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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Hopefully this bug going around hasn’t affected you too hard. A school cancellation and having a kid running around the place put a big wrench in the gears of my release schedule, so I can’t say I’ve gotten off easy. I really did want to have this series done last week. 

But I’m soldiering through anyway. The final part of this series is already in-progress. Plus, I already know the ending, and what I need to write to make it happen. 

Just stay safe, wherever you are, and take care of yourselves. Working at home and generally being a hermit isn’t much protection when your wife sees patients right before they get tested for this thing. It is what it is, and I’ll keep writing what I can. 

And above all, stay safe and healthy, wherever you are.


HAREM BOND 4

Staten Island. Like Jersey and New York City had shipped all their rejects into a single borough. I hated the place with a passion.

One of the hospitals needed my help. Mainly with trimming the payroll.

I stared back at their HR head, Lewis Cook. Kinda handsome, but just as hideous as Sam Muntz at Chatelix on the inside. I didn’t even bother handing him my new tablet, though. “Dr. Bageant is the first one I’d tell you to get rid of.”

His face bloated up, aging a decade in seconds. “Bageant’s our only dietary surgeon! Do you know how many procedures we’d have to refer elsewhere if we lose him?”

“Well,” I pulled off the glasses I barely needed, “if Doc Bageant’s got the time to rack up dozens of sexual harassment claims, he’s not booking enough to keep himself out of trouble. Or to make a profit for the hospital, if even one of those lawsuits goes sour.”

I mean, I’ve always had busy jobs back when I worked for other people. Finding the time to slap a coworker’s ass wasn’t even in realm of possibilities back then. I had far too much other shit to do.

The door closed behind me. I assumed Nikki had walked in alone, but the look on Lew’s face and the sound of another pair of heels told me otherwise.

“Why did you bring her to this meeting?”

Nikki’s voice turned into an extension of my own. “Ms. Vann Camp is willing to drop the proceedings, so long as Dr. Bageant is fired. Without severance or his pension.”

The go-between for the client and myself was already dripping sweat like an Alabama preacher. “It’s my job if I don’t let him go, isn’t it?”

I already wanted to kick him twice in the yam-bag. Once on the way into his office, and again on the way out. “Hell if I know. But the way you just panicked told me more than you have already.”

I could tell by the darting eyes that Cook only wanted a way out. Then he remembered the tape recorder I’d always brought, just in case. “I should have known better than to agree to that fucking thing.”

“So, what’s it gonna be? Doc Bageant out, or should I erase this meeting before talking to your boss?” Despite the new normal back home, and how I’d recruited my assistant, I hoped office pervs had a special place in hell.

“Fine!”

I ejected the tape out of the recorder and snapped it in half. “Problem solved, then.”

“Well,” Lewis got his confidence back, “if the evidence is gone, you won’t mind if I have security escort Ms. Vann Camp off the premises for dressing in a way that tempted him in the first place.”

You dumbass… I pulled the digital recorder out of my blazer and held it up for Nikki. “Looks like the hospital found its next person to let go. Congrats.”

Cook’s head almost exploded. “You motherfucker! This is entrapment!”

Unfortunately for him, I wasn’t a cop. Not that it was how entrapment worked anyway. “Hey, you did it to yourself. Working things out with Ms. Vann Camp was a big part of why your bosses hired me. Tough shit.”

Hospitals didn’t normally care to protect outside contractors. What Dr. Bageant had tried to do to CJ Vann Camp was downright egregious, though. With a man who’d lawyered up that heavily, they needed solid evidence of something to fire him over, and I’d just acquired it. Along with plenty against his HR buddy.

I didn’t quite look back. “Ms. Vann Camp, will the hospital terminating Dr. Bageant and Mr. Cook satisfy your case?”

She sounded better than I’d imagined. “Absolutely. If they’re fired and I see a press release, I’ll tell my attorney to drop the lawsuit. Cold.” Maybe Nikki hadn’t been exaggerating about the girl’s moxie.


I hadn’t even given CJ Vann Camp a good look, but Nikki wasn’t lying. The minute our star witness trotted through the crowd at Amore, my secretary let me know by perking up and waving. Because when you’re stuck in New York City’s armpit, what else are you gonna have but Italian food?

Taking the last sip to finish off my bloody Mary, I heard the final clack of heels. As the waitress took my drink and I gave her a thumbs up for the next, my balls got to rumbling.

God Almighty… “Ms. Vann Camp, I guess?”

She was all smiles and centerfold measurements. “Thanks to you, Mr. Welker, I don’t have to deal with grabby physicians anymore.” If the hospital was jumping to settle with a pharmaceutical rep and fire two of their big-wigs, she’d been through way too much already.

“One and the same.” I tried not to stare. Thankfully, Nikki’s cleavage after a few buttons had come loose on her top was more than consolation enough. “My pay from this trip was generous enough, so this all on my tab.”

CJ tried catching our waitress, but she’d already run off with my glass. Undaunted, our indirect client scooted closer. “I can’t thank you enough.”

I can think of ways. Not that I was dumb enough to say it. “It’s what we do.”

“But now that I’ve cost my firm one of its biggest customers, I’m out on my ass. Even my lawyer tells me there’s nothing we can do about it.” And two-hundred-grand wouldn’t last long, even when it came to paying rent on Staten.

I was horny, but not dumb. “Nikki, what did you tell her?”

The straw on my assistant’s mai-tai rumbled the last few drops up. She wasn’t getting out of this one. “Arn, you know our clients want a headhunter. I think she’s a perfect fit.”

Nikki had overstepped her bounds, and then made a suicide-dash past the line. But I was in a good mood, and more than a little enraptured with CJ. “I don’t know what you two spoke about, but go ahead and make your case.”

Over the chaos of the jammed dining room, those plump lips smiled back at me. “First, I’ve got some questions.”

“Smart of you to lead in with that. Go ahead.” I wasn’t even lying.

CJ smooshed her lips to one side as our waitress flew by without asking for her drink orderagain. Then she was focused right back on me. “You’re an HR consultant, which means you work on commission. I made my living the same way, until an hour ago.”

“And?”

One of her fingers twirled a lock of blonde. “I don’t expect a different arrangement from you. There’s no point in keeping me on payroll if I can’t add to your bottom-line.”

Judging by the tease, Nikki had told CJ more than just what my company did. “So you have experience in recruitment?” I shot Nikki the fuzzy-eye. “Or was this your idea?”

She already knew I’d caught the truth. “Arn, what’s it gonna hurt? If it doesn’t work out, you’re not down a single cent.”

“What else have you told her?”

“That you might be up for another staff member.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose. “You told her that phrase, didn’t you?”

“No…” Stirring the ice in her empty drink, Nikki didn’t dare look at me.

“First of all, don’t ever do that again.” I was about to give CJ the same dirty look, but it wasn’t her fault. Tempering fate as much as I could, I dropped the news easy. “You’ve got a minute to amaze me. Otherwise, we’re done here. Go.”

“Bachelor of Science in Business Analytics, Xavier University, 2017. Hospital Sales Rep, GeneFactor. 2017 through today. If you want to go ahead call some references, I can hand you my phone right now.”

“Since you’re already on commission, you understand how the pay structure would work. If you can wing it, I won’t even mind if you stay on at GeneFactor.” Whatever fucking company that was.

“Offer headhunting services to a few of your clients in the medical field, and if it works out for both of us, I’m open to negotiations from there.”

A blonde with tits and hips like hers could talk men into just about anything. My test was going to be how well she recruits women. “That’s reasonable. Nikki, what are the clients offering per hired recruit?”

“Between fifteen and twenty percent.” Which meant my cut, based on the annual salary of new hires.

“I can offer the commission, minus five percent. It does me no good if I’m not making something, after all.”

CJ grinned back. “Minus three percent.”

“Four and a half.”

“Four.” She gave Nikki a quick look. “Any less, and I’m walking.”

If she was any good, losing a several grand a year wasn’t something to throw a fit about. “But I’m already guessing Nikki suggested you move in with her. Living rent-free in my guesthouse is one hell of a perk.” For all of us.

My secretary was busy jabbing her straw for one last drop of that mai-tai hidden under the ice. Nikki finished before asking, “What? All I did was mention the possibility.”

If that mantra held the power it was starting to look like it did, that shit was dangerous. But this wasn’t the time to for that issue. “Moving to Syracuse might be a problem for you. I don’t do much business in New York City.” Mainly because I hated the place, and not just Staten Island.

“GeneFactor has begged me to travel for months. If I contact my manager, I’m sure I can wing it part-time. From what Nikki’s told me, you’re home most weeks anyway.”

“Whether it works out or not is on you.”

Our waitress finally came back with my second bloody Mary.

After she took CJ’s order and promised Nikki a refill, it was time to lay down the law. “Three weeks from tomorrow, we’re flying to Miami. The big client there has been irritating the hell out of me to start headhunting for them. If you can make it and get results, we’ll go from there.”

And hey, two blondes with curves and tits for days felt like the perfect remedy for homesickness.


I’d given CJ those weeks to get her affairs in order. Assuming things worked out, I was hiring movers again. I wasn’t about to let Nikki pull double-duty as CJ’s unpaid secretary for GeneFactor, though.

Ready to shake off the flight cramps, I pulled the curtains back to our  room’s balcony. Overlooking Lummus Park Beach from close to the top floor, it was a good thing Obelisk Bank & Trust paid well. “No meetings until tomorrow. Who wants to hit the beach with me?”

Nikki and CJ came running. My new talent scalper broke out first. “This beats the hell out of the rooms GeneFactor paid for.”

They weren’t complaining about the single California-king bed. But CJ already knew the drill. Nikki had made it abundantly clear how things worked in this company. Fighting a harassment suit wasn’t exactly on my agenda for the year.

I tested the boundaries, putting an arm around each of their waists. “If we’ve gotta work most of this trip, the view might as well be nice. Who wants to look at downtown anyway?”

My hands slid lower until Nikki totally cock-blocked me. “After five hours in that plane, all I want to do is lay about in the sun. Come on!”

CJ broke away just as fast. “Sunscreen! Otherwise, we’ll cook out there.”

It looked like I was napping on a towel. That wasn’t how I wanted to spend the afternoon, but there were worse fates to suffer.


Too many guys had walked close enough for me to hear. A bunch of shit along the lines of, ‘dude’s either their gay friend, or rich as hell.’ But my favorite was, ‘lucky bastard.’ If only they knew the full situation at home.

Feeling the temperature drop a few degrees, I opened my eyes and realized the shadows of the hotels and office towers had covered the beach. Looking around, the beach had gone from packed to empty.

I pushed my sunglasses down and checked on those two. But they were outright gone.

Fuck. They’d even left their towels and the bag. “Well, if this isn’t some bullshit.”

Stranded into either sticking close enough to our things or taking everything up to the room, I picked a third option. If those two were just gonna up and leave like that, I had a right to sit there and bitch once they got back.

With the beach facing east, I didn’t even have the benefit of watching the sunset. Every minute pissed me off a little more than the last. Finally, I slung all three towels over my arm and picked up the bag.

Halfway back to the hotel, I caught some giggling from one of the event booths that had shut down for the night. The first set was unfamiliar, but the next round had to have come from Nikki.

I got close enough. “What the fuck are you two doing?”

Frantic motion started behind the tarp. A few seconds later, CJ ducked her head out, blushing like a rose. “Oh, it’s just you.”

“Yeah, I’ve been sitting around wondering where you two went. What the hell?”

Then Nikki looked out, her head just above CJ’s and cheeks just as red. “It’s not like we didn’t want you to come with us. You were passed out.”

And by then, absolutely starving. I marched over.

When I looked in, I saw why they looked like kids that’d gotten busted. They tied their bikinis back on as I shook my head. “We’ve got a room for that, you know. If you two get arrested I’m taking the bail and out of your pay.”


Nikki in crimson again, and CJ in pink. Outside of the color, their dresses and heels matched to the stitch. Before I even got my twelve ounces of swordfish, I knew we had several pairs of eyes on us, non-stop.

I was thankful for the tablecloth. Otherwise, I’d have to stop whichever one of them had a bare foot playing in my lap. It just blew that toes were nimble as thumbs.

Clearing my throat and still not figuring out the culprit, I looked at both of them. “Seated that close together, I’m starting to think you two are a couple.”

Taking a sip of the chablis the waiter recommended with her lobster, Nikki didn’t even blush. Her wine glass hit the table. “Jamie and Hannah already had a nice thing going when I moved in, so why not copy what works?”

I’m fucking sold already. “If that’s the case, which one of you is the Hannah?”

Tilting her head, CJ looked at her apparent girlfriend. “The brunette with his wife? What’s so special about her?”

Before I could even defend how much I liked a leggy chick just a few inches shorter than myself, Nikki smirked my way, but leaned against CJ’s shoulder. “She wants the same thing you do.”

The foot in my lap stopped. “Really?” So at least I knew which one of them it belonged to.

Her motion picked back up, sliding from tip to base.

Not that I minded, even from the start. “Asking for low-mercury seafood, not ordering booze... I should have figured.”

Nikki had joined in, juddging by the second foot being a left one as well, coaxing my dick even harder. “That’s why we ran off earlier. CJ finished moving in right before we left, and you’ve been up our asses ever since.”

“And that’s all you two were doing.” I wrinkled my chin and fake-nodded. “Yep, sure.”

It didn’t fucking matter that I was sporting a raging boner on the way out. With all those eyes on us, I couldn’t help turning back to every man in the restaurant. A smile, wink, and nod only felt natural.


CJ had even given one of her business cards to our app-taxi driver. “People are taking side jobs because they’re out for more money. Who knows? I might even find a diamond in the rough for one of our clients.” And out of that stack of five-hundred I’d paid out the ass for on a rush order, she’d end up with only few cards left by the time we took our flight back home.

But I was more worried about soothing my raging case of blue balls. They’d written checks with their feet that their cunts had to cash.

Walking into our room again, there wasn’t any point in pulling the curtains. I mean, maybe some lucky guy on a tanker had some powerful binoculars. But if that was the case, I’d have to admire the forethought enough to let him watch.

Nikki was already getting down to business. “Obelisk Bank & Trust expects you at nine, Arn. Do you need me to tag along?”

“Someone has to take notes for me.” Then I felt that ache between my legs with my next step. “But can’t we worry about that kind of thing after we fuck the bed up?”

“Well, if CJ has morning sickness for half of this trip, she can’t recruit very well, can she?”

I stopped before my nuts could send a fresh pang up my spine. “Then you’ll have to take care of it.” And I didn’t mean the trip’s business agenda.

Hands wrapped over the front of my waist. Nikki had some generous tits, but the ones pressing against my back had to be CJ’s. “Easy, Trigger. You saw what I ordered tonight.”

Nikki turned the scolding to her main squeeze. “I thought we talked about this? What the hell?”

Since I hadn’t put CJ under my direct control, there wouldn’t be shit I could do about it, either. “You started this, and it’s not like CJ will be screwing anyone but herself if she pisses two lines next month. Drop it.”

But my control didn’t stop her from talking back. “It’s like I care about how much this company makes, more than you do.” I barely turned my head Nikki’s way. “You’re on a salary. If it hurts my wallet, that’s on me.”

As CJ undid my belt and dropped the pants holding said wallet with both hands.

“But she’s not.” Nikki walked around me, winding CJ’s hair around one hand, then jerked it back, stopping our new girl from giving me the blow of a lifetime. “Arn, I’m not just cock-blocking you here. We have all have a job to do.”

Sighing hard enough to blast the final trace of alcohol out of my system, I put both hands on my hips and leaned forward. “Just because we’re an HR firm doesn’t mean we play by the same rules as everyone else. You know that.”

Nikki grinned like a demon. “CJ, sweetie… You can’t let him come inside you tonight.”

My fists popped from balling them up so hard. “Ugh… You’re a mega-bitch.”

Shrugging like it was nothing, Nikki turned around and walked straight for the bed. Dropping her ass on the corner, Nikki teased, “I never said you couldn’t come.” She pushed both thighs apart and displayed it all under that dress. “Just not in her.”

Loyal as anyone else who’d heard a certain line from The Bond of Obedience, CJ gave me that ‘tough shit’ look as she stood up again.

So scratch Nikki’s title as queen of all bitch.es The girl was Mecha-Bitch-5000. And I’d thought Jamie was a handful.

Or Nikki had gotten jealous and horny as a cuckolded prom date.

“What your game here?” Kicking my shoes off, I had the chance to step out of my pants as well. “I mean, really?”

She curled a finger at CJ a few times, never taking her eyes off me. “Have I ever told you to come anywhere else? You know what I like.”

“And you never talked me out of coming in the other three.” I thought it was clever, at least. “Maybe you’re afraid of being replaced.”

“Get over yourself, boss.” Nikki smiled a little harder my way as CJ pushed her shoulders back. “You’re too damn horny to fuck up having a couple of blondes.” Nikki understood me that well, at least.

With both of them showing the ultimate prize, one on top of the other, my hands slid my boxers down on their own. By the time I was close enough to feel CJ’s heat, my shirt had already crumpled somewhere in the floor.

I knew my own limits. A minute in one, however long it took in the other… And then the mad rush to the finale.

Whipping my cock against CJ’s ass, I had a plan.

She backed up, wet as the ocean our room looked over. It was time to put the mantra’s hold to the test. If Nikki was loyal to me, CJ had to take my orders as law. Seeing as how I controlled her owner and all.

Like she was testing me, CJ lifted her backside until I was prodded against her folds.

With every excuse torn away, I had to dive right in. That intense rush from getting strange for the first time in weeks rolled over me.

Then she backed herself into me. Rushing out like she was trying to seduce me harder with every inch, I felt her claw at one side of my neck. “Don’t listen to her. Come inside me.”

My hips shot forward, smacking our bodies together until she was sprawled over Nikki. Their hands tangled against the bed.

Feeling the lack of protection, I had to see my cum leak out from under that carved racing-stripe.

Another eager jolt pushed the bottom of my dick against the roof of her cunt.

CJ went mad, screaming into Nikki’s mouth.

After tearing back out, her waist shot my way until I was planted deep again. Every writhe of her hips begged for it.

Down to the last inch, my shaft cooked inside her until CJ’s walls felt too silky. Trembling and scorched, going in raw had never felt that damn good.

Already? Her pussy slid down my length, almost pushing me over the edge. Nerves popped like fuses, and my lips drew back in a wicked smile.

Then Nikki’s voice slammed me against a wall.

“Hey! You know you can’t let him do that...”

I tried thrusting back in, missing as CJ dropped her ass.

Engorged enough to burst, I was ready to go off like a nuke. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

Nikki scooted forward and offered the goods. “If it makes you feel any better...”

My body had been pushed too close to the limit for me to care. Diving all the way in, at least Nikki screamed like it was a punishment.

Her legs wrapped over my back. Then her heels pulled me deeper, like it was a challenge.

Gasping every breath, I couldn’t slam hard enough. If this was Nikki’s idea of fun, I wanted to break her of that idea like a dollar-store toy.

I’d gone blind with rage at the girl. Ramming through her passage and on the verge of going explosive, I had to wrap both hands around Nikki’s waist to keep her still.

Every inch of her back warped into an arch. It was hard to tell if she was struggling to break free or just getting reckless.

Then I got my answer. “Harder, you asshole!”

My arms forced her thighs together. Attacking with every ounce of weight, one of us was about to come unraveled.

Knocking at her g-spot, all that control I had over her body shot a rush through me. Nikki had gone molten, not even trying to fight me off anymore.

My cock swelled a little more. Driving through, non-stop and trying to make her eat that cock-blocking… I’d gone absolutely fucking mad.

I busted through her thighs. As her legs folded around me again, my chest met her tits. Every pump forced a groan out of me, like my body was teetering on the edge of giving it up.

One touch at her bean made Nikki’s back arch even harder. Those hips wriggled underneath me. But single-minded and holding onto it with a hard pinch, she wasn’t getting off that easy.

My stubble ground against her jaw. Pumping deep, I gasped, “It doesn’t matter what you say. I’m coming in her.”

Nikki had lost her way, tangled up in the need to climax. “Just let me fucking come.”

Another twist at her clit made Nikki’s entire body freeze as I kept slamming away.”

Her voice cracked. “Please!”

Every part of her froze. Squeezing around my erection, her cunt shivered from the inside out, then gripped around the entrance.

I let go of her easy-button and planted myself deep.

Rewarding me with a deep cock massage, Nikki’s walls tensed and shuddered. She wasn’t just hitting her peak. The little fox’s body was begging mine to come right along with it.

Letting Nikki ride it out, I waited until she finished whining and rolling in front of me. The shock of easing my way out of that narrowed passage jarred my shoulders.

But CJ wasn’t ready to let it end so soon. Rising up to her knees and snagging my wrists, she had me trapped. Then all she had was one question. “Is she really telling the truth?”

I hadn’t gathered enough sense back to know what she was talking about. “What?”

“You know. About three couples, and kids for each.”

My heart bruised the inside of my ribs. “Hannah and Rinn are cool with it. Nikki isn’t. Add it up for yourself and decide what you wanna do.”

Not catching the final warning, I gave in as CJ leaned onto her side. One pat on her silky ass made the risk seem totally worth it. “If that’s how it turns out between us, what’s the problem?”

Almost too pretty to be real, those legs curled. With calves against the back of her thighs, the shape of her crumbled that final bit of restraint I had left.

My hands drifted over her skin.

Even that little bit of touch had CJ moaning. Gazing back at me like she was entitled to what I had on offer, she ducked her head against the mattress with a giggle. “If it’s what both of us want, Nikki can’t say a thing.”

I leaned down, planting my hands on either side of her. My lips brushed up her neck.

Then CJ curled up even more, locking our moths together. Lush and screaming that she was ready, the kiss couldn’t have felt better if it had been planted on my dick.

Rising up, I scooped her to the edge in smooth, firm motion. At that angle, CJ’s body appeared even more unnatural. Like it had been formed in some wet-dream.

But nothing about the girl felt fake. Especially that look in her eyes.

I batted my cock against her ass. It knew as well as the rest of me. The second I was in, there was no making it back out.

My thumb dug against her collar as the rest of my fingers gripped around her throat. The tiny voice screaming in the far reaches of my brain not to do it made one final try.

That is, until CJ smiled again. She pushed my hand tighter around her neck. “What are you waiting for?”

I plummeted my shaft in. Like I’d given that nagging sense of caution a swift kick to the teeth, it quit its bitching.

All that wetness swirled around me. I kept sinking through.

“There you go.” CJ kept grinning up at me, still on her side. “Can you feel it? Every part of me is begging you to fucking come.”

After what felt like an eternity, I was stuck to the hilt. Holy fuck, yes…

Forcing my eyes open, CJ’s body caught my attention even harder than before. Narrow waist, bountiful tits, and hips built for taking seed and doing what’s right with it. As if God himself had designed her for this purpose.

Her core twisted, slipping the walls of her pussy over my length.

I couldn’t redirect my aim fast enough. Every morsel of her tried dripping to the base of my shaft. That’s all I needed to figure out what part of her cunt to beat to death.

Trucking through, my neck tensed when I felt the solid bump of her g-spot against my tip.

CJ took hold of my ass on one side. Fingernails cut into my skin, like she was an addict fighting for the next hit.

All the risk I’d buried myself in didn’t matter. Hell. I probably cared even less than CJ by then.

Both of her feet pulled hard against my ass. Feeling her arms wrap around my neck and pull me down without warning, I was trapped into listening.

“You either come inside me, or you’re never getting this again.”

CJ’s words put my mind on the rack, turning levers until it was ready to punch out.

Then she drove in for the kill. “Right before you interrupted us, Nikki told me how much this gets her off.”

Pure rocket-fuel for the willing. As fun as Nikki always was, I couldn’t help checking the jealousy on her face.

Judging by that look of pure hate, shaded with a little bit of a smirk… My secretary needed a little discipline later. After I filled her girlfriend to the brim.

I stopped just short of crashing against CJ’s roof again.

Acting like it wasn’t futile, Nikki tried pulling herself up. “If you come in her, don’t expect me to handle the consequences for you.”

Barely driving in, it was more than enough to get CJ yelling like she’d been consumed in fire. I’d either found her fetish, or she was close enough that the slightest bump tripped her breakers.

“It’s so fucking hard…” CJ curled in on herself, almost rolling onto her back. “Don’t stop!”

Slamming our hips into one mass felt too natural. My dick was about to throb it’s way out of its own skin, flying through until I was balls-deep again.

But knowing I’d fucked Rinn through the dining room table in that position, I couldn’t let it end with CJ on her side like this. I pushed at the inside of one of her thighs until she was facing me.

“Don’t you fucking stop!”

Nikki slinked her way in. Three fingers blurred over CJ’s clit.

Then our newest toy started crying out. Every crash of our bodies shot her voice up half an octave.

I felt that steam rising up behind my dick. Skin got too sensitive, beads of sweat covered my body, and my heartbeat pounded inside my own head.

Rubbing away at CJ’s clit, Nikki beamed at me from below. “If you’re gonna fuck up, you’d better make the most of it.”

Stroking every inch through, I felt how much CJ had plumped every ridge inside herself. A couple more thrusts had me fighting to get back out.

Another clash of ourselves igniting something in both of us. Gripping each other like a pair of psychos, pulling out before it was too late wasn’t even a damn option.

“Come!” The joints of her toes popped next to my ears. “Goddammit… Please!”

All that pent-up frustration I’d had with both of them flew out at once. From waist to abs, my skin burned harder after each pop.

Nikki rose up on her knees, wrapping both hands around the back of my head. Her voice smoldered through one of my ears. “I set her up for you. Don’t make me regret it.”

A few seconds of relief on her pearl was all it took to send CJ hurtling over the cliff.

Both walls gripped like a vice. Shooting in and out, the one inch her body would let me, I was cooked.

The rumble shot out of the bottom of my chest. Rising up, it came out as a deep moan. My fingers closed around her waist, leaving marks for days.

It only felt natural to push CJ’s body against the bed. Another shot of wet gave me one more inch to slide through. At least, until I felt like the head of my dick would pop like a balloon.

And then it did.

Slamming hard enough to knock the bed against the wall, I followed through with every ounce of force I had.

That pulse deep inside the newest member of our ‘family’ made me root all the way through.

Like her mind didn’t just need it... Her body did too, and it would fucking crack if I didn’t give it my all.

Legs trembled up my chest. Then knees almost crushed my skull.

Burning like a furnace, my lungs finally gave out. My body fell onto her, cushioned by those natural tits that shouldn’t have been real.

CJ gripped her legs over the small of my back one last time. After a deep sigh, she barely got out, “Nikki didn’t think you’d be able to handle it.”

Fighting through the red behind my eyelids and blood pressure high enough to burst iron pipes, I had to duck my face into her neck. Every slam pulled a louder moan  until I was damn near screaming.

I tried looking up, but couldn’t. Little slut’s gonna pay for that… After I recovered.

Shaky as I was, CJ pressed her face in my nape again. “It’s warm.”

Another shot I didn’t know I had leaked out. Which sapped the last bit of my strength.

My voice hardly made sense, even to myself. “Stay still… Pulling out would fucking kill me right now.”

But I’d already pumped her full. CJ had gotten what she wanted. Every shift of her body made the overload that much worse.

I tried to protest, but it only came out in a couple of moans. It wasn’t until I’d caught my breath and felt the warm spread on the sheets that I could even make sense of the world again.


Sitting on the flight back home, CJ pulled a resume out and passed it to me over Nikki’s lap. “By the way, I found a good candidate for Rinn’s opening.”

Looking it over, one Ms. Felice Perez had a fresh Doctorate in Veterinary Medicine, which she hadn’t had the chance to use. Kinda of a bitch to rack up that much in student loan debt and having to scrape the barrel for a CNA job at a nursing home afterward.

“Well you’ve just been busy in Miami, haven’t you?”

“I had some extra time on my hands.” Nikki had the kind of raw go-getter that I’d been looking for, but still…

“Forward her info to Rinn.”

“You’re not mad?”

“That depends her response. Start hoping like hell you didn’t waste time.”

CJ scrolled down on her phone and tapped a few times before handing it to me. “Here, take a look.”

Holy hell! Mid to late-twenties based on the degree, but hardly looking a day over nineteen. And Felice had the kind of look Rinn told me that she wanted in a partner. Social media might end up killing more careers than alcoholism, but at least it’s good for something.

The pictures made me regret that Rinn was already committed to having some of my kids. But like Jamie and Nikki, there was time to win them over on it. “Definitely show this to Rinn as soon as we get home. I’d say Felice’s life changed as soon as she met you.”

Six women. Three houses. And truth be told, three families in my future. I wasn’t just the king of my castle. I’d willed my way into a miniature kingdom.

All because of one book that had caught my eye, on a lark of a shopping trip.

But I was about to learn the full implications of my ‘luck.’
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Wes locked eyes with every one of the dozen or so suits and IT managers. “Something’s come up.” Nodding leftward at his Chief Operating Officer, Wes finally added, “Brett, come on, we’ve got something to talk about. Now.”

Every face stayed locked-on, and he knew it. After Wes closed the door behind them, it was time break the news he knew he should have given months ago, had he known when this would happen. “It’s time to find a new CEO.”

Brett had been competent, and more importantly, loyal from the start. “Why? If it’s legal problems, we can have a squad of attorneys on it before lunch.”

Wes didn’t bother explaining any further. “Follow me.”

The rounded sconces and hanging plants gave way to the raised catwalk in the hangaresque lobby. Why did she have to show up now, of all fucking times?

Pointing down at the reception area, Wes’ finger aimed right at a blonde showing a little too much cleavage in her white cocktail dress. Her red lips and blonde hair, like a priceless ruby set in platinum, would have caught a blind man’s attention. “She’s why.”

Brett razzed Wes’ hair. “Buddy, sexual harassment suits settle for pennies on the dollar. You know that as well as I do.”

“It’d be really bad if that was why she’s here.” Wes feigned a smile as he leaned against the clear barrier and looked at Brett. “Because she’s my mother.”

***

Wes looked out the window at the mid-century modern compound on the edge of the sea bluff. The central building was surrounded on every other side by hillsides covered in green fields, six prairie-style mansions, and a smattering of greenhouses and outbuildings. “Someone realized the oceans would rise. What about it?”

One crooked digit tapped at the camera, like it could touch Wes through the stream. Wes’ benefactor glowed with pride as he responded, “Our whole base of operations is here on the north island of New Zealand now. The first woman your father bred already has your first candidate on her way.”

The fact that Grant had knocked up Dr. Cynthia Clare-Rickard before his own mother never sat right with him. “I get it, Jareth’s my dad’s oldest kid. Stop reminding me.”

“And he’s here to help.” Janus’ twisted grin faded into the look of a man who realized shit was getting close to the fan. “Sorry if that’s a problem.”

If getting his half-brother out of drug charges in Thailand hadn’t been so easy, Wes would have panicked. “I’ll agree, but only if he keeps his nose clean and stays out of our way.” Bribes in the six-digits had saved Jareth from execution or life in prison, under Thailand’s batshit laws.

The way Janus pulled his shawl closer didn’t make it any better. “I know you’ll keep looking after him, but he has to start taking responsibility for himself, someday.”

Elena’s unmistakable voice flooded Wes’ head.

Janus is dying. You know it as well as I do.

***

Janus was already gliding along the slate tiles again. “The children of the Donors and Prime Recipients contains enough willing candidates for our work to proceed. The problem when you tinker with human evolution is, it takes at least twenty years to move onto the next stage.”

“So you want me to direct the second generation of your work.” It was an honor Wes had known about for years already, but it still gave him the warm fuzzies. “I’m still up for it, but I need to know everything.”

Halfway across the room, Janus asked, “Did you ever find a girl who meets our criteria?”

For the ninth time in a year, Wes answered, “Yeah, her name’s Holly.”

Not so far gone that a reminder couldn’t get him back on the rails, Janus picked up where he’d left off. “Oh yeah, how could I forget her?”

Fucking Alzheimer’s. Which Janus himself forgot he had, every now and then.

“She’s on her way with Ava. Can’t have you getting too lonely here.”

It was breaking news to Wes. “She doesn’t even know about the arrangement we’ve got. I wish you’d have let me break it to her, myself.”

“So she doesn’t even know her father was one of our Donors?”

Wes didn’t either. “Who?”

“Steve Michaels, one of the first we trialed with Patrem Theta. As a matter of fact, he was the last man your father trained, personally.”

“But I’ve met her dad a few times already, and—” It hit Wes out of nowhere. “Fuck, now I’ve got even more to explain to her.”

***

Wet and burning like a rolling pot, the petite mess he called a girlfriend was already arching her back. Both of her hands left Wes’ scalp and then slammed against the cotton sheets.

“Don’t you fucking stop!”

But he wasn’t even going that hard. Succuba Gamma does this too?

Acting like a hysterical firework of moans and trembles, Holly’s voice seethed like she was trying to keep her lips shut. The vibrations from her throat were making it all the way through her body, passing into Wes.

Without a second of warning, her entire frame tried drawing into a knot. Her mind wasn’t the only thing that had changed. She was acting like a bike ride on a bumpy road would get her off.

Not knowing if it was a seizure, or if the meds were working as intended, Wes broke his mouth away. As his fingers stilled against her g-spot, he looked at the thigh to his right. Even that part of her was blushing.

“Think you’ll make it?”

By the time Wes paid attention to her face again, reams of sweat had already started coursing down her forehead. Every one of her pants sounded raw.

“Don’t tell me you already came.”

Holly barely had the wherewithal to shake her head. With both cheeks closing in the color of blood, the denial had to be killing her.

One dance of his finger along Holly’s pussy forced the rest her to shake like a cold chill in human form. “You were always sensitive, but this is insane.”

Finally getting the air to talk, she whimpered, “It’s already hurting not to come.”

He’d have to let Cynthia and Ava know that part of the pharmaceutical cocktail was too much for a girl Holly’s size. With her barely clocking in at half his weight, Wes had to ponder if he’d end up shattering her to pieces.

By the time he’d gathered his thoughts, Holly was already up on her knees. As she scooted closer, what she wanted next was already plain as day.
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