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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


As of the 13th of January, I’ll have been writing erotica for seven years now. It’s kinda weird to realize I’m entering another decade, still going at it and enjoying what I do. As far as jobs go, I’ve stuck with this one longer than any other I’ve had. And for good reason. 

I won’t get so ambitious as to call my shots for the next ten years, but I can set a course for the next year or so. Expect something close to a series a month. I’ve figured out the pace that works for me, and keeps my output consistent, now that I’m not juggling multiple series at once. Balance and simplicity are good, pretty much always. 

What the next series might be felt like a mystery up until I was partially done with this book. But now I’m starting on the final installment here and scrawling details for the next idea on my dry-erase board.


HAREM MASTER 4

I hated meeting Lev in one of the public areas like this. Or visiting the main resort, in general. The more time I spent there, the less I could stand the throngs of guests.

A few tables over, some woman kept jabbering loud enough that the entire buffet could hear. “My son and daughter-in-law did their honeymoon in Fray-ence.” And as far as I could tell, that hairdo had congealed in a five-gallon bucket.

Looking away before I had to get up and stab her with my fork, I caught sight of Lev. He had to be the only other guy with so much as a collar on his shirt in the whole room. But he didn’t seem to mind.

Swirling the ice cubes in my glass of sweet tea, because the resort had stopped offering unsweetened years ago, I wanted to get this over with. “You’re late, boss.”

He pulled a chair away from the table. “And you’re behind schedule on opening the new branch.”

Alexis had done her best, but the girl didn’t know shit about hospitality. Outside of lap dances.

“I’m shocked you took Mona back in after she picked a random stripper to run our hiring. Not that I’m complaining.”

“My wife saw that she can grow into the role. Give it time.”

I put an elbow on the table and rested my cheek against a clenched fist. “Odd that you’d say that while riding my ass to get the place open. Hell, if I don’t have more than one maintenance guy in the budget, I don’t see how we’ll hold off the forest, much less get closer to opening.”

“That’s why I wanted to meet.” Lev pounded one end of a straw against the table and slid the wrapper off. Twisting it in one direction, he doubled the paper up and braided it the other way, like it was a nervous tic. “Tell me what you and Lily need to open in three months.”

It was a list far too long to remember off the top of my head. “A shitload. Renovations, guys to move all the furniture you bought for the rooms out of storage, cash to pay the staff we’ll need...”

“A dollar amount, please.”

Hell if I knew what it’d take, but it wasn’t gonna get me anywhere to argue with him. “Let me tackle one issue a week, and provide the money to pay for it. There’s what, twelve or thirteen weeks in that timeframe?”

Jerking his head forward as he folded his arms, Lev smiled just enough to put me on edge. “Fine. What’s your first priority?”

Jesus Christ. “I already told you, the place is still a wreck. It’d take the entire ground-keeping staff of this place days of hauling ass, and at least four full-timers to keep the whole property looking presentable.”

“Then that’s our first week. Have Alexis interview the people you need for that. Now, what about the second?”

I hadn’t thought that far ahead, but I knew what would have to happen. “Contractors to get the rooms up to code. Shit, even an exterminator wandering around with a vat of pesticide would make a huge difference.”

“And your third week?”

I ran through the massive list of what was fucked up about the old ruin, but even if I hadn’t managed people before, I knew we couldn’t open for business without staff. “I’ll have to talk with Lily and Alexis. But we don’t have anyone to manage food services, housekeeping, the front desk… I can keep going for an hour here, and it’s not even my job to handle that.”

Lev doubled the wrapper over again, reversing the twist until it was a short hank of paper rope. “Congratulations, you get it now.”

“Get what?”

“How much of a pain in the ass running a resort can be. Since you haven’t given up and quit already, I know you can handle the daily bullshit.”

I wished I’d gotten some food to bite into, if only to have something to vent how pissed off I was upon. “You’re serious...”

“Deadly.”

“Mona was right. You are a manipulative asshole.”

Lev brushed fingers over his mustache as he widened his eyes. “And she’s not a manipulative bitch?”

“Alright, that’s a fair point.” But I had to know something. “You want the place open in three months, and suddenly, you’re willing to give us what we need to get it done. What was the hard-ass routine about?”

“Didn’t I already tell you? There’s no point in going through the trouble and resources if you and Lily would quit at the drop of a hat. Don’t think of it as me doubting you at all.” Lev scooted his chair forward and put both elbows atop the table, making a steeple with his fingers. “Call it due diligence.”

I fought the urge to ask him about Lily’s past to the back of my mind. “Well, I’ve got a hospitality manager, and a head of HR. Since you’re so experienced, which department would you look to get a boss for next?”

Lev eyed the ‘wedding band’ I’d started wearing. “Since it’s technically a new entity, you should come up with a name for the place. After that, a booking agent, some advertising blowhard, or a head chef.”

“Well, which one needs the most lead-time? I’m only asking because I want to do this right.”

The way he grinned always put me on my guard, like I was the punchline of some joke. “Executive chef and marketing. If we didn’t plan on opening during one of the busy seasons, I’d have a different answer. I hope like hell you’ve got a better line on either one than Alexis brought up.”

Like it was my job to begin with. “Actually, I know someone perfect for the advertising stuff.”

“But you’re not that confident about it. I can smell the doubt from here.”

I hadn’t talked to Quinn Prescott in a decade. Directly, anyway. “I wouldn’t call her an old girlfriend, but we had a thing going for a bit. She’ll pay attention if I contact her.”

“The girl who shot you down.” Lev scooted away from me and straightened his tie. “It’s written all over your face.”

“Hey, you asked if I have leads. Don’t get mad at me for telling the truth. Blowing sunshine up your ass won’t help either of us.”

Lev stood up, not quite sneering down at me. “You don’t fuck around, and you don’t lie to me, either. I think my wife chose well.”

“Alexis wouldn’t have been my first choice, before you get too confident.”

His shoulders bunched like he was about to chuckle. Then it all came out in a sudden fit. “That’s how I knew you were the right man. Bullshit doesn’t fly far with our people.”

Yeah, go fuck yourself anyway.

“Fix this week’s problem, and I’ll tell you what I know about that problematic ‘wife’ of yours.” Lev reached in the right pocket of his blazer and put a handful to tiny syringes between us. “If the girl is a fit, you have to feed and then turn her into one of us. You know what that means.”

My palms stung against the edge of the table. “What?”

“Once the heart stops, you have maybe an hour to give back what was taken. That’s how it works.” Pinching one of the needles between his fingers, Lev flicked it closer to me. “It will feel natural too, especially if it’s someone you care about.”

Lev got up without another word, his stare telling more than Mona could get across with a direct connection to my brain. As much as I wanted to run after him as he disappeared among the crowd, I knew better.

But at least I knew why I felt a slow, constant drain from myself before I turned into one of these monsters.


I didn’t mean to slam the door behind me, but it kinda happened.

Alexis shot her head out from under the covers, and Lily dropped the back of both her knees on our HR girl’s shoulders. While both of them stared, I tried to figure out the best way to break the news.

Finally, I quit stammering in my own head. “Lev’s getting impatient, so we need to kick this shit in gear.” Which also meant Lily would have to stop hand-feeding the clan of raccoons that had taken up residence nearby.

Lily pushed herself up to the headboard. “Okay... We’ve been wondering what the hold up was.” As if that had slowed down the fun in our room since Alexis moved in.

“Really, he’s jumping my ass to get this place open.” I made eye contact with Alexis. “I need you to start interviewing people, now that we’ve got the budget for staff.”

Leaning her shoulders even harder against the board, Lily cocked her head at me. “Then what do you need me to take care of?”

Seeing the glisten of Alexis’ spit on her bare cunt, my first instinct was to tell Lily to stay exactly as she was and take care of me instead. “We’ve got stuff to talk about.” And I wasn’t even about to get into the fact that I knew her asshole parents were dead.

The change in her attitude warned me that she knew what I had learned, or at least, she had her suspicions. Kicking the sheets off her legs, Lily grabbed her panties and slid them back on. “I’ve been wanting to tell you something myself.”

Just then, my phone vibrated to life in my pocket. I pulled it out, seeing Quinn’s number I’d looked up. “Get dressed well for some outside business. I’ll be in the courtyard.”

Lily just nodded as I turned away.

The fifth buzz had me in a panic. Swiping right and holding the phone up to my ear, I tried to stay calm. Both in my head and in my voice.

“This is Eddie.”

A few nervous breaths crackled through the speaker. “Eddie Waller?”

“The same. I didn’t know if you’d bother calling or texting back.”

That hint of airhead still hadn’t left her voice. “It’s been, what, twelve years? You never made it to the reunion.”

Because high school was hell, and I’d had zero interest in seeing anyone in my graduating class. “I don’t mean to come across like I’m a dick, but I need to know if you’re interested in the job offer. Name a place between here and Gatlinburg for dinner, and I can go over the details tonight.”

“Asking me out again? Really?”

I shut the door behind me, knowing Lily could still hear. “Actually, my wife will be with me. We’re kind of a family business like that.”

“Well, if this is a sneaky way to get a date, you’ll really piss her off.”

“It’s not like that. I need a marketing person, and you’re the one I know who I can stand for any amount of time. That’s why I contacted you first.”

A few seconds passed as I tried to get somewhere with decent signal in that glorified stone bunker. “Touro Chama. If you’re doing upscale business like you say, you already know about it.”

I’d seen it on my way to and from my old job from the ‘new’ home. And judging by the cars in the parking lot, it wasn’t gonna be cheap. “What time’s good for you?”

“It’s four now, and I can head straight there after work. With rush hour traffic, does six-thirty work?”

“Sounds great.” Even though I didn’t know what kind of place it was, exactly. “If you get there first, tell them you’re with my party.”

“Can do.” Quinn hesitated a few seconds. “But can ask you something before I hang up?”

I was far enough away that Lily wouldn’t make it out. “Shoot.”

“We haven’t talked in a while, and you basically don’t exist on social media, so you probably don’t know...” Even through the awful reception and my phone’s tinny speaker, I caught a gulp on her end. “I just got through a nasty divorce. That’s the main reason I called back.”

“Sorry to hear that.” Not that I really cared. “Listen, I’ve gotta make the reservation. If I don’t text you back saying otherwise, count on six-thirty.”

“Yeah...” Quinn hung up before I could respond.

Not that I meant to be a prick about it, but the girl never gave me the time of day in high school. Twisting thumb-screws on her didn’t bother me at all. Plus, that damn parking lot always did seem full.

But at least I was showing more class than Lev. Overcooked steak, iceberg lettuce, and ranch dressing off a shitty buffet don’t make for a good business lunch.


My poor RX-8 had to be the cheapest car parked out front by tens-of-thousands of dollars. Not that I cared. With her hair done up and that rose-gold dress that matched her eyeshadow barely hanging off her, Lily’s brown contacts helped seal the kind of understated beauty that meant she didn’t have to overcompensate. Just about the opposite of Alexis and Mona’s look, which got my wife zero complaints from me.

But Lily already had her own packed and ready. “She’s late.” We’d already been seated, and half the ice in our drinks had melted.

“You know how much I bitched about Knoxville traffic. It’s Friday, and a holiday weekend. Give her a bit.”

I felt a couple of her toes kick at my shin. “After more than a decade, what’s a few more minutes to wait for her?”

“Don’t tell me you’re jealous.”

“You haven’t taken me anywhere like this.” Lily swirled what was left of her Coke and put the green card atop the tower at the center of the table. Apparently, Touro Chana was one of those Brazilian steakhouses.

“Because you barely eat.” I didn’t even have to mention that we didn’t need to anymore. “And speaking of which, Mona recommended I show you how we feed, assuming Quinn’s a fit for what we need.”

“So our marketing girl needs to understand people. I guess that makes sense.”

A pair of headlights turned into the lot. Judging by the warm color and the sound of worn brakes outside, it wasn’t some fancy car, and probably Quinn. “Something else is chewing your ass. Go ahead and spit it out.”

“I could ask you the same thing. Ever since you came back with Alexis, you’ve acted different.” Lily narrowed her eyes at me. “So you tell me what’s wrong first.”

Fighting the truth back wouldn’t have worked, because I already had the big issue screaming in my head. This wasn’t the time for a spat, but it was coming out either way. “I know your parents are dead, and that you do too. What really happened before we met?”

“Would you believe that I killed them?”

My brows shot up as the waiter swooped in to refill our drinks. “I mean, I can’t blame you for it.” Because even with her caginess, that account of her past wasn’t the kind of thing our type could get away with lying about.

Lily darted her eyes away. “Quinn’s a skinny redhead with bangs, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. I was tired of waiting.” Lily swapped her chair from the one on the other side of the table, sitting just to my left. “But if you don’t want a fight, this wasn’t the time bring that up.”

Which was a fair enough point. “Either way, I need your read on the girl. If you don’t think she can do the job, she’s out.”

“You make it sound you’ve already sold yourself on her.”

Now it was time for me to tap a foot at her leg. “Alright, play nice. I don’t wanna sort through resumes from pro bullshitters unless I have to.”

But the way I appreciated Quinn’s figure holding true to what I’d fantasized about nightly didn’t calm Lily down.

Clear as Mona’s disembodied voice, Lily’s seethed through my head. If this isn’t about business, your ass is in the doghouse.

I couldn’t help frowning back at her. Considering what you didn’t tell me, I don’t think you’ve anything to bitch about right now.

The whole room quieted down as Quinn walked over, dressed in black capris and a cobalt tank top, fit for a the average Knoxville creative-type. It felt like everyone in the room knew something was about to erupt.


Quinn had worked with enough places in the area to know what she was talking about. In fact, her work with Touro Chana got us a hefty discount.

But it hand’t calmed Lily down. Not a single bit.

Braking early for a red light to make sure Quinn stayed behind us in her car, I got tired of the fuming silence. “So go ahead and tell me what really happened in Georgia.”

Lily snapped her head the other way. With her arms crossed like that, all I had to stare at was her pair of tits almost hanging out the top of her dress.

“I’m not a fucking cop. I’m your husband.” Kinda. “If anyone deserves to know, it’s me.”

As if my words didn’t mean a thing, Lily kept staring out the window as she squeezed her arms tighter around her chest.

“You put up a good act until we got in the car.” Up to and including eating steak and lamb like a fat kid in a candy store. “I already get why you wanted out. If I still trust you enough to listen, you should trust me enough to tell the truth. Or are you still pissed that I called a girl I used to crush on for the job?”

The rank of salt and moisture wafted through the car. But her voice didn’t crack. “Fine. I only saw one way out, and when the chance came, I had to take it.”

Not that I was ready to argue otherwise. Her past was beyond fucked-up. “They were delusional psychopaths. It’s not like you asked for that life.”

As Lily turned her gaze back to me, she had a look on her face I’ll never forget. “Eddie, have you ever killed someone? I mean, really watched the life drain from their eyes, up close?” She put on the corpse stare without warning.

“I’ve watched the two closest people to me die… But not like that.”

“It’s different from what you’d think. Instead of regret or fear, they look back at you with pure hate, until it’s just gone.” Lily snapped her fingers. “Like that.”

I’d shot a deer one time with my uncle, but that made me feel awful enough to never do it again. The poor bastard hadn’t done anything to me. “If you thought it was necessary to save yourself, I can’t fault you for it.”

Lily shrugged. “When I was a kid, I never had any pets, but there was a stray kitten who showed up one day. Outside of Lily, he was my only friend. But I didn’t dare let my parents know about him.”

I didn’t want to ask, but I had to. “What happened?”

The smell of tears became undeniable. “Dad always got ticked about the paw prints on his windshield. One morning, I woke up to Sunny meowing outside my window. But he wasn’t able to stand up.”

Don’t fucking tell me…

Lily dropped all hint of emotion. If I hadn’t been able to read the blocked anguish and memory flashing in her head, I’d have assumed she was the same kind of lunatic her parents were. “Every one of his legs were broken. I knew what Daddy had done to him.”

Jesus…

She didn’t quit staring at me until I pumped the brakes for the next light. “Even though I was only nine, I knew he was in pain. But I couldn’t help him.”

“That’s enough… I get it.” Even I felt like crying then, and I didn’t even like cats. At all.

“I did what I had to.” Lily put a hand on top of my leg. “So now you know. I’m glad you don’t think less of me for it.”

The rational part of my brain screamed that I should open the door and run. Anyone that damaged could always be a monster waiting for the right chance to show its true colors. Even if they only did that shit as a reaction to the world around them.

“So how did you do it?” I regretted the phrasing as soon as it came out. “To your parents, I mean.”

Lily’s fingers gripped hard around my thigh. “Believe it or not, I looked up how much more liquor I needed to inject in Dad after he got drunk. As far as the investigators know, he got really wasted and strangled my mom in her sleep. When the rigormortis kicked in, his hand pulled the trigger for me.”

Holy fuck-balls! I knew who I didn’t need to piss off. Like, ever.

“I won’t ever sign off on you feeding those raccoons, but yeah, I get it.”

“Why not?”

Unless I wanted my entrails spread all over the nearest mountain, I knew to pick my words well. “The little bastards can fuck anything up. At this point, I’m just happy you’re not feeding the local bears yet.”

“But they’re sweethearts.”

I’d done enough camping to know better. “Let’s compromise here. I hate cats, but compared to a pack of raccoons, I can deal with one at our place. Have we got a deal?”

“You’ve already got Alexis. If Quinn moves in, I get to have two.”

Lily was enjoying Mona’s twin as much as I was, but I wasn’t about to argue. “That’s as good as I’m gonna get out of you. We’ll drive to the animal shelter tomorrow, but don’t go pushing it.”

In another life, I knew Lily would have been a crazy cat-lady. Or in the case of this one, a deranged raccoon chick.


As we arrived back home, Quinn managed to stick behind us, somehow. If Lev was leaving the decision of who to recruit up to us, I needed to know if she really would be a good fit. Especially if I had to go through with that whole conversion mess.

Stepping out of my car, I pressed against my door as she parked a little too close on my side.

I motioned at Lily with one hand. “Come on, let’s give her the tour.”

Quinn got out and joined us at the bridge, which at least had solar lights on it now. “You really think this place can open in a few months? Even in the dark, it’s a mess.”

“My boss is putting the big resort’s maintenance staff on the place starting next week. But you should have seen how bad it was a couple of weeks ago.”

More makeshift lighting let Quinn see through the courtyard, if only just barely. “Since it’s a real hot spring, the alternative medicine and woo crowds are who we should target. You’re lucky I’ve dealt with that market before.”

Thinking it hard enough that Lily had to pick up on it, I was even grumbling in my own head. Great. We’ll be overrun with people who shove crystals under their pillows in no time.

But Lily had her own input. “It’s a good starting point. People with money to blow on things that don’t work can afford a high-dollar vacation.”

A wild hair shot up my ass. “What if we market it as a nudist resort or something? Lord knows this area could use something like that.” I flipped the switch just inside the first hallway, watching the ancient fluorescent bulbs strobe to life.

Quinn didn’t shoot it down, completely. “I could run an advertising campaign like that, assuming you can find the right models for the promotional shoots. What’s really hard in that market is getting anything but single men horning around for a little action showing up.”

Which already made it seem like a horrible idea. “Fine. We go upscale as possible. That’s what Lev wants, and I’m not gonna to argue with him about it.”

Through the endless turns, Quinn never stopped throwing ideas out. Everything from basics like getting a website up, and then through the more involved shit like getting influencers to hang around with a free ride. Personally, I liked that last idea. For, uh, recruiting reasons.

But once we got to our room, I knew we’d have a problem.

From the other side of the door, I heard the kind of buzzing and huffing that meant Alexis was busy taking care of that raging case of nymphomania. What the hell ever happened to putting a sock on the handle? And since I hadn’t picked up on it earlier, the girl was just getting started.

Lily glanced at me crosswise. “Do I need to talk to her?”

Fuck it. Even if Quinn ran for it, she’d never find the way out of this place before we found her. “No, we might as well let her know everything upfront.”

I barged myself in, letting Alexis’ first scream pour through the hall. “Quinn, meet our HR manager!”

Bare as a fresh canvas and working that vibe on her clit, Alexis didn’t completely stop buzzing the man in the pink canoe. “You two got back early.”

“I fucking said we might have a guest. What the hell’s wrong with you?” As Alexis picked up where she’d left off.

Quinn stepped right beside me. “Hell of a company culture you’ve got going on here.”

Rolling with it, I picked up on how she was more amused than shocked. “She does shit like this all the time. You kinda get used to it.”

“I mean, it’s your house and your rules, Eddie.” Quinn didn’t take her eyes off Alexis, though. “She looks like she’s having a grand time over there. Put her in your promotional stuff, and you’ll have those single guys flooding in for a room.”

Lily stepped between us, heading straight for the bed. “You can’t keep doing this, now that we’ll have people around.”

Not that it fazed Alexis. She was already knuckles-deep in her own cunt, arching her back off the mattress.

Planting both hands on her hips, Lily shook her head. “Really now, I told you we’d play later tonight.”

Quinn bumped an elbow in my ribs. “If this was some kind of prank or setup for an orgy, good job, I guess.”

I didn’t even look away as Lily crawled atop the bed. “I promise this wasn’t my idea.”

“Sure...” But she still wasn’t backing out. “If you wanna join them, don’t me stop you. It’s just a little early for me.”

“You think I’m joking right now, but I’m not.” I groaned and rubbed the back of my neck. “Let’s leave them alone and go somewhere else. I really did set this up as a job interview.”

Lily was already sneaking a hand between Alexis’ thighs as Quinn responded, “And miss the show? Are you kidding me?”

What? “Is that why you always turned me down?”

Quinn stepped in front of me and locked her green irises on me. “Well, I really didn’t want a boyfriend back then. It took a few years of college for me to figure out why.”

“So that nasty divorce you mentioned doesn’t include a former husband.”

“Man or woman, a manipulative, jerk-ass spouse can make your life hell.” The smirk warned me about the coming punch at my shoulder. “But if you can keep the interview going with that in the background, you’re the kind of solid rock a business needs to build from.”

“You already know my wife’s bi. It’s not like I’m about to judge.” I pointed at the couch facing the bed from the opposite side of the room. “So why not? It wouldn’t be the craziest thing that’s happened since I first got here.”

Quinn gripped both her arms around one of mine, shocking me to the core. “Well, now I’m interested. You can’t just leave it at that. I need stories.”


Through about seven orgasms between those two, I tried to keep myself under control. “So that’s how your salary will go. I’ve got a budget for a certain amount of marketing staff, and the more of it you can handle yourself, the more I can shovel your way.”

Quinn put one leg over the other and leaned into the corner of the sofa. “I don’t know what’s harder to believe.” A ballet flat dangled off her toes. “You telling me I’ll head an entire department for the first time in my life, or the fact that you kept a straight face this whole time.”

“I told you, it’s a job interview.”

“At this point, I believe it.” But Quinn still couldn’t tear her eyes away from them. “Is this a daily thing?”

“At least.”

“Well, you’ve got an HR manager with no employees to manage, and a wife who swings both ways.” The shoe almost dropped off her foot. “How did you even end up in a situation like this?”

I caught the hint of blush in her cheeks. “Don’t tell me you want to join in.”

“I don’t.”

“Bullshit.” Even without the physical signs, I felt the growing want in her head. And more than that, I smelled the wetness that she’d crossed her legs to hide. “Go for it. We don’t even have to touch each other, if that’s your condition.”

“You mentioned that your boss’ wife is even crazier. Should I even ask how?”

I shot a look at the bed. “Well, the brunette my wife’s eating out right now was her choice for the hire. But I think a lot of it had to do Alexis passing for Mona’s twin.”

“Bullshit.”

“After everything else tonight, you’re gonna doubt that part of the story?”

Quinn slapped her palms together. “You know what?” As she stood up, I watched the button of her capris come undone. “Fuck it.”

Welp, alright then. “Go for it.”

Looking back as she slid those pants down, Quinn bent over and said, “As far as team-building goes, it beats the hell out of a goofy trust fall.”

If I’d have known she was this much of a freak, the constant denials from her would have hurt even more. “Lily can’t handle two fingers against her g-spot, and Alexis can’t handle herself when you’re rough. Do with that info what you will.”

The blue top slid up her chest. “Well, you just ruined half the fun.”

I never thought I’d see the girl in nothing but a white pair of panties, but like I said, weird shit had become the norm. “Trust me, you’ll need the help with those two.” And bless it, you’re screwed.

“I can’t believe you’re not running over there. As much as I hate to admit it, you weren’t lying about any of this.”

Catching the tank top as it flew my way, I finally understood Mona’s weird genius. “We’ll talk more about the job later. In the meantime, have fun.”

“You’re just gonna watch?” Quinn turned around, finally showing me the perky wonders I’d spent too many nights fantasizing about. “Not that I’m saying you can fuck me, but I won’t be mad if you get yourself off too.”

When that sounds old-hat, you know you’re jaded. Looking at the pile of hot on my bed, Lily’s pussy stuck out like it had flashing marquees pointing the way home. And all she’d done was pull that damn dress above ass.

And here I thought I was gonna die miserably in hospice care. Or maybe I’d been a saint in a previous life.

But I was far past questioning the luck.

Quinn dove right in the middle, wrapping an arm around each of them.

Alexis looked my way with a smirk, like she knew something I didn’t. Then, as she snuggled herself under our new ‘candidate,’ I saw one of her fingers motioning me over.

I’d have been fine with just watching, but like a free stack of money, you don’t turn some things down. Every scrap of clothing on me was off by the time I got to the bed, trailing back to the couch.

Standing over the foot of the mattress, I watched Lily tuck a hand inside Quinn’s white panties, fit for a Catholic schoolgirl. My hard-on wasn’t about to keep itself under control. The three hottest women I’d ever talked to in my life had their mouths and fingers working each other into a frenzy, on my damn bed, you see.

The chorus of moans and smacking lips made the superhuman hearing feel like a true gift. Then the swish as Lily fingered Quinn’s pussy tossed me over the edge. My cock wasn’t gonna handle staying dry much longer.

When Alexis wrapped her arms around my neck, I almost plunged right into her. But then Alexis shoved her face in mine from below.

Quinn’s a good fit. The sound of digits moving around inside my old crush’s cunt felt like punctuation marks. Lily pushed her the end of her tongue against the back of my front teeth. But you know what we’ll have to do, if you want to bring her in.

Every one of the syringes Lev had given me had to be about halfway between the sofa and the bed, still in the pocket of my slacks. I can’t do it. Not to her.

Like it didn’t matter at all, my wife jacked up the pace and bit my upper lip.

Expecting her to force something else into my head, I almost backed out when I felt Quinn’s panties fall limp on my ankle.

But then Lily grabbed one of my hands, drifting it between legs that weren’t her own. Feeling a scant try at a fight, Quinn’s thighs surrendered as soon as I felt the bump of her clit.

I’m tired of feeling you thinking about her every night. Go ahead and do it.

I flexed a couple of fingers as Lily sunk a couple of her own in. The gasp Quinn let out wasn’t one of those gradual ones that told you to keep going with the favor until she hit a breaking point. This was a pure fucking treat for her.

And of course, Alexis had to get involved. Slipping herself down until I felt her tongue against my knuckles, she didn’t mind that she wasn’t the star of the show anymore. If anything, that fierce series of licks got my hand rolling Quinn’s bean even harder.

The sudden thrash to my left almost got me to quit. But my old flame’s voice was defiant, like she was daring us to make her the featured guest.

I got ballsy and grazed the tip of my index finger along her entrance. Someone’s tongue pushed me away.

That sigh in my ear had more pleasure crammed behind it than a good edging. An unfamiliar set of legs wrapped around me before it trailed off.

A few more licks had Quinn just about in the zone. I kept twiddling away at her clit, fighting Alexis over the territory. But holy hell were we getting her juicy.

Shuddering at the precipice, Quinn had no idea how vulnerable she was. The barrier holding her mind back parted down the middle, blaring the conflict over whether she’d let me go at her like a megaphone.

Wet fingers locked around my wrist. I didn’t know who it was at first. Then I noticed Alexis and Quinn had totally wrapped into each other.

Lily stared back at me as she grabbed my other arm and pushed me against the bed. Scooting her bottom half up my legs, Lily’s breath singed against my neck. Like it was my time to be idolized.

Or she was just getting jealous. I didn’t care which.

The cold silk of her dress made Lily’s fuming skin feel that much hotter. Embracing me from above, her slit hugged up the whole length of my shaft.

I dipped to aim myself right for the mark. With my bare cock against raw flesh, I pushed through until I was jammed all the way in. Because I love that whimper it makes her give.

Her tightness seized around me. Lily took her hands off my wrists, pressing hard against my chest instead.

Feeling those sugary thighs melding into my own, I pushed the front of her dress up. Seeing that flawless pussy take me in like it couldn’t get enough always slammed the right buttons.

Lily’s waist circled, forcing every part of herself over my dick. She was already so fucking wet, I knew she wanted me all to herself until the end of this romp.

But then she rose her shoulders up. Giving one of those seductive nibbles on her bottom lip that takes lipstick with it, Lily’s eyes turned to the moaning ball of confusion next to us.

Looking at me again, Lily shocked herself forward, keeping me planted deep. “You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

As long as my wife kept riding my like this, my old crush couldn’t have been further from my mind. Even as she rode the knife’s edge of coming, right next to me.

“It’s okay. She’ll be one of us soon.” Lily bent down again, nipping my ear. “I really want her too.” Like she was trying to make me come in her that second.

I whispered back, “You’re full of it.”

Lily’s tongue danced up the curve of my ear until her mouth centered over the hole. “No, really. Feed, come inside her, and I’ll clean up the mess.”

My brain scrambled like an unpaid, late night feed of Skinemax, back when a hint of boob was exciting. My fists clenched almost as hard as my jaw.

“Well,” Lily pushed herself off me, raising her voice so even Quinn could make it out, “both of you want it, so quit lying to yourselves.”

I couldn’t sit up fast enough. Seeing Alexis trap Quinn’s ankles as Lily snatched both wrists had me wondering if I was in for a treat or an unforgivable sin.

But if I was going to make her the fourth member of our ‘family,’ some amount of violation was gonna have to happen.

Snaking my way between them, I settled over Quinn, trapping her at the hips under my thighs. Feeling gutsy and with my cock throbbing almost out of its skin, I had to lay down the law. “You can back out now, but in a few seconds, it’ll be too damn late.”

Like she was taunting me, Quinn shot an eager look. “Whether I want it or not doesn’t seem to matter anymore, does it?”

I backed my knees between her legs and bent down, planting both hands around the slenderness of her waist. “You’ve always been a tease.”

Quinn wiggled in place. But it didn’t take her long to figure out that she had no chance to get away. “But if you didn’t have to chase after me this long, would it feel so worth it?”

Her time to decide had expired. Shifting until I felt the slight give of her entrance, Quinn wasn’t staying human much longer. But I was more worried about the helpless fight her walls put against my girth.

Colliding our hips together, all that tightness didn’t stand a chance.

Her voice exploded with a high-pitched scream. Quinn was fucking helpless against all three forces of nature lording over her body.

I rocked myself forward, digging my tip into that plush mound deep inside her cunt. The edges of her true core rolled around the head, wet and slick I was trying to grab hold of her in a pool of oil. Even the littlest shift of her torso put my jaw in my lap.

Another slow rock parted her folds. Then I felt the strand of her memories, running myself along it until I was inside her head.

The urge to feed was too strong. I shimmied myself deeper, hoping like all hell that it’d give me another clue to work with.

Enraptured by it all, Quinn relaxed every muscle.

Then it came. Overpowering her body and mind, one push against her forearms broke the dam.

As her legs clamped around me, I plowed deep and saw the path leading right down to her core.

Really? Slamming hard, the jerk of her entire body made her soul spread a little wider. She was just afraid of turning into her mother?

I knew Mrs. Prescott was a conservative prude, dreadful of her husband’s next affair, from the first time I met her back in middle school. But like all kids, Quinn was a combination of her parents, rolled up into a tight ball of inherited issues.

Got it.

I wasn’t just overpowering her physical self. Quinn’s will had given up, like she knew it was pointless to fight back. Another push into her slapped that little bit of fight to the background, where it belonged.

Expecting an easy stream of thoughts like I’d gotten from Alexis, the torrent of memories from Quinn almost drowned out my own mind. I jammed hard, feeling the endless rush hiccup as she cried out.

Resting deep, her decades of fucked-up poured into me. Part of me wanted to pull out and vomit over the side of the bed. But then another shred came to the front of my mind.

More.

All of her life-altering events poured through me. I finally understood the girl, even if what I saw didn’t matched the idealized version of her I’d had on a pedestal for so long.

Then I got to the part where I’d really entered her life.

Like watching taped footage, but through her own eyes, I saw the nervous kid I used to be. Back on that fateful day behind our middle school I’ll never forget on Friday, January 25th, 2008.

‘So, uh,’ the younger me scratched the back of his neck and looked away, ‘wanna go to the movies tomorrow night?’ I expected to cringe before it was even over. ‘Well, do ya?’

My own heart slammed against the inside of my ribs. Just like I’d remembered on my end, Quinn’s memories even included the moment of hesitation.

Am I having a fucking stroke? Or is this just a heart attack with a headache?

“Eddie, um...” It sounded like a half-dozen girls were snickering from behind. “Well, I’ve already got a boyfriend.”

A momentary flash of some boy band member she’d crushed on flashed through my head. Watching my former self lose all confidence, it damn near had me laughing.

Fucking really? I wanted to be pissed, but it felt too damned stupid to worry about anymore. That’s what drove me up a wall for years?

So much of my own neuroticism fell away before I could dive my cock through her again. All that self-pity and whining, over nothing I had any control over. It was pretty funny, once I understood how dumb I’d been about it.

Lily’s hands kept me from backing out, putting more weight on my ass than a someone three times her size wouldn’t have been able to crush forth. But then her mind leaked through.

If you need Quinn, I need her too.

Not that I knew what she was talking about. But when you’ve got a wife telling you to run your old crush ragged, you don’t argue with her. Especially when said wife wants her just as much.

Overpowered, yet more than willing to keep it up, I gave raw slam into Quinn’s pussy. A little bit of her gushed out, running hot down the insides of my thighs.

Her body spasmed as a hard scream erupted from her lips. Between Quinn, Lily, and Alexis, I couldn’t have backed out if I wanted to.

And after twelve years of waiting and dreaming about this moment, I didn’t have the nerve to do so much as change potions.

I careened my member through with a tempo that put Quinn on the path to losing herself in another way. Hijacking another stream in her mind, the wet insides of her cunt took me in like it couldn’t get enough.

Another beating crash jarred her entire body. With those two rushing me deeper at the end, I couldn’t help giving her a merciless grind before rearing back.

Quinn’s walls slammed tight. Bonded to me hard enough that I couldn’t force my way out again, I’d just about hit my maximum.

Lily and Alexis got the hint as I refused to pull even a single inch of myself out.

Skimming my cheeks against hers, I got the tunnel-vision again. As the picture grew from a single pin of light, all the way to a full panorama, everything about what had driven her to this point became clear.

Dreadful nights of her ex-wife exploding for no reason, the taste of Quinn’s own blood in her mouth, and the heartbreak of knowing the situation wasn’t about to get better… It was too much like the fragments of Lily’s past I’d gleaned when her guard was down.

Then I saw the way her coworkers took the excuses for busted lips, bruises, and black eyes in stride. Like they were too fucking ‘woke’ to acknowledge that same-sex relationships can be just as abusive.

Tasting the change in her personality after that year of hell, I tried to wring what I could out of Quinn’s head. For the first time, I felt true pity for the girl, on par with what I’d had for Lily during that night in my tent.

A visceral plea shot into my mind, as if Quinn knew I had seen it all. Now that you know everything, I’m begging you to take me out of my old life.

I couldn’t help putting my mouth against her ear. “You know why I have to.”

Quinn’s legs tried to spread, quivering against my waist instead. Then a final shred of thought offered itself.

Even after all the times I shot you down, you love me?

‘Love’ was far too strong a word for what I had toward her. Somewhere between pity and wondering what could have been different, I can’t even describe what I felt any better than that. It was short of some creepy white-knight or stalker complex, but now that she needed my help, I couldn’t bring myself to refuse.

Every part of my shaft pulsed. Laying into her and wallowing around like that shot the best kind of tingle down to my sack.

Quinn put her arms into it. Holding me deep, she was either on some kind of birth control, or just didn’t care what might happen later.

Drenched in the pool of juices and still battering my dick around inside her, my self-control gave out all at once.

All ten of my fingers caught in her hair as I whispered, “Fucking coming...”

A final wave of jerks and heat rushed out of her. Gripping hard, both of her walls coursed from her entrance, back to the well deep within her cunt.

My neck went taut. As six hands pressed with all their might, the jig was up. I was coming in her, like it or not.

Quinn’s voice lilted as her throat buzzed against my shoulder.

That first blast exploded out, stinging like my body had been hoarding as much cum and tension as it could generate.

My second hurt a bit less. But it felt just as great, otherwise.

Emptying myself into her, my shoulders quaked and my lungs almost gave out. A final gasp settled my chest against her tits. Fully enveloped in her arms and legs, I felt the last pulse from her mind reach out to me.

Whatever it takes to be here with you, I’ll do it.

Drops of sweat flooded my brows until one escaped into my right eye. Feeling the burn, it shocked me out of the pure bliss.

Holy fuck... She doesn’t even know what we’ll have to do to her.

Before I could weep, shake my head, or even pull out, Lily was draping herself over my shoulder. “You know what needs to happen.”

Quinn’s body went limp. Even her pussy relaxed, which gave me a chance to pull out.

Alexis and Lily had backed off too.

Joining them on my knees, I stared down at the beautiful mess I’d made of Quinn. “Lev gave me a bunch of syringes that’ll let us turn her. They’re in the pocket of my slacks. I can’t do it to the poor girl myself.”

As if she was aware of everything I’d fed from Quinn, Lily eased me back. Resting the rear of my head against the silk dress that had covered her lap again, Lily glanced her fingers down one side of my face. “Lex can take care of it for you.”

Conflicting thoughts raged through my head like a bar brawl.

But Lily kept stroking my cheek. “After what you saw in her, you know what has to happen.”

I couldn’t have ruled out killing a person, if worse came to worse, but this was Quinn. “I wish there was another way.”

“The last thing I saw in my past life... It was that look in your eyes. Like you wanted to protect me, no matter what. Even when I knew we were dying, it made me feel better than anything else I’d experienced, and we barely even knew each other.”

The sound of my belt buckle hitting the floor nearly had me fighting to get up. “She doesn’t have to die to be happy.”

“I get it now. Even if it couldn’t be with you, you only ever wanted her to have a good life.” Lily wiped tears I didn’t even know were there out of the corners of my eyes. “You don’t call it love, but that’s exactly what it is.”

“It still hurts, knowing that she has to die.”

Alexis crawled over the bed, making me want to jerk up and stop her with everything I had left.

But Lily held me tighter. “Right before the ceremony, Mona told me what she saw in you. I’m glad she wasn’t lying. Even Alexis said she felt it in you, just before she changed.”

Quiet enough that no regular human would make it out, the cap of the syringe popped. My entire body tensed up at once. “Let me go!”

Not that my wife was listening. A run of Lily’s fingers along my jaw settled me down. “This way, you’ll be able to protect her, forever.”

I still hated it. While I couldn’t call Quinn the love of my life, the plunge of the needle through her skin had me on the verge of bawling.

Seconds later, I couldn’t make out the sound of her heartbeat anymore.

We really have become monsters. Jesus…

But it didn’t take Alexis long to stare down at me. “You know all that shit she should have told a therapist? Now you get to feed it back to her, just like you did for me.”

“I’m always gonna hold what you just did against your ass.”

Alexis smiled as she straddled my chest and wrapped her palms around my face. “Get over yourself. I’m far better off now than I was before we met. She will be, too.”


Feeling a part of myself drain into Quinn as I gave back what I’d taken, that first beat of her heart pounded through my own head.

I pulled my mouth away from hers. “Quinn?”

Her eyes opened inches from my own.

Without a doubt, she was still the same person. But that dim, blue glow and her gratitude replaced the hazel green that had set up permanent residence in my memories.

Even with the right contacts, the color of her eyes would never put that scared-shitless rapture in my chest again.
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I turned my key and eased inside. Sitting the bag down by the door, I noticed the giant block in front of my couch.

Nuh-uh… Turning on the lights and stepping closer confirmed it. It was a block of money too wide to wrap my arms around, and taller than my own six-foot self.

I couldn’t stand myself on top of the couch fast enough. Ones, tens, hundreds… All the denominations were stacked in what looked like equal numbers.

I whipped my head around to the bag by the door and then back at the block of cash. “I’m not believing this shit. There’s no fucking way.”

Crack! The floor dropped an inch beneath me. Taking an easy step down from the couch, I knew something was about to happen, even though I still thought it was a dream.

The pallet of money sagged lower. A few stacks toppled off as I realized what was about to happen.

“Oh hell!” I dove forward, wiping as many bundles off the top as I could. About four feet by four feet, tall as a man, and solid paper. There was no way the floor couldn’t handle all that weight.

I felt more pops a split-second before I heard them. Wiping off as many layers as I could, I hoped like it wasn’t futile. My stomach almost cleared my throat.

Grey dust and pure chaos enveloped all five senses, right down to the taste of copper in my mouth. My feet and ass hit solid ground. Then I felt the tsunami of money pile over me.

***

This totem had to have something to it, and I guessed I had one wish left for the month. “They’re gonna do whatever I say, no matter what.” Wedging the tip in a crack, I picked the statue up and slammed the nail’s head against the counter. It wedged in enough. A few more bashes had it in as much as any other. The fresh gouges in the laminate counter were the last things I was worried about.

From downstairs, Kylee’s voice rang out, sweet as a Shih-kah-go accent could manage. Which isn’t as exaggerated as people imagine. “I’m ticked, but it is money. And lots of it.”

“We know it’s not Nathan’s.”

Gee, thanks, bitch.

Kylee’s voice sounded like it was coming from their front door. “C’mon, we’d better check on him.”

Sierra’s words were clearer than ever. “I can see his ceiling, and it’s not busted, so how in the hell?”

I hardly ever heard someone coming up the stairs. Before I could stop hyperventilating, fists pounded against my door. My brain froze and I broke into a cold sweat. I didn’t know who to call, what to say, or even if I’d live through the night. Sierra had always seemed like the vicious type of blonde to me.

And sure enough, she yelled first. “Nate, open up!” They kept beating. I glanced at the cause of all this. It stared back with blank eyes from the porcupine coat of nails. “Nay-than!”

Shit. “I’ll be there in a second.”

Sierra wasn’t taking any crap. “How have you not noticed the big fucking hole?”

“I’m as confused as you are. Just calm down.”I turned the deadbolt and swung the door open.

Still in their Honkers tank-tops and pink hot-pants, they looked content as stoners watching the birds.

My head cocked on its own. “You two were pissed a second ago.”

***

Like my reasoning was little more than a kaleidoscope of stupidity and missing the point, Sierra huffed as she pushed both hands against the mattress. “You haven’t ordered us to do this, even though you could.”

“I made you suck my dick.”

“And you didn’t make Kylee here do anything when you realized she was in your bed. Not gonna lie, it was kinda sweet watching you two.”

I saw the hint of bitch come back to her face, knowing Sierra had heard what I’d said about her. The time for new orders had come. “Both of you,” I locked eyes with Sierra and then with Kylee, “tell me what you’re really after.”

Kylee let go of me and scrambled out of the covers, sitting on her knees beside Sierra. Answering first, she offered, “I’m not ready to settle down with anyone in particular, and it sounds more fun and rewarding than working at Honkers until I’m too old to do it anymore.”

Staring knives at Sierra, I asked, “And your excuse?”

At least when she was honest, Sierra had the kind of bluntness I liked in a person. “I don’t give a damn what you think. I do what gets me paid.”

“Fine.” I pushed myself up and whipped the covers off of myself. “You two show me what I’m getting. If I like what I see enough on the test drive, I’ll go for it. Five-thousand more for both of you, either way.”

With their rent paid for the year with only a day’s effort, they weren’t protesting with their faces. Sierra pushed the issue first, crawling over the bed until she was over Kylee.

Hands wrapped around heads as their lips met. Whether it was their first time trying something like this or not didn’t matter. They were damn good at it anyway.
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