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Author's Note: It's time for a fresh series! A new start is my favorite part of writing, and I'm glad to be getting back to my first love in erotica: Harems. We're going the usual five-parter route this time, and looking over my outline, I don't have any loose ends I'm still trying to figure out this time around.

As Alpha Creation is on the verge of wrapping up, taking some time to do a story that's a lot faster in the pacing department was a great breather. And those painted covers are murder on my wrist and my schedule. I'll have the last installment of Alpha Creation around the time the second book of Harem Gold is finished.

After that, it's all about Harem Gold for a while. Seriously, I'm having great fun with this one. It's like getting back to my roots, as an author.


HAREM GOLD

I tried keeping my attention on Grandad's attorney. When a room's that quiet and boring, even the generic mall art painting of a vaguely French villa can distract you. It's not like I could stare down my cousin's personal trainer girlfriend, Rose.

“And so to my two remaining grandsons, I split my estate.” As Judd spoke, I looked over at Alan. He was almost salivating as Judd read the will, being the eldest by a month. “After years of deliberation and consideration of their characters, my wishes are as such...”

Judd Cavenaugh paused to clear his throat as he looked both of us in the eyes. I didn't expect half of the family fortune, being the youngest and all. Plus, all I'd done was end up a laid-off sheet metal worker. Judging by any metric of success between us, Alan would get almost everything.

“Barring the ten thousand dollars that is to go to the secondary beneficiary, I will all of my possessions to my grandson Ryan Nash, the only surviving descendent of my younger son, Jeffrey Nash.”

Alan turned red in an instant and then shot out of his chair. “What!?”

Judd didn't budge an inch, sticking to his seat like he was sewn to it. “Your grandfather's will continues.” He flipped to the next page and carried on. “With observation of Alan Nash's behavior and character over many years, I cannot trust my legacy to him. Despite my many attempts to change his ways, the boy would not listen, and is therefore unfit to carry on the family legacy. That honor goes to the hardworking, kinder descendent, Ryan Nash.”

Alan slung his chair by an arm, knocking holes in several sheets of drywall in the process. “Who fucking got to him? I have a right to fucking know!”

“Attorney-client privilege would stop that,” Judd smirked at my cousin still in his police uniform, “but you're proving why he changed his will by what you just did to my wall.”

“But this sorry motherfucker?” Alan pointed at me with one finger. Personally, I was thankful it wasn't the gun resting in his holster. “What's he ever done right?”

“Ryan's not about to get hit with a civil suit to pay for repairing my office, for one thing. I'd advise you to leave, now.”

Rose clamped her fingers over his shoulders. “Easy. You almost got fired for this kind of thing last month.” She was his moderating force, but only enough to keep his ass from getting shit-canned. “Talk to another attorney. You know Walter wasn't in his right mind in that last decade.”

You scheming-fucking cunt. What a future trophy wife like her saw in Alan was obvious. She assumed Alan would get Grandad's money, which meant she'd get her share. I wasn't devastated anymore, or even elated at getting the family estate. I wanted that cunt to crawl in a hole and die somewhere.

My fuming psychopath of a cousin stormed out of the room, the gear on his belt clattering together like he was making it do so on purpose. He wanted us to know what he had on him. The door slammed behind Rose and then I heard him shout at the secretary, “Fuck you!”

Judd sighed and leaned over. He opened up a drawer to his left and pulled out an envelope with a fancy wax seal. “I can see why Walter chose you over Alan, even if he is the son of his eldest.”

“What's this?” I leaned over, seeing my name scrawled across the front in Grandad's signature green ink.

Judd sat back and shook his head at the new holes in his office's wall. “Walter wouldn't even tell me, his closest friend and personal attorney.” A quick grin shot across his face. “But I wouldn't trust what I think the gift is to that powder keg.”

I held the letter to my stomach. “I'll read it at the desk he probably wrote it at. It sounds like what he'd want.”

“I can tell you thought the world of him. He always spoke of you as the family's last hope, and he was really keen on that girlfriend of yours.”

“I knew he loved having Cari tag along when I came to visit, but why would he think so much of me?” I'd been laid off for a month now from a job that paid decent enough. Sure, hanging sheet metal wasn't the most glorious work, but it kept me comfortable. For a while, anyway.

“Walter told me that he feared what Alan was capable of. His time in the military didn't help with the stability and rage problems one bit. If he had his way, Walter would have had him committed.”

I agreed. I'd known for years that Alan would end up being some dickhole of a cop, or a felon. Personally, I thought calling him both would be a safe bet. “Yeah, I'll have to watch out for a while. There's no telling what he'll try and pull.”

Judd stood up and walked around his desk. Even for a man of his heft, a well-tailored suit can do a lot for a guy. He put a hand out for a shake and said, “If you need anything regarding the estate, I've already been paid enough. I know your situation, so I won't charge a dime.”

I gripped the hand of the only honest attorney I'd ever met. “Sure thing, and sorry about your wall.”

“It's not your fault. What's to apologize for?” He held my palm hard enough to crack joints. “See Neve on the way out. She'll give you my after-hours number.”

I stood up and felt his hand release mine. “Sure thing.” Before I turned to leave, I had to get it out of my system. “So what was my Grandad like, back when he was my age?” Judd and Grandad had been best friends since childhood, so he had to know him better than anyone still alive.

“He was completely unlike either of you, at least once he inherited his father's fortune in his thirties. Before that, I'd say he was exactly like yourself: Hardworking, kind, and with a decent head on his shoulders.”

“So why did he go all Hugh Hefner?”

Judd patted me on the back and put that same grin from earlier on. “When you read the letter, I know you'll find out.” He guided me to the door, opening it and then calling out to his secretary, “Neve, give this boy my personal number. He might need it.”

I walked up to her counter. Let me tell you, if I wasn't on the verge of proposing to Cari, I'd have gone to war for this woman. With brown almond eyes, lips that could pillow the Crown Jewels, and more leg than a flamingo... There's no way this brunette goddess hadn't done modeling in the past.

She held out two perfectly manicured fingers with a card pinched between them. She smiled and motioned her head toward Alan's roaring voice just outside on the street. “Good luck.”

“Sorry about him, he's always been an ass.”

“I work the front desk at a law office. Do you know how many times I've been cussed out, on the phone or in person?”

“Fair enough.” I laughed a little, which made her smile a little more. “Well, either way, I'd better run while he's making an ass of himself. I don't think he's got the balls to shoot me across the street from the courthouse.”

Just before I pushed the front door open, she said, “Be seeing you.”


Grandad's house had been left exactly as I'd always remembered it. Even in my twenty-eight years of life, not a single piece of furniture had changed. Really, it was more of a historic landmark in town. And it'd probably be illegal to so much as update the plumbing.

I pulled the teak chair out from the desk, feeling the luxurious give of the leather cushions as I took my seat. The letter hadn't left my hand, even while driving over. I couldn't lose it.

The gold letter opener to my right let off a purple haze in the daylight. I'd seen that effect before, but only in his most prized possession. For all I knew, he had that damn pocket watch buried with him.

Slipping the opener under the fold, it cut through the seal like butter, a faint current like electricity running through my hand. I knew I was supposed to cut the top of the envelope from below, but something about cutting the seal made it feel more official.

I opened the flap and pulled the folded piece of linen paper out. It almost had the texture of money, but with far more weight. I held my breath as I opened it and started reading.

My dearest grandson, Ryan,

My days have come and gone. I know that Judd has carried out my will faithfully. As the one man who never tried to betray, steal from, or lie to me, I trust him with something more important than my life. Our family's bloodline has been entrusted with an artifact since the eighteenth century, gifted to our ancestor Elijah Nash, from an unnamed benefactor not of our family tree.

I am sure you remember the pocket watch I would never let anyone touch. Swatting your hand away from it was the only time I ever had to strike you, but you were a child. You could not comprehend why I had to protect it so.

Should it ever be touched by anyone but its owner, the watch will lose its power. To prove this, I have left a letter opener on my desk that you hopefully used. Make someone else touch it to see what I mean. It will lose its power, as it should. There are ftifteen more to be used as examples for your descendents, hidden within this house.

The nature of our family's responsibility has been lost to the generations, but I trust it's keeping in you. Your cousin, Alan, should not have so much as a butter knife. Much less a police-issued pistol. Be wary of his actions, as I am sure you already know to be.

I want you to know that I granted you my legacy on the basis of your own merit, and not simply because of your cousin's foul character. I know you to be a hard worker and an honest man. The Nash family line should pass through you.

If you are reading this at my desk, there is a false bottom in the lower drawer to the right. You will discover the watch's abilities to influence people on your own. Use it wisely and with kindness, as I already know you will.

Forever thankful,

Walter F. Nash

“Abilities to influence people...” The letter shook along with my hands. “What does that even mean?”

I let the paper fall to the desk as I reached down for the drawer. After pulling out a bunch of old magazines, I saw a pin hole in the bottom of the drawer. It didn't have any obvious handle to grip.

Scrounging around the other drawers, I found a paperclip. After a quick straightening and a bend on one side, I snaked it through the hole. Sure enough, it lifted without a problem.

The gold watch shone as brilliantly as the letter opener, the same lavender sheen making it seem unreal. But why hadn't I noticed the odd color before? Every time Grandad had taken it out of its pocket, it didn't look remarkable at all.

My finger went numb as I touched it, like bumping a live wire without the pain. The feeling spread through my entire palm as I lifted it out of the secret compartment. I opened the hing on the front and noticed something odd. It was ticking, but it was older than this country, Even stranger, I didn't see any way to wind it up or adjust the hands.

But at least I wasn't getting my hand swatted away from it now. Grandad wouldn't let anyone touch it, no exceptions. The numbing sensation went away as I held it up by the chain, the only part I'd ever been able to get my fingers on.

“I know where Cari's probably at. Might as well tell her the good news in-person and see what this thing does.”


The cold air inside Split Beans was a shock after walking through that roasting parking lot. Cari and her two closest friends, Inez and Alyssa, were in their usual spot in the far corner. They spotted me well before I got to them.

“You know this is girls' time,” Cari looked insulted that I'd barge in on the tradition they'd had since I started dating her, “what's so important that you couldn't text me about it?”

I put my hands on the edge of the table, directly across from her. “My inheritance.”

“Yeah, you said it'd be enough to get us by until you found another job.”

I couldn't help grinning ear to ear. “No, I got the whole estate.”

Her mouth opened as wide as her eyes. She looked at Inez, and then over to Alyssa. After a few seconds of processing it, she asked, “How? Alan's the oldest grandson.”

“He decided to will everything but the ten grand I was supposed to get over to me.” I thought back to Alan's hissy-fit. “It shocked him as much as it did me, and not in a good way.”

“I can imagine.” Cari set her coffee down and crossed her arms. “So, how much are you worth now?”

“There's no way to tell until I get Grandad's place appraised, but the trust he's set up means I'll never have to work again.” I knew I'd find something to do anyway, but my days of doing working to live were over.

Alyssa, the tall, leggy redhead I couldn't admit having a thing for noticed the bulge in my pocket. “What's that chain hanging off your pants?”

I put my hand over my pocket for reasons I couldn't understand. Maybe it was his plea not to let anyone else touch it. I pulled it out by the chain and held up the watch. “He really wanted me to have this, more than anything else.”

Inez cracked first. “A pocket watch? Is this the roaring twenties?”

I rolled my eyes at her, like I usually had to. Being a graphic designer, Inez was the cattiest person around, as part of her job description. “It was important to him, so it's important to me.” If we ever wound up screwing around behind Cari's back, what a grand hate-fucking it'd be.

“We told you he was too old for you to start dating.” Inez winked at me in her own smart-ass way as she berated my age to Cari yet again. “You're twenty, and he's twenty-eight, going on eighty.”

I couldn't help returning the snark. “Shouldn't you be at work, designing some two-year-old's birthday party invitation, or whatever you do?”

“I'm a freelancer now.”

“So you're an unemployed graphic designer. Gotcha.”

“And you're one to talk.”

“I don't have to work anymore. There's a difference.”

As pure-blooded Latina as she was, Inez was even whiter than myself on the inside, and just as capable of slinging shit. “I thought white trash like you would pawn that thing off as soon as you got your hands on it.”

We always got into spats like this when we were around each other, but no matter how awful we were to each other, we kept a knowing smile on our faces the whole time. It's always been weird between us.

I opened up the hinge covering the face. “This thing's been in my family since this country was a damn colony. I want my grandkids' grandkids to pass it down to their grandkids.”

Her expression changed, which I chalked up to her running out of verbal ammo. “I can understand that.”

I flashed it to Cari and Alyssa. “I don't know how it's running since you can't wind it up and there's no battery, but who knows what's inside this thing.”

Cari nodded her head like she was ready to talk about anything else. “Uh huh.”

Alyssa looked just as blank as I closed the watch and put it back in my pocket. “Well, I can tell I'm boring you all to tears.” I looked at Cari and asked, “I guess we need to start packing things up tonight. We're moving into Grandad's place.”

By the look in her eyes, I thought she wasn't terribly excited about the idea. “Sure, I guess so.”

But whatever. There was no way I was staying in that cramped hovel someone had the nerve to call an apartment. “I'll head back to Grandad's for a bit and then I'll head that way myself.”

I turned around to leave, thinking they just wanted me to go anywhere else. I knew not to feel pissed about it, because those three had always defended their little gossip sessions like holy land. The only part I dreaded was the fifty feet or so of baking asphalt to my car.

As the heat started burning through the soles of my 'good' shoes, I hit the remote to unlock my car. That's when I heard Cari say, “He'll drop us off here later.”

I turned around as I got to the driver's-side door. “Where the hell are you all going?”

They all looked at me like I'd asked the dumbest question in history. The three of them kept coming closer to my car as Inez stated what she thought should be obvious. “With you.”

What the hell? “Really, what's going on?”

Cari opened the front door on the passenger's-side. “We're going wherever you're going and doing whatever you ask. Isn't it obvious?”

“Why?”

“Because it's what we want to do.”

Nothing added up. “This is like, the last thing you all would do.”

Alyssa opened the door behind Cari and stared at me over the red roof of my Malibu. “But we're supposed to serve you.”

“You're all ribbing me.” I pointed at Inez, who had already gotten into the seat behind mine. “Especially you. I don't know how you're keeping a straight face right now.”

She closed the door and looked at me through the window, confused as a dog trying to do calculus. The other two ducked into their seats and waited for me to hop in with them.

I can't believe this. Shaking my head, I got in and put my key in the ignition. It seemed more humane than letting them bake inside my car.


Parking on the curb in front of Grandad's place, Cari answered the question I'd held back until seconds earlier. “But we'd never think of turning you down. I don't know why we were so rude to you at the coffee shop. We're sorry.”

Not a damn one of them would ever say that. As if to drive the point home, Inez reached her arms around my seat and hugged me. “Yeah, I don't know why we tried to brush you off like that.”

I threw the car in park and broke free of Inez's grip as I got out of the car. “Well, you're all here, so you might as well come inside.”

About halfway through the front yard of this early-colonial that had fallen into my lap, I heard giggling. Looking back, my brain felt like it was stroking out for a moment. “What the fuck are you doing?”

Inez had a nice racing stripe leading to her cunt and all, now that it was plain as day, but I didn't expect Cari and Alyssa to pull her skirt up and her panties down so I could see it. At least not during broad daylight, in the middle of the oldest neighborhood in town.

Without a hint of shame on her face, Inez cocked her head and asked, “Do you like it like this, or should I shave it off?”

“How about you put your clothes back on and get the fuck inside?” My face heated up. “Seriously, right fucking now!”

All three of them looked at me like scolded children and started making Inez decent again. Cari looked up at me as she hiked the skirt back down. “We're not supposed to do that?”

“You're acting like perverted toddlers. Get in the house, now!”

Sure enough, they rushed past me and tried opening the door. I pulled out the key and then opened the place up. They filed inside, doing exactly as I told them to.

What the hell are they trying to pull? Rich as I was now, no amount of money in the world would make them act like that. Inez, especially.

Alyssa had her hands on Inez's skirt the second I had the door closed. “So now?”

“No!” I pinched the bridge of my nose. “You're gonna tell me exactly what in the hell is going on.”

Cari stepped toward me. “But we're supposed to serve you. Don't you know that?”

Serve... Me? “What do you mean, exactly?”

“You're the man of this house. Aren't the women under your roof supposed to do whatever you please?”

The rumors of wild parties at Grandad's suddenly made a lot more sense, along with why his two sons had different mothers who he never married. Still, I couldn't admit it to myself. “Give me a minute.”

I staggered over to the couch in the parlor and collapsed as much as I sat in it. Why wouldn't he tell me about this in the letter? I knew why, but Grandad's sense of humor amounted to him keeping his mouth shut as you learned things the hard way. Then he'd laugh, after you figured out how much jumping from the top of his staircase could hurt.

Inez of all people snuggled up next to me. “Are you alright?”

So much of my history with Grandad made sense now. “I'll make it, but I'd punch him if he were alive and in front of me right now.” Really, I wouldn't, but why the hell would any sane person let the family secret reveal itself like this?

Cari nestled close on the other side and draped her legs across my lap. “Maybe he was protecting you.”

“From what?”

As practical and straightforward as Cari was, she was no genius. But sometimes her answers can take you by surprise. “You give a teenage boy three girls who want to make him happy, in any way he wants. What would you have done?”

What would Alan do if he had this watch? That was the truly scary question. “He picked a weird way to go about things, and now that Grandad's dead, it's not like I can ask him why.”

Alyssa bent down to look me in the eyes. “I'd even heard Cari talk about how much you respected him.”

The dirt over his coffin hadn't even settled yet. Fresh pain from his passing erupted out of nowhere. I was on the verge of losing it and breaking down.

Inez wiped away a tear I didn't realize had leaked out. “This is what he wanted for you.”

“How would you know?” I stared back, the water in my eyes blurring everything.

“Because of your watch. It told us that.”

“The watch,” I felt a growl rising in my throat, “it told you?” I wasn't in the mood for her shit.

Alyssa turned her attention to Inez as well. “You too?”

Cari piped in, “Yeah, same here. It told me to do exactly as you wished, and who was I to argue with it?”

I still couldn't tell if they were pulling some cruel prank or not. “So why agree to it? Nobody wants to be a slave.”

Inez pulling this line out sealed the deal. “We're not slaves. I couldn't turn down what it offered me.”

“And that was?”

Her eyebrows almost crashed together as her mouth hung open. “I don't remember, now that you mention it.”

I shot my eyes between Cari and Alyssa as they shrugged their shoulders at each other. The whole trick had to end, now. “Alright, that's enough of the bullshit.” But I knew how to push the joke beyond their limits. “I'm putting this watch away, and if you three aren't lezzing it up on this couch when I get back, I'll know you're all pulling my leg.”


With the watch stowed away in its hiding place, I started down the grand staircase. The sounds coming from the parlor made me stop about halfway. Huh. Someone's showing Alyssa a good fucking time.

I rushed down the last half of the steps and poked my head around the corner. Sure enough, Cari was eating her out as Inez had a hand about two knuckles deep in Alyssa.

The nature of my family's legacy was plain as day in front of me, but that decent part of my brain couldn't come to terms with it yet. “You're taking this shit way too far. Cut it out.”

Cari broke her mouth away from Alyssa's clit and looked back at me, stripped down to the blue, floral bra and panties I'd bought her a few months back. “But it's what you told us to do.”

If they were fucking with me, I was up for pushing it further. “Alright then.” I pointed at Inez. “Suck my dick.”

She pulled her digits out of her friend and stood up. “Gladly.”

With every step she took, the panic deepened. “I was joking.”

When she dropped to her knees in front of me and pulled down my zipper, I knew she didn't think I was throwing out a test. “But we're not.”

I was about halfway to fully erect when her fingers wrapped around my cock for the first time. Expecting Cari to march over and pull her friend off of me, I only saw my girlfriend smiling like this was what she wanted.

“But you're not even hard yet. We'll have to do better next time.” Inez flashed her teeth before taking me in.

Fuck me. I'd been dreaming about violating her mouth for a couple of years, and here she was, blowing me in the middle of the floor as her two closest friends looked on. I couldn't help resting my hand on the back of her head and closing my eyes.

I heard Cari and Alyssa's footsteps close in. Their knees knocked against the floor a second before I felt their hands on my hips.

Looking down, you could only call the look on their faces 'jealous as hell.' Inez finished the job, plumping me up to full hardness with a quick dance of her tongue. She broke her mouth away and kept the action going with her hand. “So do I keep going, or do you need something else?”

I couldn't help it. “Keep going.”

Alyssa and Cari stared up, mad as hell that I didn't include them in the fun.

I pointed just behind Inez. “You two can take care of each other.” Watching my girlfriend yodel in Alyssa's valley was another fantasy I'd pulled my pud to several times. Why not run it into the ground?

Cari slid her panties down as Alyssa did the same. They tried doing the whole sixty-nine thing, but with a good eight inches over Cari, that wasn't working out at all.

My dick felt like it was about to explode already. “You can always scissor each other.”

They looked up at me and smiled as they pushed their cunts together. Both of them took a deep breath at the same time, steeling their faces just like that first second of penetration. As the corners of their mouths lifted, I knew this wasn't the first time they'd thought about going at each other.

Inez stole my attention, dragging her tongue against the bottom of my tip. Her hand took over as she asked, “So, how many times have you thought about trying to fuck me?”

Several times, daily. But like I said, I liked Inez as a person, while hating her guts at the same time. I'd always thought the only way to make her hotter was a strip of duct tape over her mouth.

“Well?” It was rare to see her smile, but the white of her teeth contrasted with her mocha skin and burgundy lipstick.

“Constantly.” I shot a glance at Cari, hoping she couldn't kill with a look. Alyssa had her plenty distracted already.

“I knew it. That's why you've always been such a smart-ass to me.”

“And you?”

Inez giggled and then answered by taking half of my shaft into her mouth. I couldn't resist pressing my fingertips against her scalp and guiding her lips closer to the base.

Cari started whimpering first, getting the full brunt of the force Alyssa could pull off with those endless legs. Their bald, slick muffs clashed together like two sorority sisters during a drunken, experimental makeout session. But somehow even lovelier.

It was one of those fantasy scenarios you daydream about all the time, but wouldn't dare ask for. Whatever reason for my family's gift, I wasn't questioning it any longer. I mean, my girlfriend was getting scissored by one of her best friends right in the middle of this mansion I'd inherited, and her other one was trying to suck me hollow. And hey, at least Inez couldn't fucking talk, for once.

With Cari far closer than Alyssa, my new redhead broke the pelvic smooch and crawled between my girlfriend's legs. With her feet in the air and her face buried in Cari's slit, you knew this wasn't her first time. I'd always had my suspicions about her.

Screams filled the air as Inez dragged her tongue along my cock. Slow and steady worked for me. It's not like I was in a rush to end a good thing so early.

My breathing slowed as I tried to hold back from giving her the face-fucking I'd been dreaming about since meeting her. One of her hands cupped my balls and coursed them between her fingers. The slight discomfort gave way to outright pleasure as the instinctive panic subsided.

Cari leaned onto one elbow, staring up at me like she was eternally grateful. With a squeal that'd break glass, her eyes slammed shut. Cari gripped a handful of Alyssa's hair and pressed her head even tighter against her cunt.

I tapped Inez on the cheek and said, “Hold on, you've gotta watch this.”

Her head shook, my dick still trapped in her mouth. The real reason why she didn't want to watch shouldn't have surprised me too much. As it turns out, girls'-time had always been about more than just coffee. I couldn't even get mad about it when I found out.

Cari's chin pushed against her collar as she tried holding on for a few more seconds. The dam finally ruptured. Her entire body fought like her life was on the line, trying to get her clit away from Alyssa's tongue.

As my girlfriend scrambled with feet, ass, and elbows to get away, the orgasm took over. Her back arched and her toes curled under. It's no wonder she was all about the dick when we were alone. I'd never eaten her into a climax that fast.

Now Inez was ready to move on. With a final, teasing swirl of her tongue around the head, she left my cock wagging in midair. “I don't think I've sucked a dick since high school.”

It was another warning sign, but how was I supposed to know Inez was a fucking lipstick lesbian? Hell, I was banging one of them, so what clue did I have about the whole arrangement? Either way, they were all bi as Cari now.

Inez pointed at the traditional, green velvet slipper chair Grandad said 'had been in our family since his grandfather was a boy.' “Come on, wanna give me my first dick since then, too?”

“Freshman year lesbian awakening at college?”

“Not that its any of your business,” she stood up and shot me the same look as always, “but yeah.”

I couldn't resist following as she pulled me to the chair, which I'm positive had this exact sort of thing happen on it before, for more than a century. “What about those two?”

“They can take care of each other.” Inez had me halfway there. “Good God, you're dense.”

“What?” At the time, I thought she had gone back to being a bitch for the sake itself.

She didn't speak until my ass was in the chair. Working on the button and zipper to the only pair of khakis I had then, she bobbed her head from side-to-side. “Cari's the one who messed everything up and decided she wanted to see a guy.”

“You mean...” At that point I knew. “You all were more than just 'friends' when I started dating her.”

Inez scrunched her lips to one side as she jerked my pants down with my boxers. Getting my shoes out of the way, she looked up at me and nodded.

Huh. It's not like I'd been ignoring obvious warning signs. “I mean, I like the idea, so there's that.”

The red strip of panties across her waist dropped, showing that racing stripe again. She pointed down to it. “So, now you have to tell me. Yay or nay?”

I felt like I'd truly inherited Grandad's place now, sitting in his favorite chair and judging pubic hair options. “Nay, but leave it for now.” Might as well have a matching trio, but why wouldn't I mix it up for a night?

“You might change your mind.” Inez jerked her head back toward Alyssa and Cari. “Those two like it.”

Because of course they would. I was still trying to figure out why Cari went kinda-semi-straight for a while. It's not like it happened that often when a girl goes lesbian. “So what's the real story?”

Inez pressed her cunt against my dick, grinding it all hard enough to make her tongue feel like child's play. “She wanted to get married and have kids, and you were the first guy dumb enough to not figure it all out within a month.”

Hey, I liked my guy-time, but it's not like we were butt-fucking in the bathroom of the usual sports bar. I thought the scent on Cari's breath was just her fingering herself on the way home and enjoying the flavor. That was her story, anyway.

With black locks blanketing my face, Inez pressed her cheek against mine. “But I've been curious about what she's been bragging about.” The precipice of her entry surrounded the very tip of my cock. “I don't think she'll get too mad if I try you out.”

I wasn't arguing. With a quick press of my hands against the top her thighs, I'd plunged myself deep. Holy fuck!

“Fuck! Yes!” Her hips shot forward like my dick was mana from heaven.

I don't know if you've ever hooked up with someone you have a mutual hatred for, but let me tell you: Do it! Our bodies clashed like we were trying to kill each other. And I'm not just saying this because we were letting off steam. We still wanted to hurt one another, with genitals instead of fists.

The weird thing about a good hate-fucking, though, is that the more rage you throw into it, the better if goddamned feels. Judging by the way Inez dug her manicured nails into my skin, it was a mutual thing. As much as Cari essentially raped me on some nights when I was tired as hell after a shift, Inez couldn't get me deep enough.

Her lips pressed against my ear. “You'd better knock me up before that little blonde bitch.”

My rational mind wanted to throw Inez out of my lap, but my brain had migrated pretty far south by then. I still knew it wasn't what I wanted. But on a physical level, every cell in my body screamed, 'Do it!'

Every nook, ridge, and fold of her cunt begged for it. Inez wasn't just out to get herself off, or even to make me come. This had a fucking purpose. The orgasms were just a means to an end.

“Come on, you know how fertile girls like me are.” She ground against my hips with her own. “I even talked to Cari about the idea a few times.”

“You're joking.”

“Wouldn't you like to know the truth.” Another hard drive of herself almost ground my hips to dust. “Even if I'm bullshitting, you know you can't pull out.”

“Wanna try me?”

The bluff didn't do a damn thing. “If I scream a little harder, you'll nut like a tree. Don't lie to yourself.”

Inez had me. If she was ready to come, so was I. And knocking her up on the side? I can't lie, I'd fantasized about this exact scenario more than once. Maybe this was how Dad and Uncle Terry came about.

Her slit washed with a fresh wave of wetness, like it knew what was going on. The slick, tight walls tried gripping hard as her hips popped to some unknown rhythm.

Inez leaned in close and then stopped. “You didn't think I'd really let you, did you?”

God damnit! I couldn't hold myself back. “And somehow, you're still a bitch.”

She gave a teasing swish of her cunt and then got up. “Maybe you'll get to, someday. It's not like I want a kid right now.”

Caught up in the moment, I hadn't noticed Cari staring on, lazily fingering each Alyssa on the couch. “I can't believe you really teased him with it. He'll hate you even more now.”

I wanted to pin Inez down and fuck her until she got her false request anyway. But I wasn't Alan. Pushing myself up, I asked, “But is she serious about it?”

Cari smirked. “We always knew you had the hots for her.”

Alyssa had a finger in her mouth, enjoying the easy in and out motion of Cari's fingers. I motioned my head toward her Alyssa as I stood over them.

“Yeah, she'd let you fuck her. She's been waiting so patiently.” Cari pulled her fingers out of Alyssa's cunt and then savored the flavor on them inside her mouth. “Your Grandad liked me so much because he knew I was bi.”

“You fucking told him, but not me?”

“Oh, he knew the second we met. He always asked when I'd let you have fun with my lady friends.” Cari stood up in front of me. “He even asked if he could have a round with those two.”

Really, Grandad was that kind of fucking stud? You wouldn't have known it by looking at him, but him never pushing himself on Cari didn't surprise me.

“Go ahead, fuck her until you're about ready to come. Then it's my turn.”

I knew it wasn't luck. Almost everything Grandad had done in his life revolved around those damn 'adults-only parties,' at least until his age caught up to him. And now I'd inherited the same life he'd led.

“Well,” Cari pushed me from behind, “you gonna fuck her or what?”

The legs that shot Alyssa into tall-chick territory were spread in front of me like she was an open book. Smooth and creamy as a glass of milk, her thighs led to the tidiest slit of a pussy I'd ever seen.

“I know what you're thinking.” Cari tried pushing against my ass. “She's never been with a guy, so you're her first.”

It explained a lot about Alyssa's behavior. Cari was insatiable from the start, and Inez would fight-flirt with me all the time. But Alyssa had never showed much interest in even being around me.

Whatever the watch had done to her, it wasn't like Alyssa was cock-averse now. She reached out and grabbed me by the shaft, pulling me close until I felt the heat radiating from her pussy. As she gripped the back of the couch with her other hand, Alyssa begged, “Please?”

I couldn't have stopped myself, even if I wanted to. Pressing down with each hand on a thigh, I teased like I was about to guide myself in. “You're positive?”

The middle of her upper lip disappeared into her mouth. With a slow nod of her head, her hazel-green eyes said it all.

Playing just-the-tip for a second, her opening didn't press back like the first girl I'd deflowered back in high school. But then again, it's not like she hadn't had anything shoved up there in the past. Just never a cock.

Readying myself for the classic yelp, I tensed my thighs for that fateful drive. Alyssa's eyes slammed shut as I glided into her. Her two friends I'd already fucked had gotten her in perfect condition for her first dick.

“That,” Alyssa's eyes crept open, “didn't hurt at all.” A smile spread across her face as I eased back. “It actually feels great.”

It couldn't have been too different from a dildo, but what did I know? I'd never had a cock inside me. “If you want me to stop, just tell me.”

Alyssa propped herself up with her elbows and watched as I plunged in again. “No, I can handle more.”

I didn't give her the option because I thought she was in physical pain. Instead of giving an awkward explanation, I struck harder against her insides. Her pussy was the dainty looking sort you wanted to violate, so I wasn't ruining the moment.

A pair of hands grabbed my shoulders. The soft drape of hair against my back meant it had to be Cari. “She'd been talking about trying a man out for a while, but I wasn't about to hand you over. Now that I know you're taking care as her first, I'm glad.”

Her breasts pressed against my back, and then her hips. Like she was thrusting for me, Cari had gotten on her knees and wrapped her hands around me to feel Alyssa's thighs.

“She didn't believe us, but a strap-on's not the same as having a real man inside you.”

Inez took a seat next to her leggy friend. “And see? He's not gonnna slap your tits or your face.” She looked up at me, her face full of ill intent, “But that's the kind of thing I like from a guy.”

As I rolled my eyes, Cari bumped hard from behind. Alyssa squirmed in place as her hands gripped onto Cari's wrists.

Everyone was involved, and you could tell Alyssa knew she was at the center of attention. Her cheeks blushed as she took it all in. Both the situation, and my shaft.

Cari pulled hard against Alyssa's grip, forcing me deep. Alyssa's head shot forward, the total impact on her full depths shocking her out of the relaxation.

Pumping like this, I knew I'd come within a minute. Since she'd never been with men, I had to assume her pussy was risky. Not that it isn't smart to assume that from the start, but come on. You know what I'm talking about.

Inez started playing the Alyssa's clit as she looked me in the eyes. With a smile, wink and nod, she mouthed without making a sound, “Go ahead, do it.”

I had to hope like hell I hadn't fallen into a trap. I could probably break free, but between Cari and Alyssa keeping me penned in with their arms, and Cari having me on autopilot with her thrusting in my place... Inez driving Alyssa fucking wild was the snapper to make it all a dangerous punchline at my expense.

I enjoyed what of it I could, stomping the reasonable fear to the back of my mind. If Cari's cunt was like silk, and Inez's like lubed up rose petals, Alyssa's had to be plush velvet. Even the contours and general shape of them all felt totally different. Call it a flavor for whatever mood I was in.

Alyssa moaned like she was getting ready to come. I knew I wouldn't survive if she did.

“Alright,” I pushed back against Cari, “you're up.”

“You mean,” her pull against Alyssa's hands got tighter, “you don't want to come inside her?”

Alyssa whimpered and tensed up, drawing me even further in as her pull grew harder.

“Come on damn it!” I tried breaking free. No dice. “This isn't a fucking joke!”

“Oh my God!” Alyssa's thighs pushed against my hands. If her legs got around Cari's back, I wouldn't have stood a chance.

“This isn't a drill. I'm fucking serious!”

Cari giggled against my back as she thrust in my stead again. “You know you want to.”

“No, I don't.” Or maybe this is how my dad or my uncle came into being.

Inez rubbed harder against Alyssa's clit. “Her, tall and redheaded. You, kinda handsome and with those blue eyes. You'd make the cutest baby, and it'd have three moms.”

Nonononono. “Hell no!” The family legacy was starting to look like a curse meant to produce a pool of heirs for the next generation.

When I looked down at Alyssa, she didn't have the panic on her face that I'd hoped for. She stared up, immensely satisfied with the situation as it was.

I can't have a damn kid right now. Even with the family fortune guaranteeing I'd never want for anything, it wasn't my time to be a dad yet. I at least wanted to get married first.

The girl who I planned on proposing to finally showed mercy. Her hips backed off of mine. “Alright, I won't fuck up your life right on the same day it got so much better.”

I pulled out of Alyssa and stood up as fast as I could. A few more thrusts and I'd be rushing to the pharmacy for a dose of Plan B. Now that this was my life, it might have been a good idea to buy a crate of it.

“Now,” Cari grabbed my arm and pulled me to the other end of the couch, “it's my turn.”

I watched in awe as she dropped her knees onto the cushions, her hands gripping the back. I gave her ass a hard slap. “That wasn't funny.”

Cari giggled anyway. “Then punish me for it.”

The quick break pulled me away from the ledge. I readied my dick, aiming it toward its usual playground. Plunging it in, I wasn't in the mood for doing a gentle entry.

“Shit!” Cari tensed up as I pressed her head and shoulders against the couch. As I rested at balls deep, she couldn't help herself. “That's what I've been bragging on you for.”

I pulled one foot up and started trying to break her. For being all full foot shorter than myself, Cari always wanted it hard. If I was gonna make her regret that stunt, I'd have to pull out all the stops.

The heels of her feet struck against my ass as I did my best to outright demolish her cunt. So far, all I was doing was giving her the rough kind of fucking she needed.

I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her down. Never breaking the penetration, I pressed hard again as I pulled a foot up. Her hair wrapped around my toes as I planted the ball against the side of her head.

She wasn't going anywhere, but I hadn't humiliated her yet. I wrapped one of my arms around both of hers and pulled until I thought it could hurt. I buried myself deep with a hard bump. “Tell us why you like it so rough.”

Cari didn't answer, moaning and whimpering as I kept her pinned.

I gave her another rough thrust. “Tell us.”

Still no answer.

I used my free hand to slap her ass harder than I intended. It worked, though.

“Because I think it's what you want!”

It never had been what I expected of her. I'd just went along with it when Cari would run shit into the ground. “What I want?”

She tried to nod under the pressure of my foot. “I like being used.”

All the insecurity she'd always kept just under her skin wasn't a secret to any of us. I backed my foot off and let go of her arms. At least I knew she didn't actually like it as rough as she'd always begged me to get.

Cari backed into me as I tried pulling out. She tried looking back at me. “Why'd you stop?”

We were stepping into therapy territory. “I didn't know you didn't like it that way.”

“But I do,” she jutted forward and then lunged herself back, “I like making everyone happy.”

It was more like she needed everyone's approval. Pulling out all the way, I gave her a light pat where I'd left a clear handprint. Crashing down next to her, my body was willing to keep going, but my mind knew it'd be too messed up to take advantage of her like that.

Cari's kinda fucked in the head, and I legit loved her enough to back off instead of playing off those insecurities. As she climbed into my lap and tried settling herself back on my dick, I held her up by the waist. “You know why I'm stopping you.”

“But I want it.”

I let go of her, knowing what she was about to do. The first time Cari was on top, I swore off paying for lap dances. The girl could ride you slow, steady, and smoother than a good cigar.

She eased down, taking her sweet time sliding down my shaft. “So you don't like it that rough either?”

I inflated my cheeks, trying to keep from moaning as she worked her magic. I blew the air out of the sides of my mouth. “I didn't hate it, but I don't require it, either.”

She smiled and leaned against me until her breasts pillowed out against me. “Hmm, sounds like you're trying to make people happy just as much as I am.”

I didn't have the addiction to approval she did, though. I was just trying to avoid being a prick. “Show me what you really want.”

Cari weaved her hips to each side, taking a good couple of seconds for each motion. By the look on her face, she knew I was a fan. “Go on, I want you to come in me.”

The one pussy I knew was safe did what it was made for. I'd have been more than happy if it were the only one I could get inside, but these three went and ruined that contented expectation of monogamy.

She switched to a slow grind, rubbing her walls against my skin until I couldn't keep my eyes open. My tip had engorged to the point it almost hurt.

Reminding me that we had an audience, Inez cooed, “She never gets that sentimental with us.”

When I looked over, she was cuddled up with Alyssa only a foot or so away. Their hands were between each others thighs as they watched like it was the most relaxing show possible. It wasn't quite jealousy in their eyes, but something was there.

Cari stole my attention back for herself. “You close?”

I nodded, feeling the smooth precum work its way through her cunt and around my dick. She picked up the pace a little, driving me straight to my destination. I knew the three days since we'd last made the beast with two backs would make it explosive.

“Go on, fucking come inside me. I want to feel it.”

I rested my hands on her ass, feeling the extra heat from the slap. Her body undulated like a shaken rope, keeping me deep as I got the full use of every surface in her. It wasn't entirely out of charity, though. Nothing made Cari come faster.

She put her mouth next to my ear. “God, I'm so fucking close.”

My fingers squeezed a little, letting her know how I felt about it. The hollow feeling in my chest spread until I knew I had crossed the point of no return.

“Yeah, I want you to come with me!”

A hard swish or her hips did me in. Cari's arms locked around my neck, squeezing our faces together as her thighs trembled against mine. The pulse of her cunt made the first shot a jaw-dropper.

My arms started shaking when the second blast hit. I felt like I'd had the wind knocked out of me, trying to keep hold of my sanity as best I could. But when you're emptying yourself inside a world-class looker like Cari, you're just along for the ride.

Her voice was uneven, like she was scared out of her wits. “Oh, there's so fucking much.”

I grunted as I tried forcing another burst. The electric sensation pulsed all over my body. Fully spent, the deep relaxation merged with total fatigue.

Cari wasn't moving yet. When she finally eased up, the overload on my dick almost blacked me out. A shiny streak ran down her thigh, showing me exactly how much I'd stockpiled.

Alyssa breathed heavily with her back against Inez's tits. Working her way to a fresh climax of her own, she panted out, “Yeah, you'd have knocked me up for sure.” Her back arched as her head rocked back.

Watching her and Inez go at it, I wanted to chug a glass of water and jump right back in. But I was spent. “Damn glad I didn't.”

Cari smiled and tilted my chin up. “You'll fuck up one of these days.”


The impromptu party at Grandad's carried on until about midnight. Finally, everyone decided to tap out around the same. I'd just finished a shower and changed back into my boxers. They were still kinda fresh, having been off of me all evening.

Cari had already stripped down, flipping the channels on the TV in the master bedroom. Laid flat with her head propped up on some pillows, she said, “So I guess this is our new place. I think we'll like it here.”

It was more a fountain of memories than a new address to me. “It's gonna feel weird having just the two of us in a big place like this.”

“Just the two of us?”

“Nuh-uh! They're not shacking up with us.”

Cari rose up and tossed the remote into the middle of the California king, then crossed her arms and legs. “Think of how fun tonight was! You know you want it to happen.”

“I'm not some damn sultan with a harem of concubines. I'm an unemployed construction worker who had a fortune dumped in his lap.” And obviously, three girls who couldn't keep their thighs together, along with it.

“You got more sex tonight than I give you by myself in two weeks. Why wouldn't you want to live like that?”

“Because, what would Grandad think?”

“He wouldn't think anything of it.” Cari smacked the comforter with an open palm. “I'll tell you what he'd do though. He'd give you a hi-five and wink at me while he does it.”

I couldn't imagine Grandad hi-fiving anyone, but I knew what she meant. “I mean, the rumors about the parties here make a lot more sense now.” I couldn't put it past the guy to use the watch's power to get himself off.

“And they've already picked out rooms. Come on...” She pouted like she always had when she had to get her way.

And it works every goddamned time. “We'll talk about it in the morning.” It's not like any of us had to be anywhere the next day, it being the weekend and all. Even Cari didn't have to go into that dead-end garden center job all weekend. Maybe she wouldn't have to work there at all now.

As I pulled the covers up on what I guess was gonna be my side of the bed, Cari sprawled on her stomach all of a sudden. She tried grabbing my hand, but fell a bit short. A petite girl like her looks comically small on a bed that large. “There's one more thing, though.”

“What's that?”

“I'm still horny as hell.”

I was starting to think the watch did more than make them follow me. I know this'll sound weird, but figuring out exactly what the watch does gets really complicated later.


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

HAREM RING: A BIMBO'S BARGAIN

“Let me take some pictures on my phone and text them to Stuart.”

Angela's grin turned a bit evil. “Fuck pictures. Send him some video.”

“I like the way you think.”

I reached down for my pants. I knew that damn phone was in one of my front pockets. Fumbling around in the left, and then the right, I finally pulled the thing out.

Angela grabbed the phone out of my hand and unlocked the touchscreen. “Do you want me to call him?” I rushed over and dug her phone out of her purse.

“Do you want to?” I walked back, getting her own phone ready to record.

She just winked and said, “I want him to hear it.”

It tickled that evil part of my brain. “Put in on speaker.”

Angela dialed. The ring tone beeped through the room for a couple of cycles.

“Hello?” No background noise on the other end. He must have called it a night after I ran off with his now-ex.

I tapped record on Angela's screen, making sure I got the satisfied look on her face above those magnificent tits. “It's me.”

He stayed silent. I stepped closer, making sure to zoom out and catch Angela's entire body gracing my couch. She sat up as I got down on my knees. A closeup view of her face seemed like a better choice for the next segment.

“Stu, can't you say anything?” Angela winked at the camera and scooted down. Her legs spread before me like the cover to a book of wonders.

“Where the fuck are you at? And who's that lowlife you ran off with?” He tried sounding angry. I could tell it was just worry with a dickbag front.

Angela giggled and said, “He's got me on his couch. Do you wanna know what we're doing next?”

“Angie, baby, don't!” Now he acted like he cared about her. About thirty minutes too late.

I got on my knees, focusing her phone on the promised land below. “God, he's bigger than you too.”

“Please, Angel, baby. Don't do this to me.” It just made me harder, and Angela wetter.

“Go ahead, Adam, fuck me.” She started playing with her hair and turned her attention back to the phone. “You were kind of an asshole from the day we met.”

I barely kept myself from laughing. Just imagining that fucking soul patch turn gray in seconds brought a smile to my face. He went silent again.

My cock pressed against Angela's perfection. Just feeling those lips give way, watching the closeup view on the screen, tempted the marrow in my bones to melt.

I let the tip ease against her entrance. “God, he's almost in.” Angela started playing with her breasts with both hands. The breathing on the end of the line sped up as panic set in.

Our favorite parts got even larger on her phone as I zoomed in even more. I eased myself forward, sliding in a fraction more of an inch.

“Mhhhm. Deeper.”

I obliged, feeling the wet surface inside her pussy take almost all of me before I stopped.”

“Adam fills me up better than you.” She cradled her breasts with her forearms. “Go ahead and fuck me hard.”
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