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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


The past week has been chaos, but I wasn’t about to get lazy and hold this title off until next week. A few extra hours of writing and revisions in the past days got me where I wanted to be again. 

We’re rounding the home-stretch for this series. Before mid-March has come and gone, I’ll have the last two parts out. I’m really for where this one is going. So keep an eye out. They’ll be here sooner, rather than later. 

I’ve got big plans for the next series, too. Deciding on cover art and how to end it are still keeping me up at night. But when I put time into something from the beginning, it turns into something better than the original idea. I’ll have more details ironed out next week.


HAREM BOND 3

I didn't like the idea of Jamie selling the house next door. Keeping business and home far apart had always been my policy. Despite having Nikki around, I really did try to stick to it.

But then I saw who had moved in. Or rather, heard.

The sound of a Japanese crotch rocket pulling in riled up all the wrong points in me. Fuckin’ hell, Jamie’s sold it to some little hard-dick I’m gonna hate. This Price douche-wagon was already starting off on the wrong foot.

But when I knocked on the garage door, I didn’t hear the strip club music I was expecting. In fact, that ratchet wrench stopped and clanked against the floor. Well, alright…

Nikki wasn’t there with me, so I wondered what kind of rich douche-wagon I was about to size up on my own.

The door scrolled up. Boots, tools on the floor, and a fresh oil stain had me thinking the worst. Until I saw the legs said boots were attached to.

Well, alrighty. Mister Price could have been a Misses. Those tanned thighs sure as fuck didn’t stop for a while. “Howdy!”

“Grab an oil pan!” And it wasn’t some biker dude’s voice. “Shit!”

I did what I could, until the source of that Heavenly voice barked out another order.

“There’s a bag of cat litter by the door! Put it in front of the drain, now!”

I got the gist of it, and the county was pretty hardass about garage spills. “You just moved in! What the fuck’s with the oil leak?”

The voice was undeniably feminine, in tone only. “Just stop it, okay?”

Corralling the spill, I had to wonder what kind of girl would get in over her head like this. “If you need help, just ask next time.”

“I’ve been changing my own oil for years. Sorry if a bad O-ring was a problem.”

Looking under the bike, leather and tanned skin looked almost as sexy as a girl who does her own engine work. “Well, hi… You must be the new neighbor.”

She didn’t bother looking at me. “I need a nine and fourteen socket. Second drawer on the toolbox.”

“How many cubic centimeters is that thing packing?”

“Never enough.” The girl snatched the fourteen socket from my hand. “Thanks, I guess.”

“When I heard a Japanese scooter next door, I imagined the worst. But at least you know what you’re doing.”

“And I could have said the same thing, seeing a couple Mercedes in your driveway. I’m glad I was wrong.”

Cars sure as hell weren’t my strong suit, but they didn’t have to be. I could afford to pay other people to worry about that kind of thing. “I guess you’re the new neighbor. Sorry if my wife rubbed you the wrong way when she showed the place.”

The odd sound of leather and concrete slipping against each other pulled me out of that dreamworld. Then my new neighbor wiped a thick sleeve against her cheek, leaving a smear of grease her face. “Name’s Rinn. And you’re married to that Stepford wife?”

Like I’d met the mechanic of my dreams, I tried to keep my face straight. “You don’t even want to know what I do for a living, if you hold that against her.”

“Day trader, or consultant?” She got right back to the engine, cranking the wrench. “Or is that too close to home?”

“Consultant. We are easy to spot.”

Rinn pulled a boot against her ass as she kept wrenching away on the motor. “She told me you were self-employed and worked at home. In a neighborhood like this, people normally brag about what businesses they own first.”

I was intrigued. “So if you know how people are around here, why buy this house?”

“Two years ago, I opened my clinic, and it’s less than a mile away from here.”

“So it’s Dr. Price.”

“If you’ve got wings or four legs, sure.” She slid out from under the bike again. “A hedge fund offered to buy my last clinic for too much to turn down, so why not open a new one and repeat it?”

Veterinarians didn’t make fortunes, and even human doctors weren’t guaranteed to anymore. So at least she had brains about her. “Smart. The money’s not in what you do, but in what you can convince someone else you’re worth.”

“It’s not exactly like that, but you’re not wrong, either.”

Pulling my stare off of those caramel thighs hurt. Offering a hand up, all I could imagine was myself on top of her. “So my new neighbor’s a badass veterinarian who rides motorcycles. It beats the hell out of the attorney on the other side of my house.”

Rinn smirked back as she let me pull her up. “Well, at least you defy the stereotypes. Most guys who can afford a wife like her won’t get their hands dirty.”

I hadn’t always been a rich, useless asshole. “I grew up on a farm, so fixing stuff isn’t new to me.” Not that I ever wanted to go back to that life.

“So you’ve actually done something useful in this world. I’m kinda shocked.”

My cheeks ached from smiling that hard. “If you’re free, come eat our place around seven. Moving sucks, and we’d love to have you over.”

What can I say? I liked her honesty. Almost as much as that body.


The surprising thing about my house was the orderly way everyone sat around the dinner table. When you’re gone for weeks at a time, reconnecting with everyone you live with matters.

Of course, it didn’t hurt that I was the lone guy in a room packed with four tens.

Jamie couldn’t cook for shit, but somehow, we’d made it work. With Nikki and Hannah’s help... Someone had to call our order in, and another one of us had to go pick it up.

Not that Rinn cared. She wiped her mouth with her napkin, like we hadn’t just demolished Chinese takeout. “That was an interesting choice, but it hit the spot.”

Someone’s foot grazed up my shin, taking the cuff of my pants along for the ride. Looking at Nikki and Jamie, neither one of them gave a clue about who was doing it. Even if they were the only ones close enough to try.

I tried keeping my face straight as I looked across the table at Rinn. “We’re not big on entertaining guests, but you seem alright.” And at least she wasn’t getting snotty about the meal.

“So let me get this straight,” her eyes darted between all of us, “there’s a wife, the wife’s girlfriend, and a secretary.” Then she stared at me like I’d just unzipped and pissed on her leg. “All under one roof?”

“Guest house is out back, and that’s Nikki’s place.” Grabbing one of those rolls coated in sugar, I was past faking the new-money image of class. “Thanks for not judging us for it, though.”

Rinn’s face turned beet red. “I didn’t mean...”

“It’s fine, I know you didn’t.”

But that damn foot on my leg kept sliding up. As far as I knew, Jamie really wanted to get in her pants. As much as I did, even.

I tried passing the stutter off like it was nothing. “It was kinda short-notice, so the Chinese was all I could find that soon.” But only Hannah could fix so much as a plate of nachos. And it would have been some low-carb, high-protein shit nobody else would have been brave enough to eat.

That foot kept going higher, slipping past my knee. And then Jamie let me know it was her. “Arn, drop the shit. It’s not like she can run far after buying the house next door.” Either those two had worked something out, or my wife knew something I didn’t.

“The hell are you talking about?”

Jamie twirled a finger in the air, letting it stop aimed at Rinn. “That same thing you said to us, just tell her that and let’s get it over with.”

I kinda knew, but I didn’t believe it. “You feeling alright?”

“Loyalty, respect, effort… Or something like that.” Nyloned toes worked over my zipper. “Just say it, already.”

Rinn cocked her head at me. “What’s all this?”

Rubbing the back of my neck, the possibility of adding our new neighbor to this little club raged in my head. Then, like a tiny Jamie with horns and a pitchfork stood on my shoulder, I knew what I wanted.

Still looking at me, Rinn was primed and open for it.

The need to have her welled up in my head until we locked eyes. “I’ve got this slogan I live by. Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.”

Her cheeks went red again. Nodding a little, she looked like the intelligence was melting out of her brain, if only one aspect of it. “Fine, I’ll go ahead and assume this was all to get in my pants.”

It wasn’t, initially. But Jamie had already pulled her foot away, backing her chair from the table. “It really has made Arn a happy guy.” She walked behind Rinn and hugged around her neck, grinning at me the whole time. “Welcome to the family.”

Nikki and Hannah were already getting themselves up. Dressed every bit like the secretary and personal trainer, they snuggled against Jamie’s cocktail dress and Rinn’s leathers. Like the best fucking Halloween party ever.

Takeout cartons still littered the table. Staring from my end, I wondered who’d force Rinn on top of it first.

Between the hidden strength Hannah packed, Jamie’s refusal to understand what ‘no’ means, and Nikki’s dripping nymphomania…

Rinn set right into Frenching Jamie.

I wanted to slam my hands against the table. “Wait, hold up!”

Not that Rinn or Jamie cared. My wife and our newest friend smiled back at me before getting back to it.

These little, fucking skanks… I pointed at Nikki. “You take care of my wife. Hannah, you’re with me.”

Not that my wife and secretary got that the chick next door was my toy.

Jamie slipped her fingers under that set of leather briefs. Or if she did, Jamie didn’t care. “Well, someone just shaved.”

I wanted to bat my wife off the girl, but Rinn was diving straight into it. Watching our new neighbor’s back spread across the table, backing away felt like too much of burden. Winking at Jamie, I hated her ass at the same time.

Nikki worked the straps of Jamie’s dress from behind.

Meanwhile, Jamie came around, pushing her face between myself and the scene of glory taking hold in front of me. “So I talked with Nikki and Jamie earlier. If you let them try her out first, we’ll let you have Rinn all to yourself in the end.”

Easing back in my chair, I dusted the sugar off my fingertips. “Who said we’re sharing?”

Hannah smirked. “That’s kinda the unspoken rule, isn’t it? You don’t even wanna know what Jamie and I did to your secretary while you were out picking up the food.”

Actually, I did. But that wasn’t the most pressing matter. The soft whimpers coming out of Rinn grabbed my attention.

Straddling my lap and grinding through her yoga pants, Hannah was already itching to go at it.

My upper lip stretched out, pinched between her teeth. Feeling it snap back into place, my hands grabbed onto Hannah’s breasts. You know, the only part of her body below the neck that wasn’t toned, tight, and sculpted in a gym.

Hannah forced me into a kiss again. Not seeing what Nikki and Jamie were putting Rinn through was painful. But when Hannah’s riding you, not to savoring it would be the definition of insanity.

Soaking her pants through, Hannah’s thighs squeezed against me. “I knew you’d start paying attention soon enough.”

Not that it made Rinn’s noises easier to ignore. Feeling the heat and wetness bleed through my slacks, my hands settled on Hannah’s waist, ducking under the band of her pants. “Really, no panties?”

Her cunt pressed with all she had. Forcing that split against the bottom of my cock, Hannah ducked her mouth to my ear. “Jamie made some money, we all got a new playmate, and I want you to fuck the hell out of me. It’s a win-win-win for you.”

What kind of bullshit is this? “How do you figure?”

Like I hadn’t said a word, Hannah leaned even closer.  Soaking all that want into my pants, both knees gripped the sides of my waist, tempting me to get her rubbing back and forth. “Really, you can’t hear what they doing to her right now?”

I could. Assuming those bumps against the table were Rinn’s elbows, and maybe the back of her head, the air almost fumed with pussy.

Hannah scooted herself tighter against me, pulling the shirt over my shoulders. “Jamie wanted this to happen, even if you’ve been paying too much attention to Nikki.”

Even my boxers had soaked through. Not fighting the tingle in my shaft or pushing back against all the spice Hannah kept slinging my way, I at least owed her a moment. “Between those two and the new girl, I’ll need one hell of a distraction.”

“If I make you come before she does, what do I win?”

Coming from the girl who wouldn’t have let me touch her until a few weeks ago, it grabbed my focus by the throat. The fact that I’d been coming inside her ever since that night didn’t matter so much anymore. “Go on...”

Hannah pushed her lips against my ear. “You’re supposed to answer here, dumbass.”

I forced my hands down. The seam of her yoga pants split too easily.

“Don’t worry, I’ll buy you another pair. Put up or shut up.”

My zipper slid down until I felt that same hand stroke my dick. And before I knew it, I was in her.

Hannah’s voice pulsed that last bit of hardness out of me as she let me sink in. “You know, we’ve never done this by ourselves. Next time Jamie’s gone, you’re mine.”

The chair’s legs whined against the floor. Bracing myself, I tried keeping us locked in place, if only to feel her grind in all its glory.

But I felt her hands grip the top of my shoulders. “Don’t even fucking try.” Hannah sank herself down until she had me in to the hilt. “Take it, and be goddamned thankful, alright?”

Looking her in the eyes, I knew she wasn’t joking. “Yes ma’am...”

Her mouth trailed down until I felt Hannah nip right under my jaw. “That’s a good boy.” Warming up a few degrees, her skin pushed tighter against me. Same with her cunt. “Now think about how much I’ll appreciate it after you knock me up.”

That would have been reward enough. Lost in her face digging into my neck, I pushed my legs together, trying to get a little deeper up inside Hannah.

Just before I lost myself, Rinn cried out. “Just like that! Fuck!”

Hannah stopped that grind, grinning like she wanted me to know how deep I was in her. “Alright, she’s done. Have the time of your life with her.”

I tried pushing down on her thighs. “Wait!”

Looking stern as a nun, Hannah pushed against my abs. “Don’t you fucking come in me...”

What the fuck?

But then her smile came back. “Not tonight, anyway.” She tapped me on the cheek with an open hand. “Doc Cundiff tells me I’ll be fertile next week. Save me for then.”

My jaw should have punched through the floor, the foundation, and feet of bedrock. The tight grip on my shaft slid up, making me feel like a chunk of my soul had left.

But watching Hannah strut around the table, I realized she was only trading places. When she gripped Nikki and Rinn’s throats, I was close to shaking in my chair.

That is, until I felt someone jerk my khakis hard enough to strip them past my knees.

Jamie caressed my cheek with the back of one hand, then pulled me up by the center of my shirt with the other. “You could pay a little more attention to the girl in front of you.”

I gripped around the small of her waist. “Alright, then.” Smiling back at my wife, I added, “You’ve got until Nikki’s taken care of over there.”

Jamie stepped a heel down, forcing my khakis around my ankles. Then she pulled my shirt up. “Arn, I think Hannah already told you, but just in case...”

“Do you even realize how fucking hot that’d be? But I can’t do it to someone I barely even know.”

“Then what’s your angle?”

Jamie forces his shoulders back and humps, deep. “You know I don’t want kids, but she does.”

I didn’t get how it made my wife all hot and bothered, since she didn’t have to be involved.

Nails dug into my back. “Arn, she wants to have your babies. Think about it.”

Right as it sunk into my brain, I tried thrusting into Jamie. In a short dress and missing panties, I knew she was primed for it. But the little bitch had already stood up.

“But not tonight.” She placed one finger over my lips. “For being such a boy scout, we’ll let you have fun with the new toy.”

Rinn kept shivering the overload out.

Pulling Jamie back to my dick, I tried getting myself in her. ““I think she’s cooked. Why can’t I take it out on you instead?”

My wife pushed her tits against me, almost letting me inside her. Almost. “You know I don’t want kids. Don’t even fucking try right now.”

“But you’re on the fucking pill!” I frowned and bit my teeth together for a moment. “Nikki’s about to come over and try this shit too, isn’t she?”

Teasing her passage dangerously close to my tip, Jamie was fighting back laughter. “That’s up to her.” Then she teased a finger down the center of my chest. “Watching and listening, helpless while all three of us have our way with you… It’s torture, isn’t it?”

My hands gripped over her shoulders.

Jamie tried to get up, but I was too much for her. Slipping in, her neck shivered as her eyes shot all the way open. Trying and failing to look mad, she asked, “Did you really just fucking do that?”

Pushing her down to my hilt, I wiggled just enough to drive the point home. “Yeah, so what the hell are you gonna do about it?”

Jamie ground hard, planting both hands on my thighs. “You’re an asshole, you know what?”

I started nodding and grinning, enjoying what she was doing on my cock. “I sure do.”

Trying to get away again, Jamie’s legs tensed, spring-loaded. “Then I don’t think you deserve it.”

“Just shut up and do what you do best.” Flexing my ass, hard and quick as I could, I had Jamie moaning over Rinn and Nikki’s chaos.

Her face buried against my neck. Fingernails dug in, almost piercing my back.

My hands closed around her waist again, forcing the issue. Packing as much venom as I could, I whispered, “One of these days, I’m knocking your slut ass up.”

Jamie put a token effort into fighting her way off me. She even winked and begged, “No, stop!” All smiles, my wife backed her face away. “Or keep going.”

Letting go of her shoulders, I snatched her wrists and pulled them behind her. My elbows pushed against her thighs, letting me slam hard from below.

But that wasn’t enough. The bitch had to know her place on my totem pole.

Everyone else shut up as I let Jamie fucking have it. Yet it still wasn’t putting that dark place in the back of my head to sleep. Rising and taking her with me, I stood and forced my wife to lie back on the table.

Takeout cartons hit the floor. Whether they still had food in them or not didn’t matter. Pinning her arms down, I gave her that first drive.

Hannah stared at me from across the table. No longer paying much attention to the secretary and veterinarian she’d been fingerbanging, her mouth shot open.

Pinning both of Jamie’s arms with one hand, I pressed between her tits and started rutting away. Resting deep in my wife, I covered her mouth and asked Hannah, “You think what you just pulled had something to do with this?”

Shaking her head at me, my taller brunette got back to the two spread out in front of her. “You’re lucky she likes it rough. Otherwise, I’d be calling the police about now.” As if I didn’t plan on taking her like that when the time came.

The whole table scooted forward. As the groan of wood on wood echoed through the house, I noticed all three of them looking at me again. Hannah, still shocked, and her two ‘victims’ arching their necks to stare at us, upside-down.

It finally broke Nikki. Her legs came together and she rolled off the edge.

Another mad rush to sling my wife to the bottom of the pecking order took hold. Our hips slammed together and my fingers gripped until her hands started going purple. I had to step forward, moving the table another inch with every pop.

Standing to face me, Nikki caught her breath and patted Hannah on the ass before starting my way. “Sorry, I’ve gotta get in on this. Just don’t break the new girl before Arn gets hold of her.”

My dick throbbed to the point of exploding as it forced Jamie’s lower abs to dome up.

Out of nowhere, my wife screamed, “If you’re gonna fuck me, then go ahead and me regret it!”

I could abide that.

Grazing my shaft through her walls, I forced Jamie’s legs up my chest until her ankles draped over my shoulders. Crashing deep again, I still had my fingers locked around her wrists.

Right before I could work myself up to coming, Rinn screamed bloody murder just a few feet away.

Hannah didn’t have any toys out, but Nikki had lost her train of thought and rejoined the action. Four hands can do a lot to a pussy, and quicker than you’d think.

Meanwhile, I kept pummeling my wife’s cunt. The smallest of them by several inches, the girl could take it all and come back smiling for more. But it was time to find her limit.

I closed one hand harder around her wrists and worked my other down to her slit. Rubbing like I was trying to erase the damn thing, her clit throbbed with every pass.

Jamie’s legs bent, pulling her feet down to my chest.

But I pushed my torso between her thighs. She wasn’t getting off that easy. “That’s not all you’re getting...”

She was already screaming louder than Rinn. Toes curled and grabbed my skin.

The pinch only made me see red. Feeling the orgasm welling up, if I backed off then, Jamie would have fucking lost it already. But there was still even more I could force out of her.

Rinn was already coming her brains out, shouting and squealing just a yard away from us. Which didn’t help the case for holding off. The woman sounded hotter than a furnace, and looked even better like that.

My attention came back to who I was actually inside, a little too late. That slight pause gave Jamie the break she needed.

So of course, her legs crossed and trembled. Another warbling voice joined in, climaxing hard.

I pulled out to give my wife something to think about for next time. Looking at Nikki and Hannah, I shrugged. “Sorry, I got distracted.”

Nikki chewed on her bottom lip. When she got on my side of the table, she was already tearing that white, button-up blouse off. “My turn!”

Whether I’d last through it, I couldn’t say. Not that I was about to stop her.

Her body crashed into mine. Seeing the red in her cheeks, I couldn’t stop myself from pulling that skirt up. Then she leaped, clamping both thighs around my waist.

My hands wrapped around Nikki’s ass. A little writhing already had me in.

Those eyes shot open right before the calm of getting what she truly wanted gripped hard. Nikki’s breath filled the gap between us as I let her slide down every last inch.

But even after what I’d put my wife through, Jamie’s moans were already taking all the air out of the room.

I looked at Nikki, letting her settle back down my shaft again. “Sorry kid. Wanna help with the new chick?”

She tried grinding against my hips. “What the fuck? I just got you inside me!”

And I damn-well knew it. “If I pay you back later, will you hush and let those two do their thing?”

Nikki settled me as deep as she could, but looked over. Her arms wrapped tighter around my neck. “Yeah, she’s getting ignored. That won’t do.”

Because the freshest meat always needed attention. This wasn’t just the HR consultant in me talking. “Let her recover, and she might get up and leave.” As soon as Rinn could even walk again, that is.

Nikki unfurled around me and planted both heels on the floor. “But you will come in her, right?”

Totally stripped and beat to hell, Rinn wouldn’t have been able to stop me. Especially if I had a sidekick to guarantee she wouldn’t. As we jogged around to the other side, I asked, “If this whole ‘we all discussed it together’ thing is bullshit, your ass is fired.”

Stopping short, Nikki pointed at Hannah and Jamie. “We did. What Rinn’s up for could be a different matter.”

Loyalty test passed. “Good answer. You’d better get to asking.” I gave her a swat on the rear, admiring how that skirt couldn’t make it back down.

Almost too fast for a girl in heels, Nikki bent down over our newest playmate. She whispered something into Rinn’s ear.

Then I saw them lock mouths. Before Nikki could break away and tell me, “Fuck yeah, do it,” I had my answer.

Jamie and Hannah were on their own. Not that it seemed to bother either of them.

I put my hand on Rinn’s knee, forcing both her legs against the table. Gliding my other across her ass, that dark complexion blushed a little warmer.

Nikki guided my other hand down, directly between Rinn’s thighs. “Feel how wet she is? What are you waiting for?”

One finger drifting inside told me all I had to know. Jesus…

Like she didn’t understand why I was holding back, Nicki crawled up on the table, pushing her face harder against Rinn’s for a moment. “What the fuck are you waiting for?”

I didn’t have an answer. But I wasn’t ready to trust this bunch, either.

Nikki stared back at me again. “Well?”

My fingers forced Rinn to look at me, gripping her chin and not letting her win on that fight to turn back to Nikki. “Well? You’re either safe, or you want it. What’s it gonna be?”

All she did was nod and smirk.

Fuck it… We weren’t about to have a full discussion of who’d have kids with who, or even whether our neighbor was on birth control. Sometimes, you just have to go with the flow.

After pecking their lips together, Nikki glanced up at me. “See? You know you want it.”

Like the only thing they’d actually talked about was how to screw with me.

Refusing to give it all up, I bent over and jammed three fingers into Nikki. Curling right for her g-spot, if I was coming, she was still gonna a wreck when I’d pay her back.

“Why aren’t you fucking her yet?” Nikki forced Rinn to stare at me. “Go ahead, tell him!”

I was about to ask, ‘What the shit have you two even talked about?’

But Rinn cut me short. “You don’t remember what you told me?”

What? My body crept forward, like it knew something I didn’t. “I don’t get it.”

Nikki rolled her eyes. “I’m not even gonna bullshit about what we talked about, and we all agreed. After you said that bunch of words to us, you can do whatever the hell you want. Even Jamie would let you knock her up.”

Glancing at my wife was only natural. But she only pushed her shoulders up. “It’s true. I just think you fighting me on it would be hot as hell.”

I’d stuck my dick too much crazy.

Rinn reached up and gripped one of my arms. “So what should I do? Take it, or fight back?”

I felt my nostrils flare and my mouth drop open.

She nestled her ass closer, forcing me in. As both legs clamped tight around one side of me, Rinn talked like she’d read what my mind hadn’t processed yet. “Too late. I don’t want you to, but you will.”

My body couldn’t help going along with it, sinking in until I felt her cunt leak down my thighs. What the fuck just happened here?

But Jesus-titty-fucking-Christ, it felt as good as I’d imagined. Gripping around the bump of her hips, I let myself drift around her walls, feeling every last ridge.

Rinn’s pussy gripped tight. Like every single bump rolled over me, the chick was either pulling me deeper, or I’d lost my mind. Hell, it felt like both were true.

Nikki snarled up, “Quit pussying out and fucker her already.” Then her smile heated up. “Jamie knew you’d go apeshit over her.”

Because of course my wife did. Shooting a quick look to my right, the tiny blonde I’d married stared back like her plan had gone off without a hitch.

Easing through Rinn, I had to ask Jamie, “She’s not bluffing at all, is she?”

Without giving Jamie a chance to explain herself, Hannah leaned into my ear. “Get over yourself and fuck her already.”

Short of needing a written invitation, I shook my head. “You could have just told me.”

Then Jamie decided to butt in. “There’s no fun in that. We like watching you second-guess everything.”

In a way, I hated every single one of them. I’m sure you get why.

But I had Rinn in front of me, taking every inch and begging without words. Reaching around her thighs and pulling her ass closer, it coaxed a moan out.

Hannah rubbed against my shoulders, bumping herself against my hips.

A little start chirped from Rinn’s lips. She’d already gripped behind her knees, narrowing her slit until I had to fight my way out. Then back through, marveling at how much she wanted it.

She was too perfect, even if Rinn wasn’t my usual type. With everything she had on offer, my instincts took hold.

Eager and digging inside her, my hips started grinding ourselves together.

Her mouth dropped open as I felt Hannah started teasing that pearl. A couple more dips inside her pushed Rinn to the dreamlands. If she wasn’t tensing every part of her body, our new chick was damn well trying to.

Bumping Rinn to where I’d scooted her from, I had to lean harder. Almost too thick, my shaft impaled through until I felt my head rub against that mound all the way inside.

Rinn let go of her legs, clawing like she’d lost her bearings. But once she dug fresh marks into my skin, I knew what she was demanding.

For sure, I wasn’t making it out before I came. Our hips fused until her back arched. Hungry and raining sweat, every scream and cry made me grip harder around Rinn’s waist.

Her body yielded for just and instant. Wetness stirred around my dick.

Another slam broke her composure. Surging in, making sure I was generous with the force I had left, my neck tensed on each side.

Rinn’s breasts pushed out.

Which meant it was time for the last drive. Every scrap of breath came out in a whine that felt like it’d never end. The crash of our bodies couldn’t even make it through all that noise coming from her mouth.

My chest burned, but she was too wet to give in. Feeling our bodies meld through hands, legs, and all the way inside her… I had dozens of seconds left, if that.

Hooking my thumb inside Rinn’s cheek, I felt her tits with my other hand. Pert and hotter than the rest of her, somehow, they told me she’d been ready from the start.

Dropping my jaw, everyone had to feel my groan rattle through their chests. Electrified and far too sensitive, my cock surged with that rush I’d become far too acquainted with.

I didn’t know who it was, or even which direction it came from. But I sure as hell heard, “Good God, that’s an O-face...”

Thrusting one last time, my body pulled out all the stops to get even a smidge more depth. Then, merciless and jarring my knees together, it didn’t just happen. Burning from sac to tip, I felt the blast run through until I was ready to collapse.

My lungs seared and my pulse shot against both temples. “Fuck!”

The second coursed out and swirled around my girth. I let go of Rinn, bracing myself with both hands against the table.

About the time my fourth erupted, I was seeing those fluorescent dots swirl in my eyes. Holy shit… Then my brain tuned to pure static. Not that it kept me from taking in how great it felt.

Hands bumped my ass forward. Just that tiny bit of thrust scrambled what little sense I had left.

But more importantly than anything, it was one final load. Deep. Exactly where Rinn wanted it.


I woke up the next morning, wondering if Rinn had made it next door.

Sniffing before I opened my eyes, unfamiliar perfume and a hint of 10W-40 told me who I’d cuddled up against. “Well, someone slept over.” And even through the blur of sleep, I could tell we were the only people in the master suite’s bed.

Her chin settled on my collar. “Is that a problem?”

Letting my hands drift lower, there wasn’t a stitch on her. “No, I don’t have single thing to piss and moan about.” Her cunt pushing against my flaccid cock told me I didn’t bother getting even a quarter dressed either.

The inside of a warm sole brushed up my leg. “It usually takes more than once.”

The contrast of white sheets and brown skin already had me going. “Was it really because of that line? You know, the ‘mutual service’ thing?”

Rinn snuggled closer. “Mostly.” Her smile showed teeth white as the covers. “But does it matter now?”

If I hadn’t tied myself to Jamie by then, I knew who I’d have fallen head-over-heels for. “Maybe, or maybe not..”

“After all that wavering and doubt, you’re questioning it far too easily.” Rinn dug the edges of her nails in, including the ones on her toes. “Don’t tell me you’re that kind of person.”

“So you’re saying that it was what I said.” Sure, I knew. But I hadn’t let myself admit it yet. I’d rather the past several weeks mean I was that damn awesome.

Rinn settled closer, pushing me into a full chub already. “Jamie and Nikki don’t want kids. Lucky for you, Hannah and I do. Outright marrying a guy isn’t in our plans, though.”

Shit… If they’d all talked about it, this wasn’t just a prank. “It’s starting to sound like I’ve got two pairs of you, in need of a donor.”

“No offense, but Nikki’s not my type.” Rinn brought her mouth a little closer to mine. “Besides, she’ll be gone about as much as you. I’m not opposed to someone playing matchmaker for me, though.”

As frequently and far as I traveled, it wasn’t out of my wheelhouse. “Then go ahead. Tell me what you’re after.”

“Definitely another girl, and someone I could work with. If it narrows it down, it wouldn’t hurt if she looks kinda like me.”

“I don’t mean any offense by it, but you’re too dark for all that to be a tan. What’s your heritage?”

Rinn didn’t seem to mind. “Both my parents are half-white. But my mother’s half-Pakistani, and my father’s half-black.”

Which meant her blue eyes were pure luck-of-the-draw. “I’m no expert on genetics, but that explains a lot.”

“It was kinda hard growing up, not knowing who I was.”

As if that mattered. “Here in the US, almost everyone’s a mix of something. German, Italian, Czech, Irish… I’m kind of a Euro-mutt.”

“At least you’re honest about it. A century ago, you wouldn’t have even been considered ‘white.’”

Which was true. But I had another business trip to get ready for. Closing half the remaining distance between our faces, I asked, “So, we doing this again?”

Rinn didn’t even answer. Clinging like velcro, she was already trying to get me inside her again.

She wants a girl who looks kinda like herself, huh… It’d probably take a while, but in my line of work, the opportunities are everywhere. “I’ll see what I can do.”

Meanwhile, I had to leave for Staten Island, about that time the next day. Holy shit, did I hate that fucking place.


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM: 

HAREM WISH 


I turned my key and eased inside. Sitting the bag down by the door, I noticed the giant block in front of my couch.

Nuh-uh… Turning on the lights and stepping closer confirmed it. It was a block of money too wide to wrap my arms around, and taller than my own six-foot self.

I couldn’t stand myself on top of the couch fast enough. Ones, tens, hundreds… All the denominations were stacked in what looked like equal numbers.

I whipped my head around to the bag by the door and then back at the block of cash. “I’m not believing this shit. There’s no fucking way.”

Crack! The floor dropped an inch beneath me. Taking an easy step down from the couch, I knew something was about to happen, even though I still thought it was a dream.

The pallet of money sagged lower. A few stacks toppled off as I realized what was about to happen.

“Oh hell!” I dove forward, wiping as many bundles off the top as I could. About four feet by four feet, tall as a man, and solid paper. There was no way the floor couldn’t handle all that weight.

I felt more pops a split-second before I heard them. Wiping off as many layers as I could, I hoped like it wasn’t futile. My stomach almost cleared my throat.

Grey dust and pure chaos enveloped all five senses, right down to the taste of copper in my mouth. My feet and ass hit solid ground. Then I felt the tsunami of money pile over me.

***

This totem had to have something to it, and I guessed I had one wish left for the month. “They’re gonna do whatever I say, no matter what.” Wedging the tip in a crack, I picked the statue up and slammed the nail’s head against the counter. It wedged in enough. A few more bashes had it in as much as any other. The fresh gouges in the laminate counter were the last things I was worried about.

From downstairs, Kylee’s voice rang out, sweet as a Shih-kah-go accent could manage. Which isn’t as exaggerated as people imagine. “I’m ticked, but it is money. And lots of it.”

“We know it’s not Nathan’s.”

Gee, thanks, bitch.

Kylee’s voice sounded like it was coming from their front door. “C’mon, we’d better check on him.”

Sierra’s words were clearer than ever. “I can see his ceiling, and it’s not busted, so how in the hell?”

I hardly ever heard someone coming up the stairs. Before I could stop hyperventilating, fists pounded against my door. My brain froze and I broke into a cold sweat. I didn’t know who to call, what to say, or even if I’d live through the night. Sierra had always seemed like the vicious type of blonde to me.

And sure enough, she yelled first. “Nate, open up!” They kept beating. I glanced at the cause of all this. It stared back with blank eyes from the porcupine coat of nails. “Nay-than!”

***

Kylee let go of me and scrambled out of the covers, sitting on her knees beside Sierra. Answering first, she offered, “I’m not ready to settle down with anyone in particular, and it sounds more fun and rewarding than working at Honkers until I’m too old to do it anymore.”

Staring knives at Sierra, I asked, “And your excuse?”

At least when she was honest, Sierra had the kind of bluntness I liked in a person. “I don’t give a damn what you think. I do what gets me paid.”

“Fine.” I pushed myself up and whipped the covers off of myself. “You two show me what I’m getting. If I like what I see enough on the test drive, I’ll go for it. Five-thousand more for both of you, either way.”

With their rent paid for the year with only a day’s effort, they weren’t protesting with their faces. Sierra pushed the issue first, crawling over the bed until she was over Kylee.

Hands wrapped around heads as their lips met. Whether it was their first time trying something like this or not didn’t matter. They were damn good at it anyway.
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