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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Sorry, everyone. I needed a hiatus, and the timing couldn’t have been worse. Three deaths in my family, including the uncle who inspired Theo, absolutely sapped my energy to write for a while. Read the first couple of pages, and you’ll see why the timing was so awful here. But now I’m back among the world of the living. 

As promised, though, I’m still making Bimbo Blue the next series. Working on it has let me avoid days of zero productivity. But I wanted to finish this series before I start publishing another one. 

The only good news from all this is, Bimbo Blue is primed to release fast and hard. It should let me ease back into getting a series done in the space of a month again.


HAREM MANOR 5

Only a day had passed since I got rid of all the guests. Lindsay, Neriah, and Kimmi were jockeying for position on top of me before we all had to start the daily bullshit.

I was in that happy place, letting the makeshift orgy happen all around myself. Because my biggest concern was replicating a surround for the door-knocker before the end of the day.

But nothing so good lasts very long.

The bedroom door flew open. I knew it had to be Ella.

“What do you need? I’m kinda busy...”

She didn’t say a word. But I did catch a sob.

Everyone stopped at the same time.

“He’s,” Ella started busting out into a full wail, never finishing the sentence.

No…

Neriah shot out from the covers first. “Call 911!” As she tore her way upstairs.

The rest of us looked at each other, stunned and unable to say a word.

Neriah’s heartbreaking scream tore through the house.

Ella ran off, bawling her way to parts unknown.

I knew this was coming, but I didn’t expect it to happen out of the blue.

Hearing Neriah crying out like that, everyone could tell the old man was too far gone to do anything.

Uncle Theo was dead, but in a way… It was probably best that it happened while he was asleep, riding the afterglow of his goodbye party.


The Coroner’s report called it a heart attack. But I knew he’d gone for one last ride, shedding the mortal coil while his mind was still in a happy place.

Ella, Neriah, and Lindsay had already spent more time with him than I had. So the only shoulder I had to blubber on was Kimmi’s. Looking through some of his things in the study, every memento told more about the guy than any of his crazy stories.

A picture of some eighties actress in his lap, nude with her bush out and all, showed off Theo’s trademarked grin. Digging further into the boxes, I could tell that he hadn’t lied about the lifestyle beginning in the 1950’s. The real debauchery didn’t start until the seventies, though.

Damn near every celebrity and power broker you can think of from those days had been in this house. And I’m sure many of them would let out a sigh of relief, knowing that Uncle Theo was taking their deeds in this house to the grave.

But the real treasure hid in his desk. Perhaps those wild parties wouldn’t stay secret.

Dozens of spiral-bound notebooks sat in the bottom drawer, with the year and months they involved written on the covers.

And wouldn’t you know it, Theo kept detailed records. Who’d slept with who, what vices everyone was prone to, and some embarrassing shit that I won’t even repeat here.

Then, at the bottom of the stack, I found his note.

Alex,

If you wanted to know how I held so much influence over the rich and famous, I guess you do now. Call these notes ‘insurance,’ and let it slip that you’re keeping the same records.

Everyone knowing that I’d have the entire stack dumped off at some tabloid, if I died under mysterious circumstances, is probably the only thing that’s kept the hitmen away. Assuming you value your life, you’ll do the same.

Hell, sometimes they’ll float a couple million your way to watch you tear out a page and burn it.

But always keep copies. Neriah knows the combination to the fire safe where those are stored.

Most of all, though, never forget that you’re using evil means to do good. Most of my ‘friends’ hate my guts, and that final party only had the ones I cared for. That’s why you won’t see any notes about it.

If you thought the effects of the wood in this house was the big secret, it was always the means to another end. It’s hard to find something to hold over a man if there’s not a willing, beautiful girl to shovel fresh dirt in his lap.

Now go out there and blackmail the worst motherfuckers you can find. And try to have some fun while you’re at it.

Hoping you always cover your ass,

Theodore Mayhew

I sat the linen sheet on the desk and kept staring at it. I had to smile and utter, “Crazy, old motherfucker.” And I meant it in the best way possible.

Extortion wasn’t how I saw myself getting through life, but as Theo said, it can be used to make the world a better place. Perhaps I’d make Neriah arrange to have the whole place wired and bugged, with a dead-man’s switch for all the saucy stuff.

Plus, I never had gotten Lindsay to agree to make a sex tape.


Under the canopy, I stuck around to watch Theo’s casket make that slow descent. Most of the guests had already gone, with a few standing with umbrellas to hold off the drizzle.

Neriah and Erika were the only two left with me. But somehow, they looked more stoic and dry-eyed than myself.

I didn’t know what to say to them as they kept staring. Even after the top of the lid slid past the edge of the dirt.

Erika broke first. “He knew it was coming, even sooner than the doctors had told him.”

Then Neriah cozied up to me. “Theodore always said that he’d die with a grin on his face.”

I put an arm around her. “Smirking like he was in on some joke.” Which we made sure the mortician kept on him for the viewing. “You couldn’t expect anything else from the guy.”

Why they were the only two not shedding a tear confused the hell out of me, though.

Erika pushed herself against my other shoulder, putting a hand in the center of my chest. “I know this sounds weird, but I’m happy that he went the way he did.”

At least I had an explanation. “Stubborn bastard wouldn’t have let it happen any differently.” And I couldn’t stop myself from snickering. “He couldn’t lie in a hospital bed, just dying of nothing. Sliding into home plate, shouting ‘Hot damn, that was a ride!’ sounds more like him.”

Neriah tucked her forehead against me and started laughing. “Guess who just inherited his seat on the rollercoaster...”

That’s the thing you come to learn about funerals when you get older. They can either be a chance to mourn and blubber, or a celebration of a life that gives you closure. It’s all in how one takes it.


Twenty-four hours later, Erika was on her last full day with us. At the crack of the next dawn, she was flying back to California.

But I wasn’t getting pushy with her, even if Theo had told me to hit it like a comet. After shockingly little time being around the girl, you kinda forget that she’s an untouchable goddess. In fact, she almost seemed normal.

Ella had locked herself in her room, Lindsay and Kimmi had work, as Neriah was busy hammering out the minutia of Theo’s estate.

So the only company I had left was Credo Magazine’s ‘Sexiest Woman Alive’ for the preceding year. All told, it could have been far worse.

I’d laid off the woodwork while she was there, so we were passing the time going through some more of Theo’s stuff. Not that digging through everything wouldn’t take years. But after learning how close she was with him, Erika deserved whatever she wanted to remember him by.

A big, leather trunk in his closet had her name scrawled on a piece of white tape. Dragging it out, I asked, “You know what’s in this thing?”

Erika shot one of those sculpted brows up. “No idea.”

Which was kinda dangerous, knowing the old fella. “You want to look first, just in case?”

“Will you shut up and open it already?”

“Don’t blame me if it’s something you wish you hadn’t seen.” Because Theo, of course.

The latch tried to hold from at least a few years of neglect. It finally gave with a hard snap that left a mark in the leather.

But it wasn’t the catalog of her photoshoots and scrapbook of articles that I expected.

Erika almost pushed me out of the way. “I can’t believe he kept all this.” Now she was tearing up harder than ever, hugging a plush dog that had seen better years. “Everything I had when Theo took me in… He kept all of it.”

From what she’d told me, Erika had bounced from foster home to foster home after her parents died in a wreck. While Theo had never adopted her, it didn’t take a pull on many strings to make another judge friend send a twelve-year-old Erika his way.

And no, he hadn’t taken advantage of her.

“It’s all yours, then.” With her flight and baggage rules, I’d have to ship it her way. “Just tell me where to send it.”

Erika dropped the dog as she stood up to face me. “Keep it here. I won’t be a stranger, and I left my past behind as soon as I met him.”


Sure, I could have fucked Erika into a coma at any time. But I still wasn’t ready to make a move on her. For that matter, I didn’t know if I even wanted to.

Lindsay, Kimmi, and Neriah had come back home that afternoon. And Ella finally crawled out of her room, even if she still had tears loaded and cocked at all times.

I was trying to get something like a bit of work done. After five days of missing the shop, my fingers were aching to carve something up.

An hour of shaping in the piece for the door numbed my hands. I knew I’d have to walk away before I fucked up a piece of wood that cost more than my old rent. It’s not that the cost was an issue. Lignum vitae was even harder to come by than it was to work with.

The last cigarette I had started calling my name. If I didn’t stop with that one, I’d end up hooked again. Smoking’s an insidious bastard of a habit like that.

With my final cancer stick tucked between my lips, I cradled both hands over the lighter. I could taste the momentary relief from all my problems already.

Then I heard Neriah’s bitchy version of herself just feet away. “I hope this isn’t about to be a permanent thing.”

I tried to puff, but the cherry never lit. “What do you need, and why are you stressing me out when this is my last one?”

“Theodore told you what to do with Erika. So why haven’t you?”

“She’ll be back. This really isn’t the time for that sort of thing.”

Neriah pulled her suit jacket off and let it drop on the closest bench. “We’ve all talked about this, so I guess I’d better put it in the simplest terms possible.”

“All... Minus myself, you mean.”

The fake glasses came off again. “What do you think Theodore would have wanted for everyone?”

Finally lighting my cigarette, I leaned against the wall and took the first puff. “Did he ever consider what everyone wanted, outside of himself?”

Neriah stole the Marlboro from between my fingers and pulled a drag. “Have you?”s the cigarette tucked between my index and middle again, maybe a quarter-inch shorter. “What did you dream for yourself, before you met the guy?”

She crossed both arms in that white button-up. “At the time, I just wanted enough to eat and a bed. If you can’t figure out why I finally started to get along with Ella, I don’t know what else to say.”

“I get that.” The muted flavor of Neriah’s lipstick held onto the filter as much as the color. “Don’t tell me that Erika was exactly as jealous of you, once upon a time.”

“That’s a bold claim. She came in when I was already starting college.” Neriah leaned closer, like she was trying to scrounge whatever secondhand nicotine she could from my breath. “I’ll have you know, Erika was always a little sister to me. Even if Theodore took her in first.”

I didn’t intend it, but the trap she’d walked into had to be sprung. “So explain your relationship with Ella.”

“As soon as you tell me some more about Kimmi and Lindsay.”

Blowing the smoke out, I tried not to laugh. “They’ve got their own arrangement. Honestly, I feel like a third-party to everyone else. Or maybe a third wheel.”

Neriah plucked the cigarette away from me again. “Theodore knew that he’d made a mistake by hoping an heir would come along. He was just lucky that you fit the bill.”

“So why not yourself or Erika?” I reached for another smoke until I remembered that I didn’t have anymore. “Both of you could do this shit better than I can.”

“But that’s not how the world works.” She passed the half-gone cigarette back. “If either myself or Erika tried this, the press would call either of us a Madam, at best.”

And it wouldn’t be the first time. If men do the blackmail thing with sex parties, legal or not, they’re called ‘power brokers.’ If a woman does it? Everyone assumes she runs a whorehouse.

I took what had to be one of my last draws, almost burning my fingers as the cherry burned close to the filter. Smoke billowed out with each syllable. “You’re smart enough to avoid the stigma. The ol’ fucker taught you well.”

Neriah leaned against the wall, crossing her legs as she nudged those pointless glasses up. “I’m better at busting balls than fondling them.”

That’s news to me. But I didn’t contradict her. “You’re not here to shoot the shit, though. What’s this about?”

“Another party.” She paused for a moment. “But this time, it’s supposed to be a more private, intimate affair.”

I didn’t like how Neriah let her voice linger at the ass-end of ‘affair.’ “I hate it already.”

“Because of course you would.”

The acrid taste of fiberglass hit my mouth. Flicking the cigarette out, the end of the filter had already started melting. “Hell of a time to drop this on me. This was supposed to be my last smoke. Ever.”

“Bum one from Ella. I already have to buy them for her.”

As my patience wore thinner than tracing paper. “Just tell me what I’m in for.”

“Erika’s already onboard. Call it a private party with a few distinguished guests.”

I already wanted to pull my lighter out again. “More politicians and Hollywood-types?”

She nodded. “Half a dozen, at most. All Senators and Governors.”

Which beat the triple-digit guest list from the last shindig. “How big of a check should I write each of them?”

Neriah leaned against my shoulder and grabbed at the crotch of my jeans. “Get what you can out of them, but don’t promise anymore than half-a-mil to each.”

By that point, I already knew that greasing the right palms with a campaign donation could lead to more than ten times as much in funding earmarks.

God Bless America. The mercenary whore.


Yeah, I made the party happen. Neriah had the campaign donations cleared to go through. But Lindsay was already disillusioned what she could pull off.

Thankfully, Neriah had set up conditions for the campaign funds to be be released. That changed a couple of votes well enough to get what I wanted to pass through Congress.

But not all was well. While I tried greasing the vote of the final hardass, everyone but Lindsay and Erika had turned in.

Senator Hunt kept trying to be a pain in my ass, his southern accent so thick it dripped with Spanish moss. “Now, Mr. Mayhew—”

“Mr. Feldman, Senator...”

“You’re Theodore’s grandson, right?”

“No, I’m not.”

That ‘oh, shit!’ look drew across his face. “He’s always been one of my supporters. So I thought—”

I shook the ice cubes in the bourbon I’d watered down enough to keep my brain under control. “Vote for the funding, or get the hell out of my house.”

“Looks like you drive a hard bargain. Consider it done.”

Lindsay leaned against my arm as he walked away. “Can I call him a prick?”

“Go for it.” As if I didn’t have enough reasons to hate these people, already. “Bonus-points if you down a few more servings of wine and tell him that yourself.”

Her weight shifted off of me. “Give me a second.”

“I was joking! Go to bed and sober up.” Which felt odd to say, coming from my ass.

But she did have a class full of kids to teach in eight hours.

Looking around, I saw Neriah chatting up the final straggler.

I was about to step over when I saw Erika strut between myself and the last bastard.

Don’t do it!

But she did anyway.

“Representative Innman! When I agreed to sing at your campaign headquarters, I expected you to vote for that funding. Yet you didn’t.”

Neriah shot a look my way. As if she was saying, ‘She’s your problem now.’ Without saying a word.

Trying keep my smile up, I swirled the ice in my glass. Getting all buddy-buddy with a man I didn’t even know, I pulled him close. “Campaign donations have conditions, and she’s one of my people. Sorry.”

His panicked eyes darted around the room. “Well, Ms...” He trailed off, apparently not knowing her name.

I patted him on the back. “We’ll count on your vote, next time.”

Sure, I’d cockblocked him and pissed the guy off. But that’s one less check to write.

Erika spun around in her stilletos. “I can take care of myself.”

“That’s not what I meant by it. Just doing what Theo would do.”

“Uh huh...” She rolled her eyes and took her first step away.

About the time Neriah and Innman left, I reached to grab Erika’s arm. “We’re alone now, so go ahead and say whatever that huffy look was all about.”

“I was trying to help, asshole.” She took her sweet time about jerking out of my grip. “I knew the old man a lot better than you do, and how this works.”

I saw the piss and venom in her eyes. Like she knew I’d gotten jealous. “Fine, I was wrong.”

Which put Erika on her heels. “You’re apologizing?”

“Why shouldn’t I?” I’d fucked up, but I’m not too much of a Captain-Big-Swinging-Dick to admit it.

“You should learn when to shut your mouth.” She cast an eye down and to the right. “Maybe Lindsay would put out more if you do.”

“I’m tired enough as it is. Can you get the good Senator the hell out of here?”

Erika shot me a mock salute. “If you say so.”


Happy that everyone was booted the fuck out, I started wrapping up my shower. But not in the usual bathroom. I wasn’t about to get Lindsay started this close to dawn.

Trying to sneak up a floor with a towel around my hips, I almost made it.

But then I heard Neriah’s voice from the open air between the second and third floors. “Feel better?”

Not anymore. “Yeah, but why haven’t you gone home yet?”

She didn’t say anything. But I heard the steps trace closer to the stairs. When Neriah rounded the corner ahead of me, I heard the last sentence I wanted to experience. “You can’t delegate everything to me anymore.”

I gripped the white cotton that barely covered my ass. “Can this wait until the morning? Lindsay’s got shit to do in a few hours.”

Which didn’t stop Neriah. “It’s a handy excuse. But I’m tired of hearing it.”

I was about to say, ‘Fine, your office, again.’

Then she closed the gap between us. “It’s not about having fun. You promised him.”

I nodded my head. “Then what’s your point?”

“This isn’t all about lavish parties, getting your rocks off, and bribing the powerful.”

Gripping the corner of the towel, I barely kept it around me as Neriah forced me between herself and the wall. And she hadn’t laid a finger on me yet.

Exhaling to fog up those glasses, I hoped it’d distract her.

But Neriah pulled them off her nose and kept the stare locked on me. “You need a fifth.”

“Of vodka right now, sure.”

A tap that bordered between a full-slap and play rattled my cheek. Still dressed for stripper-court, Neriah forced a thigh between my own. “I don’t think you get it. Theo saved her for you.”

I risked it. “She wasn’t the first.”

Fingers clenched on my throat as Neriah tucked the glasses into one of the pockets of her blazer. “You’re only making it worse for yourself. Do what he asked, and I’ll gift your balls back on a velvet pillow.”

“How generous of you.”

The next slap damn nearly broke my neck. “Listen, you motherfucker!”

She had my attention.

“I don’t care which one of us produces your heir, but you had better pray that you hold up what you promised to Theodore.”

Which was a hell of a way to have a girl tell you that she wanted to be bred.

My arms tensed.

Neriah shot another dirty look. “Do you fucking hear me?”

Deep down, I felt something snap.

She tried to fight back as I forced the hand off my throat, turning to pin her wrist against the wall. “Loud and clear.”

But all she could do was stare a hole through me.

A full minute of silence passed.

Finally, I knew I had her ass where I wanted it. “This wasn’t about you, and it never was.”

“I’m happy you finally agree!”

“But it is now.”

Neriah squinted and tried pushing her eyebrows down the bridge of her nose.

Not that I was done. “I’m not about to push shit too far, but you’ve fucked up.”

Her throat went taut.

Then I felt Neriah chuck it all into a final show. “Have you forgotten everything that man has taught you?”

You’ve done fucked up. My grip tensed a little more. “I remember every word. But guess who runs the roost now.”

Like she was about to give up, Neriah feigned defeat. “You, Sir.” Right before she tried driving a knee into my sack.

Clamping my thighs at the last second, I didn’t want to squeeze so hard that I left a bruise.

But she had to know who was in charge. “I’m glad you’re that loyal.”

Her tits rose with a deep breath. Neriah shot a look to the right. “You still need to wrap things up with Erika. If you don’t before her flight, she may never come back.”

Thinking about trying to put moves on an idol set my knees to shaking all over again.

Neriah had to feel it in me. “What, to much of a pussy to do it yourself?”

Letting her go, my hands snagged the towel just before it unraveled. “It’s not that simple.” Stepping back until my ass was against the banister, I gulped a cue ball down. “This might sound fucked up, but it’s like she’s a cousin to me or something.”

“He treated me like his own daughter just as much. That didn’t stop you.” Fucking attorneys are the worst people to argue with.

“I never claimed that I don’t want to make her the fifth.” Trapped with nowhere to go and a single layer of cotton around my bottom half, some kind of answer had float out of my skull. “Let me talk to her about it. After every two-bit politician macking on her too hard, I’m sure Erika’s not in the mood for someone else coming onto her out of the blue tonight.”

A story below us, Erika’s voice made Neriah jump as high as I did.

“He’s already talked to me about this. Do you think I’m dumb enough to believe I’ve got another decade in the spotlight?”

My lips drew into a line, thin and sharp as piano wire.

Neriah took a few nervous steps to the edge and leaned over. “Then maybe you can talk sense into Alex.”

Fucking great. Trapped between a law school shark and the pop-star princess coming up the stairs, I felt as naked as I really was.

Erika’s heels tapped against the thin carpet running down the center of the floor.

Meanwhile, Neriah crossed her arms and relaxed.

I wondered where Ella was, knowing she’d find a way to throw a wrench in the works, as always. But for once, the shitty luck of her arrival had abandoned me.

Right before I could shoot that damn attorney a filthy look, she was already headed the way I’d wanted to go.

But as I opened my mouth to make her stop, Erika put herself in front of me. “Wondering where I went, and where she’s going?”

Of fucking course. “Shouldn’t we talk first?”

Erika traced her fingers along the banister. “I deal in pushing out things that make people happy for a few months. But what you do? Its effects might still be around a hundred years from now.”

Whether she meant the woodworking or what Theo wanted for all of us didn’t matter too much. “

“If I’d come up with that pick-up line before we’d met, you’d have slapped the shit out of me.”

“Then let it happen. We can lay out the ground rules later.” Erika pushed a hand up my arm, stopping at the elbow. “I still have to leave tomorrow, but this the best way to convince me to come back, ASAP.”

My heart palpitated like I was about to lose my virginity again, over a decade later. “Then save it for the morning. Lindsay and Nikki have shit to do.”

Erika pushed herself against me, almost making the towel drop out of my grip “And miss a chance to get to know them?”

“You don’t even know me. What the hell’s wrong with you?”

“I know Neriah, and she’s told me plenty about each of them.”

A door shut below. “And let me guess. You’ve acquainted yourself with Ella already.”

“The closest person I ever had to a sister didn’t give a ringing endorsement of her. So I had to find out and judge for myself.” I could pick up Ella on her breath as Erika leaned closer.

“Of course you did. Why would I expect anything different in this house?”

Erika winked before turning to follow Neriah. “Maybe you’re figuring the game out. Finally.”

I wanted to stall her. But if the night was about to go totally sideways, how the hell would I stop it?


Like an idiot, I spent a half-hour pretending that the last conversation hadn’t happened. As if Nikki and Lindsay would just roll over.

Feeling them scrunch closer, I hoped that’d be the end of it. My eyes closed and the side of my head crushed the pillow.

After ten minutes, I was about to drift off. Ella’s voice cooed, “This is how it has to go.”

Thinking about the girl dropping her panties, I almost fell through that final layer of sleep.

But then I felt her body push against my back.

No… I reached behind myself and felt the soft, warm curve of her waist tuck closer. Keeping my voice low, I barely turned around. “What the fuck are you doing up here?”

“Shut up and go back to sleep.” She trailed off. “You know I’ve got class in the morning too.”

Maybe that was the end of it. But I knew better.

Trying to keep still enough to let Nikki and Lindsay keep snoozing away, I moved as slowly as I could. Five seconds later, I felt Ella’s breath on my neck as I asked, “If Erika didn’t put you up to this, I’ll eat every thread of my boxers.”

Her arm closed around my waist as one leg wrapped over me. “That just fucking sucks, don’t it?”

Lindsay push the soles of both feet against me. Trapped and hoping I’d dodged a cannon ball, I knew what had to come next.

Pulling Ella just a bit closer, I knew I’d stayed quiet enough to avoid waking the dragons behind me.

Until the door flew open.

Neriah shot the end of each heel against the floor. “Caught ya, motherfucker!”

You fucking bitch! Even with the dim light, I saw Ella grinning inches from my face.

Then two pairs of hands fell on me.

Erika stepped closer until she was in my face, even more than Ella. “The trick to playing smart is that you actually have to be intelligent.”

Despite the endless stream of hands and feet pushing me down, I had to ask, “How long have you been saving that line, and when did Neriah pass it along?”

Sounding familiar as a pop song I’d heard too much of, Erika whispered into my ear, “Don’t question your luck.”

Before I could process my next comeback, everyone turned on my ass.

The first protest almost shot out of my mouth.

But ten hands crushed against me, pinning every limb until the first of them crawled on top.

“What the fuck are you doing?” My body tried fighting them off.

But even if they weighed less than myself, you can only hold five of them off for so long. Especially when they refuse to give up.

Lindsay’s familiar whisper and scent spread over one side of my face as she pressed her hips against mine. “You’ll keep fighting this until it kills you. Quit doing that!”

Pinned to the mattress, it wasn’t like I could argue. But I wasn’t getting any softer downstairs, either.

“See? We’re not doing anything you don’t want.”

Her shoulders lifted as I felt every ounce of Lindsay crush over my shaft. Even through whatever panties she had on, the girl was soaking through her panties and my boxers.

A voice that only could have been Neriah’s lilted into my ear. “She still has first dibs on you.”

Helping my situation about as much as a lit cigarette chucked inside a fireworks warehouse, I tried imagining anything but the girl dry-humping me to death. As you can guess, I failed miserably.

Fingers pulled at the triangle of silk from each side. The girls to my right won out.

Lindsay’s dripping, burning slit closed around the bottom edge of my shaft. Feeling the pulsing entrance drift up every inch, my jaw clenched hard enough to ache.

But every twinge of muscle had more than I could fight against. Like a whole body pressed each limb down, all I could do was lie back and feel Lindsay tease herself against the very end of me.

One more rock of her body propped me in. “Alex, stop fighting us. You’ll only end up more tired than you have to be.”

I’d been trapped long enough to know that she had a point. “So finish me off already.”

Everyone giggled in unison.

Nikki, of all people, cackled first. “He thinks that’s how it works!”

Somewhere, up above, Uncle Theo was laughing harder than everyone else. But I didn’t hate him for it.

Lindsay rushed herself forward. The dripping entrance of her cunt already had my tip propped within herself. “When I say he’s about to come, I’ll fucking mean it.”

The back of my head crushed against the pillow. Good, they’ll make it quick.

Then Lindsay rushed her pussy down my length. “Let him suffer for a couple of minutes. He’ll snap.” Even in the dim light, I saw the evil look on her face. “...After a few hours of begging.”

I wanted to reach up, wrap both arms around her shoulders, and slam away until I could come liters inside her.

But the other four had different plans for me. Which started off with Ella going down on me like nothing was out of the ordinary.

Lindsay tried passing it off in the same way.

Before she could pay attention to Erika, I grabbed my girlfriend by the strap of her bra. “You started this. And I’ll be damned if you’ll get away with it.”

Neriah and Kimmi stopped, looking over each of Linsay’s shoulders.

“Besides, you’ve already got first-dibs on me, when the time comes. Shouldn’t you be paying attention to our newest member of the ‘family?’”

Like I’d threaded the needle without looking, Neriah put her attention on myself and Ella. “He has a point. They can have one night of fun to get acquainted, right?”

Two months ago, Lindsay would have sputtered and bitched the whole time.

But not now. Her eyes narrowed into horizontal slits as she dug all ten nails into me. “That’s fine, for tonight.”

I almost sighed in relief.

“But starting in twelve hours, the bastard owes me what he’s promised.”

Which was fine and dandy. I already knew that kids were fun to make, even if the expense was damnable.

Erika, halfway out of that dress already, ran an open palm up my chest. “I won’t be around much for a couple of months, so you can have him all to yourself after this.”

The fact that she wasn’t calling the first round should have set every alarm in my brain off. But I hadn’t thought that far ahead yet.

Still, I had to give it one more struggle.

With Lindsay on top and riding my dick, there wasn’t much hope of busting loose. Feeling a girl wrangle each of my limbs with all their power, I saved what reserves I had left.

That is, until I felt every ridge and wrinkle inside her slip down my length again.

Pushing all she had into forcing me deep, Lindsay started rolling her hips. Like she wanted me to go ahead and finish inside her.

The heat in her breath scorched against my cheek as she bent close. “Think you can last through all five of us?”

My fists clenched and my feet bent straight. “Not if you all keep doing this shit.” Because I’d nut in the second or third, if they played my lap like musical chairs every few minutes.

Another rush of walls plumped my tip.

But if she wanted to let me off, it wouldn’t in any way you’d call easy. A quick gasp punctuated the sentence before Lindsay even got it out. “It’s the first time you have all five of us together. This has to be something special.”

Assuming I’d last half that long.

My upper lip curled as I braced for the next rush of her body. “This is bullshit...”

“Make it until Erika, and you can take the new girl for a spin.” Another wiggle stole half the endurance I’d tried willing into myself. “Wouldn’t that be a fun way to top off the night?”

Just as sweet and evil as fine bourbon, to then. Lindsay tried driving one more nail into my coffin. “Just think about it. You get to keep everyone for yourself, while a lot of guys only dream about having a single night with one girl like us.”

My neck cinched until every muscle hurt. Then I felt the ache in my jaw. Trying to clench everything to a stand-still wasn’t gonna work.

Whoever had my left hand pinned let up some of the pressure, just to start working Lindsay’s clit. The extra volume and the way she always had that adorable trill in her screams made it that much worse for me.

As everyone else started getting into their own groove with each other, I felt the pressure on my arms and legs give out. If wanted a prayer of lasting long enough to see this through to the end, I had to give it my all. Right then.

Rushing forward, I drove myself into Lindsay a final time before slamming her against the bed.

Pulling out, I grabbed at whoever had taken hold of my right ankle.

Nikki it was for the second round. Forcing the bottom of her dress up and over her ass, I wrestled her to all fours.

Before I had myself inside her, she was already trying to whimper.

That amazing rush of entry had me crashing until I was fighting for another fraction of an inch. Resting all the way through, the tiniest swirl in my hips had my wife’s assistant mewling into thin air.

Everyone else stopped trying to keep me pinned down. With Nikki and Lindsay doing the French tongue dance ahead, I could tell that Erika, Neriah, and Ella were doing their own thing behind me.

Another slam jolted Nikki forward.

Watching her bend down to keep her mouth stuck to Lindsay’s, I didn’t mind sacrificing a precious bit of stamina, just wailing into her.

Both of my hands gripped the small of Nikki’s waist. Even as the silk of her dress moved a little, she wasn’t getting away.

Hips popped against ass. Rushing through like I wouldn’t have minded coming in her, either, even the tiniest amount of showing you wanted it drove these girls insane.

Fingers cupped around my sack. The nails I’d felt too much of screamed that it was Lindsay, trying to rush everything to end before I wanted it to.

But while I’d always thought Kimmi was hot as fuck, the idea of doing anything with her or any girl outside of Lindsay hadn’t crossed my mind. Until Ella, anyway.

I rammed through again, feeling Kimmi’s scream ripple through the air as much as I heard it. As in, my eardrums fucking buzzed.

Lindsay moved her fingers from the family jewels to her assistant’s man in the pink canoe. Every twitch and slam brought the girl closer.

Kimmi threw herself into it, writhing ass against me until I hit a different with every thrust. Her pace kept ramping up until I was hitting all corners.

Then something inside her tightened up until she was ready to snap.

One more push locked me in. Feeling her ankles push against my thighs, the only thing I could do was lurch forward.

Lindsay’s rub felt quick enough that it had to look like a blur.

Kimmi shot her head into the covers and belted out a scream that left my ears ringing for hours. Even through the fabric.

The inside of her pussy twitched. Then it locked me in, making the pull outward stop less than halfway.

Her thighs tensed until I felt her backside raise a half-inch. Kimmi’s voice trailed out into a simmering moan. During that loaded pause, you could hear the comforter bunch up in her clenched fists.

A final burst shot from her mouth. Feeling it in my bones, I had to fight the urge to come all over again.

But thankfully, her walls eased off. Drawing myself out of her, both of my knees shook as I fought away from the edge.

Slipping around the corner of the bed, Ella made it clear that she was up next. On her left side and pulling one leg vertical, I knew I had to take a second to push the tide back.

Gripping with two of my knuckles, I pinned her clit and started rolling it.

The first attempt at getting in her hit the tension at Ella’s opening. A few hits of my shaft against that slit had drops flying.

Prodding my tip just the slightest amount in, the heat and wetness swallowed me whole.

I let myself rest in Ella’s deepest part. Going into a total-frenzy would simmer me off within seconds. And I still had Neriah and Erika to deal with.

Ella pushed the back of her leg against me. Wrapping both arms around her thigh, I tried pushing even further into her.

But there was no room left inside that pussy. Feeling my tip roll around the edge of that bulb on her back wall, it wasn’t helping my try at lasting to the end.

One finger tucked between her lips as she looked up at me. “What’s wrong?”

I jarred myself into her again, hoping I’d shut her the hell up.

Not that Ella made anything that easy. “Think you’re about to splooge, old man?”

Like we had didn’t have less than a decade between us. Another roll of my hips made her eyes squint.

As she tried to make it worse. “Go ahead...” She caught her breath for a second. “I’m young enough to be a trophy-wife for someone like you.”

One of my hands reached out to grab a wrist. As soon as it was out of the way, I shoved my palm over her mouth. “Shut up!”

The satisfied moan rattled my entire arm. Like she’d planned it out.

Holding back with the control I barely scraped from my reserves, it hurt not to jar her into the next week.

Ella’s voice buzzed against my hand again.

Another pump of my hips shoved her over the rails.

Gripping my legs with her own, Ella wriggled her side against the bed. Then the next crash gripped her calves around my thighs.

Trying to keep the pressure on, I didn’t mind sacrificing a few seconds of endurance to toast her off. Because hell if I’d make it through a second round with her.

Her shakes rattled every joint. Resting all the way through, I almost crushed my teeth simmering the load down.

But all the hands in the room didn’t want to allow much of a break. Kimmi, Erika, and Lindsay spun me around, forcing my back down on the empty space right next to Ella.

I was about to start bitching. Until Neriah crawled her way on top of my hips.

Before I could get the first word out, she pushed one finger over my lips and hiked her dress up with the other hand. “Shush the fuck up.”

Nobody was holding me down. Which doesn’t mean I didn’t want it.

Surging forward, Neriah planted both hands on my shoulders. The split of her cunt ground along the bottom of my shaft.

My lips drew into a smile. “Don’t tell me you’re getting jealous.”

Neriah saw through the bullshit. “I’ll get my turn. Third or fourth, but definitely not last.”

The final bracket seemed like Ella’s spot. “Too bad it’s not happening tonight, huh?”

Without warning, Neriah twisted herself around until I was looking down at her ass. Almost slipping me in a couple of times

I put one hand on the small of her back. Shoving my hips up, I wouldn’t have minded getting the next stage going. Even a couple of seconds outside of them bought a couple more minutes.

Neriah only had to shift herself a little. Prodded into her entrance, she rolled herself around on top of me. She had me all the way in before either of us could get the first gasp out.

With her tempo ramping up, I had to grip both sides of her waist. “Can you slow it down a little? Jesus!”

But she’d never been one to listen to me. Easing up for precious few seconds, at most, Neriah turned her head just enough to make eye contact. “Afraid you won’t make it? There’s only one more of us left after myself.”

Yes, that’s exactly what I’m getting pissy about! But you don’t yell at a woman who looks like her when she’s riding your dick. Ever.

Trying to force myself deep, she kept moving enough to make the situation even worse.

“The more you fight, the harder it will be. Lie back and relax for once.”

I ducked my hips.

Which only made her wiggle even harder. “Didn’t I just tell you to relax and enjoy it?”

Out of options, I gave it a shot. But seeing Lindsay, Ella, and Kimmi triple-team Erika out of the edge of my vision shot that idea.

Neriah slung me all the way in. Wiggling just enough to keep the tension mounting, she admired the scene playing out on the corner of the massive bed right along with me. “She’ll fit in just fine.”

Gritting my teeth hard enough to remind me to visit the dentist soon, my knuckles popped as I gripped the sheets. “Then why are you stalling everything?”

“Because you’re fun to torture.” Neriah rolled her hips, front to back.

As she leaned forward to grab my shins, I slammed my eyelids tight. When I have to give this bitch a kid, she’ll fucking kill me.

Set to get an early start, Neriah rocked herself hard enough to slip me all the way through and almost out with each surge.

Through clamped teeth, I snarled “Goddammit!” Both of my hands slipped up to her ass, trying to slow the momentum.

“Don’t tell me you’re trying to tap out.”

My palms shoved even harder against the curves.

Neriah put my force into the next jolt forward. “You’re only making it worse.”

As Erika started whining several feet away.

That’s when I knew Neriah had found paydirt. Grinding her hips into mine, she synced the tempo with Erika’s mewling.

My body almost tore itself in half fighting the need to come. Something had to give. And I wasn’t about to let it be me.

When Neriah pushed herself back, I grabbed the upmost part of her arms. Sliding the hold down to her wrists, my feet pushed against the mattress.

The first round of merciless pounding already had me striking the right spot inside her.

Neriah’s glasses struck my thigh as her fancy updo starting busting loose. Hairpins dropped, each one signaling another ten decibels in her voice.

She was about to arrive in that land of milk and honey.

But so was I. With a chance to get inside the girl of my absolute dreams at stake, I couldn’t afford to let myself toss off early.

My cock almost froze as soon as I tore it out of her.

Neriah couldn’t pull up the strength to fight back as I pushed her to my left. Her face was still red as she kept writhing in-place.

Walking on my knees toward Erika, it was now or never. The other three had worked her at least as close to the edge as I was. Then the full impact slugged me across the temple.

Lindsay finally giving me a kid. Nikki letting that shameful hope happen. Neriah wrapping endless legs around my back. And Ella giving herself to me at the perfect age for breeding…

As Erika asked even more of my sanity. The most basic images of fucking her stupid didn’t open the floodgates. The overload shot them off their hinges.

Ella and Nikki moved aside, letting me grab Erika’s feet.

Lindsay kept her hands tangled with the new girl’s, holding both arms against the bed. Whipping her head around to get the wet, red strands out of her face, Lindsay bit one side of her bottom lip before saying, “Go ahead. I won’t even be mad if she gets the first prize.”

I hadn’t thought that far ahead. But when your first shot at a kid happens with a pop-star hundreds of people were likely jerking it to, that second… You don’t question your luck.

The dripping, primed slit in front of me felt like the only thing in the world that mattered. I smacked it with the bottom of my shaft.

Erika jerked, letting out another moan.

Skipping the tease, I felt my head of dick and then some slip through the first few inches. Cupping her jaw, I let Erika suck on my thumb. Feeling the heat and texture of her cunt let me skip pinching myself.

All four of her limbs twisted against the hold Lindsay and I had on her. Erika’s tits pushed up as I sank in.

Lindsay’s grin stole my attention for a moment. “I’m jealous right now, but I know how much you’ve been wanting this.”

With permission granted from one, and enthusiastic consent from the other, I didn’t care if I’d end up throwing the pecking order straight to hell. Erika took me down to the base, showing her appreciation with that golden voice the whole way.

The great thing about having your way with so many girls is, it doesn’t take long to find the easy-button inside the next one. Feeling Erika’s g-spot push against my length, I didn’t mind pushing the friction even harder.

Jostling my ass until I was aimed to crush it even harder, the tip and every part of my shaft dragged against that supple mound.

Erika’s eyes shot open as her lips started quivering. I weighed letting go of one of her feet and attacking that clit. But if I was about drop my load in this absolute fantasy, I had to have the best view possible.

Lindsay caught onto my dilemma. Planting both knees on Erika’s hands, she bent forward.

The tips of my girlfriend’s nails shucked and jived, fractions of an inch from my shaft. As her fingertips rolled Erika’s pearl. “That’s it! Come for each other...”

I fucking love her.

Jerking my ass away, Erika’s pussy lit the air around it on fire. Giving that trademarked, needy look that everyone knew, seeing the rest of her bare for the first time made it hurt.

Feeling both of her legs jerk, I didn’t even have to stare down to know that Lindsay was performing some clit magic.

The best answer to that came to me like instinct. Spreading Erika’s legs as far apart as I could, she was all set up for the last round.

Lindsay stopped twirling that button as she glanced up at me. “I can tell how much you want it. Why are you holding back?”

It wasn’t like she’d get mad at me. Sucking in a tiny reserve of air, the kind of you I’d never forget was only a shove away.

Zero inhibitions were in my way, and even that niggling hesitation in the furthest corner of my brain had been stomped into the mud.

Driving through Erika hard enough to bang her a couple inches up the bed, I let the momentum follow through until I was crushed against her. Because why wouldn’t you test-drive the new chick like a stolen car? Especially when she’s the type everyone covets.

Rocking back, I didn’t dare go far enough to risk slipping out of her. Giving in and letting myself go inside was the only milestone I’d been holding off for.

Lindsay stirred her hand atop Erika’s bean as she lifted my chin with the other. “After this, you’ll have to give me all the attention for a while.”

Which was fine by me. The details of the pecking order could work themselves out later.

All I wanted was to run Erika clean-through, cunt to throat.

Shifting even more weight into my next drop, twisting and rutting myself inside her ran a shock down her thighs.

Locked into easing no further than halfway out, Erika couldn’t hide how close she was. Every scream and cry made her grip harder. With her pussy and all four limbs.

Drops of sweat leaked into both my eyes. As her ankles pushed against my back, I knew this was a trap I had no chance of escaping.

Not that I’d try clawing myself free. The only thing I could break out of was Lindsay’s hold on my chin.

Plush lips and brown, bottomless eyes shocked open at the same time. Erika gazed up, her mouth ajar with the first gasp of climax.

My balls ached for an instant. Slamming down, I felt her cunt try to draw me in, if only another fraction of an inch.

Erika’s fingers and legs kept trying to force me even deeper. Pumping in and out wasn’t gonna happen.

Which was all well and good. That final bit of grind pull my trigger.

Her body gave out with a fresh torrent of wetness. Rooting myself all the way in, the head of my dick swelled until I was fucking locked inside her.

“Do it! Come in me!”

I already was, feeling the rush careen up my shaft. When that first load struck home, my entire body shivered. Then I felt the best kind of exhaustion.

Maybe Lindsay had stopped working Erika’s clit. Or maybe she hadn’t.

But the only person even more beat than myself opened herself to every drop. Thighs spread a little further, granting me another sink down to her core.

My voice had turned to gravel as I buried my face in Erika’s hair. “Jesus fuck…”

The slick, hot texture around my girth pulsed one more time. Squeezing every drop, that passage wasn’t about to let me out until I was trying to shoot fumes.

Even though my cock tried blasting more shots out. Firing blanks and getting closer to passing out with each one, the grunt in my throat turned into a rumble you could only feel.


It took a few minutes to get my bearings. Cool strands of hair stuck to my face as I rose up.

Erika was still out of her mind. Red and weak all over, I at least didn’t have to short-circuit my nerves as I pulled out.

Neriah and Lindsay were already on their knees, staring from each side of Erika’s head.

I couldn’t think of my usual smart-ass quip. Whaling in enough air to keep my brain working was all I could manage.

Lindsay broke first. “So, I’m first.” She bumped her shoulder against Neriah’s. “And you’re second.”

Almost sputtering, I whipped a palm against my chest. “Can this fucking wait?”

Hell no.

Lindsay caressed Erika’s tits as she cocked her head at Kimmi and Ella. “These three can work out what’s best for them.” As her smile kept getting wider. “I already dropped my birth control last week.”

My lungs ached with every syllable. “Thanks for letting me know, I guess.”

“You’re welcome.”


Theodore Kennedy Mayhew was born not even a year later. The boy had his mother’s red hair, but my blue eyes and Uncle Theo’s trademarked smirk. Like the boy was the reincarnation of the crazy motherfucker himself.

In one of those rare cases, Neriah was on babysitting duty as I kept restoring the house. As each piece of furniture and trim got replaced with fresh lignum vitae, slick with the wood’s natural oils, the girls and the guests kept dropping more of their inhibitions.

But I didn’t expect Lindsay to show up early as I put the final touches on the study’s new desk.

Fingers closed around my shoulders. I tried not to jump, letting the sandpaper glide against the grain.

Lindsay’s mouth pushed close to my ear. “Working hard?”

Hard wasn’t the start of it. But I knew that Neriah had the next dib on my ass. “Just wrapping up. How are all those kids?”

She let go, almost sighing. “After they stopped teaching math in first grade, do you know how much harder it is to start teaching multiplication tables in second grade?”

I didn’t. “As if I don’t have to use my fingers to do that shit now. Give em’ time.”

“Easy for you to say.” Lindsay’s knuckles popped as she grabbed another workbench I’d had put in and backed her ass against it. “I can only build on what they already know.” Which sounded like an excuse to bring state reps in for some education reform. Again.

“It’s too soon. I can only handle a party every month or so.”

She already knew my tolerance for that shit, stepping a light pit-pat of her shoes my way again. “It won’t be law unless we get the local dicks moving on it.”

Her arms hugged around my neck as I dusted the last lignum vitae off my jeans. “You timed that on purpose, didn’t you?”

“So what if I did?” She burst into a giggle. “Neriah’s gonna be here in ten minutes. Someone has to get you worked up.”

“Careful.” I whipped her around, feeling how her baby weight had shed a couple more pounds. “If you make Nikki and Erika jealous, they’ll chew it out of my ass.”

“Whatever shall I do?” Lindsay squeezed one side of the seat of my jeans.

But I knew the doctor’s orders. “He said ‘six weeks.’ It’s been four.”

“For you.”

She looked too smug as I tried wiggling free of her. “Fourteen days, and I can fuck your brains out again.”

“Then Neriah’s lucky.”

Catching a bit of Theo in that look she cast my way, I knew what Lindsay was hinting at. “What if I finish in Erika… Or maybe even Ella.”

“So what if you do?” The corner of her mouth lifted, as if the old bastard was speaking through her.

“I don’t know. What would you do?”

She took the bluff in-stride. “Theodore would have a little brother or sister, either way. Does it matter who the kid comes from?”

It did. To me, anyway. “Ella’s not even a sophomore in college, so don’t go barking up that tree.” And it’s not like Erika was at the tail-end of her fame yet. “Neriah, then Nikki. We’ll talk about scheduling the other two later.”

Her thigh almost pushed my nuts into my chest. “And then I get my second round.”

I almost dug the heels of my boots into the concrete.

“Come on. The sooner we get everyone taken care of, the quicker I come up again.”
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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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