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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Don’t worry, I’m still alive and healthy. Between having to watch kids now that schools have been closed and a general funk, writing was next to impossible until several days ago. But this is the closer for Harem Bond. Arn grew as a character in the ways I wanted, so I’m calling it a win, even though I finished weeks after I’d planned. 

I’ve already got my next series outlined and ready to write. Just, you know, stay home and stay healthy. Personally, I can’t wait until I never have to hear ‘social distancing’ ever again.

But do stay home if you can.



HAREM BOND 5

Felice was late. Between myself and Rinn, it wasn’t a good sign.

Looking across her dining room table, I tried smoothing out the faults. “Hey, she’s had to fly up from Miami. You can’t expect airports to run on time, ever.”

“She could have called or at least texted one of us. At this point, I guess she’s ghosting on the interview.” Which was more than a fair point.

“If Felice isn’t here in fifteen minutes, she’s out. I get it.”

Rinn batted a foot against my leg. The fact that she was barely in those heels tempted me to rip that pencil skirt off her ass and do what came naturally. Then my secretary calmed my shit.

“Easy, Arn. CJ gets the next round.”

Because of course. Having someone to keep track of who I came in, and when, sucked in its own special way.

“It’s not like she’ll get knocked up tonight, without a doubt.”

“But we all worked it out. Hannah, CJ, and Rinn have their rotation. You screw it up, and someone’s bound to get jealous.”

Not that I couldn’t fuck Nikki in the meantime. “That’s never stopped you.”

“Yeah, but we’re expecting a VIP.” Nikki pecked at her tablet’s screen a few times. “Look, Felice is on her way. It was all a matter of TSA checkpoints.”

Rinn frowned just enough. “She should have called or texted me.”

“Considering I’m reading an email sent from the terminal’s pizza joint wi-fi, it’s a clusterfuck. Texts don’t really go through unless the mobile network is up.”

Watching Rinn get this hot and bothered, it was kind of a shame. Knowing the drill when it came to airports, though, I had to calm the waters as much as possible. “Then find out when she’s getting here. I’m already paying for her travel.”

Nikki poked a few more times. “She’s about to get a rental car now. Four hours, tops.”

And since she was late for a job interview, Felice was bound to haul ass. “So two or three hours. We’ve got some time to kill.”

Rinn knew what I was driving at, but Nikki held that veneer of professionalism. “Boss, we can’t keep doing this. You’ve had people frog-marched out of their jobs for less.”

“So?”

Nikki slid the tablet just out of reach. Then she wrapped an arm over Rinn’s stomach from behind. “Maybe it’s for the best. Rinn’s the one you need to knock up, and it’s not like I’ll tell CJ. This time, anyway.”

Not that I’d have let her. On the verge of giving in, my cock pulsed from chub to full-on erection.

Then my fucking phone rang in my pocket. I didn’t mean to sound that irritated, but I couldn’t help it. “Yeah? Make it quick.”

It was Felice. “Sorry, a cold front passing over Charleston made the flight go wide. I’ve just now got enough signal for a call.” And she sounded nervous enough to make me believe her.

“It’s fine.” I nodded at Rinn as I put the call on speaker. “Between getting a rental car and driving to Syracuse, you might as well get a room for the night. Don’t make this kind of drive when you’re tired.”

“Are you sure? I can be there before eight.”

I pressed at the mute icon. “Hey, she’s trying. And as many times as I’ve flown between Buffalo and Miami, that delay isn’t unheard of.”

Rinn smiled back at me. “Fine, but if she’s a second late tomorrow, she’s out.”

“Fair enough.”

About the time I put the phone back on my ear, Felice was already doing that dropped call panic. “Hello? Are you there? Mr. Welker?”

“Yeah, I’m here.” I stepped out to Rinn’s patio. “Make damn-well sure you’re on time. Nine, sharp. Got it?”

“Dr. Price is already mad, isn’t she?”

I hated coddling people, but there was no way she’d get enough sleep to impress if I didn’t step in. “You’re trying to move up from a temporary CNA job, to using your doctorate. Don’t worry, as someone who takes the same flight all the time, I’ve already made sure she understands.”

The weight off her shoulders came out in one breath, even through the tinny speaker of my phone. “Thank God...”

So at least I knew she was honest. “Hell, I’ll make it even easier. Put the art museum here in Syracuse into your GPS, and meet me in the parking lot at fifteen-til. Dr. Price’s address is hard to find, because it’s in suburban hell.”

Felice paused for a moment. “Uh,” and I got why, “I’d rather not meet some guy I’ve never met for a ride.”

“CJ will be with me.” Which would be news to her. “Plus, cameras are all over the place. You can follow us from there, if you’re more comfortable with that.”

“Sounds good. I’ll be there at eight-forty-five, on the dot.”

I hung up and looked through the sliding door.

Nikki was already working her charms on Rinn. Because what else would you expect?

Watching my neighbor dive her face between my secretary’s thighs like that, it felt a little too wrong to barge in.

If CJ couldn’t be bothered to show up, who was I to stop her girl from enjoying someone else? But she owed me some time in the morning. Otherwise, who could blame Felice for getting all the wrong signals and running like hell?


Felice was nervous as a whore in church. Which bugged the shit out of me. With CJ, Rinn, and Nikki facing her alongside myself at the opposite end of the table, I admit that it had to be intimidating.

Before she could finish listing off her academic record, I slapped my hand on the table. “Alright, stop right there. Dr. Price wants another veterinarian to help run her practice, not an intern. You’d better impress her, starting now.”

Even Rinn gave me a dirty stare. “Arn! What the fuck? She just got here.”

But looking at Felice, she held her composure. “It’s fine. I should have planned on a delay.” Exactly as I’d coached her to say.

Rinn leaned forward. “Alright, so tell me more about your residence in Lexington. You mentioned treating champion thoroughbreds in your residency, so I can’t wait to hear more.”

“When Hidden Forest broke a leg, even his owners thought he wouldn’t make it through.” I vaguely remembered a Kentucky Derby winner by that name. “But he’s already studded a dozen mares since then.”

Of course, Rinn knew the name. “And you couldn’t find a practice after that?”

Then Felice blushed. “Well, I told the owners that growth hormones would be involved, if Hidden Forest ever wanted to have a decent life after that. Thankfully, they didn’t mind as much as the racing officials.”

I was already lost. “Why would that matter?”

Rinn shot a glare at me. “No hormones, steroids, or narcotics for race lineages. Nevermind that it leaves the horses in pain. If a colt can’t race, it’s trash to them.”

Which sounded even dumber than the most archaic HR policies of my clients. “You took the health and well-being of the patient over all. That’s commendable.”

“It was simply my duty.”

Shooting a glance at Dr. Price, I noticed the warm smile drawing across her lips. She leaned forward and clamped both hands together. “My clinic isn’t slated to open for another couple of months, but I’d like my partner to help with the setup. For two-thirds of the actual salary until then, would you be interested in aiding with that?”

Felice almost wiggled in her seat, shaking like she’d heard the first good news in years. “Absolutely. Based on the proposed salary, I would come out ahead on pay alone. Not to mention the higher cost of living in Miami.”

Rinn rubbed a foot down my calf again. “I also have a spare bedroom. Consider it yours as long as you need it.” Another look at her showed the blush developing in those honey-bronze cheeks.

Yeah, they’ll be yodeling in each others valleys in no time. I composed myself and tried getting the interview back on the rails. “If you get an offer, how soon can you start?”

Felice perked up like she was beyond ready to leave her old life behind. “Today. What furniture I have in my apartment, nobody would give more than five bucks for. Trying to win back my security deposit wouldn’t cost nearly as much as hauling that junk up here.”

Being a CNA in Miami, her landlord had to be running a fucking slum. Screwing people like that over never had cost me a wink of sleep. “Well, Dr. Price?”

The inside of her sole grazed up my leg again, minus the shoe. “If you agree to the offer, it’s yours.”

Thank fuck. Nikki could cancel Felice’s ticket and have the money in her account within the hour. “Alright, then, problem solved.”

But Rinn wasn’t done with my services. “My new hire needs the rules laid out for her, Mr. Welker.”

Of course. Staring Felice directly in the eyes, I nodded my head toward Rinn. “I’m not an evil bastard, so let me know if you want to back out. Dr. Price is out for more than a business partner.”

Nervous as you’d expect her to be, all over again, Rinn drew into herself. “How so?”

Cutting in before I could open my mouth, Nikki rapped her knuckles against the table and stood up. “Dr. Price wants a long-term arrangement, not just a second veterinarian.”

Our newest candidate eyed me down. “Mr. Welker, I hope I didn’t fly up to New York for some far-fetched booty call.”

Nikki leaned in front of me, giving the best clothed view of her tits I’d ever had as she leaned in Rinn’s ear. “Remember what I told you to say to her.”

Rinn didn’t hesitate. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.”

I saw Felice relax in front of me. Rinn, you’d better start getting this show on the road. Because Felice was one tasty piece of bitch, and even more so in-person.

On cue, what I wanted Rinn to do turned directly into action. “Mr. Welker’s agency researched you thoroughly. Bisexual and looking for a relationship complete with children, correct?”

The indirect approach was fun to watch, if only because of how it made Felice squirm. “I’m sorry, Dr. Price... Did you just say what I think you did?”

Fighting back the widest grin I could beam out, I couldn’t help saying, “She’s offering you a platinum opportunity. Considering the risk of things not working out, none of us will judge you for picking one way or the other.”

“So why is my bisexuality so important?”

I had to crash through before anyone else could cut me off. “Life partner, girlfriend… Wife. Whatever you want to call it. This is all very sudden, but Rinn has already agreed to be the mother, should things have a storybook ending.”

Felice calmed down with her posture, but those chocolate eyes never left me. “At least you’re this honest.”

Poor Nikki didn’t have a chance to get a word in as Rinn leaned forward. “And I don’t expect you to decide right now. My new clinic opens about a month from now. In fact, I don’t mind paying your full salary while you help recruit staff and aid the general setup.” Which was better than the two-thirds offer from earlier.

My hands clasped together. “It’s a win-win for you. One month’s pay here is, what, six months at your current job? Minus rent and the higher cost of living in Miami.”

Her face dropped all the tension behind it. Felice looked at Rinn more than myself for once. “You’ve got a deal.”

The fact that Rinn could have ordered Felice to take whatever terms she demanded wasn’t lost on me.

But it’s not like I couldn’t have overridden them. I was just thankful that Dr. Price wasn’t letting the power go to her head. I’d have cut Felice loose and told her to run like hell, if that was the case.


Three weeks later, Rinn and Felice were getting damned close to opening up. Outside of finding a janitorial service, the place was staffed up and ready to go.

I’d stayed hands-off, other than advising Rinn that using her name for the clinic would be a horrible idea. ‘Price Veterinary Clinic’ just screamed four and five-figure bills for every visit. So the boring choice of ‘Onandaga-Syracuse Veterinary Clinic’ it was.

Teleconferencing had made for an easy stretch of work for me, so the temptation to meddle and check in on those two at home was hard to fight. But from what I could tell, they were at least getting along.

That is, until I heard a knock on the former guest-house’s door.

CJ was busy hounding possible recruits for our clients, and Nikki had disappeared somewhere. I turned the corner for the main hallway leading to the entry and noticed Rinn’s face almost pressed against the glass as she finished knocking.

I opened the door and gestured her in. “You know you don’t have to ask to come in here, right?”

“It’s important. Where can we talk, privately?”

That’s not good. Wrapping my arm in front of her waist before she could walk past, I pulled her back outside. My old office in the main house had been all but abandoned, but my private library was guaranteed to be empty. “Come on. Tell me what’s up.”

We hadn’t got halfway to the double, French doors. “It’s Felice.”

Fuck me… “Things not working out? I warned you about the possibility.”

Rinn didn’t say another word until we were inside. “No, it’s not like that. She’s been great so far.”

“Personally, or professionally?” I kept guiding Dr. Price to the one room where I knew we couldn’t be overheard.

“Both, actually.”

I stopped in the middle of the hall without turning around. “Then what’s the emergency?”

Rinn started pushing me from behind. “I really don’t want to say another word until we’ve got some privacy.”

Stopping at the door leading my old office and the library behind it, I planted my feet. “In here.”

Her face didn’t exactly look grim, but I could tell coming over here and sharing whatever news it was had to be a task. But she didn’t let out a peep all the way through the dropped office space.

I shut the library’s door and turned, almost forcing her back against it. “So what’s up?”

A girl with that complexion visibly blushing always meant something. “I proposed to Felice last night.”

So soon? “Congratulations.” But the way Rinn’s eyes darted away turned my guts into butterflies. “I don’t think you’re telling me everything, though.”

“Arn...” Rinn shoved her lips to one side and blushed even harder before looking me straight in the eyes. “I’m pregnant.”

You can guess the father. Not that it didn’t take half a minute of silence for it to sink into my head.

I wanted to say something my brain hadn’t come up with yet. Stammering and giving in to the smile, I just had to fucking hug her.

Rinn patted at the small of my back with both hands. “You locked up for a moment. I was starting to worry.”

“Does Felice know?”

Dr. Price slumped against me. “That’s the thing. We talked last night, and she wants to be the mother.”

“Well that ship’s already sailed and hit international waters. You need to tell her.”

“I know.” Rinn stepped forward, making me back up a little. “I want two kids of my own, though. Do you think it’s fair if she gets to have the second?”

The realization that I was going to be a father slammed me out of the blue. “I gonna need a moment.” Not to mention that it would be with four different women. Hell, maybe up to six if Nikki and Jamie caught the baby rabies at some point.

Rinn didn’t stop easing closer until my ass was against the desk in the center of the library. “Yeah, I get it. That’s a lot to take in all of sudden. I’ve been looking at the pregnancy test all morning, just to make sure my eyes weren’t fooling me.”

All because of a fucking book I had tucked away in one of the shelves, and my wife’s eye for potential playmates. If neither one of those factors had fallen into place, when and how they did, none of this would have been happening.

My hands gripped the edge of the desk. “So what now?”

“That’s what I was about to ask you. I don’t know her well enough to guess how she’d react.”

The HR scumbag in me quieted down for a moment. “If she wants to have a kid herself, Felice deserves to know what’s already going on. Hiding it from the girl until it’s too late to make a decision wouldn’t be doing her right.”

Rinn perked up a bit. “Agreed. I think I just needed another opinion to quit second-guessing myself.”

“So how do you want to break the news? It can’t hard as proposing was.” Especially considering they’d known each other for all of twenty days or so.

“That was a panic move on my part.” Rinn’s cheeks turned red again. “I feel pretty guilty about it.”

“If you took the pregnancy test this morning, it’s not like you knew ahead of time how it’d turn out.” And I had to wonder where and when I’d knocked her up. A few weeks ago by my pool, on the dining room table that first night, or during our last romp in her own bed. The chick could ride the cum out of ya though.

As if I’d told her the final thing she needed to feel good about it, Rinn glowed like you’d expect from a girl who just realized she was gonna have a baby. “Thanks. I had my doubts at first, but I see all of this working out.”

The pitter-patter of tiny feet between three houses was bound to start within a year, and I was still processing it. “Sure. I’d go ahead and tell her, though.

“Thanks for hearing me out.”

Warm tinglies shot up my neck. “No problem. I think we’re all gonna have to be honest with each other. This whole situation is weird enough as it is.”

Rinn looked away for a second. “It’s just hard to read someone you don’t know. I never thought I’d propose to a girl I just met.”

“Well, if you start things off by violating her trust, it’d be a deep scar that will haunt you two for years.” I cleared my throat and straightened up. “Just being honest about the big stuff will make Felice know she can trust you with the smaller things. It really smooths out a relationship.”

With a quick smile and another round of blushing, Rinn looked my way again. “Can you show up tonight? You know, to make it easier to break the news?”

Jamie, Hannah, Nikki, and CJ could entertain themselves well enough. “Sure. Just don’t make it obvious that you’re about to drop a bomb on her. The usual dinner plans, but I’ll just happen to be there.”

She leaned in to peck me on the lips. “You’re right. Seven o’clock work for you?”


Jamie and Hannah were getting handsy with me, but they knew I wouldn’t decline an offer like that without a good reason. All I had to do was tell them that Rinn had something planned with Felice. Everyone knew the situation was precarious. They just didn’t have the full details yet.

As soon as I walked through the front door of Rinn and Felice’s place, the savory aroma of lamb, mint, and oregano almost knocked me over. Rinn knowing a bit of Persian cuisine was bound to add a few extra pounds to me.

Nobody was in the dining room, and I already heard Dr. Price in the kitchen. I started wandering around, glancing in each room until I saw Felice. From behind, I could tell she was hard at work on some kind of spreadsheet. And still looked damn good in that tight, black dress through the chair’s mesh.

I tried playing it off like I didn’t know a thing. “Accountants and office assistants are supposed to handle stuff like that. You’ll be too busy seeing patients before long.”

She didn’t even look back at me. “That doesn’t mean we can let the pet insurance companies screw us.”

As Felice kept scrolling and clicking, it sure looked like an actuarial table. My eyes started glazing over within seconds. “I guess you can smell it, but the lamb’s about done.”

“Rinn wouldn’t let me cook tonight.” After a quick save, she closed the window. “So guess who’s on paperwork duty?” But at least she spun the chair around with a smile.

The ring on her finger caught my eye, too much to hide on my end. “I haven’t congratulated you yet.”

But Felice wasn’t a moron. “That’s why I’m nervous. Rinn wouldn’t have called you over tonight unless she was planning something big. She’s not the subtle type.”

Considering how recently both of us had gotten to know Dr. Price, that much was obvious. I relaxed the best I could. “She invited me, and I didn’t have anything going on tonight.”

“You’re sure CJ and Hannah won’t stage a protest later?”

I wanted to bring up what she was after, but it’d probably tip her off to what Rinn wanted to announce. “That’d suck for me, right?”

Felice rolled her eyes and kept grinning. “You’ve always been nice to me, but you’re still kind of a pig.”

“So how are you two doing?”

The change in her face told me I’d just screwed up a little. “The clinic’s coming along, but now I know you’re here for a reason.” Felice scooted the chair forward and bunched her shoulders together. “My eyes are up here, by the way.”

It wasn’t gonna hurt to let her know something was coming. “Rinn’s already proposed to you, so I’m a little on-edge myself.”

“Yeah, I heard you two fucking the last time you snuck over. Then I found the pregnancy test.” Felice didn’t look mad, though. “She’s already told you, hasn’t she?”

Shit-fuck-damn-hell… “A few hours ago. I told her to just be honest with you, which is what she’s got planned tonight.”

“Oh, I know.” Felice kept smiling wider with each passing second. “If I thought otherwise, I’d keep taking the easy money and run as soon as the last payment hit my account.” Her thighs spread, almost enough to show me something.

“She’s not trying to screw you over, so don’t take advantage of the kindness. I get that a month isn’t enough time to get know someone, but Rinn’s in a fragile place right now. It’s a big risk on her part.”

Felice got it, at least. “Professionally, and at home. Don’t worry. I wouldn’t have said ‘yes’ if I didn’t think she was coming from the right place in her heart.”

Tons dropped off my back. “I screw people over for a living, and I think you get that. It’d hurt really bad if you turned into me about now.”

“Wait, you’re actually looking out for someone other than yourself here?”

I couldn’t get mad at her for putting it that accurately. “I’ve got my own reasons. Rinn couldn’t have told you the whole story because she doesn’t know it, but my life’s been turned upside down in the past few months.”

“You’re a one-man stud farm. I figured out that something was off before I even met you.”

“It all started with Jamie and Hannah. Then Nikki came along, because she had nowhere else to go.”

“And CJ then reeled me into this, after you couldn’t help yourself after seeing Rinn move in next door.”

Her tits caught my eyes again. “That sums it up pretty well. But there’s no reason to screw over the people I see on a daily basis.”

“Because you’d have to deal with the consequences.” Felice stood up high as she could, almost as tall as me in those heels. “Don’t try to pretend you’re a good person.”

“I never have, but at least I’m honest about it.” The little change in her eyes clued me in. “You had a good thing lined up until someone like me stepped in, didn’t you?”

Felice was about to lay into me, and not in the good way. Her eyes narrowed and both of her fists balled against my chest.

“Supper’s done!”

Rinn had just saved my ass. But I wasn’t about to let Felice forget about it as she walked off. “If it makes you feel better, I specialize in trimming HR departments down to nothing. Focus your anger on the people who filled out your pink slip, not me.”

“You’re still a bunch of bastards.”

“I understand that so deeply, I’m not even gonna hold this against you.” Making the world a better place had always ranked a far second to making money for my business. “Don’t take this as a threat, because it isn’t. But do remember who turned things around for you. Can we call it even, between the two of us?”

“We’ll see how it goes tonight. If you keep your mouth shut, and Rinn does the right thing on her own… I might be able to trust you a little bit.”

Thankfully, I wasn’t the absolute scum-fuck Felice had assumed I was. At least when it came to my personal life.


Lemon on the rice, mint on the lamb, and some kind of sauce that was absolutely divine… I’d eaten so much that it hurt to sit up straight.

Thankfully, Felice had gotten over herself enough to be in the same boat.

Rinn looked at both of us, pleased as punch at how little we’d left for later. “I told you my grandmother’s recipe was worth the time.”

I was on the verge of unbuckling my belt. It was that good.

But then Felice scraped the tines of her fork across her plate. “I think you have something to tell me.”

Rinn shot a glare my way. “Did you tell her?”

Shaking my head, I shrugged. “Empty your bathroom trashcans more often. She probably knew before I did.”

Rinn went straight to panic. “I didn’t know until this morning either. I’m sorry.”

Shit was about to go down, for better or worse.

Felice scooted her chair up, sounding even worse than her fork against porcelain. “I’m not mad at you for that. I just want to know why you had to have him here to tell me.”

Well, okay. Fuck you too.

“Arn’s been honest with me from the start. The child will be just as much his as mine. Of course he should know before anyone else.”

Like it was a slap in the face, Felice soured on the spot. “What about his next one? I never agreed to the donor holding paternity rights.”

Before either of them could lay into each other, I scooted my chair back. “If this is how it’s gonna be, you’d better find someone else. Just telling you now.”

Felice calmed down enough to put both of us at ease. “I mean, you’re almost a stranger to me. What guarantee do I have that you won’t pull a custody suit or something?”

Technically, I didn’t have a way to promise that in writing unless an attorney got involved. “You and Rinn would raise the kids, and I’m not going anywhere. It’s a great arrangement I’ve got going for myself. I’d be insane to fuck that up.”

But Rinn was already tired of the back and forth. “Felice, stop it. If you want to carry one of our children yourself, Arn’s the perfect donor. I want this new clinic to be my legacy, so this is as stable a situation as we could ask for.”

All that defensiveness fell out of the girl at once. “So how did it happen? Is there a clinic somewhere?”

I almost snorted tea out of my nose. “The old-fashioned way seems to have worked just fine. You already know we’ve been screwing around. So why pay a clinic tens of thousands to end up maybe having octuplets when she was out for just one kid?”

“Lucky you.” Felice smirked, and not in a bad way.

Rinn stood up and began walking around the table. Stopping right behind me, her arms closed around my neck. Inches from my ear, she asked, “So, I was thinking we could do her first attempt tonight.”

When one of your side-pieces finds strange for you, you know you’ve got it made. “You heard the lady. I’m game for it if you are.”

Felice’s grin went ear-to-ear. “You’d better not suck at this.”

Shockingly, I hadn’t gotten laid all day. I usually didn’t make it past noon before one of them tempted me. “I’ve got the same hope. But even if you do, you’ve got five girls to ask for pointers.”

Felice got up as Rinn’s arms squeezed tighter. A nip at my ear lobe drifted straight into Rinn whispering, “Fuck her up. I know you can.”

Rinn helped me scoot my chair back. As Felice walked around, the good doctor pulled another one next to mine and sat.

Then Rinn slammed the brakes. “I pulled that lingerie I bought you out of the dryer this afternoon. Go put that on. I’ll make sure he’s primed and ready to go.”

Not that I needed help by that point. I had to trust that Rinn knew what she was doing, though.

Felice trotted away, leaving me alone in the host’s lair.

Rinn bent down without looking at me. Working my zipper open, she asked, “You’re fine with this, right?”

My hands gripped the edges of my seat. “I’d have already said something if I wasn’t.”

Hot breath surround my dick as it came out. “Good. I think it’ll be the best option for everyone. Three couples, six kids, and the biological father right in the middle for all the children to know.”

Pursed lips bumped against my head. Then another wave of the full consequences swept over me. Right as her mouth took me about halfway in.

If a fortune teller had promised this, I’d have laughed in their face. But it was as real as the blowjob started putting all her enthusiasm into. It’s like karma forgot that I’ve been a professional scumbag for years now.

The swirl of Rinn’s tongue had already taken my mind to a better place. The thing most guy’s don’t know about bi chicks is the raw talent they’ve got with their mouths and hands. Because, you know, something about liking both cock and cunt makes the giant crossover between what works for both just click in their heads.

My neck curled in on itself, like a sudden cold chill hit me. A few strands of Rinn’s hair lapped at my thighs through the hole in my boxers. Then her mouth sucked harder than a primo vacuum cleaner.

I barely had my eyes open when Felice strolled back into the room. The same color as that dress, Felice’s nightie made the stark black of her hair stand out even more. And those tits were something else.

Rinn stopped long enough to ask, “What do you think?” Her hand stroked down my shaft, pleading for the answer.

Compared to Rinn’s white blouse and black pencil skirt, Felice looked beyond ready. Right down to the fuck-me-pink of her lips that matched her outfit.

Another pass of her hand jerked my neck sideways. “Well?”

“Better than I could have imagined. No wonder you can’t keep your hands off her.”

Rinn straightened up and let go of me. “Call it one hell of a thank-you gift, from both of us.”

With one sitting beside me and the other standing between myself and the table, arms on her hips, I knew I was trapped. Not that I would have dreamed of escaping. A giant bulge in my throat went down with a fight, though.

Felice started working my pants down as Rinn popped the buttons of my shirt. It didn’t take them half a minute to peel every stitch off me.

Another burning whisper in my ear put me on edge. “Go ahead, do to her what you did to me. We need it.”

I was done waiting. Going in for a sampling of the goods, my fingers danced around the bare, bald slit in front of me.

Slipping one deep inside Felice’s pussy, I took my time feeling around in my newest prize. By the time I had a second through, she was bent over and gasping in my face.

Pulling both digits out, I slid them between her lips and let Felice taste herself.

“That’s what she likes.” Rinn leaned into my shoulder. “But she’s ready enough.”

I felt and heard the moan around my fingers. “You want in on this, or is it all about her?”

“So long as she gets the prize, I don’t care.” Another bite, this time on my neck, let Rinn breathe enough to add, “You can have your fun with me later.”

Felice dropped herself into my lap. Raw and grinding skin on skin, her thighs gripped around me, forcing Rinn’s chair to the side.

Clamped in and savoring the heat, I let the split in her cunt ride the bottom of my shaft. All the better for slipping in. It was gonna get reckless and fierce.

My dick crushed against me. On the furthest edge of slipping through with the tip, my will was too damn weak to fight her.

Toying at my sanity with her hips, Felice pushed the cool silk over her tits in my face. Her hair fell over my face, just as smooth as the mounds I’d buried myself between. “But you’d better not come until you fuck me.”

Which meant furniture was about to move. I tried to drown in her breasts, smelling how much she wanted it. A body that fit and charged could take a lot. Maybe even more than I could dish out.

Legs and arms twined around me even harder. Then, just as I thought it couldn’t feel any better, her pussy melted around my cock from head to hilt.

Holy fuck… My hands gripped the seat under me hard enough to hurt.

Then Felice showed me what seven years at a party school really taught her. Swirling herself around, the orbit of her cunt drew tighter as she dropped. Straight down by the time she had me planted to the base.

I pressed my fingertips into her back. Just a little bit of push had her rising again.

Every ridge and bump inside her slid against me. Burning hot, gushing wet, and tight as hell… Thank fuck for girls who know their shit, but stay off the dick for the most part. They’re wonderful.

Felice toppled down on me until our abs met. Even through the mesh of what little she had on, I felt how beautiful her waist had to look.

Her mouth spread until she pressed it against my own. Even through the distraction of her tongue, I felt how dripping and soaked she was on the inside. There’s no way in hell she wasn’t primed and ready for what Rinn had put her up to.

Another pounce throbbed my dick. Solid and in the middle of that early feel-good stage, I wiggled myself just enough to make her cry out.

A cheek rested against my shoulder. “Right there...”

It was almost too much to handle. Feeling her sweep that ass and groan into my neck, my fuse sparked up.

Not that I wanted her to slow down. I’d had five girls let me fuck them silly for weeks. You learn how to control yourself after enough of that. Somehow.

Walls rushed down until Felice had lanced herself as deep as her body would let me go. It hurt to fight that tingling goodness. But I had to, no matter how much the rush threatened to take over.

Another round of grinding pushed Felice’s hips into me, to the point I was about to come myself empty.

Every bit of her cunt flooded with another shot of wetness. Felice’s limbs gripped onto me with the full-bodied pulse. Grinding herself until we almost merged into one body, she was fucking daring me to set off early.

My hips slid forward. Guiding my tip deeper than I’d managed so far, I stole her breath as the girl bucked her head back.

Walls squirmed around every inch of my shaft when I tried holding her still. One way or the other, she was keeping me sailing smooth, right for that cliff.

Ragged and barely there, my next breath came out with a, “Not yet...”

But Felice didn’t give a shit. Rocking me into her core with one more shove of her body, her eyes went brazen. “You’re not the one in control here.”

That ass careened around my lap. The firmness in my dick jumped another level, like the skin on it was about to burst open.

Bumping against my tip, that nub of cervix deep inside her rolled around every side. Knocking her up with a hail of cum was about to happen.

With enough seconds left, I gave Felice one more staggering pump.

Her thighs tried to cut me in half. Extra-ready and trying to reign herself in, it was kinda cute how Felice tried to hold the orgasm back. But her vision already had to have been a blur.

My body screamed for me to hold her down and let it happen. But blowing that kind of fuck with an early finale just wasn’t an option.

The frigid air of the room embraced my cock, already too far gone to start going flaccid. Rinn helped Felice steady herself to her feet, still knocking both knees together in the mid-throes of the climax.

It goddamned hurt to stall the game like that. But I couldn’t help cradling the back of my head with both hands as I leaned back in the chair. “You should get a turn.”

Rinn eased Felice against the table. “You’ve already got some precum beading up.”

I looked down at myself. That glint shining of the very end of my dick told me that she wasn’t lying. And I knew I wouldn’t last a minute if Rinn started riding me like that fucking bike of hers.

Felice quit shaking all over, finally. Watching as she braced herself against the table, I expected another lap-ride that was guaranteed to polish me off.

But then the little whore leaned back.

Rinn shot a look at me like I was the only reluctant one left. “Well?” She gestured at the opened thighs before me. “I think she’s past stopping you.”

I had to ask her, “That some kind of motorcycle slang?”

Rinn smiled too deeply. “No, but a helmet’s only good in its first crash. If we’re saying things that make no sense right now, why can’t I give good advice while I’m at it?”

Before Felice sat back down on me, I asked, “Next thing you’ll tell me is that loud pipes don’t save lives.”

“They don’t. With all the sound insulation and drivers blasting Taylor Swift while picking their noses about three knuckles deep, they’re not gonna hear a bike.”

But I was over it already. Putting myself back inside Felice mattered more than whatever lecture Rinn had packed and ready to go.

Gracing my hands up the back of Felice’s thighs, I pushed her feet to each side of my head. Slapping my full length against the folds of her cunt, just that much had her worked up.

Then Rinn clamped her hands on each of my shoulders from behind. “If it takes this time, that’d be for the best. Kids born close together tend to get along.”

Between their personalities, that wasn’t a guaranteed thing. Not that I cared how or when it would happen. I was just ready to dive back into the girl.

Rubbing the end of my shaft between Felice’s prim, neat lips, that first inch of head slipped inside her.

Just a little bit of push sank me deep. Thighs tightened and knees bent around my sides.

My shaft hardened as I felt that rain come leaking out from around my base. Tense walls and too much wetness let Felice soak down my legs.

A few thrusts shot her pupils wide open. Cooking in-place and downright angelic despite all the sinful acts we were in the middle of, I couldn’t help adoring her.

Rinn couldn’t either. Mounting the table on hands and knees above her primary lover’s head, she leaned in to ask, “What’s it like, coming inside a girl who wants it that badly?”

Gritting my teeth, I answered with a violent drive back into Felice’s slit. Under my palm, the bottom of her stomach heaved up as her voice cracked.

Happy with my answer, Rinn stopped short of dropping her own pussy on Felice’s mouth. Instead, she crawled back and braced the young thing’s shoulders, stripping the thin lines of pink down until those puppies begged to come out.

Another charge paralyzed me for a second. Dazed and feeling the explosive pressure well up, I had to pull out.

Felice went apoplectic, clenching in a smooth rhythm that shot from toe to scalp. Her voice hummed until it welled up.

Then, with Rinn folding down the cups of her top, Felice blushed all over. Just watching a darker girl change color like that as she comes nearly forced me back in, if only to make sure the final gift ended up where it belonged.

Aiming true, I got ready to pummel back in. Just tapping my dick from clit to entry, Felice’s cunt shuddered like it wasn’t near ready.

But I knew she wasn’t asking for a breather. Like she’d gone slavish to whatever I needed, both thighs spread open through all the shakes.

Wishing I was already buried to the hilt in her, another wave of energy flashed through me. One shot of my hips planted me home.

Every muscle in my neck tensed at once. Storming through the point of no return, I left her belting out a jarring scream that melted into the rise for her next climax.

It hurt in the best way possible to slip most of the way out. Then I felt the rise in the bottom of my palm. Even through the bottom of her stomach, my tip forced everything up as I slammed her deep.

Another ripple coursed through her mound. Smooth, slick walls gripped tight. Then I felt the hot liquid trailing down the insides of my legs.

Felice spread harder. Snapping tight around me, her body was beyond a wreck. But that didn’t stop it from making some futile attempt to keep me trapped all the way in.

I didn’t have to look down to know my knuckles were white. Clamped around her waist, I forced my way out as far as I could.

One more thrash of her legs hugging close engulfed the whole package.

Holy shit! A bead of sweat dripped off my chin. Coming…

My arms couldn’t pry us apart. I gave in as the last whiff of strength drained out of every muscle.

I was in, deep. As if Felice’s body knew what it was after.

We almost butted heads as I fell in. Because fuck the survival instinct. If you want to feel a woman overpower you, baby-crazy beats the survival instinct to a pulp.

Rinn’s words felt distant, but I heard them loud and clear. “That’s it, come inside her! I’m really fucking jealous right now...”

The intent was there, but my mind couldn’t even process, ‘I bet you are’ all the way. The most invasive part of the next swing shot a part of my mind out with everything else.

“Fuck!”

Felice’s deep, burning gasps met my own. Burying my face in her neck, I didn’t even mind the mess of hair tickling at my skin.

Pumping myself empty, all four of my limbs pushed me deeper than ever. If this wasn’t gonna do the job, nothing would.

One more round of her arms and legs gripping tight eked out a final burst I probably even have.

But settling in, the way her breathing changed from ragged to smooth again told me that her body was more than satisfied with what I’d given it. Now it was just up to her.


Rinn had only started to show her bump. When I saw her close the door to the new office, even CJ had to comment. The girl was fucking glowing more with each passing week.

I looked up from the newest contract. “The vet business still booming?”

Leaning forward with both hands against my desk, Rinn asked, “If I can’t be back in time for Felice’s maternity leave, I need another veterinarian to train.”

“So long as you can afford it, I’m sure we can find someone in the next month or two.”

Great as things were going for her, someone half as experienced as herself wasn’t about to come cheap. “Trust me, Felice is great, but leaving the whole clinic to greenhorns would make me nervous. I just can’t pay someone with the right chops at this point.”

It wasn’t exactly a canned speech, but I’d already given it to Hannah when she needed to find a replacement for herself. You know, for her own baby-mama leave. “Someone has to hire people fresh out of school. A strip club in Hamburg, Germany gave The Beatles their first paying gig. You don’t get The Beatles without that strip club.”

Rinn leaned closer. “Don’t tell me you’re out for a fourth pair of girls.”

The idea was tempting, but I already had a quartet of kids on the way, from as many women. “No, my life’s complicated enough. Between you, Felice, CJ, and Hannah cooking your ovens on high… I’m sure my wife and the secretary over there would change their minds about kids just in time to make a mess of things.”

“So you’ll find a temporary replacement for me.”

I pulled my glasses down my nose. “You’ll draw better candidates if you ask for another stakeholder in the practice. Besides, I’m sure you’d like someone to let you and Felice take a vacation, someday.”

“Wanting that and affording it are two different matters. I can’t really part with what little profits we’re showing right now.” Which was a good point.

Motioning for CJ to come over, I laid it out in the nicest way possible. “So you need a listing for another resident, with possible career options later. Gotcha.”

But Rinn wasn’t settling for just that. “Arn you don’t get it. I need someone to run my legacy, who I can trust.”

“For now, that’s you. Don’t get too far ahead of yourself. Even Felice doesn’t have that responsibility yet, and you’re about to marry the girl.”

“And your own legacy? Who gets it someday?”

I hadn’t even considered it. My firm was all about making myself easy money and avoiding real work. “Maybe one of these two blondes, or maybe one of the kids I’ve got coming. Why stress about crossing a bridge that’s still years down the road?”

“Living day-by-day is all you know, isn’t it?”

That’s how I’d lucked into my current mess. “Think of how many plans you’ve made in your life that never amounted to anything. What’s the point in wishing for doors to open, when you can just walk through the ones you’ve already got and see what happens?”

“I’d have never started my first practice, much less the second, if I’d lived that way.”

“Not really. What if you’d never had an option to go to college or veterinary school? And what if medical school was a far better option for you at the time?”

Like she knew exactly what I was talking about, Nikki smirked as she handed me the first round of candidates she’d dug for Rinn. “I lost my job because of this asshole, but then he gave me an out. Where this’ll end up taking me, I don’t know. But I’m glad I took him up on it.”

Then it all clicked. I hadn’t given any of them options in this. My will had completely taken them over.

I didn’t have any clue where this would take all of us. But holy hell, we were all in a better spot than we’d been in before I found that book.
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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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