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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Now that Christmas is over, I’m back in the saddle and riding it harder than one of my characters. As of the time I’m typing this note, part four is sitting open in another window, several thousand words in already. 

What comes after this one is weighing heavy on my mind, because I’ve got some competing ideas. A certain story is getting held back until summer (for you northern hemisphere folks, anyway), because that’s the time of year it fits into. 

But as for the next thing I’ll be starting in January? I’m not sure yet. I do like this momentum I’ve built up in the past month, though. Whichever one gets the words flowing when that time comes will probably win out.


HAREM MASTER 3

I hadn’t planned on sharing our room with a third person. Lily and I had been ‘playing’ and doting after each other like newlyweds for days. But then I heard the knock on our door.

The place was dated, but clean and comfortable enough. Nobody else knowing how to navigate the maze of halls felt like the main benefit. Until someone rapped their knuckles and dragged me kicking out of sleep.

Rubbing my eyes, I looked through the peephole. Hell no… “I don’t know why you’ve got two suitcases behind you, but this place ain’t open yet. Go home.”

Mona put her eye up to the glass, her iris shining bright enough to hurt. “This is your fault. Open the damn door!”

Covers stirred behind me. By the time I looked back, Lily was already sitting up. “What’s going on?”

I didn’t have to say a word.

Mona saw to that, in her native Italian. “Apri la porta, coglione!”

Yeah, she could rip the door off the hinges, but I had to fuck with her. “What kind of perfume or pasta is that?”

The whole thing almost banged through the wall. “It means ‘open the door, asshole!’”

“What the hell did I do to you? Wasn’t this all your idea anyway?”

A deep breath sucked the air out of our suite too. Lily stared back like I’d just messed up.

Peeking through the hole again, I saw Mona fake a smile. “Edward, sweetheart, Lev’s blaming me for not telling you two about your real jobs.” Gritted teeth came out as her lips parted. “Now let me the fuck in...”

Anyone forcing calm like that was bound to snap. I couldn’t open all three locks fast enough. But I still had to jab a bit more. “I remember when I was in your position. Everything went to hell from there.”

The door flew open. If I hadn’t jerked my head back, I’d have been seeing how fast we could recover from a snapped neck.

Mona slung both pieces of luggage clear to the other side of the room. Flakes of drywall splintered off, landing on top of each.

Seeing Lily frightened out of her mind and clutching the sheets like that didn’t make me feel any better. “You’re pissed, but not really at us. I get it.” Or maybe ten-percent of it was directed at us, because even I could read that in her mind. “What’s gonna calm your ass down?”

“Management. If you’re in charge of this place, it’s on you.”

It was news to me. “I thought I was just here to carve your fucking book in the walls. If you didn’t tell me everything, it’s not my fault.” I poked between Mona’s tits, right in the sternum. “Go ahead and tell us everything, so I can get your ass outta here.”

I coiled back, feeling the wind as her teeth snapped within an inch of my finger.

“Jesus fuck!” I had to look down to make sure everything still attached. “What the ever-living hell is wrong with you?”

Mona stomped over to her suitcases and whined a zipper open. She was already down to bra and panties before she turned around with snarl. Pointing at me with one hand, she tore a couple of dresses out. “You’re with me. You’ve still got a place in Knoxville until the end of the month, right?”

I did, but that wasn’t the problem. “Until you calm the fuck down, I’m not doing shit.”

My ear felt like it was about to tear off my head. Suddenly, I was in the doorway.

Mona’s voice rumbled back into the room. “Don’t even get up. If he does what I need him to, I won’t hurt him.”


Mona refused to say a word all the way through the tourist traffic. Sitting in front of a gas station she demanded we stop at, I’d just finished sending Lily a text to the phone I’d added on my plan.

Yeah, I’m still alive.

As the reply dinged, Mona dropped back in the front passenger’s seat, with that tiny, black purse still hanging off her shoulder. Clear cellophane flew into my lap as the door slammed.

I saw what she was doing. “Hold the fuck up! I never said you could smoke in my car!”

“Kiss my ass!” She flicked a lighter she’d just bought too.

I gave up and rolled her window down. The sooner we got moving, the less that shit could linger.

Mona pulled air through her cigarette, flaming the cherry almost white-hot. I figured it was probably best to let the nicotine do its job.

Once I got back on the road, I didn’t even look at her. “I hope that’s calmed you down enough that you’ll start telling me what’s going on.”

Another blast of smoke wafted through the air. “Yeah, I’m not ready to kill you anymore.”

Fuck me… “I didn’t even do anything. You owe me an answer at this point.”

“A resort needs staff. And before they get hired, it needs management.” Even over the road noise, I heard her nails tap on the roof of my car. “Lev won’t let me back in until we’ve found your human resources person.”

“Why do you need me for that?”

“Who isn’t that important. But you’ll have to deal with her. I’m doing you a favor here.”

“No, you’re making my car reek.” But I was past arguing. “And how long have you been a smoker?”

Mona opened my Coke and dropped the lit butt inside, not caring that I hadn’t drank half of it. “The last one of these I had was in 1963. God...That felt good.”

Fuck you too, you old bitch.


My old apartment didn’t have any furniture left, unless you counted the stains from the time the roof over the bedroom leaked. Even a steam cleaner couldn’t pull that shit out of the carpet.

Mona curled her nose harder with every room. “This is a dump.”

“It’s empty, so of course it is.” Not that getting the hand-me-down and roadside salvage furniture out made it any better. “This was your idea, anyway.”

“Lev’s, actually. If it were up to me, this would all be on you.”

“Well, if you can’t do anything but throw a fit, shut your mouth. I don’t like this anymore than you do.”

Mona opened her purse. “We’ll need a bed and a candidate. If you know where to find an ATM, they’re both on me.”

“Lev sent us here to fix this problem. If he throws a fit about a room charge, I’m blaming you.”

“Good luck with that.” Hotter than any woman who’d ever set foot near that apartment complex, Mona poked the center of my chest, exactly as I’d done to her earlier. “I can convince him in ways you can’t. If you really fail him, he’ll ask Lily to pay the debt for you.”

“And you’re sure a nuke is the only way to kill people like us?”

“Struck a nerve there, didn’t I?”

“Fuck you.”

Mona smirked just enough to piss me off even more. “First, we find your new head of human resources. Then we get a room.”

“I think you’ve got it backwards.”

“No.” Mona dropped to her knees and reached straight for my zipper. “She doesn’t have to stay human to manage them.”

“And she doesn’t have to suck my dick, either.”

Mona pulled my cock out, running a good stroke up the whole length. “We can find a guy, if that’s your kind of thing too.”

Now that I was just as powerful as her, putting Mona through the skull-fucking of her life was almost too tempting. “I don’t know where you plan on finding someone like that in one night.”

“You keep forgetting I can read your thoughts a lot better than you can read mine. You’re welcome to try, but I promise I’ll try to bite this thing off too.”

I remembered almost losing a finger to those teeth. “Don’t start something you won’t finish, then.”

“Call it pre-gaming before we go out. Except I don’t want you stupid-drunk on top of the regular stupid.” Mona sprung my tip with a finger and stood up. “The closest ATM, and then Knoxville’s best strip club. Let’s go.”


Out of all the options I’d listed, The Blue-Eyed Panther was Mona’s choice, not mine. The drinks were too damn high, the cover charge was outrageous, and the bouncers could be real cunts. But with a stunner like her, able to handle any meathead and covering the ‘expenses,’ I talked myself into relaxing and enjoying the place.

We’d gone through private dances with about half the girls. After three hours, I was strippered out and ready for more than a paid tease.

As one of the more lackluster girls trotted off the stage, the DJ made the stage lights go apeshit. “Next up, hold on to your wallets boys, and give a round of sound for... Luxury!”

Every guy who looked like a regular hooted and cheered. The first clapping drumbeats of Slow Ride made my chest rattle.

Mona leaned into my ear, shouting over the first guitar riff. “At least it’s not more of that fucking rap!”

I rolled my eyes hard enough to give the underside of my brain an inspection. “People got tired of yelling about rap music decades ago. Catch up.”

Then she came out from the back as the vocals started.

Holy shit… I had to do a double-take. But no, Mona was still in the chair next to me, and not dressed in that leather and rhinestone bikini.

They weren’t quite twins, but Mona and Luxury sure followed the same blueprint. Tits and ass you could sled off of, jet black hair, and that beautiful, kinda bitchy face women go under the knife to imitate. Luxury’s eyes even matched the dull brown of Mona’s contacts.

“You sure we’re not here to see a long-lost sister of yours?”

Mona grinned as too much perfection swung around the pole. “She’ll do.”

Whether she was talking about the job we wanted to fill, or the next private dance, I didn’t give a shit. “Hey, your husband’s paying. Bring it on.”


The line of hopefuls didn’t stand a chance at the entrance of the VIP room. A big-titted Italian chick handing a Benjamin to the bouncer gets to cut any line she wants. “We want that Luxury girl.”

Groans erupted behind us.

The big, bald oaf slapped his open hand against the door. “Star treatment coming through! They want Lux.”

A woman’s voice answered from the other side. “They?”

“Some guy and a girl who looks just about like her.”

Someone in the line muttered out, “Lucky bastard.” Then it sounded like a good majority of them walked off.

The door opened. An older chick who had to be the ‘house mom’ waved us in. “Room four. Same rules as the private dances. No phones out of your pockets, and don’t get handsy.”

After the dim lighting of the main room, barring the stage, the fluorescent lights in the hall were blinding. Thankfully, number four was the second to the right.

Each wall and the back of the door were covered in mirrors. I sat on the red vinyl bench, which screamed that an easy cleanup was important there.

Mona caught it too as she sat her bare legs in my lap. “With all I pulled out of the bank, those rules are a load of shit.” She still had hundreds in that purse after withdrawing the max from at least ten different cards.

“I haven’t known you for a month, but the craziest shit in my life so far is all your fault.”

She nipped at my earlobe and pressed the insides of her thighs against my shaft. “Is that a problem?”

All I had to remember was the ‘twin’ headed for the mirrored broom closet I’d found myself in. “Not a bit.”

“We can do this again tomorrow, if you’d rather learn how to feed.”

“I can chew just fine.”

Mona squeezed her legs even harder around the tent in my pants. “I guess Lev didn’t tell you either, but the longer you and Lily stay isolated in that ruin, the weaker you’ll get.” She tapped the center of my forehead, leaving painful marks with a razor-like fingernail. “Sit back, and I’ll show you how. And don’t worry, she’ll live.”

A presence was just on the other side of the wall. As the handle turned, Mona slid off me and backed herself into a corner.

Luxury didn’t look any further from Mona’s carbon copy up close. She darted her eyes between each of us, but I didn’t have what stole her eye.

Mona unsnapped her purse and pulled out the rest of our ‘funds.’ “Twenty-five-hundred enough to take this somewhere else?”

She leaned against the trim of the open door before shouting down the hall. “Special request, Aster! Pete needs to give away my dance slots.”


Mona’s trip through the port-a-bank and Luxury’s bribe left my hostess without another account to leech from. Which meant I had to pay for the room. Since my license had a Knoxville address, the hundred-dollar security deposit drained what I’d kept in reserve. There’s no talking your way out of that when you’re renting a single queen-sized bed, and one of the two women you’re with reeks of strip club.

But sitting on the corner of the bed, I knew what I was in for. What I didn’t know, was why Mona demanded she and Luxury take a shower beforehand.

The water cut off, but I didn’t hear either of them talking or giggling like I expected. That is, until one of them stepped out, bare as a blank sheet of paper.

I tried to figure out which one I was staring at. But with soaked hair and all that makeup gone, it didn’t get any easier.

With a fuck-load more perk, the second one leaned on the first’s shoulder. “So, is she one you think you can deal with for decades, or should I make her your first meal like we talked about?”

My boner didn’t shrink, but I wanted it to. “She’s gonna survive this, right?”

Mona swatted Luxury’s ass. “Yeah, she’s pretty robust.”

“That’s not what I was asking about...”

Pulling the wet ropes of hair back from our guests ear, Mona whispered like I couldn’t hear it anyway. “He gets to pick whether you live or die. The question is, does he know which choice will keep you alive?”

“Stop!” I wasn’t cut out for some serial killer shit. “I’m not doing anything if you’re gambling this poor girl’s life.”

Mona kneaded her fingers through Luxury’s hair. “There wasn’t much in her head to begin with. You feed, and she’ll be running even closer to empty than she already was.”

This fucking bitch… “If it’ll save the girl’s life, fine, I’ll take her.”

Nearly identical bodies crushed together. “You hear that? He likes us!”

Luxury barely reacted. For all I knew Mona had sucked her brain dry already.

As much as I fought to hide my erection, twin bodies like that could get a rise out of a dead man. “If she’s gonna have to be like myself and Lily, can we not put a saber through her neck?”

“Of course. That was all ceremony.” Mona kept smirking like I was even dumber than her victim right then. “But if she’ll be your HR chick, I should turn her. Empathy’s important in that job.”

“Like you’re fucking capable of it.”

Mona shoved her double my way. “Empathy is understanding what the other person feels and thinks, but that doesn’t mean I have to give a damn about it.”

Toned abs landed in my lap.

Stepping closer, Mona tucked her hands behind her ass. “Well, it’s time to decide. Are you hungry or horny?”

“I don’t want her to die.” Luxury had gone full rag-doll over my legs. “It’s not like I owe her anything, but you’re a fucking psychopath. She didn’t ask for this, and I didn’t either.”

Bending at her hips, Mona flipped wet strands of hair from Luxury’s face, soaking my jeans. “So you think she’ll do?”

It had to be a trick question. “Let’s assume I feed right now. What’d happen to her?”

“If I already have,” Mona straightened back up and held her arms in front of her cunt, “she’ll die.”

“Well, have you?”

Mona craned herself over, settling right in my face. “You tell me. The poor girl’s out of it.”

“Fine.” It didn’t take much strength to rest Luxury in the center of the mattress. “Make her one of us. I’m not gambling her life playing your damn game. She’s someone’s daughter, not a meal, for fuck’s sake.”

Like I was with the program for once, Mona perked her shoulders up. “Okay.”

“Can I change my answer? You look too happy about it.”

She kept that demented smile. “That’s fine too.”

Son of a bitch… “What if I just leave, and you don’t convert her?”

“It won’t stop me from doing what I want. I could be hungry, or I could want a plaything who looks just like I do if you won’t take her.”

If I didn’t have the life of someone else in play, I’d have slapped the bitch right off Mona’s face.

“You wouldn’t hit a woman,” she squeezed the helpless ass between us, “unless she asked you to.”

“I fucking hate you so much…”

Mona planted both hands on her hips. “Alright, you’re bonded with her, just like that other girl we gave you. Now leave.”

“What kind of lazy shit is this? I just don’t want her to die.”

Like I was the biggest idiot alive, Mona shook her head. “I turned Lily, and Lev turned you. But neither of you can stand us. I can taste it from a mile away.”

“And?”

“You’re not bonded to the person who turned you, idiot.” Mona ducked right into my face again. “You protected this girl, so she’ll feel that and be loyal to you. What more could you want from an HR manager if you’re the boss?”

Several answers flooded my head. But I had to know. “Did you feed off her, or not?”

“If I had, she’d need the same recovery I gave you.” Mona pulled another card out of different part of her purse. “It’s got a hundred left. Go out and have fun for a couple hours.”

I snatched the plastic out of the air. Mona was a twisted lunatic, but she’d kept to every word so far, in her own fucked up way.

Standing up from the bed, I had to know one thing. “What’s her real name?”

Mona pointed at the door. “Hell if I know. After I made sure she didn’t have kids or a guy waiting at home for her, I didn’t care about the rest.” Her finger stretched even harder. “Out!”


For a midnight breakfast, it looked even sadder than usual. Maybe it was the sobriety. But I had to worry about the poor girl trapped in that room with Mona.

I slid the waitress the card. “Whatever’s left on it, keep the change.”

The fuzzy eye she gave told me I needed to stay put. But in a couple of minutes, she practically danced back to my booth.

Scrawling lines with the pen, I didn’t mind that I’d just tipped her $88.72 for bringing me a cup of coffee and a BLT. It wasn’t my money. “Don’t work too hard tonight.”

“You got it, doll.”

I’d spent too much time listening to drunks and factory workers pick the worst shit in the jukebox. All the while, the million possibilities of whatever Mona was doing to the stripper in our room played through my head.

Walking across all four lanes of traffic, I’d let all the time I could stand pass.

I didn’t even look at the desk clerk as she asked, “Tonight didn’t go like you thought?”

It hadn’t, but that was the least of my concerns.

Only going up a floor this time, I stepped out of the elevator and walked to the door. Pressing my ear against the wood, I didn’t hear a damn thing.

My card made the lock blink green. As soon as I felt the bolts give way, I pressed in.

But it was too quiet, and the only light came from the street below, through those really shitty curtains.

I got through the little passage between the bathroom and closet.

Both faces whipped around and stared my way. Pupils like blue glow sticks gazed back, from the mattress and above. And neither one of them was wearing a stitch.

I felt better about my choice, and the urge to puke, at the same time. “Because of fucking course that’s what you did.”

The leggy brunette on the bottom said, “Don’t even tell me you’re mad.” Which had to be Mona.

“I sat in a fucking Knoxville diner for two hours, worried sick about what you were doing up here!”

Mona brushed her hands up Luxury’s thighs. “Well, that was your mistake. I never told you where to go.”

Reaching for the light switch, I caught myself before I fucked up.

“Good, you remember what it’s like to be the new kid.”

Turning lights on was still a habit from my human days. Same with watching TV and listening to music a bit on the loud side. “As soon as it’s daytime, we’re going home. You think Lev will take you back now?”

“You’re always so impatient, Edward.”

“Eddie.”

“Whatever.” Mona pushed her newest conversion off herself. “I think Alexis can keep her real name. It sounds pretty.”

She already had a stripper’s name, from birth. But I guess a stage alias makes stalking a little harder. “Now that I know she’s still alive, I’m out again.”

Mona whined, “You’re nowhere near as fun as you were as a human. And yes, I did have to kill her. That’s how the conversion works.”

“Do I even wanna know?” From where I stood, Alexis didn’t have any marks or holes where she shouldn’t. But that’s our healing speed for you.

Getting up and trailing a finger down Alexis’ jaw, she kept going to halfway down her throat. “She came to when I tightened the blow dryer cord. For a human, our friend here put up a good fight.”

I looked at the freshly-minted pair of glowing eyes. “And you’re not even pissed?”

Alexis shrugged. “Should I be?” Maybe the choking had killed the last of her brain cells.

“I mean, you literally just died in a motel room. Hell, it was a murder.”

“I feel fine now.” She stood up beside Mona, leaning on her killer’s shoulder. “And who could stay mad at someone who looks just like me?”

“That has got to be the...” Dumbest. “Most laid-back thing I’ve heard in my life.”

Mona turned her head, stopping her lips just short of Alexis’ ear for another pointless whisper. “That money’s still not yours until you earn it. Remember? You agreed to do whatever I ask until check-out time.”

“So this isn’t the new job yet? When does it start?” Identical in body and face to Mona, but a totally different breed between the ears.

At first, Mona’s voice came through my head. Great, we picked up a real window-licker. “Eddie will be your boss, but until we leave here, I give the orders.”

“Alright, I’m out. Have all your shit ready to go at six.” Because I didn’t want any part of Mona’s ho-ass ideas before we hit the road.

Mona glanced at me, but aimed her attention entirely at Alexis. “We’re not gonna let him leave.”

Shit. One, I might have been able to fight off. “Alright, let’s get this over with.”

Wrapping an arm around Alexis’ hips, she played dumb for our new ‘pet.’ “You ever heard of a guy pass off a threesome with twins like it’s the worst burden ever?”

“You’re not even twins.” Biologically, anyway. “But if there’s no getting out of it, why wear myself out trying to get away?”

Alexis smiled too hard as she put her hands all over Mona. “He’s just playing hard to get.”

“No,” Mona pushed her nose against Alexis’ neck, “Eddie’s weird like that. He’ll piss and moan until he gets his dick wet. After that, he’s an animal.”

My new HR manager grinned even further and looked my way. “Maybe he wants a show first.”

Sure. Why not throw another log of crazy on the fire, Mona? “If you hadn’t brought it up, she would.”

Mona pulled skin with a bite, throwing Alexis into a shiver without even getting a hand between the girl’s legs. “He knows me well.”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself. We met, what, a couple of weeks ago?”

“Eddie,” Mona gave me one of those stares that could put any man in his place, “shut up and enjoy what gets thrown in front of you.”

Lily had signed on to the plan, so who was I to argue? “By all means, then.”

Alexis set on it like I had a pocket full of dollar bills. Pushing Mona down on bed without any kind of warning, she crawled over the mattress like Mona hadn’t just strangled her to death.

A gutsy caress of her rear started with one hand. Then Mona whipped the second up with a hard crack. Spreading her legs to put everything on offer, until they closed and wrapped over the thinnest part of Alexis’ waist.

Something hellacious and a little too enjoyable woke in me. I stomped over, grabbing a pillow and shoving it under Mona’s ass.

Lips smacked and fingers danced around. All four tits piled out, mid-grope.

Watching all that, I started to feel entitled. Grabbing the pull of my zipper, the front of my jeans opened. All that pressure between the denim and my cock dropped all at once.

Feet and hands wrapped around back and butt. The low-level hum of what I wanted to do to Mona began screaming in my head. A second girl just as tasty added in gripped what restraint I had left and started throwing a round of slobber-knocker punches.

Shining through, Alexis’ mound begged for some kind of attention. The traces of pink on her skin told me that she’d already gotten attention.

Mona’s wasn’t looking any more neglected. The gradient from peach to red shot up way too fast near her clit.

Working my pants down, I stated the obvious. “Looks like you two got to know each other while I was out.” At a goddamned Waffle House.

Another whisper from Mona sounded out like a megaphone by my ear. “I think he’s jealous.”

Alexis giggled as the lip-popping came to an end. “Poor baby. Should we make him feel better?”

“You.” Mona wrapped her arms and legs tighter. “I like you.”

Like something out of a dream, identical, sinful bodies got on their stomachs and faced me. The urge to just grab their hair and make a run to the finish line bumped my dick up another tier of hardness.

With their breasts about to pile over the edge of the bed, Alexis and Mona looked at each other one more time. Our new girl covered her mouth like she still didn’t know I could hear every word. “You still promise he’s that good?”

Mona squinted one eye at me before whispering back, “He hasn’t fucked me since he turned into one of us. If anything, he’s gotta be even better now.”

“I only made it all the way to the end because if I had to die soon, it was the least awful way to clock out.” My funeral wouldn’t have had many guests, but damn would I have been buried with a giant smile on my face.

They scooted a little closer. While I was in the middle of peeling off my shirt, Alexis had one more question. “So who gets first dibs?”

Breathless and trying my best to relax, watching them smirk at each other again forced a shudder down my back. Hornier than a dog with two dicks, I wished I did have an extra staff hiding somewhere.

Mona licked her chops. “It’s not a competition, love.”

Calling her shot, Alexis wrapped fingers around my base. My pulse rose and fell against her palm. Then a fast, toying lick played at the swollen head.

Something tickled against my balls as Mona teased her own mouth around the middle of the shaft.

Eager for more, I coursed my hand through their hair. But I didn’t have to push.

Alexis trapped me deep, her lips taking over for her fingers at my hilt. Tender flicks up the bottom and around the sides had me groaning and staring at the back of my eyelids.

Her tongue slid back toward my center. The sudden vacuum in her mouth felt like Alexis was trying to feed off me, ripping my mind out through the wrong end of my body. Not that Mona had even told me how we feed yet.

Even though it felt like she was doing it just a few minutes short of forever, it ended as quickly as it had started. Identical as they were, I felt the difference in Mona’s tongue as she grazed it down me. After that much of an epic suck, the delicate care was maddening.

One of them was giving me some hand-love around the family jewels. Or maybe it was both.

My cock floated in drafty air again. A pair of lips squeezing around each side put me back in the forge. Rapid heating and cooling can make steel harder, after all.

But one of them needed to get over her jealousy. Taking me back in, Alexis seemed a little too eager to get the show on the road.

Mona dropped the competition before it started. I heard her hands and knees push her off the bed until she rested against my chest. “Feed on one her, now that she’s one of us, and our little friend would be the perfect employee.”

It didn’t bother Alexis, apparently. The tender squeeze of tongue and cheeks fired down my length again.

Waiting for Mona to explain the basics I’d been missing, I looked down at her face. The only way to describe her expression is scary-happy.

Prove you’re the stronger will, and she’s a buffet. Mona slid her fingers up to my collarbones. When she gives in, do what feels natural.

Which didn’t explain a thing. Speaking to both of them at once, I huffed out, “More...”

Alexis got right on it as Mona licked at the bottom of my throat. Straddling the carbon-copy of herself over the shoulders, her tongue danced up to my chin. Even after all these years, I can’t put it in words. But you’ll feel it. Trust me.

I already knew better than to try that last part ever again. Yet when she had fed on me, I didn’t even know it.

Mona eased up a little more and pressed her tongue inside my mouth. Suddenly, this feeling like a memory in and of itself drifted into my head. Like I was in her room and her body, drawing the essence out of myself.

She was right. Somewhere between domination, absolute pity, and breathing a person’s soul in is the closest I can get to laying it out for you.

Pulling her mouth away, she kept my head still with a grip on each side. “Just be careful about who you do it to. Some people are better than truffles, and others are like rummaging through a dumpster. Read them first.”

Not that I had Mona’s talent for the last part. I felt safe in guessing Mona had been drawn to Alexis for a damn good reason, though.

Taking a fist of hair, I pulled Alexis’  head back. Something like fear entered her eyes, but I knew it was impossible to really hurt her by that point. “Relax. I’m the nice one here.”

Mona didn’t bother whispering this time. “You lucky bitch.”

Alexis played along, backing herself up until she was on her ass, still held by her hair like a fresh-picked carrot. The little tremble in her jaw got stronger as Mona ducked to meet her, sneaking a hand between Alexis’ thighs.

I pushed her shoulders back, crashing the girl against the mattress. Crawling over her, I could tell she knew we weren’t just another couple out for a grand time.

Her legs crimped behind mine. “What is this, really?”

My tip met a big splash of wet and ready. As our bodies connected even more, something about her felt too delicious to pass up. “She’s giving you to me.”

Another bit of pressure from my cock shocked her jaws open. Alexis tensed her thighs like she wanted to pull me deeper, but it stopped at the final second. “I don’t know what that means.”

Hell, I didn’t either. But instincts I’d never felt before roiled up from inside me. “Does it matter?”

She felt that it was as right as I did. I could taste it.

Mona’s voice rang through my skull, loud as a gunshot. Do it. Now.

What ‘it’ was, I didn’t know. That is, until I buried my face in Alexis’ neck and plunged inside.

The neglected daughter of a single mother and a father she never had much to do with. A lifetime of struggling to prove she was worth something to anyone who would pay attention. Yeah, this girl was fucked in the head.

Her arms and legs tightened around me as I kept drinking it in. As her life story drained into my mind, all the emotions and insecurities tasted different from one another. Even now, I hate the way I savored the endless insecurities.

That’s it. Mona shoved me from behind, crashing my dick in as far as it could go. You’re almost to the best part.

Alexis broke out in a stuttering moan. Her limbs gave out, dropping to the bed as I kept fighting to suck the last morsels of her former self.

Like biting into the richest fudge and tasting it with my very being instead of my tongue, I hit the part that was the new Alexis.

As the mental images and emotions kept flowing, I finally understood. Jesus, she really did hear everything when I tried to protect her. And I felt like I had as much strength in every finger as my entire body had been packing up until then.

Mona butted in one last time. Lily felt the same thing. Maybe chivalry is only undead.

The limp body underneath me felt cold. Panic set in.

Don’t worry, she’ll be fine. Mona forced me deep again. Not many of us get to experience feeding on our own. Much less for the first meal.

Not that I felt lucky. Feeling the breath against my ear, I tried giving Alexis a tap on the cheek. “Hey, stay with us!”

“She’ll be fine.” Mona nibbled her way down my jaw, scratching her teeth against stubble the whole time. “You’re not the kind who takes advantage of a passed out girl anyway.”

Great as Alexis felt inside, grunting my way across the finish line with her zonked out like this did feel like too much of a waste. “How long until she’s awake again?”

I felt Mona shrug. “Hell if I know. You’re the one who just sucked her mind dry.”

Ripping myself out of Alexis, I had Mona pinned to the bed before I stopped thinking about doing exactly that.

“See?” Her calves pinched around my waist. “You feed, and you get your powers back to what they should be.”

Not that I liked how great it felt.

But Mona knew how to drive the knife in. “You’re a lot stronger than I am, right now...”

Plunging through as her legs squeezed tight, the way she resisted felt like Mona was wet paper trying to hold off a shotgun blast. “You want me to end up as bent as you. I get it now.”

“No.” Her legs pulled harder. “I just want you to shut up and fuck me already.”

All that aggression I’d been shelving since my old apartment came flooding back.

“You know I can’t stop you right now.” Another grasp of her thighs sank me deep. “Are you gonna keep being a pussy, or wreck mine?”

Fuck! Muscles tightened hard enough to strain my bones. My fingers closed around her neck before I knew what I was doing.

“There you go.” Mona squeezed tighter with every part of herself. “Go ahead and take it all out on me. I like it...”

It’s what she wanted, but I was ready to make the bitch regret everything she’d done. Plunging through, I ripped myself back out and popped for another drive.

Mona was already on the verge of shuddering, her demand coming out in one sharp cry. “More!” Despite what she kept begging for, her own strength kept failing against all I had surging through me.

Overpowering her with one ruthless crush of our hips after another, the rested vigor in my limbs kept spreading and growing. Like I was in a marathon, feeling more energy and speed after every hundred meters. Our bodies kept scooting across the bed until I had her neck hanging over the far edge.

Another hard throttle to her core seized Mona’s entire body. She squeezed just as tight as our first time. But it wasn’t near enough.

I pulled out of that pitiful wreck of a snatch. “Lost your touch? I’m not even breaking a sweat.”

But Mona was lost in her own world, her jaw shivering as the rest of her body fell into itself.

This feeding thing… It’s the real fucking ticket.

My breath just about hit baseline again. Then I felt hands grip my shoulders from behind.

It had to be Alexis.

Staring down at Mona’s spent body, I didn’t mind the rub of fingers and scrape of nails up my arms. “You’re brave.”

Her voice cooed into my ear. “You proved your worth to her. Now it’s my turn to do that for you.” Nevermind that I’d just drained the girl.

“You should back off. Mona’s crazier than a shit-house rat.”

“That’s fine.” Her arms wrapped around my chest from behind. “I don’t need you to wear me out. I just want to prove I’m worthy.”

Even compared to Lily, I didn’t know if our little vamp of a stripper could hold her own. “You sure about this?”

The sound of her body shifting around atop the bed piqued my ears. I knew she was presenting her ass without even looking. “If I’m not ready for it, I’m sure you can find a way to dump me off somewhere.”

I didn’t know that, for sure. “Mona likes you, but only because you two are damn near identical. I need a little more than that before I haul you back with us.”

The finest ass I’d ever seen wiggled in front of me. Watching the line of g-string move aside could have dropped any kids’ nuts. “I know the pay is good. Money talks.”

Yeah, a little too well. Not that I wanted to hold back. “Think about what you’re doing. This chick’s fucking crazy.”

Like Mona didn’t mean a thing, Alexis backed herself into me. “You’ve already got a girl you care about. I get it.”

What Lily would think of this whole mess shocked through my head. “She’s agreed to whatever I have to do, but I’d still like to keep it on the up-and-up with her.”

Alexis shot her head forward and gasped. “You went and found the innocent type...” Her ass backed a little further against the raging cock I could barley hold back. “I know how to handle girls like her.”

Something made my hand sting against her ass. “Yeah, you’re just like that other crazy bitch, without the experience.”

Forcing herself against me, Alexis set about proving me wrong. “I dare you to break me.”

I already had. But the girl wasn’t about to give up.

With another push, Alexis’ cunt took the first inch of my dick.

My hands held around the curve between her waist and hips. The slightest bit of pressure coursed me through, buried deep and feeling the twinge of her back wall.

Alexis screamed, feeling the real power of what we’d both turned into. “Again!”

The first streak of sweat ran down my forehead. Not from the effort, but just the want to give the kind of solid fuck she was begging for.

Hesitation wasn’t in the cards anymore. Tilting myself out, I grabbed the pile of hair shining down her back. Then all the brutality of a good-ol’-fashioned anger-fuck swept through my brain like a flood.

Alexis bent at the neck, convulsing and going mental as I slammed my way in.

Splitting her wide and hearing the echo, I didn’t care if the rooms above, below, or beside us could hear.

“Harder!”

My knuckles cracked around her hair and waist. Forcing Alexis’ ass down and her head up, I felt the next shock mash all the right buttons.

Her flesh grabbed tight. But it wasn’t enough to slow me down. Not after she fucked up and begged for it like that.

I wouldn’t call it rage, but whatever had filled my head, it was blinding. Until I got what my body was after, all that power I’d sucked from her made the feeling irrevocable. Stopping myself before filling that need wasn’t gonna happen.

The final thread of her sanity broke. If Alexis was putting up a fight against that insane rush, it was piss-poor, at best.

My hand let go of her curls and hooked around her throat. The feeling of her pussy going vertical made every thrust feel that much better. Like I had lost myself in a mad drive to come.

But Alexis had beat me to the finish line. Her body went limp against my hold, quaking from the inside out.

Fingernails poked at the side of my ribs. Mona’s voice lilted into my ear. “Her body can handle it, even if she can’t stay conscious through it all. Go on and take what you need.”

I let go, feeling another rush of cunt around my shaft as Alexis collapsed into the mattress. But this wasn’t how I wanted her.

“She needs something to strive for. That’s always been the whore’s biggest flaw.”

Taking everything I could dish out sounded good enough to me. If Alexis couldn’t handle that much, even after the turn, the girl had a far goal to aim for.

Jerking myself out, I watched her ass fall sideways. My arms scooped under her legs and back. Even picking her up, she was light as a feather.

Mona joined me in rushing to the nearest wall, just to the right of the bed. Putting her own back against the stucco, she didn’t hesitate in running a hand between myself and Alexis.

I bent down, tucking both forearms behind the lifeless thighs. Her body lifted up, pressed against the wall and at the perfect level for another shove in.

Trapped in the hold, Alexis opened her eyes and draped her wrists over my shoulders. As Mona started working two or three fingers down below, she came whimpering back to life. “Just fucking use me...”

Both sides of my neck ached. As it coursed down to my balls, and then up my shaft, I knew I was in for a mad rush to the finish line.

Sweeping my hips forward, the tight hold of her cunt was no match.

Alexis shot up an inch, clamping herself around me like the floor was thousands of feet below.

Then Mona worked more speed into her hand. As her lips almost pushed into Alexis’ ear, I caught our hostess whispering, “By the looks of it, he’s more than satisfied with you.”

Pressure mounted around my back. I didn’t even have to look down to know that Alexis was thankful.

Feet dug into my spine as I cradled her for another run forward. Bonded with all her might and taut as a drum, the walls of Alexis’ slit gripped like a raging fist.

It was the escalation I was looking for. Pounding every ounce of force I had in me, I shocked Mona’s hand off the mark. But when it centered back on Alexis’ bean, the girl fucking lost it.

Mona put her face between us, talking to neither myself or Alexis in particular. “Keep going… You’re about to win.”

Which surged a new torrent out of that luscious cunt. As hard as I kept pulverizing our newest toy against the wall, pure greed had taken over her mind.

I bashed my hips into her, trying to break any illusion that she could handle me.

But then Alexis came alive again, rocking out of that orgasmic stupor.

Her pussy veered to one side, shocking my girth to one side of her passage. Fighting the shakes and squeezing harder, Alexis entwined her hands in my own. When she had me reaching for the ceiling, I felt her chin on my shoulder. “Use it!”

Plowing through that monstrous contraction nearly did the job. Surrendering to what was gonna happen, an electric tingle fired down my length.

The way I hardened one final bit pried the vicious out of her. Alexis drew blood between my shoulders, gripping my skin even tighter than her cunt could ever dream of.

Son of a bitch! The surge crashed up my body, frying my head before I was all the way back up inside her. Feeling them breath into each ear, I wondered who would speak first.

Unrelenting, Alexis snapped her legs tight.

My arms straightened, plants the back of her hands against the wall. Then fingers around my hilt squeezed.

Mona’s whisper was as clear as a shout. “Go ahead. She’s earned it.”

A fire shot up my throat. It all came out as a single groan. Smacking my forehead against the wall, feeling that much release surge all at once made every other climax a quaint lie. “Fuck!”

Dots swirled behind my eyelids as my heart skipped a beat. Silk wrapped around me, both in and out of her.

But when I finally stopped firing rounds, that total exhaustion I’d put her and Mona through made too much sense.

Feeling the bed take me in, I tried to stay awake. As Alexis started whimpering again, no more than a foot away, the deepest satisfaction I’d ever felt took hold.

Maybe it was feeling satisfied and full for the first time since I changed. Hell if I know. Either way, I didn’t want for anything as I drifted off.


Alexis was almost out of it as we piled into my car. Sleep was far more of a comfort and a way to pass time for our type, but I got what she was going through. Looking back in my rear-view mirror when we got into the real mountains east of Knoxville, I realized she was passed slick the fuck out.

Glancing at Mona, or more likely the seat belt pushing her tits apart, I had to ask, “You fed off her too, huh?”

“When you were conked out. She’s eager to please.”

“I thought you wanted her loyal to me.” Passing an RV before I had to stare at the back of it after we got off the interstate, the lack of answers had started wearing on me even more. “You and Lev think I’ll be a good lapdog, but you keep going around his back. What’s really going on?”

“You’re not wrong, but you’re not right, either.” Mona rolled her window down and pulled the pack of cigarettes from her purse. “Don’t worry, I won’t light it.”

“Something bothering you. Care to tell me what?”

“Fuck it.” Mona punched the cigarette lighter in the ashtray I’d never used. “Lev doesn’t even know we’re coming back yet, and the old resort is far enough away that he won’t even know I’m there.”

Weaving in front of a hulking RV, I didn’t give a shit about the smell. The I-40 traffic stank bad enough. “That wasn’t an answer.”

Mona put the coil lighter back in its hole and took a drag. “My husband thinks a new resort will solve our problems. But the problem runs deeper than that.”

“How so?”

“He’s stuck thinking like it’s still the 1920’s. You don’t want to know how many years I’ve been yelling about how much harder it’s gotten to find good candidates for our people.”

“That’s kinda elitist, don’t you think?”

“No.” Mona dragged again, blasting that stench all through my car as she kept going. “The harder daily life gets, the more everyone wants an escape. If every day is hell, they’ll pay out the ass to be pampered like the bosses they hate so much. Like it means something.”

I didn’t follow. “They can afford it now. What’s the problem?”

“Because they can’t. Most of our guests work shit-jobs, and have to pay off the vacation for years, with interest that doubles the final price.”

“Sounds like you’re the one being snotty here. Lev wants to give these folks a break from another week at the same machine or desk, from the way you’re describing it.”

“He tried being picky by banning smoking at the resort a few years ago...” Mona tilted her head out the window. “Don’t take the next exit. The traffic will be hell this time of day, and I’d really like another one of these without smelling like an ashtray.”

She already did, but I knew what Mona was driving at. Flipping my turn signal back on, I waited until some monstrosity of a bass boat flew past. “If bringing back the old resort was your idea, it’s probably time you spill the beans. I’m not fond of the guy myself, for a couple of reasons.”

“Yeah, I know I can trust you. That’s why I linked Sleeping Beauty back there to myself as well.”

Which explained a lot. “Quit pussyfooting around it, then.”

“How much do you trust Lily?” Mona flicked the ash from the tip of her smoke. “And don’t fuck around here. Do you think she’s loyal to you, honestly?”

“We’ve been in darker places than you or Lev, if that’s what you’re talking about.”

Mona shot a cloud out the passenger-side window. “I love you to death, but no, you haven’t.”

“What do you mean?”

Before I could pull on the shoulder to slam the breaks and kick her ass out, Mona started grinning. “That sad tale she told you… It’s not true. Some part of it, anyway.”

“So what’s the big lie?” I wanted to grab a cigarette out of her pack myself. “The abuse, her parents wanting her dead, or every single bit of it?”

“All of that’s true, but something about her story feels off to me. Like she stopped telling it before the ending.”

“Then tell me what you’re playing around with. I deserve to know.”

Mona wasn’t in any hurry, piling smoke out of her lungs again. “It’s nothing major, and I don’t think it’s anything to get pissed at her about.”

“I’ll be the judge of that. Start talking.”

“Think about it. She has nothing to fear from them anymore, but she still acts like there’s some threat lingering there.” Mona ashed her cigarette out the window again. “Why?”

“Trauma’s hard to get over.”

Even with the limited space between herself and the dash, Mona crossed her legs. “What would you know about that, really?”

“If I slam on the brakes right now, you’ll have kneecaps in your lungs. You know that, right?”

“You won’t know the truth, though. That’s gotta have its own value.”

“Let’s suppose it does. If I can’t trust you, Lev, or Lily, who can I believe?”

Like she was forcing the laughter down, Mona put a hand across her chest. “I’ve told you more than I have to anyone else, and I even put my replacement in your lap.”

“That doesn’t mean anything.”

Mona cocked her head toward the back seat. “Tell her that. I’m sure she’ll be pissed. Nobody likes being used or disregarded.”

“Fuck you. If Lev and Lily are so damn dangerous, go ahead and pour it all out.” We had another exit and a truck stop left. “And then tell me why you’ve waited so long to stand up to him.”

Dragging nearly an inch off her cigarette in one pull, the apprehension in Mona’s head made the air feel heavy. “Alright, but if either of them pick up on what I’m about to tell you in that thick head of yours, you didn’t hear any of this from me.”

“Go on, then.”

“Lev wants you and Lily to start your own family like ours, but I can’t get him to explain why. Wanting our codex engraved in the walls means he’s out for more than just a monument. That book has power in and of itself.”

And I was set to begin carving the first words any day now. “Which means what?”

“That’s what I can’t figure out. It’s like my husband found a way to lock his true intentions in a safe somewhere inside his head, that even I can’t break through. That’s suspicious enough to make me wary.”

“We getting off here, or do I need to take the long route around Douglas Lake?” Which would add an hour. “And what’s the rest of the story about Lily’s big secret?”

“I dug around and figured out where she came from. Lumpkin, Georgia even sounds like a hillbilly town someone made up.”

“Good to know.” I’d never heard of the place, but I wasn’t about to forget a name like that. “What about her parents?”

Mona worked her way down to the final part of her smoke. “That’s the thing. They’re dead.”

What? “From what Lily’s told me, she’s scared shitless that they’ll figure out where she’s hiding.”

“She’s not worried about a pair of corpses finding her, dumbass.” One more puff, and Mona flicked the butt out the window, like the inconsiderate bitch she’d always been. “She’s been declared missing and a person-of-interest to the cops, even though their deaths were ruled a murder-suicide. That’s another thing Lev knows more than he’s letting on about.”

Ice drifted up my legs. “I can’t believe she’d commit murder.”

“Neither can I.” Mona rolled her window up, finally. “The poor thing was scared to death before the ceremony, and I think she’ll be even harder to get feeding to than you were. True killers don’t hesitate at all when our gifts of power and eternal life are offered.”

“So what now?” I passed the next exit, more than willing to spend that extra hour learning what I could. “I mean, I’ve got my own feelings for her… But I thought she was letting her guard down with me, not playing some game.”

Mona put a hand on my knee. “That’s not what I’m saying. Emma, Lily, or whatever the hell she wants to call herself, really is a sweet girl.”

I hadn’t seen a hint to suggest otherwise about her, up until that point. “I know that, but it still pisses me off.”

“Just keep your mouth shut and let me keep digging. Trust me, you’re nowhere near as miffed at her as I am with Lev over this.”

“Fine.” I put my cruise-control back on, now that we were past the heavy traffic. “So tell me about this damned book I’m supposed to copy in stone.”
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Wes locked eyes with every one of the dozen or so suits and IT managers. “Something’s come up.” Nodding leftward at his Chief Operating Officer, Wes finally added, “Brett, come on, we’ve got something to talk about. Now.”

Every face stayed locked-on, and he knew it. After Wes closed the door behind them, it was time break the news he knew he should have given months ago, had he known when this would happen. “It’s time to find a new CEO.”

Brett had been competent, and more importantly, loyal from the start. “Why? If it’s legal problems, we can have a squad of attorneys on it before lunch.”

Wes didn’t bother explaining any further. “Follow me.”

The rounded sconces and hanging plants gave way to the raised catwalk in the hangaresque lobby. Why did she have to show up now, of all fucking times?

Pointing down at the reception area, Wes’ finger aimed right at a blonde showing a little too much cleavage in her white cocktail dress. Her red lips and blonde hair, like a priceless ruby set in platinum, would have caught a blind man’s attention. “She’s why.”

Brett razzed Wes’ hair. “Buddy, sexual harassment suits settle for pennies on the dollar. You know that as well as I do.”

“It’d be really bad if that was why she’s here.” Wes feigned a smile as he leaned against the clear barrier and looked at Brett. “Because she’s my mother.”

***

Wes looked out the window at the mid-century modern compound on the edge of the sea bluff. The central building was surrounded on every other side by hillsides covered in green fields, six prairie-style mansions, and a smattering of greenhouses and outbuildings. “Someone realized the oceans would rise. What about it?”

One crooked digit tapped at the camera, like it could touch Wes through the stream. Wes’ benefactor glowed with pride as he responded, “Our whole base of operations is here on the north island of New Zealand now. The first woman your father bred already has your first candidate on her way.”

The fact that Grant had knocked up Dr. Cynthia Clare-Rickard before his own mother never sat right with him. “I get it, Jareth’s my dad’s oldest kid. Stop reminding me.”

“And he’s here to help.” Janus’ twisted grin faded into the look of a man who realized shit was getting close to the fan. “Sorry if that’s a problem.”

If getting his half-brother out of drug charges in Thailand hadn’t been so easy, Wes would have panicked. “I’ll agree, but only if he keeps his nose clean and stays out of our way.” Bribes in the six-digits had saved Jareth from execution or life in prison, under Thailand’s batshit laws.

The way Janus pulled his shawl closer didn’t make it any better. “I know you’ll keep looking after him, but he has to start taking responsibility for himself, someday.”

Elena’s unmistakable voice flooded Wes’ head.

Janus is dying. You know it as well as I do.

***

“So you want me to direct the second generation of your work.” It was an honor Wes had known about for years already, but it still gave him the warm fuzzies. “I’m still up for it, but I need to know everything.”

Halfway across the room, Janus asked, “Did you ever find a girl who meets our criteria?”

For the ninth time in a year, Wes answered, “Yeah, her name’s Holly.”

Not so far gone that a reminder couldn’t get him back on the rails, Janus picked up where he’d left off. “Oh yeah, how could I forget her?”

Fucking Alzheimer’s. Which Janus himself forgot he had, every now and then.

“She’s on her way with Ava. Can’t have you getting too lonely here.”

It was breaking news to Wes. “She doesn’t even know about the arrangement we’ve got. I wish you’d have let me break it to her, myself.”

“So she doesn’t even know her father was one of our Donors?”

Wes didn’t either. “Who?”

“Steve Michaels, one of the first we trialed with Patrem Theta. As a matter of fact, he was the last man your father trained, personally.”

“But I’ve met her dad a few times already, and—” It hit Wes out of nowhere. “Fuck, now I’ve got even more to explain to her.”

***

“Don’t you fucking stop!”

But he wasn’t even going that hard. Succuba Gamma does this too?

Acting like a hysterical firework of moans and trembles, Holly’s voice seethed like she was trying to keep her lips shut. The vibrations from her throat were making it all the way through her body, passing into Wes.

Without a second of warning, her entire frame tried drawing into a knot. Her mind wasn’t the only thing that had changed. She was acting like a bike ride on a bumpy road would get her off.

Not knowing if it was a seizure, or if the meds were working as intended, Wes broke his mouth away. As his fingers stilled against her g-spot, he looked at the thigh to his right. Even that part of her was blushing.

“Think you’ll make it?”

By the time Wes paid attention to her face again, reams of sweat had already started coursing down her forehead. Every one of her pants sounded raw.

“Don’t tell me you already came.”

Holly barely had the wherewithal to shake her head. With both cheeks closing in the color of blood, the denial had to be killing her.

One dance of his finger along Holly’s pussy forced the rest her to shake like a cold chill in human form. “You were always sensitive, but this is insane.”

Finally getting the air to talk, she whimpered, “It’s already hurting not to come.”
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