
        
            
                
            
        

    
HAREM GOLD 3

by

Jen Eastwood

Copyright © 2018 Jen Eastwood. All rights reserved.


READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD

JEN EASTWOOD AUTHOR BLOG

Author's Note: My author rank on Amazon has been killing it since I started this series, and it's got me over the moon. I wanted to get Alpha Creation 5 polished and out at the same time as this installment, but I don't want to rush tying up the loose ends. Plus, the cover art is a lot more complex this time around. I wouldn't feel right throwing that title out as it stands now, both from a content and cover standpoint.

That's all the news I have to report, so I might as well ask a common question I get: Why aren't you jumping into LitRPG's?

Honestly, I have little interest in the setting. I'm spinning up my own premise that's way apart from the usual setup for those series, so it might as well not count as one. Really, I have no interest in writing one, and I know jumping through the hoops for easy rankings would show in my work. Plus, I've got another series I want to start and finish before I even tackle the idea I've got that's only sorta related to that genre.

But for now, enjoy this book. And as always, tell me what you do and don't like about it. I love comments from my readers.


HAREM GOLD 3

The whole Alan situation had settled down after a few weeks. Or at least, police cruisers parking down the street became a rare event. As much as I hoped he'd get the hint after the department forced him to take a job elsewhere, I always felt like I had to watch my back.

This wasn't my first run-in with Alan, though. All through my childhood, it was clear to everyone he'd grow up to be a psychopath. That is, assuming he didn't cross the wrong person and get shot first. When I heard he'd become a cop after getting back from Iraq, I knew he'd end up hurting someone.

The only thing that helped me sleep at night was the restraining order, but that would only do so much. If he wanted to physically attack me badly enough, a piece of paper wouldn't stop him. But he wasn't stupid.

I stared out the office window before getting ready to go for a run. Who'd have thought a wealthy white guy would have to worry so much about the cops, or conservative politicians, for that matter? Even with the inheritance, I couldn't catch a break.

It all brought me back to a Christmas when Alan and I were about ten. We'd both unwrapped our presents in the living room of this same house and got exactly what we had asked for. But after seeing the video game I'd gotten, Alan decided his present wasn't what he wanted anymore.

I still got to keep my presents even though he threw an unholy fit demanding I trade the game for one of his gifts. The lump he left on my head with that candy-cane log that got cracked over my head took a week to go down. I think that's when Grandad's view of Alan really started to change.

Now that Alan's gone over the edge and into full psycho-mode over losing almost all of his inheritance, I knew I'd never be free of the ever-present dread until he was in a cell or in the ground. But crazy people don't exist in a bubble. Something had to make them snap to get that ball rolling. The real question is 'what did this to him?'


My phone started buzzing in my pocket. I pulled it out and saw a local number I didn't recognize. Normally, I'd just bitch-button whoever it was unless I knew who they were. Now that I had this estate to take care of, most of the calls were actually relevant.

“This is Ryan.”

I waited for a couple of seconds. Finally, a female voice far meeker than I was expecting asked, “Ryan Nash?”

“Yeah, what do ya' need?”

She hesitated again before stating her case. “Thanks you for talking with me. My name is Stella Waller, and I'm a history major at the university. I'm doing a research paper on your home.”

Nobody my age or younger makes phone calls anymore. Still, I had to respect her for having the courtesy of calling instead of texting or just showing up and demanding to speak with me. “I can't say I know too much about the place, but you're welcome to do any research you need. Just let me have a copy once you're done, and I'm more than happy to help.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, just tell me what I can do to help.”

“Anything you can let me look at would be a lot more than I can find in the city records. It's like the house doesn't exist when you look in the files at city hall.”

That didn't shock me. Grandad was always private, and it looks like people have it out for the house itself. “I'd be willing to give you the grand tour of the place. I just inherited it less than a month ago, so maybe you'll find what you need in my grandfather's records.”

Like she couldn't understand the generosity, Stella's voice suddenly went chipper. “That'd be amazing. Thank you so much!”

But just to make sure it wasn't a trick, I had to vet the kid. “Where's a good place where I can meet you later.” Plus, I'm sure she wanted to make sure I wasn't some creep with a dungeon for naïve history majors in the basement.

“The student union, any time that's good for you this afternoon.”

My run could wait. “I can be there in fifteen minutes.”


Right as I finally found a damn parking spot, my phone dinged with a text. It started loading a picture as I read far back corner, by myself in the food court. I put the car in park and looked at the screen again.

She's as fine as they'd call French wine in a southern diner. Stella had the same hot-young-blonde vibe as Cari, from what I could see, anyway. All she revealed was her innocent, angelic face and hurried ponytail. It was enough to save me an awkward search, at least.

It being around lunch time, I followed the crowd inside. Sure enough, a big sign pointing to the food court backed up the directions my nose was giving me. And like she'd promised, Stella was by herself in the corner.

Not bad. I made sure I was looking at her face instead of the assets she was barely hiding in tiny gym shorts and a tank top as I walked up to the table. “You're Stella, I guess?”

“And you're Ryan Nash, I hope.”

“Yeah, that's me.” I pulled the chair opposite of her own and sat. “I'm not sure what all you need, but it'll help me learn more about the place.” I just couldn't reveal the true legacy Grandad had left me.

Stella shot a hand out. As I gripped it, I was pleasantly surprised at how firm she was willing to shake. “I know I'm asking a lot of you so soon after meeting, but could I see the house?”

“That's fine, but you'll have to ignore the other people living there.”

“So the rumors are true.”

I knew where she was going, but I had to let her get there herself. “What rumors?”

“It's always been one man and several women in that house.”

“You're not wrong.” I looked out the massive pane of glass to enjoy the campus 'scenery' on such a hot day. “But the worst rumors aren't true, at least now.”

“So you know it used to be a bordello?”

“Not really. You probably know more than I do.”

“But you admit it, you've got multiple women living there...”

It was time to choose my words carefully. “My girlfriend and her best friends. There's no point in making them waste money on their own apartments. It's hard for everyone around your age out there.” Gwen was part of the group now, so I wasn't fibbing.

“That's generous of you. So how do they pay for their rooms?”

“They don't.”

One side of her mouth curled up. “So they compensate you in other forms of payment.”

“I don't demand anything of them, other than not causing problems for anyone else there.”

“Come on, there's only one reason a single guy would put up with so many women in his house.” Stella leaned forward a little. “I don't have to put all of this in my report. I'm just studying history the house itself, not what goes on behind closed doors.”

“If you want to see for yourself, I can show you that it's not what you think.” It was, but it's not like all four of them trotted around naked.

“I was waiting for you to ask. Wanna go now?”

“Sure. I'm sure you know the address, so I'll meet you there.”

“I don't have a car.” There was a little embarrassment in her doe eyes.

This is how co-eds go missing. “You're awfully trusting.”

“My professor knows exactly where I'll be. If I go missing or anything else happens to me, don't you think the cops would be beating down your door when I stop showing up for class?”

She didn't know the half of it. “Well, come on. I'll show you everything I know about the place.”


We were closing in on the edge of the campus when I caught a familiar sight in my rear-view mirror. One of the glorified rent-a-cops had his blues flashing. And you'll never guess who it was!

“Aw fuck...”

Alan stepped out, wearing a campus security polo and no gun or tazer this time.

Without looking at her, I told Stella, “I'll tell you the backstory later, but don't say anymore than you have to to this guy.” I rolled down my window and kept my hands on the wheel.

Mirrored aviators and all, Alan leaned into my car. “Mind telling me why you're leaving with one of our students?”

“Mind telling me why you're pulling the same shit that got you fired from the city police department?”

His forehead wrinkled like a wadded shirt. “Ma'am, I need your student ID.”

As Stella dug in her bag, I had to try and step in. “What's she done wrong?

“Wrong is wrong, no matter who does it or why.”

“So again, what's she done that's wrong?”

“Random security check on a non-student vehicle. Standard procedure.”

“No matter how thin you spread it, that's still bullshit.”

As Stella handed her card over, Alan snatched it out of her hand and smirked at me. “Sir, please refrain from using foul language.”

“You know why you pulled me over now, and why you did last time. Drop the act, Alan.”

He ignored me as he put Stella's ID on the hood and jotted something down on a notepad. As he leaned back in to hand the card back to her, he parted with, “Watch it around here, missy.”


The run-in with Alan had rattled Stella, but not enough to keep her from hanging on my every word as I showed her the last room. “I'm sure this is what you're really wanting to see, but to be honest, I haven't had time to dig through a single box in here.”

She stepped into the ornate office, marveling at the reams of loaded bookshelves. “So your family does a lot of reading?”

“I don't, but Grandad was usually up here with some kind of book.” Until I had everything around here fixed, and those four left me alone, I didn't have time to so much as catch up on my regular shows. “I used to hang sheet metal for a living, so you can guess how much I read.”

She ignored me and walked right into the middle of the room. “I don't know where to start. Do you know where he kept his personal documents?”

I pointed at the filing cabinet next to the desk. “I guess it's all in there. Look at whatever you think might tell you something.”

The watch was safe in its hiding place, but I knew I'd have to stash it away the moment she left the office. If Grandad's warning about the family heirloom losing its power as soon as someone other than its heir touched it was true, I couldn't risk Stella happening upon it by accident.

She opened the top drawer and thumbed through folders that looked like they were falling apart. Stella pulled one out and genlty placed it on the desk like it was some rare artifact. “Ryan, this is incredible. The label on this one says its got records from the 1760's.”

“That's probably when this place was built.” Judging by the lack of nails holding the place together, I believed it. Wooden dowels and dovetail joints were in almost every part of the framing.

“How long do I have in here? I'm sure you've got other business to take care of.”

“As long as you want, whenever you want.” It's not like I wasn't getting something out of the deal. “The more you can tell me about my family's past, the more I'll have to thank you for.”


Cari got home first. Fucking her senseless clear across the house from the office only kept her occupied for so long. She rolled off of me, wearing nothing but a bra and the garden center's mandatory green t-shirt. “You're acting cagey about something. What's up?”

“Nothing. I can't get horny when I've been here by myself all day?”

I said she wasn't a genius already, but Cari wasn't a moron, either. “You went out of your way to claim you've been here alone.” Her hand drifted up my stomach and then rested on my sternum. “Who's here?”

“Nobody.” I knew I'd shot it out too fast.

“Come on,” she threw one leg over mine. “You know I won't get mad.”

“Stop, you're getting cum all over the sheets, and my thigh. Alyssa's gonna throw a fit later.” Hey, any bed was fair game here, so long as you didn't leave it a mess.

Cari scrambled over me and stole my pants out of the floor. I knew better than to try stopping her as she pulled my phone out and checked the messages. “Have I got some competition now?”

I stared back as she held the screen in my face, Stella's message and pictured pulled right the hell up. “She's researching the house. Trust me, I would have lasted a lot longer if I'd shot the easy one out with her.”

“Yeah, I know. You lasted, what, like three minutes?”

“She's in Grandad's office. Leave her alone.”

“But she's my type.” Cari dropped the phone on my chest. “Promise you won't trade me in for a newer model?”

Jesus Christ. “She's probably the same age as you are, maybe even a little older.”

“Doll her up the right way, and I guarantee she'd look younger than me.”

“You love playing that age difference card, don't you?”

Cari snuggled even tighter. “Eight years is a big difference when I'm only twenty.”

“So why'd you even go out with me in the first place?”

“Guys my age want sex, and after that, it's all about ignoring you for some video game.”

That was fair enough. I was the same way at her age. “You're still leaving her alone. I wanna know more about this place, and you're not fucking that up for me.”

“Who says I was going to?”

“I know not to let you run wild. Leave Stella alone while she's here.”

Cari rolled her eyes at me. “God, fine. But why does Inez get to keep a pet? You putting her at the top of the pecking order?”

I emptied my lungs in one sigh. “If you don't fucking stop—”

Cari planted both hands on my shoulders and stared down. “You'll what?”

Fuck, I didn't know.

“That's what I thought.” She grinned like the demon she was in the sheets. “Don't worry, I just want to introduce myself so she knows you're already claimed.”

“It's not like that.”

Cari pushed her cunt against my shrinking dick. “Oh, I know. I'm just giving you as much hell as I can get away with.”


Stella was more than a little confused as Cari explained what she knew about my family's history. Bratty and a pain in the ass as always, Cari rattled off a line that sent me over the edge. “Yeah, he's a lucky guy, getting four girls to himself like this.”

“Hold the fuck up!” I put my hands between them and pushed against both of them at the shoulders. “That's not what this is all about.”

Cari looked back at me, dumbfounded. “Well, it's true.”

Stella cleared her throat. “And it's been true for every owner of this estate. You've only got four women living here, but the record was seventeen back in the 1960's, when your great-grandfather Frederick Nash was the head of the family.”

“Really?” I opened the folder on the desk and saw the pictures. “The living room was full of soldiers and go-go dancers. Any idea what this is all about?”

Stella held up a piece of paper that'd seen heavy typewriter abuse. “During Vietnam, this address was under contract with the military as an entertainment venue for soldiers on leave.”

“So it really was a brothel.”

“No, it's in the old contract. The soldiers couldn't so much as touch the women.”

I looked at the next photo in the stack. Plain as day, Grandad at my age was twisting an airman's arm as he forced him out the front door. “So Grandad was the bouncer for his old man.” I flipped to the next picture. “I never knew Grammy was such a fox back then.” She'd died when I was barely old enough to remember her, but there was no denying who that stunner in a checked dress was.

“And there's even more. Both World Wars, the Civil War, and even the Revolutionary War... This place was even a speak-easy during Prohibition.”

“Well, fuck me running.” I couldn't help smiling with a little pride and shame at the same time. “If these walls could talk, they'd tell us 'we're not saying shit.'”

Stella pulled leather-bound journal off the desk that looked like it'd seen seven kinds of hell. She placed right in front of me and said, “But this is the oldest record of them all, even though it's not the original.”

I flipped the cover open, reading the faded date and signature. “Elridge Nash, 1904.”

“From what I read in it so far, this house has been in your family for twelve generations, counting you.”

Cari finally had enough of behaving herself. “So the head of his family's been getting their dicks fucked raw for centuries. I could have told you that.”

Stella shifted her mouth to one side of her face and then handed me a piece of paper aged to the color of a lunch bag. “The real family heirloom's hidden in this desk, too. Something about a watch that predates this house.”

I felt my temperature drop a solid ten degrees. “You didn't find it, did you?”

“It doesn't say where it is, exactly.”

Thank fuck.

Cari popped me upside the back of my head with an open hand. “He knows exactly where it is. I've already seen it.”

Shut the hell up! “It's just a pocket watch. There's nothing that special about it, but it's important to me.”

Stella's face softened a bit. “I understand.”

“Well, show her the damn watch!”

“I don't want to.”

“It's fine, I don't need to see it.” Stella looked like she wanted to add something else, but she kept her mouth shut.

“Can you two let me do something in here real quick? I'm not trying to be an asshole, but I'd rather check on something in private.”

Cari looked like she was about to crack, pouting as she turned away. Stella did the same, minus the miniature tantrum.

The watch wasn't safe anymore. I had to find it a new hiding place before anyone else laid a finger on it.


After stowing the watch in my pocket for temporary safe-keeping, I looked through the house until I found those two. Without supervision for even a couple of minutes, it wouldn't shock me if Cari had already gotten hold of Stella. Luckily they were only chatting away on the back porch.

Alan's threat toward her still fresh on my mind, I had to ask her one thing. “Do you live on campus?”

“Yeah, why?”

“That campus cop won't leave you alone while you're there.”

“You mean your cousin.” Stella had already heard the saga on the rest of the way here. “It'd make my research really easy, but I don't want to intrude.”

Cari butted in. “I thought you told me—”

I shushed her with one finger over her mouth and then turned my attention back to Stella. “It'd be a bigger problem for you to stay in your dorm than it'd be for any of us. The uni's bus stops just around the block from here.”

“Even if it's just until my paper's done, it'd be a great help.”

“Then that settles it.” And I hoped this whole Alan mess would get taken care of by then. Stella didn't deserve to get caught up in all this as much as she already had. “I'll drive you back to your dorm, you get the basic stuff you need for now, and whatever free room you want is yours for a while.”

I should have taken the look on Cari's face as a warning.


A few nights passed without incident. Cari seemed like her normal self after an entire day of sulking, but you wouldn't have known anything was bothering her by this point. Inez, Alyssa, and Gwen paid Stella no mind, either, content to let her do whatever she disappeared into the office to do.

Deciding it was time for an update, I eased my way into the office and looked over Stella's shoulder. She was scribbling notes from some old ledger.

“What's this book telling you?”

She jumped and spun around. “I didn't know you were in here.”

“Sorry.” I couldn't help feeling a little guilty. “Just checking in on you.”

“It reads like a hotel's guest records, but all the names are female, and they stay for months or years at a time.”

“How far back does it go?”

“1764, a year before the town was even founded.” Stella turned around in the swivel chair and stared daggers at me. “I think I should be counted in the record, too.”

The sudden change in her mood had me sweating. “What do you mean?”

“I found the note your grandfather left you, and some of it checks out. Elijah Nash built this estate, but I did some research on him. He was a pauper in London before coming to America. Suddenly, he became a wealthy man in the space of a year.”

You read the fucking note? “I think you dug a little further than I'm comfortable with.”

“Sorry, but what's the story about this watch? I checked the hiding place, and it was gone.”

I pulled it out of my pocket and held it up high. “I don't think Grandad was joking when he said it'd lose its power if someone else touched it. I couldn't risk letting you get hold of it.”

“And it influences people. How?”

“Hell if I know. I opened it up and showed it to Cari, Alyssa, and Inez. Suddenly they were following me like lost puppies.”

“And Gwen too?”

“She needed to change, but I didn't plan on making her that different from her old self.”

Stella's eyes darted toward the door. “I don't know if I should run, or see what it does.”

“I haven't used it on you, so I guess that means you're safe.”

“What does it do, exactly?”

I wasn't just feigning ignorance. “I don't know. Everyone told me it made a deal with them they couldn't turn down, but they refuse to share what the deal is, exactly.”

“You mean the watch itself talked to them?”

“Like I said, I have no idea.” I turned my attention to the desk behind Stella. “There's a way to test the claim about the watch losing its power, though.” I picked the golden letter opener out of the desktop organizer nestled against the wall.

“What's so special about that?”

“It's got the same weird glow around it that the watch does.”

“I don't see it on either of them.”

I held the opener by the sharp end and offered it to Stella. The instant she touched it, the purple glow snuffed out. “Huh, now it just looks like a tacky letter opener.”

Stella shook her hand. “It shocked me, though. Did you feel it?”

“I did when I first picked up the watch, but I haven't felt it since then.”

Cari's voice came out from the doorway. “Why don't you open it for her? She'll understand what the deal really is.”

I looked at Cari, holding some pink vinyl get-up in her hands. “Why don't you just tell us what kind of promise the watch made you?”

“That's against the terms it offered. Until I get what I want or I back out of the deal, I have to do what it and Ryan tell me.”

Stella grabbed my wrist with both hands. “So it's a voluntary arrangement?”

“Seems that way. None of them seem like they dislike doing what they do here.” Which really amounted to their regular, daily lives, with copious amounts of sex added in.

“Then open it for me. I think it might tell me more than I'd ever find in my research.”

I looked over at Cari, already grinning ear-to-ear and nodding heavily in that black one-piece. “I knew it told me to buy this pink outfit for a reason, but I thought it was for me to wear. The cup size it mentioned was a little big for me.”

The fact that I wasn't the one in control finally dawned on me. “It's still giving you directions, then.”

“All the time. I never regret following a direction from it, so I keep doing whatever it says.” It wasn't quite the creepy gaze of a religious fanatic, but Cari had too much enthusiasm in her eyes. “Open the watch for Stella, and then give me a few minutes with her.”

I dreaded looking back at Stella, but I had to. She let go of my wrist and begged, “You know it's the only way to find out what's really going on, and if I can back out of the deal, it's a no-brainer.”

“You don't know what you're signing up for.”

“But that's why I have to agree to whatever deal it makes for me. I need to know why it's doing this.”

She was taking her study of this house and my family way too far. I wanted to put the watch back in my pocket and drop the issue, but I couldn't deny how curious I was about all this too. I looked back at Cari. “You're sure you can back out any time you want, and it's not just telling you that?”

“It's telling me that it's up to us to decide if we want to back out of the deal. You can't make that call.” She took a few steps closer. “But I wouldn't dream of turning down what it's offered me.”

As the bisexual live-in girlfriend of a millionaire who shared a harem with her, what more could she want? It was like a fantasy come to life for Cari already. “It must be one hell of a prize, then.”

Cari walked behind me and wound up to my left. “I'm giddy just thinking about it.” She turned her attention to Stella as she set the outfit on the desk. “Don't question it, just do it.”

Stella looked me in the eyes and said, “I'm ready, so let's get this over with before I back out.”

That'd make five girls this thing controls. Not sure if I should trust whatever was inside the watch, I opened it anyway. We had to get to the bottom of this.

Her blue eyes didn't go blank like I expected. Instead, that spark of curiosity grew brighter right in front of me. When a broad smile took over Stella's face, I knew she'd received an offer she couldn't turn down.

Cari forced her way between us, facing me. “Alright, your watch is telling us we need a few minutes alone. At least I know I'm not getting replaced.”

I balled my fist around the damn thing. Whatever the fuck you're doing, you need to let me in on it too.

As I left, it never shared so much as a feeling with me.


I gave them five minutes, exactly. Staring into the face of the watch, it wasn't hard to keep track of time, but it still didn't reveal anything to me. Despite what I knew about it already, my eyes argued that it was just an antique timepiece.

Standing on the other side of the door, I already had an idea of what was going on. Unfamiliar moaning told me Cari had already dug her claws into Stella, giving her what was becoming the customary welcome to new residents here.

Easing the door open, I figured out what had gotten into Stella. Cari's fingers below, and tongue up top. Our newest addition looked good in that pink bit of PVC and mesh topped off with pigtails, though.

With the bottom strip of the one-piece moved aside, Cari was almost palm deep in the girl with three fingers. I couldn't help admiring the scene, two petite blondes going at each other with their mouths, as the leader of the entire bunch takes our freshest member out for a test drive. Stella was the only one Cari and I hadn't pulled a threesome with yet, so it worked for me.

“So she's part of the family now, I guess.”

Cari broke her mouth away and looked back, beaming about her newest toy. “The watch told me you'd love having her around, so I cut right to the chase.”

Stella whimpered until she broke out into all-out screaming. She looked down, watching what she could of Cari's hand as it worked its magic inside her.

“She's ready any time you want to step in.” Cari kept the pressure up, fondling one of Stella's breasts under the mesh and black bra. “And don't worry, she's already on her own birth control. I'm touching it right now.”

Cari's really deep in her, then. No virgin for me this time, but I liked a girl with experience. We'd already gotten Gwen to the point she could ride my dick like a seasoned pro, but at least it wouldn't take much of a lesson to get Stella up to speed.

With one hand between Stella's breasts, Cari pushed her torso back for the final rush. You could hear her fingers dance away whenever Stella had to catch her breath. The red blush in her cheeks made it even better.

Her entire body seized at once, her fingers turning white around the edge of the desk. Cari moved back in, silencing the announcement of Stella's climax with her own mouth and a hand resting against her cheek.

Cari kept up the makeout session until the shuddering ceased. As she broke away, I couldn't help noticing how Stella's attention had turned to me.

Already hard enough that it hurt, my dick knew exactly where it wanted to be. I couldn't help listening to it, like it was my own version of the watch. Every scrap of my body wanted to fuck this girl hard enough to make her walk funny.

Stella was already ahead of the curve, taking a few steps toward me until she had the front of my shirt in her grasp. She pulled me down with her as Cari started untying my shoes. By the time I had my back on the ground, my feet and chest were stripped bare.

Hands tore at my pants and boxers until they had me bare as the cunt Stella was flashing at me from above. “I never thanked you for being so generous.”

I promise my original intent wasn't to fuck her, but if she insisted, who was I to turn her down? “You're welcome.”

She turned around as Cari got between my legs, giving me a quick blow all the way to the rear of her throat. As my cock felt a draft, her hand took over while Stella turned around and then dropped to her knees. Those pigtails begged to get used as handles.

Stella moved one hand between her legs as she rested her bare feet on top of my thighs. With the unitard moved aside, her fingers replaced Cari's. Stella already had me poised for her drop before I fully knew what was going on.

“That's it, fuck him good.” Cari stood up and fell into the chair. Her own hand slid past the waist of her shorts, slipping around in there as she watched.

Stella's cunt took me in without any hint of resistance. I balled my hands into fists against the floor. When her hands rested on my ribcage, I knew I was in for the most fun you can have with a petite blonde.

Her ass danced on top of my hips as I regained my bearings. Those pigtails still hung down behind her shoulders, I reached up and snatched both them, forcing her head back until I could see her eyes looking at the back of her forehead.

A little bounce merged with the reverse cowgirl grind I loved so much. Stella knew her assets, and exactly how to use them. For a girl only on the verge of her twenties, that was a gift.

Slick with wetness and hot like a spa, I couldn't believe how perfectly her pussy hugged against my shaft. As Stella dropped hard and rubbed her cunt against my base, my eyes slammed shut again as I let go of her hair. Whatever she wanted to do with my dick, she was welcome to try.

Her hands came off my chest as she leaned forward. Her feet slid off my legs. Somehow she was making it even harder to keep my brain unscrambled.

Cari scooted the chair until I heard the rollers on the hardwood. The noise drifted around me until I knew she was sitting behind my head. I looked up to see nothing but her thighs and her hand rubbing under the crotch of shorts.

“You think we'd make a good team?” Cari pinned my head with her big toe. “If we both wear our hair like that, I think you'll nut before you even get your pants off next time.”

Not gonna lie, that sounded amazing. But then she threw me for another loop.

“We've all been talking, and we need theme days around here, kinda like Taco Tuesday, but more fun.” Cari gasped for a moment before she threw the ideas out there. “Lollipop and Pigtail Sunday, Orgy Friday, or my favorite, Oral-Only Wednesday.”

To hell with warping the names into an alliteration. I tried nodding my head under her foot.

“So tomorrow we'll try out,” she paused long enough to tease the point out, “Do Whatever Ryan Wants Thursday.”

I was game, but for now, I was more worried about the college sophomore bouncing on my cock. I broke my head free of Cari's toe and had to watch what I was feeling. The bubblegum-pink vinyl covering Stella's ass stood her out from my own skin.

	Stella eased herself to a halt, rising up until my cock flew back against my hips. I hated for it to end, but I knew she had more to show me. I rose up as she stood, wondering like hell where she was about to take things.
	When she dropped her knees on the edge of the chair, squarely between Cari's thighs, I knew I was in for one hell of a view.
	Like the color of her outfit was matched to the exact hue, the bottom slid to the side with the help of her fingers. Those lips were hard to tell apart from the vinyl, slick and pink like they were part of the uniform. She didn't even have the slight gape girls tend to have after getting a good fuck.
	I finished getting up and couldn't close the yard between us fast enough. That tiny, smackable ass was the perfect framing for what I was really after.
	They were already making out again by the time I had my hands on Stella's backside. Close enough in appearance to give you sister vibes, but nowhere near being twins, I couldn't deny what watching two tiny blondes go at each other was doing to me. And I knew they were enjoying each other so much for the same reason.
	Stalling and enjoying the view wasn't an option. I had to feel the inside of her body again. Before Stella could even break her mouth away from Cari's, I was already plowed deep inside her. Now it was my turn to show her what I had.
	Stella's heels locked against the back of my thighs as she gripped tight on the back of the chair. A quick burst of screams and whimpers matched my pace as I slammed against her.


Cari's fingers brushed against my sack as she felt around for Stella's magic button. I knew exactly when she found it, feeling Stella's walls tighten that extra little bit. Cari ducked her head to the side and said, “She gets to come, and then I get a turn.”

Something about the look on her face told me Cari was only after a quick session. Stella was getting the full prize. It worked for me. Our new friend was exactly the type you want to pump full. The urge to go ahead and come inside Stella tempted me, but Cari had done well enough to have a little fun.

A hard pump at a different angle made it feel like my chest was hollowing out. That alone pushed me closer to the edge than I thought it would. As I backed off, Cari's fingers picked up the heavy lifting.

Stella's voice ripped through the air. I took hold of both pigtails again and forced her head back. By that point, I was just keeping myself buried deep in her and letting her writhing do the work for me again.

The buzz of my eardrums made me hope she'd come soon. While Gwen was no longer the screamer she was at first, Stella could take over as the designated loud one. And when it's a small blonde who's willing to dress herself up in pink and pigtails, you know you've got pure gold on your hands.

“Fuck yes!” Her neck strained to duck her head.

I finally had to let go before I started pulling her hair out, roots and all. It let me catch a look at Cari's face again.

“It's okay, you can make it up to me later.” She smiled with only one side of her mouth. “If it's that good, I don't want to ruin it for you two.”

Stella bawled out as I started jerking myself forward again.

“So go ahead, you know I want this for you, and so does she.”

My phone dinged a few feet away, still in the pocket of my jeans. Checking it was the last damn thing on my mind. The only thing I could focus on were the two blondes in front of me, especially the one I was buried deep inside.

Cari leaned back and stopped rubbing her hand against Stella's clit. “She's so close, I'd hate to let her go right now.”

I didn't pay her much attention, just happy that Stella was roaring up a storm with every crash of our bodies. With a push of my hand, I had Stella's shoulders in Cari's lap. Her unbelievable ass was begging me to slam my hips into it even harder.

The screams muffled against Cari's thighs. I couldn't resist making Stella shout even harder, the slick walls of her cunt racing up and down my shaft as I gave her my all.

Cari leaned over Stella's back and smirked up at me. “You ready?”

I shook my head, trying to hold on longer.

“Bullshit. Your face is turning red and you're sweating so much.”

I had to nod my head as she leaned a little further. Her hand slipped back between Stella's thighs. There wasn't an obstacle in sight for the climax Cari was about to force her into.

My jaw clenched as I wrapped my hands around Stella's waist. I still kept pushing her down, loving what the angle was doing for my cock. The bottom ground against her entrance, the tip crushing against her inner reaches every time I was balls-deep.

“That's it, come with her.”

Stella began pushing herself back as I shot forward. I knew she had to be hugging Cari's thighs as tight as she could. On the verge of going berserk, Stella was losing her fucking mind.

I steeled myself and cranked it all out as fast as I could. Coming when your lady friend is riding high on the afterglow is fine and all, but nothing tops two people connected at the hips, feeling the same bliss and exhaustion as if they're in sync.

“Slap her ass when you're ready.” Cari put her free hand over one of my own. “

I couldn't help it. A crisp smack echoed through the room, making my palm sting like I'd hi-fived someone leaning out of a speeding car.

I thought I heard Stella try to scream, “Again!” Through Cari's thighs, though, you couldn't make it out. But the intent in the way she pushed into me was undeniable.

Slapping again, my hand felt like it was on fire. And so did everything between my legs. Before I knew it, the room went dark as I almost gave myself whiplash looking up so fast.

The whole situation broke at once. I shot as she went into a fit of tremors. The tight heat begged for more of all I had left to offer as Stella quaked around my shaft.

“Toss it all off in her. You owe me a long session later.”

Her words did more than any climax on Stella's end could have done. Like I was shooting my own life force into her cunt, I came like I wanted it to stick. And you know what I mean. To the hilt, bursting out with every shiver of her body. If it weren't for the birth control, it'd have been a baby-maker, for sure.

With the final shake of my own hips, I couldn't help looking down at Cari as she said, “That's it. You'll need to do this for real, sooner than you think. The watch just told me why.”

Scrambled as my mind was, my brain couldn't help screaming one thing. Fucking what?


I had my boxers and my jeans on, which was enough to head downstairs. The usual glass or three of water sounded mighty fucking good right about then. That's when the frantic pounding against the door stopped me right before I turned the faucet on.

The empty glass settled on the counter, rolling it's bottom edge a couple of times before it stopped. It was either a police raid, or someone desperate. Knowing Alan had been knocked down several pegs, I decided I'd take my chances.

The beating against the solid wood got louder the closer I got. Even as slight as the fists sounded, I knew whoever it was had to be giving it their all.

I leaned my ear against the interior side as another slam jarred my head. “Who the fuck is it?”

“It's Neve. I have to talk to you, now!”


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM:

BIMBO ACADEMY

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.”

* * *

“I have staff while I'm learning?”

Two girls in the yard suddenly tangled up, a tall blonde grabbing a brunette's hair in the start of a cat fight. My grandfather pulled a walkie-talkie from his breast pocket. “Code yellow in the courtyard.”

It really is a place to dump rich troublemakers. Two women who had to be nearing seven feet tall marched out, putting both girls in headlocks and lifting them off the ground.

“We'll see how you handle discipline for new students tomorrow. The brunette will be a good first test.”

I stared as she got hauled off into one of many doors. The girl looked familiar, but I couldn't place it behind the scowl and mess of hair obscuring her face.

“Until then,” his hand gripped my shoulder, “you have work to do.”

I imagined reams of paperwork, or maybe a toilet brush for the next few hours. “As in?”

His fingers loosened. “Just like Natalia was trained by my grandmother to help run the school, Anya has been trained by your grandmother.”

I was almost afraid to ask. “What kind of training?”

“Rules, procedures, and being an upstanding role model for our students.” I should have known what was coming when he let go and started walking off. “Like family tradition dictates, she is Russian, of strong blood.”

* * *

“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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