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HAREM HOTEL 2:

TAKING GRACE

With the modest little hotel up and running through fall, the pieces of my life had been falling into place. Yes, things had slowed down since winter set in, but most weeks, our home paid for itself. That freed me up to do some of the maintenance the place badly needed.

Amy kept the bed and breakfast end going, Ellie and Angela worked their day jobs as always, and Lauren was getting her grades at the community college up to where she wanted them. As for myself, it was like life never skipped a beat after the move. At least room wasn't an issue anymore.

But the winter slow-down brought the issue of having too much time, and too little to do. Even with four women willing to drop their panties at a moments notice sharing the same roof as myself, it's easy for the cold, gray days of winter to get you under the weather. I started feeling the need for another playmate.

So what did I do about it? I waited as each new set of guests checked in and out. Usually, our female guests were either older, married, or both. A few were a bit tempting as far as MILFs go, but I wasn't ready to be a homewrecker.

As the snow from our last winter storm melted, our first loss of a weekend was coming up. We only had one reservation out of the five rooms I had set aside for guests. The rest were taken up by all of us living here, with two I just hadn't gotten around to fixing up. But our few online reviews were good, so I knew we could keep charging a hell of a lot more than your average interstate exit hotel.

But this couple we'd be entertaining felt different. As soon as I saw the names 'Blake & Grace Donovan' the ring started humming with life. I have a test coming up for you. It's not regarding your actions, but your motivation for them.

That's when I started work on one of the two spare rooms. It knew what I was after, and it never spoke unless it had something relevant to say.


I got home from work early that Friday. Our couple was supposed to arrive before dark, but the afternoon wore on as the daylight faded. I had just about given up when I heard a car door shut in the small, gravel lot beside the house.

Amy met me in the foyer between the two spiral staircases I had recently repainted. She looked at me, probably wondering why I was so eager to meet these two. “Any reason why you've been working on the house more after we got this reservation?”

“I can't work on things and make a bunch of racket when we've got guests, now can I?”

She never believed me when I was bullshitting. “Travel writers?”

“Hell if I know. Why so many questions?”

“It's,” Amy paused to toss her hair back and adjust the hem of that form-fitting turtleneck, “odd.”

She was smart enough to be the brains of the operation, which meant getting anything past Amy was an exercise in frustration. “I'll help with their bags. Just make sure their room's ready.”

Amy winked and turned for the stairs. “Adam, you're hiding something.”

I shook my head and made my way for the front door. As I reached over to turn the porch lights on, I felt a jolt in my hand. I thought it was an electric shock until the ring said its piece. Be patient with this one.


The husband, Blake, turned out to be a complete ass. By the time Saturday afternoon rolled around, I was ready to rearrange his jaw. With that constant expression like someone had just farted, I knew there was no making the man happy.

Which was confusing, considering the kind of looker Grace turned out to be. With a face fit for the magazines, hair that bordered between brunette and red, and an attitude that made you instantly think you could fall in love, I wondered how her husband could ever get so fucking grumpy. Not to mention that body I could appreciate, even under winter clothing.

Blake had wandered off and left Grace alone in her room. I wasn't ready to get involved yet, trusting that the ring knew what it was talking about. The hot tub around back called my name that night. Trying to hang drywall by myself earlier that morning wasn't the smartest move for my back.

I soaked by myself and stared up at the sky. The last of the clouds moved along and the stars appeared. Looking up this far out in the countryside made everything that much brighter.

The heat started to get to me. Even though my shoulders and head were freezing, everything else wanted to sweat but couldn't. I prepped myself for that mad grab for the towel and dash for the back door.

That's when I heard the door open and shut. The hedgerow of junipers I hadn't gotten around to trimming yet blocked my view. I figured I'd wait and see who it was. It was hard not to look like a jackass wearing wet swimming trunks in weather just above freezing.

The sound of flip flops slapping against feet got closer. I watched Grace round the last shrub. She almost dropped the terry robe from her shoulders before she stopped. I was about to invite her over when Grace said, “I'm so sorry,” and turned tail for the door.

Weird chick.


It was an hour after I had gotten out of the spa. The pruniness had gone away, but I couldn't stop wondering about Grace's reaction. Exactly why would she apologize like that and run off?

When I noticed Blake was still gone, I knew something wasn't right between those two. Grace had shut herself in her room. I decided I had shown enough patience.

Rapping my knuckle against the door, I asked, “Everything alright in there?” It wasn't the smoothest question, but I had to wonder if all really was well.

I waited for a second before I almost knocked again. As I pulled my arm back for another round of knocking, I heard the lock turn. Grace opened the door just enough to peek out and ask, “What do you want? Did my husband call?”

Even stranger. “No. Just checking up on you, and I came to apologize.”

“For what?” The door opened just a bit more.

I rubbed the back of my neck. “I'm not sure what made you run off like that, but I'm sorry if it's something I did.”

Grace let the door ease fully open. She barely had that white robe tied around her waist, letting me debate whether she had single or double D's under that lace. “It's not like that. Blake just gets really possessive if he sees me around another man.”

Get to the bottom of this.

“Is it a problem if we talk for a bit?”

I watched her eyes get a little bigger. “If he sees us talking like this, he'll go ballistic.”

“Well, where is he now?”

Grace brushed the hair out of her face and looked down. “He said he'd be back from the bar in town after the game's over.”

I'd have been happy to split a case of beer with the guy over a game here, even if I didn't care much for him. “We can talk somewhere else and have you back in your room as soon as he pulls up.”

The ring had another demand. Do not let her say no.

“I really shouldn't. When Blake gets back he'll know–”

I planted my hand against the door frame and drew a surge of power from the ring. “Know what? That he's an ass? Come on.”

Grace couldn't help losing her reservations. “Is it alright if I'm dressed like this?”

I looked down and saw the black heels over those stockings. Blake's surprise was about to be my own. “That's perfect. Follow me.”


After Grace laid it all out for me, I couldn't help feeling bad for her. Despite being completely faithful for three years of marriage, Blake had a habit of cheating, then turning around and accusing Grace of his own wrongs. When you're a thirty-five year old prick, it should be a crime to treat your wife like that, whether she's a twenty-three year old looker like Grace or not.

There was no way to tell if Blake had pulled up in my bedroom, since the parking spaces were on the other side of the house, but I didn't give a damn about my lie at that point. I knew Grace wouldn't be checking out with her husband tomorrow. I didn't just want better for Grace, I wanted her for myself.

I had to stop her at the verge of tears. I let the ring do what it does best, filling my arm and shoulder with a comforting tingle. “You're not going back to a guy like that. He's too much of a motherfucker to deserve you.”

Grace took a seat on the edge of the bed and looked up at me. “Where would I go? He owns the house, the cars, and I work at his law office. I don't have anything in my own name.”

Divorcing an attorney probably wasn't the best way to come out on top. “Is that why you put up with him?”

“Would you judge me if I said it was?”

I let the ring work up a hefty surge of power. Grace tried looking away as I started opening my mouth. I forced her to look at me by pushing on her cheek. “You don't have to be miserable with Blake. Tomorrow, we'll make him leave, and you can stay here as long as you need. You'll be taken care of.”

A new light came to Grace's face. She smiled and asked, “Are you sure I won't be a burden?”

“Do I look like I care about that?”

“He'll regret staying here to work things out.”

I pushed her shoulders back and crawled on top of Grace. “He hasn't been trying very hard to keep you if he's out drinking and watching football. Let's not worry about him.”

“I can't believe you're trying to sleep with me.”

“So why aren't you stopping me?”

Grace's smile got wider. “A few minutes ago, I would have. There's just something about you, Adam.” She put her arms around my neck. “It makes me feel like everything will be alright.”

I slipped my hand down Grace's stomach and under her panties. The skin between her legs was smooth as glass, the trademark of a Brazilian no more than a few days old. “He doesn't know what he's missing.”

Grace closed her eyes as I felt the warm folds already primed and ready with wetness. I toyed with her entrance and the surplus of natural lubrication. It felt so warm and soft down there I thought about skipping the foreplay and going right at it.

But I wanted to be different from her husband. Grace whimpered as I let my middle finger slip inside her. I hadn't felt up a new lay this willing since my last prom night ten years ago.

Those panties and that robe had to go. I pulled my hand away and pushed the terry cloth from Grace's shoulders. She rolled out of it as soon as her arms were free.

I couldn't believe the ass on this woman, tight and perfectly round without being large by any measure. I pulled at the band and jerked them down her legs. The belt around her waist held the garters in place. Fine by me. I liked it when one of my girls dressed up for me. Grace was making a good early impression.

It looked just as good from behind as it felt. I wanted to dive in immediately. Before I could tear at my zipper I had to stop myself.

Grace rolled back over after I slid her robe onto the floor. Her legs spread apart for me at the edge of the mattress. I dropped to my knees and pushed them further apart by the thighs.

I felt Grace's fingers run through my hair as I bent down for the first taste. It was almost too beautiful to stop looking at. But that first sensation hit my tongue like a new favorite drink.

She pushed my head harder into her body. I rolled her clit with my tongue and then took a deep lick between her lips. Grace moaned each time I let it slip inside and took my time going back up to her pearl.

Every flick brought her to a higher state. The random lashing I directed at her clit was doing the job. I felt her grab my hair by the roots and pull, just shy of the border of discomfort. It only made me want to try harder.

Grace's voice started to leave her mouth in gasping fits and hard moans. I slapped the tip against her bean like I held a grudge against it. As I felt her thighs start to quiver and tighten, I felt the rapid approach of Grace's climax.

I pushed to see how hard I could drive her. Grace screamed as her legs stiffened and she gave my hair a rough pull. I braced my hands against her inner thighs and gave her that last push.

With all the celebration and commotion of a teenie bopper at a concert, Grace came with the force of a splitting fault line. Her entire body began to rumble as I kept her going past that threshold. I gave her that last few hard licks and knew she wasn't going to be able to take any more.

I pulled my face away from her and broke free of that grasp on my follicles. Grace shook and whimpered in front of me as I stood and straightened my hair. As her breathing returned to something resembling normal I got to work on my own clothes.

By the time Grace had her senses about her again, I was doing the last part by dropping my boxers. A blowjob would have been nice, but I wanted to wrap this up before Blake could get back. Being possible at any moment, I knew I'd have my cock buried in his wife within seconds.

I had my shaft in hand as Grace lied there, legs spread like wings. She was there, just begging for it with the last of that orgasm. I got on knees and elbows above her. That's when I heard the voices.

Amy was in the hallway beyond the door. “I don't know where she is. Have you tried your room?”

“She's not in there.” Blake.

I smiled as Grace opened her eyes in shock. She couldn't keep the fear inside. “If he finds me in here, he'll kill us both.”

My finger pressed against Grace's lips. I stared her deep in the eyes and said, “With what? He's lost you, and he doesn't even know it yet.”

Her body tensed up underneath me. Grace took my wrist and moved my hand back down to the mattress beside her. “Let me up so I can get dressed. He doesn't have to know we did anything.”

“Yeah, he kinda does.” The ring burned with new energy as I held the gaze. “Stay right fucking there for until I get back. Blake's in for a show.”

I got up and walked to the door. Blake was still trying to get an answer out of Amy. Their voices kept trailing down the hallway as I poked my head out.

“Blake!” We locked eyes as I grinned at him like a demon. My finger burned white-hot. “You got a few minutes? I've got something to show you.”

“What the hell is it? I'm trying to find my bitch of a wife.”

Hoo boy. “Just trust me and get in here.”

Amy's jaw dropped like she knew already. She shook her head in warning. I just nodded her way and waited for Blake to close the thirty or so feet of hallway.

I opened the door the rest of the way as I stood there, bare as his wife's muff. The urge to cringe from the ring's burn made it hard to keep a straight face. “Have a seat in here and watch.” His face sank as he got far enough to see Grace on my bed. “This is how it's gonna be, and you'll deal with it.”

Are you punishing him for your amusement, or to give her closure? Choose wisely.

It had a point. I let Blake take his seat in the chair next to the door before I continued. “This is what happens when you're a dick to your wife for too long.”

“You son of bitch!” It was fun watching him rage as he sat down, helpless to fight back with his body.

I went back to the bed and looked at Grace. “Look him in the eye. You need this to move on.”

She smiled, obviously not afraid of Blake anymore. I never ordered the change in her mind. It was like she was reborn of her own accord.

Grace rolled over as I lied on my back, the top of my head pointing toward her fuming husband. She climbed on top of me, her slit pressed against the length of my dick. I wish I could have seen Blake's face.

The warm, slick texture of her folds slid along my shaft. The look on her face said it all. It was like long-awaited vengeance distilled into a the most smug facial expression I had ever seen.

I watched from below as Grace stayed focused on her husband. “I never thought I'd get out of this shitty marriage.” She moved forward. I felt my tip poke just inside her. As Grace slid back, the soft heat of her passage swallowed my cock. She moaned a little and said, “I don't know why I was so afraid. Look how helpless you are right now.”

Grace's pussy felt like home. Or at least, a home that caressed the entire length of my dick. I wrapped my fingers around the garter bands running down her hips and thighs. She took her time, enjoying it like a long-delayed wish she finally had granted.

She picked up her movement and pushed her hands against my chest. That swirling motion felt magical. My eyes rolled back in my head and then closed as I said, “God damn, keep that up.”

“You see? Adam appreciates it.” Her voice almost sounded spiteful. “I got dressed up like this just for you, but I think you would have wasted it.”

I was more than happy to take whatever she was willing to give in Blake's place. Every swish and jerk she made had purpose and calm anger behind it.

Grace picked up the effort on her own, slamming herself into me like a jackhammer. I braced my feet against the bed and wrapped my arms around the small of her back. She never looked away from Blake as I put my own thrust into it from underneath.

She started to scream with each crack of our bodies. It felt like too much for one man to handle. Luckily, I had an observer to share the moment with. Somehow, I think he was feeling a different sort of being overwhelmed.

I put my thighs and back into it, ramming into Grace like I was poking holes in a ceiling. Her pussy got hotter and wetter. By the time I had her yelling like she was speaking in tongues, the whole damn thing began to tighten up.

Grace's entire body started tensing up. I felt the excess wetness running down my sack and soaking the comforter. She finally broke the stare toward her husband, closing her eyes and putting on a show of enjoying having me inside her.

I moved my hands up her back and undid both clips on that snazzy bra. The straps slipped from her shoulders as I jarred her body from between her legs. I chucked it aside after it fell onto my body.

God, those breasts. I took hold as they bounced above me. It only made Grace's whimpering sound more satisfied.

I gave her a rough drive as she got tighter. Her channel locked tight around my pole, holding me a willing captive inside her body. I felt the tremble in her arms and heard the wavering in her screams.

Grace fell into me with a hard seize. I slapped my hands against her ass and felt her entire body quake. She jerked a couple of times, that sweet pussy gripping onto my shaft, trying to pull it deeper than it already was.

I heard Blake groaning and sighing at the edge of the room. And who could blame the man? If I had a wife, I'd be miserable watching another man fuck her silly too.

Grace's breasts heaved against my chest. The tightness down below eased. I pulled out and rolled her over. She turned back and got on all fours on her own, still facing her husband.

I got up on my knees and turned to see Blake's face. He had to be on the verge of tears with that anguished look. I couldn't help rubbing it in. “Why the fuck would you let her go like this?”

His expression got even darker. “Cocksucker.”

He can't harm you.

I grinned and slapped Grace on the ass as I pulled myself behind her. She squealed and squirmed as a bright red handprint flushed on her cheek. I took one more look at Blake as I took hold of my dick. “How do you just sit there and watch another man plow your wife?”

The determination in his face was there. He just couldn't do anything with it. I'm not gonna lie, it was hard not to laugh. The look in his eyes spelled out murderous intent.

Grace looked back at me and said, “He looked even worse when you were fucking me.” She backed her ass up. “Quit teasing the sack of shit and wear me out.”

I gave her rump another echoing clap. My tip played along her slit. Grace eased back when she felt her entrance get another fill.

My hand wrapped around the garter belt on her waist. I took a fist full of hair in the other and pulled hard. Her neck bent as I rammed hard against her inner limit.

Another rough intrusion and smack of our bodies together had her voice as high as before. I stopped and winked at Blake with a nod. “Don't tell me you won't miss her pussy, even a little. No lie, it's fucking great.”

Rage and grief spun together on Blake's face. It only made Grace start shifting herself back and forth. I gave her a hand, throwing myself into her body like I was mad at it.

It got to be too much for him as Grace wailed with each smack of pleasure. Blake asked, “Why would you do this to me after being married for just a few years?”

Grace didn't bother answering or even acknowledging him. She wasn't outright ignoring him with it. I felt the chill of the distance between them well enough to get the idea.

I couldn't tell if I was enjoying grabbing onto her red hair and splitting Grace like firewood, or watching Blake suffer through the show. I finally noticed Amy propped against the door frame at the far end of the room, arms crossed and lips smiling. Blake was learning that I don't fuck around when I want to make a point, just like Amy had figured out.

Blake was at the point of tears already. I wanted him totally humiliated, even beyond the shattered remnant of a wannabe-alpha he already was. My cock slid back through his wife's pussy. With a hard ram, I pushed myself back inside her.

Grace screamed lough enough to let everyone in the massive house know exactly what was going on. I arched back and repeated, time after time. I had Grace losing her mind at the end of my dick.

My fingers pulled tighter on her hair as I put the other hand on her shoulder. I crammed myself as deep into her as I could. Her hips rolled and bobbed against me.

She wasn't letting up, bringing me within seconds of coming. Her voice went primal as she sent it forth toward the ceiling. I barely held on, perfectly fine with painting the inside of Blake's wife white right in front of him.

Humiliate him. You have to break this man completely to set her free.

The ring jarred me out of that tingling trance. He was hurt, but not completely obliterated. I pulled myself out as the pressure started welling up in my sack.

Grace had shown her husband that she didn't belong to him anymore. But in his mind, she was now a free agent. I had to rip out that small consolation and break it before his eyes.

I let go of her hair and forced Grace's neck and face to the mattress. Staring right at Blake and feeling as calm and in control as I knew I was, I said, “She left because she wanted to, but I went and stole her as soon as she took that first step away.”

Grace's body felt hot as I got her in position, her ass higher and her knees locked together. I put my foot on her shoulder and grabbed her wrists. My tip found home as Blake's utter defeat announced itself all over his face.

His ego be damned. I reared back and slammed my hips into his wife's ass. Grace shouted her pleasure, gripping her fingernails into my forearms. I let out my pride with a hard burst of thrusts deep inside Grace.

She was absolutely insatiable, taking every whip of punishment and forwarding it to her husband. Her walls dripped with pure wetness, gripping tight against me from her closed legs. I felt the heat of her breath against the foot I had pinning her down.

I saw Amy make her way to our unfortunate cuck. Her voice barely registered over Grace's yelling. “Adam saved all of us here the same way.”

Angela, Ellie, and Lauren crowded at the doorway. Everyone knew exactly what was going to happen. In fact, they had become conditioned to appreciate why I lived the way I did. It felt like a welcoming party for Grace, each of my girls understanding my actions through how I had brought each of them in.

The thorough soak and burning heat inside Grace kept getting better. She had gone from completely submissive to Blake, to destroying the man's self-worth before his very eyes. The chaos in her voice was her cry of freedom, if only from the uncaring rule of a rich asshole.

I inhaled deeply and belted out what I knew was going to be my last reserve. My body wanted to give in, but it had enough left. My shaft pulsed and stiffened further in anticipation, ready to play its oh-so-important part.

The give started creeping into my muscles and my package. Grace wasn't allowing that, urging me on with shouts and yelps that made my sack tingle. She was enjoying every motion and spark of an overstimulated nerve. I was more than happy to grant her that wish she had repressed for so long.

My body wanted to slow down and enjoy it, but I had a job to do. I could tell Grace wanted it even harder. Whether it was for her own enjoyment or to make her husband suffer more, I didn't care. I was after both goals myself.

Every fiber of me ached with fatigue and climax. Grace finally broke down, ripping out a rough scream as her legs tensed up. Her passage clamped tight around my girth, barely letting it move inside.

I forced myself through her resistance. As her pussy convulsed around me, I felt that hot explosion shoot forth with pressure behind it. My foot pressed harder against Grace's shoulder.

The second went off. I felt that load fill her nearly to capacity. I tensed my neck and got one last, fleeting look at Blake. The shame, despair, and fury mixed into one deflated wreck.

As his wife shivered, I gasped and moaned with each load delivery. My eyes clenched shut. I couldn't grip any longer, losing my mount. My cock barely stayed inside Grace as the final jet flew inside her.

My energy spent, I let go of her completely. I heard my gift drip onto the bed as I collapsed beside Grace, still quivering and whimpering into the comforter. Amy's voice was cool and assured as she said, “And that's why we stay with Adam. He always makes sure we're happy, so we do the same for him.”

Blake's defeat was final. Indisputable. I couldn't stop myself from grinning, fully proud of what I had just done to the blowhard.


By the time Grace had settled in, her divorce was moving along smoothly. No fault, and I even forced Blake to give her a fair shake. The couple-hundred-grand she got for her half of their house was her money, and hers alone. I wasn't nearly shitty enough to try claiming it for myself.

Grace herself, however, was a different story. It felt like another war brewing. Lauren had been close to me like an actual girlfriend since she had moved in. Grace's intrusion into her territory had put both of them on edge.

I had my way of dealing with the issue, but it could wait for the time being. When I had the two of them together with me, you could smell the tension in the air. It was making for great nights after a hard day of renovations. Jealousy was one hell of a motivator for two women naked in front of their prize.

Even with the cold gray of January outside, I still had two redheads, two blondes, and a brunette to add some color and beauty. It only took a few more weeks for my next claim to fall into my lap. But we'll talk about how we stole Lily next time.
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The helpless bastard. Talia fought for every breath as her husband watched. I started removing my blazer as his expression went dark.

“I never said you could fuck her.”

The jacket hit the floor. “You didn't read the fine print of our agreement?”

“I thought this was a class for my wife, not a chance for you to get your rocks off at my expense.”

Talia looked up at me and pushed herself off of the couch. She dropped to her knees and started on my slacks. “You learn best by doing, Mr. Hanover.”

My shaft emerged with Talia's effort. I watched it disappear beneath her blonde hair, her lips pursing around the tip. Meanwhile, that poor fool of a husband put his face in his hands.

I stroked the locks of hair away from Talia's cheeks. “That's my girl. Start off slow, give him something to look forward to.”

Men like Roger saw themselves as masters of the universe, the makers of society. But when they hired me, I always made them feel as powerless as a beggar on the street. The bonus lesson in humility for the clients was something they always needed.

His pride started to break as the head of my dick pushed against the back of Talia's throat. “I told you I had an infidelity clause in the prenup, you little whore!”

I caressed Talia's neck and stared daggers at Roger. “You won't do shit. Don't take it out on her because you can't ask the right questions.”

Put back in his place, Roger sulked in the chair, barely holding on to his sanity. He wasn't used to sharing his toys. Not that I gave a damn.

“Just,” he finally looked up at me, “don't fuck her, alright?”

I smiled and bared my teeth. Looking down at Talia, I put my hands on her shoulders and said, “Stand up. We'll come back to this part later.”

“What are you doing?” There was nothing more pathetic than a desperate man in a suit.

“Talia, what's your best position.”

My length bobbed once it left her mouth. She stood as Roger's voice went preteen. “Oh my word, Talia, don't fuck him!”

“Cowgirl.” Her voice was sweet as before, a bit more sultry from my presence between those lips.

“Sweetheart, you always told me you'd never do this! What the hell?”

The whining was always the worst part. I let Talia untie the string on the front of her nightie as I looked over at her insolent husband. “Shut the fuck up!”
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