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I'm writing this on July 19th, and my writing schedule is plotted out, to the hour, until August 12th. Expect a few references to Bimbo Code and His Bimbo Swap in the next series. It's gonna be something like Snakes on a Plane, except it's bimbos taking over a boat. I'm letting myself go full tongue-in-cheek for it.

Until then, I hope you enjoy this one. A lot of plot threads are starting to come together. Now I've just got to get them in a tight knot in the last installment.


HAREM GOLD 4

I stared back at Neve after she spilled the entire situation out at my feet. “Anything else I need to know?” The intense thirst from that romp with Stella and Cari had died down after my fourth glass of water.

Neve finally relaxed and talked at her normal pace again. “It's not just that the entire police department has it out for you.” She leaned with her ass against the counter, the yellow of her dress complementing the chocolate of her eyes and hair. “Does the name David Wood ring a bell?”

“Actually, yeah.”

“So you know he's running for mayor.”

“He cost me a job I liked, and I know he's out to get rid of places like this house.”

Neve's eyes opened wide. “How did you know about that?”

“One of his former campaign volunteers is probably asleep upstairs. Want me to get her for you?”

Now one of her brows dropped. “Sure...”


Neve followed me up. I thought she had to be wondering why two blondes in lingerie passed us in the hall, both of them whispering to each other. Then she said more in one sentence than you could fit on an entire page.

“You really are Walter's grandson.”

I looked back at her, not expecting the knowing grin on her face. “You knew Grandad well?”

“He's the reason I started working for Judd.”

“So you knew him before you started there. Do I want to know why?”

The grin turned wicked. “Probably not.”

I remembered the crowd at Grandad's funeral. Women made up the vast majority of the crowd, the wailing and crying getting loud enough toward the end of the service that the pastor had to stop for a moment. “You were in the front row, right beside Judd at the service.”

As we passed by Alyssa's room, Neve quipped, “That was my room all through college.”

Before we got to Gwen's door, I had to know one thing. “So, how many other girls lived here with you?”

“There were seven of us in total, but we'd come and go as our contract with the watch demanded. When we achieved what we wanted, we knew it was time to move on.”

I had to wonder where Grandad had slept since there were only seven bedrooms, and why I never saw girls trotting about the place. But a more pressing question shot to the front of my mind. “So what'd it promise you?”

“I completed the deal with it, so I can tell it now.” Her eyes darted to my pocket, like she was checking to make sure she had permission from the watch. “Ever since I was little, I wanted to be a paralegal.”

“You sure it didn't sell you short and you asked to be a lawyer instead?”

“And take on all that stress? Are you daft?”

I thought I might have insulted her. “Sorry, but that's not a job kids usually aspire to.”

“It's what my mother still does, and she loves it as much as I do.”

“Understandable, I guess.” I rapped my knuckles against Gwen's door. “You up?”

From the other side, I heard, “Yeah.”

“I've got someone who wants to talk to you.”

“Come on in.”

As we walked in, Gwen's white, see-through nightie made my nuts crackle. The way she dressed had changed as much as her personality, even if she did still go to a different church. “This is Neve, and I think you can tell her a few things about David Wood.”

“Like what?” Gwen sat on the edge of the mattress, lifting her knees on pointed toes. “It's not like I've spoken with him since I moved in.”

Neve was already ahead of me. “Who are his biggest campaign contributors?”

“My old pastor, for one. He's how I learned about the campaign, and who urged me to volunteer.”

“And he's got the rest of the church as involved?”

Gwen nodded her head.

“How big is the congregation?”

“Several hundred, if not over a thousand.”

Neve turned to me, looking like she'd lost a bit of hope. “This is bad.”

“Like, how bad?”

“If Wood wins, it'll be hell to save this house from the wrecking ball, and I know they'll try to stiff you on compensation.”

I'd still have enough left from the family trust to live damn comfortably somewhere else, but Nash Manor been the family rock for more than two centuries. “They'd have to demolish the place around me.”

A flash of an idea glinted in her eyes. “Judd's gonna owe me big for this one.”

“Why? You can't do it all yourself.”

“Show me the watch. I want to see if it'll make another deal with me.”

Whether it was dedication to her work or she enjoyed living here that much, I didn't know. “You don't have to go that far. I'm sure you and Judd can figure something else out.”

“You don't get it.” Neve grabbed my arm and then forced my hand into my pocket. “When you take the watch's bargain, it gives you the kind of drive that motivational speakers promise but never deliver.”

“And I'm sure you remember what it makes you do.” Not that I wasn't already getting hard at the idea of it. “I can't force that on you.”

“You're not. It's the watch that does it. You're just the lucky bastard who gets the benefits.”

Gwen interrupted before I could object again. “She's right. I finally started working toward—” Gwen's hands slapped one over the other across her mouth. She pulled them down and added, “I almost messed up.”

If Neve was going into another deal willingly, I owed her a chance to do what she wanted. “I'll pull it out, but only if you promise me one thing.”

Her eyes locked on mine. “Shoot.”

“You can't just wish to save this house. Get something for yourself out of the deal.”

“I'll have to take whatever it offers me, but I know it won't offer that exactly, because you'd know what the offer was.”

I pulled the watch out of my pocket and dangled it by the chain. “You're sure you want to do this?”

Neve's plump lips straightened as she nodded. “Yeah, because it might be your only hope.”

I hope like hell you're thinking about yourself, too. “Fine.” I opened the hinge and exposed the face.

A smile gradually drew across her face. “I accept.”

I looked at Gwen, noticing the same kind of blissful expression in her. It was like she'd heard what the watch offered Neve, and she loved the hell out of it. “It's all gonna turn out okay.”

She had my full attention now. “Say what?”

That fresh-out-of-the-revival-tent fervor was in her eyes again. “I can't talk about it, but I know she'll keep us safe.”

Neve's facial expression was a little more unsettling. “You look like you just got an order to kill someone.”

The voice I was used to hearing when I phoned my attorney responded with, “No, but I know what to do now. The path forward is plain as day.” She took one step closer to me as that smile stretched across her entire face.

“If Grandad got in your pants, I'm not sure how I feel about this.”

“He never did. Not everything was about sex with him. Walter liked helping people, and that's why he chose you over Alan.”

The rumors about the wild parties all stemmed from the sixties and seventies, well before my time, but I had to know one thing. “Why did he take you in?”

Neve looked dumbfounded at the question. “You didn't know?”

“Know what?”

She shook her head like I was the world's thickest dumbass. “The watch only makes deals on behalf of people who want the best for others. That's exactly why your grandfather passed it all to you.”

“Is there anything he told you that I don't know?”

Neve's face went stone-cold-sober. “Plenty, but I'm not sure you're ready to hear it all yet.”

As one of Grandad's girls, Neve probably had more to tell me than Stella could ever dig up. “What can you tell me, right now?”

“Walter knew exactly what would happen when after he died. From your girlfriend and her friends, Alan teaming up with David Wood, right up to me making a new contract with the watch. He'd be proud of you, though.”

“Hold up.” I grabbed Neve by the wrist and then jerked my head to get Gwen to come over. “What's this about Wood?”

“Walter had a son who disagreed with your family legacy even existing. His first wife got her wish and left, raising his first-born outside of the family. That boy grew up to disown his father and take on another name.”

“You're shitting me.”

Gwen looked as shocked as I was when she got next to us. “So you mean, my old boss should have inherited what Ryan has...”

“Walter knew he'd destroy everything. From what I've heard, if he's elected, he wants Alan to be police chief. It'd be almost impossible to stop them if that happens.”

It was an entire campaign, tailor-made to erase the Nash legacy from existence. “If Wood doesn't want anything to do with this place, why do everything he can to destroy it?”

Gwen already knew the answer. “This house even existing is a sin in his eyes, like it's a stain upon the town and his own past.”

Stella had already informed me it was a candidate for the oldest structure in the county, but this house was more than a former whorehouse or a historic building I happened to live in. “So what's our next move?”

Neve broke out of my grasp and turned for the door. “I move back in, but I guess my old room's taken.”

“Yeah, Alyssa's got it.”

She opened the door, heading that way. Her voice trailed off down the hall as she said, “That's fine, you've still got free rooms.”


Three weeks passed without much incident. I was already busy enough keeping the five I had before Neve satisfied, and her being one of Grandad's girls put a little squick into all those fantasies I'd had about her. For the most part, she just happened to live here again.

I'd settled into a chair in what I'd converted into a makeshift home theater, flipping through channels on the first television this house had ever had. Thankfully I'd just had to run the cable through the basement instead of tearing out walls.

The local news station was on my list of channels to skip through, but something about it's flash on the screen caught my attention. David Wood was at a podium across from his opponent, our current mayor, Melissa Stepp. Her MILFy charm set her apart from my secret uncle's fire and brimstone preacher facade.

Already underway, the debate few people would bother watching careened through topics. Garbage pickup fees, proper speed limits, and fire department spending ate a few minutes until a question about the university threw everything into strange territory.

Stepp finished delivering a milquetoast answer supporting the school and the business it brings to town, but then Wood cleared his throat.

“Our university poses a hidden problem for our town, in which women far outnumber men among the student body.”

The moderator couldn't believe what he was hearing. “Excuse me, Mr. Wood, are you claiming that women attending higher education is a problem?”

“In part, yes, but that's not the point I'm trying to make. In universities such as ours, this should mean that men have a higher sexual opportunity, but that isn't true for a good portion of male students.”

What the fuck is he going on about?

“A small minority of men claim multiple partners for themselves, leaving a portion of males sexually frustrated. As well, the women are frustrated that they can't find a committed relationship. Something has to change to solve this problem for these outcast males.”

Our mayor couldn't believe it either. “Is this really how you're spending your time on this question, David?”

“But what about the rights of these involuntarily celibate men, Mayor Stepp?”

“I thought you were a proponent of abstinence.”

“I am, but that would be in an ideal world. This is based on reality. ”

Mayor Stepp shook her head at the moderator. “Can we get the debate back on topic, please?”

Wood couldn't help adding in another jab. “But this isn't only a problem on college campuses. Even in the general population, this occurs. How else do you explain so many single-parent households in our community?”

The moderator failed at his job. “If you are elected mayor, Mr. Wood, how would you address that issue?”

“The hierarchy among men has to be broken down to redistribute sexual activity for more equal outcomes.”

Stepp just about lost her mind pointing out the contradiction it posed with his economic stance. “You say this, as you propose cutting programs in our city that help the poor, on the grounds that equality of opportunity should not mean equality of results!”

I'd never studied politics, but even I knew Wood was proposing a sexual version of Marxism, while pillorying the philosophy in every other way. I was lost in thinking how insane my uncle had to be, not noticing the door opening behind me.

He bit his lip and retorted, “Growing up the child of a single mother, I know the damage this sexual dynamic does to the family unit.”

“So my opponent is proposing enforced monogamy, is that right, David?”

“Home occupancy limits would break up certain dynamics that are happening in town. That's what I'm saying.”

Neve's voice almost put my head through the ceiling. “He's talking about us, you know.”

“I can't believe his grudge against Grandad is part of his policy. That's some of the craziest shit I've heard in my life.” With the debate settling back into a drab question about fixing potholes, I focused on Neve. “What if this lunatic wins?”

“We're screwed if he does, but that's why I've talked Judd into doing a little digging into his past.”

“Has he found anything?”

“Aside from being disowned from your grandfather, David's made his money slumlording around the college.”

“That's funny. He's against college students doing what they do, as he provides off-campus housing to them. Maybe he should tell those frustrated males to get a haircut, work out every now and then, and stop blaming everyone but themselves.”

Neve bent over to put her face right in front of mine. “Blaming others for his problems is his entire platform, but your problem is, you're the only person alive he can hang his blame on.”

“And I've never even met the guy.” I couldn't help summing up my thoughts on the entire matter. “I thought The Handmaid's Tale was a work of fiction, not an instruction manual.”

“That's not exactly how it went in that book, but I get your point. He says men have a right to sexual activity, while he calls women who have it sluts out of the other side of his mouth.”

I felt kinda dumb for getting caught using a book I'd never read to support an argument. “Either way, it's not like I'm this big alpha stud. I just happen to have that damn watch.”

“You're attractive enough to get a girl like Cari, even without a fortune.” Neve jabbed me in the shoulder with a fist. “And, you know, now you're rich with six women living under your roof. What better scapegoat could he find?”

“But I didn't choose for my life to end up like this.” Although I wasn't complaining about it. “He's like all the rest of these wannabe moral crusaders. They can't mind their own fucking business and let people live their lives however they see fit.”

I glanced back at the TV and noticed the debate was winding down with final statements. Wood was already halfway through his own.

“But that's why I'm running for mayor. For too long, immorality and apathy to it have plagued this town. My estranged father, Walter Nash, was a perfect example of this.”

Now Neve was paying attention too. “I didn't think he'd mention your grandfather. He's out for blood.”

“It's thicker than water, but thinner than venom, I guess.”

Neve's face went serious out of nowhere on me. “I can't believe the watch wants me to tell you this.”

“Well, spit it out. That sudden change of tone was weird.”

“Walter, he...” It was like the coming words were the last ones she'd ever want to say. “He offered me a contract with the watch, because he wanted me to be available for you.”

“Available?”

“You know, in case you hadn't found someone to marry and produce an heir.”

“No way.” I feigned a smile, hoping she'd laugh at the joke.

Neve didn't. “I'm serious. That's why I was the only one he refused to touch. I knew I'd get a free ride through college, if only I made myself available when the time came.”

“Well, that time's come and gone. You don't have to anymore.” Even with everyone else around, there was no way in hell I was getting rid of Cari. I'd even bought a bigger ring to propose to her with.

“I remember when Walter told me about you two hooking up and it getting serious pretty quickly. It was hard to tell if he was happy or sad about that.”

“Well, what did you think about it?”

“At the time, I wasn't sure. Yeah, I was supposed to marry into money, but I had no idea who you were aside from pictures he had.”

“Be glad it wasn't Alan, in any case.”

Her fuck-me-magenta lips smiled again. “Yeah, considering how he cussed me in the office. He's a psycho prick.”

“Alan's always been that way, even when we were little.” I'd already told Neve and the others several stories about the guy. “He's not gotten any better with age.”

“It's funny, though. I came back here anyway.”

The fact that she was still in my face caught up to me. “So what's this about?”

“To get what I want this time, I've got to stay here again.”

I couldn't know what her reward was, but I knew what the watch's standard duties were for residents at this place. “So you're coming on to me, is that it?”

“I have to pull my weight somehow.”

My pulse drummed in my ears. “You don't have to.” But I'd have gladly accepted the offer. She was the model-quality brunette I'd dreamed of fucking since we met.

Her hands slid onto my knees as she bent down a little lower. If it weren't for that damn bra, I'd have seen everything. “Do you want me to?”

I kept my hands gripped on the arms of the chair. “I'm not stopping you. Take it as far as you please.”

“It's only fair to let you know how far the watch wants me to go.” Her ass rose into view as she had to look up at me. “I still have to produce an heir for you. Three boys as candidates, from three different women. That's what the watch requires.”

“What?” It was the first I'd heard about any of this.

“The owner gets to choose the next, assuming he's met the condition. Otherwise, the watch loses its power, just like if any of us touch it.”

As her fingers danced along my zipper, I knew why Grandad hadn't laid everything out for me in the letter. “He was betting on you coming around to explain it all.” Clever bastard.

“Maybe. You know he was never direct about anything.” She jerked the zipper down and then felt around until she found the prize. “Well, aren't you excited.”

I couldn't help putting my hands on her. As I worked the bra with my left, my right eased her head down.

Neve's hands replaced mine on the arms of the chair, hovering herself like she was doing push-ups with the front half of her body. Her lips were pure luxury as she closed them around my shaft.

Why the hell didn't I try getting in her pants sooner? A misplaced sense of honor and decency, most likely. When a girl lives here, she's the heir's to use as he sees fit.

Her tongue grazed my tip a few times. As her hands worked the button of my jeans and tugged at the waist, I felt the soft wisps of her curls brushing against my thighs. Everything about Neve screamed that she was purpose-built for sucking dick.

My shoulders jerked with a cold chill when she took me in all the way, lingering there until I was on the verge of moaning. My teeth clattered and my breath shuddered in fits. My mind couldn't handle one of its created fantasies turning out even better than it imagined.

The warmth around my cock went away as soon as I could fully appreciate it. Neve was in my face again. “Easy, I didn't think you were an early-comer.”

“I'm not.” I grinned to let her know I thought it was that damn good.

“Wanna guess how long it's been for me?”

“Considering Grandad never touched you, at least four years.”

Neve licked the corners of her mouth. “Five. I'd been out of here for almost a year when Walter passed, and I had to save myself for you-know-who.”

For a girl like her, five years wasn't just a dry spell. Capable of getting any man she wanted, it couldn't have been easy. “Sorry.”

“I'm glad I did. It was part of my deal with the watch.”

“So I avoided you for three weeks, for no reason whatsoever.”

Neve slid the white pencil skirt down and crawled into my lap, sidesaddle with her legs over an arm of the chair. The gap between her thighs was as hot as her mouth, the golden triangle giving me skin on two sides, and yellow silk that didn't feel much different on the other. “Yeah, you did.”

I helped her with the buttons of her blouse. The matching bra and pantie set finally come into full view as I freed her arms from the sleeves. The frilliness and bright color of it it was a good contrast from what the others showed off in.

I let her stand up, watching her hands dip behind her back. With a quiet snip, the bra fluttered like a leaf of the same color. Neve's twins weren't as massive as Gwen's, but the round perkiness with which they stood out from her body had its own charm.

“I noticed what everyone else did down there, so I hope it's okay if I fell in line.” Neve scooted the waistband down to where you expected to see hair. As she pushed it the rest of the way down, you wouldn't have known she ever had any down there. “Brazillians aren't cheap, but the results are worth it.”

Fuck yeah, they are! Without the risk of stubble-burning my face, I had to get my head between her thighs. Neve was the kind of girl with fuckable lips and a kissable cunt.

She finished sliding her panties the rest of the way down, stepping her black stilettos out with more grace than should be legal. Not bothering to undo the straps, Neve settled back into my lap. The soft, slick folds of her pussy burned against my dick as they parted around it.

“You wanna do away with the foreplay bullshit and get right to it?”

Like I was pulling my heart out, it hurt to ask the necessary question. “Birth control?”

Her arms wrapped around the back of my neck as she leaned her face close again. “None.”

Fuck. I didn't have a condom on me or even in the room, despite stashing them around the house in just case this exact situation would happen. During the renovations of the room, I hadn't even thought to hide a few in there again.

“You're still dressed, but I'm not wearing anything but heels and makeup. It's almost like I want this, don't you think?” Neve jerked her hips forward, forcing the head of my shaft into that furnace she called her cunt.

“But you know you're being controlled. I can't imagine being okay with that, if I were you.”

Neve snuggled closer as she pushed herself down, cramming me in a little deeper than just the tip. “It's not like I won't get something out of it. We all agreed to follow orders to get what the watch offered us.”

Every bit of contact between us felt like she was running a dangerous fever. “But still, I can't ignore the fact that you're being forced into doing this.”

“It delivered on its offer the first time. Do you think I'd make a deal with it again if it didn't?” Neve eased herself down until I was in her to the hilt. The total relaxation in her expression reminded me of stock photos of a deep-tissue massage.

My ability to argue was just about gone. “But is it right?”

“Does it feel wrong, right now?” Neve shifted herself and whimpered a little. “I know the answer, so shut up and fuck me already.”

It sealed my fate. As Neve raised herself up enough that I could feel the inside of her body slide against my staff, the tightness of five years of neglect blew my fucking mind. She'd been saving herself for me all that time, and I was totally fucking clueless.

I enjoyed the ride until Neve had worked the motions from tip to base. She stopped moaning long enough to tell me the real goal. “I was given to you before even that girlfriend of yours, so I think it's only right you knock me up, first.”

It jarred my family's history back into the forefront of my mind. Grandad had been married once, that much I knew, but never to my the mothers of my dad or Alan's father. My rational mind tried parsing the oddity of our family tree.

Neve took advantage of my shock, romping herself up and down my shaft as her cheeks reddened. The human equivalent of a tuned Ferrari was doing everything she could to give me an heir. With the argument she was making for her case without saying a word, I wasn't ready to shrug off the idea.

Her tits rested on my shoulders as she lifted herself up. Barely inside her, I felt Neve's cheek against my own. “I want you to fuck me.”

She rose a bit more, leaving my dick feeling like a fish on a frozen shore. I looked around the room as she stood back up. The antique buffet table against the back wall was perfect.

I followed Neve as I walked out of my clothes. She had the same idea as myself, stepping with purpose as I fought myself out of my shirt. From the seat to the buffet, there was a trail like my outfit had caught fire.

She backed against the edge and gripped it with her fingers. Neve hopped herself up and lied down as her legs spread, begging me to rush back inside her. Getting my first real view of what she had to offer, I was outright enchanted.

I explored around with my tip, intoxicated with how the lips seared against my skin. Patting my thumb over her clit made Neve's thighs shiver. She gave every sign that she was ready to breed.

“What's the holdup?” The feral look on her face said more than her words ever could. “My boss can't keep his practice open forever.”

“He knows?”

“Everything.” Neve pulled at my sides, plunging me deep in her. “When I have to take off for maternity leave, that's his time to retire. Walter already worked it out for him.”

I wanted to think about how much of an ornery bastard my grandfather really was, but the passage between her thighs demanded more attention than a cardiac event. Christ, I should have put a towel under her. All that excess wetness was making it too easy to start plowing with all I had.

Neve screamed like a fabled siren as I lunged hard. The long stretch of vowels were far too easy to translate. Just the idea of me finishing inside her was driving her mad.

But Cari's gonna fuck me up for not making her the first. Not that the order of who I bred mattered for succession. Or maybe I'll have her join in with us next time and have an 'oops' moment.

My status with my girlfriend only held my attention long enough to slow me down. I savored the graze of Neve's pussy against my shaft during entry. The only thing that topped it was the grip as I pulled away.

Her lips parted as I wrapped my hands around the thinnest part of her waist. The clean line of cunt I was plunging into demanded I keep violating it. When her legs closed, I hoisted those elegant calves onto my shoulders.

Neve held her hands up to me, wrapping her fingers around my own. She couldn't have looked any happier. Since her new deal with the watch, the desire to do its bidding had to be all-consuming.

“Just like that!” Her neck tensed and strained to keep her voice from getting out of control. “Harder!”

Up top and still not calling the shots, I knew how I'd really wanted to bang her in my fantasies. I pulled out and stole my own hands back.

Pointing at the floor to get her up, I said, “I know what I really want out of this.”

As she rose, Neve's voice wavered. “And what's that?”

I waved my pointed finger in a circle. Watching her body on display as she turned around, I knew what her figure advertised under clothes was all an understatement. Any man who saw her first in a bikini would have known love at first sight.

Neve pressed her hands flat against the surface and arched her waist forward. With her shoulders and ass as far back as they could go, I couldn't contain myself.

Drawing me like a magnet toward a mountain of steel, I snaked one hand between her arms from behind. My other had my cock back in her within a second. I slid it deep and felt her take one of my fingers in her mouth.

She played around with her tongue exactly like she had with the erection buried deep in her. The plush orb of her breast made me flex my arm, giving it a gentle squeeze.

With the first dozen thrusts, I had her whimpering through shut lips. My finger backed out of her mouth, ready to get its own tit action. Both of my hands drank them in, dashing the suspicion I had about those puppies being fake.

I ducked my hips and lunged myself all the way into that juicy promised-land. Her nipples hardened against my palms as I squeezed with my fingers for leverage. All it did was give me plenty of jiggle to enjoy and make Neve moan her approval.

From behind and in a frenzy over what I was doing inside her, Neve seemed like even more of a goddess than ever. It all drove an electric pulse through my chest, like I was doing what nature had intended me to do since birth. Goosebumps filled my arms as I pulled her back against my abs and buried my face in her neck.

The vibrations in her throat translated against my lips, letting my mouth feel what my ears heard. I kept rutting away, loving how she was the perfect height for fucking standing up in those heels. I let a hand come up to meet my face, caressing the front of her throat as Neve screamed out in agonized bliss.

She was already deep in that fun borderland between sanity and climax, ready to cross over. All she needed was a little extra oomph out of me. I wasn't so sure I wanted her to come yet, but the girl was on a mission.

Letting go of her with my hands, I watched Neve melt back onto the buffet. Her ass lifted as she pressed her breasts against the surface. I couldn't help giving it a healthy slap, forcing her cries to fill the room again.

Something about the tiny lift of her pussy and the sound of her voice crossed my wires. My breath caught in my chest as I felt myself give Neve that extra drive she was begging for. The buffet scooted with every clash of our bodies.

I thought I had myself under control. Neve was screaming for even more, her torso and arms sprawled over the antique wood. It chipped away at my resolve with every rush of my dick through her cunt.

Out of nowhere, her voice stopped like her heart had as well. I kept going, feeling her walls grip like new tires on hot asphalt. Then, as suddenly as she went silent, Neve's head shot up as she tried to scream, “Fucking coming!”

Her hands beat against the buffet as I felt her body shift and quiver around my cock. I knew what happening, even though my mind was frying. I was firing like a dropped pistol.

I plowed in deep, gushing my load like I was trying to fill buckets. Giving as much as my could throw at the goal, I expected to hollow myself out any second. My mind wanted to be against it, but instincts and the drive of legacy are powerful things.

Neve's body stayed tense until I forced one more spurt. If someone made a drug that could make a person feel like I did in those final seconds all the time, I'd be an instant addict. Luckily, I was given glimpses of it as often as I felt the need.

My cock tried to stay hard, but it was half-flaccid by the time I almost had it out. The gift I'd left flooded her with new warmth, the creaminess sticking to my skin.

I drew a breath and stepped back. The white drop in her entrance stared back as what I'd done finally hit me. If her body was even the least bit inclined, it was bound to be a baby-maker.

Neve gasped as she rose up, feeling the goodness between her thighs. “I thought I'd need to lie down to make sure it takes, but I think there's plenty.”

“All it'll take is one of my fellers reaching the goal.” I felt some of the color leaving my face. Yep, Cari's gonna blow a fuse when she finds out.


That 'woopsie-doodle' moment with Cari present had already come and gone. The thing nobody tells you about trying for a kid is, every time you meet the girl you're trying to breed, it carries some nervousness with it. Like Russian roulette, but with a womb instead of a revolver.

But with the election drawing close and police activity picking up again, I had plenty of other things to worry about. Paperwork to declare the house an official landmark would make further improvements even more of a pain, but it would give us a better chance in case my uncle took office. And Stella's research project was a major part of that application.

I stood over her as she filled out the form. By this point, I figured Stella knew more about this place than Grandad did. And I've never been one to do paperwork, being a former construction grunt and all.

Fingers rapped against the door of the office. I stepped over and opened it up. It was Neve, still dressed in the sexy secretary getup she always sported.

“Good, it's you. Can you translate some of the legalese on these forms? Stella can't figure it out, and hell if I can either.”

“Sure.” The warm smile on her face hinted at the news. I couldn't shake the feeling that one of our many romps in the past month had the desired effect.

Neve walked over and took the offending sheet from Stella's hand. Neve leaned on one leg and put a hand on her waist as she read. “Compliant with the structure's historical fascia, as deemed suitable by the landmark committee.”

“Which means?”

“You'll be handing how the outside of the house looks over to some old men who meet once a month in city hall. Better replace those drafty windows before they look at this.”

“I don't have that kind of time here.”

Neve looked back down at the paper. “And a blueprinting survey shall be completed by a licensed architect. You sure you want people knowing about the backup rooms?”

My eyebrows crept up. “Backup rooms?”

“Where everyone stayed when you and Alan came over. I can't believe Judd never told you about it.” She walked over to the desk and reached for the ornate light fixture. With a slight pull at the bronze neck, I heard something clack in the bookcase to her left.

Neve pulled on one side of the case as it swung out from the wall.

It was right out of a cliched Agatha Christie novel. “Really, a hidden room behind a bookcase?”

Neve shrugged her shoulders at me. “It's as old as the house. They weren't trying to be original back then.”

Stella shot up like she'd just eurakaed herself into the cure for cancer. “No way! I didn't find anything about this in all my research.”

Neve grinned and held the secret door open for us. “And Ryan,” she let Stella head on in, “I think you know what I've got to say.”

I pointed at her stomach and cocked my head. “Yeah, I figured as much.” The sheer bulk of my attention had been thrown her way for the past month, so it wasn't a shocker.

With a few steps to close the distance, she hugged me like we hadn't seen each other in years. “Congrats. If it's a boy, you're one third of the way to completing your duties.”

And now Cari's gonna be jealous as fuck, which she'll take out on me. With my girlfriend being the over-compensating type... Lucky me.


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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