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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 

I didn’t see it coming, but Harem Bond took off. I thought it would be another series I write mostly for me, myself, and I. Weird how that happens, every time I plan for that. As much as my wife yells at me for it, bringing something of our personal lives into a story guarantees an audience. 

Maybe we should have gone into streaming live shows instead. 

But don’t worry, the outline for this one is done. I just have to write, revise, and publish it.


HAREM BOND 2

Chatelix was one of those tech startups. The trampoline in the lobby, employees skateboarding down the halls, and dogs right there in the office. Which all sounds fun, but that sort of perk means they expect you to never go home.

I’d been shacked up in a hotel for a week after driving to Albany. To say the least, I was ready to tie up loose ends and get paid.

Plus, I was already used to having Jamie and Hannah competing for my dick. Internet porn just doesn’t cut it after that.

I ducked into Sam Muntz’s office. An HR manager to the bone and ugly as a bowling shoe, I could tell he detested the ground I walked on. I’d been hired to whittle his department down, you see.

Squat and short, even in his chair, he cracked his knuckles. “Mr. Welker, what’s the damage?”

Handing him my tablet, I tried not to grin too much. “Twenty percent cut in mid-level staff, forty at entry.”

“Kindler’s lost his damn mind listening to you! I can’t let that much staff go.”

I’d always made it a policy of delivering any bad news myself. If only to watch asshole managers squirm. “If you scroll down, you’ll see an outline of the report I drafted. With a few changes, you’ll actually have less workload for the people who survive the cuts.”

He looked even more distraught when he got to the summary. “Effective immediately? I can’t even give them notice?”

“Blame Kindler. That was his stipulation.” I’m not a complete monster, even though I had started my consulting business out of those wastes we called human resources departments.

“Fuck...” He slumped, defeated and looking even shorter. “We’ll do it by seniority.”

Which I hated to hear. “I think results are a better way to pick who stays.” Especially when the company itself was only three years old. Nobody had exactly built a career at the place yet.

“It’s my department, and I’m not about to let you dictate how I run it.”

Normally, I’d have let the bad news dawn on him organically, but this guy chapped my ass. “Well, there’s no easy way to say this, so I’ll explain the biggest cost-cutting measure as simply as I can.” Now I was smirking. “Bibbity-bobbity, you’re out of the jobbity.”

My tablet almost shattered against the edge of his desk. “This is bullshit!”

“If you calm down and my tablet’s still working, I can put in a recommendation for a severance package.” It flew at me, a corner nailing the center of my chest.

“Get the hell out!”

I picked up the screen and didn’t mind that it was totally destroyed. “Sorry about your luck. It’s busted.”

Trying not to laugh my dick off, I left as if nothing had happened. Walking away, the sound of Muntz throwing shit all over his office kept getting louder.

Asshole.


After hashing out the lay-offs with Muntz’s replacement, his former assistant manager, my job was all but done. Before someone off their rocker could go postal, I signed the last of Chatelix’s paperwork and ran to my car. This exit was the usual run for my life.

Some of the former HR drones were already hauling their shit to their vehicles. Since they all knew my face by then, I backed out of my guest spot by the main entrance and floored it. But at the far end, by the road, I slammed the brakes.

With a heart-shaped ass, leggier than a giraffe, and bent over to load her personal stuff in the trunk of that white Honda… I had to see if the body matched the face.

She was one of the new hires let go, judging by her reserved spot in bum-fucking-Egypt. And when she turned around, I had to circle by. The girl was that fucking beautiful.

I got close enough to see the green of her eyes. Even without knowing who I was through tinted windows, her look at my car was pure, dripping venom.

That smaller, dumber brain between my legs took over. Pressing the button, the glass lowered until she recognized me.

“Oh, it’s that asshole who just cost me my job and probably my apartment. Thanks!”

I couldn’t save them all, but she was something else. Without thinking about what I was doing, I reached for my wallet and let my dick do the talking. “I could use an assistant. Whatever they paid you, if you’re a fit, I’ll add thirty percent.”

Her demeanor changed quicker than the snap of a finger. “Nikki Lawrence.” She took my business card and smiled. “When should I call?”

Driving from Albany to Syracuse, with stops, I wasn’t getting home until well after dark. “Between ten and midnight, or any time tomorrow.”

She bent down and rested her arms on my door. “What kind of job?”

My ass hurt from pulling a lie that big out of it. “Administrative assistant, full-time, but it’s in Syracuse. You might even learn enough to do what I do after a couple of years.” And dear God, she was absolutely fuckable.

“I’ll get kicked out of my place before the first unemployment check, so I don’t think I have a choice.”

Having spent enough time in HR to realize how she’d just screwed herself, I was willing to let it slide. “Never tip how desperate you are to a potential employer. I’ll pretend I didn’t even hear that.”

Nikki’s face turned whiter than her car.

“You’re going through a lot right now. Just get your head back on straight and call me when you’re ready.”

Before I even hit the first stoplight, the check my dick had just tried to write settled in. But I had enough business to need a handler.


The shitty hotel mattress, a drive-thru dinner, and hours on the caught up with me about the time I got home. Even in a luxury sedan with all the comforts, travel always kicks your ass like a roided up bouncer.

I slapped the button to shut the garage door. Not even Luna’s goofy mug came running to see me, but that was fine. The only thing I wanted was at least twelve hours in my own bed. Hannah and Jamie could entertain themselves for another night, no problem.

Showered and on the verge of tucking in, I was about to put my phone on silent. The instant I reached my thumb for the button, the screen lit up with an unfamiliar number.

Looking at the time, I could tell Nikki was desperate. But at least she was prompt. It was ten, one the dot, after all.

“This is Arn.”

“Hey, it’s Nikki… Lawrence. I’m calling about the job.”

My eyes rolled at the hesitation. But I had to at least pretend I wasn’t running on fumes, or end the talk quickly.

Since the mantra had gotten what I want out of people, without fail, I dove right in. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.” I rubbed my eyes and pulled the covers back. “Now tell me about yourself, quickly.”

Like she caught the reason for giving my card out of mid-air, Nikki dove straight in. “What’s this really about?”

“You had good performance reviews, and I need an administrative assistant.”

I heard her almost giggle on the other end. “I started at Chatelix six months ago. There’s not way you found some impressive record of me.”

“Well, you’re smart enough to figure this much out. That’s a good sign.”

“Then what do you do, other than kill jobs in HR departments?”

The girl had spunk, and wasn’t about to take bullshit to seem polite. “Welker Staffing Consultants needs justification for that plural bit of the name. If I have someone to do the basic number-crunching and handle the backend stuff, I could make at least twice what I do now.”

“And kill twice as many careers.” Nikki paused for a moment. “I can afford a move to Syracuse, barely, though. Is travel involved?”

“Whether I hired you or not, I’ll comp your travel time and mileage to get up here. If I’m impressed enough to hire you, all travel expenses and even your housing will be covered.”

“Now you just sound like you’re hiring a live-in plaything.”

She kind had me there. “I’m moving the office to my guest house, and it’s still got a spare bedroom after that. A thirty-percent raise and a free roof over your head should make up for the fact that I don’t have a health insurance plan like Chatelix yet.”

“Which I’m losing, thanks to you.”

“Apply for unemployment benefits, first thing tomorrow. There’s bridge coverage that you could hold until I get something worked out.” Which really meant I would have her iron out the details there.

“So when do I show up, and is it the same address as your card?”

Nikki wasn’t a ditzy, blonde moron. She’d at least cleared that hurdle. “After you get your benefits process rolling, give me a call. Just milk what time you had at Chatelix for all you can.” If HR departments were meant to cut a company’s liabilities to a minimum, I had no shame in helping someone tear a pound of flesh out of a former employer’s ass.


I lounged back next the pool, checking how much the ice had watered down my gin. Don’t worry, with Nikki set to arrive any moment, I wasn’t getting hammered. But you can call it one of the perks of being self-employed and working at home. Dock shoes, khakis, and a collared shirt was a hell of a lot better than the suit and tie I usually wore during a consultation too.

Jamie was off showing houses and possibly finding new friends at her real estate job, while Hannah was out coaching Syracuse’s gym rats. If only Jamie would sell the house next door she’d had listed for months, she might be able to afford floating me along for once.

A door shut on the other side of the garage. Tossing back the last of my gin, I left my glass on the table.  “Back here! Gate’s unlocked.”

Nikki almost strutted through as I got up. In a silky, red blouse and a black pencil skirt that didn’t go halfway down her thighs, she at least knew how to read someone. The snap of those heels on the patio with every step oozed confidence. Same with those giant sunglasses and white fishnets.

I couldn’t help smiling. “We’ll do the interview in my office, unless you’d rather stay out here.”

“No offense, but I’d rather hang around where someone might hear us.” Also smart of her.

A woman looking out for herself wasn’t the kind of thing that offended me. “Then take a seat.” I got back in my lounge chair, wishing I had another glass of gin. “So give me the basic rundown of your resume, since you didn’t bring one.”

“Dual bachelors in economics and communications from NYU, cum laude, 2019. You got me laid off from the only work experience I have in the field, remember?” Nikki lied back in the chair next to me, crossing her legs. “I probably have more questions than you do, though.”

Which was fair. “So out with them.” I reached for my wallet, grabbing a Benjamin and slipping it her way. “For your time and the gas.”

“I never got a clear answer. Is this a secretary job, an apprenticeship, or an admin position?”

“Call it a mix of all three.” Because there was no point in lying to her. “I don’t believe in non-compete agreements, so if you learn enough to beat me at my own game, that’d be to your credit.”

“And benefits?”

“Free room and board and increased pay. If you want healthcare or retirement, you should already know the basics of setting those up for yourself. How valuable you are to me will dictate how much of those I can cover.”

Nikki tilted those sunglasses down at me. “Which doesn’t tell me anything.” She had a nose for the right questions and paths to getting screwed over later.

“I’ve already heard enough. If you want it, the job’s yours after a couple weeks of seeing if it’s a good match. I’ll just need you ready for a trip to Denver one week from tomorrow. That’ll be your real test.”

“And this guest house? Can I see it before I agree to anything?”

“Front door’s open if you’d rather go in by yourself. I get it.”

Endless legs flung over the side next to me, hinting at a flash of red lace between them. “It’s fine. My parents already know the address, and I’m supposed to call them as soon as I’m outta here.”

“Cover thy own ass. It’s basically my First Commandment in life.” I leaned forward when I noticed she was waiting for me.

“One question, though.” Nikki tilted her head at the pool. “Can I use that too?”

“You can. But we’ll talk about those rules.” I sure as hell didn’t want strangers crashing my backyard like an apartment complex. “Come on, I’ll show you around while we talk details.”


Nikki’s tour of ‘her’ new house included her catching the straps on all four corners of the iron bed frame that was about to fail. She turned around and tucked both hands behind her ass. “Your wife into that, or does she use them on you?”

“Her girlfriend, actually.” I expected Nikki to start running any second.

“If I can make a request, I want the other bedroom.”

The mattress and frame needed tossing anyway. “Deal. I’ll hire movers to put my office in here before we board that plane.”

“Good.” Nikki leaned against one of the posts, keeping her hands against her back. “I can start moving tomorrow. It’s not like I’ll see unemployment kick in before my dick landlord terminates the lease.”

“Then don’t fuck up. I’m not helping you move out of here if it doesn’t work out.”

She leaned forward, still gripping that post behind herself. Which told me another button on her top had come undone. “You mentioned something about loyalty and service last night. Was that some promise of job security, or just a dumb slogan?” The girl knew what she had in her favor.

“You never fucked Muntz, right?”

“God no!”

So at least she wasn’t damaged goods. “It’s not like you’ve got a superior to report me to if I try, but don’t think you owe it to me. If you just want me to be your boss, that’s fine.” Not that a girl would wear a lacy, red getup under her clothes for a drive that long for no reason.

“And your wife won’t care?”

“Don’t think you have to play with her or Hannah, either. Not that they’d stop you.”

“Match my old pay, plus forty-percent, and I’ll let you come in me.”

On to fringe benefits, I guess. “Not just this once, and you’ve got a deal.”

Whether she’d mess with Jamie and Hannah didn’t seem that important all of a sudden. “Negotiating like that will get you far in this job.”

“There’s no point in dancing around it. I knew what you were after.”

I still needed her for a legit job, but we were done talking about that. “So wow me.”

Nikki didn’t bother saying another word. Grabbing the collar of my shirt as she walked past, we were making a beeline for guesthouse’s living room.

Sometimes, you just go with it. The ball was in her court now.

Falling into the giant sofa chair, Nikki kicked her legs up and started working the straps of one of her heels.

I grabbed her ankle before she could undo the buckle. “No, leave em.”

She crossed at the knees, popping the buttons of her top loose instead. Blondes looked great in red like that. The thing is, I liked how women looked in underwear and stilettos more than anything.

“So more dressing like this. Got it.”

Unless a client was making a rare visit or we were out on a consultation, the girl could work in the buff for all I cared. Hell, pants were completely optional in my own office already.

The waist of her skirt inched down. When the first bit of those frilly panties came into view, I had to pull and help her out.

“You’re still wearing everything. That’s hardly fair.”

Full equality would have been myself in deck shoes and boxers. But nobody wanted to see that. Kicking the Sperrys off and then lifting my shirt, I slammed it against the floor. “Better?”

The tip of a heel poked at my chest. “You can’t see me with everything off until I see you that way first.”

My boxers shot down with my pants, catching on the full erection she’d already pulled out of me.

Nikki sat up while she let the skirt drift to her ankles and eased out of the blouse. “One more thing.”

I was willing to hear any condition she wanted to throw out. “Shoot.”

Her arms squeezed together in front of her, forcing those perfectly round tits together. She’d dressed for a steamy Valentine’s Day, not a summer job interview. Right down to the garter support wrapped across her waist.

Before I could ask if she liked giving or receiving, Nikki answered for me. Those plump lips turned up at the corners as she leaned closer. “The guy I dumped last month wasn’t big enough. I’m glad you don’t have that problem.”

My fingers brushed some of those blonde curls out of her face. Either she was a natural, or the dye job was less than a week old.

Nikki pushed against the head, barely parting her mouth as both hands took hold around my ass. Like she meant to fake me out, a sudden back away almost forced me to go ahead and skull-fuck her. “The wait’s killing you. I can tell.”

Gritting my teeth, I forced myself to behave. If only for a little while longer. “A little bit of a cock-tease, aren’t you?”

She turned her eyes back on the shaft in front of her. “It’s no fun if you’re not begging for it.”

Topping from the bottom.

I appreciated that. Not many girls had that skill.

But Nikki was done torturing me. Hot and soft, her tongue slid down my length as her lips took me in.

My dick twitched in her mouth as her arms hugged around me. I didn’t even need to thrust, enjoying what stood in for a handshake between us.

Another bob of her head closed my eyes. Even the way she moaned and giggled at the same time shot a point of energy up my spine.

One of her hands came around and jerked at the hilt. Her mouth left me as I heard, “Calm down, I haven’t even gotten to the good part yet.”

She was unapologetically into it, diving right back in until I was pushing against the back of her throat. Every hair from my neck to my ass stood on end. Then I had to shiver.

Nikki added a little more fuel on top, cupping my balls and licking one side of my dick. “You kiss after oral, right?”

It was hard to even look down at her, but I managed, somehow. “Do you?” Unless I came in her mouth, I didn’t mind.

The last trace of nervous fell away. Another stroke of her hand put her spit to full use until she leaned back. “Enough foreplay. If I don’t call my parents soon, they’ll start to worry.”

As if ‘what would Daddy think?’ was her top concern for once. And I would have been happy to wrap this up before Hannah or Jamie could barge in.

Nikki leaned back, pulling me with her by the girth of my cock.

I bent at the knees, kinda sad that it broke her grip on me. But as our mouths pushed together, it gave me a chance to figure out if those tits were real or not. And you bet your ass they were.

Her arms clamped around my neck. As the grit of those fishnets pulled at my sides, Nikki kept sinking into the overstuffed chair. Past a certain point, I just had to give up on keeping our tongues together.

Forcing the center of her panties out of my way and bracing myself with the other hand, I dove a finger straight in. Hot and ready like she was fresh out the oven, it didn’t take so much as a couple of presses inside to get her whimpering.

Both legs pulled me closer as Nikki put one of her own fingers in her mouth. Platinum blonde, soft peach, and sea green eyes might have clashed with all the red, but she made it fucking work. Especially when those lips piled up, scarlet and thick around her finger.

I didn’t even have to guide myself, propped in just the right spot to get down to business. Her knees bent tighter around me, forcing the tip closer until I felt the burn and squeeze of her entrance.

Why didn’t I hire a secretary until now? Possibly because I hadn’t come across one this hot and willing. But it was a moot question now.

Crushing through, the full blaze of her cunt took me all the way in. Almost a little too hot, the kind of speed we’d moved things along at told me Nikki was fucking insatiable. Maybe even more than Hannah after that ‘conversion’ to batting for both teams.

The sweet, heady perfume of woman tore into my brain. Almost to the point I could taste her.

Seeping the first line out of herself, Nikki erupted when I slammed deep again. The insane pressure of her hands and legs trapped me in a hold, like she didn’t want me to ever pull back.

“Just like that!”

I darted forward again, even if I was already deep as I could go.

Nikki shot through the zone, ripping her close to the peak brutally soon.

Pulling out as much as I could, my third slam threw her straight into wailing.

Her walls tightened like a noose. It only took a second of rooting around to lay down the bet, like I was testing her for once.

But ramming head-first into an orgasm wasn’t all I wanted out of her. That juicy flood inside her let me break loose.

Our bodies clapped together as Nikki screamed. She was fit enough to keep me locked in, but not enough to stop my dick from blowing that ember into a bonfire.

All four limbs pulled tight, like she couldn’t take anymore. “Holy shit!” Her hips bucked, trying to writhe me out. “Jesus, that’s all I can take right now...”

I might have hit the early part of that mid-life stage, but the two I’d been fucking silly had put a new spark in me. It’d have been a shame if I couldn’t have made sure Nikki was young, not-quite-dumb, and full of my cum.

Shaking and trying not to squeal, both of Nikki’s hands pushed against my stomach. “Hold up...”

My dick felt cold, tempting me to slide back in.

Curling at the waist and whispering against my neck, I barely made out, “It’s my turn again.”

It was kinda reckless of her, but I wasn’t complaining. “Then do it it.”

Settling into the love seat to our right, I watched her body ripple with the aftershocks. Weak and rubbing lipstick off on her teeth, the girl was out to impress. And so far, she’d done it.

Trying not to seem weak and vulnerable, Nikki pushed every part of herself against me. Maybe it was the jitters, but that nibble on my earlobe felt too tender for what she’d done so far. Then she whispered, “No mercy...”

Swirling her pussy with my tip just inside, I went ahead and took her advice. Both of my hands pressed atop Nikki’s thighs. Because fuck being gentle.

“Fuck!”

Draped over me, her skin was softer than new velvet. I wanted more, trapping her close until she ground hard on my shaft. And luckily for me, the little freak was devoted enough to power through that orgasm, driving hard for the next one.

What she wanted, I needed. A big surge from her walls grazing over my shaft made me wish I was closer than I was. But when you’re unprotected like that, what’s the hurry?

Nikki didn’t get it, though. “Go on, Sir, fucking come in me.”

I liked the name. Even Jamie didn’t call me that. “What’s my name again?”

Her head shot back, the front of her neck almost vibrating with pressure. “Sir! Come inside me!”

My fingers shook as I tried to hold on. So at least I knew she was good for a hot-and-ready quickie. But that wasn’t my goal this time.

Nikki’s mouth brushed up my jawline. “No, don’t stop, just do it… Please?” Another wiggle like that would have finished me off.

Struggling to keep myself under control, I fought the peak that I had every right to let through. Like my nerves had blown out, it put a shake in my legs.

Those hips swerved down, rubbing my length in all the right places. Keeping me locked, hard and deep, Nikki switched gears and started grinding herself. Undulating and circling around, she didn’t just want to finish me off. The girl wanted to punt my mind across the room.

Feeling her cling tight, my barriers were starting to crack. Flying way past wanting it and straight into feeling it coming at me, a bead of sweat fell and got me in the eye.

But I didn’t care about the sting. Pushing her shoulders down and keeping the ride going, I was about to fizz over like a trick beer.

“I can tell you want it,” Nikki leaned close again, “so go ahead.”

My pulse surged against the veins in my neck. I didn’t mind facing a little domination. Especially when it came time to finish off.

But she was my employee and paid plaything. I’d learned the importance of laying down the law from being Jamie’s husband. Because if you give a wily bitch half a chance, she’ll own your ass.

I let Nikki keep rolling her hips around until I felt the bead of precum seep out. Salivating and breathless, that extra bit of creaminess inside her rushed me toward the point of no return.

My hands clutched around her waist. “Nice try, but you’re not in charge here.” Because I’ll be damned if I was about to let Nikki plant one of those high heels in the middle of my chest like that.

Whipping her around with all my weight, I stayed inside as she crashed onto her back. One good pump sold the new order of things.

“Now get on your fucking knees.”

Her head shook. “No, you’re coming inside me, remember?”

“Who said I wasn’t?”

Nikki stared back like I’d just lit her on fire. Hurting and starving for it, she did exactly as she was told.

Moving behind, I grabbed my cock and propped one knee on the seat. My other hand fell on the small of her back, guiding her back home to get back to what both of us needed.

The graceful curve of her body arched, like she was in a damn hurry to feel me inside again. It was kinda breathtaking, watching those blonde curls fall over her shoulders, one by one as she begged for it.

I reached forward, grabbing every lock I could. Pulling until Nikki was staring at the ceiling, my body collided with hers.

Some kind of hellacious noise came out of her throat. Every crack against that ass brought a fresh whine out. Which only talked me into getting more strict with every collision.

Nikki was in a hurry to dive into the next climax. And who was I to stop her? Hellacious as the burn in my thighs got, I couldn’t stop trying to split her down the middle.

A little more fight came out of her. The walls of her cunt burned against me. Maybe out of friction, or maybe because she was that fucking close again.

My fingers locked in the gaps between her ribs. Hearing the chaos I was forcing out of the girl, my body kept thrashing into her. Somehow, I was gonna break her

Her slit gripped tighter. Exposed, bare skin against raw flesh, I felt that wild need to leave a bit of myself in her body. That happens when you’re buried to the tang inside a girl that hot.

Another flash shot up to my brain. I wasn’t just erect. Every inch of depth willed something out of me, begging me to come.

Feet pressed against the top half of my thighs. Her toes had curled, almost clawing in on themselves.

I had to shoot down, burying my face in Nikki’s hair. “You’d better fucking come.” I sucked in another breath. “Right fucking now.”

“Don’t you goddamned stop!” Her face rolled back, giving Nikki just enough room to look me in the eyes. “Come all the way inside me...”

Not that it took more than one cell to make shit happen, but I was content as hell to give the lady what she wanted. Harder than Chinese algebra, I slammed deep again and seethed, “Why do you want me to?”

Nikki shot her head down. “Because it feels good…” Another smash forced the whole, honest truth out of her. “Don’t fucking stop!”

That was a good enough reason for me. Pulling at the strap of her bra with one hand, and reaching around to toy with her clit with the other, she was gushing down my thighs. Which meant she’d either squirted, or it wouldn’t take much to get her there.

Her body surrendered all at once. Opening like it wanted me slammed and melded into her, Nikki’s cunt didn’t clamp tight until I was plowed all the way through.

But when it did? I didn’t make it more than a quarter-inch out.

A full wave of bliss and adrenaline coursed all over. My fingers pulled tighter against her hair, giving me a final look at those eyes.

Like she knew, Nikki whimpered out, “Fucking coming… God!”

I slapped myself into her one last time. Deep and feeling the bulb on her back wall pulse, it was shameful that I wasn’t trying to knock her up. Because her body fucking craved it. Right down to the feet that flexed hard as iron against my thighs.

Nikki screamed, blurring the lines between words and chaos. “Yeah, come in me! Do it!”

All the fight I’d had before had worn itself out. One more dive in sealed what I’d volunteered for.

Fuck… Coming!

Red lace and blonde hair matched the sudden fit. Nikki was coming, and jerking her head back only made it worse.

A massive stroke of feeling burst through as I pulled out again. Instinct forced me back inside, deep as I could push myself.

“Like that. Fuck!”

I didn’t care how much she wanted it. My dick had to plant all up in her.

Then my first shot blew out.

Nikki drove herself into me as hard as she could. The shiver in her neck rolled into pure tension.

That’s when I knew I could rip her hair even harder, forcing Nikki’s ear against my mouth.

But all I could do was gasp out, “Coming!”


“You were home last night, but we didn’t see you around. What’s that about?”

I tried to come up with something. “You know, sometimes you wake up hungry after a few days on the road.”

“Really…” Jamie strolled closer. “You put on cologne for bed?”

“Hey, sometimes you have to skip a shower.”

“And those marks on your neck? Your body spray did that too?”

She had me there, but I had enough ammo to fire back. “You’re one to talk, with all those rope marks on your wrist.”

“And that Honda in the driveway? I know you worked something out with her, but don’t tell me you bought Hannah a car too.”

“What?”

“This little blonde was in guesthouse kitchen last night. It’s the damnedest thing, Arn. Said she was your personal assistant, or something like that.”

Holy shit… “Maybe.”

“You keep looking away. What did you do with her?”

Compared to Jamie’s death-stare, the inky black of my coffee was downright comforting to lock eyes with. “Work’s been kicking my ass, so I hired someone.”

“And let her move into the guesthouse...”

Jesus, she’s actually gonna throw a fit about this? With Hannah running around the place? Pouring a snoot of bourbon into my cup, I realized it was gonna be a long day. “She’s HR, so all the paperwork and backend shit is on her.”

“You fucked her, didn’t you?”

Jumping a little too much to deny it, I stirred the liquor into my mug instead. “So what if I did?”

“If we weren’t in an open marriage, you be be so divorced right now...”

“Should I call her over, then?”

Jamie dropped all the bullshit. “Fine, but you owe me. As soon as we’re done, I’m pampering her ass. Pedicure, manicure, a full-body massage… She might even like me more than you when it’s over.”

Considering I’d brought another blonde seven years her junior over, and shacked the girl up under one of my own roofs, my wife was taking it like a champ. Who the fuck was I to complain? “You’re gonna turn Hannah loose on her, aren’t you?”

Shrugging in that terrycloth robe, Jamie didn’t bother looking at me. “Hey, I’m gonna be ticked if she can walk straight six hours from now. You know Hannah can do it, and it’ll just piss you off that you won’t be there to see it happen.” Jamie’s blood was colder than Eskimo pussy, and she didn’t hide that fact.

“That’s kinda evil. Doll the girl up, just to sic your Amazon warrior princess on her?”

“It’s your fault.” Jamie cradled her drink and took the first sip. “But before they wake up, how many times am I about to make you come?”

I’m a lucky man.
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I was struggling to keep the family home put together, even if it was that ranch style that never falls apart. Largely because the diner wasn’t the cash machine it used to be. “What changed?”

“The waitresses.” He took another sip of coffee. “Once you came along, Ricky started hiring these tired-looking girls, and put em’ in those dumpy uniforms.”

The truth hurts. Especially when you’ve been denying it. “We’ll see how it goes. How long until you’ve got a painting done?”

“I’ll bring it around closing time, at the end of that week trial-period with her new look.”

“What difference will a painting make, by itself?”

Leaning closer, as if Brandi was still around, he whispered, “Once it’s done, you’ll get what you want out of her. I mean, I’ve always liked getting what I want. Don’t you?”

I shook my head, knowing a painting wouldn’t do that to anyone. Even to a girl as ditzy as Brandi, no matter how much she’d believe and follow along with anything.

He opened another sugar pack and let it pour in. “Now, if you’ve got time, I’ve got stories about your grandaddy and his pa you’ll get a kick out of.”

***

Brandi gave one of those fake, seductive giggles. “Even with all the guys who’ve hit on me since I started working for you, you’re the only one who's been nice without expecting anything in return.” A quick jerk of her hand darted my truck over the rumble strip.

“Hey!” I didn’t want to make Grandpa Nick’s 1955 Bel Air convertible a daily driver because of a wreck. “I can still fire your ass even if you’re not clocked in.”

Those eyes still had me locked in. “You wouldn’t, and you know it.”

“Just stop, alright? Busy as we’ve gotten, complicating things would make it that much worse.”

Brandi acted like she hadn’t heard a bit. Unbuckling her seat belt and letting it fly back, she chomped down on my zipper.

Fuck, fuck, fuck… Fuck! That old transmission shop of the McBay brothers was barely in sight, clear across enough flat land that it didn’t matter. My cock was out and getting harder than figuring the diner’s taxes.

“See?” Her fingers slid up my length until Brandi was playing with the tip. “Either it happens tonight, or I’m hounding your ass like this all day tomorrow.”

I was fucked, it had gotten through even that bunker she called a skull. My last-ditch excuse was weak, and I knew it. “What about your clothes? You gonna wear the same thing tomorrow?”

“You’ve got a washer and dryer, don’t you?” Brandi gave me a teasing lick.

Goddammit! I pulled into the nearest driveway and turned around. But even then, I thought I could defuse this clusterfuck.

***

Brandi closed tighter around me, from all sides and with all limbs. “So?”

That resistance I’d been putting up failed all at once. Upending her as I rolled over, Brandi was more than willing to surrender. Something about the girl had unraveled me, and I had no fucking clue how or why it happened.

Her arms and legs folded over me as I got on top. Feeling entitled or just insane, all I knew was, I had to have her. Right then and there.

Long nails dug through my shirt. Each line overwhelmed that nagging voice in the back of my head until I was downright mindless.

Thighs closed around me until the only thing keeping me from diving right into her was the front of my boxers. Tender and sliding against my cock, Brandi’s cunt soaked through until every one of the nerves on my shaft couldn’t tell her apart from a hot bath.

She fought back. Kinda. “What makes you think I’m that easy?”

Grabbing both wrists, I felt the blood rushing through her body. “Really, you’re gonna put up that tease act now?”

As much as her hands came to life and grabbed for any escape, she’d written a check I had to cash in. “Jim, stop!”

I was too mad with hunger to even think. “Don’t give me that now, of all fucking times.”

Brandi gripped harder around me. With a bite at my earlobe, her voice shattered that last hint of caution in my head. “Even if I tell you to stop...”

My lungs filled with what had to be an endless breath.

“…don’t stop fucking me.”

Her cheek nuzzled against my throat. I don’t know what it was about the scent of her hair, but it made Brandi that much more irresistible.

Throbbing as the folds of her pussy wrapped around soaked cotton, it was beyond tempting to rip my shorts down. Silken, burning thighs did the work for me.

I couldn’t hold it in anymore as my tip almost shot through. Leaning all my weight against her palms, what I’d thought all along came out. “You’re too damned beautiful.”

Brandi squeezed every one of her fingers around mine. “I didn’t ask you to be nice to me.”

I’d already gone vicious enough to thrust a couple inches into her. As she jerked her head back, all I saw was neck and blonde.

Totally ensnared between her arms, legs, and cunt, I didn’t fight how awesome she was inside. Like a flood hot enough to turn any thermometer into a grenade, I could hear myself ramming that passage as much as I felt it.

A kiss at my shoulder fried my senses. Pulling both of her hands down to the narrowest curve of her hips, I was ready to steam ahead and go straight for the climax.

But that slit took me the rest of the way in, roasting my shaft until it felt molten inside her. The wiggle of her hips roved me around until I had to pull out.

All four of Brandi’s limbs tensed harder. “It’s fine... You can come inside me.”

It hurt too much as I thrashed out of her. Every cell in my body wanted to spear back in.

Letting go of Brandi’s arms and rising that white t-shirt up her body, my hands felt the dangerous curves all the way to the bump of her ribs. Coaxing the last barrier over her tits, I realized they were more perfect than anything I’d imagined.

Brandi took hold of the bottom hem, ripping the shirt up her arms and letting it fly off to parts unknown. “Why aren’t you fucking me?”

My body shivered as I pushed back in. The gratifying impact as my head met her back wall forced every muscle to give out.

And the crazy bitch kept getting angrier about it. Jerking her hips front to back, she was banging me. “Don’t tell me that’s all you’ve got.”

Whipping through and pushing down on Brandi’s shoulders as hard as I could, it felt like I couldn’t get monstrous enough with her.

“More!”

Trapped deep and slamming away with all I had, I never knew sex could this damn violent. Not that it stopped me from forcing her arms up again.

I didn’t have the energy left to fight back. Not that it was about to stop me. My hand closed around her throat until I felt the air rasp through.

“Do it! Fucking harder!”

Son of a bitch..  Fighting tooth and nail to hold back, I was on the edge of coming already.
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