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HAREM MANOR

I was trying to finish carving the last flourish on a mantle as my boss’s voice crackled over the speaker. “Al, get your ass to the office. Now!”

It was only a temp job to keep afloat until my next woodworking gig. But I’d been stuck there for six months.

Everyone else in the workshop dropped their work and stared. One of the newer guys whispered, “He gonna get fired?” But not quietly enough.

Some of the older workers grinned at me. Like they knew what was about to happen.

Now, I’d been hired as the local hot-shot, taking on the projects that needed extra detail, for clients who didn’t mind paying extra for the best. Not that Ron cared about that. He probably figured I’d get that kind of work done at the rate of everyone else, so he could pocket the difference.

Wiping the shavings off my jeans, I took a breath and held it for a moment. Back to another warehouse job, I guess. It wouldn’t be my first time scrambling for a new paycheck.

But opening the door, I saw her. “Lindsay, why are you here?”

Sweet as ever, my girlfriend of three years leaned forward. “I’ve been blowing your phone up, but you never answered.” If she hadn’t said it like I was one of her third-graders, I would have thought something was wrong.

Ron didn’t look as pissed as I thought he would. He dropped his big ass in the chair, making it groan. “Now I get why you were fine with taking a part-time, temp job. Congrats, you li’l bastard...”

I had no idea what either of them were going on about. “This some kind of joke?”

But Lindsay was already bursting at the seams. “Your great-uncle Theo called your mom to pass the news, but she couldn’t get you to answer, either.”

Dragging the phone out of my pocket, I finally got something like the point. Over thirty missed calls, all within the past hour.

“What news?” Uncle Theo hadn’t died, at least. Not that I’d dwell on it until work was over.

Ron leaned forward and shook the whole desk with his elbows. “Who knew I had local royalty working in my shop? No wonder you’ve never minded pissing me off.”

If I was royalty, nobody had ever told me. “I’m a woodworker who barely keeps the lights on at home. Have you even seen the truck I drive to work?”

Now Lindsay looked baffled too, ducking her head toward Ron. “He’s not lying. I do wish you’d give him more hours.”

I shot her a look that I thought would freeze ice over again. “It’s fine, Ron. You know I’m not the fastest worker, and I’ve been trying to improve on it.” Without churning half-assed pieces, anyway.

Clenching scarred fingers that hadn’t gotten a new mark in a decade, Ron clanked those gaudy rings in front of his mouth. “Will you quit treating me like an idiot? I’d blow goats to be in your position right now.” As he cast an eye toward Lindsay.

He was a pig masquerading as a man, physically and mentally. But I had more pressing matters. “If I go one week without pay, we lose our apartment.”

“Bullshit!” Ron scooted his chair away from the desk. “I’ll keep paying you for the same work, but hell if you need it. Hell, I’ll cover this afternoon on your check just because you take this place more seriously than I do. Now get outta here!”

I still had no idea what was going on.


All of my own tools bounced around the seat as Lindsay tried explaining. But there was no point in trying to talk sense into me. I was pissed enough to get us through another month of fights.

Taking the last turn before Uncle Theo’s place, I stopped dancing around it. “Is he dying or not? And why would he talk to me?”

She blushed, like the whole answer was shameful or something. “Well, he said that he’d only trust you with this. I can’t just make up answers I don’t have.”

My mom, or any of her sisters, would have been the more likely heirs. Assuming things had really started to go south for him. “I don’t get it. I’ve met the guy like three or four times.”

“Why ask me?” She pushed my belt sander away and whisked the dust of her skirt. “And could you clean this heap of junk out every now and then?”

A clean truck wouldn’t make my work go better. “I never asked you to get me out early. Don’t we have enough trouble keeping the bills paid already?”

“But he’s your family! Can’t you pretend to care?”

“Maybe they should have given me a reason to.” That said, Uncle Theo had pissed me off the least out of the whole bunch. Purely because I didn’t know the guy.

Rounding the corner lot his palace of a house rested in the middle of, I didn’t see many lights on. Even if the mansion was all the way at the top of hill.

Lindsay seemed more nervous than I did. “Maybe it’s about an inheritance or something.”

Which would be great, even if it was just a few hundred bucks. “He’s weird. Just gonna warn ya.”


With my truck parked next to a Chevy Cobalt, I wondered why Theo would bother with an econobox like that. You know, one of those cars you see everywhere, for about five years until they all hit the junkyard.

But I was already impressed with the front doors. Gargantuan, solid slabs carved with the kind of work I barely knew how to pull off. Even though I couldn’t identify the wood.

Lindsay rapped the iron knocker as I kept studying the details. “Alex, will you stop it already?”

Maybe it was the few visits to this place that had started me down this path. I vaguely remember looking at every piece of trim and furniture, years before I started whittling as a hobby. And later, as a passion.

I had a minute to keep ogling the finer details. Then the side I was obsessing over jerked away from my face.

Expecting a frail, ancient man, I almost jumped when I heard the brat’s shrill, bitchy voice. “You’re Theo’s nephew? Come on, he’s upstairs...”

Blonde, giving me the fuzzy eye, and too young to buy beer. I didn’t know what to make of her. But that outfit would make a Honkers waitress look like a nun. “I didn’t know he had kids of his own, much less a great-granddaughter.”

Her eyes rolled and her nose scrunched. “I’m not here looking after the old creep because I want to, but I guess it’s better than the other options. Are you gonna shut up and follow me, or keep digging into my business?”

Kitty had claws. “Lead the way.”

She tried looking at her eyebrows again. “Fine. I get to leave in ten minutes anyway.”

Lindsay shook her head a little as soon as the girl turned around. The slight wince in her face said it all for both of us.


Ella, as we found out her name was, slammed the door behind myself and Lindsay. The figure facing away from us in one of those old man recliners jumped.

But I knew it was Theo’s voice, maybe a little worse for wear, as he spoke. “I already told that little bitch to quit that!”

I took a few steps closer. “Long time, no see, Uncle Theo.”

He still didn’t turn around. Not that a guy so close to a hundred would try. “Alex?”

“Yeah… You called me over, so here I am.”

Waving a hand over the corner of the seat, he still didn’t look my way. “Get over here and let me see what kind of man you’ve turned into.”

It had been close to twenty years. Giving Lindsay a quick motion to follow, I knew his eccentricities well enough. “I brought my girlfriend with me. I hope it’s not a problem.”

Now he was stirring to life. Craning his neck as best he could, just the corner of his eye showed more life than either of us had. “Of course, bring her over here!”

Pervy, old bastard. The same pictures were on the wall. Like he’d had every model out of Playboy in his lap over the years, like Hef himself. And Lindsay wouldn’t have been out of place there either.

Even dressed in her knee-length skirt and sweater, Theo practically had her naked in his mind before we sat across from him. But Lindsay had always been naive about his sort.

His wrinkled face twisted into a smile. “Finally, a real woman in my house. That little, blonde skank will do me in before the cancer.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.” But I wasn’t about to dive into whatever prize might be waiting for me. “Ella seems a little young for a home-health aide. Is she actually taking care of you?”

“Not by choice, but well enough.”

Asking felt like a terrible idea. I looked him over, satisfied that he wasn’t getting shit beat out of him. “What did you do?”

Theo looked too damn satisfied. “One of my best friends is a judge who won’t retire, even if he’s about my age. Ella got nicked for shoplifting, and he was about to send her up the river for it. Third offense in two months and all that.”

“She probably isn’t eighteen!” It wouldn’t have bothered me, if the girl hadn’t been wearing cutoff, denim shorts that barely qualified as a thong.

“But she is, and the little dingbat keeps fucking up. She should be kissing my ass, because it would have been months in jail if I hadn’t stepped in.”

I didn’t care what Lindsay would think of it. I had to show how disgusting I thought it was. “There’s charity,” I roamed a finger around at all the frames on the wall, “and then there’s this.”

Theo turned his eyes to Lindsay again before propping his cheek against a balled fist. “Will you shut up? How do you think an old fart like me would get a hard-on, anyway?”

Christ-shitting-on-a-shingle… “That’s not the point.” I huffed out a sigh and shot a glance at Lindsay. “Well, I’m here anyway. What’s so urgent that I had to leave work early?”

“You already know I’ve got cancer, and maybe four months left. I need someone to take care of this place when I’m gone.”

My eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. “You’re kidding me. Aunt Megan and Mom are ahead of me on the inheritance.”

He laughed hard enough to almost blow snot. “It’s my money and my house. I can pass it on to whoever I damn well please. I’m still of sound mind.”

The shakes took over, just like when I first asked for Lindsay’s number. “They’ll make my life a living hell over this. You know that, right?”

“And you’ll have a ten foot fence to keep them out.” Theo tried standing up, which made Lindsay bolt to his side. With a sly grin, he asked, “Is my great-nephew treating you well?”

But she was all about being the caretaker and nurturer, like always. “Like a princess, so far as he can. Now let me help you.”

I expected him to try grabbing her ass or something. Instead, Theo fought onto his feet and reached for the snazziest cane I’d ever laid eyes on. “I’ll make a deal, which you don’t have to take, but it’s my final offer.”

“On with it, then.” I almost leaned against the edge of a desk, but then I remembered the work someone had put into them. Letting the rivets in my jeans scuff it up would have been unforgivable.

He smirked even harder. “You two stay here for a month, and I’ll prove that this is a chance you wouldn’t dream of turning down. Other than myself, you’re the only male left in the family, even if you’re not a Mayhew by name.”

“Feldman Manor doesn’t the same ring, I guess.” But I wasn’t about to just drop my whole life and my work. “Can I have a week to think about it?”

“I can give you a salary, which the trust fund will keep paying out after I’m gone. Both for yourself and all expenses to keep this place maintained. I’d only expect you to get it back to what it used to be.”

“So it’s a job offer.” I almost leaned against the desk again. “What about what I’ve been working for already?”

Theo tottered my way and grabbed my lower arm. “People take themselves too seriously. When you hit my age, you start laughing about that.”

The hell is that supposed to mean? “I take pride in my job. I can’t just give it up to watch your house.”

Lindsay kicked at my shin and shot a nasty look. “I don’t mind helping out with his care, so long as Ella can cover when I’m at school.”

I really didn’t have a reason not to, other than my pride. What little I had, I’d earned for myself, and I wasn’t about to let a sudden gift float my ass for the rest of my life. “If I get a salary, how do I earn it?”

“Didn’t I already lay it out, you jackass? I need a woodworker who can restore and improve this house beyond what it had been.”

Which changed the equation. “It sounds like a dream-offer, but with what workshop?”

Theo squeezed my arm as hard as a feeble, ancient guy could. “My secretary can handle that. There’s a garage where I used to keep my car collection. Make a list of what you need, and she’ll have it all delivered.”

“Why would you need a secretary if you’re retired?”

“An old man can’t stay busy?” He cocked his head back to the chair, which had Lindsay following along. “It doesn’t have to be bingo games and blue-plate specials at the diner. Besides, she’s also my private attorney. No other clients.”

I hated the sound of that even more. “How many people are trying to sue you?”

Theo dropped back in that recliner and pulled the lever. “None, because I’ve got my own cut-throat. She has a salary out of the trust fund for the rest of her life too, so long as she looks after my heir.”

With the old man taken care of, Lindsay came back to my side. And she had her own questions. “Let’s say Alex agrees to it. What’s the salary?”

“Five-grand a week. I can have the first payment in his account ahead of time, if you two need moving expenses or any deposits to pay off.”

Both of us almost dropped. After taxes, the few weeks I’d had full-time hours at Ron’s shop didn’t add up to a tenth of that. And you know Lindsay wasn’t pulling much on a teacher’s salary.

My reservations had been suplexed out of their boots. Fumbling over the words, I stammered out, “That’s…. Very generous.”

“And then you inherit my assets. Don’t tell me that you’re about to turn it down.”

Using my talent and passion, to keep the family legacy intact, and getting paid better than doctors around here… “Fine. I’ll do this part-time, and give my boss a two-week notice. After that, if it pans out, consider me onboard.”

Theo reached for one of the pockets on the side of his lounger. “Here, for your time tonight.” Pulling a canvas deposit bag out, his shaky fingers worked the zipper loose. “A hundred for my heir, and two for the absolute angel who helped me get around.”

I already felt like a mooch. “Keep it. I don’t take handouts.”

Not that is stopped Lindsay. “That’s very generous of you, Mr. Mayhew.”

“Money is the one language everyone understands. It’d do Alex a big favor to learn that.”

The whole trip home, we hardly said a word between us. That is, until I unlocked the door and realized how much shit we’d have to get boxed up. Fast.


Two weeks later, I still hadn’t met that attorney. Even though I’d talked with her over the phone to nail down the details, the only people other than Theo and Ella I’d dealt with were the landscaping guys. And they weren’t happy about being replaced on their main contract.

Yet I had the shiny, new zero-turn mower, and a workshop that looked as pristine as I wanted. All told, I felt less bad about quitting at Ron’s place the more I hung around Uncle Theo’s.

Lindsay was absolutely doting on him, like he was the sweetest old man to ever live. But I knew the truth. I’d always catch my great uncle dropping shit, just to watch her bend over and pick it up. Exactly like he did with Ella, apparently.

But I still didn’t have the exact answer as to why he’d chosen me to inherit everything. I was seventh or eighth in line, if you take seniority for inheritances seriously. And my mother and aunts were already beyond pissed.

The last time I’d talked to Mom, maybe a few days prior, you could feel the venom dripping off her words. ‘You probably made that little, redheaded slut fuck him, didn’t you?’

Which got me to hang up on her. At least I wouldn’t have to eat her dry-ass turkey at Thanksgiving.

Now I was just working on leaving my own mark on the place. Theo had some pieces that he wanted replaced outright. The main dining table, some stair banisters, and a four-post bed would keep me busy, probably beyond his funeral.

Lining up a plug of wood on the virgin lathe, I wasn’t about to start using the fresh carving tools. I knew my own, and what I could do with them.

The sunlight drifted past the one crack in the workshop’s concrete slab as I got started. Wrapped up in the work and doing what I was born to do, I thought I’d fallen down a rabbithole into Heaven on Earth.

Starting the electric motor up, I knew I was in for a long session. Some of these exotic woods could go for over a grand a pound. And Theo demanded everything be carved out of lignum vitae. Probably the hardest and most expensive lumber around.

Close to having wood myself over the project, I put the first mark in. You know, just to test how often I’d have to sharpen my chisel.

Then I felt the pat on my ass.

Thinking it was Lindsay, I didn’t think much of it, trying to keep from fucking up a pole that cost more than my truck.

Hands wrapped around my waist, and then I felt my zipper drop.

Flipping the lathe’s switch, I didn’t dare give it any less than my whole attention. She’d gotten a little more frisky since we’d moved in. Which I assumed was from not having to stress about money anymore.

But then I saw the flash of blonde between myself and the bench.

Jerking my hips back, I planted a hand on Ella’s forehead. “What the absolute fuck are you doing?”

She didn’t bother trying to break free. “What do you think?”

Thoughts turned to static. Trying to come up with anything to say, I let go of her forehead and stepped away, zipping myself up.

As Ella stayed crouched, showing more toe than a camel in another pair of shorts. “You’d probably let that redhead do it.”

“Have you lost your mind?” Ten years prior, sure, I’d have let it play out. But I was Ella’s age back then too. “I mean, what would make you think this is a good idea?”

She stared back like I was a moron. “You’re rich, and you’re not so old that you’re about to goddamned die. Theo told me about why you’re always here now.”

That sleazy fucker… “If he put you up to this I’ll—”

“It was my idea, okay?” Ella stood up and leaned back.

Before I could yell at her to stop, it happened.

The tail of her oversized, button-up shirt caught on the lathe, pulling the front tight as a noose. Panic filled her eyes as it kept drawing harder.

But I already knew what would happen, even though I did rush for the safety cutoff switch. The first button shot across the room, followed by the second and third as the future bed post slowed down. She wouldn’t lose her arms or end up choking, at least.

The last rotations churned out as Ella screamed, “Fucking help!”

With her trapped against the workbench, the metallic taste of adrenaline left my mouth. I’d seen this kind of thing happen more than once in my line of work. “Relax. You’ll only pull the knot tighter if you keep fighting.”

Her hands started turning purple as I turned the lathe the other direction. Normal color started coming back, and Ella’s breathing calmed down.

Working her loose, I started giggling to myself. “Don’t ever wear loose clothing around machinery. Got that?”

“I should sue your ass.”

“After what you tried to do? Good luck.”

But she was ready to call my bluff. “I’ll have bruises and buttons missing. It doesn’t have to be about getting my shirt caught.”

That put a cold pang up my spine. “You wouldn’t...”

Another woman’s voice called out from the doorway, authoritative and refined for someone around my age. “I know she won’t, because I saw the whole thing.”

I looked over and saw green eyes and a jet black bun over an endless stand of pantyhose. “I’m glad I have a witness, but who the hell are you?”

“Theodore Mayhew’s best friend.” Heels cracked against the floor with her first couple of steps. “Or if you really have to know, Neriah Cooper. Your future attorney.” She put a hand out to me, while staring javelins at Ella.

At least she had impeccable timing. I grabbed her hand for a shake.

She squeezed hard, just like a man would. Yet she never took her gaze off Ella. “One call to Judge Meyer, and you’re fucked. Now that you’re eighteen, you won’t be jail-bait anymore. Just a jail-bird.”

Confident. I liked her already.

But Neriah was ready to get down to business as Ella scampered off. “We have paperwork. I guess now’s as good a time as any, since you’ve already had your work interrupted.” She put the suitcase in her left hand on top the bench, apparently not minding the dust and shavings.

“I get it, but how long is this gonna take?”

“Three, maybe four minutes, unless you want to read everything.”

With this kind of fortune at stake, I wasn’t about to get sloppy. “Fine, but I’ll go ahead and assume you’ll eat the next hour of my time.”

She almost smiled. “Smart man.”

“Right...” She wore that gray blazer and pencil skirt like a model would carry a tiny dress, stealing my attention for a second. “So you’re the sidekick Uncle Theo’s bragged so much about.”

“You don’t have his charm, but I can already tell that you were the right choice as Theodore’s heir.”

Natural ass-kisser, huh? “You don’t have to suck up to me. So long as you know more about this place and his affairs than I do, letting you go would be the worst mistake I could imagine.”

“Keeping me on is part of the agreement for your trust. You don’t have a choice, but I’m also not about to screw myself over. Working for Mr. Mayhew has been very lucrative.” She opened the briefcase and pointed at a stack held in a binder clip.

“I’m sure it has been.” I picked up the slab of documents and started reading the first page.

Too much legalese for my tastes, but I was more used to such refined literary works as Hustler and Woodcarver’s Gazette. Or maybe what someone had written on a bathroom stall.

I turned to her. “What the hell does ‘Executor’ mean? It makes it sound like I have to kill Theo myself.”

Her lips narrowed to a straight line. “Basically, you’re the decision-maker for Theodore’s estate, once these documents are filed at the courthouse.”

And I kept feeling dumber with each page.


I’d just finished telling Lindsay everything that had happened. Barely dry from my shower, I lied back and crashed against the bed in our new room. “So how was your day?”

She paused for a couple of seconds. “Ella really tried that? I knew she had problems, but that’s not normal.”

“The kid doesn’t have issues. She’s got a lifetime subscription.”

Lindsay sat next to me, pulling the turtleneck over her head. “I think you should tell Theo. From my talks with him, he’d probably know what to do.”

Yeah, right... His answer would probably be along the lines of, ‘You should fuck her.’ “Are you sure we’re thinking of the same lecherous, old man here?”

“He’s sweet.” Lindsay dropped too, rolling herself over me until she was straddling my hips. Even through her jeans and my pajama bottoms, I felt the heat between her legs. “I don’t know why you think he’s such a pervert.”

Probably because he’d never shaken me of that notion. “I’m cutting him a bit of slack because he’s dying, but you should see the way he leers at you when you’re turned around.”

She ground herself against me. “And you don’t do the same?”

“It’s a little different when we’re dating and about the same age. He was already, what, in his seventies when we were born?”

“He can look, so long as he doesn’t touch. We’ve got the same rule for each other.”

Not that it made Ella’s ass running around the place any easier to swallow, after what had happened. “He’s alone with an eighteen-year-old nymphomaniac about thirty hours a week. Who knows what the fuck happens between them.”

“She’s made a few mistakes, and her home life isn’t anything to brag about. Have you even sat down and spoken with her, outside what she tried pulling today?”

I’ll give Lindsay one thing. She trusted me. But maybe a little too much. “I think the girl’s dangerous. If that lawyer hadn’t shown up, it could have gotten ugly.”

“Then use it as a chance to scare her into line.” Another course of heat pulsed through, straightening my cock until I was ready to go. “Maybe she doesn’t need a mentor or a shoulder to cry on. When Neriah laid down the law on her, I think it had an effect.”

“How so?”

Lindsay propped herself over my face with both hands, copper hair blocking my view of everything but her face. “Ella was actually polite before she left this evening.”


I already knew Theo wasn’t the kind to turn in early. Contrary to what you’d expect from an old man, it wasn’t anything to hear him buzz myself or Lindsay to get some juice or fire up a TV dinner for him, well past midnight. It was kind of a pain in the ass.

So knocking on his study’s door a little after ten didn’t seem out of bounds. Lindsay had already helped me work out the boner I couldn’t admit Ella had primed in me. So at least I was loose, limber, and relaxed.

His gravelly voice didn’t wait for me to turn the knob. “Who is it? I didn’t ring for anything!”

I stepped in without ceremony. “Your lawyer chick had me sign all the papers tonight. She’s a piece of work.”

“And the closest thing to a daughter I’ve ever had.” Theo was turned away from the entrance, as always. “She didn’t have to stay with me after I paid her way through law school, but Neriah decided to anyway. Always keep someone that loyal in your good graces.”

“That’s was mighty generous of you, and I think she knows that.”

“Learn how to judge people, and help the diamonds in the rough with their deepest problems. That’s how you change a life.” He tried getting up, which meant I had to rush over and help the old fart.

“Easy. I’m not doubting her.”

Theo let out a cough, never bothering to cover his mouth. “I was talking about you, moron.” Ballsy, coming from a geriatric I could have shattered like glass. Especially after he’d willed nearly everything to me.

“I’m nowhere near as fucked up as your little charity case. Has Neriah already told you what happened?”

Up on his feet, barely, my great-uncle didn’t even look at me. “Thirty years ago, I’d have fucked her in that situation. So why didn’t you?”

Par for the course, and exactly as you’d expect from him. “Shit, her mother probably hadn’t grown pubes thirty years ago. What the hell is wrong with you?”

But it didn’t bother him. “Sometimes, when you give a person hope and a second chance, they return the favor. The gratitude of others is a good thing to keep in stock.”

Knowing I was at risk of stepping into the weeds with him, I pulled back a little. “You’ve done it for me, and for Ms. Cooper. I get that.”

“Neriah isn’t loyal because I bailed her out of a bad situation. Throwing money at everyone just brings the vultures in.” The glint in his eye spoke volumes. “Take the rest of our family, for instance.”

He wasn’t wrong. Theo had gone from a saint with a few troublesome quirks in Mom’s eyes, to the depraved madman she swore up and down that he was. After she heard about the inheritance.

Before I could get another word in, his gnarled fingers grabbed my wrist. “You probably think I was talking about yourself just now. I kinda was, but you need to start finding people who would do anything for you. Just give them an opportunity to change and prove themselves, idiot.”

That little slut, of all people, though?

He kept guiding me toward the wall with all those framed pictures. Kinda pointing at one of them, Theo asked, “You know who this guy is?”

It was black and white. Probably taken sometime in the fifties or sixties. “No idea.”

“Senator Jake O’Malley. When I first met him, the boy was about to give up and take a job at the Chrysler plant up the road.” Theo stared at the photo for close to a minute. “If I hadn’t gifted him enough money to pay for college and gave his campaign seed money later on, the boy would have wasted away, breaking his own body down for barely enough to get by with each week.”

Not very different from my life story up to that point. “Don’t tell me that you’re about to claim I could be like him.”

Theo jerked his head back faster than a guy that close to the big hundred should. “God no! If you live here, you influence the decision-makers during your prime.”

“What do you mean by ‘influence?’”

He looked at another picture from the corners of his eyes. “John Fitzgerald Kennedy. See that girl on his lap? That’s Marilyn Monroe, almost dry-humping him, right there in my parlor.” With a younger Theo grinning like a fool behind them.

“Mingling isn’t really my thing. I can keep the place in great condition, but I’m no ass-kisser.”

Like I’d said the dumbest thing possible, he almost spat on the floor between us. “That’s what you don’t get. With assets like mine, they show up to kiss your ass.”

I still didn’t like the idea. “Politics isn’t what I’d pretend to know the first thing about.”

“You’re a citizen, aren’t you?” Theo shuffled half a step closer, pulling the blanket around his shoulders and beating his cane on the floor. “That’s exactly why I picked you as the heir. You’re grounded in having to work for a living, just like the vast majority of people.”

It forced a little heat into my face. “This is all political statement to you?”

“Someone has to make it. Lord knows the heirs to all my old friends’ fortunes are a bunch of spoiled shits.”

I hated the conversation more with each passing second. “I’m no party animal, and I couldn’t tell a cufflink from a piece of flair on a waitress’s uniform.”

His eyes rolled, just like Ella’s. “That redhead was your saving grace. The second I met her, I knew you’d take care of the real job here. Passably, at least.”

“I’m a woodworker, not a socialite.”

Theo beat the end of his cane against the hardwood again. “God, everyone takes themselves too seriously anymore. Money always speaks louder than social graces.”

“The fanciest thing I’ve ever bought was ketchup. I wouldn’t even know how to entertain these people.”

Like sixty years had dropped from his age, Theo yelled, “You’re thinking about it from the wrong angle, you dipshit!”

I didn’t know how to start answering that, outside of just leaving. But it wasn’t an option anymore. “So I write checks, and the bigwigs just fall in line?”

“You’re starting to get it.” Tapping his free hand under another picture, he asked, “Do you know who this man is?”

I didn’t. But the taller man in the picture was smiling like a kid who’d just won a shopping spree in a toy store. “Not really.”

“Lyndon Baines Johnson. Thirty-sixth President of these United States!”

I’d heard the name a few times. “And it looks like he enjoyed the visit here.”

“Would you believe a check with my name on it got us the Civil Rights Act of 1964? And that was back when campaign donations were considered bribery.”

He was either full of shit, or an angel in a creep’s body. “Fine, I get it. But how do I even know which side is right?”

“As much as people bitch about the media, you watch the fucking news. Otherwise, who passes it on to you? One of your dingbat aunts on FaceSpace?”

I’d deleted my profile on there already. The site had turned into a flea-market of conspiracy theories and everyone pushing the highlight reels of their lives. And I’d gotten tired of learning how awful the people closest to me actually are. “That’s fair, actually. If news outlets are out for ad revenue, that’s a problem with their business model as an industry, not their employees.”

“Well, at least you’re not a complete idiot, sunshine...” Theo began shuffling back to the lounger. “Everyone with a GED or less thinks they know better than the experts, in any field. It drives me up the fucking wall.”

“And somehow I’m supposed to know more, because I’d have money?”

The end of his cane almost knocked another picture off the wall. “Here’s me with Carl Sagan, a week before I talked Jimmy Carter into funding the hell out of NASA. Both of those guys were way more about the private conversations than the floozy and coke parties, though.”

He’d already given me plenty to think about. Revolting as networking with CEOs, politicians, and celebrities seemed, there was a bit of good Theo’s legacy could do again. But the question is, how in the hell could a blue-collar kid like me fill those shoes?


I got back to the room. As far as I knew, Lindsay was passed slick the fuck out. With not a thread of covers obscuring the silk and lace getup she only wore for special occasions, I figured she was expecting some action, but nodded off instead.

Staring at the curve of her ass under the slick blue-green fabric almost kept me from noticing the gaudy jewelry she’d put around her neck. But she didn’t stir as I slipped the bottom sheet over her.

The way she breathed kinda put me at peace with what Theo had said. If I was supposed to carry on his life’s work, I wouldn’t be doing it alone. Beyond that damn she-shark of a lawyer, Lindsay would be there to help.

Shutting the door to the attached bathroom, I didn’t bother locking it. It’s not like my girlfriend hadn’t seen my goods already.

But as the shower began to warm up and steam, I had to think a little more about what my great-uncle had said. Influencing the movers and shakers of the world didn’t feel like my place. I mean, who the hell would I be to do that? I couldn’t tell you the first thing about financial markets, Constitutional law, or anything more serious than the price of gas always being too high for my wallet.

I pulled the frosted glass shut and ducked my head under the stream. Hell, I don’t even know what I think about this stuff. I didn’t like war, and gay folks didn’t offend me. But outside of that? I was a clean slate.

The first soak of water ran down my back as I pushed both hands over my hair.

Maybe if I’d gone to college, I could pretend to know anything about this stuff. Or I’d have ended up defending the rights of people who think they’re were-tractors. Really, my biggest concern about politics amounted to ‘don’t make me think about it, and you sure as shit had better not let it affect me.’

Some kind of noise bumped out from the edge of the room, but I couldn’t tell what it was. Chalking it up to another rush of water hitting the floor, I kept squeezing the suds from my hair. Because that shit burns when it gets in your eyes.

I didn’t pay any attention until I felt the vibration of the shower door pass through my feet. Before I could get the last of the shampoo off my face, I felt the warmth and water pooling against my back.

Lindsay’s voice chanted out, “You want company?”

“Sure.” This wouldn’t be the first time she’d jumped in with me. But so soon after falling asleep, and on a weeknight?

Still out of character, I expected her to hog the shower stream and wet her own hair. But she only pulled herself tighter against me. “So what did he have to say?”

I was having trouble even remembering. We never did the shower-sex thing. It always did turn into foreplay, though. “Theo said I need to get over myself and use the fortune to influence people.”

Lindsay ducked her chin on one of my shoulders. “Maybe he’s right.” Wet ropes of her hair began sticking to me. “I’ve had a lot of time to think about what your uncle’s said to me, and I think he has a point.”

“That’s not what I do, though.” The only say I had in anything amounted to whether I’d have mustard or mayo on my burger. “I wouldn’t know how to even begin talking to these people.”

Her hands clasped together in front of my abs. “Maybe it’s a skill, just like woodworking.”

“That makes even less sense than what I thought about it before.” Giving a half-assed effort at easing her off, I didn’t have any luck. “As far as I know, it’s all about sucking up and promising favors. You can guess how that’d go for me.”

Lindsay shifted her hands further down my torso. “What if I can help with that?”

By jacking off Senators? Even though I knew she’d never do that. “Your work’s important enough. Don’t let this get in the way.”

The tips of her fingers grazed the upper edge of my cock, which had already started hardening up. “I don’t mind. Besides, how many school teachers do these people hear from, in-person?”

“Probably a lot.”

“And their office staffers delete the voicemails or shred the letters. I’m sure they’d be more likely to listen to a big donor’s wife, who just happens to run a classroom.”

“Don’t tell me you’ve been listening to what Theo’s been saying, like he’s serious or something.”

“Why wouldn’t he be?” A quick nip pulled one of my earlobes down. “And what makes you think I’m not, either?”

There was no going back from that point. I heard the distinctive pop of the body wash neither of us minded smelling like the next day.

Feeling the cold glob drip between us, it made my whole spine arch up at once. “Jesus! That’s fucking cold!” As a banker’s heart.

Lindsay pulled herself even tighter against me. “And I’m sure it’s already warm.” Her hands drifted over even more of me. “See? It’s not that bad.”

I wasn’t ready to fight it. “When I saw you wearing that set of underwear, I should have known.”

“That’s the laziest complaint I’ve heard in my life.” Lindsay turned me around, pushing her tits against my chest.

The steam made it hard to breath, but nowhere near as much as the slip-and-slide developing as the soap flowed between us.

She gripped both of my wrists and pushed them just over my head, pinning me against the wall. “Come on. Think about it, all in context.”

Still not trying to slip my way free, all I did was look down at her eyes. “So now I’m a multi-millionaire playboy in training? And you’re cool with that?”

Water gathered in the cleavage she kept pressing against me. “Why shouldn’t I be?” Letting go of my left wrist, she moved a hand downstairs and began stroking up and down my shaft. “If you were the kind of guy to forget his main squeeze, I wouldn’t have stayed with you for so long.”

She had a point there. For all my faults and financial troubles, Lindsay had stuck by me. “I guess we’ll go on your next weekday off and have a leisure suit tailored for me.”

“Or you could just wear a shirt that doesn’t have your name on it, for once.”

“Already speaking like Theo, huh?” I overpowered her and brought my right arm down. “You’re all-in on this.”

Her next tug on my cock made breathing feel like I was ten feet down in a pool. “Let’s make a deal. I host something for the school board, and you promise to write a donation check, assuming Theo clears it.”

I wiped away the drops seeping into my eyes. “For what? A new scoreboard for the high school’s football field?”

Lindsay dropped to her knees, but she wasn’t finished stroking my dick. She looked up. “Whatever you want them to spend it on. It wouldn’t hurt to pay off all the kids with cafeteria debt.”

That actually spoke to me. For a lot of her students, school lunch was probably the only full meal they got. “And you can guarantee that’s what the funds would go to?”

“String them along with promises for more donations, and you might as well have a rope tied to a ring through their noses.”

I didn’t like the prospect of dangling a carrot over the board’s head like that. But what the hell else could I do? “Maybe you’ve got a point.”

Another tug at my dick had her crushing what little weight she had against me. “That’s part of why we’re always broke. After the kids get twenty buck behind, the school refuses to serve them.”

Which pissed me off. And not because it had drained our shared account. “Fucking really? Kids deserve to eat. I don’t care if it’s because they have deadbeat parents or whatever else made their families so broke.”

Lindsay responded by taking me all the way into her mouth.

Which made me a little nervous. I wasn’t a fan of dealing with kids past about ten seconds. Even if, every now and then, one of the little shits popped off with something funny.

The back of my head almost shattered against the wall with her second plunge.

I already looked at her as ‘my wife,’ even though I hadn’t proposed yet. And now this was getting her in the mood. The eternal bachelor living rent-free in the back of my head was already sweating bullets.

Lindsay dove all the way in, tearing my ass through the speech I wasn’t ready to have. Her fingers ran up my dick before she spat the tip out. “You always said that you wanted kids. Why are you backing out now?”

Stupid me was still thinking a few weeks behind. “Because we can’t afford even one of them. You know that.”

“But what if we can?” Her mouth took me in like nothing had happened.

Gripping each fingertip against the back of her head, I hoped like hell that she wasn’t serious. Even though I knew we could pay for a whole litter of them with Theo’s estate in my pocket.

Somethings gotten into her. And it wasn’t just myself.

Breathing the hot mist and trying to stay on my feet, I let her do whatever the hell she was out for. The dance of her tongue along the bottom of my shaft almost turned both of my knees to jelly, and the slick wall of the shower wasn’t the ideal surface to brace against.

Fighting to stay upright, I was afraid I’d slip and bust my ass on the floor. Like I was old and feeble as Theo.

I couldn’t put my finger on it, but something didn’t feel right.

As Lindsay kept going, I tried jerking myself away.

Which only made her lunge forward, even harder.

Between the steam and those lingering doubts, my body reacted at the visceral level. Or maybe it was some combination of instinct and my mind. “Hold up...”

She slowed down, but wasn’t stopping yet.

I pushed Lindsay back. “I’m not joking. Slow it down a bit.”

Running one hand up and down my length instead, she didn’t seem to mind the drops of water streaming down her face. “What’s wrong?”

“Plenty.” And knowing Lindsay would demand an explanation, I took a deep breath. “I don’t know if it’s this house, what Theo’s said to us, or something else. But I need time to think about what’s going on.”

Lindsay gave one more run of her palms and fingers, straight to my hilt. “Did I do something wrong?”

That brought a smile to my face. Even with all these changes, my girlfriend was still the same recipe for diabetes. “Not at all. There’s no problem between us, but I do have plenty of questions about what’s going on, otherwise.”

“Theo didn’t give enough answers?”

He’d actually given too many. “I’ve got too much to think about tonight. Sorry.”

Standing back up, Lindsay pushed herself against me again. “I understand.”

That only made me pull her closer. “I knew you would.”

Lindsay ducked her head under the stream. “Fine, but you’ll owe me later.”


Lindsay hadn’t tried getting too handsy overnight. I’d slept just enough to let me get back to restoring the place without fucking up anything important.

Working on the finer details of a replacement piece for the dining room table, I didn’t have hearing protection on. Which let me hear the door open a few dozen feet to my left.

I glanced up and saw Neriah standing there. Dressed like the courtroom had turned into a titty bar. “It’s Saturday. What the hell are you doing here?”

“Salaried jobs work that way. I take care of what Theodore needs, no matter the day or time.”

Great… “So what’s his newest emergency, and how does it involve me?”

She took a few paces forward. “Because it is you, actually.”

Dusting the rougher debris off myself in front of the vacuum hood, I didn’t know if I wanted to hear it. “What did I do wrong?”

“Nothing, so far. You are in danger of messing everything up, though.”

“Then explain it to me. I can’t do anything about it if I’m still in the dark.”

She didn’t have the briefcase this time, letting Neriah tuck her hands behind the small of her back. “What if I tell you everything, right here and now?”

My heart stopped for a couple of seconds. “Should I be excited, or afraid?”

Another pair of heels snapped against the floor like small-caliber gunshots, just like the afternoon before. “Honestly? Both.”

“Then let’s get it over with. Spill every bit the of guts, right now.”

“You have a main duty, if you’re supposed to be his heir, and it doesn’t involve sanding a piece of wood for hours.”

I’d gathered that much, already. “Listen, I’m not the type to host parties. Especially if they involve celebrities and politicians.”

Neriah bent at the waist, still looking up at me. “It’s a good thing you don’t have to, then.”

“What?”

“Leave that to me, until we find someone else to delegate it to.” A stray curl of jet-black hair fell over her right temple. “I can even sign the checks on your behalf.”

“Then what’s the problem?” I tossed my sanding film onto the workbench. “I don’t mind talking to these people and deciding who gets what.”

The door opened again, reminding me that I had to spray some WD-40 in the hinges. Or not, since the warning was nice.

Neriah straightened up and started to turn around. “Theodore was right. You’ve got a telephone pole up your ass. Work on crapping that thing out and getting over yourself.”

I noticed Lindsay about the same time our hard-assed attorney spun around.

But it did relax my shoulders. I put all my attention back on Neriah. “Maybe you should explain it to her. I don’t have the slightest clue what you’re talking about.”

Another glance from her eyes froze me in place. “No, I think it’s better if I let you two work it out on your own. Have fun.”

The only saving grace was the total lack of Ella. Yet I couldn’t let it go, just like that. “Hold up! If you know what I really need to figure out, why not save all the trouble and get it out now?”

She didn’t even look back. The door slammed tight, puffing some of the dust on the floor into the few beams of sunlight coming through the windows.

“What was that about?” Lindsay kept strolling closer, dressed almost like Theo’s blonde skank of a caretaker. Band shirt, cut-off Daisy Dukes, and all. But it’s not like she was teaching on a Saturday.

“Fuck if I know.” Even if my great-uncle’s advice wasn’t any different from Neriah’s. “Apparently I need to figure out what I’m actually here to do. Restoring the house isn’t the real goal.”

She grabbed the collar around the open buttons at the top of my flannel shirt. “I could have told you that, even before I talked to him today.”

Oh no. “Would you hold it against me if I’d rather not hear the details?”

“He might.” The rear of my shirt tightened even more. “If you want me to help take care of him, at least lend an ear when I pass along what Theo has on his mind. I think he trusts me.”

“Or more likely, he enjoys the scenery when you’re around.”

Lindsay grabbed each of my wrists and pulled me away from my work. “Why won’t give him the benefit of the doubt? I think he’s a sweet old guy.”

And forty years ago, he’d have tried charming the pants off you. Literally. “Then what’s he really up to, in your own words?”

She kept pulling me, walking backwards until she bumped against the wall on the far side. Pulling me against her, I felt Lindsay raise her hips until she was almost dry-humping me. “People with his kind of fortune have influence. Theo just wants you to use it for good.”

Back to the fucking snazzy parties and brown-nosing politicians. “I’d need your help with that. Black-tie parties aren’t really my thing.”

“Obviously.” She let go of my wrists, gliding her hands up both arms until she gripped my shoulders. “It wouldn’t be so bad. You do have honesty on your side. People respect that.”

I almost snorted. “Really? And it’s kind of a stretch, calling politicians ‘people.’”

Lindsay bent forward and pecked me on the lips. Then her cheek rubbed against mine. “It’s not like you have to trust them. Maybe a big enough donation dangling over their heads will make them act with some decency.”

This was a conversation I’d have rather had with Neriah. At least she’d know which one I should go shopping for first. “I wouldn’t consider taking a legalized bribe admirable.”

Her mouth pushed against my ear. “Will you take a hint and fuck me, already?”

That’s when I knew she hadn’t just changed. Something had warped her mind. The Lindsay I knew might have gotten that direct and pushy on my birthday, if I was lucky.

But I didn’t try slowing her down anymore. “Someone’s gotten bold again. What’s the occasion?”

She leaned back and dropped her grip on my shoulders, tucking both hands behind her back. “Does there have to be one?”

The growing chub in my pants had started taking over. So maybe not. I gave in, letting her start nuzzling into my collar.

“Whatever kind of wood you’ve been working on, it smells good.”

Lindsay had never been shy of a little dust and sweat. Which was lucky for me. I’d always shown up from work, absolutely covered in both.

She kept going. “And now that we don’t have to worry about money, I can start thinking about other things.”

“Such as?”

Her top and bottom teeth pulled at the skin on my neck. Lindsay giggled for a second before answering, “I dunno. Maybe treating you like the king of this castle, and what it might lead to...”

Uh-oh. It had to be marriage or kids. But I liked the idea of the intervening steps becoming a thing. “Instead of dancing around it, show me what you want.”

I felt her hands fumble between our hips. The pop of a button and strrnk of her zipper almost knocked me over.

But the denim sliding down her legs popped me into a full woodie.

Lindsay nibbled at me again. “What do you think?”

I reached down. One of her hands guided me right down to her muff.

There was nothing there. No panties, and not a hair or hint of stubble.

Just a week before, I’d have thrown a fit about the cost of a wax job. “I wondered where you’d disappeared to this morning.”

“Your lawyer added it into the household budget. Twice a week, every Tuesday and Saturday. Or maybe Friday, after school lets out, if there’s something going on.”

My whole back shivered as I coursed fingertips over skin, slick and warm as a glass holding Earl Grey. Pushing my other hand against one of Lindsay’s breasts, I could tell that she wasn’t wearing a fucking thing under that t-shirt.

Her breath almost cooked my neck. “There’s no point in doing the foreplay thing.” She guided one of my digits in her. “See? I can’t get any wetter.”

The bones in my finger almost snapped as her cunt drew tight. Easing out and twiddling her clit, I kept feeling under the Rolling Stones shirt she’d borrowed for the day.

Lindsay was already panting and gripping an arm around the back of my neck. As if I wasn’t about to collapse with her.

Slipping my finger back in, I curled it until I felt the supple mound, just on the inside of her roof. My thumb took over on that pearl as I tried pinching through her.

“Fuck!” Both of her knees almost rattled together. But Lindsay still had enough sense left to start working at the front of my pants.

Toeing my way out of those slip-on boots, I let them fall over as I twisted my way out of the jeans and boxers that had crumpled around my ankles.

A leg wrapped around me.

My girlfriend already felt like she was running a deadly fever. “Stop playing around. Just get it inside me!”

All I could see was red, and not just from her hair. Pulling the finger out and gripping the base of my cock, I was falling into the same madness she’d already given up fighting.

The swollen head wedged inside the funnel of her entrance.

Lindsay bent the one knee keeping her upright.

Every molecule of breath flowed out of my lungs as she tore at the buttons of my shirt.

Letting herself fall to halfway down my length, she gasped, “Whatever you wanna do to me, I’m game...”

There were a couple of fantasies I hadn’t brought up yet. But at that point, I just wanted to fuck her through the wall.

Taking every strand of hair I could snatch, I pulled her head to the right. “Shut up and take it.”

My first crash hurtled Lindsay against the drywall. Her entire body jumped, not quite settling all the way down. “You mean you want it like this?” Her mouth closed over mine as each arm wrapped around. Another thrust had her moaning down my throat.

Slapping myself through, probably dozens of times before her tongue let go of mine, I knew I was up against someone I’d never fucked. Even if I had been inside her hundreds of times.

Lindsay curled that leg even harder, letting it drift halfway up my thighs. She guided me her way until I felt the wall bump against the rear of her head.

Shit… Fucking hell… All of her weight transferred to my legs as I let her cling on me. From tip-toes, to riding me with a death-grip around my ass with both thighs.

Getting over the shock, I felt my second wind come along. Driving through that tight slit, she wasn’t going anywhere. Forced against the wall, Lindsay’s hips had turned into a punching bag for the lower half of my body.

She tried riding me like a mechanical bull, tossing her waist forward and her ass back. But Lindsay didn’t have anywhere to go.

Another ram planted me deep. Battering myself inside Lindsay until I had her gushing, the little, redheaded fool broke her lips away and started wailing her voice through the workshop.

“Deeper!”

Not that I could. I’d already plunged myself to her limit. All I had left was dialing up the speed.

Locked tight with all four limbs, the first beads of sweat on her brow streaked across my forehead. Lindsay’s grip pulled at the hair on the back of my skull. “God!”

If she’d lost her mind, I hoped she’d never find the damn thing again. The last time we’d banged like that had been after a nasty break-up, and the following reconciliation a few weeks later.

The screams muffled against my shoulder. Filling her to capacity, I couldn’t bring myself to pull out to change position. Even if my back would bitch and nag in the morning.

Lindsay gripped harder and tried rolling that cunt all over my dick. Close to exploding, she couldn’t get enough.

Forcing her back, I pinned her against the wall and gave her a shocking ram.

That was all she needed.

Yelling in tongues like one of those crazy southern baptists who dance with snakes, Lindsay’s cunt tried locking shut around me.

But when she’s that wet, it only makes each pump feel that much better.

Hard shakes took over. Lindsay burned even hotter, and her teeth had to be grinding as much as her hips.

The edge was closing in.

Letting it end so soon would have been too much of a damn shame, though.

Feeling her ride the tail the comet, ruby marks started welling up where fingers had me gripped like a vise. On rubber legs, she dropped and tried to stand. But the only things keeping her upright were my push on her shoulders and the shaft Lindsay had just came around.

Strands of copper hid that face as she caught her breath.

“You gonna make it?” I gave Lindsay a little bump of my cock.

Her entire body shook from asshole to appetite. Still gasping and leaned against the wall, Lindsay barely had enough in her to pant, “We need to do this more often...”

It’d be a cold day in hell before I’d complain about that. “It’s not all out of your system now, I hope.”

Her eyes had a glint over that blue as she fought to look up. “You’re kidding me, right?”

I already knew what I wanted next. Snatching one of her wrists, I marched toward the side of the room this had all begun at.

Lindsay almost dragged behind. With that shake still in her voice, she asked, “What could be better than what you just did to me?”

She was about to see. Halting right before my next project, I aimed a finger at the seat of a wooden dining chair. “On your knees.”

It was kind of pitiful, the way she kept vibrating like that. But Lindsay finally had both hands on the back of the chair, pushing her ass out for me.

Something had come over myself, too. It just hadn’t dawned on me until then. What the fuck am I doing?

My work on this house, the possibility of damaging a seat that probably cost four-digits, and the deadline I’d made for myself that evening… It all mattered less with each second. Perhaps Uncle Theo had a point about taking myself less seriously. Lord knows the old bastard wouldn’t fault me for giving in.

Spitting in my palm, I rubbed my dick from hilt to head. Lindsay didn’t have those bimbo curves that only come from implants and treating the gym like a part-time job. But she wasn’t that far off the mark.

With the head prodded against Lindsay’s cunt, I had just enough moisture left on my hand to smack an ear-ringing pop against her ass.

Her back arched and the red outline on her skin almost pulsed.

But she wasn’t getting away that easily. Balling the tail of the shirt Lindsay had borrowed in my hand, I stopped that little attempt to duck forward. A slight tug crashed ass against hip, and shot me all the way inside her again.

White-knuckled and tense, her shoulders were practically quaking. “Oh shit!”

Another crack scooted the chair a few inches. Which meant I had all the more room to rush my way through her.

The angle was perfect. Lindsay was still dripping. And I’d lost my motherfucking mind.

Closing her thighs together, Lindsay started going taut again. The inside of her pussy narrowed and gave the cutest struggle to slow me down.

It didn’t matter. With my hands tucked in the narrowest part of her curves, there was no getting me out of her.

With arms and core driving me in, Lindsay began screaming herself to death. Each pile-driving slam rushed her back to that happy place. Whether she was ready for it or not.

Pouring buckets of sweat and forcing her ass against me, I would have been fine with staying like that forever.

But if all good things come to an end… Greatness like that will just make you come sooner than you want.

Her voice almost cracked. “It’s so deep! Fuck!”

Which only forced another rush out of me. Ducking at the hips and plowing myself through, that little tripwire connecting my brain and my nuts snapped in two.

It was coming. Or rather, I was hurtling down the road to, myself.

Lindsay almost bounced with each slam. The chair kept scooting forward, and her voice filled the open trestles of the roof. Then she pushed her hands back at the final second.

Grabbing each, I almost cracked my teeth as her nails dug into the backs of my palms.

The rising pressure was already getting to be too much.

Every side of her cunt tried snapping around me at once.

All the way in, my limit flew past in a blur. Pulling each of her arms against the small of her back, I bore down and felt my legs go weak.

“Do it!” Lindsay trailed it off with a moan that’d get any man hard, by itself.

My sack twitched. Then it all went crazy.

Load after load, each one feeling better than the last, filled her past what that pussy could hold. I didn’t want it to end. Slipping maybe a quarter of the way out and back through, the extra couple of shots I’d bought for myself turned my lungs into pure fire.

The last, torturous drops seeped out. Shaking like I hadn’t a meal in days, I let go of her wrists and collapsed on top of her.

Slipping free, my neck almost bent itself in half. Before my breath could even catch up, I’d already slid down her body, resting my knees on the bare cement.


After handling Lindsay’s new libido all weekend, Monday was kicking my ass. Late out of bed, sore all over, yet still riding the afterglow of that session she’d woke me up with before school.

All that said, I still had work to do. Slipping into a fresh pair of jeans and my boots, I figured I’d get at least a couple hours of peace and quiet before Lindsay would get home.

But on my way through the kitchen, Ella caught my eye. And not in the good way. “What the fuck are you wearing?”

She tossed her arms out. “What?”

Ella’s attitude and wardrobe didn’t bother me as much as when I’d first moved in a week before. But she’d crossed a line. “Really? Fishnets?”

Her entire face snarled all at once. “The judge didn’t sentence me to a dress-code. Besides, Theo doesn’t complain when I wear them.” Under another pair of Daisy Dukes that didn’t even reach below her shirt, and the gaps between each thread would have been too much for a stripper.

“Listen, I’m not a prude, but you’ll give the old fucker a heart attack.”

Ella leaned against the counter and smirked. “That’d be great for you, wouldn’t it?”

You little, ungrateful bitch… “Have you always done shit like this?”

“Is it any of your business?”

“When it comes to my great-uncle, yes!”

She pushed off the cabinet and tried rushing by me. “If you’re worried I’ll sweet-talk your inheritance away, don’t be.”

My hand wrapped around her upper-arm, maybe a little harder than I’d intended. “No, sit your ass down.” I pointed at the kitchen island. “Right there. We need to have some words.”

“Fuck off!” Ella tried jolting herself free, acting like she was so concerned about getting Theo his bottle of Ensure for once. “Hey! Let go, you prick!”

“No, we’re getting this over with.” If it had to go poorly, it wasn’t like I’d face the consequences. Her ass would.  “Come on. I’m putting this shit to bed. Now.”

Ella tried standing her little bit of ground until I had to drag her under my own power. But since I had more than a foot over her and weighed close to twice as much, she wasn’t staying put. “What’s your the hell’s your problem?”

“You!” Having scooted her up to the stairs, I wrapped an arm around her waist and slung her over my shoulder. “Uncle Theo’s got you here for some reason. I have to know what it is.”


HAREM MANOR 2

Hauling Ella up two flights of stairs, I felt the rage growing hotter the closer we got to Theo’s study. But I also caught myself thinking that I was just being ridiculous.

Ripping herself away before I could knock the door, Ella put up a final stand. “What, afraid your old lady will catch you looking at me? Is that why you’re acting so pissy?”

I wasn’t one to hit women. Much less a girl that small. “Will you shut the hell up for once?”

The look she gave could have killed a man. “Fuck you!”

When I inherit Uncle Theo’s estate, I’m sure you’ll try it… But I stopped short of the last step before Theo’s room. Leaning close to her ear, I asked, “What’s your damage, exactly?”

“Dealing with assholes like yourself.” The way she eased against the wall didn’t convince me, though. “Always thinking you’re betting than me, and judging every single thing I do.”

I could have flown off the handle and wouldn’t have felt bad about it later. Yet there was something in her voice that made it feel like a breakthrough. “So tell me what’s up. If you want people to understand, you can’t act like a ticked-off bobcat all the time.”

She darted her eyes away. “Have you looked in the backseat of my car?”

“Why would I?”

Ella dropped her shoulders, even though she tried acting like the same bitch. “I’m living out of it, okay?”

Oh shit… Maybe I’d given her too hard of a time about whatever issues she was dealing with. “Sorry to hear that.”

“No you’re not.”

“Why wouldn’t I be? You graduated high school, what, four or five months ago? What happened?”

She had more venom pooled in her mouth. Thankfully, it wasn’t for me. “My asshole step-mom. Dad marries the first piece to toss herself his way, and suddenly I’m ‘too dangerous’ to keep living with them.”

There had to be more to it than that. But I wasn’t about to rile her up. “Listen, maybe I had you pegged you too soon. It’s gotta be rough.”

“Like you care...” Tearing herself out of the lighter grip, Ella crossed both arms and huffed. “As far as Dad’s concerned, I might as well overdose and die in a gutter.”

She wasn’t my favorite person, but hearing that messed me up. “Listen, we started off on the wrong foot. I don’t mind helping in any way I can.” I’d been close to that situation, myself.

“Having a place to sleep that isn’t the back of a Chevrolet would be a good start.”

The weather had started turning colder. As much as I hated dealing with Ella, even I had limits. “It’s not like we don’t have an extra room or ten.”

Her face softened all over.

“But if you pull one ounce of bullshit, I won’t hesitate to kick your ass to the curb. You understand?”

Some of that hateful look came back. “It’s not like I have a choice. I haven’t slept in a real bed in months.”

With her tension almost gone, I snagged Ella’s arm again, starting back toward Theo. “In the meantime, we need to settle the ground rules. Since he owns the place, Theo at least deserves a say here.”

“He’s got your nuts in a vise, huh?”

“Well, he could get you a bed, a roof, and three square meals a day somewhere else with a phone call. But I don’t think you’d look good in orange.”

It shut her up. For a moment, anyway.


I didn’t make it a minute before I had to start yelling again. “The age gap between you two could draw Social Security!”

The skin around Theo’s eyes creased, even more than usual. “And you were already ten when she was born. What’s your point?”

“Don’t you ever think about how it might not be appropriate?”

I could see his legs start tensing under the blanket. “I’m goddamned dying, and I haven’t had an eighteen-year-old in fishnets dote over me since 1975! Will you drop it already?”

Ella hadn’t moved an inch, but it wasn’t about to stop me from trying to protect each of them from the other. “It’s fucking predatory to let her trot around like this!”

Theo cocked his head. “Sweetie, have I ever crossed a line that you weren’t comfortable with?”

As I turned her way, Ella focused on me and shook her head. “He really hasn’t.”

Either I was starting to break down and accept Ella’s behavior, or those two were trying to pull a fast one. “I’ll believe it when I see it. If I catch so much as a hint that something more’s going on, your ass’ll be out so fast...”

Theo chuckled from lounger. “As if it’s your decision right now, Captain Big-Swinging-Dick. If I’d have known her whole situation, this girl would have been living here from the start.”

I didn’t have anything to say to that. Technically, it wasn’t my place. Yet.


After she took care of Theo’s needs, but not that kind, I stopped my work early. Nobody else would care if I got a day or two behind.

But if this was gonna happen, I wanted everything squared away before Lindsay could get home.

Ella walked out of the study with a deep grin on her face.

I didn’t like how it vanished as soon as she saw me. Stepping in front of her, I asked, “What’s so funny?”

“You ever hear the one about why men like chicks in leather pants?”

Theo had always been an encyclopedia of dirty jokes. “I probably don’t wanna know, but go ahead.”

Ella tried scooting past. “Because they smell like a new car.”

I tried keeping it together, even if it did tickle the right part of my brain. My lips turned up at the corners as I said, “Speaking of cars, let’s move your shit into whatever bedroom you want.”

“The corner one, on the first floor. I’m not walking halfway across this place just to piss at night.” Which was Theo’s old bedroom.

“That the only reason why?”

She didn’t stop walking, and I didn’t grab her arm again. “A California king bed won’t hurt me.” Which was one hell of upgrade, compared to a cloth backseat.

“And here I am, thinking a queen-sized bed is fancy.” Because Lindsey and I had shared a full-sized mattress for a couple of years.

“It’s free, so I’m calling dibs. Sorry.”

At least she’d dropped all that edge. “Fine, it’s yours. Let’s get your crap in there. Then we’re gonna have another talk.”

That made her stop right before the first flight of stairs. “About what?”

“The basic rules. No drugs, no parties, and nobody else sleeping over. Then we can get into the details.”

Her eyes tried to somersault in their orbits. “Fine, hardass. Got a cup for me to piss in while you’re at it?”


Lindsay pulled up right as I shut the door with Ella’s last grocery bag of stuff. Feeling that twinge of panic, I started walking faster. As if she’d make it inside before I rounded the corner or something.

But with all of that junk packed inside the room, Ella started acting kinda civil. She pushed the bedroom door closed with her ass. “So, how do you plan on explaining this to her?”

Like I always had. “I’ll tell the fucking truth. What do I have to hide?”

Ella looked too pleased with herself. “Good. The trick to lying is, don’t do it all the time.”

“What a way to get yourself in my good graces.” I stomped toward her. “Now move, before she really thinks something else is going on.”

Ella wasn’t budging. “This might not be the best time, but I could use about fifty bucks.”

Slamming each of my open palms against the door, I knew I was towering over her. “For what?”

“I’m tired of using whatever Theo had in every bathroom for my showers. Plus, I could really really go for a pack of cigarettes.”

This little bitch. “Can’t buy those until you’re twenty-one now. Good luck.”

“Pick a few up, and I won’t complain about whatever else you buy me.”

“You really like pushing my buttons, don’t you?” We needed a gallon of milk, so I’d planned on going out anyway. But choosing-beggars are always insufferable.

Ella cleared her throat before smirking up at me. “God, yes! Fuck me good, Daddy!”

“I can throw everything you own out the window a lot faster than we carried it in, if you want to pull that shit.”

“Virginia Slim menthols.”

“Blackmail won’t work.”

“Buying a few packs won’t kill you. I mean, think of all the feminine products I need, beyond just something to wash my ass with.”

I’d never had a little sister, and getting red in the face over a box of tampons wasn’t about to happen. “I buy Lindsay’s all the time. Try again.”

Ella went full-airhead, sighing into my face. “Fine. Buy the nicotine gum, the patches, or whatever. All I want is one pack to get me through.”

“All that’s gonna me more than fifty dollars. How do you plan on working it off?”

Out of nowhere, Ella slid her back down the door. “If you want more than a blowjob for it, you’re out of luck.”

“Will stand your ass up? That’s not how any of this is gonna work.”

She tapped the front of my jeans. “Your loss.”

I knew she’d find some other way to twist everything against me. “So a pack of cigarettes, basic toiletries, and a box of Nicorette. Please tell me you’ve at least got a toothbrush.”

Ella grabbed the crook of my elbows and pulled herself up. “I’m not disgusting. Soap, shampoo, conditioner, and maybe a couple of snacks. Pretzels and twelve-pack of Pepsi will get you pretty far, too.”


By the time I passed Lindsay on the way out, she could tell I’d fucked up. And before I’d even realized it.

“Why is Ella still here?”

“Ask her, and we’ll compare what’s she’s threatened both of us with. I’ll be back in an hour.”

Still dressed like every third-grader’s idol, knit teacher’s sweater and all, Lindsay shrugged as she kept walking. “I knew this would happen.”

My whole body stopped, mid-stride. “Then why didn’t you say anything?”

“I told her to ask you about living here. Even someone like her doesn’t deserve to sleep in a parking lot.”

“She didn’t ask. If anything, you gave her a license to start making demands. Have you lost your mind?”

Lindsay patted my arm. “Would it help if I talk to her about it?”

“And give her another chance to make it even worse? Hell no.” I did trust Lindsay, even with my life. But she’d screwed the pooch and needed to find homes for the puppies after that.

But it didn’t sell Lindsay on my side. “How do you know she’ll keep acting out like this? Living in a car has to be rough.”

Because Ella’s a fucking brat. “I haven’t seen anything to make me think she’d do otherwise. She’s already asking me to buy cigarettes for her.”

“And if I make her understand that you and Theo are the last chance she’s got?”

I tried to pass it off like I agreed, and failed utterly. “Good luck.”

If I knew that would have been my easiest problem to handle, I would have danced out the door, considering what was about to happen.


Halfway through the next morning, another hard round with Lindsay before her alarm went off had me limber and ready to get shit done.

So far, Ella had kept to her own business. Even if she didn’t wake up before her community service time was about to start.

Trying to keep my head focused on the details of this dining chair, I had some Deep Purple blasting loud enough to drown every other noise out.

Am I really letting her get away with this bullshit? I picked up the rough file, trying to carve an errant chunk out of that art-deco flourish.

Then I thought about how we’d deal with Ella as my finger slipped. “Damn it!”

I’d marred the curve enough to call another half-hour of work on the other side.

Even Highway Star blasting through the shop wasn’t calming my nerves. Cussing myself on the inside, I slammed the file against the workbench, leaving a nice divet before it flew and bounced across the floor. “Get your head in the game, Al.”

Picking it up, I made sure I didn’t have any grit to fuck up the other side. Blowing the dust out, I tried getting back in the zone.

Close to getting back at it, I heard someone knock on the door for once. Or rather, try beating it off the hinges.

I turned my ghetto-blaster down to almost nothing. “What?”

Even if I hadn’t spent much time around her, I recognized Neriah’s voice. “Screw you too!”

Great. The one person outside of Theo I couldn’t afford to tick off. “Give me a damn second!”

I stared down at the amazing work I’d just screwed. She’d better have something important to say…

Unlocking the deadbolt and seeing that look in her eyes, I already knew to step back.

Neriah bit right into my ass, with all the urgency of the parent of a kidnapped child. “Where is she?”

“Hell if I know. Check Theo’s old bedroom.”

“Don’t tell me that you let her move in...”

“She’s homeless.” Even if I couldn’t stand Ella anymore than Neriah, I had my boundaries. “What am I supposed to do? Let her stay out on the streets while she cares for him?”

Neriah pinched the bridge of her nose. “I get that you’re a charitable guy and all, but you can’t believe ever sob story you hear.”

“Did you know about this before I did?”

Her eyes narrowed. “Would that be a problem?”

I understood employer loyalty and all that. But Neriah had crossed a line with me. “What kind of care do you think she’d give him if she’s more worried about staying alive?”

“Because she’s not, you idiot!” Neriah kicked the door shut with a heel, leaving a hard dent on the inside. “Where do you think she’s been parking that car? If you guessed any further than the back acre of this place, you’re wrong.”

“So why not let her sleep here anyway?” Even though I knew I was about to be skinned alive, I didn’t want anyone living like Ella had been. “Give her an old mattress on some pallets or something.”

Neriah gripped the front quarter of my throat, making sure those nails dug in. “You don’t get it, do you? Feed a stray, and you’ll never get rid of it.”

I’d dealt with job-site drunks and druggies enough to know better. “Make someone turn to whatever escape they can afford, and they’ll put everyone else at risk. You’ve never had worry about having a roof over your head or a meal in your stomach before, have you?”

“Do you even know how much cash I’ve pulled out of an ATM for Theo slip to her? The girl’s not about to starve or end up in a shallow grave somewhere.”

Twisting myself free from her, I started toward the bench again. “Well, at least we finally agree. I’m paying Ella a little bit out of my own salary. If she fucks up, I won’t have any problem booting her ass out and cutting her off.”

Those heels popped like snare drums as she forced her body between myself and the mistake I was trying to fix. “You don’t understand how dangerous this is. Sure, Theodore helped me when I needed it most. But this girl can’t be trusted.”

“As if I don’t know that, already. Ella’s probably gonna screw up.” I reached around Neriah for the file I’d been using, getting our hips closer than I liked. “If she doesn’t, we’ll be pleasantly surprised, won’t we?”

With a tad of blush in her cheeks, ‘my’ lawyer tried getting her composure back. “I can already tell that there’s no talking reason into you.”

“So we’re done here? I’ve got shit to do.”

Her eyes wouldn’t look directly into mine. And I could tell by the lack of distortion that the glasses on her nose were only there to make her look smart. Neriah huffed once before she finally caught my stare. “I just need to know that you’re more loyal to Theodore than Ella.”

“Until she’s got the means to start paying me, why would I turn on him? I get that you’re looking out for my great-uncle, and I respect that. But you need to learn to trust me, too.”

The scowl she’d barely kept hidden dropped all at once. “If I need to wait and see how this turns out, would you hold it against me?”

“No.” Pulling my mistake to the corner of the workspace, I started filing again. “Having an adviser who’d let me walk into a trap wouldn’t do a bit of good. But I also need one who isn’t above listening. Is that not fair?”

She slid out of my way. “You’re riding my image of you on this. I hope you know that.”


Technically, it was illegal as hell. But Lindsay had access to Ella’s records. I had to know what kind of potential or absolute fuck-up I was trying to deal with here. Not that I’d see the results for another few hours.

Theo was snoring logs in half when I tried to find Ella. You know, that ‘I’m just resting my eyes’ kind of nap old people take four or five times a day.

That’s when I knew where to find her. Walking down a couple of floors, I saw Ella leaning against the railing. And the blue smoke was already drifting behind the windows.

Sliding the door open, I noticed how hard she was staring at the tile below. “Union break, huh?”

“He’s passed out. What am I supposed to do?”

“I’m not mad. Uncle Theo’s good for now.”

Ella dropped some of the tension in her shoulders. “So what do you want?”

“Mind if I bum one of those? I did pay for them, after all.”

Ella pulled one of those ultra-long, ultra-light smokes out. “Need a light?”

“Nah.” I grabbed my own out of a pocket and sparked the cherry. The flavor was weak, like I was standing well away from a minty campfire. Not that I smoked more than a couple of cigarettes a year. “So how’s he doing today?”

“Same as always. Funny, but also kinda creepy.” Ella crossed her legs as she leaned back, dressed in fishnets, still. “What have I done now?”

“Nothing. I’m not here to yell.”

“So why bother?” Her expression looked like she was ready to spit in my face. “You’re gonna ride my ass about something.”

The first cool breeze of fall had leaves covering the acres of yard behind us. That was enough to calm me down, even if I knew it’d mean a few hours of extra work soon. “Not really. I just want to know how you’re doing.”

Ella pushed off the banister. “That’s a load. Nobody ever asks me something like that.”

“Well, I am.” Feeling like some lame youth-pastor, the only way I could have made it worse would have been to pull up a chair and sit in it backwards, saying, ‘Let’s jam about your problems.’

“Fucking dork...”

The first drag made me hack. Clearing my throat, I did what felt natural. “Now that you’re not worried about where you’ll sleep and how to fill your stomach every night, what’s next?”

“Really? I just get back on my feet, and you want me out this soon?”

“Not exactly.” Paying rent a few hours before eviction had been the norm for my ass, up until I’d met Lindsay. “I just want you to start thinking about what happens from here. If you don’t cause problems and take good care of Theo, you’d don’t have anything to worry about.”

“And when he croaks? What use would you have for me then?”

“Do I have to have one? Keep your nose clean, and I don’t mind letting you stay as long as you need to.”

What had to be the first ember of hope in her eyes in months shined through. “There’s a catch, somewhere.”

“It’s not like we’re hurting for space here.” Theo didn’t have any blueprints, but I’d figured the place had to be at least seven-thousand square feet. And maybe another two in outbuildings.

Ella pushed herself off the rail and stepped my way, the cigarette tucked between her fingers. “Why do this, if you’re not out for something?”

“You’re a person. We all deserve a second chance, and it’d be hard to get your life together while sleeping in a car.” I couldn’t hold back the other reason, though. “Plus, Little Ms. Attorney doesn’t like the idea.”

That finally brought a smile to her face. “Glad I’m not the only person who thinks she’s a bitch.”

“She’s just looking out for the man who gave her another shot at life. I think it’s kinda admirable, but she’s too gung-ho about everything.”

Ella tucked the Virginia Slim between her lips and puffed the last bit away. Stubbing it out in an ashtray on the nearby table, she looked back at me before going inside. “You’re not all that bad. But you’re still a dork.”


I’d never been a wine person, but Lindsay was.

Sitting in one of the verandas dotting the back acres, I pored over Ella’s records and tried to hold down the spoiled grape juice. If only the lighting wasn’t so dim, I’d have been through every page already.

Decent enough grades, a little better than I’d snagged, with no real problems until her junior year. About the time Ella’s dear old dad let his new squeeze move in with her own litter of kids.

Lindsay had already studied everything. “It’s pretty depressing, seeing the exact moment her life started falling apart.”

Which was exactly when the behavior problems, falling grades, and attached juvenile record began. “Shit, if her father had held back for a couple of years, she’d just be your average eighteen-year-old. Maybe starting her first semester college.”

Lindsay took another sip out of her glass before leaning her head against my shoulder. “I worry about stuff like this with my students. Spend as much time as I do around these kids, and you can tell when something’s going sideways in their lives.” The fact that Lindsay couldn’t do much about it had to eat her from the inside out.

Wrapping my arm around her, I could read the folder from my lap and flip pages with the other hand. “Damn, three months in juvie for assault. She turned into a fucking monster out of nowhere. The other kid needed twelve stitches.” And keep in mind, Ella was barely five feet tall.

By the end of it, she’d gone from a mid-B student with no real problems… To that kid the school system couldn’t wait to get rid of.

I couldn’t help feeling even worse for Ella, knowing the context of how she’d wound up here. Lindsay hadn’t been lying about it being a hard read.

Turning to one of the final pages, I felt a hand sneak into my lap. Looking back at the house, the climbing rose bushes would give us enough privacy. Even with the lights.

The clipboard slid off my thighs. I wasn’t about to catch it. It’d still be on the floor after we’d finish.

My shaft buzzed with the zipper as it slid down. I was still covered in a day’s work of sawdust. But so long as Lindsay didn’t mind, I didn’t either.

Fingers slipped through the opening and found the prize. “You been hard like this all day?”

Kinda. “When I’m doing my job, I have a lot of time to think. Sometimes it’s about what I’d like to do to you later.”

“Such as?” Lindsay jerked her hand down the whole length.

“This place has over thirty rooms. I’ve started a mental list of how we’ll christen about half of them so far.” And that’s not counting the other buildings or outside spaces, again. “If you keep acting like this, it won’t take a month.”

She nestled a cheek against the top of my legs and smiled. “Right now, I wouldn’t mind cramming it into a single weekend.”

Which would wear my cock down to nothing. But the idea made my pulse stretch the skin even more. “How about a week? I need a few hours to recharge between rounds.”

She cast me a hint of a pout. Sliding her hand down to the base, Lindsay inched her lips closer. “You always spoil the fun. You know that?”

I’ll give her credit for one thing: Lindsay knew which of my buttons to push.

Tilting my head back and letting it happen, both of my arms sprawled over the railing. Even the thorns digging marks in my skin didn’t matter.

Her mouth took me more than halfway in.

Hell yes! Warm fuzzies piled up in my chest. Then a hard vacuum tried to draw the life out of me.

Reaching down with one hand, I let every finger run through Lindsay’s hair. I wasn’t about to grab the roots and force the issue. Or at least, not yet.

Another waft of the breeze stole the heat from my face. But every degree came back in seconds.

The way her tongue danced and weaved felt like too much. Until Lindsay slipped her way down, probably on both knees. Not that I was about to break the tour of Heaven by opening my eyes.

Lindsay’s play with her tongue stole my breath. My other hand went down, guiding her into keeping it up.

Close to bursting through every seam, I dropped my jaw. Bouncing the rear of my skull against the treated wood, the little bit of pain faded as soon as Lindsay bounced my tip around.

I could have came. A moment or two later, at the outside.

Something to our left caught my attention. But not enough to rip me out of the pure bliss.

Trying to imagine what this had to look like pushed my limit even closer. Some goddess of a redhead, every strand of her hair sprawled over my hips, outpacing every fantasy I’d had about a teacher and then lapping each one… It was the kind of relief that made Theo’s offer seem like a few coins in a tip jar.

But having it last like that was too much, I guess.

Lindsay scooted to one side.

I hadn’t caught it yet.

Another pair of hands slid up from my knee. The feeling trickled into my head as Lindsay forced a groan out of me.

That’s when my mind caught up to what I was feeling.

Barely cracking my eyes open, I glanced down and saw the full head of blonde trying to butt its way in to join with Lindsay.

Every synapse in my brain smoked. I wanted to give in and just let it happen.

But it was too fucking much.

Shit!

My arms went stiff as Lindsay pulled her mouth away.

Like a photo-finish, my nerve gave out at the final millisecond. I tried to burrow through the bench as I shouted, “Ella, what the fuck?”

Neither of them acted like anything was wrong. Lindsay grabbed the trunk of my shaft, staring up at me like she couldn’t figure out what the problem might be.

As much as I wanted to sit there and let everything happen, there was still this corner of my mind that wouldn’t accept a damned thing about it.

Ella’s mouth opened as she arched her neck back. Placing open hands atop my knees, she was coiled up and ready to strike.

My hand shot down to her throat at the last second. “No, stop.”

After breaking myself free of them and zipping back up, I stood at the edge of the veranda. Shaking my head, I asked, “Something’s gotten into both of you. And even if I have to drag the truth out of Theo’s ass, I’m getting the real answer.”


Stomping my way up to Theo’s study, again, my fists were balled enough to hurt. If anyone knew what was going on, it had to be that old bastard.

I didn’t knock. When I stood behind his recliner, he acted like was I wasn’t even there.

“Hey, old man!”

Theo shifted in place, but wasn’t about to hit that button to rotate his chair. “From the way you barged in and your tone, you’ve must have figured something out.”

“Care to tell me what it is, since you already know I’m pissed?”

“I don’t know why you would be. To be in my twenties again, in your exact situation...” Theo trailed off, wistful yet almost laughing. “What in the world do you have to be mad about right now?”

Stepping around to face him, I leaned over and tipped the seat forward. “My situation, huh? Explain how it got this way.”

He looked me up and down. “Your shirt’s untucked for once. You must be curious about why they’re so horny.”

“Whatever it is, you need to stop it.”

Another smirk drew across Theo’s face, deepening the wrinkles around his eyes. “So how is that little blonde in the sack? She looks like she could suck fence posts out of the ground, but looks can fool you.”

“That’s exactly what I’m pissed about! I don’t have any business getting with a kid her age, and neither does Lindsay.”

His grin shifted to one side of his mouth. “A three-way, with a blonde and a redhead? That brings back some fond memories. Congratulations.”

“I can’t fucking believe I’m hearing this.” Having a little extra-curricular fun with another girl, so long as Lindsay was involved, wouldn’t have bothered me. But there was still the big issue. “She’s too young for this!”

“Well, if that hasn’t happened yet, you’ve still been here two weeks, and that girlfriend of yours hasn’t fucked your dick off, yet. Either she’s got a strong will, or you still need to get over yourself.”

“What do you mean? I wouldn’t call that the answer I’m looking for.”

“Where and when do they get the most frisky?”

Slugging a man that old was out of the question, tempting as it was. “That’s none of your business.”

“It’ll give the answer you’re looking for.”

“Usually when I’m trying to make new copies of these woodcarvings, or not long after. What does that have to do with anything?”

He stuck a gnarled finger out, aimed directly at my jeans. “Lignum vitae is one of the hardest woods known to man, and you have to be wondering why I’m having you recreate pieces that still look new.”

The grain would dry out after enough decades, but with a little polish to prevent cracking, it could last centuries. “That’s still not an answer.”

“You reek of that stuff when they get handsy. Can I simplify it any more than I just did?”

Easing off the arms of the chair, I took a step away. “If you expect me to believe the oils in that wood gets them randy, you have to think I’m an idiot.”

Theo tilted his head as he looked up at me. “It’s the truth, and you’re no fool, at least in my mind. Look at all the pictures on the wall again, and find any other explanation for how I’ve fucked most of the women you see in them.”

Sure, I glanced over and saw Theo beaming with his arm around the lower waists of actresses, singers, and models. Money alone wouldn’t drop those particular panties all the time. “It’s the closest to any explanation that makes sense, but I still think it’s bullshit.”

“Then try me.” Uncle Theo pushed the remote, tilting his chair almost horizontal. “Go to that workshop of yours, sweep up some dust, and rub it all over yourself. I’ll bet ten-grand that you won’t be able to piss any woman off.”

Even with the generous salary he was paying, I didn’t have that much cash sitting around. “No bet, but you’re on.” I was already walking past him. “After I prove you’re yanking my chain, I want the truth.”

“Well, have fun.”


Freshly powdered with enough sawdust to dry a lake, I walked out of the garage and shook off what I could. If it really was the oil in that stuff, I was greased slick as a wheel bearing.

They weren’t on the veranda anymore, which took a load off my shoulders. Cock-mad as they were, I was afraid Lindsay and Ella would take the denial out on each other.

But I went straight to Ella’s room and found her. Before she could react, I was already texting Lindsay to get her ass over there. One way or another, I was getting my answer about this shit.

Until Lindsay showed up, I at least had a chance to dig into why Ella had gone from hating me to trying to suck me off. “Alright, what was that all about?”

She looked at me like I’d asked her how to breath. Stammering for an answer, Ella fidgeted until I took that first, fateful step closer. “Do I even need a reason? I wanted to.”

The sides of my head felt like they’d explode. “And you thought it was a grand idea, why, exactly?”

“Well, she didn’t act jealous about it. What kind of bug’s crawled up your ass tonight?”

Another step changed her expression from total-bitch, to outright salivating. I didn’t dare take a third after seeing that. “You’re like ten years younger than I am. I don’t mind helping you out, but that’s not the kind of thanks I expected.”

“So you’re turning it down.” Ella shrugged, right about the time Lindsay walked in. “You hear that, Lin? You never had anything to worry about.”

Arms hugged around my neck from behind. Lindsay pushed her nose behind my ear, taking a deep whiff. “I already knew that. Alex probably hasn’t looked at porn since we started dating.”

Maybe around standardized testing time for her class. But otherwise, I really hadn’t. “That’s not what this is about. I wanna know what’s made you two act like cats in heat.”

Lindsay took another draw, filling her lungs until both tits pushed against my back. “Whatever this cologne is, it’s barely there, but it’s absolutely intoxicating.”

Motherfucker wasn’t lying. I started to open my mouth in protest when I felt Lindsay shove me forward.

Stopping right before I’d knock Ella down, trying to spin around was my biggest mistake of the night. Off my balance and not expecting it, another push from both of them slammed me into the bed.

I sat up on my ass, bracing with each arm. “See? This is what I’m fucking talking about. You two can’t keep—”

Lindsay and Ella started tearing my shirt off, like they were fighting over who’d get to keep it. Buttons popped free and stitches tore.

Wiggling myself loose before I got ripped apart too, I stared in awe as both of them buried their faces in the fabric. Especially where I’d rubbed the sawdust in.

It was time to figure which way I’d let this go. Part of me wanted to run, jump in my truck, and get away from them before something all of us might regret could happen. But another side began to worm through my head. Ella was pretty damn cute, despite her sour and salty attitude.

Lindsay won out, having a good six inches over Ella.

But that didn’t save my ass.

Ella dropped to her knees again. Getting the zipper back to where they’d had before, she didn’t give me enough time to react.

Dainty fingers pulled me out. Already running her hand up and down, she was silky enough not even need lube.

I was about to protest, again. Then torn-off shirt landed over my face. All I got out was a panicked, “Hey!”

The mattress shifted to my left. When the shirt whipped away, an underside view of Lindsay’s cunt drew closer.

Without a chance in hell anyway, I gave a final effort to bust loose.

A mouth closed on the tip of my cock as Lindsay pushed herself over my face. It was too much at once. The lower half of my body relaxed while the top felt the need to worship the pussy I’d follow to any end of the earth.

The disks in my back threatened to slip as I arched off the bed. Ella took every inch, shaking her head until I gave in like a darted animal.

Lindsay shifted her panties aside and found her mark. A bump of clit shot between my teeth.

Before I knew it, the end of my tongue was teasing away with hard, short bursts. The slower Ella went, the more I wanted to pound away at the bean on the tip of my tongue.

My better nature lashed out with a final gasp. Stop! This is fucking wrong!

Which amounted to a whisper next to a rolling freight train.

I couldn’t tell whether I didn’t want to believe it, or if my sanity had been taken out behind the barn and shot. Feeling Ella’s tongue glide in every direction, tasting Lindsay, and curling into myself…

The kind of fantasy I couldn’t admit to was playing out. Not in front of me, but all over my body.

An urge to just let it play out washed over me. Ella wasn’t too shabby down there, and Lindsay’s slit deserved a shrine. The flesh was willing, and the spirit was losing strength by the second.

When I stopped pushing back, Lindsay eased up on the pressure. Her hips stopped writhing on top of my face an instant before I heard her say, “He’s cooked. Told ya that’s how it’d go down.”

The urge to fight back drained out of me as Ella pulled her face away from my lap.

Every ounce of Lindsay’s weight moved down until I heard another pair of knees hit the floor.

My eyes shot open as a draft covered my dick. Staring down my own body, I wasn’t expecting what I saw next.

Lindsay had Ella’s jaw cradled with one hand, bending over to make out and cover the six inches of height between them.

Both of them glanced at me from the corners of their eyes, getting even more into it after they noticed their audience of one.

Gold and copper hair mixed as they kept wrapping tongues. Even through the total seal they had on each others mouths, I heard the whimpers.

Tops began lifting. Then I saw them part at the waist. The undeniable sounds of buttons and zippers chucked me down the rabbithole of imagination.

Not that I had to stay down there very long.

Lindsay’s hands slipped up Ella’s torso. The brat’s shirt lifted from the bottom.

My eyes stayed locked on the bottom hem as it rose. Shiny, black fabric nicked my attention until the whole top sailed through the air. But I was still trying judge whether Ella had a pair of B’s or C’s.

The final pop of their lips made the world shrink down to that very room.

Lindsay teased her fingers down the front of Ella’s neck. “He’ll probably throw a fit, but you can borrow him for a couple of minutes. I don’t mind.”

I was trying to back my way up the bed, as if it’d get me away somehow.

Another round of comfort lilted out of her mouth. “Lie down, and I’ll talk some sense into him.”

Ella did as she was told without so much as a huff, maybe for the first time in her life. Dropping perpendicular to me, we still didn’t touch as she fell back. A California king is one hell of a big bed.

Lindsay walked around and stole my attention. She stuck a hand out, smiling like she’d made her dreams come true.

I reached for it, still trying to think of how I’d get out of this. She wasn’t acting like herself, and I knew she would never do this.

She pulled me up, resting both hands and her chin on my shoulder. “It’s okay… You can touch her.”

“Ridiculous. Before we moved here, you’d have had me shot for even suggesting this.”

Guiding me around the corner, we towered over Ella. Lindsay gave a gentle push before reaching around my waist. My belt jangled until I felt my jeans loosen. Then with a hard jerk, she pantsed me, boxers and all.

Meanwhile, Ella had stayed on her back. The black panties holding the fishnets up began shedding down to her upper thighs.

Lindsay cooed against my ear again. “I told her how you like it down there.”

Prime, pure baldness sat between Ella’s legs. My will started to cave as I fought the urge to lick my chops. The little shit did have the trimmest pussy I’d ever laid eyes on. Either in-person, on a screen, or in a skin mag.

Making it even worse, Lindsay crawled onto the bed herself. Crouched on her knees behind Ella’s head, she didn’t bother dropping her own panties.

The last strand in the rope I’d been holding onto frayed before my eyes. Lindsay pulled at Ella’s arms, lifting them up until she could put all of her weight into pinning her down. “Come on, if you two don’t go through with this, you’ll never get along.”

Snap. The free-fall inside my head began, and I didn’t know if there would even be a bottom to hit.

My hands wrapped around Ella’s thighs and my fingers slipped in the gaps of her fishnets. Pulling her ass closer to me while stepping out of my pants and socks, I could finally admit that I wanted this.

With Ella primed and ready at the edge of the comforter, I shot a glance at Lindsay.

“Don’t pay attention to me. This is all about you and her.”

The morality crisis I’d been torturing myself with shattered as I felt my drop slow to a gentle landing. Maybe this was the only way to keep Ella in line. And perhaps taking everything out on each other would finally grant me some peace.

Running my hips forward, the line of her cunt split down the middle. The bottom of my shaft slid against her folds. Totally wet.

I shoved her ankles onto my right shoulder. Grabbing both legs with one arm, I gave her a sample of the ass-whipping I thought she really need.

Ella stared up, blushing with her whole face and almost begging for it. Her lips opened just enough to show the bottom of her front teeth.

Rolling myself back and jutting forward again, my tip caught in her entry. Hesitating for a second, I kept looking down at her, but didn’t say a word.

She nodded, breathing heavy and getting even redder in the cheeks.

Lindsay and I had basically turned into her adoptive parents, which made it feel even more fucked up. But maybe it didn’t have to stay like that.

Shifting my weight, the squeeze of her cunt felt like she hadn’t been fucked in years. But no, she was just that much smaller than me.

Not even halfway through, the narrowing channel stretched until Ella slammed her eyes shut and whined. Giving her a second, my eyes drifted up to Lindsay.

Beaming like a mother duck watching her chicks take their first swim, Lindsay clamped Ella’s arms between her thighs and grabbed the sides of my head with both hands. “And don’t worry, I went to another doctor and doubled up on my pills. So she’s safe.”

Holy shit… It drove me enough to force another inch of myself in. “You’re really not fucking around, are you?”

“You can have me later. But for now, I want to watch you own her.”

I had to blink a couple of times. Lindsay’s face was still there, looking totally earnest and proud that we’d taken things this far.

Ella cried out as I kept sinking in. It trailed off as her pussy stretched and relaxed.

Lindsay tapped one of my cheeks hard enough to sting. “Quit making her beg for more. I want her to scream for it to stop by the time you’re done.”

Something inside me lit on fire. My pulse raced, and I had to get my hands on top of Ella’s bra.

With a firm squeeze on each cup, I forced them down and used the damn thing likes reins. Her walls tightened around me, but that wasn’t enough to get her out of what was coming.

Ella seethed until her back wall stopped the momentum. A couple of gasps and a roll of her head made it feel that much better. “He’s big!”

And Ella was tiny as she was young. All the better.

She felt just as amazing on the way out. Gripping hard around my shaft, it felt like I was gonna drag her with me.

I pulled the fishnets higher, gripping behind Ella’s knees and almost forcing them against her chin. Another sink, faster and slicker, popped my jaw open.

Lindsay eased the blonde out of Ella’s face as she looked down, almost adoring the girl. “See? I told you he knew what to do with it.”

Ella winced with the third crack. With her teeth clenched as hard as her eyes, I couldn’t tell if it was pure bliss, or if she was hurting a little too.

Not my problem, though. Every thrust blurred into the next when I picked up speed. Her entire body jerked as she took me, balls-deep.

Another whine filled the air. Both of her arms reached beyond her head, gripping the waist of Lindsay’s panties as her head scooted up my girlfriend’s thighs.

“And knew you’d come around.” Lindsay kept up those soothing brushes of her hand across Ella’s red cheeks. “The kid’s really not so bad, once you figure out what she wants.”

Which, lucky for me, included enough dick to make the bottom of her abs stretch.

Trying to fuck her through the bed, I kept getting even harder. The last ounce of weight and strength I had flew into the poor thing every tenth stroke or so, driving her mad between the rapid-fire sprints of hip on on.

My hand slipped up to her throat. Squeezing nowhere near as hard as I’d have wanted to just days before, all that anger would have to getting to get taken out on her cunt. Otherwise, we’d have had a murder scene.

Lindsay pushed her face right into mine. “Harder! You know she wants it.”

Ella started cracking around the edges. Her entire body drew in and that cunt felt like it’d pinch my cock off at the base.

“Keep fucking going!” Lindsay slapped at my cheek again. “Make her know who she belongs to.”

My shaft and her walls started heating up. Some of it had to be friction, but I felt the tension course from depth to entry.

The tiny bitch was cooked.

All the powder lit at once. Ella’s legs pushed against me and at least a couple of threads in Lindsay’s thong started popping.

One more slam tore her out of reality. Ella tremored, her moans coming out shaky as her body.

But even sunk into her like a fence post, I wasn’t done yet.

I ripped myself out of Ella and pointed at Lindsay. “Your turn!”

She tried to protest. “No, you’re saving me for later, remember?”

Bullshit. I snatched one of her wrists off of Ella’s face. Jerking Lindsay over, she fell right onto her side.

All I had to do was push the bottom of her panties down. With all of my weight pressing her legs together, Lindsay didn’t put up a fight for long.

My shaft glided in. Wet as a bucket of water, Lindsay cried out before I even got to her deepest parts.

Each nerve in me started to burn like steel wool on a battery. Letting Ella recover to our left, the pussy I’d gotten to know too well smoldered and twitched on the inside.

Lindsay grabbed for one of my arms, almost daring me to pull back and fuck her into mush.

She’d get it plenty hard again, later. I loved her to death, but since moving in with Theo, Lindsay had turned into the kind of sex-addict that could make you want to carry things too far.

The bottom edge of my cock rushed against bare cunt.

Lindsay’s chin ducked into her cleavage as she blasted out a scream. Holding herself by the ankles, pushing with the balls of her feet, and going from porcelain to pink…

She was getting there too fast. As if watching me fuck Ella rocketed her closer to the end than any amount of slamming her into next week.

Legs gripped around mine. I could tell she was trying to keep me locked inside. Which could only mean one thing.

The classic bump-and-swirl was fine in high school. But Lindsay needed the full grind. Knowing where every hidden switch and button lied in her, her voice started going raw before I could slap her ass a fourth time.

Still boiling over from getting inside Ella, I knew a hard dash at the finish line would seal the letter. A few deep pumps had every hair on my body standing straight.

Lindsay fought through the overload. “You’d better not fucking—”

I hammered through again. Which was totally on-purpose.

Her mouth scrunched up, gasping through the aftershock. Pushing against my torso with both hands, Lindsay steeled herself long enough to add, “No, it’s supposed to be hers!”

A few wires crossed in my head. Something about my girlfriend begging me to hold back for a piece of strange gripped my will by the throat. Every gasp started to burn all through my chest.

I guess it was kinda like runner’s-high. Settling into the feeling of it all, my whole body acted toward one goal.

But Lindsay drew up enough strength to slam my brakes, mid-push. “It’s hers!”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Ella drop her bra and start working the hosiery down the rest of her legs. Something about the way she looked, kinda innocent for once, tickled a part of my soul I didn’t I had.

I didn’t bother with Lindsay’s oncoming climax. She’d have to take care of her own damn self.

Ella rolled halfway over, trying to spoon against my girlfriend.

That is, until I got hold of her again. Whipping her over, face-down, I didn’t care if I snapped her in half.

But I had to ask, “You cool with this?”

An open hand clapped against my face.

That was enough of an answer for me.

Pinning Ella against the bed, I dragged her ass closer and made sure she had no way out. The full roundness of her ass pushed upward, like she was betting I couldn’t go through with it.

The inside of my elbow closed around her neck.

But her teeth started cutting into my skin. Seriously?

Ella moaned against my arm as I dove through. Vulnerable as she was, the whole scene felt like a dare.

Before I could process it all, I heard Lindsay’s voice again. “Go on… Come in her, already!”

I tried to look her way. As another slap jacked my face.

The burn of it all faded into the background. Ella hugged herself tight, wrapping those legs and arms until I couldn’t move more than half an inch through her.

All I had left was speed. Ribbing my cock through, Ella had turned into some portal to Valhalla. Each thrust dropped my jaw even harder, until I was biting her shoulder to keep from yelling like a whistle.

Lindsay’s voice barely cut through the racket. “That’s it. Come in her...”

I started shaking all over. One more rush through Ella’s passage lit everything up.

A few bumps and ridges inside her swole up.

Locked in at the head, all I could do was come.

She kept pulling me deeper. As if she wanted me to knock her up.

My lungs gave out, pushing my forehead into the pillows.

Before I could even start to hope Lindsay had been telling the truth, my common-sense twinged and began praying that I hadn’t just fucked myself.

Ella nuzzled her face against mine. “You’re lucky I’m not a gold-digger.”

Both of my hands almost pushed holes through the bed as I kept coming.

She was right.

And I still had Lindsay to deal with.

Later, anyway.


The last pangs of guilt disappeared when I got up early the next morning. Absolutely slammed from everything that had taken place, at least I slept well. Which I didn’t think would be possible, considering what I’d done.

With a spring in my step and something like clarity in my mind, I climbed the stairs without stomping them in half for once.

As I started reaching for the handle, Ella slipped out of Theo’s door. “It’s alright, I’ve already told him everything.” She brushed past me with a smile, almost skipping down the hall.

What the fuck? Sour, salty, and bitter, I expected from the girl. But sweet?

I kept shaking my head until she disappeared around the corner. It’s not like Theo would yell about anything that’d taken place. So at least I didn’t have to worry.

Knocking had turned into a pointless formality with Theo. I strolled in, half expecting him to be asleep.

But he was wide-awake, with Neriah standing next to him. Theo didn’t look up from whatever papers he was signing.

As Neriah tried scowling a hole through my head. She crossed her arms in that hardly buttoned blazer, pushing her tits up until I saw a wealth of cleavage. “I suppose you have a right to know how the situation has changed.”

That chilled me colder than a banker’s heart. “What do you mean?”

She left Theo to keep scrawling with the pen, stepping closer. “Congratulations, you’re never getting rid of her ass. Theodore just made Ella an employee of your family.”

I already knew why Neriah was so pissed, even if I didn’t understand it. “Good. I can stop handing her cash under the table.” And it explained why the girl was in such a pleasant mood.

“Just when I think you’ve made the worst mistake possible, you keep fucking up...”

Theo rushed the final signature and slammed the pen against the clipboard. “Will you shove it up your tight ass? I’m the one who gave him my blessing for it.”

Neriah tipped her glasses down and tried to shoot pure venom with that scowl. “Sir, this is a mistake. Nothing good can come from that girl.”

Rearing the hand with the board back like he wasn’t ninety-eight, Theo swatted it against Neriah’s backside.

She jumped like it was a cattle prod.

“You don’t get to make that call. Besides, most people would have said the same thing about you.” Theo waved me over. “Alex, I want your input.”

“If you’ve already signed everything, isn’t it a little late for that?” What few steps I took made the hate in Neriah’s expression almost palpable. “It’s not like I agreed to hire Ella, anyway.”

“Well, now you’re stuck with her, just like this other troublemaker.” He winked and grinned. “But that’s not even the best part.”

Neriah whipped herself around. “You didn’t!”

“I sure as hell did.” Theo held the papers up for her. “You’ve only got yourself to blame. Acting like an ass is fine, but I can’t stand a total cunt.”

Whatever Theo had done, I already knew I wouldn’t like it.

Snatching the board from his hands, Neriah goose-stepped out in a huff. The door slammed hard enough to send a draft through the room.

I shook my head again. “Whatever stunt you just pulled, I’m sure I’ll have to clean up the mess.”

Theo kept looking at the door, like he could still see her ass. “Lucky you.”

“God, just fucking tell me what you did.”

Looking too amused with himself, Theo reclined the chair and extended the leg-rest. “That little copperhead of yours can take care of me this weekend.”

No… Whether he was my benefactor of a great-uncle, or a demon, I couldn’t tell anymore.

“Employee retreat! You, my bitch of a lawyer, and Ms. Blonde’n’Perky are staying at one of my old friend’s vacation houses for a couple of nights.”

Lindsay could handle herself well enough, so that wasn’t what scared the shit out of me. “So you’re throwing me in a burlap sack with two pissed-off cats. Thanks.”

Theo winked again. “You know how fix this. I’m trusting you here.”

Which marked the end of my total faith in the guy.


HAREM MANOR 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It wasn’t my idea. Yell at him.”

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

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

“You’re an idiot.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Neriah clacked those heels right through the door.

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I turned the TV off and decided…

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Neriah tensed under my grip.

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“He never tried pulling anything like this.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Another frown drew across her face.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But Neriah forced the issue.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Teasing bitch!

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

Neriah twisted around. “Will you hush?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Even better.

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

And hers too.

Long strands of hair pushed between our chests.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

If only for a couple of seconds.

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

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

And I still had more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Not that he had any for me.


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.


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.”


ENJOY THESE EXCERPTS FROM MY LATEST SERIES: 

BIMBO BLUE 


The door opened behind me.

It was my assistant, Madi. I to ran over to help with whatever long, thin box she was trying to drag in. When we had it square in the center of the floor, I pulled out my knife and slit the tape.

Seeing the vibrant, California blue, I realized it was the custom backdrop I’d ordered months ago. Desperate as hell and drunk on bottom-shelf gin at the time, I’d stumbled across a theory about a very specific color and what it could bring out of people. I already wanted to find an excuse to send it back, because the marketing firm that published the research could have just been in the business of marketing themselves.

Madison started pulling from the closed end of the box. “Braun, don’t you already have a green screen? You can edit any solid background color you want into a picture.”

Other than contradicting every decision I made, the only thing I hated more about her was that refusal to doll up and pose for stock. Because she was one of those sleeper beauties who just had to dress as plain as she could.

I curled my nose at her oversized sweater. Again. “Get as much right in the camera, and it’s less work later. You know that.”

Madi rolled her eyes that almost matched the hue of the rolled canvas. “It’s like three clicks of a button for each file.”

“Did you take this job to learn from someone with more experience or to argue?” I cracked bit of smile, just trying to fuck with her.

She let go of the box. “I’ll start working on today’s last shoots.”

Which was my chance to have enough money for groceries the next week. “Call it an early day. I’ll have to purge so much of what I got from Shae, there’s no point in wasting your time.” Because honestly, I couldn’t afford to keep paying her.

She already knew Backlund Photography was in a bad spot. Casting her eyes aside, Madi said, “As long as my checks keep clearing, I’ll be here.”

I was thankful for that. The stress had to keep building up in her. It’s not like I’d had the financials under a password.

Clearing my throat a little, I waved toward the door. “Same time tomorrow. I’ve got a couple of weeks of capital left.”

The door didn’t shut after she got there. “Any leads on stock models?”

***

Madi was already getting the flash dialed in with the meter. Bouncing the light off the mirrors on the back wall saved on the electricity and bulb replacements. But it’d always made dialing in my aperture and exposure speed a bitch and a half.

Happy to let the final card transfer, I eyed the clock. Five more minutes, and I’d have to comp Madi for another hour. Because what use did I have for an assistant when everything was up to my ass?

The lights always made it hot, so I didn’t think much of it when she pulled that knit sweater off.

Sporting a tank-top and jeans, the thick frame of her glasses added how cute she could be. Provided Madi had ever given a damn.

Another burst of light made her drop the scrunchie.

Watching Madi whip her blonde hair to each side, I couldn’t resist gawking.

Jesus!

With a tiny makeover, she could have gotten any man she wanted. But I didn’t say a word.

Her lazy attempts at a pose turned into things I wished Shae could have pulled off. Even without the makeup and styling, my assistant had gone from an overlooked wildflower in the ditch, to next year’s championship bloom.

It hurt to keep my mouth shut as I pretended not to watch. Not that the drop in the waist of her tight jeans made it any easier.

Finally, Madi caught me looking. “I think it’s great!”

Which shot my chance at a payback on the business account. Before my eyes could somersault in their sockets, I bit my tongue and asked, “You’re just humoring me, right?”

Madi lifted her shirt up, not even letting it push over her head. “I’m feeling it right now, okay?”

What the fuck… This was the girl who wouldn’t dress in anything risque as business-casual for stock photo shoots. “Are you sure someone didn’t dose your chai tea or something?”

Not that she cared. Stripped down to the most basic-bitch set of underwear, Madi jammed both fists against her waist. “You’re not taking pictures.”

“And you’ve lost your mind.” Not that she didn’t look great, even in white cotton. “This isn’t you.”

“So?” My assistant pushed the thick, black-rimmed glasses up her nose. “You want something different, right?”

Shit had drifted far from the norm, alright…

Trying to ease the shake in my wrist long enough to keep the camera steady, I shot each pose.

But with every burst of flash, Madi kept getting more into it.

A few dozen snaps in, the obvious problem chewed through my brain. “There’s no way you’d have done this a few hours ago.”

She almost looked insulted. Leaning forward, Madi didn’t pull either hand off her curves. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Before I could give an honest answer and risk screwing everything up, I tilted my head at the dressing room. “Go change into something else, if you’re serious.”

***

She kept going through all the classics. From the coy finger in her bottom lip, to the usual pin-up fodder. Meanwhile, that wet spot was getting to be too much to edit out.

Letting the overhead flashes shoot off one more time, I had more pure gold in a hundred photos than I’d had in the past year. “Okay, I really want you to check yourself. Can you not feel that?”

Madi stepped closer. “And stop having the time of my life?”

I realized that blush in her cheeks wasn’t there before we started checking the backdrop. And she hadn’t spent long enough in the dressing room to throw on more makeup.

Her expression got too serious. “I mean, it’s better than sex!”

Imagine I had a mouthful of coffee. Now picture it spraying all over a camera body that cost more than my shitty car. “Say what now?”

Even the way she walked seemed different. Like her strut was showing off decades of repressed confidence. “You heard me.”

“Yeah, I did.” My hands left the camera as I stood up, confused as all hell. “But what’s gotten into you?”

Madi shrugged and kept getting closer. “Is there something wrong with feeling good about myself for once?”

I stammered for a moment, never taking my eyes off the jiggling cleavage I’d never seen a hint of. “Did you have a stroke in the dressing room? It’s like your personality did a complete one-eighty.”

“Oh well.” Without the glasses, her stare looked blank as a new sheet of paper. “It’s not like you’re complaining.”

No. I am not… “I’ve still got more shots to take before this card fills up. Get back over there.”

Madi leaned over like she’d been wearing stripper heels like those her entire life. “You could show what you want me to do. I don’t mind if it takes longer.”

Either Madi had a slutty twin take her place, or something had thrown her off a mental ledge. “This isn’t you. What’s really going on here?”

Her ‘smarter-than-thou’ tone came back for a second. “I’m horny, you moron.”

“Uh huh.” My legs tried to hold fast. “I never knew you were capable of—”

“Stop!” She almost jerked my arm out of its socket. “Less talking and more helping.”

Every step felt like a mile. But that doesn’t mean she wasn’t hanging off me like a drunken, horny coed.

Square in the usual spot for whoever I was taking a picture of, Madi smiled a little before she dropped to both knees.

My brain fried like it’d been thrown into boiling oil. “If you’re that hard-up for a raise, the money’s not there.”

She worked my belt loose, staring up, but just a few feet past me. “I know how broke you are. Haven’t you heard a single thing I’ve said?”

That whole ‘I’m horny’ thing came to mind. “You’re either really sticking to this joke, or you’re digging for a sexual harassment suit.”

Madi slapped a hand against my ass. “Go ahead, start taking a video. I’ll agree to anything you want me to do, and you’ll have all the evidence you need to get out trouble.”

I was even more confused. Without looking back, I wanted to ask more questions than my brain could process.
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