spot for my signature was blank. The following pages blew my mind as they explained the genetic crisis Dr. Clare had mentioned, and then laid out the expectations I had to meet in detail.

Reaching the last page, I realized my ultimate purpose in this contract:

“The Donor shall be paid commensurate with his successful implantation of Genetic Material among Prime Recipients. Compensation shall be $5,000.00 USD upon donation, with an additional $10,000.00USD upon confirmed delivery.”

The dollar figures thrown about blew my mind, but I couldn't bring myself to believe what “donation” and “delivery” meant, exactly. They had to be shitting me.


I showed up at GeneFactor on time, the implications of the contract still boiling over in my head. They've got to be joking. I'm not even past wanting to fuck for fun, but they want me to do THAT?” The money was right, but to throw that kind of task at a man in his late-twenties?

Sitting down in the waiting room again, I didn't have company like the last time. The clock ticked down to the designated time. My arrival a few minutes early made it feel like I was waiting for days.

As the last seconds ticked away in slow motion, I thought about cutting my losses. While something was making my life easier since the meeting, it didn't sit right with me. Why would I help these people? I get that we're growing weaker, but how is it my responsibility to do anything about it?

“Grant Jensen.” Dr. Clare's voice rang out as I noticed the clock had hit four on the dot. I rose, fighting against leaden feet and those nagging doubts. “We're glad you decided to cooperate.”

I entered that unnaturally bright hallway again, Dr. Clare already waiting in the doorway to the left again. Noticing the same kind of high-cut skirt and lab coat, I forced a smile and said, “The offer is very generous, but—”

“You have questions.” She turned around back into the office, decked in hardwood floors and a refined shade of olive on the walls. “Have a seat.”

“Didn't you wonder if this was right or not?” Dr. Clare had to know even more than she was letting on.

She bent over in front of a mini-fridge, pulling two bottles of water out. I admired the pert, heart-shaped ass on display in front of me. Dr. Clare handed one of the bottles to me before taking her own seat behind a thick slab of wooden desk.

“Well?” I was getting the quiet treatment again. “What do you think about this project?”

Dr. Clare rested a cheek against two fingertips and smirked. “Personally, Mr. Jensen, I agree fully with the intent.” I could tell she noticed my face tense. “It's the means I have an issue with, but it's not my place to judge them.”

“So it's a paycheck, then.”

“If you want to put it that way,” she twisted the cap off her water, “yes.”

“And how is this supposed to work? Do I get a list of 'Prime Recipients' or what?”

Dr. Clare finished her sip. “If it were that easy, you wouldn't have been taking doses of Patrem Delta for the past week. Tell me, have you noticed any side effects?”

“No, it's been a pretty good but normal week.”

“Explain 'pretty good' in detail.”

Why? Is she asking about my personal life now? “Things have been a lot easier at work and people are a lot nicer to me than usual.” Aside from Dr. Clare herself. She took notes in a leather journal as I explained in detail how behaviors had changed around me.

“That's all very normal, Grant. You're progressing well.”

“How does that make glorified sperm donations any easier?”

She cleared her throat and announced, “You're ready for the last test, assuming you're still on board.”

“Why not at this point? Are you supposed to be teaching me how to pick up women at the bar or something?”

Dr. Clare grinned like a fox. “If you want to be vulgar about it, yes.”

“You're pulling my leg.”

I watched her stand up and come around the desk. Cleavage as perfect and round as twin sand dunes presented at eye level with me. “Remember these words very well. You'll need them to do your job.”

She handed me a piece of paper with 'Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere.' scrawled on it. I couldn't figure the game out. “How will this do anything?”

“This might go over your head, but Patrem Delta stimulates the pineal gland, which is right behind your forehead. I'm sure you can focus your will in that area by now, and you didn't even realize it.”

I leaned back, finally looking up at her eyes from the piece of paper. “Do you think I'm dumb enough to believe in that kind of thing?”

“You have to focus your mind and project those words. If you thought people were going out of their way to make you happy since we last met, this amplifies that power immensely by focusing it on a person's will.”

“Like a code for getting anything I want out of someone.”

“Not exactly. It certainly lets you assert dominance over a person's will in a social situation, but it won't let you rewrite it from scratch.” She nodded her head toward the door. “I recommend trying it once you leave here. The power gets stronger with practice, up to the point you can become dangerous. Keep that in mind.”

I could tell Dr. Clare had more confidence in my willingness. As she got out of my personal space, I said, “You know, I'll give it a shot. If I end up looking like a fool, it's on you.”

Dr. Clare headed toward the doorway, signaling that she had gotten the point across. “Pick a target you think will be a good experiment before Monday. We'll go over who qualifies as a Prime Recipient then. Two o'clock sound good?”

“I guess.” I followed behind and stopped with her at the doorway.

“Excellent. I see great things ahead for you, Grant.” Dr. Clare stuck out a hand, formal as always.

Gripping with my own, it hit me. Why not try it with her? I squeezed harder than usual and focused on her dark eyes. “Ego sum alpha,” I felt a surge of pressure in my head, “Et genua parere.”

Dr. Clare's hand went limp as her eyes changed from business to adoration for a few seconds. The resting bitch face crept back into her face. She finally pulled her hand back and stated, “That's bold of you.”

“You told me to experiment.”

“I didn't mean you should try it on me, you ass.” Dr. Clare crossed her arms and leaned against the door frame. One side of her face shined from the brightness of the hall, the other glowing from the soft lighting of the office. “Besides, I don't plan on having any children. My work is enough.”

“That's hypocritical of you..” Something inside me wanted to make her bend to my will. I focused my mind and thought at her, Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “I thought your job was to get women like you to breed with men like me.”

The same change in Dr. Clare's attitude took hold again. A hint of her normal self tried fighting through whatever spell I had on her. I repeated the mantra in my head, watching her shift from a bitch on wheels to a sweet, innocent thing the more focus I pushed at her.

“Stop fighting it,” I ordered. “You know you want this.”

“Yes, sir.” Dr. Clare tilted her head down and looked up at me with puppy-dog eyes. “I'm sorry.”

It really was that easy. When I stopped reciting the code like a chant in my head, Dr. Clare no longer edged back to her normal self. “Go ahead and tell me what a Prime Recipient is.”

“The top two percent of breeding-age females humanity has to offer. They're not difficult to pick out when you know what to look for.”

“Are you one, Dr. Clare?”

Her cheeks flushed as she smiled and said, “My superiors graded me as one, yes. And call me Cynthia.”

My cock throbbed when I realized I could make this woman do all the things I had imagined. It was hard not to just push her shoulders down and shove every inch of myself in her mouth. That old need to claim and conquer was calling my name, taunting me like a devil on my shoulder.

Do I do it? She would be a good pick, I think. I lifted Cynthia's chin with a finger and said, “I think it's fitting you're the first I take like this.”

“Anything you wish.” Those ruby red lips beckoned, parting so the white of her front teeth peeked through. “Do you want to put a baby in me?”

“I want to fuck a baby into you.”

She beamed like I had told her she won the lottery and world peace had finally happened. “It will only take one time. Patrem Delta does more than make you powerful. You're potent as well.”

When I had rubbed one out a few days before, the sheer volume of come and how much it stuck to the floor of the shower surprised me. “You mean it works like this every time?”

“With any woman you desire. One try is all it takes.”

My shaft was hard enough to break diamonds already. Cynthia ripped at the buttons on her shirt as I said, “You're in a hurry.”

She almost pouted as she pleaded, “But I want it so bad.”

I ran my hands down to the hem of her skirt and lifted. The heat coming from between her legs could bake a cake, the front of her lacy panties already soaked through. I moved them aside and played with her folds, forcing Cynthia to bury her face in my shoulder and wrap a leg around mine.

Her voice shuddered when I plunged two fingers inside. The headlong rush from wanting to call her a bitch to fingerfucking that ready pussy drove me to unzip my jeans with my free hand. Cynthia's fingers wrapped around my cock and pulled it between her legs the instant I had it out.

She leaned into my ear and begged, “Don't play around, just fuck me.”

My tip pressed against her as I slipped my fingers away. Cynthia grabbed my wrist and pulled it to her face, taking a long taste of herself as she played around with her tongue. I tensed up, ready to thrust.

As much as I wanted it, the desperation in her face was hotter than anything I'd had the pleasure of witnessing. “Have a seat on your desk,” I commanded, watching her come to a dead stop with my fingers two knuckles deep in her mouth.

The heat of her mouth slipped away. Cynthia turned and did exactly as I commanded. The dark wood of her desk contrasted perfectly against those parted, silky legs that seemed to go on forever.

She planted her hands on the edge and leaned forward. “Well? Don't just stand there with your prick out.”

I grinned and followed her, stopping just out of arms reach. “Make me want it.”

Cynthia hiked her skirt up, rubbing herself through her panties and biting her lower lip. I already wanted to see her hair a wreck, those glasses knocked crooked, and her slit filled to the brim. At that point, it was a matter of principle. Why not make her work for it?

I took my seat again and watched. Her animal instincts for wanting my gift pushed Cynthia into a fury of pleasuring herself. Every moan and whimper echoed against the high ceiling. They filtered down the hallway that may or may not have had other people on the other side of the many doors.

She didn't pay any mind, going above and beyond as she arched her back and looked at me. Her lips parted with a hard scream. My first slave would be hard to top, and that's exactly what I considered Cynthia already.

Her thighs tremored harder with every stroke. Her shoulders rocked forward as Cynthia tried to watch herself. Her moans stuttered in fits as she finally climaxed. Then Cynthia's eyes clenched as her mouth stood agape, one long note filling my ears.

I felt proud of her as she came down and gasped for air. The smile on her face reflected my own. She knew her master thought highly of her.

Feeling my cock, it had swollen to an almost painful level. Cynthia righted herself, rotating to face me and crossing her legs in one fluid motion. “You look like you need help over there,” she said, gazing at my manhood like an idol for worship.

I watched her slide from the desk, taking two steps forward and pushing her hands against my thighs. Pulling her down by the collar, I forced Cynthia onto her knees. She pulled the lab coat off her shoulders and tossed it aside. Her breath against my length threatened to cook me off early.

She leaned forward, grasping my shaft with her breasts. I ran my hand inside her shirt in hunt of the bra clips. They snapped open as if by command. One tug at the straps and the white lace slid down her arms.

The tight skin on my dick coursed with the sensation of her mounds pillowing around it. She bobbed herself up and down, teasing me with the slowness and that look on her face. My right arm twitched again with a desire to grab her hair and force myself to the back of her throat.

Cynthia gave me a long, painfully slow stroke with her breasts and asked, “These are good enough, right?”

“They'll do.” Bullshit. They were perfect.

My fingernails dug into the arms of the chair as I watched my pet open her lips and inch toward my tip. Her breath alone could have set me off. Cynthia looked up and smiled at me.

“You promise not to come in my mouth? I've got somewhere else I want it.”

I stroked her temple and said, “I've never had a girl keep her glasses on.”

“You know you love it.” She let out a teasing breath, the warmth filling my lap as her fingers wrapped around my girth. She moved them down and back up as she said, “They'll stay on unless you fuck them right off of me.”

The image of Cynthia bent over her desk, whimpering as I plowed balls deep inside her, distracted me until I felt the wetness of her mouth take me in. Her mouth hummed around me and she began playing with herself again.

My head arched back. Her tongue dragged against the bottom of my cock, her mouth wetter and hotter than any pussy I'd had before. The leggy, insatiable slut crept more of me past her lips.

Cynthia only stopped when she ran out of length, my head planted against the back of her throat. She stayed down, defying the natural gag reflex and vibrating me into oblivion with her attempts to scream. I rested my hands against the sides of her head, not willing to let her back off until she finished. Every moan felt better than any man deserved.

I let her ride it out, keeping her lips around my hilt as her body contorted. Cynthia's entire frame rocked and shivered, she smell of her arousal filling my nose. The thought of parting her walls and filling her with my seed forced a bead of precome into the furthest reaches of her mouth.

She backed off slowly, letting my cock spring back into position as her lips popped with its exit. Figuring it was my turn, I moved to stand until Cynthia's palm pushed against my chest. She stood and turned around.

I watched her panties slide down her thighs, past her knees, and down to those heels. She stepped out of them and hiked her skirt. That tight, firm ass could kill a man.

Wrestling with my jeans, I tried getting them down only to be interrupted as Cynthia too a seat in my lap. She pressed my shaft against her skin, enclosing it in thigh. Her lips spread against my base, the wetness soaking into my jeans and boxers.

She ran a hand behind her, cradling the back of my head as she moaned, “Can I, sir?”

“Go for it.” I was ready to fuck her until I died of exhaustion.

“Mmh,” she lifted and I felt my tip press against her entrance, “you don't know how bad I need it.”

The walls parted as she took me in. My eyes closed on their own as I opened my mouth to speak. Nothing came out.

I let her swirl herself clockwise, pushing myself against every bit of her inside. Any way I can describe how wet, ready, and hot she was would be a shameful understatement. Her juices swirled around me, began for me to add my own ingredient to the mix.

Tangling my fingers in her hair, I pulled the tie loose and let every strand drape just past her shoulders. I pulled back, forcing her to weave her hips back and forth. It was building up to be too much, too fast.

She sped up and rocked harder. I felt paralyzed and ready to blow my top. The harder I pulled, the more energy Cynthia put into it, making my draw her head back even further still.

The last rush of blood swelled my cock even harder. She stopped and leaned lied her entire body into me. “Is it that good?” She giggled and added, “We can't let it end that fast.”

She had a point. I couldn't finish without banging her like a drum. After how she had acted before I took control of her will, I was ready to deliver that hate-fucking I had fantasized about all week.

I let her stand again, myself right behind. It didn't last long as I pushed against her shoulders, pinning my slave against the top of the desk. I didn't see anymore need to tease or hesitate as I lifted what little skirt there was.

I found home with no trouble. Cynthia yelped as I plowed back inside, our bodies smacking together. She was getting exactly what she deserved, both for being such a bitch, as well as for pleasing me so well.

I pulled at her collar again, the loose buttons down past her breasts letting it open up for a nice handle. The extra leverage helped send every pop of our bodies resonating through every corner of GeneFactor's office.

Cynthia whimpered and screamed with every thrust. I reared back with her shirt, arching her back and shifting the contours of her passage just right. She started to climax again, far too easily.

Ready to burst, myself, I summoned my willpower and fought through the exhaustion. Beads of sweat gathered on my forehead. I wasn't much longer for this fuck.

But Cynthia had beaten me to the punch. As I felt the last lap closing in, she erupted without any warning. She clawed at the desk, failing to get a grip on the polished surface as she quivered and tensed.

I let her ride it out. Still buried as deep as I could go, staying there would have been enough. But how has it been this easy? No girl comes that fast.

Cynthia had caught her breath, getting back into the action by rocking herself back and forth. I pulled her back up to my level and asked, “Do you always come that fast?”

She reached back and cradled my face against hers. “Patrem Delta has a lot of ingredients.”

I pulled out and turned her to face me. “Like what?”

Cynthia tipped her glasses down and then slipped the finger next to her mouth. She said, “Aside from the drugs that strengthen the temporal load and male fertility, we made sure it has a few other side effects. Pheromone precursors, performance enhancers, and certain hormones, for instance.”

I kinda knew what each entailed. “So it's the super version of those pills for guys in their mid-life crisis.”

“Those don't help with bedding a woman, first of all.” She started to play with her clit, tempting me back in to finish what had already started. “Aside from being irresistible to any woman who stays close for too long and bending wills, imagine the kind of fertility that guarantees a conception.”

“So I'm a glorified breeding stud.” It was a term I hadn't used since I had helped my uncle at his cattle ranch a few years back.

Cynthia pushed her ass back onto the lip of the desk. “Your body will start to change too. In a month, you'll look like you've been hitting the gym without even trying.”

The results I had seen already could get the stuff to sell for thousands per dose. But given the reason for my hire, I don't ever see GeneFactor mass-marketing Patrem Delta. Every dweeb, dork, and teenager would be on the stuff. It wouldn't have taken long for every perfect ten who dared go into public to be a worn out shell of her former self. But I still had to finish wearing the good doctor out.

She had leaned back, spreading her legs to give me the scenic view. Perfect breasts and the swollen, glistening mound between her legs begged for me to come back in. Who was I to turn it down?

My cock ached as I spread her lips with the tip. Leaving it in the cold air felt too wrong, like there actually was a second, more dominant brain in that thing. I gave in, holding onto Cynthia's thighs as I put her calves over my shoulders.

I pushed back inside her hard, forcing a yelp of pure delight from her mouth. It felt like home. The problem is, if her pussy truly was my house, I was already rearing back as a one-man wrecking crew.

The second thrust had set the ball in motion, her pussy feeling like tight, wet, pulsating silk. Her body knew what it was getting ready for. Even the blush on her cheeks pleaded for me to finish the job.

Her ankles wrapped around the back of my head. I started crashing into her body even harder than when I had her bent over. I looked down to see the shaven, flawless skin just above her slit rise every time I went deep.

Cynthia slammed her eyes shut as I pulled at her shoulders. Having her folded almost in half, I had the perfect angle to set her moaning again. She pulled tight against me, doing every thing she could to force me deep inside.

I fought against her, slamming ourselves together like we were applauding with our hips. She tensed up and dug her nails into my shoulders. Cynthia's teeth grated as she seethed, “Don't fucking stop!”

I never wanted to. Every part of my body feeling that final rush of adrenaline signaling the inevitable. My shaft felt ready to burst from its own size and hardness.

Had Cynthia been her normal self, I'd feel like I was about to hurt her with that kind of fucking. But she was keeping pace, begging me to fill her to the brim with my seed with every part of her body. Even my own wanted it more than oxygen itself.

I felt the contraction in my sack, every bit of plumbing going at full pressure. We clashed harder still as I let out a moan. My body started to feel drained, forcing me to ram out the last few times out of desperation.

The first jet of come burst out of me like an open tap, feeling like an entire orgasm rolled into one spurt. Cynthia gripped me tight with hands and legs, not letting a single drop miss the target. A second burst out as strong as the first.

My entire world had shrunk down to two bodies with the third jet. It kept coming, leaking out around my girth and draining me to the point of near-collapse.

I fell forward with the last one, cradled against incredible breasts and gripped by immaculate thighs. I could tell I was still inside, hard as steel. My body was trying to pump more inside Cynthia, but the tap was as empty as my mind.

Having lost the battle against gravity, I couldn't pull myself up. Cynthia helped, easing me up and pushing me back to the chair. I crashed as she stayed put, marveling at the pearly bliss seeping from her folds.

“You really beat,” she paused for a breath, “my expectations.” Cynthia looked at me for a moment and then back down. “Jesus.”

I couldn't even think of talking. Even forcing my head back was almost too much work. I sat and stared at the ceiling, spots from total exhaustion dancing along the tiles.

Within what could have been seconds or minutes, I heard Cynthia slide from the desk and drop in front of me. It was total overload when her lips sealed against the head of my dick, begging for even a drop more.

I felt like I was going to crush the arms of the chair as I felt her tongue dance along my shaft. Cynthia was relishing every bit, not letting any of it go to waste as she cleaned me up. By the time she had finished her second sweep, I was ready to give up consciousness.

Mercifully, there wasn't a third round. I heard Dr. Clare shirt and lab coat back in order. Finally, I had rested enough to open my eyes. She looked like we hadn't done anything more than pecked cheeks, aside from two nubs pointing against her shirt. The bra still lied on the floor next to her panties.

“You know, Grant, this qualifies for the standard payment.” Back to business.

“Don't tell me you're back to normal already.”

She grinned and blushed, trying to hide behind the clipboard. “No, but I still have a job to do. We still have a meeting on Monday.”

“Could we do that again, like, Monday?”

Dr. Clare dropped the clipboard in my lap and removed her glasses. She was a different but equal kind of stunner without them. She leaned over me and said, “If you don't mind the appointment being after seven PM, I can make a house call. Sound good?”

I felt myself getting hard again already. “I guess I still need to test this stuff out all weekend.”

The back of her hand brushed my cheek as an almost evil smirk came over her face. “You'd better rest up for Monday night instead.”


BIMBO HEAT 2

Both of my alarm clocks stirred under the covers. Elena and Callie had their way of getting me up in the morning, if you catch my drift. The at-least daily swallows had made the rare commands I issued stick like a federal conviction.

Elena hoarded most of the prize for herself this morning. Callie licked and cleaned what little she could, making my legs tense from the overload.

I threw the covers off, watching them stare back. They were like sexy kittens that just had to play under the sheets while you were trying to sleep. Cute, but not so conducive to getting a full eight hours.

“I think I'm spent, Callie.”

She backed away and sat cross-legged. Her blue tank top and pajama pants could only look special on a pigtailed girl like herself. “I get the next one. She's had three in a row.”

“That's between you two.” I looked at Elena as she gave a 'who, me?' look in that white button-up. “It works out for me all the same.”

“But she's taller than me.”

I dropped my eyelids almost shut. “She's five-six to your five-three. Try harder next time.”

Callie wasn't done. “Well, the girls you bring in for work get what we really want. That's not fair either.”

Christ, not this again. “I've already told you, this isn't the time for it.”

“Then when will it be?”

“After you finish that college degree I said I'd pay for.”

It shut Callie up. Her arms and legs tucked close, she sulked in the middle of the bed. The brat was strong in this one.

Elena stared down at the ring I'd finally bought her a few days before. “You know, he's making me wait, too.”

“But that's, like what, a year away?” Callie threw her hands against the mattress. “I'll just be heading off to college then.”

“Hey, you're the one who didn't want to start in the spring semester.” I'd have preferred she did since the tuition goes up every fucking fall. “At least part of that wait's your fault.”

“Fine.” Callie slid herself to the foot of the bed. She dropped her pajama bottoms and grabbed shorts from the dresser. “I'm going for a run.”


“Are you sure you want to do this tonight?” Elena caught me right as I was heading for the door. “What if someone finds it before the sermon?”

I had the briefcase in my hand, but it was still late-morning. Brooke promised to show me how it works. “You said Friday nights are when there's the least people there.”

“I know, but it's risky.”

“Everything we've done has been dangerous. The only thing even worse than this would be leaving Boyce with a following when he heads to court.”

Elena leaned against the wall and crossed her arms and legs. She stared out the windows on the opposite end of the living room. “Just promise it'll all be over after this. We're tired of living like we're being hunted, and I know you are too.”

“That's exactly why I'm doing this, but think about how this could have been avoided.”

She turned her head my way. “I don't follow.”

“The only way this wouldn't have happened is if we never met.” In fact, Elena and Callie had their planned wedding date with Boyce pass that past Saturday. “Would you trade your life now for some false security?”

I saw a little doubt in her face that dissipated with a moment of thought. “Even if I didn't realize what he was doing or how it was wrong, life with Travis was always a lie.”

“I hope I'm a better man,” my stomach always turned when I tried to make myself out as moral, “despite my work.”

“I've seen you skip over as many Prime Recipients as you've taken, just because it would ruin their lives.” Elena started smiling again. “Despite how easy it is to be selfish in your position, you're trying to do good things for people.”

“I don't think it's that simple.”

She cocked an eyebrow. “Why?”

“Boyce probably thinks he's saving the world, himself.” I looked down at the suitcase and reminded myself of the contents. “If he weren't a psychopath and a conman, Travis probably would be a good force in the world.”

Elena dropped her arms. “You? Speaking well of religion?”

“Not exactly. Even it can't make a monster of a person good.” I smiled back. “It's just one hell of a platform for whatever you want to do, for good or evil.”

Elena wrapped her arms around my neck. “Discussing philosophy is nice and all, but I'm making you run late.” She gave me a solid peck on the lips. “I love you, and make sure this works, for us.”

It's not like we've got a choice.


The electronic lock at WKNF's station released with a metallic snap. The receptionist knew Brooke was waiting for me. The blonde looked like a respectable nine, but calling her Prime Recipient material was stretching it.

“Brooke has a conference room reserved. Down the hall and three doors to your left.”

As far as she knew, I was here on legit business. “Thanks.” Carrying a briefcase and wearing a suit didn't hurt the illusion.

The swanky lobby gave way to utility as soon as I passed into the hallway. A few awards on the walls didn't fancy up the sickly fluorescent lighting or the asbestos tiles that had been there since the seventies.

I opened the door and saw Brooke sitting at the end of the table. The room was a little nicer than the hall, but she looked great enough to make a dumpster seem beautiful. “You sure you're going through with this?”

“I can't risk Boyce having a chance to recover, can I?”

Brooke slid a bundled HDMI cable across the table. “Just in case you don't have one already. The device hooks into the main feed for the PA system.”

“I get that it splices in, but I need to know where the main cable is.”

Her red blazer was unbuttoned enough for a breathtaking view as she leaned forward. “It should be in the metal cabinet. I got the tour of the media room once, and everything's labeled. Only an idiot could fuck it up.”

“But that means it's easy to fix. Don't you think I should put a lock on it or something before I leave?”

Brooke shook her head. “Any competent AV guy will check his stuff before he runs something. If you try something, make sure it's discrete.”

“I'm sure a briefcase sitting in there won't raise any alarms.” I wrinkled one side of my mouth. “No ma'am.”

“You take it out of the case, dumbass. It won't look out of place if you tuck it behind the cabinet.”

I already had a list of things to pick up. Socket set, screwdrivers, and JB Weld. “So you think I'd pass for the place?”

“If you do one little favor for me, you'll have free roam of the entire church.”

I still hadn't sat down, and I knew if I did, Brooke would turn one favor into many. “It'd better be worth it.”

“The head accountant is a close friend of mine, and she's about to get tangled up in this mess just by handling the finances.”

“Sounds like it's her own fault. She'd have to know something's shady.”

“Renata thinks Boyce can do no wrong, and he's probably controlling her anyway.”

“So you want me to fix her.”

Brooke leaned back in her chair. “I want you to get her to turn over the books in exchange for immunity. She's the biggest patsy in all this, and she doesn't deserve prison.”

“You think she'll be there on a Friday night?”

“The poor thing's been working herself to the bone trying to keep the financials above water. She barely leaves.”

I snatched at the cable, trying to get on my way. “I'll think about it.”

Brooke put her hands on the table and pushed her seat back. “I figured you'd like getting paid for this stunt. Renata's more than acceptable for your work.”

Still a maybe. “It's risky enough without fucking the accountant on her desk.”

She stood up, strolling around the table toward me. “I tell you what, let's sweeten the deal a little.”

“Go on.”

Brooke stood right in front of me. “I've got a conference for field reporters coming up in a month. You know it'll be crawling with Prime Recipients.”

“And I'm your honored guest.”

Her palms rested on my chest. “You got it. Think of all the money you could make in one weekend.”

I leaned my forehead against hers. “I can recover and go again every couple of hours. A hundred-eighty grand or so sounds like a good haul.”

“And I can find them for you. All you'd have to do is, well, you know.”

“It's a deal.”

Brooke tugged at my tie. I thought she wanted a round before I left. “Make sure you get her to dump all the numbers tomorrow,” she pulled harder, “otherwise you won't have the balls left to do your job.”

“I gotcha. Consider it done.”

Brooke gave me a backhanded tap to the balls. “Good.”


Unity Fellowship was even bigger up close than I expected. Glass doors and windows consumed the front entrance, rising at least five stories. How humble.

Even in the night, the inside was lit up like daytime. A few people wandered in the distance. I put on the cheap reading glasses I'd bought and strolled right in.

Chris Tompkins, Faith in Motion, Gainesville, Florida. That's me for now, I guess. If the disguise and alias didn't work, at least I had my powers to fall back on.

I took a left like Brooke had told me to. The concession stand, bookstore, and daycare center I passed by made it a world apart from the small church I was in as a child. The further I walked, the less palatial it seemed.

I finally got to a door that read Authorized Personnel Only. I knew Renata's office was back there in the guts of the place.

Unlocked and on the honor system, I didn't have any problems. I'd have had to come through here to get to the PA system as well. But for now, I had a favor to do.

Renata Schneider, Head of Accounting caught my eye. If it wasn't my stop or she wasn't there, too fucking bad for Brooke and her friend. I wasn't sticking around any longer than I had to.

I took a breath and turned the handle. Shit. It opened right up, ruining my chance of leaving in under ten minutes.

“Can I help you?” The voice was sweet enough, but it was the last thing I wanted to hear.

“You can.” I figured she might be passable, but I wasn't sure yet.

“If you're a solicitor, you'll have to schedule an appointment. I'm very busy.”

“So I've heard.” I ignored the way the redhead drew her head back and took a seat across from her. “Brooke sent me, assuming you're Renata.”

“About what?”

I hadn't thought that far ahead, not that it mattered. “I hear you've been struggling to keep the numbers squared up.”

“That's none of your business,” she pushed her chair back from the desk, “and what do you want?”

“A few minutes of your time.” I leaned forward and put my elbows on the desk. “Trust me, you'd be wise to listen.”

“Out.” She pointed behind me.

Et genua parere, ego sum alpha. “Sit the hell down and listen good.”

Renata was already obedient as Elena after one of her 'rewards.' She planted herself back in the swivel chair and brushed a lock of copper out of her face. “Then talk.”

“You know the finances here are shady. If you turn over what you have to the FBI field office, tomorrow, I'm sure they'll give you immunity for cooperating.”

Her face went white as the crowd at a Cracker Barrel. “What do you know?”

“Probably more than you,” I stood up, “or at least what you're willing to admit to yourself.”

“How do you know anything?”

“Well,” I knew I had a wicked grin on my face, “I'm the one who saved Callie and Elena from making the biggest mistake of their lives.”

“You're the man Brother Boyce has been railing about?”

“The one and only. He's going down in flames, but there's no reason you have to fall with him.”

“You're brave to even set foot in this church, but why would you want to help me?”

“Brooke asked me to.” More like threatened me if I didn't.

“I can't prove money laundering overnight, and besides, Brother Boyce would never-”

I slapped a hand on her desk. “Churches don't even pay taxes, and he's still managed to get the feds on his ass. You know something's not right, even if you don't know what it is.”

“You're asking me to betray my church, and my boss.” Renata crossed her arms and legs. “Faith and loyalty are more important than listening to a fool.”

“That cocksucker's gonna land you in prison. You know Brooke has ways of hearing about a bust like this ahead of time.”

Renata kept up the indignant front. “I can't believe you've turned her against God too.”

“People you trust are taking my side on this, and all I'm asking you to do is save your own ass.”

“Why would you?” She uncrossed her arms and rested her jaw against her right fist. “Everybody wants something.”

“You're an accountant, so I'm sure you know that better than most.”

It actually forced a quick smile out of her. “They all know who controls the purse strings.”

“And when the feds start charging people, they'll come after you for exactly that reason.”

“Travis has lawyers that can beat any false accusation.”

I shook my head and fought the urge to scream. “Two stupid things there. You're assuming the charges are false, and you think he'll pony up in your defense.”

“Grant's your name, right?” She was close enough to Boyce to know that, at least.

“Yeah.”

“So Grant, what would it take to get you to renounce your ways and turn to The Lord?”

“Don't fall back on that stuff.” I was ready to make her forget I was ever there and head to the AV room. “I'm only asking you to save yourself one more time.”

Smoking hot as she was, Renata was still a brainwashed holy-roller at heart. “If you're right, God will forgive us.”

Ego sum alpha. “Gather up whatever information would be helpful to the investigators, and then meet me in the parking lot in fifteen minutes.” Et genua parere.


Marching into the dingy AV room overlooking the chapel was a breeze. Figuring out where I was supposed to plug the damn console in was a different matter.

As I looked in the main cabinet, I could tell some were for audio, some for visual, and others were just external hard drives. It'd have been nice if Brooke showed me what I was looking for. As soon as the thought finished in my head, I realized it was dumb.

Main Feed had been written on a piece of tape on the front of the biggest console. I slid it out enough to check the back. It only took a glance to find the cable hooked into HDMI Out.

This shit had better fucking work. I unplugged the cable and then opened the briefcase. I pulled the cable Brooke had given me out of the briefcase, making sure the wire tie went in my pocket. I didn't want to leave so much as a trace in sight.

“Alright, this plugs into our box, and it's gotta hide somewhere.” I pulled a screwdriver out and checked the back wall of the cabinet for panels I could pop loose. “Bingo.”

I pulled the section behind the main console away from the wall a bit. The main feed's cables ran through a hole in it, so it was perfect.

I mixed up my JB Weld and put a bead on both sides of my cable after snaking it through the hole, making sure the connections themselves stayed clean. I did the same for the original cable and plugged it into my mystery device. The patch cable went into place last.

I pressed the buttons for the timer, trying to figure how many hours and minutes until the middle of Boyce's sermon. Thirty-four and a half hours is perfect. I'm a regular fucking James Bond over here.

With the box tucked among the cables and drywall, I snapped the panel back in place. I gave the HDMI cable a quick tug. That thing would never come loose.

With everything back in place, the only evidence I'd been there was the burnt plastic odor of the adhesive. But even that would be gone in an hour or so.


I was ready to run like hell as soon as Renata came out with her payload of documents. The problem was, she hadn't yet. My instructions were clear enough, but after five minutes of waiting past her deadline, I was ready to cut my losses.

“Sucks to be you, I guess.” I put my car in drive and eased out of my parking space. Seconds before I could turn for the exit, I saw her struggling with a file box way bigger than she should have tried carrying.

Lucky you, but now I feel like prick. I ignored the speed bumps, circling back toward the main entrance.

I threw the shifter back into park and got out. Opening the trunk on my way to her, I didn't want to linger a second longer than we had to.

“Come on, we're outta here.” I grabbed the box out of her hands, jogging it back to my car.

“I'm going with you?”

“Of course. We've got evidence to turn over in the morning.” I got back in the driver's seat and rolled down the passenger's window. “Hurry up.”

“But my car...”

“We'll get it after all this shit goes down.” Fuck, I didn't plan on yet another person sleeping at my place. “It's not like you can come back here if Boyce finds out something's up.” Even if he discovered my doings there, he was still getting the cuffs slapped on him.

Renata hesitated for a moment. Irritated and nervous as I was, I still couldn't miss the way her ass curved in that skirt.

I focused a little willpower. “Let's move!”

She finally got in. We were already moving by the time she had the door shut.

“There's something else I need to do for you.” I thought about just ordering her to spread wide as soon as we stopped somewhere.

“What's that?” She kept looking straight ahead. “You're awfully helpful for someone I don't trust.”

“And you're stubborn.” I pulled onto the road, gassing it as soon as we were straight. “It can wait for now, but I want you to tell me everything you know about that man.”


I pulled under Foster's Bridge and turned off the lights. This late on a Friday night, I was shocked it hadn't been claimed by teenagers steaming up some windows. Everyone who grew up here knew about it, and the underside had the graffiti to prove it.

“Really, this place? I don't know what you've got it mind, but there's no way.”

“Relax,” I realized how much of a canned answer that sounded like, “I'm not seventeen.” It was my age the last time I was there.

“But you're thinking like you are.”

Honestly, I just wanted to find a place where nobody could see or hear us. It was the first spot to come to mind. I tapped the flashlight app on my phone and said, “Show me anything on Camp Purity in there.”

We got out, the gravel and broken glass crunching under our feet. The fresh smell of the creek brought back too many memories. As soon as I popped the trunk, Renata got right on digging through the box.

She pulled tabbed folders like a machine. “I think you've memorized everything in that box.”

“It's my life, or at least it was.” She didn't have any new information that wasn't in the documents, but she sounded like Boyce was on the prowl for yet another barely-legal slave. By the time we'd pulled in, she'd heard enough to renounce him.

Renata handed me one of the folders. “What's this?”

“Invoices from an OB/GYN he's put on retainer for the camp.”

I flipped through it, stopping on one page in particular. “That's a lot of lab quality pregnancy tests.”

“They expire within a year, and there's far more than the number of campers the place can handle. Travis told me they were for a different outreach program.”

Even in the dim light, I could see the anger in Renata's face. “Hey, I told you from the start.”

“Why did I believe him? It's like he's speaking a new gospel, even about finances.”

Might as well. “Boyce has the power to rewire peoples' minds, among other abilities.”

“You've read too many comic books.”

“Can you think of any other explanation? He hooked you like a fish.”

“That...” Renata struggled to say it. “That bastard.”

Even Elena kept her language clean, outside of the bedroom anyway. “I take it you became a totally different person after meeting him.”

It was like I'd opened a tap of repressed personality with those words. Renata pooled it all into giant ball of anger, sadness, and relief. “I lived with my boyfriend back then. Well, ex-boyfriend now.”

“No cohabitation before marriage, huh?”

“I used to have fun on weekends, all the way through grad school. God, I've wasted two years of my life.”

“You're not the first person I've seen react like this.”

“Elena and Callie, they're safe?”

I nodded. “Callie's applying to college,” the smile was too big to hide, “and Elena and I are engaged.”

“You're kidding me.”

I tilted my head and raised my eyebrows. “It happened just a few days ago.”

“She's better off with anyone but Boyce.”

“Thanks, I guess.”

You could see the 'oh shit' moment in her face. “I didn't mean it that way.”

I gave her a playful shove on the arm. “It's alright, my work's not the most kosher job ever.”

Renata looked at my car. “You don't deal drugs, I hope.”

Time to get paid. “I'm a genetics donor.”

“Now I know you're full of shit, and that's the lamest way to dress up 'sperm donor.'” She leaned against the trunk. “Be honest with me. You're an attorney or something.”

Ego sum alpha, et genua parere. “I don't have any reason to lie to you.”

“And you brought me here.”

“This close to the end, I can't afford to let anything slide. If Boyce so much as has an ally, he might wiggle out.”

Renata placed her hands on the jamb of the trunk and leaned back. “No, I mean trying to take me back to the person I was before Boyce.”

I won't turn it down. “Why, is it working?”

“There's no way you didn't bring me here without that in mind.”

Whether it was Patrem Delta getting to her or years of pent up sex drive, something had her almost begging for it. “You understand what I do, right?”

Renata stripped her blouse over her head. “Do I look like I care?”

“You should. You're about to be out of the job.”

She stepped out of her skirt, not giving a damn about the dirt getting stomped into it. “When you're an accountant, whistle-blowing is seen as a virtue in some areas.”

She's not gonna accept anything less than getting plowed. “It's your decision.”

Renata took hold of my wrist and jerked me along with her. She stopped at the front passenger-side wheel and hopped her ass up on the hood. “What's it gonna take to make you quit stalling?”

“At this point, not much.” I had a redhead on the hood of my red Porsche, trying her damnedest to get in my pants. What did I have to complain about?

“Good.” She reached back and unclasped her bra as I tugged her panties out from under her ass. “You don't know what it's like to go three years without an orgasm.”

That long? I'd fucking explode. “You really were miserable.”

Renata spread her legs and leaned back. She guided me closer with her legs, high heels digging into my back.

I couldn't help thinking Boyce had done a sermon about shaving at some point. All four girls I'd turned against him were fucking impeccable down there. I teased along the outer edges with my tongue.

A tsunami of tension released all at once. No girls should moan that loud from the slightest tease. The first car since we'd arrived drove over the bridge, Renata's voice almost drowning out the noise.

Damn glad I brought her here and not some random alley. I took that first splitting lick, thankful it was forest and creek bed for half a mile in any direction. My tongue was even wetter afterward.

Renata twisted and writhed with every lash. Even if I had decided to be lazy about it, she would have acted like my tongue was a sybian. Curing that kind of neglect bordered on public service.

I pushed hard against her clit. Like flipping a breaker, it lit her up and set all the moving parts in motion.

“Oh my god!” Her fists pounded against the fiberglass.

If that was aluminum, I'd be pissed. Not that it would have stopped me. Eating a girl out to the point she beats your car like a hailstorm is something to take pride in at the body shop.

Renata shook her thighs around my head. I forced them back, opening her cunt and diving in like it was a mask. It made it that much worse, her legs pushing back like I was trying to set a bear trap.

Not even a minute in, I felt the tremors coming from her core. I gave her one last course and then pulled myself away.

Her breasts heaved as her back arched. It was a battle just to hold her from slipping off the car and into the gravel and mud below. But most of all, the moans echoed in the night until you couldn't even hear the rushing water behind me.

This girl I'd just turned into a human wreck had way more than neglected needs. Something coming from the same part of my head as my commands told me what was up. Her biological clock's ringing like a fire alarm.

I started unzipping my pants. If this is what Elena would be like when I finally pull the trigger with her, I'd need to make it somewhere just as remote.

“You gonna make it?” I cradled my shaft in one hand, already harder than Swahili calculus.

Renata tried to relax, still shivering in all her nude glory. All I got out of her was a feeble, “Uh-huh.”

“You damn near made me go deaf.” Fucking her in her office would have been a fatal mistake. I pulled at her thighs, pressing her slit right against my shaft.

Renata whimpered at just that much. As the tip pressed against her barely-there opening, I made out a smile in the moonlight. “Don't stop until you're done,” she sent her hands down and wrapped fingers in my belt loops, “please.”

I wish I had earplugs. My tip pressed against her, barely squeezing through to the white- hot, dripping goodness inside.

If it hurt, you wouldn’t have known it by looking at her. Some drives just can't be denied, and Renata was a slave to what her body demanded. “Don't tease me, just do it.”

Like squeezing into skinny jeans three sizes too small, my entire length struggled for each fraction of an inch. By halfway in, I was hurting. “Relax a little bit.”

She tried, looking as nervous as a virgin on prom night. “Don't worry about it, just fuck me anyway.” Her words didn't match her body's reaction one bit.

I put the tip of my thumb over her clit. “If you'd have waited any longer, you'd look like a Barbie doll down there.”

Renata pulled at my belt loops. “If I don't get it, I'll go insane.”

There's not enough lube in the world. I knew how good it would feel, so I wasn't ready to leave it at that. “You're positive?”

“Yes, now!”

I took in as much air as I could. Planting one hand over her belly button, the other clasping a thigh, I reared back a little and then surged forward.

Renata's voice cracked, riding the fine line between pleasure and pain. As it trailed off, I knew the bliss was winning out.

I put both of my hands on her waist, pulling her ass to the absolute edge of the fender. Skin and clear coat rubbed together with a skreent. That was the last thing I'd hear before my ears started ringing.

Even the slightest thrust had her wailing. Renata and I both pulled at each other, our bodies merged into this loud, chaotic mass of friction and the desire to create new life.

Whether it was her relaxing, or my dick tunneling a wider passage, I finally had enough room to start fucking her proper. Every divet and ridge along her walls coaxed me to push harder, grazing against my skin like her cunt was sculpted with me in mind.

“Don't fucking stop!” Renata couldn't get enough of it. Her legs folded around me, the small of my back starting to bruise from the constant pounding of her ankles and heels.

I had her right on the verge, flipping away at her bean and pile-driving my cock. The only problem was, I wasn't anywhere close to coming yet.

Without mercy, I pulled out and broke free of her legs' hold. With two steps back, I had Renata sitting up, looking like she was about to jump me.

“I told you not to stop.” Her voice seethed, bordering on psychotic hatred.

“Easy,” I put my hands in front of me, “there's more than just missionary.”

Renata turned her head toward the windshield. “Fine, but it'd better feel just as good.”

I opened the passenger-side door and got out of her way. “Your choice.”

The way she got on her knees in the seat, hugging the back and presenting her ass... I'm getting wood now just thinking about how she licked the headrest like it was the head of a giant dick.

Throw her in a frat house like this, and she'd flatline the whole bunch. I couldn't resist. Feeling the squeeze come back from her thighs pressing together, I fought to get back to where I belonged.

The bizarre reverberations of her voice against the leather filled the car. As Renata tucked her feet between my legs, she backed herself up. She knew how to give me the ideal platform for driving her mad.

It didn't take long to force her to give up on the headrest. Renata slid down, her breasts on the console, head in the driver's seat.

I rested a forearm on her ass, my free hand snaking around to press her clit between a couple of fingers. It was a strain on my wrist, but damn was it worth it.

A hard, railing jolt of my body had Renata's pleasure back in the stratosphere. I heard her fingers grip against the leather.

The ungodly racket that streamed out of her would have shaken that car by itself. The frame rocked from side to side, in perfect timing with the jarring slams of our bodies.

Renata had gotten plenty, but she had the nerve to beg between screams, “Let me fucking come!”

I responded by ramping up the thrusts and twiddling her clit even harder. The giant surge in my loins was too close to waste on her post-climax. I demanded she labor through it until I called it quits.

Renata's ass quivered and her thighs clenched hard enough to crack a bowling ball. Her entire body joined in as she belted out a shrill, “Fuck!”

The urge to bust and get it over with flooded over me. My mouth dried as sweat began catching in my eyebrows. That twinge in my shaft as it hardened up told me I was about to get paid.

She knew it as well as I did. Renata's screams peaked as she tried rising off her hands.

My head fell back as I gripped my thumbs on her back, the rest of my hands on her sides. As her climax exploded to life, I forced her to keep me inside. Buried to the trunk inside her twitching cunt, I nearly blacked out as the first release spewed forth.

Renata shuddered and let out this noise that verged on being animalistic. Her knees bent, driving her heels into my waist.

I almost hit my head on the roof as I bent down and forward. The smell of car leather and sex blended. For what felt like minutes, I gave my new friend a generous load.

Knowing it could only be measured seconds anyway, I fought to push out one last shot. The feeling of having total victory over Boyce drew a smirk across my face. Of course, finishing off inside a smoking hot redhead had some part to play in that grin.

I let Renata finish and get her senses back. She shook like she hadn't eaten in days, and then chugged a couple of energy drinks for good measure. “You don't know how much I needed that.”

I eased both of us back, only pulling out when I knew her slit was outside my car. Hey, I didn't want that stuff on the upholstery. “You know I gave you more than a hard fucking.”

Renata turned around and leaned her naked back against the paint. “I feel like those years weren't really wasted now. I'd planned on trying for a baby at this age, before I signed my life over to the church.”

“Boyce probably would have taken care of that, eventually.”

She turned her head to the side, looking like she wanted something awful to spit on. “And I'd have probably let the sick bastard do it.”

I got done zipping my pants back up and went for Renata's clothes in the trunk. “So why trust me with that?”

Renata craned her head forward as she twisted her neck to look at me, arms crossed. “You risked yourself to help me, a complete stranger. Besides, there's something about you that makes you easy to trust.”

“You mean the same thing that Boyce has.”

She lifted her shoulders a bit and smiled. “Yeah, I guess you're right.” Nothing about her showed any hint of fear or suspicion. “But at least you're trying to help people. It'd be just as easy for you to use everyone you come across.”

I thought back to the twenty-one Prime Recipients before Elena. “At first I was pretty fucking selfish with it, but I think you can guess who changed that in me.”

“I'm glad she's doing okay. Even when you're mad at someone for betraying what you're devoted to, you still worry about them in the back of your mind.”

I came back around and handed her clothes over. “If you wanna watch something fun, come to our place during the sermon on Sunday.” I thought about telling her exactly what I'd set up, but held my tongue and winked instead. “It'll be worth the time.”


Elena, Callie, and Renata were lined up on the couch, watching the live feed of Boyce's fiery sermon on the TV. I felt like it was a shame I'd let Renata become a paying Recipient, but I didn't have room for a house redhead. Besides, two Queen-types and one bedroom made for enough to handle.

The monologue droned on from the depths of betrayal, on to how only the true believers would find 'salvation.' Narcissistic and self-fellating as ever, you'd think Boyce was the world's whipping boy by the way he put it.

I leaned against the bar as I saw the projected backdrop disappear from the stage. I checked the time on the wall clock. Right on schedule.

Boyce turned around to see portraits of Elena and Callie as Brooke's voice asked, “What became of these two girls, and why did they leave Fellowship Unity?”

He staggered back a couple of steps. Making a cut-throat motion, he turned around and motioned at the AV room high above.

“For that answer, it's time to explore the true motive behind Reverend Boyce's pet project, Camp Purity.” I wished Brooke could have made it, but she wasn't missing the opportunity to do a live story on the raid about to go down. “And beyond that, we have to examine the hidden past of one Sean Ryan, who you may know as Travis Boyce.”

You couldn't deny the military portrait was Boyce, albeit several years younger. Good shit.

“Dishonorably discharged from the United States Army for sexual misconduct in 2011, Sean Ryan...”

And Brooke spared no details. Even the scope of Camp Purity's operation, which I'll be honest and call a forced breeding program, had me in awe. Could you believe the twisted fuck intended on impregnating ninety campers each summer?

We kept watching through to the details of shady financials. Renata filled in the blanks for us, and everything clicked at once: Boyce didn't just want to be fruitful, he intended to use that as a platform to start a foundation to care for the future single mothers he'd create.

I knew the presentation was wrapping up, and I was damn glad I thought of JB Welding the connections. “So why are the numbers so off?”

Renata shrugged. “Money just disappeared. Water was flooding into that sinking ship faster than I could bail it out.”

My phone buzzed on the counter. I checked, seeing Brooke's text. “Elena, turn it to channel seventeen, like, now.”

She had the number dialed in, and we waited for that painful second before newer TV's bother to respond. When it finally did, pure fucking overkill was up on the screen. Several black SUV's and panel trucks screeched through the parking lot of Fellowship Unity.

“Holy fuck.” I couldn't believe it was finally happening. “He's stepped in shit up to his shoulders.”

Renata sat up straight. “I could have ended up in the back of one of those. Good thing they offered immunity in return for testimony, huh?”

“No shit.” I watched as dozens of men in full tactical gear poured out of the vehicles and spread toward the several exits. A full column poured into the main entrance.

Brooke sounded like she didn't know she was on a hot mic. “What's that? From the loading bay?”

The camera spun around to catch a white Suburban tearing through another section of the lot. As it came out from behind a row of parishioners' cars, a bent panel from a rolling door was wrapped around the front bumper.

One of the black Escalades broke from the line, speeding to meet the runaway. As the two met, the black Cadillac clipped the white Chevy in a pit maneuver on the rear fender. In plain sight of the camera, the Suburban hopped a curb and overcorrected.

It rolled onto it's side, and then upside down, sliding on the blacktop. It slammed into the start of another row of cars with a gut-wrenching scroanch.

Glass was everywhere, but a troop of agents swarmed the vehicle. With more barrels than a firing squad pointed at it, two open hands came out the busted driver's side window.

A couple of the men in black rushed over, slinging the MP5's on their backs. They ripped Boyce out of the window, each with a shoulder on his back. They didn't mind at all that his face was right on blacktop on a hot, sunny day, and neither did I.

The agents got up, forcing their perp up with them. It was Boyce alright, his navy blazer torn at the shoulder and barely on him. They marched him off, hands zip-tied behind his back.

I had made my way to right behind the couch without realizing it. “I can't believe it's over.” The past several weeks had felt like a year.

All three on the couch looked back and up at me. Elena's look of stunned relief matched my own. “So we can wash our hands of him?”

I shook my head. “I'm positive you three will have to testify when he goes to trial.” And I wouldn't rule out having to do it myself.

Callie had turned completely around, her hands inches from mine. “What about GeneFactor?”

“I'm sure Janus would deny everything. You know to keep your trap shut about all that, right?”

She nodded. “If you can't do your job, who's paying my tuition?”

“Don't mention it, and if his attorneys bring it up, call it ridiculous.” It was exactly the advice Janus would end up giving later. “Nobody's gonna believe the truth anyway.”

Renata wiped a happy tear from her left eye. “Fraud and money laundering are all they need to take everything from him. After running like that, he won't get out for a long, long time.”

I had to close my eyes and take a deep breath. The thought of not having to watch our backs for once had me beaming. “So who wants to go out and live like normal people for the afternoon?”


The sound of waves and the warm breeze coming through the window should have been relaxing. I took a quick glance into the dark, the light of the moon glittering in a line across the water's surface. Two weeks on this isolated beach in Bermuda suddenly felt like the right choice for the honeymoon.

“Grant, why'd you stop?”

I shifted myself, my cock moving just enough to feel it. “Everything feels, I don't know,” I barely made out the confused look on Elena's face below me, “right.”

“Well, it should. Otherwise, why did we get married?” She thrusted her own hips, the embracing walls of her pussy pleading without words for me to keep going.

I shook it off. “I've got the kind of life men dream of, but it's not a happy feeling.”

Her hands braced against my ribs. Elena wiggled herself, keeping the feeling going. “Well, I know you're not sad.”

“I'm just confused.” I gave her a half-hearted pump. “Like, where do I go from here?”

“Do I have to beg for it?”

I pushed harder, knocking a quick gasp out of her. “Have I ever turned it down, coming from you?”

“Shut up and lie down.” Elena started pushing against me,

I pulled out and rolled over, feeling her weight shift to the center of the king size. Tucking my hands behind my head, I settled in for whatever she had in mind.

The soft touch of her lips on my tip forced my eyes shut. A quick tease of her tongue tasting her own flavor got me going. It was hard not to push her over and start nailing away.

Elena stopped for a moment. “I think you know what you want,” she gave a teasing lick up my shaft, “but you've been in denial so long, you forgot how badly you need it.”

I looked her way, the focus in her eyes coming across even in the dark. “You said you wouldn't.”

“And you promised me, 'after the wedding,' remember?”

That was about a year ago, now, come on! She had me by the balls, or at least the cock. “Can we talk about this?”

Elena sat up on her knees. “We already did, and I've decided my role as your wife.”

“I know you're not the type to nag, but this isn't any better.”

Elena straddled my hips, that hungry cunt sliding against my length. “No, I won't nag, but you do talk about things you need to do a lot.” She eased her entrance against my tip. “And then you never do those things.”

“I don't have the best discipline or memory. You've known that since we met.”

She began riding in earnest, thrusting her hips back to front and running her fingers over her breasts. “If I make you do all those things you come up with and just drop, imagine what all you'll do with your life.”

Most people call it procrastination, but you're getting all personal about it. “As much as I need that-”

Elena had a finger on my lips as she bent down. Her nose barely touched against mine. “You're gonna give me exactly what you promised, and you're not telling me to hold off until later.”

I couldn't speak, even after her finger lifted. Oh hell, I never gave her an order not to go through with this. I should have fucking known.

“And you know what I'm talking about.” Elena nuzzled herself against my ear. “God, it's so hard right now, I know you want it.”

I did, but I hadn't planned on it the very first night in this private hut in paradise. She hadn't stripped control of my body, but my lips were sealed. She knows me a little too well.

“Really, after doing it so many times for other people,” Elena started wiggling in random directions, “you can't expect me to wait forever.”

I put my hands on her thighs, hoping I'd get her to do it a little faster. Watching her tease like this had all the necessary parts snapping into place. I've got enough money now that I'll never have to stress about providing what the kid wants, anyway.

“You know what I'm talking about, don't you?” She ramped it up, even harder than I'd hoped for.

A baby, I fucking get it. Do your thing already.

Elena had her arms wrapped around her head, moaning with that tone that, well, it just does things to me. “You're gonna give it all to me,” she let out a quick scream and dropped her hands to my chest, “just because you love me.”

The shaved wonderland had my cock in a perfect hold. I put my hands on top of hers, tensing my ass just to get that tiny bit deeper.

Elena started orbiting her waist, knowing it was like a cheat code to speed things up. “I'll tell you what I want, but you have to promise to give it to me.”

I was amazed at the focus she could put on talking, as hot as her skin felt. That slight clench in her walls confirmed how close I knew she was getting.

Her head shot forward, a giggle mixed in with the whimpering. “I want to have your B-A-B...” A hard moan interrupted as her fingertips pulled against the skin on my pecs. “...I-E-S!”

I agreed to one for now, fuck! The thought of trying to hold back shot out of my mind as fast as it had shot into it. It'd be a shame to only come inside her once, though.

“That's it!” Elena was almost horizontal, making sure her clit rubbed into me. “Fucking come with me!”

I rushed past the point where I'd pull out. My teeth gritted and my legs straightened out.

Hot breath lapped at my neck. Elena wailed into my skin and gripped her thighs tight.

I felt my head go fuzzy, thoughts devolving into feelings and urges. Most of them faded into nothing. The only want left was giving Elena what she had waited so patiently for.

She jolted her body up, but her face never left my neck. “That's it, I'm coming!” Elena's cunt snapped tight and released, one round of alternating tension after another.

If I could have, I'd have grunted loud enough to call it a growl. A massive release of cum fountained out. My entire body felt like it wanted to keep going until I was hollow.

Elena pumped one last time, planting herself as hard as she could. She had me against her furthest reach, greedy for every last drip.

The strange thing about finishing inside a very familiar pussy for the first time, is that it's actually better than coming inside a new one. Especially considering how hard she had begged for it early and how much I had teased about it, it had to be the most memorable orgasm of our lives.

The dark came back into focus as well as darkness can. I knew I was only on my third burst, the long pauses and pulses dragging out like I hadn't came in months. After later study, Janus passed along how that's another power Queen-Types have over men. Personally, I think most of it was just wanting it so fucking bad.

Elena tried to hug close through her aftershocks. I knew creating this moment had been in the back of her head at all times, gradually driving her beyond baby-crazy.

It was too much for her pussy to keep in. A warm line crept down as she inched up. Still shivering, Elena gave up and came back down.

I felt my lips and throat start to cooperate again. “I'm proud of you for holding back that long. I thought I was a goner on our wedding night.”

Elena relaxed a little. “I know you wanted to that night.” She moved her lips up my jaw. “Every time, even when we first met, it killed you inside a little not to.”

She was right. But if I had given in the first time, would we have gotten to this point? “You're glad I waited, though.”

She finally had the willpower and strength to get off of me, but didn't. Elena rolled her hips again, overloading me with that just-finished sensitivity. “Thank you.”

“Now, of all times, you're thanking me?”

“It's not just giving me a baby.” She finally had her mouth at my ear. “I always knew it, but you just proved something to me.”

I draped my arms around her, resting one hand on hers. The generous stones of her ring had been a favorite thing for me to play with ever since the engagement. “If I proved I love you, I hope you thought that before now.”

“No.” She snuggled tighter, warming me better than a steaming bath. “You proved that I'm your special person, just by saving me for the right moment.”

You chose the time, not me. “Is it everything you wanted?”

I knew she was grinning, even though I couldn't see her face. Elena ran a finger down my waist. “You're giving me that as much as you can these whole two weeks.”

“You know, it only takes once.” It's the absolute truth. More than a three dozen deposits of ten grand in my account proved it.

Elena gave me a quick swish of her hips. “But now that we don't have to worry about preventing it, why would we?”

“Fair point.” My pelvis is gonna be shattered before we leave. It's exactly why, when I close my eyes and think of my fantasy girl, it's her with not a damn thing changed.

“But I've got one condition.”

I jerked a little. “Yeah?”

“Until we have to stop, I want you saving some for me when you get home every night.”

I could think of a better deal. “And every morning. I can't think of a better motivation to wake up.”

“Well, now that Callie's gone to college, I've got you all to myself at home.”

If we both didn't believe so much in my work, I'd have been content living off what we already had. She was more than enough to keep any man happy, even if he was used to getting any woman he wanted.

I hugged her tight, knowing I'd found the missing part that had me so distracted I couldn't concentrate on sex.

Elena returned the gesture, holding onto it for dear life. “Grant, you just said more than you ever have, without saying a word.”


BIMBO COUNTRY 2:

YOUR AGENT, MY AGENT?

I still couldn't believe it, but the minute I sat back down on my own couch that afternoon, it hit me like a right hook to the jaw. I just fucking married Emmy Lynn Stetson. It was Emmy Lynn Kincaid, legally now, and she was already off to meet with her agent about the change.

Neither of us had any family or friends there. Just ourselves, the 'priest,' and the paperwork Grant had collected to make it all legal. The poor sap doing the quick ceremony recognized her, and he was as ready to shit himself over it as I was.

The five-grand check Grant had written me shook in rhythm with my hands. I still hadn't cashed it, not that that part really mattered, considering everything else. Hell, even if it bounced, I kinda got being the trophy husband of a celebrity out of the deal. Patrem Epsilon had made me look the part, at least.

“How the hell did it end up this way?” I stared up, asking the check as I held it between my eyes and the light fixture in my living room. “Are either of you real, or was it all a joke, and I'm just the damn punchline?”

The ring on my finger was real, anyway. Everything felt too good to be true, and too easy to take. If GeneFactor was my new employer, this city and every fine piece of ass in it was mine.

My phone buzzed against my thigh in my right pocket. I pulled it out and read the text.

Emmy: Layla wants to meet you. Like, now.

But why would her agent need to see me?

Me: Tell me when and where. Also, why?

I was willing to give it a few minutes, but the response came back before I could even get up.

Emmy: She wants to talk about my career with you. :b

Me: If I'm getting yelled at, she can stick it.

I didn't send all of what I'd written there, such as exactly where Layla could stick it.

Emmy: Building left of the parking garage everyone uses for Printers Alley. Suite 71B. Now.

Resigned to my fate, I was at least thankful the bank I'd rarely used before then was on the way. And what the hell does this girl know about Printers Alley? Getting hammered between there and Music Row was a Nashville rite of passage, but for a girl almost in her twenties? Maybe being recognized everywhere in the city had earned her some privileges.


The tinted glass on the window only had “Country Element Productions” in white letters. Small agencies like this were all over Nashville, and every one of them was tucked away in some unassuming corner. The real movers and shakers in the country music industry don't announce themselves so loud that many people can hear them.

I pulled at the handle and stepped inside, seeing a room far larger and industrial looking than I expected. Large windows overlooked the street below, and the exposed beams had all been painted black. The only thing remotely homey about the place were the old copper colanders that had been turned into hanging light fixtures.

“Hello?” It was just me and the modest collection of gold and platinum records framed on the wall. I walked a little further in, wondering if the floor was real hardwood or that chintzy vinyl imitation stuff. A creak let me know it was real, and probably original to the building.

“There he is.” Emmy rushed over and jumped into my arms, like we hadn't first met just eighteen hours ago. She looked back as I held her, “See? I told you he's good-looking.”

I looked the same direction and didn't see anyone for a second. Then the kind of blonde who's had tens of thousands thrown into her appearance stepped through another open doorway. The smirk on her face tore my view from those generous helpings hiding behind her black, button-up blouse.

“So you're the one who went and eloped with my biggest star.” Layla eyed me down as she got closer. “And here I was, thinking Emmy shared everything with me.”

I'm available for loan. I knew exactly what she meant, but damn. The only thing as exaggerated as her tits was her ass. In my past line of work, a lot of the guys I dealt with would have called her a pawg to her face. Nothing wrong with a phat ass white girl on my end, either.

“You're a quiet one, too. Just about the last kind of guy I expected her to marry someday.” The sleeve of tattoos on my arm had me judged two days in a row now. “Tell me, how'd you meet her?”

Emmy climbed down and stood between us, facing her agent. “A common friend introduced us,” I thought I was getting away clean, “just yesterday at that recording you had to miss.”

Aw shit.

“Yesterday?” She stared at me as I shrugged back at her, and then back down at all five feet of my wife. “Emmy, what the everliving fuck is wrong with you?”

Emmy didn't hesitate to get the honest truth out. “There's just something about Jason. I can't explain it, but I knew he was 'the one' not long after I met him.”

“You're nineteen years old, Emmy! I know you refuse to have sex before marriage, but this is fucking ridiculous.” Layla sized me up again. “All she's done is talk about how wonderful you are since she got here, so congratulations, I guess.”

She didn't have to know about the pre-marital sex part, but I'd already had enough. “Listen, I haven't had it sink in yet, either. I was just as shocked as you are.”

Emmy backed herself into me, wrapping her arms around one of mine from behind her back. In the short time we'd been around each other that day, you almost had to pry her off of me. “I haven't told Tray yet. He didn't know why I wanted to go alone this morning.”

I remembered that damn bodyguard for the first time since all this happened. Motherfucker's gonna kill me.

“Emmy, listen.” Layla bent to get at eye level with her. “What do you think people will say? All the country music rags will go nuts when they hear about this.”

“Well,” she sounded like she was afraid to get it out, “I've been thinking about an image change, and Jason's just the guy who can help with that.”

“What do you mean? Is that why you married him all of a sudden?”

“This good-girl image isn't who I am anymore.” She pulled even harder against my arm. “I know I've only been a big name for just over a year, but it's time for a change.”

Layla's pupils almost glowed with rage. “You're not going pop, are you?”

To me, all the new country music out of this city was just twangy pop, already. I had to get a word in, anyway. “What she means is, she's tired of acting like she's in a revival tent all the time.”

“Emmy, you basically grew up in one, remember?” Layla reached for the small cross tucked between my wife's tits. “Every fan you've got will flip on you like a wet mattress.”

“You know none of my fans actually follow what they beat others over the head with. I'm not following it anymore, either.”

“All that's completely true,” Layla stood all the way back up and let go of the necklace, “but the last thing you want to do is call them on it.”

“I stand by her.” Sticking around a girl who thumps holes Bibles wasn't something I'd even consider. “It's worked for other singers.”

“And they're doing pop music now. That's the problem.” Layla started walking back to her actual office. “Come on, we'll sit and figure out what we can do, if that's what both of you insist on doing.”

Cheeks jogged up and down as I stared on. Doggystyle, for fucking sure. Layla looked like a good fuck with her would hurt a man.

“You coming, Jason?” Emmy tugged at my hand, breaking my gaze.

“Yeah, sure.” And your agent's exactly the kind of girl Grant told me to look for.


I crashed down on my side of the bed. Emmy scooted next to me, running a hand down the center of my chest. “See? I told you I could handle it.”

Christ, this girl's a freak now. “If that bodyguard of yours walked in and heard all that, that door would be on the floor right now.”

She'd already texted Tray to let him know he had the rest of the day off. We'd both gone back to her place, and Emmy was on top of me the second we were inside. “It's not like you tried to slow me down.”

And why would I? “What time did Layla say she'd be here?”

“Six. Why?” Emmy sat up and looked over at her alarm clock. “Oh, we took that long?”

For two hours straight, I tried my damnedest to wear the girl out. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer and had to nut in her again, just like she was begging me to do. Something about that makes it impossible to pull out.

“You want to do the same thing to her, don't you?”

My head shot back as I looked her way. “What the hell?”

“Elena told me what you do over the phone last night.” Emmy smiled, her expression as warm as a fresh bun. “She couldn't be happier with her husband, and he does the same thing, so I knew I had to marry you.”`

I heard the words, but I didn't want to piece them together at first. “I can't believe she just up and told you like that.” But the girl knew anyway, so who was I to doubt her?

“It's alright. I don't know what it is, but something's made me think that sort of work isn't just okay.” She got up, nude, petite, and smoking hot. “I think it's important, and I'm happy you think I'm good enough, out of all the women you could have married.”

She didn't sound anything like the person I saw on the television at Terry's eight days before. I hadn't chosen her as my ideal. Her agent was more my style, but Emmy was leaps beyond the kind of girl I thought I'd have ended up getting hitched to. “So you don't mind that I have to sleep with other women to get paid?”

“So long as you let me be the kind of singer every man fantasizes about banging, I don't see a problem.” Emmy looked back, shoulders up and arms tight to her body. “Unless you do.”

“Slutty songstress? That's what you want to be?” I couldn't even imagine how she'd pull that off without a major makeover. The bangs covering her forehead screamed sweet and innocent.

“You don't think I can pull it off?”

“If you act like you just did in bed, on stage, I don't see why you couldn't.” Whatever Elena did to her, it had warped her mind and personality into something nobody would recognize. “Church-girl country singers aren't my type, so I won't stop you.”

“It'll be at least a year before I can get on stage like that, though.”

The wild sex and the way Emmy fawned over me almost made me forget why I'd gotten paid for her in the first place. “You're married now, so nobody can throw a fit when you have a baby. I'd keep all of this quiet for the time being, though.”

An electronic chime filled the room. “Layla must have pulled up.” Emmy slid a short, blue dress over her slim figure, not bothering with any other clothing. “I'll head downstairs and greet her. Take your time.”


“Really? Like her?” Layla held a magazine open on the massive dining table when I showed up. “That's,” she looked at Emmy and then at the pages again, “quite a change.”

I peered over her shoulder as I walked by. Charia Bullitt? Damn, she does want to go all-out sexy on stage. Emmy couldn't have picked a more polar opposite of her old image, picking the girl who you could almost swear was having sex with thin air during every performance.

“I know I said some awful things about her in the past, but that's all behind me now.” Emmy got out of her chair and patted the seat for me. “I really need to apologize to her for that.”

I took the seat. Emmy climbed right into my lap, exactly as I expected her to. “I'm just as shocked as you, so don't look at me.”

“Jason, she wasn't like this when I talked to her yesterday morning. What the hell happened to her?”

“A heart-to-heart with her friend who introduced us, is all I can guess.” If I had the same powers as Grant and Elena, there was no reason why I couldn't have done it, but I would have stopped at making all of this a temporary change.

“I can still work with a singer like that, but it's such a change from what Nashville's used to. I wouldn't even know where to find you a new songwriter.”

Emmy leaned forward on my thighs and gripped the edge of the table. “If we get a few more singers with that kind of image, it might start a good trend for this city.”

“Well,” Layla leaned back and crossed her legs, tossing the magazine on the table, “the labels have gotten away with bro-country, and every producer who gives a shit thought they were insane.”

Like her past was thousands of miles behind her, Emmy shot in, “You know every producer who really cared quit before I was born.”

“What do you think about all this, Jason? She's your wife now.”

I gave it a few seconds of honest thought. “If that's the direction she wants to go, I've gotta support her. Emmy's the celebrity, not me.”

“That's funny. I kinda took you as a closet religious nut at first.” Layla rested her cheek against an open palm, studying me over. “What do you do for a living, exactly?”

Before I could even begin to think about how to answer, Emmy threw out, “He gets women pregnant for money.”

“What the fuck?” I couldn't tell if it was confusion or shock in her face. “Now I know you're pulling something.”

“He really does, and I was his first.” I wanted to crawl under the table as she talked. “Tell her, Jason.”

“Please tell me she's joking, or that you just got her drunk.”

“Well, I can't get her drunk because...”

“You're serious, then.”

I shrugged. It was all I could think to do. “I guess I am.”

“But you two just met yesterday. There's no way she could know that already, even if you'd actually been fucking for a few weeks.”

Legendary bullshitter that I am, even I couldn't keep a completely straight face right then. “Listen, I know it's a stretch—”

“Yeah, a girl that short with a guy like you is gonna be one.” She wasn't wrong.

Emmy already had another solution that took everyone by surprise. “Well, why don't you two work together? Layla, you know everyone in Nashville who would qualify.”

Layla stared at me. “Maybe she's high instead.”

I shrugged, not wanting to make the situation any more awkward. “Don't look at me, I've been clean for a couple of years.”

Not willing to let it go, Emmy pressed on. “But think about it, Jason could totally give you a cut. My friend who introduced us does the same thing for her husband.”

“And the money's real? How much are we talking about?”

I clasped my hands together and scooted forward in my chair. “Five grand for a verified donation, ten grand upon live birth.” Just for shits and giggles, I threw out a figure. “I'll give you twenty percent of each.”

“Twenty-five-hundred out of each payment, and you've got a deal. Some of these girls are putting having children on hold for their careers, and they end up regretting it later.”

My head shot back. “Half of the first payment? Are you nuts?”

“That's my counter-offer. You'd kill to have my list of contacts, and you know it.” Layla eased back in her chair. “Besides, this is a load of shit, anyway.”

I was still getting ten smackers after all was said and done, and I was married to a girl making money hand over fist. “Alright, got anyone I can take care of later tonight?” Maybe I was getting my own Elena after all, even if she still thought I was joking.

Emmy got out of my lap and stood behind Layla. As she hugged from behind, she looked at me and asked, “Wanna make it her?”

Layla and I locked eyes. Her mouth opened to speak, but nothing came out. A few seconds of silence passed before I said, “You know that's entirely up to Layla, not you.”

Emmy whispered something in her ear, changing Layla's expression completely. She backed off and had her ass back on my crotch in seconds. “If you give her that cut for herself, I bet she'll do it.”

I married a fucking lunatic. “What did you say to her?”

“Elena told me never to tell anyone what her secret words are. Not even you.”

I had gotten my own from Grant, under the same condition. “That's fair. I owe her a lot.”

Layla got up now. “So, are we doing this?”

I thought yesterday was the weirdest day of my life, but I've thought that every single day, for the past week. “Fuck it, let's go.”

“So,” Layla looked like she had been caught with her pants down, “how does it work, exactly?”

Emmy got back up herself. “Are you that clueless? You two fuck. Jason nailed me on the couch last night.”

“Now I know she's not the same person she was the last time I talked to her.” Layla grinned and grabbed Emmy on both upper arms. “She's fun like this, though.”

“I didn't do shit, her friend did.”

“Well, she's got the personality to match that image change. To be honest, Emmy was too self-righteous and preachy until she met you.”

Throwing me for another loop, my wife smiled when she heard it. “It's not like I didn't really want it, even when I was like that. I guess I just quit lying to myself.”

All of those consent lessons Elena had beat into my head finally made sense. I just wish she hadn't made my balls bluer than a smurf's ass. I couldn't help taking another survey of Layla's impressive breasts as I said, “I didn't know her for an hour before she changed, but yeah, there's a difference in her.”

“So what'll it do to me?”

From all I could figure out, it just made girls horny as hell and absolutely shameless. “If I knew exactly, I'd tell you.”

Layla finally let go of Emmy's arms and faced me. “Well, if you'd get your ass out of that chair, I wouldn't mind seeing for myself.”

I stood right up. The options for places to take her for a spin were damn near limitless in that massive house. But we had the perfect place, right in front of us.

Like we all had the same idea at once, all three of us started pushing everything off the dining room table. Wrapped silverware clattered as I gave the centerpiece a good shove. Every scrap of silk flowers and ivy landed with a soft rustle.

Emmy started working on the buttons of Layla's blouse. “I always wondered if these were real or not. Can you believe I held them against you?”

Layla stood there, letting me get a solid appraisal. As the last button popped open, she said, “They're real.” The glittery bra looked like it was straining to keep everything in as Layla pulled her arms out of the sleeves.

Those incredibly tight jeans loosened at the flick of Emmy's fingertips. Even with the zipper down, it was like they were peeling off of her. Stepping out of pants and high heels at the same time, the girl was like an exaggerated hourglass.

Is it really this damn easy? Layla was in it for the money, but Emmy looked like she was in it just for the fun. Either way, having both of them do the heavy lifting for me meant I could just come in a cup, not that it would be remotely as fun.

“I'm not the only one stripping down, am I?” Layla grabbed at the hem of my shirt, pulling it over my head. By the time it was in the floor, Emmy had already tossed her dress aside.

I reached behind Layla's back, releasing pounds of tension on the strap. Her bra lurched down, gliding down her arms to free the fluffiest pair of tits I'd seen on a girl that fit. She had the kind of body you had to earn.

Emmy worked on my pants, teasing my cock with her lips as I stepped out of my shoes. Layla slid her panties down, just as sparkly as the bra was. Pure, pink perfection was right there, just waiting for me.

“Yeah, you're one of those tens they told me to go after. Damn.”

“I think Emmy made a nice catch, herself.” Layla pulled my wife up before she could get my dick in her mouth. “Do you think she can keep her hands off you long enough?”

The contrast in how they looked didn't lessen either of them. If Emmy was the kind of petite, feisty girl you bounced on your dick, Layla was the type you grabbed by the hair and nailed from behind. As they both turned around, their asses almost gave me a cardiac event.

Emmy guided her agent to the end of the table and then pushed a couple of chairs out of the way. Layla bent over, her breasts spreading underneath her as they pressed against the table. The loud pop of Emmy's hand smacking against a cheek echoed twice.

“Oh my god, you've gotta try slapping this thing.” She took another ear-ringing swat. “I could play with her ass for days.”

“Easy, don't wear her out before I get to try.” I stepped beside Emmy and then reared my hand back. My palm stung as Layla jerked her head back. Toned, with just enough give to verge on bouncy.

She wiggled her ass a little and scooted back. A hot, wet sensation came over the tip of my shaft. Whatever Patrem Epsilon did to women, it sure didn't make them demand foreplay. This girl was soaked.

Emmy took hold of my cock, teasing at Layla's slit with an up and down motion. “I think I'll like watching you two almost as much as I like ice cream.” When I looked down at her, Emmy's face was beaming with a smile.

I'll have to take her out for some after this. The girl's a freak, and I love that about her. The overload on my head was enough to shiver me out of my thoughts.

My hips eased forward as I wrapped my hands around the small of Layla's waist. Her cunt took me in, almost begging me to go further. The heat inside felt like getting in a bath a few degrees higher than you're used to. After a few seconds, it just feels amazing.

Emmy pressed against my ass, forcing me all the way inside. Just hours after marrying the girl, she was already helping me fuck one of her best friends, who'd help me get laid herself. Sometimes you just have to appreciate how fucking lucky you are.

The first hard thrust made both of them whimper. Emmy stepped to the side of the table and bent over herself. With her face right in Layla's she asked, “If it's just perfect for you, do you think it hurt for me?”

Layla pushed her shoulders up, both hands planted on the table. “Yeah, he probably splits you in half.”

“Don't worry,” Emmy rose up to meet her gaze, and then looked at me, “I like it when he's rough.”

You sure fucking do. I'd gotten the hint and curled my fingers around Layla's shoulders. The feeling of my entire length ripping in and out was almost enough to make me pass out.

Layla began moaning in time with how I crashed my hips against her ass. The table didn't give, but the way her rear parted way for me just made me want to dive in that much further. It had been years since I'd fucked a girl with junk in the trunk and on her chest, but nowhere else.

Hell, I didn't just want to fuck and knock this girl up. If she was this perfect, and supposed to be my helper, I had to own her. Pulling every bit of long, blonde hair into a ponytail with my fist, I gradually pulled back until she was standing straight.

The angle my cock went in drove her wild. The only thing hotter than a woman sporting bust and hip measurements in the forties, with a waist still in the twenties, was the way she sounded when she screamed. Her hands reached back, sticking to my sides like she wanted it even harder.

The only thing about Grant's life I envied him for, was already in my hands and on my dick. His idea of perfection was close to mine, but Layla edged out Elena by just a cunt hair. And hey, I'm not the type to marry my main booty call. Women like Layla are strictly side-girls.

Somehow, I already had her close. Slick as a greased up slip'n'slide and hotter than an oven, Layla's pussy started tightening around my shaft. She was so damn worked up, it didn't even slow me down.

It's the temptation I have to fight every time, even today, but the urge to come forced me to send her flying right over the edge. I gave her a hard salvo, bringing myself just as fucking close. The second I felt the first bead of precum, I pulled out.

Layla went ballistic, collapsing the top half of her body onto the table. Her feet lifted off the floor as her knees bent. I couldn't help covering the hand print Emmy had left, just long enough to replace it with an even bigger one.

Emmy lied down on her stomach, right next to Layla's shivering body. Without even asking or warning me, she had my cock to the back of her throat in seconds. Her tongue lapped around the entire shaft, not being shy about tasting her manager's cunt, and loving it. If she knew how close I was, she wouldn't have done it.

Hell, who am I kidding? She would have, and probably even faster. After this round, getting those two in the same room with me at the same time usually meant war was breaking out. Luckily, they decided to fight it out by seeing who could tempt me the most. As much as it seemed like Layla's body was purpose-built to be my ideal, my wife had her own ways to override even that.

Painful as it was, I had to back off. A load down her throat wouldn't pay shit, and she/d have me the rest of the night. Phat ass white girl cunt was what this horny ass white guy was after. Pawgs and hawgs go great together, in my opinion.

Layla finally rolled over, looking like she had no idea what had just happened. I couldn't blame her. Any time I came too hard, it felt like passing out from running too hard, too long.

And that's exactly what I wanted to feel when I was done. Otherwise, the job wasn't done to the best of my abilities. Like my motto from back in my hustling days says, 'Be good, or be good at it.'

I put both arms between her thighs and forced them apart. Neat, slim, and pinker than Barbie's Jeep. That bald cunt just begged me to get back inside.

Emmy crawled up to Layla's head, facing me as she draped her pussy over her friend's face. “And I've even got something to play with.” Both hands were on Layla's breasts before her expression changed to a pleasant shock. “Hey, this really does feel good.”

She's never been eaten out? It shouldn't have shocked me, but Emmy had gotten a crash course in real sex-ed in the past twenty-four hours. I would have already done it, but wasting time with foreplay was the only thing that was probably still a sin to her. The girl just wanted you to fuck her brains out, like, five minutes ago.

I primed my dick for reentry, teasing at Layla's clit with my tip. Diving back in too soon would just have me ready to come again in no time. And with these two girls acting exactly like they were? Why not give them some time to play around?

“Oh fuck.” Emmy leaned forward a little. “Please tell me you're good at this, Jason.”

I'd never had any complaints. “Wanna see if I am or not?”

She looked down, addressing Layla without seeing her face. “You hear that? You'll have to tell me how good he is when we get done.”

I bent over, guiding my hands even further up Layla's thighs. Diving right in and motorboating the fuck out of it was some amateur shit. This was the kind of cunt you teased the living hell out of.

The soft folds gave under my fingertips. Layla jerked when I barely touched her clit. She still had some of the echoes from that last climax coursing through her.

My tongue waved between her lips, gradually working from just above her entrance, up to her happy button. I folded my tongue, holding the clit with both halves and hitting the whole thing as I shot my tongue back and forth.

That secret technique, a bi girl I'd fucked around with had taught to me, did wonders. And on Layla, it was no exception. Her thighs squeezed against my ears as Emmy started whimpering.

Still hard as reading a manual upside down in Chinese, I wanted my dick back inside. Something about the way her thighs trembled let me know Layla wanted the same thing. It was close to as good for her, but just not the real deal.

I didn't take it personally. Hell, I thought it was a compliment. As I stood all the way back up, her legs spread wide.

Emmy rushed forward, two fingers spreading Layla open. “It's not like you'll get the job done if you're not in here.”

The tip pressed against the start of her passage. Nothing could have felt better as I nudged forward, gradually sliding myself to about halfway in.

“There you go, push it deep in her.” Emmy sat up bolt-straight, grinding her slit against Layla's mouth.

Fuck, I could come for days in here. Definitely not a tough nut to crack, this one felt like it was already rushing back. I took it slow, resting at balls-deep until Layla started gyrating her hips.

If I was fucking coming, I was getting what I could out of the round. Teasing at Layla's clit with my thumb, I started pile-driving myself into her body. Her voice leaked out from under my wife's cunt as Emmy rose up several inches.

Layla dipped no telling how many fingers between Emmy's thighs. She worked away with her arm until both of them were bawling messes. It was the sound of angels crying with joy.

By the noises Emmy made, every one of Layla's fingers aside from the thumb on her clit was jammed in her cunt. She broke through the haze of it for a second, opening her eyes as she smiled, nodding at me to let me know I needed to do my damn job.

Emmy rested on her elbows, her eyes slammed shut and mouth wide open. Her tits held tight to her chest, even for their respectable size. There was no denying she hadn't hit twenty yet.

Not even a decade further along, Layla could tell I was armed and ready to fire any minute. Even if she hadn't figured it out in her head, her body couldn't hide knowing it.

Pulses of tight, wet cunt coursed from base to tip, picking up steam more steam, the harder I fucked her. Even if she'd lost her damn mind and had given in to Patrem Epsilon's effects on my body, what did it matter? I hadn't even had to use the phrase Grant had told me to use, and Layla's body was fucking begging me to knock her up.

“Shit,” I looked at Emmy and realized she was beyond words already, “I'm fucking....”

Layla's curves shifted in front of me. Breasts heaved, her waist bent and rose. When her stomach tightened, I knew what was about to happen.


She finally got it out. “Fuck, I'm coming!”

Like a timed demolition, her trigger set mine off within milliseconds. The deepest parts of her cunt moved on their own as I felt myself empty out inside of her, mid-thrust. I shoved myself as far as I could, feeling the wet lips of her cunt against my sac.

Before I could process how great that felt, the second shot damn near wiped my brain. Arms and legs pulled me tight.

Like she was miles away, Emmy's voice barely registered. “God, that's how you looked when you came last night.” The words were there, but it was a good minute before I could even process them.

Layla had me locked in, trapped deep in her slit until she was positive I was spent. Still right in the middle of coming, it was pure instinct on her part. A body that perfect knew exactly what it was really meant to do, the mind be damned.

I fell forward. Plush tits and soft arms held me up as I moaned with the last burst. Knowing I had her support in all this made the completed feeling in my chest spread everywhere else.

Emmy's voice was pure warmth, despite what she said. “I'm so fucking jealous right now.”

All I could manage was a few sucking breaths. I needed four or five glasses of water, ten minutes of rest, and a damn big meal not long after that. My body was fucking spent.

“And to think you'd fuck my manager on the same day we got married, and like it this much.” She giggled like she was excited at the challenge. “Someday, I'll get good enough to make you quit this job.”

It was another sentence I wouldn't comprehend until a few minutes later, but that one had me thinking for the next several days. If Emmy was this devoted already, she was either the crazy bitch I had always warned everyone else about...

Or she was exactly the girl I needed, when my world had gone completely insane.


“So about this image change.” I dug the long spoon into my half of the fried ice cream. The blasting mariachi music forced me to raise my voice. “Are you sure you want to go that far with it?”

Emmy let her spoon linger in her mouth as she twisted it, answering the question for me. She finally pulled it out and shot it right back down to the bowl. “I know it's what you like. Your face says it all.”

“What I like and what's good for you might be two different things.” I took another sip on that giant mug of Dos Equis XXX. It didn't compliment the ice cream as much as it had the fajitas. I'd barely swallowed when I had to add, “If you keep things the way they are, you'd be on top of this city for years.”

“I've already made enough that I'll never had to sing another word, if I don't want to. Risking tens of millions you don't even have isn't scary when you've already got that much in the bank.”

I wouldn't have minded if she kept her old image, so long as she dropped the Bible-thumping. “You're throwing those figures around like we didn't just meet yesterday.”

“We've already done a lot of things like we've known each other for years.” Emmy pointed at the cherry still on top. “You want it?”

“Nah, go for it.”

She pinched the stem between her thumb and index finger. “Sorry I didn't save mine for you.”

I was actually thankful she hadn't. “They're not as fun to pop as you'd think.” As awful as they are in bed, guys who actually prefer them confuse the hell out of me.

“Yeah, my first time was with one.”

“First? How many times had you...”

“Just a few times before I met you. I think it had been like three years until yesterday.”

I wondered if anyone who recognized her was overhearing us, but with the upcoming image change, it didn't matter quite as much anymore. “I think valuing virginity is like calling a girl a one-time-use sort of thing. Having had sex doesn't ruin her. It just means she stands a chance of knowing what she's doing.”

“So how long had you gone without it before we met?” Emmy dug her spoon back in and then let the bite linger again. She stared, expecting an answer.

“One month.” Weeks can count as months, right? “Some waitress downtown liked what she saw, and I wasn't turning her down.”

“So you never were Elena's bodyguard. I wondered why she never mentioned that when she explained your job.” Emmy acted like it was nothing more than juicy gossip. “I'm amazed you never boned her.”

Not for a lack of trying. “Nope, her husband would have had me shot, anyway.” The fact I never did still stung like a motherfucker. And the possible shot to the head if I had? At least it'd have been over quick, unlike the several days of fucking awful blue balls.

Emmy wasn't letting up, quizzing me like she had to know everything about me, that night. “Any preferences?”

“I like my beer dark and my slacks without a crease.”

“No, silly. I mean... You know.”

Oh. In terms of the kinds of women I went nuts over, Layla was my idea of perfection. But I couldn't tell Emmy that.

“Come on, I wanna know.”

“Dirty talk will get you far.” Random nudes sent my way never hurt either, but that request would have to wait until her image changed. Too much risk for the moment. “And nothing's better than an enthusiastic blowie.” I was damn glad the booths on either side of us were empty.

“You might have to teach me on those. I've never done much of that.” She looked more ashamed for not having been crowned Queen Blowjob already, than she was about the topic itself. “I can learn though.”

She already had a million-dollar mouth, and her effort earlier was admirable, at least. “You make a living with your mouth, so I guess it's natural you'd want to get good with it in another way.”

“Be good, or be good at it, right?” She grinned after repeating my catchphrase, and then spooned the last of the ice cream between her lips. That little hint of tongue sticking out clued me into what I was getting on the drive home.


BIMBO SPLIT

My legs tensed as I felt the rush of heat in my face. The feeling was too perfect to admit part of my blush was from shame. I would have never let myself go like this.

But was it wrong? The harder I breathed, the less dirty I felt about it. Something was about to give, and I hoped it would be my reluctance.

Who or what was causing it? I didn't care. When you're getting filled so well, you can't open your eyes anyway.

My hand pushed down. I took my pearl between my index and middle fingers as I whimpered, “That's it, don't stop.”

Nobody responded. Whatever they were doing, it was beyond anything I'd felt before. And the more it happened, the more I foolish I felt for being ashamed.

I rolled onto my side and buried my face in the pillows. They didn't stop, and neither did I. My knees bent and my ankles straightened.

I was so close, I couldn't force myself to stop it if I wanted to. My top knee came up against my chest as I fought to keep my hand down there. “Please, don't stop!”

Warmth spread from between my legs, rising up and down my entire body. If I had control, I'd have been smiling. I didn't experience this feeling often, and never quite like this.

“Oh my God!”

Skreent! Skreent! Skreent!

My eyes shot open as I realized what I was doing to myself. I jerked my hand out of my panties as my face got even hotter. What's wrong with me?

Slapping the alarm clock, I rolled out of bed and realized I was drenched. Not just in sweat, but down there too. It hurt so bad to let my modesty take over.

But I had a job and an image I was proud of. Nobody was taking either of those away from me. Not even my parents, who always wondered when I would try to settle down and give them grandchildren.

“Ivy, you've got too much going for you to be like that.” Seriously, I was set to move up to management. Why would I ruin that by letting a guy complicate my life?

I had to get dressed and hit the road. One hour until work, and I'd be fighting to save enough time to stop for coffee already. Today's report at ten couldn't wait for my personal affairs.

I opened my closet and knew exactly what I was wearing. Conservative, non-distracting, and serious. I even had my glasses I didn't need to wear sitting on my dresser. The necklace I'd accidentally worn to bed would work with all that.

The last thing I remember from that morning was saying to myself, “I'm acing this thing.”


“Hey Ivy, I don't know what you did, but Thomas said your presentation sold the contract.”

I knew it was Craig's voice, but I didn't remember giving the report. How I got to my desk and why I felt like I'd just gotten myself off were all I could think about. Surely I wouldn't do that right in the middle of the office. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah, he's ecstatic.” Craig poked his head over the wall of my cubicle. “But really, in that outfit?”

I wrinkled my nose at that. “I picked this out so they'd take me seriously.” I looked down and realized I wasn't wearing my calf-length pencil skirt.

“I'm glad you're wearing that necklace I gave you a few days ago, but damn. I didn't even recognize you when you walked in this morning.”

What? I'd bought the skirt around my legs back in college, but never had the guts to wear it. The white leather only covered a quarter of my thighs.

“I didn't think you owned anything like that getup.” Craig was practically my male girlfriend, so he'd know.

“I... I don't know how I'm wearing this.” I didn't even have panytyhose on, and my heels were way too high and strappy for work.

“Well, they liked it.”

“For what I said, or what they saw?” I noticed the low cut of my top and my bare shoulders. And then the way the tiny, flattened opal pendant rested in my cleavage. “Pigs.”

Craig couldn't help sneaking a long gaze of his own. I didn't mind with him, because I knew he would never try anything. “You don't remember anything and you acted completely out of character. Weird.”

“Sounds like multiple personality disorder, but that doesn't happen out of the blue, right?” I knew it didn't, but I could count on Craig to follow along with reassurances.

“You've always been steady as a rock, so I don't think it's your mind causing it.”

I wanted to run back to my car for my vinyl rain jacket. Anything to cover myself up. “I want to take a sick day and hide in shame, but if I do, it's bye-bye promotion for sure.”

“Well, if you're free the rest of the day, get your things and come work in my office.”

It was little more than a glorified broom closet, but Craig did have enough desk space for my laptop. “Thanks. I'll make it up to you.”


I came to again. This time, the gray walls of Craig's office greeted me. I was slumped over, my arms and head in the seat of his swivel chair, something hanging in the back of my throat. For some reason, my panties were absolutely soaked.

He wasn't anywhere to be found. Off to get help somewhere, I figured.

I looked at his wall clock. A few minutes past five. “Am I narcoleptic or something?”

Everyone else would have been gone by now except for the few who did care about their work. That was fine by me. As far as I knew, only the jerks in the meeting and Craig recognized me in this outfit.

The door opened as I stood up. Craig looked back the way he came before he stepped inside. “You're really weirding me out today, but thanks for earlier, I guess.”

“What do you mean?”

“Wait...” His face contorted like he was trying to rotate it ninety degrees. “You don't remember blowing me all afternoon?”

“Blowing you?” I cleared my throat, realizing what had to be sticking around back there. “Oh, God!” Everything in my stomach wanted to come up at once, but I fought to keep it down. No sense in remembering what it tasted like.

“Yeah, you did.” Craig didn't look displeased at first, but I could tell he was starting to worry about me again. “Now I know you're dealing with something.”

“Why did you go along with it?” I was about to put a fist through the desk, or his face. “I can't believe you didn't stop me!”

“Calm down and listen.” As he took one step forward, I took two back until I had my back against the wall. “Something's definitely making you act different.”

“Back off.” I looked for anything to use against him, finding nothing more threatening than a sales binder. “Just let me through, and I won't go to HR about this.”

“Fine, but get hold of yourself. I'm worried about you.”

My nose wrinkled. “If you really cared, you wouldn't have let me do that.”

He stepped back into the corner, giving me a clear path out. “Go ahead, I won't stop you.”

“Good.” I took my first step forward. “I'm figuring out what's doing this to me, no matter what it takes.”

I think he said, “Then you're coming home with me,” but I'm not sure. The my head just went blank.


I came to and felt the straps around my wrists and ankles. No panic, and no discomfort. Only the texture of the fabric canopy of Craig's poster bed.

Everything felt amazing, including the liberation of what I was wearing. I felt the airy freedom of my tiny skirt, the confidence those heels gave me, and the wonderful feeling of showing every speck of cleavage.

I didn't know where Craig was, but I felt comfort knowing he was close. The straps holding me down felt like an embrace. I felt perfect trust, knowing he would take care of me.

The sound of the door handle turning almost made me look. I waited, hearing those footsteps get closer. Craig popped into view, admiring me like I hoped he would.

“You finally woke up.”

I couldn't resist turning my head to look at him. Craig reached down and brushed a lock of hair out of my face. I desperately wanted him to touch me even more.

“Are you your regular self, or will you not remember this?”

“Why wouldn't this be my regular self?” Every fiber of my being wanted to please him so he would tell me what I had to know. No matter what Craig wanted, I couldn't help but feel like it would be a dream come true.

The strap around my left arm tightened and shook. Then it went totally loose, the ribbon falling from my wrist. My hand went straight for Craig's chest as he leaned over for the other. Just touching him felt like Heaven.

He went around, untying my other hand and my ankles. I couldn't take my eyes off of him. He held up one of the red straps and ordered, “I guess that answers my question. Sit up.”

Craig got behind me as I did exactly as I was told. I felt him bind my wrists again, together and behind my back this time. Another went around my upper arms. When he wrapped one around my stomach and the other just under my breasts, I felt my arms lock in place. Not being able to reach out and touch Craig felt like torture, but it was what he wanted.

“Edge of the bed, now.”

I did as I was told. I watched him get in front of me and stand there. A finger lifted my chin.

“You want to take care of me, don't you?”

“Yes, sir.”

Craig put his hands on his hips. I kept looking up at him as he said, “Then do it.”

I tried to wriggle out of the restraints. Too tight. But I did want to make him happy.

Craig kept standing there, waiting. I leaned myself forward, feeling the bliss of touching his body. But I wanted even more.

Those pants were in my way. I tried my best to grab the zipper pull with my teeth, failing time and time again. Craig tormented me even more by taking a step back.

I watched as he ran the zipper down and popped the button loose. He dropped the work slacks, along with his boxer briefs. He stepped out them and his shoes as he came back to me, erect like the steel frame of a skyscraper.

His pleasure was so close. I wondered if I could dare put him in my mouth without permission. I looked up, begging for his command.

“Go ahead.” Craig caressed the side of my face as I took a deep breath. “You owe it to me after I had to drag you out of the office. Do you know how hard it is to smuggle an unconscious person out of there without being seen?”

“Thank you, sir.” I inched closer, my heart about to bound out of my chest.

“Don't thank. Just do.”

I blushed at the shame. The size and readiness of his cock begged for satisfaction. It would be good enough for my apology.

My lips parted as I felt the heat of his tip. The soft give of it met my mouth. I took it in as far as I could, my tongue dancing along the bottom as quickly and lightly as I could make it.

Craig's hands pressed against the back of my head, tangling my hair between his fingers. I felt him in the back of my throat. I struggled to keep from gagging, giving in to what he demanded of me. If he wanted it deep, I couldn't help but do all I could to make it sheer bliss for him.

He eased back. I sucked harder, trying to keep him inside my mouth. Craig pulled out and stared down at me.

“Good, you've got the idea.”

I felt those ribbons loosen, one by one again. As rough as he was, I couldn't help feeling the care in his movements. Craig only wanted what was best for me. I had to trust in that.

As soon as both hands were free, I pulled him down. He crashed on top of me, his mouth pressed into my neck. Craig's words felt like fire as he whispered, “My little girl can't have what she wants too soon.”

I made sure to breathe on his ear, then whispered, “Why don't you stop me?” A quick nibble on his lobe was enough to send Craig over the edge.

Craig grabbed both of my wrists and held himself over me. He looked like a man on the verge of achieving a dream. Craig was always calm under pressure, but I knew he was starting to crack.

I ran my fingers against the back of his hands. “Don't wuss out on me.” The second I lifted a smile, Craig's confusion started going away.

“It'll never be the same between us.”

“I think we're past that point already.” The grip on my wrists loosened. “No point in holding back on me.”

“I never thought you'd turn out like this.”

“Like what?” I spread my legs a little.

Craig finally let go. I felt his hands run up my stomach, sliding underneath the lace between my breasts. “Like the whore of my dreams.” After a few more seconds of hesitation, he leaned down and pecked me on the lips.

“Just make sure you pull out.” I pressed my mouth into Craig's. His tongue entered me like he thought it might be intruding. I invited him in. “It's what you want, right?”

I grabbed his right hand and moved it down. His left took a handful underneath my bra as the right slid past the waist of my panties.

He grinned and put his face in my neck. Craig slid two fingers down my channel, teasing my opening with a light touch. He was gentle, but I knew there was plenty of force and desire Craig could use.

I couldn't help thinking about how much we both wanted this. My nipple swelled between his fingers. “I'm here to do what you want. Why hesitate?”

Craig drove his middle finger deep inside me. I opened my mouth and tried not to giggle. Teasing was my best trick, and my master wasn't fighting it.

I started to whimper as his thumb rubbed into my pearl, his longest finger going straight for the roof and my favorite spot. I slid my panties halfway down my thighs and worked on the clasps of the bra behind my back. Why keep a man waiting when he doesn't have to?

“Do you like them?” Craig smiled when he saw my hills in all their glory for the first time. He moved his other hand down, jerking the lace past my knees.

“You still want to go through with it. That necklace did exactly what the guy claimed it would do.”

I kicked the underwear off my feet. “Who cares about that? I don't want to stop.”

Craig started working me harder, getting up on his knees and unbuttoning his shirt with his free hand. I wrapped my fingers around the hard shaft, feeling the tightness of his skin.

My lips pursed around his head again as Craig got alongside me and the fingering got a little rough. I felt my pussy flooding out as my tummy got warm. The tingling started spreading into my legs as my toes clenched tight.

I pulled Craig's dick into my mouth, licking at that sensitive spot on the bottom. My voice moaned into his body. When he pressed hard into my pussy and really started abusing my clit, I felt like a flower blooming into the sun.

It hit me hard. As my entire body locked up, I screamed into Craig's cock. I felt him cradle my face in his hand, loving and supporting like I knew he would be.


My eyes struggled to focus, or at least figure out where I was. I knew I had a dick in my mouth, a hand doing unspeakable things between my legs. No way. As I tried to push against the torso in front of me, the other hand locked my head in place.

“I like this new you.” It was Craig. As his fingers kept plugging away at me, I almost thought about giving in and letting him finish.

A hard surge of desperation let me break free. “Craig, what the fuck are you doing? Get your,” I batted at his arm, “hand out of me, now!”

“Oh shit,” he did exactly as I told him. “What's going on with you? One minute you're coming on to me, and the next you're your old self.”

I tried backing away, getting about halfway across his bed and trying to cover myself with my hands. “I can't believe you'd take advantage of me like this, again!”

Craig scrambled to put his boxers back on, realizing he was wearing nothing but his white business shirt and an erection. “I swear you've gone in and out of being like that all day.”

“I know that.” Still, of all people, Craig should know better. Tears welled up in my eyes. “What the fuck is happening to me?”

“Every time I ask,” he finally made himself legally presentable, “that version of you swears up and down that she's the real you.”

“You know she's not, you asshole.”

“But,” he cracked a faint smile, “that you seems so damn happy all the time.”

I just felt dirty, like scrubbing myself with a wire brush wouldn't do the job. “Why would I be happy blowing people all day? I'm not some slutty bimbo.”

He didn't say anything else. Craig sat on the edge of the bed, facing away from me, his hands cradling the back of his head.

“Don't act like something's wrong with you now. You know what you were doing.”

Before I could start getting up, he finally broke his silence. “I figured out what's making you go back and forth.” Craig spun around, excited. “Holy shit.”

I wasn't buying it. “What?”

“Tell me the last thing you remember before blacking out the first time this morning.”

“I was in my bedroom, about to get dressed for work,” I at least had to hear him out, “but definitely not in this outfit.”

Craig shook his head. “What were you thinking at the time?”

“That I was acing the presentation later.”

He looked too ecstatic, considering my problems. “And right before you came to my office?”

I regretted thinking it now, but I knew he might be on to something. “That I needed to thank you for helping me out.”

“Holy hell, that's how it works.” Craig scooted himself closer as I backed away even further. “I can't believe it.”

“Tell me what you did!” If I had crept any further back, I'd have ended up in the floor.

Craig was almost on top of me again. “This isn't how I thought it would turn out, but he wasn't lying.”

The last thing I remember for a while was my head starting to swim as I said, “I swear, I won't let you fuck me like this, next time.”


“Well that was an unfortunate order.” His face was above me again, my head in his lap.

All I knew was, I had to earn my reward without getting what I wanted most. “Why did you put your boxers back on?” I tugged at the waistband, even though I was barely conscious.

“Relax a little bit. I'll take care of everything.”

Somehow, I knew I couldn't let Craig do exactly what I wanted him to. It was maddening, and it made me need it that much more. “I really can't let you?”

He smiled anyway. “Not this time around, but it was your idea.” His fingers slid inside me once more.

I felt the bulge in his shorts on the back of my neck. I had to have it inside me. “Can I try?”

Craig curled his fingers, driving me even crazier. “I don't know what'll happen if you do.”

“Please?” I tried my best to look innocent, as little as a naked girl with my figure could. “I'll never disappoint you again.”

It felt like something moved inside my head, like a deadbolt coming undone. I knew Craig noticed the puzzled look on my face.

“That's weird.”

“Hmm?” His fingers kept going, making me unwilling to form words by that point.

“I thought the orders you give yourself only work when you're the other you.” He stopped fingering me, bringing his hand up to my face.

My lips parted and then closed, tasting myself on his skin. I didn't care about what that 'other me' was like. This is who I really was.

“Let's try something.” He pulled himself out of my mouth. “Get up and follow me.”

Still a tad woozy, I fought to get off the bed and onto my feet. Unwilling to fail him, I stood on wobbly legs.

“Bend over against the wall right there.”

I did, feeling a strange pull on my body. I pressed my hands against the wall, trying to fight against it. But as I heard his boxers drop and felt his arms wrap around my waist, my body acted on its own.

Craig thrust into thin air. Somehow, I had broken out of his arms. “I'm sorry, I don't know why I did that.”

He still had that warm smile on his face. “That's alright.” He walked back to the bed and lied down, his feet still on the floor. “You try and make it happen now.”

My mind was thrilled, but my body wouldn't respond. Like trying to force the same poles on magnets together, my legs swerved me to opposite side of the bed.

“That didn't work at all.” Craig sat up. “Open up the closet and look on the back of the door.”

The idea of an entire tiny room full of things that smelled like Craig and touched his body thrilled me. I couldn't have gotten to it fast enough. My hand shook as I turned the handle.

On the other side, a hanging shoe organizer dangled. But it didn't have a shoe in it. Instead, each pocket held at least one thing I couldn't wait for him to use on me.

“Your choice.”

I bounced in place, my forearms shooting right up as my wrists dangled. The ostrich feather? The massage oil? I never knew my owner was so prepared.

My mind reeled at the dozens of choices. A tiny, brown cardboard box just behind the door jamb piqued my curiosity. I picked it up, feeling it was heavier than I thought it would be. “What's in here?”

“Bring it over and I'll show you.” He scooted over and patted next to him on the bed.

I wanted to check inside, but I knew better than to disobey him. I sat down and landed the box in his lap. As he started opening one end, my heart raced for some reason.

“I'm glad you found this.” He dug two fingers in, just like he had in me earlier. But it was nothing more than a piece of black lace with several clasps on both ends, and an empty jewelry setting in the middle.

“What's it for?”

“You.” He set it back down on his thigh and took my shoulders in his hands. “Turn around.”

It wrapped around my neck, a little too tight for comfort. As Craig worked the buckles, it finally loosened enough to feel just right. He grabbed the pendant of the necklace.

“This stone fits both of them.” He pressed the face end of the pendant against my throat until I felt a click. After he removed the first gift from around my neck, I felt him fiddle with the series of clasps on the rear. “Now you can't even take it off.”

“Why would I?” If it was a gift from Craig, it was too precious to not have on me. Still, the single stone meant I could only wear one at a time. “What about the other one?”

“The stone is what's important.” He rubbed my shoulders again. “Here, I think it's time to fix our problem.” He leaned over and grabbed the closest red strap lying on the bed beside me.

My wrists tingled with anticipation as he grabbed them, pulling them over my head. The silky texture made my skin feel as sensitive as I down there. As he tucked the excess under the back of my collar and drew a serious knot, I knew my arms weren't moving for a while.

He never bothered with my ankles, pulling me onto my back instead. I planted my feet against the mattress, hoping Craig would try breaking whatever curse kept me from my real goal.

I wasn't disappointed when I felt his hands force my thighs apart, and then his mouth close around my mound. My arms kept me from arching my head back, forcing me to watch. The slow, methodical care he took made every lick that much sweeter, probably for both of us.

“Yeah,” I couldn't help pushing myself into him, “just like that.”

He kept going as my legs bent out straight. I wanted more of Craig than just his tongue and fingers, though. Somehow, I knew he could make it happen.

The tender caress of my inner thighs set something in motion that I couldn't understand. I was meant to serve him, so why was he worshiping me?

I answered his prayer with a gentle moan. My master shouldn't have been wasting his effort pleasing me. He had his own needs and desires to see to.

When he opened his eyes and stared into mine, I knew why he was doing it. My pleasure was just as important to him. Nothing could have made me feel more special. I wasn't just wanted. I was needed.

It felt like he had something to accomplish with it, but I didn't care about his motives. For him to save a moment, just for my pleasure, was the greatest gift I could receive. I'd even say it felt almost as good as what he was holding back.

I knew why it felt so great when he went faster, gradually ramping it up until friction warmed up my clit. Forgetting my hands were stuck to the back of my neck, I tried putting my hands in his hair, only frustrating myself in the process.

My legs wouldn't stay straight anymore. My knees bent until my feet were on his back. I opened my eyes as the shock of two fingers inside me jolted my entire system.

But as the feeling grew to the breaking point, the room around me faded. I didn't see or hear anything anymore. The only sense I had left was of that total release taking control of my body.


“Welcome back.”

I tried moving my arms. Locked. Not that I would have moved them far. I was exhausted, even though every part of me felt relieved.

Craig stood over me to my right side. “That's how many times today? Four or five? Maybe six?”

“Did I just come?” No denying it. Somehow, a climax had brought me back to reality all these times.

He crossed his arms. “Very hard. I'm sure you can guess who did the work, since your hands are kinda useless now.”

I tried spitting at him. Nothing but air and hate came out. It had probably been hours since I'd had any water, and I knew he was giving me a disgusting workout. “You sick bastard.”

He reached down and put a frigid water bottle between my breasts. “It's yours, under one condition.”

“What? That I let you fuck me?” I kicked my legs until I was sitting up. The water bottle fell into my lap, on some very sensitive skin. “Is that what you just did to me?”

“No.” He pulled the bottle out and held it like he was about to pour some in my mouth. I titled my head up, if only for just a taste before he said, “The cap's not even off, Ivy.”

“I'm not so desperate that I'd be a sex slave for a drink of water.”

He actually twisted the cap off and offered the opening up to my lips. Only a partial sip poured into my mouth. It wasn't even enough to bother swallowing.

“See, I'm not all bad.”

“Don't try to Stockholm Syndrome me, you prick!” I really did manage to spit on him, this time. It landed on his chest, square in the middle.

Craig sighed, and then gave my face an icy splash. It chilled me instantly, on the outside, at least. “Do you think I wanted to see you like this?”

“Then why not let me go?”

His expression actually looked warm as he gently pushed me onto my back again, crawling over me with the open bottle in one hand. “You'd just be miserable again. I can't bear to see that.”

“And you know I'd get you fired in a heartbeat.” It was the greatest threat I could think to dish out, from my perspective.

“Fired?” He offered up another sip, which I begrudgingly took, getting a full gulp this time. “I turned in my two weeks today. I'm changing jobs.”

“Then I'll just contact your new employer and—”

Craig had shut me up with a sudden pour down my throat. “Listen, I put your name in as who I think should replace me.”

I coughed, trying to get the water out of my airway. “You mean?” I went into another sputtering fit before I could ask the full question.

“Yeah,” he put the bottle on the nightstand. “But my recommendation alone won't do it. That's almost three times your current salary you'd be making.”

“So what about the job description includes bondage?”

He stood up again and walked to his closet, naked as a freshly minted newborn. “Nothing about the job, but I had to get you that way before I let you get back to your old self.”

“So what's she like?” I knew the me he took pleasures with wasn't' myself. “Is she nothing but a skanky, little slut?”

Craig closed the door. Pinched between two fingers, was one condom, still in the wrapper. “She wouldn't make me use one of these, I'm sure.”

“That's disgusting!” I needed a baby like a new hole in my head. And to feel that stuff inside you? I didn't ever want to know what it was like.

“No,” Craig tossed the package onto my lower stomach, maddeningly close to my privates for something like that. “She does exactly what you order yourself to do.”

It didn't make any sense. “What I order?”

“Think about the last things you remember telling yourself before you black out. You've done them, but in her way.” He pinched the wrapper again, trailing a corner against my skin to drive me mad. “Aced the presentation, paid me back for me office, she knows how I did this to you...”

I winced as the tickling corner dragged within inches of my ladyhood. “And?”

“She wouldn't let me fuck you, or her, whichever you want to use. No matter how badly she wanted it.”

“And she won't, ever.”

Craig shoved a hand over my mouth. “Careful with that. If you've have told yourself that you wouldn't, the deal would be off.” He actually looked worried. “And that would just break her heart, so soon after she learned she had one.”

My dreams were right in front of me on a platter, and I only had to submit to the unthinkable to get them. I knew that whatever I ordered, would happen, but at what cost?

He held the hand tight against my lips. “Promise not to do anything stupid when I let you talk?”

I nodded.

“Good, but before I let you make your wish, I've got one thing you need to say as well.” He pulled the hand away. “That is, 'and I'm never coming back.'”

“But I'd be like, whatever she's like, for good.” And would I even be aware?

“It's your one choice. You want my job, and I wanted to be more than just friends. It's the only way we'd get what we both want.”

“Why?” Marriage, or even more than the rare one-night-stand, just sounded like a burden. “You know I'm kinda married to my career.”

Craig ran the tips of his ring and middle fingers on each side of my folds, just teasing me. “What's to stop you from asking for more than just my position? Aside from serving me, she's fanatical at getting your way.” He glanced against a lip down there, if only to shock me. “That blowjob was very enthusiastic this afternoon.”

And I knew I was terrible at them. Everything he'd said had been true, other than that feigned innocence earlier. Plus, I didn't have a bargaining chip to offer. But it never hurt to negotiate in business anyway. “Make me stay that way for one year, and if I decide it's a happy life then, I'll let you turn me back.”

“Five years. Ambition takes time, so dream big and let it do its work.”

“Deal.” At least I knew I wasn't dooming myself to being his slave for no reason, and I had a way to back out. What's five years of your life to not remember, in order to live your dreams?

“Then order yourself to achieve what you really want in five years, and tell yourself you won't return until then.”

An orgasm alone wouldn't bring me back after this, but I was ready. His smiling face was the last thing I saw, for a long while after I closed my eyes. “I will run that whole damn company in five years, and I won't come back until I do.”

And with that, I was out, for a very long time.


“You're so ambitious, Ivy. I had no idea you'd aim that high.”

Whatever it took, I had a new goal in life I had to achieve. But for now, I had two closer ones I could put my hands on. If they weren't still behind my head.

“May I have some of that water, please?”

Craig set to work untying me. “If it's not enough, I can get more while you drink that.” The knot gave way, letting me feel the comfort of having my arms in front again. “And I have amazing news.”

“Yeah?”

“The other you agreed to let you take over.”

If she was so miserable, why wouldn't she? “So I'll stop blacking out when I come?”

“You got it.” The soft strap unwound from my wrists until my hands were totally free. “I'll go ahead and get you another bottle.”

Craig left me with the water I needed so badly. He was far too good to me to be just a master. I grabbed the partially-full bottle and turned it up. I didn't remember having any water since right before I slayed that sales presentation. They couldn't keep their eyes or ears off of me back then.

I finished the last of it in seconds. Placing the empty on the nightstand, I thought about what I had ahead of me. “CEO in five years? But won't that take time away from Craig?”

I couldn't argue with it. He wouldn't leave me anyway, just like he didn't when he watched me get off in that undersized cubicle. And he wouldn't stop me, just like when I sucked him off while his boss talked to him from the other side of his desk, none the wiser. And then for the rest of the afternoon, until he finally came at five.

But I wasn't just sexy and lucky to have Craig. I was powerful as well. Or at least, I would be.

Even if I had to be a hard-ass with everyone else, I'd melt like ice in boiling water for him, always. And I knew he'd do the same for me. Who says a career woman can't have a perfect love life, too?

A very risky urge pulsed into my head, just seconds before he came back in the room. He had water in both hands, already dripping with condensation. I took the one he handed me, expecting him to open the other for himself.

Instead, he sat the other on the stand as well. “In case that's not enough either.”

He was such a sweet man. “I know you heard Doug and I talking in my office. He's leaving, and I'm leaving in two weeks.”

I hated that I wouldn't see him all day anymore, but office romances were beyond strictly forbidden at work. Hiding it would be torture.

He sat down next to me on the bed, our thighs touching. “But I put your name in for mine, which made Doug put it in for his. If you really bust ass, that'll shoot you straight from the cube farm to middle-management.”

I almost spit out the water in my mouth. “Are you kidding me?” That jump alone would take at least five years, even with amazing luck and connections. “It's there for the taking, just like that?”

“You're competent at your job, but you'll really have to prove you're the right person to get it.” Craig technically wasn't my boss, but he was a rank above me in the same department. And his boss was my boss's boss.

“I don't know what to say, or even think.” I truly was stunned. The fact that he had pulled those kinds of strings for me, even before I was his willful property... “Craig,” I had to know, “I want you to be honest with yourself and with me.”

“About what?”

“I already think I know the answer, but,” I almost couldn't get it out, “do you love the other me?”

He wrapped an arm around my hip, squeezing tight. “I think you're both the same person, just with different attitudes.” He looked like he was having trouble now. “But yeah, I've loved her for the past year, and I knew she'd never accept it.”

I didn't mind being the pawn of my other self. She was getting her wish, and I was getting Craig. Somehow, he'd found a way to make all three of us happy. “It's because of this stone, isn't it?”

“Listen, if you take it off, she'll come back. That's why it's locked like that around your neck.” He turned and looked at me. “But if you don't want it on anymore, I'll take it off of you.”

But then we wouldn't be together, and I couldn't achieve my goal. “Don't you dare take it off of me, do you understand?” Even a slave can try making a demand. And mine was to remain as one.

He nodded. “She agreed to five years of letting you take over. If you pull it off, she'll let you keep control.”

“She really was lonely and not living up to her dreams, wasn't she?”

Craig smiled at me and moved his arm up to my shoulders, pulling me closer. “I couldn't stand to see the woman I loved flounder like that. I didn't know if the stone would work, but the guy who sold it to me didn't lie a bit.”

“So you found a new job, gambled on a chance, and just went for it.” I leaned into him. “All for someone who didn't return your feelings?”

“I knew if I told her, she'd have shot me down. It was the only way.”

In his own way, Craig really was devoted to us. I knew I had to show him how much I loved him back, at least with this version of myself. “The last thing I remember from before is you taking care of my needs, and then I wake up to you taking care of me again.”

He didn't know how to take it. “What was I supposed to do?”

“You can always finish what you started.”

Craig reached back, pulling an unopened condom off the bed. “I know you're not on birth control.”

But I wanted it not just inside me. I couldn't stand the idea of even a piece of latex between us. “And you know you don't have to. Just pull out.”

“You know that's not safe. You've got a career to think of.”

I did, but I also had my own feelings and desires. I leaned back and stretched out my arms for him. “I trust you.” And even if he did, would it be the worst thing in the world?

“You're positive?”

I had never been more sure of any choice in what little I remembered. Trusting him was all I knew, other than the collected knowledge I shared with that other me. “Put that thing down and get over here.” I wrapped my legs around his chest and pulled as hard as I could. “Now.”

Craig gave in, crawling on top of me. “What if—”

“You'll keep yourself under control, remember?”

I felt his tip bump against my pussy, already wet as a pool. “Don't let me come inside you. Alright?”

“Just fuck me like I'm your personal whore.” I pulled his waist down until his cock pressed into me, I was in for a stretch. “Because I am.”

As his head parted my entrance, Craig was as gentle as he had always been with me. I took a deep breath and nodded at him. He pressed further inside, the first inch already making me close my eyes.

Craig rubbed my cheek and put his fingers in my hair. He kissed between my breasts to give me time to get used to it. He barely moved in further, then withdrew. I felt the gape slowly close up.

I opened my eyes again. “This time, just fuck the hell out of me.”

“You sure? I don't want to hurt you.”

My smile wasn't staying hidden and longer. “If it's too much, I'll get used to it. Let's just get that part over with.”

I should have known better. As Craig propped himself at the entry once again, I braced myself by gripping his biceps and holding on tight. I cried out, feeling the tension sink deeper inside. With a hard push, Craig had filled me to the breaking point.

His cock felt like a challenge. Unbearably painful at first, the longer he kept it in, the better it felt. When Craig finally pulled out a little and thrust back in, I fell in love with getting filled all the way up.

“I think you've gotten used to it.” Craig wrapped his arm around my back and plunged as far as my body would let him. I started moaning every time I felt his legs tense up, driving him back in to that perfect spot.

“Can you make me scream?” I couldn't help it. I wanted to know what making that kind of noise felt like. Judging by how tight I was, other me hadn't had any action in several months.

“Careful what you ask for.” Craig coiled back and struck the deepest part of my pussy with an angry jolt.

“Fuck!” I dug my nails into his skin. “That's it!”

Craig started wringing me out like a soaked towel, popping his body into mine hard enough to echo through the room. He pressed his palms into my shoulders, putting his entire body into each crash. My pussy had had enough. I let out a hard scream and pulled him into me.

He stopped, giving me a few seconds of rest. “You've got to work up to that.”

“You think I can't handle it?”

Craig pulled out completely. “You're a lot tighter and less experienced than I expected.”

I wasn't having that. “I don't think that's a problem, and I know more than you think.” Craig lied on his back beside me. I crawled on top, grabbing his cock behind my back. I made sure to rub my pussy against his abs, then did a teasing little shake.

“Then prove it.” Craig latched onto my waist, easing me onto his member. “If I think you did a good job, we'll finish off that way.”

Letting Craig down was the worst fate possible. I let his entire length slide back inside me. Craig pulled my hands in front of me and held them tight as I started bobbing up and down.

“It'll take more than that.” I let a grin peek out of the corner of my mouth as he finished, “You know exactly what I want.”

I started rocking back and forth, putting a slow emphasis into the front strokes. “Is that so?” I switched to putting pressure on the back strokes. “The look on your face is saying I don't.”

My hands broke free from Craig's. I propped myself against his chest, tossing myself side-to-side. Craig's head leaned back, giving me my time to shine.

Craig's chest heaved up and down. I kept going, hoping I could make him come on one hand, letting common sense have it's rebuttal on the other. I pulled one hand away to play with my clit, running the other up his neck.

I propped his chin up with a finger. A hard wiggle opened Craig's eyes.. “Are you close?”

“No.”

“Don't lie to me. You know you want to.” I circled my pussy with Craig all the way in. “But if you come inside me, we'll have a problem.”

“Just keep going.” Craig played with my breasts. “Come on my dick.”

I smiled and fluttered my hand down his chest. I took my bean between two fingers and rolled it between them. I let out a quick whimper and leaned over his face. “Your cock feels so big inside me. God, I kinda want you to come in my pussy.”

Craig pulled me harder into his hips. I felt that little shock in my clit I loved so much. As my walls pulsed against Craig's shaft, I knew I was getting close again.

I wasn't trying to be loud, but it happened. I was ready to come. Every corner of my pussy was full, and I couldn't tell if Craig was bluffing about not being ready himself.

My voice cracked and the sounds coming out of me got shorter and higher. Craig rubbed my thighs and ankles. “That's it. Come again.”

My pussy gave and contracted several times a second as the warmth grew in my hips again. I whimpered, and then pushed myself to rub my clit even faster. “Fuck!”

The full brunt of the orgasm sent me crashing into Craig's chest. I quivered and moaned with each convulsion. He hugged me close and whispered, “You did well. Keep that up, and you get a special reward.”

I struggled to catch my breath. The burning heat in my breasts forced me to rise up. Craig moved a lock of hair out of my face. I caught the tip of his thumb with my teeth, giving it a slow sucking motion. “Glad to see you're still here.”

But something didn't feel right. I let his thumb slip out of my mouth and I rolled off of Craig. Suddenly, I knew that everything I had just done was because he somehow got me to do what I'd never dreamt of doing.

Craig's grinned as he sat up. “You know what you want.”

“You're right, I do.”

“Then take it for yourself.”

That's what I wanted to hear. A switch flipped in my mind. Every reservation that I had was stripped away in an instant.

I rolled off the bed and got on my feet. I bent down for Craig, grabbing his wrists and leaning myself back. My master followed my lead, rising to the occasion in more ways than you can imagine.

Walking back, I pulled Craig with me. The satisfaction on his face grew with every step. I felt the cold surface of the wall on my back as Craig took his final place.

With his body pressed against mine, I waited for permission. I knew what I wanted, but I hadn't yet learned how to claim it. The heat of his breath on my forehead almost singed my skin, my sense of touch amplified like everything else I was experiencing.

“Well,” Craig asked, “what's the hold-up?” His cock pressed against me, way too high for reentry.

I grabbed onto his shoulders and wrapped one leg around Craig's knee. He supported me with a hard grip on my thighs. As his tip speared back inside me, I let out a gasp, already feeling the aggression in his thrust.

Craig let me settle down his length. My other leg wrapped around, holding me tight. He was balls-deep, but I didn't want such an easy ride.

My arms cradled around his neck as I whispered, “Just fuck me.”

He knew exactly what to do, ripping his body into mine like he was pissed at me. I gasped and moaned as he rushed in and out. The wall behind me heated grew hot from the friction.

I flexed my legs hard, trying to get just one more fraction of an inch out of him. Craig fell into a rhythm, perfectly timed with what my body wanted.

Every cell in my body wanted more. I let my voice fill the room. He took it exactly like I wanted, rushing himself inside me like the deepest part of my pussy was a punching bag.

I closed my eyes as the center of my universe pounded into me. Craig held me up, pushing me against those walls I vaguely remember helping him paint two years back. God, it still makes me want to drop to my knees and crawl.

That's when a shred of myself burst through. A twinge of panic hit me as I realized Craig was close to finishing off inside me. My two identities fought as I kept screaming, loving every stroke, but fearing the possible consequences.

It was too much for me to handle. My surrender broke and I opened my eyes. Craig paused for a second and asked, “Having second thoughts?”

I gulped and dug my fingernails into his upper-back. “You can't pull out like this.”

“And?”

“But you said—” My head felt like it was spinning, whirling like a stalled plane toward the ground. That nagging voice in the back of my mind faded. The thing is, I knew it was happening, and I didn't care one bit.

I was free of my old self. That reservation I had always kept about me suddenly felt like an anchor around my ankle. Craig had broken me free of it when I was on the verge of drowning, giving me that first gulp of air my body was screaming for.

He was even more determined than before. I hugged the back of his neck tight with one arm, running my free hand down to my clit. I felt the rush of his skin sliding past on the tips of my fingers. Craig was out to claim me without mercy.

I felt a few beads of sweat trace down, following the contours of my breasts. I pushed my head back against the wall and gasped. The feeling of total freedom under his control overwhelmed me.

“Yes!” I couldn't help myself. The force and girth cramming itself inside me was driving my entire being insane.

Craig started breathing heavier. I let my nails dig in a bit more. Nothing could stop what we had put in motion.

His grip on my ass and thighs tightened. I felt Craig get even harder. Before I knew what was going on, the whole experience had me on the edge again, desperate for the final completion of my new role.

But he wasn't done just yet. Craig was like a man reborn, full of new energy. His hips crashed into mine as my feet bobbed behind him. I buried my face in his neck and cried into his flesh. It only encouraged him.

I broke my lips away and shouted, “Harder!” My chin fell on his shoulder, feeling that tension in his muscles. One hard jolt collapsed my world even further.

That glorious tingle spread through my insides, pulsing out to the rest of my body in waves. I tensed up, gripping onto his body. The walls of my pussy tried locking on Craig's cock, gradually making him work harder for every drive toward rock bottom.

My jaws clenched as I screamed through my teeth. The heat consumed me as Craig grunted and pulled me even tighter. The air felt like ice, except for his breath. Craig exhaled against my skin, doing more than a nibble on my earlobe could ever do.

The rip of orgasm took hold, shocking me into barely realizing I was now on my knees. His hands closed around the sides of my head as my body tremored, and his cock entered my blissfully squealing mouth. Out of control as I was, I still managed to keep my tongue on the underside of his shaft, my lips sealing him in tight.

A thick, burning-hot explosion covered the back of my throat. The salty, otherwise indescribable flavor splashed back and covered my tongue. It made my climax that much harder, knowing I'd proven more than enough to keep him satisfied.

Craig's hands caressed against my temples. He knew I had served him well. Every shot of it proved just how much he loved it. I was the girl of his dreams, fulfilling his most deeply held fantasy, after all.

I let him finish, wanting all of it inside me, even if it wasn't exactly where I wanted it. I sucked hard after the final spurt, hoping to milk just a little more out of him. Part of his gift slid down my throat as I did, making me feel warm and tingly all over.

Giving him a few more teasing licks, I wanted him to know I still wanted more. But he'd need time to recover. And besides, we had plans to lay out.

Aside from keeping our scheme on the down-low, I already knew his bed was the one I wanted to hardly get any sleep in. The life of a sex-obsessed executive would be a busy one. But it was the only life I'd accept before five years were over.

I let him pull out, leaving a drip of cum on my lower lip. Staring up at Craig, I was beaming ear to ear. He brushed all the hair out of my face and said, “Sorry, but I know what'll really piss the other you off, and make her happy at the same time.”

The last of it went down as I swallowed. I put my hands between my thighs, trying to look innocent, like nothing had even happened. “Yeah?”

“If you make your goal early enough,” he looked as devilish as he did angelic, “I don't see any reason for her to realize we're expecting when she comes back.”

The thought of it already had me soaked again. Some faint aftershock of my climax hit me out of nowhere. I fought to keep hold of myself. “If that's your promise to me, I'll take it.”

I never could understand how she didn't love this man already.


I felt groggy, but the memory of going under was still fresh in my mind. I looked around, knowing I'd never seen this place before. Opulent, and definitely my kind of style, the bedroom was half the size of my house.

“Good morning.” Craig stood over me. His face almost looked like he was doting over me.

“Hi.” If anything, the sheets felt amazing against my skin.

“It's our five year anniversary.” He knew it was me already, handing me a copy of Feminine Empire Magazine. The date for the issue was a few months earlier than I expected, but I didn't expect the cover.

There, plain as day, was my raven-haired, green-eyed picture, with my hair cut just past my shoulders, and looking like I had a bit of a gut now. What the hell happened?

In the usual section for the feature story, the giant text read 'Young, Pregnant & Powerful: Expecting Financial Services CEO to Maintain Sudden Empire'.

Did she actually do this? “This isn't a joke, right?”

“Yeah, she made it to the top.” Craig flashed the gold band around his left ring finger. “And we're one of the most powerful couples in the world.”

“You crazy bastard. You didn't lie a bit back then.” I was flabbergasted.

Craig patted my stomach with a gentleness I can only describe as nurturing, several inches higher than I expected, based on the photo. “Three months from now, we get to meet our daughter.”

I don't know if it was hormones, the look on his face, or the realization I'd made it. Hell, it had to be all three. But I burst into tears.

His hands pulled one of mine off my face and held tight. Craig didn't say a word, giving me time to let it all out.

Sobbing the entire time, I asked, “So you did all of this for me?” Having hit the top, even the incoming baby made the realization even more joyous. “And why?”

Craig was on his knees, his eyes full of a mix of dread and hope. “I did it,” a sudden smile drew across his face, “because about a year before I gave you that necklace, I knew I loved you.”

And based on what he'd held up on his end, I knew it was as true as his promise five years prior. “That other me is something else. I didn't even dream of having a family unless I'd put myself on top of the world.” I knew I had left a major part out. “But I thought I'd be too old by that point, if I even got there at all.”

It made sense to both of us at the same time. Craig opened his mouth first. “Maybe she's the part of you that had to accomplish both in spades, instead of doubting yourself and compromising.”

My take on it was similar, but the way Craig had put it cast an airport spotlight on myself.I knew what would make this version of me happy, for the rest of all three of our shared existences.

“Craig, if you really loved this version of myself, I only ask one thing.”

“Name it.”

The way he didn't hesitate filled my heart with joy. “Give me one day a month, with no major decisions involved, to come out.” Having a rare moment of self-awareness of my true nature, I knew that doubting part of my personality would fuck everything up if left to run loose for very long. “Even if a year passes in twelve days for myself, I'll make that sacrifice.”

“That other you will be happy to hear that's what you want.” Craig had tears threatening to roll out of his eyes too. “She wanted to make sure the woman I fell in love with didn't hate herself.”

It hurt to even say it, but I had to ask, “Do you love her, or me?”

Craig smiled and put it best. “She told me last night, 'You fell in love with me, and I'll always be her. Make sure she knows that I'm only the her she knew she could be, if she only believed in herself and listened to her heart.”

“So she's the perfect me.” The deep pang of despair in my heart lasted for a split-second, but I knew this was the only way. “That's okay.”

“I can tell it bothers you.” The look in Craig's eyes told me exactly what I wanted to know. And then his voice did as well. “I love you in the exact way I love her, because you're both the Ivy I fell in love with.”

“How could you even say that?” I didn't want to believe it, but I couldn't help doing so. “She's so much more than I could ever be.”

Craig put it in a way that made every day after that pure Heaven. “If it weren't for you, she wouldn't exist.” Before he ran his hand between my legs, he added, “Tell yourself you'll understand you're thankful, but you'll stick around, aware of everything.”

By the time Gianna was born, healthy and beloved, that other self and I were the same identity. Except now, there was no disagreement or doubt in either of us. And we both loved and worshiped Craig, for how much he believed in our potential. Both individually and together.


HAREM GOLD 4

I stared back at Neve after she spilled the entire situation out at my feet. “Anything else I need to know?” The intense thirst from that romp with Stella and Cari had died down after my fourth glass of water.

Neve finally relaxed and talked at her normal pace again. “It's not just that the entire police department has it out for you.” She leaned with her ass against the counter, the yellow of her dress complementing the chocolate of her eyes and hair. “Does the name David Wood ring a bell?”

“Actually, yeah.”

“So you know he's running for mayor.”

“He cost me a job I liked, and I know he's out to get rid of places like this house.”

Neve's eyes opened wide. “How did you know about that?”

“One of his former campaign volunteers is probably asleep upstairs. Want me to get her for you?”

Now one of her brows dropped. “Sure...”


Neve followed me up. I thought she had to be wondering why two blondes in lingerie passed us in the hall, both of them whispering to each other. Then she said more in one sentence than you could fit on an entire page.

“You really are Walter's grandson.”

I looked back at her, not expecting the knowing grin on her face. “You knew Grandad well?”

“He's the reason I started working for Judd.”

“So you knew him before you started there. Do I want to know why?”

The grin turned wicked. “Probably not.”

I remembered the crowd at Grandad's funeral. Women made up the vast majority of the crowd, the wailing and crying getting loud enough toward the end of the service that the pastor had to stop for a moment. “You were in the front row, right beside Judd at the service.”

As we passed by Alyssa's room, Neve quipped, “That was my room all through college.”

Before we got to Gwen's door, I had to know one thing. “So, how many other girls lived here with you?”

“There were seven of us in total, but we'd come and go as our contract with the watch demanded. When we achieved what we wanted, we knew it was time to move on.”

I had to wonder where Grandad had slept since there were only seven bedrooms, and why I never saw girls trotting about the place. But a more pressing question shot to the front of my mind. “So what'd it promise you?”

“I completed the deal with it, so I can tell it now.” Her eyes darted to my pocket, like she was checking to make sure she had permission from the watch. “Ever since I was little, I wanted to be a paralegal.”

“You sure it didn't sell you short and you asked to be a lawyer instead?”

“And take on all that stress? Are you daft?”

I thought I might have insulted her. “Sorry, but that's not a job kids usually aspire to.”

“It's what my mother still does, and she loves it as much as I do.”

“Understandable, I guess.” I rapped my knuckles against Gwen's door. “You up?”

From the other side, I heard, “Yeah.”

“I've got someone who wants to talk to you.”

“Come on in.”

As we walked in, Gwen's white, see-through nightie made my nuts crackle. The way she dressed had changed as much as her personality, even if she did still go to a different church. “This is Neve, and I think you can tell her a few things about David Wood.”

“Like what?” Gwen sat on the edge of the mattress, lifting her knees on pointed toes. “It's not like I've spoken with him since I moved in.”

Neve was already ahead of me. “Who are his biggest campaign contributors?”

“My old pastor, for one. He's how I learned about the campaign, and who urged me to volunteer.”

“And he's got the rest of the church as involved?”

Gwen nodded her head.

“How big is the congregation?”

“Several hundred, if not over a thousand.”

Neve turned to me, looking like she'd lost a bit of hope. “This is bad.”

“Like, how bad?”

“If Wood wins, it'll be hell to save this house from the wrecking ball, and I know they'll try to stiff you on compensation.”

I'd still have enough left from the family trust to live damn comfortably somewhere else, but Nash Manor been the family rock for more than two centuries. “They'd have to demolish the place around me.”

A flash of an idea glinted in her eyes. “Judd's gonna owe me big for this one.”

“Why? You can't do it all yourself.”

“Show me the watch. I want to see if it'll make another deal with me.”

Whether it was dedication to her work or she enjoyed living here that much, I didn't know. “You don't have to go that far. I'm sure you and Judd can figure something else out.”

“You don't get it.” Neve grabbed my arm and then forced my hand into my pocket. “When you take the watch's bargain, it gives you the kind of drive that motivational speakers promise but never deliver.”

“And I'm sure you remember what it makes you do.” Not that I wasn't already getting hard at the idea of it. “I can't force that on you.”

“You're not. It's the watch that does it. You're just the lucky bastard who gets the benefits.”

Gwen interrupted before I could object again. “She's right. I finally started working toward—” Gwen's hands slapped one over the other across her mouth. She pulled them down and added, “I almost messed up.”

If Neve was going into another deal willingly, I owed her a chance to do what she wanted. “I'll pull it out, but only if you promise me one thing.”

Her eyes locked on mine. “Shoot.”

“You can't just wish to save this house. Get something for yourself out of the deal.”

“I'll have to take whatever it offers me, but I know it won't offer that exactly, because you'd know what the offer was.”

I pulled the watch out of my pocket and dangled it by the chain. “You're sure you want to do this?”

Neve's plump lips straightened as she nodded. “Yeah, because it might be your only hope.”

I hope like hell you're thinking about yourself, too. “Fine.” I opened the hinge and exposed the face.

A smile gradually drew across her face. “I accept.”

I looked at Gwen, noticing the same kind of blissful expression in her. It was like she'd heard what the watch offered Neve, and she loved the hell out of it. “It's all gonna turn out okay.”

She had my full attention now. “Say what?”

That fresh-out-of-the-revival-tent fervor was in her eyes again. “I can't talk about it, but I know she'll keep us safe.”

Neve's facial expression was a little more unsettling. “You look like you just got an order to kill someone.”

The voice I was used to hearing when I phoned my attorney responded with, “No, but I know what to do now. The path forward is plain as day.” She took one step closer to me as that smile stretched across her entire face.

“If Grandad got in your pants, I'm not sure how I feel about this.”

“He never did. Not everything was about sex with him. Walter liked helping people, and that's why he chose you over Alan.”

The rumors about the wild parties all stemmed from the sixties and seventies, well before my time, but I had to know one thing. “Why did he take you in?”

Neve looked dumbfounded at the question. “You didn't know?”

“Know what?”

She shook her head like I was the world's thickest dumbass. “The watch only makes deals on behalf of people who want the best for others. That's exactly why your grandfather passed it all to you.”

“Is there anything he told you that I don't know?”

Neve's face went stone-cold-sober. “Plenty, but I'm not sure you're ready to hear it all yet.”

As one of Grandad's girls, Neve probably had more to tell me than Stella could ever dig up. “What can you tell me, right now?”

“Walter knew exactly what would happen when after he died. From your girlfriend and her friends, Alan teaming up with David Wood, right up to me making a new contract with the watch. He'd be proud of you, though.”

“Hold up.” I grabbed Neve by the wrist and then jerked my head to get Gwen to come over. “What's this about Wood?”

“Walter had a son who disagreed with your family legacy even existing. His first wife got her wish and left, raising his first-born outside of the family. That boy grew up to disown his father and take on another name.”

“You're shitting me.”

Gwen looked as shocked as I was when she got next to us. “So you mean, my old boss should have inherited what Ryan has...”

“Walter knew he'd destroy everything. From what I've heard, if he's elected, he wants Alan to be police chief. It'd be almost impossible to stop them if that happens.”

It was an entire campaign, tailor-made to erase the Nash legacy from existence. “If Wood doesn't want anything to do with this place, why do everything he can to destroy it?”

Gwen already knew the answer. “This house even existing is a sin in his eyes, like it's a stain upon the town and his own past.”

Stella had already informed me it was a candidate for the oldest structure in the county, but this house was more than a former whorehouse or a historic building I happened to live in. “So what's our next move?”

Neve broke out of my grasp and turned for the door. “I move back in, but I guess my old room's taken.”

“Yeah, Alyssa's got it.”

She opened the door, heading that way. Her voice trailed off down the hall as she said, “That's fine, you've still got free rooms.”


Three weeks passed without much incident. I was already busy enough keeping the five I had before Neve satisfied, and her being one of Grandad's girls put a little squick into all those fantasies I'd had about her. For the most part, she just happened to live here again.

I'd settled into a chair in what I'd converted into a makeshift home theater, flipping through channels on the first television this house had ever had. Thankfully I'd just had to run the cable through the basement instead of tearing out walls.

The local news station was on my list of channels to skip through, but something about it's flash on the screen caught my attention. David Wood was at a podium across from his opponent, our current mayor, Melissa Stepp. Her MILFy charm set her apart from my secret uncle's fire and brimstone preacher facade.

Already underway, the debate few people would bother watching careened through topics. Garbage pickup fees, proper speed limits, and fire department spending ate a few minutes until a question about the university threw everything into strange territory.

Stepp finished delivering a milquetoast answer supporting the school and the business it brings to town, but then Wood cleared his throat.

“Our university poses a hidden problem for our town, in which women far outnumber men among the student body.”

The moderator couldn't believe what he was hearing. “Excuse me, Mr. Wood, are you claiming that women attending higher education is a problem?”

“In part, yes, but that's not the point I'm trying to make. In universities such as ours, this should mean that men have a higher sexual opportunity, but that isn't true for a good portion of male students.”

What the fuck is he going on about?

“A small minority of men claim multiple partners for themselves, leaving a portion of males sexually frustrated. As well, the women are frustrated that they can't find a committed relationship. Something has to change to solve this problem for these outcast males.”

Our mayor couldn't believe it either. “Is this really how you're spending your time on this question, David?”

“But what about the rights of these involuntarily celibate men, Mayor Stepp?”

“I thought you were a proponent of abstinence.”

“I am, but that would be in an ideal world. This is based on reality. ”

Mayor Stepp shook her head at the moderator. “Can we get the debate back on topic, please?”

Wood couldn't help adding in another jab. “But this isn't only a problem on college campuses. Even in the general population, this occurs. How else do you explain so many single-parent households in our community?”

The moderator failed at his job. “If you are elected mayor, Mr. Wood, how would you address that issue?”

“The hierarchy among men has to be broken down to redistribute sexual activity for more equal outcomes.”

Stepp just about lost her mind pointing out the contradiction it posed with his economic stance. “You say this, as you propose cutting programs in our city that help the poor, on the grounds that equality of opportunity should not mean equality of results!”

I'd never studied politics, but even I knew Wood was proposing a sexual version of Marxism, while pillorying the philosophy in every other way. I was lost in thinking how insane my uncle had to be, not noticing the door opening behind me.

He bit his lip and retorted, “Growing up the child of a single mother, I know the damage this sexual dynamic does to the family unit.”

“So my opponent is proposing enforced monogamy, is that right, David?”

“Home occupancy limits would break up certain dynamics that are happening in town. That's what I'm saying.”

Neve's voice almost put my head through the ceiling. “He's talking about us, you know.”

“I can't believe his grudge against Grandad is part of his policy. That's some of the craziest shit I've heard in my life.” With the debate settling back into a drab question about fixing potholes, I focused on Neve. “What if this lunatic wins?”

“We're screwed if he does, but that's why I've talked Judd into doing a little digging into his past.”

“Has he found anything?”

“Aside from being disowned from your grandfather, David's made his money slumlording around the college.”

“That's funny. He's against college students doing what they do, as he provides off-campus housing to them. Maybe he should tell those frustrated males to get a haircut, work out every now and then, and stop blaming everyone but themselves.”

Neve bent over to put her face right in front of mine. “Blaming others for his problems is his entire platform, but your problem is, you're the only person alive he can hang his blame on.”

“And I've never even met the guy.” I couldn't help summing up my thoughts on the entire matter. “I thought The Handmaid's Tale was a work of fiction, not an instruction manual.”

“That's not exactly how it went in that book, but I get your point. He says men have a right to sexual activity, while he calls women who have it sluts out of the other side of his mouth.”

I felt kinda dumb for getting caught using a book I'd never read to support an argument. “Either way, it's not like I'm this big alpha stud. I just happen to have that damn watch.”

“You're attractive enough to get a girl like Cari, even without a fortune.” Neve jabbed me in the shoulder with a fist. “And, you know, now you're rich with six women living under your roof. What better scapegoat could he find?”

“But I didn't choose for my life to end up like this.” Although I wasn't complaining about it. “He's like all the rest of these wannabe moral crusaders. They can't mind their own fucking business and let people live their lives however they see fit.”

I glanced back at the TV and noticed the debate was winding down with final statements. Wood was already halfway through his own.

“But that's why I'm running for mayor. For too long, immorality and apathy to it have plagued this town. My estranged father, Walter Nash, was a perfect example of this.”

Now Neve was paying attention too. “I didn't think he'd mention your grandfather. He's out for blood.”

“It's thicker than water, but thinner than venom, I guess.”

Neve's face went serious out of nowhere on me. “I can't believe the watch wants me to tell you this.”

“Well, spit it out. That sudden change of tone was weird.”

“Walter, he...” It was like the coming words were the last ones she'd ever want to say. “He offered me a contract with the watch, because he wanted me to be available for you.”

“Available?”

“You know, in case you hadn't found someone to marry and produce an heir.”

“No way.” I feigned a smile, hoping she'd laugh at the joke.

Neve didn't. “I'm serious. That's why I was the only one he refused to touch. I knew I'd get a free ride through college, if only I made myself available when the time came.”

“Well, that time's come and gone. You don't have to anymore.” Even with everyone else around, there was no way in hell I was getting rid of Cari. I'd even bought a bigger ring to propose to her with.

“I remember when Walter told me about you two hooking up and it getting serious pretty quickly. It was hard to tell if he was happy or sad about that.”

“Well, what did you think about it?”

“At the time, I wasn't sure. Yeah, I was supposed to marry into money, but I had no idea who you were aside from pictures he had.”

“Be glad it wasn't Alan, in any case.”

Her fuck-me-magenta lips smiled again. “Yeah, considering how he cussed me in the office. He's a psycho prick.”

“Alan's always been that way, even when we were little.” I'd already told Neve and the others several stories about the guy. “He's not gotten any better with age.”

“It's funny, though. I came back here anyway.”

The fact that she was still in my face caught up to me. “So what's this about?”

“To get what I want this time, I've got to stay here again.”

I couldn't know what her reward was, but I knew what the watch's standard duties were for residents at this place. “So you're coming on to me, is that it?”

“I have to pull my weight somehow.”

My pulse drummed in my ears. “You don't have to.” But I'd have gladly accepted the offer. She was the model-quality brunette I'd dreamed of fucking since we met.

Her hands slid onto my knees as she bent down a little lower. If it weren't for that damn bra, I'd have seen everything. “Do you want me to?”

I kept my hands gripped on the arms of the chair. “I'm not stopping you. Take it as far as you please.”

“It's only fair to let you know how far the watch wants me to go.” Her ass rose into view as she had to look up at me. “I still have to produce an heir for you. Three boys as candidates, from three different women. That's what the watch requires.”

“What?” It was the first I'd heard about any of this.

“The owner gets to choose the next, assuming he's met the condition. Otherwise, the watch loses its power, just like if any of us touch it.”

As her fingers danced along my zipper, I knew why Grandad hadn't laid everything out for me in the letter. “He was betting on you coming around to explain it all.” Clever bastard.

“Maybe. You know he was never direct about anything.” She jerked the zipper down and then felt around until she found the prize. “Well, aren't you excited.”

I couldn't help putting my hands on her. As I worked the bra with my left, my right eased her head down.

Neve's hands replaced mine on the arms of the chair, hovering herself like she was doing push-ups with the front half of her body. Her lips were pure luxury as she closed them around my shaft.

Why the hell didn't I try getting in her pants sooner? A misplaced sense of honor and decency, most likely. When a girl lives here, she's the heir's to use as he sees fit.

Her tongue grazed my tip a few times. As her hands worked the button of my jeans and tugged at the waist, I felt the soft wisps of her curls brushing against my thighs. Everything about Neve screamed that she was purpose-built for sucking dick.

My shoulders jerked with a cold chill when she took me in all the way, lingering there until I was on the verge of moaning. My teeth clattered and my breath shuddered in fits. My mind couldn't handle one of its created fantasies turning out even better than it imagined.

The warmth around my cock went away as soon as I could fully appreciate it. Neve was in my face again. “Easy, I didn't think you were an early-comer.”

“I'm not.” I grinned to let her know I thought it was that damn good.

“Wanna guess how long it's been for me?”

“Considering Grandad never touched you, at least four years.”

Neve licked the corners of her mouth. “Five. I'd been out of here for almost a year when Walter passed, and I had to save myself for you-know-who.”

For a girl like her, five years wasn't just a dry spell. Capable of getting any man she wanted, it couldn't have been easy. “Sorry.”

“I'm glad I did. It was part of my deal with the watch.”

“So I avoided you for three weeks, for no reason whatsoever.”

Neve slid the white pencil skirt down and crawled into my lap, sidesaddle with her legs over an arm of the chair. The gap between her thighs was as hot as her mouth, the golden triangle giving me skin on two sides, and yellow silk that didn't feel much different on the other. “Yeah, you did.”

I helped her with the buttons of her blouse. The matching bra and pantie set finally come into full view as I freed her arms from the sleeves. The frilliness and bright color of it it was a good contrast from what the others showed off in.

I let her stand up, watching her hands dip behind her back. With a quiet snip, the bra fluttered like a leaf of the same color. Neve's twins weren't as massive as Gwen's, but the round perkiness with which they stood out from her body had its own charm.

“I noticed what everyone else did down there, so I hope it's okay if I fell in line.” Neve scooted the waistband down to where you expected to see hair. As she pushed it the rest of the way down, you wouldn't have known she ever had any down there. “Brazillians aren't cheap, but the results are worth it.”

Fuck yeah, they are! Without the risk of stubble-burning my face, I had to get my head between her thighs. Neve was the kind of girl with fuckable lips and a kissable cunt.

She finished sliding her panties the rest of the way down, stepping her black stilettos out with more grace than should be legal. Not bothering to undo the straps, Neve settled back into my lap. The soft, slick folds of her pussy burned against my dick as they parted around it.

“You wanna do away with the foreplay bullshit and get right to it?”

Like I was pulling my heart out, it hurt to ask the necessary question. “Birth control?”

Her arms wrapped around the back of my neck as she leaned her face close again. “None.”

Fuck. I didn't have a condom on me or even in the room, despite stashing them around the house in just case this exact situation would happen. During the renovations of the room, I hadn't even thought to hide a few in there again.

“You're still dressed, but I'm not wearing anything but heels and makeup. It's almost like I want this, don't you think?” Neve jerked her hips forward, forcing the head of my shaft into that furnace she called her cunt.

“But you know you're being controlled. I can't imagine being okay with that, if I were you.”

Neve snuggled closer as she pushed herself down, cramming me in a little deeper than just the tip. “It's not like I won't get something out of it. We all agreed to follow orders to get what the watch offered us.”

Every bit of contact between us felt like she was running a dangerous fever. “But still, I can't ignore the fact that you're being forced into doing this.”

“It delivered on its offer the first time. Do you think I'd make a deal with it again if it didn't?” Neve eased herself down until I was in her to the hilt. The total relaxation in her expression reminded me of stock photos of a deep-tissue massage.

My ability to argue was just about gone. “But is it right?”

“Does it feel wrong, right now?” Neve shifted herself and whimpered a little. “I know the answer, so shut up and fuck me already.”

It sealed my fate. As Neve raised herself up enough that I could feel the inside of her body slide against my staff, the tightness of five years of neglect blew my fucking mind. She'd been saving herself for me all that time, and I was totally fucking clueless.

I enjoyed the ride until Neve had worked the motions from tip to base. She stopped moaning long enough to tell me the real goal. “I was given to you before even that girlfriend of yours, so I think it's only right you knock me up, first.”

It jarred my family's history back into the forefront of my mind. Grandad had been married once, that much I knew, but never to my the mothers of my dad or Alan's father. My rational mind tried parsing the oddity of our family tree.

Neve took advantage of my shock, romping herself up and down my shaft as her cheeks reddened. The human equivalent of a tuned Ferrari was doing everything she could to give me an heir. With the argument she was making for her case without saying a word, I wasn't ready to shrug off the idea.

Her tits rested on my shoulders as she lifted herself up. Barely inside her, I felt Neve's cheek against my own. “I want you to fuck me.”

She rose a bit more, leaving my dick feeling like a fish on a frozen shore. I looked around the room as she stood back up. The antique buffet table against the back wall was perfect.

I followed Neve as I walked out of my clothes. She had the same idea as myself, stepping with purpose as I fought myself out of my shirt. From the seat to the buffet, there was a trail like my outfit had caught fire.

She backed against the edge and gripped it with her fingers. Neve hopped herself up and lied down as her legs spread, begging me to rush back inside her. Getting my first real view of what she had to offer, I was outright enchanted.

I explored around with my tip, intoxicated with how the lips seared against my skin. Patting my thumb over her clit made Neve's thighs shiver. She gave every sign that she was ready to breed.

“What's the holdup?” The feral look on her face said more than her words ever could. “My boss can't keep his practice open forever.”

“He knows?”

“Everything.” Neve pulled at my sides, plunging me deep in her. “When I have to take off for maternity leave, that's his time to retire. Walter already worked it out for him.”

I wanted to think about how much of an ornery bastard my grandfather really was, but the passage between her thighs demanded more attention than a cardiac event. Christ, I should have put a towel under her. All that excess wetness was making it too easy to start plowing with all I had.

Neve screamed like a fabled siren as I lunged hard. The long stretch of vowels were far too easy to translate. Just the idea of me finishing inside her was driving her mad.

But Cari's gonna fuck me up for not making her the first. Not that the order of who I bred mattered for succession. Or maybe I'll have her join in with us next time and have an 'oops' moment.

My status with my girlfriend only held my attention long enough to slow me down. I savored the graze of Neve's pussy against my shaft during entry. The only thing that topped it was the grip as I pulled away.

Her lips parted as I wrapped my hands around the thinnest part of her waist. The clean line of cunt I was plunging into demanded I keep violating it. When her legs closed, I hoisted those elegant calves onto my shoulders.

Neve held her hands up to me, wrapping her fingers around my own. She couldn't have looked any happier. Since her new deal with the watch, the desire to do its bidding had to be all-consuming.

“Just like that!” Her neck tensed and strained to keep her voice from getting out of control. “Harder!”

Up top and still not calling the shots, I knew how I'd really wanted to bang her in my fantasies. I pulled out and stole my own hands back.

Pointing at the floor to get her up, I said, “I know what I really want out of this.”

As she rose, Neve's voice wavered. “And what's that?”

I waved my pointed finger in a circle. Watching her body on display as she turned around, I knew what her figure advertised under clothes was all an understatement. Any man who saw her first in a bikini would have known love at first sight.

Neve pressed her hands flat against the surface and arched her waist forward. With her shoulders and ass as far back as they could go, I couldn't contain myself.

Drawing me like a magnet toward a mountain of steel, I snaked one hand between her arms from behind. My other had my cock back in her within a second. I slid it deep and felt her take one of my fingers in her mouth.

She played around with her tongue exactly like she had with the erection buried deep in her. The plush orb of her breast made me flex my arm, giving it a gentle squeeze.

With the first dozen thrusts, I had her whimpering through shut lips. My finger backed out of her mouth, ready to get its own tit action. Both of my hands drank them in, dashing the suspicion I had about those puppies being fake.

I ducked my hips and lunged myself all the way into that juicy promised-land. Her nipples hardened against my palms as I squeezed with my fingers for leverage. All it did was give me plenty of jiggle to enjoy and make Neve moan her approval.

From behind and in a frenzy over what I was doing inside her, Neve seemed like even more of a goddess than ever. It all drove an electric pulse through my chest, like I was doing what nature had intended me to do since birth. Goosebumps filled my arms as I pulled her back against my abs and buried my face in her neck.

The vibrations in her throat translated against my lips, letting my mouth feel what my ears heard. I kept rutting away, loving how she was the perfect height for fucking standing up in those heels. I let a hand come up to meet my face, caressing the front of her throat as Neve screamed out in agonized bliss.

She was already deep in that fun borderland between sanity and climax, ready to cross over. All she needed was a little extra oomph out of me. I wasn't so sure I wanted her to come yet, but the girl was on a mission.

Letting go of her with my hands, I watched Neve melt back onto the buffet. Her ass lifted as she pressed her breasts against the surface. I couldn't help giving it a healthy slap, forcing her cries to fill the room again.

Something about the tiny lift of her pussy and the sound of her voice crossed my wires. My breath caught in my chest as I felt myself give Neve that extra drive she was begging for. The buffet scooted with every clash of our bodies.

I thought I had myself under control. Neve was screaming for even more, her torso and arms sprawled over the antique wood. It chipped away at my resolve with every rush of my dick through her cunt.

Out of nowhere, her voice stopped like her heart had as well. I kept going, feeling her walls grip like new tires on hot asphalt. Then, as suddenly as she went silent, Neve's head shot up as she tried to scream, “Fucking coming!”

Her hands beat against the buffet as I felt her body shift and quiver around my cock. I knew what happening, even though my mind was frying. I was firing like a dropped pistol.

I plowed in deep, gushing my load like I was trying to fill buckets. Giving as much as my could throw at the goal, I expected to hollow myself out any second. My mind wanted to be against it, but instincts and the drive of legacy are powerful things.

Neve's body stayed tense until I forced one more spurt. If someone made a drug that could make a person feel like I did in those final seconds all the time, I'd be an instant addict. Luckily, I was given glimpses of it as often as I felt the need.

My cock tried to stay hard, but it was half-flaccid by the time I almost had it out. The gift I'd left flooded her with new warmth, the creaminess sticking to my skin.

I drew a breath and stepped back. The white drop in her entrance stared back as what I'd done finally hit me. If her body was even the least bit inclined, it was bound to be a baby-maker.

Neve gasped as she rose up, feeling the goodness between her thighs. “I thought I'd need to lie down to make sure it takes, but I think there's plenty.”

“All it'll take is one of my fellers reaching the goal.” I felt some of the color leaving my face. Yep, Cari's gonna blow a fuse when she finds out.


That 'woopsie-doodle' moment with Cari present had already come and gone. The thing nobody tells you about trying for a kid is, every time you meet the girl you're trying to breed, it carries some nervousness with it. Like Russian roulette, but with a womb instead of a revolver.

But with the election drawing close and police activity picking up again, I had plenty of other things to worry about. Paperwork to declare the house an official landmark would make further improvements even more of a pain, but it would give us a better chance in case my uncle took office. And Stella's research project was a major part of that application.

I stood over her as she filled out the form. By this point, I figured Stella knew more about this place than Grandad did. And I've never been one to do paperwork, being a former construction grunt and all.

Fingers rapped against the door of the office. I stepped over and opened it up. It was Neve, still dressed in the sexy secretary getup she always sported.

“Good, it's you. Can you translate some of the legalese on these forms? Stella can't figure it out, and hell if I can either.”

“Sure.” The warm smile on her face hinted at the news. I couldn't shake the feeling that one of our many romps in the past month had the desired effect.

Neve walked over and took the offending sheet from Stella's hand. Neve leaned on one leg and put a hand on her waist as she read. “Compliant with the structure's historical fascia, as deemed suitable by the landmark committee.”

“Which means?”

“You'll be handing how the outside of the house looks over to some old men who meet once a month in city hall. Better replace those drafty windows before they look at this.”

“I don't have that kind of time here.”

Neve looked back down at the paper. “And a blueprinting survey shall be completed by a licensed architect. You sure you want people knowing about the backup rooms?”

My eyebrows crept up. “Backup rooms?”

“Where everyone stayed when you and Alan came over. I can't believe Judd never told you about it.” She walked over to the desk and reached for the ornate light fixture. With a slight pull at the bronze neck, I heard something clack in the bookcase to her left.

Neve pulled on one side of the case as it swung out from the wall.

It was right out of a cliched Agatha Christie novel. “Really, a hidden room behind a bookcase?”

Neve shrugged her shoulders at me. “It's as old as the house. They weren't trying to be original back then.”

Stella shot up like she'd just eurakaed herself into the cure for cancer. “No way! I didn't find anything about this in all my research.”

Neve grinned and held the secret door open for us. “And Ryan,” she let Stella head on in, “I think you know what I've got to say.”

I pointed at her stomach and cocked my head. “Yeah, I figured as much.” The sheer bulk of my attention had been thrown her way for the past month, so it wasn't a shocker.

With a few steps to close the distance, she hugged me like we hadn't seen each other in years. “Congrats. If it's a boy, you're one third of the way to completing your duties.”

And now Cari's gonna be jealous as fuck, which she'll take out on me. With my girlfriend being the over-compensating type... Lucky me.


HAREM RING 2:

KELSEY'S PRICE

It had been slow that afternoon, just like any other weekday. The only two through the door were already up the intermediate wall, one girl average looking. The other, however, piqued my interest better than enjoying a blowjob while eating a rack of ribs.As easy as the ring made life, I still had to work for a living like everyone else. Coaching at the rock climbing gym didn't pay well. At least, not until my inheritance made getting hefty tips a cinch.

It had been slow that afternoon, just like any other weekday. The only two through the door were already up the intermediate wall, one girl average looking. The other, however, piqued my interest better than enjoying a blowjob while eating a rack of ribs.

Real estate agents in between sales calls were frequent visitors, but these two were new. I could tell the spare was better at the game, driving herself and her hot friend in a damn nice SUV. She'd be good for another generous tip, at least.

But Kelsey had ass for days, shaped just perfect for those black yoga pants that hugged her like a second skin. As a belay, you're never supposed to take your eye off of someone on-rope. I was watching her ass like a starving hawk.

I didn't expect any money from her, but I did have a request in mind. As her foot slipped from one of the tricky spots, I tugged the rope and halted her fall. The harness tightened around her thighs, sticking her perfect rear out like a beacon. Stopping myself from yelling, “Nice ass!” to some customers had always been an issue working there.

Kelsey had enough, her flats made more for fashion than gaining traction on a foothold. She was a good thirty feet up and nervous. “Feed yourself rope and get horizontal. The harness will hold you. Walk down, don't jump.” Jumpers were always an issue, smacking their shins against a jut in the wall because they think action movies are instructional videos on rappelling down a rope. The ring also made cutting that crap out a matter of giving the instruction once.

Every careful step Kelsey took brought her petite, yet generous roundness closer. I wanted it for myself.

As she made the last few steps down I asked, “So what do you do for a living?” I knew already because of the vinyl sign on her friend's Lexus, but it did the job.

“I'm a realtor. Mainly with rentals.”

It was an in. “I'm looking for an upgrade from the place I'm at now. Have anything good off the top of your head?” I gave it a quick thought before she could answer. “Anything for rent out in the country? Some privacy would be awesome.”

Kelsey finally had her feet on the safety mat. I pulled the rope through the descent device as she said, “There's a place fifteen miles from here that's perfect.” She sounded hesitant.

“I'm off at five and I can be there with my girlfriend by six. You available tonight?” It was short notice, but I knew Angela wouldn't be as happy with my apartment if she weren't under the ring's influence. It tingled around my finger, just like it always did when I looked after the wishes of others.

“What's your range on the rent?”

I'd gone from maybe fifty dollars a week in tips to clearing several hundred a day. “Anywhere from the four-fifty I pay now to a grand at the most.”

I could tell she was getting ready to high-ball. “Nine-fifty is what the owner wants, no utilities paid.”

Out of my range, but I knew better than to trust anyone with a financial interest in not telling the truth.

“Give me an address, and we'll see you there in a few hours.”


Angela and I showed up a couple of minutes late. It was a nice A-frame, surrounded by a hayfield ringed by thick trees. And only one neighbor barely in sight. Peace and quiet was definitely an upgrade from the student slum I'd settled on before.

Kelsey stood beside her little Toyota, legs and arms crossed. She'd already changed, trading in those wonderful yoga pants and tank top in for a white blouse and pencil skirt. Even her hair had come out of that ponytail I made her wear, just to avoid a free haircut should she have gotten a lock caught between the rope and the descender.

I was even more impressed with her already. Kelsey was the perfect complement to the wonderful scenery Angela so generously provided. But I wanted to know what else she could do for me. I just had to figure out what I could do for Kelsey to strike a deal.

I parked and got out. As I smiled and pulled the tail of my shirt down, the ring chimed in. You're very close to what she wants. Watch how she presents the house.

Angela was ready to make a friend, already trotting ahead of me. Those cut-off jeans barely kept her ass contained. I already knew what I wanted besides a bigger place to live.

“Hi, I'm Angela. Adam told me you thought this place would be perfect.” She took Kelsey's hand and gave it a quick squeeze. “I like it already.”

“It's four bedroom, two and a half bath. But don't expect the world of it. It's a vacation house the owner can't use anymore, so it may need a little work.” They definitely weren't the words of an agent wanting to move a rental.

I put my mind in touch with the ring. “Care to tell us why you don't sound too excited? Anything we should know before going in there?”

“I'm not supposed to tell you this, but the owner will go as low as five hundred a month. I really wanted to steal it for myself.” Defeat was all over her face. I felt bad for her, but it didn't mean someone had to end the meeting unhappy.

“I know a way to make this work for everyone.”

Angela took my arm in her own. “What are you talking about?”

I made sure to address both of them as the ring heated up. “There's plenty of room for all of us, and five hundred split up two ways is less than what I thought I'd be paying.” Angela didn't work, but I made sure to replace Stuart as a sugar daddy. She earned her keep in her own way.

It was on Kelsey. “Let's head inside. We can talk about that after you see the place.”

Give Angela what she wants, and give Kelsey what she wants. Great rewards await if you do. I couldn't argue with it. Life had already turned around for me, but I wasn't willing to settle for 'pretty awesome.' I was chasing dreams at that point.

We followed Kelsey onto the redwood deck. She unlocked the front door and held it open for us as she said, “Well, let's take a look.”

I wiped my shoes on the doormat. “How many square feet?”

Angela stepped in as Kelsey shut the door behind herself. Kelsey looked at me and said, “Eighteen-hundred.”

Plenty for my tastes, but I glanced over at Angela. She was already smiling, excited enough over the living room already bigger than my entire apartment. “I like it so far.”

Kelsey walked us through the kitchen and on to the dining room. There was a little age and wear to the place, but it wasn't nearly as bad as she had warned. A good weekend and a few cans of wood polish would have had the place in far better shape.

She came to the spiral staircase. “Three of the bedrooms are down here, but the master bath and bedroom are up this way.”

I motioned for Kelsey and Angela to go first, not necessarily out of courtesy. The tight spiral guaranteed a bitch of a time moving, but it did give me a great view on the way up. Before I hit the last step, I was harder than the cast iron handrail.

The landing in front of the master suite was bigger than my current living room. I was already imagining a furniture layout for the spot, everything being a great platform for getting busy as the first criteria. And with three other bedrooms, Angela and I had room to grow our 'family' beyond just adding Kelsey.

We walked through the open doorway and into the bedroom. The ceiling peaked with the roof, bare cedar beams crossing the whole expanse gave it the feel of a stadium. Even empty, the built-in bench lining the entire back wall of windows already gave the room an option.

I stepped over to the view around back. The sun wasn't quite setting, but it was getting close. Seeing the picket line of trees, the sun peeking above and bathing everything in gold, inspired me to close some kind of deal.

Turning to Kelsey, I grinned and said, “Five fifty per month just to cut the owner some slack, and all three of us should take it.” I felt the ring warm up to my request.

Kelsey's eyes lost their despair. “I wouldn't be intruding, would I?”

“Shit no!” Hell, she was one of the selling points in the deal. “Besides, Angela's taken a liking to you.”

“But we just met. Shouldn't the two of you discuss having a roommate?” She was too polite, probably even for her own good.

The ring started to heat beyond comfort. At the time, two people at once was my limit of influence. “It's alright, just relax and enjoy the hospitality. Angel, show her how we get along at our place.”

Angela smiled and looked at me. “You mean...”

I winked and nodded. “You got it.”

Angela wrapped her arms around Kelsey's waist from behind. Kelsey jumped a little at first, and then eased into the embrace. I was happy to be the bystander so far, if only to see how this experiment with the ring would work.

The skirt began to slide down, revealing the laciest pair of white panties I'd ever seen. Kelsey put her hand on Angela's face, leaning her neck back for my girlfriend's nuzzling. Still hard from the primo view of their asses on the way upstairs, I took a seat on the bench and watched the show.

Each a perfect score on the final exam for hot, Angela and Kelsey merged together into a firestorm of raw sex appeal. My lungs almost collapsed as Angela got to work on the buttons on Kelsey's top. The pencil skirt hit the floor and our new friend stepped out of it.

Kelsey's hands went back, tugging against Angela's tiny shorts. I propped a foot up on a knee, observing my handiwork like a big-budget movie made just for me, and me alone. “You two should enjoy each other.”

Angela pulled herself away from Kelsey's neck, giving me that come-hither wave of her finger. I shook my head. She pouted a little, then went right back to work, dropping her cut-off denim around those legs I loved so much.

It was Kelsey's move as she turned to face my blonde goddess. She let the blouse fall off her shoulders, down her arms, and then onto the floor. Angela pulled the tank top over her head, leaving them both stripped with just one layer remaining.

The match was set with a brunette in white, the blonde in black. I could see Angela sizing Kelsey up, taking the lead role with every move. As for myself? Choosing between the two on a normal day would have been an impossible task, but in that moment, it would have been torture to leave either behind.

I caught Angela sneaking ahead, running a hand down the front of Kelsey's lace panties. She was smooth as a Don Juan, but a damn sight more attractive. It brought Kelsey back into the pace of things, rolling her tongue around in Angela's mouth and grabbing her ass like twin stress balls.

They both hit the hardwood floor, going at each other like prom dates. It was painful to just stand there and watch, so I made my way over. Kelsey and Angela welcomed me into the group like an old friend.

Angela pulled her mouth away from Kelsey's and then turned to face me. She slouched down, resting her head against Kelsey's breasts. Looking at the two in that moment, they were beyond perfect, complementing each other with their own flavor of beauty.

I knelt with my legs around Angela's thighs. They both looked me straight in the eye. That was when the ring did something new.

When they look you in the eye. That's when you're at your strongest. It burned with a new heat, more like light that was way too intense instead of a fire. It felt like confidence. Almost comforting.

It took me a few seconds to break out of both the mini-trance and the calm feeling. “Well?” Angela had cocked her head in Kelsey's cleavage. I didn't know if it was for the question or because I had been acting weird.

I didn't know how to respond. Make a deal. How can they benefit you, and you benefit them?

The realization struck me like a right hook to the jaw. I remember my uncle always saying the same thing when he'd say goodbye to anyone he'd just met. They always seemed to like him after it. “Let's make each other happy.”

Kelsey smiled to herself for a second, then leaned in for my mouth. I felt Angela slide down, lying completely on the floor and scooting herself underneath both of us. I felt Kelsey moan into my tongue.

I scooted back, Kelsey leaning forward, not wanting to lose contact. Pulling Angela's panties aside, I slid my finger down her channel. Already wet.

Spreading some of the wetness up, I pressed on her clit. Rubbing it up and down against my fingertip, I started to hear Angela breath heavier. I kept two fingers extended and clamped it between them. The panting turned to whimpering as Kelsey rode out her own pleasure.

Kelsey broke away from my mouth and whispered, “Is this what we all want?”

Before I could answer, she broke out into moaning with every stroke of Angela's tongue. I put my hand to work, catching Angela up with just as much enthusiasm. It felt like they were feeding off of each others' reaction, ramping up the volume with every second.

I felt Angela start twitching with every flick and pull, her thighs tightening around my hand like a vise. Kelsey was already screaming, heaving her breasts up with every shouted breath. I kept it up, wanting to see this moment reach its full potential.

Make it happen.

My fingers ripped against Angela's pearl. I felt her try raising her legs up, never overcoming my body on top of them. Kelsey was in her own world, belting out noises like a primal being.

Angela's climax erupted without warning. Kelsey was right behind, screaming into the open rafters with a breathtaking demo of the room's acoustics. Yet another impressive feature she had sold me on.

I stood up, leaving Angela and Kelsey to shiver out their orgasms together. Kelsey dropped onto Angela, writhing on top of her body, soft flesh against soft flesh. The pure show of skin and sexy wound down with the last whimperings and convulsions.

Kelsey regained herself first. She propped herself up on hands and knees, breathing like she had just run a mile. I crouched down to her level and pushed a wayward curl out of her face. “So, how was it?”

She looked nervous, as if she was having second thoughts. “Was this supposed to happen?”

Don't let her back out. The deal has been made.

“Well, didn't it happen?”

I noticed a hint of shame in her face. “It's my first time with another woman.”

“It's my first time with two women, so I guess we're even.”

“I don't know if I can, even though I feel like I want to.”

The ring pulsed against my finger. “Do it anyway. You'll never know how you like it if you don't see it all the way through.”

I started to get back up as Angela recovered. Kelsey gripped onto my wrist before I could stand. “But what about you?”

“What do you mean?”

Kelsey pulled me back down, level with her face. Our eyes locked as she asked, “Don't you want in on this?”

I was liking her attitude. “Get on that bench in front of the window.”

She smiled and leaned back. Her fingers let loose around my wrist and I finally stood. Angela was already smirking at me when she said, “You want to play with our new friend too, don't you?”

I took Angela's hand and pulled her up. “Jealous?”

She pushed her breasts around my arm. “You know I could have you all to myself any time I want.” They pressed harder. “Don't you?”

Angela gave me a quick peck on the lips with a hint of tongue before I could answer. She joined Kelsey on the bench, both sitting pretty like perfection defined in two ways. I looked at Angela and asked, “But if I make you jealous, what would you do?”

“Try it and see.”

“You don't want me to.”

Angela put a hand behind Kelsey's back. The straps on her bra lost their tension. “Try me.”

Kelsey was a nervous plaything in Angela's hands. Her look was almost pleading. “Take it easy with her, Angel.”

She completely ignored me, pulling Kelsey's bra away and tossing it to me. Angela got a bit more rough as she pushed Kelsey's shoulders back and stood. Angela's fingers wrapped around her victim's panties as she gave them a hard tug.

Angela's getting out of hand. Put her in her place. Kelsey had sheer panic in her face. “So, you gonna help her or not?” Angela forced Kelsey's face into her own.

I took my time stepping over, actually enjoying Angela's little show. Kelsey pleaded out of the corner of her eye, reluctantly taking Angela's oral embrace. It melted my heart, knowing she was just as much in my care at that point as Angela was.

“That's enough.” Angela kept ignoring me.

You have to be stronger.

I lifted Angela's chin, pulling her away from Kelsey's trembling lips. “Enough!”

The sudden worry in Angela's eyes was almost a physical presence. She looked down at the floor as I kept her chin up. “Do I still get what I want?”

Make a point.

“No.” The ring burned hot.

She looked back up at me. “I'm sorry.”

No, she's not.

“Prove it to our friend.” I ripped my fingers away from her chin. It was the first time I'd ever seen Angela look absolutely defeated.

I turned my attention to Kelsey. She was already smiling her thanks. All I really cared about were those amazing breasts holding my eyes in a hard lock.

She finally got her confidence back. “Can I thank you?”

Kelsey knew exactly what I wanted. “Sure.” I caressed her neck with my fingers. “Make her jealous.”

I watched in awe as Kelsey pulled her panties the rest of the way down. The thin landing strip made her look even more innocent. I was more than happy to have a good contrast to Angela's sultry desire to always be fucking. Even a guy who could ask for anything he wanted and get it needed a challenge.

You still don't know what she wants, but you just gave it to her. Figure it out, and Kelsey will be at your feet.

The message took second priority to the slow spread of Kelsey's legs. Every fold seemed like an invitation, pointing straight to that ultimate reward. I started work on my pants, dropping them with my boxers like they were hot.

Kelsey scooted herself closer as I pulled my t-shirt off and worked my shoes and socks off with my toes. I glanced over at Angela, already sulking and trying to get herself off as she watched. “Do you promise you'll behave?”

Angela pouted as only she could. “I promise.”

I didn't even want to feel bad. Rubbing my tip along Kelsey's pussy, I didn't let Angela's show bother me. “I might let you come.” I pushed a little harder against Kelsey's rift. “But only if she agrees.”

Feeling a bit merciful, I backed away from Kelsey. She dropped her chin and shot her eyes up at me. “Don't you want it?”

I smiled at her and turned my attention back to Angela. “Make sure she has a good time.” I looked back to Kelsey. “Stand up for a second.”

She followed orders like a true servant, rising as Angela took her place on the bench. I motioned her back down, right into Angela's lap. I pulled Kelsey's legs toward me, her needy pussy at the perfect height for me to go right in..

And I did exactly that, sinking deep into her body in one slow, fluid stroke. Kelsey moaned as I settled at her core. Every fiber of her being seemed to want me deeper, her wetness making it clear that she was begging for more.

Angela's hands took control of Kelsey's breasts as I pulled back for another thrust. Her walls closed to fill the void, caressing my shaft like dripping silk. The pleasure on her face was immeasurable.

I struck our hips together hard, forcing her mouth open for a hard yelp. Kelsey put her hands on my waist, drawing me even deeper. Angela moved her hands down, making up for her transgressions with a good working of Kelsey's clit.

Her passage tightened around me every time I felt Angela's fingers work the supple flesh. Kelsey's breathing had already picked up, not a single breath silent as I got into the rhythm of what her body wanted. As the excess began to drip from her entrance, I felt Kelsey's deepest need express itself. Her walls twitched and tightened around me, the tension building like a rubber band stretched to the breaking point.

Kelsey's voice pierced the air. I could feel her tremors through my cock, her pussy throbbing in unison with the rest of her body. Angela held her tight, further exciting Kelsey with each stroke of her bean.

I pulled out right as Kelsey's body couldn't take any more. Her body shuddered against Angela's body with tectonic force. It seemed too early.

Angela held Kelsey's wriggling body tight as she said, “I think she's got a talent.”

“What do you mean?” Kelsey's tremors slowly dropped their intensity.

“Did you see how easy she came? That didn't happen earlier.” Angela ran her fingers through Kelsey's hair, our new friend gasping for each breath as the solid red flush dissipated from her cheeks.

It was a bit extreme. I leaned down as Kelsey's eyes opened. “Care to tell me what that's all about?”

She almost looked ashamed. “I'm sorry. My ex-boyfriend always yelled at me for doing that.”

“What the fuck?”

Angela was just as confused. “Sweetie, how is that a bad thing?”

“You mean I didn't –” Kelsey stopped herself and tried to hide the fact she'd said anything at all.

I watched as Angela hugged her tight from behind. “It's alright.”

Kelsey's blue eyes got shiny. “You promise you won't think it's bad?”

The shame in her face was unbearable. “Any man who'd yell at you for coming that easy needs his ass kicked.”

Her face went crimson again. “It's not that!”

Her curse is a gift to you. Teach her to gain from it as well.

I took a seat next to Kelsey and Angela. I wrapped my arm around Angela as Kelsey lied down in both of our laps, looking at the far wall like she was about to recite a traumatic story. “I promise we won't judge you.”

“But Greg did.”

I tried to muster a bit of force out of the ring. To my surprise, it gave me what I wanted. “Tell us. It'll be alright.”

Kelsey turned herself onto her back. “You both promise?”

I looked to the side to make sure Angela was back on track. It was sympathy on her face alright. “I'm jealous, myself.”

I put a hand on Kelsey's stomach and cradled her jaw with the other. “We promise.”

She stared off into space for a moment, and then looked back at me. “My last boyfriend kicked me out.”

“Why?”

Yet another blush. Kelsey opened her mouth to speak, but the words didn't come. Finally, she closed her eyes and relaxed. “I'm really sensitive down there, alright?”

I failed to see the problem. “And Greg got mad over that?”

Angela was just as confused. “He's an even bigger ass than Stuart.”

Kelsey kept her eyelids clenched. “You don't understand.” She finally opened them. “It's so bad, just wearing panties makes me have to come every few hours. Otherwise, it's unbearable.”

Jackpot. “We,” I looked at Angela, “can help with that, in case you haven't noticed.”

“Greg got tired of it and threw me out.” I figured he'd have to be older to not even try keeping up. “That's why I'm looking for a place to stay.”

With that kind of problem, I could see why Kelsey wanted a private place like this. No paper-thin walls to scream through like she'd have in an apartment. But with Angela and myself around, it seemed like she'd have willing help with that issue.

I coaxed some heat out of the ring and stared Kelsey in the eyes. “We'll all rent this place, then. I don't think your–” I paused to come up with the right word, “—needs are a problem.”

She finally smiled again. Angela pulled herself closer to me and started working Kelsey's clit. “Adam, care to show her how we can help?”

I laughed to myself as Kelsey rolled out of our laps. “I can do my good deed for the day.” I looked at Kelsey. “Do you really think you need to ask if it's a problem for us?”

The corners of her mouth stayed up as she stood. “I'm still nervous about all this.”

Angela and I stood as well. “Just lie down. We'll take care of you.”

She didn't need any more convincing. As soon as her back was flat against the bench, I propped myself with arms and knees over her. Angela took to the floor, already working Kelsey's frustrations out of her pearl again.

Angela gave her a smooch on the lips before saying to me, “We're waiting.”

Kelsey's eyes got wider as my cock inched closer. My fingers ran along her cheek and jaw. “Are you sure?” The ring turned on, giving me the warm fuzzies for following its Golden Rule.

“Yeah. The harder I come, the more relief I get.”

I pressed my tip against her opening again, letting myself slip in with a sense of duty. Kelsey was already sopping wet. I readied myself, knowing I'd be in for a hard finish.

Leaning in, I whispered in her ear. “It feels great, so wet.”

“Shut up and fuck me.”

I reared back and thrust with all of my body. Kelsey moaned and pulled her legs around me. Angela kept working her, never letting the jerk of Kelsey's body interrupt her joyous work.

Grabbing onto Kelsey's right leg, I pulled it over my shoulder and grabbed her left ankle. It left her wide open for myself and Angela, each of us throwing as much effort into Kelsey's pussy as we could muster. Kelsey wrapped her arms around her tits, screaming already to the point of echoing through the ceiling.

I jolted hard against the deepest recesses of her tunnel. The pop of my thighs against her rang out. I grabbed tighter onto her ankle and moved one hand up to her throat. Kelsey took hold of my wrist, my hand harder against her neck.

My dick was ready for it all, parting her flesh over and over. Her throat buzzed against my palm with each scream. As her voice got higher, I felt Angela pick up the pace, whipping Kelsey into a deeper frenzy than I could have imagined.

She wailed with every thrust. The skin on my cock tightened with that last little surge of growth. I knew we were close, but I wasn't ready to let her top out just yet.

Kelsey's feet curled as we kept going, refusing to let her reach the end of what had to be a wonderful journey. When it finally got too intense, I let her leg slip back around me.

I grabbed onto her shoulders for the extra leverage. Angela let her cheek rub against Kelsey's as she cradled her head and kept massaging that bean. I barely caught her whispering, “You two want it so bad. I can feel it.”

Holding on for as long as I could, I pressed harder against Kelsey's body with every pounding drop. Angela pulled her hand out from between us. I felt like my shaft was in a trap, one it was barely able to move in and out of through the incredible wetness.

Kelsey's legs tightened around my body. She was ready to let go.

But I wasn't ready for her to. I pushed through her contractions and reamed myself into her again and again, picking up the intensity with each drive forward. Her voice cracked out, sounding like a woman possessed by some god of indulgence.

It finally got to be too much. I groaned out and fell into her. Kelsey's pussy gripped hard, almost pulling the first load out as it shot into her.

I felt myself empty into her, each jet draining more out of me than the last. Kelsey was a rigid mess of a woman, holding me tight with every limb. With my last blow, I gave in to exhaustion and buried my face in her neck.

Gasping for each breath, I felt Kelsey slowly regain her sense of the world. I leaned up and saw the deep satisfaction in her face. She barely gasped out, “Thank you.”

We both rose up. Angela got behind Kelsey and smiled at me. “I think she's good for now, but what about later?”

My cock felt worn, like a bald tire. As I pulled it out, I got to see that massive load start leaking onto the bench's upholstery. “I think we should handle this like a team. I take her for one go, and then you get the next.” I wiped the sweat from my brow with my arm. “Damn!”

Angela wrapped her arms around Kelsey's shoulders from behind. “You were amazing.”

Kelsey turned her head as Angela let hers rest on a shoulder. Their lips rested against each others. Kelsey ran her fingers through Angela's hair and said, “This place feels like home already.”

Indeed it did. It felt like Kelsey met our desires as much as we met hers. I'd been suspecting Angela of having tendencies ever since she started shacking up with me.

I was finally able to stand. Making my way to the bathroom I'd yet to look at for some cleanup, I looked back to see them having a match of tongue wrestling. I shook my head and said to myself, “Fucking amazing.”

By the end of the rest of the tour, it was agreed. By the end of the week we were a trio, getting exactly what we wanted from each other on a daily basis, away from the rest of the world.

	
	HIS BIMBO SWAP 2



Lexi pulled the Ford Overcompensator into her designated parking spot, not far from the main entrance. PharmaPerk's headquarters included the administrative office, a modest laboratory, and the warehouse. For everyone else, it was just another damn Monday.

Checking herself in the rear-view mirror, she hoped that late-night trip to the pharmacy and makeup tutorials had made her face passable. At the very least, she'd have picked herself up at the the bar. The only thing she wished she had was a bra, finding Trixie's white button-up way too tight in the chest.

Knuckles rapped against the driver's-side window. Harris Dobyns, who used to recognize her as a superior from a different department when she was still Jack, stared in as enraptured as he was confused. “Where the Hell's Jack?”

What the fuck do I tell him? Lexi stared back at his strong yet perplexed features. I know Neil told me to say 'Jack quit,' but I'd at least tell people about it before it happened.

She rolled the window down a crack. “Excuse me,” pulled the door handle enough to release the latch, “I need to get out.”

Harris backed away, just enough to get the door open. “Seriously, where's Jack?”

“He left for another job.”

“And he left you his truck, too?”

Shit, I knew I wouldn't skate by that. Without thinking, Lexi pulled the first thing that came to her outo of the bag. “He took a new job where I came from, and I took his job here. Trust me, it's a lot easier to swap vehicles than drive cross-country in one weekend.”

Not much of a thinker, Harris took as step back as she got out. “I guess that makes sense.” His eyes never left her, though. “California, I'm guessing?”

Just go with it. I do look like a valley girl. “Yeah, Santa Monica.”

Harris grinned his congratulations for his buddy. “That old dog'll bag half the city in a year.”

She knew he was staring. Lexi crossed her arms to block his view. “Excuse me?”

It knocked him out of the breast-induced trance. Harris jerked upright and shuffled himself from between the vehicles. “Sorry.”

Lexi waited until she saw him go through the front door, shoulders down. Fucking asshole. And as Jack, she had at least found him entertaining.

She finally started through what little she had of the long aisle of the parking lot, trying to blend in with the constant trickle through the entrance. The first cat-call echoed from the back of the lane, “Got day-um!” The boys in the warehouse section of the lot liked what they saw.

Assholes.


“Bob, the shipment will be in Jacksonville on Wednesday, with delivery probably around ten.” Bob Cory had always been a neurotic jerk, but to a female logistics officer? What little faith he'd had in Jack's word turned to outright contempt.

He nearly screamed on the other end of the line? “How do I know you're not just bullshitting me, darlin'.”

“I've got the shipping manifest on my desk, right in front of me.” Lexi felt a migraine coming on. “'Expected date of delivery: July twenty-fifth, AM' is exactly what it says. If it's late, that's on the trucker, not me.”

“Jack wouldn't have let shit like this happen.”

I am Jack, you dense motherfucker! “It'll be taken care of, you have my word.”

“It better fuckin' be.” Click.

As little as she wanted to deal with him on her 'first' day, Lexi knew she'd have to call the warehouse manager. Gary Michelson was a handsy bastard, and everyone knew it. She pressed the button with his name next to it on her desk phone, the surface slick and shiny from so much use.

“Gary, this is Lexi from logistics.”

“So you're the new girl all my boys have been talking about this morning.”

Fuck. “I need to go over the cargo manifest on Friday's shipment to warehouse ten in Jacksonville. Bob's throwing a fit over nothing, again.” She knew she'd just slipped up.

“Jack told you about him before he left?”

“Yeah, we've,” Lexi searched for the word, pausing longer than she intended, “met.”

“That lucky bastard. I'll be right there.” With her office sharing a wall with the warehouse, it would only take him seconds to arrive.

Lexi buttoned her blouse back up, almost to the top. Although she didn't know what a bra felt like, Lexi imagined it was as bad as wearing too small of a cup. But she didn't want Gary thinking she was free for the taking.

With her skirt pulled down and legs crossed, she dug through the top drawer. The useless reading glasses Jack wore when he had to look smart for a client blurred her vision beyond a couple of feet as she put them on. If she could have wrapped herself in a blanket and put on a shower cap, she would have.

The door opened. Gary looked in and jerked his head back in astonishment. “I keep telling Neil we need an employee swimsuit calendar.”

“About the shipment...”

“What about it?” Gary sat down with a clip board in his hands. “Everything's in order, Ms. August.”

“Funny.” Lexi was ready to grab the solid steel excellence award off the shelf beside her, and then chuck it right between his eyes. “Have your men go over everything in that shipment. If anything's short or missing, I want it overnighted to Jacksonville.”

“I can do it, but it'll put us behind an hour or two.” Gary at least knew the Logistics Director's word was as good as law to him. But so was his nature. “Anything you can do to make it up to me?”

“Make sure it's done, and I won't have Neil ride your ass about it.” She tipped the glasses down her nose, seeing his handsome but rough features clearly. “Understand?”

“Woah, I wasn't asking for that much in return.” He put the clipboard down in the next chair as he stood up and leaned over the desk. His index finger hooked around the top button of Lexi's blouse. “I just wanted to see what Harris was talking about.”

Lexi slapped at his wrist, forcing Gary to pull his hand back. Three buttons shot across the room, opening a full view of her cleavage. She didn't know what to say.

Gary laughed as he stepped around her desk. “That's better. I like it when they're feisty.”

Strong, working man's hands wrapped around her shoulders. He's not.

But he was. As Gary's fingers slid down her chest, Lexi tried to think of how she'd get away. Gary was the kind of guy who could chuck hundreds of pounds into a trailer, in one throw. She knew she didn't stand a chance.

One hand squeezed her left breast through the fabric as his right kept creeping down. Stubble and hot breath met the side of her face. “I'll be damned, they're real.”

“Yeah, and they're mine,” Lexi grabbed the hand going for her skirt, “not yours.”

“Easy,” Gary kept it moving with little effort, “I just want a peek.”

Fuck it. Lexi gave up on stopping his hand. Balling her right fist and sending her arm down, she brought it back up in a flash. The uppercut knocked Gary's upper and lower teeth together.

“Why you little bitch!” He staggered back as Lexi kept staring forward. “You chipped my fucking tooth!”

Lexi reached for the award and stood up, batting against a palm. She turned, wondering if she should go ahead and take a swing at his temple. “I'd get to checking on that shipment, now.”

Gary spit the off-white fragment into his hand. “I can't believe you just fucking did that.”

“Tell the warehouse boys it'll happen to them too, if they try anything.” For the first time as herself, Lexi felt proud. “Have I made myself clear?”

The grip on the award loosened as Gary snatched her arm. The sound of metal bouncing off the floor made her jump. “I oughta shove that thing up your cunt, since it's not even yours.”

Lexi tensed her left leg, ready to neuter him via her knee.

Two knocks on the door startled both of them. She grinned and said, “Come in.”

Gary let go and then took a few steps away from her. Lexi crossed her arms to hide her now plunging neckline and turned toward the door. A beautiful brunette stayed in the doorway as it opened.

“Ms. Metz?”

She stared at Gary. “He was just leaving. Have a seat.”

The burly asshole stormed out, almost knocking down his interrupter. At the very least, Lexi had delivered a message, and possibly knocked him down a peg. She knew it was time for a camera the company didn't know about, as well.

The leggy brunette in a white lab coat closed the door behind her and locked it. “Or should I call you Mr. Harpeth? Your choice.”

The blood left Lexi's face. “How did you know?” Fuck that. “What I should really ask is, 'what do you know?'”

“The lab explosion early last year. I was there.”

Lexi knew what little the company had told everyone else. “But weren't you one of the girls who started just a few days after that?”

“Would you believe me if I told you my real name is Jeff Donovan?”

“At this point, I'll believe anything.” Lexi bent over to pick up the award, noticing the dent it left in the floor. “Thanks for knocking when you did.”

“For now, call me Andrea. When I heard a few guys in the hall talking about the new blonde who replaced the Director of Logistics, I suspected what might have happened.” She held a hand out.

Lexi accepted, both of them trying to squeeze and shake like men. “I guess you want to know how it happened to me.”

Both of them sat on opposite sides of the desk. “It's like you read my mind.”

“Well,” Lexi tried to think of what might have triggered the change, “I just woke up this way yesterday morning.”

“Feminol takes about twelve hours to take full effect, so what were you doing the day before?”

Feminol? “What's that?”

Andrea crossed her legs. Lexi was eying her down, and Andrea knew it. “Feminol is a pharmaceutical we were developing in secret for the male-to-female transgender market. To put it simply, it did this to us.”

The clear, sickly sweet water she had nearly drowned in wasn't water at all. “Just so you know, there's a huge pool of that stuff in the Lone Oak River.” The perfect-specimen female fish that swarmed the place finally made sense.

Andrea's eyelids opened so hard, they could have pried the lid off a new can of paint. “That chemical was supposed to be destroyed.”

“Sounds like Neil lied to you.” And now I know why he offered that hush money without hesitating. “He's already fucked me over in more ways than you can know since yesterday.”

“You didn't.” Andrea shook her head at Lexi's 'Yeah, I totally did' look. “He's the last person you should've gone to for help.”

“I didn't go to him. I went to his wife.” Lexi shifted her gaze to the side. “She's the one who threw me at him.”

“Does he know where it's leaked to?”

Lexi nodded her head. “Is that a problem?”

“If he gets a crew out there to clean it up, and the EPA doesn't find out, he'll get away with everything he's done.” Andrea looked away at the far wall. “Not to mention, other people might be affected.”

“You mean, like every place downstream.” Lexi wondered why the Feminol had stayed in one pocket at the bottom of the channel. “Won't it dilute over time? It had to be coming up from an underwater spring or something.”

“If you can find out where the stockpile's hiding, I can arrange a dye test to prove it.” Andrea shifted her gaze back to Lexi. “That is, if you're willing to dive back down there, and you can handle the consequences.”

“Such as?”

Another knock on Lexi's door. Andrea dug into one of the lab coat's deep pockets and chucked a business card on Lexi's desk. “Call me after work.”


Andrea's phone rang only once before she answered. “Are you out of the building?”

“Yeah.” Lexi was already driving home, knowing Eddy would meet her there within the hour. “What are those consequences you talked about?”

“Some of us are working on a compound to reverse the changes.” Andrea sighed, like she thought she might be fucking up by saying as much. “Neil can't ever find out about this.”

“Don't worry. I never had to slug Gary Michelson, until today.”

“Handsy asshole.”

“You still haven't told me everything about the pool on the river. Why wouldn't I go back to see what's going on?”

Andrea paused for a moment before she answered. “The DNA changes are unstable with the first exposure,” she stopped as if Lexi wouldn't understand basic terms, “but after a second exposure, they're set like concrete.”

“So if I go down there, I'm stuck like this, no matter what you come up with.”

“That's exactly right.”

Shit. “How many of the people at PharmaPerk are like us?”

“Twelve, counting you.”

“And everyone's kept their mouths shut so far?”

Andrea's started sounding more cautious with her choice of words. “So far, nothing's got out to the public.”

“So people know, but not anyone who can do anything about it.”

“Listen some of us have, or at least had families. There's only two marriages still intact in our whole bunch.”

A default divorce for abandonment would be easy to get for a wife, if the husband wasn't recognizable to a judge, I guess. “Sorry to hear that.”

“Enough about personal matters. I've got to run something by you, in-person. What time are you free?”

Lexi wasn't sure how much time she'd have to spend driving Eddy nuts with a massive shopping spree. Always willing to take illegal hush money, she'd already deposited the check Neil had handed her before lunch with her phone. Luckily, the bank accepted such a large amount with the app.

She thought about it, not willing to settle on any timeframe. “I'll text you when I'm back home. I've got plans for the evening.”

“Plans? Who would even recognize you, other than Neil, his wife, or myself?”

“When a friend's close enough, they'll even believe crazy shit like this after some convincing.”

Andrea remained careful. “I wouldn't go telling people that you're actually Jack Harpeth. I'm sure Neil's already paid you off, like the rest of us.”

“What's he gonna do? Call the cops to report a bribe-gone-wrong?”

“If we don't have the lab facilities or access to our test samples anymore, we're fucked. Understand?”

Yeah, fucked both ways. “I got it. The second I'm back home later, I'll let you know.”

Lexi stopped at a red light and hung up. She looked out the driver's-side window to see the encyclopedia's example of male-pattern-baldness checking her out below in his Corvette.

If that's what I'd turn into as a man, I'd rather turn MILFy as fuck, and then being a cougar has got to be more fun than being him. Lexi did what came naturally to her, even as a woman. She rolled down the window, leaned out so he could get a good look, and then flipped him off with both hands.

“Eat shit, bitch!” He sped off as the light turned green, gone in a velocity yellow flash.

It probably meant she'd hit the next light as it turned red, but damn if it wasn't worth it to her.


Eddy had looked like he was ready to drop for the past hour. Unfortunately for him, Lexi had discovered why women like her enjoyed shopping so much. Not only did she get to look at herself in the mirror all night, but it was all on some rich guy's dime.

They had already taken three trips to drop off what they had bought in his car, but closing time was coming up fast. As Lexi stepped out in only the fourth bathing suit she was happy with, a rose colored bikini that barely even existed, Eddy's face turned an even deeper shade of red.

“You can't wear that on the cruise.” From the waiting bench, he tossed back the black one-piece she'd tried on as a joke. “Come on, the mall's closing.”

“Oh, I'll wear the hell out of it.” She winked and added, “What are you gonna do? Kick the heavyweight champ's ass if he whistles at me?”

“I just don't want anything bad to happen to you. This whole situation's got me worried.”

Lexi stepped closer and tussled his hair. “You're less of a boyfriend and more of a doting big brother. You realize that, right?” And knowing you, you'll take it as a compliment.

“I feel like I need to be the daddy with a shotgun.”

Lexi rolled her eyes at him and stood with her hands on her hips, hips and ass jutted out to one side. “Every father with a twelve-gauge is just jealous he can't pop her cherry. Don't you know anything about farmers and their daughters?”

“I'm sure you know plenty about them.”

It wasn't a totally unknown situation in her past life, at least as a teenager. Husbands with shotguns had been the main concern up until the previous day. “Alright, let me pay for this and we'll head out.” Lexi looked back one last time and winked before she shut the door to the dressing stall. “Daddy.”


Eddy had gone ahead with the fourth load of bags, allowing Lexi to buy the swimsuits she really wanted in peace. Walking toward the closest exit to his car, she saw the metal gates already pulled shut against the sliding doors. Damn it!

The only two entrances she knew stayed open later were about equal distance from the parking spot, a good quarter mile in heels she was still getting used to walking in. Eddy had even taken her purse to save her the weight, leaving her with nothing but a handbag and a sack of four bikinis.

Lexi tried jogging for the next closest, almost tripping over her own shoes several times. Locked as well. “Well if this doesn't fuck all...”

She struggled to catch up with a younger couple heading for the same late-exit. She kept pace with them, barely, until they veered off into their own aisle of the lot. It was still at least three-hundred yards before she'd even see Eddy's car, unless she cut through the remaining vehicles themselves.

Making a path from light post to light post, Lexi's ass burned from the extra effort three inches of extra heel made her put out with each step. And the one kind of shoe she didn't bother buying, was all she wanted now: Anything with a flat sole. Even those damned oversized muck boots would have worked better.

This fucking sucks! She rounded the last corner of the mall itself, seeing Eddy's dark car before she stepped beside a red, spanking-new Navigator. The driver's-side door opened, cutting her off. As she turned to go back, a man dressed three pay grades below the thing's cost blocked her exit.

She turned again. The driver, sporting a pressed business shirt and loose tie, stepped out. “Easy, Mikey, she's not going far.”

“Listen, it's been a long-ass day. Just leave me alone.” Lexi knew it would do anything, but what else could she do? Beg for mercy and make it even better for them?

The voice behind her piped up. “Nice curves on this one. Like a fucking race track.”

Lexi turned back around, facing the skeezier looking one who had just talked. “Move, now.”

The smoother voice of the driver had a hint of laughter. “And she talks like she can tell us what to do. You one of those professional types, sweetheart? You're dressed like a real ball-buster.”

In a skirt, Lexi knew she was open game. The only moves she had left were all desperation could allow her. As the guy in a t-shirt and jeans stepped closer, she rammed the tip of her right shoe straight for home.

He collapsed in a pile of groaning scumbag as Lexi tried jumping over him, teetering for a few steps with a scant few inches of each shoe touching the ground. She braced herself against the tailgate of the Navigator, and attempted to run.

Not even two parking spaces away, arms wrapped around her waist and neck, an open hand blocking her mouth. As she felt herself lift off the ground, she knew there was no fighting his strength in the air. All she could do was kick and flail, hoping Eddy would see the commotion in time.

Are they kidnapping me, or just... Lexi couldn't handle the thought of it. She had to do something. Anything.

With her arms still free, she reached back and took off one heel. Slapping wildly behind her, she felt it connect with his skull a few times before his grip loosened. A few more cracks allowed her to slip loose.

Nothing but a thin mesh of nylon between her feet and a parking lot in horrible need of repair, she took the first steps of a full-sprint. That only got her several feet before a hard jerk on her hair sent her legs forward, as her head and shoulders stayed in place. Before she knew what was even happening, Lexi was on her back, staring up at the stars.

Four arms wrapped around her, one set around her chest, the other around her thighs. Lexi gave it her all, trying to break free, but their grips tightened like pythons with every movement. “All she could do was try to scream, “Edd—”

Another hand over her mouth, this one softer than the first. She felt one arm let go, only to hear a door on the Navigator open. No sooner than she was tossed into the second row seating, the door slammed shut in front of her.

Lexi reached for the handle behind her head. Locked. Both front doors opened at the same time. This is fucking it. They'll probably kill me after all this.

The entire vehicle rocked, and the sound of a head smashing against the window above her nearly made Lexi piss herself. The squelching drag of skin against automotive paint made her wince. And seconds later, another force rocked the entire SUV on the other side.

As the door handle popped next to her feet, Lexi was ready to kick, bite, or whatever it took to save herself. Her legs started flailing, trying to keep whoever it was at bay. Two hands grabbed her ankles, but this time, the grip wasn't painfully hard.

“Eddy!” Lexi scrambled to her knees as soon as she saw his face, hugging him halfway out of the door.

“Come on, they'll wake up at some point.” He smiled and eased back, pulling her all the way out, back to freedom. “I started driving over as soon as I saw you, but then you were gone for a minute. After that, you put up one hell of fight.”

Lexi barely made sense of anything he'd just said. All she cared about was that Eddy was there. It felt like a black hole had formed as he set her down and made her let go. Even if he was just picking up what she'd dropped, the world suddenly felt cold.

“Let's get you home.” His hand patted between her shoulder blades, guiding Lexi toward his running Kia econobox. Just that touch alone made her feel better than anything that had happened between her legs in the past couple of days.


And again, Eddy refused to stay the night. As Jack, she had damn well expected to get laid for even a tenth of that gallantry. For the first time, the real difference between what her old and current self thought of him became clear. He's not afraid of women. He really is just a nice guy.

The fact that she needed to be rescued pissed her to no end, completely focused toward herself. Lexi knew leaving the sidewalks hugging the mall was a mistake. But then again, the two bastards who tried having their way with her got what they deserved, too.

Lexi fumed as she tried on some of the outfits again. Everything looked like it was inviting a repeat of that episode, or Gary's advances. Lexi had proved she was capable of taking care of herself, but now she also realized wannabe-predators don't fight fair.

Her phone dinged with a text. Settling on the tiny track shorts and a body hugging shirt that made her look right out of a weeknight at a sorority, she checked the message. Andrea was at the front door.

No harm in her seeing me like this, I guess. Lexi's bare feet pattered against the wooden stairs, leading right down to the main entry. And sure enough, it was Andrea, modest in those black jeans and that white, short-sleeved blouse.

Lexi opened the door, just to get a stack of papers with a binder on top shoved against her breasts. “If you can understand any of this, read it.”

“Hi, I guess.” Lexi watched her blush.

“Sorry, but I just want to see if you can help us make any more progress.”

Lexi sat the papers on the table beside the open door. “I'll see what I can come up with,” she jerked her head to motion Andrea closer, “come one in.”

Andrea picked up the binder as Lexi turned for the living room. The edge in Andrea's voice from her apology was still there. “So how's life as a woman treating you?”

Other than having to fuck my boss the first night, and almost getting raped the second... “Fine, I guess.” And fucking work.

The smell of the couch's fresh leather hit at the same time as the cold against the back of Lexi's thighs. Andrea sat next to her, uncomfortably close. Lexi watched as she combed through the pages.

“Right here.” Andrea pointed to a drawing of a chemical formula, way too complicated for Lexi to try making any sense of. “This is Feminol.”

“That doesn't tell me anything.” Lexi did know something she had to find out, though. “How is it made?”

“When you add pure estrogen to a liquid base holding a five-carbon sugar, phosphate, and aerate it with nitrogen, it only takes a small dose of—”

Lexi put a finger over Andrea's lip before her eyes could glaze all the way over. “Never mind. Just tell me how it works, in a way even I'd understand it.”

Andrea gripped the finger in her hand, pulling Lexi's now open palm onto her thigh.“Well, a high enough dosage will alter the chromosomes of any life form exposed to it. Specifically, it turns Y chromosomes into X's.”

Lexi pulled her hand back. “And that produces the changes overnight? How?”

“If you didn't understand how we make it, do you really think you'll get how the cellular biology effects translate into physical transformation, and how we found a way to accelerate it?”

“Not really.”

“Twelve hours is all it takes for the change. Subjects usually get drowsy, which is good, because the pain would knock them out anyway.”

Lexi remembered every part of her old body aching that night. “So I was doomed to turn out like this, no matter what I did.”

“Would you really call it 'doomed' if you knew you'd turn into who you are now?” Andrea took Lexi's hand again, clasping it in both of her own. “It doesn't just turn you into a woman. It makes you the perfect version of your female self.”

“I can't get men to leave me the hell alone. None of them can even hide how they're trying to get my panties off.” That is, except for one.

Andrea squeezed a little tighter. “I hear you used to be the same kind of guy. Turnabout's a bitch, isn't it?”

Is she really coming onto me like a man? “Listen, you're hot and all, but I'm not interested.”

Andrea let go, the fakest pout Lexi had ever seen coming out on her lips. “It's alright, I get it. I used to be a man too, and it's not the easiest thing to get over.”

“It's not like it's a hang-up or anything. I just don't know if it's what I want right now.” Always a fool for even the most transparently sad-looking woman, even as one herself, Lexi stood up and held a hand down for Andrea. “Come on, you've gotta see the haul I bought tonight.”


With everything hung in the closet, Lexi realized the women's clothing took up as much space as the men's, already. The only bag left was the underwear, but she wasn't trying that on in front of Andrea. Still, she pulled the first bra and panty set out to show it off.

“I've got that exact pair.” Andrea laughed and tried not to blush, failing. “In fact, I'm wearing it right now.”

Lexi imagined what Andrea had to look like in the pink lace and black trim, and then how the two of them compared in it. “Great minds think alike, I guess.”

“So how did you afford all of this?” Andrea stepped forward, the smell of new clothing getting overwhelmed by Andrea's jasmine and tangerine perfume.

“I'm Director of Logistics, not broke.” Lexi knew she couldn't admit cashing the check without losing all of Andrea's trust.

“So what about shoes? If you haven't figured it out already, you'll need lots.”

The addiction made sense now, and Lexi was just as excited to show them off. She got back to the bed and the stack of a dozen or so boxes. The first one was the white pair of T-straps, still firm in her hands from never being walked in.

“Nice. Just watch out for how many inches you get on your heels. The guys at work go nuts staring if you don't.”

Lexi remembered she'd need to make a run for flats the next afternoon. “I kinda forgot to get anything modest.”

“Tell you what.” Andrea looked innocent as she said it, and Lexi really did know better, but the pride in pulling off the girl stuff was making her foolish. “I'll leave the room, and we'll both see how we look since we've got the same set.”

No harm in looking, since she'll be in the same getup. “Fine.” Lexi stepped over and pulled the bra and panties up by their hanger. “Give me like two minutes.” She wished she'd had as much experience hooking a bra as unhooking them.

Andrea walked right out and closed the door behind her. The sound of a zipper let Lexi know she wasn't pulling anything.

The graceful curve of her own waist and hips caught Lexi's eye in the wall of mirror. As her shorts and panties fell down her legs, she wondered how she'd compare to Andrea. If Feminol really was meant to turn men into perfect women, the match-up had to come down to a matter of personal taste.

Lace rubbed against her thighs as Lexi pulled the new panties up. The slightest amount of scratch was in the fabric, explaining why women didn't wear this kind of stuff every day. Plain cotton panties and a more comfortable kind of bra got added to the next day's list.

Still, Lexi knew she looked damn good. All three clasps finally hooked into place behind her back, after eight attempts. “Ready.”

And Andrea? She looked just as fine as she stepped back into the room. Compared to Lexi's blonde bombshell look, Andrea's dark and sultry image made the pink lace and black trim stand out in a different way.

Lexi watched as Andrea got next to her, both of them admiring how each of them looked in the mirror. Andrea spoke first. “If we took a picture and sent it to Neil, he'd crack.”

And I'd be out that money I've already spent a chunk of. “He's the last person I ever want to fuck again.”

Andrea turned to face her, the silver-green of her eyes standing out from her tanned skin and dark hair. “That's the fun part about looking like we do. Keeping ourselves just out of reach can make men do the craziest things.”

Lexi remembered getting that treatment in the past, and every bit of it was true. There was hardly anything she couldn't get, looking like this. “So you're suggesting I turn into a cock-tease?”

“Not at all.” Andrea grinned and shoved her hand down the front of Lexi's panties. “People figure out the game if you don't give them what they want, just enough to string them along.”

The hard edges of fingernails rubbed against Lexi's mound, just light enough not to hurt. To hell with it, I've already fucked a man in this body. What's the harm in fooling around with someone in the same position as myself?

“See?” Andrea moved her entire body closer. “It's not like we have to hold back with each other like that. You know you still like women.”

Lexi slid her own fingers past the waistband on Andrea’s stomach. We're really doing this. Lexi pressed her mouth against lips far too plump and soft to ever belong to a man.

The feeling of Andrea's tongue against her own made Lexi imagine where else it could go. The soft whimper she let out as fingers pressed against her clit took her by surprise. The slow ramp-up of her libido had just been circumvented, feeling the kind of body that rivaled her own.

Andrea walked forward, guiding Lexi back until the back of her legs hit the bed. Breaking her mouth away, Andrea whispered, “Here, let me show you what I'm talking about.”

Lexi eased onto the mattress and Andrea's hands guided her down. The slide of her panties down her legs sparked her desire more than any tease between her thighs. Lexi balled the sheets up in her fists already, knowing who and what were about to come.

“You got the same dosage we did. It's perfect.”

The slightest touch of Andrea's skin forced Lexi's mouth open. The difference in feeling between the lace and Andrea herself against Lexi's inner thighs could have gotten her off alone, with enough time. I need mirrors on the ceiling now.

Her own long legs and the mess of brown hair between them were almost too much to watch. The easy roughness of taste buds shocked against Lexi's pearl. A sharp pulse of pleasure spread through her body.

“Fuck, don't stop.” Lexi's breasts lifted as she took a deep breath. Slim fingers and pink nails disappeared into Andrea's luxurious mane of brunette curls.

A single finger pressed inside her, curling up toward the cheat-button hiding just inside along her roof. Andrea's mouth drifted away just long enough for her to say, “You get worked up too easy, but some guys like that.”

It was exactly what she liked to see and hear as Jack. Nothing would have gotten him off faster than a romp with herself, as she was now. The idea of it made her cheeks flush with heat.

The flick of Andrea's tongue picked up right where it had left off. A second finger entered, curling in alternate timing with the first. Lexi's ankles straightened as her toes flexed.

With both eyes shut, Lexi tried to hold onto the feeling. Every perfect second was blown away by the next, until she couldn't keep from whimpering any longer. The light teasing ramped up to a cruelly merciful pace, stranding Lexi in the limbo of not quite being able to come just yet.

Lexi pulled Andrea's head into her hips. The hottest sexual encounter she'd ever had blew right past her second-best, and less than a minute before, she hadn't even been touched. If two fives make a ten, two tens make a twenty, and then some. Especially when you're one of them.

“That's it!” Lexi felt Andrea struggle to breath between her legs. “Holy fuck!”

Her mind fizzled out, overloading in an electric haze that had already taken over her body. As she drifted in and out of sentience, only the feeling ripping through every limb remained. Had she been able to process the thought, she would have understood then and there, exactly how deeply women appreciate a generous partner.

“Oh god, I'm coming!” Every muscle tensed and jerked at once. “Yes!”

Another wave of tongue and digit-work sent Lexi soaring past the cliff, hanging in mid-air as Andrea kept going. The slightest pause forced her descent, the bone-rattling tremors overtaking everything. And the continued work on Andrea's part? Lexi just couldn't process it anymore.

Like she had just mainlined every pleasure hormone in her body, Lexi tensed into a ball. The sudden explosion as Andrea finally stopped taught Lexi more about the female orgasm than a master-class taking hours to explain the science behind it. This kind of overload was impossible to force one's self to experience.

Oh my fucking... Shards of thought filtered back in, gradually forming a coherent mind. “Holy shit.”

Lexi realized her feet were on Andrea's shoulders, forcing her back. “See? We know so much more about our bodies than men ever could.”

“That was fucking incredible. Just... wow!” Lexi panted before she could continue. “I want exactly that, every time, from now on.”

Andrea stood up, her incredibly sculpted body blushing until it almost overtook the chai and caramel complexion of her skin. “You understand what I did there, don't you?”

The brief instant of hesitation that let her come, and then the unfathomable carrying on. It threw a hard climax into unknown territory. Lexi had no idea the human body was even capable of feeling or even handling that kind of blowout.

Lexi gradually pulled herself off the bed, falling into the floor. She looked up at Andrea, who was already putting herself where she had been. “It's not that hard, once you know what it feels like.”

“I can do you one better.” She reached for the box of toys under the bed, hearing the clatter of plastic and silicon as she sat it next to Andrea. With everything organized and sporting fresh batteries, it wouldn't be the desperate search she had gone through the day before.

“Well now.” Andrea reached in, taking hold of the purple rabbit. She admired the long, curving shaft, tipping her finger at the smaller ear. “I've got one of these at home.”

It was one Lexi was looking forward to trying on herself. She pulled the silver bullet vibe out of the neatly organized toybox in one hand, it's wired remote in the other. “When a girl left a toy behind, I knew she'd want another round later.”

“And I bet you didn't just save it for her.”

With almost everything dead as a dried out stump the day before, every single one had seen plenty of use. “You can't judge me for anything.”

“Who said I was?” Andrea pulled Lexi by the wrist, guiding the business-end of the bullet vibe beneath her panties and then against her own folds. “Come on, there's no point in waiting.”

Hell no, there's not. Lexi wrapped her thighs around Andrea's head, and then pulled the pink lace aside. The fruity musk bypassed her sense of smell, directly lighting her mind on fire.

The hard tip of the rabbit pressed against Lexi's entrance. It eased back and pressed again, making it just a little further in. With a determination to go right for the goal, Lexi relaxed herself, letting the third effort push the widest part of the shaft past her tightest spot.

A motor began shivering against her body as the second tip pressed against her clit. Fingers were nice, but it was engineered to hit all the right spots, even without the gentle passes in and out of her.

Her fingers almost went numb as she cranked the bullet halfway up. The gentle curves of Andrea's mound tensed as Lexi waved the bulb up and down her slit. The idea of sticking her former dick between those walls was now eclipsed by what she was actually doing.

But is this what I actually want? Fun as another girl was, something gnawed at Lexi's heart. Andrea could have kept her plenty entertained as a man, but the overbearing pleasure alone wasn't enough. She already knew how irrational the thought was.

“Yeah, turn it up a little.” Andrea's voice was already getting higher. As Lexi cranked the knob a little more and dove two fingers inside, her new friend moaned with encouragement.

Filled, nub-a-buzzing, and getting taken care of with expert hands, Lexi knew it physically felt better than sex with Neil. But both times lacked any emotional connection. The unyielding plastic filled with C-cell batteries could never provide that, even if it was driving her cunt mad.

Lexi pulled her fingers out just long enough to crank the remote up to full-blast. Andrea mewled out as Lexi pushed both digits back in, letting a third join the fun. The glistening pink of Andrea's pussy burned with an additional degree every few seconds.

The tension just under the surface of Andrea's body flexed the inside of Andrea's cunt. Walls crushed against Lexi's fingers as she forced the fourth in.

“Shit, just like that.” Her voice trailed off into a constant, droning hum. Whether she was actually close or not, Lexi knew she had Andrea's mind and body on repeat, guiding her fingers to keep her locked in the trance.

The rabbit pressed hard against Lexi's clit and g-spot. Her lower lip tucked between her teeth. One look up at the mirror showed her a familiar expression she'd seen in many women before. Except this time, framed in the gorgeous legs of another woman.

Wetness sloshed around her knuckles as Lexi worked Andrea to her limit. It only made the vibe filling her own cunt press harder. Lexi's waist heaved and tensed as it began jerking back and forth again.

The unspoken agreement between them was undeniable. Lexi put her entire arm into it, jerking Andrea's hips with each stroke. Fuck, I'm about to come!

Without warning, Lexi gave it one more surge, and then pulled her fingers out. She put the vibe back on Andrea's clit, driving her past the same limit she'd felt earlier. As soon as the ear-ringing scream burst out, Lexi felt her own orgasm seep around the edges of her mind.

Lexi held onto Andrea's ankles for dear life. They were too much for her to hold down, but they gave her just enough of a hold to keep steady. She waited, hoping Andrea would come to enough of her senses to let her release everything that had built up inside.

Andrea lifted her upper body, still shaky as she did so. She pushed Lexi off of her, standing as she kept the rabbit pressed into Lexi's body. “Wanna feel something even better?”

All Lexi knew was, she had to come, now. She tried shaking her head, realizing Andrea didn't see it as she bent down past the edge of the mattress. When she came back up with Lexi's discarded panties, Lexi's head was already tossing side to side, mainly from the heartless attack on her most sensitive parts.

Each wrist went in a leg hole. Andrea twisted the pair in her hand, holding Lexi just enough to keep her from breaking free. “That's it, just a little while longer.”

Please let me fucking come! Lexi's mind flashed back to the parking lot, feeling just as helpless as she was when she was tossed into the middle row of the Navigator. Except this time, no one was there to save her.

Like the first hit of something new, the raw force building in Lexi's middle became something worthy of clenching her jaw like that. Blissful torture came to mind, but this was something beyond even that. Nerves threatened to fray under the load, sizzling and sparking off like overloaded wires.

“Almost there.”

Oh fuck, please! She tried opening her eyes, having nowhere near the willpower to even crack them. Fluorescent swirls of color danced behind her eyelids as her breath seethed through her teeth.

“Now, that's a good girl.”

The panties drew tighter around her wrists. One more hard push of the vibe stepped her that much further over the line, already well out of sight from behind. The same sense of calm when she had almost drowned fell over the closest imitations she still had of thoughts.

Lexi thought she heard Andrea say, “There.” Her entire body clenched at once, the vibrations between her legs replaced by something more.

Trying to hold on, Lexi felt her remaining strength dwarf in comparison to the on-rushing orgasm. The sheerest pleasure she'd felt in her life washed over her. And then nothing.


The feeling of warm flannel against her nude body pulled Lexi out of sleep, or something close to it. “You're finally up.”

Lexi stared up at Andrea's face. What the hell happened? Fragments of her last moment before conking out were there, but past that, Lexi didn't even know how long she'd been out.

Andrea scooted closer, her face right in Lexi's. “I knew you couldn't handle it yet.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Here, let's see if you're ready again.” Andrea tugged at the one layer of cover over Lexi. “You enjoyed it, too much.”

Realizing her bra wasn't on anymore, even though she didn't remember taking it off, Lexi jerked the flannel over her shoulders. Crawling back against the headboard, the sudden insecurity reminded her of a classroom underwear dream. “I don't know what the hell you did, but that's enough.”

“Easy.” Andrea backed off and sat cross-legged, bare muff on full display. “I only did what you asked me to.”

“And my bra? How did it come off?”

“You can't blame me for wanting to look.” Andrea smiled and looked at both of them in the mirror. “You've got so much shame in your new body, even though you love being in it. I can't figure that out.”

If they were both still men, Lexi would have slugged Jeff right in the jaw. But for now anyway, Jeff was still Andrea. “Listen, I just want to be a man again. Can you help me or not?”

Andrea's smile sent a chill down Lexi's spine. “Trust me, if I didn't need your help, I wouldn't have even talked to you. We've both got something to gain.”

“So why should I trust you?” Lexi tucked that last bit of shoulder under the sheet. “I already know you'll take liberties when I'm passed out.”

“And you wouldn't have? Your reputation as Jack Harpeth isn't exactly a secret.”

“Fuck you.”

“I get it.” Andrea reached for a set of underwear and laid them beside Lexi. “Go on, get dressed. We've both got things to do tomorrow.”


Up until Andrea was walking out the front door, she hadn't tried anything else. Lexi was ready to slam the door behind her when Andrea placed a business card against the door frame. After scribbling several words, she handed it to Lexi.

“These are the components we need, and the amounts it'll take to test the first batch.”

Dihydrotestosterone, dutasteride, anastrozole? Lexi had no idea what any of the compounds meant. “How much suspicion would calling all this in rouse up?”

“Spread it out over a few weeks, and nobody should notice. I'll have a different girl drop by the procurement request every couple of days.”

By that point, Lexi would be on a boat somewhere in the Caribbean, on the wrestling booze cruise of her and Eddy's dreams. “The good news is, I'll be at least a thousand miles away before the last shipment comes in.”

“Vacation time? I'm amazed Neil let you keep it, so soon after 'starting' the job.”

“He already owed me, and I know not to shit where I eat.” Indeed, she had made sure she wouldn't lose the cost of the tickets before leaving work that day. Neil was oddly compliant, for once.

“Something's up, then.” Andrea pinched her chin between two fingers. “Any idea why he'd do that, other than what he told you?”

“No idea.” Lexi didn't care, either. “Even I don't get to know everything that happens with the company.”

Andrea stared down Lexi's body one more time, looking right past the shirt and her shorts. “Obviously.”

“Well,” Lexi didn't want to sound rude, but she didn't mind telling Andrea the truth, “I'd rather be alone right now.”

“I just want you to know,” Andrea stopped mid-turn, “even when we do find a cure, I'm staying this way.”

“Why?”

Andrea finished turning away and walked, low heels clattering against the concrete walkway. She stopped halfway down the small front yard and said, “When you look like this, why would you ever go back?”

Lexi watched that heart-shaped ass disappear into the night. As the sound of a motor starting filled the still air, she slammed the door and knocked the deadbolt shut. Everything about the day came rushing back all at once.

Far from the first time that day, Lexi realized she could only trust one person completely, but Eddy was the only person who refused to go wild over her.


HYPNOSIS RESOURCES DEPARTMENT

Kristina ruled her department with an iron fist complete with spiked knuckles. She had never let her beauty or youth get in the way of making every employee deathly afraid. With just the flick of her wrist, the record of any office drone in the HR department became a termination file. And given her department, it applied to every other facet of the company as well.

This punishment was due for Ben Chandler. Kristina saw his rise through the ranks as a threat. Exactly how he convinced the other people in the department, even his superiors, to do his bidding was a mystery. She couldn't let him snag the newly created position directly beneath her. Letting it happen might make her a stepping stone on his way up.

Kristina's eyebrows dropped when she heard the knock on the door to her luxurious office. “Who is it, and what do you want?” Kristina didn't believe others had needs, only wants.

The voice from behind the wood slab answered with confidence that drove Kristina mad. “It's Ben Chandler. You called for me.”

“Come in. This has to be quick.”

Ben stepped inside and walked past the couch beside door, holding his blonde head high. “I hope you're keeping my application for Assistant HR Director in mind.”

Kristina smirked as Ben took his seat. “Oh, I've seen your qualifications and track record. Very impressive.”

The young suit, still fresh out of business school, leaned forward. “I know the candidate pool is slimming down.”

Arrogant little prick. “We're down to just three applicants.” Kristina crossed her legs and dangled a shoe. It was time for the kill.

Ben's eyes lit up. “I know you'll come to the right choice.” He laid his posture back, propping an ankle onto his knee. “So what are we discussing?”

Kristina's smile turned sincere. “You're being terminated.”

The ghostly white in Ben's face said enough on his behalf. Kristina gave him his moment of silence for his short stint as HR Counselor II, employee #15928 of Benefield Metals.

“You also need to vacate the premises within the hour.”

Ben's face went dark. “I'd like to appeal that decision and ask why.”

You're damn good at your job. Too good. I don't take kindly to threats beneath me. “How, Mr. Chandler? The final decision is mine.”

“I'm entitled to an appeal. It's in the handbook.”

Kristina couldn't hold back her amusement. “I wrote that fucking handbook!” She let out an evil little laugh. “Carry on, but you're wasting my time and your own.”

Ben leaned forward, relaxing his shoulders in a way that threw Kristina for a loop. “Can you look me in the eyes and tell me that with a straight face?”

What's the harm? You're still shitcanned. “Alright.” Kristina focused on Ben's pupils.

“Listen to me,” Kristina felt a vague pressure behind her forehead, “and don't look away.”

Kristina's eyelids felt like they were tied to the ceiling. What's this moron doing?

“You're losing control, and that's alright. Do you understand?”

No. Kristina's head nodded on its own. What the fuck is wrong with me?

Ben stood and walked around to her side of the desk. Kristina held up her end of the mutual stare. He looked down and said, “Find my file, cancel the termination order, and then look back at me.”

Kristina's body fought against her mind in a one-sided battle. Why can't I control myself? Is this how he got Don in accounting to stop drinking all of a sudden? She pulled Ben's personnel records up on the computer. With the click of a mouse, he was reinstated as HR Counselor II.

“I'm glad my appeal went well.” Kristina swiveled her chair and looked back up. “Now, can we discuss promotions and salaries?”

Why do I think this might be a good idea? With a quick nod, Kristina asked, “Are you still wanting the Assistant Human Resources Director position?”

Ben reached down to tip Kristina’s chin up with an index finger. “No.”

His confidence and control swayed Kristina’s body into relaxing. “Then what position are you after, Ben?”

His hand moved onto her shoulder as he walked around the office chair. “Yours.”

Do you have any idea how hard I had to work, how many people I had to destroy, just to get here? Her body took control, forcing her to say, “Just ask and I’ll do it.”

“First, I want that dress off your shoulders.”

Kristina leaned forward, undoing the clasp on the back of her neck. Why can't I say no? The straps fell.

“Now, take off the rest of it.” Ben stepped away as Kristina stood up. He locked the door and returned, staring straight into the core of her being as she let the blue fabric slide down her thighs.

A flush of warmth in Kristina’s face turned to outright blushing. Her helplessness as she stood in only panties and heels flipped switches Kristina never knew she had. “I’m sorry Ben,” she uttered as he started to loosen his tie.

“About what?”

“For firing you. It's obvious you can handle this position better than I can.” What the fuck? No. No!

Ben grabbed her wrists, pulling them behind her back. Kristina felt the cool silk of his tie bind her hands. “You’re going to make that little stunt up to me. Understand?”

“Yes, but how?” Fear and powerlessness had always driven Kristina to succeed in life, especially at the expense of others. Now, Ben had her deepest strings in hand, pulling them according to his will.

A firm shove sent her ass first onto the edge of the desk. Kristina felt the gravity of the situation. She had never felt so helpless, knowing Ben wielded the same power she had over him moments ago. And then some.

She noticed a glint of knowledge in his eyes. The erect, blushing nipples were the sign he was enjoying. The pointed sensation from the twist of her right nipple shuddered through Kristina. She squealed involuntarily with the feeling, cringing with painful delight. Ben repeated with the left breast. Ben stepped between her thighs, cupping both of the fleshy grapefruits in his hands. He parted his legs, forcing Kristina’s to do the same. “Let’s check down below, shall we?”

For a brief second, Kristina's deep resistance manifested through Ben's control. “You can't do this to someone like me.”

Ben’s voice was surprisingly calm and collected. “Why not? Would you rather I go straight to punishment instead of letting you make up for what you did? You can be honest now.”

At that point, the fog in Kristina's mind had already obscured what her original offense even was. Still, she knew arguing the point wouldn't end in her favor. Her tone was flavored with defeat as she asked, “What do you plan on doing to me?”

Ben refused to answer as he disappeared from Kristina’s view, lowering himself down between her legs. She felt him fumbling with the straps on her shoes and the usual relief of their removal. Ben’s rose back up. He gripped Kristina’s jaw, pulling her cheeks forward. “Stand, you helpless slut.” She obeyed.

Ben grabbed Kristina's silver letter opener from the caddy on the desk, cutting the waistband of the panties without ceremony. She felt the soft fabric drifting down her legs, coming to rest at her feet. Ben stepped back and took a good look. He’s eying me like I’m a new toy. Property.

Ben spotted the tinge of hatred Kristina had developed on her face. “Humiliating, right?” She noticed the signature smile that came from humiliating another person for your own amusement. A smile she had mastered herself. “Don’t feel bad, the real shame is keeping your gifts to yourself. They should be shared with the most deserving.”

Gifts my ass. I clawed my way up the ladder, and I made this body busting my ass in the gym. Go fuck yourself. Kristina could feel the moisture escaping the interior of her folds. The cold air she preferred for her office made her shiver, but the surface of her outer labia felt ready to burst into flames. Ben approached and began gripping and prodding the surfaces of her body. Self-consciousness came over her, knowing that she was being studied for texture, tenderness, and flaws like steak in a grocery store.

Ben took a step forward, letting his fingers glide over Kristina's nude body. “Working in Human Resources is about trust. Did you know that?”

“Right now, I don’t trust you.”

“But you’ll know you can trust me after we’re done here.”

Kristina had no way of denying the fact that, by default, she had to trust Ben. It felt as unnatural as a nun cursing divinity. “You could just force me to resign and be done with it. Why aren’t you doing that right now?”

The smile full of bravado from earlier came back. “Because that was never my intent.”

“So what do you want?”

Ben locked his gaze on Kristina's eyes. “I don't want to destroy you. It's how I know I'm better suited for your position. Be glad I'm letting you have another chance to be a decent person.”

“Behave. That’s all I have to do?”

“That’s it, but you’ve done a terrible job of it until now.”

Kristina tried to hold herself steady as Ben wrapped his arms around her waist, grabbing her already bound hands and squeezing to accentuate the point of her helplessness. “You'll regret this.”

His tone took on a darker shade. “No. You'll obey.”

Kristina gasped as the shock of being dragged by a nipple to the couch at the rear wall. She collided with the overstuffed leather, her skin bristling at the coolness of the surface. Kristina propped herself up to see her surroundings, knees and shoulders supporting her body. Ben stood before her with his cock protruding through the zipper of his trousers.

Ben's organ throbbed in the open air. Kristina felt the tentative prodding as he pulled her ass to him, readying her position. She turned her head to look back, smiling broadly at Ben. “Is this the punishment your were talking about?” It had been three months since she'd fucked a higher-up at a conference.

She moaned as he pinned her head down and granted her wish. Ben dove in to the limit of her anatomy, the fleshy wall of her cervix blocking any further movement. Kristina felt the excess lubrication from her own arousal, her pussy crying it out and down her stomach. Ben grabbed the silk binding Kristina’s hands, pulling it to gather extra force with each thrust. She felt shame in being satisfied by the rubbing of his cock against her walls, but the rough, nerve-sparking movement allowed her body’s desires to override the mind’s better judgment.

Breaking away, Ben said, “You see? This is how you fuck people out of their jobs.” He jabbed back inside, giving Kristina the full benefit of his hips' motion.

Kristina could only shriek in false agreement. Every pump sent waves over her body, each crashing down harder than the last. She had experienced rough sex in the past and reveled in it. This, however, was sex with malice. New territory for the woman who had always been on the giving end of it. She felt shame for enjoying every second of it.

Ben slowed down as Kristina could feel the build-up of an orgasm overloading her body’s circuitry. She could feel the rhythmic tensing of her channel and the increased wetness that was leaving his cock soaked as it withdrew.

Kristina’s internal tension snapped like a rubber band as she tensed up, which only made Ben clash himself even harder into the quivering, squalling mess of pleasure. As her body spasmed and her knees buckled under, Kristina felt her pussy trying to expel Ben’s member. She could hear the groans coming from behind as her passage shuddered, squeezing the swollen rod like a stress ball.

She felt her pussy lips relax as the pulsating dick exited, then found herself being pushed aside. Ben took an exhausted seat on the center cushion, not minding Kristina’s excess juices that had caused the leather to shine. He stretched his arms over the back of the couch, laughing to himself as he said, “This is a give and take sort of job. I’m done giving for now.”

Kristina was still unsteady from her climax, shaking as she mounted Ben’s lap. She felt the tip enter as she lowered herself, circling her hips as the trunk buried itself inside her. She could see his eyes were closed, the man enjoying the full-contact of Kristina’s silky interior as it massaged nerve endings. Kristina leaned in, burying her face in his neck as she felt the tie binding her wrists becoming saturated with sweat. “I never thought I'd fuck someone beneath me”

The skin on the soles of her feet tingled as Ben slid his fingers from heel to toe. “Who said I'm beneath you now?” Ben held her head steady by the jaw and gazed deep. “You'll put in for the position I was up for, and recommend that I take your current one. I knew this day was coming for months.”

Motherfucker. Kristina slid her forehead onto his, biting down on his bottom lip. She pulled as his flesh stretched, then released the pressure to let it rebound back into position. Nuzzling his cheek, she began moving her hips back and forth. The added lubrication of precum told Kristina that Ben wouldn’t hold out for much longer. “I think you’re enjoying this. Care to tell me how it feels to have my warm, moist pussy riding that dick?” I still fucking hate you.

Ben leaned his head back, barely getting out his words. “Amazing. Absolutely amazing.”

She ground harder and faster, whimpering with each stroke of her hips. The staff impaling her pussy suddenly became even harder as Ben began to arch his back. Kristina wasn’t through. Stopping all movement, she leaned into his ear and began teasing, “Nuh-uh-uh… you can’t come in my pussy.” You don't deserve to.

Ben opened his eyes, pushing Kristina off of his chest. “Too bad. How do you plan on stopping me?”

Kristina was staying still. Her voice was filled with urgency, but her face betrayed her true intent. “I said no.”

Kristina knew that she had reached the limit of Ben’s patience when she felt him withdraw his penis. He stood, then grabbed her by the hair, dragging Kristina to her own desk. He released the grip on her brunette locks, then wiped the clutter from the cherry surface. Pens, knick-knacks, and notepads crashed to the floor. Kristina then felt herself being lifted onto the lip of the lacquered wood, her bound hands resting between rounded buttocks.

Looming above her, the fierce look on Ben’s face announced his intentions: His seed was going to be released inside of Kristina, and there was no stopping his most primal drive. “I’m not listening to this shit. Spread those legs, now.”

Kristina raised her voice to the top of her lungs for the recording she hoped was still going on, keeping her knees locked together. “I said no!”

“I don’t care what you say.” Ben slid his fingers between her thighs, forcing them apart against little resistance. “I think you've figured out that it's impossible to disobey.”

She knew it was true. “But how?”

Ben grinned and stroked her clit. “Barnaby Chandler was my great grandfather, and he was a great hypnotist. How he did it has been a family secret for four generations.” Kristina recognized the name of his ancestor, but never believed he could do anything beyond parlor tricks.

It’s official, I hate him. Kristina spread her legs even wider than Ben had forced, biting her own lower lip. He placed the tip just within her entrance, using his hand to rub the clit and folds that were swelling before his eyes. Kristina reacted to each stroke with a gasp that heaved her breasts upward. Ben’s digits felt the increasing wetness that his now former boss released.

Kristina could feel herself opening and closing, reacting to each movement of Ben’s fingers. She felt a sudden, unexpected penetration as Ben plunged as far as Kristina’s body would allow. Her cervix was already beginning to pulsate, knowing that it too was about to serve its purpose by lapping up his payload.

She wrapped her legs around his torso, reducing the length of his exit. Stuck at balls-deep, he began shifting up and down. Kristina screamed as the bean of her G-spot met a head brimming with more precum. She felt the flicker of her clitoris. The young woman’s body hit its limit as she began to hear sighing and panting, the cock growing harder inside of her. Her mouth opened, trying to speak. She lacked the control to form words.

Kristina could barely make out the sounds coming from Ben, a mixture of ecstatic groaning and the sucking of air to fuel his earnest thrusts. Her mind had lost control of her body, unable to resist the arching of her back, the vibration of every muscle, and the primal moan that reverberated through the room. The stimulation was becoming unbearable to the point that the muscles between her legs clamped down on on him. With a hard drive to rock-bottom, his body stopped moving.

Deep inside, the warm, forceful dabbing of semen forced her to smile as she slowly regained control of her limbs. Kristina felt a wet face nuzzling the soles of her bare feet. Ben managed a few short, weakened thrusts with the last few spurts. Kristina looked up to see his face wrapped by her feet, completely satisfied with the pleasures of her body. She shifted one leg aside, resting her ankle on a tired shoulder. “Happy now?”

His words only came out in short gasps. Abandoning the feet to rub the inside of her thighs, he regained his composure. “I haven’t fucked like that since undergrad.” He smiled warmly, the lack of aggression in his face shocking Kristina to the core. “Don't worry, if I'm forcing my way to the top of this company, I'm bringing you with me.” He withdrew his shrinking dick, taking time to admire his pearly handiwork at the brim of her opening.

Kristina felt the warm stream of semen easing its way out of her and onto the desk. He dabbed a finger into it, bringing it to her mouth for a taste. Earthy and warm. She cracked a smile at the obvious pleasure Ben was getting from the sampling, despite her own hatred of the taste. “So now what?”

Ben took his time zipping his trousers back up. “Do exactly as I said. Do whatever it takes to get me in your position with you as my direct assistant.”

“And then?”

“We work our way up from there. Think of this as a temporary stop before climbing the rest of the mountain.”

“And when the fuck are you untying me? My arms are falling asleep.” Kristina’s situation hadn’t escaped Ben. She felt him reach one arm behind her knees, lifting her off the ground and cradling her shoulders with the other. She stared at his face, no more than a foot away, as he placed her in the swivel chair. The icy leather and brass studs stung as they contacted her skin.

Her body began to shiver, as much from the conflict in her mind. I want to say no, but I can't. I just fucking can't. Ben put his business shirt back on as he said, “But you'll have a job to do. In fact, it's critical.”

“Be my brutal self while you take all the glory, right?”

Ben’s eyes conveyed enough of the knowledge he was holding back. “Have you ever blackmailed a superior?”

“A few times. Why?” In fact, it had gotten her to the top of the HR department.

“When the time comes, you'll be fucking whatever old bastard stands in our way.”

Kristina nodded her head, ready to act agreeable if it meant being untied. The last bit of Ben's mind control started to wear off. “I like the way you think.” And I think you might take me further than I could have gotten on my own.

Ben placed himself behind the chair containing Kristina, rubbing her shoulders. “So we have an agreement?”

Yes, fuck! I just want my flipping clothes on before I freeze to death! “Not until we shake on it.”

Ben finally reached for the silver letter opener he had previously used to shear off her panties. Kristina felt the immediate release of tightness as the blade sliced through the band of silk. She nursed the redness of her forearms and wrists, watching the pink complexion return to her fingers. Ben leaned in, burying his face in the hollow of her collar bones as he laid the discarded dress in her lap. He looked her in the eyes, sending Kristina into a fog once again. “And by the way, I want to be sitting in that chair by the end of next week.”

Kristina got up and leaned down for her heels. She eyed the panties, grabbed them, and took her time sopping up the mixture around and inside her pussy of Ben’s juices with her own. She then placed the sticky lace on the corner of the desk. “We don’t have a formal contract, but this’ll do for a signature, won’t it?”

Ben looked pleased at the gesture as he took the gift, putting it inside an empty manilla folder. “I’ll take a whiff any time I have doubts about you. We'll both run this fucking company by the end of the year.”

Kristina began dressing herself. “I like the sound of that.”

She felt Ben’s eyes lock on again “And Kristina, I’ve got a request in the meantime.”

“What’s that?”

“We'll keep meeting this way. I'm glad I finally got to figure out what every man in the department had been wondering.” He reached under her dress to rub the silky outer labia. Kristina suddenly felt revulsion at the fingers exploring every detail, slowly moving their way toward her clit. “I'm the only one who knows for a fact you fuck like a fox.”

She backed away, knowing that letting Ben get worked up again would mean another round. Her body had already given its all through two orgasms in the space of minutes, and she wasn’t as willing to be at his mercy again. “We will. Just keep your hands off until our positions change. You don’t own me.”

She was shocked at his response as she took a seat what would soon be his chair, reclining and placing her legs on the desk. “No, I don’t. But I do think this is the start of a wonderful partnership.” He sighed as Kristina began strapping the heels back onto her feet. “I'm heading back to my desk. I'll be expecting great news in the next few days.”

Kristina finished with the straps before Ben reached the door. “Can I ask you one thing, Ben?”

He turned around, looking out of place without his tie. “What's that?”

“Could you teach me how to control people like that after all of this is done?”

“Do I look that stupid? Never.” Ben closed the door behind him.

It was worth a shot. Kristina groaned and put both hands on her forehead. The whole ordeal had left her uncertain about her future, but she knew she couldn't disobey.


HYPNOTIC INTERVIEW

Hannah looked up as Mr. Salazar walked past. Just the sight of that confident stride filled her with desire and hatred. “Sir, I've got the candidates ready.”

He stopped, turned and smiled. “Good. Any suggestions on who should be the first?”

The glow of the monitor was harsh against the dim accent lighting of the fore-office. Hannah closed her eyes for a moment to clear the fog. She reopened them and turned her chair to face Marlowe Salazar's handsome face. “It's up to you, but I'm wondering why you called this whole thing 'Pink Orchid' instead of being upfront.”

It truly was a strange project. A search for genetically fit women of prime breeding age, IQ testing, and personality tests. And that didn't even begin to narrow the pool on the basis of attractiveness. Marlowe leaned against the corner of the desk. “I need an heir I can trust my companies to, and I need a damn good mother for that heir.”

“I know, sir, but why Pink Orchid?” Somehow, Hannah knew her blunt attitude was why Marlowe took her on as his personal secretary. When your boss is the third wealthiest man alive and incredibly full of himself, you have to pull the reigns at times.

Another bullshit smile showing his perfectly bleached and veneered teeth. “The ancient Greek word 'orkhis' is the root of the flower's name. It translates to testicle, and was a symbol of fertility, refinement, and bearing many children.”

“And pink?”

“Also a symbol of fertility.” The man had always tended to be mystic about personal endeavors.

Hannah glanced back at the roster of seven prime choices. “Why not let love take its course?”

Marlowe stepped behind her chair. Hannah felt the slight lean as he rested his hands on the back. “Business isn't about love. If I'm passing this company on to someone, I'd rather it to be a child of mine, but I need to know that kid is up to the job.”

You're shopping for a trophy wife like a car. “But Mr. Salazar, it's not like you can tell if a woman would make a good wife with just an interview.” Hannah pulled the hem of her skirt back a smidge.

“I'm not good with women, I'll admit.” Marlowe paused and pulled Hannah's seat back a little further.

From the man who had his secretary play matchmaker? Shocking...

Hannah sensed a bit of hesitation in Marlowe's voice. “I want to know what kind of children a woman will raise before I agree to mate. It's the only thing that's kept me from settling down so far.”

You insecure bastard. “But sir, you can't control everything about a person.”

“I'm a vulnerable man. Fucking sue me for it.”

“Sir, I didn't–”

“Can it. I know what you meant.”

Hannah grinned to herself and started breathing from the chest. The low-cut blouse was a good choice. “Either way, I know you'll make the right choice. Just keep an eye out for what these women actually want.”

Marlowe's hands landed on her shoulders. “That's what I like about you. Even if I'm about to sign a deal worth more than a small country, you drag me kicking and screaming back to reality. The only people without caution in business are those blowhard, career middle-managers with MBA's and salesmen.”

“And that's why they'll never rise to the top. I know, sir.” It was Marlowe's private belief, not one to make it out during speeches.

“When all you have to lose is a cold sales lead, you can afford that Zig Ziglar bullshit. But when your words can send the stock market up or down, being too optimistic can fuck over thousands.”

The only thing I hate more than an 'in-it to win-it' blowhard are your little monologues. “Speaking of stocks, you've got investors to meet with in five minutes. Room 594-G.” The mention of the same floor she was sitting on always reminded Hannah she was just over six hundred feet above street level in some glittering tower.

“Right, then. How many?”

“Fourteen. Three just got off of international flights less than five hours ago, so do get to the point.”

Broad hands fell on Hannah's shoulders. “I'll treat these men to dinner. Inform the maitre d' at La Florette.”

“Yourself and just the three, or all fourteen?”

“These men have given me billions. All of them.”

“Will do, sir.” The hands slipped away.

Marlowe walked his way to the ornately carved door He turned his head to look back. “Schedule it two hours after the meeting. I've got other business to attend to.”

“Why that long of a wait?”

He turned to face Hannah directly. The stare shot past her eyes, drilling into the deepest part of her psyche. “When I return, be ready to be interviewed for Pink Orchid yourself.”

Hannah was speechless. The order quickly embedded itself in her mind like instinct. She could only nod as the thinking part of her brain went blank.

Marlowe returned to her desk. “You look like you just had a wish granted. Tell me, am I right?” It was the same piercing look in his eyes.

Her lips parted as Hannah struggled to figure out why she couldn't control her words. “Yes, sir.”

“I'm not big on workplace romances. You know the policy.”

“I drafted it myself for your approval, Mr. Salazar.”

Marlowe pulled something out of his pocket. Hannah couldn't make it out through his tight grip. “I want you to wear this ring. I give one to every important stockholder, and no one else.”

The gaze softened, letting her look down. Hannah's mind felt like it had just made its way out of a fog bank. The silver band clattered against the teak surface of the desk. “Why, sir?”

“Put it on and find out.”

What the fuck will that tell me? Hannah pinched the ring between two fingers and gave it a quick look-over. The faint engraving of a foreign language Hannah couldn't identify was the only distinguishing feature. “Alright.”

Hannah slipped it on her finger and instantly, her full attention focused on Marlowe's face. “It's a powerful effect, isn't it?”

Pulling it off was the first action that came to mind. As soon as the thought formed, Hannah's mind burned with the heat of a dozen suns. She crouched in her chair and whimpered out, “What the hell did you just do to me?”

She could hear Marlowe walk around the desk. He pushed her shoulders back into the seat, smiling like a demon. “I didn't want to do this to you, but the future of my legacy is too important. I can't risk someone knowing about this project without having their total loyalty.”

The coals of her mind flared up with the thought of slapping Marlowe. I can't even think for myself? No wonder he's got the board behind him with every move. Hannah's face contorted as she said, “Sir, I can't agree to this.” Just getting the words out felt as painful as a broken limb.

“Judging by the look on your face, you'll come around soon enough.” Marlowe grinned and patted her on the cheek. His digits lingered, tracing a line down her jaw.

Bastard. Hannah tried to think of a way out, some means of breaking herself free. Even the mental search brought on a dull sting. “I understand.”

“Good. It's not usually this easy to bring someone around. A few of the men I'll be meeting with were writhing in pain before they got the idea.”

“And you'll be doing this to each candidate, I assume?”

“Exactly. Now you know why I want them to think it's an interview for a job or an endorsement deal.”

That's one way to drop a pair of panties. “But I have to ask you something, Mr. Salazar.”

“Shoot.”

“I know you better than anyone. What makes you think I couldn't just manipulate you into picking me?”

Marlowe put his hands on his hips and looked down. “Tell me the last secret you'd ever tell me.”

No! The nerves behind Hannah's eyes immediately felt like they had been set on fire. She screamed and curled into herself.

“It's alright. Tell me later.” The pain stopped. Hannah felt the tears streaming down her cheeks.

“Thank you, sir.” She summoned the courage to look up. Marlowe seemed to tower above her. Above the world.

“That meeting calls. Be ready to answer or do anything when I get back.”

As Marlowe left, Hannah tried to stifle the newfound hatred for the man. Every nerve in her brain wanted to rebel, but she had already learned better. A quick jolt of pain struck as Hannah's thoughts turned to running away. He's already fucking won.


Hannah took a seat. Mr. Salazar's chair, worth more than her car and imported from Italy, had been a piece of furniture she'd wanted to sit her bottom in since meeting the man. The sheer lace of her lingerie felt rough as sandpaper against the lambskin upholstery. She had kept the little black outfit and heels in the bottom drawer of her desk for such an occasion. An investment in her future.

She took in the a commanding view of the city below as the chair swiveled. The sun was just starting to mingle with the skyline to cast an orange glow to the afternoon. The taxis and pedestrians filed in and out of line below, resembling nothing more than clothed ants. So this is what power feels like.

The sound of the massive slab of a door opening echoed through the palatial office. Hannah kicked the floor to turn slowly. Mr. Salazar was her interloper exactly one hour after parting, as scheduled.

He strode confidently, fresh out of a meeting full of men who couldn't disagree without punishment. “A bold move, doing that.”

Hannah gripped the armrests, breasts out and head cocked like she owned the place. “I know you like that in a person.”

A few steps short of the titanic desk of birds-eye maple, Marlowe stopped. “The first question is, would you even want to be my wife?”

“Why wouldn't I? You know I look after you like one already. It's my job, and I like it.” The ring buzzed faintly against her skin. Even a slight distortion of the truth seemed dangerous enough to her.

Marlowe turned the corner of the desk and whisked himself toward Hannah. “What's the difference between a wife and a secretary?”

You fuck your wife at home and fuck your secretary at work, never telling the wife about any of it. “A secretary supports you in doing your job. A wife supports you in raising a family, no matter what.”

“I'm curious to know what you think a family is.”

What the shit is he even asking me? Hannah looked into Marlowe's eyes. She saw nothing but sincerity in the question. “It's two people raising the best children possible.” She knew to keep it vague about gender. His belief in neutrality on the subject was deeply held. Merit could come from any person – Male, female, black, neon green.

Marlowe put his hands on the chair and tipped it back. “I agree, but what is the relationship between husband and wife?” Hannah felt her body lift as Marlowe pulled her up. “Take a seat on the desk and answer honestly.”

The fine grain of the wood met Hannah's ass, chilling her skin. “Sir, a wife is supposed to support her husband in all he does, and likewise for the husband toward the wife.” Hannah fought to keep the pain behind her forehead contained.

“You're tense. Are you sure that's your honest answer?”

Hannah cringed. “What else could it be, sir?”

The gaze from Marlowe penetrated into her very soul. “Your true thoughts about what our marriage would be. That's what I'm after.”

“Mr. Salazar,” Hannah's brain screamed at itself to get back on the directed course, “how about we see what consummating a marriage would be like?” She tried to grin. Only one corner of her mouth made it up.

“I was planning on it.” Marlowe took his chair back. “But I still want an answer.”

Hannah felt his fingers slide the black lace of her panties to the side. The gentle caress from bottom to top of her folds sent a shiver up her spine. Hannah thanked her lucky stars for feeling the need to shave the night before.

“What would our marriage be to you?” Marlowe found the clit. “Spit it out. Now.”

Blood rushed to Hannah's cheeks. “I'd see you as a provider,” her tongue felt like lead as she tacked on, “and a protector.” Even the most bitter grapefruit tasted better with a little sugar.

“I see.” Marlowe plunged two fingers several knuckles deep. “So you're a gold-digger. I figured as much.”

Hannah knew better than to respond. Marlowe had always hated excuses. His thumb put the lively pressure back on Hannah's pearl.

“Do you see yourself as a mother?”

Shit. “Sir, I think I'd be perfectly capable.”

Marlowe circled her clit, driving the speed over the top until the overload grew painful. He looked directly at Hannah. “But do you want to be a mother, deep down?”

Hannah tried to look away from his overpowering gaze. The best she could manage was to shake a few strands of hair in front of her eyes. “Not right now, but later on I–”

“Just answering the question's enough. I can tell when you're trying to polish a turd.” Marlowe cocked his head just enough for Hannah to notice. “You're on thin ice already. Don't make it worse.”

“Yes sir.” The pangs of fear grew inside Hannah as Marlowe's control and her own stimulation levels ramped up. She could already feel her toes wanting to curl as her G-spot fired hard impulses with each touch.

“But I will let you speak freely for a moment.”

The first tear rolled down Hannah's cheek with a smear of mascara. “About what?”

“What you think of what I'm doing right now. Be honest, or lie, whichever you like.”

Hannah gasped as her clit jostled under Marlowe's thumb. She could already tell her juices were flowing around his fingers. “I don't think it's fair... oh fuck! To the candidates, sir.”

Marlowe picked up the pace, masturbating Hannah into a quaking ball of tension. “You mean, you don't think it's fair to you.”

The band of silver felt red hot as Hannah tried to muster an excuse. “I think every husband and wife keep at least some secrets from each other.”

Hannah's legs twitched as she felt the blissful heat well up from between her legs. “But I can't afford that. I won't settle for anything less than complete honesty from my wife.”

The air became as hard to breath as sand. Hannah jerked her head down, watching Marlowe's ring and middle fingers slide in and out of her. Her voice jerked out between two deep moans. “May I come, sir?”

“If you meet my condition.”

Hannah quivered on the edge of the desk, ready to explode in a fireball of ecstasy. Anything, just let me fucking come.

“If I asked you to be completely loyal to me, even at the cost of everything else,” Marlowe's thumb pulled even more speed, “would you do it?”

The last remnants of Hannah's resistance fell. “Yes! Dear god, yes!” She screamed out as the vaginal torture of too much pleasure drove her brain haywire.

Marlowe kept the pressure on. “You'll be paying for this with what's left of that cute little resistance you've been putting up.” The words pierced into the heart of Hannah's very being.

The young secretary gritted her teeth. Her eyes clenched shut as every motion of his hand felt like an electric shock. “Just... Fuck! Do it... Sir!”

The built up tension snapped like an overstretched rubber band. Hannah's world vibrated and drifted out of focus. At the peak of her climax, she could feel her grasp on her own will slip out of her hands. Marlowe, please be kind to me.

Hannah felt herself being lifted and placed back in the chair as she shivered out the last of her orgasm. When she opened her eyes, Marlowe stood above her once again. The only focus in her world became the words about to come out of his mouth.

Marlowe crouched to meet her at eye level. “Now you see the rewards of following my every command.” He stood back up and put his hand out. “Follow me.”

Hannah took the offer of help, steadying herself against Marlowe's arm and the desk. Her knees still felt like jelly, but the concept of complaining had become foreign to her. Even the lofty view that had fascinated her earlier meant nothing as Marlowe guided her to the door to the side of his grand office.

Passing through the doorway, Hannah saw the sleeping quarters Marlowe emerged from the mornings after late meetings for the first time. She wasn't expecting a full penthouse suite on par with those of the grandest luxury hotels. The breathtaking view of the skyline's lights coming to life in the sunset sparked a fragment of her ability to comprehend wonder through the heavy chains of control.

Marlowe guided her to the divan in the corner of not just the room, but the glass walls of the skyscraper itself. Hannah dropped into it with a gentle shove. The straps of her nightie slipped from her shoulders as the master of the domain descended up her.

Hannah's hands ran through Marlowe's thick hair on instinct, guiding his face to her exposed breasts. He took a nipple between his lips and had a playful bite. He looked back up at Hannah's adoring eyes.

“Is this what you wanted?”

She couldn't help smiling. “Yes, sir.”

The black lace slid further down her torso. “You wanted this before you became my secretary, didn't you?”

Hannah nodded and shut her eyes. The slight pain at the apex of her breast met with the soft caress of Marlowe's lips. The grit of his five o’clock shadow rubbed against her silky skin.

As always, Hannah knew what Marlowe wanted before he could even ask or order. She stood up, pulling the nipple from his bite and lifted him by the tie. Hannah eased him into the nearby sofa chair and slid down his waist.

The belt buckle jangled loose and the zipper whined down. Marlowe took a handful of hair from behind her head as the button came undone. “Why did a promising little thing like yourself apply to be my secretary in the first place? You could have gone so far elsewhere.”

Hannah no longer had the sense to hold back. “I wanted to seduce you for your money, sir.”

Marlowe's rigid shaft came out of hiding. Hannah took the base in her hand and pursed her lips around the head. She closed her eyes and took half the length in her mouth.,

The grip on her hair tightened. “Did you think I didn't know?”

Hannah's opened her big blues and stared at the face of her boss. She smiled around his girth and kept her attention on the irritation in his eyes as she danced her tongue around his cock. Covering her ass had become a non-issue.

Her eyes widened as the patience left Marlowe's face. Even though she only had the desire to serve, fear hadn't been driven out of her personality. The silver ring sent a line of fire up the nerves in her arm.

Marlowe's dick popped out of Hannah's mouth as she collapsed onto the Persian rug. Why is he so angry with me? She clung to the cuff of Marlowe's slacks, pulling herself up as best she could.

As Hannah felt her breasts lift from the wool on the floor, she struggled to her knees. Marlowe stood, ripping Hannah to her feet by the roots of her hair. “You know how I deal with insubordination.”

The very idea of being cast out from Marlowe's life shook Hannah to her core. She took the pull on the back of her head as part of her punishment. “I couldn't dream of harming you, sir!”

Hannah watched in terror as Marlowe's face lowered to meet her own. “I know you won't now, but you still have to pay for your sins against me.” She gulped, knowing full-well the coldhearted way in which Marlowe treated anyone who dared betray him.

“Sir, I'd never-”

Marlowe's perfect teeth emerged from between his lips. His pupils widened. “Take your punishment.”

I'd die if you gave me the order, Marlowe. Hannah lowered her head. “Just let me prove my loyalty.” Marlowe's grip tightened. Hannah felt a few strands of hair pull loose. “Please!”

It felt like mercy as Hannah's body jerked upward. Marlowe pushed her back toward the divan and forced her onto all fours. The panties and half-discarded nightie ripped down her thighs.

Hannah's pussy surged with new wetness as she heard Marlowe's pants and belt hit the rug. The pop of his shirt buttons separating from the threads brought a smile to her face. She knew it would only be a matter of seconds before the third richest cock on earth, the one she was sworn to serve, would be deep inside her.

The only warning Hannah received was Marlowe's broad hands grabbing her forearm and pulling her back. The billionaire’s rigid shaft plunged in. Hannah squealed out the momentary pain and surprise as she felt every facet of her pussy grip as it filled just beyond capacity.

Marlowe rocked his waist back, withdrawing himself completely. Just as suddenly, he drove back in. Hannah cringed a little less, feeling her walls stretch to accommodate her new master.

Hannah looked back. A blissful feeling emanated from the silver ring. “Harder.”

Hannah’s toes curled as Marlowe rested deep within. She felt the pull of her hair and arced her neck back to feel the scratch of her boss’s cheek against her own. “Do you hate me for taking away your free will?”

She lifted one hand to wrap it around the back of Marlowe’s neck. “Never, sir.”

Marlowe cradled an arm around her ribs to take hold of a breast. The gentle squeeze reassured Hannah that the center of her universe was pleased. She waved her hips, trying to get Marlowe to start using her as she hoped he would.

Without hesitating, Marlowe tried driving himself even deeper. Hannah raised her hips and closed her legs. Finally, his entire length rested inside.

His lips approached as Hannah looked back. She parted her own as his hand took hold of her jaw. Before closing the distance, Marlowe smiled and whispered, “You're everything I could ask for in a servant.”

The forearm nestled in the cleft of her breasts pulled her closer. “Sir, I was hoping I could be your wife.”

Both pairs of lips met as Hannah tried to stifle a whimper from the slight movement of Marlowe's waist. The thumb against her cheek pulled her closer. Their tongues intertwined.

Marlowe broke away. “You've still got a chance at that, depending on how well you serve in the near-future.”

Hannah gasped as she felt another pump. “You mean, until you've finished all of the interviews?”

The grip on her jaw broke as Marlowe let her dance on his cock. “You've got seven to compete against. I recommend impressing me tonight.”

The cold, supple leather of the divan met her cheek through her soft hair. Hannah wiggled her hips to draw him to her deepest point. “Marlowe, why don't you just admit I'd be a perfect wife?”

He surged back. The return clashed against her cervix. “You're a perfect secretary now that you're mine to control, but you're not a perfect wife... Or mother. That's why.”

“Sir, I-” Hannah felt the hard strike of his tip once again. She squalled out, her voice echoing through the high ceilings. She closed her eyes, hoping to get some pleasure out of his punishment.

“Cram it. The more you talk, the less I care.” Marlowe's large hand took a tight mound of ass in its grip. “You're willing to please, but that's about it. At least show me you can do that well.”

A great crack ripped down the middle of Hannah's heart. Am I not good enough for him? She opened her eyes and stared into his disappointment. “Very well, sir.”

Hannah focused on the pulsing flesh cramming her walls. She buried her head in the cushions and twisted herself with a rhythm to match her heartbeat. She didn't know how to contain the growing pleasure, letting it out with increasing speed.

She heard the pleasured breathing from behind. Every huff drove her onward. Hannah changed up the motion, waving her hips front to back in a figure-eight.

“Very good.” The light tap on her ass was all Hannah needed. “You can have your free will back, but only until I come.”

Hannah returned the marginally kind gesture by pinning her clit between two fingers. She raced toward her own breaking point. Marlowe's hands rested on the sides of her waist, giving her free reign over her own climax.

The spark of her greatest sexual desire meeting with a good clit rubbing set Hannah's blood to rushing. She felt the sudden swell in her bean, gripping it tighter. When the heels met her ass, she knew it was only a matter of seconds.

“I'm fucking-” A hard drive from Marlowe shocked the breathe out of her. “-coming Marlowe!” She rarely called him by his first name.

Refusing to let go or let it fizzle out, Hannah piled more overload into her favorite spot. As the pressure between her belly button and pussy felt ready to explode, she pulled the fingers away. Her eyes rolled back behind the lids as her boss took a generous handful of hair. She screamed, unable to collapse, suspended by a rigid shaft and the grip on her roots.

Marlowe pulled out and let go. Hannah collapsed like a discarded jacket. She curled up and opened her eyes. Marlowe was already walking over to the day bed nestled against the plate glass window. The city had already begun lighting up the darkness.

Hannah raised herself up by the arms. She could tell what he wanted. All smug and fucking confident. I hate the bastard. Hannah pulled herself to the floor and stood. I'm fucking meat to you, but it doesn't have to be like this.

The strut of having an audience behind moved Hannah to the other window. She knew Marlowe would pick up on the effort. Hannah felt the lift of her heels give her ass a slight pop with each step, her hips a mild swagger.

She dropped her forearms onto the bed and crawled beside Marlowe. “Sir, can I show you what else I'm good for?” Hannah faked the smile.

Marlowe propped his hands behind his head and nodded. He'll fucking learn. Hannah mounted his hips and guided her opening to the end of his cock.

Hannah gripped onto Marlowe's knees behind her and drifted down the shaft. The full stuffing of her pussy felt right, like she had already molded herself to fit the new shape like a quality holster. Once at bottom, Hannah leaned back, letting her breasts point toward the ceiling.

Every swish of her hips coaxed a bit more rigidity out of her boss. If I make him come, it'll shut his ass up. Marlowe's breathing turned into groans.

Hannah looked back down. Marlowe's jaw had clenched. Even his hands had loosed, falling into the mattress and gripping the fine sheets.

Almost fucking got him. “You like this? I've got some other tricks to show you next time.” Hannah leaned back down. The hot breath against her forehead felt like steam.

Marlowe grunted, driving himself deep inside her. Hannah ran a hand down his bare chest. She took a few more pumps of her waist, closing in for the kill in such a long hunt. Even if it cost her this last moment of free-will, at least she had gotten through the fuck without spilling what she couldn't admit.

“That's a good boy, sir. I never thought you'd-” Hannah's eyes doubled in size as she looked down to see Marlowe's smirk. His broad, strong hands took hold of her wrists.

“Good work, but I'm not that fucking easy to beat.”

The lack of that fluid warmth jetting into her pink flesh told Hannah all she needed to know. “You bastard.” Marlowe's grip tightened.

Hannah picked up where she had left off, rising her body, feeling the friction of skin against her walls. She tried to pull her hands to the front, just to have them forced back with the slow, dominant confidence Marlowe had made the running theme of his life. What now?

Hands pinned to the small of her back, Hannah leaned back down. She planted her head in the crook of his neck, feeling the stretch in her shoulders. Marlowe's face felt like sandpaper against her earlobe. “Hannah, what are you not telling me?”

It was time. “To be quite honest, I only wanted your money. I knew I could never love a man like yourself.” The weight of the entire skyscraper lifted from her tiny frame.

“So what will you do with me, sir?” The fear had retreated. She knew Marlowe could see the spite in her eyes. It was written all over his face.

“You'll do everything I fucking say after we're finished. I'm sure that pisses you off.”

“You're a bastard.” I should fucking run, now. Hannah jerked to break free. No dice.

“Bad move.” She saw Marlowe stay as calm as a puddle on a windless day. The hold on her wrists cranked up. She knew there would be bruises in the morning.

Marlowe twisted his entire body. Hannah tried to piece the world around her back together. Before she could realize it, her boss was already on top of her. She could feel her hands.

“Marlowe, you're hurting me.” Begging had always been Hannah's last resort. Not that it did her any good.

She felt the slow withdrawal. Marlowe's hands let go, finding a new grip just below Hannah's ribs. She tried to squirm away.

“I won't let you come. I'm not that stupid.”

Marlowe thrust back in, planting himself to the hilt. “You might as well be. Nobody got you into this mess but yourself.” He reared back and jarred her entire body with a deep plunge. “In case you were wondering, you're disqualified.”

The goal Hannah had been working for shattered around her. She tried again, pushing her shoulders off of the bed to make another break for it. I won't be your fucking slave, then.

Marlowe pulled her ankles onto his shoulders. “I can make it worse.”

Hannah took hold of the sheets. Marlowe's thighs clapped against the back of her own as he drove the point home. She couldn't help whimpering with each punishing drive.

Marlowe paused for a moment. “Or I could have mercy. It's up to you.” His skin slammed against hers again.

He's just fucking with me now. Hannah's head rocked back, her mouth agape as the high screams escaped her throat. I want him to die. This very second.

The conviction of her feelings had no effect. The ring flared to life, burning Hannah's finger like a welding torch. The pain and bliss echoed through the room.

Marlowe stopped and pulled out again. Hannah felt the great void between her legs. “I can still make you do what I say, without taking away your free will.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You're damn evil.” She knew exactly what he intended.

“But the choice is still yours.” Marlowe ran his legs under her own and propped himself up with his hands. “You've got until I come to make up your mind.”

“I fucking hate you.”

Marlowe takes the insult personally, tossing Hannah into the bed and reaming her furiously.

If I can't think for myself anymore, will I even know it? “I fucking hate you, sir.”

Marlowe slid himself back inside. Hannah took hold of the pillow behind her head. “I know, but you don't have to.”

I want to keep hating you. But I don't want to live like this. “You've never been one for mercy.” Hannah circled her hips, driving the dick against her inner walls and against her g-spot. Her voice had grown ragged, gasping out between expressions of pleasure, “Why should I trust you now?”

Marlowe inched his body closer, pushing an inch deeper. Hannah moaned, approving of his physical sympathy. “Do you really have a choice?”

Hannah pushed her head forward, taking a look at Marlowe's face between her arms. She faked a smile. “Not really.” I should just run.

“If you resist, I'll just make that ring burn unless I'm inside you. That'll be Hell on Earth once I find what I'm looking for in some other woman.”

She could feel every vein on his manhood. He's close. “You're a goddamned sociopath.”

Marlowe allowed her the little rebellion. Hannah knew she was only making it worse. She closed her eyes and admitted defeat with a quick flourish of her torso. The swell in Marlowe's tip signaled his approval.

I give up. Is this really how I'll spend the rest of my life?

“I think you've come around.” Marlowe dropped forward and put his hands on her shoulders. He thrust deep and said, “Welcome aboard.”

Hannah quivered as she slid a hand between her open legs. She dug her heels into the bed and matched the wiggle of her hips with her self-pleasuring. One of Marlowe's hands clasped around her neck, a finger stroking her jawline.

I'm losing my mind and free will. Why should I care anymore? Hannah's other hand wrapped around the one gripping her throat. “Please be good to me, sir.”

A tear streaked down Hannah's cheek. She felt Marlowe's free hand take liberties with her breasts, an erect nipple pinching between his fingers. It felt right, like a roadmap for the rest of her life.

Hannah opened her eyes and saw Marlowe through the frosted glass of tears. He was smiling with kindness, reaching down to guide her with calm dominance from her chin to her ear. “Will you come with me?” If it was bound to be her last moment of clarity, Hannah wanted to lose herself in it.

The weakness stemming from her clit reached the threshold. Hannah's torso filled with warmth as her breasts blushed. She opened her mouth a bit as Marlowe put both hands on each side of her head.

The fresh sweat and a hint of expensive cologne filled her sense of smell. She wrapped arms and legs around Marlowe, embracing the control of not just her boss, but her master. Hannah bit onto his ear and whispered, “Come inside me. Just be kind.”

Marlowe's body shuddered with his last burst of energy. He breathed heavily into Hannah's ear and barely got out, “You weren't a candidate to start with. I just thought you should know.”

You son of a bit- The first stream of his load erupted. Hannah pulled him even closer, giving Marlowe the pleasure of coming balls-deep inside her. I'm glad I could make you happy, Marlowe.


Marlowe opened the door from his office. Hannah looked back, feeling the great pleasure stemming from the silver band. He was leaving done for the day, but the news couldn't wait.

“Sir, Chastity DuChamp's confirmed she can make the interview. Are you sure you want to go through that much expense to meet with her?”

He walked over, placed his hands on Hannah's shoulders, and gripped gently. “I like my vacation home. It's got the perfect view for meeting a potential wife.”

The pang of sadness remained. “I'm sure having an interview overlooking Lake Tahoe might be a little intimidating.”

“She'll have to get used to it. A little college girl from Sacramento should broaden her horizons.”

Hannah looked up. “I don't think she'll believe it's for an internship, sir.”

Marlowe looked down and pulled the straps of Hannah's dress aside. “Ms. DuChamp can think whatever she wants, so long as she shows up. She won't be thinking on her own for long.” Pink Orchid was finally underway.
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