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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


You knew Neriah’s story was on the way. And it had to be before you finished the first book. For sure after reading the second. 

I’ll be trying my best to finish this series out in the next two weeks. I’d like to start 2021 with a clean plate. But I always have to be working on something. Taking that much time off isn’t an option. 

So I’m thinking the next series, Bimbo Blue, will start before Christmas. Call it a head-start on 2021. 

The outline’s coming along, and the main character has one of my old jobs. Because photographers find themselves in the best and worst situations. I plan on letting some of my wild stories from those days seep in.


HAREM MANOR 3

I was on top of the world. Doing the woodwork that I was born to do, having all the drama between myself and Ella buried somewhere in the backyard, and no more money troubles.

But I still had that fucking weekend with Neriah and Ella coming up. Thankfully, it didn’t creep into my thoughts more than once an hour.

Yet each time, the pit in my stomach felt bottomless. If I might have to deal with of both their asses for the rest of my life, how do I even start fixing this?

Some rich prick’s chateau overlooking Lake Erie could have been nice… If it would have been just myself and Lindsay. Theo’s ancient ass had to interfere, and throw his floozie of a lawyer and the brat in with me instead. The old fucker couldn’t leave me to live my own life.

I tried keeping my mind on the piece of wood pinned in the vise. Lignum vitae was some tough shit to work with. And it was durable enough that every mistake I made would live on for centuries.

But they always knew where to find me. The door hadn’t even shut when I sighed, “Yeah? What is it?”

Those damn heels snapped with every pace. “Alex, have you gone insane?” Neriah wasn’t happy. As always.

“It wasn’t my idea. Yell at him.”

“She’s manipulated you, just like she’s done with Theodore!” Her snare-drum footsteps halted right before she collided with me. “I swear, I’ll have her sitting in prison this time next week...”

I never had been a fan of lawyers. And Neriah was grinding on my final nerve. “Actually, I think the trip might do you two some good.”

“You’re an idiot.”

Finding the groove, sanding a detail slicker than cum on a gold tooth… I took my time before grinning at her. “Do you really want to keep talking down to me like this?”

She wasn’t budging, though. “Until you pull your head out of your ass... I. Absolutely. Will.”

“Yelling at me won’t stop Theo’s order. You’re just as responsible to go through with it as I am.” I blew on the detail, sending wood dust and the scent of oils flying all over.

The frustration kept building in her face. “Fine! I can’t go over his head, but if you think I won’t take it out on you for causing this, keep dreaming.”

“Cool by me.” I wiped the piece down with a rag and made a show of admiring my own work. “This one turned out pretty good. What do you think?”

But Neriah wasn’t having any of it. “Between your truck and that whore’s rattle-trap… I’m driving.”


Already tired, I barely heard Lindsay open the bedroom door. Fresh out of the shower, but with a few dabs of oil I’d viced out of the wood on my neck, it was experiment time.

She collapsed into the mattress. “I swear, the school board wants me to prep these kids for standardized tests all the time now.”

Those heels were already off. She fell right into the open arm I’d stretched across her side of the bed and grazed a panty-hosed foot up my leg. Her face ducked against my shoulder until I felt her take a breath.

Another sniff kept sucking air over my skin. “I don’t smell any cologne, but I can’t stop trying to pick up whatever is you’ve got on.”

I had my answer about the oils in that wood, anyway. “It’s nothing out of the ordinary.”

But Lindsay was already crawling on top of me. Before I knew it, she’d mounted my lap, humping against my bulge as she hiked that denim skirt up.

“Weren’t you on the verge of passing out a few seconds ago?”

Her face kept drawing closer. About the time I felt the ends of her hair tickle against me, Lindsay asked, “What about this ‘weekend retreat’ with Ella and Theo’s blood-sucker?”

Like always, I figured honesty was the safest route. “That was his idea. I’m not a fan of it, either.”

The smile creeping in on my mouth kept getting wider. “It might do all three of you some good. Plus, I don’t mind taking care of him.”

Exactly what he might say to her froze me to the bone. “That’s what I’m afraid of. Neriah hates the idea, and Ella is just… Ella.”

“It shouldn’t be that bad. Both of them have to listen to you.” Lindsay’s tongue flicked on my neck as the mound behind her panties split against my shaft.

I’d already gotten used to Lindsay acting like this. Keeping the talk going, I knew she was still listening. “That’s what I’m worried about. There’s no telling what those two getting along would look like.”

Lindsay reached down and pulled the layer of cotton aside. Then she fumbled around until she had my button and zipper open.

I was already poking the stiffy through the flap of my boxers.

The opening edge of her cunt trapped the head, primed for entry. “Do whatever it takes with them. I won’t be mad.”


Stuck in the passenger’s seat of Neriah’s crossover, I hated this trip already.

We hadn’t even gone thirty miles down the road before Ella started her bitching. “Next exit, pull over. I’ve gotta pee.”

Neriah and myself looked at each other, rolling eyes at the same time. But it was on me to keep Ella in line. “I told you to do that before we left. Keep it in for another hour.”

“There’s a truck stop, right over there!”

I finished chugging my soft drink and handed the bottle back. “Try not to piss on the seats, okay?”

The blunt end of it smacked atop my head. “That’s gross! It won’t take more than a few minutes.”

Neriah sighed and flicked the turn signal. “I don’t want to smell it for a few hundred miles. Go in, do your shit, and make sure we don’t have to pull over again.”

I didn’t even have to look back to know what was coming next.

And Ella wasn’t one to disappoint. “Since I’m trapped with this stuck-up bitch all weekend, three packs of smokes.”

Neriah turned onto the main road and then into the gas station. “While you’re at it, some wine coolers and a pack of Camels wouldn’t hurt me.”

I already knew that one of us was liable to end up dead. I even grabbed a pack Marlboros and a case of 5.9% beer for myself. Because fuck this weekend already.


We’d finally made it. Crossing a bridge onto some island jutting into Lake Erie, Neriah tapped in the passcode for the gate of some former Senator’s vacation home. It wasn’t as big as Theo’s place, but still way too much Greek revival for three people to occupy.

That is, assuming two of them didn’t absolutely despite each other.

I couldn’t wait to get out of the Rav4. Security lights came on as soon as I hit the front steps and a computer voice buzzed over an intercom. “Enter the five digit code within one minute, or security will be called.”

Waving her over, I grabbed hold and pulled Neriah to the front door. “Come on, punch it in. I don’t want any more bullshit than I’ve already gotta handle.”

She put on a show of acting like it was a burden. “Will you calm down? Those messages are just to scare people away.”

“I don’t give a damn. It’ll be hard to call my attorney if she’s sitting in another wing of the county jail.”

Still dressed for the courtroom, Neriah punched each button in. The door let out a snap and the spotlights on us faded. “Now that I’ve gotten us in, I expect both of you to leave me the hell alone until it’s time to leave.”

Ella whisked past me with a backpack hanging off one shoulder. “Suits me just fine, so long as I get a password for the wifi.”

Neriah stood back as Ella trotted ahead us. I was about to go in when I felt her try to crush my upper arm. “If you think for one minute that I want to see either of you, feel free to take a long swim in that lake and never come back.”

As if the trip was my idea or something. “Uncle Theo sent us here for a reason. I don’t like it any more than you do. But if this is how you’ll act, that’s fine by me.”

She gave me a quick nod and a smirk. “Good. Have fun fucking your little pet all weekend. Hopefully she doesn’t bite.”

Neriah clacked those heels right through the door.

Fucking cunt… She’d entered on my good side, but was trying her damnedest to sour me on that impression. As if she was turning into the new Ella in my life.


I claimed one of the upstairs rooms overlooking Erie. A couple of barges and container ships drifted in the black. This close to the ass-end of autumn, nobody wanted to be on that water. Because we all know The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald by heart around The Great Lakes.

Propped against the headboard and flipping channels, I got tired of realized I wouldn’t find a damn thing to watch. Dragging my phone out, I started texting Lindsay. Tell my dear uncle that I fucking hate him for this.

A couple of minutes later, I heard the usual ding.

Swiping the screen on, I didn’t care much for the answer I got.

He wants you three to find a way to get along. I don’t think it’s a bad idea, either.

I almost snorted when I finished reading it. Making Neriah and Ella play nice was basically putting myself in a burlap sack with two rabid cats, and rolling all three of us off a dock. I work with wood, not miracles.

She took too long to answer. Which told me that she was in Theo’s study, that very moment. He says you need to find a way to deal with it. If you can’t, don’t bother coming back.

I was reaching the end of my rope. “This is some ol’ bullshit.” I settled on a western and picked my phone back up. They bitched about each other the whole drive up here.

Another tone rang out. The words were there, but I didn’t know if I could make sense of them. He swears that it’ll all work out, if you decide to make it happen.

It was still a bunch of malarkey to me. Do what I can, then?

Looks that way. We’re stuck with both of them.

Texting to make certain I could fuck either of them sprang to the front of my mind. I almost tapped it out, but decided that Lindsay had to be game for it. She’d already given permission.

Sitting through the tail of the movie, she didn’t send a follow-up.

But one thing was certain. I’d have to find some way to get these two to coexist. Neriah wasn’t about to go anywhere, and I couldn’t chuck Ella back out on the streets.

Sure, it’d be great if I could force them to be friends. Yet just keeping them from killing each other was a tall order.

I turned the TV off and decided…

Neriah’s instigating this more than Ella. And maybe learning some more about her would give me an angle. Another dab of lignum vitae oil on my neck couldn’t have hurt, either.


She wasn’t in her room. After wandering through both stories, the only place left to check was the partial basement.

I went down the stairs and found it just as snazzy as the rest of the house. Behind a ping-pong table, I spotted Neriah doing some kind of work at a giant, oak desk. Trying to stay quiet, I got to the edge before she noticed.

“What?” She paused and narrowed both eyes through her fake glasses.

“Theo said this is a break. Will you drop the workaholic act and try to enjoy yourself?”

“If you really want me to have fun, find a rifle and give that bitch a thirty second head start.”

Part of me wanted to laugh. “And then you’d turn it on me, just to get rid of the witness.”

“So you’re not a total idiot. That’s good to hear.”

There was no point in dancing around the issue. I sat on the corner of the desk and reached over to stop her hand from writing anymore. “What’s it gonna take to get you two to act civil toward one another?”

Neriah jerked her arm out of my grip. “Either she goes, or I do.”

“And lose a guaranteed salary for the rest of your life?”

“Theodore doesn’t understand how dangerous people like her can be. And you don’t either.”

I leaned closer. “Are you speaking from personal experience here?”

“She’s a menace. And if you have to pry, yes. I know exactly what Ella’s capable of.” Sliding right into my trap.

“Then explain. You’ve got your own baggage, and I have to know where it came from.”

Neriah stared up at me, probably wishing she actually could kill with a look. “What if I told you that I was in her position not even ten years ago?”

“Going with the ‘fuck you, got mine’ track, huh?”

“She’ll rob you blind the first chance she gets.”

The fact that she was trying to play on my emotions burned my ass. “You’ve got the keys to the castle, even more so than I do. If Theo can grow to trust you with so much, what makes you that damn special?”

Neriah wrinkled the whole bridge of her nose. “Because he saved me. Without that man, I’d be stripping, at best.”

“So put the stiletto on the other foot. What if he had someone just like you, pissing and moaning about every attempt to help your ass back then?”

“You don’t need another lawyer. It’s a moot point.”

The way she quipped it out, hoping I’d shut up, told me everything I needed to know. “I never said she’d have to go to law school. A house that big needs someone to help me keep it in order.”

“That’s what Theodore thinks your girlfriend will do.” Another dose of poison shot from her eyes. “But if you really have to dig, he assumed I’d marry his heir.”

I stopped in the middle of my next thought. Fighting to come up with the exact words I needed, all I drug out was, “What?”

“You heard me. Considering that you’re the only one eligible, I’d been assuming you’d be my husband.”

This had turned into too much, too fast. “I guess you’ll start holding everything against Lindsay, next.”

“She is stealing my place. Could you blame me if I do?”

Neriah was hotter than a two-dollar pistol. If I hadn’t already fallen head-over-heels for some angel of a redhead, I wouldn’t have turned her down.

“That got you to shut up.” She turned in the chair, laid back as she crossed her legs. “You’re already tempted. I can tell.”

It wasn’t cheating, so long as I had Lindsay’s permission. “She doesn’t mind sharing.”

“Your little blonde has already been bragging about that threesome.”

Not gonna lie, I blushed. “What’d she say?”

“Ask Theodore. He passed the news on to me.”

Kind of a dick move on his part, against everyone. But now we were getting to the splinter that had dug into her ass.“Have you considered that he’s trying to make you jealous?”

Neriah leaned forward, clasping each hand over her bare knees. “I know him better than anyone. Of course he is.”

I didn’t expect her to ante up like that. “So what are you playing at?”

“You’re lucky I don’t play dirty. Yes, I want your delinquent out. But Ms. Teacher-of-the-Year doesn’t have anything to worry about. I don’t shit where I eat.”

“Yet here you are, dropping all this on my plate.” I leaned over her, tilting the chair back. “You don’t have to worry about job security, because Theo’s already made sure I can’t fire your ass. But I can tell that you’re after something else.”

I expected Neriah to fumble over what she’d say next. But this cunt wasn’t about to crack. “And that is?”

‘I don’t know yet,’ would have sealed my fate. The only cheap shot I had left was to push the oiled skin on my throat close to her nose. Making a show of it, I whispered in her ear, “Fuck around and find out what I’ll do.”

The tip of her shoe jabbed at my leg. “Are you threatening me?”

“It’s a fact.” After what I’d learned about the oil, I already knew that Neriah was putty in my hands. “I need you, but not as badly as you think.”

The weight of her hand pressed under the left side of my ribs. “You’ve got a pair between your legs, but it’ll take more to scare me.”

I’d run out of ammo. There was always the option of fucking Neriah’s brains out, sure.

But that wouldn’t put the fear of God into her.

Tripping over my own ass, I tried to come up with the next round.

Then the least likely savior in history screeched from the top of the staircase, “Hey, asshole! I need a lighter!”

Neriah grabbed my shoulders and pushed herself even further back. “See? You’ll never earn respect like this.”

I whistled like I was calling a dog. Letting this absolute reptile win out couldn’t happen. “You can have mine, but you’ll have to do me a favor!” And I could light a smoke with the damn toaster, if I had to.

The first hint of panic entered Neriah’s voice. “You wouldn’t.”

“Like Hell I won’t.” I pushed the top the chair down, putting my knees between her thighs. I turned my head and yelled up, “Get your ass down here if you want it!”

Wearing nothing but white panties and another oversized t-shirt, Ella didn’t even have to sigh for me to read all the frustration in her mind. “What now?”

None of this mattered anymore. “Could you do something without complaining for once?”

Bare feet tapped against the stairs until I heard a few seconds of silence. “Okay. You tamed the old man’s psycho-wolf-bitch. Good job.”

I looked around for anything to use. Before Neriah could start throwing a fit, I remembered the flannel shirt I’d put on before trooping out to look for her.

Ella had already bounded down the rest of the stairs. “You’re gonna go for it, aren’t you?”

My breaking point had already flown past in a blur. “If I can’t get rid of either of you, shit’s gonna happen.”

I didn’t care much for the depth of her grin. But at least I wasn’t outnumbered.

Balling the tail of my shirt, I stepped around the high-backed chair and shoved the wad of plaid in Neriah’s mouth. Tying both sleeves in a knot, she still could have gotten away. If she wanted to.

Ready to strike, Ella watched as I turned the seat around and held Neriah’s shoulders. “You really want to me have some fun with this stuck-up skank?”

“Until you two get along, I’m too liable to go apeshit.” I leaned around the office chair and made sure that Neriah got another full whiff of the oil on my neck. My voice softened by her cheek. “And yes, that is directed mainly at you.”

Ella dropped to her knees, putting her hands on Neriah’s legs. “You heard him.”

Neriah tensed under my grip.

When I saw the tube of fabric slide down her thighs, I knew that Ella had caught my intent. “Now settle your bullcrap while I go out and have a goddamned cigarette.”


I didn’t hear anything on the other side of the glass door. And I didn’t bother looking, either.

Getting close to the filter, I crushed the cherry against a glass table and left the butt for the morning. At least most of my stress had fallen away.

Turning around, Neriah’s hands almost pulled the leather off the armrests. Ella was still crouched, diving away at that muff.

I got back in there and heard the whines. Neriah’s ever-perfect bun had already started messing up, and her breasts were rising under the business shirt.

Not one to let things go too far, I stood behind Ella. “That’s enough for now. Leave her hanging on the edge.”

At least she listened to me now. Standing and happy to watch Neriah suffer, Ella turned around. “I think she left a mess on the chair.”

Reaching for the knot in my shirt, I pulled it loose. Staring down at our lawyer, I asked, “Any progress while I was gone?”

She was already pulling the talons out. “If you think I’ll sit under her on the totem pole, you’re a bigger fool than I could have thought.”

“I never said that one of you has to lord over the other. Stopping all this bickering and bitching is plenty for me.”

“And having her eat me out is your secret plan?” She almost got out of the seat. “Is this how you try to solve everything?”

Until Lindsay had started going full-nympho, it hadn’t been. “That’s the thing about Mayhew Manor. I’m shocked that Theo hasn’t told you.”

“He never tried pulling anything like this.”

“Coming from the woman who didn’t try to stop it, even though you had every chance.”

The scowl pushed the fake glasses up her nose. “Going five or so years without so much as a peck on the forehead does things to you, okay?” Like it was just a moment of weakness or something.

“Well, if you adopt a dog and name him Clue, then you’d have one.” I grabbed Neriah’s elbow and pulled her up. “Get on that fucking desk.”

She went along with the sling. Pulling herself up to both knees, I got the first look at her wet, ready slit.

“Doing the same waxing schedule as Lindsay?” Because I didn’t see a trace of stubble. Again.

Neriah looked back one more time. “She didn’t tell you? We go together.”

Because of course they did. But I had to point at Ella. “She’s going with both of you next time. The judge doesn’t have to know, and I can watch Theo for an hour or two.”

Another frown drew across her face.

At least until Ella whipped a hand against Neriah’s bare ass. “You heard the boss.”

On the verge of stabbing through the front of my pants, I slid the zipper down. I already knew that I wasn’t acting like myself. But I wouldn’t have entered this situation a month ago. Life had changed, and I knew I had to adapt.

Jiggling my cock free, I planted a hand in the center of Neriah’s back.

She still wasn’t fighting it, rising herself until I felt the heat of that perfect, bald line.

I batted my shaft against her. The way she twitched screamed that she was nervous. But I wasn’t letting her off easy.

Ella practically threw herself between my legs and the desk. As she kneeled again, I felt her run a teasing lick go all the way up my length.

Neriah wasn’t done complaining, though. “Why are you always taking her side? She’s doesn’t even treat you with respect.”

I was feeling respected enough. “Will you ever shut the hell up?”

The tension in her walls almost kept me from driving in. Almost.

Acting like she was trying to burst her way out of that shirt, Neriah gasped and arched her back. Propped like she was about to howl at the moon, I grabbed the bottom of her shirt and forced her to stay put.

Ella was already going to town on that clit. Starting to moan a little, herself, I didn’t have to look to know that she was twiddling away between her own legs.

Neriah’s pussy kept trying to force me out. But with every inch, her voice kept getting louder and steamier.

I finally had to grab her waist with both hands. Pulling her against me and ramming through, you wouldn’t believe the ungodly yelp she let out.

Her own body started pushing, like she didn’t want me to draw back. Grinding herself, just a tiny bit at first, the drop of her head told me more than a fucking book.

Dropping my chest against her, I moved both hands in the crook between her thighs and hips. Ella’s breathing, the heat trying to broil my cock, and my own body turned the square foot of space into a pressure cooker. But that wasn’t enough for me.

Pulling back, the squeeze in that tunnel felt like it’d stretch another few inches out of me. But I tore almost all the way out.

Another tap on her ass was all the warning she got.

Reaming myself through, Neriah’s voice almost squeaked this time.

One of my hands closed around the front of her neck. Pulling that bun loose was tempting me just as hard. But I had to see how nuts she could go before I tried to absolutely ruin her.

Meanwhile, Ella was going all-in on Neriah’s clit. Crowded as it was down there, I couldn’t slam away like I really wanted to. But if I’d made Ella bite her own tongue off, it could have made her a lot more pleasant to be around.

The wetness surged around me. What I didn’t expect was Neriah pushing my hand even tighter against her throat.

Her shoulders came up as her ass sunk. Just that change in angle pulsed the need to finish off through every part of my core.

Seeing the end-goal rushing closer, I thought about just going for it and trying to pull another round in a couple of hours. As well as a third through fifteenth, considering we weren’t leaving for another day and night.

Grinding hard, I felt her rush against me, rubbing the front of my hips with perfect, rounded silk.

But Neriah forced the issue.

The quake in her walls turned into a hard lock. Then I felt her neck buzz to life against my palm as she tore out a moan.

She never stopped, driving herself against me until she hit the absolute limit. “Coming!”

I grabbed even harder on her neck and hips. Forcing my way in, that pussy didn’t stand a chance. She was too damned wet and all but begging me to come with her.

But hey, what’s the fun in ending the time of your life too soon?

Ducking myself out of her, I saw Ella keep licking away. It didn’t take more than a few seconds for Neriah to lose what ghost of sanity she had left.

The break wasn’t about to last long, though. Ella tilted her head down, letting her most-hated person ride it out. “Get over here.”

For once, I didn’t mind taking orders from her. Standing straighter than my own cock, I guided Ella’s head in before gripping my fingers around the roots of her hair.

Her arms hugged around my thighs, letting Ella slap both hands on my ass.

Looking down, Neriah was still rocking out the tail of her climax, not even a foot over Ella’s head. But a mouth sliding over your dick has a way of getting your full attention.

I gasped and looked up at the ceiling. Easing her into it, I let Ella do her thing. At least she had talents beyond smarting-off with that tongue.

She drew back and gave me a quick jerk. Making sure it lingered around my tip, Ella smacked my rear. “Now that you’ve made her shut up, what’s next?”

I didn’t care. Thrusting into Ella’s face and keeping an iron grip on her hair, it had to be enough of an answer.

Lindsay had always enjoyed a good mouth-fucking. But this was something else. As if Ella had no gag reflex at all.

Meanwhile, Neriah started to get her senses back. Sitting on the edge of the desk, feet dangling in the air, she began putting the pieces together. “And how long has this been going on?”

Inhaling enough to answer was a battle, in and of itself. “A few days...”

Another rush of Ella’s mouth tossed my head back.

Neriah’s words barely made it through the fog and feeling of it all. “You really are just like him. I’ve always assumed Theodore was exaggerating when he’d tell me stories about his glory days.”

I was already curious. But more pressing matters were at hand. Namely, the petite, barely-legal blonde trying to swallow my dick.

She never quit. Probably trying to spoil everything, Ella showed what a girl could learn in just a few short years of practice.

My jaw fell and the need to finish against the back of her throat swelled in my head.

But teetering me right on the verge of the cliff, Ella spat me out. One stroke down to my base was all the warning she gave. “If you oversleep in the morning, I’ll pick up where I’m leaving off. Deal?” Still the evil, plotting brat.

I wanted to protest, but it didn’t take long to figure out why Ella cut the ride short.

Neriah was sliding her way off the desk. Her legs kept wobbling, but she had enough of her brains back to stand on those heels.

Ella squeezed the hilt of my cock before letting go. “Do it. I can’t stand Neriah, but I’m not dumb enough to think you’ll get rid of her.”

Before I could turn around, Neriah was already pulling the chair back on its casters. “The feeling’s mutual.”

Taking the open invitation to my new throne, I planted my ass in the seat. Good posture and all.

The invitation had to sound like a bullhorn. Neriah melted her way into my lap, pushing both knees under the arm rests.

As Ella smirked, leaning her ass against the solid oak.

My brain finally caught up to what was happening. With Neriah propped on the end of my shaft, I had to ask, “This a good idea?”

She picked up the context. “There’s a form I’d have to get you to sign before I can have my IUD taken out. Theodore was very specific about that part of my employment contract.”

Because of course he did. I let her take another sniff at my neck before answering, “I guess you weren’t joking about what he’d intended for you.”

Taking in about half of me, Neriah kept breathing in the oil. As she rubbed her cheek against the dab, goosebumps pushed out, all over her. “I’d never work for an idiot.”

The first swish of her cunt rocked me the rest of the way in. Letting my hands rest in the narrowest part of her waist felt right. This chick knew what she was doing, even if it had been a while.

Another slip of flesh tensed my ass. That little bit of push got the ball rolling.

Neriah kept her lips next to my ear. “He promised me...” The silky, slick walls coaxed their way up my length. “...That your girlfriend wouldn’t be a problem for me.”

It could have meant a lot of things. Some I liked, but others put a twinge of worry in my head. “What the hell does that mean?”

She almost giggled. “You don’t have a poll of niece and nephews to pick an heir from. He’s already thought of how that could be a problem.”

The context put another surge of hardness through my dick, which balanced out the ‘hold the fuck up’ instinct that started welling up. “There’s no way I’m doing that.”

Neriah swirled herself down, taking me balls-deep before resting there. “Ask him yourself. But if it makes you feel better, how you go about it is all up to you.”

If I didn’t trust to tell the honest-to-God truth, I would have thrown her off me hard enough to put a hole in the wall.

“Don’t tell him that I shared this with you, but he wants you to have at least one kid with five of us.”

Neriah. Ella. And Lindsay. The numbers didn’t add up. “We’ve got some talking to do later.” As I pulled against her waist, trapping myself all the way inside.

She clamped her teeth on my bottom lip before pulling and letting it snap back. “There’s a lot you don’t know. But there are ways to bribe me into talking.”

The full passage swirled over me a couple of times. I tried to come up with anything resembling a word.

Neriah kept her voice firmly in whisper territory. “That’s what I wanted to hear.”

If I thought my life had gone nuts before, every time Neriah opened her mouth chucked another can of gasoline on the fire.

Convinced that she’d lost her mind, I still wasn’t about to make her ease up. Another push of lap on lap kept the slow ride going.

Neriah pushed her hands against the leather. That little extra bit of pressure worked down her entire body.

I knew that I was crushed all the way into her. Feeling the back wall slip against my head, my cock begged for me to give in and let it do what it was made for.

Her pussy was in full agreement. Tight, dripping wet, and thumping each wall to their own rhythm… I’d always assumed only men could think down there.

Deep, trailing moans started coming her throat. But she wasn’t going any faster. As if Neriah just wanted to hold on to that feeling for as long as she could.

I didn’t mind. But I did have to know one more thing. “You serious about having kids?”

Neriah slipped me around inside her, putting extra oomph in each draw. “We could make it happen, just like this.”

Letting her domme over me wasn’t too shabby. I was already starting to get that tunnel vision, to the point that Ella’s whimpers hardly even registered. “I’ll let you work that out with Lindsay.”

She reared back, putting one finger in front of my lips. “Ssh… Just sit back and enjoy it. No more drama tonight.” As she looked uncharacteristically warm.

Now my hands were crushing the armrests. Trying to thrust from below, the slow build was starting to drive me insane.

Ella ducked around Neriah’s shoulder, still playing with herself the whole time. “And don’t start barking up my tree. I don’t want kids until I’m at least twenty-five.”

The thought of doing with her shocked the instant rejection part of my brain. But closing my eyes, I imagined Ella with another seven or eight years on her. She’d only get hotter during that time.

Neriah cradled my chin with her hand, as giggles and gasps seeped into her voice. “That gave you something to think about. I can feel it inside me.”

My entire face had to be red.  But there was no denying any of it, from either of them. “It’s feels so good, it fucking hurts...”

And the torture kept ramping up. “Good. I want it to.”

I almost lost it right then. Feeling the bare pink in her cunt grind over my shaft and head, my body was fizzing over. And hearing both of them cry out wasn’t helping.

My neck tensed and my teeth crushed together. I seethed out, “Gonna fucking come...”

Neriah stopped. Almost. “No. Not yet.”

Teasing bitch!

As Ella threw salt on the wound. “You’re already fucking her, and she’s still cockteasing you?”

Neriah twisted around. “Will you hush?”

It was the only chance I had. Letting go of the armrests and snagging each of Neriah’s wrists, I put that same grip into forcing it all against her ass.

She looked down, mocking me with a fake pout. “Oh no… I’ve made a mistake.” Then she put on a deep grin.

There were a couple of easy options. I could have forced her to keep wiggling on top of me, or her ass could end up on that desk again. On her back, and wide open for the taking this time.

But Ella always had to interrupt. This time, without a word.

I felt the cotton of my shirt slap against my arms as Neriah put a final effort into breaking free. Not that she was strong enough to rip through the sleeves Ella had just knotted tight.

Ella must have been angling for a reward later. By the time she was finished tying the flannel, I realized my wrists were lashed to Neriah’s.

Fine by me. I had the chance to put everything into keeping her locked around my dick.

Then I saw Ella barge herself in, yet again. Her fingers closed around Neriah’s shoulders, pushing down with what little force she had.

Even better.

My arms had already started to burn. But I was ready to go for broke. Forcing Neriah’s hips to writhe back and forth on me had to finish punching my ticket.

And hers too.

Long strands of hair pushed between our chests.

I peeked around Neriah’s head and saw Ella biting another bobby pin. The whole bun fell. Right before Ella took a second to snatch the glasses away.

Outside of the ‘smarter-than-thou’ look, Neriah wasn’t just top-shelf. This girl was on the second story.

Yet here she was, riding me like a roller coaster. And locked into her seat just as hard.

It all started to funnel into one point in space. Every scream, twitch in her cunt, and inch of skin pushed against me felt like the only things that mattered in the world.

She wasn’t just about to come. Neriah was about to lose her mind.

I kept pumping away from below like I was gonna die tomorrow. The rush of it all took my breath and started burning nerves into threads of fire.

Ella’s voice made it through, one last time. “You’re really gonna come in her?”

My eyes shot open as I nodded. Maybe too hard, or maybe not even enough for her to tell.

But I did catch a glimpse of Neriah. Tense, even in her face, with steam about to fire out of each ear. She looked even hotter than she felt.

Another run of flesh struck my bell. My ass quaked as both of my arms pushed her down on me as hard as they could.

The feeling shot out from my core. I moaned, she bawled against my skin, and I went tingly all over.

I rushed my face into her neck. It probably sounded like a cry of pure gibberish, but I tried to shout, “Holy fuck!”

Those lips were spread around my hilt. My cock had to know it. Because the damn thing hardened enough to ache.

If only for a couple of seconds.

The first shot flooded around my shaft. Tension bolted out in a dozen waves a second. Even if it felt like an eternity.

Neriah’s voice trilled against me. Her pussy locked, trying to milk every drop.

And I still had more.

Burst two pushed the original one even further down my length. The warm cream began to seep around the edges.

More weight pushed against my lap. I was mid-gasp when I barely noticed Ella whisper, “If something comes of this, and it’s a girl… You have to name her after me.”

In any other case, it would have been a ‘what the fuck?’ moment. But holy hell. It was the perfect thing for us to hear.

Three, four, and five had just as much pressure and volume. I felt like I’d never stop. And I wouldn’t have minded holding on to that feeling forever.

But the sixth hit my breaking point. Empty and ready to pass out, that feeling of overload shook my head like the end of a good piss.

Neriah started coming down from that high peak as well. Still moaning every time she exhaled, those hips stopped moving. Finally.

Then I felt another pair of thighs sit just above my knees.

Ella had gone in to full brat-mode. Again. “So what happens if I make you two stay like this for a while? Would it make a kid more likely?”

My head tilted back. That’s not how it works, you dingbat!

But feeling my wrists trapped against Neriah’s, there wasn’t much I could do. And yelling about it would have made her keep going.

Neriah pushed her whole body against me, from her toes to her mouth. She almost burned my ear canal as she whispered, “Stay still. We’ll pay her back later.”


We hadn’t been back at Mayhew Manor for a minute before I marched up the stairs. Even if I had too much to ever thank him for, I couldn’t keep getting more questions with every answer.

And after what I’d been through all weekend, including the drive back… When I let Neriah take every frustration out on Ella, who I’d bound and chucked in the backseat…

This wood oil did more than just make women drop their panties. And the window for honest answers passed about the time Lindsay and I had moved in. Not that I could assume I was getting them to begin with.

Pushing the door open, I saw Lindsay smiling as she bent down to pick up Theo’s supper tray. She looked my way. “So, did you three have fun?”

I hated the way my girlfriend stayed so casual about it. “Do you mind stepping outside?”

Serious wasn’t my default mood. Lindsay knew that better than anyone. “Did something happen?”

Neriah trusted me not to spill the beans, so I had to flip every page in my mind for an answer. “I only need a couple of minutes.”

But Theo wasn’t playing dumb. “She told you everything, huh?”

“Assuming that’s all you’ve been hiding from me.” I fluttered my hand at the door, just to make sure Lindsay knew to get the hell out. “What the fuck did you make her agree to?”

“Someone went through with it, anyway. You wouldn’t be acting to pissy if you hadn’t coaxed it out of the girl.”

Another urge to jack-slap the fucker tensed my right arm. “Are you a complete monster, or just insane?”

“You need five. Be thankful that I gathered up two of them for your ass.”

“Then I’ve got my answer. You’re both.” For a moment, I wanted to make sure his headstone would be a public toilet.

“Have you ever wondered why I set my life up like this, and yours, by extension?” He pulled the blanket up a few inches and smiled.

After so many of his vague answers, I was tired of getting the runaround. “Unless it’s the full and honest truth, you can keep it to your damn self.”

Theo being Theo, he kept up the smirk. “I’m glad you’re ready to get to the real point. It’s time to start using this house for its true purpose again.”

I knew that he wasn’t only talking about the oil permeating every corner of the place. “One more grand party before you go, huh?”

“Call it a farewell celebration, or a living funeral. Neriah can handle the organizing.”

There couldn’t have been a worse idea, if you asked me. Not that he did. “Well, Linsday’s handling the influence and social side of things.”

“It’s also to give you a chance to learn it for yourself. If you hold my estate and the checkbook, they won’t listen to her like they will to you.”

“I’m not talking you out of this, I can tell.” The muscle in my neck spasmed like it always did when I knew I was fucked. “How long do I have until I have be whatever it is that you are?”

Joints popped as he tried to sit up. “Three weeks. Most of these people schedule their commitments even further out than that, but they’ll make a slight exception for me.”

“Fine. You’ll get your wish.” I started to walk away.

Theo sounded sincere, for once. “Thank you, Alex.”

I stopped in the middle of my next step. “You’re welcome, but it’s only because I owe it to you.”

He got me walking with the next sentence. “Now, go catch Neriah before she leaves. I’ve got plans to make,” Theo paused for a second, “and I owe her a few apologies.”

Not that he had any for me.
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She felt warmer than all the people who pretended to care. “Gideon, you’re pushing too hard.” Given how Mel was fresh out of college, my bookkeepers chucked an unholy fit when I demanded she get a salary. But out of all of them, Mel kept me going when nobody else could. “See? You’re coughing up blood!”

I wasn’t ready to get rough. With her anyway. “I’m fine!”

By the time I was on both feet again, Sasha barged her way in. “Boss, we’ve got a problem.” She always had carried herself like the manager of the world, even if she was even more petite than Mel.

I kinda wish the chemo hadn’t worked. “What now?”

“That supplement company you promoted. They’re trying to sue the hell out of us.”

I wasn’t shocked. I’d believed them, at first. But when their horse-shit treatments turned out not to hold a candle to so much just drinking a glass of water before bed, they get a little touchy. Especially when you publicly call them out on it.

“Try to be a better man, and the scumbags swarm like flies.” Staggering to my feet, I pretended that I wasn’t on my final leg. Not that it made me any better than said scumbags. I had a lot to make up for in my life.

The roar of several thousand started to die down. My pounding headache eased about the same time. I pointed at Sasha, still bracing myself with one hand against the wall. “Make sure everyone keeps their mouths shut on social media. In fact, change the passwords on the accounts.” My mid-level staffers were a bit too invested in me for their own good. And mine.

Mel pushed under one of my shoulders as she helped me stagger toward my dressing room. Most of the way there, she ducked me into a corner. She looked up, hardly reaching my chin with the top of her head. “Are you sure you’re fine?”

I always had been, even when I was staring down the barrel of my own mortality. “Yeah. I already told you, it’s nothing.”

“You’re lying...” Tears welled up against her bottom eyelids. “What’s the point in helping so many people if you can’t even help yourself?”

***

I looked at Sasha first. But her expression was blank as a clean slate.

“That bad, huh?”

Still no reaction.

So I looked over at Mel. “I think you did a great job.”

Also nothing. Like a tiny hourglass symbol was rotating above her head.

“Hey, are you even hearing me?” I waved a hand in front of her face. “Anyone home?”

It had to be a prank.

“That’s enough with the silent treatment. Tell me what you thought.”

Not a damn thing, apparently. Good or bad.

I tried shaking Mel’s shoulders. “There’s no way both of you had aneurysms at the same time.”

My fingers snapped an inch from her face. But even that didn’t get a reaction.

“Yo, come on! Talk!”

Some kind of life drifted back into her brown eyes. She repeated one of the lines from the spiel. “Serve with all of your body, mind, and soul. That is the definition of perfection...”

Then Sasha repeated it from the other side of the room.

“It was a great choice of words, but we could trim it a little.”

Mel shook her head. “No, it’s exactly what it has to be.” The way she said it, like a demand, set me on edge.

“Fine, I’ll sleep on it.” Standing and facing her, it was time to signal their exit.

She didn’t get up like I expected. “My whole life, I never saw it this clearly.”

***

Great, my psych major knows I’d fuck her at the drop of a hat. “You’re barking up the wrong tree. I’d drop from a heart attack thanks to the amphetamines before I’d come.”

She was acting like a girl ten times sluttier than her usual self. “We never said you had to do the heavy lifting.”

Sasha barely reached me with her own toes and grinned even harder. But I would have expected that from her. Something about the girl told me she’d been in more laps than cloth napkin.

They’ve either lost it, or this joke’s going too far. “If you two have something going on, I don’t mind. But you’re not helping get the new program going with this.”

Both of them curled a finger at me. So maybe it wasn’t a joke.

Kait would absolutely murder me. Because the divorce hadn’t sunk into my head yet. “We’ve got work to do. You’ve got your own room. Save it for in there.”

***

My eyes adjusted to the light, kinda. Looking up at a face you’d expect from a sex-crazed nymphomaniac, the crush of pussy and Mel’s hand playing with my tip stole my breath away.

Sasha dropped her hands on each side of my head. Crushing the pillow down, her hair tickled against my face. “It’s not harassment if we do it to you, right?”

“That’s not how it works, and you know it.”

Those folds pressed even harder. “Oh well. Guess you’d better fire us after we’re done with you.”
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