
        
            
                
            
        

    
HAREM MANOR 4 

by 


Jen Eastwood 


Copyright © 2020 Jen Eastwood. All rights reserved.



READER ADVISORY: 

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above. 

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD 


JEN EASTWOOD AUTHOR BLOG 


AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


We’re rounding the final corner on Harem Manor. I’m already working on the rough draft of the final part and making good progress. 

So yes, it looks like Bimbo Blue will kick off before Christmas. I’m considering going a trilogy route with that series, but I can’t decide if three parts or the usual five would fit the story best until I finish the outline. I can see it going either way, and I’ll make that decision before Harem Manor 5 is released. 

Until then, let’s get on with the current story, shall we?


HAREM MANOR 4

A snazzy party full of cheese, wine, and blue-blooded guests. It was the last thing I wanted any part in.

But I was the host. As Uncle Theo claimed, it was a kind of ‘social premier’ for me.

I hated my true role as his heir already.

Thankfully, Neriah was competent at more than just drafting up a legal document.

I sat across from her in the west living room. Looking at the sheet of paper in her hands, I asked, “So, how long’s this guest list?”

The look on her face was pure evil. As if she was about to pay me back for making her get along with Ella. “It’s not the length.” She bent forward, pushing the sheet over the coffee table.

“Will you quit smiling?” Which she never did.

“Not for a long time.”

Fuck. Maybe I’d been a saint in a past life, and Hitler in another. “The only thing that makes you happy is watching someone else suffer.”

Neriah pushed her glasses down. “Read it.”

Every guest had their title to the right of their name. “Hell no, cancel this fucking thing!”

“It’s not up to us. I’m just here to enjoy that look on your face.” Coming from the bitch who made the invite-list.

Humble occupations. All of them. Senator, CEO, celebrity…

I recognized a quarter of the names before I even got to their titles. “How am I supposed to impress these people?”

Neriah rested an elbow on her knee. Then her chin on the balled fist. “Hasn’t Theodore already said to you, ‘Everyone takes themselves too seriously,’ yet?”

“That doesn’t tell me a thing.”

“Themselves.” She dropped the act for a moment. “You have money and influence at your disposal. They’re a language everyone understands. Especially these people.”


After hashing out the details, Neriah had left me with a small consolation. Lindsay and myself had two guest slots of our own to fill.

Catching my girlfriend as she walked in the door, I explained everything. Except for our golden invite tickets.

She was digging through the fridge for that after-school juicer run she’d started doing. “So you need me to act as the hostess… Why does Neriah want to pin it on me?”

I couldn’t help feeling better about it. “I suggested it. Just think about much good you could do for kids. Even politicians can’t ignore the hosts of a soiree.”

Holding a tomato and a bundle of celery, she bumped the door closed with her ass. “And let me guess… She knows you’ll get tired of mingling.”

“Quicker than shit through a goose.” A few drinks would only get me so far. Then I’d have to worry about not getting fighting-drunk.

“It sounds like Neriah’s got you figured out.”

I was about to wrap my hands around her waist from behind. Then I saw the knife she was reaching for. Rather than making Lindsay slice off a finger, I added, “We both have two guests we can invite.”

That made her stop before the first cut. I took advantage and clasped my hands in front of her belly button.

Lindsay titled her head back, nuzzling our cheeks together. “The superintendent and principal are my obvious choices. But who would you invite to something like this?”

All my friends were your classic working guys, hiding a red neck under a blue collar. “That’s why I’m giving my slots to you. Twice the people schmoozing for education funding could do twice the good, right?”

That got her pushing into my hips as she dropped the knife and produce. Lindsay twisted her whole body until our faces almost touched.

I was about to cash in my luck. Slipping my hands under her sweater, I got halfway up her waist.

Then she asked, “What if I invite Kimmi?” The chipper, cute blonde of a teacher’s aide who saw Lindsay as a surrogate mother.

“If that’s what you want to do with one of the invites. But why her?”

Lindsay shrugged. “I can’t think of a fourth administrator, and who knows? She might find a loaded Prince Charming to replace the guy who just dumped her.”

“I don’t think match-making is the purpose here, but so long as we don’t crack, Theo and Neriah will have to go along with it.” Her invite didn’t bother me, anyway. At least I knew there’d be one normal person to talk to.

Lindsay broke away from me. “Great! I’ll let her know, right now.”

Damn it. Cockblocked by my own generosity.


But Ella took the news about the party a different way. “What do you mean I don’t get any invites?”

I eased her door shut behind me. “You’re lucky I could talk Neriah into letting you out of this room while it’s going on.”

She knew it was the truth. Even after that little ‘getaway,’ the tension between them could still break a logging chain. “Fine! I’ll take it out on her the next time I get the bitch alone.”

I knew what that meant. Domineering and strict as Neriah was all the time, that submissive side of her made too much sense. “Just don’t leave visible marks or do any permanent damage to her. She’s still useful to us.”

“Well,” Ella crossed her arms, “I need something to wear. That’ll give her one less thing to piss and moan about.”

Subtlety wasn’t her talent. I groaned and asked, “What do you need? A dress? Shoes?”

Ella’s lips thinned out and lifted at the corners. “The works. Hair, nails, a few rounds in a tanning bed, maybe a couple of—”

I snatched her wrist. “Come on. We’ll get the wardrobe tonight, but Lindsay’s going with us.”

Spending my own money on her, again, didn’t sit right with me. But maybe Ella would find her own rich guy who I could dump her on.

That was a bet I was willing to take.


Ella went back in the dressing room.

I was already bored to tears, and we hadn’t looked at shoes yet.

Thankfully, Lindsay threw me a life preserver. “I can’t decide if she looked better in the red or the blue. So you’re the tie-breaker.”

Blue suited her well, but devil crimson would give every fool in the room a clear warning about what she was like. “Red, for sure.”

“She does clean up well.” Lindsay had been very touchy-feely during this whole shopping trip. “And it’s really nice… You know, what you’re doing for her.”

I was guaranteed to lose about a grand. “She can’t dress like a mall rat and walk around the place while everyone’s there.” Not that I was about to tell Lindsay the exact reason why I was doing this.

Lindsay hugged around my arm. “At first, I thought she was starting to look at you like a father.”

Creepy. “I’m not that old.”

Her tits spread around me as her jaw rested on my shoulder. “Yeah, I think she looks at you more like a big brother. The guy who takes up for her and always comes to the rescue.”

Also creepy. “You’re reading to much into this. Ella needed help, and I could provide it.”

“Well, Theo can’t stop bragging on you for being kind to her. He even wants to set aside money to pay for her to go to college.”

“She’s a high school dropout. How’s that gonna work?”

Lindsay snickered against my shirt. “Ella could always get a GED. Even if she won’t make it into the Ivy Leagues, she still has plenty of options.”

I’d avoided student loan debt by just not going to college. But a degree without any burden sucking her earnings away was a golden ticket. “She’d be a fool to turn it down.” Not that Ella made the best decisions.

Something about my idea started to rub the wrong way, though. As much as I wanted to get rid of her, at least Ella kept everyone on their toes. Like a spark of chaos that could flare at any time, making life a bit less boring.

Our little debutante finally came back out in her usual clothes. She noticed the semi-hug and asked, “Am I interrupting something?”

I was about to wave it off, but Lindsay piped up before I could. “No. We were just talking about something else.”

Ella hung back with me as Lindsay went to pay for the dress with my card. “That’s a load of bullshit. I know you two were talking about me. I mean, ‘something else?’ Really?”

A quick laugh trickled out of me. “She’s a terrible liar.”

Snappy as always, Ella scowled up. “So what about me?”

The only shot I had to fire back with was the truth. “Lindsay thinks you see me as a big brother. Total crap, huh?”

“Yeah...” Her pause took me off-guard. “That’s a complete load.”


You could tell that Neriah’s office within the house used to be another study. But instead of the usual encyclopedias and dusty tomes, she had her own law library.

Down to only a couple of days before the party, we only had the smaller facets to hash out. But with Lindsay at school and Ella watching the old man, nobody was around to bother us.

I rammed my cock in her from behind, grabbing the strap of her bra to keep her around me. “And the catering?”

She moaned and flipped the pages of her legal pad. “One of our options backed out, so it has to be Kaspar’s Kitchen.”

My hips pushed against her ass, digging me through every part of her. I was close to coming, and damn happy that we’d run out of problems to figure out. “Anything else?”

Neriah draped herself over the desk and took it. She waited until the legs stopped making some ungodly noise against the floor. “One more thing.”

“Out with it.”

“Yes Sir!” The room filled with a hard moan. Getting her bearings back, Neriah tried keeping it together.

I gave her a second. If anything, it won me a chance to draw breath for the home stretch.

The first hint of a tremble shocked up both Neriah’s legs. And her voice wasn’t any more stable. “Your brat!”

Another ram moved the desk. I stepped forward, giving Neriah no chance to think and calculate. “Out with it.”

“Why does she have to attend?” Neriah pushed her face against the wood’s surface. “And don’t stop...”

Every inch hardened inside her. “If you want to get rid of her, this might be your best chance.” I gave her another crack, trying to fuck her through the desk. “Think about it.” The sound of fingernails digging into the grain tripped my last safety.

“Do it! Come inside me!”

As much as I wanted to, there was a lesson just waiting to be taught. Pulling out of Neriah, I grabbed all the hair I could get hold of and forced her to turn around and drop to both knees. “Not until you get over yourself.”

Neriah’s lips parted. She took me just as deep in her mouth, going limp and letting the face-fuck happen. The fact that I hadn’t let her climax tossed another layer of desperation onto her.

I grabbed both ears, forcing my way to the very back of her throat. “And I mean it. No more of that until you stop bitching about her.”

One whip of her tongue pulled every trigger at once.

My neck curled hard enough to put me in a brace. Then I felt the rush jet out of my tip.

Neriah took the gift anyway, letting it pool inside her mouth and swish around me.

I let out the final huffs and took my hands off her head. The very end of my cock left her with a pop.

She was already dipping fingers in, dabbing load into her cunt, two fingers at a time.

Bracing against the desk, I kept watching Neriah. “You’re as stubborn as Ella. You know that?”

Neriah giggled and dipped one more serving into herself. She gulped and looked up at me. “I don’t know why she’s your favorite.”

I didn’t either. And Lindsay knew it too, even if she wouldn’t call me out.

But I had a theory.

Tapping her cheek with an open hand, I asked, “Are you hard on her because that’s how Theo treated you?”

Neriah coughed, then glared up like I’d slapped her mother. “He’s always treated me like his own daughter.”

“But did he ride your ass ragged about doing better?”

The blush under her eyes said it all. “Sometimes.”

At least something made sense. “I get it now. You’re not jealous.”

“Who said I ever was?”

“I did. But I’m glad I was wrong.”

Neriah wiped a forearm over her lips and gave me a quick tug. Just to make me shudder, I’m sure. “You’re the biggest asshole I’ve ever met.”

“But I’m not wrong.” Having called her game, I offered a hand to Neriah. “Come on, we’ve got some more shit to talk about before those two come around.”

Incredulous, Neriah stayed on her knees. “Why do you keep playing games like this?”

“Because I know you would, too.”

She finally took the help up.

I had one more point to make, though. “Let me make one thing clear. I have my own reasons for doing all this.”

Neriah tipped close to my ear. “What are those, exactly?”

“Keep fucking around, and you’ll find out. But I wouldn’t advise it.”


A couple of hours before the party, Ella told me that Theo wanted a few minutes.

Not knowing what fresh hell he’d throw my way, the stairs felt like a mountain. But I had to climb them.

My knuckles banged against the door. “You called for me?”

His voice made it through the wood. Barely. “Why do you keep knocking?”

I walked in. “Common courtesy. It seems like everyone else in this house has forgotten it, so I may as well keep it alive.”

Theo was already scoffing when I got in front of him. “Well, courtesy would be washing the sawdust off your ass and putting on a proper outfit. Guests will start arriving soon.”

I’d gotten one tailored since the planning started. “I will, but no tie.”

“These people take how one dresses seriously. It takes a lot of charisma to break dress-code around them and get away with it.”

Which I didn’t have in spades. “I hope you or Neriah knows how to tie one, because I don’t.”

He almost snorted. “If you have to be like that, open the closet over there. One of my old jackets should fit you.”

A time capsule of paisley silk, bright felt, and plaid polyester had me laughing at the verge of tears. “You have got to shitting me! It’s like the seventies exploded in here.” Hell, maybe a disco ball was about to drop from a hatch in the ceiling.

“And fifty years from now, people will cringe about what they’re wearing today.” Theo’s face warmed up as I tried the tackiest one I could find. “On second thought, you look goddamned ridiculous.”

I put it back and grabbed a silk getup instead. “If I’m living in a mansion and fucking three women, I could pull of the Hef’ look.”

He almost looked offended. “Don’t ever try to compare yourself to that legend. Nobody else could pull off what he did.”

“Fine. I’ll do the suit. I’m still not wearing a skinny bib, though.”

Theo resigned himself to it. “You’d do a shitty job on the knot anyway. Then you’d really make an ass of yourself.”

Putting everything back, I turned around. “Something tells me that you didn’t call me up here just to remind me to take a shower.”

“You’re still not a complete moron.” Theo tilted his lounger upright. “This party isn’t about having a good time, although you’re fully encouraged to.”

I thought it was about you having a good time, old fart. “Then what’s the real reason?”

“If I don’t pass the baton of my good name on to you, with powerful witnesses, nobody will take your ass seriously.”

“I thought that money was the only language these people understand.”

That shit-eating grin came back. “They also understand how to have fun, in a discrete manner, anyway. Trust that you’ll keep your mouth shut can only be earned, or vouched for.”

“So I’m being knighted, sworn to silence about the debauchery of the rich and famous. Gotcha.”

Uncle Theo was almost beaming now. “You finally get it!”

The missing pieces clicked in place. These parties, the properties of the wood, and one connected man to know everything that happens… “You’ve been running a blackmail racket all this time, haven’t you?”

“It’s not blackmail if they do everything of their own free will.”

The massive budget line for ‘entertainers’ made a fuck-load more sense now. And it sent a spike of ice down my back. “Lindsay’s invited her boss, his boss, and that guy’s boss! They’re fucking school administrators!”

“Well, congratulations, future Shadow-Superintendent Feldman. The rest of your life’s gonna be nuts.”


Cleaned up and dressed, I searched the house for Lindsay, Ella, and Neriah. In the final minutes before arrivals started, I hauled them into one of the few empty rooms. Namely, my bedroom.

All three of them lined up, shoulder to shoulder, in front of me. I paced like a drill sergeant, but dressed like the preppy, douchebag villain in some movie starring a golden retriever.

“Alright, Uncle Theo finally told me what these parties are all about.” I stepped in front of Neriah and locked eyes with her. “Which one of you already knew, but never bothered passing along to me.”

Lindsay asked her, “What’s Alex talking about?”

Neriah squinted from behind her glasses, looking downright evil in that gold-sequined dress. “This isn’t supposed to be a celebration of Theo’s life. In this house, we trade discretion for favors.”

But Lindsay shot her look my way. “What kind of favors?”

“Hey, I just learned about it myself. That’s why I hauled all three of you in here.” As I tried staring Neriah to death. “There’s a line in the budget for ‘entertainers.’ Don’t go doing their jobs for them, if you catch my drift.”

You could hear the neurons popping in Lindsay’s brain. “Oh my God… I’ve invited my bosses to an orgy!”

Meanwhile, Ella started to crack at the seams. The first cackle burst out of her before she asked, “Are you fucking serious?” All smiles and pink in the face, she grabbed my collar. “You have stepped into some deep shit, my friend. And I’m loving every second of it.”

Thanks, you cunt. But I had to save my ass. I turned to Lindsay. “I promise, I had no idea.”

Looking like she was about to murder me, Lindsay drew a hand back.

But Neriah caught the wrist at the last second. “He’s telling the truth. If you need to slap someone, it should be me.”

Lindsay turned to Neriah, displaying her shape in that black dress. “So is there anywhere I can keep my guests contained, just to keep them from finding out what’s going on?”

Neriah adjusted the hem over her tits, as if the problem didn’t suss her at all. “I’ll tell our ‘party favors’ to keep the fun on the second and third floors. So long as you keep these people downstairs, you’ll be fine.” At least someone could plan instead of panic.

I sighed out enough pressure to blow the windows out. “Okay, get to it. And Ella, don’t get any ideas. You know what I mean...”

Lindsay started pushing on their backs. “You heard the man.”

“Yep. We’re about to have an argument, and you’ll probably want to clear the blast-radius.”

When Neriah closed the door on the way out, I was already flinching. “If you need help keeping them on the first floor, I don’t mind.” As if that would save me.

Lindsay whipped her hand back again. But something stopped her again. “You know that you screwed up, and you’re trying to fix it. I can’t be mad about that.”

“Containing the damage is more like it.” My whole body relaxed, as one does when you tell the honest truth. “Theo didn’t tell me the entire purpose until the nick-of-too-damn-late. Just do what you can to save your own image.” I adjusted my collar back into place. “I’m sure my hands will be full, but I’ll try to help.”

Before moving here, Lindsay never would have reacted like this. But her shoulders bumped as she turned around. “How about we just see what happens, and go from there?”

“What?”

She looked back at me and winked. “It is a party, after all.”


Thirty minutes in, I’d shaken hands with the who’s-who list of society.

Not that I didn’t want to wash and scrub with a wire brush. Something about the party felt that dirty.

But with almost everyone there, I felt safe enough to rush through and track down Lindsay.

Thankfully, she was with her bunch of guests, cloistered away in a room far from everyone else.

The comfort didn’t last long, though.

She dove right in. “Superintendent Pedigo, have you met my boyfriend, Alex? He’s the other host tonight.”

A guy who looked like a massive, sweating gnome offered his bloated paw. “I never knew that Ms. Peck was dating someone of your means.” Like he was trying to sound cordial.

Fuck, I didn’t either, until a few weeks ago. “It’s a pleasure, sir.”

But another one of her guests made it all worse.

Kimmi titled her head as she looked at me, letting the surplus of blonde pile against her bare shoulder. “Are you famous or something? Because I recognize a lot of the other people here.”

“Friends of my great-uncle.” It felt like a hurdle, but it also could have been my way out. “I’m sure Lindsay’s told you that I’m just a woodworker, trying to bring the family back to its former glory.”

She cocked an eye at me. “Sounds like a cover for something else.” Which wasn’t wrong.

Lindsay dove in with the save. “No, he was broke until we got the news. I’m still driving the same car I’ve had since I was sixteen, just because I haven’t had time to replace it.”

I couldn’t help looking at Kimmi as she puzzled over everything. She wasn’t dumb, but she wasn’t very bright either. Sporting black, just like Lindsay, I was already imagining what I’d do if I could get hold of both of them in that way.

A hand on my ass nearly made me jump. But I knew it was Lindsay.

“Alex, sweetie, I think Neriah’s been looking for you. Maybe you should go find her.”

Satisfied that Lindsay had everything under control, I tore my eyes away from Kimmi’s tits. “Sure. Which way did she go?”

“Upstairs.” But before I could run off, Lindsay pulled me next to her and whispered, “If you want Kimmi, I can make it happen.”

I didn’t even try to keep it quiet as I let the words fly to everyone. “God, I love this woman!”


If you’ve never walked into a room, seeing two Congressmen spit-roast a Philadelphia hooker as soon as you open the door…

Well, it’s something else.

But I was looking for Neriah.

I saw Theo sitting in a wheelchair, over in the corner. And he was having the time of his life, just watching the show.

“Old Man, where’s she at?”

“Which one?”

Fuck! “Alright, tell me which way Ella went.”

“Will you calm down?” His cane almost broke my shin. “I’ve already told both of them to keep each other in line. I think they went to the office.”

“Yours, or Neriah’s?”

“I don’t call it ‘my office,’ you dipshit. Do the math.”

I huffed like a truck had landed on my chest. “Thanks, I guess. But we’re gonna have some words tomorrow.”

Theo tugged at the cuff of my blazer. “Before you turn in, there’s someone I want you to talk to.”

“I don’t have time for this...”

The end of his cane pointed at a late arrival who I recognized, instantly. “Really? Erika Grant?” The feathered tattoo running down her forearm was a dead giveaway. Right after that body, of course. The girl was the kind of sexpot thousands of guys had to be jerking it to at any given moment.  And being the hometown girl who made something of herself, the whole southeastern quarter of Pennsylvania tried to claim her.

“Or, if you want to look at it this way, she could be your Marilyn Monroe.”

My mind seized. The woman was only yards away. And given the way this house worked, I had a pass to drop those panties. Assuming she had any on.

But I had a lawyer and a brat on the loose. “As much as I want to, I’ve gotta worry about other problems right now.”

Theo actually did try breaking my leg this time. “You are the worst playboy I’ve ever seen in my life!”

“Cram it, you old asshole. I’ve got other shit to deal with first.”

Behind me, I heard Theo shout, “Good luck!”


Neriah and Ella were exactly where I expected them to be. Mind you, Ella had her face between my attorney’s thighs. Again.

But at least I’d found them, safe and away from the other guests in Neriah’s office.

Blonde and red, putting brunette and gold in her place. Or at least, a bit closer to Shangri-La. That’s what I walked in on, anyway.

I beat my fist against the wall. “Okay, you two are behaving. In your own way.”

Neriah whimpered before she looked back at me. “What? We’re in the middle of something over here.”

Christ. “Have fun.”

But it made me even more nervous.

Three school administrators, chatting up a blonde and a redhead in this house. Who they could fire or promote, however they pleased.

Not good.

I had to stop myself from launching between staircases. These people were stuck on the first floor, but it didn’t mean a thing.

Plus, Lindsay was horny as a cat in heat.

You can guess why my ass was in a panic.


Lindsay, Kimmi, and the rest of their bunch weren’t anywhere on the first floor. I knew the kind of shit I’d see digging through the upper stories. Suddenly, I knew that drug testing politicians would get most of Congress booted out.

But I didn’t have any choice. After seeing a tech CEO balls-deep in a Senator’s wife, some country music starlet snorting enough coke to drop Tony Montana, and the year’s Hollywood darling going down on a gigolo. Time wasn’t on my side.

Judge me if you want. But Lindsay, Neriah, and Ella were too important to throw to the wolves. Especially when the house was packed with them.

Going back into the room Theo had been in last, I caught a flash of copper. I knew it was Lindsay.

Thank fuck! But I wasn’t ready to see the guy behind her.

The superintendent kept trying to bump himself against her. Thankfully, Theo kept trying to stop the human boar from getting too far.

Even through his weakness, Theo jabbed the tip of his cane on Superintendent Pedigo’s shoulder. “My nephew’s not gonna like it when he sees this.”

I parted through the final layer of the crowd. Warning the guy just didn’t feel right.

As Theo gave him another poke. “Last chance...”

Clearing my throat, I grabbed Lindsay and Kimmi just above their elbows. And then I shot a nasty look at Pedigo. “Wouldn’t you be better off finding a distraction who doesn’t work for you? Or should I call one of the hired goons in here?”

He tried stammering something out, looking like a frog who’d just shit his pants.

But Theo jabbed his stick a little harder. “You heard the host. Go somewhere else before Alex has even more to hold against your ass.”

I looked down at Uncle Theo as he started to relax. “Thanks, old man.”

Pedigo had already waddled off.

Theo smirked again. “If you want my advice, find a replacement for him, and ply the right hands to make it happen. Don’t let anyone disrespect you. Especially not a fucking overpaid school-marm.”

Lindsay was already getting handsy with me. But I had to ask Theo one thing: “This some kind of early lesson?”

“That’s why I like ya. You pick things up, quick.” Theo fluttered his hand at us. “Now go have fun somewhere private. I’ve got some old friends to talk to.”

I didn’t like the sound of that.

But hell, it was a party.


Kimmi and Lindsay couldn’t have looked anymore confused than they already did.

But once I assed the door shut and turned the lock, Lindsay picked up the dangling thread. “You got jealous, didn’t you?”

“Why would I worry about a guy who makes your lady bits zips themselves up in terror?”

Lindsay whispered into Kimmi’s ear. But the only part I caught for sure was ‘Superintendent Pedigo.’

The last fiber holding everything up snapped in my head. “Is this a common thing with him?”

Kimmi stared right into my eyes. “Yeah, it is. Nobody likes the guy.”

At least I had my first mission as Theo’s heir, petty and piddling as it was. “Then consider him gone by this time next year.”

Lindsay pulled one of the shoulders of Kimmi’s dress, letting it pop against her. “See? I told you that Alex would take care of it.”

I expected Kimmi to gasp out her relief and leave. But only an idiot like myself would assume that was the next step.

Lindsay didn’t take either hand off of her aide as she looked back at me. “So, what do you think?”

“About what?”

Bodies started pressing close.

If you’ve never watched a redhead make out with a blonde, you’re missing out on one of life’s simpler pleasures.

I almost choked on my own breath. Coughing for a moment, I cleared the last sputter and looked at them again. “No. No... No!”

But Lindsay stared over her shoulder. “Why not?”

Goddamnit, Theo! I should have known. The fucker knew I didn’t have anyone to invite, and that I’d pass the tickets to Lindsay. He’d talked to her more than I had since moving in. So of course, he had to know about Kimmi.

“Didn’t I tell you that she might meet the guy who’ll take care of her at this party?”

“But you didn’t say a word about that guy being me. Between Ella, Neriah, and yourself, I have enough problems on my hands.”

Lindsay turned her gaze back to Kimmi. “He’ll come around. I promise.”

A bold assumption, and absolutely nuts. Even under this new ‘normal.’

Like it or not, though, they were about to have some fun together.

Knowing they were safe from grabby school administrators and every other predator stalking the halls, I let them have at each other. Turning the privacy lock on the way out, I still had influencing to do.

And even more answers to pull out of Theo’s decrepit ass.


Neriah caught me before I could pull Ella off that table. Almost stripping for a room full of men old enough to be her great-grandfather in some cases, I wasn’t worried about what those stilettos were doing to the finish. Yet, anyway.

But hauling me to the side, Neriah asked, “Is our fourth willing to join this messed up family?”

“I’ll only let it happen if you drag Ella away before dollar bills start flying.” Not that I intended to take Kimmi for myself. “Now do it while I talk to my dear uncle.”

“Just don’t ruin his big night. He probably won’t get another one of these.”

It kinda made me feel bad, but I had shit to do. “Take care of Coyote Bitchy over there, stat.”

You could already hear Ella shouting at Neriah and a couple of boos from the crowd. And of course, Theo looked too pleased at all this.

“Why the hell did you make her stop?”

“Because she’s only eighteen, you skeezy motherfucker!”

“That’s old enough.” He patted my arm. “But that’s not why you’re here, again.”

“Don’t bullshit me. Kimmi was your idea, wasn’t she?”

Theo popped his knuckles. “When Lindsay had her over to do some lesson plans last week, I had the pleasure of meeting the girl. She’d be a fine addition here.”

“I thought Erika Grant was supposed to be the next in line.” Just thinking about it had a chubby going, even as I spoke.

“As much as I’ve talked you up, she’s returning here sometime, at my request. Then I’ll know you have your fifth before I croak.”

Which meant I’d be hosting one of those models who’d started dipping her toes into acting, sometime in the next month or so. “Great. I’m sure she’ll be impressed by a glorified woodcarver and his pack of stray cats.”

He pulled at my arm again. “Think of her as more of a part-time fixture. The girl does have time commitments away from Philly.” Which sounded more tolerable than keeping a fussy diva around, permanently.

“Now wait a minute, don’t change the topic. What made you think I’d be fine with dragging Kimmi into this?” The bastard was great at steering the conversation wherever he wanted it to go.

“Education reform seems like the place for you and Lindsay to focus. Another teacher running around would make it that much easier.”

The man always had an angle. “She’s only an aide.”

“But still an educator, and cute enough to make a politician's nuts fizz like chardonnay. Plus, she’s the sort you need to make a good candidate for the next heir.”

“What do they all know about that little competition I’m supposed to hold between their kids?”

“They’ll be your kids, too.” Theo waved another one of the guests over. “Now go on. That redhead’s probably elbow-deep in her right now. You don’t want to miss that kind of fun.”

“Well, goodnight, Old Man.” I patted his shoulder. “And thanks… I guess.”


After a little detour to pick up a tiny screwdriver, I started fiddling with the lock. Judging by the moans coming from the other side, Lindsay probably was trying to crawl her way inside Kimmi. Just like Theo had said.

Hard already and feeling that spot of pre-cum well up, I couldn’t get in fast enough.

The hinges groaned. But neither of them heard it over Kimmi’s own shouts and the thighs pressed against Lindsay’s ears. It wasn’t my first time seeing her eat a girl out, but that never gets old. Especially when you walk in on her like that.

I stood behind Lindsay, who was going to town on the pussy buffet Kimmi had laid out. I saw the pink had already spread from my girlfriend’s lips, taking over the squeezed mound between her thighs.

My zipper was the only part worth bothering with. The full woodie had already slipped through the gap in my boxers.

Running a couple of fingers up and down the slit, I could tell that Kimmi had already tasted her. Slapping the underside of my cock on hot skin, Lindsay’s cunt almost took me through as she pushed my way.

There was no reason to hold back. After letting my blazer slide off each arm, I steadied Lindsay’s ass as she kept whipping her tongue.

Warmth took me in as she cried against her aide’s muff. Giving her a pause when I got almost all the way in, I gave the final inches a rapid shot through.

I was moving without effort. Sometimes you just feel what’s going on. The only thing I had to change was the height of Lindsay’s dress, pushing it up her waist until she was naked other than that strip of bunched fabric under her tits.

My core flexed, rushing me out, just to storm back in. Her voice told me almost as much as those walls, engulfing my dick in steam as Lindsay tried to wail herself sane.

Kimmi draped her legs over Lindsay’s shoulders. The new handles had arrived.

Grabbing both ankles, the slightest pull locked our middle in place. And it works really damn well when you know the girl you’re inside that deeply. Surgical precision stops being a matter of talent with her.

Beating my hips against her ass, Lindsay kept moaning as I felt Kimmi’s legs go stiff. Keeping Lindsay trapped between us, the pulse inside her made every thrust jerk from the grip and release.

I kept trying to slam my way through. The way her silky walls coursed along my shaft set off a craving.

But Lindsay didn’t have much left in her, just like Kimmi.

Overtaking her limit, the final, plowing charge rested me all the way in.

Another round of soaked heat made Lindsay feel absolutely divine.

The trap had sprung. Her back arched, and the vibe of her shouts turned Kimmi into a squealing mess.

Riding out the shakes, all I had to do was make sure I kept part of my girth pressed against her best spot.

Kimmi erupted into the kind of scream that could make bystanders check on us. “Holy God!”

When the chaos subsided, I looked down to see them locked together. With fingers caught in hair and limbs tangled like they’d just fought over me.

Lindsay was shot, fried, and burnt to a crisp.

Kimmi and I cut her loose.

The redheaded focus of everything dropped to one side, curling up as she fought through the hardest tremors.

Left with only a blonde I didn’t know that well, I nodded toward Lindsay. “I think she had fun.”

But our guest-of-honor had other plans. Slapping a palm on the open side of the bed, Kimmi asked, “I know she’s fine with it, but are you?”

My dick tried hardening even more. The answer was a no-brainer, for both Lindsay and myself. “What’s the plan?”

“Just lie down.” Kimmi trapped me with those hazel eyes and a smile. “After dealing with our boss the way you did, I think you’ve earned it.”

My back rested on the mattress as I planted my shoes against the hardwood.

Kimmi stood up and dropped the tube dress past her thighs. Stepping out, she didn’t have anything on but a pair of strapped, sparkling heels. “Relax. She’ll get back in the game soon enough.” Which assumed I’d hold out that long.

I had to push my fingers through her locks. “Keep talking, just like that.”

Smiling one last time, Kimmi stopped right before she took me in. “That might be a little hard, but I can try.”

What she meant came through loud and clear. Muffled whines shocked down my length until I felt her lips hit the base.

Trying to see how Lindsay was doing, my eyes clamped shut before I could even look at her.

Gripping the sheets with the other hand, holding on was the best I could promise anyone. I’d spent maybe thirty minutes around Kimmi before that night. Yet here I was, feeling the head of my cock push against the back of her throat.

I thought it couldn’t get any better. That is, until I felt Kimmi’s tongue fold around my shaft. Every taste bud sparked a nerve, like she was trying to slather up every hint of Lindsay’s flavor.

The moans started cracking my barrier. I didn’t have much left to hold out with.

A shift in the bed promised something more. But I was already settled in, ready to bust my load in the new girl’s mouth.

Like she was envious or something, I felt Lindsay push Kimmi out of the way. Then I heard the order. “I’m not done with him yet.”

Another set of hands pushed me further up the bed. When she started fumbling with my belt, I didn’t give a shit anymore.

“Quit screwing around and fuck it!” It had to be Lindsay.

I pushed against her shoulders with open hands. Just short of breaking Lindsay’s spine, I felt half of her drop past the mattress’s edge.

From too far below, Lindsay begged as if she didn’t care. “Fuck me good, one more time, and she’s yours.”

I had a chance to look down, seeing her bent over the foot of the bed.

Pushing both tits up, Lindsay started writhing herself against me with each hand dug against the floor.

Thighs began smacking together. But that wasn’t enough. I pulled against the full leg-wrap, dropping every ounce of my weight through her.

Lindsay could have let me come if she’d kept going. But you already know her too well.

“Fuck!” She wrapped both arms under her tits and gazed up at me.

My jaw almost cracked as I kept fighting that urge.

Lindsay’s feet came up, pushing against my chest until I halted, mid-stroke. “Now I want you to fuck my mouth before you haze her in.”

Her body scooted closer as I slid to the edge. Lindsay slapped her tongue against my balls for half a second before she reared back with a quick tug. “You knew this would happen.”

Fuck if I did. But a man learns when to yell, and when to shut up.

Cradling Lindsay’s head, the inside of her mouth felt just as good as the heaven down below.

Pushing myself deep, her neck didn’t have the strength to fight back.

On the verge of choking her out, ignoring the scratch against my torso… I pulled away, knowing she’d try to get revenge later.

That gesture made everything click into place. Lindsay took advantage of that second of weakness on my part, pushing until she was free, yet sprawled across the floor.

I wasn’t ready for Kimmi to take up the helm, though. Dropping herself behind me, she spread both legs and started pulling me closer.

I’d almost forgotten about that second cunt, letting it happen as my body turned around on its own. Before I could stop myself, I was head-deep in her.

Ankles pulled against my ass. “I already know what you’re about to ask, so don’t bother.”

“And that is?”

Her legs forced me deep. “Lindsay gets first dibs, but you can come in me.”

Thank fuck for ex-boyfriends, because girls on the rebound tend to be on something.

Feeling the new walls close around me, crashing in felt too damn right.

Kimmi wrapped both arms around my neck, pulling herself up. “She got two rounds, so you’d better fucking deliver.” She hugged with all four limbs. “Make her jealous.”

I tried launching myself all the way out of her. But I only got far enough to make it hurt.

“Did I say you could pull out?” The new texture of her pussy coursed over that sensitive edge of my tip. “I know how it works.”

My voice had already turned into grunts as I panted against Kimmi’s neck. “Then tell me.”

She pulled my ass into her again. “No. You have to show me.”

Fuck! Pushing my hands against the bed didn’t do much.

“You’ll have to do this with me, for real, someday.” Kimmi’s lips pressed on mine until I felt her tongue slip through. “Do it. Fill me up!”

I don’t care how picky you are. When a girl like her is begging for it, there’s no turning her down. If she wanted to trap me into something, I’d have been up Shit Creek without a paddle. And two broken arms to flail around with.

My neck bent until I felt like I’d put myself in a wheelchair, just like Theo. Feeling Kimmi take everything as she begged for more dropped the final safeguard.

“Right there!” Her knees pushed against my ribs and both ankles locked around my back.

Feeling my veins jolt with every heartbeat, I knew what was about to come.

Namely, me.

Kimmi squeezed tight as Lindsay pushed against my ass. Still sweet as a sugar cube, Lindsay begged, “I need you to do it for her...”

Even with my eyes shut, all I saw was a vortex of light. Knuckles popped and my feet tensed.

Another shout filled the room. “Come in me!”

Pushing through, I let it stick as my hips kept trying to writhe me deeper.

One final squeeze of Kimmi’s leg-lock broke the dam. As her moan twisted the knife.

My jaw dropped. “Holy fuck...” I kept trying to suck air, doing little more than give her a hickey.

Letting the first payload drop, my body had to get even further into Kimmi.

Lindsay got in on the action, shoving me from behind. “Do it! She’s all yours now.”

A second blast turned every muscle into clay. They wanted to cramp as my head tried to explode. As if I’d found the perfect match for myself, out of nowhere.

Kimmi started rubbing her hands against my shoulders. “God, there’s so much.”

Yet I kept going. Every drop mattered.

Another cool, silken bunch of hair tickled against my neck. Hands kept pushing down as Lindsay asked, “How long do you need until the next round?”


I wasn’t hungover from too much booze in the morning. After what Lindsay and Kimmi had put me through, my head still pounded like a drum.

Yet, I didn’t mind being woke up early to get dudded up to the nines again. After I learned why I had to, anyway.

Every mover and shaker who hadn’t left already showed up in Theo’s study to kiss his ring. Then they got to learn who the new shot-caller and donor would be. Even if most of them were greasier than an axle.

To have people leagues above your station in life bend a knee to smooch your ass all of a sudden feels amazing. Politicians, celebrities of all kinds, corporate overlords… They acted like dogs begging for scraps in front of myself and Lindsay.

Neriah cleared her throat and opened the door for the final brown-noser. “It looks like Ms. Grant wants a word.” As she gave me a wink.

Lindsay deserves a veto on this, I suppose.

“Papa Theo!” No sooner than she entered, the full dash for him in those heels seemed impossible.

I tilted over to Lindsay. “I’d better not be related to her.”

“No joke. But she’s even more stunning in-person.”

My great-uncle whispered in Erika’s ear for a couple of moments. By the time they were finished saying whatever, her mascara had gone full goth, running down each cheek. Erika didn’t want to let go of his hand, breaking into full sobs as he patted the small of her back with the other.

“It’s okay. I’ve been at peace with it for a while.” Which didn’t sound good for him. “Alex will take care of you, just like I had.”

So maybe Lindsay wouldn’t have veto power after all.

I was about to start quivering by the time she got to us. And I’d spent an hour shaking hands with more power than entire nations wielded.

“Alex,” she went from crying to acting like I was the reason to be excited, “We’ve never met, but Theo has always bragged on you.”

My head shot back, almost. “How do you know him?”

“Theo! You never told him about me?” Erika wiped at the streaks of black as she turned his way, bending over to give a view of that ass I couldn’t pass up.

He waved it off, like everything else. “I’m old and forgetful. Let’s call it a surprise, for both of you.”

I was even more nervous as I reeled her back around, “So, about how you know him...”

Smiling again like I was some red carpet interview, she was about to gush. “He basically paid to get me discovered.”

Because of course he did. “You’re not his daughter or anything?”

“No.” Her eyes started welling up again. “But I do owe everything to him.”

Under my breath, I muttered, “Thank you, whatever God is up there.”

Erika shot a hand my way. I tried to shake, just like with everyone else. Even touching felt like an honor.

But she pulled me in for a hug, forcing those tits against my chest.

Like I’d been sucker-punched, every molecule of air passed out of my lungs.

It didn’t come back to me until later, that I’d get to do far more with the sexiest person I’d ever laid eyes on. And I was lucky as hell that Lindsay wouldn’t get jealous.

However, I wouldn’t get to feel that on top of the world for long.
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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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