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Author's Note: I want to thank everyone who has read this far into this series. I can't say I've had a new series release blow up like this in a long time. Getting a positive response to something you created is an awesome feeling second only to becoming a parent.
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I'm jumping right into fully outlining the next installment after I get this story published. I'll have to split a little time off for Alpha Creation 5, which is getting a good looking over for hanging threads with its ending and so I can finish the cover art. Expect part three early in the first week of July. Until then, everyone, thanks again for reading!


HAREM GOLD 2

I'd just dropped Alyssa, Cari, and Inez off at the coffee shop. Sure enough, nobody had been a big enough asshole about the overnight parking to have their cars towed. And as it turns out, Cari talked me into letting Alyssa and Inez shack up with us.

I figured that I'd be best off getting some needed repairs done before they expected me to help haul their stuff in the house. I was halfway to the home improvement store when I caught a hint of blue in my rear-view mirror. The metallic taste you always get when you see a cop's behind you filled my mouth.

But I hadn't been speeding, and my tags were up to date. I knew he had to be after someone else or heading to a call.

The cruiser kept accelerating, forcing everyone else behind me off the road. I started merging onto the shoulder when the police car did the same.

“Fuck. What the hell did I even do?”

The crew cut and mirrored aviators clued me in on who it was. My cousin Alan slammed his door shut and strutted his way over, chest puffed out like a schoolyard bully. He tapped my window with his flashlight, while his other hand rested on his tazer.

I rolled my window down. “You know I wasn't doing anything wrong.”

“Sir, shut the vehicle off and keep your hands on the wheel.”

“Alan! What the fuck?”

“I won't say it again. Engine off, hands on the wheel!”

I rolled my eyes and did exactly as ordered. “You know this is fucking ridiculous.”

“Sir, I'd advise you to stop talking back. Do you want to be detained?”

He wasn't fucking around. “Fine. What did I do?”

“That was a bit of reckless driving back there. Do you know how dangerous that maneuver was?”

“Aren't you gonna ask me for my license and registration?” I made sure my hands didn't move from the three and nine o’clock positions on the steering wheel. “Or is this about yesterday?”

His eyebrows dropped, giving me some indication of his mood behind those mirrored glasses. “Did I just stutter? Tell me how dangerous that maneuver was.”

I knew he was playing it up for the dash cam. “Very. Now what's this really about?”

“Sir! I'm trying to explain to you why you can't drive like that.” As in, driving was gonna be hard to do anymore with his department buddies having it out for me.

“Fine. Give me my ticket and I'll drive more carefully.”

He already had the book out, scribbling furiously. No check of my license, my plates, or anything else with dispatch. He ripped the top sheet off and handed it to me. “Have a nice day.”

Scanning the ticket, I almost shat my pants. Reckless driving, second degree wanton endangerment, illegal lane change, and speeding over thirty miles per hour over the posted limit. I whipped my head out the window and stared back at him. “What kind of horseshit ticket is this?”

“Have a nice day, sir.”

I knew it was enough points to put my license at risk, all in one go. That motherfucker! I put my car in drive and started down the shoulder, making sure my blinker was on several seconds before merging back onto the road. I wanted to call Judd Cavenaugh right that second, but I knew it'd be another excuse for my cousin to pull me over.


Neve answered almost the instant I called. “Cavenaugh Law Office.”

I walked through the paint aisle aimlessly as I broke the news. “This is Ryan Nash. I just got a ridiculous ticket from my cousin, and he acted like he didn't even know me.”

“Maybe you shouldn't count him as part of your family anymore.” That stung, but it wasn't off the mark. Alan was the only blood relative I had left.

“Do I need to bring it over there, fax a copy to you, or what? I swear, I was shocked someone answered on a Saturday. I thought I'd have to call Judd himself.”

“Not everyone can take off work during the week, so Judd gets all of those people for clients like this.” I waited a few more seconds for her to answer the first in that excited yarn of sentences. “Tell you what,” I heard Neve get out of her chair on the other end, “I'll ask Judd to file a restraining order on your behalf, and I'll head to the police department and ask for a copy myself.”

“But you're not an attorney.”

“Anyone can ask for documents, and there's a reason Judd hired me.”

If I had to sit in a stuffy office all day, I'd like having her to look at myself, but I knew what she was getting at. “Fine, I believe you.”

“A few of their guys have a well-known thing for me, and I can always pop a few buttons on my blouse. It works every time.” Obviously nobody was sitting in the lobby over there.

I couldn’t help laughing. “I guess a little of my Grandad rubbed off on Judd, huh?”

“There's a smudge or two from him.” From the sound of it, she was pulling some kind of file cabinet open. “We'll take care of it and I'll get back with you later this evening.”

“Thanks.” And with that, I'd summoned an attorney and his man-eater of a paralegal to do my bidding. But when she said evening, I wasn't expecting the hour when she finally did contact me.


Having made it back without another run-in with the cops, I was already digging through the neglected guts of the doorbell that I can't ever remember working. The good part about being a general construction worker for about a decade is, you never pay for your own repairs. And damn did this house need work.

The ground, neutral, and hot wires were in perfect shape, and this grand chiming chorus had rang out when I did a test connection. It's always the damn buttons with these things, being the only part exposed to the elements non-stop.

I'd finished pulling out a stripped screw to pull the plate off when I heard the clack of heels on the concrete walkway. Thinking it was one of my bunch, I didn't pay whoever it was any mind. I was too busy trying to figure out if it was a connection issue, or if I'd have to run new wiring through the wall.

The footsteps stopped right behind me. An unfamiliar and confident woman's voice asked, “Hello, have you considered voting for James Wood for Mayor this fall?”

“I'm not interested in hearing his platform. I already know he supports the zoning restrictions that got me laid off.”

“But if you'll just listen for a couple of minutes, his stance on social issues fits what a blue-collar, disenfranchised man like yourself can appreciate.”

I gave up trying to figure out the issue. This dingbat wasn't getting the message. “I don't care what his stances are. His vote on the City Council helped cost me a damn good job.”

“It sounds like you pay a lot of attention to local politics.”

“And you don't take a hint.” I turned around to get a little more personal in shooing her away, but holy breasts, legs, and curves. She had to be fresh out of college, but she looked like she'd turn into a top-shelf MILF within a decade in that purple business skirt and blazer.

“But his other policies and family values agenda are right in line with the communities morals.” She pushed a campaign flier my way. “Just give this a read and tell me what you think about everything else.”

I snatched it out of her hand, hoping I could glance it over and send her on her way. The paper touted his plan to 'clean up the moral foundation of this city' and 'uphold the Judeo-Christian foundations of our land.' Personally, I thought it was a toxic load of shit.

“So?”

“Leave.”

“Is the owner of this home available?”

“I am the owner.”

“Oh.” Her face lost some of its color. “Have a nice day, then.”

As she turned to leave, the last person I wanted to join in the conversation pulled up. And you just had to stick around long enough for Cari to get here. If the girl had been walking the sidewalks in those heels all morning, I knew Cari would invite her in. That's just the kind of girl she was.

I tried turning my attention back to the doorbell issue. The sound of those two getting closer as they chatted it up made me give up within seconds. I knew better than to try.

“Come on in, you've gotta be exhausted.” They walked right past me through the front door.

Huh. I figured she'd force me to go inside too, but she was completely focused on our unwelcome guest. Maybe I'd get rid of this chick and keep Cari out of my hair long enough to finish at least one project.


With the doorbell working for the first time in decades, I had to go in for a glass of water. Cari and this new chick were sitting in the bar stools next to the kitchen island full of obscure, ludicrously expensive-looking bottles of liquor. I tried paying them no mind, until I heard Cari's new friend say one of the dumbest things I'd ever heard in my life.

“No, there is no separation between church and state. It's a lie that globalists made up in the last century to steer the nation away from God.”

I closed my eyes for a second, wondering if the girl had even heard of The Federalist Papers, or how warped her concept of the First Amendment had to be. I don't care if I decided it for her own good or the sake of my sanity, but I knew I had to try changing her mind. But you don't argue with people like her.

Chugging my glass and then running upstairs, I had the watch out within thirty seconds of hearing that jackassery. Heading back down the stairs, I heard her rambling on about a war being waged on Christianity, and how agnostics are the worst bunch of all. As a guy who just never 'got' religion, I certainly had no battle plans laid out against it.

That said, she sounded like she'd overdosed on AM talk radio, and she was volunteering for a guy who wanted to force his beliefs on the whole damn town. I stepped behind them and then asked, “Can you turn around for a second?” I opened the door on the watch and held it just out of her reach.

“Yeah, okay.” The righteous fire in her eyes snuffed out in seconds. “What do you need?”

“Campaign for anyone but David Wood. His whole platform is a load of pearl-clutching shit. The rational part of your mind knows it'll hurt people who don't see the world his way.”

I hoped like hell she wouldn't turn into some sex-crazed follower like the rest of them as I watched her expression change. Her faint nod started picking up speed and force. It was like her new expression made her unrecognizable from before. “You're right.”

“So long as they're not hurting anyone else, you don't care what other other people do in their private lives. You got that?”

“I do.” She almost looked pleasant to be around.

“Good.” I walked to the corner and dragged the trash can over. Holding the lid open, I told her, “You can get rid of those fliers in here. Save yourself the weight.”

The whole stack pressed the new bag to the bottom of the can with a puff of whatever lavender scent they treat those things with now. A look of pure confusion came over her seconds later. “So do I stop believing?”

“No, just keep it to yourself. Anyone who isn't already going to church likes hearing a pitch for it about as much as you like a telemarketing call.”

Cari just had to open her mouth. “And sex is a lot more fun when you don't feel a guilt trip over it. I used to be like that when I was a teenager.” I knew all about her fundie past, and I wouldn't have been able to stand her back then.

“But sex is for being fruitful and multiplying, not pleasure.”

I guessed her ideal wedding night involved the husband jerking it into a cup and pulling out a turkey baster to get the job done. We were driving right for uncomfortable territory, but the poor girl was warped. “I don't know why any kind of God would make it feel as good as it does, if he didn't want us enjoying it.”

“But what feels good isn't always good for you.” She had a fair point, even if she did take it way too literally.

“Make a guy use a rubber or take the pill. Not every ejaculation has to turn into a person.”

“But then I'd be one of these common whores running around everywhere.”

“Then don't be a slut. It's okay to be picky about who you allow in your pants.”

“But how do I know someone is right for me to sleep with?” Like she was awaiting instructions on how to live as a functioning adult, the poor girl looked up at me even harder this time. “What should I look for in a man?”

“Or multiple men, or even women, if that's your thing. Who fucking cares what consenting adults do with each other?”

Cari couldn't keep her mouth shut again. “I mean, I'm bi and we got along just fine.”

“Usually people act like him and tell me to go away when I talk about my faith, but you listened to me, even though it probably insulted you. Why?”

Maybe Cari rattling on wouldn't be a bad thing. I stepped away and helped myself to another glass of water as she responded. “I can disagree with you without hating you. I'm sure Ryan didn't mean to be hateful, but he looked like he was busy when I pulled up.”

And she'd assumed I was the hired help instead of the owner here. I mean, it was a fair assumption, but it still pissed me off.

Cari wasn't done explaining her point of view. “So I was willing to hear what you had to say, even if I didn't plan on agreeing with it. You get where I'm coming from?”

“Listen to her and do what she says, I guess.” I didn't realize, but I'd made a mistake.

Cari knew I'd fucked up before I could even process what I'd done. “That's right. I'm gonna teach you how to have fun.”

Oh, fuck... “I didn't mean that way.” But it was too late.

Cari was already out of her stool, easing her hands onto the girl's shoulders. “So tell us, sweetie, what's your name?”

	“Gwendolyn White.”
	Shaking her head, Cari grinned at me. “How about we just call you Gwen?”
	“Okay.”
	“He's Ryan, and I'm Cari. We've been dating almost two years, but he really robbed the cradle with me.”
	Hey, don't judge me. I didn't know she'd just graduated high school until we were on our third date. By then, we both knew it'd turn into something long-term. We just clicked.
	“Now,” Cari rested her head on her prey's shoulder, “what if I told you I'm bi, and he's up for some fun if you are?”
	“Before marriage, and with another woman involved? How sinful are you people?”
	Cari wasn't done driving the stake into that narrow-minded, judgmental heart. “If it's sinful, then we're terrible people. Do you think that about us?”
	Gwen looked at me, the real shot-caller. “To me, using thousand island dressing on a Reuben instead of Russian is a sin. Casual sex is just casual sex.” And even if you're married and monogamous, any sex not meant for making a kid is casual. Not that there's a thing wrong with it.
	“So it's not wrong?”
	Cari shook her head, just inches to the side of Gwen's face. “If it's your first time with another girl, I'll be nice and show you what to do.”
	Cari had even corrupted me a little, and I really wanted to know how the thing she had going on with Inez and Alyssa got started. But I could probably tell you who instigated the whole shebang. Now she had her claws on another prize for what was arguably her harem.


I watched the best damn seductress I've ever been tempted by work her magic on a girl I wouldn't even want to fuck, as she was. Dropping that fanatical Evangelism and dressing in anything but business formal would have worked real-life miracles, in my opinion. Even seeing Gwen relax the tension in her shoulders made her more attractive.

“Now,” Cari spun the bar stool around so Gwen was facing me, “let's see what we've got to work with here.”

As Cari worked each giant button down, Gwen's face could have guided Santa's sleigh through London fog.

I shrugged my shoulders at her and said, “Might as well go along with it. Even I can't stop her when she really wants something.” I mean, I could have, but you know what I'm getting at.

Whipping the purple blazer wide open and pushing the modesty cover off Gwen's cleavage, Cari couldn't believe what she'd uncovered. “Jesus...” She looked at me, doe-eyed and pouting. “Can you buy me a pair like these?”

At her size, her back would end up fucked beyond repair by the time she was forty. “They'd be, um, comically big on you.” A five-foot-one-inch firecracker like Cari was lucky to have modest C's, and I thought they were perfect on her as-is.

Gwen crossed her arms, blocking the grand exposition. “Are they too big? I always hated these because they're so vulgar.”

Cari looked over with a 'this poor fucking girl' expression on her face. Putting her focus back on Gwen, she said, “You know they're for more than just scenery, right?”

“But if I don't cover them up, it'll lead men to have impure thoughts.”

“Then that's their fault, not yours.” Cari eased Gwen's arms back down as she slid the blazer off her arms. “Now stand up.”

Gwen did, begrudgingly. Wearing nothing but a pencil skirt, heels, and plum bra, she already looked lightyears ahead of when we'd met.

“Now the skirt.” Cari pointed at the floor. “I want you to do it.” Cari stepped back until she was next to me.

I whispered, “You sure about this?”

“Definitely.” Her eyes gradually widened as Gwen pushed the tube of fabric down to her ankles. “I mean, look at her.”

Giving Gwen the full study, I felt like I was being moved to tears. “It's pretty obvious you work out a lot.” Seriously, a body like that doesn't just happen. It's gotta be sculpted in marble or in a gym.

“Your body is a temple of the Holy Spirit within you.” She recited it like she'd repeated the mantra in her head every second of her workouts. “So glorify God in your body.”

And she'd built St. Peter's Basilica in the flesh. “You follow what you preach in that respect. I'll give you that.”

Her embarrassment turned to pride. “Thanks. It's a lot of work, but I know it's what I'm supposed to do.”

That's the moment I broke. Wasting a body like pleasing some self-righteous creep would have been a crime against the gene pool. “Alright, Cari, you win this round. Do your thing.”

Her eyes almost sparkled as she stared up at me. “You really mean it? Can I keep her?”

“She's not a stray puppy.” Although she was straying pretty damn far by this point. But yeah, we'll keep her.

Cari didn't give the slightest fuck. She turned right to her new 'pet' and issued the first order. “Okay,” she dropped until she lied down on her back in the middle of the kitchen, her head at my feet, “get on your knees, right over my face.”

Gwen hesitated for a second, but she had to respect Cari's words as much as my own.

“Now, grab him by the front of his pants and drag him in front of you.” Cari guided Gwen's hips down until she was in perfect position to serve and be served. “Good, now blow his dick.”

The stuttering breath as her mouth shot open told me Cari had already pulled the panties aside and got right to work. Gwen looked up at me like she was wondering if this was actually happening.

I shrugged my shoulders at her as she undid my zipper. While she fished around, unfamiliar with getting a cock out, I put one hand on top of her head, fingers cast as far apart as I could get them. I closed my eyes and waited for her to get started.

And then I felt a breeze. On my dick.

I let go of her head and covered my mouth. My other hand balled a fist against my waist as I tried to keep from dying of laughter. Yes, it was exactly what you're thinking.

Gwen took a deep breath and shot another jet of air at my cock, like it was a fucking birthday cake.

From between Gwen's legs, I heard Cari go deadpan. “Did she just fucking do that, for real?”

I couldn't hold it in any longer. For a good minute or so, I thought my guts were about to go spitting out of my side. By the time I had control again, my hand covered my entire face.

And poor Gwen. Somehow her face had gotten even redder than before.

I wanted to stop the whole thing before she died of shame. It wasn't her fault she'd been this sheltered and ignorant. For once, I actually felt sorry for her type.

But right when you think it couldn't get any more awkward for her, I heard the front door close. Two sets of footsteps headed for the kitchen. It didn't take long to find out who it was.

Inez's voice was full of venom. “What is that bitch doing in our house?”

I tossed my head back instead of looking at her. “You know this girl?”

“Yeah!” She took a few stomps forward. “Last month I was in a checkout line, and she comes up to me saying I'm 'a filthy beaner who needs to go back to Guadalajara.'” Mind you, Inez is a native-born citizen, and her parents are from Columbia, not Mexico. Like I said, she's whiter than I am on the inside.

Oh fuck me. Right when I was building sympathy for Gwen, it went right out the window. Working in construction, you either get along with migrants or you don't. To me, they were just people trying to live their lives and feed their families like anyone else. The people and companies who hired undocumented people for less money were more to blame than anyone else.

“I want her out.”

I put my dick back in my pants and zipped up. “Calm down, she's quite a bit,” I looked down at what Gwen had already turned into, “different now.”

Justifiably angry, Inez got right up in my face. “As long as she's welcome here, I'm not.”

Pulling the watch out of my pocket, I opened the door again and turned the face her way. “You'll calm the fuck down and listen to me.” It was as good a use for Grandad's legacy as any other. There's too much hate in this world already, so why not erase some of it?


After ordering Inez and Gwen to at least get along until I could figure out how to make everything right between them, I let things cool down until dark. Even under the watch's command, Inez still managed to throw a little smart-assery in where she could. If only they were all as trouble-free as Alyssa.

I'd told Gwen to meet me in the office about nine, which would roll around any second. I'd spent the afternoon fixing a few more small problems and moving the essentials from the apartment I'd shared with Cari for several months. Moving out early, I knew I wouldn't get that deposit back.

The door opened to my right. I stopped looking up how to seal a freon leak in the air conditioning unit and spun my chair around. Sure enough, it was Gwen.

“You need to talk to me about something?”

Standing out of the chair, I pointed down at the cushions. “Go ahead, take my seat.” I rested my ass against the edge of the desk and crossed my arms.

“Did I do something wrong? I've been trying to apologize to her.”

“It's not about that.”

As she sat down, I noticed she'd undone a few buttons on her blazer. The obvious relief in Gwen's face almost made me feel bad about what I was about to ask her.

I cleared my throat and tried not to look at the obvious cleavage, now that the modesty strip had been torn out. “This David Wood guy, did he send you here for any specific reason?”

She nodded, and then averted her eyes. That was a thread that had to get pulled a bit harder.

“Does it have something to do with a certain cop in town?”

Gwen shook her head.

“Then tell me why you showed up.”

I could tell she didn't want to look at me when she said it, but Gwen managed a few seconds of fleeting eye contact. “Any building or house that's been used for immoral purposes is going to be condemned and then demolished once he passes a resolution giving the city that power.”

The entire history of this place had been lost over the years. “So this is one of those houses?”

She barely nodded.

“And I'm guessing a campaign contribution would get me on his good side, enough to save this place.”

Again, hardly a nod, but enough to get the point across.

“That's a slimy way of campaigning, especially for a guy who crows about being the morality candidate. What's his reason for going after this place?”

Gwen finally looked me in the eyes. “I think back in the 1800's, it was listed as a 'house of ill-repute.'”

Which could have meant anything from whorehouse to a bordello. And the rumors about those parties Grandad kept his mouth shut about didn't help matters.

“So this place is listed as a historical site, as a 'house of ill-repute,' huh? That's the least surprising news I've heard in a while."

Gwen looked like she felt sorry, at least. “That's really all I know. I wish I could tell you more.”


“That's alright. At least I know what I'm dealing with here.” Between my psycho cousin being out for blood and the local chapter of the Evangelical Taliban after my house, I had more than just a pack of women and repairs to deal with.

“So now what? Do you want me to leave?”

I knew it'd be a shame to toss her back to that pack of praying wolves. Leaving the crazier sects can leave you an outcast, with no family or friends left to turn to when things turn south. “Let's go see what I can work out with your 'old friend.'”

“She might never forgive me. I was awful to her, and I see that now.”

I stepped over to the door. “Well, if you can't look back at your past and cringe, you haven't really grown as a person, now have you?”

It brought a hint of a smile to Gwen's lips. “I should probably keep my mouth shut and let you do the talking.”

“She only respects people who throw her bluster right back in her face. I think you need to do the apologizing after I get her calmed down.”


“I still don't want this bigoted bitch anywhere near me!” Inez stood up from her bed. “She's leaving, or I am, tonight.”

As I forced her to sit back down, I felt the trembling fit that meant she was about to explode even further. “What she said to you was unthinkable to a decent human being, but she's not that way anymore. Don't be just as close-minded as she was.”

“I never told her to hop on a boat to Europe.”

Having left her just outside the door, I knew Gwen could hear us. “So prove you're the bigger person and try to move past it.”

“Why should I?”

I leaned in so Gwen wouldn't catch it. “She's doing what I tell her to now. I think she's ready to apologize and change her ways.”

Inez looked up, still defiant as ever. “You really got in her head, didn't you?”

“Yeah, she's lost all the cuckoo beliefs already.”

“Then I'll make a deal with you.” That damn smirk again. “You let me corrupt her real good, and she can stay.”

And by real good, I knew where she was going. “Cari was already on that, until you interrupted.”

“Who do you think taught her what she knows?”

At least I knew who the ring-leader was. It explained a bit more about her attitude toward me. “Fine.” I looked back at the door and raised my voice back to its normal level. “Gwen, come on in.”

She barely made it past the door frame before she had both hands clasped in front of her breasts. “Like he said, I can't apologize enough for what I said to you. What's even worse was what I thought.”

Inez didn't look completely satisfied, but I knew she was gunning for more than making verbal amends. “At least you know even thinking that is as bad as outright saying it to someone's face.”

Gwen nodded and then ducked her head. Everything from the short footsteps to the way she had her shoulders bunched reeked of submission. “I'll do anything to make it up to you. It'd be best if I stay here, but I understand if you don't want me to.”

I looked at Inez. “I want you two getting along like everyone else, so do whatever you've gotta do.”

“Oh,” Inez started nodding slow enough to scare the hell out of me, “I will.”

Poor Gwen didn't stand a chance. She barely crept along until she was standing toe-to-toe with Inez. Reaching one hand out, I knew Gwen expected her to shake.

But that just wouldn't be Inez. She took Gwen by the wrist and forced her to her knees. Still sitting with her legs crossed, she looked like a queen ready to call for a clumsy chamber maid's execution. A few seconds passed, the tension getting so thick you could drive a truck across it.

Her legs finally uncrossed as she pulled the hem of her black tube dress up. There wasn't much guessing about what Inez really had planned when I told her I'd swing by her room earlier. And yeah, the racing stripe was gone.

“Cari thinks she can teach it by letting you know what it feels like, but that's learning by watching. You'll only figure it out if you do it yourself.” Inez scooted forward until she had that bald slit hanging over the edge of the bed.

Gwen's face went from red to white instantly. “You mean?”

I wasn't stopping them, but I had to get a word in. “Don't you think that's a little much? At least give her time to process what she believes now.”

Inez shook her head with force. “Nope. This is how she can make it up to me. I won't take anything less.”

She's fucking serious. “Well, there's your deal. I can't do anything about it.” I could pull the watch on Inez again, but Gwen had earned her just dessert.

“And when you're done with me, I'll teach you how to go down on him.” She looked up at me, trying not to laugh and barely succeeding. “I can't believe she took blowjob literally.”

“That's enough. You're getting your way, so stop twisting the knife.”

Gwen stared at what I had to admit was the most get-you-off-fast cunt I'd ever stuck my dick in. It was made for making you come before you could pull out. Which reminded me that I still needed to get everyone on something.

As she finished taking a deep breath, Gwen's head surged forward. I thought it was of her own volition, but Inez's hand forced the matter.

“Alright, stick your tongue out straight.” Inez rolled her eyes. “You don't lick it like a dog. Just use the tip.”

“That's what my prom date told me, but it didn't work out that way.” I bumped my fist against Inez's bare shoulder. “Know what I mean?”

She sighed and tried to keep her attention on the complete novice between her legs. “Now, a little further up. Feel the bump near the top? That's your best friend.”

I had to wonder if Gwen even knew what a clitoris was. You could tell when Cari had found hers, so hopefully Gwen knew it did something.

“That's it. Slow and easy. We're not like these men who want to go full-throttle from the beginning.”

I didn't mind foreplay, but sometimes you do just want to bend a girl over a table and fuck her brains onto the surface. Sometimes Cari would let me, and other times I'd get a swat to the balls. It's kinda like Russian roulette, except you're trying to put your round into the chamber.

“There you go. Now, turn your hand up and slide one finger in there, gently.”

Inez winced a little. Having never felt a bumbling virgin herself, Gwen had no way of knowing what gentle meant in this context. At least Inez wasn't berating her about it.

“Feel how I'm wet in there? That means I'm ready for more. Put another one in, easier than the last one.”

A faint blush came to Inez's cheeks.

“Keep licking that spot, but change up the direction every now and then.” Her shoulders tensed. “Good, now feel around. There's a spot in there that'll stand out a little more than—”

Inez's hand against Gwen's head pushed a little harder.

“You found it. Now move your fingers like you're making a running motion on a table. Start slow, and work your way up to as fast as you can.”

She's really going for the whole lesson here. I wished the first girl I went down on knew all this stuff. My finger and tongue games were pretty shitty until I met Cari, and now I knew where she'd picked it up.

“Just keep going, you're,” Inez couldn't help easing her shoulders down some, “oh fuck!”

Inez's hand pulled hard, keeping Gwen's mouth planted tight against her cunt. As her legs straightened and tensed, I knew she was about to come by freight.

I couldn't help stepping closer, watching all the fun from above. What Gwen lacked in experience, she made up for in either fast learning or natural talent. Lucky me was about to find out which for myself.

The hard moan coming out of Inez's open mouth had to have spread through the entire house. And with three stories taking up almost all of the lot, that's saying something. I was shocked Cari and Alyssa never showed up to investigate.

Everything came to a head as Gwen gave it one last drive. I stared down in awe of what she'd just pulled off. I'd never made Cari pop off so quickly, and I knew her pussy better than my own dick.

Inez jerked back, the climax throttling her like a fastball to the noggin. Her body twisted and bunched in on itself. Then, just as violently, she flailed about like demon possessions were real.

“Looks like you made it up to her. Jesus.”

Gwen looked up at me, horrified at what she was watching. “Do I call 911?”

“No,” I put my lower lip over my top as the corners of my mouth shot up. “Whatever you just did, do exactly that next time.” Which would leave all of them squirting all over the damn house like an indoor Super Soaker battle. And it was fine by me.

If Gwen had set right back to it, we would need to change the sheet's on Inez's bed. Before that could happen, I grabbed Gwen by her arm and pulled her back up to her feet.

“You just got on your knees and begged for forgiveness in the best way possible. Don't let her give you anymore shit over what you said to her in the past.”

“It looks like she's feeling better.”

“Trust me, she feels mighty fine right now.”

Inez looked up at us, barely getting her words out. “Buddied up already?” She gave herself a few more seconds to breath. “I might teach her more than how to suck you off.”

I won't stop you. I'd wanted to stick my dick in Gwen since the moment I saw her, but at least now it wouldn't be a hate-fucking on par with what Inez had drawn out of me.

Crawling up to her hands and knees, Inez huffed out a deep breath. With her hair draping to hide her face, she said, “Alright, get up on the bed with me.”

Gwen pointed at herself. “Me?”

“Yes, you!”

She did as she'd been told, reluctantly. As Inez's hand shot down the front of her skirt, Gwen looked to me for salvation.

Before I could open my mouth, Inez changed directions. “No, this won't do at all.” She pulled Gwen off the bed with her and disappeared into the adjoining bathroom.


I sat on the bed a few minutes staring random feeds on my phone, figuring out why Inez had drug Gwen away like that about halfway through the wait. She knew my preference down there, but it was taking far too long for a shave job. Not knowing what to expect, I was afraid to leave in case I missed whatever the surprise was.

The door finally eased open. I waited for them to step out. That's when I knew Gwen had changed completely.

Inez stepped out behind her. “A lot better, huh?”

Gwen was hot before, but now she fit right in. Stripped to her purple underwear, her makeup tarted up from that conservative look, and waxed eyebrows to set her apart. “I was about to come check on you two, but damn.”

“She really does have some dick-sucking-lips with the right lipstick on, doesn't she?”

My eyebrows shot up as I nodded profusely. “And I can guess what else you did.”

“Cari had her teeth flossed when she was down there.” Inez gave Gwen a quick tap on the ass from below. “Now you can't tell she ever had a bush at all.”

I could only imagine what was hiding under that thin piece of nylon.

“And it gets even better.” Inez walked over to me and leaned close. I felt her breath on my ear as she whispered, “You'll never believe this.”

“Try me.”

“She's a virgin.”

I felt like backing myself into the middle of the bed in shock. “Really?” Those goodie-goodie types always have a slip-up in their past. I'd wasted enough time dating a few of them years ago, and they weren't hard to strip of that supposed virginity that always ended up being a lie.

“Yeah, hymen and all.”

Well shit fire and save the matches. Alyssa had never been with a man until the previous night, but I wouldn't have called her a virgin. Hell, I hadn't deflowered in more than a decade.

Inez broke away from my ear. “Come over here and get on your knees. I'll show you how to make him happy.”

Gwen was still uneasy in her own skin, even though Inez had lifted her from a nine to a solid ten. The figure on this girl was just unreal, especially when she was walking right at you. It made the idea of her being wasted on a guy who didn't know how to use his dick absolutely criminal.

“I said to get on your knees.” Inez worked on my zipper and pulled me out, half-flaccid as I was. “And you've got some catching up to do. We let him go soft on us.”

As Gwen lowered down, I noticed another change. Inez had cut a window between some of the trim on Gwen's panties. Kinda like a gratuitous boob window, but showing off the fact that there wasn't even a hint of stubble between her legs.

“And if you blow air on his dick again, I swear I'll slap the white off you.” Inez got up for a second and went to one of her unpacked bags resting against the far wall. After a few seconds, she'd found what she was looking for.

Looking just like the real thing, the flesh-tone shaft wiggled in her hand. Inez dropped to her knees right beside Gwen.

“He's getting hard again already, but go ahead and touch it.”

Gwen stared at my cock as it gradually inflated. Poking at the head like it could bite, she darted her hand back. As it wagged back and forth, I tried to keep from laughing at her again.

“Put your hand around it, anywhere.”

I stared up at the ceiling, thinking about how creepy it was that Gwen knew so little about everything related to sex. Hell, going by her reaction to Inez climaxing, the poor girl had never experienced one herself. Maybe it's different for women, but I couldn't imagine making it to her age without at least rubbing one out.

Like I'd tried to fuck a giant Chinese finger trap, her hand wrapped around and squeezed. Too hard.

“Woah.” I shot my gaze down and grabbed her wrist out of instinct, thankful it wasn't my balls getting crushed. “You squeeze any harder and you'll pop it.”

“Really?” Bless it.

“No, but that fucking hurts!”

Inez wasn't as patient or strangely amused as I was. “Enough fucking around!” She opened her mouth and took the length of the dildo in, her lips meeting her fingers at the base. Drawing back, Inez gasped and then said, “Every time you do something stupid like that, I'm making you take it that deep for a few seconds.”

Gwen looked up at me like I could help her. “Is she serious?”

“Deadly.” At least I was fully erect and ready to see what happened next. “Don't piss her off.”

Inez grabbed Gwen by the roots of her hair. “Open your mouth and cover the edges of your teeth with your lips.” The chance that they might not know to do that was the real hidden danger with inexperienced girls, if you ask me.

Before I could process it, I was all the way to the back of Gwen's throat. Her arms flailed as she started choking.

“I won't let you up until you stop fighting it and relax.”

I didn't know if Inez was using it as a teaching moment, or just a sadistic punishment. As the beneficiary, I didn't give half a fuck.

As the frantic clawing at the sheets and my jeans subsided, Inez cooed, “Relax a little more, and I'll let you breath.”

From probably not knowing what a dick looked like, right to getting forced into a deep-throat... I knew that children everywhere were lucky Inez never became a teacher, but Gwen's luck had run out.

“Good. Just a few more seconds.”

The wet drag of Gwen's lips against my cock forced to me close my eyes. It was the sound of her gasping that broke the afterglow of that feeling.

“Now that it's covered in spit, go ahead and grab it again, gently.”

Gwen's fingers and palm wrapped around it like my skin was a thin film of glass this time.

“Good. Always start out like that. They'll never admit it, but guys like the teasing as much as we do.”

That nailed the bulls-eye, shooting clear through the target and then hitting the center of the next one.

“Okay, now stroke up and down really slow.” Inez plunged her knife back between Gwen's ribs. “And talk dirty to him.”

I had to step in. “Now you're just being a bitch again.”

But Gwen surprised both of us in her own special way. “I don't know how it'll fit down there. Will it hurt?”

Inez shot a hand up for a hi-five. “Keep talking exactly like that,” she looked up at me, “right?”

Clapping my hand against hers in agreement, I couldn't help teasing Inez a little. “You're not being a good example. That poor dildo's looking awfully neglected right now.”

“Well, I can't talk if it's in my mouth.”

“Who said it had to be in your mouth the whole time? So long as it's in something, I think it'll be happy.”

Inez grabbed the luckiest piece of silicon in the world. She lowered her head until her lips almost hit the tip.

“Keep an eye on me and do what I do. Just make sure your tongue's always moving and you'll do fine.”

Fuck yeah. I couldn't believe my luck. Just watching Inez suck on a fake dick could have gotten me off, but now I was getting to watch as another girl gave me head.

Both of their mouths parted as Gwen took in the head. Her tongue was already flicking away at it.

Inez sank down to the halfway mark, forcing Gwen to do the same. The bumpy texture of her taste buds slid along the bottom of my shaft.

Feeling like I was about to fall backwards, I grabbed hold of the sheets and settled in for the ride. Maybe I could talk Inez into regular private lessons for Gwen until she'd caught up to everyone else. If not, I knew Cari would jump at the chance.

With a bobbing motion, Gwen copied Inez's motions exactly. Her hand around the shaft started wrenching around as she took me in deep. I couldn't help letting go of the bed with one hand, nestling it in Gwen's hair to show my appreciation.

She dove in for another full serving, her gag reflex suppressed as it should be. When I saw Inez shake her head left and right, I knew I was about to get too much of a good thing.

And sure enough, Gwen caught on again. As my cock bounced between the inside of both cheeks, I had to start rubbing her scalp with my fingertips. I knew it wasn't just about her having natural talent or a great teacher. When you've got both working in your favor, you end up achieving greatness like Gwen was doing.

Her hand and lips crawled up my length and then shot back down again. I couldn't help moaning as Gwen's tongue went berserk.

I heard a pop of Inez's lips as she pulled herself away. Gwen followed suit, keeping her hand stroking away as she looked to Inez for instruction.

Inez stood up and went over to her bag again. She pulled a bottle out of a pocket and started pouring a stream of lube on her open palm. “Sit on the bed next to Ryan.”

Gwen did, her right hand still closed around my dick as she sat to my left. She was taking that advice about her tongue moving all the time and applied it to her mitts as well.

Inez joined in with her own hand. The copious amount of clear fluid turned my lap into a slick mess, but knowing what was bound to happen, we'd need it.

“He's good now.” Inez let go of me and then pushed Gwen back until she lost her grip on me. “Let's work on you.”

As I stood up, Inez was already working on Gwen's bra. Those bountiful tits came out of hiding, gently shifting in place like water balloons. They weren't just the perfect shape. Those puppies were a touch above wonderfully plump.

The strip of purple around Gwen's waist started creeping its way down her thighs. Shaved clean and ready for exploration, I had to admire the flat plain leading down to her valley. Her legs finally parted once the panties were nothing more than an afterthought on the carpet.

Inez spread Gwen's pussy for us and The Lord to see. Sure enough, that taut film of pink wasn't even open enough to fit my pinky through.

“No joke, she's the real deal.” I hadn't seen a pussy that tight and neglected since high school.

Inez couldn't help herself. “I hate to let you get to her before I do, but I guess you earned it. At least she's not hot on the outside and uglier than sin on the inside anymore.”

Gwen wasn't nervous anymore, smiling with pride in her body for probably the first time in her life. “I used to feel ashamed about how big my breasts were, like it was wrong to even have them.”

It was wrong to keep those things hidden. “I'm glad you're over that, but are you sure you want to go all the way?”

Gwen nodded, her top row of teeth shining from between her lips. “Yeah. I don't know why, but I've kinda wanted it since I saw your watch.”

I knew the reason, and now Inez did too. “You bastard.”

“I didn't know it did this when we were in the coffee shop. Don't blame me.”

She pushed me from behind and then reached around to pop the button on my jeans. “I'm not complaining, it's fun here, but at least now I know why I thought you were hot shit all of a sudden.”

I lifted my shirt and kicked off my shoes as my jeans crumpled around my ankles. I stepped out of the pile, pulling each sock off as I lifted one foot out at a time. Slipping my cock back in my boxers momentarily, I couldn't get them on the floor fast enough at that point.

Gwen was reaching up for me already. I wanted to hop right on her, but you can't go doing that if it's a girl's first time. A certain amount of trauma had to happen, but I preferred to leave her able to walk after we were done.

“Hold on.” Inez squeezed out another jet of lube. She slathered it along the fold of Gwen's cunt and then spread the entrance again. Another squirt, right on target, got the fun juice past the barrier.

I motioned for Gwen to scoot back into the middle of the bed. As she slid away, I crawled onto the mattress to catch up to her. Her thighs wrapped around mine like she couldn't break her virginity fast enough.

“You two have fun. My job's done.”

I looked back at Inez. “Where the fuck are you going?”

“Nowhere. I'm just gonna stand back and watch. The only cherry-popping I've been present for was my own.”

Gwen took hold of my dick and pulled the tip against her 'unspoiled purity,' as she would have called it hours before. For all I knew, I was ruining some creepy promise Gwen had made to her father in front of a priest.

But you know who values virginity more than anyone else? Those who want to fucking deflower. I wasn't the kind of guy to require it, but you do have to appreciate it when you get to take it.

Gwen stared up at me until I buried my face in her neck. Both of her hands opened against my back as I prodded forward. That little sign of her purity pushed back. I gave it a harder thrust.

As the skin on my tip stretched against it, I felt the hymen's snap as it gave way. Gwen whimpered as I stopped and pushed myself back up. “You good?”

She took a deep breath, her cheeks turning red as she nodded. “Yeah, it didn't hurt as much as I thought it would.”

The worst part was yet to come for her, but there was no point in scaring the girl. Taking advantage of the lube-soaking Inez had given us, I eased forward until I was about halfway in.

Her fingers dug against my back. “Stop right there for a second.”

I thought about pulling out, but it'd just make her have to go through this again. The taut walls of her pussy gradually loosened their squeeze ever so slightly.

Settling myself a little deeper, Gwen's eyes closed as her mouth opened. As her legs wrapped around mine, I let her decide the pace.

“Almost there, you pull me in until I can't go any further.”

“It still hurts, but I'm getting used to it.”

“It'll only hurt like this once. You're doing fine.”

I was happy it made her start smiling again. With a gentle tug, she inched me deeper until we were almost at the goal.

“Do that again and we're set.”

Gwen blinked a few times and squeezed her legs against mine. I helped her with a little push of my own. Sped right along by all the lube, my tip crashed against her back wall as our hips met.

“See? It'll start to feel better until it doesn't hurt at all.”

Unable to open her eyes, Gwen turned her head to the side. “It kinda feels good already.”

Seeing as how she was fully stuffed, I certainly hoped it did. “Alright, I'm gonna pull back and then push back in. I'll go slow.”

Pushing myself with my palms on the comforter, I pulled back until her face reacted, maybe not even a quarter of the way. You couldn't even call it a thrust as I sank back down, but it still felt damn good. There was even a hint of pleasure in Gwen's face now.

She was ready, and I wanted to know how she sounded. With a bit more force, I reared halfway out and then plunged back in. That first lilting moan flipped switches, turned knobs, and the switched the lights on in my brain.

I couldn't give her the kind of plowing I could give Cari and Inez, but she held up for a quick round until I dialed back down to a leisurely pace. I knew Gwen had potential to handle a rough fuck with how much she could already handle, but it'd take a few more romps before she was ready for that.

I jammed myself against her again, loving how the pitch of her screams climbed an octave. Even the way her breasts shifted with every thrust drove me insane. Gwen had a body built for sex, and it was a shame she'd never used it for what it was best at.

Liking what I was seeing and sticking my dick in, I had to give her a chance to set the tone. As I pulled out, Gwen tried pulling me back in.

I had to see those tits bouncing, though. “It's your turn to get on top.”

“I can do that.”

Looking back at where Inez stood against the wall, I couldn't help smirking at Gwen's expense. “Wanna teach again?”

“I didn't think you'd ask, but sure.” Inez strutted over and crawled onto the bed with us. “He's gonna lie down, and you're gonna sit on it.”

Gwen still looked confused. “Like, it goes inside me, and I thrust like he did?”

At least Inez had patience. “Not exactly. I'll show you when you're on him.”

I rolled over. Whatever Inez was planning, I was ready for it. Or at least that's what I thought.

Her golden tan thighs consumed my peripheral vision as I looked up. “Get over his prick like this.”

I felt Gwen crawl on top and then hover her pussy over me.

“Now, take hold of it and lower yourself down until you feel it.”

Gwen's hand wrapped around again. The warm, inviting entrance swallowed the first bit.

“Now ease down. If you do it too fast, it could hurt for both of you.”

Inez lowered herself onto my mouth. I got right to batting away with my tongue, tasting what Cari had described last night as 'heavenly' for the first time. She wasn't wrong one bit.

Gwen dropped until I was all the way back in her. “So now what?”

Her clit became a moving target as Inez started grinding side-to-side against my face. “Move like this.”

I couldn't tell if it was the cunt smothering me or the feeling of one that tight using a move like that, but I was already out of breath.

“Good, now change directions like this.” Inez's slit circled above me as her thighs shook my head.

Damn, that feels fucking amazing. I grabbed onto Inez and pulled her back against my mouth. I didn't want her changing up the pure magic Gwen was performing.

“I think he really likes it like that.”

Gwen started whimpering again. Her voice cracked as she said, “I think I do too. It feels so good.”

“I can make it feel even better.” I felt Inez lean forward, and then the back of her fingers pressed over the base of my cock.

I couldn't wait to feel Gwen come with me inside her. But that jarred a thought I should have had earlier. What if I come inside her?

Excited just to get my dick wet in her, I hadn't even thought about grabbing rubber. I knew Gwen was clean and all, seeing as how she was a virgin, but a hyper-religious kook like she used to be wouldn't touch birth control.

Gwen and Inez picked up the intensity. I was fine with letting them carry on, knowing I wasn't in any danger of nutting inside her yet. Sometimes you're having more fun than you're willing to stop in its tracks.

Inez took a break from her panting. “You feel that? It's what you did to me a few minutes ago.”

Never stopping, Gwen asked, “Will it hurt at first, too?”

“No, it's the best feeling in the world.”

I gave Inez a harsh round, beating her clit with my tongue like it owed me money. It shut her up so I could listen to Gwen scream some more. It worked for a little bit.

Inez finally had to start her own round of cries. Even though I hated hearing her voice because it's barbs were usually pointed my way, Inez sounded as sultry as any of the others when she was on the verge. It wound up being the final nail in the coffin I had no idea I was in.

As I felt the legs around my head tremble, Gwen's pussy snapped shut around me. Feeling like I was getting pinned down and drained by force, my body knew what was about to happen. My mind caught up a few seconds later.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! I had to get them off of me before the worst happened. I tried breaking my face away from Inez's cunt as I pushed against her thighs. It did no good. She was already starting to come, her juices flooding into my mouth as I tried to scream.

Gwen kept going, trying to catch up as Inez somehow kept throttling away at her student's clit. The slick burst of precum only made it worse for me, letting my cock slip around in there enough to get me right to the edge.

I begged and pleaded with my dick. Please don't shoot off in her. But when you think about coming in a pussy and the possible consequences, guess what?

A hearty, “Yes!” from Gwen was all it took.

My teeth rattled as my jaw shook. I tried one last time to get them off of me, hoping I'd make it in time or my cock would somehow slip out of Gwen. As tight a grip as her pussy had on me, though, it would have been futile even if I could speak or move.

Inez's fingers finally broke away from Gwen's clit. The brute force of her very first climax had me trapped deep. As the wonderland of legs and what's between them lifted from my face, I got a view that matched the sound.

Gwen was locked hard, her mouth wide open as my first load exploded inside her. A look of total confusion and pleasure was in her eyes as she stared back at me.

“Oh shit.” Inez already knew what was going on. On her knees to the side of us, she put her hands over her mouth and watched in horror.

I waited out the next few bursts until I had something like my mind back. With the aid of all that cum, I shifted my hips and pulled out way too late. The last couple of spurts shot to parts unknown.

Inez leaned forward. “You didn't.”

Gasping for breath, I frowned and nodded at her.

“Fuck!” She beat against the bed with one hand. “Why would you do that?”

“It's not like I meant to!” I breathed deep a few times. “All that slapping on your legs? That was me trying to get you off my face.”

Gwen finally had her brains back, herself. “What happened?”

Inez grabbed one of Gwen's hands and forced it between her thighs. “Feel that? Know what it means?”

She didn't look as rattled as I knew she should be. “It's okay, that's supposed to happen.”

I shook my head at her. “No! That's not what you do when you're not on birth control, unless you want a kid.”

“But I'm on the pill for cramps, not like some hussy who want to have sex,” her voice got lower with every syllable as the irony hit her like a truck, “without any consequence...”

I could have bolted upright and kissed her square on the lips after hearing that news, but my eyebrows had joined with my hairline. “I think we broke her brain just now.”


It had taken a good hour for my heart to stop trying to beat through my ribs. Inez and I had just finished telling Cari how our new housemate got the go-ahead to move in.

She looked at both of us with a poorly faked stink-eye. “Uh huh. You think I'd believe you wouldn't make Ryan do that to her on purpose? You hate both of them.” If it had been couple of days ago, yeah, I could see it.

“Well, I can deal with Gwen, now that she's not capable of spewing a bunch of racist hatred.” Inez frogged me in the upper arm. “He can't handle her, though.”

“Drop the wise-cracks. I was scared shitless.”

“Yeah, your new life flashed before your very eyes.” Inez laughed to herself. “And I didn't think you could get any whiter than you already are.”

“And you're still a bitch.” I was about to throw another verbal jab when my phone burst to life in my pocket. “Who the fuck is this? It's like half-past ten.”

I didn't recognize the number, but you hate to ignore an unexpected call at odd hours. For all I knew, a buddy of mine could need bailing out of jail.

“Hello?”

“Ryan, it's Neve.”

I turned away from those two and strolled out of the bedroom I shared with Cari. “What'd you find out?”

“The restraining order will have to wait for a judge on Monday, but it's likely to go through. Judd knows the one who'll sign off on the EPO like he did your grandfather.”

“And the ticket?”

“Expunged, but don't ask what it took.” By the shame in her voice, I imagined the worst.

“Oh hell, you didn't...”

“Do I look like I'd stoop to fucking one of the cops?” She sighed before adding, “If I unbutton my top far enough and bend over their desk when I ask, they'd hand me the keys to the evidence locker if I asked.”

“Anything else I need to know?”

“Can you look out the front of your place? I'm sure you'll see a cop somewhere within sight of the house.”

“How do you know?”

“Let's just say Sergeant Hopkins gets a little mouthy when he sees what he likes.” She fit the type to pull that kind of stuff to the letter. I'd tell her my darkest secret just for the chance to see enough cleavage.

“Thanks for all that. You don't know how much it helps.”

“Oh, I know exactly how much trouble we just saved you. Don't be afraid to ask again if you're in that kind of trouble.”

“Will do.”

“I'll let you know how the hearing goes on Monday. Later.”

As she hung up, I rushed to Grandad's office. The old telescope sitting behind sheer curtains made a lot more sense after learning how he really lived. I left the lights off so nobody would see my silhouette in the window.

Peeking around the edges of the window dressing, sure enough, there was a police cruiser parked on the other corner of the block. It had a plain view of whoever might come and go from our place.

It wasn't there when Gwen came in, so it must be a nighttime thing. I angled the telescope to peek between the curtains and searched around until I had the driver in view. It wasn't Alan, but that didn't make me feel any better.

Nobody had heard about my run-in with my cousin earlier. Before anyone could draw attention to the place, I had to let everyone know. I dashed back to my room, interrupting Cari and Inez mid-makeout-session on the bed.

“I hate to ruin the fun, but we've got a problem.”


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM:

BIMBO ACADEMY

The door finally eased open. When I saw the brunette in a red, thigh-split dress and heels on the other side, my cock was ready to stand at attention. Wouldn't it be a bitch if she was my grandmother-in-law?

“You are Alex?” Her Russian accent was undeniable.

“Uh, yeah.”

She smiled like I had given her a complimentary pass to Heaven. Her arms wrapped around me, squeezing like a woman twice her size had no business doing. “Good, let us go inside.”

“Nice to meet you, I guess.”

She finally let go. “You have so much to tell me about yourself.”

“And you are?”

“Your father never talked about me?”

He wouldn't even acknowledge my the question when I asked about our family. “No.”

She gave me a big, wet kiss on the cheek. “Your babushka is so happy to see you.”

Wait, fuck, WHAT? I jerked my head back and stared. “When did you marry my grandfather? Nobody told me about this.”

She cocked her head. “1958, before we left Smolensk for America.”

“Uh huh...”

A man's voice came from behind her. “Natalia, let the boy in.” Only a trace of accent was in his speech. “Let me see our grandson.”

I was beyond ready to turn tail and run from the pack of lunatics. “Are you sure this isn't a prank? I know I've never met my grandparents, but I know my grandmother can't look younger than me.”

The man finally stepped out, looking exactly like I expected my father to in thirty years. He pulled a pack of cigarettes from the breast pocket of his paisley lounge jacket. He pulled a tube out and hung it off his lip before saying, “You show up and act like this? Such a shame, Alex.”

Him, I could accept. “I believe you,” I looked at my supposed-grandmother and caught my eyes sneaking down to her cleavage, “but what kind of trick is this?”

He laughed and lit his cigarette with a match. The first puff blasted from his lips before he said, “Listen to your babushka and come inside. It is hot as hell out here.”

I could either drive three hours back home or figure out the prank. “No more tricks like this?”

My grandfather winked and held a hand out for a shake. “No more tricks.”

* * *

“Anya, this is Alexei.”

She looked up at me when I stopped just short of her. Thick as wax, Anya's accent made her even more exotic. “It is a pleasure.”

“Likewise.” I wrapped my hand around the fingers she offered up. Her wrist couldn't have been any more limp.

Grandfather noticed. “Anya, sledoyte za treneepobkoy.”

Anya looked at him, the slightest hint of resistance poking through the worry.

“Eto ranshe,” she jerked her hand back from me, “chem ya doomal.”

“Alexei, take out your bracelet.”

As soon as I had it out, Anya had to know what it was. She stood bolt-straight, yelling at my grandfather. “Natalia skazala, kto mne eto noosno!”

Even if I didn't know much Russian, his anger was clear as perfect English. “Ktot gneb dokazivaet, chto tebe kto noosno...”

She looked utterly defeated already. “Vi zestokiyi chelobek, Smolensky.”

She stepped between us, facing me. I wanted to grab her by the wrist and start running. The only thing stopping me was the resigned look she gave me. Anya knew it was futile.

Grandfather frowned behind her. “Znayi svoye mesto vetoy semve, Anya.”

Anya presented her wrist to me. “Do not make me regret this, Alexei.”

From the looks of it, she already did. I held the bracelet up to her arm, pulling the open ends apart. “Are you sure?”

“You still ask what I want,” Anya smiled faintly, “so yes.”

Alright then. I put the open end over her wrist, sliding it on her without letting the bracelet touch skin. The instant I let go and it hit Anya's wrist, it shone with a blinding, golden light.

I blinked hard for a moment, my vision marred with dark spots. Anya didn't seem fazed at all, or at least, what I could make out of her face. The band itself had closed to form a perfect loop around her wrist that would have been impossible to remove.

“You stared right at it, dumbass.” My grandfather grabbed Anya by the shoulders and sat her back down. “Give her a moment.”

“So that was how you work as a copper mage?”

“No,” he pulled yet another smoke out of his breast pocket. “That is how you get married as a copper mage.”

* * *

It's the difference between a headmaster and a teacher, I suppose. But it still didn't explain the ravishing, blonde Russian straddling my package. Or why she agreed to be my wife before even meeting me.

“Now Alexei, tell me,” she stared down at me, those breasts catching my attention as much as her eyes, “do you like it slow, or would you rather be rough?”

The way she put the emphasis on 'rough' clued me in on her preference. “We should slow it down, period.”

“Teasing is the woman's job. Now tell me.”

It was time for a new approach. “Don't be a bad girl, now. Stop.”

“Bad girls need to be punished,” Anya put her hands on my shoulders and pinned me to the bed, “and I can be very, very bad for you.”

Now I knew what reluctant dates feel on college campuses everywhere. “You won't back down, will you?”

“Why would I? Your erection tells me it is working.”

It would feel even better inside her, but it still felt wrong somehow. “You looked relieved when I asked if you wanted this. What was that about?”

“Because I know you will be a kind husband.” Anya started pushing herself back and forth in my lap, making it that much harder to resist. “I was worried about the kind of man I was to marry, but you are not the sort of person I was afraid of.”

“That's good to hear.”

“No,” she picked up the pace, “it is awful.”

“Why?”

“A headmaster can not have a kind heart and a soft hand. Your dedushka is a cruel man, but that is as he should be.”
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Cari wasn't done explaining her point of view. “So I was willing to hear what you had to say, even if I didn't plan on agreeing with it. You get where I'm coming from?”

“Listen to her and do what she says, I guess.” I didn't realize, but I'd made a mistake.

Cari knew I'd fucked up before I could even process what I'd done. “That's right. I'm gonna teach you how to have fun.”

Oh, fuck... “I didn't mean that way.” But it was too late.

Cari was already out of her stool, easing her hands onto the girl's shoulders. “So tell us, sweetie, what's your name?”

“So this place is listed as a historical site, as a 'house of ill-repute,' huh? That's the least surprising news I've heard in a while."

Gwen looked like she felt sorry, at least. “That's really all I know. I wish I could tell you more.”

“That's alright. At least I know what I'm dealing with here.” Between my psycho cousin being out for blood and the local chapter of the Evangelical Taliban after my house, I had more than just a pack of women and repairs to deal with.

“So now what? Do you want me to leave?”

I knew it'd be a shame to toss her back to that pack of praying wolves. Leaving the crazier sects can leave you an outcast, with no family or friends left to turn to when things turn south. “Let's go see what I can work out with your 'old friend.'”

“She might never forgive me. I was awful to her, and I see that now.”

I stepped over to the door. “Well, if you can't look back at your past and cringe, you haven't really grown as a person, now have you?”

It brought a hint of a smile to Gwen's lips. “I should probably keep my mouth shut and let you do the talking.”

“She only respects people who throw her bluster right back in her face. I think you need to do the apologizing after I get her calmed down.”
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