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HAREM BOND

The smell of old paper and a hint of vanilla filled my nose. Antique bookstores like this were my happy place away from home.

My consulting gig had wrapped up a day early, and I wasn’t rescheduling my flight. The chance to finally dig through the shelves at Mortimer’s Books was too great to pass up. A couple hundred more old tomes, and my personal library would begin spilling into the rest of the house.

Jamie and Hannah wouldn’t be able to complain, either. I’d married Jamie as a little bit of a trophy and paid for the house in-full, myself. Hannah was only Jamie’s side-piece and technically a roommate. When your marriage has three people in it, you need a big place like that for the elbow room.

I scrolled through my inventory of the rarer things I wanted. With a good stack under my other arm, I knew was about to pay the full collector’s price for everything.

Then I saw it tucked on that shelf full of crazy ramblings. The pseudoscience rack, if you will.

Blue as a California sky, the spine had The Bond of Obedience
 stamped in gold leaf. Call it a guilty pleasure, but I loved reading the hilarious stuff people used to believe.

It wasn’t on my list. But when you make as much per consulting job as I do, you can blow money on hobbies and your impulses.

Sitting the rest of the books on the table behind me, I pulled the book off the shelf. The front cover had a little damage. Always a shame but it’s the words I was after.


Let’s see…
 I flipped through and saw enough to want it even more. First edition, published in 1870, and the author was barking-fucking mad.
 Which meant it would be the perfect read for my flight.

After paying for it and the rest of my stack, I was almost giddy to pour through every page. Riding from LAX to Buffalo, New York was always a boring slog without something to keep you entertained. Almost as bad as the two hour drive from Buffalo to my house in Syracuse.


After a little turbulence, I turned yet another page. So far, the book had met every expectation.

The loony had cranked up right off the bat. According to one Mr. Theodore Kingsolver, absolute loyalty and devotion from anyone was merely a phrase and the right frame of mind away. ‘Generosity in dominance,’ he called it.

Halfway through the book, I finally got to the phrase he’d been teasing at.

Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.

Then he went on to stress that the power was in what
 you put behind that mantra. Short-term favors, or permanent fealty. It was all a matter of how much you expected from the other person.

Which seemed like complete bunk and horseshit. I closed the book after a few more pages and sighed at the cabin’s ceiling.

To my right, I heard the girl seated next to me. “Seems like a good read. You’ve hardly looked up from it until now.”

I thought her name was Kate, or at least, that’s what I remembered from the boarding pleasantries. Some fairly cute professor at a college in upstate New York. I forget which one.

“Rare books are kinda my hobby. You never know what you’ll end up reading, because nobody else remembers them either.”

The dusky blonde of her bobbed hair moved a little as she smiled. So at least it was honest. “Believe it or not, my doctorate is in library science.” Plus, that hair color reminded me of my wife.

“I’m no archivist, but do you mind if I pick your brain?”

Kate held a hand out. “It wasn’t my specialty, but can I see your book?”

“Go ahead.” It wasn’t like it was a real treasure. I think I paid less than twenty bucks for it, and Mortimer’s knows the going prices. “It was a total impulse buy.”

She scratched at the bridge of her nose while looking at the first pages. “Teversham Esoterics Press closed down not long after this was published. I’d be shocked if there was more than one printing.”

“That’s the most Victorian and British name for a company I’ve ever heard in my life.” But if the rest of their catalog had been that nutty, I kinda wanted the whole set.

“Well, their authors were seen as absolute madmen, even in their time. But successful as they were with nearly every book, the entire company folded up overnight.”

Which sounded like my plan. Get rich, and cash out. “What else do you know about it?”

“They were based outside of Oxford. That’s about it.”

It was the kind of info you probably wouldn’t find on the internet. “Hey, it’s something. Thanks.”

Kate handed it back to me and crossed those endless legs under her skirt. “So what’s the big takeaway?”

Explaining even the basics without sounding crazy would have been impossible. “The author was a complete nutter.”

“As in?”

I was distracted by the flat dangling from the end of her foot. She was absolutely fuckable. Not that I had time for a regular booty call.

Kate nudged my elbow. “Well?”

“Sorry.” I passed it off like I’d got the mid-flight drowsies and looked her in the eyes. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.”

That polite distance fell from of her eyes. “I’d like that too.”

“What?”

She got up and rummaged through the overhead bin. Dragging a knit blanket out of her checked bag, Kate sat down and draped it over both of our laps. Then I heard her whisper, “Joining the mile-high club’s too risky these days.”


Holy shit…
 My legs shifted when I felt her hand rest over my fly. “I mean, I’m not opposed to it.”

“You don’t even have to ask. I already know.”

I nearly started talking again when the zipper slid down. Glancing over, the guy on her other side by the window was passed slick out.”

Another whisper hardened my dick in her hand. “We’ve both got hours of driving after we land, so I reserved a room.”

The great thing about an open marriage is that there’s no jilted wife to panic over. “Sounds good.” Not that the handjob wasn’t appreciated.

Her voice steamed against my ear one last time. “Act like you’re reading. It’ll cover what’s really going on.”

From reading my usual three pages a minute, down to maybe a couple of paragraphs in the same time. Somehow, the damn book had got me this far. I at least owed it a cover-to-cover read.


Kate’s thighs squeezed around my waist as she lowered onto my cock. “It’s really a shame you had to wear this.”

I felt the bottom lip of my condom slide up. “No no no no….” Hannah and I didn’t have many rules, but new partners had to either show a clear test from the past month, or protection was a given. Not that I expected a library sciences professor to have any nasties down there.

Her shoulders bunched and all of her fingertips pulled at the top of my abs. “Fine, if that’s what you want.” Then Kate gasped when she had me all the way in again.

I rested my hands on her hips, grasping for the sides of her ass. Nodding at the hidden talent for riding a guy, I did wish like hell I could have gone in raw. Even without the glasses and being a dirty blonde, she had that Velma vibe about her. Because sometimes nerdy girls are the best kind of hidden freaks.

The full surge of her cunt grinding on my shaft knocked my legs straight. “You look like you’re about to come.” She dragged further down my stomach.

My jaw fell open and my neck bent. “Hell yeah. Don’t stop now.”

Kate dropped forward and swept her hips. “Before we check out,” her voice trembled into a whimper for a second, “we’ll do this again.”

Or as it would turn out, yet again, and then a fourth time thanks a late checkout call.

Wherever she’d learned that wiggle, it needed to be holy ground. Kate shimmied until I had to start bumping my hips into her from below.

She licked under my chin. “Oh yeah, you’re about to come. Just think how much better it’d feel if I could get your load inside me.”

I fought to unclench my jaw. “Don’t fucking tempt me.”

“But I want it...” She pouted in a way that’d break a psychopath’s heart.

My fingers stretched out and I slammed both hands against the bed. “Fuck!” Even behind a sleeve of latex, I couldn’t force myself into her hard enough.

“That’s it, come for me!” Her rhythm didn’t stop. “But I hope you just broke it.”

If I had, it was too damn late to do anything about it. Just thinking about the possibility tore a few extra loads out of me.

But as I pulled my rubber off and tied the open end, the makeshift balloon held up to the old squeeze test.

Kate was still on the bed, curled up and looking innocent, like she hadn’t just fucked a complete stranger. She frowned a little. “At least I know what gets you off. You’re screwed.”


Exhausted like the trip had gone long, I pulled into my garage. Kate had been something else, like she was getting off on the fact that I was married. It explained the non-stop begging for me to go in without a condom, kinda.

If Jamie was in the mood when I walked in, she’d have smelled the hotel strange on me. Kate had ambushed me after my shower, forcing me to drill her stupid against the mirrored doors on the closet. By the time I finished her off, we had maybe five minutes until the late checkout time.

Chasing tail hadn’t been a priority since Jamie kept me satisfied. Even though I had permission and some clear boundaries we’d put down together. But walking through the door, a line from the last page of that book stood out to me.

When you receive what you want, beware the natural consequence: You will only want more.

But it couldn’t have been speaking that line to Kate that made her turn into a kinky chick on the prowl... Right?

I dropped my keys in the bowl right inside kitchen. “Hey, either of you home?”

The only one who came running was Hannah’s French bulldog, Luna.

“At least you’re glad to see me, Bullfrog.” Nicknamed by me for the smooshed face, giant eyes, and a French stereotype. After she’d proven housebroken, the butt-ugly critter had grown on me, though. “Where are your moms?”

She ran through the dining room and back living room. Straight for the sliding doors.

“You just wanna piss, don’t ya?”

Luna hopped her front legs up as much as she could, which wasn’t even halfway up.

“There’s no way something that looks like you came from a wolf.” I opened the door and let her go bolting out.

But she stopped halfway between the pool and the grass and looked back. Which she never did.

“What?”

Tearing out that growly whine straight out of The Exorcism
, Luna bounced from front to back on her legs.

“Alright, fuck.” Jamie and Hannah had to be in the guest house. The li’l bastard was smart, at least.

Luna shot for the grass the instant I got past her.

If those they were in the two bedroom, one bath house around back, that could only mean one thing: There was one hell of a show I was missing. Because they’d never care when I watched, so long as I didn’t get involved. Hannah was that strict, ‘no guys, no way’ kind of lipstick lesbian.

The noise of my wife probably getting edged to death hit me before I even got inside. Opening the door, it was a good thing the neighbors were all at work.

Jesus, what’s Hannah doing to her?

Another ripping shout and the shake of a bed frame told me where they were. And ducking my head in the front suite confirmed what I suspected.

Jamie was strapped to all four corners, ass down and spread eagle.

While Hannah kept pulling that wand off at the last second. No, she wasn’t interested in me. But I’d have fucked a tall, fit brunette like her dead, given half a chance.

I stood there for no telling how long before going all the way in. Before the sound of the hinges had them turned around, I asked, “You gonna let her get off before she strokes out? Goddamn.”

Hannah flipped the switch, leaving Jamie squirming in denial. “Hey Arn. We got into an argument, and she admitted she was wrong. So we’re working it out.”

“Well, carry on then.” I leaned my back against the wall, watching them in those almost identical sets of black lingerie. I can’t lie, there were parts of sharing my wife with Hannah that really kicked ass.

Jamie’s voice shook, and she probably didn’t even know I was there. “Please... I’m about to fucking die down here!”

Hannah turned her head my way. “It was that
 bad an argument.”

Just to myself, I answered, “Guess so.”

That poor, tiny blonde I’d married wasn’t getting off easy. Held on the verge of madness, Jamie bent the posts on the bed frame in a little more. Like she had been lezzing it up with a damn good personal trainer or something.

The buzzing stopped all of a sudden. Hannah stood up and circled the Hitachi around. “Alright, your turn, but don’t you fucking come in her.”

Which always meant their fun would be over. Hannah had never been with a guy, and she was happy to keep it that way. Cleaning up my mess was equally out of the question.

As I got over there, Jamie kept breathing like a fish out of water. Almost as if their reconciliation wasn’t her idea at all. “You’re home. Thank God...”

I mentioned having a third person in a marriage feels like a crowd. Now imagine that your wife’s lesbian girlfriend is kind of a bitch in the best way possible, her pushy domme, and personal trainer. Sometimes their workouts got this intense.

But I’d already been fucked out. “Sucks for you. The girl who sat next to me on the flight back was down for whatever.”

Jamie gasped up, “Condom with her?”

“Like always.”

She forced a not really fake grin. “Good. Then you’ll fuck me long enough to end this shit.”

I started to lean over her. Then I felt like being an asshole. “Nope. I don’t have a dog in this fight.”

Hannah was already giggling behind a hand. She chucked the wand at my wife’s hand. Which actually landed on target.

Jamie gripped at it, but it didn’t take long for her to realize that Hannah was fucking with her. Pulling at the webbing, she almost spat out, “It doesn’t do me any good if I can’t get it down there, you bitch!”

They usually argued like this. A lot. It’s how I knew Jamie wasn’t about to divorce me, so long as Hannah kept making me seem like the hero.

I couldn’t help turning around and smiling at Hannah. “We could always get some wings or something. Think we should give her what she wants, but duct tape it to her thigh before we go?”

“Alright.” Just because we were sharing opposite ends of my wife’s bisexuality didn’t stop us from being good friends.

“It probably needs to be the shitty wing place right out of the neighborhood. She’s fucked this bed up enough already.”

“And you know I don’t let her skip leg day.” Hannah reached into the nightstand. Pulling the tape out, she asked, “Can we keep it on after we get back and you start fucking her?”

“Now that’s just mean.” I pressed the bulb against Jamie’s clit. “But maybe, if she’s yelling hard enough.”

“I’m buying this time.” Which was rare for her. “You don’t even wanna know what we got into it about.” Meaning she wanted me to hear every detail.


I sat down the bones of another stripped wing. “Really, over your newest workout shoes not matching your eyes?”

Hannah kept pace with me, wing by wing. Swallowing before she moved on to the next one, she laid out the obvious. “She helped me pick the shoes out, so I think it’s a setup.”

Jamie wasn’t subbie-as-shit like that with me
, but it wasn’t a shocking revelation. “How loud do you think she’s cussing us right now?”

“Hell if I know.” After slipping that dress and a jacket on, you couldn’t tell Hannah was still in the getup underneath. “Thank me for the chance to play hero, later.”

“How much do you need, plus the cost of the wings?”

She tossed her beer back and put three fingers up. Swallowing again, Hannah looked away. “It might take a little while to pay you back.” But she’d always managed it.

“At least you stopped.” Or so I hoped.

“The last time, I fucked up and got greedy. I knew better than to hit after getting dealt a nineteen.” And Atlantic City loan sharks had enforcers on-call in this half of New York state too.

“What’s Canoli or whatever the fuck he’s called charge in interest? You should have paid that off five times already.”

She turned red at the cheeks. “Ten percent.”

Which wasn’t too bad for a Jersey Shore scumbag to offer. “So it’s not the last one you took out, is it?”

“Well, he’s got these fees and—”

I could put up with a lot from her, but I had to give her the fuzzy eye. “Crooks don’t do fees, because they leave a paper trail.” The illegal crooks, anyway.

“You’re one to talk, Mr. Consultant.”

She had me there. “Hey, you like to gamble, and I hate to do real work. We’ve all got our vice.” Or seven. “You don’t see me getting ripped off by someone whose mom probably cooks the meanest lasagna in Jersey, though.”

“If you want to work out something that could save us both some trouble, fifteen-grand would pay it off and stop the interest.”

Even if Jamie reversed personalities and tried to run off with Hannah, I had the leverage to keep it from happening. She wouldn’t hold the sharks at bay if The Bank of Arn closed. “I’ll do it, but if you ask for a loan again, I’ll
 start charging interest on it.”

“Fine.” Hannah snatched a wing. “And thanks.”

I knew she was trying. For some people, like Hannah, gambling was as much a crippling addiction as heroine. At least she was just blowing the money like it was a drug habit, and not doing them.

Picking up where we’d left off, she dropped another bare chicken limb on the plate. “When you start eating your real estate agent, move in with her, and the hubby does favors like this… Trust me, I know how much I lucked out.”

“Like I told you, miss one payment, and you’re cut off. So far, you’ve always come through.” But I had to know I wasn’t pissing in the wind. “It’s a new condition for the bailout. Take it or leave it, as is.”

Hannah’s face went pale. “You think I’m crazy enough to turn it down?”


If I give out that kind of loan, you should worship the ground I walk on.
 For shits and giggles, I tried the mantra on her. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.”

The whole look on her face changed instantly. “Arn, you’re right. It should piss me off that I’ve thrown so much money away.”

I took hold my beer. “What I’ve been telling you this whole time is starting to make sense, isn’t it?” If only you’d give in and try a threesome too.
 But I stopped barking up that tree after the first ‘fuck no.’

“Mario ready to save the princess? You already know which castle she’s in.”

Full enough, I put a hand up as she offered the last wing. “Go for it. If I don’t wash that sauce off my hands while I’m thinking about it, Jamie will finally do that bed frame in.”

“Oof. Good point.”


With a hand washed three times over, I tried to open the door so Jamie couldn’t hear us. Not that even I could make out the hinges in all that racket.

Hannah patted my shoulder from behind. “Yeah, I think she’s learned her lesson.”

Jamie had drenched the bed in sweat, among other sources of wetness. And she still hadn’t noticed me as I stared down.

“Hi there.”

Like it had barely filtered through her head, Jamie cracked her eyes and rolled them back all at once.

“You look like you need some help.”

The constant moan broke into a plea, complete with nodding that had to give her whiplash.

And as much as I wanted to after seeing my wife getting worked up like that, I knew it had to hurt. “It’s your lucky day.” Plus, I’d had my dick wet enough just hours ago.

I turned the wand off and watched her entire body twist and pull against all four cuffs. The shake in her knees and elbows rattled out, tensing the webbing until it was about to snap. No telling how many forced, nonstop orgasms does that to someone.

Hannah stripped off that dress as I turned around, back to the same dark lingerie Jamie was in. But something about the color of her cheeks shifted. Like they were almost glowing pink.

Starting on one of the restraints, I told her, “Jamie’s had enough, don’t you think?”

My fingers stopped when Hannah grabbed my wrist with one hand, and traced a line up my arm with the other. “Sucks to be her.” There was something hungry in her eyes, and I’m not talking about food.

The urge to make the dream come true made me forget about the marathon Kate had put me through. “Funny. You’d never do this.” Even though her look made it fucking baffling.

She drew her brows up and made me sit on the edge of the bed. Straddling my lap and scooting close, that heat in her thighs felt eager enough. “I don’t know what it was, but something made me rethink where I stand with you.”

I let my hands rest on the back of her calves. Sliding up to the crook of her knees, I expected her to jerk away. But when she didn’t, you couldn’t have told me that there was a more beautiful woman on earth.

Hannah nipped at my bottom lip. Easing away and pulling it with her, she grinned when it snapped back in place. “You take care of both of us, but I’ve
 never returned the favor.”

And I never expected you to.

Raking her fingers down each of my biceps, Hannah was forcing the steel back into my dick. Whatever it was about her look, I knew she suddenly thought I was god-like.

I was tempted to just surrender to it. Without Jamie bound up a foot away, it would have felt a lot more dangerous. Like we were violating some unspoken rule between the three of us.

Hannah rocked back, forcing that soft mound against me. “I’ve got an idea.”

“Oh hell.”

She grinned and pushed that wetness against me even harder. But the girl was sincere. “Put me in those cuffs too. You can be the dom.”

‘Too’ meant only one thing. “If that’s what you want.”

“If I’m handing you the title, you can at least act like one.” She pulled back, leaving the soaked front of my pants to cool off. But I was already firm enough that it didn’t matter.

Hannah crawled over the mattress and got on her knees. Right between Jamie’s legs, Hannah started working a cuff loose and bound her left ankle to Jamie’s right.

I had to walk around, helping with their other ankles. Then a pair of wrists. By the time I had them immobilized and smashed front-to-front, Hannah and Jamie were going at it with the only parts of their bodies free to move.

Mouths pressed together and cunts ground hard as I took a step back to look. It was perfect. Jamie still on the bottom, and Hannah taking charge over the only one of us she outranked on the totem pole.

Their globes tried to spill over the sides of their chests when I scrambled behind their asses. Leaning in, I had to slip the fabric off their muffs. Which only gave those two license for a harder grind.

The moaning and whimpering started before I could push my face in the middle of it. Giving Jamie the first bit of attention, she jerked like the overload still hadn’t faded.

So I moved up an inch to Hannah’s clit. Bathing the slick texture of her bean, she tasted as amazing as I’d always figured. And out of all people, I knew
 she was safe to mess around with.

Circling my tongue in an ever-tighter spiral, it was all the fuel she needed to come unhinged.

Hannah cried out, “No, just fuck us...”

Us…

Working my belt loose and my shirt off, it felt like I had to get in before the dream ended. But watching their fingers twine together and hearing the gasps kick up, it wasn’t some excuse to stay asleep. I’d either lost my sanity, or some new reality had taken hold.

Snatching my pants down, I fought to kick them the rest of the way off as I scooted forward. Their chests heaved together like they were breathing in sync.

The only question was, who was gonna ambush with the first round?

Jamie spasmed as their pussies crushed together. If I was about to have my way with Hannah, finally, it needed some build-up.

Feeling the gush as I pushed into my wife’s cunt, her legs tried to wrap around me. Falling way short thanks to the straps, the walls inside her tensed hard enough that I barely forced myself all the way in.

Which only gave Hannah permission to come unleashed. Feeling the tip of her hood graze at my hilt, I could tell she wasn’t going down without a fight.

I grabbed each side of Hannah’s ass. Dipping my thumbs under the backside of her corset, I pulled that fabric into a thong.

Jamie tried wiggling herself into another thrust. It broke the spell, pulling enough of my attention off her girlfriend. But one hard rush had left the poor thing tapped out. At least for the moment.

Pulled out and stroking Jamie’s wetness down my length, my shoulders lurched forward as my heart skipped a beat. I can’t believe this. I’m gonna fuck her.


Like Hannah knew what was on-deck, she tried inching herself closer.

I had to slam a palm down, keeping the pressure on with some follow-through. You know, to leave a mark. “First time with a guy, huh?”

Her fingers gripped harder around Jamie’s as she tried to look back. “Yeah… Just don’t make it hurt, alright?”

From what Jamie had told me, Hannah could take three fingers. Four, if things got really hot and heavy.

I didn’t bother saying a word. As my tip barely grazed at her folds, Hannah gave her first tug at the webbing.

Safe, soaked, and beyond ready to go. Just the way I had to have them. One more tease took Hannah of her guard.

Then Jamie asked, “Wait, you’re really gonna let him fuck you? I thought this was a joke.”

Like I wanted it all along, something forced to grin, if only to myself. “Three’s a crowd unless everyone has the same deal.”

Hannah backed herself up as much as she could. Maybe half an inch. But that was enough to push the very end of my tip through.

Right on the verge, I had that flash of doubt. “If this was all a stunt, this is your last chance to tap out.”

Shaking her head, our newly shared brunette didn’t say a word.


Alright then, fuck it.
 Grabbing the base of my cock, I jammed my way in. The rush of breaking through those tight, hesitant walls was hot sauce for the brain.

Fighting every merciless inch, Hannah squeezed Jamie’s hands until their fingers went pale.

Then my wife nuzzled up to Hannah’s ear, but didn’t whisper. “I told you dick feels great.”

Another push breached me the rest of the way in. Holding steady, I was eager to keep feeling that shifting hold in her cunt. Tensing and crawling over my shaft, Hannah’s pussy kept shifting around.

One good rear back had me primed for more action. Crushing through, I almost passed out from the blinding greatness she’d been keeping from me.

Throbbing from hilt to tip, another swift crash brought the full gravity down on her.

Hannah bent her neck, trying to look up. “Oh God!”

Jamie pushed her hips up, driving Hannah against me at a different angle. “If he’s the new top, you’ll get to feel this all the time.”

Which only put a vicious streak in me. And so long as she owed me money, I wasn’t about to take it easy on her.

Another thrust bounced Hannah’s ass and made her scream. On my way out, I felt the bottom my shaft make full contact with her g-spot. Feeling her tense up that hard, she said ‘right there’ without a single word.

Jamie tilted her head enough to look at me. “Don’t hold back. Be mean to her.” If it wasn’t for that devilish look and her command, those blond curls and sweet features would have made my wife look angelic right then. “Go ahead and really
 fuck her.”

I swept out, almost all the way. Every part of my body tensed when I put every ounce of focus into pushing even deeper than before. Not that it was really possible.

Hannah’s ass popped against my hips. For a kinda-tall chick, she acted fragile as a high school virgin.

Grinding hard, rolling myself inside her exactly how Jamie couldn’t get enough of, I got Hannah on the verge of falling off the cliff.

Vibrating like she was going through a seizure, her pussy raged like it couldn’t decide if it wanted me in or out. The push and pull felt active as a handjob.

It only brought out something dark in me. A quick jolt forced her to let out a hoarse moan. Then I left her gaping, close enough to the edge that it made her treatment of Jamie seem kind.

Cracking a hand down again with all the weight I could put into it, I nearly busted my palm open. ‘Be mean to her’ wasn’t a challenge from my wife. It was an invitation.

But rather than letting one watch and the other take it, I wanted something a little more out of them. Pulling the velcro loose on the first strap, I moved on to the second. Within seconds, they were exhausted, but free.

Hannah rolled off Jamie, wiped the hell out like she’d had the wand taped to her
 cunt. Resting with her knees bent over the edge of the mattress, her tits kept moving up and down with each breath.

Jamie’s usual energy came back. She grabbed the toy and pointed at the air over her ‘unofficial’ spouse. “You know what I wanna see. Get to it.”

I slid off the bed, stepping one foot over the other to get out of my socks. “I think she’s as done as you were.”

“Bullshit.” Jamie pushed on the switch and straddled Hannah’s face. “If she wouldn’t even let me use a strap-on with her, she needs the full experience.”

Hannah’s slit drew taut as my wife pressed the buzzing head against that tired hood. Letting out one gasp before Jamie pushed her own muff down, the wet hole in front of me practically begged to get filled again.

I cradled the backs of Hannah’s thighs and pulled her calves over my shoulders. Perfect and already whining, she wasn’t trying in the least to keep me away from that pussy. Both legs shook against my body, radiating desperation all the way through to her toes.

My one rule for the past twenty-four hours had been to take every gift offered. Barely having to aim home, I shot every bit of power into a monstrous crush back into her.

Hannah contorted in a full-bodied twist. Screaming against Jamie’s cunt, her legs pulled tighter, gripping the sides of my neck.

Bucking out and then slamming through again, the jarring thrust knocked her back a few inches. I leaned down, resting balled fists against the sheets.

“That’s it.” Jamie ducked to meet my face. “Really
 fuck her, just like you do with me when you get kinda jealous.”

I knew what she was talking about, a little too well. When that little nag of insecurity welled up in my head, sex was like laying siege and staking my claim again. Except this time, I was on the offensive, not just reestablishing a hold on my wife.

Another shot rippled the feeling out from my trunk. Feeling Hannah’s passage grip as I rested deep piled some kind of breathtaking euphoria on top of the rush. I’d wanted this, but I didn’t realize how much until then.

Tearing out, those ankles pushed against my neck from each side. I reached up, feeling the curl of her toes and gripping tight.

Pushing through easy this time, I almost felt the tingle jump through her skin and into mine. Bending closer to Jamie’s lips, I heard the wand start up again, sending a fresh ripple through Hanna’s legs.

That pent-up insecurity cracked me into her again. Like chucking gallons of fuel at a bonfire, it slung me over an edge I didn’t even know I’d crossed.

Jamie coiled back, just out of reach of my mouth. “You know you want to come in her… I can see it in your face.”

I always have, but now I couldn’t shove it into some closet deep in my head. The moans and my wife getting off on the idea barged the weight of it right into my face.

My teeth almost ground to dust. Seething my breath through, I gave in. Hannah’s willingness to let it happen welled up the determination I needed to get the hell over myself.

The texture of that pussy jolted hard against my shaft. Hannah tried screaming something out, but I didn’t catch a single word.

Jamie ramped the wand up to its highest setting. “Do it, deep as you fucking can!”

Hannah tried shouting again.

I crashed myself against her again and stopped. “Wait.” Then I bumped another run of my dick through. “What are you not telling me here?”

“Does it matter now?”

My hips shot back so I could drive myself in again. “Yeah, kinda. If it’s not that important, why don’t you tell me?”

Jamie gave me a peck on the lips before smiling like a fool. “I don’t want kids, but she does, someday.”

The alarms in my brain went off in unison. “Hold up!” Not that it kept me from pushing deep, again and again. “I can’t. Not like this.”

“Well, it’s not like you’re stopping.” Jamie pushed that toy against Hannah’s clit even harder, making it whine a bit louder. “If you want kids, I don’t, and she does… What’s wrong with making this a practice run?”

My hands clamped tight around Hannah’s waist. “Assuming you’re being honest about it. That’s what.” Because my wife could be a manipulative psychopath when it came to getting her way.

“Until now, Hannah just wanted you to jerk it into a cup. Do you know how many times I’ve tried to change her mind? You should be kissing my ass right now.”

I’d always had a suspicion, but I never felt like it was any of my business. “You
 didn’t change her mind here. Sorry.”

Jamie leaned way from me, but kept the pressure on that toy up. “So what did? She owe you even more money than last time?”

Hannah did, but that wasn’t any of Jamie’s business. I figured it was time to throw out a hail-Mary and see how things went. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.” In fact, my face went a little smugger than I intended. “You’re coming right along with us.”

That damn wand sounded like it was about to burn out. But Jamie nodded at me, grinding herself against Hannah’s face. “You asshole...”

She wasn’t my focus anymore. Hannah’s pussy took hold, reminding me who I was buried inside. One pulse of her walls shot from base to tip.


Fuck me!
 I pulled halfway out, stopped by the nyloned feet wrapped around the back of my neck.

One more slap of my hips turned my knees to jelly.

Fuck... Fuck, fuck. Fuck!

Hannah let go of my waist. Then Jamie started going apeshit, barely keeping the wand buzzing at its hardest.

My nuts fizzed until I jammed myself through, one last time.

Jamie rocked forward, locking her mouth on mine. Even through the kiss, I could make out ‘Come in her!’

Every bit of air left my lungs. My eyes slammed tight, and then I groaned. There was no stopping the eruption at this point.

Fingers grazed down my sides, gripping my skin just before each shot. It had to be Hannah, because Jamie was too busy losing her fucking mind.

As much as I wanted Jamie as the mother of any future kids, Hannah milked me like a dairy cow. My neck shivered after what I thought was gonna be the final load. The girl fucking wanted it, even more than I did.


Hey, life was great for that first week home. The guest house wasn’t some place Hannah disappeared to anymore. Showers, bedtime, and just a chance encounter in the living room tended to make the day a hell of a lot more fun.

Even questioning Hannah about that whole kid thing directly, she wasn’t rolling back anything my wife had said. As far as I knew, after verifying her birth control, I had permission to throw as much gravy at or in her as I wanted.

But of course, my phone rang. Some social media company needed my help. And guess who was willing to take a ridiculous amount of money, just to tell them who to fire?

What I didn’t know, was that I’d come back home with my own side-piece, and my first employee.

It’s how I got Nikki to move into the guest-house, but that’s a story for another day.


HAREM BOND 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Get the hell out!”

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

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

Asshole.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nikki’s face turned whiter than her car.

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

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


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

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

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

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

“This is Arn.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Which I’m losing, thanks to you.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And benefits?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You never fucked Muntz, right?”

“God no!”

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

“And your wife won’t care?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So more dressing like this. Got it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Topping from the bottom.

I appreciated that. Not many girls had that skill.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“Just like that!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Now get on your fucking knees.”

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

“Who said I wasn’t?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck… Coming!

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

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

“Like that. Fuck!”

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

Then my first shot blew out.

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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


Holy shit…
 “Maybe.”

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

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

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


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

“You fucked her, didn’t you?”

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

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

“Should I call her over, then?”

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

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

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

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

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


I’m a lucky man.




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.


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 order again. 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, judging 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 bitches. 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.’


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.


ENJOY THESE EXCERPTS FROM MY LATEST SERIES:



BIMBO PANIC!




My old Toyota lurched into a space. In the rear-view mirror, I saw a woman holding a bag as she got into a Land Rover. Those tits probably cost more than that SUV.


But it was a nice pair.

Studying the effects of the ‘Succuba Alpha’ compound had been my life for a year. The quiet, busy solitude fit me like a tailored suit. But now GeneFactor wanted to move ahead with human trials.

Hoping a security guard wouldn’t step in my way, I held the case of samples while I jogged for the entrance. A mostly blue Tercel with three other paint colors didn’t belong there. And neither did I.

Getting through the mirrored door, the first thing that hit me was the lack of aroma. Sterile, but fresh. Like the air was filtered to let discerning noses judge the goods.

I looked around. A couple of girls dressed in the classy kind of black were occupied with the clientele.

But then I heard a voice that made me wince. For the first time of many.

“Can I help you?”

Drawing the box of vials to my chest, I wanted to run. Even though I was technically her boss.

“Sir?”

I stared back at a slim, leggy blonde. Almost as tall as myself, and leaning forward with fists on both hips. Like she was trying to intimidate me back to where I’d come from.

“River, I’m guessing?”

She cocked her head to one side. “That’s my name.” Then she paused long enough to hint she was getting nervous as myself.

“Reed Carter.” Not that I was offering a hand for a shake. “Carter, for short. I think I’m your new employer.”

“Uh huh...” She turned around and looked at her coworker. “Faith, can I borrow you for a minute?”

The redhead seeing to a god-tier MILF fresh out of a gym looked our way. “What’s up?”

River didn’t even bother looking at me again. “What did Julia say to you about the new owner?”

With a parting smile, Faith left her client. And the closer she got, the more I liked what I saw. Redheads that cute aren’t easy to find.

*
*
*

River stared at her phone, but Faith smiled back at me. Perky, almost to the point of making me gag. “So, Julia said you have samples of a new fragrance. What’s it called?”

“Desire Dahlia,” as Jaradale told me to call it. I sat the box on the counter and flipped the clasp open. “It’s in development, so don’t go spraying customers with it. This probably won’t be the final recipe.”

I’d whipped up the batch with lab equipment meant for organic chemistry, according to Dr. Jaradale’s instructions. With a vanilla and ginger base note, a rose middle, and lavender to round out the top. It was subtle, but I already knew it was just a delivery vehicle for Succuba Alpha.

Faith took her vial and reached in her pocket. A few pieces of blotter paper fell on the glass. One spritz soaked in as she motioned for River to try it.

Holding one up to her coworker, Faith said, “Might as well see what he’s so excited about.”

River scowled my way as she took the sample. “I can already tell the recipe’s basic as they come.”

Faith grabbed her own and stuck it to her nose. “Will you just try it? I think it’s nice.”

Both of them took a deep sniff.

The redhead grabbed her sample again and shot it at her wrist. Another smell changed her face in a way I can’t describe. “It’s barely there, but it still hits you like a truck. What’s in this?”

Holding it together made me feel even worse. “The guy behind it wouldn’t tell.”

River finally pulled her sleeve up and gave it a try. The hard edges of her frown gave way as she took it in. “There’s something I can’t place. Apple, or maybe orange blossom?”

I shrugged. “Don’t look at me. They never told me what all’s in there.” Which was true for the secret sauce portion. “Standard base and mid notes, but I couldn’t even begin to tell you what rounds it out.”

Both pairs of cheeks flushed red.

Before closing my box, I held a palm out for the sample. “It’s strictly confidential, so I need that back.”

Like I’d become the very messenger of God, Faith did exactly as I said. “It’s… Nice.”

Exposing fruit flies to the stuff made them reproduce at a prodigious rate. Even a loner like myself saw the changes in those two and what they meant. And then Doc Jaradale’s other instruction leaked through my head.

Digging for my wallet, I handed a card to each of them. “I know it sounds weird, but my investors are offering free room and board for everyone who works here. Pack what you need for a while and show up at this address tonight.”

Something of River’s normal self held on, if only by a thread. “That’s not very subtle of you, Mr
. Carter...”


As if I want your ass under my roof.
 “Those are the conditions they gave me.” Which let me give them an out, because I didn’t like it either.

Faith was already bubbling up again as another masterpiece of cosmetic surgery walked through the door. “Sounds good!”

I turned around before I shuddered. With any luck, that fucking blonde wouldn’t swing by.

*
*
*

Slapping Jaradale’s number in, I checked a third room. As I saw the same thing again, he answered.

Detached and analytical as a sociopath, he asked, “Did you deliver the goods, Carter?”

“Yeah, but don’t think I liked it. But what’s all this shit in the guest rooms, and when did it show up?”

I heard him blow a cloud of smoke from the other end of the call. “While you were out. The compound I’ve been working on isn’t just meant for fruit flies.”

Punching the glasses off his face would have felt better than sex. “What is wrong with you? Dosing these girls with this chemical, and then trapping them into living with me for observation… It’s about as ethical as genocide.”

“You’re on one hell of a dry-streak, aren’t you? I think you’ll call back tomorrow and thank me. All five of them are amazing specimens.”

That last word made me cringe. The guy had always struck me as a creep. “That’s fucked up, even for you.”

“It’s merely to let you observe their behavior. Getting involved with them isn’t outside of the rules, you lucky feller...”

It sank in. “Wait, they’re supposed to live with me until the Succuba Alpha wears off?”

“Assuming it does.” Jaradale let out that mocking chuckle that made you want to hate him. “Further insect trials aren’t of any use to us now, so now you have all the time in the world to make thorough
 notes on how they change over time.”

Stepping back into the hallway, I leaned against the wall. “Haven’t you ever heard of a control sample, or even baseline testing?”

Another blast of second-hand smoke puffed out, clear enough over my speaker that I could almost smell it. “The effects of Succuba Alpha are clear enough in our limited human testing that it won’t matter. I hope you know how to enjoy a good thing when it falls in your lap. Literally.”

The chime in my ear told me that Jaradale had hung up.

Staring at my phone, I saw the call had lasted barely over a minute. Scrolling down for his
 supervisor’s number, I was just about to tap Dr. Cynthia Clare’s name. But the last sound I wanted to hear leaked through the hallway.

Bee-boo-bee-boo… bee-bah-bee-bah…

“Fuck!”

One of them had showed up. Not answering at all felt like the proper response.

Then the doorbell lilted through again.

I planted my forehead into an open palm. Someday, I’m gonna slug that son-of-a-bitch...



*

*

*


The girl I never had a chance with in high school sat on my hips. I reached out, pulling her face closer.

Dana’s cheeks blushed as her lips parted. Then her cunt pressed my dick between the two of us.


No fucking way.
 I ran both hands down her thighs. But it’s happening, isn’t it?


Long strands of brunette tickled across my cheeks. “Don’t pretend you weren’t looking at me that
 way.”

My eyes shot open to see her face.

But in the dim light of the bedside lamps, I knew the hair in my face was blonde, with just a bit of curl.

What had been brown eyes stared down, blue and kinda mocking me.

“River, what the hell?” Everyone knows how to pick a privacy lock, so how she got in wasn’t the issue.

“Shut up.” The split between her thighs hugged over the bottom of my shaft, soaking through the cotton of her panties. “Faith told me what you did to us.”

My brain froze. Opening my mouth to claim innocence, I felt her lips press against mine.

Then River eased back. “Don’t talk. She’s listening.” Both of her hands clamped around my knees from behind herself.

High-pitched and subtle, metal rattled together as I wrapped my arms around her back. “I thought you hated my guts.”

“Oh, I still do. Don’t worry.”

A familiar voice almost cooked my ear. “I told her you two should go ahead and fuck your problems out.”

Faith had gone too far.

But something went click
 behind River. Steel rings chilled the insides of my thighs as River’s nails grazed my skin.

I tried forcing the girl off, shoving against the middle of her stomach with both hands.

Another pair of noises registered right about the time I felt steel against my wrists. Then something forced both of my arms over my head.

The cuffs dug in as I tried to fight back. But Faith was already pulling hard on a length of rope tied in the middle of the chain, securing the rest to one of the corner posts. Her head shook as those lips grinned down at me. “No, River’s about to take it all
 out on you.”

“Let me the fuck go!” I tried fighting one more time, but even a girl that small could pull enough force to keep me locked in.

“Carter, there’s no point in both of you hating each other. Let it happen.”

My arms tensed until I felt the blood cut off from my hands. “Are you daft? Let me go, now!”

She was already moving on to River, sitting close enough to lean into her wannabe-boss’s ear. “It alright, he wants you to.”

The chains rattled against the headboard. One last try made it hurt. I’m gonna kill both of ‘em.


River didn’t seem to mind, pushing her cunt against me hard enough to leave my shaft even wetter.

My left arm jerked, forcing the right closer to the wall. “I swear, when I get loose—”

Faith shot her gaze at me. “You’ll what? Don’t think I won’t like it.”

Two fingers glanced my dick as soaked fabric gave way to hot skin. It’s not like I could call it a dry hump, given how River was wet as her namesake.

I tried keeping Faith occupied, but she was already reaching over for something else. The way she looked away worried me more than anything else so far.

The end of my prick roasted as a dripping entrance ate the first inch.


Wake up, wake up, wake up!
 I shook my head, desperate to get away. But this wasn’t another dream.

Ending my three-year dry streak, River sunk until I was halfway inside her.

The hold on my wrists was too much to fight, but I hadn’t lost use of my mouth. “You’d better fucking be on something.”
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