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Author's Note: Various life events and work on a new project upended my planned release date for this conclusion, but if you're reading this, I've finally crossed the finish line. Harem Gold has been fun to write, harking back to what got me started in writing erotica. But now it's time to get back to finishing the other two series I've yet to wrap up.

Alpha Creation is still waiting on the last cover, because I made the mistake of including all four girls in the artwork. That means it takes four times the work to get it painted. It's chugging along, though. I want a paperback copy of my own of the whole series as well, so I'm not leaving it unfinished.

I've decided that Bim-Boat should wrap up after three books instead of my usual five. One character I had planned was of no consequence to the story, and two other characters worked better when paired together. Now that life is sane again, expect those two sequels in the near-future as well.

But what's this big, new project I'm working on? Well, I'm not tipping my hat too much just yet, but it's several projects. The past month has been a cover art and outlining bonanza, since writing was out of the question for most of that time. Stay tuned, because I've been keeping myself busy, no matter how life tries to throw me off.


HAREM GOLD 5

Election night swung through like a hammer. Everyone felt the weight in the air. We knew the results would doom or save the house, and our living arrangement. But no matter what happened, Grandad's legacy would still live on, even if it had to be somewhere else.

With Cari to my right and Neve to my left, I couldn't help playing with the ring I'd recently put on Cari's finger. It made her drop her head onto my shoulder every time. I couldn't help asking everyone in the room, “So, what's the plan if Wood wins?”

Neve already had the answer. “We fight like hell to save this place.” After the application to make the house a historic landmark got rejected, it lit an even hotter fire under her ass.

But beyond myself, I had to worry about the town itself if Alan started running the police department. It sucks to realize you might become a political refugee because of local politics. Even Judd promised he'd defer his retirement if my uncle won. Someone would have to represent us in court.

The reporter announced the results of the House race, which none of us gave a damn about. We only cared about the prospect of our mayor leaving us the hell alone.

Inez broke the silence from the row behind me. “Jesus, how long does it take them to count this stuff?”

I rubbed my eyes from paying way more attention to the local news than I ever had in my life. “However long it takes. It's not like they can skip every other one.”

It felt less like an election night, and more like waiting to hear from your doctor about lab results. The what-ifs were fucking maddening. I mean, how often do you hear whether you'll lose your home on television?

A little more excited than a news reporter should ever look, the brunette took a piece of paper from a staffer. “This just in, our station is calling the race for mayor after all local districts have reported in. By a margin of seventy votes and less than one percent of the total vote,” all the oxygen left the room in an instant, “Melissa Stepp has won the election.”

Thank fucking fuck! As everyone else cheered, I simply let out a breath. I hadn't had a worry-free night since this whole inheritance mess dropped in my lap.

Cari leaned even harder against my shoulder. “You think it's really over?”

I wanted to believe it, but something pulsed in the back of my head. Not yet. The voice I'd never heard in my life still sounded familiar to me.

“I won't feel like it's done until both Alan and my uncle are either in jail or in their graves.” Alan still had his friends in the police department, and David could win back his seat on the city council he'd given up to run for mayor. It's not like Neve left as soon as the result got called, either.

I looked back and saw Alyssa and Inez having their own victory celebration in the form of a deep makeout session. Stella and Gwen were on either side of them, probably feeling left out.

I stood up and decided everyone needed an excuse to let loose for the night. “Alright, we're gonna bust out the wine and liquor. Let's all hit the kitchen.” Neve would have to settle for something non-alcoholic, given her 'condition,' but we all knew it was a cause for celebration.


I woke up feeling dry, tired, and hungover. It was less from the alcohol than from having too much celebratory sex.

The first bit of light crept across the wall. I was snuggled between Stella and Gwen in one of the bedrooms. Sliding down the mattress, I snuck out of the middle of the sandwich without waking either of them.

I was about to head down the stairs when I saw movement through the stained glass of the front door. The glimpse of a battering ram told me exactly what was about to go down.

Fuck! I turned back and beat on every door. Neve poked her head out first.

“Don't tell me,” her eyes shifted toward the stairs, “Alan's pulling a last-ditch effort.”

“Yeah, you know where to take everyone. You take your side of the hallway, and I'll get the other.”

“So what about you?”

I cocked my head toward the office. “Whatever they're supposedly after us for, I'll be the one to find out.” I turned and raised my hand to beat on Alyssa's door. “Let's hope like hell the watch'll work on these cops.”

“Right.” Neve took off down the hallway. Within a minute, everyone was filing toward the office in various states of mostly-undressed.

I waited until they were in the comfort rooms and the bookcase had shut flush against the wall. The sound of the front door getting hammered to splinters made me pull the watch from its hiding place in record time. I opened the latch and waited behind the door in my t-shirt and boxers.

“Police! Everyone, against a wall, hands behind your head!” They were shouting orders that only I could hear as they cleared the downstairs. As boots marched up the steps, I made sure the face of the watch aimed at the open doorway.

The first cop stepped in and held one fist up, his other arm cradling an MP5 pointed straight at my chest. “Hands behind your head!”

Three more stepped in around him, barrels trained in the center of my mass. They all tried barking an order, stopping mid-sentence.

Alan stepped in, dressed like he was on a run to the grocery store. “Before you ask, I've got a warrant right here. Prostitution busts are always popular with judges.”

“Good luck finding any.” The one cop who didn't have his face covered stared at the watch like he was gazing upon the face of God. “Your friends aren't as loyal as you think.”

“Fuck off and do what they told you, dear cousin.” The smirk on his face was sharp enough to cut a penny.

“Officers,” I held the watch a little higher, “arrest that ass.”

I wasn't staring down any of the barrels now. Cuffs jangled as one of them forced Alan against the wall, face-first.

Alan interrupted the one reading him his rights. “What the hell are you doing? Johnson!”

The cop didn't say a thing as Alan threw out cuss words I'd never even heard. It was damn fun seeing him end up on the wrong side of the law, though. I mean, he'd always been crooked as a country road.

I couldn't help tipping my hand a bit. “There's a reason Grandad didn't want you to get everything. You ever wonder why he'd never let either of us touch his watch?”

“You motherfucker!”

I let the insult slide right off of me. “It offered your friends more than you can.” And I was damn happy the long-shot worked. “Maybe turning you in for whipping up fake raids, in a department you're already fired from, has its own rewards for them.”

Rose stepped in, the smug look on her face changing the instant she saw Alan in cuffs. “What the hell are you guys doing?” She whipped one finger out in my direction. “You're supposed to arrest him!”

Then Rose caught sight of the open watch as she looked my way. She took a step closer as Alan's shouting became incomprehensible. Without saying a word, she turned around and stared at her psychopath of a boyfriend.

She walked back to him, making Alan calm down as she got closer. I watched on, noticing how her entire posture had become more relaxed. I also saw the bruises on the backs of her thighs.

“It's better if I stay here.”

Alan's neck clenched until you could see every vein and tendon.

“You know, since you'll be in jail for a long time, and all. Ryan can take care of me.”

How his scalp stayed attached to his head, I'll never know. “What the fuck are you talking about? You're gonna leave me, just like that? You cheap, piece-of-shit, fucking whore!”

The watch had spoken, and I guess Rose liked what it had to say. “Goodbye, Alan.” She waved in the most mocking way she could as his former colleagues forced him out of the room.

I cleared my throat and placed the watch on the desk. “So, just like that, it's over.” I stepped behind Rose and put my hands on her shoulders, exposed from her workout clothes.

She flinched at the touch of a man in a way that made me feel awful for her. “I've always hated him, deep down. Your watch made me understand how I was only lying to myself by thinking he'd change.”

“It's got a way of showing people what they really want out of life.” If only it'd do the same for me. “I guess those cops had something they wanted more than getting away with corruption.”

Rose turned around. The tears were already flowing. “I'm sorry about my part in this.”

That fantasy of hate-fucking her didn't feel so satisfying any longer. “It all turned out as well as it could. You ended up having a place here in the end, right?”

“So you're fine with it?”

It's not like I was shitty enough to turn her away. Even though I'd always lumped her in with Alan, just by association, she wasn't an extension of him. Rose was her own person.

“Yeah. I'll help you get your stuff later. Your landlord can chuck Alan's shit to the curb, though.”


I had let Rose adjust for a couple of weeks. It was plain as day that Alan had been abusive with her, and it had only ramped up after he lost what he thought would be his inheritance. I couldn't help feeling like I was partially to blame for that, even though I knew better.

As the bruises and marks healed, it was like her eyes looked more alive with each passing day. She carried on with her work as a personal trainer like nothing had happened. She even talked me into turning a spare room into a gym for everyone in the house.

Running out of fixes, I was already prepping the area. The dingy, ancient carpet had been ripped out. As I waited on the new covering to show up, I worked on mounting floor-to-ceiling mirrors on two of the walls.

With the bottom brackets for the mirrors installed, I wiped my brow and stood up. All that crouching made me feel thirty years older than I was.

Cari's voice shocked me right out of the fatigue. “So Rose and I have been talking,” I turned around to face her, “and I think she deserves a chance to give you an heir.”

“You care to let me have a say in all this?” Cari had begged for permission her birth control, even though I'd only popped the question on her. We hadn't even decided on a wedding date.

There was tension brewing around the whole 'who gets to have my kids' issue, mostly stemming from me being a little creeped out by it. Neve would have my first, but we still hadn't had the ultrasound to determine if it'd be a boy or a girl. This was all moving too fast for my blood.

Cari curled up on side of her mouth. “You know it'd absolutely destroy Alan. And Neve even told me that Walter would have approved of her, assuming Alan hadn't turned out to be a monster like he did.”

I wasn't one to produce a kid out of spite. I'm sure people do, for their own fucked up reasons, but that'd be a total Alan move. “I'm not knocking her up just out of revenge. Forget about it.”

“You know every one of us is available for it, and I know how much you've wanted to fuck her.” Cari leaned her forehead against my shoulder. “I mean, you're gutting an entire room for a gym.”

“So what you're saying is,” I patted the top of her head, “that I'm playing favorites.”

“What the watch offered all of us is different, but there's no way it didn't offer her some kind of security. She's an obvious choice.”

I'd have been willing to let all seven of them carry the next Nash heir, but I knew it could only be one, in the end. And even then, only three could carry a contender. “Well, I know I want you to be one of them.”

“I'd better be.” She backed away and grinned. “I mean, I didn't neuter you for knocking Neve up.”

“It's what Grandad would have wanted me to do.” It was fucked up that I even had to admit that.

Cari sighed and crossed her arms, putting almost all of what little weight she had on one foot. “Walter's not calling the shots anymore. You are.”

I knew it was her way of telling me to grow a pair. “I hear what you're saying, but are you sure Rose wants that?”

“I'll be right back.”

My fingers wrapped around her upper arm. “It can wait.”

“Why should it?”

I knew what her bargain with the watch had to be, right then and then there. “Why not Alyssa instead?”

“Really? I thought you'd pick Gwen before her.”

Letting go of her arm, I realized how I should have handled the situation. “As soon as Alyssa and Rose are back from work, come find me. We'll figure all of this out.”


With the mirrors secured, I knew it was about time for Alyssa to get back. Rose was already in the room with me, trying to figure out if we had enough room for everyone to workout at once. Honestly, I had a little interest in joining them in there. Just working on this place and keeping all the girls satisfied was enough exercise.

As if on cue, Cari and Alyssa tried sneaking in. That's hard to do in a room covered in mirrors, but you have to give them credit for trying.

I turned around and nodded at Cari. She set right to work with Alyssa, both of them approaching Rose and putting their hands all over her. Cari remained true to her usual self. “You know what this is about, don't you?”

Rose shot a look my way. I shrugged and said, “I guess you'd better go with them.”

I was fine with letting Cari and Alyssa have some fun with her first. Besides, I had all the plastic film that had been protecting the mirrors to clean up. I could catch up when everyone else was already hot and bothered.


I gave them a good twenty minute head-start. The comfort rooms were a popular place when anyone got frisky, now that we all knew about them. They were just as swanky as the rest of the house, residing in a basement nobody else knew about. I was amazed the builders made it seem like there was no missing room at all from the stairs. You wouldn't know the space was there unless you measured everything.

The secret door always stayed open now. I guess it'd get closed if we received company, but there was almost always at least two of us in there. I walked through the opening and then down the spiral staircase.

After a good fifty steps, I'd wound my way down two stories. The main room was the most popular, the warm light from the wall sconces and red decor making everyone look even better, somehow. Sure enough, those three were chatting it up and rubbing all over each other on the antique mahogany and silk couch.

Alyssa looked the most excited to see me, being left out of Rose and Cari's makeout session. “You really think I could give you an heir?”

I felt my cheeks flush with heat. “Cari doesn't know subtlety, does she?”

Alyssa was already stripped down to her underwear. She got up and strutted my way. “The three of us talked it over, and we all think we should get turns.”

“For what?”

“Well, you can fuck all of us,” she poked a finger at my cock, “but one of us should get every load for a few days at a time.”

“I only need three heirs to pick from.”

She smirked like I didn't know what I was talking about. “The chance you'll only end up having three boys is kinda small.”

It was a fair point. There was a higher chance I'd end up having a kid with each of them. For some reason, it was making me hard already.

Alyssa poked again, feeling the growing woodie. “You like what that means, don't you?”

I acted like she wasn't groping my dick and nuzzling her face against my shoulder. As much as I secretly liked the idea of breeding Alyssa, I knew I had to give Rose a chance to show what she could do with that gym-built body. “I'll tell you what, you get first dibs after Cari gives me a son.”

“We all know she's your favorite out of us. I don't know why you took so long to propose to her.”

“Well, now she thinks Rose is my favorite.”

“She couldn't have turned you down, and you know it. You don't see the way she admires you when you're not looking.”

Let me tell you, it's weird getting your dick rubbed on by your fiance's bestie, telling you how wild your main squeeze is about you. As said fiance is making out with your cousin's ex right in front of you. But my life had been wonderful and weird for a while by then, stressful as it might have been.

I was about to respond when I noticed Cari twitching that 'come join our fun' finger at us. Tapping Alyssa on the shoulder, I got her looking toward the couch. It was time for whatever was about to happen, to happen.

Alyssa joined in before I could, ready to take care of that built-up tension in her body. They merged together, each hand rubbing on thighs and lips locked together with Rose in the middle. I knew I was in for one hell of a time.

Keeping myself on the sidelines was out of the question. I walked over and stood above them, loving the view of three pairs of tits, each with their own special merits. The only problem was, Alyssa was the only one even partially undressed. But you couldn't keep clothes on the girl.

As I reached down and lifted the hem of Rose's top, she took over and pulled it off for me. The brilliant violet of her bra almost matched Alyssa's. Meanwhile, Cari broke her lips away and started tugging on Rose's yoga pants.

I started unbuttoning my shirt, letting two of my original three take care of our newest addition. Alyssa and Cari had Rose stripped down and ready. I just had to do my part and discover what Alan used to enjoy, shitty as he was to her.

Cari started working on her own clothes. The khaki shorts fell down her legs like they weren't even touching her body. I joined in and pulled the tank top over her head. It would have been perfect if she was wearing purple too, the pink of her bra and panties wasn't exactly out of place here.

They were all over each other again. I hated to do it to Alyssa, but I had to make sure Rose felt welcomed. “Let's give Rose all the attention tonight. I don't want her thinking I held the past against her.”

Alyssa and Cari got up, leaving Rose alone to stare back at me. Rose went ahead and started working on the button and zipper of my jeans. She knew what she wanted, and how to get it.

I guided those two back down. They were willing to let me have my way with Alan's ex, but it'd have been a crime to leave them out in the cold. Their lips were on Rose's neck within seconds.

Cari eased Rose to the side, guiding her down until she was on her back. Alyssa got right to it, shifting those panties aside and putting her mouth back on Rose's body. The way Rose's lips parted as her eyes shut had me ready to go.

I watched Cari crawl up, bending over to make out with Rose from above, their heads upside down to each other. That tight ass sticking in the air was an open invitation.

Finished with my socks and boxers, I chucked them aside as I mounted myself on the end of the couch. Cari was already soaking the pink floral pattern between her legs. I gave her slit a hard tap through the nylon, forcing a moan into Rose's mouth.

Cari started working on the straps of Rose's bra as Alyssa did the same to herself. I made sure Cari was keeping up this time, popping the hooks in the center of her back. I only needed one hand to get the panties around her knees.

She was fucking ready. I held my dick, pointing the tip directly toward home base. As I saw Rose's tits in their fully glory for the first time, Cari was already handling my cock, guiding it exactly where she wanted it.

My throat tensed and my jaw dropped. The hot, soaked texture of Cari's pussy took me in like it'd die without getting filled. When her petite, tight ass bumped against my hips, I had to give it a hard slap.

The second Cari broke her lips and tongue away from Rose's, those two broke into whimpers and moans that'd get a man off by themselves. I already felt Cari's fingers swishing away between her thighs. Even Alyssa wasn't silent, despite having a mouth full of cunt.

The whole room filled with the orgasmic chorus. Even I had joined in, savoring the feeling coursing over my dick.

Cari backed into me harder, every fucking time. A girl that small shouldn't be able to make that much noise. Her head shot down as she groaned through clenched teeth.

With a hard lunge of my own body, she was at her limit. I knew she'd opened her mouth wide, just by the sounds. All it did was drive Alyssa and Rose even further into their own bit of fun.

My fiance had one last bit of control left. She exhausted it, shouting, “Fuck, gonna come!”

Her fingers twerked harder against her clit as I gripped the small of her waist and plundered away. If it weren't a special occasion, I'd have given in and came in a heartbeat. I gritted my teeth to hang on, pressing my eyes shut just as hard.

Cari tried speaking one last time as her walls squeezed around my shaft. “That's... Fucking gawd!” Her head shot back up as her hand left her slit.

Rose and Alyssa erupted right along with her. If you didn't know it was a foursome, you'd have thought it was a recording of a torture chamber running at full-swing.

I struggled to pull out in time, knowing I'd blast off if I didn't. I wasn't joking when I mentioned the sound alone getting a guy to come. By clearing my mind and shutting my eyelids, I barely held off from blasting my load over all three of them.

As the noise settled down, I opened my eyes. Seeing Rose having the hardest aftershocks blew my mind a little. Cari could come like a pro, but she had already regained her composure as Rose kept squirming in place.

I've gotta get my dick in her. To hell with Alan.

Crashing myself down, I stopped myself just before I collided with Rose. Alyssa was already on her knees, whispering something in Rose's ear. It brought a warm smile to her face, the first I'd ever seen from her that wasn't a smirk.

I gave myself the old spit-polish and knocked for entry. Her cunt was still too sensitive, making her jerk. Which was fine. I wanted her to get loud.

Cari joined Alyssa on the floor. She ran her fingers along Rose's jaw and said, “It's okay. I'll let you borrow him... for a little while.” You wouldn't have known that they'd hated each other.

My hand couldn't help resting on top of her right breast. “So they're real. I've wondered about that since the first time I saw you.”

Rose finally had enough of her faculties back. “Alan wanted them bigger.” Because of fucking course he would.

At more than a generous handful already, adding more would have thrown off her utter perfection. “No fucking way do you need implants.” She didn't have Gwen's excess in the boob department, but I had zero complaints.

With a quick swish of her hips, Rose had me inside her before I was ready. She winced a little, confirming the tightness I was feeling on my shaft. Either Alan was too much of an asshole for her to mess around with, or he was just a fucking tool who left her neglected.

I reached for her wrists and clenched them tight. Forcing them over her head, I started out strong, fucking Rose like I was still pissed at her. Then I remembered my real motivation: I was raw-dogging Alan's girl.

Cari leaned into my ear. “There you go. Fuck all that hate out.”

My lungs filled as I shot back and then plunged deep. Rose was already whimpering. Another crash into her body shot her mouth wide-the-hell-open.

It's almost too good. I wasn't sure if pulling out was gonna be an option for me. And having Rose give me a possible heir wouldn't be a slap in Alan's face. It'd be an ax to the back of his soul.

Alyssa and Cari weren't all over each other like I thought they'd be. I caught them staring on from the floor out of the corner of my eye. For whatever reason, they were enthralled.

I gave Rose another hard jab of my dick and rested all the way inside her. “What the hell are you two staring at?”

Alyssa, no-nonsense as always, beat Cari to it. “The watch wants us to, um... watch.”

I wished the damn thing would talk to me more than ever. If it was having me cuck my bride-to-be with my defeated enemy's ex, it had to have a wicked sense of humor. At the very least, it had a filthy mind.

I started giving Rose the kind of hell I'd always saved for Inez. Her walls strained at the constant assault. She wasn't there yet, but I was making damn nice progress as her legs clamped around my sides.

I kept going at it until her entire body tightened. One more rough push had Rose squealing like Cari. I pulled out and then backed away as soon as her entire body quaked.

Cari and Alyssa had already moved in, taking my place massaging Rose's body all over until she was aware of her surroundings again. Alyssa turned her head back to me and said, “You're supposed to come inside her.”

As much as I wanted to, the idea of the watch making that call for me dug a pit in my guts. “Why?”

“I don't know. It's just what the watch is telling us.”

It was less a matter of the watch choosing its master, as it was the watch manipulating its tools, including me by indirect means. “And if I pick you instead?”

“That's not part of my deal with it.”

So at least I knew Alyssa wasn't meant to have my second kid. “What about Cari?”

Cari looked back at me and just winked as she got Rose to sit up. She probably couldn't say anything. Having kids with Neve, Rose, and Cari wouldn't be a bad genetic track record, assuming all three would end up having boys. If Rose or Neve gave me a girl, it was a tossup between the rest of them for my next choice. But for sure, I was having kids with Cari until she gave me a son, when that time came.

Rose finally had the breath built up to speak. “Alan didn't want kids, but I do.” It was hint enough at what her deal entailed, without spilling the whole contract. And her basically saying, 'he didn't, but I do,' spoke volumes.

Fuck it. Even if I had to end up with twenty ankle-biters, the family trust pulled enough money to set up everyone for life. I'd always wondered why dad had said he never wanted for anything as a child, even though he grew up only having a single mother who didn't work unless he was in school.

It wasn't until I had more money than I could think up ways to spend hitting my bank account each week that I understood how that happened. I'd take care of my children, and their mothers. But I'm digressing too much from working on my eventual second.

Plopping myself down on the free end of the couch, I wanted Rose to take the initiative. She got right to it, putting her hands on my shoulders and settling into my lap. The smile on her face as she did so could warm the heart of a jaded executioner.

Rose flooded those breasts against my chest as she lowered herself down. With just the tip poking inside her, she asked, “How much do you think it'll piss him off?”

Fuck Alan. And not in the fun way. “Enough.”

“That's what I wanted to hear.” Rose's cunt gushed as she stuffed myself back into her.

“Damn it.” I couldn't help myself. She was that wet and ready.

Rose jutted her hips forward as Cari and Alyssa pressed down on her shoulders. “They're not gonna let us back out.” She popped her body again, setting herself up to carry on with a motion that put my sack on high alert.

I gripped the gym-sculpted curves of her waist with both hands. It only made her grind harder against my cock. Exactly what I was hoping for.

You could tell all three of them were working toward one goal. They wanted me deep in Rose, knowing what only I could give her there. What was more obvious though, was the way her cunt got in on the action, pulsing from the entrance back like it was trying to draw me in further than I already was.

Something about the way she was moving scrambled my mind to the core. As Rose hit all the right places on my dick, I kept getting treated to one unbelievable feeling after another. She was gonna have to teach everyone else how do that shit.

One hard jerk of her torso stole my attention. My conscious self melted as the world shrank, my cock dead center in the map. For that brief moment, the only part of the world that mattered was where my shaft and Rose's pussy merged.

Rose shoved her face in the crook of my neck. Her motions were doing as much for her as they were for me. The heat of her breath as she gasped against my collarbone felt as great as what what she was sporting between her legs.

Cari broke up the isolated nirvana. “That's it. Come for us.” I couldn't tell if she was talking to me, Rose, or to both of us.

Rose took it as an order directed right at her. Her hips gyrated even harder as her voice picked up in pitch and volume. The walls of her cunt followed right along, slipping against the skin of my dick like she was trying to grind it right off.

The wetness picked up. It had gone from being too much motion, to feeling like I'd stuck my cock in something engineered to make it feel great. It was all I could do to hold on just a bit longer.

Alyssa and Cari pushed Rose down even harder. As she jerked and twitched on top of me, I felt her thighs tense up again. Her arms squeezed around my ribs as she started twisting in place.

That familiar, but always amazing feeling washed over me. I slipped a hand down between myself and Rose, trying to find my moving target. Once I had her the top of her hood and clit between two fingers, though, it was all but over.

Rose's breath hissed between her teeth. It washed over my neck until I felt her body seize. Cari and Alyssa stepped in, forcing her up and down as I kept the finger action going.

An electric tickle started around mid-shaft. It spread up and down my cock, engorging my tip. As my sack pumped, I knew our first romp wasn't much longer for this world.

I groaned, and she whimpered. Our bodies seized together as the other two pushed her down, hard. We all wanted every one of those millions of potential heirs to get their chance.

My eyes slammed shut hard enough that I was seeing flashes of colored shapes in the darkness. The pulses of her flesh against my dick timed with her moans into my own body. That first jarring, copious shot was likely what gave me my second child.

As my climax carried on, she started rousing out of her own. By the time of what should have been my last burst, I barely made out Rose begging, “That's it, give me all of it.”

It drew out not one, but two more. Exhausted to the point of collapsing if I weren't seated, I savored the feeling of it all. The extra warmth and texture I'd added inside her body, as well as all that silk and heat resting against my own skin.

When I could finally gather the will to open my eyes and look up, you couldn't have pictured a happier trio of girls. Rose had the most satisfied, adoring look on her face. But it was Cari and Alyssa beaming with pride that silenced the shred of lingering doubt in the back of my head.

Something that wasn't my own mental voice boomed in my head. It sounded foreign, native English speaker, but out of no country I'd ever heard of. Your first heir...

I started breathing like I was coming again. There was no doubt all the color had vanished from my face.

Rose didn't back away, but her expression changed completely. “Ryan, what's wrong?”

I stammered for a moment as Cari and Alyssa caught on too. Finally getting the words out, I asked, “Does the watch have an accent you can't really place?”

Alyssa and Cari looked at each other as Rose cocked her head. Within a split-second, they all uttered some version of, 'Yup.'

Wiping the sweat off my forehead, I couldn't help feeling like I'd fallen under the watch's spell too. “I guess I just had a lot explained to me in a few seconds.” All those boundaries I didn't want to push, but did anyway, as well as taking everything like it wouldn't be a big deal... It all made sense now.

But you know what? I fucking went with it again.


It was a modest ceremony, but the 'entertaining room' was downright packed. Without any family members I cared to speak to, a few of my close friends were scattered among Cari's giant family. The strangest part was, Rose, Neve, and Stella were acting as 'grooms-women.'

I looked across the rolled out carpet at Alyssa, Inez, and Gwen. All six of them were in matching yellow dresses. When the grand piano in the corner of the room started playing, I knew my one girl dressed in white was about to step in.

The son I'd had with Rose, Jefferson, tottered down with rings on a pillow. My oldest child, Tori, eyed her mother as she spread rose petals behind her. Both of my kids having what amounted to seven mothers was working out well, despite all the talk around town.

They all shared me equally, aside from the heir issue. To guarantee Cari's slot in having one of my three male heirs, all six of the girls standing in front of the crowd with me had gone on birth control. It worked for all of us, because it didn't rule out anyone giving me the third heir.

Inez, the maid-of-honor for Cari, winked at me as I caught a flash of white in the doorway. With the way she described what my about-to-be-wife wanted to do to me later that night, I had to clasp my hands in front of me to hide the growing chub.

Cari's mother sobbed in the front row. Not out of grief, but not out of knowing the arrangement fully, either. Something about using a chunk of your trust to help everyone in the room shifts opinions, mighty well.

I razzed the hair of both of my kids as they stood in front of me. It was weird, but we all made the situation work. I knew a few people in the room still judged all of us over it, but hitting them with gifts they'd have to pay taxes on had shut them up well enough.

And as Cari stepped down the aisle, nobody could say a thing. We were all here, of our own free-will.
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Joe pulled out his phone and tapped the screen a few times. He showed me the same pouty-lipped, doe-eyed brunette I remembered drooling over. “Here she is a couple of days after we met.”

“What's your point?”

He slid a sausage-like finger finger across the screen. “Here she was a few days before that.”

“Woof.” She barely even looked like the same girl, dumpy and plain as a manilla folder in a beige room. But I couldn't deny that it was her. “A makeover couldn't do all that.”

I stared into the vial again. “So that's what this does? There's no way.”

Joe ducked into the utility room and shut off what few lights were still on. Holding his motorcycle helmet in hand, he said, “Take it back to your boat and try it on your girl. She'll be brand new and able to fuck a stump out of the ground in a day.”

Subtle. “Holly moves as much as said stump in bed.” Having nothing to lose but my dignity, I slipped the vial in my shirt pocket. “Even some coffee during foreplay would make her ten times better.”

* * *

When I realized she was reading a guide on makeup, the Feminol dose jarred my memory like it'd been rear-ended by a semi. I looked at the stack of books and magazine on the glass top of the coffee table.

“Cosmo, Vogue...” The third tome on the bottom only needed a few letters showing for me to figure out the title. “The Kama Sutra?”

Holly looked up at me like she didn't know why I was so confused. “You know I'm into a lot of things. What's so weird about it?”

“Nothing at all,” I had to think about how to put the next part, “but I figured you'd go through a vegan or Maoist stage next. What's with the sudden change in direction?”

She didn't take the usual amount of time to think of something to parrot back at me from a book. “I don't know. Working on how I look seemed fun, so that's the direction I went.” Holly tucked her bottom lip under her two front teeth. “And I know you can't wait for me to get to the book on the bottom.”

* * *

I opened the gate and joined her on the deck. Hot wasn't the right word to describe her now. If I could only narrow it down to two, they had to be vain and bubbly. Or in other words, the exact opposite of how she was when she woke up.

Rubbing my eyes to make sure they weren't fooling me somehow, I couldn't deny how attracted I was to her now. Even during that fun honeymoon period of every new relationship where the sex is great and frequent, I didn't want to find an excuse to get her naked as much as I did in that moment. “So those videos were—”

“Great, right?”

“Uh,” I tried to put how amazing they were into words, “don't make those the only ones, please.”

Holly's shoulders bunched up as her face brightened even more. She let out a perky, “Okay!” She took a few steps toward the back door and then slid it open. “You coming?”

Soon, hopefully. “I'll be right there.” Someone had to keep that flamingo from drifting to who-knows-where.

Before I could pull it completely onto the boat, Holly was already getting impatient. “You've kept me waiting for hours.”

And I knew exactly what she'd been denied. I didn't worry about putting something on top of the floatie. Just on the deck would have to do.

As soon as I had the door closed behind me, I knew the air conditioner battle was over. But I didn't feel the cool air for long. Holly already had her body pressed against mine, her arms wrapped around my back.

“The only thing I could think about while you were gone, was that you were gone.” Which told me her old self was gone, too. “It was awful. I even had to get myself off.”
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